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Insomnia


I found that once I graduated from high school, I got to see my friends less and less. I was under the impression that I would be free and near completely unoccupied- how wrong I was! I was excited about the fun and games and the weekly outings to a club we finally agree upon partying at. But nobody has time. Somebody always can't make it. Uni. TAFE. Work. Something is always in our way! The unspoken rule of our group is 'it's everyone, or call it off.'


But this Friday night brought a miracle. My best from high school, Felicity, managed to organise a night IN ADVANCE (something nobody else thought of doing), so that we can cough through the phone and get a day off from work- without getting abused by our respective bosses. The 90s night that the Icicle Bar has to offer is always a smash hit- now that we've all turned 20 (save for Kid Genius Sandra, who's 19), we've become old enough for the 90s to be excitingly nostalgic.


We partied 'til 5am, we probably spent hundreds of dollars on drinks and danced to Aqua, Vengaboys and Britney Spears. Seeing that we're all on our provisional licenses, we were definitely not allowed to be driving. We managed to get home by taxi, and somehow, during our various stages of drunkenness, we also found places to sleep in Felicity's house. Sandra found a bed in a wooden table covered in cushions, Felicity slept in her room, Annie used the house's only sleeping bag, Mike was perfectly happy with the shagpile carpet and Phil and I ended up sharing a sofa bed.


Truth be told, I don't want to share a bed with Phil. Don't get me wrong- I have nothing against him! My memory of him in high school was that of a shortish guy who was zealous about study. He was quiet, slightly reserved and very private. But how five years can change people! He was outgoing and completely comfortable with his innovative dance moves that can only be called innovative. He was now taller than me too. I used to tower over Phillip Howard.


I generally don't like sharing beds, because I can't sleep through any kinds of distractions- quilt-stealing, snoring or a hypnagogic kick for that matter. "Sandra? Can you turn the lights off?" I barked, cranky as I just wanted to get to sleep.


"I'll do it. Sandra's fast asleep," Mike got up from the floor and eventually found the switch. With a click, the lights went out, and I felt the blanket of sleep close my eyes and pull towards the world of dreams. The thump of Mike crashing back onto the (probably) uncomfortable floor snapped me awake again.


Then my mind began to wonder. I'm not a very good sleeper anyway, as I'm always thinking about something, however trivial: wow, we drank a lot. My feet hurt. My ears are ringing. My head is throbbing. I have to get that assignment done by Monday. Hope we can go out together soon. Phil is adorable. He bought me my favourite drink- how nice. He was staring at my ass, and thought I didn't notice. His eyes didn't leave mine when we danced to the Backstreet Boys.


What the hell am I thinking about? I'm not even that attracted to him. Why can't I stop thinking about him? Is it natural to reflect on how much somebody's changed? Is it normal to obsess over every detail; trying to prove whether or not he was attracted to me? Or was I being delusional, as I am secretly attracted to him? We didn't get the opportunity to talk much, as maintaining conversation at a club is hard...


I don't think I can go to sleep like this... so I will have to pull out my favourite trick to fall asleep.


Masturbation.


It's really easy to fall asleep after you cum, you know. I remember reading somewhere that cumming releases some kind of relaxing hormone that aids in sleep. I've been using this technique for a while now. It's pretty cold, too. Since sexual arousal hastens blood flow, it warms you up. It gets my feet warm- which is important as you can't fall asleep if your feet aren't a comfortable temperature.


I look both sides in the living room's darkness; as though I would be able to see if everyone's asleep. I'm too scared to utter their names, as they might awaken, and I would have to wait until they fall asleep again. Now I have to get into the zone... I'm pretty sure everyone's asleep. I've done this many time, at many friends' houses. I've mastered how to keep quiet and jerking in ecstasy to a minimal. Breathing through your nose is the key. When you feel like you have to moan, puff your chest and slowly breathe out of your mouth. If you breathe out too fast, you'll let out a vocal shudder.


I pulled up my dress and let my fingertips sensually pass over the satiny smoothness of my 'invisible' panties. I took a deep, but painfully silent breath in as I felt the two mounds that was my vulva. I've got masturbation down to a pat. I love teasing my self. I carefully and very gently stroked the tip of my nail in the centre; stroking over my clitoral hood. I gulped a little, and looked both sides again in paranoia.


It felt like each stroke of my finger made my blood pump faster. My stomach caved in as my body struggled to break free from the shackles of my will; to jerk in response to its appreciation of the imminent pleasure to come. My body got warmer and warmer as my clit got harder and harder. With my free hand, I ran my fingertips over my clit. It was pretty firm, and dying to be rubbed more aggressively. Stroking my clit through my panties is not good enough anymore...


I slid my quivering hands under the tight satin and roll my clit with my index finger. It's becoming tougher to not let out a moan of delight, but boy, do I love a challenge. I can feel my now-moist hole throbbing a bit; longing for something thick and warm to slide in and out of it. My pussy's gotten to the point of no return- the skin around the hole was now as moist as fresh raw meat, and my clit now a diamond. I had to come. As I reached closer to climax, my toes curled into the sofa; my toenails making a grazing noise. The fear of getting caught woke me up from my world of naughty dreams.


I'm so fucking horny now that I'm softly rubbing over my clit as I carefully try and listen for any signs that somebody has awoken. Considering my toe-curling a lucky escape, I continued ahead on the long and intense road towards orgasm...


The sound of a door opening stabbed my heart to a stop. I couldn't help but let out a gasp of fright. I tried to stifle my increasing heavy and audible breaths; making it difficult to tell what's going on. I heard some gentle footsteps as the sound of the door closing brought relief. Furiously touching myself again, I let my mind travel to the excitingly tantalising world of my fantasies. Getting ravaged by my History professor on his desk. Getting fucked by a cop to avoid a ticket. Having sex in a confession booth. It seemed that the hornier I became, the more 'taboo' my fantasies distorted themselves to become.


"Hey," I heard a whisper.


I froze on the spot; not being able to help but rub my warm wetness all over my clit.


"Hey, Allison," I heard a male whisper. The only person it could be was Phil, if the voice sounded like it was coming from next to me.


"Wh-what?" I replied, trying my best to conceal my breathing.


"Are you OK? I heard you gasp, and you've been breathing heavily for a while, now," Phil informed me. Here I thought I was being clever about things too.


"I'm fine. I was asleep, and the door suddenly opened, so it scared me," I explained; desperately hoping the explanation satisfied Phil. His whispers were so soothing... I couldn't do anything but hate myself when my body decided that I should rub myself again.


"You're still scared?"


Uh-oh. This wasn't a good sign. He sounded sceptical. "Y-yeah, so what? It's still dark out there. God knows what kinds of creeps are lurking."


Phil then... chuckled?! "You really think I was born yesterday, Allison?"


Allison. I loved the way he whispered my name. When I'm horny, anybody sounds like a good idea. Especially when I'm too hot and bothered to object. Knowing where this is going, and even desiring for this to keep on going, I didn't bother to try and fight off his guess.


"I don't know about you, but I can never mistake the sounds a girl makes when she's horny," Phil's hot breaths in my ear- as sad as it is- was enough to bring me on the edge of orgasm. Phil. Short Phil. Was now turning my crank to point it will break off and I will lose control of myself...


His... forwardness took my voice away. But my breaths seem to be doing fine... I couldn't control my breathing anymore. I let out a long breath; a trembling moan trying to escape along with warm air.


"That's it," Phil whispered into my ear, as he put slowly snaked a hand around my waist. "It's not good to bottle it up. But I was listening to how hard you were trying to keep to yourself." His hand slithered down the small of my back, over my butt, and finally, it rested on my inner thigh.


I didn't object him inching closer to me. I didn't resist him placing a leg over my bare one. He was so warm... it felt so good on this cold winter's night. He softly caressed his masculine hand along my inner thigh. In this darkness, I couldn't know what to expect. Every touch was a pleasant surprise; so thrilling and exciting. I let out a gentle moan when one of his fingers passed over my wet hole. It was pretty embarrassing. My switch was already turned on. I didn't want him to think that I was that horny for him. No way...


"Looks like I don't have much work to do. I think I've jumped in at the right time," Phil put his hand over my pubis, and patted it twice. With women, it's all about anticipation. I can't wait for him to finger me; to rub me; to caress my back once he's done. "Don't tell me what to do. I'd like to find out for myself, using my tongue."


Wait... what? Oh God... the thought of a wet, hot tongue sliding over my clit is more overwhelming than my desire to cum! He dove under the doona and came to stop. I felt him place his hands on my hips. Hurry up, Phil! I don't want this moment of waiting for that tongue to lick my pussy clean to last forever! I ran my hand through his styled hair to usher him. "Be patient," a muffled voice instructed me. Soon after the command, I lay and waited. Then I felt it... oh yes. Yes! The tip of Phil's tongue circled around my clit.


I clamped my legs around his back, as I could no longer hold on by self-restraint alone. I was so close to cumming, until I was interrupted- so he's right- he has his work cut for him. I left my hands on my face, as I felt my ass rock back and forth in delight. It feels like my bottom half is melting off from the rest of me... I felt his lips- wet from my pussy juice- cushion around my clit as he gently began to suck it. All I wanted to do is scream, but I know I couldn't. Even though I was losing myself in his hands, I know I couldn't. "Oh God... oh GOD!" I whispered aggressively; trying to not let my voice sneak out along my passionate cries.


I then sensed a finger just about to enter my wet hole. Oh... it's so wet that maintaining friction will not be easy. His fingertip eagerly searched for my G-spot- which I was dying to tell him where, but he insisted on finding out for himself. As soon as he unintentionally brushed over it, my legs squeezed around him. As though he shouted out "Bingo!", Phil's finger pressed against my button and massaged furtively. I could feel my pussy tighten and loosen around his finger as my body grew more and more erratic from raw pleasure.


"OH GOD!" I whispered loudly again, as I was only a second away coming. My body shook as that final lick and final stroke of my pussy tipped me over the edge. My shaking legs unhooked from Phil's back and I panted like I ran 2km without stopping. I heard him re-emerge from his doona cocoon. It was pitch back, but I knew he was grinning in self-pride.


Without saying a word, he turned over and tried to sleep.


My body was hot all over. My pussy was still throbbing from being pounded with his expert finger. My panties were damp from the juices of passion.


This time, for real, sleep had finally arrived. I let out a sigh, as my final thought was wishing that I'd always have Phil to help me go to sleep...


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Somebody's Mother


The strip mall had fewer shops open than closed and the Sunday setting sun couldn't find any shoppers. Long gone businesses had removed their signs some time ago and a few stubborn ones remained to do everything they could to combat the lack of commerce.


Fl-Hair Shop sat at the end of the lot. It was next to a space that used to be a pet store. The salon didn't have a proper sign at all. A banner made with the cheapest font and one color (on white) flapped a little in the frugal breeze.


A jeep with a single passenger tore out of a u-turn and hit the drive to the parking lot with just enough speed to frighten a flock of dirty pigeons.


Reese hit one of the speed bumps, but he really hadn't slowed the jeep down enough to make it not lurch.


Most times, hopping his jeep would give him a light thrill, but this afternoon he was too upset to really notice the bounce below his roll bar. He'd driven clear across town in search of a place to get his haircut. He'd passed lots of other places, but he ignored them in favor of indulging his stress and worry about his upcoming job interview.


He hated hair places that worked too hard at being clever with their names. D'hair to Be Different, Hair Today, Gone Tomorrow, and Hair-Free were fine examples of salon titles that sounded more like long form jokes than places for serious business. He was annoyed to see that the salon he'd arrived to was something quaint called Fl'Hair Shop.


It was complete with a twenty-something woman with dyed hair puffing on a cigarette out in front. The employee's only company was an empty chair and a metal bucket that Reese deduced was for a cigarette butt collection. People who took cigarette breaks in front of their job places annoyed him to no end.


Reese's jeep parked right in front of her while she tapped her new cigarette on the near-empty pack in her hand. The engine trembled to silence and Reese got out of his jeep and slammed the door shut.


"You open?" He called to her and she set her cigarette between her lips.


"That's handicapped," she said and lit up with the end of a match.


Reese looked down at his parking spot and then stepped onto the sidewalk that contained the break chairs. He gave the thin woman a once over there in the orange sunlight. Her red dye job was in desperate need of a touch up. Light freckles were splotched on her flushed face. It looked to him like she had sunburn all up and down her long neck.


"You smoke in your apron? Is that sanitary?"


"I'm wearing sandals too," the woman shrugged and held her feet up for him to see. The red paint on her toenails was chipped and without its glossy sheen. Her smile was already tired of the visitor. "Gonna write me up?"


"How much is this?" He asked and drew a circle in the air that included her and the salon.


"I'm closing in twenty minutes," the stylist said and pursed her lips to inhale more smoke. She seemed more concerned with smoking than making money and the demeanor offended him.


"I just need a trim," he said and approached the salon's glass door. "You'll wash your hands at least first, right?"


He didn't wait for an answer. He just flung the door open and stepped into the salon's unremarkable space. He sighed at the sight of the space. The off-white walls held posters of hairstyles and they'd been hung up without care. They proudly displayed outdated styles with a crooked perspective. The tile floor was the cheapest anybody could find and sported a color less inspired than the walls. It was a lot like the girl smoking out front --neglected on purpose by its owner.


Nobody was in the shop.


She stepped in behind him with her cigarette still burning in her hand.


"Really?" Reese said over his shoulder at her. "You smoke in here?"


"Your not the boss of me," she said and her thin bottom lip dropped some.


He eyed her distant blue eyes and shook his head. "Well, could you not? It stinks."


"Get a magazine then," she said to him and returned to the parking lot.


The door closed behind her and Reese looked at her back while she smoked facing his jeep. She wore baggy shorts that reminded him of the punk rock girls from high school. She wore a camoflodge tank top and he could see the girl's skin was sunburned all up and down the backs of her legs.


He thought about leaving. The girl was rude. The place was dank. She was probably one of those girls who had some college, partied too much, and hurried to catch up when she realized her life was going nowhere and grabbed the last skill she could before her credit was totally destroyed.


Reese really needed his haircut. With Sunday burning itself out fast, his job interview was creeping closer and closer.


He looked at the coffee table and its uneven legs. It was littered in magazines that had out-dated subscriptions. He could also see the lame books with the hairstyles pictured in them. The table was framed without care by chairs that were worse for wear.


He looked out the shop window at the hairstylist.


She was looking at him now and smoking behind the glass.


He was appalled that the girl was going to finish her cigarette even though he was there for business (with money in his pocket). While she held her arm and continued what appeared to be an unearned break, he wondered if he could get a haircut somewhere else in the morning.


His job interview was at ten-thirty. He wasn't sure what time hair shops opened. The painted letters that indicated the Fl-Hair Shop's hours had their numbers scraped off, so there was no way to deduce if such places opened at ten am or sooner. He blinked his tired eyes shut and embraced the lack of information.


He would have to do it here. And she would have to it.


She dropped her still-burning cigarette butt into the sand bucket and blew her last breath of smoke to the sky while she reached for the door. When she stepped inside, he held his ground. He knew the customer was always right and it was a shame that she didn't know it too.


The lady walked right up and invaded his personal space. She was just a hair shorter than he was. The smell on her lips was revolting. How anyone could smoke his or her face in the scent of a nicotine burn was beyond him. It was on her face and stuck in her hair.


He had come up with something clever to insult her, but before he could speak, she put her hands right in his hair and combed it through her fingers.


Reese felt her fingers and they were delicate against his scalp. They weren't clumsy like he'd thought. Light pressure from her fingertips against his scalp actually felt pretty nice. He stared at her expressionless eyes.


"Go to the sink," she said to him and dropped her hands from his head.


He turned and went to the back of the shop. He passed the four hair stations. Each was littered in dryers, combs, and scissors. The mirrors were plastered in personal photographs and health documents.


There was only one sink for washing hair. The weathered seat cover was torn and shedding yellow stuffing.


Reese took a seat and she approached him.


"Do you have another apron? A clean one?" He asked and looked up at her. "One that you haven't marinated in carcinogens?"


It pleased him that he'd saved that particular insult for an even more opportune time. But she spoke over his punch line.


"No, I don't," she said and her expression was a comical shrug. "Lay your head back."


The unclean nature of his surroundings and the girl's disinterest in being clean was getting more and more annoying to Reese.


"This is no way to run a business," he remarked without laying back.


"It's not my business."


"If it was your business, it would be like this. It would be messy like this. It would be lazy like this," he refuted her. "You'd probably run it into the ground because of your lack of consideration for the customer. There'd be ashtrays at the hair stations—"


"There are ashtrays at the hair stations."


"Inconsiderate," he blurted. "And probably illegal."


"Lay back," she said again and reached around herself. She untied her apron and lifted it up and off. She balled her apron in her hand and tossed it to the floor. "Happy now?"


Reese gazed up her camoflodge tank top. Her top smacked of her lazy appearance. This was a girl who probably drank herself into a coma every night and ran out the door without a shower. The obvious bra behind the fabric of the uninspired shirt held her breasts back. Even though they looked like generous handfuls, he wondered if they weren't the type that had hair around the nipples.


"You don't have a girlfriend, do you?" She said with the slightest spec of s.


"That's none of your business," he said after he made a light adjustment in his head. Her question made a little hiccup in his brain because her assumption was right. He hadn't had a girlfriend in over a year.


"And if you did have a girlfriend, it would be disappointing to you when she slept in. She'd upset you when she left a dish out. If she dripped pizza sauce on your bed you'd be so mad about the 500 thread count sheets?"


"750."


"Lay back," she repeated and he leaned back in the chair.


Reese felt hair squeeze between the ceramic and the back of his neck.


She then crossed her arms and lifted her tank top up and off.


"What are you doing?" Reese asked from the sink as her flat red hair bounded free of her cotton. She stood before him now in her flower-patterned bra. He could see how it was twisted over one red shoulder. She tossed her top away with her apron.


"I smoked in this too," she said with disdain and went to the sink. His nose was level with the pooch of her belly. He looked up and over her bra at her face before she leaned down. "And let me guess," she said above a whisper. "You can smell it on my pants."


Before he could speak, she popped her shorts open and shook them all the way off of her hips. From his position, Reese could see that her panties were hip-huggers. They were plaid. His brain registered that they didn't match the bra, but he dismissed the thought right away.


Her fingers stabbed into his wet hair and she shot the rinse all over the back of his head. She held the water close, so that it ricocheted around the ceramic and onto the floor.


"How's that?" She asked in a flat tone. "Too cold?"


"It's a little cold," Reese confirmed.


She touched the hot water knob and gave it a quick twist. "And that?"


"It's hot!"


The girl slammed the hose into the sink and shut the water off.


Shampoo was squirted into her hand and she rubbed it into Reese's soaked hair.


"You like strawberry?" She asked as the artificial scent activated in the soap. Her question sounded more like a statement.


Reese was quiet while her fingers stroked the shampoo into his scalp and hair. Her fingers were deft when they rubbed the crown of his head. She was fast and precise with her actions. Reese held back telling her how good it felt to have his head rubbed and massaged.


He looked up her neck to her face. She wasn't looking at his eyes because she was watching her hands. The pervert in the back of his mind let his eyes travel down to her breasts. He'd handled his fair share in his time and so he worked to estimate her cup size. They looked to be somewhere between a C and B. They moved slightly with her breath and the force behind her arms.


His eyes darted back to hers. He was caught. He could see it in her smirk.


He wanted to voice an apology, but she was faster with action. She rubbed her soapy hands down his forehead and scrubbed shampoo into his open eyes. The sting of the soap caused his eyes to close and he missed the smile on her face.


"What the hell—" he burst out before her fingers smeared the soap into his mouth. He felt the soft soap pressed into his lips and fingers slipped to the inside of his cheeks some before her hand withdrew.


"Quiet, you big baby," she said from above him.


Reese reached for his eyes to wipe the soap away, but she knocked his hands back. He thought for a second about storming out of the salon with his head still wet. He thought about asking his friend to ask a lawyer about "soap damages". He thought about all the things that made sense in a professional world and then he dismissed them.


Her hands were gone from his face and he kept his eyes shut. He knew that she was doing all of this on purpose, but he didn't know why.


Temperate water hit his face.


The gentle stream and her fingers rubbed over his eyes and over his hair. He could feel her running her fingers through his hairs to chase shampoo down the drain. Her fingers kept up the same quaint motion of one-part rub, one-part pull.


With the soap rinsed out of his eyes, Reese blinked water out and looked up at the hairstylist.


While his eyes had been shut, she had taken off her bra!


His eyes went to her face and she had a sinister smile spread across her lips. He looked back at her naked chest. The shapes of her breasts were the sorts he looked at twice whenever he surfed the Internet. Her nipples were flat against the pink circles of her areolas.


He looked back up at her and she splashed the hose water in his eyes.


The stylist turned off the water and slapped a clean towel into Reese's face. She took the towel and stroked it against his hair.


"There," the woman said and left the towel on his face.


Reese sat up and the towel dropped to his lap. He rubbed water out of his eyes and strained to focus on her topless form walking away.


In the blur, he could see her perfectly centered against the broad storefront windows. The nighttime sky stretched over the parking lot and contrasted her white and alabaster frame. She took a set of keys from a nearby station and went the shop's front door.


He stood up at the sound of her locking it. The towel fell down to the floor. He watched her flip the shoddy sign from "open" to "closed." Then the stylist turned to face him from the other side of the room.


"It's dark outside," he said.


"Yeah," she said back.


"So people can see in."


"Go on," she spoke over his words again and pointed to the hair stations. "I don't have all night."


His feet knocked the towel on the floor away with a lack of consideration. He approached the stations. He had no idea which to choose. The four cluttered spaces had so much in common.


He was completely flabbergasted by the topless hairstylist. He didn't know if she wanted to seduce him or if she was playing with his head or if she was planning some kind of practical joke. He just knew he wanted to know which (if any) of his assumptions might be true.


"Which one?"


"Fucking just choose one," she said and closed the distance between them. She was right next to his ear when her thin lips whispered: "Yeah. I said: 'fuck-ing.' How unprofessional of me, right?"


Her words embarrassed him a little and he wasn't sure why he had that particular reaction. This lady had taken the rug out from under his way of thinking. He felt like he was central player in some HD porno, but he also felt like the guy who got kicked out of the scene before the fucking got started!


He felt the strange need to impress her. He wondered if he would be able to choose her exact station! In that moment, Reese thought that if he could somehow take her normal station, her place of office, he just might get some of the control back.


Photographs framed each mirror, but he didn't want to take the time to examine each of them. He didn't want her to know what he was up to. He also knew he didn't have a lot of time to make his choice.


He couldn't see her in any of the photographs. All of the mirrors had pictures of children. This made him realize that the topless woman must be a mother.


There was nothing about the children to indicate their parentage. Of course, he knew he was always bad at that sort of thing. He never saw the resemblance when proud parents asked.


"You can't guess my station, can you?" She said and he caught her face in one of the mirrors. She stood there with relaxed posture. One hand was on her hip. He looked at the reflection of her eyes in the mirror. "Are you trying to impress me?"


Her words woke up his instincts for defiance and he went to the nearest chair and sat down with an abrupt tantrum.


"No," he said. "There's just a lot of children in the pictures."


"A lot of mothers work here," she said and walked toward the sink. With his back to him she spoke again: "And that's the wrong station, by the way."


He felt disappointment in his throat. Some odd part of his memory whispered rules for true love and indications of love at first sight. When two people were destined to be together, it seemed tests like the one he just failed were strong signs of a happy future. This thought made him furrow his eyes.


He had no idea why he'd go to such strange and romantic places. Especially about a girl like the one in the shop. A woman who got undressed in front of a total stranger. She was somebody's mother and she obviously cared nothing for her own cleanliness and attitude.


No, this woman wasn't his true love and to entertain the notion was to be as pathetic as any thirteen year old who just wants to hold hands.


She returned to him with a cape. She set her cigarette pack and lighter on the station and draped the cape over him. As the plastic fell over his chest and lap, her neck was close enough for him to kiss.


He looked up her naked chest and then he took in her neck, cheeks, and ears. He noted that her earlobes weren't attached. He was annoyed that he picked up on that detail.


"What am I going to do with you?" She asked with a flat frown. She picked up her comb and her scissors. When she reached, her naked tit just missed his nose.


He could smell the sweat on her skin. She very well might not have worn deodorant that day. Everything about her scent confirmed that the girl just didn't care about much of anything. He always showered. He always wore deodorant. He always shaved. When his contact ran out, he bought new ones and didn't continue to wear plastic that faded in his eyes.


They were exact opposites.


"Do you have tattoos?" He asked her out of the blue. He made the question up to do something to put her off. He wanted to make her feel as unsteady as he did, even if it was just for a moment to begin with.


"Do you see any tattoos?"


He realized his attempt to take over the game didn't work. She just took his pawn off the board by giving him permission to look at her body. So he did. He assessed her pieces and could see nothing that indicated what he must often associated with tramps.


She turned his chair to face the mirror.


He thought about objecting to her moving him. He wondered if it might not be cute of him to say that he needed more time to look at her. He entertained the notion that she might move him back.


Then again, it was probably best to just skip that level and get onto the next.


Her fingers pulled his hair up and she knocked the ends up with her scissors. She repeated the motion and more of his hair fell to the floor. As more hair fell from his head and down the cape, Reese realized he could touch his pants without her knowing.


He placed his hands between his opened legs and felt his mild erection. It felt good to touch it while he looked at one of her free tits in the mirror. He pushed against his opening hard-on with his fingertips and let the fabric of his underwear smear the point of it. It responded in kind and grew more rigid.


He knew that his cock wanted to be touched by his hand and he wanted to do it. If she was naked, why couldn't he be naked? Besides, it was possible he could get away with doing it without her knowing. The cape plainly hid his lap completely.


More hair fell with the sound of her scissors.


"Are you from here?" He asked. If he were going to do this, she would have to be distracted. He had assumed so much about her, but he didn't think she was stupid when it came to observation.


With next to no-motion, Reese unhooked his K-mart belt. With similar action, he unhooked his slacks. He took his time with both motions. He didn't want her to know what he was up to.


"Yeah. Aren't you?"


"Born and raised," he said and he brought his cock out of his underwear. It wasn't as hard as he was hoping. He classified himself as extra-medium should anybody ask. He looked at her in the mirror and saw her elbows high, her fingers concentrated on the haircut. He watched the breast he could see the most of. He gave the tip of his cock a familiar tug.


"What high school did you go to?" She asked with disinterest.


His erection was compounding stiffness in his hand now. He tried to move his hand so that his shoulders wouldn't move. He held it close to his belly so that it wouldn't bump the cape that hid the scene in his lap from her eyes.


"Sheridan. What about you?"


"I didn't finish," the stylist said and he felt one of her nipples brush up against the back of his head. Her fingers gathered more of his wet locks and the scissors got applied right away. "Sorry about my nipple, sir," she said.


"That's okay," he said without thinking about it. He met her eye in the mirror. She smiled like a teacher who caught him looking up a dirty word in the dictionary.


"Did you letter in anything?" She asked.


He found that question strange, but he wanted to give her an answer. Back in the day, he was drama club and the debate club. He'd acquired letters in both, but always found letter jackets silly. It was his father that insisted he get the letter jacket even though he never wanted to wear it.


"Yeah. Debate. Drama."


"Did you ever put the letters on your jacket?"


"No. I don't even think I ever wore the jacket."


"Oh, you must have at least once."


He stared at her supple form. With each tiny pull on his penis, he fell in love with more and more aspects of her shape. He picked out a mole on her left tit. He loved that her belly wasn't flat like a girl in a magazine.


"You seem a little distracted," said to his face in the reflection.


"I have a big job interview tomorrow."


"What's it for?" She asked and spun the chair to face her completely. Both of her naked tits were right in front of him now, right above his eyes. He could hear her breath. He forced himself to look up at her eyes.


"Bookkeeper," he said on the quick. He didn't want to get into one of those conversations about job skills or pre-requisites, but was prepared to.


She leaned down and put her hand on his hard-on. Her fingers squeezed the plastic cape against his hand and erect cock. He felt her hot breath on his nose. He took a whiff and dismissed the thought that she needed a mint.


He felt her hand squeeze his shaft. The pleasure of the squeeze shot joy down his legs and his firmly held feet.


There eyes were inches from each other. Reese moved to kiss her and she lifted her chin so that he missed her completely.


"What's your name?" He asked.


"Why?"


"Please tell me your name." He said and he felt her stroke the plastic up to the head of his cock. She squeezed him again and he let out a gasp of pleasure.


"Joanna Wellington."


"Nice name."


Her eyes were narrowed down at him. He couldn't tell if he'd given her the right compliment. She just spoke again before he had a chance to try another one.


"Nice cock. I think I should get to see it, don't you?" She leaned closer to his ear and whispered, "or are you the only one who gets to look?"


Her naked breast was below his chin now. He moved forward and gave her skin a kiss. She shot up and away from him. Her hand let go of the handful beneath the cape and she swung his chair to face the mirror.


Looking at her in their reflection, he lifted the cape and rested it to one side. His white, naked cock was up against the polo shirt. It was hard and pointed at his chest. Her eyes were on it and her mouth was slacked open.


She reached passed him and took up her cigarette pack and lighter.


With a cigarette in her mouth, she leaned down and set her heavy breast on his shoulder. She pressed her lighter in his hand. "Do you mind?"


Joanna looked at him in the mirror and waited for him to light her cigarette. He found the idea of smoking at that particular juncture weird. He saw no reason to bring the stink of smoke into something sexual.


He also wanted everything to continue, so he flicked the lighter for her and she puffed on his flame until she had smoke. Joanna leaned away and stepped around him to his side. She turned her back to him.


He could see her profile in the mirror. There was smoke running up her arm.


"Take these off of me?" She asked.


The only stitches left on her naked form were the plaid panties. He admired the tight fabric that was stretched around her ample ass. His fingers peeled the cotton down and he let out a sigh at its perfect shape.


He looked at Joanna through the mirror. Her cigarette crackled in front of her face while she waited for him to continue. She was patient and she just might have been bored.


The panties got to her thighs and he shoved them down to her knees.


Joanna stepped out of her panties and turned to face him in the mirror. He could see the dark pubic hair of her bush. It was well kempt. It was short and curly. Little red dots --evidence of razor burn surrounded its shaved shape.


"You got me hotter than a bonfire, Reese," she said and blew smoke toward her neighbor's empty station. He watched her smoke stream and then held her gaze with his.


"Jack it," she said and pursed her lips to her smoke again.


He put two hands on his cock. He used one set of fingers to push his ball sac down and the other to stroke its hard length. Nothing in his mind wanted to question the woman. He just wanted to do what she asked.


Joanna held her smoking hand at her side and used the other to fondle both of her breasts. He watched her reflection lift and drop each heavy orb. He watched her rub her wrist beneath each nipple.


Both of them found the breath of a workout. His pattern was informed by his masturbation and hers was probably from watching him do it. In the mirror, his eyes were fixed on her tits and quick glances to her barely spread legs. Her focus was his hands on his cock.


She flicked her ashes onto the floor and brought her smoke up for another taste. He watched the orange embers ignite with her inhale and found himself fascinated with the smoke that went up to the ceiling.


A stream of her smoke went between him and the mirror as she leaned forward to stab her cigarette out in the ashtray.


"How do you feel about having your head shaved?"


"I've never had it shaved before."


"Are you up to it?"


He pulled on his silken skin and watched her erect nipples. He hated the way she asked the question. It wasn't 'would you like to try it out?' and it wasn't 'what do you think?' it was 'are you a pussy or what?' He'd never considered going bald before and he wondered how it might go for him professionally.


"Sure," he said without enough thought. He regretted his answer right away.


She reached for her electronic clipper and switched it on.


With no further preamble, she knocked his hands off of his cock and held it with her own hand. She lifted one thigh and the other. Joanna joined him in the chair and guided his cock right into her wet pussy.


His length was absorbed like water into a sponge and he gasped. The heat of her wetness and the relaxed nature of her open walls made him breathe in again right away.


"Hold still," she whispered and put her hands on his cheeks. She held his head steady and knocked hair off right above his ear. Hair fell and she moved her hips just enough to stretch his foreskin back and forth.


The excitement brewing between them mounted for Reese. He could feel the mushroom top of his stem grow fatter with each coax of her hips. His breath hiccupped a little when she gave his cock a squeeze with her soppy sheath. His hips gave her a fuck back.


A sharp inhale went up her nose and the humored glaze in her eyes gave him a preview of what she was going to say, "I said, don't move."


She turned his head and applied the clippers again.


Her breasts were up against his chest and he felt her hard nipples against his polo shirt. She was dragging the flesh against him each time she moved her arms. The sound of the clipper was smooth and louder than their breath.


Her clenching and unclenching pussy was driving him crazy. He wanted to lift his hips against her, but he also knew that any action she couldn't predict could hurt his melon in some way. He admired how subtle and perfect her hip movements were. She was moving just well enough to not rock the chair, to not rock his body.


Her hands held his cheeks and she stared at his eyes as she brought the clippers to the back of his head. The clippers traced from his neck to the crown of his head. His cock pointed at her deepest insides.


He looked over her shoulder and watched her naked back swivel her hips in his lap. The motion was calculated, but the pattern was as random as the waves of the ocean. She bumped against him and with each bump, his erection got more and more joyful.


"There," she said and dropped the clippers. The tool fell to the ground, still buzzing and still connected to the power supply.


The distant sound of the clippers fell behind in the race as her forearms held the back of his neck. His hands went to her shapely ass. His fingers touched to the sweat of her exercise and he gripped her to get some control.


He lifted her light body weight and dropped her. His hips were getting involved then and he thrust into her with the same rhythm. He knew in the back of his mind that he wanted to impress her --he wanted her to think he was a good fuck. Even though it had been awhile, back in the day he'd gotten his fair share of play.


His history of one night stands and opportunistic (even anonymous) fucks stretched all the way back to high school. Theater kids were known for the drama associated with sex and who had who. Debate club put him firmly on the road for trysts in hotel rooms. Parties, keggers, and bonfires lit up his ancient sexual history.


He carried those experiences through college and girlfriends.


Even though there was nobody special in his life right now, he knew how to make someone feel special in bed. Even if the bed was a barber chair.


She slammed her hips down on his able cock. He could feel himself even harder inside of her. He reached one hand from her ass and lifted one of her bountiful breasts to his lips. He wet it with slobber and licked the flesh from the bottom up.


Her nipple brushed his nose and he felt her quake against him.


"Reese," she breathed his name. "Oh, Reese!"


Of all the nuances of sex, nothing made him more turned on then a girl calling his name. The sound of his name coupled with groans and broken breath was without a doubt the most exciting toy a girl could bring into a fuck.


Her hand went to the back of his head and it felt strange to him that there was no hair for her to grab. She just smashed him to her chest and her nipple popped in behind his teeth. He gave it a hard suck and this caused her hips to smack his belly. She cried out.


His grip on her tit was so rough that he was going to leave hand marks. Her nipple was sharp and pointed and the most fun the tip of his tongue could have. He could feel her breath pack and release against his shaved head.


The buzzing sound of the clippers was vague, distant, and welcome to be ignored by both of them.


"I'm going to come," he bellowed into her bouncing tit and her hands went to his ears. He felt her thumbs slip over his earlobes. Her teeth got right next to his ear and she hissed.


"Do it then," she panted.


He was shocked that she wanted it inside of her. This wasn't high school anymore where a guy being careless was to be expected due to lack of experience. He didn't need to have his life tangled with hers just because they'd fucked. She probably already had a kid and he didn't want to add any to the pile.


As his insistent seed climbed the ladder for her home base, he worked hard to hold the stream back. The packed head of his cock was all set to explode deep in her wetness. He groaned and grunted with the effort to hold back just long enough to get the girl off of his cock.


With an adamant effort, he lifted her higher than his cock and let it flop to his shirt. His semen shot from the tip. The pressure behind the juice was so great that he felt some of it on his neck. Spurt after spurt sent strings up and all over his shirt.


He set her back in his lap and panted up at her.


She looked down at him with her own breath shaking.


"Funny," she breathed.


"Why's that funny?"


She looked away from him and got interested in the parking lot.


He looked too. He was half-afraid that people were watching them. There was nobody in the lot. He looked back at her and she got off of his lap.


She went right for her panties and pulled them on again. She kept her back to him. He caught her expression in the mirror and it seemed a little sad. He wondered if her feelings were hurt because she thought he didn't respect her.


She tossed a towel from the station at him, "wipe yourself off."


"Joanna," he said, tucking his cock into his pants. "I mean, Miss Wellington, can I have your phone number?"


He thought deep down that being cute would win her back over.


"It's not Joanna Wellington," she said and lit a cigarette. "It's Joanna Ashbury."


"You're married?"


"Yeah," she said and turned to show him the ring on her finger. "You didn't notice?"


He hadn't noticed. Every time he'd looked at her fingers, he'd been disgusted by the cigarette that burned between them.


She blew smoke in his face and went on, "so, no phone number. And something else? Don't come back around here, okay? This didn't happen."


He stood from the chair and caught his own confused look in his reflection.


"I'm sorry," he said and then realized he hated apologizing. "You. You seduced me though."


She grabbed her keys and stomped to the front of the store. She unlocked it and held the door open for him.


"What the hell is going on?" He asked.


She stood there in just her panties. She kept inviting him to leave while she smoked.


"Just get out of here, Reese," she said. "And don't come back. You're not welcome here."


He felt a chuckle escape his lips because he couldn't see what the hell was wrong. He buckled his pants shut and walked over to Joanna.


"How much did it cost?"


"Don't worry about it," she said and indicated the parking lot with her head.


With an exasperated grin on his face, Reese stepped out the door and she pulled it shut behind him. The sound of the lock happened right away and he walked to his jeep.


Behind his steering wheel, he watched Joanna get dressed again. She kept her back to him while she dressed with a lit cigarette in one hand. The gestures were frustrated and sharp.


He switched on his jeep and drove away from the Fl'Hair Shop.


It hadn't been his intention to use her for sex and never see her again. He actually entertained the notion of seeing her again after he got his job. He thought it would be nice to take the girl away from her usual digs and to a fancy restaurant somewhere.


He had no idea what he'd done to make her so mad.


He also couldn't believe that she was married and was somehow holding what had happened against him!


Red light after red light kept making his long journey home more difficult.


He realized he was in the vicinity of his mother's house and thought he could stop in for a visit. She was always giving him shit for not coming around. She was another dissatisfied woman in his life apparently.


Reese knocked on his mother's door and she gave him a hug.


She wanted to make him dinner. She wanted to catch up.


While she worked in the kitchen, Reese went to his old room. All of his old interests were tacked to the wall. Old bands and movies reflected his past and he realized that he'd never told Joanna his name.


She'd known him from before!


All of that talk about high school and how she told him she'd never finished. He'd assumed she was just another loser drop out, but he realized it was just possible that they'd known each other before.


How could he have forgotten her? And was that why she was so pissed off at him?


He found his old yearbook from his senior year and saw her listed as a sophomore. She was chunkier in the old days. He had been leaner.


He didn't remember her face.


He ran through the Rolodex of his memory. He reached passed the ex-girfriends, the keg parties, and the different drama competitions. He turned over the vacations, the trips to the library, and the open campus lunches. He passed a flashlight over the darkened hallways, lockers, and showers.


He couldn't turn up a result.


She'd mentioned his letter jacket.


In the closet, he saw his old letter jacket hanging. He'd only worn it once or twice. He remembered he'd worn it to the drama club Christmas party because his friends had dared him to. All of them thought letter jackets were dumb and for jocks. She teased that he'd worn it at least once. Maybe she had met him at that party?


He put it on in front of his old dresser mirror. His shaved head was going to take getting used to.


His hands went into his jacket pockets as he studied his own befuddled expression. She'd treated him like an ex or something. Was it possible they'd had sex before? Back when she was in high school? The fog of the past shed no light on the subject and his fingers thumbed a wad of paper in the pocket. It would have been when he was too drunk to care. That had happened a lot in the old days.


He pulled the paper from his pocket and unfolded it. A girl's handwriting was on the tiny ripped note. Bubble letters. Perfect penmanship.


The words on the paper brought a rush of awareness, anger, and sadness to him all at once. He wondered why she'd written it down. Why hadn't she come to him? Stupid. Stupid girl!


He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and punched it. The mirror cracked and he looked back at the note and his bloody fingers.


Reese, I'm Pregnant. Call Me Please, Joanna.


And her high school telephone number was written below the request. He'd never seen it before. He'd always thought the jacket was a joke.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Park Pleasures


Jon sat in his black Lexus SUV longer then he planned. He'd had such a long day, and he needed the extra time. He placed his hand on the door handle, opened the door slowly and breathed in the fresh air as he stood on the pavement. He takes in the peacefulness of the birds; he enjoys this park the most for his nightly runs.


Jon closes the door, hears the beep as he locks it with the remote and strides to the nearest bench. Reaching one leg up he stretches, raises his hands and links them as he loosens his arms above his head. He repeats the steps for the other side and rotates his hips.


Working in that stuffy office all day sure gets to a man. The job pays well but being CEO of a major corporation has its down sides. Now that he is in his early forties, he needs to watch what he eats and run nightly just to stay in shape, Jon has little time for a social life, so being handsome doesn't always help a man out when there's no time to meet or date women.


Jon finishes his last stretch and runs in place. He picks up the pace and starts down the path. Breathing deep to get the fresh air into his lungs, he knows full well there are more work hours when he gets home. He inhales through his nose then exhales out his mouth. When he takes a second breath, he smells her. Sweet perfume almost has him licking his lips, like a taste of refreshing watermelon on a really hot day.


Jon has no choice but to run in place. Still jogging at a decent pace, he pivots a little, to see where the perfume is coming from. It isn't like any he's ever smelled, and he thinks the woman wearing it must be special. Suddenly he spots the brunette about a foot to his right. Jon inches closer, puts his nose upward and sharply takes in the air again, to be sure that she is the one. Realizing he has completely stopped running, he stares straight at the brunette with his nose in the air, sniffing.


He opens his eyes and sees her looking over at him, giggling with her friend. The blond with her is using her elbow to nudge the brunette while they look at Jon, giggles erupting from their petite frames. He notices that the brunette is slightly taller then the blond, better built with a bit more muscle surrounding her ass and hips. The blond looks almost too slim. His eyes caress every part of the women, starting at one then sliding across to the other. He notices the way the brunette's firm tight abs lead to her tight bosom. Her breasts are firm but curvaceous, soft and tender, begging to be squeezed.


Jon gently shakes his head from side to side, trying to jar his brain out of its thought process. He was there to run, not insert his cock into some poor unsuspecting woman. Nonchalantly he waves to them and resumes his running in place, looking at the ground to cover the stop he made. He makes the charade more realistic when he bends to pick 'something' up from the ground. He turns to the girls one last time, smiles at them and picks up his pace again on the path.


"Phew!" He exclaims to himself. He was unprepared for that and his reaction caught him off guard. Jon hopes that the women didn't notice the growing bulge in his shorts.


He runs faster, his thoughts still focused on those women. At a full fast run now he passes by the ladies quickly, and hears they are still talking. Around the next turn of the path he slows to a jog, then turns to run backwards a little, trying to work different muscles. His head still dazed, his heart thumping and blood still affecting his cock, Jon has no choice but to walk instead. He needs to get a grip. The whole purpose of the run was to stay in shape, and clear his head.


He walks past the blond and brunette, yet again. This time they are leaning against the bench. Both stare straight at him, a naughty grin across their faces. He does a double take, looks away then back to them as he sees the brunette crook her finger and beckon him to her.


Stunned, he uses his index finger to point to himself, mouthing the word "Me?" towards her. She and the blond both nod and giggle in a not-so-innocent way. Jon has to decide if he is curious or maybe a bit worried. He stands straight, sticking out his well defined chest and walks to them.


The brunette lunges her hand forward as she says, "Hi I am Phoebe, you can call me Bee."


Jon takes her hand, enamored with her crystal blue eyes. "I'm Jon, pleasure to meet you." He states distracted by their moment of eye contact.


Bee tosses her other thumb in the blonds direction, "This is Freya, a good friend of mine." Releasing her hand from their handshake, her eyes dash from his.


"You run here often?" Asks Freya, poking a finger at the park.


Jon, still checking out the women without being too obvious, looks at them. Replying, "Yes I'm here at least once a week. Running allows my work stress to dissipate. But I haven't seen you two here before."


Bee speaks as Freya chimes in, almost simultaneously. "We just found it with the GPS tonight. So far we like the scenery." They say with a glint of amusement in their eyes, as Bee traces her bottom lip with her tongue.


Jon is glued to her sexy lips. Her tongue takes a sultry lick then retreats back to her mouth. His cock is now throbbing, completely hard. He shifts his position slightly to adjust his tight shorts, coughing gently to ease the tightness in his throat. He would have said something but he couldn't look away from Freya's hand. It was tickling Bee's bare shoulder, sliding up and down with a gentle tease.


"You okay Jon?" Bee manages through a giggle.


Jon gulps in response as he tries to maintain some sort of gentlemanly appearance. He finds it difficult to do as he sees Bee take hold of Freya's tickling hand, touches it gently to her lips and makes a subtle kissing sound out loud. He feels his cock pulse more as it almost leaps out of his shorts. They turn slightly to each other. Freya touches her palm to Bee's cheek, then her thumb traces Bee's lips, until Bee reaches her tongue out and slurps Freya's thumb into her moist mouth.


"Oh my god!" Jon exclaims loudly and looks around to see who might be near them.


Seeing that it is dusk, almost completely dark in fact, he relaxes. Knowing that most people have left the park and the ones left would have no chance of seeing more then figures from where they were standing. Not wanting to miss anything, he quickly looks back to the women and sees they are both suckling each others thumbs. Bee has her thumb in Freya's mouth, and both are making the sexiest sucking sounds.


Unsure of what to do Jon quietly suggests, "I should let you two have some privacy."


The women turn to him, shaking their heads as thumbs fall out of their mouths. "No Jon, we would like you to play with us."


Jon has trouble catching his breath and gathering his wits about him. He wants to jump on both of them, eat one pussy as the other is riding his cock. Each woman grabs one of his trembling hands. His cock is ready to explode with excitement of two women. He follows their gentle tugs to the bench, where Freya sits as Bee still grasping Jon's hand gets on her knees.


"For now we want you to just watch, see how long you can stand it. Call it a game if you will." Bee says with great pride.


All Jon can do is nod, with his eyes fixed on the two women in front of him. He eases closer to the edge of the bench, leans against it for support. He knows that his legs will not hold him right now, as strength seems to have left his body. Freya pulls Bee to her, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss, while Bee's hands run up and down Freya's legs. Caressing, kneading her inner thighs, inching further up toward Freya's pussy. Jon's eyes get wider as Bee pushes a finger inside. Freya raises her hips to help Bee's probing finger in deeper. Freya breaks their kiss with a husky moan as Bee slides in another finger.


Jon groans loudly as he almost loses it. His mind is foggy with the lust for the two women before him. The darkness has made them more silhouetted but he knows who is where, and can see where their exploration leads. Freya's hips are rising and falling with each thrust then retreat of Bee's fingers, until Freya screams as she is intruded with three fingers.


Bee looks up at Jon, "Are you hard, Jon? Does my fingers fucking Freya make you want to touch yourself?" Her face catches some of the moonlight and Jon sees her grin. Her eyes sparkle like lusty diamonds.


Groans echo through the park as Jon settles himself down again. Composure is harder than ever now, with his painfully throbbing cock rubbing against his shorts. His only thoughts are who and where to cum. Jon enthusiastically nods to Bee.


"Take your cock out for us Jon, show us what you got." Bee demands in a hushed tone.


Darting his eyes around, checking to see if they are being watched, Jon realizes that it really doesn't matter. He can't walk away now. His fear is that his cock will have a mind of its own, that it will cum quickly and before it touches the sweet flesh of these women. He concedes to their wishes, takes his cock out and tucks his shorts under his balls. His hand gripping it firmly, he dares not stroke it.


He looks to where Bee's fingers are still fucking Freya, steady and hard motions, sliding her fingers in and hearing the slickness as they slide out. Jon is almost moaning in sync with Freya, she is close he can hear it as the pitch of her moans change. They are purposeful and intense. Bee stops a minute, Freya complains loudly and looks at Bee, and faces Jon.


Her eyes roam down to his now exposed cock and he sees her smile, licking her lips as she shifts her position to all fours sideways on the bench. Bee pulls Freyas shorts down to her knees, and Jon watches intently. Curious what will happen next, and not confident in his movements, he just lets the women play while he watches, taking his cues from them. Bee leans into Freya's ass for a nibble, Freya reaches Jon's cock. She grips it on top while Jon holds at the base. Afraid to move his hand away, Jon holds it like a cock ring to keep the grenade from blowing up.


Freya pushes Jon's hand out of the way, and strokes his cock all the way down to the base. Her fist hits Jon's pelvis then glides back up to the top of his cock. Jon closes his eyes a minute to enjoy her touch, then opens them quickly when she pauses and cries out. His eyes dart to Freya, but realizes Bee was the reason for the cry. He sees Bee plunging her small fist into Freya's pussy and then out again. Repeating it with no mercy, rough and hard. Each time Freya's ass bucks into Bee's fist. Her moans are sexy, loud and very erotic. Jon reaches to slow Freya's hand. Her stroking has his balls tight, and his cock strongly twitches in her hand. He doesn't want to cum yet; blowing his load before the girls do would be bad manners.


"Slow down baby or I'll blow," He admits as he squeezes her hand.


Freya slows her pace, and concentrates on the fist ramming into her dripping wet pussy. Bee shuffles to the side, close to Jon. He places his hands on Bee's hips, pulling her closer to him, making a triangle around the bench. Freya is stroking Jon's cock, while she has her ass exposed, shorts at her knees, and Bee plunges her fist into her. Bee is now close enough to Jon he can reach and touch her. Bringing his hand up around to her front, he squeezes Bee's tight tits until Bee squeaks in response. He pulls her bra and shirt up, her tits bounce free, as he pinches and twists her nipples. Her nipples grow engorged and fully erect... perked to perfection!


Bee stops her assault on Freya's pussy, and Freya noisily objects. Freya scoots in closer to Jon, while her hand drops to the base of his cock and forms a tight c-shape. She looks up at him, her head getting closer to his cock, her tongue extended and ready. He takes a deep breath and watches as her tongue meets his cock. Freya flicks at the top of his cock. She swirls her tongue around him, circles his tip, then licks around his head. If she didn't have the base of his cock clamped with her hand, he would shoot cum all over her face. He was panting and sweating at the ecstasy he was feeling, with sensations thundering through him with such force. He felt amazing!


Pulling Bee into his chest, he leans in, "Remove your shorts for me please." He requests.


Freya opens her mouth, bobbing on him, deep down, then up and flicking the tip with her tongue. Sweet teasing! Bee removes her shorts, and Jon bends as far down as he can. His long arm reaches the rest of the way around to her thick field of curls, to the slickness between her legs. Bee is wet, he plays with the folds of her pussy lips, pushing a finger tip just in. He pulls it out and puts it to his lips, inhaling her scent as he sucks on her juices. Bee raises her hand and smacks it down on Freya's ass. The sound reverberates throughout the park.


They all stop and turn their heads to the moan that comes from the trees. Bee, Freya and Jon all laugh as they continue aware now that someone is watching them from a distance. It's invigorating to know that there are others around, and encourages them on. Freya stops feasting on Jon's cock, and rotates to face the other way on all fours as Bee lays on her back on the bench in front of Freya. Bee wastes no time in spreading her legs wide open, one leg bent over the bench touching the ground while the other one is up over the back of the bench. Jon watches as Freya bends to lick Bee's pussy.


The moon now out from behind the clouds, sheds enough light that Jon can see the glistening wetness of Bee's pussy. Freya extends her tongue as she did towards Jon's cock, only now it slides around the outside of Bee's pussy. Slipping inside, Freya rotates her neck with her tongue delving deep inside Bee. Jon has to take his dick and hold onto it so he doesn't cum. His cock aches with the need to be inside her wet pussy. Freya is so close, her ass up in the air, tempting him. He shifts behind her, smacks her ass, and watches her jump, a red mark forming on her ass.


"Do I taste good Freya?" Bee pipes up as Jon is about to play with Freya's exposed pussy.


Freya with pride in her smile as she comes up for air, nods towards Bee. Freya sits up on her knees, pulling Jon down beside her on the bench. Jon kneels at the edge of the bench, his hands holding the back for support. Freya stands then, her hands on Jon's shoulders nudging him closer, in front of Bee.


"Try me, Jon. I want you to lick me." Bee lustfully adds as she points to her pussy.


Jon bends his head down to taste her. He flicks his tongue over her clit, and she squirms under him. He uses one hand on her ass to hold her still, and with the other he inserts a finger into her drenched pussy. He digs for her treasure, that one spot that will make her cum. His tongue and finger are working together, in unison on Bee while Freya moves to Bee's face.


She kisses her, massages her tits, and rubs her own clit. Freya turns her ass toward Bee, who uses only one finger this time and swirls it around inside Freya. Freya helps by rotating, pumping then finally she cries out a few times, her body in spasms. Bee removes her finger from Freya's sweetness and Freya's juices spill to the ground. Freya expresses relief with a deep sigh. She focuses on Jon again, reaching way down and around to stroke his cock once more.


"I want you Jon." Bee whispers.


Jon doesn't need to hear anymore than that, he was ready eons ago. He feels a tug as Freya guides his cock to Bee. Jon grips the inner thigh and hip of Bee, and pulls her pelvis closer to his, then buries his engorged seven inches deep inside her. Thankful that Freya didn't leave her hand to be crushed, their bodies lock together as one. Both urgent to gain fulfillment, Jon looks down at Bee and sees Freya playing with Bee's tits, her own finger playing at the nub of her clit. Jon drives deep into Bee again, guttural cries coming from him as he strains to hold back long enough for Bee to cum. Ever the gentleman, her pleasure first is important to him.


"I'm cumming," She stammers out as she yells "Oh my god!"


He joins her a second later by pulling out, his load of cum spurting warm liquid onto her abdomen. No hands needed to squeeze it out, as he was wound so tight. Exhausted with more pleasure then he had ever had, he hears a few noises in the trees. Satisfaction seemed to be the theme for the night at this park.


A smile on his face, he looks around to see what they might use to clean poor Bee up. He gathers himself and sticks his cock and balls back in his shorts. He pushes up, goes to the nearest tree beside the bench, plucks off a leaf and scrapes his remnants off of Bee. Freya pulls her pants back up while Bee pulls her bra with shirt back into place. Bee leans into kiss Jon, as they stand there. Then she kisses Freya and giggles.


"Jon, how often did you say you ran at this park?" Bee bursts out between the laughter.


"I may need to run less and observe the scenery more now." Jon responds playfully.


Looking over his shoulder as he walks to his car, back to work he goes. If he can stay awake tonight, that is. Getting into his car he grins, he likes the park a lot more now.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Coached in College


Chapter 1


I first met Beth at the restaurant where we both worked. We were both seniors in high school, both enrolled in colleges, mine about two hundred miles away, Beth's about one hundred and fifty miles from where we lived but the colleges were only about eighty miles distant from one another.


Any way, Beth and I really hit it off, neither one of us had dated a lot, we both sensed right off that our combined sexual experience wouldn't make a decent paragraph.


I really fell for Beth, she was always so neat and fresh-looking. Kind of preppy with Izod polo shirts, plaid skirts, sweaters, the whole LL Bean look. And, she filled out these clothes very nicely, as well. She was slender, five foot eight, one hundred fifteen pounds, just a wonderful figure, a smile that lit up the room and auburn hair that had an amazing sheen. Oh, I was a goner.


We were both waiting tables, that scourge of a job so many high school and college kids get into to try to stash away some savings. Well, we were soon dating, then steadily, then an item. Beth had the use of one of her parent's cars and she took me home each night after work, where we parked in my driveway and talked and talked for hours.


Slowly, we began to become more involved and began to kiss, then neck and make-out. We both seemed reluctant to risk having the other say, 'no,' so we only lightly steamed-up the windows.


Then, one evening after work, we were parked in my driveway necking and she reached down, took my hand and placed it on her breast. Even through her blouse and bra, I could feel her hard nipple which I began rubbing and squeezing through all those layers of fabric. Oh, did I get hard.


She didn't touch me where I was hoping she would and we just did basically the same thing, neck with a nice feel on the outside of her clothing. That was the rest of our summer together.


Then the fall came and we were off to college.


We talked a lot by phone and email and were able to see each other every three or four weeks and had become very close to each other, sharing our inner selves, our secrets and, yes, talking quite a lot about our love for each other and about sex.


During the first half of our freshman years, we didn't up the ante much sexually, except that we were now naked above the waist with each other and I was delighted to have Beth's beautiful breasts to pet and hold, to fondle and kiss and suck. Yes, there were nights when I could hardly walk but I was so happy and in love with both Beth and her breasts, that it was enough.


The big change in our relationship sexually really began with Lauren, Beth's roommate. Now, before you start going, 'aha, roommate, threesome, wild, kinky sex parties,' you can slow way down.


No, Lauren and Beth had become good friends, they had a lot in common, but one thing they didn't have in common was their sexual experience. Beth, as you know, has had her boobs kissed and sucked, Lauren, well, Lauren told Beth she all about her sexual experience and she was way ahead.


Lauren was very good looking with large breasts that always seemed to attract guys wanting to fuck her and she seemed to welcome most overtures.


Yes, she had paired up in multiples, once with three guys and she and another girl and, then, a rather long-term threesome with two guys. So, Lauren, as soon as she discovered Beth's lack of experience, began coaching her on how to get an orgasm under just about any circumstance that might ever arise.


The two girls had many long talks about sex and Beth told me some of the details and I also came in for some kidding from Lauren with a never-ending series of 'cock' jokes always at my expense and fairly frequent tries to cop a feel of my dick. She was not shy.


After a while, her jokes and jibes became expected and her extreme openness about sex did have the effect of opening Beth and I to expanding our sexual repertoire.


We soon were naked except for our lower underwear and would hump each other to orgasm.


We had been giving each other orgasms this way for some time but I think we knew then that it was just a matter time before we gave each other our virginity.


During this time, Lauren was often out of the dorm, so Beth and I had lots of time together. But, we had also become much more comfortable even when she was there. I often just had my briefs on and the two girls often just wore bras and panties.


Then, Lauren started kidding us with virgin jokes all the time. She just kept it up trying to push us along to having sex. I do know that Beth and Lauren were talking very openly about how far we had gone and Lauren was giving lots and lots of advice.


One Friday after I got there, we had opened a large bottle of Chianti and proceeded to get a bit sloshed.


"Let's play 'Strip Poker,' guys. You two being such virgins and all, we'll keep our underwear on so you're not scandalized by the 'wicked' Lauren."


Rising to the taunt, we both agreed and she got the cards. In about an hour, I was in my briefs, trying to hold my legs just so to shield my very hard cock. Beth still had on her top, bra and panties, while Lauren was in her bra and panties. Now, her bra left nothing to my imagination, her nipples were easily visible through the sheer fabric.


So, since I was down to my last article of clothing, Beth said that we had played the last hand and tossed her cards into the middle between us.


But Lauren piped up with, "Well, since I'm not the virgin here, I guess I want to play the last hand," so we did. And, Lauren lost. She snapped open the front of her bra and I gazed upon an absolutely stunning pair of quite large breasts. These were 'Playboy' breasts and had nipples poking out that just made me hungry for them. I know, I know, the girl I love is also sitting there and, yes, I love her with all my heart. But my eyes and my cock were riveted to Lauren's stunning breasts.


"What do you think, Lewis? Nice?"


"Oh, Lauren, you could be in Playboy easily."


"Well, Beth, how about you? I've shown Lewis mine, he's already seen your's before and you've told me how he loves to suck on them. Well, girl, how about it? It's just Lewis."


I looked at Beth and she was reaching behind and as I watched, her bra came off and her lovely breasts came out. Four beautiful breasts, was I in heaven.


Then Lauren stood up and pulled down her panties and stood in front of us wearing only her smile. She could be in Playboy. Nice, slim waist, hips that promised passion, and a perfect plump slit with just a slight glistening of moisture. I thought my dick would burst.


We just sat there dumfounded.


"Come on, you little virgins. Lewis, let's see that cock of yours. Beth, isn't it about time he saw all of you? I have and you're really beautiful. Lewis loves you, honey, show him your body. He'd love to see your pussy."


We still just sat there.


"Oh, you virgins, loosen up. Get naked, you have to begin sometime, show me that nice, virgin cock, Lewis, and I'll show Beth how to make you spurt your cum out."


To tell the truth, I would have done it but I was waiting on Beth to make a move and she didn't.


"Well, guys. I'm having a little fun," and she turned and went over to her bedside table and took out a dildo and came back over as she waved it back and forth. She sat on the floor with her back against the bed, spread her legs wide, presenting us with her open pussy, and slid the dildo into her mouth, then right up into her yawning pussy as she said to us, "Umm, this is how it's done," and pressed it in until it was almost all up inside her.


Then she began stroking it in and out, all the time looking right at the two of us. I couldn't help it, I began rubbing the bulge in my briefs and Beth was staring mesmerized at Lauren masturbating for us.


"Mmm, oh, oh," and Lauren began rubbing her clit with her other hand as she fucked herself with the dildo.


"Ew, yeah. Mmm, uh, uh, oh, oh, feels so good. Nice and deep, um, yeah," as she stroked faster and faster, rubbing her clit round and round.


"Oh, YES, YES, UMMM, UUHN, uh, uh, uh, oh, mmm."


She lay there for a few minutes slowly stroking in and out as we sat there stunned at what we had witnessed. Then, suddenly, she jumped up, hurriedly pulled on her clothes and said, "The place is yours, have fun," and left.


As she pulled the door closed behind her, Beth looked at me and said, "Wow, that was something. Maybe she's right," and she pulled her panties down, then reached over and pulled mine off.


Beth jumped up over me and began kissing me running her tongue all around my mouth and her hands all around my body. I felt her grip my cock then pull up off my mouth and kiss my neck, then chest, working her way quickly down to my cock which she kissed the head of, then opened her lips and took it inside and began to suck me.


"Oh, Beth, oh, honey, mmm, that's wonderful. Oh, you're making me feel so good, so good."


I was so wound-up by that point, I felt an orgasm rocketing up.


"OH, OH, BETH, OH, I'M...UUN, uuh, uh, oh, Beth, I love you so much, oh, so much."


She didn't stop sucking me, so I coaxed her into a sixty-nine position tugging her leg up over me and she pressed down over me as I felt her wet pussy touch my mouth. Oh, wonderful, I thought, as I licked and kissed as I brought my hands up and began running my fingertips along the edges of her pussy.


Then, I pulled her pussy apart to lick up and down as it lay open over me. Beth began to moan rather loudly, something that was new between the two of us, and she began moving her hips around obviously greatly enjoying what I was doing.


"OH, LEWIS, OH, OH, UUUH, uuuh, uh, oh, I am so happy, Lewis, that feels so good. I want us to do this lots and lots," as she ground her wetness into my face.


"Oh, Lewis, I love you so much. Oh, so much."


"I love you, too, Beth, I love you the most I possibly can. I want us to be together forever. You are so wonderful. I love everything there is about you. Oh, and your body. Oh, I want you so much now."


"Mmm, you're gonna get a lot of my body from now on, a lot."


The rest of the weekend we gave each other oral sex numerous times and masturbated each other many times. Beth loves to jack me off and have my cum splatter all over her breasts, then rub her breasts all over my chest.


We also discussed intercourse, all the ins and outs, so to speak, what to use for protection, when we would do it, what we wanted to try, just lots of things. We would get some condoms for next weekend and on Monday, Beth would go to the clinic and get on the pill, we were ready.


Chapter 2


We talked all week about having sex, what we wanted to do, how we wanted the atmosphere and ambiance, everything. I took an earlier bus and as I got off, Beth was there with open arms. As we kissed, I became aware that something was missing...her bra.


"Bethie, you forgot your bra," I whispered in her ear as we hugged. She let go, stood back and asked, "Like my new look?"


"What do you think?" I said, nodding down to the bulge in my pants. Ah, we were off to a perfect start.


When we got to her room, Lauren was there and she gave us both kisses and handed us a fancy bottle of chilled champagne and two glasses and told us to enjoy our weekend, she'd see Beth on Monday. She then leaned over to me and said, "Just take it nice and slow, Lewis. You know that but I'm just reminding you. I'll be thinking of you two all weekend."


Well, it looks like Lauren is in on our plans.


Beth had candles all set out and flowers. Her bed was covered with decorator pillows and towels and there was a nice aroma in the room. I put down my overnight bag with the new box of condoms lurking inside and she showed me the package of spermicide she had bought for a little extra protection. Good thinking.


We went for dinner at the college cafeteria and ate in a far corner to try to keep the evening's romantic mood alive.


I got the champagne out of the fridge and opened it and we rather quickly sipped our way through half of it. The candles were lit, the music cued up and I slowly began unbuttoning Beth's shirt as we kissed. I kissed downward along her shoulders and the top of her breasts, then on to her hard nipples.


Beth was busy taking my shirt off and began to caress my chest and back, then moved her hands up to my head and brought my head down further onto her breasts.


She reached down and began unbuttoning my jeans, then bent down and tugged them to the floor and helped me step out of them. I pulled Beth's skirt and panties off, then she pulled down my briefs which were strained holding me in. As I tossed her panties aside, I felt their wetness and knew how much she was anticipating our lovemaking.


I lifted her up and placed her on the bed and lay down next to her as we continued kissing and feeling each other. I was enthralled sucking her nipples as she fondled my cock and I began kissing and licking my way down to her navel which I tongued, down her abdomen, then along her slit. She moaned and put her hands down to spread her labia and whispered, "Lick me inside, Lewis, eat me."


I got down between her legs and licked and tongued her as she sat up holding herself open watching me. I looked up at her and she was smiling with a far-away look in her eyes.


"Oh, Lewis, oh, you make me so happy. That feels so good. Oh, I want to do you, please, I want to," and she got up over me and took my dick in her hand and began licking circles all around the tip. Oh, I think Lauren has been coaching her. She then licked up and down the shaft and, as I watched, my cock disappeared completely in her mouth as she started sucking up and down.


"Oh, Beth, that feels so good, oh, so good. I really can't wait. I want us to make love, oh, I want you so bad."


She got up and said that we needed to get ready and she took the gel and put a plunger-full up into her as I rolled on my first condom.


We toasted each other with another sip of champagne and then I laid her back down and she spread her legs wide, pulled her knees up some and I got up between them and began to kiss her lips, neck, breasts and belly, then, Beth took hold of me and guided my dick to her opening. The gel was pretty slippery and, of course, she was very wet anyway, so when I pushed, the tip end of my cock went inside her with little resistance.


"Mmm, I feel you inside me. Just the end, right?"


"So far. Is it okay?"


"Oh, yes, just go ahead."


I pushed in some more and went back and forth for several minutes and, soon, I was all the way inside.


"Well, that wasn't bad," she said, "Not like some girls have told me."


I was now taking nice, long, slow strokes in and out and it felt wonderful. I have never, ever, felt anything this good.


"Oh, Lewis, I can't believe how wonderful this feels. Oh, you just fill me up so good. Promise me you'll love me and fuck me all of my life."


"Oh, I do love you, I love you so much. This is a perfect way for us to love each other. I'm glad we waited but I'm glad we're doing it."


"Mmm, oh, Lauren was right, once you've done it, you'll want to do it every possible moment after. I wanna see, see you going in and out of me," and she sat up some and we worked around so she was sitting in my lap facing me and when we leaned back on our elbows, we could watch our fucking. There was some blood but she had put down some towels under the sheets.


"We're no longer virgins, Lewis, we're fucking and I love to watch you go in and out of me. Oh, it's wonderful," and she leaned forward and we kissed deeply.


"I know what I want," she said, as she rolled over and got up and squatted over me.


"I want on top," as she led me into her as she sat down over me. When she started moving up and down, I thought I might pass out it felt so good.


"Oh, Bethie, that is incredible. Nothing could ever feel better than this."


"Mmm, I really like it, too. Lauren was right. She said she loves being on top and that I should try it. Oh, do you get up nice and deep inside me. It's just a whole new feeling. Oh, Lewis."


She would raise herself up to where my dick almost came out of her, almost out, then, slowly, oh so slowly lower herself back down taking me all the way inside her. It was heavenly. She just kept going slowly up and down, the feelings were fantastic. I could tell that I was getting near an orgasm.


"Hon, I'm really close. It just feels so good, I'm almost...OOH, OOH, uuh. uuh, oh, Beth, oh, honey, I love you so much. So much," and I pulled her down to kiss her over and over.


"Are you close?" I asked.


"No, but that's okay. Don't worry. Let's just enjoy each other's bodies. Maybe you should put on a new condom," so she got up off me and I pulled off the old condom and rolled on a new one.


She got back over me and lowered down, then reached back and held me as she pressed down. I did slowly slide up into her and then she started rocking back and forth once again. I had cummed not long before but it still felt just about as good as the first time.


"Mmm, do you feel good. This is so good."


Then, she pushed hard down pressing me as far inside her as I could go, and began to twist her hips around grinding down on me. Probably more advice from Lauren, the expert.


"Feel good?"


"Oh, Beth, yes, oh, yes, it sure does. Wonderful. You're gonna make me cum again."


"Good, good, I love making you cum. Feels good when you do, huh?"


"Especially when I'm deep inside you like this. I'm not far off."


"Mmm, just go ahead, I want you to. I want you to be happy."


"Oh, I've never thought I'd ever be this happy. I want to be with you forever. I love you so much. Oh, oh, UUN, uuh, uuh, uuh, oh, oh, Beth, I love you so much, oh, so much," and she dropped forward over me and covered my face with kisses. She was crying.


"Beth, honey, what's wrong, what's wrong?"


"I'm just so happy, that's all, just hold me, Lewis, just hold me tight. I'm so happy."


We lay there for some time, my cock still inside her, a bit less erect than before but still feeling very good. She got off me and I pulled off the condom and we lay there naked in each other's arms and lovingly and peacefully drifted off to sleep.


We woke dreamily Sunday morning about nine and lay there holding each other, kissing, petting, fondling. Then a mad dash to each respective bathroom for a quick clean-up and returned to her room.


"Look what was in the girl's bathroom with our name on it," she said, holding a fresh bottle of champagne and a beautiful bowl of fresh strawberries.


"The note says, 'Congrats, Love, Lauren.' Isn't she sweet?"


I put the wine to chill in the fridge and we went back to bed knowing I had to be at the bus station for the three o'clock bus back to my college.


The champagne, all the strawberries and three condoms were all utilized in the remaining hours of our time together.


Beth didn't have an orgasm the first weekend but as she was kissing me goodbye at the station, she pulled my hand up under her skirt, pressed it to her bare, wet pussy and said, "I'll see you next weekend, remember, you owe me an orgasm." I came back the next weekend and she did have an orgasm. And three more as a bonus.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fun with the Waiter and His Manager


After our threesome with the waiter, we realized that we didn't know his name. We called the restaurant after he left our hotel, but by then it was after closing time. And the next day, Sunday, they weren't open.


"He told us his name when we first sat down in the restaurant, but who ever really listens to that?," I said as we lounged around on Sunday morning. Sunlight seeped into our hotel room through the sheer white curtains. The smell of coffee filled the air as the coffee maker made its final gurgles.


Your hair was in a ponytail on top of your head with several loose strands falling down on your forehead and neck. You were wearing glasses, and studying the crossword. Not looking up you said, "It started with a J. Or maybe a G." Your gaze never broke from the puzzle. "American painter, William 'blank' Chase....seven letters.... third letter is R?"


"Merritt?" I replied. It must have been the right answer, because you quickly scribbled something down.


Still engrossed in the crossword, again you spoke without looking up. "Especially after all that happened that night. I'm just drawing a blank." An answer to the puzzle must have come to you, and your pencil pounced on it. Then, placing the pencil and the folded up newspaper on the end table, you stretched. Your short, white nightgown rode up and your little patch of pubic hair was visible through your sheer panties. You sat forward and stretched your back like a cat. Leaning over to me, you put your hand on my bare chest, kissed my cheek and nuzzled your head under my chin.


"Tell you what," you said. "Tomorrow I'll call to find out." And then your hand slid down into my pajama bottoms...


So it was Monday before we were able to find his name.


The phone rang and a voice came on the line. "Dolce Vita."


"Yes," you began, "My husband and I were in Saturday night, and we had a tremendous time, thanks to our waiter. He really took care of us." You shot me a mischievous look that said, he really took care of us, all right. "We just can't remember his name. He was tall, muscular, blonde....yes, that's him...Jack...that's right. We wanted the manager to be aware of a job well done." You winked at me.


The person on the other line responded, then you said, "Can you have Jack call us? Here's our number." You gave the person your cell number, and then added, "When do you expect him to work again?...okay, great...Thanks. You too. Bye" And you hung up the phone.


"And?" I asked. I was trying not to betray my excitement.


"She says he's on the schedule for tonight," you said, "The person who answered was the manager working that night. Her name is Trudy."


"Trudy," I repeated. "It's funny, I don't picture her as a Trudy. But you know, under those glasses and plain clothes, I see a very beautiful girl," I said as I thumbed through the hotel copy of the tourist guide.


"You were really taken with her, weren't you?" you teased. After all this time together, we seldom pulled punches.


"Well...I guess," I pretended to hedge. "Weren't you?"


You paused a moment and laughed. Swatting me playfully with the folded paper, you blurted out, "Well yeah! You know what a sucker I am for blue eyes!"


**************************************


Jack called later that evening.


"Of course I remember you two. How could I not?" he said. "No regrets?" he added quietly. I could hear the busy noise of the restaurant in the background. He must have been starting his shift.


"None whatsoever, except we didn't get your name right away," I replied. "In fact, we'd like to get together again. Tonight, maybe?"


"Um...sure." He seemed surprised. "But I don't get off until ten."


"That's okay," I replied, and I reminded him of the number of our hotel room. "One more thing," I added. "Your manager..."


"Trudy? he asked.


"Yes, Trudy. Do you think she would be interested in coming? " It was a stretch, I know, but I had to give it a shot.


"I don't know," he trailed off. "I'll see....I'm not sure I really know her well enough to ask...she is pretty cute....worth a try, I guess," he said. "But I'll be there after I get off, with or without Trudy."


"Actually, you'll be here, and then we'll all get off," I joked. He gave a polite chuckle at my meager joke.


Later, we got another call from Jack. We could hear the bustle of the restaurant in the background. "Here's the deal, he said, "Trudy said she'd like to come. That's really something, because I'd thought she'd turn me down flatly. I thought it best to tell her what we would be up to, but she said she only wanted to watch. She has no desire in participating. Are the two of you okay with that?" he asked.


I spoke for both of us and said, "It won't bother us if it doesn't bother you or her."


"Good," he said. "I can't tell if she's on the fence about this or if she's excited. She's a hard one to read. Gotta go. See you tonight."


This encounter would be more planned, not spur of the moment like the first one, so we were both more nervous. We changed clothes several times before we settled on what to wear. You wore a pair of stretchy black yoga pants and a white cotton camisole. I decided to go barefoot with jeans and an untucked short sleeve collared shirt. It was, after all, getting near the end of our trip, and we were running out of clean clothes.


We had a couple of bottles of wine sent up. We were having a glass in the sitting area of our suite, passing the time finishing the crossword when there was a knock on the door. I looked at my watch. Thankfully, they were a little early and the suspense had been killing me. I opened the door and was pleased that Trudy had decided to come with Jack.


"Come in, come in. Good to see you," I said. We introduced ourselves to Trudy, and you gave Jack a peck on the lips, which lingered and turned into a more passionate kiss. Breaking off the kiss, you smiled and winked at Trudy and asked her if she would like a glass of wine.


Trudy really looked good that night. I guess the first night we saw her must have been an off night for her. She was about 5-2 or 5-3, and what most would agree to be voluptuous, but not fat. Her sapphire blue eyes contrasted nicely with her porcelain skin and black hair, which was wavy and shoulder length. She wore gray slacks and flats, and the white button-down work shirt could not keep from displaying her breasts which were probably a C, maybe a D cup, in proportion with the rest of her figure.


"I'll take a glass," she said as she looked around and had a seat. When everyone had a drink, we settled in for a little conversation. You sat in my lap with your arm around me. Jack sat on the other edge of the sofa from Trudy.


"So , Trudy, how did you end up in the city?" you asked, making small talk.


"I came out of high school to study art, and just sort of stayed ever since," she replied. We kept eye contact, but one of my hands was stroking the inside of your thigh through your yoga pants, while the other lightly found your nipple through your camisole. The touch made you close your eyes, but you tried to continue with the conversation.


"So are you still in school? " You smiled and kept your eyes closed as my hands caressed your body.


"No, not right now..." she said. We were obviously distracting her. She looked to Jack, who sat with his head propped in his hand, maintaining eye contact with her. "But I ...plan to go ....back in the fall," she hesitated, looking from you and me, and back to Jack. You unbuttoned my shirt and ran your hand inside, while opening your legs wider. The tight black yoga pants created an obvious camel toe effect, and I moved my hand up to feel it. My other hand disappeared under your camisole. As I stroked you through your pants, you ran your fingers through my hair as you turned your face back to kiss me. You couldn't stand it anymore, and wiggled out of your yoga pants and camisole. Now completely naked, you unbuttoned my shirt and took it off.


And that was officially the end of the small talk.


You unfastened my jeans and pulled them off. I hadn't bothered with underwear. As you got down on all fours to suck my cock, I slid off the chair and got on my knees in front of you. I gently stroked your back as you worked your way up and down the shaft, pausing occasionally to lick my balls and stroke me.


Jack hurriedly was unbuttoning his white button down work shirt. He threw it off and slipped down his black work slacks and boxer briefs. His shaved cock was ready, the head purple and swollen. He got on his knees beside me and stroked himself right in your face, hoping you would work on his cock too. You kissed the head, tasting his clear precum on your lips. Stroking Jack's dick, you resumed sucking and licking mine, concentrating on flicking your tongue on the underside of the mushroom tip. Then your own sexual tension must have gotten the best of you.


"Jack, I need you to fuck me with this thing," you purred as you stroked his cock. Jack went behind you, got down on his knees and, looking down at your engorged pussy, slid his cock into it. You kept sucking me, and I leaned forward to watch Jack's cock travel in and out of your wetness. Jack was so big that the inner lips would get pulled slightly, first in and then out, with each stroke. I pulled your cheeks apart to get a better look, and placed a finger into your ass.


"Ooh!" you exhaled, closing your eyes. "Keep it up, that's it." I knew that you couldn't keep sucking me right then, so I slowly stroked my cock, making sure that Trudy could get a good view of me. Jack was ramming you pretty hard, and your tits swayed with each thrust. He increased his pace and finally pushed deep and held it there. The base of his smoothly shaven cock pushed my finger a little deeper into your ass. His whole muscular body seemed to twitch, and I could feel his cock spurt his cum deep inside you. Finally he pulled out with a shudder. He rolled over on the floor, exhausted. I caught Trudy staring at his big, glistening, though now flaccid, cock.


You had your ass in the air, and Jack's cum was seeping out onto the lips of your pussy. Your chest and the side of your face were buried into a throw pillow on the floor, but you managed to mumble, "Now you, baby. Put your cum in there with Jack's." You were reaching back to rub your pussy, smearing Jack's cum around.


I positioned myself behind you and slowly slid the whole length of my dick in and out of you, turning one hip slightly so that Trudy could see. She wasn't crossing her legs anymore, and I could see a dark shadow at the crotch of her gray slacks. If she had been less inhibited, she would have been rubbing herself.


As my dick pushed into you, some of Jack's cum leaked out, dripping down onto my balls. It wasn't ten strokes before we both came. You muffled your groans into the throw pillow on the floor as my cock shot my seed into your pussy with Jack's.


You turned over onto your back, and our cum rolled out onto your ass and then the floor. Leaning back on one hand with your legs opened toward Trudy, you took a finger and dipped it into your pussy to retrieve our cum. You showed it to Trudy and cooed, "What do you think?" She was speechless, so you offered a few finger fulls to Jack and me. Holding it up to our mouths, we looked at Trudy as we tasted our collective cum, sucking her fingers to get all of it. You got up and moved to the edge of a chair, and Jack and I ate your cream filled pussy.


Jack began concentrating on your clit, and when I started tonguing your asshole, you came again, crying out with your orgasm. Trudy had to shift her position on the couch. She was clearly getting aroused, but still too shy to touch herself in front of us. The three of us, Jack, you, and I, rested for a moment.


I got up to refill everyone's glass.


After she'd had a another glass of wine, you persuaded her to change into one of the plush white hotel bathrobes. Of course, being so shy, she went into the bedroom to do it. She emerged from the bedroom with her oversized purse, where she had presumably stowed her clothes. Placing her purse on the end table, she curled up on the couch with her feet under her. Little by little, she seemed to be loosening up.


"Another glass?" you asked her, but you were already pouring it. Taking a seat right next to her, you suggested, "Maybe we can get you boys to put on a show for us girls. How about it?"


Jack seemed to know just what you wanted, and leaned back on his knees and hands to show me his large, semi erect cock. I leaned forward to tongue his nipples, feeling them harden as I licked them. Out of the corner of my eye, I made sure you and Trudy could see. As I reached down and grasped him, his cock twitched to fully erect. As I stroked it, I asked you, "Do you like that?"


It was Trudy who responded. "Yes," she exhaled. It was the first thing she'd said in a while.


"Do you want us to continue?" I asked coyly.


"Yes," she said, breathlessly. You had begun to stroke your pussy. Trudy was still wrapped up in the robe.


"Do you want me to suck his cock?" I asked her.


"Yes," she said a little louder.


"Then open your robe," I directed her. She hesitated for a moment, but then slowly undid the tie and opened her robe. She was still wearing her bra and panties.


"Those, too," I insisted.


You stopped stroking yourself and impatiently pulled at her panties, "Just do it, Trudy." You were ready for the show to continue and sounded a little exasperated.


She reached around her back and undid her bra and tossed it to the floor. Then she lifted her hips and shimmied out of her panties. Her breasts were round and creamy with puffy pink nipples. Her bush, though full, was trimmed enough so that her engorged, pink inner lips were pouting out. All she was wearing was the open terry cloth bathrobe.


"Now, play with yourself, and I'll start sucking his cock," I said.


She began languidly rubbing herself with two fingers. "That's it sweetie, rub that pussy," you encouraged her in a low voice as you sat right beside her and rubbed yours. I waited to begin sucking Jack. I wanted to hear her say it, to ask for it, to beg for it.


"Go ahead," she said meekly.


"Go ahead what? What do you want? Say it. Tell me what you want me to do," I insisted.


"Suck his cock. I want you to suck his cock," she gasped.


"Until when. How long should I suck his cock?," I continued.


"Until he cums. Until he cums all over you," she managed.


Satisfied with her answer, I ran my tongue up and down Jack's cock. He had gotten soft again, and his cock had drooled a trail of clear precum down the shaft. I touched my tongue to it, and pulled away a clear strand before taking the rest of him in my mouth. The two of you were working steadily at yourselves, watching us. Jack straightened up and put one hand on my shoulder, and ran the other hand through his wavy blonde hair. My mouth was moving up and down on his cock, while my tongue moved side to side on its dusky, engorged tip. It was really starting to leak his sweet-salty precum now.


"That's it, honey," you said with a gasp, "Suck that cock. Suck that beautiful cock. It gets me so hot to see you suck him." Your finger was working little circles over your clit.


You leaned over and took one of Trudy's pink strawberry nipples into your mouth as the two of you stroked your pussies. Jack saw you do it, and suddenly came, grunting with each spurt as his cock jetted his cum in my mouth. I struggled to keep up, hurriedly swallowing each hot burst. When he was finished, he withdrew and we straightened up, kneeling face to face. He began kissing down my chest, licking and sucking my nipples, licking and kissing my lower stomach, down to the smooth base of my hairless cock. I leaned back against a chair, making sure that you girls could see what he was doing to me.


You moved down from Trudy's breast, kissing her pale white stomach, slowly moving down to her black triangle of hair. She had shed any notion of not participating, and withdrew her hand from her pussy to allow you access to her swollen lips. She slumped down on the edge of the couch as you positioned yourself between her legs. She ran her fingers through your hair.


Jack stopped sucking my cock long enough for me to sit next to Trudy. I settled in on the couch beside her, and Jack walked over on his knees and resumed stroking, licking and sucking my aching cock. Next to me, Trudy was pulling on her nipples while your tongue worked up and down her engorged pussy. With her hand nearest to me, she caressed my firm lower stomach, feeling the smoothness of my pubic region. Jack firmly but slowly popped the head of my cock in and out of his mouth, causing me to groan each time he did.


"Lick his nipples, Trudy," you hissed. "If you want to see him to cum, lick his nipples." From experience, you knew.


Trudy tried to roll over toward me, but the bathrobe restricted her movement, so she shrugged her arms out of it. Now able to roll over to me, her breast pushed softly into my shoulder, and she firmly tongued my nipple. That did it, and as Jack pulled my cock out of his mouth and Trudy kept tonguing my nipple, I shot my cum all over my stomach. Jack moved up to lick up the warm, salty spunk from my skin.


Trudy stopped tonguing my nipple and moaned. I was exhausted, but I looked down to see that you had two fingers in Trudy, fucking her pussy while you licked her clit. Her panting increased, and she ran her fingers through your hair feverishly. Suddenly, she came, leaning her head forward and closing her eyes tightly, whimpering sweet sounds with each wave of her orgasm.


You planted sweet kisses in her little black triangle as she panted in the afterglow and stroked your hair. But you sank down to the floor when you realized that Jack had gone around behind you to get in position for you to sit on his face. You leaned back a little and pulled your pussy lips apart so we could see Jack's tongue flicking your little pink pearl.


"Do you like watching that?" you murmured.


"Mm-hmm." I assented. My cock was soft and spent, but I was still enjoying the show of another man eating my wife's pussy.


Trudy had put her head on my shoulder. I leaned forward, and with a sideways glance, could see her smiling, engrossed in what Jack was doing to you and your pussy. We watched as you rode Jack's face, making small thrusts with your hips. Grimacing, you dug your fingers into Trudy's upper thighs as you climaxed all over Jack's mouth and cheeks.


When you were done, you dismounted Jack and leaned forward to rest your upper body on the couch between Trudy and me. The four of us were completely relaxed, and no one said anything for what must have been a very long time. When you and I could no longer keep our eyes open, we stumbled off to bed.


We woke the next morning in our king-sized hotel bed. The soft morning light was streaming in. Your eyes opened to mine as we felt the bed shaking. We looked over at the same time to see Trudy riding Jack's cock next to us on the bed. Her full, white ass was shaking back and forth. Her perfect ivory breasts were elongated and swaying down in Jack's face.


They were too engrossed in each other to notice us. Trudy leaned forward to kiss Jack, her jet black hair falling off her neck and down around their faces. You and I got out from under the sheets, and came around to the foot of the bed to get a close up view of Jack's thick cock plunging in and out of Trudy's tight little pussy. Her white juices were trickling out of her, and running down onto Jack's thick veiny shaft, more with each stroke. Jack's thrusts became less frequent but more urgent, and he exploded inside her.


After his cock had stopped twitching inside of her, you put your arms around her waist and whispered in her ear, "Come sit on our faces and feed us that cum."


She dismounted Jack, swinging her leg over him. We lay side by side and she hovered above us, dripping Jack's cum first into your mouth, then into mine. My tongue stroked the length of her slit. I could taste the tanginess of Trudy and the saltiness of Jack. I kept working her drenched pussy with my tongue and lips until I could only taste Trudy, and I knew I had gotten all of Jack's cum. I started sucking on Trudy's clit, feeling her little pink bead swell even more under my lips. My nose was buried in her soaked bush. I gave her the flat of my tongue to rub her pussy across and could distinctly feel the hardness of her clit against it. My lips and cheeks were sopping wet from her; I could feel her moisture almost to my earlobes. She grabbed the back of my head and pushed her cunt onto my tongue as her pace increased. Her pace slowed, and she moved like she was trying to jam her entire pussy into my mouth. Suddenly, her pale ass quivered as she came on my face.


She collapsed onto the bed with a sigh, but then looked at the clock radio on the bedside table. Ten forty-five am.


"Ten forty-five!" she exclaimed. She leaped out of bed and there was a flurry of dressing. "I'm supposed to open for lunch."


Jack got up and dressed also. "I'll go in with you to help you get caught up," he offered, buttoning his pants.


"Thanks," she said as she paused her frenzy for a moment to look up and give him a kiss. She seemed touched.


You and I put on the hotel robes and walked them to the door. Trudy kissed me, and then you, and it was definitely not a peck on the cheek. Holding hands, she and Jack disappeared through the door, stepping over the morning newspaper lying on the floor in the hallway.


You picked it up and watched them disappear down the hall. Then, looking through the newspaper, you asked, "You'll make us some coffee?" You found what you were looking for in the paper and tossed the rest of it onto the table.


"Sure, love," I said. "Did you have a good time?" It was a loaded question. I unzipped the coffee packet and put it in the basket.


"Of course," you laughed, somewhat facetiously. "Do you think we'll see them again?" you added.


"Just maybe," I said, concentrating on pouring water into the coffeemaker. There was a silence, then the sound and smell of coffee brewing. Your robe was open, and you were lying on the couch with your legs slightly apart. The folded up newspaper was resting on your stomach. From under it, your dark patch peeked out. The residue of the night before was still in it.


Your eyes were scanning the puzzle. Breaking the silence, you said, "'Peace in our time' prime minister, eleven letters, second letter H."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rain and Bourbon


The clap of thunder shook me from my stupor. I had been idly watching Sportscenter, trying to catch Red Sox highlights, and relaxing from a long, hot day of work. The weather was typical mid-summer, blazing hot with humidity through the roof. About the time I had roused myself from my daydream, Sarah burst through the front door.


"Baby, it looks like a storm is brewing," she said.


"I know, baby," I told her as I stood and stretched, "I'm on it." By 'on it' I meant the top on my jeep. I had hoped that the storms would pass, and being worn out from work, left the top off. As any jeep or convertible owner knows, this is a mistake you only make once.


A flash of lightning and another clap of thunder got me moving. I didn't bother with my shoes or sandals as I raced out the door. Only small droplets of rain were falling when I got outside, but the sky had an ominous color and the imminent storm was moving in fast. I ran to my jeep and hurriedly began the task of putting the top up. I had my front windows in, and the top mostly up, when the rain really started to fall. I still needed to close some zippers and clamp some snaps up, but I was able to keep my jeep from becoming soaked. The same could not be said for me.


As I was finishing the small details of closing my top, the rain had been coming down hard. Lightning flashes lit up the early evening sky every few seconds, and the rolling thunder seemed to shake the ground beneath my feet. I was quite simply soaked to the bone. There was not a dry stitch of clothing on me and water dripped off every inch of my skin. I merely walked back towards the house, no point in running I reasoned, I couldn't get any wetter.


As I entered the house, Sarah poked her head out of the den. She chuckled at my appearance before getting a look of genuine concern on her face.


"Aww, Johnny, your soaked baby," she said, "Did you get your top up?"


I nodded affirmatively. "Yeah, the jeep is a hell of a lot dryer than I am."


"Good," she said as she walked towards me, "Let's get you out of those wet clothes."


I smiled. "Are you trying to get me naked? Or do you just not want me getting the carpet wet?" I asked.


She stepped up to me and put her hands on my hips. "A little of both," she said with a grin as she started tugging my wet t-shirt up my torso. I lifted my arms for her and she pulled my shirt over my head. Dropping my shirt to the linoleum floor, she slowly ran her hands down over my bare chest. Her fingers lingered briefly on my pierced nipple before running down over my stomach. I stood perfectly still as her fingers expertly undid my belt and unbuttoned my shorts.


She lowered herself to her knees as she slowly pulled my wet shorts down my legs. When they reached my ankles, I lifted each of my feet in turn so she could remove them. The shorts gone, she slowly run her hands up my bare legs until she reached my hips again. The way she was touching me, softly, almost caressing my soaked skin, was making my head spin. Whatever her original intention, the thoughts coursing through my mind were of a decidedly R-rated nature and rapidly approaching X.


Her fingers hooked into my boxers and she gazed up at me from her knees. My hands joined hers on my hips. My eyes met hers. "These too?" I asked. She nodded and began tugging my boxers down. I sucked in a deep breath as the cool air of the room hit my rapidly inflating cock. I repeated the lifting of my feet allowing her to remove my soaked boxers, leaving me wet and naked before her.


Once again she slowly ran her hands up my legs. I took another deep breath as her hands briefly veered onto my inner thighs, but she quickly veered them back away from my cock and balls and ran them to my hips. I groaned when she leaned in and kissed my hip, louder when her lips parted and she sucked on my wet skin, hard enough to leave a mark. Satisfied she marked me as hers, she pulled back and rose to her feet.


Standing close enough to me that I could feel the fabric of her top against my skin, she dragged her fingertips up over my belly as she leaned in closer and softly kissed my collarbone. As her lips slowly made their way up my neck she found my nipple ring and took it between her fingers. She tugged gently as she whispered in my ear, "There, that's better baby," before softly nibbling on the lobe and sucking my earring between her lips.


My wet clothes were gone but my skin was still soaked. I snaked an arm around her back and pulled her closer. I kissed her lips softly and smiled. "Much better baby, but now your clothes are all wet," I told her as both my hands settled on her waist, "Let me return the favor."


She lifted her arms as I pulled her top up slowly, letting my knuckles brush across her bra. I noticed her nipples protruding against the lace of her bra and smiled. I lifted her top over her head and tossed it onto my pile of clothes. My fingertips ran softly down her sides, I raised my eyes to hers as I lowered myself to my knees. She bit her bottom lip when I started unbuttoning her shorts. I slowly pulled them down her legs and lifted each foot to remove them.


Running my hands back up her smooth legs, I watched her toned stomach as she drew a deep breath. Without saying a word, I hooked my fingers into her thong and looked up at her. She wordlessly nodded her assent and I began peeling her thong off her hips. When her smoothly waxed pussy came into view, it was all I could do not to grab hold of her hips and bury my tongue in her folds. I steeled myself and finished removing her thong, dragging my hands back up her legs, letting my thumbs graze her inner thighs. I heard a soft moan when I moved my hands away from her pussy and gripped her hips. Leaning in I kissed her hip, in the same spot she did mine and proceeded to leave my mark on her as well.


I stood up and took hold of her hips. My eyes locked on hers, I held her, me, naked, her in just her bra, before lowering my lips to her collarbone and kissing her softly. Working my way up her neck with more soft kisses, my hands ran up her back until they reached her bra. I kissed along her jawline as my fingertips traced along her bra strap. Our eyes met, followed shortly by our lips and we shared a sensuous kiss as I deftly undid her bra. Pulling it from between us, I was soon greeted by the feel of her hard nipples against my wet skin as she pressed her body against mine.


We broke the kiss and stood there, looking at each other. My hands softly caressed her bare back, her fingertips gently tracing the tattoo on my upper arm. No words were spoken as we drank in each other's body. She once again bit her bottom lip and I smiled at her. I quickly tucked an arm under her ass and lifted her off her feet. Her eyes never left mine as her hand softly caressed the back of my neck. I began walking towards our bedroom, carrying her naked body.


Reaching the bedroom, I carried her to our bed and gently lowered her onto it. Our lips met in another desire filled kiss as her body settled onto the mattress. My body hovered over hers, our flesh barely touching. I eventually broke the kiss and lowered my lips to her hard nipple. Sucking the little bud into my mouth I was rewarded with the soft sounds of her appreciation as well as the feel of her fingertips on my bald scalp. I raised my hand and teased her other nipple with my fingertips, before moving my lips there and sucking on that one as well. I flicked my tongue across the nipple then gently took it between my teeth. She moaned softly and squirmed on the bed.


After lavishing my love on her breasts and nipples, I began kissing my way down her stomach. When I reached her belly button, I quickly poked my tongue in before sitting up. Her eyes flashed open at the sudden departure of my touch and she watched intently as I reached for the nightstand. Her eyes widened when I pulled the flask from the drawer. I had stored the flask, filled with bourbon, in there for several weeks. She had once told me, after a night of joyous celebration of the Flyers comeback against Boston, that she loved the taste of bourbon on my lips. I had hatched the plan at that moment, but had forgotten about it until now.


Kneeling, naked, between her legs, gazing at her just as naked body, I opened the flask and grinned at her. "I need a shot baby," I said as I held the flask above her stomach and proceeded to pour a shot into her navel. I swiftly lowered my lips back to her stomach and began sucking up the warm amber liquid from her flesh. When I had licked up every drop, I shifted my body further between her legs and looked up her, smiling. "Mmm, that was good baby," I said in a throaty whisper. She bit her bottom lip and gazed at me longingly. "But I think I know what would taste even better," I told her.


With that, I lowered my mouth to her bare pussy. Dragging my tongue, upwards through her moist slit, I heard her moan. I took another pass through her pussy, before raising the flask and pouring some bourbon onto it. This elicited an "OH GOD" from her lips. I rapidly set about licking the flowing alcohol from her folds. The combination of bourbon and her juices was intoxicating. I poured more onto her and lapped up every drop. Her body thrashed on the bed and I had to abandon my hold on the flask to grip her hips and hold her pussy to my mouth. My tongue slashed through her rapidly and my lips sucked hungrily. Her moans began to reach a crescendo as I kept at it.


When my lips found her clit and took it between them, she screamed, "OH FUCK!" I kept at it, lapping away as her juices flowed into my mouth. I felt her hands on my head, caressing me as I ate her pussy with abandon. Her moans got louder and louder. I slipped my hands from her hips and under her ass. Squeezing her ass cheeks, I lifted her, pressing her pussy tighter against my mouth. I drove my tongue between her pussy lips and flicked it over her clit. Her hands moved to my shoulders and I could feel her nails dig in.


"Oh God, baby," she croaked breathlessly, "FUCK! You're gonna make me cum Johnny." I doubled my efforts on her pussy and clit. I was soon rewarded. "FUCK BABY! I"M CUMMING!" she screamed as her pussy began flooding my mouth. I sucked as much of her juices up as I could. She thrashed on the bed as she came. I ran my tongue through her pussy a few more times as her body continued to shake from her orgasm. I eventually slowed, then stopped, my licking and sat up on my knees. Grabbing the flask again, I smiled at her.


She had an exhausted look to her, but her eyes were pure fire. She reached for my wrist and pulled me too her. She took the flask from my hand as her other hand shot up around my neck and pulled me down towards her. "I wanna taste more," she said before smashing her lips into mine and kissing me hard. I lost myself in our kiss momentarily, but I had other plans and I wasn't through with her yet.


I wrestled the flask back from her grip and pulled away from the kiss. She looked at me disappointingly as I sat back, straddling her leg. I shook my head and held up the flask, grinning. "This is mine," I told her. For what seemed like the hundredth time, I watched her bite her bottom lip. "You want a taste," I asked her. Her eyes bore into mine and she nodded affirmatively.


I smiled and proceeded to pour another shot into her navel. I quickly followed up by reaching down to grasp my fully erect cock. My eyes were locked on hers as I shuffled forward and pushed the head of my cock into her belly button, then running it around her stomach, coating it with bourbon. When I was satisfied that I had coated the head of my cock sufficiently with bourbon, I shuffled my body up over hers until I was straddling her torso. I had a firm grasp on my shaft and guided it to her lips.


"You like bourbon baby? Try it like this," I told her as I rubbed the head of my cock against her lips. Her eyes lit up before her lips parted and she eagerly sucked me into her mouth. She made sexy little noises around my cock as she sucked the taste of bourbon of it. I threw my head back and groaned as her lips and tongue drove me crazy. I leaned back, the back of my thighs pressed against her breasts, I could feel her hard nipples. She sucked my cock hungrily, her hands finding my hips and gripping tightly. Her mouth was doing wonders on me, when she suddenly pulled of my cock with a pop.


"More, Johnny. I want more bourbon, baby," she pleaded. I held up the flask and shook it, indicating there were only drops left inside. "Please," she moaned, "Whatever is left, baby, pour it on your cock. I want it."


I grinned at her idea and unscrewed the cap on the flask. As I lowered it towards my cock, she took the head back between her lips and I got the idea. I poured the last few drops onto my throbbing shaft and felt it run down and into her mouth. When she tasted the bourbon, her lips closed around my shaft again and she began bobbing up and down on my cock. The feeling was exquisite. I closed my eyes and felt her lips glide up and down my cock. Her hands had snaked around and grabbed my ass, pushing me toward her, giving her more of my cock. Soon, my hips were moving back and forth, pushing my cock deeper into her mouth. Her fingers flexed and squeezed my ass, telling me she wanted more. I obliged her.


I pushed my cock further into her mouth and felt the head enter her throat, she squeezed my ass again, letting me know this is what she wanted. I began thrusting my cock into her throat. One of her hands left my ass and moved to my shaft. She would pull it from her mouth now and then to take a deep breath, but immediately take it back in. She had always been eager when sucking my cock, but this more intense than anything I had ever felt. Maybe it was the bourbon.


Her mouth had me rapidly approaching the point of no return but there was more I wanted to do. I summoned my willpower to pull my cock from between her lips and quickly move between her legs. I knelt between her legs and grabbed my slick cock. I looked up at her and slapped the head of my cock against her pussy. "I want to fuck you, baby. You want that? You want me to fuck you?"


She surprised me by speaking. "God yes," she said, "Fuck me, baby. I want you to fuck me so bad."


I slapped the head of cock against her clit a few times and heard her groan. "Tell me you want my cock, Sarah. I want to hear it. Tell me you want my cock in your pussy baby."


"Fuck, Johnny," she groaned, "I want it baby. I want your hard cock in my pussy. I've been thinking about your hard cock all day. I need it. I need you to..."


I didn't let her finish that sentence before I pushed into her and buried my cock completely inside her with one powerful thrust. Her back arched and she screamed loud enough to rattle the windows. We were both so turned on at this point there was no need to slowly build a pace. I was thrusting fast and hard, immediately. My hands gripped her hips tightly, allowing me better leverage to drive my cock into her.


Soon she was pushing back against me. My balls were bouncing off her ass. I watched her breasts bounce as I fucked her with every bit of strength I had. She screamed for more and somehow, I gave it to her. Her pussy clutched at my driving cock and I just pounded into her harder. I was panting, the moisture on my skin was no longer just rain water. Her skin had a sheen of slickness to it as well. Her hands reached for me, clutching at me as I fucked her. She found my hips and I felt her nails dig in. I thrust harder.


Her nails dragged up my sides and I arched my back, pushing my cock deeper into her pussy. When her fingers found my nipple ring and pulled, I groaned loudly. My whole body was on the edge. I could feel myself on the verge of exploding. "Gonna cum," I managed to croak.


"YESSSSSSSSSSSSSS," she screamed, "Give it to me, baby. Give me that hot cum, Johnny."


With a roar, my cock exploded into her. I felt her pussy clench around me as I came, then suddenly she screamed as another orgasm ripped through her, flooding my cock and milking more cum from me. I gripped her hips harder and pulled her into me, feeling her pussy spasm around my twitching cock. Her fingers splayed on my chest and her nails dug in. She raked them down to my belly. I groaned and my whole body shook.


I was gasping, trying to catch my breath. Holding my cock deep inside her, feeling our mixed cum, I opened my eyes and met hers. "Fuck, Sarah," I gasped, "That was so hot, baby."


"Oh, Johnny," she said, looking right back at me, "You're so hot baby. You drive me so fucking crazy."


I smiled and my strength finally abandoned me. I collapsed onto her, my lips searching for, and eventually finding, hers. We kissed softly and lovingly, our bodies still joined completely. My hands found the back of her neck and massaged her gently. Hers slowly rubbed up and down my back. After awhile, I rolled beside her, my cock finally leaving her pussy. She rolled into me and my arms encircled her. Our breathing slowed, our mutual caresses eventually slowed to a halt and we drifted off to sleep.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Power Play


She arrived exactly on time; seven o'clock. I heard the doorbell ring and felt a small rush of adrenalin. With Amanda, I had learned to expect the unexpected. Thus the adrenalin.


I opened the door to all 5'11" of her, and smiled. She was so good at this. Standing there with her massage table and linen bag, dressed in loose?fitting pants, a collared work shirt and tennis shoes, she looked every bit the part of a normal masseuse. In fact, any curious neighbor of mine probably wouldn't give her a second look.


But I did. I saw the deep red lips that contrasted so beautifully against her dark hair, pulled back in a ponytail. I saw the makeup that was a bit too sultry. Her dark eyes looked me up and down. She smiled and walked in my house without a word. I knew better than to say anything, even a word of greeting. It was not my place to speak first and I knew my place. I returned her smile and watched her walk in.


Amanda was tall and leggy with nice curves in nice places. No stick?thin woman for me, I thought, closing the door behind her. Truth be told, though, I would have likely declared whatever body type Amanda had as my favorite...because of what she brought to my life. Thrill after thrill...after thrill. And Lord knows I needed a few thrills to leave the stress of my career behind. Amanda consistently provided them....every Friday night.


After work on Fridays, I left one world and entered a completely different one. The definition of my job was telling people what to do. I directed, delegated, supervised, corrected, dictated and remonstrated all day, five days a week. I wore a suit and tie. I oozed control and importance. My job was so much about control that I couldn't wait to lose that control when I left the office. That's where Amanda fit into my life. She was more than happy to take that control and run with it.


Amanda was a professional masseuse. We'd met by chance at a Christmas party of mutual friends. After quite a few drinks, we ended up in a private corner confessing our sexual preferences to each other. Initial surprise and drunken giggles soon became delight as we realized our particular proclivities seemed perfectly suited to each other. That was six months ago, and we had tested and proven the "perfectly suited" theory...many times. I'd had relationships with good sex before, but never this exciting. Never a coupling that seemed to reach deep into my hidden fantasies, draw them out into the light and peruse them, tinker with them, play and dance with them. In a word, what we shared was Hot.


In the months since we met, our relationship had overflowed from the strictly sexual world into regular dating to our mutual delight. Still, we both voted to keep up the Friday night routine we had come to love...and look forward to with great anticipation.


Amanda was easily the most sexually provocative woman I'd ever met. There was a relaxed air of complete confidence that permeated her walk, her voice and her whole being. I found her confidence incredibly arousing in such a different way. She brought out a part of me that was intensely eager to please in a "tell me exactly what you want me to do" kind of way. No wonder my past sexual partners failed to satisfy me completely -- they had all expected me to be in charge. Not Amanda.


Wordlessly, she set up her table in the spacious living room. I closed the curtains and turned down the lights. Soon soft cotton sheets covered the table. Without being asked, I retrieved a few pillows from my bedroom and placed them on the table, guessing we would need them later. That earned me a sweet smile. Nodding at me in that deliciously deliberate manner, Amanda picked up her bag and went off down the hall to the bathroom.


I knew my part well. As soon as she closed the bathroom door I jumped into action. Amanda liked things a certain way and I so wanted to please her. Champagne came out of the refrigerator, was quickly opened and poured. Just one glass, for her. I set it on the table next to her favorite spot; an overstuffed red velvet chaise lounge that had a lush, erotic appearance to it. Visitors to my home often remarked how it was a lovely piece but didn't seem to fit in with the rest of my fairly masculine furnishings. True. It fairly reeked of sex. I would just smile and say it was a favorite.


I lit several candles and turned the lights down a little more. Then I quickly removed my suit, laying it carefully over the back of the couch. I'd gotten in trouble the last week for leaving my clothes in a heap on the floor. I was so excited to see her I forgot about my clothes. She wasn't pleased. I sat down carefully for 2 days following that incident! My cock throbbed just remembering it. I stripped down to my required underwear for Fridays; a thong.


Amanda had rules, most of which gave me a thrill to follow. This one I especially liked. When I dressed for work every Friday morning I was required to wear a thong. She had given me several in a variety of colors. All day I felt the thin strap of silky fabric lay tantalizingly between my ass cheeks and the pouch held my junk firmly in the front. All day my naked butt was right next to the soft fabric of my pants. I felt disconcerted and exposed, like everyone knew what kind of underwear I was wearing and what I was going to be doing that night. Controlling my cock took effort, focusing on work was sometimes a struggle. Consequently, on Fridays I tended to spend more time seated at my desk. All those sensations were a constant reminder of the pleasure that would arrive at my doorstep at seven o'clock. Though I arrived home at six, I wasn't allowed to take off my suit until Amanda arrived. No loosening my tie or even removing my shoes or jacket.


Now, I wore none of my business garb. As I stood waiting, nearly naked in my living room, I felt so clearly the contrast she intended. My suit in all of its constrained propriety was suddenly gone from my lean six foot frame, and I wore only the thong. This morning I had chosen the purple one. Gone was the power suit. Instead, my naked skin tingled with a heightened sensitivity. I ran my hands nervously through my thick blond hair and rubbed the 2 day beard I always wore. I felt bare and vulnerable. Standing with my feet slightly apart I clasped my hands behind my back and waited for Amanda.


I glanced down at my cock, still at half mast remembering my punishment from last Friday. The deep purple fabric stretched as my need for space grew. Ahh...the waiting. Anticipation brought such delicious excitement. I'd felt it all day.


Finally, I heard the click of the bathroom door and straightened my posture. I looked up to see Amanda walking down the hall -- a vision of steamy sensuality and power. She'd loosed her silky hair and soft dark curls surrounded her face and fell over her smooth white shoulders. She wore a strapless black leather bustier which presented her ample breasts for optimum viewing. Her forearms had intriguing black leather cuffs from wrist to elbow. An impossibly short black leather skirt covered neither the tops of her shocking red stockings nor the black garters that held them up. Four inch black leather come-fuck?me heels completed her outfit. I couldn't take my eyes off the stockings, so startlingly red amidst all the black. They looked so out of place I was fascinated by them. It was then that I saw the riding crop in Amanda's right hand, held loosely at her side. The end of it brushed her calf as she walked. I shivered involuntarily.


She sauntered slowly up to me and stood so close I could feel the heat of her skin. I inhaled her scent, a spicy vanilla sandalwood mix she always wore. Now 6'3", Amanda looked down at me, held my blue eyes with her brown ones and paused, her look self-assured and playful. She was so good at drawing out the moment. Timing and anticipation was everything. Finally she lifted my chin with her fingers and brought her lips to mine. The kiss started soft, lips caressing lips and tongues dancing gently together. She pulled back, held my gaze for a moment and then returned to my waiting tongue. We kissed for a long, sweet moment. Jesus...I'd been dreaming of this all day.


Without breaking our kiss she pulled me firmly against her, her hand at the small of my back. I took a step forward to close the gap between us. Her mouth opened wide and she demanded my tongue, which I gave eagerly. Her red, luscious lips pressed hard against mine and her arm went round my neck to hold my mouth to hers...for her pleasure.


My hands remained behind my back as Amanda kissed me. I knew the rules. She broke the kiss, leaving me breathing a little harder and my cock a lot harder. Reaching up with one hand she gently twisted each of my nipples in turn and I gasped. She walked around behind me. My thoughts returned to the crop and I felt my ass tense up. She took my hands and gently separated them, placing them at my sides.


I heard her low voice murmur, "Mmmmm...I do love you in purple." I felt her warm hand caress my tense cheeks and squeeze each one in turn. I was proud of my butt, actually. I worked out hard four days a week and had even consulted with a trainer to achieve the firm, round, muscular bottom I now possessed. I knew Amanda loved it. To my surprise I did not feel the kiss of the crop. Instead, she walked away, settled herself on the red velvet lounge and sipped her champagne.


"Hello Nash."


I took a mental snapshot of the moment; a vision in red and black with creamy thighs and breasts that teased me to my very core. I watched her lay back and cross her legs, knowing the piece of leather attempting to pass for a skirt did little to cover her down-covered lips peeking out clearly from underneath, and being quite unconcerned about it. She never wore panties. She said they just got in the way, and why cover something that beautiful? I had to agree.


"Hello Amanda." I tried to sound calm, but it was a challenge, as usual. Tonight my cock was already ferociously hard, peeking its head out of the top of my thong.


"So how's my boy tonight?"


"...Excited." I had difficulty getting the word out.


"Excited? Good. Because tonight, I brought a new toy for you." She held up the crop that had not left her hand. It was medium in length with a flexible rod. Attached to the end was a soft piece of doubled-over leather. She whistled it through the air and my ass clenched again.


"Come here, Nash. Undies off." Amanda's voice was soft but there was no room for disobedience. I could think of nothing but the crop, but I complied.


I had the thong off in a flash and was standing at Amanda's side. I watched as one hand brought the champagne to her lips while the other hand ran her fingers over my hard cock, now at her eye level. She spent time teasing and caressing my cock and balls with a light touch...a touch that made me want nothing but more and harder. I resisted the urge to slip my hardness between those full red lips; definitely against the rules. I was in heaven as her fingers traced around the head of my cock, producing my first moan of the evening. The delicious sensations ceased when she held out her empty glass to me in a wordless request. I dashed into the kitchen to refill it, my cock waving in front of me. When I returned and handed her the glass, she smiled and sipped more...and then her eyes fell upon my thong in all its purple glory, on the floor.


"Nash, baby...what's that?" She gestured with her glass.


"Uhhh...my thong." Damn. What could I say?


"Why is it on the floor?"


"I'm sorry Amanda. I was so excited..." I trailed off. I quickly picked it up, folded them and placed them next to my suit.


"Yes." She smiled. "You did say you were excited. But that is no excuse for not taking care of your things...especially a present from me."


"I'm sorry...Y..You're right."


Amanda gave a low throaty laugh. "Yes...I am. Prepare for your punishment, Nash." No matter how many times I heard those words uttered, even though I knew they were coming...still the thrill.


Okaaaaay. The adrenalin returned big?time as I walked to the end of the massage table, spread my legs and laid my upper body down on the soft cotton sheet. That crop scared me. Amanda had a bag that she'd pull new toys out of pretty regularly, but I'd never seen a crop. Last week with the suit mistake she'd paddled the hell out of my bottom with a wooden hairbrush. This could be worse. I took a couple of deep breaths.


"You really need to take care of the things I give you, Nash." I heard her approach me and I willed myself to relax. No matter how many times we played this way I still felt the slight rush of fear. I loved it...it got me off like nothing else. Nearly every Friday Amanda would discover some transgression of mine; a reason to punish my ass. I looked forward to it. I loved the helpless, vulnerable sensation of my naked ass in the air, waiting for Amanda's hand or paddle to fall...or tonight I guess it was her crop. I trusted Amanda and would do just about whatever she asked...but a riding crop? Jesus Christ.


She stood behind me and slowly spread my cheeks, again stroking my ass gently with a finger and sending pleasure coursing through me. Ahhh...that choice again...open to the pleasure or anticipate the punishment. It was an interesting push pull I was very familiar with.


"What will you do with your thong when you take it off next time?" Her voice was stern behind me -- she meant business. Her touch was gone.


"I will fold it and lay it carefully next to my suit."


"That's right." The first stroke came as she emphasized the word. My mouth opened in a silent O as I pushed my face into the table. Yes, it stung all right, and the heat followed quickly. "Don't say another word," she commanded, landing another stroke on my other cheek, just as hard. I kept silent as she had asked. In fact neither of us uttered another word for the rest of my punishment, which kind of freaked me out. I was so used to Amanda announcing the number of strokes I was to receive and then I had to count them aloud as she applied them to my ass. There was a reassurance in that; knowing how many were left, steeling myself to be able to handle that number.


But this was craziness... I lay there flinching from the strokes, feeling completely un?tethered. I was so unnerved that I didn't even think to count the strokes in my head. As the crop cracked down again and again, sometimes soft and sometimes hard, I felt my cock, rock hard and throbbing against the table underneath me. Again, and in a different way, I was in heaven.


Amanda paused occasionally to caress my balls or perhaps to give my red, angry rear a break. Some of her pauses were so long I thought my punishment ended. Then another sting would land on my hot, sore ass, and I'd jump and squirm. Her crop was not actually any more painful than the other implements she had used to punish my butt in the past, just scarier. The way it whistled through the air...the way it stung.


Suddenly she applied 5 strokes in quick succession to each cheek, no pauses. I struggled mightily to stay in position. Usually Amanda would crank up the intensity just before my punishment ended...but tonight I wasn't sure about anything. She placed the crop on a couch next to us, right where I could see it, and then caressed my hot bottom gently with her cool fingers. I felt myself unwind, relax, open up. She bent down to kiss the back of my neck. I felt her hot breath. My cock, balls and ass -- sore as it was ? all ached with a need for...more. God, just more. It was insatiable, that desire. A Pavlovian response? Perhaps. With Amanda, my body had certainly learned that good things always came after "punishments".


"Come here, Nash." Amanda's voice was rough and smoky. I straightened up from the table, turned to face her and she took me in her arms, pulling me close and soothing my sore cheeks with her touch. Then she took one of my hands down between us, pulled up that leather skirt and inserted my middle two fingers into her slippery wetness. I dared to caress her clit briefly and she pushed against my fingers in response.


"Taste." I pushed my fingers deep inside her and then brought them to my mouth, savoring the flavor of her. I knew our games got Amanda off just as much as me. She drew me to her lips for a breathy kiss, tasting herself on my tongue. My body melted into hers and she held me firmly, possessively, gently teasing my lips with hers. I felt her pelvis push against my cock, acknowledging its presence. The cool leather of her skirt felt good against my nakedness. As we kissed, Amanda pulled my ass cheeks apart and trailed a finger up my crack, producing an involuntary gasp when she paused to tease my anus. I so wanted it.


Her next words were a surprise, spoken in a whisper. "Touch me." That was my permission to unclasp my hands from behind my back and explore Amanda's soft loveliness...within limits. In times past I had been clumsy and too eager, going straight to her nipples and crotch. The paddle had fallen hard on those occasions. Through trial and error (and let's face it, even the errors had pleasant outcomes) Amanda had basically trained me to know exactly what she liked. And no matter how wet she was she liked a slow start. I ran my fingers slowly and sensuously over any place I could find bare skin...the tops of her thighs, her soft bottom, her shoulders and neck, her arms and hands.


Our lips were connected again in another kiss, my head tilted up to hers. The way she held me, her height in those heels and her confidence all combined to turn me buttery soft inside, utterly willing to do as she pleased. Being subjugated for Amanda's pleasure rocked my world in a way I had a hard time explaining to myself. I wasn't into humiliation. The most pain I was into was a good spanking to warm up my bottom. But the thought of basically being Amanda's bitch, to do with as she pleased? That was a kick I never tired of.


I trusted her with my willingness. And parts of me emerged with Amanda that surfaced in no other way. Writhing, ecstatic, impossibly hot parts. Gone was Nash the CEO, Nash the guy in charge, Nash the Head Honcho and the Craving, Nasty Nash appeared. My kink drawer was open, I enjoyed my spankings and looked forward to obeying every command Amanda gave me, shamelessly. Because she knew me...all of me.


My hands soothed and caressed her soft skin, lifting her skirt and tracing circles on her smooth, round butt. She sighed in pleasure and pushed against me a little harder, rolling her hips rhythmically. I felt her take my hand and push my fingers back inside her wetness, and I zeroed in on her g-spot, another thing she'd trained me to do. As our endless kiss continued, my hand and her hips created a nice rhythm for a lovely slice of time. The head of my stiff cock rubbed against her thigh, teasing me. Amanda moved away slowly and reluctantly, leaving me with cock waving and hands that returned to their position behind my back, with no soft curves to touch...but not until after I'd licked her juices from my fingers.


Draining her glass of champagne, she turned and smiled at me. "On the table, Nash." Yes! I loved it when she let me lay on the table. It had been a long time since we played that way. I took the pillows, placed them under my hips and lay face down. Ass presented for your pleasure, Ma'am, I thought. I flexed my ass cheeks for show. Her teasing earlier had been a clue -- it was an ass night.


So right when I thought I knew what was happening, Amanda threw in a twist. A silk scarf came around my face. I lifted my head slightly to allow her to tie it snugly into place over my eyes. Damn. Now I was Amanda's blindfolded bitch. The alliteration was not lost on me, even with my rear in the air, hard cock pushing in to the pillows and my ass still hot and sore. I laughed a little giggle of nervousness.


My lack of sight increased my feeling of vulnerability. There was nothing to be done but wait for whatever came next. Anticipation...intensified. I heard a zipper, which I guessed was her skirt. Or maybe the bustier? Then rustlings and muted sounds that were unidentifiable.


The crack of the crop on my ass was so unexpected that I nearly jumped off the table. Jesus! She'd never punished me twice...ever! Until now. I gasped in surprise. Utter unpredictability. Yes. I had stopped trying to figure out why that dynamic turned my crank so much a long time ago. It just did. I received so much positive reinforcement every time we played, I trusted her with the reins of control. And I'd never been sorry.


Another snap of the crop on my other ass cheek to show a lack of favoritism. I clenched the sides of the table as well as my butt cheeks and wondered what would come next. Amanda laughed deep in her throat. Then soft fingers gently eased apart my hot tense cheeks and a cool drop of lube fell right on my anus like a fucking ice cube from heaven. I squeaked a sigh of relief and pleasure and was almost embarrassed at the sound. She circled a finger around the outside of my anus, over and over again until I wanted to beg her to stick it inside me...which she did, gently and slowly. I felt myself clench tightly around her finger, the last vestige of control I had brought home from work. It was like this every time. I had a hard time opening up for her. I felt her finger slide slowly inside me, pushing further into my tight ass.


"Come on, Nash...you know you want it..." she purred in my ear, stroking my prostate gently with the one finger she'd worked into my bottom. I moaned and felt my ass let go a little more, opening up to her ministrations. "That's my boy..." I could hear the smile in her voice, and I smiled, too. She teased me, pulling her finger out again and massaging me until I pushed back with a silent request for more. This time her finger slid in smoothly and again stroked my prostate. I swooned.


Before Amanda, I had no clue how much pleasure I was missing by not indulging in ass play. Like a lot of men, I was all for fucking a woman up the ass but had sadly never explored my own. Amanda rectified that situation right off, since ass play was one of her favorites. Now I couldn't get enough. I was basically always hoping she would pay some attention to my butt. And I was pretty sure I was going to get the deluxe ass job tonight.


My cock twitched underneath me as her finger stroked my ass rhythmically. Small sounds of pleasure came out of me, moans and whimpers. God I loved this. I felt soft lips kiss my hot, whipped cheeks and thought my situation couldn't possibly improve. Until she started to work her second finger in, of course. I felt my ass stretch as Amanda patiently opened me up to accept both fingers. Jesus. I loved the full feeling, reveled in it. She worked her fingers in and out of my ass for a deliciously long time.


Suddenly her fingers were gone and I heard rustlings. Then I felt the cool surface of a toy push against me. As she pushed it in deeper, it felt a bit bigger than her 2 fingers. I took a deep breath, relaxed, and felt it slip inside me, the base nestling between my cheeks. My ass was now well?plugged. What took me by surprise, though, were the vibrations! When Amanda flipped the switch I pushed my cock into the pillows and got religious.


"Oh...God..." Amanda laughed with delight at my squirming. She varied the speed from a flutter to a powerful buzz I could feel in my balls and watched me writhe on the table. I could so easily have come right then and there, with just a little more thrusting into those pillows. But I knew if I did I would be in big trouble. No orgasms without permission. She knew I was struggling to maintain control, and turned down the vibration to back me off a little. I felt her grasp the base of the plug and work it gently in and out of me, fucking me with it buzzing softly in my ass. I could definitely get used to this. No sooner had the thought gone through my head and I felt Amanda slowly remove the plug. That was all too brief, and now I felt a yearning emptiness and my cock was still hard, hard, hard. My lack of sight was frustrating; what would she do next? This wasn't the first time she had blindfolded me, but it had been a long time.


"Nash, baby, I am so going to fuck you..." Amanda's voice was deep and dripped with passion.


I was good with that. I heard the clinking of the metal buckles of her strap?on and pictured it in my mind. The only question was which dildo was I going to have up my ass tonight? She had several sizes. The blindfold kept me wondering, ass waiting, still lusting to be filled.


"End of the table, Nash." I slid carefully off the table and felt my way to the end, positioning myself exactly like I had for my punishment, with one difference. This time my feet were outside of the table legs and I was spread wide for her. That was how she liked me. Immediately I felt two fingers inside me again and I moaned.


"Tell me what you want, baby..." Her voice was low and close to me. I could feel her hot breath and then her lips on the back of my neck, giving me shivers suddenly. All the while her fingers pushed into me further, beginning to work in a third.


"I...want to be fucked...please." There was something about saying it out loud that revved me up something fierce. It wasn't easy. Each time it was tough to say those words. But the whole being Amanda's bitch thing came into full bloom when she made me ask for it. She didn't just fuck my body; she fucked my mind, too.


"How do you want it, Nash?"


Uh oh. I was suddenly acutely aware of my dilemma. With the blindfold securely in place, I had no idea what size of dildo would be filling my ass tonight. She had several. So...if I asked her to fuck me hard and deep and she'd chosen the big one -- that could be a serious challenge. But I so wanted it...bad. Pushing back against her fingers (were there 3 inside me now?) I decided to take the risk.


"Hard and deep...please."


"Ahhhh, that's my boy." She murmured in my ear, pushing fingers just a bit further inside me. I felt my ass open up even more and pushed back hard. Amanda chuckled at my eagerness, stroked me a few more times and then the emptiness returned. When she moved behind me, I felt the vulnerability of the blindfold most acutely at that point. What the hell had I asked for? I felt the head of the dildo touch me, cool and smooth. She leaned in a bit and stopped. I knew she'd allow me the time I needed before the "hard and deep" commenced. That trust was such a sweet and necessary element to all this kinkiness.


I kept pushing back little by little, breathing and relaxing until the head slipped in. That feeling was always so nice; simultaneously a relief and a thrill. I felt stretched and incredibly filled...with what, I still wasn't sure, I thought to myself. I stopped wondering and got lost in the sensations as she slid gradually inside me, inch by glorious inch. As good as her fingers or a plug felt, there was just nothing like her strap?on in my ass for the delicious and intense coupling I craved. Her, inside me was what made me come the hardest, interestingly enough.


Amanda leaned over and laid her soft breasts against my back. Some far recess of my mind thought, wait a minute...wasn't she wearing a bustier? Now all I could feel was soft warm nakedness -- when did that happen? I could feel her erect nipples hard amidst the softness and she rubbed them back and forth across my back. The sensation was exquisite. She pulled her hips back a little and pushed back in. Mmmmm. Then I heard the buzz of vibrations and realized she'd slipped a clit vibrator in the harness for her own pleasure.


I felt her snug her hips right up against my butt and lean in, increasing her own pleasure as well as mine. She tested my ability to accept the full length of her toy as she pushed deep inside me. No problem. Give it to me, I thought. I arched my back and leaned back into her, sending that message very clearly.


The game was on. Long slow strokes to start. All the way out, and all the way in, pushing deep at the end of each stroke. Over and over and over. Oh Jesus I loved getting fucked. I moaned and whimpered my pleasure. I heard her noises behind me, too. A soft, "oh...oh...oh." With all the relaxing I had done to accept Amanda's cock, my own had softened in the process. Now my hard on was returning with a vengeance. Then I felt Amanda pull out and apply more lube. That's when I knew it was bitch time. She slid back in easily to the hilt and paused. I felt her breasts touch my back again as she reached up and slipped off my blindfold. I knew there was a large mirror on the wall next to us and instinctively turned my head to look.


"Check it out, Nash..." What a vision we made. Then she gave a quick thrust and I saw a flash of hot pink color disappear into my ass. Holy Shit...the pink dildo was her largest!


"Wow...is that...?" Laughing, Amanda grabbed my hips and thrust again, pushing me against the table. That was what she liked, knowing I had nowhere to go. I was pinned, spread wide, and my ass was at her mercy. She stayed deep inside me and made slow short thrusts even deeper, driving us both insane with the level of pleasure it brought.


Then began the hard and deep. It was all I could do to keep my knees from buckling with the sensations that coursed through me. I was once again, in heaven. I felt her hips pound against me and her toy fill me up completely with every stroke. The sensation of that huge cock rubbing against my prostate was almost too much pleasure to handle.


"Oh...God...Oh...Oh..." The end of each stroke brought another exclamation out of my mouth. I was at that point. I couldn't have stopped the sounds even if I'd wanted to. Amanda did indeed work me deep and hard, for a blissfully long time, pausing only to apply more lube...twice. She was sweating and I could hear her breathing behind me as she slowed, her body beginning to tense. I knew what was coming...or rather, who. Fascinated, I watched in the mirror as Amanda arched her back and pressed into me. Her nipples were rock hard and she was flicking them with her fingers as she climaxed. Her head tossed in ecstasy as she jerked against me for some time with her spasms, moaning.


Quickly she removed the vibrator, too intense for her post?orgasm sensitivity. Still impaling my ass with that huge pink dildo, she laid down over my back for a moment. Soft words in my ear, "Mmmmmmmm...that was nice." Amazingly, my cock was still hard and imploring me for release.


She pulled my hips back from the table to give my cock some extra room. She rotated her hips, finding the angle of the deepest penetration. She reached around, applied lube to my cock and began to stroke it as she fucked me. Then she replaced her hand with mine. She straightened up and began pushing into me hard. Her special just?been?fucked voice, always deeper and a little raw after she came, started talking sweet nasty things in my ear.


"Come for me, Nash. Come while I slide this cock deep inside your sweet ass just like you wanted. You know your ass is mine, and you are my bitch." With the word 'bitch' she pushed into me hard and I moaned. I was going to explode, just from her words. I stopped stroking my cock...I wanted this moment to last roughly forever. Or perhaps it was that I wanted this rough moment to last forever...


"I want you to know that next time...I am going to walk in and fuck your ass before you can even get your suit off. I'm going to pull down your pants, bend you over the back of that couch and fuck you right there...with all of your clothes on and your pants around your ankles."


That juxtaposition flipped my lid...the image of Nash the CEO with my pants down getting my ass fucked. I started stroking my cock again, powerless to stop myself.


"I'm going to bury my cock in you, Nash, as deep as it will go, and fuck you until you come." She timed her strokes with the words and pushed me right over the edge.


A guttural noise came out of me. My entire body was flooded with pleasure so intense I started screaming.


"Ahhh! Ahhhh! Oh God! Oh Fuck!" She stroked her cock quickly in and out of me 3 more times to intensify the sensations of my impending orgasm. Each thrust produced another, unintelligible yell from my lips, without my consent. Then she stayed buried deep in me, not moving as I jerked my cock almost violently. I shot cum to the opposite end of the massage table in an orgasm so intense I wasn't sure I could handle it. Every spasm was accompanied by a high squeal, the kind that was definitely embarrassing...the kind that really proved I was her bitch. My orgasm felt like it was never going to end. Finally, my breathing ragged, the spasms subsided. I lay on the end of the table, my legs trembling. Amanda rubbed my back and neck for a while until my breathing slowed. She pulled very slowly out of my ass, which in itself was a little slice of heaven, I was so sensitive. I moaned.


"Oh my God, Amanda...." I said, marveling at what she had just put my body through.


She was a vision, standing next to the table completely naked, sweating and flushed, her hips framed by a black leather harness holding a glistening hot pink dildo that swayed when she moved.


We gently cleaned each other up with warm, wet towels and then tumbled into my sumptuous bed, cuddling. For the first time that night I was behind Amanda as we spooned contentedly.


"Hey Nash..." she murmured as we drifted closer to sleep, "...Don't ever quit that job, okay?"


I smiled. "Not a chance, Amanda."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

When Harry Met Sally And Sally


It started in the restaurant - two women and a guy - they had found each other through various internet links - friendships had been made - thoughts and fantasies exchanged. There was anticipation in the air - it had taken many months to all get in this booth together.


The girls sat opposite him - looking innocent - just friends chatting. Only the most observant would have noticed the lingering glances and touches between them. There was a lot of laughter. Appetizers finished and second round of drinks in front of them - he noticed knowing smiles and hand under the table - he sat back and smiled - the girls knew that he knew - his hands disappeared under the table also - hands and thighs intertwined - not quite sure who was touching what - a fine omen for the evening


A quick consensus - lets finish these drink - to the car - and a room.


He volunteers to drive - the girls jump in the back seat. He pulls out towards the road - checks his rear view mirror - just as the girls kiss. He drives through the busy intersection, trying to concentrate on the road ahead. He hits the freeway on ramp - and as he does so he hears a moan from the back seat


He checks the rear view mirror again - to find them intertwined. In the dark he sees them kissing - hands roaming around each other bodes. For a moment he thinks they are so lost in the moment - they have forgotten him - but as they break from each other and he sees their smiles in the mirror - he realizes they know exactly where he is.


At last the hotel - clothes hastily rearranged - the anticipation building. The girls walk behind him - hand in hand - innocent to the world - their secret .He enters the dimly lit room - and goes to open the wine he has pre -chilled. As he pours the third glass - he hears the door close. He turns to see the girls already in an embrace. He walks towards them - two glasses in his hand - hugs them both and them returns to his glass and sits in the arm chair.


The girls sit on the end of their bed - laughing giggling sharing and sipping their wine


The girls don't seem nervous at all - maybe that's the effect of the wine. Sitting at the edge of the bed - their lips meet - hands running through hair - over shoulders. Whispers and giggles - they look over to him and smile.


The brunette stands - pulling her sweater over her head as she does so - the blonde sits on the bed in front of her - and unsnaps her jeans - kissing her belly as she does so. She eases the jeans down - leaving the brunette standing in black lacy bra and panties.


The blonde still clothed - caresses the brunette's breasts through her bra - nipples hardening as she does so. A gasp escapes from the brunette. As she caresses she brings her mouth to belly - kissing slowly downwards. Finally a long lingering kiss on the lace panties - and the fingers hooked in the waistband and slipped down her legs. The brunette steps out of the panties lying on the floor. As the brunette unhooks her bra - the blonde lies back on the bed.


'


The brunette looks at him - "care to help?" He smiles - "hell no - she's all yours"


She straddles the blonde - kissing her and doing her blouse - more urgent. Hands cupping her breasts through her bra - now it's the blondes turn to moan. She slips down her body - kneeling on the floor and pushes up the blondes' skirt - to her and his surprise - no panties.


She kneels between her legs and kisses her inner thigh - hands slowly moving up towards her pussy. The blonde caresses her own breasts as she moans and the brunette gently fingers the folds of her pussy.


He sips on his wine - loving the view. Frankly, the girls forget he was there a few minutes earlier. He watches intently - the brunette kneeling on the floor - between the blondes legs draped over the side of the bed. He loves watching - knowing these outwardly innocent looking Midwestern moms are pushing their envelope and he feels honored to have been invited along for the ride. His hard on is starting to feel uncomfortable in his jeans.


The brunette looks up at the blonde - "I need to taste you" - but to the blondes surprise she merely slips a finger inside her - eliciting a moan from the blonde - and then brings it to her lips. The brunette teases well!


The man laughs - "you tease - you know what she needs" - and at that - the brunettes' mouth comes down and gently kisses the blonde on the folds of her pussy. The moan reveals how long she has been waiting for the mouth to touch her there.


The gentle pussy kissing becomes more urgent - a lick - the girls losing themselves in each other - forgetting about the third in the room.


The third takes another sip of wine.


The brunette slips her hands to the blondes breasts - cupping and holding - the occasional tweaking of nipple - all the while exploring her pussy with her mouth. The blonde looks over to the man - "come help"


He smiles - stands - starts to unbutton his shirt - the blonde watches as she continues to moan from the brunettes ministrations. He kneels next to the blonde - still in his jeans - and his hand joins the brunettes on her breasts. The moans from the blonde become more urgent - the odd "oh God" for good measure.


He pulls away - off the bed and stands behind the brunette - the blonde looking at him as undoes his belt unzips his jeans and slips them to the floor. He kneels and positions himself behind the brunette and she lets out a deep moan as he slowly pushes the head of his cock into her wet pussy. All the while the man and blonde eyes lock - and he pushes slowly inside the brunette.


In a cruel act of teasing - he then slowly withdraws his cock - and slips back on the bed and kneels with cock at the blondes face - "would you like to taste her" he says with a broad smile on his face


The only reply to his question is for the blonde to open her mouth and push herself towards the hard cock.


He moans as the blonde mouth surrounds him - her own moans stifled as she does so. He looks down to see the brunette now furiously licking and fingering the blonde. A beautiful site.


The blonde struggles to concentrate on her cock sucking - he realizes she is reaching her point of no return and reluctantly pulls himself from her - he brings his mouth down to her beautiful breasts and starts to gently suck and lick her. Her panting and moans get harder and she accelerates to towards her orgasm - and within seconds she shudders and groans underneath them both.


As the blonde recovers fingers and tongues trail all over her - his fingers meet the brunettes over her pussy lips. The brunette looks up at him - "my turn - you tease"


He lies down next to the blonde - and the brunette kisses her way from his feet to his groin - she takes one slow lingering lick - and lets the cock slip deep inside her mouth. The second mouth around him this evening - his mind reeling.


And then - swiftly - she is crouched above him - and his cock is at the entrance to her pussy. And then slowly oh so slowly she lowers herself onto him.


She pauses as he fully enters her - the both look around to see the blonde smiling. Her hand slips down to her the brunettes, pussy and she feels the hard cock slipping inside her - meanwhile her other hand caresses the brunettes' breasts.


The brunettes starts her grind on the cock - savoring - slowly at first then building The blondes hands caressing them both - and the moans from the brunette grow. His eyes close - savoring the moment - he senses the brunettes excitement growing - and he opens his eyes to see the blonde sucking and caressing the brunettes' breasts. The blonde smiles - "you two look so good" - and her hand slips down to the joining of their bodies - the blondes hand touching both his cock and her wet pussy simultaneously. This takes the brunette over the edge - he feels her wet pussy contracting around him and low groan comes from her lips.


As they recover - the brunette rolls to the side - he looks at his so hard cock then at the blonde - "your turn" he says and smiles at her. He stands - gestures for her to kneel at the edge of the bed - he grabs her ass and pushes his cock into her - her face pushed into the bed sheets.


He fucks her - slow at first - then building - she was close - and it takes her less than a minute to come. Somehow he manages to delay his own orgasm as she comes on his cock - she's even louder than the brunette - just for a moment he thinks about the neighbors in the nearby hotel rooms - they are really going to wonder what going on.


His meandering thoughts are interrupted by the brunette - in the noise and intensity of the blondes' orgasm they had not noticed she had slipped off the bed - grabbed a quick sip of wine - rummaged through a purse and was now kneeling on the bed with a long black double dildo in her hands.


He smiles - "now this I have to seen!"


He walks across the room to the wine bottle - pours into his glass - and takes a long sip. He turns around - and gasps audibly at the site in front of him. The girls are intertwined the dildo between them - slowly they are pushing themselves towards each other. He applauds and they both look around to him and smile - and then their gazes return to each other.


He stands - enthralled - glass in hand. He steps closer - watching the dildo slipping into them both - their pussies touching before pulling back and then repeating the action. Their movement is slow and sensual - savoring every moment.


He kneels next to them - his hand slips down between them and wraps around the slick dildo. Moans slip from both the ladies - and they reach up - the blonds' hand surrounding his cock - the brunettes on his balls.


And then it becomes a blur - the girls grinding together - hands of breasts and cocks and balls. Getting more urgent - all three moaning - the tension building.


With two hands oh his cock - he knows he cannot delay the inevitable - "oh God - ladies - I am there". These words seem to just tip the ladies over the edge - and in a blizzard of profanity, blasphemy and moans - he sees them takes them selves over the edge. At that - his cock finally releases - explodes - pulsing over their bellies, pussies and the dildo.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Next Day


So, you have just left my hotel after the most wonderful night I have ever had. Lounging on my bed I try to relax my muscles that are terribly sore after the marathon session we just had. Grinning I picture our goodbye again. No sweet slow goodbye, but a quick furious coupling against the door of my hotel room. With a sigh I pull out my laptop to check the forums.


To my surprise I have a message from Marie waiting for me on the forum. Curious I click it open and begin to read.


"Hello Violet,


I know we haven't spoken much, but Jason has talked about you enough that I am starting to feel like I know you. I would love to get a chance to meet you. Knowing you are in Georgia I was wondering if you would care to come down here for a night and get to meet Jason and myself. Actually, I was wondering if you would like to come down and spend the night with Jason and me. I know it would completely surprise him, and from what I know about you, I think we could have fun. Please give me a call if you are interested.


Marie"


Sitting there in shock for a minute or two I contemplate the idea of spending a night with you and Marie. Grinning I go check my body in the mirror to make sure there aren't too many obvious marks from our passionate love making. Seeing only a few marks that have already started to bruise I figure I can pass those off as old if asked.


Already getting excited thinking about the upcoming night I pick up my cell phone and dial the number Marie gave me.


Talking with her for a few minutes we arrange the time I should be at your house. Debating if I should let you know I decide not to spoil Marie's fun and hope you don't say anything to get your ass kicked.


Heading towards the shower I make sure that everything is in order. Of course, standing there with the water running down my body I begin to remember having you in that same shower. Pressed against the wall moaning lightly with your cock down my throat. Hoping that I can have more of your cock in my mouth I carefully pick out what I am going to wear.


Pulling out an orange silk thong I slowly pull it up over my freshly shaven legs settling it just right against my bare pussy. Rummaging through my clothes I pull out a simple green dress. Knee length, but extremely low cut I slip it over my head enjoying the friction of the material against my naked nipples.


Returning to the bathroom I take time in brushing out my hair. I even take the time to blow-dry it making sure it is completely smooth and nice and soft before pulling it back into a loose braid for the trip.


Making one last stop at my laptop I print out directions to your house, pack, and head down to check out early. On my way to the car I give you a call just to hear your voice. Making idle chitchat I pull the car out of the parking lot and start heading south.


Grinning to myself I tell you that I am taking a bit of a road trip, I can't talk long, and that I'll talk to you later. Telling you 'I love you' I hang up the phone and give Marie a call. I let her know that I am on the road and will be there in a couple of hours. She asks me to call her when I am ten minutes from the house so that she can get you out of the house for a while.


Ten minutes from your house I pull over and call Marie. Hearing the excitement in her voice I hear her ask you to go to the store and pick up something for dinner, and some drinks. Laughing to myself I can hear you grumbling about leaving the house. You are apparently in a foul mood. Finally she gets you to leave and tells me it's safe to come over.


Right as I hang up with her, my phone starts to ring. Grinning I see your number. Flipping the phone open I answer. You start complaining about having to be the food bitch. Laughing softly I tell you that I can't talk, and to have a goodnight before I hang up. Well, now you are in a really foul mood. Can't talk to me; have to go out in the heat to get food. A wife who has been acting strange, you actually wonder if she knew where you were the night before.


With a sigh you look at the list Marie gave you and wonder at some of the items. Shrugging you light a smoke and continue on to the store.


Pulling into your driveway my stomach clenches with nerves and excitement. Walking slowly up to the door I knock lightly. Marie opens the door wearing shorts and a t shirt, with a big grin and reaches out for a hug. Wrapping my arms around her feeling her body pressed to mine I start to get more excited. Leaning down I press a light kiss to her cheek before letting her go.


Walking into the living room, we settle on the sofa with a couple of drinks and begin to talk about the upcoming night. Getting more comfortable with each other we are sitting closer and I have my hand on her bare knee. Hearing your car pull into the driveway I ask Marie if she wants to give you an even bigger shock. Saying yes, she leans closer and presses her lips to mine. Sighing softly I begin to kiss her back, nibbling lightly on her lower lip. Hearing the door open I can't help but grin as I move closer to your gorgeous wife.


Standing in the doorway you see the two of us kissing gently. With a bit of a shock, you clear your throat. Breaking apart, we both turn and grin at you. Standing up I walk over to you and say hi before reaching out to hug you. Wrapping your arms around me you look over my shoulder at your wife who just grins and nods.


With a soft groan you slide your hands down to my ass gripping tightly as you pull me in for a long deep kiss. Totally engrossed in kissing me, you barely register your wife coming up next to us and reaching between our bodies to cup my breasts with her hands. With a grin, you take our hands and lead us towards the bedroom.


Stopping in the doorway Marie and I have you sit on the edge of the bed while we slowly begin to undress each other. Slowly sliding my hands up her shirt I lean in to begin to ever so carefully nip at her neck before pulling her shirt up and over her head. With a small sigh, she guides my mouth to her breast as she slowly pulls my dress up over my ass exposing my thong clad rear to you.


Not able to help yourself you come up behind me dropping to your knees you force my legs open just a bit so you can lightly lick me through my panties. Sliding my hands down into Marie's shorts I carefully part her lips sliding my finger deep into her. The sudden intrusion makes her gasp out loud before she starts to squirm.


With a grin you stand up pulling my dress up over my head and then roughly pull my panties down over my legs. Undoing Marie's shorts I pull them down over her ass taking my time to fondle said ass. Locking my lips to hers again, she and I work our way to the bed. Sitting her right on the edge of your bed I kneel between her legs.


With a grin I ask her if I can play with her pussy while you take me from behind. Moaning she leans back on the bed and spreads her knees giving me full access to her dripping little pussy. Taking that as an okay, you kneel beneath me lowering my pussy over your rock hard shaft. With a small sound of pleasure I settle you completely inside my body enjoying the slight stretching of my pussy around your cock.


Leaning forward I part her lips and lightly begin to flick her clit with the tip of my tongue. Tilting my head to one side I let you catch glimpses of your wife's pussy as I continue to tease her clit. Knowing my taste, you reach around and begin to pinch my nipples while moving just enough to slide your penis in and out of my body.


With a small groan, I kneel up a bit and begin to ride your cock while slowly putting more pressure on Marie's clit. Feeling you roughly handling my tits, I carefully slide one finger into Marie's tight pussy. The combination of roughly fucking and being fucked by you while being ever so gentle with your wife quickly brings me to my first orgasm of the night. Seating you fully inside me I stop moving for a minute letting you feel my pussy tightening around your cock as waves of pleasure wash over me.


With a soft cry Marie pushes her pussy back onto my face. Still moving softly I begin to lightly nibble on her lips while slowly moving a second finger inside her. Listening to her cries I pick up the speed of my fingers and the pressure of my tongue. With a loud cry, she clamps my head between her thighs while every muscle in her body tenses. Still licking and nibbling on her clit I slow down to let her catch her breath.


After several minutes her body relaxes enough to release my head. With a grin I stand up off of you and climb up on the bed next to Marie. With a laugh, Marie pushes me onto my back before burying her head between my thighs. With a small cry I spread my legs further and beckon you to join us on the bed.


Climbing onto the bed you position your cock right over my mouth. Reaching up I firmly grasp your cock guiding it into my mouth. With a small sigh of pure pleasure I begin to suck and nibble on the head of your cock making you quiver. Keeping all my attention on your cock I begin to suck you deeply into my mouth while flicking your head with my tongue.


After several minutes of this torture you pull out of my mouth and come up behind your wife sliding your cock deep into her. With a muffled squeal she begins to slide her fingers in and out of my pussy in time with your thrusts. Listening to both women in your bed moan and cry out you begin to thrust harder trying to bring Marie to an orgasm. With a cry she removes her mouth from my clit, rests her head on my thigh and continues to fingerfuck me while you continue to slide your cock in and out of her.


Watching your wife's fingers sliding in and out of my pussy you fight back the urge to cum knowing that you want so much more. Finally with a loud scream Marie clamps her muscles down on your cock holding you in place while her orgasm washes through her body. Watching her cum and knowing that you are watching me I arch my back and cry out softly letting another orgasm break over me.


Completely spent Marie rolls over onto her side and relaxes quickly falling asleep. With a grin I look at your still erect cock and suggest we fix that problem. Crawling over me you slowly slide your cock deep into my pussy. Moving ever so slowly you force your way deep into me before slowly sliding out again.


Wrapping my arms around your neck and legs around your waist I reach up to give you a long deep kiss before whispering in your ear, 'You know how I like it. Take me rough.'


With a groan your self control loosens a bit and you start to ram into me even harder. Quickly pulling out you flip me onto my hands and knees before slamming your cock all the way into me.


Knowing that I like it a bit rough you smack my ass sharply leaving a red handprint. Listening to my moans and begging you lean forward reaching around to roughly pinch one nipple while tangling the other hand in my hair. Finally letting go of your control you begin to fuck me as hard as you have wanted to. As I begin to cry out that I am cuming you pull my hair to the side exposing my neck and one of your marks from the previous night.


Seeing that and remembering what happened you bite down again pulling me tight against your cock as you shoot your load deep into me. Collapsing onto the bed we both struggle to catch our breath. Finally curling up next to Marie we begin to fall asleep.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Surprise Encounter


Graduation is only a couple of weeks away and I just turned 18. I sit and wait under the stairs in the deserted part of the school. I look at my watch, he's late. I am giving him an opportunity that many would love to have and he may not even show. Have I made a mistake in making him this offer?


Then I look up and he is there. "I thought you weren't going show."


"I almost didn't."


"Why is that?"


"I have never had a girl offer me sex before. Let alone even have a girl kiss me before."


"I knew you were an 18 year old virgin but I didn't know you had never kissed a girl before."


He just looks away and shrugs his shoulders. I can see his face flush in embarrassment. I walk up to him and tell him, "It will be ok." "We don't have to do this if you are not ready."


"No, I am ready. Just go easy on me."


I smile up at him and say, "This is your pleasure. You set the pace. You make up the rules. What you want is what you get. Just remember we have only until the bell rings."


He steps to me and we look into each others eyes. He leans for his first kiss. Our noses bang but then I take his head in my hands and our lips meet. The kiss starts slow, awkward but then our lips part and kiss heats up. We touch the tips of tongues, quickly, almost as though it never happened. Then I feel his tongue on my lower lip, invading my mouth. Our tongues intertwine as he pulls me tighter into his embrace. My head starts to swim with the feelings that this kiss is invoking within me.


The kiss ends and I am left speechless. I just look up at him, breathless, unable to believe he never kissed a girl before. With his hands still on my waist, I feel him slip his right hand under my blouse and make its way to my lace covered breasts. He runs his thumb over my erect nipple, the sensation sending a jolt of electricity through my body.


I reach down, crossing my arms as I go, taking the ends of my blouse in my hands and pulling it up over my head, exposing my lace covered breasts to his bulging eyes. He looks up at me as if asking permission to touch them. I just nod. He reaches up cupping both breasts in his hands, squeezing and massaging them. I reach back to unhook my bra and he stops me by grabbing my arm.


He shakes his head and says, "Let me." He wraps his arms around my chest, taking the bra ends into his hands, he stumbles at first but then the hooks snaps free. He places his hands on my shoulders, hooking his index fingers under each strap and slides them down my arms and off.


I am now standing there exposed to his eyes; my nipples harden even more with the coolness of the area. He bends over and takes my left nipple into his mouth as he takes the right nipple between his thumb and forefinger and pinches it lightly. I close my eyes, lean my head back and moan aloud. He flicks his tongue over my nipple, then bites down and tugs ever so softly. He goes between each nipple teasing them to the point of torture.


Then he stands back up, taking his shirt off, showing off his a well toned torso. Then pulls me into his embrace and kisses me deeply. Our bodies pressed tightly together, I can feel his bulging manhood press against my stomach. I feel his hands slide to my ass and give it a squeeze. Then his hands slide under my skirt, feeling the moist cloth of my panties. He rubs my mound with his whole hand before pulling away my panties. With my skirt pulled up around my waist, he kneels before me, looking up smiling.


With his hands on the inside of my thighs, he gently pulls my legs apart. He kisses the inside of my knee letting his tongue trace its way up my thigh, stopping just before reaching my center. He switches to the other knee and repeats the kisses up my thigh but this time he doesn't stop. He kisses and nibbles my outer lips.


His hot breath giving me goose bumps and sending shivers up my spine, all I can do is moan in pleasure, to pleasure no boy has ever given me before. I have been with plenty of boys, even some amazing men but none that have made me feel like I am floating above the world. How can this amazing boy, being a virgin who has never touched a girl before now, make me feel this way?


All of a sudden his tongue licks my slit from ass to clit and my legs begin to quiver. His tongue slips into my now soaking wet pussy and licks feverishly at my swollen clit. He encircles my clit with the tip of his tongue at first before assaulting my clit with the flat part of his tongue. I feel his finger penetrate my lips and slide into my steaming hot vagina. As he licks my clit, he now fucks me hard with his finger. In and out, lick lick, my body is going crazy with emotion. My legs begin to shake and twitch. My breathing becomes ragged and my moans louder as my orgasm approaches. I call out his name as I cum on his tongue. He laps it up like a thirsty puppy suckling at its mother's nipple.


Now leaning against the wall, unable to hold myself up, I slide down to my knees in front of him. I look up at him as I undo his jeans and pull them down to expose his pulsating cock. I am in awe at the site of him. He is so large. I reach up and wrap my right hand around the shaft unable to touch my fingers on the other side. My left hand cups his balls, rolling them around I can feel their fullness. As I start stroking this massive cock, I notice the moisture oozing from the head and I lean in flicking the tip of my tongue over the wetness; I savor the taste. I hear him moan and I can't take it any longer. I have to feel him in my mouth.


I swirl my tongue around the head before engulfing his cock within my mouth. My tongue does a dance on the underside of his cock as I bob my head up and down, taking more in as I go. I feel the head hit the back of my throat and I shake my from side to side, all the while my tongue is still dancing across his shaft. As I come back up, I let my tongue flick over the head before I repeat my way back down. I can feel him begin to swell so I give his balls a slightly tighter squeeze. Then I wrap my right hand around the shaft, squeezing hard as stroke him, my mouth working the head of his cock. I hear him take in a sharp intake of air, and then I feel his cock twitch within my mouth. Just then I feel the first splash of cum hit the back of my throat and I hear ringing.


"Wow," I think to myself, "bells go off when he cums." Then it hits me, it is the class bell going off, yet I want every drop of his sweet nectar. He pulls me up and off his cock, looking me in the eye with a smile of utter satisfaction.


He pulls up his pants and fastens them closed, then takes me in his arms, kisses me quickly and says, "Thank you."


He turns and starts to walk away. I call out, "Steve!" He turns around. "You have plans this Friday night?"


"No." He says.


"Good. Pick me up at seven and we will finish what we started here."


He says, "You mean it?"


"Yes."


"Ok. Then I will see you on Friday."


With that he smiles and disappears around the corner, leaving me with nothing on but my skirt hiked up around my waist...



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Through the Apartment Blinds


My husband had been working long hours and many evenings. We had not spent much together. It was yet another weekend of him working and I was feeling neglected. I was sick of not having sex. He was always too tired, or working or whatever else. I'm not a bad looking woman and I have had men make offers to me. I had always denied them because I was married, so I decided to handle things myself.


We lived in an apartment complex with several hundred apartments around us, so I closed the blinds, dimmed the lights, put in a video and grabbed my favorite dildo. I was on the couch enjoying myself when I heard a knock at the door. I quickly covered up and opened the door to find one of my neighbors, Steve, at the door. I had seen him and talked to him several times and found him incredibly attractive, admiring his well built body. I had always wondered what he had in his pants. We had never done more than talk in passing so I couldn't imagine what he would be doing at my apartment, but I tingled as I looked at him.


He gently told me that the blinds didn't hide as much of the view as I thought they did and he was able to see everything that I had been doing. I blushed profusely. He offered to help me out with what I needed if I was interested. I hesitated because I was unsure what my husband would think and I knew that Steve was married as well. Eventually the fire in my body made the decision for me. I let him in. Once inside the doorway, Steve grabbed me, kissing me hard, his desire completely apparent. My hand dropped to his crotch. I gasped when I felt him hard, ready and well hung. Steve pushed me up against the wall, pressing his body against me. The pressure of his body was a turn on in and of itself. I could feel his hard cock pressing against me. Steve kissed and licked up and down my body. The sexual tension was like static electricity. It sparked through the room with each touch. All thoughts of my husband were gone. I could think of nothing but the man in front of me. I wanted him naked and now. I needed to see that body; put my hands on his bare skin. I wanted to touch his cock, taste it, swallow it.


To avoid being seen again, we headed upstairs to my bedroom. Steve told me that every time he had seen me he wondered what I was like in bed and always wanted to ask me, but he wasn't sure I would be receptive. He said he had a feeling I was a dynamo. I intended to prove him right.


Steve and I quickly undressed, since I was already primed. He took one look at me and told me that my tits looked more fabulous than he imagined. He dropped his mouth to my nipples and immediately began to lick and suck them. I was already hot, wet and on the verge of an orgasm. I reached down to grab his cock and found it big, hard and ready. Steve laid me on the bed, pushed my legs apart and up into the air as he drove into me. I arched my back, screaming with pleasure as he entered me. My hips met every one of his thrusts. We were both so hot we were touching every inch of skin we could find. This was not slow and gentle. It was hot, pure animal fucking. Steve continued to pinch and suck my tits as he fucked me and brought me to another orgasm. This sent him over the edge and soon he was dumping his load into my pussy. We were sweating, panting, trying to catch our breath when we finished.


We lay on the bed and continued to touch and stroke each other. The touches were beginning to get me aroused again as I began to move my tongue across Steve's body. As I neared his stomach, I could tell his cock was coming back to life. I continued down, running my tongue up and down the length of his shaft. His hips were slowly grinding toward my mouth. I pushed my mouth over his cock. I grabbed his balls, gently massaging them while I sucked his cock. My tongue traveled up and down his length, swirled around the now engorged cockhead, my mouth swallowing him right down to the very base of his glorious cock. He felt wonderful in my mouth. I could make a meal out of sucking his pole.


Apparently we had been too involved with what we were doing that neither one of us heard my husband, Adam, come home. The bedroom was a loft with no door. He had full view of everything that we were doing. I heard him ask what was going on. I prepared for him to explode. He was standing at the side of the bed, watching me and Steve. We hadn't realized that our hands had not stopped trailing across each other while we waited to see what Adam was going to do or say. I know we should have been jumping up, covering ourselves, offering explanations, or whatever it is that one does in cases like this, but we could not tear our hands from each other. Instead of yelling, he asked if this was a private party or if he was going to get some of the action as well. This was not what I expected from my buttoned up husband. A loud string of curse words would not have surprised me, but this....


I jumped off the bed, undressing him as quickly as I could. The bulge in his pants was completely apparent. When I lowered his pants, his cock stuck straight out. Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine that he would be OK with me fucking another man, much less joining in. The thought of having these two wonderful cocks made me extremely hot. While I undressed him, Adam confided that he had always dreamt of having a hot threesome, but he didn't think I'd go for. And here I thought he was the one who wouldn't go for it. I pulled him to the bed before he could change his mind.


The three of us were on the bed and I had four hands stroking me. Steve was working my tits while Adam worked my pussy. Having all these hands on me was a sensation I thought I'd never experience and it made every touch even more electrical. Adam slid one finger into my pussy, then another and finally a third. I was grinding my pussy on his fingers like I was fucking a cock. I creamed his hands full of my juice. When he removed his fingers, I took them and sucked my cum off of them. He loves it when I kiss him after he's done tonguing my pussy, so I figured this would get him going. I was right.


Adam told me that he wanted to fuck me while I sucked Steve. I didn't have to be asked twice. I got on all fours and put my ass up in the air so Adam could easily slide into my pussy. I took Steve into my mouth and continued where I had left off before. The feeling of one cock in my mouth and one in my pussy brought me sensations I had never experienced before. I came hard on Adam's cock, my pussy squeezing it tight. As I screamed and moaned, Steve dumped a load of cum down my throat. As I licked and sucked his cum, making sure to milk his cock completely dry, Adam came hard into my pussy. By now I was dripping wet from my own juice and the cum of two different men inside of me. The room smelled of sweat, sex and cum. I didn't think it was possible to feel any better.


We lay in bed and continued to stroke each other a little while longer. I told Adam that I wanted to clean my juice off his cock. He wasn't sure he was ready to go again, but I was on my knees, beginning to work his cock. It took a while, but he began to get hard again and I was looking forward to another round. While I was sucking Adam, I felt Steve's tongue on my clit. Neither of these men had eaten my pussy yet and it was ready to be given some attention. I love having my pussy licked! While I bucked back and forth between the cock in my mouth and the tongue on my clit, I unloaded another round of juice down Steve's face. He probed his tongue deep into my pussy and tongue fucked me. His tongued traveled back to my ass as well, making me gasp each time it hit my sensitive hole.


Knowing how wet I was, Adam said there was something he had always wanted me to do. He knows this is the time to ask me for anything. When I am hot, waiting to be fucked I'll agree to just about anything. When I asked him what, he said he wanted me to have both his and Steve's cocks in me at the same time. I was nervous and excited at the same time. Desire won out. I told him I would. I knew that Adam would want to be in my ass. He loves to plunge into my tight hole when I let him. He remained on his back. I turned my back to him. He spread my ass cheeks, spread my juice all over my hole and we slowly lowered my tight ass hole over his cock. Steve helped to guide me on and then took my hips, helping me pump up and down on Adam's cock. Adam was groaning as I began to ride him. Steve's hands on my hips along with seeing him in front of me while having Adam's cock in my ass only fueled my excitement. I laid back so I was across Adam's chest. Steve got into position and gently pushed his cock into my pussy. He pushed my legs back, allowing him to be deep in my pussy.


I had never felt a sensation like it before. My pussy and ass were both so incredibly sensitive with each and every thrust. I was stretched wider than I had ever been before. I felt the head of each of their cocks as they pulled back. I felt the veins glide along me. Adam grabbed my tits, pinching and rolling my nipples while he fucked me. Steve reached down and was fingering my clit. Wave after wave of orgasm rolled over me as I was full of cock and had my two most sensitive spots being worked. I dripped all over Steve as he and Adam continued to pump me full of cock. Each of them increased their pace and force of thrusts. We were running on lust. None of us wanted this to end. The feelings were too amazing. I don't know which one of them came first, but I soon had cum dripping from both holes and I could feel every pulse of their cocks through the thin membrane that separated them.


As we collapsed with me between both of these amazingly sexy men, Steve said he hoped that we would get together again. He then asked if he could invite his wife to join us. Apparently they had discussed that they would like to have a foursome with us, but didn't know if we would be receptive to it. After this experience, I am not only receptive, but counting the days until it happens.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Kiss


It was Friday evening, the weekend was here, and Kelly was on top of the world as she walked to her car. However when she passed by Gloria's car she could plainly see the woman was crying. Gloria was one of the new interns the company had hired right out of college. With her long blond hair, blue eyes and little button nose Kelly found her very attractive. The girl's body still young and taut made for a desirable package.


In a bold move, Kelly opened her door and sat beside her.


"What's the matter, honey a pretty girl like you shouldn't be crying on a Friday night?"


The girl looked up, surprised,


"Oh hi Ms. Masters, I'm sorry I just got some bad news and I kind of lost control."


"Please dear call me Kelly, I bet it's a boy isn't it?"


"Yeah, my boyfriend, I guess I mean my ex-boyfriend just broke up with me through a text message."


"Gloria, you're still young but you'll learn soon enough all boys are pricks."


"I seem to be finding that out, that bastard didn't even have the nerve to tell me to my face."


"Listen hon, now is not the time to be alone, follow me to my place and we'll have a girls night together. We can have some wine and tell each other our horror stories of the men in our lives."


Gloria accepted the tissue from Kelly and after blowing her nose, told Kelly she loved the idea. As Gloria followed Kelly, she thought about the rumors she'd heard about Ms. Masters. Was she really a lesbian, well, it could be true. She had seen her look at her with a look that could have been interpreted as lust. Well, she didn't care besides she was a big girl and she could take care of herself. In reality, she just didn't want to stay alone in her little apartment.


Gloria was impressed with the size of Ms. Master's place and she looked around as her host opened a bottle of wine.


"While we let that breathe come on in my room and I'll get us something comfortable to wear."


In her bedroom, she pulled a drawer open and took out two extra large men's tee shirts. She tossed one to Gloria as she told her they were the only things she had left from her ex-husband. She turned her back to Gloria and said,


"Be a dear and unbutton this for me."


She did as asked and then watched as the woman pulled her arms from the sleeves and then let the dress fall to the floor. Gloria was shocked at how great a figure she had and when she turned around she couldn't keep her eyes off her breasts. They were so full compared to hers and it made her feel like a little girl. Kelly saw that the girl was starring at her,


"I'm sorry am I making you feel uncomfortable?"


"No, Ms Masters---"


"Please dear call me Kelly; you make me feel like an old lady."


"Don't say that Ms, err I mean Kelly you don't look old at all. You have such beautiful breasts; I'm so small and inadequate."


"Come on your turn, let me see for myself."


Gloria took off her blouse but she could feel her face turning red.


"You just don't know how lucky you are to have nice small boobs. Mine are always in the way and soon I just know they'll be sagging down to my belly."


Gloria looked again at Kelly's body and while it was true, it was turning soft with age she still had a nice figure and Gloria could only hope she would look the same when she was her age.


"It's not fair, I'm standing here in my panties and you're still wearing a skirt. Take it off, so we'll be even."


"No it isn't fair, you're wearing matching lingerie, is that satin, gosh it looks so pretty. I'm just wearing underwear and they don't even match."


Never the less, she took off her skirt to reveal a cheap thong she had bought at Target. All Kelly said was sexy and then she took off her bra, and then put on the tee shirt so Gloria did the same.


"Now that we're comfy let's go check on that wine."


They sat together on Kelly's couch drinking and talking. Both discussed their men problems as they finished the whole bottle. Kelly was facing Gloria, with one foot on the floor and her knee on the couch, Gloria could not help looking up her shirt, and she found she was starring at the crotch of Kelly's panties. Even so, she was surprised when Kelly leaned over and kissed her. It was a passionate kiss and when Kelly put her hands in her hair to hold her in place she felt the heat building in her body. She pushed her tongue into Gloria's mouth and she accepted it hungrily. When they finally broke their kiss, Gloria found herself on fire.


"The best way to get rid of man problems is to take care of it yourself."


Gloria watched mesmerized as Kelly slid her hand into her own panties and she began to rub herself right in front of her.


"Is this how you play, Gloria?"


Her mouth too dry to speak, she merely shook her head,


"Then show me how you do it."


Gloria pulled her leg up on the couch to match Kelly, then pulling her thong to the side she spread her folds to expose her clit and then slowly rubbed it as Kelly watched.


"Oh god I'm so wet, I can't believe it."


Kelly pulled Gloria's hand away from her and put it to her mouth where she savored her scent. Gloria moaned,


"Let me taste you," Kelly put her own fingers to Gloria's mouth and yet that taste was not enough and she wanted more. She dropped to her knees in front of Kelly and started kissing her through her panties. Finally, she took her panties in both hands and slid them down her legs to expose the treasure she desired.


Gloria had actually kissed a girl 'down there' before, back in college but she had thought it naughty and uncomfortable so only did it that one time. However kissing Kelly was turning her on and she loved how she held her head right where she wanted her to lick. She felt so rewarded when Kelly climaxed that she almost came herself. She leaned back and looked at Kelly, proud of herself for making her cum and she could feel the woman's wetness still on her face. Gloria desperately needed to cum but she also wanted more of Kelly's pussy first. She put her face back into Kelly's slit, first lapping up the excess fluids and then to concentrate on her clit.


This time when Kelly came she screamed and the pushed her head away as she was now too sensitive to be touched. She pulled Gloria up on the couch next to her where she kissed and licked her own juices from Gloria's face. Kelly stood and taking Gloria's hand, led her to the bedroom where she first undressed her and then herself. She lay Gloria on her bed and then climbed on top of her and while straddling her chest she put her breast to Gloria's lips. First one and then the other she kissed and suckled Kelly's big breasts. Then it was her turn as Kelly slid down her body to feast on Gloria's perky tittys. Lower and lower, she slid to her flat belly where she licked a trail downward ever downward. Gloria could no longer stand the suspense and she pushed Kelly's head to her throbbing clit. When Kelly put her mouth on her she came at once, the excitement had been too much to bear. Instead of stopping, Kelly just lowered her head enough to put her tongue inside Gloria. As Gloria lay there recovering she found herself running her hands through Kelly's hair. When Kelly put her mouth, back on her sex Gloria grabbed her hair now to hold her in place just as Kelly had done to her.


When they finally stopped, Gloria had no idea how many times she had climaxed but now completely sated and tired she just wanted to sleep. It felt so good to have Kelly's arms wrapped around her as they spooned in Kelly's bed. Gloria now knew she had found something that had been missing from her life and she felt she could stay in Kelly's bed forever. As she drifted off to sleep, she thought about how much that one kiss had meant to her now.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Girlie Girl and the Truck Stop


I promised to meet Kenneth at a truck stop in Cohutta, Georgia. He was one of my very favorite bus riders – always right up front and ready to whoop and holler when I came on board at the start of a trip. I loved his ardent appreciation of my many talents, as well as the way he kissed and sucked all the fine toys on my lovely body. He had a wonderfully hard cock that slid so easily into my wet and waiting ... Oh. Sorry. Got carried away with the memory.


Anyway, this truck stop was his special request. He had won the right in a drawing on one of our bus trips. The match to his ticket stub -- the one that was drawn from the fishbowl – read, "A Fantasy with Girlie Girl." Kenneth's fantasy was to have me dress in some special outfit and let him pick me up at a truck stop, with eyes for only him, and let him have his way with me right there. That was easy enough...although, I was not certain how the truck stop proprietors would feel about Girlie Girl being fucked in front of their customers. If fucking me was what Kenneth had in mind, I mean.


I wore my signature black lace crotchless panties, and a matching black lace open-tittie bra. Over this, I wore a sheer white button-down, short-sleeved blouse...but the buttons started just at the middle of my bra line, setting my luscious titties on display – including the nipples – for all to see and enjoy. Along with this blouse, I wore a little mini skirt that ended just at the top of my crotch. I mean, why cover up such pretty, pretty black lace panties? Black four-inch heels completed the ensemble.


The parking lot of the truck stop was stacked with semis, so there were plenty of drivers seated inside at the lunch counter and booths. I purposely parked close to the road, allowing me plenty of time to strut my fine ass across the parking lot, advertising my intent for any who cared to watch. I sashayed around trucks, listening to the whistles and cat calls from all those testosterone-laden, cock-carrying, dying-to-fuck-me men!


Kenneth had created a fabulous fantasy, and I was enjoying every minute of it!


I watched from outside the window as at least five men almost fell off their stools in a rush to open the door for me. I smiled my very big smile, and offered my thanks to all of them as I slowly passed by in search for Kenneth. I touched one cheek softly, "Thank you so very much!" Patted another's shoulder, "You are so kind!" Glanced at the lips of a fella well over six feet tall, and puckered my own lips in his direction. Glided my fingertips against the crotches of the last two, and they were both already hard.


Yes, Kenneth! A fabulous fantasy.


The only waitress in the place, a short little shit with "Sheila" on her name tag, was running back and forth in front of the counter and to the booths, trying her best to service all these hungry men. My entrance merely gave her a break from their growing frustration. Obviously, she was the only waitress who showed up for the night shift. Tsk tsk tsk. Sheila needed some help, and right away. These truck drivers were not shoveling out the tips she deserved, and I doubt she'd make enough for the cab fare home.


Sheila took one quick glance at me, shrugged her shoulders, and passed out plates of food like she was shuffling cards.


Kenneth was at a front booth, pretending like he hadn't seen me when every other man in the diner was giving me full attention. I smoothed my little skirt over my ass, adjusted the collar of my blouse, dabbed more lipstick on my lips, and swayed my hips in time with the music on the juke box. It took me ten very long strides to reach him. I bent over to drop my titties right in his face.


"Hi, Sweetie," I purred. "You got time for Girlie Girl?" I kissed him full on the mouth, and he slid his hands under my skirt and into my panties.


Damn! I loved how he did that so slick and easily! Yummy!


Everyone except the cook and Sheila had a front row seat, and no one missed a trick. I heard a "woooooohoooo!" run through the crowd, and "Gimme some of that, little lady!" Someone else said, "Well, hell! We ain't eatin'. Might as well fuck!" Another collective "woooooohoooo!" rose from the crowd. Sheila came running out of the kitchen to see what the commotion was all about. I looked over my shoulder just as she caught a glance of Kenneth's hands in my panties and his lips on my titties.


"All right, Sister," Sheila said to me. "This ain't gonna happen tonight – not while I'm working, anyway. This is a family restaurant!"


"You see any kids in here, Sheila? Or any wives?" It was a trucker sitting on the corner stool at the counter. "You hear anyone else complaining ... except you, I mean? Look around you. All you got in here tonight is us men...and you two women." A lot of heads were nodding in agreement.


Someone in the crowd said, "Mind your own business, Sheila!"


I whispered in Kenneth's ear. "Give me a few minutes, Sweetie, and I'll be right back."


I walked over to Sheila and put my arm around her. "Hi, um, Sheila. They call me Girlie Girl. Why don't you and I take a walk into the ladies' room – just for a bit. I want to share something with you."


Exasperated and about ready to drop, Sheila said, with her hands on her hips, "Are you nuts? These men are hungry! I have to get their food out to them, and right now."


I spoke in my softest voice. "Sheila, I know men. And right now they aren't thinking about food. Come with me. Please." I stopped at the corner stool and asked the trucker his name.


"Name's Sam, ma'am."


"Well, hi, Sam. They call me Girlie Girl. Would you mind locking the front door, putting up the CLOSED sign, and drawing the blinds? We're gonna have us a little party in about ten minutes."


"Happy to help you, Girlie Girl. Very happy," Sam said, as I brushed my hands against his crotch. He walked right over to lock the front door.


I took Sheila into the ladies' room and very quickly explained to her that she was going to make more money tonight than she had in the last month. "And I bet you have a couple of kids at home to feed. Am I right?"


She nodded, wiping her brow. "But I can't close this place! I'll lose my job!"


"Well, let's see how it goes for the next hour or so – and how much traffic gets turned away. I bet before we're done, you won't be worrying about your job anymore.


"Now, why don't you brush your hair and fix your makeup. Take your panties off, too. And hike up your uniform, way above your knees. Meet me out front in fifteen minutes. Can you pull yourself together by then?


"I...I think so. I'm going to run through the shower, too. And change out of this uniform. I might as well quit my job right now. Once the boss gets wind of this..." and she shook her head. "I'm going to be history, anyway"


"Really, Sheila. I know what I'm doing. And you're going to have a blast tonight. I promise!"


From the look on her face, I could tell she was not convinced, but I left her so she could get ready, and I could conquer the crowd.


I walked back into the diner, twirling my exposed nipples with my fingertips, and kissing as many men as I could on the way back to Kenneth's table. Hands stroked, touched, patted and petted me all over while I made my way. Someone had turned off or unplugged the juke box, and I took that opportunity to raise my voice just loud enough to get their attention.


"Good evening, Gentlemen. They call me Girlie Girl! And I'm here to show you a good time!"


They shouted and clapped for several minutes, slapping each other on the back and waving their ball caps. It was wonderful to be in a room with so many happy men!


One of them yelled out, "I seen your spread in Hustler, Girlie Girl! Love them titties!"


"Thank you, Sweetie! Thank you very much.


"Right now I would like into introduce all of you to my good friend, Kenneth." I walked over to his table. "Kenneth's ticket stub won the grand prize on the Girlie Girl Fuck Bus. I am here with him tonight to fulfill his fantasy!"


More applause and catcalls from the crowd.


"You mean there's more?" Kenneth grinned when he asked me. "You're going to let me have more than you already gave me? I just wanted the opportunity to suck your titties and play in your panties in a public place...and Girlie Girl...wow! I've done that, already. And now I get more? You are the hottest fucking cunt!"


"Go, Kenneth!" someone in the crowd yelled.


"Pull her panties down and fuck her, Man!"


"If you don't do it, I'll be happy to fill in for you!"


"Hey! I've read her stories. Fuck her Girlie Girl style – from behind!"


That's when Sheila walked out of the bathroom. A very little blonde, with the tiniest, pert titties, Sheila was wearing a black bibbed satin apron trimmed with white lace, and little white canvas sneakers with white lace socks...and nothing else. Her makeup was perfect, and she'd pulled her hair high into a ponytail.


Because of where he was sitting, Kenneth saw her first. He touched my nose with his finger and said, "Look who's coming out. And I do mean coming out!"


When I turned to look, so did every man in the room. Sheila blushed from head to ....well, she turned red everywhere. Then she smiled so brightly, and the men whooped like it was New Year's Eve! She was a hit! And I was so tickled for her.


Several men took turns picking her up and passing her through the crowd to where I stood with Kenneth. Sheila loved the attention, and kissed every man who passed her over to me.


The noise was deafening! I raised my hands in the air to quiet them down.


Kenneth said, "Here's the rest of my fantasy, Girlie Girl." He turned to Sheila. "Sheila, do you want to be a part of this? I got a wad of money in my pocket."


Sheila didn't hesitate. "You damned right, Kenneth. I ain't dressed like this to sling hash!"


The men were raising the roof of the place, and their excitement was off the charts! Some of them were pounding on the counter. I saw one fella across the room doing his happy dance, with his cock out.


Kenneth raised his hand to quiet the men again.


"Okay. Sheila, please drop the bib part of your apron. These men want to see those pretty titties of yours, and so do I.


"Now, men. Pony up. You're going to see a live show tonight, the likes of which I doubt you'll ever see again. Some of you have heard of Girlie Girl, but to taste her...to fuck her...to watch her fuck and be fucked...whew! I tell you, there ain't nothing like it! Don't care how much you put in the kitty, these little gals are earning every cent they make tonight."


That's when I spoke up. "Just a minute, Guys. I'm only here to fulfill Kenneth's fantasy. Any money you put out tonight is all going to Sheila. This little gal needs a new car to get back and forth to work. Not a wreck. Not a clunker. Something solid and dependable. Whatever you put on the counter, I will match it."


They pretty much emptied their billfolds and their pockets. One fella pulled an extra hundred out of his hat band. If I'd had a credit card machine handy....But Sheila came out way over the top, and she was blubbering and wiping her eyes on her little satin apron, exposing her lovely little patch of blonde pussy hair.


Kenneth quieted down the men again with a wave of his hand.


"Hey, Cook!" he hollered.


Cook was looking out of the kitchen and said, "Yo. What can I do for you?"


"Is there a big chair in the back office?"


"Yep. I'll go get it for you."


Three men volunteered to help. Turned out to be a leather recliner. They set it up in the middle of the diner.


"Girlie Girl," Kenneth said, "you sit there and spread your legs after I pull off those lovely panties."


I followed his orders.


"Sheila, any chance you like the taste of cunt?"


"Tonight, Kenneth? Tonight I love the taste of cunt!"


Oh, my God. The men were wild! Screaming. Clapping. Shouting.


"Now, who's the fella who said he saw Girlie Girl's spread in Hustler? You? You come over here and fuck Sheila, Girlie Girl style, while Sheila eats Girlie Girl's cunt. Me, I'm going to suck Girlie Girl's luscious titties. And when I'm done, Girlie Girl is going to suck my cock while Sam fucks her!. You up for this, Sam?"


"Oh, boy! You know it!


"Girlie Girl is the best cock sucker, anywhere, ever, Sam – and her cunt is the best fuck hole you'll ever, ever have.


"And that's my fantasy, Girlie Girl. I don't know that I could ask for more than that!"


Well, Sheila sucked my clit and tongue-fucked my cunt like she knew what she was doing. I came in very short order, and Sheila and her fucker came at the same time, just after I started writhing and moaning in the recliner.


Sheila came up to the front of the recliner, kissed me on the mouth, and whispered, "God, Girlie Girl! Thank you so very much!" Her fucker was being slapped on the back by the other men, and congratulated for being hand-picked to play.


Almost before I could catch my breath, Kenneth helped me out of the recliner and sat down, unzipping his pants and pulling out his very hard, very ready cock. I bent over to suck, and Sam slipped his hard cock in my wet and swollen cunt. Kenneth came very quickly, cumming in my mouth. I swallowed and smiled at the crowd of men "Yummy!" Sam shot cum into my cunt just after that. It was a wonderful celebration!


Sam pulled me to my feet and asked if he could have my black lace crotchless panties as a souvenir. Kenneth pulled them out of his pocket and handed them to Sam. "You done a great job, Sam. Great job!"


Sheila was perched on the counter, letting guys suck her titties and finger her pussy. Several men had their cameras out, and Sheila posed with all of them. She laid down on the counter and spread her pussy lips, giving several men the opportunity to taste what they'd only dreamed about before tonight.


When the evening was over, Sheila had about $7,500 from the men, and a check from me for $7,500, too. She also had a shitload of new-found friends who would be more than willing to help her out, anytime.


I kissed Kenneth on his sweet lips and said "Goodnight," and got into my little Z-4 BMW ragtop and drove home.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Dance


After 30 plus years of marriage, I have to admit that we don't have very many "Romantic Evenings" or go out on the town very often. Oh, we like to travel, take cruise ships to exotic ports, and visit many different places, but budgets will only allow one or two of those adventures each year.


The kids are all grown, married, and out of the house with families of their own. Now, we have the regular family Sunday Dinners and frequent visits from the grand kids, which we love. I suppose, we've fallen into the quiet, less-adventurous, less-sexy, stay at home grandparent's category.


Sadly, our sexual adventures were also lack luster. I think we have tried every position in the book. Yes, even at our age, we still enjoy a wide variety of sexual activity. We still want sex. It just doesn't happen that often or with the same energy as it did in our younger days. Some things don't get better with age!


When we received an invitation to go to a dance for seniors at a local hotel, we agreed it would be a good chance to get out, so we sent back the "RSVP" and put the date on the calendar. We had not been to a dance for many years and we were soon to discover just how rusty we were.


We arrived at the hotel just as the dance was starting. There were the usual drinks and refreshments, minimal decorations, soft lighting, and a small, live band playing music with a great dance beat up on a raised platform. We helped ourselves to a drink and wondered around to see if we knew anyone else there. The crowd was still small in numbers, but new people were constantly arriving.


My wife, Jenny has always been a pretty woman, and in my eyes, she is still gorgeous! She was dressed in a simple white, V-neck blouse with a white, lacy, softly padded bra underneath, which I strongly encouraged her to wear. It supports and shows off the deep cleavage between her beautiful 38D breasts very nicely. The bra was moderately visible through the white blouse fabric, and she looked very sexy. We both noticed several approving glances as we moved around. Her black skirt was a few inches shorter than normal, and I enjoyed seeing a little extra leg above her knees. The skirt would flare up when she turned and I couldn't wait to get her on the dance floor!


Boring, as usual, I was dressed in the standard business suit, white shirt and tie. With my wife's encouragement, though, I did have the elastic waist band of my underwear pulled down under my penis and balls. It made a nice bulge in the front my pants and the exhibitionist in me was hoping it would be visible to anyone who looked.


Not immediately finding anyone we knew, we got our drinks and placed them on a small vacant table along the wall and went out on the dance floor. The band was playing a good mix of dance music from the "Big Band" era and "Oldies" from the 60's and 70's. Jenny put her arms around my neck, rested her head on my shoulder, and pressed her breasts into my chest, like she use to do back in our dating days. It was comfortable and exciting to hold her like this. As we moved together, I felt my penis awaken as it brushed against her. I let my right hand drop down her hip a little lower than normal. She noticed, but said nothing, silently telling me it was okay.


After the 3rd or 4th dance, we went back to our little table for a short break. As we sat down, the hostess for the evening stepped up to the microphone and gave the usual welcome. She then explained that this was a special dance of "seniors only" and continued with the "rules" for the dance this evening.


Jenny and I looked at each other. "Rules? What kind of rules do you have at a dance?"


Our hostess continued. "Tonight, we have many guests who are married, and have been married for many years. We also have a lot of single people who have lost their partners, for whatever reasons. To keep the dance interesting for everyone, this next dance is for married couples. Singles are encouraged to pair up and join in later. After this dance, the dance tonight will be a snowball type dance where you will all get to choose a new partner for each dance."


There were now about 150 or more people present. It looked fairly balanced, but as expected had a few more women than men.


Jenny and I looked at each other. We knew what the other was thinking. We had planned this evening to be together, and visit with friends. After a few moments of discussion, we decided to stay, at least for a while, and see what happened.


Jenny took my hand as we moved toward the center of the room. She wrapped both her arms around my neck and I again pulled her tightly to me. We danced to the slow beat of the band, rubbing our bodies together like a couple of teen agers just discovering the opposite sex. My arm rubbed along the side of her bra covered breast and she pressed tightly into my growing groin and we kissed softly. Her tongue pressed against my lips and met my tongue in a friendly duel.


The crowd politely applauded the band as they finished their music.


The hostess returned to the microphone. "Tonight, we want everyone to have fun. And there are a few surprises for you." Then, the second rule caught us by complete surprise!


"Now we want you to all switch partners. Starting with this next dance, when the person you ask to dance accepts your invitation, they will respond by asking you to remove one article of clothing."


A quiet "gasp" could be heard across the room.


"When you have done so, you may ask your new partner to also remove one piece of their clothing. You may then proceed to the dance floor."


Jenny and I looked at each other. The unspoken question was, "Do you want to stay?" This was a nice hotel - certainly not a strip club.


We looked around and saw a few couples bolt for the door. Some people retreated to their seats to watch what happened. Others, shifted around, looking for a new partners.


Slowly, couples began to emerge onto the dance floor. Most of the women had taken off their shoes. I guess it's difficult to dance with only one shoe, no matter how high the heel. The men, it appeared, had removed their suit coats and/or ties.


Jenny didn't think that was too bad, so she kicked off her shoes, while I removed my suit coat and tie. We broke the first rule and danced tightly together for this dance. I pressed her breasts close to my chest while my penis probed at her belly through our clothes. Her breathing was a little faster than normal, but not from the dance. The anticipation of what would happen next had us both a little excited.


The music ended all too soon, and next began the scary part of the evening. I ask Jenny if she wanted to go. With a mischievous little wink, she quietly said, "not yet."


We both saw him at the same time. A very handsome gentleman, a little over 6 feet tall who had smiled at Jenny earlier, approached Jenny and politely asked if he may have the next dance. Almost without hesitation she accepted. Then came the shock.


"What would you like me to remove?" he ask. A long pause. Jenny could not respond. With a warm smile that removed any fear, he suggested, "Lets both remove our shirts." Jenny could only nod as he pulled off his neatly pressed shirt and tossed it against the wall.


This guy looked like he worked out in the gym 24 hours a day! His tanned chest was firm, his muscles and stomach were tight. I quietly wished that I was built like that!


I watched Jenny as she stared at his handsome face and sculptured chest.


With nervous, shaking fingers, Jenny began to unbutton her blouse. She looked the gentleman in the eyes as she unbuttoned her blouse, starting with the top buttons. His eyes shifted excitedly between her eyes and her chest as her lacy bra covered breasts came into view. The tops of Jenny's breasts swelled as she drew in a deep breath, slid the fabric off her shoulders, and neatly hung it on the back of her chair. Still wearing her bra, he took Jenny's hand and led her to the dance floor. The band started off with a faster dance.


Regaining my senses, I looked around and saw a slightly older woman, sitting alone at her table. I walked over and asked her if she would like to dance? She looked up at me with a worried smile and said, "Yes."


After witnessing the way Jenny's dance partner had ask her, I suggested that we both remove our shirts. She lowered her head, looking down, as if pondering my request. I was worried that she would refuse my invitation.


She nodded, then slowly stood up. It was at that moment I saw she was wearing a dress. With a deep sigh, she reached behind her back, slowly pulled down the zipper, and let the dress fall off her shoulders and onto the floor. I was speechless as I watched it fall.


Like Jenny, she wore a lacy bra that pushed her breasts together giving her beautiful curves and deep cleavage. She daintily stepped to the side, picked up her dress and folded it over her chair.


Dressed only in her bra, panties and stockings, she looked at me for my approval. My eyes sparkled with admiration, and with a nod, I reached for her hand. With a more relaxed smile, she giggled and pointed to my shirt to remind me that I still needed to take it off.


In a flash, I tore my shirt off and laid it on top of her dress. I took her hand and we moved into the crowd. I was spell bound as I watched the tops of her breasts seductively bounced as we danced together.


Soon we were dancing like old high school sweethearts. The lack of clothing didn't seem to matter anymore. Every time she spun around, her bra would brush against my chest. I watched her nipples harden and push against the delicate, lacy fabric.


As our dance ended, she gave me a big hug, squeezing her bra covered breasts to my bare chest and my erect penis against her stomach. I knew she could feel it pushing back as I gave her a last hug. My hands fell to her butt and squeezed the soft flesh through her delicate panties.


We separated and I walked back past our table, looking for Jenny. She wasn't there. I looked around the room and spotted her on the far side of the dance floor. Was that my Jenny? This shy, conservative woman, who cautiously started the dance without her blouse, somehow managed to lose her skirt, nylon stockings, and bra already. She was laughing and flirting, surrounded by 3 or 4 men, wearing just her lacy white panties. I knew her panties were thin enough to see through. Anyone close enough to look could see her shaved, puffy lips inside.


I slipped my shoes off, and pushed them under the table. I wanted to remove my pants for the next dance.


Just a table away, I saw a younger women sit down after leaving her previous partner. She was down to a small thong and stockings. In two steps, I ask her if she would like to dance. She said yes and removed her stockings, leaving her wearing nothing but the tiny material, disappearing in the back, only to reappear just enough to cover her neatly trimmed pussy in the front. I pulled the elastic waistband of my underwear back up over my swollen penis and removed my pants. I hung them over the chair with my suit coat, leaving me in just my tented boxers.


Once on the dance floor, this girl had the energy of a cheerleader! She loved showing off her nearly naked body, trim waist, small perky breasts, and perfect nipples that needed to be kissed. She put on quite a show with the fast tempo of the band. Although she was very sexy, I thought she danced more like a stripper than a lover, and I lost my erection trying to keep up with her.


I glanced around to see Jenny, still wearing her panties, having a great time dancing with the men that surrounded her. As they turned, I could see the man she was dancing with had his hand deeply buried on her butt, inside her panties. It looked like she was having a great time and had found several new friends!


As the music ended, I turned with my energetic partner to leave the dance floor and bumped into Sandi. Sandi was an old girlfriend I'd occasionally dated, and often studied with back in our college days. We hadn't seen each other in years! We'd had several classes together and it seemed natural to us both to study together. She ask if I was available for the next dance? "Of course," I answered, "I was!"


The band slowed down and started playing "Put Your Head on my Shoulder" by the Letterman that took us both on a nostalgic trip back many years ago. We both slipped off the last of the clothes we were wearing and fell completely naked for the first time, into each other's arms.


Sandi was barely 5 foot 5 inches tall and weighed about 130 lbs. Even after 3 children, she had managed to maintain her cute figure. Her medium brown hair was curled under at her shoulder length. Her tanned skin with contrasting bikini lines told me she still spent some time in the sun. Her pubic hair was trimmed to just a short strip above her clitoris, her pussy lips were shaved clean.


My erection quickly returned as she stepped toward me and pressed her erect nipples and C-cup size breasts into my chest. Although we had dated just a few times in college, she snuggled up to me like we'd been together forever. She smiled up at me as my erect 7 inch penis found its natural home between her legs in that warm, moist area just outside her womb. She was dripping wet and I had to fight the urges to push up inside her.


She reached up and stretched both of her arms up around my neck, my arms surrounded her trim waist. Every womanly curve was against my body. My hands found her butt and pulled her even tighter to me. One push, just one little push and I could be buried inside her. My penis ached. She was wet. She ground her swollen pussy lips and clitoris against me as we slowly danced. I wanted to do it. I was sure she would let me!


The music ended all too soon. Time seemed to stand still. Sandi and I just stood there, gently, barely moving together, in our longing embrace. Neither of us wanted to let go. For just a moment, even though I love Jenny, I wondered how I let this one get away?


The hostess tapping on the microphone and brought us out of our trance. My hard penis glistened with her moisture as we separated.


She said, "For the next dance, everyone could find their original partner (if they wanted to), remove any and all remaining items of clothing and have the next dance together." Sandi gave me a lingering kiss on the cheek and with a big smile on her face, disappeared into the crowd. My penis was like a powerful compass that pointed directly at her until she was out of sight. I wanted to follow her.


The hostess continued, "Following the next dance, there would be a fifteen minute intermission, with more surprises to follow."


I went back to our table where Jenny was sitting naked. I sat down naked next to her. I reached for her hand and ask, "Having fun?" With a silent gesture, she pulled my hand between her legs. She was hot and dripping wet with her natural juices. "I think that answers the question," she said. "It looks like you are having fun too," she said, as she gave my erect penis a little tug.


I ask her, "How did you managed to strip down to just your panties so fast, with just the first dance?"


She told me that her partner took her over to his table with three other couples. They would "tag" each other out and each new man would ask her to remove an additional piece of clothing. By the time the first dance ended, well, she was down to just her panties. She quickly recognized their plot, but knew they would all be naked sooner or later, so she accepted their offers. She knew I wouldn't mind!


She smiled that flirtatious smile and pulled me back to my feet. We walked out on the dance floor for the waltz that was playing. We held each other close as our naked bodies swayed together. My hard penis probed between her legs. Her erect nipples rubbed against my chest. My right hand fell lower and held her left butt cheek. We held each other tightly, closely.


Around the dance floor, the room was crowded with naked couples slowly dancing together. Breasts to chest, penis to belly, arms lovingly wrapped around each other.


As we danced, Jenny knew what I wanted and opened her legs slightly. My penis adjusted upward to feel the warmth and moisture of her womanhood.


Before I could gain entry, she tightened her legs together and held my penis tightly as we continued to waltz together. With every movement, every beat, she pulled and tugged on me, driving me crazy with desire, until I thought I couldn't stand it any longer. With my penis pushing at her opening, I whispered into her ear that I was about to cum and to let me penetrate her, right here, right now!


Without missing a dance beat, she released her leg grip on my throbbing penis, slid her hand down between us, and gave my penis a hard squeeze at the base, just in time to stop my release. Still dancing, she held me like that until my penis could relax a little.


When she was sure I'd settled down, she pushed my penis back between her legs, squeezed tight, with her clit rubbing along my shaft. Only moments later, she tensed and shook in a mild orgasm of her own. As we finished our dance, I held her tight and smiled knowingly as she settled back down.


Hand in hand, walked together to the refreshment table for a fresh drink before returning to our table. My penis was hard and bouncing up and down as we walked. I didn't care. I may not have a large penis, but I was proud of the way it stood up tall! Looking around the room full of naked people, I noticed that most of the men were in the same state of arousal as I. Their erect penises were also standing up, waving as they moved. We saw a few women sitting on their partners laps. Jenny squeezed my hand as we recognized what they were probably doing? Naked as the day she was born, I looked at my lovely wife and ask again if she was having a good time?


She stopped and turned to face me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and looked lovingly into my eyes.


"Well," she replied, "at first I thought you had arranged this whole thing. I was mad and ready to leave. But there was something in your face that told me you were surprised too. I know you have a fantasy to be naked in public and the look on your face told me you wanted to stay. I figured, since we were already here, I could go along with being naked, if naked was as far as it went."


I smiled, gave her hand a squeeze, and said, "Thank you. I love you. I'm having a good time too!"


When the band returned, the hostess announced that the only rule for the remainder of the night was that everyone remain naked and have a good time. Everyone could dance with anyone they wanted. The band played a broad selection of western line dances, group dances, fast and slow dances. It's fun to dance together when everyone is dressed, but it is even better to see naked breasts and penises, arms and legs bouncing with the music. "YMCA" is especially fun when you are naked, and the whole, naked crowd roared with laughter as we did the "Bunny Hop!"


Jenny and I chose to dance together for the rest of the evening. Jenny had several more men ask her to dance, but she graciously replied that she was with her husband. I watched her take a good look at each penis as the men turned to walk away.


As the evening wound down, we gathered up our scattered clothes and put on barely enough to get home. Jenny put on only her shirt, buttoning only two buttons, just below her breasts, saying it was, "long enough!" The shirt barely covered her pointed nipples and came together over her wet pussy lips like window curtains. With every step, it parted just enough to give a quick glimpse of her moist pussy before closing.


I slipped on my pants with my erect penis still making a tent in the front. It had been a fun and exciting, erotic night. But we both desperately needed relief!


Once in the car, Jenny unbuttoned her shirt, and tied the ends together loosely under her breasts. The wide V-neck top opened to give me a clear view of her delicious breasts. After putting on her seat belt and pulling the strap under her breast and under her arm, she pulled her left leg up under her, Indian style, and turned with her back leaning on the passenger door. Her outer lips parted, giving me a clear view of her wet, naked pussy. Her swollen lips opened and her juiced flowed down her leg and onto the leather seat.


I couldn't wait any longer. I rubbed my fingers around her clitoris and up and down her slit. She slid forward on her seat and I slipped two fingers easily inside her as we drove a short distance to the dark, back corner of the parking lot. There were already other cars there with the same idea.


Jenny got out and moved into the back seat. Almost before she was settled, I ran around the car and climbed on top of her. I was ready and there was no holding back. Urgently I dropped my pants and rammed my hard penis between the wet folds of her pussy. She was so wet, and I so hard, that I slipped right in.


It only took a few deep strokes to take Jenny over the top in a powerful orgasm. She wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me deeply into her. Her arms and legs held me tightly as she came. I came only seconds behind her, filling her deeply with multiple spasms of my seed.


I laid on top of her catching my breath, still fondling her breasts. Our combined juices were overflowing from her vagina and down her legs. Slowly, my softening penis slid out as I continued to suck on her nipples. We continued to cuddle together for several more minutes. Screams and moans of sexual pleasure could be heard from the other cars in the area.


Jenny relaxed her legs from around my waist, smiled and said, "That was wonderful!"


Then she surprised me one more time. With a content and satisfied sigh she said, "Yes Dear, I had a wonderful time tonight! Do you think we could come dance again?"


I think we'll be doing a lot more dancing!


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mick


I hadn't seen Mick in over ten years. But those blond curls, the muscular shoulders, even from the back I knew it was him.


"Hey stranger..." I said.


He turned to face me. Time stopped, just for an instant, and then he smiled.


"Hey back." I had forgotten about that grin. Sexy, cheeky, it could get him out of absolutely anything. "It's been a long time. What are you up to these days, missy?"


"I moved. You will never guess where to either." I said with a smile. "Remember I said I'd never holiday in...."


"You didn't!" Mick interrupted. I nodded. "A man, I'm guessing? It always is with you, isn't it Are you happy?" I nodded again. "Good."


Just like old times, we slipped straight into the gentle teasing I had always loved. He hadn't changed. Still just as big a flirt, just as naughty as ever. He teased me about my inability to keep a man, about my driving, about my lust for drummers. I teased him about still living in his parents' basement.


"After all these years, after all the girls who walked through the door, the parties, the bands jamming at all hours of the morning, the smoke blowing into your parents' bedroom window, I'm surprised they still let you live there!"


"What can I say, they love me." Mick smiled that devilish grin and I believed him. "You should come and have a look at what we've done. The house has changed a lot since you were there last."


I laughed. "I think I'm a bit old to be fucking in that squeaky bed above your mother's room. Remember that time at breakfast, she asked us to wait until she was asleep or..."


Mick cut me off. "...fuck in another bed! How could I forget the look on your face. Like you wanted the ground to swallow you up. Hey, who says we have to fuck? My folks would love to see you. You should come over."


I thought back. Mick was always the guy I went to after I broke up with someone else. I could always count on him for a shoulder to cry on and a hard dick to fuck. I couldn't remember a time I'd been to his house and we hadn't ended up naked. I knew that would be the exact same outcome this time. Truth be told, the idea was pretty hot. I was wavering. It was only a matter of time before I gave in.


"Ok, ok, I'll come over. But seriously, have we ever been able to keep our hands to ourselves?" I knew exactly what I was getting myself into and I was kind of looking forward to it.


As I walked down the familiar driveway, I could almost smell the cum. Everywhere I looked, we had fucked. Mick and I had been lovers when we were teenagers and we had let our hormones run wild. We spent days at a time smoking joints, watching bad sci-fi tv and fucking. So much fucking.


We were young though and the sex was pretty tame. Mick used to tease me about anal sex. He said I'd hate it, but he never gave me the opportunity to find out. I knew I wanted to be fucked in the ass, even then, but I was too scared to try. He'd be surprised now to see how much of an anal slut I'd become. I knew if we ended up fucking that afternoon, I'd have to show him how much I loved it.


I stopped at the door and took a deep breath. My pussy was starting to tingle. I rang the bell and waited.


"You're here! Come in. It's been such a long time, hasn't it?" Mick's dad greeted me warmly. He put an arm around my waist and steered me through the entrance way into the living room. I immediately noticed the renovations they had done.


"Mick said you'd done work to the house. I love the windows. It looks great."


"Were you talking about me?" I turned towards the familiar voice. Mick was standing at the top of the basement stairs.


"I was just telling your dad how much I like what he's done here."


"Come and see what I've done downstairs then. Before dad starts to bore you with all the details."


I turned away from the older man and followed Mick down the stairs, shutting the door at the bottom like I'd done so many times before. I looked around. Everything looked the same, there were no renovations.


"I don't see any work. Are you sure that wasn't an excuse to get me down here so you can bend me over the desk there?" I asked. Not that I cared. Mick was just as hot as he'd always been, and I was starting to get wet just standing there.


"Would I do a thing like that?" Mick grinned.


"Um... yes."


He leaned back against the wall. I couldn't help looking down at his cock. I could see that it was hard.


"Actually, I finally did the bathroom. Go and look." He nodded in the direction of the bathroom but didn't move from where he was.


"It needed it." I was talking about the bathroom, but moving towards Mick. I stopped in front of him. My heart was pounding. After all these years, he still made me nervous. It was now or never. Without breaking his gaze I reached down and rubbed his cock through his pants. He sighed.


I kneeled down until his cock was right in front of my face. I unzipped his pants and let them fall. I could smell him. I pulled his boxer shorts down to his knees. I put my hands on his thighs and breathed on his cock lightly. He sighed again. As much as I wanted to savour this moment, I was desperate to have his cock inside me so I swallowed it down greedily. As it hit the back of my throat, Mick groaned loudly.


I looked up and his eyes were closed. He was off in his own world. I sucked his cock, swallowing it deeper and deeper.


"I want to show you something" I said, standing up.


Mick was still leaning against the wall, his hard prick, glistening with my saliva, was pointing at the ceiling. "What?"


"Remember how you always said I'd hate anal?" I took Mick's hand and lead him to the couch. He sat down, wide-eyed.


I turned away from him and bent over. I pulled my skirt up over my ass. I wasn't wearing underwear. I grabbed my ass, pulling the cheeks apart, exposing my hole to Mick.


"Spit on it." I growled. My pussy was dripping. I could hardly wait for what was coming next.


Mick spit on my ass and tentatively rubbed the spit over my ass hole. He slipped the tip of a finger in there. He wiggled it a bit and took it out. I don't think he knew exactly what to do and I wasn't waiting for him to figure it out.


I bent down further until the tip of Mick's now leaking cock was pressed against my hole. I leaned back. Mick grabbed my hips and pulled me on to him. I moaned as the tip of his cock slipped inside me. My ass was on fire from being stretched out without lube but I didn't care. I sat all the way back, filling my ass.


"You nasty slut," said Mick. "I said you wouldn't like it, but you are trying to prove me wrong."


"Trying?" I asked, rocking back and forward on Mick's lap, loving the feeling of his dick stretching me out. "I'm not trying, I do love anal."


"We'll see...." Mick said. In one quick movement he pushed me off him, grabbing my arms behind my back and pushing me face down onto the desk opposite the couch. "We'll see if you like it after I'm done with you."


I cried out as Mick slammed his shaft back into my ass. He pounded me harder and harder until I had trouble catching my breath. This was the sadist in him I hadn't forgotten about.


He pulled all the way out slowly, then rammed his entire length into me again. He did it again and again. Slowly out, roughly in. Bent over with my face on the desk, I couldn't see it, but I knew he was grinning.


"Are you still enjoying it? Are you still the innocent little 19 year old who was all talk but no action? Huh? Are you still the same little prick-tease?" He thrust his cock into me with each question.


He was probably thinking I was the same naive little thing. He only pulled out of my ass because he really thought he was hurting me. But he was wrong.


"Of course I'm still enjoying it. Now put your cock back in me."


"Oh, you little whore. You'll get it for that, now get on your knees and suck your dirty ass juices off my cock."


I did as I was told of course. I sucked his cock clean. He groaned.


"Oh fuck yes...... You nasty slut, now get back over the desk so I can fuck you again some more."


I bent over the desk, spread my legs and waited. My body was tense, expecting to have my ass violated any second. I looked back at Mick. His pants were in a pile in front of the couch, but he hadn't taken his shirt off. He was standing behind me, pantless and hard. His hands were on his hips and he was looking very proud if himself.


"What?" I asked.


"I used to fantasize about this."


Mick leaned forward and rubbed my pussy. He bent over and whispered in my ear. "This is not the last time this will happen." He stood up again and forced his cock back into my ass. My muscles tightened in shock. It was starting to hurt. Every thrust made me clench in pain. This only made Mick fuck me harder.


"Cum in me, please." I begged. I was in pain and wanted it to stop but it also felt so good. I reached down and started rubbing my clit. I was close to cumming but the pain was starting to overwhelm me.


"I thought you said you could take it." Mick grunted, between thrusts. "I thought you said you loved it. I guess.... you.... were..... wrong...." His hot cum shot into my ass. Still Mick kept pounding me, proving his point. "Do you want me to stop or can you take it?"


I could barely speak, but I managed to squeak out, "Keep going...."


"Fucking... slut...." He kept pounding.


My fingers rubbed furiously at my clit. I was so close. I pushed through the pain as I felt my muscles tighten more.


"Fuck yes, make my ass cum." I shouted.


Mick grunted as he drove into me. His cock was getting soft but he didn't let up. I clenched around him as I came.


He stayed still as I caught my breath, then slipped his cock out of me. I trickle of cum ran down my leg.


"Do you still love it?" he asked. "I was thinking next time, there might be two of us to prove you wrong. What do you think?"


As if he even needed to ask.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The First Taste


You and I have talked online and become close. We've decided not to fight our growing passion and meet up for the first time. We set up a reservation at a hotel, saying we need a room for a conference being held in town. We get a room with two beds for an alibi.


I arrive first at the hotel.. The room has moss green paper covered walls with intricate gold detail. The beds are covered in white duvet linens and mountains of pillows. There is a tv, a stereo, a phone, and a table/chair for working. There is also the typical bathroom.. In the middle of the room there is a rounded Jacuzzi tub. It is encased in black marble. I'm sitting on the bed when I hear the door click and begin to open.


I stand when you come in. I am wearing a teal/blue thin cotton shirt and light tan capri pants and strappy sandals. All of which enhance my pale skin and curvy body. You are wearing jeans that ride low on your hips and a black blouse that shows off ample cleavage.


We begin with making small talk. About things we usually don't talk about. Favorite foods, music, drinks, outlooks on life, etc.. Then we become hungry and decide to go downtown and eat. We have a nice dinner with drinks. Long Island Ice Tea for me. Vodka and sprite for you. Our conversation continues and we begin to loosen up. My eyes watch your mouth as you take each sip of your drink and bite of your food. I'm a bit obsessed with your mouth. It sends shocking thoughts through my head. We laugh and share naughty banter. Giving wicked looks and grins across the table at one another. Attempting to be subtle, but not being successful with it.


After dinner, we call a cab and go back to the hotel. We nervously enter the elevator and go up to our floor. We enter the room.. A silence hangs heavily in the air. Pregnant with anticipation and confusion.


You announce that you are going to go get ready for bed. You go to the bathroom and I head down the hallway to get ice and some water from the vending machine. I come back and you are sitting on one bed wearing black short boy short underwear and a green sleep tank. I gather my things and go into the bathroom to get ready.


I brace my hands, which are shaking a bit, on the cold white marble counter top and look into the large rectangular glass mirror in front of me. Taking in my reflection. I run my fingers thru my curly mahogany hair and ask myself "can I do this?" I settle myself, change, and exit the bathroom. I am wearing a purple silky spaghetti strapped chemise that hits mid thigh.. I am aware at how the silk feels against my nipples.. Rubbing smoothly. Making them harden. And it embarrasses and excites me. Do you notice?


You are sitting on the bed nearest the window. I walk over and sit on the edge of the bed. We glance at each other nervously. But with curiosity and heat in our eyes. We try to make small talk, but visions and memories of past internet conversations enter our minds. We laugh nervously. Filling the room with the sound.


I get up from the bed and turn the stereo on. Just a regular contemporary rock station. I don't turn it up loudly, just enough. I return to the bed. I sit next to you. Close. I brush your hair off of one shoulder. I look into your blue eyes. "What are we doing?" I ask. "I don't know." you reply. Your pink tongue darts out and glides across your lower lip, a nervous habit. "Can we do this?" I ask. "I don't know." you reply again. You continue saying, "but I feel like if we don't do something, I'll burn up inside."


At the same time, we each take our hands and cup each other's faces. Our mouths meet. Softly. We just slide our lips against each others. Feeling the texture and soft/fullness of them. I lick your lower lip. Lightly. Begging for entry. You open yourself to me. My tongue fills your mouth. Slowly our tongues begin to slide along together. Tangling and dancing in an erotic kiss. I plunder your mouth going deeper as the kiss continues. I'm exploring you. Your contours. Drinking from your mouth as if it contains the last drop of water in a barren desert.


My hands move from your face to your hair. My fingers threading thru. Massaging your scalp while drawing you closer to me. Deepening and angling the kiss further. You moan and begin kissing back more. Wanting more.. Your chest is heaving from the intensity. We break apart and stare at one another. Eyes full of unbridled desire.


We fall back on the bed, caressing each other through our clothing. Licking along skin, sucking, and nibbling. Our hands roam. Up and down smooth legs, and thighs. Over curvaceous breasts, stomachs, so erotic even through clothing. We are just feeling one another. The softness of our flesh. The curves. The shape of a woman.


We both become more heated in the embrace. We begin to run our hands underneath clothing feeling smooth skin, nipples puckering, and heat. We both begin trembling at the excitement bubbling up inside us. We begin to arch and strain against each other. Never seeming to get enough. Not able to get close enough. Our need is boundless.


We get on our knees and undress each other. Your pupils seem to dilate with each newly uncovered inch of exposed skin. This is a slow process. I undress you. You undress me. Until we are completely naked and unashamed. We embrace. Breasts touching. Nipples rubbing against each other. The softness and warmth of skin sets us aflame.


Our hands begin to roam. You hold my breasts, rubbing my nipples. I slide my hand downward trailing toward your pussy. Feeling the heat and smoothness of you. We never break eye contact through this. So we see the passion build. There is no turning back for us.


I lay you back down on the bed. Your head is propped on pillows. I take a pillow from the other bed and place it under your hips allowing better access. I take a slow journey down your body. Using my mouth, teeth, fingers, and tongue. I'm a little nervous. I've never been with a woman before, and I'm not sure of what I'm doing. But your soft moans and pleas drive me onward.


I take my nipple and rub it up and down your core. It is such a simple gesture.. But so erotic. Then, I get my first taste of you. Licking your slit. Allowing just the tip of my tongue to trace you. I lick your folds. All over. Bathing you with my tongue. Worshiping you. I taste the salty sweat gathered on you. You raise your head and look down at me. You giggle. It's your first time w/a woman too. Each sensation is new. I find your clit with my mouth. I gently pull it in. Tugging at it. Laving it. Experimenting with speeds and movements until I see what you like most. What your body responds to. Your clit stiffens more and seems to be begging for attention. I lick the head. The sides. Then take the tip of my tongue and begin to rub and flick the bottom of the clit. Just like you like it. Slowly, I continue this. Alternating from using the tip and flat of my tongue on you.


I look down at you and can see wetness glistening on and between your thighs. You're so turned on that you have soaked yourself. It's an intoxicating heady feeling to know that I've had this power over you. I want to taste the moisture that has pooled there. So I lower my head and angle it to allow the best angle for penetration.


Slowly, I push my tongue inside you. I feel tiny spasms inside you with each movement. My tongue makes slow strokes in you. As if I am feeding from you. I plunge my tongue deeper. Reaching further within you with each stroke.


I take my hands and spread you open more to me. Displaying you like a flower opening it's petals to the sun. Neither of us can believe how deep my tongue goes inside. I continue my slow torture of you. Moving in and out of you. Stabbing and then retracting. In varying speeds and rhythms.


Soon, you begin to beg for more. Soft cries and pants fill the room. I speed up the licking. I move my way back up your body. I kiss you and allow you to taste yourself on my tongue. Meanwhile, I insert one finger in you. And build a rhythm. We're kissing. One hand is on your breast fondling and caressing, while the other is pleasuring you below.


I suck your nipples. Licking and biting.. Nibbling. Each of them. At the same time I slide another finger inside you. My two fingers are fucking you. They speed up. You begin to grind down on my hand. You kiss me, moaning in my mouth. "God I want you so much." you say. You are almost in tears from need and pleasure.


You just keep getting wetter and wetter, coating my fingers. So I add a third inside you. I rock my hand against your pussy while the fingers plunder you. In, out, in, out, in, out, in, out. Entering and withdrawing pushing you higher.. Taking you farther. Controlling your pleasure. I take the palm of my other hand and begin rubbing your clit in a gentle massage.


You prop yourself up on your elbows watching. Your face contorting in expressions of pleasure and pain. "Fuck. Please. I'm gonna explode. I need to finish, now.." you exclaim.. I curl my fingers a bit and push in far, reaching your g-spot. And begin a massage of that area. Hitting it with each thrust and curling motion. Your head drops back as I speed up. I feel your inner walls begin to quiver, clench, and throb on my fingers. While I continue fuck you, I take your mouth again. Swallowing your cries and screams. Making sure they go no further than the walls of the hotel room.


I've just made you cum all over my hand. I remove my soaked fingers and give your slit one last lick and probe of my tongue. Not letting any of that delicious nectar go to waste. I rub your juice on my nipples. You sit up and lean in. Sucking the wetness off my breasts. Then kiss me.


We move to the jet tub. I turn on the water to a nice temp. Not too hot, not too cold. And add some bath oil. We sink into the water and allow the jets to massage our muscles. Holding each other. Caressing and kissing. Playing in the water.. Our skin is glistening and slick as we rub against one another. Feeling how erotic it feels to have the collision of slippery skin rubbing against another's body.


Once the bath is over, we get out. We take turns drying each other with towels. Lingering in all the right spots. Crawl into the bed where we made love. And hold one another. Talking and laughing until sleep overtakes us. Til I drift into a dream.. A dream about my first taste of you.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fly Girl


The weather warmed with the oncoming spring. Steve worked as an instructor at a small flight school. He used to be a good instructor, but took a hiatus and only recently returned to the profession. He could make the technical sound simple, was patient and rarely got ruffled. Now he had a steady schedule of students, enjoyed himself, and found the process as fulfilling as ever. The pay was lousy, but the rewards made up for it.


He lived on the airport, making due in a small block building. Simple and convenient, it suited his new, streamlined lifestyle as he tried "to find himself." It could get a little lonely, but relationships seemed troublesome for him. Oh, well, he thought, it's okay for now. He sighed. Besides, it's not like some great girl is just gonna drop from heaven.


Steve paused at the door of the terminal building and searched the empty northern sky.


"Any word, yet?" he asked as he entered to lobby.


"Not yet—but she ought to be calling in any minute," Tom answered from behind the counter.


"Coffee fresh?"


"'Bout two hours old."


"Close enough." Steve shuffled down the hall toward the pot. As he poured, the radio came to life.


"Augusta Unicom, Cessna eight-four-two-alpha-alpha, airport advisory, please."


"Hey, Steve—"


"Yeah, I heard."


Tom picked up the radio microphone. "Two-alpha-alpha, this is Augusta Unicom. Wind is zero-two-zero at seven, favoring runway three. No reported traffic." Tom released the mike button.


Steve whined, "C'mon, man, don't keep a poor flight instructor in suspense!"


Tom ginned. "Don't ya trust her?"


"Don't make me hurt you." Steve smiled and sipped his coffee.


"Well?" the counter man asked into the mike.


"Augusta traffic, Private Pilot Stephanie five north, inbound for landing." Her smile carried over the radio waves.


"Hot damn," Steve cheered. Stephanie was his first student as a born-again flight instructor. Her process, just as with anyone who learned to fly, had been hard work, joys and setbacks. But she had persevered. He felt so proud of her.


Steve and Tom were outside as the Cessna touched down in a textbook landing.


"That looked nice," Tom observed.


Steve grunted agreement.


The airplane breezed across the ramp and stopped at its parking spot. The propeller clacked to a halt, the door popped open and a pretty, freshly minted pilot stepped onto the ground. The two men clapped loudly. They could see her blushing and grinning from a hundred feet away.


"Thanks," she called, throwing them a self-conscious wave. With a flip of her curly brown ponytail, she turned and began tying down the airplane.


"Find me when you're done," Steve called to her.


"Okay," she nodded before she resumed her task. He told her often enough to take care of her airplane. It satisfied him to see her doing just that.


A few minutes later, Stephanie met Steve in the break room. He was rinsing out his coffee cup.


"Hey, congratulations!"


"Thanks, Teach." She flashed a perfect smile; her face altered from long to beautiful. Her eyes always seemed happy, but now they glowed a just bit brighter. She reached behind her and loosened her hair. He glanced at her breasts. She shook her head and brunette curls cascaded like a waterfall across her shoulders.


He refocused himself with an effort and resumed his role as her teacher and mentor. "Well, lemme see it!"


She fished in her back pocket, pulled out her temporary airman's certificate, and waved it at him. "God, I'm sooo excited. It was great!" Then she prattled on about the details of her checkride in a singsong monologue. Steve listened and grinned.


"Hey, guys," Tom yelled down the hallway. "I'm goin' home. Can you lock up?"


"No problem," Steve assured him. "G'night."


"See ya manana. Congrats, Steph!"


"Thanks, Tom."


They heard the door latch and the lock rasp home. Stephanie appeared to have lost her train of thought. Steve noticed a fleeting expression in her blue-gray eyes.


"Okay, so in celebration I buy my students dinner when they get their licenses. You interested?"


"Sure," she answered without hesitation. "You choose the place, and I'll drive."


"No, you choose. It's part of the tradition. And we should probably drive ourselves 'cause I have to come back here."


"That's right—you live out back, huh?" she asked.


Steve nodded.


"Okay. Well, I like the Seaside Inn—"


"Is that your favorite place?"


"No, my favorite's Marcello's."


Steve smiled but felt his wallet flinch. Marcello's offered the best Mediterranean cuisine in town—and was the most expensive restaurant as well.


"Marcello's it is."


"Oh, no, Steven." He adored the way her mouth moved when she pronounced his name. Steve fought a powerful urge to taste her pursed lips. "It's sooo expensive."


"No," he replied, holding up a hand. "It's part of the tradition."


She beamed at him. "Okay!"


"Good. Let me lock up and I'll meet you in the parking lot. I'll follow you, okay?"


"'Kay."


Steve let her out, locked the terminal door and climbed into his rust-sprinkled Honda. He pulled through the airport gate to the parking lot where Stephanie waited. Her car slid out front and drove away in a cloud of exhaust. Steve followed.


He enjoyed flying with her. She was a good pilot, and used wise judgment combined with a light, sure touch on the controls. Apparently, all that got left behind once she exited the airport grounds because the ride was more than a little wild. After two near misses and running a red light in vain attempts to keep up, Steve backed off and went to the restaurant himself. When he parked she met him with amused expression.


"You drive like a grandma," she teased.


"Yeah, I can see the headlines now. 'Flight Instructor Killed in Car Crash.' No thanks. If you flew like that, young lady—"


"Oooo, getting kinda 'daddy' with me, aren't ya, Steven?"


"No—"


She flashed a mock pout and held a finger to her lower lip. "Don't spank me for being a bad girl—daddy!"


"Jeez, stop it, okay?" Steve found his budding thoughts of role-play arousing. And a little bit frightening.


"You sure—daddy?"


He laughed. "Please, quit?"


"Okay." Again she beamed. Steve felt his chest warm. It triggered a vague memory.


He had spent quite a bit of time with this woman over the past several months. But the flirting and the increased familiarity were quite new. He always took great pains to avoid becoming overly familiar. Besides, his recent divorce left him uncertain.


But now she—they—felt very different. The relationship had taken a sudden lurching turn that threatened to upset his balance. Now that she had completed her training and had her license, they were no longer instructor and student. Did that mean they could explore other options? His mind still wrestled with itself when she waved a hand and told him, "Let's go—I'm famished."


She spun and strode toward the entrance. Once more, Steve played catch-up, but this time he watched the sway of her hips and bottom. It stirred him, and he pictured her gorgeous ass naked in his hands while they ground themselves together.


He decided right then. He desperately wanted to know Stephanie on a more intimate basis. He hoped it might become very, very intimate indeed.


* * * * * * *


After they ordered appetizers, the conversation roamed. They got to know a little more about each other. They chatted and laughed and relaxed.


At one point his face picked up the light just so, and his head turned just right. He looked so much like her first big crush back in high school. She obsessed about "her guy" and practically threw herself at him, but he had ignored her advances. Stephanie sometimes sat in class with her legs crossed and manipulated herself. Once she even came as she gazed at Mr. Jenkins. She got an A in his math class, but she had yearned for so much more.


Her legs crossed under the dinner table and the top one swung back and forth. The corners of her lips curled at the sensations.


Across from her and with the last vestiges of his reserve gone, Steven's mind strayed to carnal thoughts. He wondered if he was ready to be with someone again. The fear that this was the one chance butted headlong with the fear that he might get the girl only to lose her. The last couple of months had underscored his loneliness, but the possibility of loss interfered. Shit, he chastised himself, we haven't even gotten anywhere. Yet? His mind pictured her completely nude and his gaze strayed to her chest—


"Sorry, what?" he asked, startled.


"Hmmm. I'd like to know what you were just thinking."


"Careful what you wish for," he quipped. "Sorry, what were you saying?"


"I asked how long you've had this dinner tradition?"


"Oh, that. Well, actually—um—you're the first."


She laughed.


Steve continued, "But I always wanted to do this for my students. Even back when I first started instructing. I just couldn't afford it then."


"Well, if you keep taking them to places like this, you may not be able to afford it now," she said.


He replied with a rueful grin.


"Let's split this, okay?"


"No, you're my guest. It's okay, really. Besides, I'm very proud of you."


"Thanks, Teach," She reached for his knee and squeezed. "Or should I say, 'daddy'?"


"I thought you were going to stop that," he said under his breath, but his tone was too playful.


Stephanie smiled at him for a few more delightful seconds. She removed her hand from his leg.


The oysters arrived. Stephanie picked up the nearest one, smeared some horseradish sauce on it, and licked the delicate folded edge as she stared into Steven's face. She took her time retracting her white-tipped tongue, then laughed at his glazed, open-mouthed expression.


"Gotcha!" she giggled.


He was just able to shut his jaw.


"So, want to hear about the checkride?"


"Please. Anything to maintain my dignity."


They discussed the oral questions and some of the answers that troubled her. He thought she did well, even now when she expressed uncertainty. The flying presented her with fewer problems, just as Steve had expected. He had spent enough time with her in the Cessna to know she flew well.


They talked through the entree, and into dessert. They were still chatting through a second round of coffee when the server asked if they wanted anything else.


"No, just the check," Steve prompted. When it arrived they had a brief tussle over it.


"No, Stephanie, this is my treat."


"C'mon, Steven. Let's at least split it—"


"No."


"Then let me leave the tip?"


"Okay," he sighed, a little relieved.


When they walked out, the darkness surprised them both. The late hour had arrived so quickly.


"Well, I better get going," he told her. Neither one moved.


"Thanks for dinner. It was great."


"You're welcome." Steve had been struck dumb. "Well, I better get going."


"Okay," she said. She took a step closer.


"I'm proud of you. Getting your license is a big deal."


"Thanks," she replied with restrained intensity. Then she hugged him around the neck and kissed his cheek. He turned into her, surprised to find her lips on his. The next moment he kissed her, really kissed her. He felt the mounds of her breasts pressing against his chest. Her tongue traced the edge of his mouth and he responded. When she noticed, she whimpered and pushed her thigh into his growing hardness. His tongue toyed with hers before he pulled away, pupils wide and breath rapid.


"Wow," she giggled.


"What was—Stephanie, sorry. That was, well, I mean, that was great, but I shouldn't have. I'm sorry—"


"For what?' she asked. Her arms encircled his neck and their bodies pressed together. He stirred and she smiled. "You're not apologizing for that, are you?" she asked as she rubbed her thigh between his legs.


"Stephanie, look, this isn't what—"


"Steven, I passed my checkride today." She looked at him to let it register. "You're not my instructor anymore. Remember?"


"Oh, yeah, I know. But— No, you're right. But—" But, his inner voice asked, is this too soon—too soon for someone who's not good at relationships?


"But—what?"


"Well, I only got divorced a few months ago."


"You married now?"


"No, the papers were finalized—"


"Good, that's settled." She released her grip and taunted, "Race you back to your place." She turned on her heels and trotted to her car. She thought, In yer face, Mr. Jenkins!


"Uh, oh," he mumbled to himself through a stupid grin. He had just unlocked his Honda when Stephanie's Mustang bolted from the parking lot. Its tires chattered under heavy acceleration.


* * * * * * *


Steve's place had fulfilled several roles over the years, though it had never been a home. But after the divorce Steven's housing need coincided with the flight school's desire to have a "night watchman." Some radios had been stolen from three airplanes late one evening; thus a symbiosis was born.


Steve let Stephanie in and her eyes darted to the ceiling. There, hanging in all sorts of flight poses, were dozens of model aircraft and spaceships. The back wall was completely hidden behind a huge bookcase. Rows and rows of flying text, pilot biographies, aircraft manuals, aerial histories, and bird books crammed into every sliver until she thought the case might explode in a shower of confetti. She turned her head sideways to read some of the spines.


A workbench had been built around three walls when a small maintenance shop occupied the building. The surfaces' new roles were counter space and desks. There was a small microwave and dormitory-style fridge that made up his kitchen. The bathroom and shower in the neighboring terminal building provided the missing facilities. The floor was oiled concrete hidden beneath a patchwork of area rugs that dressed up an otherwise ugly surface.


"You want something to drink?" Steven asked her. "I've got some sodas, juice, coupla beers..."


"What kind of pops?"


"Coke, ginger ale, Fresca—"


"Original Fresca?"


"Yep."


"That's good for me," she answered. She pulled a book on eagles from the case and began to thumb through it. She heard two cans open and felt him come up behind her. Her heart beat faster, but she remained with her back to him as she flipped pages without seeing them.


"Eagles are amazing flyers," he murmured close to her ear. She trembled at the tone of his voice. "In fact, they even mate on the wing." God, he thought, that sounded so damned lame!


"Really?" She pictured herself as a raptor, high above the Earth, coupled with a powerful male. They came together in bliss as the ground rushed up at them. Her swollen labia throbbed.


"Yeah. Can you imagine? Feathers blowing and wings beating as you and your partner tumble through the sky. The freedom! The urge to mate much stronger than the fear of crashing." She feigned a swoon and pressed against his lean body. One of his arms encircled her waist and steadied her. He pulled her closer and she felt his bulge insinuate itself between the cheeks of her ass. With a low moan, she pressed tighter into him.


"You want your soda?" he croaked.


"Shit, no!" she growled in a passionate whisper. She barely set the book down, spun around and was in his arms. She stretched and found his mouth. Her lips and tongue attacked him in a long, wet kiss. She clung to him and ground her tummy into his erection. Then she leaned back, unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it from his body. Steven managed to set down the two cans and the shirt fell from his arms. He grabbed her bottom and lifted her. She wrapped her legs around his waist. The curve of his erection fitted to her and she pumped her hips up and down.


"Mmm hmmm!" she breathed around their kiss. She established a rhythm that pleased her. Her body jerked from raw shock as her clit bumped against his cock.


Steve gasped. He wanted to rip her clothes off and fill her in an instant, but he was patient. The anticipation would increase their pleasure. Now he just had to transmit that message to his lower body.


She broke the kiss and leaned back. Stephanie stared right through him. Her pupils flared wide and her mouth hung open as she fought for breath. She grabbed the back of Steve's head and told him, "God, I've wanted you since that intro flight. Eight long months. Didn't you know how much I wanted you to fuck me?" His cock twitched as she uttered the word, "fuck," and she smiled


"God, Stephanie, I wanted you, too. But—I just, I couldn't."


She rolled her hips and more electricity whipped through her. She fought a sublime shudder and asked, "Couldn't, what?"


"I couldn't take advantage of the instructor/student relationship. It would've been a violation of your trust."


"Hmmm." She smiled. "I think there might be a 'violation' in your immediate future, mister man."


Steve chuckled in spite of himself. When he thrust upward into her steamy pit and her eyes closed, he knew she was right. "Besides, I'm lots older," he continued.


Her eyes eased half open and locked onto his. "Not lots older."


"Forty-four."


"I know. And I'm twenty-six, so that's not lots older. And if I don't care, why should you?"


"And I'm divorced," he went on, but groaned when she pressured his throbbing tip.


"As long as you're not married right now." She kissed him again with her eyes open and fixed on his. Her passion rose in leaps.


Steve's mind refused to let go of the last vestige of worry. He worried that he wanted to be with Stephanie, but they would end up just like his failed marriage. He worried that he might disappoint her. Then she kissed him, and he worried that he might cum if she kept grinding on him the way she was at that moment.


He pulled his mouth from hers. "If you don't stop that—"


"What? You're gonna cum?" Stephanie finished for him.


"Yeah," he hissed.


"But if I can get another couple of humps in myself," she said. She ground her mons against his zipper. "I might beat you to-ooo-ooo-OOO!" He held her tightly as her body convulsed. His tip flared and he bit his tongue to stop his own orgasm. Just as he thought he might not regain control, his libido staggered back from the brink.


Stephanie trembled through delightful aftershocks. Finally, she melted from his embrace. Her breath remained unsteady and ragged, and she held onto his shoulders for support. She nipped on the skin of his chest and smelled his body, a pleasant blend of cologne, cumin and perspiration. She let his flesh slip from her teeth and stood on her own.


"God, that was fun," she grinned. "So, here's the deal. Daddy." She began by pulling her blouse over her head. "You and I are going to have wonderful sex, but this is a one-time thing. I'm not looking for anything long-term. It's just that after watching you fly for months, after watching these big, sexy hands on the controls—" She took one of his hands and sipped at a fingertip. "I just have to have them all over my body."


Her hands reached between her breasts and unsnapped her bra. She let it hang open and gave him little teasing glimpses as she undid her belt and jeans. "If that's okay with you, then okay." The pants fell, past her tiny lace panties and shapely legs, to the patchwork floor.


"What if it's not okay?" His dry mouth surprised him. He reached for a soda and gulped down three generous swallows.


She clasped her bra again. "Well, I guess I'll have to leave." Her mock pout dripped honey.


He cradled her jaw in his hand and whispered, "Please stay. I really want you to stay!"


"As they said in the written test guide, that's the 'best answer'." She smiled and opened her bra catch once more. She stared into his eyes as she pulled the undergarment aside. The raw desire on his face pleased her.


Steven watched in awe as she bared her breasts. They sloped into generous mounds tipped by thick, pink nipples. Stephanie's wrinkled areolas seemed tiny in comparison. He noted in passing that her bra was padded. He worried that this might be a dream. His hand trembled as it reached for her.


Her skin felt like silk beneath his fingers, and the weight of her breast told him this was real. She sighed at the touch. His thumb and forefinger cupped the bottom of her curve before they moved to surround her nipple. He pinched gently at her erect tip and she gasped. Her hands held his to her and she looked into his face.


"Do you want me?" she asked in a little voice.


"Hell, yes!" He wrapped her in his arms and crushed her to him. Her naked breasts pushed into his skin and their mouths met. He ran his hands to her ass and found a thin waist band and exquisitely nude flesh. He grabbed her and pulled her hips to him.


Stephanie felt his cock pulsing through his jeans. Her own crotch had grown exquisitely wet, and she yearned to taste him. She pulled away, gladdened to see the heightened lust on Steven's face.


She knelt and her deft hands loosened his belt and opened his fly. His hardness bowed the white boxer briefs and his tip jumped out at her. She swabbed it with her tongue and grinned at his sharp intake of breath. A quick tug and his beautiful dick sprang free. She encircled it with her hand and slipped half its length into her mouth. His end had already dampened with precum. Her tongue lingered and Steve groaned.


Stephanie's mouth swirled and tickled up and down the thick shaft. She rubbed beneath the sensitive tip and sucked hard on the head. Then she plunged downward until she felt his glans at the back of her throat. She made a sound of encouragement and his knees went weak.


She pulled back until he slipped from her clutching mouth. Her tongue ran in several tight circles around his rim before she took him into her throat once more. This time she did not stop. She gripped his ass with both hands and pulled until his entire length disappeared in her mouth. He felt her nose touched his tummy and she swallowed repeatedly. Her throat muscles stroked his rim and tip while she made small, erotic gulping noises.


"Ahgh! God, Ooooh! GAWD!" He held her head, as much for balance as to encourage her. Oral sex had never been like this. It felt as though his entire soul was about to explode into this wanton girl's ravenous mouth. He swelled and they both knew.


She loved feeling the first spurt in her throat, but she desired his taste. She slid away from him until his thick, pulsating tip gave up its delectable cream. His cum mixed with her saliva as she swished her tongue around his overly sensitive cock. He tasted as good as she hoped he would. Her mouth sucked and swallowed noisily at his shrinking flesh until he collapsed.


"That was yummy!"


The only reply Steven could manage was an exhausted groan. It had been years since he had such a powerful orgasm and, when his body jiggled through an aftershock Stephanie smiled her satisfaction. "Did you like that, Daddy?"


"Mmm hmmm," he mumbled from the depths of a stupor.


Stephanie looked around and spotted the trundle bed beneath the counters. She rose with the grace of a cat and swayed across the room. He watched her smooth form and rejoiced at her nearly nude bottom. He loved the dimples on her back. When she turned and wrestled the bed into the room, her breasts jostled invitingly. Her nipples were long and thick. He struggled against an overwhelming urge to devour them.


"Can I ask you something kinda personal?"


"Jeez, Steve, I'm practically naked and just gave you head—I think we're past having to ask permission, okay?" Her smile captivated him.


"Yeah, okay. And for the record, that was the best blow job I've ever had in my life!" She grinned at him and slipped off her thong. Before she sat he glimpsed her smooth vee. When he failed to speak she wet her fingers and played with her left nipple.


"You were saying?"


"What? Sorry. Yeah, um, I was— Oh, yeah." Stephanie grinned at the effect she had on Steve. After months of seeing him totally in control, the satisfaction of watching him fall to pieces was such fun!


"Well, I noticed that you wear a padded bra. But, why? I mean, your, well, your breasts are amazing—"


"Thanks."


"No, what I mean is, I don't think you need any padding."


"But just look at these!" She fondled her erect nipples. "They're so big that unless I have something padded to cover 'em up, they're too easy to see. And I only want to share them with who I decide. Not just anyone on the street who can see 'em through my shirt, you know?"


"Wow," he whispered.


"Wanna share?"


Steve nodded, eyes bright. He stepped out of his pants, and stripped off his underwear as he crossed the room. Then he knelt in front of her and kissed her soft, warm lips. He cupped one of her breasts and felt its tip dig deliciously into his palm. She moaned at his touch and her tongue licked his. He tasted his essence on her. He moved down to her neck and nibbled at the tender skin.


"You know, once I almost came from playing with my nipples." He caressed her and she murmured, "Oooo, that's nice. Oh, my. Take your time with them, 'kay? I want you to make me cum like that. Oooo, yeah, like that. Just nipple play—leave my kitty for later."


Steven bent to her chest and sipped one of her thick pink tips. He did as she asked and immersed himself in her firm breasts and succulent nipples. Time stretched and compressed, but he continued to lavish her with licks and sucks and nibbles. Her breathing grew impassioned, heated, and eventually changed to ragged gasps. She twined her fingers in his hair and pressed him to her body.


"Oh, God, I'm getting so close," she told him in a harsh whisper.


"Let go, baby," he moaned. His tongue flicked her right nipple. He pinched and rubbed the saliva-coated flesh on her left breast. Stephanie shook at the touch.


"Oooh," she whimpered, "so cloooose. Don't—oooh, yeees! Don't stop! Aaah, aaah, oooh, God! Yeees! Fuck YEEES!" Her nipples burned and her body convulsed. Raw jolts pulsed and raced through her trembling frame. Her cream ran fast and thin until her labia were coated and she grew wet between her bottom cheeks. She squirmed and writhed and reveled in the climax.


Steven reveled in it, too. Stephanie was so attuned to her breasts that she could achieve orgasm just from nipple play. He loved it! But he wanted her to explode, so as she seemed to peak he slithered two fingers into her and curled them directly into her g spot.


"Ungh! Fuck, yeah! Ungh! Oooh, SHIT!" She cried out as her pleasure ratcheted higher and fireworks erupted behind her eyelids. Her thighs clamped hard onto his invading digits. His palm was soon soaked I her volcanic honey as his tongue thrashed back and forth at her tingling red nipples.


Stephanie came down to earth in stages over the next several minutes. At last she lay back, closed her eyes and sighed contentedly. "Oooo," she giggled. "Damn, I needed that. Oh, Gawd!"


"You are sooo beautiful," he told her. She turned to look at him and smiled. But she grew a little more serious at his expressive eyes.


"Thanks, Steven. So are you." She pulled him down to her and kissed him. He suckled softly along her jaw and along her throat. She laughed then whispered words that made his cock twitch with need. "Taste me, Steve. Please!"


Her hands guided—propelled—him lower. He nibbled his way across the expanse of her flat tummy so quickly that he almost missed the chance to tickle her navel with his tongue. Her giggle turned to a sigh as he passed her waist, and into a moan as he nestled his lips into her bare, soaked opening.


"God, I love that." She sighed. Steven's tongue explored and caressed her delicate femininity. He love giving cunnilingus, but it had not appealed to his ex. From the sexy noises, gentle hips thrusts, and her hands on his head, Steve knew Stephanie was different. She enjoyed the attention.


He lost himself in her pleasure. Lips and tongue sought out spots that made her respond. He pulled her flesh deep between his lips. Then he played with her as she slipped from his grasp. His flat tongue painted across her slick folds. His elongated tongue disappeared into her molten core. His hungry tongue swabbed nectar from her drenched vee. All the while her body eased further toward a blissful release.


He caught the abrupt change in her breathing and the mounting tension of her body. His hands worked under her hips and gripped the globes of her tight ass. As her swirled his tongue around her hard clit and lip-bit her, she shoved herself into his mouth.


"Oh, Fuck, baby. I'm, I'm, I'm—gon—gonna. Nungh! Ungh! Oh, damn! Cum—ming, now! Oooh! OhmyGod! NOW!"


He sucked hard as her hips shook in his grip. She came for him, and he doubled his efforts to capture every last luscious drop. He licked her until she grabbed him hard by the hair and pulled him from her burning crotch.


"Wow," she sighed. Her eyes were closed and a sheen of sweat sparkled on her flushed face. Some strands of hair stuck to her cheek. Her nipples and areolas stood proud and crinkled, her body the paragon of arousal.


Steve laid his head on one of her thighs and inhaled her aroma. It had been far too long since he enjoyed a lover such as Stephanie. He could grow used to being with her.


"Kiss me, Steven." That command conveyed the depths of her desire. He made his way to her pursed lips and teased them with the tip of his tongue. She smiled then pulled his head to her. Her tongue snaked into his mouth and caught her flavor all over him. "Yummy."


She moved her leg and felt his erection. "Oh, you're so nice and hard."


"Can't help it—"


"Hmmm, hmmm, hmmm, but I can." She took him in her palm and stroked his length. He shuddered in her hand. "I need you inside me," she murmured into his ear. She rolled him onto his side and raised her leg. Then she rubbed his tip into her wet vulva. His sharp gasp made her grin.


"Do you like that?" she asked.


"Oooh," he moaned for her. "But I better put on—"


"It's okay. I've taken care of that. Besides," she said as she nibbled on one of his lobes, "I want to feel you shoot that hot cum deep in my pussy."


Her frank language and continued play had Steven on edge. He had no idea how he could possibly get inside her without exploding first.


"If you keep doing that, I might not make it that long."


Her response was to hold his tip to her entrance and push herself onto him. Half his length drove into her slick, steamy vagina where she gripped him with her inner muscles. She held still and bit his shoulder. She relished the way he fit inside her.


"Oooh," he whimpered. His pelvis trembled for a moment before his body quieted. She remained motionless to keep from tipping him over the edge. She wanted this to last a little longer.


"Man-up, Fly Boy. This is where we get serious." When she felt that he had regained some of his composure, she pulled back slightly and thrust forward once more. Another two inches slipped into her fiery depths. Now it was her turn to shudder as she received stimulation where her body had gone without. One final press and her bare vagina nestled into his curly hair. His tip reached to the end of her, and she felt him flare and thicken against her cervix. She held absolutely still and barely breathed, hoping that he would last.


After several tense seconds he ran his hands down her back and took firm hold of her round bottom. He steadied her hips and started a slow, rocking rhythm that scraped his rim along her rippling pussy. Each thrust grew longer and more urgent until he stroked her full length. She felt herself bouncing back and forth between vacuum and fullness, over and over. He rolled onto his back, settled her and pumped just a little deeper into her welcoming body.


She kissed down on him and pressed her full breasts into his sweaty chest. Her mounds flattened and her thick nipples burned. Every nerve ending cried out in joy. She clung to his shoulders, gasping, lost in their lovemaking.


Their moans filled each other's ears and hung in the room. Only minutes before she had worried that he would not last—now as she neared a powerful climax she worried that she would arrive without him. Then she felt his tip swell and his hips thrust hard into hers. She trapped him between her slim legs. Impaled on his exploding cock, she let herself go.


Her eyes squeezed shut and her arms embraced his neck. She cried out in passion. The sound in her ears reminded her of a powerful bird's sharp call. For an instant she wondered what it would be like to mate like eagles. To tumble and twist and fall with him, hold him, as they consummated their relationship in the high, thin air. Then the instant passed and her body curled inward as her release began. She felt his cum boil into her depths and abandoned herself to their shared climax.


It was several minutes before she remembered where she was. She could not recall when he slipped out of her. He held her close to his muscled chest and his hand tickled at the dimples on her back. She heard the pounding of his heart. She felt the pounding of her own where his leg touched her sex. With a deep sigh and a sleepy smile she snuggled into his chest and drifted.


Steven heard her breath grow steady and deep. He stayed with her, motionless, and hoped that the night—their one night together—would never end. Later her small dream twitches stirred him. He watched her angelic face in the dim light, her fluttering eyelids and delicious lips, and wondered what she dreamed. Then she awoke, her eyes focused quickly with a lusty glow, and she took him again.


* * * * * * *


Four days after Stephanie's checkride, Steve sat in the dim light, hunched over as he pored through yet another reading of his favorite volume on flying technique. It was his futile attempt to fill the emotional void. He and Stephanie had not spoken since, "The Night," and he missed her on more than one level.


The knock on his metal door startled him and he spilled his coffee. "Shit!" he mumbled as he grabbed a paper towel and mopped at the stain. "Just a second!"


He swung the door open and stood spellbound.


"Hi," Stephanie bubbled. She looked down, saw the discoloration, grinned and asked, "Happy to see me?"


"Huh? Oh, no. I mean, 'yes.' Dammit, I spilled coffee on myself when you— Never mind. But, um, what're you doing here?"


"Is that any way to greet your lover?" She pouted for effect but her eyes held a mischievous sparkle.


"Well, um, no, but wait. 'Lover?' I thought you said that was a 'one-time' thing."


"I did," she confirmed, pushing past him with her arms full. "And this is a different, 'one-time,' thing." Stephanie set down her sacks and began rolling up the floor coverings.


"And when you told me you weren't looking for a relationship?"


"Safety net. In case you were a shit." She grinned. "You weren't. So, give me a hand, will you?"


"Huh?"


"Unpack."


"Oh—kaaaay." He rummaged in the paper bags and lifted out a couple of small plastic bottles of massage oils, a carafe of red wine and a loaf of calamata olive and garlic bread. And a game of "Twister."


"What?"


"I'm gonna get you a little drunk, then we're gonna play a 'Twister' tournament." She flashed her bright teeth at him. "Well, a kind of adult version. You know, best two-out-of-three? Won't hurt your floor if it gets oily, right?"


He stared at her.


She lifted her blue skirt in slow motion. As the hemline rose, it revealed stockings and their darker tops, bare legs and electric blue garter straps, and the briefest peek of her denuded vagina. Steven's mouth worked a couple of times but he made no sound. Stephanie giggled and dropped her skirt back into place.


"Or we could forget the whole thing. You, me, food, wine, oily naked 'Twister.' We can forget all that and I could just leave."


Steve closed the door. Then he locked it.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Red Dress


The red dress caught his eye immediately. Sleeveless, very low-cut, knee-length, with a slit at the front extending halfway up her thighs ...


The woman wearing it was not young by any means, but tall, fair-haired, and with a body and legs that the dress showed off to perfection. She was wearing matching high-heeled red shoes, sandals really, toenails, fingernails, lips, all painted the same shade of red. Her legs were bare, a knee and a stretch of thigh emerging provocatively from the slit whenever she moved, breasts swelling from the top of her dress, probably helped by an uplift bra, he thought.


'Do you know her? Is she a member here?' a breathless voice said by his side.


'Yes, she's a member,' he answered, his eyes still fixed on the woman in red.


'Is she -- available? Open to suggestion?'


He glanced at her. The contrast couldn't have been greater. Short, iron-grey hair, a severe black dress, sheer black stockings, but not unattractive. She seemed a little drunk.


He smiled. 'You'd have to ask her.'


'I think I might join the club. If only to find out if she'd -- like to do things ...'


'The club' was the local tennis club. The president, Tony Parker, was throwing a party to celebrate his birthday, and the evening was going well, a few couples dancing, a Beatles CD playing softly, and the bar doing a brisk trade.


The woman in red was listening to a short, bald, florid-faced man who couldn't take his eyes off her breasts, while she glanced around the room, idly twirling and empty wine glass, a polite smile fixed on her face, but obviously bored.


'Excuse me -- I think it's time for a little chivalry.'


He made his way round the dance floor and smiled at the woman.


'Your glass is empty. Need a refill?'


She smiled at him gratefully. 'That would be nice! Thank you!'


He lightly gripped her bare arm just above the elbow.


'You don't mind, do you?' he said to the bald man, and steered her towards the bar.


'And thank you for that, too! If he'd kept talking much longer, I'd have screamed!'


He looked at her glass, and raised his eyebrows.


'Dry white wine, please.'


He bought the wine and a pint of beer for himself, and they toasted other silently.


'The woman over there, in the black, she's taken a fancy to you -- she wondered if "you'd like to do things."'


She glanced at the woman quizzically, a half-smile on her lips. Perhaps, it said.


The woman smiled back demurely, running the tip of her tongue over her lips. I hope so ...


He took a long drink of beer, looking down at her breasts.


She had another sip of wine. 'My car's being serviced. It needs a part or something, and I came with Janet Watson in her car, but she had to leave early. Any chance of a lift?'


'No problem. Whenever you're ready.'


A man bumped into her, and her breasts brushed his arm, and he inhaled her perfume.


'When we've finished our drinks. My lady in black seems to have disappeared -- maybe you talking to me has frightened her off!'


'She said she might join the club, just to meet you, so I probably haven't spoiled the romance!'


She giggled, smiling at him over the rim of her glass, and he drank the last of his beer.


They said goodnight to their host, again wishing him a happy birthday. He'd obviously had quite a lot to drink -- he was a tall man, wearing an open-necked polo shirt and a blazer, and he beamed and kissed her on the cheek, holding her hand and squeezing her breast with his other hand, unsuccessfully trying to shield what he was doing with his body.


'Good night, goodnight, my lovely favourite mixed doubles partner!' he boomed, and kissed the woman's cheek again, narrowly missing her mouth.


They left the club, standing in the porch for a moment. It was dark, the wind picking up and rustling in the trees, and the first drops of rain started to splash down. He took his jacket off and slipped it round her bare shoulders, and their fingers touched as she adjusted it. The gravel crunched under their feet as they made their way to his car, and he opened to passenger door for his, being rewarded by an expansive glimpse of bare thighs, gleaming in the dim glow of the interior light.


He started the car, and they set off.


'From the way Tony Parker was behaving, it looked as though you two play more than doubles,' he observed. 'Has he had you?'


'What a question! But if you must know, yes, a few times.' She shrugged. 'He's nothing special -- he's a much better on the tennis court than in bed.'


He pulled up outside a large detached house, and she turned, leaning towards him.


He kissed her. Her lips were soft and cool, and his mouth started to work on hers. Her lips parted, and their tongues found each other, dancing lazily, and he cupped the breast recently vacated by Tony Parker's hand, squeezing it gently.


They kissed for several minutes, wetly, and then they broke apart.


Her breath was coming rapidly, and he continued to fondle her breast.


She hesitated, then: 'A quick coffee?'


He nodded, and released her breast. Again he opened the car door for her, and again he was treated to the sight of her bare thighs as she placed first one foot and then the other on the ground as he stared down at her legs and the considerably amount of cleavage she revealed as she bent to climb out of the car.


She let them into the house, and he followed her into the kitchen.


She shrugged off his jacket and switched on the kettle, spooning coffee into a сafetiere -- he was standing behind her, and she leaned back against him as his hands slipped round her and fondled her breasts.


'Undo me,' she whispered, and he unzipped her dress and pushed it down, and unhooked her bra. She slipped her arms free of both of them, and stood naked to the waist as he crushed her bare breasts, pinching her nipples, tugging them, brushing his thumbs back and forth as he kneaded her breasts, kissing her neck while she pressed herself back against his hardening penis.


The kettle boiled, and she poured water into the сafetiere as he kissed her bare shoulders. She found two mugs, and they went into the living room, sitting on the sofa while the coffee brewed for a few minutes.


He started at her naked breasts, capped by large stippled aureoles and prominent nipples, already stiff from his ministrations, and they kissed wetly, open-mouthed, until the coffee was ready.


She poured it into the mugs, and then turned back to him. He slipped his arm round her half-naked body and pulled her to him as the kissed again. The kiss became more passionate, and he dropped his free hand to her bare thigh, slowly sliding it up through the slit until his fingers touched her panties.


She gasped, squirming against him as he pushed his fingers inside her panties. She was dripping wet, and he felt her hand grasping his penis through his trousers.


The coffee was forgotten as she hauled her dress up around her waist. Her panties were silk, peach coloured, and he admired them for a moment before she raised her hips to help him slide them down her legs and off her feet, as she fumbled to free his erect penis from his trousers.


She leaned back into the corner of the sofa, pulling him down to her, guiding his penis into her, and he started to fuck her slowly.


She closed her eyes, her teeth clamped on her bottom lip as he gripped her soft breast, feeling its nipple hard as a pebble in the palm of his hand. She pushed herself up to meet his strokes -- it seemed as though his penis was getting larger -- and even harder -- inside her, as it penetrated deeper and deeper into her warm, wet vagina.


She seemed to feel it growing, too -- her eyes opened, and she clutched his arms, arching her back to grind her naked breasts against his chest.


He kissed her wetly, open-mouthed, as once again their tongues found each other. He slid his hand up and down her bare thigh and gripped her soft bottom as her breath began to come faster and faster, until she was almost panting into his mouth.


He felt her tighten her muscles around his penis, and she threw her head back, her nails digging into his arms, and then she gave a little cry as her body stiffened, and she began to jerk spasmodically as her orgasm swept through her, and at the same moment his semen started to spurt into her, in fierce, uncontrollable jets.


She flung her arms round his neck, kissing him feverishly as he emptied himself into her, holding her to him until they both quieted, and their breathing returned to normal.


At last, she took a deep breath and smiled at him weakly.


'It's time for you to go, I think,' she whispered, and kissed him lightly on the lips. 'And I'd better get up to bed, in case your father wakes up and wonders where I am!'


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Trucker Takes My Wife Again


After our first adventure at the truck stop, my wife and I became hooked. The trucker culture became quite a turn on for us, even escalating into a fetish. It was becoming a lifestyle for us. In a way it was as though we were escaping our normal selves and entering into a very unique and different culture. Most days we would get home from work and listen to the cb and the trucker talk. My wife would get on with her sexy voice and call handle of Hotwife and it would drive the truckers wild. She was getting pretty good with the cb lingo and she could now rattle on like an experienced trucker or dispatcher. We liked to eat out at the diner of the local truck stop. We would sometimes wonder how many of the truckers passing through right before us had heard Hotwife on the radio. And we wondered how many had been flashed by her as she was now becoming a prolific trucker flasher. She was becoming well known for her nice set of headlights.


Hotwife loved to wear the anklet she had been given after her first trucker fucking. It was summer and hot in the great white north, and her anklet was easy to see with the shorts and skirts she wore. We wondered how many people noticed it, and if so, how many people would know the meaning behind it. It did look silly with only one charm on it, the one given by Bulldog. We decided that she should add to the anklet, though we may have been justifying the thrill we had for trucker fucking.


Discretion was very important to us. We learned this when we first started swinging, and even more so when we tried dogging. We stopped dogging when some weirdos were trying to take our pics with their cell phones. We are both professionals in the vanilla world, and we could be considered upstanding members of the community. But our healthy sexual appetites would not be understood by mainstream society. That is why we proceed very cautiously. We had decided to use different truck stops with each adventure, to help protect our identities and to protect our privacy. It was also a great way to see the country and more realms of the trucker life. Our den was being transformed into a trucker room where we placed a cb and some trucker posters, and a journal of truckers we had talked to or fucked. We put up a map of our state and started identifying truck stops. The truck stops we haven't been to would be marked red and the ones we had been to would be marked blue. We were feeling more adventurous this week so we chose a distant stop that was almost an all day drive across the state.


We left Saturday morning and took to the open road. Some folks may find a long drive boring, but we enjoyed the nice day. We listened to the trucker chatter and my wife would get on and give teases with her sexy radio voice. She had plenty of truckers to flash and she proudly displayed her DD breasts that were affectionately called the headlights. My wife would point out to me the big rigs she liked. Sometimes the truck was just as exciting and noticeable as the trucker. We had lunch at a truck stop and my wife's topic of conversation centered to guessing which trucker drove which big rig. It was an interesting game to play. We took back to the road and finished our journey. We checked in to a hotel and went down to the chosen truck stop to scout it out. We saw some big rigs pulling in early to get a good spot on party row.


Party row is the very back row where the big rigs park. That is where the crazy shit happens at truck stops. It is the furthest point away from most of the eyes and ears and security cameras. We could already see a lot lizard strutting back and forth along party row. A lot lizard is trucker talk for a prostitute. At first Hotwife thought she would have some competition from the lot lizard. However, after dinner we saw that same lot lizard up close and she had nothing over my wife, plus my wife fucked for the fun of it and not for crack money. I took some notes on the truck stop layout, places where we could park our car, noted security cameras, and the routes the lot lizards took.


We spent the next several hours taking in the local sites and shopping as though we were normal people having a weekend getaway. We had some drinks at the local brewery and started to look forward to the night's adventures. Perhaps part of the thrill was we never really knew what was going to happen. We liked to plan and prepare, but we were sure to have some surprises. Part of the preparation was Hotwife getting ready for the night. It was to become almost a ritual as she spent a lot of time in the bathroom freshening up and applying her makeup. She wore panties with Hotwife written on and her babydoll nighty and robe that she had worn last time. She looked so beautiful dressed like that it was hard for me to resist fucking her right then and there.


We pulled into the truck stop and parked in the car lot where we could have a good view of the big rigs. My wife scanned over the trucks with a pair of binoculars. It was dark rather soon and she hadn't seen any big rigs that caught her attention enough to fuck the trucker. We listened on the cb as the lot lizards started calling out advertising their services as commercial company. These lot lizards would rattle on the radio until a trucker would take interest and then they would switch to a more private channel to negotiate. My wife put down her binoculars and I asked if she had picked one. She hadn't and I asked what she wanted to do. She smiled and picked up the cb and started advertising herself.


"Breaker one, breaker one, this is Hotwife looking for a good time at the truck stop. I'm not commercial company I am just out for the thrill of it. I am a swinger and my husband likes to watch. Looking to try out the sleeper of a big rig", she called out. The response was overwhelming and it became hard to hear all the chatter.


"I'm at the truck stop now, so if you're ready and interested flash your lights for me now", called out Hotwife. The next thing I know half the lot was flashing lights. "Okay, okay, I have a trucker anklet with a tag on it and I'm looking to add to it. If you have a tag to give me flash your lights now."


Now there were a lot fewer trucks flashing their lights. Someone asked Hotwife to send a picture on her phone. "I don't send pictures. I'm no lot lizard I'm just a lady with the hots for truckers. I do have neck length dark brown hair and brown eyes with a great pair of 38 DDs. I am not skinny minnie that you might break, but I'm not a big girl either. I have a little cushion for the push'in. Now which one of you truckers is the biggest and burliest?", asked Hotwife.


Several truckers responded, but a trucker with the call handle of BigBear claimed to be 6'4 and 295 pounds. Hotwife asked if that was real and several other truckers chimed onto the radio to confirm it. Hotwife had him turn his lights on so we could find his big rig before telling him we would be there in a few minutes. A lot lizard got on the cb and bitched that Hotwife was stealing her work. We laughed as I turned the radio off and leaned over to give my wife a big long kiss.


We stepped out of the car and I took my wife by the hand to lead her through the route I that I thought we would be the safest and least noticeable. We ducked under trailers twice, once to avoid a cop passing through and another time to avoid a lot lizard. It seemed like a long walk with just enough danger to make it fun before we were upon BigBear's Volvo big rig. Hotwife stepped up and knocked on the door. The door opened and Hotwife climbed in and I followed.


BigBear was indeed a big, bear sized man. I reckon that he was around 50 years old. He had short salt and pepper hair that looked like a crew cut and a long handle bar mustache. He had the look of experiencing decades on the open road. He sat in the driver seat wearing a tee shirt and boxers. He was very burly with a very thick neck and broad shoulders. He had a big chest and a bit of a belly on him too. Everything about him seemed massive, even his hands. I am sure BigBear encountered a lot of things in his years trucking, but I don't know as though he had ever had a hotwife while her husband watched. He greeted us politely but remained at the driver's seat as though he were unsure what to do. I sat down in the passenger seat and Hotwife made her way to the sleeper.


"They tell me that I have to be naked whenever I'm in a big rig. You don't mind do you?", asked Hotwife as she started to open her robe.


"Oh, no, go right ahead", said BigBear in a deep voice. Hotwife smiled and removed her robe and tossed it over to me. BigBear and I watched intently as my wife seductively undressed. She turned away from us and slowly lowered her panties. She bent over giving us a great view of her great round ass. She turned back around and with a smile she slid one strap and then the other of her nighty off her shoulders and it slowly fell to the ground. Hotwife gave us some twists and turns to show off her body and then hopped onto the bed. She stretched out and rubbed all over the bed.


"Big rigs get me so horny BigBear. There is just something about them that makes me want to get fucked silly in them, fucked by a big and burly trucker. You're a big and burly trucker, BigBear, and you have a nice big rig." Hotwife turned on her side with one knee raised she started to slowly lick her lips and play with one of her nipples in one hand while she started to finger her pussy with the other. "Won't you come fuck me, trucker?"


BigBear shot me a quick glance. "Have at her", I said with a smile.


With that BigBear pulled his tee shirt off to reveal a very hairy chest. He rose from his seat and took a couple steps before dropping his boxers and climbing on Hotwife. He really did look like a bear as he seemed so big and hairy on top of my wife. She looked so small in comparison. His big hands were soon all over her boobs. She tried to spread her legs wide for BigBear, but the small quarters left one of her legs pushed up against the wall and the other dangling off the bed. BigBear took Hotwife's tits into his mouth one at a time. After a moment, BigBear repositioned himself and reached down to feel Hotwife's pussy. He ran his fingers along the outside before sliding in to feel her hot and wet pussy. He lined up his big and thick cock and slid it into my wife's pussy. Hotwife let out some moans of pleasure. Bigbear began pumping away and I watched as his massive body pushed back and forth against Hotwife who seemed tiny and as though she were being consumed by a bear. He humped away on her like this for awhile but the big man was either bumping against the wall or falling off the bed due to his colossal size.


BigBear climbed of Hotwife and took a step back. He had her lean over the sleeper and he mounted her from behind. This gave him more room to fuck, but left me with little to see. I could barely see my wife under the massive body of BigBear. I could however hear her pant and moan as she got fucked by the biggest and burliest trucker at the stop. The intensity of Hotwife's moans picked up and I could tell she had at least one orgasm. After awhile BigBear got up and sat back down in the driver's seat. He slid the seat back and tilted the steering wheel up and out of the way. "Come on over and take a ride", he called to my wife.


Hotwife came walking up naked with a wet and dripping pussy. She picked her leg up and over the trucker and straddled him. She slowly lowered herself down upon his big and thick cock and smiled with delightful pleasure. She moved up and down working her pussy all around BigBear's cock. He lay back in the chair and moaned as my wife ran her hands up and down his hairy chest. Hotwife rocked harder and faster upon that cock and her panting let me know she was really enjoying it. I think being in the front part of the cab was also a thrill for her as it was more open and she was more exposed to whoever may be able to watch. She liked to feel vulnerable during sex. BigBear put his massive hands on her breasts and played with them, squeezing and rubbing as she rode his cock.


Their breathing picked up and BigBear moved his hands along Hotwife's side and with his strong arms he helped bob her up and down on his cock. She was really moving on that cock and the trucker was almost tossing her like a blow-up doll. Hotwife was really moaning. I think she felt like she wasn't in control at the moment and she was being fucked silly by a big trucker in the driver's seat of a big rig. Her body soon shook as she began to orgasm. BigBear started to buck from his seat and let out a big and deep grunt. Hotwife slowed down and came to a stop. As she climbed off BigBear, I could see a big load of white cum dripping from her pussy.


We made it back to our hotel safe and sound. We took a soak in the hot tub to help unwind. We left BigBear the Hotwife panties and he said that he would put them on display on his dashboard. He gave Hotwife a tag that she hung on her anklet. The long road home provided more fun on the cb and trucker flashing. It had been a fun trip and another great adventure with my wife the trucker fucker.



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Amateur Night with the Webcam


My girlfriend and I have a really great life together. We enjoy a lot of the same activities together, but we're not the kind of people who need each other 24/7. We enjoy our independence and freedom, but I love being with her when I can. I also enjoy watching other men's reactions when I am with her. You see, she's never won a beauty show, simply because she has never entered one. She has a lot more personality than the girls who do enter them. No, my girl would be more likely to enter "amateur night" at a local club and win hands down.


And speaking of clubs, I love to watch the guys ogle her as she walks by them. Her name is Melanie, a blond normally, though she has dyed it a few shades darker from time to time. She's tall (5'9") and in good shape (135 - 140lbs). Her breasts are 34B, and very perky. She's generally quiet and pretty shy but she has a wild side deep down especially if she has been drinking and is turned on. My favorite physical attributes of hers are her butt, legs and pouty lips. According to how the guys react, every attribute is their favorite.


And while guys love to look at her, I enjoy checking out the ladies. That is why I agreed to her idea one night when we were sitting at the computer, checking out websites online.


"Hey Jay, do you ever go on any adult sites?" she asked.


Gulp.


"Uh, yeah, I have in the past. Why do you ask?"


"I don't know. I have a girlfriend who is on one, and she uses her webcam and chats with different people all over the world. I have been wondering what it would be like," Melanie replied.


"Well, I've never used a webcam before. I wonder how hard it would be," I said, silently contemplating the thought of seeing someone else, possibly naked.


"Well, it can't be too bad. She's not a nerd or a geek, and she set hers up by herself," she said.


"Okay, let's go buy one then," I replied.


Melanie grabbed me up by the hand and started for the door. I almost asked her where we were going, and then it hit me; we're going to buy a webcam now! So we went down to the local Wally World and purchased one that had a USB hookup, and claimed it was easy to setup.


Back home Melanie unpacked the box like a madwoman and started reading the instructions before I could get the computer booted up completely. By the time the desktop was on the screen she was ready to install the software and hook it up. She followed the instructions, and within 5 minutes the webcam was up and running.


"Now let's have some fun with this thing," Melanie said.


"What kind of fun?" I asked her quizzically.


"You know, adult site fun," she said as she poked me playfully in the arm.


She grabbed the wireless keyboard from in front of me and started a Google™ search for adult sites. She found one for only ten dollars a month. I asked her why join a pay site, and she said that she thought the quality of people on a pay site would be better than the ones who just wanted a freebie. That made sense to me!


After registering her information and giving her credit card number, she created a profile of herself. I had to admit that she was pretty accurate in her description of her body. It wasn't long until chats began to pop up, wanting to cyber with her. Most of the chats are not interesting, and she bounced from one to another until she found herself interested in one of them in particular.


"Hey Mel22, wanna talk?"


"Hey Wanderer, I guess so."


"Do you have a cam?"


"We just bought one tonight."


"We?"


"Yeah, me and my boyfriend."


"Does he like to watch too?"


Melanie looked at me and I nodded in agreement.


"He says he does."


"Why don't you turn it on Mel22?"


Melanie got the webcam going again, and he turned his on.


He seemed to be in his middle 30's with a rather muscular body, and I could tell that he definitely worked outdoors from the tan that he had and the roughened skin. Most likely a construction worker I figured.


"Okay, I can see you now. Can you see me?" Wanderer asked.


"Yes, I can see you," Melanie typed.


"Now I want to see more of you," Wanderer replied.


Melanie instantly understood, so she stood up from where she was sitting and removed all of her clothing except for her bra and panties and tossed them on the floor beside the desk. Wanderer saw that she was undressing and he did the same, leaving only his boxers on. I moved my chair to the side of the desk so that I could watch what was about to unfold before my eyes.


Melanie was wearing a light yellow colored sports bra, and a pair of light pink panties that had the word "love" written across her ass.


"I like sports bras, but I want to see what is under yours," Wanderer typed.


Melanie grabbed the bra from the bottom edge with both hands and pulled it up slowly over her head, revealing her firm, taut breasts and quarter sized nipples, which were already starting to harden. Then she sat upright and began to type again.


"Okay, now that you've seen mine, how about yours?"


Wanderer reached down with both of his hands and removed his boxers by sliding them down his legs as he raised them away from the chair. I could tell that Mel was really starting to get turned on. Wanderer reached down with his left hand and started to stroke his cock as he typed.


"Have you ever watched another man masturbate for you online Mel?"


"No, but I want to watch you," Melanie typed back.


"Alright then, give me my final prize and I will gladly shoot my load for you."


Melanie leaned back and put both of her index fingers in the front of her panties and pushed them down slowly, so that her pussy was revealed to him a little at a time, almost teasingly. The light from the monitor shone on the lips as she raised her ass to lower the panties. The glistening on her vagina from the juices that were starting to ooze forth was the first thing to catch my eye. I was not interested in watching another man jack off, but Melanie seemed to be enthralled in watching him stroke his cock, so I turned my chair to a better angle so that I could watch her.


I glanced over at the screen and saw that he was fully erect now and clearly enjoying the view. Both of them had quit typing and were fondling themselves. Melanie had taken her right hand and moved it down to her vagina and started to rub her clit with the tip of her index finger. She brought the left one up to her left breast and cupped it underneath, letting her fingers flow upwards towards her nipples. Her eyes were glued to the screen as she watched him masturbate while she did the same.


Her finger continued to move in circles on her clit, and a small pool was forming on the cloth of the seat of the chair just below her pussy lips. Watching her so rapt in attention on another man was starting to turn me on. We had never involved anyone else in our lovemaking, and all of this was new territory for her and me.


Melanie's left hand came down to join her right hand, and she inserted the middle finger of her left hand into her vagina and started a slow pumping motion, going in and out, and as she did, she let her hand ride over the fullness of her pussy lips and over the top of her right hand which was getting more aggressive in its actions. Then she inserted her index finger and shortened her strokes so that her fingers never left the inside of her vagina. Her eyes were still glued to the screen, and from her reaction I gathered that he must be close to coming, as she was straining a little more to see.


Then all of a sudden Mel started to buck her hips, and she leaned her head back, no longer interested in what was happening on the screen. Her hand movements increased in their fury until she cried out as a wave of orgasm rocked her body into spasms, as she continued to pump her hand furiously in and out of her now soaking wet cunt.


I watched with rapture, caught up in the moment as the tenseness that had built in her face from the orgasm now changed to a smile as her movements slowed. Then she reached down and grabbed her panties and wiped the juices off of her hands and began to type.


"Wow that was great. And you are now soaked in your own cum too."


"Yeah, you have a really nice body, and very perky tits, which I love," he typed back.


"Your cock is a nice size too. I hope one day we can do this again. But for now I need to take care of my boyfriend."


And with that she clicked off the screen and turned toward me. We made love for several hours that night. It was if she couldn't get enough. At first I was worried that she wasn't fucking me, she was fucking him in her mind. But then my cock told me not to worry about it, that it felt good either way, and that I should just go with the flow. So I did, and we both slept late the next day from sheer exhaustion.


***


The next morning I woke up and Melanie was sitting at the computer checking her emails. It turns out that she had an email from the man that she had cybersex with the night before. Come to find out he's married and lives in the same town that we live in.


"Oh shit", I thought. "I hope he isn't some creep that could stalk or kill her, or maybe us both."


Melanie must have been reading my mind, as she spoke up quickly.


"He says here that he is an engineer and his wife is a homemaker. They are having a party this Saturday night and noticed that we live locally to them. We're invited to their party if we want to come."


"I'm not so sure Mel. What if they are a bunch of crazies? We really don't know who we are getting mixed up with."


"Well Jay that is part of the excitement for me. Besides, we live in the same town, so we're bound to run into each other sooner or later. And what would happen then?"


"Yeah, I guess you're right hon."


"Okay, I sent a reply telling him to send me the instructions on how to get to his house. I know some people that I can ask and find out if this couple seems legit in the meantime."


Then she came back to bed and we made love once again, before getting dressed and going about our day. Saturday was still two days away so I was hoping she could find out something about them before we went to the party.


*** The Wanderer***


I had just sat down in front of the computer to see if there was anything new on the site that caught our interest. A list of new subscribers popped up, and a Mel22 sounded interesting to me. You see, me and my wife have a great relationship, and the sex is wonderful, but we like to take it to new heights, so we do webcam's from time to time on an adult site that we are members of. We both enjoy threesomes, mainly M/F/F, and from time to time we host parties for swingers at our house, and if someone looks really promising, we'll invite them and have them for our private session later on.


I won't get into details on this part, as what happened later on was more than enough to tell. But this Mel22 wound up being a really sexy girl. I had kinda wished that my wife Paula could have sat to the side of the computer while she watched me have cybersex with this girl. It wouldn't have been the first time that she had watched, but the instances were few and far between. Sometimes Paula would wind up getting pretty turned on from watching the action, and the sex that night would be really intense. I liked what I saw on display from Mel22 so I invited her and her boyfriend, who evidently was in the room watching her at the same time, to our party that coming Saturday.


7pm arrived that Saturday night, and 2 other couples that we had invited had already shown up, and drinks were being passed around to those who wanted one. Some of the ladies were drinking cocktails, while most of the men either had a shot of whiskey, or a beer. I had given up on the new couple even showing up when the doorbell rang about 7:15pm.


There in front of me was a body that I could not forget. This gorgeous blond with hair streaming down around her head, neck and face looked me in the eye and we instantly recognized each other. She broke into a smile and turned and looked at her boyfriend as if he was supposed to say something.


Jay held out his hand, "Hi, I'm Jay and this is Melanie," pointing to the luscious girl that I couldn't take my eyes off of. She was even prettier in person than on the webcam. Her lips were full, almost a little pouty, and the blond hair fell down about her face in wisps, and as she reached up to wipe a few of them away, her breasts came into view as they were pulled upward by the motion, and not constrained by any sort of bra. The low cut of the white top left little to the imagination, as the material was also thin, and I was mesmerized once again as I had been 2 nights ago sitting in front of my computer.


Paula approached the front door and held out her hand to Melanie.


"Welcome, please pardon my husbands lack of manners and come in to our home and make yourselves comfortable."


I muttered something and stood to the side to let them enter.


Paula looked Melanie over and exclaimed, "Wow, you're even prettier than Mick said that you were."


Melanie in one of her shy moments just blushed and said a quick "thank you" and went on into the room, while I led Jay over to the bar to fix a drink for Mel and get a beer for him.


The other couples in the room introduced themselves to Jay and Melanie, and handshakes and pleasantries were exchanged. Everyone settled down into the furniture in the living room after the drinks were poured and passed out and most everyone made idle chatter from time to time.


I still couldn't take my eyes off of this young female that was sitting before me. She had a pair of dark sunglasses on, as the sun was still pretty bright as it started to set in the west, but now she had lifted them up so that they were propped on top of her head once she stepped inside. The white top was form fitting, but not too tight. The outline of her breasts could easily be seen, and the hourglass figure that accentuated them was tucked into a pair of snug jeans that highlighted the thighs and legs that I had glimpsed last night.


As the music played in the background, a slow tune came on, and the other two couples got up to dance in the middle of the floor. We had cleared the coffee table from the room just for this purpose, as the evenings usually started to heat up when the dancing began. Paula tugged on my arm to motion to me that she wanted to dance. I quickly obliged, as I needed a slight diversion for the moment from the thoughts that were causing a bulge to grow in my shorts.


As we would spin in the room, I would catch myself looking to see what Melanie was doing, and most of the time she was sipping on her drink and talking to Jay. Occasionally I would see her looking at me, and I could tell that at least for the moment she was deep in thought. Thinking of fucking my brains out is what I was hoping. I surely wanted to reciprocate.


Some faster music came on and we went back to our seats, and Melanie got up to use the bathroom. As she passed by my chair, she let her fingers caress my arm as she walked by. Chills went up and down my body as I felt her nails lightly scrape along my sleeve.


Jay got up and grabbed himself another beer, and poured Melanie another drink so that she would have a fresh one when she returned. She came back shortly and we continued the small talk so that we could get to know one another much better.


Just as Melanie emptied her second glass, another slow song came on and we all got up to dance this time. There was a close proximity between everyone as there were 4 couples vying for room on the "dance floor". Periodically Mel and Jay and me and Paula would wind up back to back, and I would feel something brush against the back of my pants, and when I turned my eye, Jay had his back to me with Melanie's hands down around his ass, and she would smile and wink at me. This girl sure knew how to flirt, and it was working its magic on me. I noticed a couple of times that she seemed a little unsteady on her feet, but they both seemed to be enjoying themselves at the party, so I didn't think anymore about it.


Once more we found ourselves side by side and when I turned to look, Melanie was kissing Jay, and the other 2 couples had joined in. Not wanting to feel left out, I leaned down to Paula and she parted her lips as I probed her mouth with my tongue. My cock had started to rise to the occasion, and now it was really straining at its confines. When I looked around the room, I saw that the other 2 couples had started to share their partners, and Jay and Melanie were stilling dancing slowly, but also engrossed in watching the action that was taking place near them. As we continued to dance, I came within earshot of Jay and Melanie, and I heard Jay ask her what she wanted to do, obviously in reference to what was taking place near them. The words I heard next almost made me come right then and there.


"I want to take Mick to his bedroom and screw his brains out. My pussy is aching to be filled, I'm so horny, and I want that cock that I watched on the screen the other night inside of me right now."


From the look on Jay's face, I could tell that it wasn't the answer that he was expecting, but I didn't see a sign of him getting pissed at the idea either.


Melanie turned towards me and whispered something almost inaudible in my ear, but after what I had just heard, I didn't have to ask her to repeat it. I turned loose of my wife and grabbed Melanie by the hand and headed upstairs to our master bedroom to take her up on her offer.


Jay looked like he was lost for a second and as me and Melanie headed for the stairs, I saw Paula wink at Jay and grab his arm as they followed us up to the second floor.


As we entered the master bedroom, I heard Melanie gasp and for a moment was afraid that she might back out, but I turned and saw her pointing to the camera that we have on a tripod that we use to film us sometimes when we're feeling adventurous. Occasionally we will post the video on one of the free file servers for other friends to enjoy.


"Jay," she said as she held her finger towards the camera, "You operate the camera at the studio all day, so I know that you can use that one. I want you to film me and Mick here while we have sex."


Jay stuttered and mumbled something, almost in a sound of disbelief, and he made his way over to the camera and shortly I saw the red light come on to indicate that it was filming.


Melanie encircled my neck with her arms and we spent a long time kissing. As we did, my hands worked her belt open, flicked open the button on her jeans and worked the fly down. I propped myself up, our mouths still locked together, so that she could access the buttons on my shirt and one by one they yielded to her fingers.


With Jay behind me as he filmed away, I helped Melanie her slide the shirt down off of my shoulders then shrugged it off. Her hands played across my back and shoulders, caressing me with small movements. One of her hands held the back of my head while the other stroked my chest, pinching and pulling my nipples. I slid my free hand downwards, opening her jeans and I began to work my way under the material.


I stopped as my fingers encountered the lacy elastic tops of her panties. I began to trace the outline of them, my fingers bolder and slipping slightly lower as her kissing showed no sign of pause or abatement. Finally I slid my hand all the way down, cupping her sex through the lace material. The heat was tremendous and I could distinctly feel the outline of her pussy lips. She moaned into my mouth and bucked against me, so I squeezed and teased her, running the point of my index finger along the length of her opening.


I could feel her gasp and she wriggled away from under me. I thought she had suddenly come to her senses and was calling it off. But I was wrong. Instead she let her pants drop to the floor and she stepped free of them.


"Come here," Melanie said, looking straight at me. I ran my eyes along the full length of her body. Her hair hung down around her shoulders, her normally pale cheeks were flushed and her lips red. Melanie moved towards me and I stood, pulling her towards me. We stood and kissed this time, my head bent down towards her upturned face. I saw Jay keeping the camera turned toward us as he followed our every move with the lens. I turned Melanie so she faced the camera with her back to me. My hands caressed her waist, and then they slid down to her panties. I grabbed her shirt, and pulled it up to reveal the edge of her bra. Her hands moved behind her and she began to caress me, squeezing my shaft, her fingers deft instruments of pleasure. She began to work my fly down, then she edged her fingers inside my shorts.


"Take off her top," Paula said, now deciding to help direct the film, and I realized that what Melanie was doing to me was invisible to the camera. I pushed myself against her hand, small subtle movements of my hips designed to encourage her without revealing it to Paula. My hand slipped under the bottom of the shirt and continued to lift it over her head, causing Melanie to pause what she was doing so that she could raise her arms to allow me to remove the shirt. Melanie leaned back against me, her hand falling back down to my crotch and continuing to stimulate me while her head rested against my chest. She turned around to face me and bent her head downward and with small darting movements of her tongue flicked at my nipple and chest.


Again she rested her head against my chest, this time her forehead lying on my shoulder. Her hand again sought and found my bulge and as it slipped inside the open fly I saw the camera turn once again, evidently keeping us framed perfectly. From the angle of the lens I guessed it was focusing on her hand action.


I closed my eyes and savored her languid wrist motion as she used the satin boxers that I was wearing as a lubricant for her pleasuring of me. My right hand stroked her thigh and lower back.


Leaning down I tilted Melanie's head up and kissed her, my other hand seeking hers and placing it at the entrance to my fly in a flagrant act of command. Her fingers slipped inside, matching the motion of her tongue.


Melanie's fingers withdrew after a few moments and we looked at each other. Her actions were deft, fingers flying over the belt buckle and unhooking the fly catch. She slowed the movements by holding the sides of my shorts, lowering them in stages to reveal the fully stretched tent of my boxers. Then she released them and they landed in a puddle on the floor around my ankles.


Her hand caressed my erection in gentle circular motions. Then, without encouragement from either of us she leaned forward and kissed the tip of the bulge, her eyes breaking their contact with mine as they sought her mouth's target. Her tongue snaked from her mouth; the tip formed into a small, hard point like a v-shape and touched the satin at the very tip of my bulge.


I would've given anything to know what Melanie was thinking. Instead of me controlling the action and calling the shots, Melanie kept taking over, pushing the boundaries, her boundaries and all on her terms.


I moved over to the sofa that was in the corner of the master suite and sat in the center, feeling the soft cushion moving under me as Melanie knelt behind me. Then her body was pressed against my back, her breasts lacy mounds that pressed into my shoulders. As the camera continued rolling, Melanie leaned slightly around me, her hand working down across my chest and stomach to again tease my boxers into a bulge. Her head was leaning over my shoulder and I turned to face her, sliding my tongue against her ear.


In response she gripped me tightly and turned towards me, our open mouths meeting in a wild tongue kiss that was on display to the camera. I turned towards her and in doing so she began to slide around to my front. I reached back, encircled her waist with one arm and dragged her onto my lap. She laughed and squealed, then lay across my lap on her back, staring up at me. I leaned forward and kissed her again, then pushed her so that she was kneeling on the sofa, her front against the rear cushions, and her back to me. This time I pressed against her, my bulge pressed firmly into her velvety behind. I kissed her shoulder blades and the back of her neck, my hands roving freely down her body, cupping her buttocks and squeezing them. I let my kisses travel slowly down her back, then slid the back of her panties down to expose both her buttocks. When she didn't move away or protest, I began to kiss the pale skin, my tongue darting to the top of her crack.


Slowly I let the kisses work upwards again. Then, unexpectedly, Melanie turned around and reached up and back and placed her arms around my neck.


My hands had been resting on her waist and I now moved them to her stomach and then worked them upwards. Just as I could feel the soft underside of her breasts against my thumbs, Melanie pulled in closer towards me.


She had never sunbathed topless, that was certain. The skin of her breasts were milky white, her nipples the size of a nickel and a soft pink color. They were hard, the aureole rose in tiny bumps. Her breasts were small and almost perfectly round.


Melanie moved in even closer and I could feel her nipple brushing my chest. I started to cup her breast rather than just cover it, like a bra, from underneath, savoring the soft creamy flesh in my hand. Melanie slid down and knelt, parting her thighs so that her knees protruded outside my legs. At once Melanie pulled the rear of my boxers down, her hands wandering across my buttocks. Her fingernails scratched delicate patterns along the crack and underside. I kicked the boxers towards the growing untidy pile of clothes and stood there naked.


Now Paula once again chimed in, encouraging the action.


"Sit on the chair Mick, Melanie I want you to straddle him." I did as I was told, feeling very aroused now that I was naked and my erection was out in the open, despite it admittedly having been obvious to all. Melanie sat on top of me, her legs across mine. My cock was half caught under her, and without a moment's hesitation she raised her body, reached down and pulled it forward then sat back down. The fleeting contact of her fingers on me sent a buzz like and electric current through me. Here breasts were now directly in front of my face and I wanted to kiss them, to taste her skin.


"Now, I want the action to start to get really hot and heavy, with kissing please, like lovers about to fuck.' The word sounded harsh coming unexpectedly from Paula's mouth and sent a dirty thrill through me. Melanie began to grind her hips into me again and our mouths were joined in a frenetic bout of tongue kissing. I could feel, from the back and forth motion of her crotch along my shaft, that she was stimulating her clit. Her breathing was becoming ragged, her kisses urgent and wilder. She had closed her eyes and sat back, still grinding onto me as her hair fell away over her face and shoulders. I leaned forward and took her left nipple into my mouth. Her arms clasped the back of my neck and held me there as I sucked, licked and bit it.


I leaned my head back and asked Melanie, "Are you sure that you want what we're about to do filmed?" I asked. "I mean, once we've finished the shoot, the deed is done and I'm keeping that tape!"


"Yes. I want this. And I want a copy of that tape. I'm posting this when we get back home."


Jay's eyes widened at those words, but he didn't miss a beat and kept on filming.


I saw her relax with a smile straight away. She stepped from my lap and turned her back to me, then bent over, her legs straight and pulled her panties down, kicking them off. With a coy look over her shoulder at me, she walked across to the couch and lay down, her head against the armrest once again. She beckoned me over with her forefinger and I stood and walked to her. I was stunned to see that her pussy was completely bald. I knelt beside the couch and we kissed again. I worked my mouth down along her body, across her breasts and paused to run my tongue in and around her navel.


I flicked the tip of my tongue across the top of her pussy, feeling her hips rise slightly towards me in anticipation. She parted her thighs and I slowly traced down her outer lips, gaining great pleasure from the way her body shuddered in response. She possessed a neat package, very little skin exposed beyond the obvious slit. I used my fingers to part her and found a dark pink, wet inner. Again I traced the tip of my tongue along her inner area, barely touching her but enough to elicit a low moan. I had to fight to keep my self-control, to avoid slamming my mouth against her.


Breaking contact, I moved between her legs, and then returned to my work. I licked her several times from the bottom to the top. Each time I penetrated a little deeper until finally my lips were brushing her clit and beginning to close around her sex. Melanie's breathing was ragged now, her stomach moving in small jerky movements.


I clamped my mouth over her pussy, marveling at the total lack of hair, and then drove my tongue into her as far as I could. Melanie let loose a loud yell and her hips bucked upwards off the couch and I was forced to hold her down to avoid losing oral contact with her. A second later she came, a thin squeal issuing from her throat. Her head had slipped off the couch arm and it was pinned against it, her neck straining upwards, her face obscured by her long blond hair. She had one hand on the back of my head, the other pinching her own nipple. Her stomach heaved as she came and I felt a torrent of wetness release against my mouth.


I slowed my tongue as her contractions slowed, until finally I broke my contact with her pussy. Melanie pulled herself back up onto the arm of the couch and brushed the blond hair from her flushed face. She slid one leg off the couch, exposing herself to me.


"Fuck me Mick," she whispered. I moved into position, reached down to grasp myself, and slowly eased the head of my cock between her bald pussy lips. Pre-cum had already coated my head, but even had I been dry, the wetness in Melanie's pussy would've made it easy to enter her. I pulled back, then eased a little deeper. Then out and so on. It was driving me mad to hold back like that, but I sensed it was driving her wild too. We looked at each other and then we kissed a soft passionate kiss that quickly intensified as I began to stroke in and out.


Soon our bodies, now coated with a thin sheen of sweat, were slapping together. We were grunting and moaning, whispering breathless encouragement to one another.


"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," Melanie said in a whispered chant. Then, without warning, she came again, the intensity of her climax bucking me out of her and almost off the couch. I tried to re-enter her, but her gyrations were too much and I had to be content to watch as she slowly came back down to earth. After she had let out a long sigh, I moved in to slide myself back into her, but she closed her legs and pushed me away.


"No, no, I'm too sensitive right now after climaxing," she said, looking up at me. "Stand up." I obeyed, and watched as she swung into a sitting position in front of me. Our eyes remained locked together as she tentatively darted her tongue across the head of my cock.


"Yuck, is that what I taste like?" she exclaimed.


"It's an acquired taste," I smiled, realizing that she had never done this to any other man before. She persisted, her tongue gradually lapping along my entire length as though cleaning it. Then she slid her warm moist mouth over me and from the powerful sucking motion of her cheeks and accompanying tongue movements, I knew that she had definitely done this before. I began to thrust towards her, so she stopped moving her head and instead grasped my buttocks and encouraged me to fuck her mouth. I obliged, watching as her lips were pulled and pushed with each thrust. She opened her eyes and met mine and in no time at all I was on the edge of coming and had to pull free.


Immediately Melanie returned to the couch, rolled onto her front and lifted her hips towards me. "Fuck me some more," she said, twisting her head to look back at me. With her flowing blond hair plastered across her cheek, shoulders and back, and her baby blue eyes imploring me to do as she asked, she looked both strangely innocent and sluttish.


I looked down, grasped her buttocks and parted them, revealing her puckered pink anus as well as her now red raw pussy. I slid into her now open pussy, savoring the wetness that had not abated at all.


She was no longer looking at me, her face was now buried against the couch arm, but she thrust back against each of my thrusts with my cock. I could feel the top of my shaft as I thrust into her with slow movements of my hips. I couldn't thrust too quickly as I knew that would simply make me come.


Melanie's moans were muffled against the couch but still audible. Occasionally she would turn her face and look at me, her eyes reflecting the mixture of lust and pleasure. I increased my pace, pounding into her hard enough so that my abdomen slapped against her buttocks, sending ripples through her soft behind. Melanie reached down between her legs and began to fondle my balls. This started the buzzing down there, the signal that the release I had been craving all afternoon. I began to thrust with increased speed and I could hear my own breath become a series of grunts. My hand gripped her waist tightly and I knew that she was reading the signals as she once again turned to look at me. With her baby blues locked on mine I came, a long "ahhhh" escaping me like air from a punctured tire. My come was like a torrent of fluid that shot into her. I remained buried to the hilt as my climax filled her cunt.


Spent, I collapsed forward, my rapidly softening member slipping from Melanie. I fell onto her, barely able to hold my weight up. She wriggled around under me until we were face to face. Her lips met mine, soft not quite chaste but a long way from the tongue entwining that we had indulged in a short while ago. I kissed her back and we exchanged an almost shy smile, a smile that acknowledged what had happened, but seemed to flinch from admitting the full ferocity of events. The absence of lust will do that.


"Wow," I murmured, "that was unbelievable."


"I know, I really didn't intend..."


"Ssh, it's okay, I know."


Melanie slid her arms around my waist and cradled me to her. We both heard small moans of pleasure coming from the corner of the room, only to discover Jay and Paula in the middle of climaxing also.


Both Paula and Jay were naked, and Paula was leaning against the wall with her back facing towards Jay, and he was steadily holding the cheeks of her ass while he pumped furiously into her waiting pussy. Paula cried out as I saw her arms bending as she threw her hips back to meet Jays thrusting, and I knew that she was coming.


I could see Jay's ass cheeks begin to tighten and I knew that he was filling my wife's cunt with his sperm, splashing it deep inside, of that I was sure. As their motions began to wind down, both of them looked toward us, and we all just smiled at each other as all four of us made our way onto the bed for a night of pleasure and a lot more fun.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

One Fine Day


Brian struggled to awake. One eye half opened, another half closed. He looked at the clock near his bed...it was way earlier than he was supposed to get up.


As he awoke and slowly came to consciousness he felt a tingling sensation on his already hard cock. It felt warm, yet wet. An amazing, swirling sensation, as the warmth and the wetness moved slowly up and down the head and the shaft. Was he dreaming? When he rubbed his eyes and swept the sleep out, he could tell he was not dreaming. The feeling was real and it was fantastic.


Brian peered down and saw a wonderful sight. The sight that everyman should have the privilege of seeing first thing every morning. Lying there next to Brian was his wife, Antonella. The base of his cock was wrapped in her small fist and her warm, wet mouth engulfed the head. It was the greatest wake up call ever. One you never want to hit snooze on.


Brian couldn't believe the sight and slightly arched his head to get a better view. As he moved, Antonella's eyes darted up and made contact with his. She took one long deep suck before removing his cock from her mouth. A small string of saliva streamed from her tongue to his cock.


"Happy birthday baby", she cooed before going back to sucking his cock hard and deep.


Yes, today was Brian's 50th birthday. And if the start was any indication of what was to come, this was going to be his best birthday ever.


Going back to watching his lovely wife's head bob up and down, Brian took a gaze at the rest of her beautiful body. She was just about 25 years younger than he was with a slim body, barely weighing 100 pounds. Although she was very tiny, standing at about 5 foot 3 inches tall, her tits were big for such a petite woman. They were a perky and firm pair of 32C's as they dangled from her body, the nipples almost touching the bed. Her sweet heart shaped ass was pointed to the sky and Brian had thoughts of keeping her in that position, so he could fuck her in some hard and fast doggie action.


Antonella was dressed in nothing, but a pair of white thigh high stockings with pink bows on the back of the thigh. A pair of pink, patent leather, 5 inch high heel pumps completed the outfit. Her body was leaning across his, and there bodies were positioned in a letter T. She was on her knees with her legs spread wide, continuing to give him a magical blowjob. With one hand firmly wrapped around his cock, her spare hand was placed between her thighs, as she fingered herself while simultaneously jerking and sucking his cock.


Not only was he receiving some mindblowing head, which was Antonella greatest skill, but also she was dressed in Brian's favorite piece of clothing to see his wife in. It was the best birthday present ever. He just laid back and enjoyed the view.


"You know if you keep that up, I'm going to cum."


Antonella laughed and smiled with her lips still wrapped around his cock, "It's your birthday, you can do anything you want."


"Anything?"


"Any..." pausing to lick his cock seductively "...thing"


Brian gasped as his wonderful wife continued to work his cock over with a coating of her saliva.


"If that's the case, then I think I want to fuck you in the ass."


Antonella smiled and slapped her ass to let him know she meant anything.


Brian grabbed her by her arm and helped her lean on her side next to him. "You get to be the little spoon".


She reached into the nightstand next to the bed and opened up the drawer. She took out some lube and handed it to her husband. Brian rubbed some on his fingers and made his way to her glory hole. He rubbed slowly around her asshole at first and then stuck his finger slowly inside her, opening her up slowly. As he worked his finger in and out of her tight asshole, Antonella was busy jerking his cock making sure it remained hard and ready.


Soon enough, her backside was ready for entrance and Brian eased his cock in. He worked his cock slowly in and out, as Antonella grimaced in slight pain.


"I'm going to fuck your ass hard and fast. Then I'm going to cum in your mouth."


"Give it to me baby."


And that was his cue. He rapidly increased his pace and started pounding his cock deep into her asshole. His body slapped into her ass with each thrust. Brian reached around and grabbed hold of her tits and used her body as leverage as he continued pounding into her ass.


"Talk dirty to me. Tell me how much you like it."


"Oh yea, fuck me baby...Fuck my ass...Give me that hard cock deep in my ass."


Brian's mind went wild as his wife's nasty words came out of her dirty mouth.


"Yes, baby. Tell me how much you like it."


"I love it...Fuck my ass harder"


"Oh, shit. I'm going to cum."


"Cum for me. I want to taste your cum."


"Uh...here it comes." Brian moaned as he pulled his cock out of her ass. With the swiftness of a cat, Antonella turned around and shoved his cock into her mouth. "Oh, fuck...fuck...ahhhhhhhh" he screamed as he let out a tidal wave of cum into his wife's warm open mouth.


Antonella sucked down every drop and continued to suck until his cock became soft in her mouth.


"Oh my god. That was incredible. That was the best birthday gift ever."


"Who said that was it? Now get washed up. I made breakfast."


With that, Antonella got up and walked out with cum still on her lips. Her pink heels clicked against the hardwood floor. Brian couldn't imagine what his wife had in store for him, but he got up and washed up as told.


Brian dried himself off and got dressed: A designer three-piece suit with shoes that cost more than some people make a week. He walked into the kitchen to find his wife still naked except for the stockings and heels. She had prepared a fabulous breakfast for him: Pancakes, French toast, eggs, sausage, bacon, home fries, some sliced up fruit, and a freshly squeezed glass of orange juice. It was way more than any man could eat in one sitting, but that wasn't the point.


They sat down and ate what they're stomach's could hold. Drinking the remainder of his glass of orange juice, Brian wiped his mouth and thanked his wife for the great meal and the fantastic morning fuck.


"Would you like another blowjob before work?


Brian smiled thinking how lucky he was to have such a willing wife, "I would, but my balls are drained from before. I don't think I could even get it up."


"You sure?"


He was lying to his wife. He could get hard again if he wanted to. He was blessed with an unusual gift -- he could get hard and cum up to four times a day. And he had the sex drive of a sex addict to match. But he wanted to save his next load for later. He was meeting his mistress for lunch after all and didn't want to overwork himself so early in the day.


"Yea, why don't we save it for later. When I come home from work, you can surprise me."


"Oh, I already have something planned."


He gave his wife a deep, passionate kiss before he left for work.


It was a beautiful day outside. Just like in the cartoons that Brian watched growing up. There wasn't a cloud in the sky. Birds were chirping. A light breeze and no humidity made for the perfect weather combination.


The drive to work was usually horrific for Brian. But continuing this perfect day, there was none this particular morning allowing Brian to cruise at a bolstering 80 and get to work early for a change. Not that being punctual mattered.


Brian was the founder and CEO at a major import/export company that dealt mainly with Mexico and South America. Even though you would have never heard the name, the company was a multi-million dollar business mainly due to Brian's selling abilities and vast contacts. He earned a very high compensation, thus explaining why a middle-aged man was married to a woman twenty-five years younger.


Since the business dealt with many Latino people, the majority of the racial background of the employees was from that race. And if you were like Brian, you'd love to work there for that simple fact. He always had a soft spot for the lovely Latino woman, or rather a hard spot.


This included his personal executive assistant, Mindy. She was a sexy 23-year-old sexpot standing about 5 feet 1 without heels; although she always wore them...and they were usually of the 4 ? inch and slutty variety. Mindy barely weighed 90 pounds, but she had the most luscious lips and such an exquisite body: Perfect 32B tits and a sweet round ass with all the right curves. Brian hired her primarily for her looks. You would too, if you saw her.


"Good morning, Mindy." Brian said as he walked into his corner office.


"Good morning, Brian." Mindy said in her sexy Latin accent.


As Brian placed his briefcase on the floor and turned on his computer, he unbuttoned his suit jacket and placed it on the back of his leather swivel chair. He was about to sit down when Mindy walked in with a card.


"Happy birthday, Brian. I got you a card."


"You didn't have to get me anything Mindy. But thank you for remembering."


She stood there standing in front of his desk as Brian reached for the card. As he did he took a peek at his sexy assistant. She was dressed in a pinstripe skirt suit with black thigh high stockings (the ones with the seams down the back) and black Louboutin pumps (with the red bottoms really standing out in her all black outfit). Her skirt stopped just short of her knee and she didn't wear a blouse underneath, giving Brian a perfect view of her picture perfect cleavage. Standing there, she looked like the epitome of the naughty secretary.


Brian opened up the card and read the outside cover, which had one of those fancy birthday poems. As he flipped open the card, he found a little handmade coupon stuffed in between the card.


The card read, "Good for one free blowjob."


"I thought you might like it."


"I love it. But only one?"


"No read the fine print"


Brian glanced back down. Surely enough, there was a fine print...and it said, "per day".


Brian smirked. "Can I use the coupon now?"


Brian handed Mindy the coupon and she gladly accepted it. She walked over to the door and closed it and locked it. At least she thought she locked it.


Making her way back towards Brian, who was still sitting in his chair behind his desk, she started to sing him the "Happy Birthday" song, while slowly and erotically unbuttoning her suit jacket. She revealed that she was not wearing a bra underneath her jacket and those perfect tits bounced for the birthday boy.


"Happy birthday, dear Brian. Happy birthday to you." She sang as she hiked up her skirt and kneeled in front of him. She was also not wearing any panties and her stockings and garters came into full view.


She continued to sing the same words repeatedly as she unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and pulled them down along with his boxers until they were all around his ankles.


His rock hard cock was already smiling at her after her sweet serenade and tease.


She grabbed hold of his cock and finished singing "Happy birthday to you" one last time before leaning over and licking the tip with her tongue. A few drops of pre-cum oozed out onto her lips as she worked her tongue around his cock head and down his shaft to his balls. She licked and sucked on each testicle, while jerking his cock with a firm grip.


Now it was finally time to use the coupon as Mindy opened her mouth wide and placed his cock deep down her throat. She shoved as much as she could possibly fit and sucked on it hard for a few seconds before releasing it. Working into a rhythm she bobbed her head up and down at a nice, smooth pace. Brian leaned back and rested his head against the back of his chair. He closed his eyes and just enjoyed the feeling of Mindy's hot luscious lips wrapped around her cock.


"Oh, fuck Mindy. That feels so good."


"You like how I suck your big cock?" Mindy responded in between sucks.


"Oh...fuck yes. Mmmm...does that coupon also include swallowing?"


Mindy nodded her head approvingly without taking his cock out of her mouth.


"It also comes with one pussy pounding in the position of your choice." She replied as she stood up and removed her suit jacket and unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the fall.


"Why don't you turn around? I want to see that ass of yours."


Mindy turned around and leaned over. She reached around and grabbed an ass cheek with each hand and spread them wide, giving Brian an excellent look at both her holes.


"Oh, yea. Now why don't you sit on my cock? Just like that. I want to see that ass bounce."


Mindy grabbed hold of his cock through her spread legs and eased it into her tight 23-year-old pussy. She slowly eased his cock in and out of her pussy until she was all the way down, balls touching her clit.


Her legs were inside of his, so she lifted each one up until they were on the other side of his legs. Her 4 1/2-inch pumps barely touched the floor as she leaned back and placed her hands on the chair's armrest. She looked back and smiled at her boss before using the armrest to lift herself off his thick cock and then allowed gravity to bring her pussy back down. She moaned in absolute delight and continued to bounce up and down hard, slamming her body into his cock each time.


All Brian could do was hold onto her slim waist and try and keep up with his bouncy assistant. Mindy was hell-bent on fucking him hard and making him cum. And she was screaming louder and louder and louder. Brian feared that someone would hear them, so he tried to cover her mouth. But it was useless.


The door to his office opened up and there stood another one of the executives, Catalina. She was another one of the sexy Latino women that worked in the office. She was a bit older and looked like she could be Mindy's mother. But in fact, she was only 33 years old and she looked magnificent for her age. Catalina was closer to 5 feet 3 inches without heels, but today she was wearing 3 ? inch peep-toe pumps. Catalina worked out hard to stay around 100 pounds, while maintaining her voluptuous figure. She had some work done a few years back and was blessed with some button popping fake 34C breasts. She was dressed in a see-thru white blouse where you could see her black bra underneath. A silk pleated skirt that stopped just around her knee that showed off her tan, muscular legs completed her 'business appropriate' outfit.


Catalina cleared her throat and stared at the two of them disapprovingly.


Brian and Mindy stopped mid-fuck. They were both caught off guard and embarrassed. Mindy jumped off his cock and grabbed for her clothes, trying to cover herself up. Brian was more calm and restrained as he stood up, not bothering to hide his rock hard cock. It just simply pointed out freely and directly in Catalina's direction.


Mindy stopped and tried to explain.


"It's not what you think."


"This isn't what I think?"


Mindy tried to explain again, but she couldn't find the words.


"Mindy, I'm very upset at you." Said Catalina


Mindy's head went down, ashamed.


"I told you to wait for me to give Brian his birthday gift."


Brian's day was just getting better. Both Mindy and Catalina were smiling widely, and Mindy's clothes were already back on the floor.


Catalina walked over to Brian and grabbed hold of his still hard cock.


"Happy Birthday, Brian." Cataline said with a kiss, before making her way down on her knees. Catalina shoved his cock into her mouth as Mindy joined her on her knees in front of Brian. The two went back and forth shoving his cock into their mouths. Mindy went back to work on his cock, as Catalina removed her blouse and bra.


Brian took Catalina's hand and helped her stand up. They kissed deeply with heavy tongue action, as Mindy continued slobbering over his cock. Brian turned Catalina around and pushed her over his desk. He lifted up her loose fitting skirt above her waist and pushed aside her g-string panty. He rubbed her clit and shoved two fingers deep inside her...she was already nice and soaking wet.


Brian took his cock out of Mindy's mouth and made his way behind Catalina. He slapped her thick, fine ass before finding his way inside her sweet pussy. He slammed his cock all the way in as Catalina gasped in pleasure. Brian ordered Mindy to assume the same position next to Catalina, which she did so willingly.


"Why don't you give each other a kiss?"


The two lovely Latinas glanced back and smiled at him as they stuck out their tongues and kissed.


As they kissed, Brian grabbed hold of Catalina's waist and started to pound his cock hard into her pussy. Each thrust was met with screams and moans of pleasure from Catalina as Mindy encouraged them on.


"Yea, fuck her. Just like that. Just like that. Fuck her pussy."


Brian quickly jumped over behind Mindy and rammed his cock into her pussy just like he did to Catalina's. If it was even possible, he fucked Mindy even harder than Catalina. She screamed and moaned louder and louder, while Catalina sucked on her perfect brown nipples.


Living a personal fantasy, Brian jumped from Mindy's pussy to Catalina's pussy and back like he was playing two games of pinball at the same time.


He pulled back and he felt himself about to cum, but calmly held it in. Mindy and Catalina turned around and tasted themselves on his cock quickly, before Brian threw Catalina into his chair and then threw Mindy on top of her like they were two pancakes.


Catalina grabbed hold of Mindy as Brian reached down and lifted both of their legs up into the air and placed them across the armrests. Maneuvering himself into the perfect angle, he thrusted his cock deep inside Catalina's pussy and persisted to thrust deep into her pussy. His deep hard thrusts shook the chair and everything in it as his body slammed into both Catalina and Mindy with extreme force. As he fucked Catalina, he kissed and sucked on Mindy's face and tits.


After several minutes, he arched himself at a higher angle and stuffed his thick cock into Mindy's pussy. He thrusted into her without a care or concern and fucked her so hard that even Catalina felt it.


Sweat dripped from his forehead as he continued to expend great amounts of energy fucking these two women stacked on top of one another. He fucked until he felt the cum start to shoot up from his balls into his shaft. He quickly backed away as the two women on cue got out of the chair and took their places kneeling in front of his cock. Brian, remembering his coupon promise, shoved his cock inside Mindy's mouth as he began to shoot his second bucket load of cum this morning.


Mindy, cementing her assistant of the year award, took every drop in her mouth, but she didn't swallow...yet. She waited until Brian was done and then made her way over to Catalina. They swapped kissed again as cum slipped out of Mindy's mouth and into Catalina's mouth. Some drops streaked down both of their faces, giving them both the perfect porno money shot.


Exhausted and a sweaty mess, since he was still in his work clothes, Brian took a seat in his chair and tried to regain his composure. Catalina and Mindy got dressed and fixed themselves up before giving Brian another kiss and saying "happy birthday" one more time.


"Mindy, hold all my calls and cancel all my meetings. I'm going to go wash up and be back after lunch."


It was just a tick after 10am and Brian still hadn't turned his computer on.


Brian grabbed his briefcase and tried to calm down as much as possible, but he was sweating like he'd just been through a 12 round boxing match.


Making his way out unnoticed, he headed over to his "other" apartment. The one that his wife didn't know about, but his mistress did. On the way there, he called her up and told her to come earlier if she could, since he got out for lunch a little earlier today.


Now, I'm sure most of you are thinking this guy is such a piece of shit for cheating on his wife and his girlfriend. And you're right. But he didn't care...he couldn't be satisfied with just one woman...no matter how beautiful she was.


Getting off the phone with his mistress, Lacey, he made his way into his apartment and quickly cleaned up. He took a shower and got ready for what was sure to be his third fuck of the day. Four if you count number of women.


He was feeling drained, so he knew he'd need a little help to get through this one. Especially, given Lacey's tendency to fuck like a nympho. So he reached for his little blue friend and took half of one.


The nasty thoughts of Lacey made him want to take two, but he knew it wouldn't be good for his health. She was even younger than Mindy and his wife, at only 21 years old. She was just about to graduate from college and was a stunning piece of black ass. She had the thickest lips that were perfect for cock sucking. She had tits and ass for days, but with the hips and waist of a Victoria Secret model. The pills were starting to work and he just couldn't wait to tear into her thick, round, black behind. She was also tiny, Brian liked them that way, standing at just a shade over 5 feet 3 inches and coming in at just under 95 pounds (most of that accounted for by her tits and ass). She had the cutest brown eyes and did I mention those dick-sucking lips?


Brian was already rock hard when she arrived dressed like a slutty schoolgirl. She had on a white button down shirt, with a pleated, plaid red mini skirt, and 4 inch black pumps. The top three buttons on her shirt were left open; almost exposing her large 34C sized tits. She was clearly not wearing a bra underneath as her dark, brown nipples silhouetted against the thin white cotton of her shirt.


Lacey was carrying a bakery box with her, which Brian presumed to contain his birthday cake. She set it down on the table and bounced over towards him and gave him a big hug and kiss. Her youth and energy rubbed off on Brian, making his feel 25 years younger as he joined her in some playful activity.


"Happy birthday daddy"


"Hmm.... what did you get me, a cake."


"Maybe." Then she turned around and lifted up her skirt, revealing her panty less backside to Brian.


"Is that all for me?"


"Yep. My special birthday present for you daddy."


"I think I'll have to open up my present now." Brian said as he dove in headfirst between her ass cheeks.


Licking and sucking every open crevice below Lacey's waist, Brian made Lacey wonder if it was his birthday or hers.


"Oh, fuck." She gasped. "Right there. Make me cum. Right there. Right there." She kept screaming louder over and over again. "Oh my god. Oh my god. I'm gonna cum all over you face."


Lacey reached back and grabbed a hold of Brian's head as she began to spasm. She pushed his head in hard, like she was trying to shove his whole head in to her pussy. Brian almost suffocated in there, but he kept on licking. He knew what it took to get Lacey to cum and he wanted her to cum hard all over his tongue.


After several more seconds of licking, sucking, and poking her pussy with his tongue, Lacey came fiercely all over his face. Her body shook with each orgasm, which Brian so happily took in his mouth.


"Mmm...daddy. I love how you work that tongue."


"I thought it was my birthday. Not yours."


"It is."


"Then I think you should be the one on your knees."


Lacey turned around and kissed Brian hard. Tasting her own cum. "Oh, daddy. I'll get on my knees all day long for you. But first..."


Lacey pushed Brian back into the sofa. She got down on her knees and helped him out of his pants, unleashing his cock in the process. She jerked his already hard cock in her hand and whispered some soft dirty talk.


"I love that big cock of yours. I can't wait to taste your cum. All in my mouth. All in my pussy. I want this hard fucking cock deep in my pussy."


"Fuck, baby. You're driving me crazy. Let me see if you can back up those tough words of yours."


"In a second." Lacey playfully teased him. She got up and walked over and grabbed the bakery box with a bow on it that she walked in with. She handed it to Brian and told him to open it.


Brian hastily opened it as he thought he was starting to lose his hard on. After he ripped open the wrapping and pulled back the box cover, he was confused to find no cake. Just an empty box with a hole cut out the bottom.


"I don't get it?"


But Lacey was already up on her feet and walking away from Brian towards the kitchen.


Lacey returned with a can of whip cream. She seductively shook the can with her hand, which caused her tits and her ass to shake along with it.


"There is no cake." Lacey replied as she got back down on her knees in front of Brian. She grabbed hold of the cake and placed the box over his thick, juicy cock. She pulled the cock through the box, until the bottom of the box was resting on his thighs.


"It's a birthday cock." She exclaimed.


"You are so fucking hot." Brian said back as he felt the twinge in his cock again.


"Now, for the final touch." Lacey said as she shook the whip cream bottle one last time then sprayed it all around his cock, until his whole cock was covered with whip cream.


"It's a birthday cock, with whip cream on the top."


"You forgot the cherry."


"I'm the cherry on top." Lacey smiled in her bright red lip gloss. She then started to lick the whip cream off of his cock, inch by inch. First working his cock over with her tongue, she removed the thick layer of whip cream leaving his cock a slimy creamy mess. Then, she sucked his cock clean of any trace of whip cream, leaving it with just a fresh layer of her saliva. And finally, she went to work. Sucking cock like the energetic 21 year old she was.


"Oh, fuck." Brian whispered between moans. "Who taught you how to suck cock like that?"


Lacey giggled. "You did daddy."


Brian laughed out loud as Lacey went back to jerking and sucking his birthday cock. As Lacey's head bobbed up and down, faster and faster, she was making louder and louder sucking noises and that was all Brian could take. His body began to tighten, his nails dug deep into the cushions of the sofa, as he closed his eyes and his head fell back against the head rest. Brian began to scream "I'm cumming. I'm cumming" over and over again. But Lacey just kept on sucking, never removing his cock from her mouth.


When Brian finally released his semi-painful third load of the day, he watched as Lacey sucked it all down. When she was sure that she had sucked down every drop, she finally took his cock out of her mouth and looked up at him.


"Hmm...happy birthday daddy." She said while licking her lips, getting every single drop of cum.


"Oh my god. That was incredible. I think that was the best blowjob I ever received in my life." Brian praised.


"Well, I hope I can give you the best fuck of your life ever too." Lacey replied


But Brian was not in the mood. He was drained. He couldn't cum if he wanted to. "I don't think I can go again, baby."


"I think your cock says otherwise." Lacey smiled back as she jerked his still hard cock in her hand.


Brian remembered that he had taken his little magic pill earlier and it was still working. "I'm sorry, baby. I think I'm going to pass out. I can't even stand."


"You don't have, daddy." Lacey giggled as she stood up. "You just sit right there and let me do the work."


Lacey lifted the box off his lap and threw it to the side. She then lifted up her small schoolgirl skirt and stretched her thin, caramel colored legs over each side of Brian until his cock was directly underneath her sopping wet pussy. She reached down and grabbed hold of his throbbing cock and eased it into her pussy. She let out a gasp as his thick member stretched her pink pussy open wide. Brian on the other hand, let out a yelp trying to contain the pain and sensitivity his cock was feeling inside.


Lacey pushed down until she was sitting on his lap, his cock all the way inside her. She shook her body side to side, feeling his balls jiggle against her. She then reached out and grabbed hold of his strong shoulders and used them to lift herself up and down on his cock.


Brian had his eyes closed and his head arched back, as Lacey bounced up and down, riding his cock hard and fast. She couldn't tell if Brian had passed out or not, but his cock was still hard and that's all the mattered.


She continued bouncing on his lap, talking dirty with each plunge down on his cock. Lacey's head bobbled back and forth like a doll as she tried to contain the sensations inside of her. Her favorite position was always on top, because she always came when she was on top. And this time was no different. She stood up, letting his cock fall out of her, and feverishly rubbed her finger side to side over her wet pussy until she brought herself to completion. With a loud thunderous scream, she squirted all over his cock and both of their thighs.


She fell on top of Brian and hugged him close and she panted heavily, coming back down from her sexual high. She whispered into Brian's ear as Brian smiled back only half awake. By the time, Lacey licked her own cum off his cock, Brian was already passed out.


When Brian awoke several hours later, the last thing he remembered was Lacey riding his cock like a bull fighter. He didn't remember if she left, but her note told him that she ran to a class and would call him later. He suddenly remembered that he had skipped out on the whole day at work and quickly called Mindy. But she told him that she had cleared his calendar and cancelled all his meetings. So he was in clear.


He checked the clock, it was almost four. He had to leave soon, because his wife would be expecting him. So he jumped in the shower and cleaned off the smell of sex. He soaped his cock with an extra shine, as if his wife could tell that another woman's lips and pussy were wrapped around his cock, and that this would wash it away. The rest definitely helped him recover and his cock was now limp and normal again.


He got dressed and drove home. As he pulled into the driveway, he remembered that he had one more birthday present. He quickly fished through his pocket and found the remaining half of the magical blue pill and popped it into his mouth.


Brian closed the door behind him and yelled out for his wife.


Antonella walked out from the upstairs bedroom and peered down from the staircase. "Welcome home, honey."


Brian looked up and saw his wife standing there, still wearing the white thigh high stocking and high heel pumps from this morning. But wrapped across her tits and her pussy was a thin pink colored satin sheet that was tied into a ribbon. She was his present.


"Happy birthday" Antonella said as she stood on the top of the steps.


Brian smiled as he looked up at his beautiful wife. He slowly made his way up the steps, removing his suit jacket, and unbuttoning his shirt on his way there. When he arrived at the top step, he stopped in front of his sexy wife and took the ribbon in his hand. He pulled slowly until the knot was untied and the sheet fell onto the floor revealing her incredible naked body. He leaned in to give her a kiss, but she stopped him.


Antonella reached down and grabbed the satin sheet off the floor. She playfully wrapped it around Brian's eyes, blindfolding him. She tied it in a little tight bow and let the rest fall onto the floor. Brian smiled as he let his wife blindfold him.


"Follow me." She said as she grabbed hold of his hand and led him to the bedroom.


When they arrived at the bedroom, Antonella removed the blindfold from Brian's eyes. Brian blinked, trying to regain his focus. He thought he was dreaming. He rubbed his eyes and made sure all the sex he had today wasn't making him delirious. But no. Sitting there in front of him on his bed were one of Antonella's best friends, Yujin. A drop dead gorgeous Japanese beauty that he always dreamed of fucking. And she was naked except for matching white thigh high stockings and pink high heels.


As Brian kissed his wife again and made his way to the bed. He thought to himself..."Turning 50 isn't so bad."


One Fine day indeed...


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mr. Black


Lilly glanced down at her watch; it was nearly 6:00 pm. She was nervous, surprisingly; giving how long she had known the man she was about to meet for dinner. Her hands were sweaty; she was even a little dizzy. She wondered why she felt so flushed. She sat on a small bench outside the Italian restaurant he had asked to meet her at.


She and Louis were long time friends. They met years ago, when Lilly was only a teenager. Louis was much older then her of course, but they were fast friends. She remembered the first time she saw him. It was at a vampire role playing game. He was seated by himself; she asked about him, people seemed to choose their words carefully when talking about 'Mr. Black.' Of course they were always speaking of his character and not the real him, so Lilly decided she might as well introduce herself. She liked getting to know all of the people she gamed with, out of character at least.


When he got up and went outside she followed him, curiously. He went out and sat on the back porch of the movie museum and pulled out a black clove. Lilly licked her lips; she hadn't had one of those in a long time. She asked him for one, and from that day on they were close friends.


Lilly often talked to him on the phone, they would share their passions and desires. She always held a very strange affection for Louis. He was handsome, a larger man, with long black hair and a goatee. She loved his dark hair. He was her vampiric teddy bear.


Tonight Lilly wore a Japanese kimono, it was blue and white, her hair was in a bun with sticks poking through the dark chocolate curls, criss-crossing each other. She sat on the small bench waiting for him, her purse sitting in her lap. She smiled softly; glad now that she had stopped smoking, she remembered how he always was telling her she should quit.


Louis pulled into the parking lot of the restaurant. His hair was much shorter now, then when they first met. He still wore glasses and he wore a dress shirt with black dress pants. He looked regal and casual at the same time, something only he could pull off. He stepped out of his car. He saw her then sitting off in the distance.


He put his keys in his pocket and walked forward, he saw more of what she was wearing and smiled, he had hardly ever seen her in a dress. Except for that one time.... She wore a gothic dress to one of the role playing games, he remembered it was cold outside, because he stuck his hands down her cleavage to keep them warm.


"Louis." She saw him approaching and knew now she missed him more then she would really ever admit. She sighed softly, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth as it always did when they first saw each other after a long time. She stood up and moved toward him, her high heels clicking on the cement as her pace quickened. She stopped directly in front of him and reached up throwing her arms around his neck and hugging him tightly.


Their embrace was long, and silent. Louis wrapped his arms around her waist hugging her to him tightly. He breathed in the scent of her perfume. "It's been a long time Ms. Twirly Whirly."


Lilly laughed, she had nearly forgotten about that. When they role played Lilly would spin around in circles and sing 'Twirly whirly,' but that was because her character was supposed to be insane. "If there is anything you never forget, that has to be it." She grinned looking up at him. She stood on her tiptoes and she kissed his cheek lightly. She felt it, the electricity between them, and the moment's loss of breath. She tried to ignore it.


Louis simply smiled; he felt the electricity between them. The tension... he knew was both sexual and emotional. They knew each other's fantasies. They had spent hours chatting about bondage, and sex over the phone. "Mm, I missed you. Lets head inside, it's chilly out here." As they walked into the restaurant together, Louis let his hand rest on the small of her back.


The contact was simple, but it made her heart race, and her cheeks flush. One simple touch and she had red hot flames licking along her skin. She shivered at the intense feeling and walked into the building with him, letting the aroma of pasta and bread flood her senses, but his hand... on her back, was all she could really pay attention to at the moment.


Louis smiled pleasantly at the host. They spoke for only a moment and then the young man seated them. They were placed at a rather secluded and dimly lit table. Lilly smiled some, trying to dispel the erotic thoughts racing through her head.


They both sat down across from each other. The host gave them their menus and told them someone would tend to them shortly. He then left. Lilly opened the menu trying to get her mind on other things. "So... how have you been?" Lilly asked glancing at him over top of the menu.


Louis had been watching her, noticing the little sparkle in her eyes. "Good, I'm living by myself now, though I still have my room in the basement."


"I always liked having a basement as a bedroom." She smiled at him as she continued to look over the menu, taking a sip of water. She could still feel his hand on her back, though he wasn't even touching her.


He noticed her flushed cheeks, but decided not to say anything. Soon the waiter came and they ordered their food, slowly they both slid back into their usual conversations. They talked about the computer games they both enjoyed, the relationships in their lives. Both of them began to look at each other with a strange longing.


Once their food came they ate, cheerfully talking about old times. Lilly seemed to go back to the ease of talking with him about anything rather quickly. She tried to steer away from the sex topic; though they both loved to talk about it she didn't know how well she would be able to talk about erotic things considering her earlier thoughts.


Louis forked the last pieces of pasta, and looked across the table at Lilly who was nibbling at a piece of bread. "Hey... have you ever thought about us? I mean.... we always used to talk about it but it just never really happened."


Lilly's face went pink. "Well... yes.... Sometimes I guess. But every time we did talk about it, I was unavailable." She took another bite of her bread and then a sip of her wine.


"Yes, but you are available now." Louis smirked some looking at her. Now he really noticed her flushed expression. He was curious what thoughts were running through her mind.


Lilly nodded a little. "I don't know..." She shrugged. "Oh I got my bachelors from Western last year." It was obvious she was trying to change the subject; she knew it had to have been.


Louis didn't say anything about the fast change; he just went along with it. But he couldn't get the thought out of his head, he wanted her, and the way she had been looking at him all night... he knew she wanted him. He stretched his leg out some letting it brush against hers.


It was a light touch, maybe even accidental, but her heart skipped a beat and all at once her body was on fire again. She tried desperately to pretend it didn't happen, but she couldn't. She glanced up and saw Louis sliding around to the other side of the table. They were sitting in a booth with a U shaped bench. He reached out and grabbed her wrist pulling her so she sat next to him.


He had to try; he knew if he didn't he would regret it. He pulled her close so her thigh was pressed to his. He slid an arm around her waist. Looking down at her. He reached out brushing a stray piece of hair behind her ear. " I really did miss you."


Lilly heard the words, but they didn't process through her mind, she could hardly make sense of anything that was going on around her. The only thing she could manage was the burning desire she felt. She leaned toward him and put her head on his shoulder. Her hands trailed up along his chest to lightly caress his cheek. She looked up at him.


Louis looked down at her, his eyes filled with a passion, a need, she had never seen in any mans eyes before. Her breath caught in her throat as he moved his head closer to hers. She could feel his breath on her mouth. Her heart raced. He paused there almost hesitant. Lilly shut her eyes and closed the space still between them, pressing her mouth firmly to his. They both took in a deep breath as their lips met. Immediately she opened her mouth to allow his tongue entry.


They were almost in a dream state; he was shocked when she kissed him. His tongue stroked along hers, and teased. His eyes fluttered closed, he had wanted to kiss her all night. His right hand moved down to her thigh and caressed gently.


Lilly was lost, her mind a tangled mess. Had she really wanted him for so long? Her tongue moved with his in a slow dance, she felt his hand on her thigh; it sent warmth, and a strange tingling through her body. Her hand on his face was trembling; slowly she moved it down his chest, lower. It disappeared beneath the table. She rubbed her palms and fingertips along his thighs before moving her hand between his legs rubbing his cock gently through his pants.


She didn't know what came over her, why she did this, especially in public. She knew he was enjoying it, the short intake of breath and the hardening organ beneath her hand told her that. She grinned, as his cock grew harder under her ministrations.


He was nearly groaning aloud. He hadn't imagined she would do such a thing... she was stroking his cock through his pants, in public. His heart was racing. He wanted her, he had to get her somewhere he could have her. He would have her, many times tonight. He pulled his lips from hers. His face was flushed. "We should...go."


"Your right." She smiled up at him lustfully. "I will go wait outside for you." She jumped up and grabbed her purse and headed for the door. She walked out into the cool crisp air taking in a deep breath. What was she doing? She did want him, god did she ever want him! She was confused though, she didn't know if she should do this or not, her heart was racing.... She just didn't know.


Louis had to wait a few moments before standing up. She had really turned him on. Every cell in his body wanted to reach out and grab her. He would have fucked her right on the table had it gone much further. He took in a deep breath and then stood, luckily he was able to hide his erection. He paid for their dinner, left a tip, and then went out side.


He stepped out expecting to see Lilly waiting outside for him. But he didn't see her. He looked down the street... she wasn't there. He was confused, where the hell had she gone? He started to walk toward his car hoping she had gotten in already... but she wasn't inside. She left. "Damnit." He whispered to himself. He knew he shouldn't have let her go out here on her own, for some reason in the back of his mind he knew she was going to take off. He swore once more under his breath and got in his car. He turned over the engine and pulled out of the parking lot.


Lilly was sitting in her own car; across the parking lot she had been watching him. What the hell was she doing? She wanted him, hell sometimes she even wondered if she loved him. And she was just letting him go? She wasn't sure why she had gotten so scared... they had talked about having sex... on many occasions. She was almost afraid she would not be able to live up to his expectations in the bedroom. Lilly watched the clock; ten minuets had passed since he pulled out. She was still hot, still aroused. "Fuck it!" She turned the key and pulled out of the parking lot rather recklessly.


She was not going to let herself pass up the chance to be with him. She knew he wanted her... and she had wanted him. It was about time they both sate the growing hunger, as often as needed. She pulled right on the wheel and drove into a gas station parking lot. She was quick about what she did. She didn't know if Louis had condoms, and she didn't want to give herself another reason for leaving him.


She threw them into her purse and headed toward his house. She felt like shit for leaving him, but she couldn't ignore this anymore, and she knew he was probably pissed off. She would make it right. She turned off her headlights before she pulled into his driveway.


With a deep breath she got out of the car and went up to the front door. She hesitated and then knocked lightly. "Louis?" She knocked again almost desperately. She heard footsteps and then the door opened. He didn't look happy.


"I'm sorry... I don't know what happened. I freaked out." She looked up at him; her cheeks were once more flushed. Just seeing him was making her wet.


"You expect me to just let you in now? What the hell were you doing?" Louis was angry, but then again he was rather surprised to see her there. Perhaps not all was lost after all. "You get me all excited and then leave..."


"But I'm here now." She looked up at him almost pleading. "Louis, I tried to ignore it, a few years ago I managed to... but not now." Her voice was almost hypnotic. She nibbled her bottom lip for a moment then took a step toward him. "Please." She reached up wrapping her arms around his neck; she pressed her lips to his again, though his time her tongue slid into his mouth.


Louis wrapped his arms around her a groaned. He broke the kiss. " I will just have to tie you up this time." He smiled and then pressed his lips to hers again pulling her into the house with him and shutting the front door.


They stumbled recklessly through the house. Nearly tripping over his pet cat. Lilly was sure they knocked over a picture or two. Going down the stairs was slightly more difficult then one might imagine. They had to break apart for that. She felt like her knees would give out at any moment. She clung to the railing as she walked shakily down the steps, her heart pounding in her ears.


Together they moved into the bedroom, their arms wrapped around each other. Their lips locked, and tongues dueling. Her head was buzzing, if it wasn't for her now rather sensitive skin she wasn't sure she was even in her own body.


Louis stopped and broke the kiss, as they now stood together in the middle of his bedroom. It looked almost the same as it had last time she had been down there. Her eyes met his and she took several deep breaths, trying to control her rapid gasps for air. "What?" She asked after several minutes had past.


He shook his head softly looking down at her. "It's about time... that's all." He smiled and moved toward her again, his mouth coming down on hers. He reached around to the back of her head and pulled the chopsticks from her hair, dropping them onto the floor.


Wavy dark brown hair fell around her shoulders; the strands tickled her skin and made her shudder. She could feel her desire for him pooling low between her legs. Each time she moved her legs, even slightly, she could feel how slick she was. She pressed herself up against his body her teeth lightly nipping at his bottom lip.


Reaching between them Louis gently cupped her breast, his thumb lightly rubbing back and forth over her hardening nipple. He groaned against her mouth as she nipped his lip. Perhaps she hadn't forgotten how rough he was. He pinched her nipple hard coaxing a rather loud moan from her. "Those clothes will do you no good here." His voice was low and sexy, almost a growl.


Lilly pulled her mouth from his and looked up at him, her eyes twinkling innocently. "You don't think so?" She nibbled at her bottom lip as she looked up at him, her hands moving over her own body.


"Take them off." He demanded, again his voice was raspy.


With a grin, Lilly ran her hands over her breasts. "As you wish." She turned her back to him and reached around to the back of her neck. She unclasped the kimono and wiggled out of it. Letting it fall around her feet.


Underneath she wore a pair of black thongs with a blood red rose on the front, and a matching bra. She looked over her shoulder at him seductively. Her heart was beating so hard she was afraid that he might hear it.


He licked his lips watching her. Every part of him wanted to reach out and rip her clothes off, claim her as his. She was not getting away from him this time. She was his, and there was no going back after this. He took a few steps backwards and sat down on the bed looking up at her. "Come here."


Seductively Lilly began to sway her hips back and forth, almost as if she were dancing to a secret tune in her head. She took only a couple tiny steps at a time, prolonging the wait. She grinned mischievously at him.


Louis smiled and reached out grabbing her by the wrist and pulling her to him. "Tease." He accused. He reached up and ran a fingertip down her body starting at her neck. His finger tickled between her breasts, slid into her naval, and then lightly teased the velvety edge of her thong. He watched her face attentively. Searching for hints of sexual frustration, and pleasure.


Lightly her eyelashes fluttered against her cheeks. Every muscle in her body tried to tense and relax at the same time. Was this really happening? Was she really about to do this? Her mind raced and then before she was able to think about anything her mind was wiped blank as Louis slowly began to tug at her thong. The feel of the velvet sliding down her skin sent a shiver racing up her spine.


He smiled, watching her, as he tossed her thong to the floor. She wouldn't need those any time soon. Lightly he ran his fingertips up her leg, and traced her inner thigh. Her skin was soft, and smooth. Leaning forward he kissed her hip, and then ran his tongue over her skin. He let out a soft groan approving of the taste.


"Louis." She moaned his name and reached up, her hands tugging at her bra. Her breasts ached for his touch, her hard, sensitive nipple begging to be tasted. The material of her bra was almost painful. Reaching between her breasts she unclasped it and let it float to the floor to join her other clothes.


With a grin he reached up, his thumb grazing her nipple. He kissed along her belly, dipping his tongue into her naval. His mouth came tantalizingly close to her heated core, but he always moved away, just before touching it. He could smell her arousal; her hot musky sent was beginning to drive him wild. His pants were beginning to become painfully tight. He nipped playfully at her hip and then he stood up, his fingertips tracing the sides of her breasts. "You're trembling." His voice was soft, a whisper.


"You do that to me..."


"Do I?" He moved around her, wanting to get a good look at every inch of her body. His hand trailed along her bottom. A fingertip teased the small of her back. He smiled to himself as he watched her squirm under his light caress.


Gulping, Lilly nodded her head watching him through half open eyes. "Yes..." Her voice was more of a squeak then anything else. Goosebumps rose along her skin. She felt like she might go up in flames.


Louis grabbed her by the shoulders and kissed her once, softly. He moved her toward the bed, his eyes looking deeply into hers. Lightning was crackling between their tense, and incredibly hot bodies.


Carefully he pushed her back onto the bed. She shivered as his hands very lightly brushed against her breasts. She was starting to find it difficult to breath. She wiggled against the comforter sprawled out beneath her. She watched him as he began to move away from her towards a dark corner of the bedroom. "What are you doing?" Her voice sounded strange to her, and overly loud.


Chuckling, Louis bent down and picked up a little black chest, moving it closer to the bed. He then sat down next to her. Reaching up to brush the hair from her face. "Do you remember the little chest of toys I told you about?" An evil grin tugged at the corners of his mouth. He took off his glasses setting them aside on the nightstand.


Lilly's heart pounded painfully against her chest. Oh, she remembered the chest of toys. Whips, chains, bondage, crops, and clips. She even vaguely remembered him telling her about a cattle prod once... she wasn't sure she wanted to mess with that. "Go easy on me Louis. I'm not used to things... that rough." She bit down on her bottom lip, now somewhat nervous about what they were about to do.


A smile lit his face and he leaned down kissing her softly. His tongue pushed past her lips to explore her mouth. She arched her back, pushing her breasts closer to him, nearly pleading with him to touch her. She was on fire, a fire only he could extinguish, if only for a moment.


As he kissed her, his hand rested lightly on one of her breasts, his thumb lightly grazing her nipple. Coaxing it into a rock hard peak. With his other hand he reached down and opened the chest, pulling something out of it.


She jumped as she felt it against her skin. Cold leather. She nipped at his lip, her body going painfully rigid as he slid a cat of nine tails over her body. She pouted as he broke the kiss to look down at her.


"Get on you hands and knees." It was a whispered command as he continued to run the leather straps along her heated skin.


Instantly she obeyed. She rolled onto her stomach and then got up onto her hands and knees. Her thighs trembled as she left herself open and vulnerable. She watched him over her shoulder, a soft whimper escaping her full ruby lips.


With his empty hand Louis reached down running his fingertip along the crack of her ass. Slowly making his way toward her pussy. He didn't even need to touch her to see how wet she was. Her juices were dripping down her pale thigh. "Your dripping."


Lilly arched her back presenting more of her pussy to him. She wanted to reach down and touch herself. Relieve the terrible ache. Her body was tight and hot, screaming for release. She closed her eyes and buried her head in the pillow at the end of the bed.


Very lightly he ran the tip of his finger over her outer lips. Making her moan with anticipation. He smiled pushing his finger further into her velvety folds, lightly rubbing his fingertip against her clit. It didn't take long for his finger to become drenched.


Quickly he removed his finger. He lifted the glistening finger to his mouth and tasted her honey. He licked every last drop from his wet digit. Carefully he laid the whip down on her back and reached to his shirt. He unbuttoned it and slid it off, along with his undershirt. Soon his pants and underwear joined her clothing on the floor.


Watching him Lilly licked her lips. She saw a bit of pre-cum glistening on the tip of his cock. She wanted to lean forward and capture the little drop with her tongue, but from the look in Louis's eyes she knew he had something fun planned for them.


"What are you looking at?" He grinned, noticing the direction in which she was gazing. If possible he felt himself harden even more.


"Come here." She said, softly, seductively. Her eyes still focused on the tiny drop of pre-cum.


Grinning Louis moved to the edge of the bed. His cock jumping with anticipation a tiny bit above her head. He watched her intense eyes devouring his manhood. He had the urge to reach out and grab her by the hair, force his cock into her hot, and wet mouth.


Slowly, she pushed herself back up on her hands. Her mouth inches from his glistening cock. "You have a little something right there." Her mouth was so close to the head of his dick that he could feel the heat of her breath on him. She stuck out her tongue and tasted the glistening moisture at the tip before closing her mouth around it with a passionate little moan.


Louis tipped back his head and groaned, his cock jumping excitedly in her mouth. "Minx." He accused, stepping back pulling his member from the heated warmth of her mouth. "Not yet." He brushed his fingertips over her cheek and moved over slightly picking up the whip that had slid off of her back when she pushed herself up.


She bent down again so her ass was high in the air, presented to him. She wiggled her bottom some and grinned over her shoulder at him. "What do you plan to do with me, Mr. Black?" Her voice dripped with sweet seduction. Juices continued to run down her thigh. She wanted him; she wasn't sure how much longer she was going to be able to wait.


"Well... you did run off on me earlier. I think a punishment is in order." He let the leather strips of the cat of nine tails run through his fingers. He grinned at her, and then lifted his arm, bringing the whip down on her rounded ass lightly, not at all hard enough to hurt.


"Are you trying to punish me, or tickle me?" She asked looking over her shoulder at him.


With a grin he lifted his arm and struck her again with the whip, this time only slightly harder. "Oh just wait." If he gradually increased how hard he was whipping her, it wouldn't be nearly as painful. She was going to have welts on that ass of hers when he was done.


He reached back again, and then let the straps flick harder against her bare skin. Each time the leather came in contact with her skin, it hurt just a little bit more. Soon little red marks were appearing on her ass cheeks. He was bringing his arm back further; the whip was beginning to make loud cracking noises as it came in contact with her skin.


Lilly moaned, arching her back, her breasts pressing against the bed. With every slash of the whip her body became hotter, and her muscles tensed until she thought her legs might cramp. The leather was beginning to hurt, but it didn't hurt nearly as bad as it sounded. The whipped cracked against her ass leaving large red welts in their wake. She was always one for mixing pain and pleasure... but she wasn't sure how much she could really endure. This far exceeded her normal limit but she couldn't help herself. She soon found she was moaning and begging for more. "Harder Louis! Whip me harder!"


He knew that he couldn't do this too much harder. He had no intentions of actually breaking skin. Though her moans aroused him more then he thought possible. He never knew Lilly was into all of this. He thought he was going to have to convince her a bit before he got to whip her like this. He looked down between her legs and noticed her juices were now dripping nearly to her knees. He smiled and tossed the whip to the side. Reaching into the chest once more.


She opened her eyes and looked at him, slightly disappointed that he was stopping. "Don't stop Louis, that felt so good." She nibbled at her bottom lip, looking at him.


Louis pulled from the chest a rather large vibrator. "No more of the whip for now, I don't want to break skin."


"That didn't even hurt. You weren't even close to breaking skin."


"Trust me, much harder and I would have." He reached into the chest and pulled out a second vibrator, this one was much smaller then the first.


"Two?" She turned over, onto her back looking up at him.


Turning on the first vibrator to medium he moved back over to the bed. He spread her legs and sat down in between them, sliding a pillow up under her lower back so her pussy was displayed to him nicely. He sat the smaller vibrator down. With the larger one he started to rub at her clit lightly. He leaned in close inhaling her musky feminine scent.


"Oh god... Louis! Mmm that feels so good." Her thighs tensed as he started to tickle her clit with the vibrator. She felt her pussy begin to pulse. He had her so aroused she was nearly ready to cum now! She bit down on her lip hard attempting to control herself, she didn't want to orgasm too soon. She reached up placing her hands on her breasts. She started to massage them and tease her nipples while he played with her hard, throbbing clit.


He grinned up at her as he swirled the head of the vibrator over her moist clit. He watched little looks of pleasure cross her face. It was rather obvious that she was trying to hold on to reality. She didn't want to cum yet. He would change that.


Louis moved the vibrator to her entrance and swirled it around. He watched her thigh shudder. Satisfied with her reaction he began to push the long thick vibrator into her. He listened, with every inch the vibrating sounds become more and more muffled. "Do you like that?"


She was arching her back, her hands no longer on her breasts. She was gripping the comforter tightly in her fists. She wanted to cum, she wanted to cum all over that huge thing in her pussy. She groaned and tossed her head from side to side. The vibrator was large, almost to large for her to bear. It was stretching her entranceway more then it had been stretched in a very long time. "Yes... yes." She managed between clenched teeth, her eyes fluttering wildly.


It was rather fortunate that he kept a bottle of lubricant near his bed. It had gone unused for far to long. He pushed the vibrator further into her pulsating pussy and leaned over grabbing the bottle. He squirted a tiny bit onto his finger. Slowly he started to pump the vibrator in and out of her wet pussy, coaxing little moans and whimpers of pleasure out of her.


Reaching forward, under the vibrator he pushed his finger into the crack of her ass, spreading lube onto her little rosebud. He felt her shiver against him. He leaned forward and lightly kissed her inner thigh as he rubbed the outside of her tight little hole, his other hand pumping the purple vibrating phallus in and out of her.


Oh god! What was he doing? Was his finger really where she thought it was? Of course she didn't mind anal, though she didn't do it often. She hoped he would be gentle with her. It had been a very long time. She quivered as she felt his finger begin to push into her ass. She bit her lip and attempted to calm herself and relax her muscles for him. She was breathing heavily, every fiber of her being throbbing just at the brink of orgasm.


He pushed his finger a bit deeper, all the way to the second knuckle. He watched her face carefully making sure that he wasn't hurting her. "How does that feel?" He asked, as he began to push his finger in deeper and then pull it out.


Lilly took in a deep breath. As he started to pull his finger out she whimpered. She wanted him to keep doing that. She felt like she was about to explode. "Don't.... don't stop, Ooooh please don't stop!"


Smiling he put his index and middle finger together and began to push them into her anus. He buried his fingers in her, and looked up as she began to moan even louder. He wiggled his fingers, separating them and bringing them back together like scissors, getting her muscles to loosen so he could insert the smaller vibrator.


She groaned loudly tugging at the blankets. "Oooh, that feels so good." Her voice was a whisper, hardly audible to even Louis. He watched her expression as he withdrew his fingers.


Slightly disappointed, she frowned, as the vibrator continued to buzz inside of her. She wanted to feel his fingers back inside of her. She let out a slight whimper of protest as he moved away from the bed and reached into the chest once more.


After retrieving what he wanted from the chest he moved toward her, a smug grin on his face. He grabbed her hands and brought them up over her head. He began handcuffing her wrists to the headboard. "There, I don't want you moving around to much." He said as he moved to her ankles using slightly longer cuffs to restrain them.


He sat once more between her legs. He leaned over her body, his cock lightly brushing her thigh. Louis reached up tweaking her nipples for a moment with his thumb and index finger. Then he sat something small and cold on her stomach. They were tiny nipple clamps. "Now this... this is going to hurt a little" He picked up one of the clamps and teased her nipple into a rock hard peak before attaching the clip.


As she whimpered and groaned in pain, he spoke softly to her, "give it a few minutes, you will like them I promise." He leaned down and flicked his tongue over her hard nipple. He licked around the clamp and smiled up at her as she began to moan once more. "That's my girl." He attached the second clip.


He moved back so he was sitting between her legs again. He picked up the lube and squirted some of it onto the smaller vibrator he had set aside. Turning it on he carefully started to rub it against her tight little asshole.


Lilly jerked and tugged on the cuffs holding her arms. "Oh god." She groaned, her whole body shaking. "Please, please. I can't wait much longer! Louis! Oh please!" She was begging. She needed him to give her some sort of release. She felt like she might die before this was all over.


Louis pushed the smaller vibrator into her tight ass. He started to pump it in and out slowly. She tensed up at first, but then she relaxed allowing him to move the vibrating cock in and out of her. "Good girl. You like that don't you?"


"Yes... Oh yes!" She wanted to reach down and touch herself; she wanted to massage her throbbing clit. "Please, I need to cum." She was beginning to hurt. She needed to have an orgasm. She tugged at the cuffs harder, the friction turning her skin red.


Keeping his hands on the two vibrators to hold them inside her he bent down. His mouth inches from her pussy. He blew on it lightly. Watching her squirm. With the tip of his tongue he flicked her clit, causing her to moan even louder. "Is this what you want?"


She wanted to grab his hair, pull him to her honey, and make him lick up every last drop. "Please!" She begged, her hips bucking at him.


With that said, Louis dove into her pussy, his tongue lapping at her clit. He sucked and nipped, his mouth devouring her womanhood. The taste of her was enough to drive him mad. He sucked on her swollen clit, bringing her closer and closer to her climax. He slid one hand up her body and lightly tugged on one of the nipple clamps.


She groaned loudly, she was so very close! She could feel her body start to clench in anticipation. She felt like she was climbing a mountain, her body going higher and higher until it rocketed off of the top.


Lilly pulled hard on the restraints, nearly cutting the circulation off to her hands. She started to scream her hips bucking against his mouth. It started at her core, and then spread through her entire body. "I'm cumming!" Her voice echoed through the basement as she squirmed beneath his mouth. "Oh god Louis!"


He took a firm hold on her hips holding them steady while his tongue continued to assault her. He glanced up watching her thrash around, his hand on her hips almost bruising. He had to have her soon or he was likely to explode from just watching her. He groaned against her hot lips and nipped at her still pulsating clit.


She had been launched straight into the heavens. Her whole body twitched and screamed with orgasm. She closed her eyes tightly and saw fireworks behind her eyelids. Her thighs trembled on either side of his head. It was the most violent, satisfying orgasm she had ever experienced. Slowly her arms relaxed and her hips ceased their violent bucking.


The only sound in the room was the humming of the vibrators and Lilly's heavy breathing. She lifted her head almost weakly, but it fell back to the pillow. She opened her mouth to speak but nothing came out.


Sitting up Louis smiled at her. "All that you expected?" There was a mischievous gleam in his eyes. His mouth was glistening with her juices. He licked his lips teasingly and then reached down, stroking his hard cock.


"And more." She responded softly. She never experienced anything so wild, and breath taking. She twitched, the vibrators causing her to become aroused again. "When do I get you?"


"You want me do you?" He asked, reaching forward and removing the toys from her ass and pussy. He turned them off and set them aside. He reached down, his fingers lightly tickling her clit.


There was nothing she wanted more at that moment. She needed him. She squirmed under his caress, her skin once again heating, and her eyes ablaze with passion. "Yes, I do." She said in a moan. "Don't you want me?" She licked her lips and looked up at him, her gaze drifting to the rock hard shaft jutting out from between his legs.


Louis moved over her, his eyes locking onto hers. His gaze was passionate, and intense. There was a love in his eyes, a love that Lilly saw for what it was. She tugged again at the restraints. "Let me touch you." She whispered her hands tugging again.


He reached up and un-cuffed her hands. He tossed the handcuffs to the floor and then moved to her ankles freeing her legs. Moving up he pressed his mouth against hers. His tongue pushed past her lips, tickling along her taste buds. He rubbed the tip of his cock against her entrance.


Lilly could taste her juices on his mouth. She could feel his almost animalistic arousal. She lifted her hips, eager for him to enter her. She let out a soft pleading moan. Her hands lightly massaged his shoulders, and then her nails scratched lightly down his back. "Don't tease me, I can't take much more."


Inch by slow inch Louis started to push into her hot, wet, pussy. His eyes were still locked onto hers. He listened to her moans increasing in volume. Then he pushed within her, burying himself deep. "Oh, oh yes, Lilly." He clenched his teeth as he withdrew slightly and then once again pushed his way back into her.


Her nails started to dig into his back as he moved in and out of her. A moan escaped her ruby lips, and then another. Sweat beaded on her brow. She had waited for this moment for so long, she needed this. Her heart was aching and for a moment it pounded so hard she felt as if it might explode. This whole time deep in her mind she knew she needed this. The connection between them had always been so strong, and now it was even stronger. She felt his eyes burrowing into her soul.


They clung to each other as he thrust in and out of her body. Their moans mingled and hung in the air above them. Carefully Louis pushed himself up, he reached to one of her nipples and removed the clamp before bending his head and catching the hard nub between his teeth.


The pain from the clamp coming off was far worse then when he had put it on her, she screamed out and thrust her hips up against his making him go deeper. Her body trembled with ecstasy. Her hands moved from his back and into his hair. She tugged lightly as he flicked his tongue over her hard nipples. It was so intense it was almost painful. They're bodies thrusting against each other, almost becoming one being wrapped in a blanket of pleasure and bliss. "Harder." She moaned, her nails digging into his scalp.


At her command he started to pound into her harder and faster, his balls slapping against her ass. He groaned, and bit into her nipple harder, the friction building bringing him closer and closer to orgasm. He moved to her other breast and took that nipple clamp off with his teeth, then captured the hard bud between his lips. His tongue flicked over it and he sucked hard. He groaned and increased his speed.


Lilly placed her hands on either side of his head, lifting him so he was looking into her eyes. The connection was almost spiritual as they gazed at each other. Leaning up she lightly nipped at his neck, his moans echoing through her body. "Yes." She whispered against his throat. "Love me."


She started to moan loudly, her legs wrapping around him pulling him in deeper. Her inner walls pulsated around his manhood, milking him. Her juices flooded around his cock as her whole body came to life with orgasm. "Cum with me Louis!" She clenched around him.


He pounded harder and groaned, his cock spurting into her, his cum mixing with her juices. "Lilly!" He lifted his head higher pulling his neck from her mouth and looking deep into her warm blue eyes.


After the last of his seed dripped into her throbbing pussy he nearly collapsed on top of her. His arms shook as he kept himself above her. He leaned down and gently kissed her lips. Sparks flew between them. Both felt their hearts warm and fall into the pits of their stomachs.


"Your amazing." She said softly against his lips.


He chuckled and broke the kiss looking down at her. "We haven't even gotten started yet."


They both smiled, Lilly reached up and lightly brushed the side of his face with the back of her hand. A thought crossed Lilly's mind, but only for a second. She hadn't even used the condoms she picked up from the store... but it didn't matter. For the moment all they could do was stare at each other. Letting the warmth of true love seep into their starved bodies.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

With Mrs. Cannon's Help


"Womp!" was heard as the flying newspaper hit the aluminum screen door.


I trudged along rolling the next newspaper and winged it at old Mr. Smith's porch. Here it is June. I just had my eighteenth birthday, graduated from high school and still delivered this damn newspaper route. I was accepted into college in the fall but I won't be able to pay for it with this lousy job. Still no word from the construction company that told me they needed help. And to make the whole situation worse I was still a virgin!


I'd been out on dates and copped a feel a time or two, masturbated daily and sometimes twice but had never gone 'all the way'. I was constantly fantasizing about this one or that one. Who did I think I was???? Those girls would never give me a second look and if they ever knew I was still a virgin they'd laugh and make fun of me. I was still kicking my ass for not going along with Becky. She told me she would reward me very well if I'd let her wear my letter sweater. DUH well to her as I found later rewarding me well was a sweet roll in the hay. So there you have it, dorky me with a lousy job and no prospect of ever getting laid.


The paper route at least kept gas in my car and that helped me deliver and collect for the paper. Collecting was a major pain, people weren't home, or they couldn't pay until they got paid etc, all in all a general pain in the ass. It was always a treat to collect at the Cannon's house. Mrs. Cannon was the best cook and always had a treat. Her daughter Patty was in my graduating class and a lot of fun to hang out with. She was a few months older than I. There were some sexy fun moments to being a paper boy, like the time Mrs. Beers came to the door in nothing but her husband's shirt and seeing the Lopez sisters sunbathing in two piece swim suits with their tops off. They of course were lying on their stomachs but I could fantasize.


We were required to have a trained substitute so if we were sick or away on vacation someone was trained to deliver the paper. My sub was Mike who just got on with a ranch and would be leaving. I ran a help wanted add in the paper and the only reply I got was from a seventh grader that lived all the way across town. No way was I going across town to train a kid who probably wouldn't workout anyway. While collecting at the Cannon's I mentioned that I needed a substitute to Mr. Cannon and asked if he knew anyone in the neighbor hood that might be interested. He wasn't sure but would ask around.


To my surprise as I came down the street the next morning delivering papers Patty was waiting for me in front of the Cannon house. She told me her Dad had mentioned that I needed a substitute and she would love to help out. I was very surprised. I told her that I appreciated it but just because we were friends she didn't have to do that. She insisted and told me the exercise would do her good. She was built like her Mom, medium height, dishwater blond hair, kind of a dumpy figure with large boobs and plump round ass. I agreed and away we went.


It didn't take Patty long to learn the route. She knew the neighbor hood well and had a good memory. Tomorrow she would deliver the route and I would simply follow to make sure she had it down. After tomorrow if she did well she wouldn't have to walk with me every morning. I liked her company and made the job go faster.


We met at the drop off station and she loaded the bags with the papers. To no surprise she didn't miss a delivery and even got finished in an hour and forty minutes, a very good time. As we finished she asked me to come to her house for breakfast. Her Mom was cooking. I didn't hesitate and look forward to Patty's Mom's home cooked breakfast.


We walked in and her Mom was just finishing the eggs and told us to sit down and make ourselves comfortable. The breakfast was delicious and so was the company. The Cannon's were very common folks, easy to talk to and pleasant to be around. As I finished my breakfast Mrs. Cannon asked when I would be coming to collect. I thought a moment and told her that it would be Wednesday evening. She told me she would have a treat for me. I looked forward to that.


Wednesday evening I knocked on her door. Patty answered and welcomed me in. She was dressed like she was going out, a white sheer blouse that I could see her white bra through and black slacks that hugged her plump butt very nicely. She smelled so fresh and clean. Mrs. Cannon walked in the room and she also was dressed nicely in a light blue summer dress, sleeveless allowing a peak at her light blue lacy bra.


"Wow!" I exclaimed. "Are you gals going out? You both look so nice!"


They both smiled and Mrs. Cannon told me that this was part of my treat. I was confused. A treat at the Cannon's was always cake, cookies or ice cream.


"What do you mean?" I asked.


Mrs. Cannon in a very calm voice explained, "You have been so nice to us, so nice to Patty and befriended her when no one else gave her the time of day. I think you must be very popular in school and probably have dated many girls. I bet they love to be with you and I bet you know how to make love to them."


I looked at her and then at Patty, "No Mam I'm afraid you have me all wrong. I have dated a few times but I am still a virgin." I was so embarrassed I blushed and stood before them.


"Oh my, that's nothing to be embarrassed about so is Patty and I was going to see if you would like to be her first, now you can be each others firsts," Mrs. Cannon said with a bright smile. "That is if you would like to. Would you?" she asked.


Was this really happening to me? Was I dreaming? "I really like you Patty and have thought of you in ways that excite me, what do you think?" I asked.


"I can't think of anyone I would rather be with, you are my friend and I have more than friend feelings for you," Patty explained. "Mom said she would help me so I can please you."


Mrs. Cannon spoke up, "Yes I did, I think it's important that both of you learn to please each other. Follow me."


She turned a started walking down the hall. I watched her and then motioned to Patty to follow. Oh my Lord I thought as I watched Mother and Daughter walk into the master bedroom. As I walked in Mrs. Cannon told us to get comfortable as she unbuttoned her dress.


I felt awkward yet excited. I removed my shirt and then my pants. I watched as Mrs. Cannon then Patty undressed to their bras and panties. My excitement was very visible. I could feel both of them looking at me as I looked at them undressing. Mrs. Cannon had her bra off first and didn't hesitate to remove her panties. Patty seemed a little more cautious and Mrs. Cannon told her it was Ok to go ahead and take everything off. I watched as Patty took her bra off and then I slide my briefs off. My cock was fully erect and pointing out and up. Mrs. Cannon had large sagging breasts. Patty's breasts weren't as large and were perky with youth. Their areolas and nipples were almost identical in color; Mrs. Cannon's nipples were somewhat larger. Mrs. Cannon's full dark bush was much large than Patty's and Patty's lighter in color. Mrs. Cannon's certainly didn't match her light colored hair!


Mrs. Cannon told us about foreplay and how it took much more foreplay to get a lady ready for intercourse than it did a man. She told us that there were so many forms of foreplay that no two love making sessions were ever the same. She told us to kiss and see what happened from there.


Patty and I kissed. Her lips were full and very soft. I could feel her breath on my lips. I tried to slide my tongue into her mouth and she backed away. Mrs. Cannon laughed cheerfully and told her daughter that I was trying to intimately kiss her and it was OK.


"Watch this Patty," she said as she approached me. She placed her lips on mine and gently opened her mouth letting my tongue enter. Her mouth was fresh and her tongue experienced. We kissed for I bet a minute, she then told Patty to try it. This time Patty allowed me to French kiss her. She then placed her tongue into my mouth and I sucked the end of it then swirling mine around hers. We broke the kiss and I kissed her neck then her ear. My hands had found her breasts. They were soft and full fit in my hands well. I was very attracted to her nipples and was surprised when they became hard when touched.


Mrs. Cannon approvingly congratulated Patty and complimented me on moving to her breasts. She coached me by fondling her own breasts paying attention to the nipples, pinching them firmly but not to tightly and then twisting them back and forth. She then placed my hands on her large breasts and told me to try it. Like her daughter I could feel her nipples harden as I played with them and her breathing rate increase and small sounds of pleasure came from her.


"Wow," she exclaimed. "You learn quick, now try that on Patty but when you feel her nipples get aroused kiss and suck them."


Patty's nipples responded quickly to my touch so I moved on. I kissed her nipple then sucked it into my mouth. Patty let out a soft moan. I could feel goose bumps on her arms and her butt as I slowly explored her soft skin. I felt Patty's hand on my cock as I fondled then sucked her breasts. Her touch got an immediate flexing reaction from my hardened cock.


Seeing Patty's move to my erection Mrs. Cannon stopped my fondling and kissing much to my disappointment, to coach Patty. She explained that my erection was a man's center of pleasure and it must be respected at all time.


"It must be fondled, stroked and his balls treated gently yet firmly," she explained as she took my erection in her hands.


She placed one hand at the base of my cock the other cupped my balls. Her touch was heaven to an aching 18 year old! As she stroked up and down my cock she explained to Patty that there were other ways to stimulate a man, oral sex is a sure way to get his attention and keep it. To my surprise as she spoke her head lowered and I felt the lips I was kissing only moments before on the tip of my cock. Her mouth was wet and warm. I felt her tongue swirl around the head then felt her mouth devour my entire length. Her head bobbed up then down. I'd never felt anything like it. She pulled off my cock and an audible pop sounded when my cock left her sucking lips.


"Now it's your turn Patty," she insisted.


Patty smiled and lowered her head. Her mouth felt good but nothing like her Mom's. Mrs. Cannon seeing Patty's attempt stopped her and coached her to use lots of spit in her mouth and keep it wet to maximize my pleasure and hers. Patty once again started OH how wonderful. I could feel my balls tightening and cum moving up my shaft. Not wanting to cum yet I pulled Patty off my excited cock and explained I was about to cum.


Mrs. Cannon explained to Patty, "Oh that's natural so you have to pay attention to his every move. Sometime you'll want to let him cum in your mouth, on your face or your tits. But tonight we'll hold off and let him control his excitement saving the best for later."


Whew I was relieved I didn't want it to be over yet!


"Let's lay on the bed and all get comfy," Mrs. Cannon instructed.


We moved to the large king size bed. Patty was on one side of me and Mrs. Cannon on the other side of me. I moved toward Patty and once again started playing with her tits. Immediately I felt them respond. I kissed one then the other. Patty's breathing increased and she wiggle on the bed. I remembered from an adult magazine I had read how much a woman like her pussy kissed. Being bold I started kissing my way down Patty's stomach. I could smell her aroma. It was a new smell not unpleasant at all and very exciting to me. I guess instinctively Patty spread her legs.


"Very good," I heard Mrs. Cannon. "Now let's stop and talk about what you're going to do there."


She lay back and spread her legs. She had Patty and I both move between her legs to where we could clearly see her pussy. She then gave us an anatomy lesson. I was surprised to see that even though she had a large triangle of dark pubic hair the lips of her pussy were smoothly shaven. I could see glistening moisture at her slit. She explained that women had two sets of 'lips' she gently touched her outer lips and then opened her lips and showed us the inner lips. We could both see that she was very wet. She told us that during foreplay as the lady gets excited she gets warm and wet. The wetness provided lubrication during intercourse. She looked at me and told me that during oral sex I should kiss and lick the inside of her thighs, her lips and slide my tongue into her slit and find her clitoris or often called 'clit'.


After saying that she opened her slit and pulled back her inner lips and hood exposing a pea sized bump. "That is the source of a woman's pleasure and the center of her orgasm," she told us. "Now try it with me," she demanded as she pulled my head between her legs.


I could smell her aroma as my face moved closer. The aroma was just like that of Patty's. My tongue slide up and down her outer lips then her inner, I could taste her wetness. Anxiously I wanted to find her clitoris, I pushed in deeper and swirled my tongue.


She let out a moan and gasped,"Yes that's it, that's my clit don't stop please." She pulled my head into her and began to shake and moaned loudly,"I'm cumming, ohhhhhhhhh yes."


She settled down and I felt her body relax. "Whew," she said. "I guess it's been awhile, now try that on Patty."


Patty had trimmed her pubic area just like her Mom. I told her I liked that and she smiled and told me her Mom had given her a hair cut to make things special for me. Patty wasn't as wet as Mrs. Cannon and I had a difficult time finding her clitoris. I really don't know if I even found it. Patty didn't react like her Mom as I explored her inner folds. She did squirm and move her hips to meet my mouth several times.


"Let me help you Dear," Mrs. Cannon offered and gently moved me out of the way. "Watch," she said.


She let her mouth fill with saliva then placed her wet mouth on Patty's pussy. She worked the saliva in and around making Patty's pussy glisten like hers. She then pulled Patty's inner lips up and apart exposing her clit.


"There," she exclaimed and began licking. Patty moaned and pushed her pussy into her Mom's face.


Very quickly she began shaking and screaming, "YESSSSSSSSSS, Yesssssssssss that feels so good."


"Now that was an orgasm," Mrs. Cannon told us. "Now we need to please you," she told me as she reached for my throbbing hard cock.


She stroked it gently and told Patty to lay back and spread her legs. I moved between her legs and lowered my cock. Mrs. Cannon placed it at Patty's wet slit, told her to relax and told me to slowly press into Patty's pussy. As I began to push Mrs. Cannon move the head of my cock up down Patty's wet pussy. It felt warm and of course very wet. "OK slide in", she instructed. And I did, first the head disappeared then half of my shaft then finally all seven inches of my cock was in Patty. Patty sighed and smiled. I lowered my head and kissed her lips tasting her mouth, we laid there being one. Patty's pussy felt silky smooth and very tight. Mrs. Cannon instructed us," Now start sliding out of Patty but don't come all the way out before you push back in. Patty as he slides out you pull away and when he starts in you rise up to meet him." Her instructions were clear and easily followed. We began and after a few movements developed a rhythm.


Patty moaned and shuddered," I had another orgasm."


This aroused my already excited cock. I looked over at Mrs. Cannon lying next to us, she had two fingers in her pussy and her other hand busily rubbed her clit. All this stimulation was too much. I started fucking Patty harder and faster. She met me each thrust and very quickly my cock was full of cum.


"I'm ......I'm .....I'm going to cum," I yelled.


Suddenly Patty arched her back taking all of my cock, her pussy gripping me as she yelled, "Yes, yes I'm cumming."


My cock exploded in Patty, several long hot squirts filled her virgin pussy. I don't know how long we kept going but after several more minutes we heard Mrs. Cannon screamed as another orgasm swept through her.


I collapsed on Patty and we rolled on our side. My cock softened and slowly slide out of Patty's soaked pussy. The three of us lay there panting, sweating and completely satisfied. I kissed Patty passionately and felt her Mom's lips kiss my neck.


"Now my children that was lesson number one," Mrs. Cannon said softly.


Three years later and after many more lessons from Mrs. Cannon, Patty and I got married. We still get lessons from Mom on occasion. The lessons today aren't always Mom teaching us. Patty and I have shown Mom a thing or two as well!


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bound to Please Me


My wife's sister, Lori, works for a bank. She calls on outside clients so she doesn't work in an office, and she does not have fixed hours. I should tell you a little about Lori. She is 13 years younger than I am. She is a fox. Five foot four and a figure to die for. She has long strong dancer legs, a tight ass, slim waist, and really big full soft breasts, green eyes, and long lush reddish blonde hair. But Lori is a screwed up girl. She is in a screwy second marriage to a freak of a guy. Her situation is mostly her own doing because she is a narcissist that uses sex to get what she wants. She doesn't let her husband touch her magnificent boobs just to make him want her more. She will have sex with him only rarely, usually to get something she wants. Her first husband said she didn't participate in the activity at all. "It was like fucking an impatient blow up doll," he said. Lori told my wife that she does not have a climax unless the sex is illicit; she's had lots of affairs.


Recently her bank gave her a computer program to install on her home computer to link it to their system. Since she is not very experienced with computers she asked me to help her.


I went to help Lori one day after lunch. Her husband was at work and her son was at school. We have been alone together thousands of times and other than the fact that I appreciate her magnificent body, there has never been anything even remotely sexual in our relationship. I am, after all, her big sister's husband and because of our age difference I am more like an uncle than a brother-in-law. And I don't put up with her bullshit.


Lori was wearing a very short black skirt and a cream silk blouse. She wore stockings and high heels. She was the picture of sophisticated sexuality and I could understand why she was such a successful "Personal Banker."


As she sat at the computer I was aroused by her feminine allure. Her skirt was high on her thighs. Her blouse was open enough for me to enjoy her full cleavage and the sheer black bra trying to contain her big beautiful breasts.


We spent an hour installing and trying the program and then we began to talk about the Internet and we began to surf. We found her son's "favorite sites". She was appalled to discover all the adult oriented material being spammed to him. She wanted to see it. We looked at a few adult sites and she pretended to be shocked. When we were looking at one site she got all quiet. It was a bondage site and the pictures all showed women tied up. "That's horrible!" She said in an uncomfortable voice.


"Some people find it pretty erotic" I said.


"Sure MEN do. Isn't that what guys like, to abuse women," she said with a bit of a smirk.


"No! I was thinking of it more from the woman's perspective. She can be unfaithful and can have all kinds of sexual things done to her and never feel guilty about it because she had no control of the situation."


"Like that could ever work. A woman is ALWAYS in control and therefore guilty when it comes to sex."


"What do you mean 'ALWAYS in control', does it look like she's in control?" I asked indicating a girl tied to a chair. Her arms and legs were held with rope and a guy was reaching into her dress feeling her boob.


"She's just a model she really doesn't have to let him touch her breast."


I pulled Lori's arm behind her back and said, "Do you really think that tied like this she could control the situation?"


"Sure she could."


"OK Let's just see how much control she could have." I took off my tie and tied Lori's wrists to the back of the desk chair and the pulled her elbows together as much as I could and tied them together. Her chest was forced out straining against her blouse.


"Ron, do you really think she would be out of control? She could just stand up and shake this off."


"Wait a second." I went to the closet and found some scarves. When I came back Lori said, "Come on Ron, you can't win this."


"Watch me!"


I pulled Lori's knees back to her shoulders and tied them. Now her feet were off the floor and she had no way to stand up or grab anything.


"What say you now?" I asked.


"She could still lean over and get all this off and besides she can yell and bite and talk."


Her skirt rode up and I could see Lori's crotch covered with black pantyhose and sheer black panties.


"She has no control," I said.


I pulled Lori's head back and tied a scarf across her forehead and down. This pushed her boobs out even further and she couldn't pull her legs down.


"So much for her biting anyone!"


With her bound like this I could walk around and study her and touch her and do anything I wanted to her. I was getting aroused looking at Lori's spread legs and sexy crotch with only sheer hose and panties covering her puffy cunt lips. Some pubic hair was showing on either side of panties and some stuck through her panties and the stockings. Her blouse was gapping between buttons and her nipples were showing bulges against the shinny material of her blouse.


"Now what was that about control?" I teased her. I spun the chair and touched her feet and ran my hands up her legs to her knees and thighs. I turned her again and rubbed her arms and face. I was standing behind her and I pretended I was going to open the front of her blouse.


"Don't you do it, Ron," she warned.


I ran my fingers down her neck and said, "See, she would have no control! She should just relax and submit herself to it."


When I reached the top button at her neck she said, "Ron you better not!"


But I did.


When the button opened her blouse spread wide giving me a beautiful view down her cleavage. I opened the next few buttons and spread her blouse open. For the first time in my life I had a clear view of my sister-in-law's beautiful tits through the sheer black bra.


"OK Ron, that's enough now. Untie me and let's stop this." Lori gasped.


"I thought you said she was always in control. She obviously couldn't fight her way out of this situation. Do you think she could TALK her way out?


Look at this picture and tell me how much control she had."


I turned Lori so that she could see the picture of another tied woman. Two guys were enjoying her, one feeling her cunt and tits and one had his dick in her mouth.


I couldn't control myself I had to touch her vulnerable body. I lay the palms of my hands on her tits, "How could she avoid this?" I asked feeling her wonderful breasts. Her big nipples were hard against the palms of my hands.


"You are not allowed to touch my breasts!" She almost moaned. I was so excited I thought my heart would burst or my dick would explode.


"Lori, she would have no options in a situation like this." I was still pretending that I was just showing her that control could be taken away from our fictions subject.


I boldly slid my hand into her bra and lifted one boob out of its confining cup. Oh my god; I felt her bare breast. I massaged it and pinched her nipple. This was wonderful. I slid my other hand down and touched her crotch. I could feel the stubble of her pubic hair sticking through the stockings.


"Please Sir, you must not touch between my legs." She meekly begged.


Sir? Was she playing along now? I pressed the raging bulge in my pants against her restrained head as I pinched her bare nipple and diddled her covered crotch.


"OH please stop Sir, I can't let you do these things to me!"


"You have NO choice, Madam!" I barked in my deepest villain voice.


Then I ran my hand down inside her hose and panties and slipped my fingers deep onto the crease between her legs. She began to respond with hunching actions against my hand all the while protesting and moaning that I must not be touching her private parts.


Her crotch got really wet and when I said, "Madam, I'm afraid you have no choice but to let me maul your exotic tits and manipulate between your legs." I worked my fingers, one at a time, into her warm moist pussy until I had all but my thumb in her cunt. I felt inside her wiggling my fingers and then I pressed my thumb against her clitoris. She exploded into a wrenching climax. Her breathing almost stopped completely, her cunt bathed my fingers in copious amounts of juice and her whole body jerked as I repeatedly rubbed my thumb against her clit and my fingers inside her cunt.


I spun her around and knelt between her splayed legs. I held her bare breasts in one hand and her covered one in the other and laid my face in her cleavage and I pressed her hot flesh to my cheeks. I pressed my throbbing prick against her crotch and she hunched against me. She was delicious and I was feeling more aroused that I can ever remember. As I licked and sucked her tits I shot off in my pants.


We pretended nothing had happened and as I pulled her bra over her wet breast I said, "She couldn't have gotten out of that situation, Lori." then I buttoned her blouse and finally I untied her and continued commenting on various situations we saw on the screen.


Lori never acknowledged that she had been exposed and we both pretended that our afternoon together was perfectly normal.


The next day Lori called me on my cell phone and told me that she was having some problems with her banking programs and needed my help. I jumped at the opportunity.


When I arrived Lori was wearing an extremely conservative business suit. The skirt was thigh length; she wore a heavy high neck white blouse under a long sleeve jacket buttoned all the way up. She looked sexy as hell because her chest is just too large to hide and her shiny stockings and high heels made her so feminine I was already getting hard.


We resolved her problems rather quickly and then I stood behind her and asked if she thought that type of "Business Suit" would keep a girl from loosing control.


She stood in front of me and defiantly replied, "Of course it would. People give off signals. If a woman looks and acts strong she will stay strong...and in control."


"What if an important client were to compliment her and caress her cheek and neck like this?" I asked as I caressed her cheeks and neck.


"Clients do stuff like that all the time, its no big deal," she said.


"What if one had more nefarious plans in mind and did THIS!" and I grabbed her collar and yanked the buttoned jacket it down her back pinning her arms to her sides.


She gasped and fought me but with her arms pinned she could do little more than squirm, she didn't jump away or kick, she just stood there and tried to pull away. I held the jacket and informed her that she was going to remain completely in my control. The jacket was under her breasts and I opened her blouse and barred her black slip. To my great surprise and joy she was not wearing a bra.


Lori again acted as if this was being done to someone else. She said something like, "Nobody would just stand there while a villain was restraining her like this. She would be fighting like an animal."


I was getting pretty turned on. As I talked I lightly caressed her silk covered boobs and her chest and face became very flushed. I unfastened the waistband of her skirt and let it fall to the floor. She cooperatively stepped out of it and she let me tie her ankles to the legs of the desk chair. I slid my hands up under her silk slip and felt her legs. Oh was this ever making me hard. My hands rubbed her smooth stocking covered legs. I slid blindly under her slip expecting pantyhose so when my fingers reached the top of her stockings and I felt warm bare flesh I almost came. I slowly let my fingers climb to her crotch and then lightly grazed her panties. As I felt and caressed her puffy pussy I realized that she had shaved her cunt...no more stubble.


Suddenly Lori resisted and she forced her knees together clamping my hand tightly restricting any movement. I brought some cord in my briefcase and I used it to tie around her knees. I made her sit down and I wrapped the cord around the arm of the desk chair and as I pulled the ropes slowly. I watched the rope bite into the soft flesh of her shapely leg and gradually pull her legs apart until she begged me to stop. I tied her legs apart.


Her full slip still hung down between her legs and kept her crotch covered. I stood up and removed my tie but this time I used it as a blindfold. I wanted her to feel real loss of control. After she was blindfolded I took the camera from my briefcase and took lots of pictures of my beautiful sister-in-law tied up for my pleasure.


I forced the front of her slip down exposing her big breasts and hard nipples. The pictures became as exciting as exposing her. I licked them until they got all slippery and shiny with my saliva. Then I bit and chewed them and enjoyed hearing her painful protests. I reached under her slip and touched her crotch. Moisture had begun to develop on her panties. She needed more and she humped my hand. I slid my finger into the leg hole and grazed her bare pussy, she moaned. This was nice but I wanted more. I lifted her slip and took pictures. Then I lowered my head until her hot covered cunt was right in front of my face. I blew on it and she moaned more and she tried to push her cunt towards me. I kissed the warm silk covering her sex. This was so erotic that I had to rub my face all over her crotch. Then I dropped down and licked her stocking covered knee. I nibbled my way up her thigh to her bare upper leg. I spent lots of time just lightly lapping the seam of her leg and her crotch with my hot tongue. Finally my hot mouth reached her panties, I licked lightly at first then harder and harder until my stiff tongue was pushing her silk panties between her cunt lips. I sucked her cunt through the panties until she was writhing and I was going nuts. Then I pulled her panties aside and I stuck my tongue into her cunt and I sucked her clit and she had a violent and wet climax.


I covered her cunt with the wet panties. She was still panting. I noisily unzipped my fly and took out my throbbing hard on and I touched the tip to Lori's nipple. I smeared some of my leaking lube on her tit. Then as I pressed my hard prick into the soft flesh of her flushed breast, I reached down felt her cunt through her transparent soaked panties.


I wanted to show her just how in control I was so I put my hand on the back of her head and pushed it down towards her chest, then I raised her big boob until her sticky nipple was touching her lips. "Lick it clean" I instructed. She resisted so I squeezed her cheeks until she opened her mouth and I forced her big tit in.


"Now do it!"


She did as I told her, tentatively at first, but as she licked her own tit she began to respond and to suck her own nipple. Amazing pictures. I had her stop and her boob popped out of her mouth all slick and clean. Again I put my dripping prick against that now swollen nipple and worked more of my spunk all over it. I pushed her tit back to her lips and she eagerly sucked. I lifted both of her heavy breasts to her face and had her pleasure them. I straddled her body and kept my dick between her breasts. I slid it between them and she sometimes licked the sensitive tip of my prick. I considered having her suck me but I decided that this was too soon. I reached down and pressed her clit and told her to suck her tits until she climaxed. It didn't take her long. She had spasms, which jerked her violently against her restraints, and I exploded between her hot tits.


I got a warm washcloth and cleaned up her slick boobs. I covered her beautiful breasts with her slip and buttoned her blouse and then I tended her crotch. I pulled her panties down her thighs and cleaned her sticky pussy with the warm washcloth. I dried the crotch of her panties as best as I could and pulled them back to cover her pretty pussy. I untied her and rubbed her legs where the rope caused welts. Still blindfolded, she stood up. I slid her skirt up her legs and adjusted her jacket; then I began to work on the computer. Lori finally removed my tie from her eyes and we finished the afternoon as if nothing had happened.


These encounters were never mentioned and our lives progressed for the next several months as if other people were involved...never even an embarrassed glance between us. However, I was masturbating daily thinking about those two erotic adventures. One afternoon while we were all at our pool I asked Lori if she was using her computer often and for the first time she blushed slightly.


"I use it every day but I take longer to get done than I did when you were there."


"Could you use some more intense instructions?"


"Oh I don't know if I am ready for anything more intense." She said.


Our spouses were right there listening to this totally unaware of the double meaning our conversation carried.


"I'll be there Thursday afternoon so you don't forget my last two lessons."


Lori squirmed uncomfortably and said that it wasn't necessary that she remembered everything.


I insisted and my wife said I shouldn't push. "If Lori wants you she will ask."


God if she just knew what that meant. Lori was flushed and her nipples got visibly hard. I doubt if our spouses noticed but I surely did.


"No Lori knows that more instruction is necessary and she MUST be ready for me." I said rather forcefully with my words and stern face directed at Lori.


"You are right, Sir." She said in mock obedience. "I will be ready for you."


Everyone else let that whole exchange just pass by unnoticed. I, however, couldn't get that conversation off my mind. I beat off several times a day just thinking about what Thursday afternoon held in store for me.


Wednesday evening I called Lori to remind her that we had an "Instruction" scheduled for the next day. I told her that I would be there at 9:00 AM and I expected that she would be ready for our class.


I arrived at her house early and I watched her husband and son leave for the day. I gave her until my scheduled 9:00 appointment and I rang the bell. Lori answered the door wearing a yellow dress. The hem was short and I could clearly see her nipples and panties through the sheer material. I asked her if she was ready for a more intense lesson. She said very boldly that I couldn't teach her anything that she didn't already know.


Lori was walking in front of me as we started up to her office. I had a great view up her legs to her ass. I stopped and said, "I believe that today we should hold class right here."


She turned her head and gave me a puzzled look and asked me what the hell I was talking about.


"Right here." I barked.


"Why? The computer is up there." She said pointing up the stairs.


"Listen to me," I said and I slapped her ass and grabbed her ankle. I removed my necktie and used it to tie Lori's right ankle to the metal railing support on the right side of the suspended staircase. I opened my briefcase and removed some cord. I tied Lori's other ankle to the other side of the stair.


"What are you are doing?" Her tone was very annoyed.


"I'm in control."


Lori was kneeling in front of me and I reached around and thoroughly enjoyed feeling the front of her dress. I pulled it off her boobs; it was like opening a present. Her position on the steps had her big tits hanging down. I grabbed them and I was not gentle as I rubbed her nipples against the rough carpet. I squeezed her big full breasts and I pulled and pinched her nipples until she screamed in pain.


I lifted her skirt up over her back and was pleased to see that she had on sheer panties. I slapped her ass until the flesh was red and hot and then I pulled her panties down. Her naked bottom was positively glowing and I felt it appropriate to blow on the beautiful beaten globes of her ass to cool her off. She responded by repeatedly puckering her rectum. Next I blew directly on it and she clinched her sphincter even more. Finally I could resist no more and I placed my tongue on her crotch between her cunt and her ass and I slowly drew it up until the tip was touching her tight ass hole. I slowly and wetly worked my tongue against that muscle until she began to moan and loosen ever so slightly. I reached up between her legs and continued mauling her hanging tits. I pointed my tongue more and then slowly began to press just the tip into her. She relaxed more and I worked my tongue in deeper until it was all the way up inside her beautiful butt. I had never done anything like this before and I was in a place I never knew existed. I loved the control.


I unzipped my pants and pulled out my throbbing dick. "What are you going to do?" She asked.


"Shut Up! You'll see." I replied.


I went back to her ass with my tongue until I thought I would explode so I stood up and took aim with my prick and buried it into her ass. I lay down on her back reached around and pinched her tits with one hand and her clit with the other. I slammed my dick into her ass until she climaxed violently and brought forth an ejaculation from my dick that will probably never be equaled.


I pulled out and took pictures of lovely Lori tied to the steps with her tits hanging down and her red ass sticking up and my spunk dripping down her legs from her rectum. I still beat off to these images daily.


I don't particularly love or even lust for my sister-in-law. In fact I'm not sure I ever liked her very much because she is such a bitch. Granted a beautiful one but a bitch nonetheless. She is in her early forties and I am in my mid fifties so we have little in common.


I have discovered that I do love controlling her amazing body and punishing her. Apparently she needs it too. I plan continue to control her and I hope that we never get caught.



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

On a Hot Summer Night


I was on the verge of tears as my car sputtered and wheezed on a seeming death roll into a small town in the middle of the vast emptiness, and nowhere, of southern New Mexico. Hell not even a town; more like a roadside rest area with a zip code. With just four street lights lining the main stretch through the center of "town", I saw only three buildings; thank God that one of them was a service station.


Willing my hemorrhaging vehicle with all my heart and soul to hold on just a few seconds longer, I managed to pull it off the road and into the service station parking lot where it then proceeded to die. I tried desperately to start it again, but it didn't even so much as stir. Pounding my forehead and fists on the steering wheel, I felt the tears begin to flow.


I dug into my purse and pulled out my cell phone only to find that I had no service. Naturally! And besides, who was I going to call anyway? My son was in Iraq on his second tour of duty while my philandering husband was on yet another one of his "business trips" to consult with a client. I wondered how long he'd been "consulting" this particular "client"; and how old she was. The last one was just nineteen; just a year older than our daughter.


Rapidly reaching the end of my emotional rope, I stepped out of my sweltering hot car in the hopes of finding a refreshing evening breeze. Not a chance! The air was completely still and dreadfully stale; and even though the sun had set over an hour ago, the stifling late August heat refused to relent. As I stood in that parking lot in nothing but a white pair of sandals and a lake blue colored strapless summer dress that smocked at the bust and fell into a ruffled hem to the middle of my calves, I felt like a beach-walking hooker. I still couldn't believe that I had let my daughter talk me into buying it; let alone into actually wearing it. But God love her, she had!


I had spent the last three days getting my daughter all settled into her dorm room at Arizona State University. Though Amanda had insisted that she didn't need my help, I ultimately pulled rank on her; not to mention a little bit of a guilt trip too. I still couldn't get over that my baby girl was eighteen years old and a freshman in college. Grumbling at first, Amanda finally came to appreciate having me with her and it turned out to be a wonderful girl's weekend getaway. Once we got her all moved in, we spent the remaining two days giving my American Express Gold Card a massive workout. And one of the purchases we made was the silly little summer dress I was then wearing. I'll never forget Amanda pressing it up against me, still on its hanger and virtually ordering me to try it on.


"Come on! It'll look so sexy on you, Mom." She had said.


"Sweetie, this is for a young woman with a beautiful figure." I told her. "In other words, it's for you."


"Mom, will you stop that! Good God, sometimes you talk as if you're ready for the retirement home. You're only forty-four. And you've got a fantastic body." She argued. "I mean, look at you!"


Amanda jerked me over in front of a full length mirror and stood behind me as she continued to hold the dress over the front of me.


"You're tall and slender; you got perfect olive skin, beautiful face, misty green eyes and all this long and gorgeous brown hair." She continued as she combed her sleek little hands through my shoulder blade length hair.


"Ohh, you're so sweet." I said as I blushed.


"You got great curves, long and sexy legs, a flat and firm tummy, sexy shoulders, big and perky boobs!" She continued.


"Amanda!" I snapped.


"Not to mention one of the most perfect, tight and sumptuous asses I've ever seen!" She went on.


"Okay, I think I get your point!" I shouted.


"That you're a beautiful, sexy woman that any man worth his salt would kill to get naked with?" Amanda said.


"Enough!" I roared and had just about everyone else in the store looking at us. "Alright, you win; I'll try it on."


"Thank you!" Amanda declared triumphantly.


"My daughter, the Madam." I jabbed as I headed toward the dressing room.


"My mother the MILF." Amanda called after me.


"What's a MILF?" I asked.


"Mother I'd like to Fuck!" Amanda replied with a grin.


"Amanda!" I gasped in shock.


"Becky!" She gasped back in a mocking tone and then giggled.


I shot her a stern scowl and shook my finger at her before practically storming into the dressing room and slamming the door.


"Daddy's gonna go tell it on the mountain when he sees you in it." I heard her call after me and I felt as though I'd been kicked in the stomach.


Neither Amanda nor Nick, my twenty-three year old son, had any clue of their father's incessant philandering; and I wanted to keep it that way for as long as I possibly could. Don't ask me why.


Needless to say, I went ahead and bought the damn thing. Now I could lie and say it was because I just wanted Amanda off my back, but the truth is; I was extremely impressed with how nice it looked on me, even for a woman of nearly six-foot-one. As I studied myself in the mirror in the dressing room, I felt very feminine, attractive and desirable for the first time in God knows how long. Of course, whether I'd actually wear it in public remained to be seen; I highly doubted it. But as you can clearly tell, my baby girl has not only a remarkable way with words, but is also highly skilled in the art of manipulative persuasion. And it's because of that that I now stood in the deserted parking lot of a small, rundown old service station in the middle of the vast emptiness of the New Mexico desert after dark with nothing but a thin cotton summer dress covering me. And what was worse; I was "going commando". I was already without a bra when I slipped it on that morning and my daughter somehow managed to talk me into not wearing underwear either. Talk about a mid-life crisis.


Except for the four street lamps lining the road through "town", all around me was total blackness; there was not a moon out tonight or even any stars. I could see tiny scattered lights in the distance which I assumed to be homes, but they were miles away across the vast valley floor; and it was deathly quiet. Just then I heard the sound of an air conditioning unit kicking on and it was very close by. Turning back toward the ancient gas and service station, I noticed a faint light coming through the dusty windows of the bay doors of the garage. Was it open? Glancing at my watch, I found that it was just after nine; probably not. But what the hell! I've got to do something.


Retrieving my purse from off the passenger seat, I shook out my somewhat disheveled hair that was sticking to the sweaty skin of my bare back and shoulders then strode hurriedly across the parking lot toward the garage doors. The place was clearly a relic; a classic, all-American, Route 66 type service station with full service gas pumps, free air and water dispenser, a filthy little glassed-in front office that no doubt reeked of sixty years worth of stale cigarette smoke and the infamous, utterly rancid tiny restrooms with the sky blue tiling. There was a war-torn old tow truck parked on the far side of the garage that looked to be as old as the station itself. As I passed under the canopy over the gas pumps, I heard country music coming from inside the garage; I also noticed that one of the bay doors was raised halfway.


Arriving at the half open door, I peered into the garage and was instantly hit with the infamous odors of a service garage: gasoline, tire rubber, burnt motor oil and as I had surmised, stale cigarette smoke. Taking a deep breath, I slipped under the door and was hit with a blast of semi-cool air that was blowing from the huge floor fan in the corner of the shop. I slowly rounded the rear of a beat up old clunker that was parked in the first bay and moved up cautiously between it and a mid 1970s model Ford pick-up truck that was parked in the second bay. Practically tiptoeing now, I heard the sound of a socket wrench cranking beneath the raised hood of the pick-up truck.


"Hello." I called out.


Instantly, a young woman sprang out from under the hood of the truck, clearly startled out of her wits and holding a socket wrench in her hand.


"Jesus Christ!" She roared.


"I'm sorry." I said; equally startled. "I didn't mean to scare you."


The young woman exhaled a deep, relaxing breath and wiped her forehead with the back of her filthy hand. As hard as my heart was pounding, I could only imagine what hers must be doing.


"You shouldn't sneak up on people like that." She snapped. "Especially after closing time. How'd you get in here anyway?"


"The bay door was open." I told her.


"What time is it?" She asked.


"It's just after nine." I replied, glancing again at my watch.


"We closed at seven. Sorry. Come back tomorrow." She growled.


"Look, I really hate bothering you like this, but it's an emergency. I'm in a terrible jam. My car died on me just as I was coming into town. I just dropped my daughter off at college and I'm on my way home. My son is overseas, my husband is on a business trip, my daughter is clear back in Arizona and I'm still hundreds of miles from home in Texas. And there is no cell phone service out here apparently." I explained.


The young woman whistled as she pulled a filthy rag from the back pocket and wiped her sweaty forehead.


"Sounds like you're having a pretty tough day." She said matter-of-factly.


"You have no idea." I replied.


"Where's your car now?" She asked.


"It's right out here in the parking lot." I told her. "I managed to get it pulled in here before it died."


"Well, let's have a look-see then." She said.


"Oh thank you so much." I said; trying desperately to keep from bursting into tears.


Stepping over to the utility sink behind her, the young woman ran her hands under the faucet, scrubbed them with the heavy duty, orange scented soap and then dried them with a blue rag out of the wall mounted dispenser. Now in better light, I was able to get my first good look at her. Dressed in a grimy pair of raggedy denim overalls with a men's wife-beater undershirt on underneath them, my eyes were instantly drawn to her broad and muscle clad arms and shoulders. Though they were not quite bodybuilder caliber, they were still very impressive; exquisitely defined and bulging, accentuated by a couple of rather elaborate tattoos.


Bent over the sink to wash her hands, I couldn't help but here Amanda's words flash through my mind. "One of the most perfect, tight and sumptuous asses I've ever seen." Yep, this young woman's ass was just that. Standing up straight to dry her hands, I could clearly see that though she was clad with muscles, she also had a full set of lovely feminine curves. There was also a long ponytail of dark auburn hair hanging down from under the ball cap on her head. Though she was not nearly as tall as I; probably five-foot-six at the most, she appeared to have long and shapely female legs nonetheless. Grabbing a flashlight off her cluttered workbench and then turning toward me, I got a clear view of her face; it was small and round with an adorable button nose, a cute little mouth and deeply embedded eyes. As she came closer, I could see a small speckling of light freckles on her pale cheeks as well as on her impressive cleavage. She had a surprisingly bountiful bust, which is rather unusual for a woman so muscular. Her stomach was flat and her waist was trim.


"Anything for a lovely lady." She said with a smile.


"Thank you. I'm Becky by the way." I said.


"Sydney." She replied. "But everyone just calls me Syd."


I led her out of the garage and over to my car. Popping the hood, Syd had me try to start it while she studied the engine. This time the car wheezed, coughed and sputtered, but wouldn't turn over. Syd called for me to stop and I jumped out of the driver's seat and came around the front to stand beside her.


"Can you tell what's wrong?" I asked.


"Not sure yet." She said and was quiet for a moment. "So, you say you just dropped your daughter off at college?"


"That's right."


"I wouldn't have guessed you old enough to have a daughter in college."


"That's about the nicest thing anybody has said to me all day." I said; quite touched. "And she's my youngest to boot. My son is twenty-three."


"Twenty-three?" She said; sounding shocked. "How old are you?"


"Ah, is this how you question all of your customers about their vehicle problems?


"No! Now answer my question."


I had to admit that I found her bluntness rather charming. It is so hard to find a person who is so forthright and direct anymore.


"I'm forty-four."


"Amazing."


"And how old might you be, my dear?"


"Twenty-six."


"And you're a mechanic?"


"No, I'm a movie star. Don't you recognize me? I'm just doing this as research for an upcoming role."


"And a smart ass too?"


"Hey, everybody loves some ass; even if it's a smart ass."


"Actually I think that's everybody loves some ass, but nobody loves a smart ass."


"What? You don't love me?"


"Honey, right now, if you can get my car fixed, I'll marry you."


"Careful; I might just hold you to that." She said and paused. "But I'm afraid I can't fix your car."


"Why not?"


"Because it ain't fixable."


"What do you mean?"


"Your engine's thrown a rod. That means its history! Dead! Gone! The only fix to this car is to buy a new one."


"Oh God."


That was the straw that broke the Camel's back apparently; or snapped my emotional rope, for the next thing I knew I had buried my face in my hands and was sobbing.


"Hey? Hey, what's this? What's this? Hey, Becky..." Syd said with concern in her voice.


I felt one of those powerful, muscle clad arms slide around my shoulders and could smell the grime, gas and oil on her, but I didn't care. I turned into her and buried my face on to her broad, muscled shoulder and threw my arms around her. Syd was obviously a tad surprised at my complete breakdown on her and was hesitant at first, but I ultimately felt her powerful arms slide around me as I wept piteously on her shoulder.


"It's gonna be okay, you know. After all it's just a car." She said trying to be comforting.


"I'm sorry. I'm sorry." I sobbed. "This just hasn't been my day."


"Apparently not." She whispered and I felt her grip around me tighten as I continued to sob. "My God. There times I'd give my soul to be able to cry like this."


"Oh, I hate it!" I sobbed.


"You wouldn't if you couldn't do it anymore." Syd replied solemnly. "Believe me."


Syd held me contentedly for another minute or two and then gradually released me as I pulled myself together. Syd cupped her fingers under my chin and lifted my head and I looked into a compassionate; not to mention beautiful pair of stunning icy blue eyes.


"This isn't about the car, is it?" She stated.


"No."


"Then what?"


"Let's see: My son is on his second tour of duty in Iraq and I haven't seen him in nearly two years; haven't heard from him in nearly five months, so I don't even know for sure if he's alive or dead or wounded or what."


"Oh Becky...I'm sure he's fine."


"My husband is cheating on me; has been for at least the last five years. He goes off on his "business trips" to "consult with clients"; only problem is his clients are girls young enough to be his daughter and the only consulting he does depends on how many times a night he can get it up."


"A man has a gorgeous woman like you at home and he's fucking other women? Hell, George W. Bush wasn't even that stupid." Syd said.


"Then this morning, I left my baby girl at college. She was so excited. She's all grown up. My God Syd, where the hell has my life gone?" I said and started sobbing again.


Syd took me in her arms again and held me. It was so bizarre; I didn't even know this girl, yet I felt completely comfortable and safe with her. Of course in my emotional state, I would have probably felt comfortable and safe with Jack the Ripper. Syd let me cry on her shoulder, held me snuggly against her rock hard, powerful body and I sensed an almost maternal warmth emanating from her; rather peculiar considering I was technically old enough to be her mother. At last I cried it all out and Syd slowly released me.


"Feel better?" She asked with a soft smile.


"Not really. Probably feel better than I look though."


"You look beautiful."


"You are so sweet; reminds me of Amanda."


"That your daughter?"


"Yeah."


"She as pretty as her mother?"


"She's eighteen."


"I didn't ask you how old she was. I asked you if she was as pretty as you."


I scoffed slightly and dug into my purse for my wallet.


"You are a blunt little thing, aren't you?"


"Among other things."


Pulling my wallet from my purse, I opened it, took out Amanda's high school graduation picture and handed it to Syd.


"So, this is her?"


"That's my baby girl."


Syd studied the picture carefully, letting her eyes shoot back and forth between it and me.


"Nope!" Syd said as she handed the picture back.


"Nope? What do you mean, nope?" I asked; feeling a flush of defensive anger.


"She isn't as pretty as her mother." Syd stated matter-of-factly.


"I'm not exactly sure how to take that." I said as I returned the picture to my wallet and my wallet to my purse.


"As a complement." She said. "A woman fulfilled is always more beautiful. She's not completely fulfilled yet."


"As if I am." I mumbled then cleared my throat. "So, do you know of a good four star hotel in town?"


"We don't even have a hotel in this town." Syd replied.


"Figures." I said as I rubbed my face. "God, I must look a fright."


"Listen, why don't you come on back inside? I've got my little apartment loft over the garage. There's a clean bathroom up there; you could freshen up a bit if you want to and then we can figure out what to do next." Syd suggested.


"Oh Syd, I don't want to be any trouble."


"You've already been that; now come on. Besides, what the hell else are you gonna do?"


"Good point."


Syd slammed the hood and then led me back into the garage; the night was still mercilessly hot, dry and stale. Syd directed me into the small store room on the far side of the garage where there was a wooden ladder leading up through an attic door in the ceiling.


"You live here?" I asked.


"Yeah."


"Above the garage?"


"Why not? After all, it's my garage."


"Yours?"


"It's been in my family for generations; all the way back to my great grandfather who opened it when he came back from France after the First World War. After he died, my grandfather took it, then my father and now me." Syd told me.


"Where is your father?" I asked.


"He's dead. Died a couple of years ago." Syd said matter-of-factly.


"Oh, I'm so sorry."


"I'm not."


"Well, what about your mother?"


"She died five years ago."


"Oh honey..." I gasped. "Do you have any brothers or sisters? Uncles or aunts? Husband? Boyfriend? Children? Anybody?"


"Nope. I'm the last of the line. When I die, so will this place."


"Surely you'll have a family and children of your own soon."


"Ah, do you think maybe we could give up on the game of twenty questions?" Syd snapped.


"I'm sorry."


"No biggie. Listen, I got a couple of things to finish up down here, so why don't you just go on up. It should be at least fairly cool up there. Like I said, there's a bathroom if you wanna freshen up; there's also some bottled water in the fridge if you're thirsty."


I studied Syd for a long moment and couldn't help but smile. I don't know if it was her blunt, straightforward approach to life or her sarcastic attitude or just her genuine goodness; I liked her. She was also very pretty; and I knew instinctively that she was the type of girl who didn't realize it, know or even care about it. Without even thinking or hesitation, I stepped over and kissed her on the cheek.


"Thank you, Sydney." I told her.


"Syd." She growled.


"No. Sydney. It's a beautiful name for a beautiful girl."


"Whatever." She scoffed and sauntered away. "I'll be up in a few."


"Okay." I called as I wrestled my dress up about my knees and climbed the ladder.


"And you're welcome." Sydney said as she disappeared into the shop.


Sydney's loft nearly knocked the wind out of me for it was one hundred percent female; "girly" I guess is the better term. There was an enchanting Victorian style twin bed covered with pink sheets and a soft lavender comforter folded neatly at the foot with fluffed pillows and a herd of stuffed animals lining the cast iron white headboard. There was a hope chest at the foot of the bed, a set of matching bedside tables, each with an antique lamp atop it and a chest of drawers with an attached mirror. There was a lovely Native American throw rug in the center of the room between the bed and the dresser, a sitting area under the window with a loveseat and a tiny kitchenette area in the corner with three cabinets, a mini-fridge and microwave. There was also a small kitchen table with two chairs along the opposite wall, right next to the small entertainment center. I couldn't help but get a lump in my throat for Sydney's loft reminded me so much of Amanda's new dorm room.


Stepping into the small bathroom, my nostrils were flooded with a heavenly scent of fresh cinnamon potpourri; and it, just like the bedroom, was all female. I washed my face and hands in cool water then applied some mascara, eyeliner, lipstick, powder base and rouge. Borrowing some of Sydney's toothpaste, I "fingered" my teeth and even flossed them before running a brush through my long hair and spraying on some fresh perfume. Giving myself a quick once over in the mirror, I shrugged sheepishly and then exited the bathroom. I then spotted a few picture frames on one of the bedside tables, so I sauntered over, sat on the edge of the bed and picked one up just as Sydney came up the ladder.


"Honey, I'm home." She said playfully.


"How was your day, dear?" I replied playing along.


Sydney kicked off her boots and slipped off her socks by the ladder as we played Ward and June.


"Very interesting; had this really pretty lady wander into the shop tonight with a blown engine rod."


"Oh no!" I gasped. "The poor thing."


"Boy, you sure clean up good." Sydney said as she studied me and whistled.


"Oh...Thank you." I said and blushed. "And I just love your loft, Sydney."


"Not exactly what you were expecting is it?"


"Honestly...No."


"Well, I'm glad you like it." Sydney said.


"I do."


"That's my Mom by the way; the picture you're holding." Sydney said as she came over and sat beside me on the bed.


"Kind of thought so." I said. "And what about these others?"


"That's my Dad there; those are my grandparents there and that one there is my great grandfather just after he opened this place in 1919. And that goofy little thing there is me when I was four." Sydney said as she pointed each picture out to me.


I set the picture of her mother down and picked up the one of a young and adorable little Sydney.


"This is you?" I said excitedly.


"Yep, that's me." She replied sheepishly. "Goofy looking, wasn't I?"


"You were precious." I snapped. "So cute; my God. Look at all those freckles you had."


"Yeah, I guess I was kinda cute." Sydney finally admitted.


"And you still are. Quite a bit buffer and leaner, but still very cute." I said as I set the picture down.


"You like cute, buff and lean girls, Becky?" Sydney asked.


"Yes I do, as a matter of fact." I replied as I smiled at her.


"Good." Sydney said as she removed her hat and tossed it on the floor; her long and thick auburn hair was glossy from sweat, but oh so beautiful.


Instantly, Sydney firmly took my head in both her hands and crushed her mouth to mine; her tongue literally burrowing its way through my lips as her mouth sealed over mine. My body went totally rigid; every muscle seized and I strained desperately to pull out, but Sydney's grip on my head was powerful. And as freaked as I was about what was happening just then, there was a part of me that was thrilled. It had been so long since I'd known the intimate touch of a lover's kiss; the wondrous feel of their hands on my body, and most of all, the feeling that somebody actually desired me.


I managed to break free from Sydney's hungry mouth and struggled against the grip of her hands on my head.


"Sydney, what are you doing?" I gasped; my breathing was quite labored and my heart was pounding. "We can't do this!"


"Why not?" Sydney hissed and took my mouth again; and again I pushed away.


"Sydney, this isn't right...I mean, I... Oh God!" I tried desperately to reason, but Sydney then started licking and suckling deeply on my chin, jaw line and finally down to my neck, where she really dug in. "No!...No, this isn't...OOHHH...No! No, I'm old enough to be your...MMMMM....And plus, we're both...Oh my God, baby!" I moaned as Sydney continued feasting on my neck with that incredibly talented mouth and tongue.


I was fast being consumed by burning passion; a kind I'd never before encountered.


"Becky? Does this feel good?" Sydney hissed as she ran her tongue up my neck and over my chin.


"Oh God, yes." I moaned in sheer ecstasy and euphoria.


"Then why don't you just shut up and enjoy it. There's a lot more where this came from." Sydney whispered.


"Oh God!" I hissed and took her mouth passionately.


I practically leapt into Sydney's lap as our mouths seared together and I felt those big, muscle bound arms of hers wrap around me. Though I'd never been with a woman before or ever really considered it, Sydney had captured me in a way I hadn't been in many years; possibly ever. Just having another person so hungry and passionate for the want and desire of me nearly brought me to tears; not to mention the feel of a young, powerful and buxom body against me and all around me was wondrous. You don't realize just how important passionate physical contact and intimate physical affection are until you don't get them for a long time; or worse yet, when you lose them from the person who swore to love, honor and cherish you until death do you part.


As our mouths made love to each other and as Sydney cradled my long body in her arms, nothing else at that moment mattered at all. I didn't care that she was another woman and I didn't care that she was young enough to be my daughter. All I cared about was that she desperately wanted to love me; so I was damn well gonna let her. I wanted it! I needed it!


Pushing me down on my back, Sydney pinned my arms down on the soft mattress as she continued ravaging my mouth with her own. Her lips were soft and sweet; her mouth was a cauldron of passionate heat and very possessive. Sydney was a sensational kisser; better than any man I'd ever kissed. Pressing her body down against mine as that ravenous mouth lathered my neck with suckling kisses, luxurious licks and sensual nips, my eyes were spinning as the passion consumed me. Sydney then snatched the hem smocked hem of my dress just above my breasts in her teeth, tugged it upward as she growled like a feral beast and then released it. Rolling off and up onto her knees, Sydney slipped my sandals off then took the bottom hem of my dress in her hands and lifted it up as she slowly spread my legs. My body tingled with intense eroticism and quivers of unbridled desire shot up my spine as Sydney pushed my dress up to my waist, sensually licking, kissing and caressing the soft skin of my long legs. I lifted my hips so Sydney could push my dress past my waist and up to my breasts; but she didn't stop there.


"Sit up." She whispered. "I want to see all of this gorgeous body right now!"


I sat up, lifting my arms up over my head and Sydney pulled my dress completely off. Tossing it on the floor, she pushed me down on my back again and let her hands glide slowly and sensually up my body from my waist to my shoulders; I felt those icy blue eyes literally devouring my nudity.


"So beautiful." She whispered.


That statement moved me like nothing ever had and I was suddenly caught between wanting to smile and wanting to cry. But before I could speak, Sydney took my mouth in another hot kiss as I cupped her face it my hands; it was so soft. Sydney licked and kissed her way down my chin and neck to my breasts where she snatched my right nipple into her mouth. I sucked in a deep, hissing gasp as Sydney suckled me; I could feel my nipple gorging and on the verge of popping in the warmth and wetness of her gifted mouth. Sensually molding my left breast as she pleasured my right, Sydney then drug her tongue in a long, sensual lick from my right nipple, down the slope, through the valley and up the left where she snatched my other nipple just as hungrily as she had the first.


Continuing her descent now, I lifted my widely spread legs to accommodate Sydney's still fully clothed body as she slid down on the mattress, suckling and savoring the skin of my belly. Those powerful hands cupped the backs of my thighs, spreading my legs wider, bending them at the knees and pushing them into a v-shape as she kissed the creamy flesh of my inner thighs, slowly working down to my sex. Sydney exhaled a deep breath of warm air directly onto my pulsing sex and inhaled deeply of my scent.


"Oh Becky, you have such a beautiful pussy." Sydney hissed. "So ripe and alive. And so fucking wet too."


Sydney gave me a long, lavish lick with the full flat of her tongue all the way from my sphincter to the hood of my clit and I nearly bucked off the bed as the erotic stimulation coursed like current all through me. With that, Sydney let my legs fall to the mattress and she dove into me, slurping, licking and sucking on my most delicate flesh.


"God, you're drenched baby!" She said with a mouthful of my puffy folds. "So fucking hot!"


Sydney tugged and sucked my folds into her mouth as my eyes spun frantically in their sockets. I had never experienced such intense oral pleasure. Sydney snapped her lips over the hood of my clit, sucking it vigorously and battered it with her tongue as she teased the surface of my slit with her finger; dousing it in my arousal and then slid it inside me. I sucked in another deep gasp as Sydney pumped her finger deep within me and sucked my meaty lips into her mouth. My heart was on the verge of explosion and I pawed desperately at the sheets. Suddenly, Sydney released me and sprang up on her knees between my legs. Taking my hand, she placed it on my spasming vulva; I don't think I'd ever felt myself being more aroused in my entire life.


"Pleasure yourself for me, Becky. Let me watch you while I get naked. It's fucking hot in here." Sydney ordered.


In the near twenty-four years of my marriage, I had never pleasured myself in front of my husband. In truth, I'd never pleasured myself in front of anyone in my life; I had a hard enough time doing it when I was alone. But Sydney had me so hot that I happily complied, and had the added bonus of watching Sydney strip at the same time. She stood up on the mattress and didn't waste any time; virtually ripping her clothes from her body and within seconds, I was staring up at one of the most magnificent specimens of physical womanhood that I had ever seen. Those broad, powerful shoulders and arms; all clad with sexy bulging muscles. Then there was that pristine torso and waistline, the surprisingly bountiful and sinfully sexy breasts and that flat, muscle ripped abdomen; exquisitely defined six pack! And those legs; masterfully sculpted and shapely works of art.


Sydney undid her ponytail and shook out her gorgeous auburn hair so erotically that I quivered with desire to the very core as she stared so intensely down at me; her eyes burning with raw lust and unbridled passion.


"Oh God, that is so fucking sexy." She hissed as she watched me pleasure myself. "My turn now!"


Instantly, Sydney dropped to her knees, down on her belly and snatched my sex rapaciously into her mouth again. Her attack was so forceful and sudden that my back arched into a virtual horseshoe as I sucked in another deep, gasping breath.


"Oh my God!" I gasped. "Oh Fuck!"


Sydney growled and grunted as she devoured me, shaking her head from side to side with her mouth full of my pussy. My arms flailed aimlessly; erratically clutching the sheets, digging into Sydney's hair, seizing and teasing my breasts, grabbing the pillow and then the cast iron of the headboard. Suddenly, Sydney rose up on her knees, grabbed my legs and roughly flipped me over onto my stomach and wrestled me up onto all fours. There is something so incredibly sexy and arousing about an older woman being completely dominated by a younger woman; particularly if the older woman is physically larger. Positioning herself directly behind me and spreading my legs, Sydney jammed a finger deep inside me and began pumping furiously as her tongue plunged into the crack of my ass. Dropping down on my elbows, Sydney suddenly jammed a second finger inside me, increasing her velocity, while her tongue lathered my sphincter. My fists clutched the cast iron of the headboard as wails of unbridled and unprecedented ecstasy poured out of my mouth. I felt Sydney's tongue press through my puckered rosebud and she was now tongue-fucking my ass while she finger-fucked my pussy.


Sydney's tongue seemed to sink deeper and deeper into my bowels with every stroke and her feral growls only seemed to become more wanton; of course, I could barely hear them over my own orgasmic screams. Finally the orgasm smashed over me like a tidal wave and my body literally seized and collapsed on the mattress; my heart had never pounded so hard and I was gasping desperately for air as Sydney finally relented.


"Oh God! Oh God! Oh baby!" I moaned into the pillow.


Sydney was kissing her way up the line of my back, crawling up over me like a stalking lioness and gliding her hands over my sweaty flesh. As she came to my neck, I rolled over and snatched her; throwing my arms around her shoulders and locking my legs around her waist as our mouths scorched together in another greedy, wanton kiss. I rolled us over and pinned Sydney's seething, sweaty body beneath me as those muscled arms and powerful legs locked around me. I squirmed down her body, dragging my tongue down Sydney's amazingly soft skin, pelting her with gentle kisses and savoring licks until I reached her bountiful breasts and took one of her nipples in my mouth. Just as she had done me, I suckled and savored each of Sydney's throbbing nipples in turn, molding the supple flesh of her breasts in my long fingers.


Sydney spread her legs wide and I slipped my body between, kissing her silky inner thighs, teasing the skin with the tip of my tongue, dragging it ever so sensually down to her beautiful little pussy; and it was SO beautiful. The heat trickling out of her young body was intense; she was saturated, swollen and the musky scent of her arousal flooded my nostrils. With no previous pussy eating experience, I decided to do a little teasing. I swirled the tip of my tongue around her hood and down the surface of her engorged inner labia. Sydney jerked and I pelted her pussy with soft, savoring kisses. Suddenly, she snatched a handful of my sweaty hair and rolled me out from between her legs and onto my back.


"Why you dirty old tease you!" She hissed and smiled deviously. "You asked for it, and now you're gonna get it."


Sydney sprang off the bed and opened the drawer of the bedside table. I didn't really know what to expect, but I was so aroused that I didn't really care. Gently playing with myself, I observed Sydney remove a big, thick strap-on from within the drawer and slipped it securely around her slim waist. I should have been apprehensive and freaked, but by now my mind was drowning in a deep ocean of euphoric lust and was completely fogged with carnal passion. Watching Sydney lubricate the massive cock, I felt my body turning almost of its own volition toward her; my legs wide open and my pussy aching.


Sydney slid back onto the bed on her knees and spread me open like a pair of scissors. Resting on my right elbow and laying partially on my right side, Sydney draped my left leg over her shoulder at the knee and teasingly brushed the head of the cock over my pulsing folds and quivering slit.


"Oh yeah!" I hissed.


Sydney grinned mischievously as she slowly guided the head of her cock inside me, swirled it around and pulled it out again.


"Tease me, will ya?" She hissed. "You wanna get fucked?"


"Oh yeah! Fuck me!" I growled.


With that, Sydney stabbed the massive cock deep inside me; practically sheering me in half as she impaled me. My eyes nearly popped out of my head as my entire body seized with the violation. Clutching my leg thrown over her shoulder, Sydney pumped her cock in and out of me; the cast iron headboard thumping against the wall with each of Sydney's deep pelvic thrusts.


"Oh yeah! Oh God! Oh Sydney! Oh yeah, baby! Fuck me with that cock! Oh yeah!!" I moaned as Sydney fucked me.


My moaning and screaming only fueled Sydney's passion and she dramatically increased the velocity of her thrusts; pounding her cock furiously, deeper and deeper inside me; growling like a wild animal. Sweat was racing down her seething body, sprinkling onto my stomach and breasts as she fucked me. Pumping with unbelievable vigor and speed, the searing pleasure nearly splitting me in half, Sydney suddenly stabbed me hard and deep as I collapsed on my back, arching it toward the ceiling as my howls echoed off of it. My left leg slid off her shoulder and joined my right in locking around her waist as Sydney toppled down atop me; her beautiful breasts mashing themselves against mine while her cock was still buried deep inside me. Both of us were gasping for air and I could feel Sydney's heart literally thudding against my chest as I held her against me; digging my fingernails deep into the skin of her muscled back.


Sydney regained her composure quickly and was soon lathering my neck with licks and suckling kisses as she sensually burrowed the cock around inside me.


"Do all your customers get this kind of service?" I asked.


"No!" Sydney said as she suddenly rose up and looked directly into my eyes. "Only beautiful, sexy women named Becky who show up after closing on a hot summer night."


With that, Sydney braced herself up on her muscled arms and resumed her feverous pelvic thrusts; pounding that cock with a unrelenting and merciless rhythm deep into me. Suddenly, Sydney's hands went around my throat as she stabbed that cock ever faster and deeper inside me. My hands groped desperately at the sheets and at the headboard, my screams were reaching octaves higher than I ever thought humanly possible.


"Oh yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! Yeah! OHHHHHHHHH YEAH, BABY! OHHHHHH, YOU'RE IN SO DEEP! FUCKING ME SO HARD!!" I roared.


Whatever cool air might have been filtering into the room earlier had long since vanished. The air was stale, stifling hot and inundated with the forbidden odors of passion! Sydney and I were both so saturated with sex, sweat and tears that we might as well have been swimming. Our bodies were slick; glistening in the dim light of the room and our hair was completely waterlogged and the long locks were sticking to our sweaty skin. The sheets and mattress too, were soaked clear to the box springs.


Sydney pummeled me with such vigor and wanton desire that despite the indescribable pleasure and intense erotica, I couldn't help but be deeply moved. It had been so long since someone had made love to me with such overwhelming passion. In truth, it had never happened.


At last, Sydney again collapsed in an exhausted pile of sexy feminine muscle on top of me and I held her close; grazing my fingers over her sweaty back and reveling in the enticing muscularity. She rested for only a few moments and we kissed softly; then she suddenly sprung up and turned me over onto all fours. I just couldn't get over her amazing stamina. Sydney positioned herself directly behind me, spread my legs, slipped in between them and impaled me once more, holding me by the hips and digging her fingernails into my skin as she pummeled me. The headboard was slamming against the wall as my orgasmic howls bounced off them simultaneously.


Finally, Sydney slipped out from inside me and fell over backwards onto the mattress as my arms and knees gave out and I collapsed on my stomach. Both of us were gasping and trembling with exhaustion and passion; it was so unbelievably hot in her loft now! As the intensity of the passion slowly passed, I managed to push myself up and crawl around to where Sydney was sprawled out on the soaking wet sheets. Stalking up over her sweat drenched body, I kissed her softly on the lips and suckled her tongue. I then reached down, unhooked the strap-on and slipped it off of her.


"What do you say, I take this off of you." I said. "I like it, yes; but I like you much better."


I let the strap-on slide off the bed and then I snuggled down beside Sydney; entwining in a seething, sweaty web of long legs and muscled arms, the two of us just gazed deeply into each other's eyes as we softly caressed each other's bodies and suckled each other's lips.


Slowly, the air in the loft cooled and Sydney gathered me up possessively; tenderly in her arms and kissed me so deeply that I could actually taste the girl's soul. I fell asleep in her arms and had never felt more loved and safe.


~~~


I awoke to the sound of a car engine starting in the garage below. Daylight was pouring into the window of the loft; the air was cool, but still smelled of wondrous sex. I roused myself out of Sydney's bed and wrapped my very sticky naked body up in the sheet as I virtually floated across the room and down the ladder. It never occurred to me that the service station was open or there might be customers on the premises.


Stepping off the ladder, I found my car was parked in the second bay and it was running like new. The engine shut off and Sydney emerged from the driver's side in nothing but her grimy overalls.


"Morning, sexy." She said.


"Morning." I replied. "I thought you told me that there was no fix to it."


"I lied."


"You lied?"


"Yep." She said as she shut the hood and turned to face me.


"Why?"


"How else was I gonna get you to stay?"


"What?"


"Becky, from the moment I first saw you, I knew I wanted you more than I'd ever wanted anyone. You're only about the sexiest woman I've ever seen."


"Oh."


"Are you mad at me?"


"Mad at you? Well, let's see: You lied to me and took advantage of my emotional despair in order to have sex with me. Yeah, I suppose I'd be furious with you were it not for the fact that you made me feel more loved and desired than anyone else ever has or probably ever will." I told her.


"So you're not mad?"


"Actually, I'm a little embarrassed."


"Embarrassed?"


"In my haste out of bed this morning, I seem to have misplaced my wallet. So I'm afraid I have no way to pay you for repairing my car."


"Becky, you don't ..." Sydney began.


"So would you take this instead?"


I dropped the sheet and displayed my naked body to her right there in the garage.


"Oh, I think we can work something out." She replied with a beaming grin.


The service station never opened that day, for young Sydney was far too busy, and far too naked "consulting her client" to provide anyone else with adequate service. Sydney and I fucked like wild savages all day and well into the night in every nook, cranny and position imaginable. Talk about a service station.


I finally got back on the road the following morning and no sooner did I cross the Texas State Line, did my phone inform me that I had nearly fifteen voicemail messages; all of which were from my frantically worried baby girl. I called her back, assured her I was fine and told her that I had experienced car trouble in some tiny town with no cell service and was stranded there for a couple days while the mechanic made some rather extensive repairs on the old girl. Boy, did she ever!


No sooner did I hang up with Amanda, I called my lawyer, who is also my cousin; instructing her to get busy writing up divorce papers.


"Bout fucking time!" She declared and we shared a laugh.


About half an hour later, my phone rang again and it was Amanda; frantic, for she had left her precious CD collection in the trunk of my car. I told her that I would send them via FedEx overnight as soon as I got home and that seemed to calm her.


Yet no sooner did I hang up the phone did I pull a sharp U-turn and headed back toward the Land of Enchantment with the reasoning that I would return my daughter's CD collection to her personally. But it truth, it was really for another round of hot, wild and sweaty sex with a beautiful young mechanic on yet another hot summer night!


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

My Dirty Diary


I get really turned on by shocking and surprising men; I love to make them feel good. This is a real extract from my Dirty Diary.


To help you get the image right....I was 25 at the time, I am a tall, slim blonde with medium sized tits and a large round ass, I lived with my boyfriend at the time and he thought I was at work....


*


Dear Dirty Diary


I have been a very naughty girl!


Three months ago we had a girl's night out and bumped into a colleague, Martin, who was in the bar with his brother and nephews. The nephews pounced on us ladies instantly but as they stood mumbling in my ear about how beautiful I was, I fixed my eyes on their father, the much older brother of my colleague.


He was drinking his beer and looking the other way, uncomfortable watching his sons chase their prey. He caught my eye and smiled but quickly turned away. I could see that he wasn't even going to attempt to talk to me. I studied him, he was very tall, grey hair, a bit of a belly on him, dressed smartly in a suit, and I guessed he was about 55. My friends and I made our excuses and left as it was already quite late.


The following Monday when I went to work, I saw Martin in the kitchen


"Good night out Natalie?"


"Yes thanks Martin, drank far too much as always, how about you?"


"Oh it was crazy, my nephews ended up dragging me to a strip club, didn't get home until 7am, Joanne went crazy at me when I got in."


"Oh no! Did your brother go with you?" I asked.


"No Dan left us to it, wanted to see his wife, she works away a lot and is off for a few weeks tomorrow so he didn't want to stay out all night."


"Oh, I thought you said he had left his wife?"


"Yeah this is his second wife, she is from Morocco, only 45."


"How old is Dan? He made me laugh on Saturday, think he was scared of me."


"Ha ha, that's because you are a little minx Natalie, give him the come on ha ha, that would be so funny, he is 59 now."


"Ok, bring him out one night" I added quickly.


"Why don't you email him?"


"Ok give me his email address and I will think about it" I giggled.


I have had the email address for three months and didn't do anything, I hadn't realised he was married and felt a bit strange about contacting him now.


Yesterday, I was really bored at work and found the email address on a scrap of paper stuck to my packet of blu tac. I was feeling naughty so I sent this email....


Hi Dan


My name is Natalie. I work with your brother Martin. I met you very briefly in Dixy's Bar a few months ago but you didn't speak to me. Not sure if you remember me but I was the blonde one with the short red dress.


Natalie


X


He replied about an hour later....


Hello Natalie


Yes I remember my sons were very excited to meet you and your friends. I am sorry but I don't remember you as an individual but do remember meeting you. Has Martin told you to email me to be funny? I know him too well.


Regards


Dan


To Dan


I have never done this before but I would love to meet up with you, no questions, just go with the flow. I have the day off work tomorrow if you want to meet for coffee? This is nothing to do with Martin.


Natalie


I sat nervously waiting for a reply....


Dear Natalie


I work from home so come to my house tomorrow morning at 9am if you want to. I will put the kettle on and we can have a chat.


Regards


Dan


He sent me his address and my heart was pounding, I was going to a man's house who I had seen once briefly from across the room and he didn't even know what I looked look.


This morning I woke up early, waved my boyfriend off to work and then ran upstairs to get ready. I had a long soak in the bath, waxed my complete pussy so that it was totally smooth, covered my body in lotion and then dressed in a hot pink basque and matching thong panties. I put on my black lacy top hold up stockings and stepped into my killer heels. I brushed my long blonde hair and touched up my makeup; I looked so hot and felt even hotter.


I slipped on my 3/4 length red mac that just covered the tops of my stockings and tottered out to my car.


I drove to his house, I was so nervous but so turned on at the thought of what I was doing and how brave I was being.


As I drove down his street I felt like a porn star and so damn hot.


I saw his house, very impressive! I pulled onto his drive and stepped out of the car, I could see him through the window waiting nervously for me; he ran towards the door and opened it just as I pressed the bell.


"Natalie I presume" he smiled


"Yes, hello Dan, nice to meet you properly"


I knew I was blushing slightly; he didn't look as nice this time, he had not made any effort and was wearing a tracksuit but I didn't care because I was now the leading role in my own erotic movie and I felt like a million dollars. The contrast of his casualness with my well groomed sexiness made me look even hotter.


"Come through to the lounge, I have put the kettle on already so would you like tea or coffee" he said.


I stopped in the centre of the lounge and unbuttoned my jacket as he shuffled nervously to the kitchen; I let my jacket fall to the floor and replied "I haven't come for coffee."


Dan turned round looking puzzled and then his mouth dropped open as he saw me standing there, my tits pushed up above the basque, my teeny little panties with a little frill along the inner thighs, my long legs covered with silky black stockings.


Dan was lost for words, the way he looked at me made me even hornier than I had made myself feel with my daring ways.


He walked towards me, so nervous, he just didn't know what to do with me first. He took my hand and pulled me to the sofa, eyes flicking up and down my body the whole time. I could see from his face that this had never hapened to him before.


He leaned forward and kissed me hungrily and started to rub my tits, it went on a bit too long and I decided to take lead, after all this was my erotic moment and I had done so much to shock. I wanted this to be wild so that he would have plenty to wank about once I had left.


I stood up and slipped my fingers in the sides of my panties and slid them down my legs, I placed one leg on the sofa and pushed my pussy towards his face "look what I have for you" I said. He sat back and stared at my sexy pussy, all smooth and juicy; he stuck his nose against it and breathed in sharply, closing his eyes as if recording the smell in his memory.


I leaned down and pressed my hand against his crotch and started to move it around as I kissed him and then he spoke "there's nothing there, is there?"


I replied "Pardon?"


pretending not to hear him while really there were a million things racing through my head as to why I could not feel a big hard cock through his trousers.


My heart was pounding and I was so scared about what he was going to say. He stood up and took my hand and said "Let's go upstairs," I followed him up to the bedroom and didn't speak. I was now so hot and horny and also very scared about what was coming next.


He stood before me and took off all his clothes, my heart was pounding "look" he said, my eyes nervously lowered down to his groin and he waggled his small shrivelled cock between his fingers, "you see it doesn't work anymore," I smiled nervously and there and then all the spotlights on me in my debut horny bitch porn star dream flickered out.


I sat on the edge of the bed thinking how I had never for one second imagined impotency would become an issue in my sexual fantasy, I said to myself "what the fuck am I going to do now?"


I saw Dan's face drop, so I quickly stood up and demanded he lye on the bed. This was my fucking moment and I was going to enjoy it even if I wasn't going to get the big hard cock I had imagined.


I straddled Dan's face and dipped my pussy low onto his lips, he opened his mouth wide and sucked my full cunt in his mouth. He gently bit my swollen lips together that squashed my clitoris inbetween and sent shivers of pleasure all over my body.


He rammed his tongue up into my hole, he licked and sucked my clit until I cum all over his face. I lost any inhibitions that I had, If Dan could share with me that he was impotent, he wasn't going to judge me whatever I did. I also quickly clicked on to the fact that he now felt duty bound to please me with his mouth to make up for his limp dick.


I turned my body to face away from him and dropped my pussy onto his face; he slid 2 fingers inside me and finger fucked me hard while he licked strong at my clitoris. I was now face to face with his dick, I was so horny I didn't care if it was soft, I slipped it into my mouth and sucked it, it was so small I just swallowed it whole into my mouth, it made me feel fantastic.


I started licking on his balls, up and down, so they were as wet as my pussy. My pussy was like a magnet to his cock, I needed it. I told him to ram more fingers inside me to make it feel the same, he slid four fingers deep inside me, I moaned so loud...


"Fuck me Dan"


"Oh my god, you are so good with your mouth"


"Lick my juice, swallow my cum"


"Ahhhhh who needs sex with that tongue."


The more I moaned the more excited he got and his tongue flicked against me like crazy and he wriggled about underneath me as I pushed my pussy down hard onto his face.


I had never been so wet before or had as many orgasms in a row. The juices were pouring out, the bed was soaked and his face looked like he had been caught in a monsoon.


After my next orgasm, I dropped back onto the bed to recover but he didn't let me, he moved down onto my pussy again and lapped it up. I could hardly get my boyfriend to go down on me for a minute, Dan had been licking and sucking my pussy for 3 hours without stopping.


I was throbbing and felt drained from the orgasms and really did want a rest but him ignoring my requests for a break and eating me continuously drove me insane.


I wriggled over the bed and tried to pull his head up but he massaged my clit with his tongue and poked my hole fast, it was uncontrollable and I couldn't fight it and squirted all over his face again.


I was panting hard and so so hot, the windows had all steamed up. I asked Dan to open the window to give me some air and when he got up, I picked up a small battery operated machine from his wife's dressing table. It looked a bit like a lady shave but with extra fixtures.


"What's this" I asked through panted breaths.


"A face massager for the eye area or wrinkles I think" Dan said.


I flicked the button on and three small white prongs started to vibrate and twist,I placed it against my cheek, "Oh my, that's too good for the face" I said. I handed the machine to Dan and demanded "massage my clit".


I climbed on all fours so my ass was against his face, he took the machine and placed it exactly on my clitoris. One of the prongs slipped straight into the hood of my clit and rested against my bud. He turned it on and I screamed. It was instant pleasure. The vibrating was so strong and the prong moved in a circular motion hitting the spot, my body shook and I gripped the bed tight. I orgasmed like never before, the satisfaction rushing through my entire body. I even felt like my teeth had gone weak! My juices gushed over the machine.


Dan held the machine under my nose and said "smell what you have done to my wife's face massager," I took it out of his hand and flicked my tongue through the prongs that had just made my body sizzle. It tasted both tangy and salty, and my body shuddered.


Dan pulled it off me and said "let me massage your total pussy now, get you ready for some more licking." I didn't have any objections and got back on all fours. He turned on the machine and slid it all around my pussy lips and then placed the prongs at my hole entrance, "that's not good" I said, "I'm soaking wet, I can't feel that," Dan grabbed the machine and pushed the whole thing into my wet cunt....


"can you feel that" he said


"huh, can you feel me fucking you now."


Dan rammed the hard plastic machine in and out of me rough as I felt my body tense and held my breath, my pussy had been craving to be filled by something hard and this was doing the trick.


As I reached orgasm, my total body was hot and wet, I arched my back and flicked my hair back and groaned into the air as I clenched my pelvis tight and then collapsed onto the bed.


I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and saw a very different woman to the one who entered the house, I was now sweaty and breathless; my eyes sleepy from pure satisfaction, my teeth clamped together, a wild look on my face, my hair everywhere. Dan had been eating my pussy for hours.


I took a few minutes to catch my breath and then I said to Dan "I will have that cup of tea now please."


Dan headed down to the kitchen, I followed him quietly to the lounge and found my knickers and my jacket. I slipped the knickers into my pocket and pulled the jacket over my hot body. I quietly slipped out of the front door and drove away.


I am so turned on with what I did; I know I have rocked this man's world and that he will be thinking about me a lot now. He can't contact me and I do not want to see him again. I feel so damn sexy!


I like to give men a little bit of the unexpected and today I received it too.


Ps,


I stole the face massager!


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

My New Pet- Trials


Your mind floats in darkness, fighting to reach the surface of your awareness...


Unable to move or see, confusion reigns; helplessly you struggle for a moment, sure you hadn't fallen asleep bound and blindfolded.


Panic only increases your frantic movements...


Laughter assails your senses, soft voices spinning circles of hapless conversation...


Mine, and two others you can't quite make out.


Your mouth is dry and tastes as though it has been filled with wine-soaked cotton. You start to speak, then stop yourself quickly. Realizing, even in your befuddled state, that given your position it would be highly improper, unless addressed first.


You shake your head once to clear it, letting the memories of the day swarm over you; a quiet afternoon spent finishing your late work, my arrival followed by a simple dinner and a little wine, after which things seemed to get a bit foggy- but nothing that would lead to you being tied in bed, unable to see or move. Fully realizing the picture you must make, tied down, blindfolded and squirming; butterflies of shame stir in your belly and you are unable to stop your cock from surging skyward in response.


Not, you think wryly, that your position comes as a particular surprise- considering our bedroom proclivities. Still, your mind searches for a slight you might have given to earn my ire; you keep trying to peel away your memories... still unable to recall exactly how the night ended, if it had indeed ended.


It begins to dawn on you that the room around you has gone ominously silent.


The bed shifts slightly under my weight, as I settle down beside you; my hands caressing your chest, the pads of my thumbs brushing across your nipples. Tantalizing them into hardness, tingles of pleasure turning into sharp pain as I deftly twist. Watching goosebumps crawl over the surface of your skin as I move my attention lower. My breath tickling the hairs leading in a happy trail towards your prodigious cock, hardens it further in anticipation of my kiss. The bed shifts once again as I lean toward your ear instead, whispering softly to your disappointed sigh.


"I like watching you my little pet- when you can't see me, when you don't know who else is here observing your whorish reactions." I pinch your nipple again for emphasis, chuckling as your body arches upward in supplication, and you moan through clenched teeth while my other hand fondles and strokes your hard cock. "I don't suppose you remember dinner, drinking to much wine; then passing out without even an attempt to satisfy your Mistress, do you cocktoy?"


Struggling to pull your elusive memories to the surface of your thoughts is harder than it should have been, solely from drinking to much wine. Your fairly certain there wasn't even enough wine present to have caused this reaction. Still unable to work even a glimmer of your prior actions up, you respond.


"No, Mistress... please, I'm so-" A hard slap stymies your apology and rocks your head to one side. I lay my finger into the bow of your lips.


"A simple shake of your head would have sufficed. I was put in a very bad position, Simon. Here, I had been waiting to fuck that delicious ass of yours all day. We start drinking a little, things start getting interesting; then you start getting all slurry, mumble something about being tired and take yourself off to lie down. Tell me slut, what am I supposed to do in such a situation?" I remove my finger from your lips as a sign you are free to speak.


"I don't know Mistress, I beg you; punish your disappointing cuntslave, let me work to please you."


"Why, I believe I have that well underway, as we speak. Thankfully, your Mistress is a rather resourceful women and I came up with a short term solution for myself, until you could be bothered to awaken. Now that you have, I find that I am in need of your services, so we can continue our fun. You do want me to have fun, don't you?"


You are able to catch a quiet chuckle in the background that is quickly stifled into a cough, humiliation cascades over you following the realization that it sounded very masculine. Your mind churns in an attempt to pinpoint the game I am playing at, unusually slow in it's processes.


"Yes, Ma'am."


"Such a good boy, usually so good at putting his Mistress first, whatever happened this evening?"


"I'm sorry. Please let me make it up to you. Let me lick your cunt, let me rim your ass."


"Can you blame me for having to call in a little help?"


"No Mistress, of course not. Please it was my fault. Forgive me, Mistress."


"Hmm well pet, I believe we are going to get a chance to see exactly how important my forgiveness is to your slutty, soon-to-be-cock-filled, ass." The words of thanks come pouring out of your mouth unbidden, while your mind is still reeling from my prior statement.


"Thank you, beautiful Mistress, thank you."


"It's going to be very hard work for you, whore. Until then, I have a little creme-filled delight I believe you will enjoy." You feel my weight shift, as I climb onto your chest; my legs are to either side of your head without to much preamble, positioning myself just so, over you. You feel the heat emanating off my cunt, as I lower it towards your mouth. Your tongue stretches upward and you crane your neck to bury it in my dripping pussy. My hips raise up as you near my swollen hole, staying just out of reach; teasing my slave.


You let your head fall back as I elude you a last time, before choosing to allow you the pleasure of licking my cunt. Your first taste verifies your growing hunch that I had been fucking someone unknown man, probably shortly before you awoke. Still fresh and very viscous, unmistakably salty and bitter, the cum leaking from my snatch certainly isn't mine, or female.


"Clean up his mess now, pretty fucktoy. Let me hear you gobble it up."


Placing your tongue at the base of my hole, you run it to the tip of my clit; going at it like a child with an ice cream. Not quite able to reconcile yourself with the idea you are enjoying another mans cum, part of you relishes every essence-leaden drop; your own twitching, purple, cum-heavy cock giving lie to your weak attempts at dissembling. My voice is cold and unhappy when you hear it.


"Punish the whore."


Abruptly, your nipple is snatched up in a vice-like grip; large rough hands begin fondling your ass, stretching and probing your sensitive skin. You whimper piteously, and begin pulling at your bonds trying to avoid the angry stimulation.


"Thank him, slut. Thank the nice man for punishing your little ass. Thank him for cumming while you lick his mess out of my pussy."


"Thank you for pleasing my Mistress, Thank you for punishing this little slut-fuck-doll for not doing so myself. Unh...fuck" Another groan of pain as your nipple is released, only to have the other side punished equally. The masculine presence tormenting your body addresses you for the first time, his voice with a contemptuous edge, but full of obvious desire and arousal. You can feel his breath on your ass as he wets your hole with his spit.


"Fag fuckboy, what kind of man passes out in bed with this hot little twat just waiting to be fucked. I'm going to enjoy showing you a right fucking. If you aren't going to give one to that lush ass, then maybe you'll enjoy one in yours." You squirm in a mixture of shaming humiliation and abject ecstasy, as he probes you deeper with his large fingers; chuckling at your response when he adds another.


You drive your tongue deep into my slippery hole, letting the walls of my cunt muffle your uninhibited sounds; absorbing the pleasure of the moment completely. You feel another weight straddle your chest, and I pitch forward; my hole pulled from your ministrations. Thick male musk envelopes your senses and a deep voice interrupts.


"That mouth of his looks pretty talented. Are you good at eating pussy, slave? Ready to listen to me fuck it?" His cock makes wet noises, that are quickly drowned out by my sounds of delight, as it slides into my cunt; perched inches above your face. "Ahhh, such a tight, hot little cunt. Why you aren't the one fucking it is past me; but hey, I'm thankful for it. In fact, I'll even give you a taste- fresh from my cock."


You feel the blunt wet head of his cock, slathered in a mixture of cum, press against your closed mouth. Shamed and unsure, ever-so-demurely you turn your head to the side. Unexpectedly, a hard hand grips your jaw turning your face forward, and you feel warm breath against the head of your cock. Soft nips against your skin. The stubble on the jaw of your unknown tormenter, is an unfamiliar but not unpleasant feeling against your most sensitive skin.


"This can be very nice for you little cum-dump, don't be to hasty in your refusal or it might turn unpleasant; consider your position here." The mouth taunting you, gives in and envelops your swaying, jerking cock. The pent up sigh of utter ecstasy you release is divine, as you seek to bury your cock in his wet mouth. "Good boy."


Your open mouth is quickly filled, his thick cock is coated in cum- old and new. You gag, involuntarily, as he brushes against the back of your throat. His large hand tangles into your hair, moving your head in a steady rhythm on his cock.


"That's not so bad, is it now? Don't be shy." He gives a slight shake of your head, encouraging you to tongue his cock. You oblige, with growing enjoyment of your abasement; your own cock being slathered over adoringly. Bright light assails your vision as your blindfold is pulled from you. "I want you to watch this, little cocksucker."


My shaven cunt comes into focus, glistening wetly; two fingers of a burly hand driving into it forcefully enough to rock me forward. Soon though, your vision is filled by a pair of hip thrusting forward. You moan around the salty, sweaty cock spilling pre-cum into your begging mouth.


"I thought you'd like that, dirty whore." He chuckles as he continues to fuck your face, while you catch momentary glimpses of me cumming all over his pumping hand. The mouth pleasuring your cock gives off and you feel the other man settle between your spread legs, the blunt head of his cock pressing against your tight hole. "Ah, I believe my friend shall be taking his, how does that sound cock-slut?"


Your eyes roll back in your head as you feel him pressing forward slowly; stretching your ass. His hand wraps around your shaft tightly, and slides downward- pulling your sensitive skin. With long strokes he rubs your cock, sliding ever deeper into your tight little ass. Sooner than you thought possible, considering his prodigious size, you feel his balls slapping wetly against your skin. His voice is lighter than you expected.


"God... good boy, such a tight fucking ass! You feel so good around my cock." You moan in appreciation, loving the thick solid feeling of his cock stretching your ass; the heat and texture of his body pressing against yours. The cock driving into your face slows and stops, presenting you with his balls instead.


"I am going to fuck the hell out of your Mistresses wet cunt, while you lick her sweet cum off my balls and the base of my cock." He drives deep into my hot little pussy and waits for your tongue to begin working on his balls. You give an experimental taste, before committing yourself to the task completely; your tongue tracing the lines and delicate veins of his shaven sac. As he pulls out from my cunt, you slide your tongue up onto his shaft again. Swirling around the base of his cock, before he plunges deep.


Not leaving you out, by any means; matching rhythm and stroke effortlessly, your newly acquainted companion plunders your ass with the utmost pleasurable abandon. You let yourself relax, accepting his hot throbbing cock deep into your ass. Reveling every inch as it drives or withdraws, not really certain of anything past indescribably pleasurable friction, anymore. Licking and sucking cum off a salty ball sack with worshipful adoration.


I drop my head to sneak a glance at you from between my swaying breasts, one of which is caught up in the large hand formerly plundering my cunt. I catch a glimpse of you; your face is a mask of ecstasy, eyes closed in pleasure.


"Such a good little slave boy, my Simon. I'm so proud of my pet, you've taken this very well. I do have to admit to telling them you would be into such a proposition." You moan in response and apply yourself harder to the task in front of you.


You feel the cock in your ass swell impossibly larger, as it thrusts and can't stop your own thick member from throbbing in response. Your balls tighten and the muscles in your body tremor, then spasm as the cock in your ass erupts, stimulating you beyond thought. Your orgasm shakes your world, and your ass milks the cock spurting inside you.


The balls, currently enjoying the attentions of your talented mouth, harden slightly and you watch the base of his cock jerk and begin emptying it load in my twitching slit. Abruptly, he slides out of my cunt and finishes spewing his cum all over your face. Your disappointment as he climbs off your chest, is short-lived; as I slide down the length of your body and onto your stiffening cock. I tenderly kitten up the cum all over you; before kissing you deeply, our tongues entwining.


I taste like the best kind of sex, the essence of sweet naughty sex and salty male cum. You groan into my mouth as the cock filling your ass softens and slips out, the two men take their leave. Leaving us entwined on the bed. I release your arms from the cuff and let your grip settle around my waist as I continue to ride your delightful cock. Your voice is thick and hoarse with pleasure.


"Truly Mistress, I am sorry for falling asleep." My eyes twinkle as I smile down at you mischievously, and give a deep throaty chuckle.


"Oh, I wouldn't be to sorry if I were you. I got tired of trying to get you drunk enough to pass out, so I might have slipped you half a fast-acting sleeping pill... you know to facilitate the scenario." I wink at you broadly and you give an appreciative chuckle, driving your cock into my cum-filled pussy.


"I have to say I am glad you did."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Looking Into His Eyes


There he was, dressed in black pants and a white shirt. He was handsome, slightly older than I, maybe 25, brunette with piercing green eyes. This is all I saw before he walked over and slipped a blindfold over my eyes and I found myself in total darkness. His calm but demanding voice startled me.


"Do you agree to give yourself to me for as long as I please, at my will, no safe words, no ways out, completely at my mercy?" I new this was what would happen but it seemed so shocking coming from his mouth.


"You will not be permanently harmed, but you will experience extreme pain, pleasure and humiliation. How much will depend completely on you. I will push you to your limits, and further until you are screaming for mercy." Every word imprinted itself in my brain but only registered lower, way lower.


"You will not speak unless asked a question. Any violations or things that displease me will be punished severely. Do I make myself clear?" He asked.


I trembled and barely managed a small "Yes" before he started talking again, further torturing, scaring and turning me on.


"You have one way out, and that is now. If you wish to take advantage of this one time offer, remove your blindfold and do so." My mind told me to run, but I couldn't. I didn't even think I could stand.


"Good" he said when he concluded I wasn't leaving. "Follow me"


He grabbed me roughly, far more roughly that needed and dragged me through the halls into...


Well I didn't know where as I couldn't see, but he finally pushed me down hard on a bench and I felt my clothes being removed and bonds being tied. The emotions boiling inside me were incredible. My core was so hot and wet and it didn't take him long to notice. He pinched my breasts and I flinched and tried to cover myself but I was tied so tightly in that I could barely move an inch. He just laughed sinfully. For the first time I was scared, even more so as he lowered himself over me and placed himself at my opening. He started to ease himself in, tears streaming down my face as he was going faster that was comfortable. As he met resistance he looked up at me questioning and noticing my tears, he stopped.


"Are, are you a virgin?" he asked, flabbergasted.


I managed a breathless "Yes" between tears and he was off me in an instant. I didn't know what I had done wrong. He removed my blindfold and my vision slowly recovered, and I looked down at him, He was untying my bonds. I was so upset. I had failed at everything in life. I had come to this training program as a way out. Now I was failing this too, Tears streamed down my face, and it wasn't from the pain, but the rejection.


He looked over me when he was done and I was free and he wiped the tears from my eyes. His mood had changed immensely. He took my distraught in the wrong way


"Don't worry" he said removing his hand. "I'm not going to touch you"


This statement only made me cry more. The failure overthrew me. I wanted him so much, I wanted to succeed. He handed me my clothes and motioned to the door and then he slumped into a chair holding his head in his hands. I was beyond confused, I didn't understand.


"What did I do wrong?" I managed to ask when I gathered enough air. I was afraid I'd be punished for speaking and stepped backwards as his eyes met mine. It was the first time our eyes had met. I saw anger, pity and I swore I saw a flicker of desire in his captivating green eyes. They were deep, kind and saw right through me.


"Nothing... now please, just leave" he ordered, the anger slowly taking over. That broke me. Tears rolled from my eyes harder that they had ever fallen before. He reluctantly came over to help me, trying to be gentle, barely touching me. I couldn't help but stare longingly into his eyes once again.


He sighed as he looked back into mine, My tears stopped as he kissed me, but he broke after only a few seconds. " You are such a stupid girl" he said as he broke away from me. "Now seriously go, before I make you" he said.


I needed to say something but I was very hesitant to speak, still in shock from the series of events. I managed a stutter.


"I... I don't understand w... what I d...did wrong." The tears were coming back and he sighed as he looked into my eyes, showing his concern.


'It's nothing" he said as he looked away "It's me, I just can't..." his voice cracked.


"Can't what?" I asked, completely lost, and not just in his eyes.


"Can't... I can't... you're a virgin... I can't" he whispered. That made no sense to me.


"So, just please, this is what I want" I couldn't believe how easily the words came out, but the man standing before me made me feel needy.


"You don't understand" He said, finally we agreed on something. He took a deep breath. "When I was young I hurt someone close to me, someone I loved. She never forgave me, I've never forgiven myself. I lost control for an instant... and it was no turning back. That made me come here. I needed full control, not only of someone else but of myself. I needed it, but I can't be a master, I can't get attached. So I came here... It's been the same work, it brings me pleasure without the hurt... but then you come along and..." I could tell this was tearing open old wounds by the pained look in his eyes. I kissed him, hard, and he pushed me away.


"Why are you here honey?" He asked


"I want to find a place in this world, I want to feel needed, I've failed at everything in this world... Please...please don't let me fail sir, please" I whispered


He couldn't take it.


Besides the fact that his mind was dead set against it, my moves and soft pleas gave his cock other ideas. He was caving, and I knew it.


"I have other places I could go, If you don't do this some other sadistic man will" I said as I looked down and bit my lip. "you are trained in this, you must know how to make it the least painful" I continued to stare at him with puppy dog eyes.


He returned the look with concern. "No honey, I'm trained to make it the most painful" I knew that this was sadly true but I didn't care.


"Please" I begged. I didn't know what was happening to me but he was driving me insane. Even though I never done it before I had seen enough TV to know what would break him. I slid down him to wrap my hand around his cock. I had never seen let alone touched one before, but it felt right. He gasped at my attack and immediately tried to stop me, but was stopped in his tracks as I surrounded him with my lips and sucked. With that he gave up with a groan and in twined his fingers in my hair.


I covered my teeth with my lips and attempted to swallow as much as I could. I gagged, This threw him, and he let go of me. Realising that he had lost he looked down into my eyes and warned me.


"Honey, are you sure?" I nodded, unwrapping my lips from him. "You must tell me if it hurts and I will stop, okay?" He looked deeper into my eyes and saw the deep desire and innocence that lay there.


Unable to wait any longer I pulled him towards the floor, but he picked me up and carried me into another room. It was a bedroom, perfect. He laid me down on the bed.


"You really are a stupid girl" he said before he climbed over me. This time he was way gentler. He kissed me and moved his way down my neck, breasts and down to my core, causing me to moan with every motion. He trailed across my center with amazing skill and purpose. I nearly exploded when he reached my clit and gently nibbled on it. He looked up at me, his eyes were glazed. I wouldn't have thought that this would turn him on so easily, he must do it everyday. Then I thought of how he originally worked, and gathered that that he had probably not done this in a while. I couldn't take the wait any longer, and from the looks of his current state neither could he.


He moved up me, kissing and nibbling along his way until he reached my lips once again. He was so unthreatening, calm, caring. He broke away from me and looked into my eyes questioning. I responded by smiling and shaking my head in agreement. Then I felt him, he was pushing gently, almost to much so, as he slowly made his way into my hidden depths. I sucked in a quick breath and he stopped. I just groaned at his pause and wrapped my legs and arms around him and pulled him closer until he once again met resistance.


"Come on, please, just push through it" I stammered "Pretend I'm no different than anyone else"


"But you are"


I could tell he was fighting back the urge to fuck me, hard. So I finally got up the courage to ask him to.


"Please... Please... just fuck me!" I said in an innocent and sexy tone. When that didn't do it, I moved my hips and grinded against him. That drove him crazy. I got my wish.


Pain spiked though me, like an arrow. I tried not to show it, and looked away from him. He knew what I was doing and brought my face back to his. There was something there, hidden in the depths of his green emerald eyes that stopped everything, the pain disappeared. It was like his eyes healed me as he hurt me. I was loosing my mind. He had stopped and didn't move again until I grinded myself against him, clenching around him hard and he started moving too. We were both moving in pace with each other, on the quick assent to the edge and beyond. He was still very hesitant in his movements and thrusts, it was driving me insane. I groaned and simply said, with an underlying demand.


"Harder" He complied. Sparks of pleasure shot through me as I moaned in time with him. It was a dance, him leading, me urging him on. I felt it building, building to incomprehensible heights. He looked deep in to my eyes with lust and said in a sexy sadistic voice,


"Cum honey, now" That threw me over the top. I screamed and spasmed, bringing him with me.


We both collapsed moments later onto the soft bed. He recovered faster than I did and just lied there playing with my hair until I had the strength to move. I opened my eyes and saw him looking at me in adoration and concern. I moaned as he rubbed the pad of his thumb over my sensitive clit, and he locked his lips with mine.


"Honey, are you okay" he asked once he broke away. I smiled, he didn't.


"I shouldn't have done this he said. He sat up. I grabbed at him, until he returned his eyes to look at me. The look of regret that was in his eyes burned me. I let him go. "I've failed haven't I"


He looked surprised. "At what?"


"Plea...Pleasing you Mas... Master." I whispered, stuttering.


His eyes filled with lust as if a bomb had gone off.


"What...What did you say!?" He asked


"I'm sorry Master, I did not please you"


He snapped, he pushed me over and jumped over me and kissed me until I had to gasp for air.


"I am not your Master" he said, choking on the words.


"I know, I'm sorry sir, I just... I just thought, or well wanted...." I trailed off.


"You wanted what?" He asked, knowing the answer but needing to hear it.


"I want to please you sir, to love you, to obey out, to suffer for you, to ...serve you. I want you to hurt me, to torture me, to force me, and... train me to be your slave. I want you to be my Master. "


He got up, I clung to him. He got changed and strode towards the door.


Before he left he turned to me and said "you have pleased me much".


I cried, but as soon as he closed the door I heard a click, he had locked it!


I didn't know what to think, but I didn't want to jump to conclusions, so I kept my mind busy.


The room was of fair size, outfitted with a large black king size bed (with chains attached to the posts). The room was painted a dark almost blood red, with a white ceiling. There was a full length mirror on one wall behind me along with a large dresser and two bedside tables. I wondered to myself why they would need such furnishings in a training facility and soon found out when I opened them.


The dresser had two drawers, the top one contained lubricant, condoms, and a variety of butt plugs, dildos and vibrators. Some where the size of... (the irony was I didn't even know his name) and others were so big they made me light-headed at the sight of them.


I closed it, took a deep breath and opened the other. I was not prepared for what was in that drawer. Before me was whips, crops, canes, nipple clamps, weights, straps blindfolds, ball gags and a black collar.


I stood there paralyzed, What was I doing here? He was right, I wasn't ready for this. I couldn't stand the pain I knew would come. I would disappoint him. I hesitantly reached for the collar, as if I thought it would burn me the second I touched it, but I had to feel it. I had to make a decision here. This was all too much, I broke down on the floor crying.


I stayed like that for what seemed like an eternity. Then I heard the door unlock and he walked in with a smile on his face. It disappeared the second he saw me on the ground. He was over in second and he picked me up and placed me on the bed. It was then that he noticed the collar that was involuntarily clutched in my hand and glanced over to the open drawer.


"What's the matter honey?" he asked sympathetically.


I gave him the collar and looked at him questioning.


"It's the collar you'll be wearing when... sorry.... If you decide to join me" He said correcting himself when he saw a flicker of fear through my already scared eyes. He followed them back to the open dresser, then he understood. He embraced me tighter. "Oh honey, I know you are scared, you have reason to be. You are free to leave, but if you stay I will be very happy. Administration has approved you collaration, but only if you agree to it." this was not helping me, my gaze was still fixed on the drawer, on the thoughts of those whips swishing through the air and then...


"I can't!"


He kissed me.


"Honey I would account for your inexperience." he said, running his hands over the various whips and other devices. "I can't promise you I would never cause you pain, as I would, and I can't promise you I would never use this" he said holding up the scariest looking whip. "As I probably would, but there is one thing I can promise you. You will always be safe in my arms, When you make a mistake I will punish you, but I will never hurt you. I would value you too much. I will shape you honey, not break you."


I felt like passing out after I heard this. I felt sick to my stomach, I knew this is what I wanted, but now that it was presented to me I felt unsure. He ended my insecurity with a kiss.


"You have two options here honey, your pleasure" He said as he slowly ran a finger over my clit and I gasped. "Or mine" he said as he stared into my eyes. I nearly melted.


I couldn't think, my mind new the answer, but I couldn't vocalise it. So I took the another path. I stared back into his eyes and slowly moved to the bottom of the bed, I opened his fly, and he gasped,


I knew this moment was going to define the rest of my life. But I couldn't think of any life that would be better. I sighed and said one of the words I knew I would never regret.


"Yours" I said as I plunged my mouth over him. I gagged.


He just laughed and said, "We can fix that".


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bukkake For Beginners


It's been a long drive, plenty of time to think about what's going to happen. I cant think about it though. If I do I'll ask Mark to turn the car around and go straight back home. Every possible scenario went through my head when you told me what to do. The fact that you really hardly told me anything at all meant it was mostly a product of my overactive imagination. What exactly did you tell me? Can I still separate that from what I think?


I look at the text message I received this afternoon again.


'St Mary's lighthouse car park. Whitley Bay. 9pm tonight. Short skirt, strapless top and a smile. No underwear.'


So you're taking me dogging. That much I can work out. My stomach's in knots. Again. The light is less but it's still a good half an hour away from full dark. We're not far away now, 15 minutes by the sat navs reckoning.


I managed the first step last week. I've been going out and coming home again for a couple of weeks without doing anything at all. And each time felt like another failure. But last Friday I got four guys to cum on my tits in a late night bukake session at a dogging site near where I live. I sent you the pictures the very same night. I was so proud of myself for finally taking the plunge. The cum on my chest was my trophy and the pictures were all for you. It was exhilarating. But until I did that or something like it, you wouldn't even consider taking me out as yours.


It was hard though. It took three hours or thinking about it. Three hours of standing around in the dark talking to men who's faces I couldn't see properly. Listening to them tell me 'See that fella in the veedub? He's gay. And you wanna watch out for that gadgie too, he's definitely gay."


"They're all gay except you four." I joked back.


"That's dead right love. He is too. Another one!"


They made me laugh. I think it was their way of keeping me to themselves. And they did a good job. They chased off any competitors and did their best to make me feel safe, sexy and lusted over. After three hours I couldn't get the thought of them wanking over me out of my head and I knew that if I walked away now it would be something I regretted. So I took a breath and said "I've really fancied a bukake session for a long time now. Is four enough do you think?"


One groaned and immediately started stroking his cock through his trousers. One suddenly looked much less bored and about to leave. One said "Oh don't tease us with that." While the other looked ready to race them all to the picnic table.


"I'm not teasing. But I'm nervous. I don't wank fucking or to do anything other than wank you." I looked around at their faces for reassurance. "I would really like it though if you all came over my tits."


Oh my god! I said it! And that was how within a few seconds we were all making our way over to the table. I was whispering to Mark "Oh my God. Oh my God" over and over again. He was smiling and saying he was looking forward to this.


I looked at the table for a minute then reached out and touched it as though it might be hot or wet. It was neither. I tentatively slid up onto it so that my feet where dangling down. The men waited patently. They knew not to do anything first, they didn't want to spook me. I had to lead this all the way. I made some lame comment on how comfortable it was. Then looked at Mark and mouthed 'help me'. His eyebrows raised in a silent question to me. Do you want this? I nodded.


He reached over to me and said "Well you'll need these out then." and pulled my top straight down to my waist exposing my tits. I actually said thank you and smiled as I slid backwards onto the bench until my feet were on it too. I pulled them up to bend my knees and with a grin let my knees flop open wide as I lay down.


I heard them gasp, the men, not my knees, as they took in my knickerless hairless pussy. They all had their cocks out in an instant. Two where already hard, one I couldn't see at all and the forth was large but limp. Hands were all over my body, tweaking my nipples, stroking my belly and thighs and only after one asked if he could touch my pussy did they all feel me. I felt cold fingers slip into me, then warm ones. One made an effort to pleasure me by curling his fingers a little and rubbing hard on my g-spot. Another just fingered me aimlessly for his own pleasure more than mine. It was still my pleasure though. I was feeling used, something to touch and look at to get them off. Each time a finger slid out another one took its place and all the time their hands were everywhere. I kept my eyes on Mark. He was grinning and just watching it all happen. I asked him to take pictures for you. He only had his phone so that would do. And the pictures as it turns out are much better for it. It looks so much more real by mobile phone camera than the harsh flash of a real camera.


I wished you could have seen me right there. I took a cock in each hand and two more being wanked lower down. I was rapt. One climbed up on the seat and stood over me ready to cum. He asked me where I wanted it but he was already aiming at my tits. He only wanted to hear me to say it.


"Cum on my tits pleeeease, cover me in your cum" I begged. He obliged and another clambered hurriedly onto the seat on the other side. Cum splashed on me, hot and delicious. I almost came myself just watching it but the fingers had slowed down in my pussy as they watched their fellow doggers do what they were yet to do.


The second wasn't far behind either. He splashed me from a great height on the other side. And all of it landed right on my tits. The third came on his coat on the floor. He couldn't climb up onto the seat anyway and I was too high up to reach without climbing. A deliberate step by the council to prevent the bench being used for shagging they thought, another 6 inches lower and it would be a perfect bukake table. But East Riding Council would rather it were used for sandwiches and tea flasks. The fourth gave up at that point and put his still hard cock back into his trousers.


And so there I lay, sticky and grinning from ear to ear. I sat up with my legs wide and made no attempt to cover myself either with my skirt or my top. I was content to be as on show still as I had been since I lay down. I could feel the breeze on my wet tits and relished the feeling of the skin tightening as their cum dried on me. I ran my fingers over it and spread it out some more.


And so here we are now. I know that it was only because I actually did all that the other night that I'm now being called upon by you. I would think of it as my reward if I wasn't so scared. I could think of it as being worthy now I've proved myself in a way, or simply that you missed it on Friday so you want to see it for yourself. Whatever the reason is I'm on my way to you and the excitement and the dread are equal.


We're here. I can see your car as well as half a dozen others. We park next to it. You're sitting in the drivers seat looking at me, smiling. You beckon Mark and tell me to stay put for the minute. You two have things to discuss first. He gets out, gets in your car and sits facing away from me blocking my view of you too so I really don't know what you're saying. I wait.


Mark winds the window down and tells me to get in the back. I do. I feel calmer now we're here. I think it's seeing you that's helped. I jump in the back seat of your car. You look me up and down. I sit with my legs open. You can see my pussy. You smile approvingly. You shouldn't have to ask to see it by now. I would never want to hide any part of me from you. I quickly pull my top down so that my breasts are free too. Now you talk to me.


"You're going to go into the trees with Mark. In there you'll find a picnic table. Lay on it. Arrange your clothes how you think they should be." I'm listening intently. My hearts hammering and my palms are sweating. "I will bring some men in to you. You're to tell them what you want. What do you want?"


"Bukake?" I answer.


"Good. Yes. You're to tell them that you want them to wank over you and cum on your tits. If you like the look or feel of any of the cocks you're wanking you're to ask if they will fuck you for a short time. Mark will take photos of the performance, I will send more men to you and watch over everything as it happens. When you have enough cum on you Mark will fuck your throat and fill you with cum there. Understood so far?"


"Yes Sir!" You sound as though you're sending me to the shops for some forgotten supplies, your voice is so relaxed.


"And finally when everyone else has used you up, you know what happens next don't you?"


"I do Sir." My voice almost trembles as I say it. I can't believe this is going to happen. I'm still terrified but so thrilled that you're doing all this.


"Off you go then. Get yourself comfy. The first one will be along in ten minutes."


I pull my top back up over my tits and with a shaky hand open the car door. "Thank you Sir" I say. I mean it. Mark and I walk past the cars. I daren't look at the men waiting in them. They must know what's going to happen. Or maybe they don't. Maybe they're just here same as every other night, hoping for some action, staying just in case. I don't feel as nervous as the last time I walked towards the bench. Perhaps it's because last time I had to decide, and this time I've been told to do it.


We reach the trees and go in through a path. I can see three benches in the clearing. I start heading for the far one. Mark stops me and suggests the near one. I don't argue. I sit on it with my back to the path. Mark tuts. I understand the disapproving look and turn around so that my pussy is facing the path instead. He kisses me and tells me he loves me and that I'm a dirty bird. I smile and kiss him again then lay down on the bench. He frowns at me again. My top! I pull it down to my waist and tweak my nipples for good measure. My legs come up and my skirt falls onto my belly.


I'm ready.


I lie still and exposed. It feels like an eternity waiting but finally I hear footsteps. A man says hello to Mark. I hold my breath. He steps into view and puts his hand on my knee. "Very nice" he mutters, more to himself than to me and his hand slides down towards my groin.


"Well?" Says Mark.


"I want you to wank over me. I want you to cum on my tits. Would you do that for me?" I ask.


He doesn't answer, he just gets his cock out and starts stroking it with one hand and me with the other. Three more men appear around me. I say the same again. One already had his cock out when I saw him. The other two unzip their trousers and begin wanking.


I lay my head back and begin to feel less freaked out. Horny is taking over instead. Hands are all over me again. I loved it last time and I love it this time. It's almost fully dark now, I can't see very well. Fingers slip into my pussy. One guy asks if he can lick it. I say yes and a tongue plunges into me. I reach out and take a cock in each hand and start wanking them both. They both play with a nipple each. One says he's going to cum already and takes his cock back from me before releasing it all over my tits and the table. It's a good 6 inches lower than the table in our picnic area and it makes all the difference. They can reach to cum on me without climbing up. The one by my knees sees the first one cum and that must have tipped him over the edge too. He elbows his way up and blows his load all over my tits from the other side.


The camera is flashing away, Marks all over the place, at my head, at the side, by my feet. Picture after picture being captured. Already I know you'll have all the ones you want.


3 more guys arrive. I tell them breathlessly what I have to tell them and yelp a little as the licker is now flicking my clit. I could cum like this. But where are you? I can't cum unless I hear you tell me to. I lift my head to look but I can't see past the men crowding round or into the darkness beyond. I grit my teeth and hold the orgasm at bay. For now. This is blowing my mind!


The new guys start wanking over me. I take hold of one and straight away know he should fuck me. I don't know why exactly, just that he should. So I ask him if he would please fuck me. Mark hands him a condom. He takes it and slips it on. But the other guy is still licking away. He can't have heard. Mark tells him to stop and move. He does. His tongue is immediately replaced with a cock. He slips easily into my wetness and grips me around the front of my thighs and my hips sliding me onto him. He begins a steady rhythmic pumping while four guys carry on wanking over me.


Another one cums and then another. They seem to set each other off again. As they zip up and move away talking to each other about what a night this is turning out to be two more take their places. And then I see you. You're standing near my head. You put a hand across my face and hold a finger next to my lips. I suck it in and lick it greedily. You know how it feels to slide your cock in my mouth but I still do this as a reminder.


I look up at you but you're looking at everything else. Mark has disappeared now. You have the camera and start taking pictures of me. I know my face isn't in these. I know what you're going to do with them. I arch my back and push into the cock that's fucking me trying to fuck him back but it's not easy on the bench. It's enough for him, he pulls out and whips the condom off and cums on my belly.


You hand another condom to another guy who has it on and is in me in less than a minute. He fucks me with more vigour than the last one but less rhythm. He pounds away for 30 seconds or so then adjusts his hold and starts again. Another one cums on my tits. I'm losing all sense of numbers now. My hand stroke my sticky chest and belly, rubbing it in. I moan.


"I need to cum Sir."


"Not yet."


Another cums. His hit's the back of my hand and he cums with a loud groan. Then the guy fucking me says he's cumming. I think he's going to do it in the condom inside me, I'm sure that's not the rules. You tell him sharply, "Not in there. Out now!" and he does just that. He doesn't get the condom off in time though and finishes wearing it.


He pulls it off and squeezes it out over my tits and I rub it in.


I lose count of how many come over and cum on me. I really have no idea any more. They just keep coming and going. Two more fuck me, both at my request. You and Mark change places again, you go back to guarding, he to photographing. And the crowd begins to thin. As each one cums no more replace them until all of them have emptied their sacks over me.


I really am covered from the navel up. My hands are sticky, my skin is wet and tacky, I can feel it running down my sides. I still need to cum and so do you and Mark.


"Slide up the bench, hang your head over backwards" you instruct. I do. Mark comes to my head and slips his cock into my mouth. He fucks me mercilessly and cums after only a couple of minutes which is just as well for me. With my head at this angle he has access to my throat and I can't breath well at all. I struggle for breath until his hot cum fills my mouth and half drowns me.


"Good girl" he says as he pulls out and lets me lick him clean.


"Now turn over. You know what's next don't you?" you ask.


"Yes Sir. My arse is yours" It's the rules. I knew this long before we met. I knew this from the stories you wrote and from the conversations we'd had. One day you would arrange a bukake party or a gang bang for me and when they were all finished you would take your turn and fuck my arse. It's your claim. Your right. I agreed to it and everything else a long time ago when I first called you Sir and you called me your sub.


I slide off the table and stand with shaky legs. I'm facing you with cum on my breath and cum all over me and you smile at me, waiting.


I turn around and bend over the table, feeling my chest stick to it as I lay over it. Only a moment later I feel you're cock slipping up and down over my pussy. You're using my wetness to lube my arse and your cock. Each time you hit my clit I jump. "I'm going to cum soon. Please tell me I can."


"You can cum but not until I'm fully inside your arse."


I feel your cock at my anus. I will myself to relax. You push forwards and I tense. There's resistance. I don't want there to be. I concentrate. You push again and your cock end slowly slips in. I tighten up around you again. You tell me to relax, to loosen up my tight hole for you. I try again but you're hurting. You slowly push forwards another inch. I feel almost dizzy. I concentrate again on relaxing. And it's working. Your pushing forwards now, not an inch at a time but all the way, slowly and purposefully until you're all the way. You hold still and allow me to feel you.


I can feel you flex you're cock. I squeeze twice then let go again. You pull out not all the way and quicker this time slide back in again. I moan. Really moan. All the way from my belly this noise comes. You take hold of my hips harder and start to fuck me. I'm going to cum. Already. This was all it took.


"Fuck me"


A flash goes off.


"Fuck me"


You slap my bottom hard.


"Fuck me! I'm cumming!" and I do. Hard.


"Jesus Christ!" You say as I tighten up everywhere. You slam into me over and over again. I cry out and scream as my orgasm consumes me. And not long after you groan such a deep low sound I know you're cumming too. That takes me up again and I start a whole new orgasm. I'm not sure if I finished the last one or not but I'm going up again.


When it fades away I'm left face down on the table with my tits stuck to it. You slowly slide out of me. I can feel your cum trickling out of me too now. And I'm totally content.


You give me a hand to stand but I'm shaky on my legs. You kiss my forehead and tell me "Well done" and between you and Mark lead me back to the car. Some of the men have stayed around for the rest of the show. One or two have their cocks out again and were still wanking as we make our way past them. I still can't see their faces in the dark.


You put me back in our car and stand talking to Mark for a moment. I'm on another planet. Then you lean in, kiss me deeply and tell me you'll see me soon. I could cry with happiness and pride. Instead I kiss you back and say simply "Thank you Sir."


And we leave.



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Junkyarding


Some times what a girl wants is a good solid fuck.


He is wearing his faded old coveralls, and only his feet stick out from beneath his current project. The sun is hot and sweat trickles down my back as I sit waiting to hand him a wrench or socket when he needs it. He hums a tune to himself and there isn't another sound in this dusty late-afternoon desert junkyard. This place was abandoned years ago after the war, but sometimes he still finds useful parts here. I glance at the line of his leg as it disappears under the vehicle and smile to myself. I know what is under those coveralls and can easily imagine him with out them.


I start thinking about all the things I could do to him and soon desire for him fills me. I love watching him work and the smell of hot metal, old engine grease, and his sweat just gets to me. He doesn't know what seeing him like this does to me; he thinks I just like old cars.


He asks for a socket but as I am lost in day dreams I don't quite catch the size. Breathless, I ask, "Sorry, what size do you need?"


"3/8," comes the muffled reply.


I search through the set of tools, struggling to get my brain back in gear.


He wiggles out from underneath the old car, and looks up at me, "Are you ok?"


"Mmm, yeah, I'm fine," I reply, looking away.


He puts a finger on my chin and turns my head to face him. He looks at me with concern, then understanding blossoms on his face. He smiles and laughs, "I forgot how much you like seeing me work."


"It is a bit, distracting," I reply.


He sits up and brushes a stray strand of hair away from my face and seductively whispers in to my ear, "Distracted? I think I can do better than that."


I shiver in delight as he kisses a line down my neck. His warm lips on my skin are incredibly arousing.


Breaking the contact, he leans back and wipes grease off his hands then looks at them. "My hands are a little dirty. I guess I'll just have to use my tongue."


My groin tightens at the thought. His full lips meet mine, as he starts to unbutton my shirt. Rough fingers slide around my back and unfasten smooth white satin. Then both shirt and bra fall to the dust and the sun shines down on my bare skin.


He sighs appreciatively as taut nipples and smooth tanned skin greet his touch. His lips are gentle as they find the valley between my breasts, and slowly kiss out onto their firm flesh. Then his tongue encircles one hard nipple. I moan in pleasure as his tongue explores the sensitive skin, and sigh deeply as he starts to suck on me.


His hand drifts down the skin of my belly to the fly of my jeans, and he teases open the button and fly. He motions for me to stand up and rises with me, sliding his hand down the naked curve of my ass, as he slowly pulls my pants and cotton underwear down.


He lifts me and gently sits me on the hood, which, thankfully, is not too hot. He pulls the shoes and pants off from around my feet and kneels down, lifting one leg over each shoulder. He sighs at the slight of my full and glistening slit. He enjoys the view before placing a soft kiss on my mound.


I moan as each kiss draws closer to my pink lips.


"Mmm, you're so wet," he murmurs.


"Please" I beg him. His warm tongue slides down the side of my slit, and I moan. He knows just how to tease me. His tongue makes long slow strokes over the inner lips, before gently brushing aside the hood of my clit. My hips jolt when his tongue touches it, and I moan deeply as his tongue slowly flicks over it, tantalizing me. He starts slow, then flicks his tongue a little faster and my hips start to rock, then I feel his teeth gently grip is as he sucks me. I press into him and lock my legs around the back of his head. He's got me bucking and moaning on the hood of this old car. He brings me to the edge, then backs off, then brings me to the edge again. My juices run freely as he pleasures me.


I can tell he wants me as much as I want him from the firm pressure of his hands on my legs. He groans and pulls back, and I unlock my legs and let him go. He stands up and unzips the front of the coverall, peeling it back to reveal bare shoulders. He lets it fall in a pile around his feet, and I admire his gorgeous body. But he doesn't give me long. He slips his hard cock out of his shorts and I want it. I sit up and run my tongue down his beautiful shaft. He moans softly as I lick the smooth, taught skin.


"Oh yeah," he sighs as my lips close over the sensitive head and slide down. He relaxes into me, with his hand on my shoulder as I suck him slow and deep. I slide my lips up and down his shaft, teasing the head with my tongue then plunging it in deep again, just the way he likes it.


I feel his muscles start to tighten, and he pulls back.


He looks at me, and kisses me softly then gently pushes me down on to the hood. "You want me?" he asks in a husky voice.


"Yes," I reply, the need clear in my voice.


Slowly he presses his cock into me and I moan with the pleasure of it filling me. With warm American sheet metal at my back and his beautiful thick cock buried inside of me it is a perfect summer day. He thrusts deep into me, bracing one hand on the front grill, and the other under my ass. He closes his eyes and focuses on fucking me deep and slow. Each long stroke feels so good, and makes me want him more. I push back against his hard cock wanting him deeper inside of me. He breathes out sharply as I pull him tight in to me with my legs and thrust against him. He knows I want it now and long strokes change to deep short thrusts.


"Fuck me, oh yeah, just fuck me," I moan.


Fast, strong, powerful strokes push me towards the edge and I moan and buck into him, feeling that hard cock working inside of me. I am almost there and I want him so much. Then I see that beautiful look on his face and feel his cock start to pulse inside me as he fills me up with his cream, my own orgasm floods through me and washes away every thought. All I feel is him cumming inside of me.


We stay that way for a long moment lost in the pleasure, then he sighs and slowly pulls out of me. His cream spills down my lips and on to the faded hood of the old car. He looks at me with wonder and joy and pulls me up off of the hood into a warm embrace. "You are something else, you know that? We should come to the junk yard more often."


We both look at each other and laugh.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Aisuru Shira


Shira did not see herself as overly sexy, enticingly beautiful or even cute. She didn't have low self esteem though, quite the opposite really. She was told on more than one occasion how much of a self absorbed bitch she was. Shira just liked to call herself real.


She didn't take any shit from anyone, not even herself. So that's why when she looked in the mirror she never tried to make herself out to be something she wasn't. She didn't give herself little pep talks about loving herself or telling herself she was a queen, like other women seemed to have the need to do.


Shira loved herself, and she knew she was a queen, so she felt no need in doubting herself because of someone else. If someone called her sexy, beautiful or even cute, she called them a liar. She was merely simple; queens could be simple, and she loved herself just as she was.


Of course it wasn't always like that. Shira used to be like any other girl. Unsure about herself, constantly trying to improve her natural features. But as Shira grew up she realized no matter what she would always have this face, this body, this voice, this skin, no matter what. So she had a new motto, which was; work with what you've got.


That seems all fine and well, maybe even inspiring, but the process to come to this conclusion made Shira a bit rough around the edges. She was defensive, and loud and selfish. She had no problem with speaking her mind and letting herself be known. Not a damn problem at all, and maybe that was a flaw. Maybe that made her a bitch, but Shira didn't care. She was the first to call herself a bitch, a bad bitch.


When Shira looked in the mirror she merely saw a woman, just like any other woman. Short but not dainty, curvy but not fat. It was hard to label her. Not to say she didn't have any sexy features. She had beautifully even mocha brown skin, her ass was as round as they came and caught many an eye as she walked down the streets. Her face was a nice oval shape, sporting a delicate little nose and full pouty lips. She had nice size breasts; a full C cup. The curves of her hips were more than once called dangerous.


Her body also had parts she used to despise. For instance, her thick thighs, her size nine feet, and her forehead, better known as a five head, a Tyra Banks style five head, but she didn't care about such simple things anymore, because now she was a bitch, a bad bitch.


When Shira woke up in the morning she avoided mirrors right away. She knew what she looked like and saw no need in staring at herself so early in the morning, especially with her bed head and rank breath. She grabbed her toothbrush and took care of that right away, then she ran her hands through her curly tangles and turned on the water in her shower.


She had no need to strip because she slept completely nude every night. She ran her hands under the hot flow and grinned with approval. If there was one thing she loved it was a hot shower.


As she went about her morning routine she finally came to the point when she would have to look in the mirror, to detangle the wet mess she called hair and make sure her clothes weren't all jacked. Shira knew she wasn't afraid of mirrors or anything silly like that. She didn't fear looking at her face, she just hated combing that damn hair and she knew that once she saw it in the mirror it would be time to take on the task.


Over the years she thought about relaxing it, cutting it or just shaving the whole damn thing off. But in reality she loved her hair, the wet, curly mess that it was. She rubbed her foggy mirror in her small bathroom and studied her hair, deciding what would be best for the day. Really she didn't feel like combing through the long tresses so a ponytail is what she settled on, albeit a very messy ponytail, but a ponytail nonetheless.


Her outfit, however was on point, as usual; a simple black and grey checkered wool-crepe dress and black leather pumps, with a peaked leather belt cinched at her waist giving her curvy shape some form, and emphasizing her already round ass . Paired with her messy, curly hair she thought she looked downright sexy as only a bad bitch could be. She decided to go sans stockings, even though it was more than a little cool outside, she wanted to flaunt her thick thighs. An even coat of Mac red lipstick and she was out the door ready to start her day.


~~~~~~~~~~


Kakutama Akihiro, or Hiro as he was known by his American friends, hated black women. This hate was not a childhood hate, it did not stem from a racist, bigot family. He was always taught to love everyone no matter their skin color and the whole spiel that young children are usually taught. It wasn't that he hated black people as a whole, just their women but not all of their women, just the majority.


It wasn't that he had a bone to pick with their skin color it was their attitudes. He hated their neck rolling, foot stomping, finger snapping, attitudes. They were loud and obnoxious and brought drama wherever they went. He knew, from experience.


He had dated them before. It wasn't hard for Hiro to get women of all colors, while he wasn't extremely tall at only five feet, eleven inches, his tightly muscle roped body and jet black hair that went to the nape of his neck and fell into his eyes in an endearing manner, caused him to catch plenty of female attention.


One look of his dark, slanted, brooding eyes and their panties were down. It helped that he had his exotic Japanese features that plenty of American women appreciated. A strong straight nose, full lips, and the serious brusqueness a lot of Japanese men seemed to possess.


Women loved him. His experiences with black women though were usually always limited to sex. He had black male friends and they all seemed to complain about baby mama drama with their women. One of his friend's ex wives even had the audacity to come down to his office screaming and yelling about child support.


Yeah, he didn't like black women and Ms. Shira Rose Nolan was the worst of the worst. She always had something to say about everything and everyone. Thirty minute office meetings often went hours because Shira had a bone to pick with somebody and she could never let it go.


She didn't mind getting loud while rolling her neck, stomping her foot and snapping her finger to get her point across. However, she excelled at her job while getting promotion after promotion which garnered praise from coworkers for her no holds barred attitude.


He hated her. Not that Hiro himself wasn't good at his job; he was Senior Director of marketing at one of the top mobile technology companies in America. So he never thought he would have to run into Shira again after that first fateful time in a Starbucks.


****


Usually his assistant went and got him his coffee at the nearby Starbucks, but the little shit decided to be sick that day. It wasn't that Hiro was an unfair employer it's just that this had been the third time this month that his assistant was feeling ill. He was ready to let the man go.


As Hiro got his black coffee, his regular, he saw her. It was hard not to notice her when she came in a room. Even without her saying anything it was something about her that made her seem loud even in charge, a real bitch. Hiro had sneered with distaste, typical black girl just one in a suit.


He, reluctantly, had to admit that she was wearing that suit, she had a thick ass encased in a slim black skirt, and her breasts looked enticing pressed against her white button up top. Her mass of curly hair was pinned up and showing off her pretty face. But he could already tell she had attitude, and yeah she was sexy but she knew it and she wore that look all over her face.


Hiro tore his eyes from the black girl's bouncing ass as she stomped across the Starbuck in her stilettos and shook his head, yeah typical black woman. He grabbed his coffee, passed across exact change, and ignoring the dopey love struck eyes of the teenager behind the counter began to leave the establishment.


That was before she stepped right in front of his path. The first thing he thought was, damn she is short. He looked down at her, his eyes trailing across her curvy body before landing on narrowed, dark brown, angry eyes. As his eyes trailed back to her plump ass he realized that people were staring at them and that she was rattling off on him.


"What?" he responded dumbly.


"Were you even listening? That there is MY coffee that you grabbed."


Her voice was loud and shrill as she repeated her rant. His eyes narrowed as he came back to his senses and with a smirk he shook his head.


"Look lady I was given this coffee. Black, no sugar, no milk. If you ordered the same thing and haven't gotten it then take it up with the people who work here." He firmly pushed her aside and walked out the door.


Hiro shook his head again as he got outside. He thought she was sexy but just like every other black chick out there she had too much attitude. He chuckled to himself as he walked on and couldn't help but appreciate her body.


Content in his thoughts as he coolly strolled to his office he didn't expect the hard slam in the back of his head or the shrill voice screaming in his ear. He turned swiftly to see the same short black girl now outside apparently having hit him in the head with her bag and yelling obscenities at him about her coffee.


Hiro rolled his eyes. "Look lady..."


She quickly cut him off putting one of her manicured nails in his face.


"First of all my name is not lady. It is Shira Rose Nolan, and that's Ms. Nolan to you, and that in your hand is MY coffee."


"Even if this was your coffee LADY," Hiro emphasized, "why can't you go and just get a new one instead of causing an unnecessary scene."


Hiro looked around and noticed more and more people staring causing him to get angry. His calm facade was fading with this loud woman's emergence. He couldn't help but think typical black girl, causing a scene. The woman kept screeching at him until Hiro could take it no longer and roughly grabbed her by her arm pulling her short stature close to his chest and dragging her over to a secluded corner under a few man planted trees.


"Listen, since you couldn't this through that thick fucking head of yours by yourself, simply go buy a new coffee and get the fuck out of my face with this bullshit." He tightly said, unconscientiously shaking her.


"And do something with that dirty mouth of yours no one likes an uppity little bitch." He added after releasing her; his anger had cooled considerably.


Hiro could see that the girl was scared into silence as her eyes went wide and she trembled slightly. He smirked, betting no one had ever talked to her like that before and feeling pleased with himself.


He watched in amusement as she stumbled slightly and tried to ignore the slight wave of arousal he got from feeling those supple breasts pressed against his chest. He pushed it back quickly, not wanting to get turned on by some uppity bitch.


He turned and continued to walk to his office, his cool facade back on his face. He ignored the curious stares of onlookers and sipped calmly at his coffee. Pausing he smirked slightly, it was a frappuccino. He excused himself regardless sure that the rude bitch deserved it anyway.


****


Thinking back to that day still bought a smirk to Hiro's face but he never knew he would be working with the uppity bitch. He was okay with it at first, seeing as she was a lowly secretary but as time went on she slowly rose up. He noticed she completely avoided him, though.


When she came to her first meeting and saw him her eyes went wide and she looked away quickly, but didn't say a thing. Hiro had smirked, pleased.


He saw her in more and more meetings but she always looked away when he looked at her and never argued against something he had to say, much to everyone's surprise. It raised his interest but he never looked more into it because the next second she would be chewing someone a new one or unnecessary prolonging another meeting. He hated her. Plenty of the guys in the office had a lot to say about her from the crude and rude to the downright dirty, but Hiro just kept quiet.


After a while he had grown used to this relationship with her. She seemed to have an unsaid respect for him and he just ignored her more or less. But now his boss had informed him that Shira wasn't getting along with any of the Senior Directors and seemed to have some respect for him so he thought she would be perfect as his new assistant.


As much as Hiro protested his boss was firm on the matter; not to mention he respected the old guy and didn't want to come off as bad-mannered so with a tight smile he agreed to take Ms. Shira Rose Nolan as his new assistant.


~~~~~~~~~~


Shira strolled into the office her daily frappuccino in her hand, ready for another day, another Director. It was a little joke between her and the other assistants about all of the Directors she went through but it wasn't her fault. They were either simpering little bitches that couldn't take her attitude or grabby dirt bags that got pissed when she refused their advances with a swift knee to the groin.


She was sure that if she were anyone else she would've been fired but she was Shira Nolan, a bad bitch and damn good at her job. Plus her boss had a soft side for her; he said she reminded him of his daughter, whatever that meant.


As she sipped on her frappuccino, she thought about that day at Starbucks not too long ago, and her little run in with Mr. Kakutama. If she was truthful with herself, which she always was, he scared her. He was the first man, besides her daddy, to stand up to her; not to add that he was devishly sexy.


She wasn't his type anyway with her plain looks, plus he always seemed so unapproachable and cold. That day when he grabbed her arm and cursed her out was the first and last time she saw any type of distinct emotion from him and she had the feeling it didn't happen often.


Shira sighed unsure of why she was thinking about him anyway, she was sure that she was the last thing on his mind. Plus she had actual work to worry about at the moment, like what Senior Director she would be working under now. Shira was confident that it wouldn't be Mr. Kakutama, it was well known that he was picky about who his assistants were.


She cursed herself for letting her mind wander back to the striking Japanese man and tried to think of other things, like the cat litter she needed to buy for her babies. Her babies of course being her two kittens, Momo and Oppa, brother and sister, each four months old and she was already in love. Shira sighed to herself, her mother was right she was doomed to be a cat lady, not that she minded so much, men seemed to be nothing but trouble anyway.


As Shira arrived to the office she gave one last sip of her frappuccino and dropped the empty cup into trashcan in the main walkthrough. Stepping firmly in her black pumps, raising her head high and putting on her usual no nonsense face she walked to the elevator nodding politely to those that were familiar. Shira breathed in deeply, she loved her job. She loved the office meetings, the paper work and the late nights.


She was one of few that could actually say she enjoyed what she did and was damn good at it. She worked hard to get to the point she was and her attitude, much to a lot of people's surprise, was never a deterrent. The higher ups seemed to revel in her bossy voice and domineering attitude.


When she was promoted to assistant she wasn't surprised and no one else was either. She got the job done and she got it done well. The only thing was finding a Director to work under that could teach her the ropes so someday she could be holding that same position. So far no luck, but Shira was hopeful that this time the director she was put with would work out.


Shira arrived at the boss's office, ready and a bit anxious to see the new Director she would be working under. She hid it well though, strutting right pass his secretary and opening the door. He didn't look surprised as he saw her walk in, it showed by the grin on his face.


"Hello Mr. Williams, how has your day been?" She said with a pleasant smile on her face, she was sure he was the only one to see such a smile, she really liked her boss.


"Shira, didn't I tell you to call me Henry?"


"Yes, Mr. Williams, but you and I both know I won't."


He chuckled good naturally and got down to business. "So you're new Director, I think you will enjoy this one and I believe I made a good match"


"That's what you said about all of the other ones." she huffed.


He chuckled again. "Yes but this time I'm sure that I'm right. You will be working under Kakutama Akihiro, Mr. Kakutama."


The despair on her face brought mirth to his and he grinned widely. "Mr. Kakutama has already been informed that you will be his new assistant and your desk is ready inside his office."


"Mr. Williams I can't work with him"


Henry merely ignored her continuing to inform her about working with Hiro. He was a good Director, one of the best, and he knew that his strong attitude would be enough to maybe settle down some of Shira's wildness. He appreciated her, actually loved the young girl like a daughter, but she was always too willful. He was sure Hiro would be perfect.


"You can go ahead to his office immediately, he is waiting for you."


"Mr. Williams I don't think you understand I WILL not work for Mr. Kakutama. It won't work out, pick someone else."


Henrys eyes narrowed, "There IS no one else Shira, you have no choice it's either Mr. Kakutama or no job."


His threats were empty, he knew that, there was no way he would get rid of a shining star like Shira. He was sure that he was making the right choice; the girl needed some discipline before she even thought about making it any farther in the business and Akihiro Kakutama was just the right man to discipline her.


Shira was dumbstruck, there were a few things she was always sure about: herself and her job, but now it seemed to all be falling apart. She couldn't work for Mr. Kakutama, the harsh man frightened her. He was always so cold and remote, never showing any emotion and if he did, it was rage.


She was sure that she had never seen the man laugh or even smile and if he did, she was sure that it was nothing but menacing. Shira thought of arguing more, pushing until Mr. Williams saw her way of things and agreed, like he usually did, but the steely look in his cobalt eyes told her that this was the end of the conversation.


Shira could've cried right then and there, but she pulled herself together. A bad bitch never showed when she was down and took on any challenge head on. She decided to think of Mr. Kakutama as just that, a challenge to be conquered and won, and she would win. She was a bad bitch after all.


With an icy smile she stood ram-rod straight, head high. "I will get right on it, Mr. Williams"


The look in her eyes told Henry he had won, for now that is. Knowing Shira she would bring it up again.


~~~~~~~~~~


Hiro sat in his office tapping his fingers against the glass desk, dark eyes concentrated on the mahogany door. He wasn't nervous, quite the opposite. He was extremely excited. At first he was a bit dismayed, but as the idea sunk in more he felt nothing but amusement. The scared little rabbit would be stuck in the office with him, the big bad wolf.


He grinned and fought to control his mirth as a solid knock sounded on his door. He pulled himself together and put on his most controlling, and a bit frightening, face. If he had to work with her he might as well have some fun.


"Enter."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Milf The Boys And The Gazebo


My husband Martin announced over dinner one Friday that a work colleague of his was getting married the following day and we had been invited. I had never met this guy or his bride but apparently it was our duty to attend as far as Martin was concerned. I was more than happy to go along, I like a good wedding and the chance to dress up and enjoy ourselves.


That night I went through the closet to decide what to wear. The reception and party were being held in the garden of the groom's parents, and as it was a late afternoon and into the evening event, I went for a standard little black dress. Martin approved as the one I chose nicely shows off what he calls 'my ample cleavage.' With matching underwear laid out, I was ready for the following day.


I thoroughly enjoyed the event, lovely food, plenty of drink and even some dancing with Martin. As dusk arrived and most people moved inside, I began to feel the effects of drinking too much wine, needing to clear my head I wandered along the path heading to a gazebo I had seen earlier. As I got closer I noticed what looked like an older teenager standing by the gazebo door having a smoke, I had to smile to myself as I wondered if my teenage son did the same thing. As I approached, he stepped back inside the gazebo, which was one of the modern ones all glass and white vinyl, there was no light inside but enough moonlight to see a person.


"Hi! Are you with the wedding group?" I asked as I stepped in.


The door slammed shut behind me and another teenager appeared.


"The wedding is next door," he told me. "You crossed into our yard, hopefully to entertain us."


"Entertain you? What is that supposed to mean?"


He did not answer, just gave me an arrogant stare and ordered me to sit down. I did as he told me and offered no resistance when he grabbed my bag and began to go through it, helping himself to the fifty dollars in there.


"So you are Sally?" He asked me, reading my driving licence and I nodded to confirm it.


"I am John and this is Tony." He said, pointing to the quieter one. "And that's where you live, I know it well; we might come and visit you one day for a surprise." They both found that funny and laughed. I laughed to myself as well but didn't show it, I was thinking of the fun I had enjoyed earlier that summer with two other teenage boys.


"What do you want from me then?" I asked, half hoping I'd found two new randy young admirers to fool around with.


"Our mother tells us that we have to empty our balls at least once a day at our age and both she and our sister are away this weekend so the duty is down to you." John said.


"You have sex with your mother and sister?" I asked, shocked at his revelation.


"Sure we do, Mom just brings us off by hand, but we fuck our sister all the time, she is eighteen and cock mad." John boasted.


I turned to Tony, "Is that all true?" I asked him and he nodded.


"That's awful! I suppose you want me to wank you both off as well?"


"You could suck us off instead, we like that more," John replied.


"I bet you do, get it out then, but I'm only doing a hand job."


"You first, get your tits out." John demanded.


I loosened my wrap around dress and pulled my breasts out of my bra, while John dropped his trousers and stood stroking his cock right in front of me. I leaned forward and took him in my hand; he was rock hard within seconds as I pumped on his shaft. I was enjoying myself already, thinking of how often I had done this not so long ago with those other two randy young boys.


I knew I was getting wet; I love the sight and feel of a young cock with a nice pair of balls. I squeezed harder and harder on John's steel like erection, worked that shaft faster as he moaned and oozed pre-cum over his nice shiny cock head. I knew he was close, and sure enough seconds later he was spraying his cum all over the floor, missing my face by a matter of inches.


"Do you feel better now?" I asked him.


"Hell yes, you're pretty good for an old lady."


"Well I've had plenty of experience," I told him.


"It shows, now sort Tony out while I go to the house for more cigarettes."


"Yes sir!" I answered as he left, locking the door behind him.


"Are you ready?" I said, trying to look Tony straight in the eye through the dim moonlight coming into the gazebo. His trousers were soon down around his ankles, revealing a very proud and hard cock, slighter bigger than his brothers but with blonde pubes that were hardly noticeable, making it look even bigger. This was a beautiful cock with the tightest of balls; I was transfixed as it pulsated so invitingly before me.


"You have a beautiful cock Tony." I said and I meant it.


I leaned forward, cupped his heavy balls in my hand, and then took him straight into my wide open mouth; this was one cock I simply had to suck off. I moved my lips back and forth on him, twirled my tongue around his big bell end, and kissed and licked all over his magnificent young manhood to further excite him. I could hear his moans of pure pleasure as his hands firmly took hold of my head, forcing me to take more of him between my lips. His cock started to twitch and pulsate as he fucked my mouth in the approach to his orgasm.


I was on my knees by now, letting him use me how he wanted, until finally he held my head even tighter and fired shot after shot of his warm cum down my throat. I eagerly swallowed his full load, not allowing a single drop to spill. He tasted so good; I desperately needed to be fucked immediately, but knew that was a bit too risky in the circumstances.


"Oh God Sally, that was fabulous."


"My special treat to you, keep it to yourself, you promise?"


"I promise." He said almost apologetically.


I tidied myself up and within a few moments the door opened and John was back looking worried.


"I can hear people out there calling your name." John said.


"It's probably my husband, call him over," I asked.


Tony went outside and called out. Martin and another party goer were soon stood at the gazebo door.


"What are you doing in here?" Martin asked.


"I twisted my ankle on the path while walking and these nice young men helped me inside to sit down for a few minutes, then I gave them my no smoking speech when I saw their cigarettes."


"Thanks for taking care of her; I think she has had a little too much wine. We will take her away and you can enjoy a nice quiet smoke." They all laughed at that comment.


I managed to get a quick wink to Tony as we walked back to the party, of course never expecting to see either of them again, but hoping I would, I'd really enjoyed sucking Tony off and I knew I needed him to fuck me.


We eventually got back home and I slept so well, although the next day I was a little delicate and gave my usual speech about never drinking so much wine again. I will admit to having more than a few dreams about the boys taking advantage of me, especially Tony's lovely cock sliding up into me in many a lust-filled fantasy.


It was Tony I wanted but there seemed little chance of it happening, everything seemed to be returning to boring normality, until about ten days later. I had just got of the shower, when the doorbell rang. I pulled on jeans and a shirt and went to the front door, opened it expecting to see the mail carrier with a parcel, but instead found two young men around eighteen or twenty years old, holding out a $50 note.


"Yes! Can I help you?" I asked, pretending to be totally unaware of who they were.


'You don't remember us then?"


"I have no idea who you are, are you going to tell me." I demanded.


"The wedding, you drank too much, the gazebo next door." Tony offered.


"Ah! That was you two was it, as you said I was a bit drunk, I hardly remember it." I lied.


"We felt guilty about taking your money, we wanted to return it. I am John and this is Tony." He volunteered.


"You had better come in." I let them in and took them through to the kitchen. I offered them a soda and took the $50 from John's hand.


"I admire your honesty," I told them. "As I said; I don't remember much and don't recall the $50 at all."


"We thought perhaps we could do you some sort of service as recompense for our stupidity," Tony said smiling.


"Well! Yes there is a job you can do for me that has been overlooked for a while, you could tidy up the garden shed, it should only take about an hour, and then your debt is paid."


"I will do that job." Volunteered John.


"Thank you John, and for Tony it's up to the spare room for some of the same, there is a lot that needs seeing to in there."


John went off to the garden shed, while Tony followed me to the spare room. As soon as we were inside, I whirled on him.


"So what did you tell John we did after he left to get his cigarettes?" I demanded to know.


"I told him we just talked, he believes I was too scared to do anything without him there to egg me on, I did promise you I was not going say anything and it was so good I wanted to keep it to myself anyway."


"You are a good boy; I knew I could trust you, now where would you like to start?"


He just stared at me quizzically not sure at all what I meant.


"I mean where would you like to start your work, perhaps you want the same thing again, or perhaps you want something different?" The huge smile that came on his face told me no more words were necessary.


"Why don't you take off all your clothes and lay on the bed, I know a little game we can play." I said with a huge grin.


I walked to the window and pulled the curtains closed, my body is OK for my age but far from perfect, I did not want him to run off. I turned back to him and in the gloom I could clearly see his magnificent cock standing fully hard and erect, he was stroking it lightly as I undressed.


"Fuck me." He said leering.


"Thank you, I think I will." I retorted as I walked toward the bed and was amazed to see him putting on a condom, the boy was prepared I thought as I sat astride his legs.


"I love your tits and that hairy cunt." He professed as his hands pawed up and down me.


His began to tease and tantalize my nipples, while I took his cock in hand and just placed the tip inside me. I leaned forward so he could suck each of my breasts in turn as I waited for full penetration, his penis stimulating my slit as I slid back and forth with my body hovering over his hips, eager for the right moment to slide the full length of his beautiful cock deep into my pussy. Tony was pushing his hips up in an effort to force his cock fully home and satisfy his young and urgent sexual need.


"Oh my God." I called out as he slid further inside me and I lowered myself to welcome his thrusts.


I stopped any movement and just savoured the hardness and internal movement of his throbbing cock. As soon as I started to move up and down, the slick walls of my pussy began contracting, sending pulses of pleasure through my entire body, and the first electrifying orgasm hit me.


I could not stop my pussy from squeezing Tony's wonderful young cock as we continued our fucking in slow steady movement, he of course wanted to speed up to get himself off but this was just my pleasure time and I intended it to last as long as possible. Slowly Tony got his way and began slamming his cock up into me until he exploded with a big gasp. With the condom on, I could not feel his cum jetting into me, which was disappointing.


I had gone through at least three, maybe four orgasms and I was sated. We both lay there for a few moments, I looked at Tony's cock which lay spent on his thigh and


very flaccid. I removed the condom and disposed of it for him.


I left him laying there as I pulled on my shirt and jeans, looking at the clock I noticed we had been at it for about thirty minutes, I went downstairs, grabbed a can of soda, and then walked to the shed to see how John was getting on. I gave him the drink and told him what a good job he was doing; I estimated he would be another thirty minutes, enough time for Tony and I to make pretence of clearing out the spare room.


I ran up the stairs to hear Tony in the shower, so I started to get together a few boxes and stacked them ready to take downstairs. When he came out he walked straight toward me and stood there displaying himself proudly naked.


"My turn now." He said.


He undid my jeans and pulled them down to my knees, pulled all the buttons open on my shirt and pushed me back until I fell back on the bed. He grabbed my ankles and spread my legs placing them on his shoulders and stared at my pussy.


"Sheesh! That's some hairy cunt; I hope I can get my tongue through it." He said


laughing.


Without any finesse, he attacked my bush using his finger and tongue to find my clit, which was waiting anxiously for attention. He found it very quickly and flicked that button with his tongue, sending me mad with pleasure. Receiving oral sex from a hot young man should be the right of every woman, I thought to myself. It did not last long enough though; the urge to sink his cock into my depths soon overtook him. He stood up saying.


"It's time to fuck you." This was not going to be a gentle fuck, I thought, he was in control now and it was solely to satisfy him.


Fortunately, I was more than wet enough to enjoy his cock being thrusted fully into me. If I had any doubts about doing this, they soon evaporated as Tony pummelled into me the way youngsters do with a pussy at their mercy. I just closed my eyes and enjoyed every second of his young cock going in and out of me, my juices flowing as the orgasms rolled over me.


My legs had already encircled his and I was pulling him into me. I was actually getting dizzy with the feelings rushing through my body. I felt the first spurt erupt from him followed by three more. I still held him tightly with my legs as we both came down from our climax.


He uncoupled from me and let my legs go back down; I kept them closed to hopefully stop myself leaking all over the bed. Tony lay alongside me as we both got our breath back from all the exertion. My mind wandered to the possibility that this was a one off and perhaps I was far too old for him.


"Thank you for a great experience." I told him. He sat up and looked me straight in the eyes saying


"When can we do it again? I want to fuck you at least twice a day."


"Whoa there! Remember I have husband and children. How about every Thursday for as long as you can keep quiet about it? Any slips and it's over for good. I will work out an arrangement."


"I can keep a secret." He said.


I jumped off the bed and headed for the bathroom for a shower, telling Tony to move a few boxes downstairs to make it look like he had been doing something other than fucking me. I followed him twenty minutes later to find them both sitting at the table in the yard with cans of soda from my refrigerator. We all walked up to the shed and inspected John's work; he really had done a good job.


"You are the winner," I told John. "You get $25 to spend, Tony has got to come back next Thursday to finish off his work and you are not to come along and help him."


"It's not my fault I did not finish, I got distracted." Tony said.


"Never mind you can finish off what you started next week." I said with a mile.


John went back to the shed to lock the door at my request, and I took the opportunity to rub Tony's crotch.


"Oh my! You are hard again and I have a whole week to wait, keep it ready for me."


We both laughed and stood up as John returned from locking the shed, giving me the key as they both left. I sat back in my chair as I thought about what I could do next week with that lovely young cock. In addition, I thought about how drinking too much wine had led me astray again. I had no regrets though.


And the summer rolled on...


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 
Reconnecting

Amy and Jennifer had known each other for years. They had been the best of friends since junior high school. They were both cheerleaders, both in drama club, both in honor society, both lived on the same street for most of their lives. They over the years, became, inseparable. Together all the time. Where you would find one, you'd find the other. They were simply, the best of friends.

During college, which they attended and roomed together, they decided to give into forbidden curiosities and experiment with each other. These fantasies and feelings had been kept hidden and were pushed down deep through the years. Both felt it was not an acceptable temptation. Both had steady boyfriends. Neither considered themselves to be gay or bi-sexual. They just enjoyed how they made each other feel. Physically and emotionally. So at times, they would give in to this and have a secret moment of bliss.

After college, Jennifer moved some distance apart. Each having to move on with their own life and career. They got together as frequently as possible to chat, have dinner, and catch up on all the changes in their lives. But it wasn't the same. Time and distance had placed a wedge in between them. They were still friends, just not as close. That bond had been a little strained.

One fourth of July weekend, Amy decided to visit Jennifer in the city. Jennifer was an ad executive at a large company. She lived in an apartment in one of the high rise buildings. The ones with tons of glass windows and swanky furnishings. All sleek and modern looking. Jennifer was happy to see Amy as always.

That evening they went out to dinner and then went walking in the city. Taking in the air and doing some window shopping. Then Jennifer had an idea. She knew that Amy had stayed back in their small hometown. Amy worked as a free-lance photographer. Doing weddings, events, and natural landscape photography. There wasn't much to do there. In the little town back home, football games on Friday nights were about it. And she was past the age to want to go watch high school football.

So Jennifer asked Amy if she would like to go to a bar later that night. Just to have a few drinks and unwind. Catch up. And get some of the nightlife she'd been missing. Amy agreed, excited at the prospect of dressing up and hitting the town.

The bar was called StillWell's. It was a small quaint place, about three blocks from Jennifer's apartment. Safe walking distance for them should they imbibe a bit much. The inside walls were pinkish/brown brick. The floor was a glossy oak hardwood. There were black leather booths w/black marble tops. A huge oak bar was in the corner of the room. Stools covered in black leather lined up along it on all sides but one. There was a live band playing. They covered an eclectic array of tunes from the 70's to present. In the back area of the bar was a pool table. The women were shown to a booth and placed an order for drinks.. Both having long island ice tea. Then they got up to go to the powder room to freshen up.

Both stood in front of the mirror and looked at their reflections. Jennifer was statuesque. Tall at 5ft 10 inches without heels, with a lithe sporty body. Dark brown hair w/golden highlights fell around her shoulders. Smokey blue eyes, framed with thick lashes. She applied more gloss to her lips. Her skin tone was golden year round. Amy was the complete opposite. At only 5ft 4inches tall she was the odd one out. She had blond hair that curled and waved in a wild halo about her head, ample curves, had porcelain skin, full lips, and jade eyes. She applied more powder to her face.

The ladies returned to their booth and their drinks and began to sip as they slipped back into an old familiar friendship. They discussed work projects, family members, changes back home, changes in the city w/Jennifer. They finished the first drink and ordered another round. Both knew that alcohol went straight to their heads, so they decided not to go past three of these tonight. Neither wanted to wake sick in the morning. They had done enough of that in college.

When they began sipping their third drink the door to the bar opened and a group of men came in. All seemed to be in their late 20's or early 30's. They were joking and laughing. Heading to the pool table in the back. The last one to come through the door was sinfully handsome. Tall, with black hair, emerald eyes, a killer smile flashed at the ladies showing straight white teeth. His lips were full but masculine. He nodded to the women and followed his buddies to the table.

The two women watched as inconspicuous as they could as the men played pool. Both talking about how hot the one guy was. Throwing out the inappropriate comment here and there about what they'd like to do to him. Or have done to them. When Amy looked toward the table for the hundredth time, Mr. Sexy was looking right back at her. It was someone else's turn to play so he stood against the wall waiting. Watching her. Nervously she smiled and looked back at her drink.

The alcohol was making her mind a bit hazy and she started to giggle. One of the side effects of drinking was enhancing her giddiness and infectious laughter. As well as lowering her inhibitions. Inhibitions that it seemed Jennifer no longer had, now living in the city. She had turned loose of all her religious conflicts about life long ago. No matter how hard she tried, Amy could not turn off the giggling. Jennifer started laughing too, wanting to know what was so funny. Amy explained that he caught her looking at him, but was looking at her himself.

They were finishing up their last drink when Mr. Sexy approached their table. He carried a small glass of jack/coke with him. He pulled up a chair to their booth. Turning it around and straddling it backward. He leaned on the back of it. Making the muscles in his arms bunch up. He introduced himself as Adam. A local fireman. He began to make small talk with the girls. Swapping histories, etc. and asked if they were gonna be able to get home safely, seeing how they both were a little more than a bit tipsy. Then seeing her opening, Jennifer asked him if he could walk the two ladies back to her apartment. Just to make sure they made it ok.. Amy's eyes threw daggers at Jennifer. This was so embarrassing. Adam sauntered back over to his fellow firefighter buddies and told them he was leaving to walk them home.

The ladies paid the tab and tipped the bartender. Both a little wobbly on their feet, they felt a large warm hand on each of their shoulders helping them balance. Once they were stable, they began to head out toward the apartment. They walked the three blocks babbling on and on about nothing.. But throwing out flirtatious remarks all at each other. They reached the door of the building. Adam turned to leave, telling the girls goodnight and to sleep well. Then, to Amy's horror, Jennifer asked him to come upstairs.

They stepped into the elevator. Jennifer pushed the number 8 for her floor. The doors came open with a ding and she led the way to her apartment. All three went inside and Jennifer sat in a plush green chair. While Adam and Amy sat on the matching sofa. They talked a bit more. The alcohol was beginning to hit the ladies by this time pretty hard. Jennifer stood and grabbed Amy's hand and headed to the bedroom. Telling Adam that they had to talk a minute and would be back.

They got to Jennifer's room and Amy looked at her questioningly and a bit hazed. Jennifer got a wicked gleam in her eyes. And proposed that to really make their friendship fully intact again they needed to get back in touch sexually. But this time, she didn't want to only experiment with Amy. She wanted to add Adam to the mix.

This was all new to Amy. Other than the few experiences she had with Jennifer, she had only had sex with two men. And neither of them were anything to brag about. And she was unsure of herself. Of the situation. After some eager coaxing from Jennifer, and the mist in her head, she agreed to at least try.

Both girls sat on the edge of the bed. Then Jennifer called for Adam to come into the room. Thinking that they needed help, he came in ready to lend a hand. Be it to help a sick woman, or tuck her in. What he did not expect was to see Amy and Jennifer already undressed down to their bras and panties. Sitting on the bed together. A bit taken aback he looked first from one to the other woman. Asking the question with his eyes, daring not speak. The question of is this happening?

In a silent answer Jennifer motioned for him to sit in the blue microfiber chair in the corner of the bedroom. Then, slowly she leaned in and took Amy's mouth in a chaste kiss. First just a meeting of the mouths. Grazing one another. Then both mouths opened, welcoming the glide and slide of tongues. Amy moaned with the headiness of it. Remembering all their college trysts. She kissed Jennifer back, becoming more bold with each kiss and caress. Jennifer and Amy removed each other's bra's at the same time. Allowing Jennifer's high small breasts and Amy's heavy, perky ones to fall free from the restraints. As they kissed their hands roamed feeling nipples, pinching, rubbing, flicking. Each emitting little cries from the other, which were swallowed up by the other's mouth.

They finished undressing each other. Tossing sheer lace panties to the side of the bed. Both were naked to each other and to Adam's gaze. He sat in the corner watching the women kiss and fondle one another. His need growing. He began rubbing himself through his jeans and boxer shorts. Jennifer laid Amy back on the bed and began kissing down her body. Then she began to play with Amy's engorged clit. With fingers and tongue. Amy moaned and thrashed her head back and forth on the bed. Caught up in the abandon of it all. This only fueled Jennifer on. She began licking harder, faster, sucking more on the clit as she pumped two fingers into her friends pussy.

Then Jennifer looked at Adam. She asked if he just wanted to watch, or did he want to join in. He stood up a little too quickly he thought and walked toward the bed. Jennifer quit pleasuring Amy and both ladies sat up, looking at him intently. The stood and began to undress him. First pulling the black t-shirt that hugged and fitted him closely up and over his head. Revealing broad shoulders, a muscular chest/torso, and those muscled arms. He kicked off his shoes and socks. Jennifer then reached for his belt buckle. Slowly she removed the belt from his pants hearing the cling of the buckle coming undone and the slide of the leather going through belt loops. Growing more confident Amy joined her and began to unbutton his buttonfly jeans. No zipper. Just buttons. Each one popped open with a small sound. And with each button a little more of him became visible. This turned on the girls even more. They finished with the buttons, pulled the jeans down his legs and he shook them off. They were on their knees before him. Each woman took one hand and hooked fingers in the waistband of the boxers covering him. Slowly they pulled them down, and he sprang free. Already hard and erect with desire and want.

Looking up at him through lashes, with looks of naughty nymphs at the generous treasure before them, they both brought their mouths closer to him. While each rubbed him with their hands. Together, they touched his aching cock with tongues. Licking, nipping, sucking, and biting him as they went. Occasionally allowing their lips and tongues to meet and kiss each other. Alternately one would suck on him. Taking the head in her mouth. Then pull him deep in her throat. Tugging on his ass to pull closer. Then she'd pull away, and the other would repeat the motion. Over and over this went on. Hands, tongues, teeth, and mouths lighting a fire within him.

Both girls then stood and laid down on the bed. Amy laid on her back. Spreading her legs so he could see the bare skin of her pussy and the wetness gathered there. Jennifer was at her head and torso rubbing Amy's nipples. Pinching, sucking, and playing. Adam sank to his knees on the plush carpet. As he came closer to her core, he smelled the delicious arousal coming up to meet him. He began by giving a slow, long, hot lick up her slit. Teasing. Then fixated on her pulsing clit. He tongued it. First with tip, then with the broadness of it his tongue. Licking circles. Then up the sides. Flicking underneath. Sucking her in. Biting her gently. Pulling it into his mouth. She was writhing on the bed. Jennifer's pussy was now on Amy's face. Jennifer was riding Amy's mouth and squeezing her tits. Moaning and crying out.

Adam took his tongue and decided to see how far he could push Amy. She was his favorite. She didn't know it, but it was true. He preferred curvy women. It made them a woman. He slid his tongue inside her deeply without notice. Her hips came up off the bed. Meeting his mouth driving him deeper. He stabbed in and out of her over and over again. Sometimes slow, causing an aching need, a fire to build. Then at times quickly fluttering, making her shudder. He lapped at her. All the while watching Amy hold Jennifer's hips and do the same thing to her. The long pink tongue snaking out and entering Jennifer's pussy. Tasting her. Devouring her.

Jennifer's moans and screams started to heighten as she became more excited. She bucked her hips, grinding her pussy against the mouth underneath her. Amy moaned and thrashed from Adam's tongue. And he was getting so close just from watching both of them. He entered two fingers into Amy and she screamed. Causing a vibration to enter Jennifer's pussy. Which brought a new flow of curses from Jennifer's mouth.

It was clear that Amy was ready and wanted penetration. He stopped torturing her clit, and stood up. Amy stopped licking Jennifer. He told both girls to come to the bottom of the bed and get on hands and knees facing the headboard. Their desire made them comply without question. Both ready for whatever he was going to give them.

Both girls simultaneously felt a warm hand cup and begin to rub circles on their ass cheeks. He was kneading them. Massaging them. He took two fingers on each hand and penetrated both of them at the same time. Moving the fingers in and out in the same rhythm and speed for both. They moaned, pushed back against his fingers, and begged for more. He added a third finger. Repeating and switching up the motions. Then added a fourth. They were so ready for him.

The girls couldn't see because of their position. So he used that to his advantage. All of a sudden he shoved his cock inside of Amy. Sinking deep into her heat. Her wetness drenching him. He pushed hard. Then he pulled out. Then he moved to Jennifer. He pushed himself into her pussy, pushing deep and hard. Then out again. Then into Amy. Pushing in hard and fast, pulling out slowly. Then back into Jennifer. Then back into Amy. Then back into Jennifer. Each getting a turn with him. Then he speeded up and the penetration lasted longer with each girl. While he fucked one with his cock. He fingered the other. Occasionally smacking the pussies in front of him.

Both women were crying out. Making little mewling sounds. Panting and cursing. Begging to be finished. He decided he wanted to fuck Amy into a climax first. He took her and flipped her over onto her back. Pulled her to the edge of the bed. And filled her in a quick stroke. He began to pump her. Hard. Fast. Short strokes. Long strokes. Varying them alternately. He looked into her eyes and leaned over taking her peach nipple in his mouth and sucked deeply. Speeding up he fucked her. Holding nothing back. She came around him. Cursing, pulsating, and quivering. He was soaked with her wetness.

Then he looked over at Jennifer who had been watching and touching herself. He turned her back onto her stomach. Her ass in the air, but her breasts and torso flat on the bed. He stabbed at her. Thrusting fast. Deep. Giving no quarter. He continued this thrusting. Stopping and holding still within her when he came too close to spilling. He knew she was close by all the sounds and movements of her body. With one last plunge he drove home and she came crashing around his cock.

He too was ready to cum. Pulling out he ordered the girls on their knees in front of him. They obliged. He stroked his thick long cock until he began to feel that tingle. That feeling that it was about to happen. He unleashed the flow of cum in spurts on the girls faces below. The liquid ran down their faces, necks, and dripped onto nipples.. Trailed down stomachs. Then he almost came on the spot again when the girls turned to one another and started kissing deeply. Licking his juice off their faces.. And following the trail wherever it went, lapping and licking it all up. They looked at him when they were finished. And pulled him to the floor. Then all three began to kiss. And he tasted pussy and his cum. It was the most erotic experience of his life.

Adam asked if he could shower before leaving the apartment. Jennifer agreed and showed him to the bathroom, explaining where towels and such were kept. While he showered she returned to Amy in the bedroom and they lay on the bed. Laughing and talking about what had just happened. About how now their bond seemed to be strong again. Mischief and fun lighting up in their eyes.

Adam returned looking freshly showered and thanked the women for the experience. Then he left. The girls waited a while and then decided to shower themselves. To clean up. Both were sticky messes. They went into the bathroom and Jennifer adjusted the hot spray of the dual head two person shower to the right temperature and set the shower heads to a pulsating massaging speed. Then both got in. Soaping each other up. Washing each other's hair and bodies. Cleaning the traces of cum. Sweet smelling soap filled the air. Soon, unable to resist, the girls began to explore one another. Kissing, licking, and teasing with mouths, tongues, fingers, and hands. Taking their time as the hot steam filled the room and water cascaded and sluiced down their bodies. They pleasured each other once again. Bringing themselves to newer heights. Higher climaxes. Oh yes. The friendship was definitely back to being intact. And all of a sudden Amy started to think that maybe she could do photography in the city.
Roadside Assistance


It had been a very long week, and all I wanted was to get away for a few hours. After a quick shower, I put my hair in a bun, and throw on a wrap skirt and tank top. With no particular destination in mind, I head out. Feeling the stress slipping away with the breeze from the open windows, I let my hair down. The wind tugs it back, not an unpleasant sensation. With the sun on my face, and the vibration of the car, I find my hand wandering under the flap of my skirt. Slowly at first, just rubbing my clit, letting my fingers trail up & down, feeling my clit swell & start to throb . . . then the car starts to make an odd noise . . . what the hell, you have to be kidding. I roll it onto the shoulder, and shake my head.


I pop the hood & get out, looking around. With no planned destination, I have no idea where I am. Looking under the hood I chuckle, I have no real clue what I'm looking at. I'm leaning against the car, still chuckling at myself, when you pull up.


"Hey, do you need a hand?"


"I could always use a hand . . . I was out for a drive, when she just stopped running."


You walk over & look under the hood, then stick your head in the window, and check the dash. I can't help notice your broad shoulders, and your strong hands. You turn around smiling . . . "The next time you go for a drive, you might want to gas up first. I have a gas can back at the house, if you want to ride with me, we'll get you what you need."


I slide into the passenger seat of your Jeep. " I really appreciate this. Is there anything I can do for you?"


"You can finish what you were doing when you ran out of gas. Open your skirt."


My heart begins to race, and I can feel the moisture between my legs. I slide the flap of my skirt open, revealing that I have no panties on. "You are a naughty girl. I may have to punish you when we get back." A small sound escapes me, half whimper, half moan. You smile, and I know I have already given myself up.


You tell me to stay in the jeep when you get to your house. Grabbing the can out of the garage, you put it in the back, then come around to my side. You take my hand and help me out, then turn me around & bend me over the seat, sliding my skirt up. "You were naughty today, and I'm going to have to punish you." I jump slightly as your firm hand makes contact with my bare ass. Again, your hand makes contact, another spank. One more. "Are you going to be good now?"


"Yes." I nod. My cheeks are hot and tingly, and sting slightly as I get back into the jeep. "Good, now we'll go get your car. You'll follow me back here, and I'll see if you can do what you're told."


You put the gas in my car, and I follow you back. You take my hand as we enter the house, stopping in the living room. Sliding one hand up my arm and across my shoulder, I gasp as you pull my head back by my hair. With the other hand you untie my skirt, letting it fall, then drag your hand up between my legs. You explore me, then hold your fingers up "suck them." I lick and suck my juices off your fingers.


"Please..."


"Please what? You want more?" You thrust your fingers back in, faster, curling them slightly to find the g spot. I can barely breathe, barely stand. You release my hair to go down on one knee, grabbing my ass in your free hand. You work my g spot with one hand, my clit with your tongue. I thrust against you, moaning, I cant hold on any longer, my juices flowing freely, squirting over your hand and your chin.


Almost too weak to stand, you push me to my knees. "Suck me, baby. That's it, nice and deep." Your hands in my hair again, you pull my face to you. "Put your hands behind you & let me fuck your face." I start to gag as your cock rams my throat. " You can do it, take it all the way in. that's it, what you really wanted." My eyes are tearing, but I can't stop. I don't want to. I moan with pleasure as I take you in. You thrust faster & faster, and I can feel you getting so close. You groan loudly as I feel your hot cum spray my mouth. You rub the head across my lips as some dribbles down my chin.


"Not bad for your first lesson...."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

My Baseball Player


I stretched my arms high above my head, pulling at the warm muscles trying to stretch them out and get them ready for the game ahead. I could feel my tight muscles loosening and I felt pretty good about the game ahead. My high school softball team was playing our county rivals today for the district championship. As a senior, and 18 years old, I knew there would be scouts at the game today watching, picking and choosing which players would be good enough to play on their college teams. My gut tightened at this thought. A lot was at stake.


I glanced over at the adjacent baseball field and smiled. Our boy's baseball team was also playing to be district champs today. Our school had had an amazing athletic year. I could see the boys warming up and exercising and my gaze immediately was attracted to my boyfriend since eighth grade, Tucker Grobin. He was the starting third baseman for the boys team, I was the starting catcher. We were both team captains this year, and everyone thought us the perfect couple. We weren't perfect, of course, but neither of us would trade our relationship for anything in the world. He was 18 as well, and 5 years of being together made us inseparable.


"BALLS IN COMING DOWNN" I heard our rival's catcher yell, signaling the end of their practice and that the game was about to begin. I finished putting on my chest protector and walked onto the field, tugging on my helmet as I went. Katie, my best friend, and the pitcher for our team was right behind me and we began throwing warm-up pitches.


By the bottom of the seventh inning the score was 12-12, tied. If we didn't score now it would go into overtime. The sun was beating down fiercely and I was soaked with sweat. I glanced over at the boy's field and noticed that our team was winning by six over there, and their game was almost over. This excited me. I was on deck to bat so I hurriedly threw off my gear, and pulled on my batting helmet. Just as I was stepping up to plate after Gina got walked, I saw our boys rush to the girl's field, whooping, hollering and cheering. I guessed they had won and were coming to watch our game. This gave me the extra urge I needed to finish this game off right.


I stepped into the batter's box, aware of Tucker's intense green gaze on my back. I took a few practice swing and settled into my stance, one that Tucker has help me to perfect. The opposing team's pitcher was not my favorite person in the world. She knew I was a power hitter, and her and I had had words before over her attitude on the field. I didn't appreciate anyone who couldn't act civilized on the field, and sometimes she just couldn't control her temper. She pitched me two balls, that I knew were balls on purpose and then another pitch. This pitch was clearly a ball as well, except instead of going to the outside and low, it came in high and to the inside. Right at my shoulder. The ball struck by back as I turned with a loud thud. Pain racked through my body as I heard fans, players, coached and the baseball team alike start booing and shouting. I dropped my bat and rolled my shoulder some. I could feel it getting tight already and flexed some to work out the stiffness.


Deciding to ignore the pain, I glared at the pitcher and jogged to first base, which advanced Gina to second. Our assistant coach, Miles, noticed my pinched face and asked if I was ok as I got to first. I nodded and readied myself to run. Gina was the second fastest player on our team, next to me of course. We always doubled up on stealing bases during games, which we did now. Unfortunately, the catcher was fast and picked Gina off at third, but I managed to get to second. There was only one out and I was feeling confident, despite the fierce pain in my shoulder. I managed to advance to third base, barely beating the catcher's throw, and the crowd went wild. All I needed was for Hailey to get a hit, of any kind, and I could be home to win the game. My shoulder was killing me but I was determined to go out of my high school career with a bang. Hailey settled into the box and readied herself. I saw the pitch coming, it was low and outside, and Hailey swung. The bat connected with the ball, not a great hit, just a pop fly to shallow right field. I knew I would really have to book it to get to home before the ball did. As the ball entered the outfielder's glove, I tagged the base and bolted.


I could feel my cleats churning up dirt as I sprinted towards home. The screams and cheers were deafening and I saw the catcher line herself up between me and the bag. As I approached the plate I flung myself down into a slide, and felt my shoulder connect with her leg as my own leg hit the base. Dust flew everywhere and I felt the catcher tag my shoulder. I waited with baited breath for the ump's call.


"SAFE!" And, as they say, the crowd went wild. I don't mean crazy, I mean absolutely INSANE. Fans, coaches, and players alike rushed the field. My eyes were looking for one person, and one person only. Tucker.


I saw him sauntering across the field towards me and a grin broke out on my face at the sight of him. He was filthy, streaked in dirt, grass stains all over his pants, and black war paint smudged beneath his eyes, but he was gorgeous. His tall, muscled frame had a grace to it as he walked, that could stop a girl's heart. Some people took the way he walked to be a form of cockiness but I knew it was just the way his body moved. His piercing, grass green, eyes locked on mine and I could see the glowing happiness that today had provided us both in them. As I approached him he immediately engulfed me in a tight embrace, kissing my hair softly. Compared to the pandemonium around us, we probably looked like statues, standing their hugging.


Tucker's hands brushed my shoulder and I winced. It still hurt pretty bad, but I knew it would just be a nasty bruise. Tucker noticed and immediately released my shoulders, but not my hand. We approached the spot where the boys and girls teams were converged, celebrating. Sodas sprayed everywhere, soaking us. After recapping the day's events with out teammates Tucker tugged on my hand.


"C'mon babe, lets get out of here" he said into my ear and I agreed. After gathering our equipment Tucker and I walked to his truck. I had rode with him to school that morning, just like every other morning. Tucker flung his own bag, as well as mine, into the bed of the truck. He had insisted on carrying it for me, yeah, he was pretty much always a gentleman.


I pulled myself up into his jacked up truck and leaned my head back against the seat, enjoying the AC that immediately came on when Tucker's truck rumbled to life. Tucker's hand immediately entwined with mine on the console between us, and he didn't let go until we reached my house. My parents were out on some month long trip, like they did quite often, and Tucker was basically living with me until they got back.


"Wanna get a shower first?" he asked as we walked inside. I shook my head no. I had something better in mind. "Lets both get one" I said with a sly smile as I led the way to bathroom. Once in there I turned and watched as Tucker came in too, with a smug grin on his gorgeous face. My tummy tumbled as I took in the man that was mine. His short dark blonde hair was sticking up a bit as he pulled his hat off and laid it on the counter.


I walked slowly up to him and undid the top few buttons of his jersey, which he then pulled over his head, leaving him in his Under Armour shirt, which molded to his well defined chest like a second skin. I reached forward and pulled that off as well, leaving his incredible chest and arms bare. I stepped forward and pressed my chest to his as I ran my fingers lightly down his large biceps. His muscles flexed beneath my fingers and he chuckled softly, murmuring "that tickles". I laughed and leaned up, pressing my lips to his. His arms snaked around my waist as he deepened the kiss, letting our tongues tangle together. I could taste sunflower seeds in his kiss, and knew he had been eating them during the games as he always did. After a few seconds I broke the kiss and moved my mouth lower, to his jaw, then his throat, his neck, the crook between his neck and shoulder, his chest.... I flicked my tongue out against his flat nipple and smiled as he shuddered slightly beneath my mouth. Slowly, I moved my mouth even farther south, tracing the contours of his pecs and abs with my tongue as I went. Soon I was down on my knees in front of him, with his groin in front of my face. I smiled as I felt Tucker's hand tracing my cheek and running through my hair, pulling it out of its ponytail. Slowly, I undid his uniform pants and slid them down, along with everything, revealing his hardening member.


My mouth watered at the thought of tasting him and I smiled up at him before running my tongue along the shaft of his dick. I felt it jump against my tongue and heard a small groan hiss through Tucker's lips. Slowly, I wrapped my lips around the head of his cock and began to suck, moving my mouth slowly up and down the shaft, wetting it with my saliva. Tucker's fingers fisted in my hair as I sucked and he began to pump his hips towards my mouth, holding my head still as he did. I felt my pussy grow soaked. I loved it when Tucker took charge like this. He tasted amazing, always did. I could faintly taste a clean, masculine sweat form when he had played ball. It was salty, but not unpleasant at all.


I felt a slight tug on my hair and released him from my mouth. "Get up baby, you're wearing way too much," Tucker said and I stood. Slowly, Tucker undressed me until I was completely naked in front of him. My nipples were hard little buds and Tucker reached out and tugged them gently, drawing a moan from my mouth. He reached down and slid two fingers into my already sopping wet cunt. A smile crossed his lips as he encountered the complete wetness. "Giving head always did make you horny as hell.." he murmured as he kissed my lips. His fingers slid from my body, drawing a moan of protest as he turned to switch on the hot water for a shower. A few moments later he dragged me into the shower with him and I felt my body instantly relax as the hot water pounded down on me. Tucker seemed to relax as well and a lazy smile crossed his face.


He reached up and grabbed a bar of soap, slicking up his hands before running them lazily over my entire body. He soaped up my neck, tits, nipples, stomach, thighs, calves and then back up to my pussy where he washed it as well. By the time he was done cleaning me my knees were weak with wanting. I leaned against the shower wall and pulled him to me where I then did the same thing to him, making sure to get his hard, throbbing cock really clean. My small hand gripped his cock and slowly slid up and down the soapy length of it. Tucker's abs rippled when he moaned and his hips bucked slightly.


"Turn around and bend over" Tucker said softly, but firmly in my ear and I immediately did as he asked. I felt the head of his large member press against my hole and whimpered in need. Chuckling softly, Tucker pressed into me, inch my agonizing inch. Finally, after what seemed like hours, he was in me to the hilt. I could feel his balls pressed against my body and moaned softly. Tucker began a slow rhythm of in and out, each time bringing his cock nearly out of my pussy before pressing back in, harder than the last. The tempo increased as well until his balls were smacking my thigh with every thrust and his cock head was bumping my cervix. Tucker's one hand was on the small of my back holding me bent over and his other hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back some. I couldn't hold back the moans as I felt my pussy contract around him. My first orgasm washed over me and I screamed his name as I came. I felt Tucker slow his rhythm some and he let go of my hair.


Tucker's cock pulled from my pussy with an audible slurp. I whimpered in protest, wanting more. I felt his fingers in my cunt then, pulling some juices out when they came out. I then felt his finger circling the rim of my small bud of an asshole. Tucker was an ass man, and has always wanted to try anal with me, but I was so tight we had never gotten farther than two fingers in there. I moaned as I felt the tip of his middle finger poke into my ass. My hole clenched tight trying to expel the foreign object but I forced myself to relax, as Tucker had taught me to do. His finger slid more easily into me then, up to past his second knuckle, and I could feel him wiggle it inside of me, drawing a moan from me. Soon, another finger joined his middle one and I felt my asshole grow a little less tight.


Tucker leaned forward and kissed the back of my neck as his two fingers were in my ass. "Babe, we're gonna try to get my cock into you, right here in the shower," he said. It wasn't a request, more of a demand. He knew I would go along with whatever he wanted and I knew in return, he would never hurt me. I nodded my head and smiled up at him, and he kissed my lips softly.


I felt him press his cock back into my pussy, lubing it up, I assumed as he pulled it right back out. I then felt the blunt head of his cock press against my tiny rosebud. A whimper of fear escaped my mouth, his head felt so huge compared to his finger... "Shh, easy babe, relax. I promise, I wont hurt you" Tucker whisper as his fingers stroked my lower back trying to help me relax. It worked a bit, and I felt the head of his cock start to slide in. The pain was intense, but there was a measure of pleasure to it as well. Tucker stilled himself and I turned to see his rugged face tense with the act of not moving. "Let yourself adjust babe," he ground out. "God, its so tight..." he almost whimpered this. I felt the pain of the invasion in my ass start to lessen and moved my hips experimentally. Tucker growled lowly in his throat at the motion and I smiled as I slowly pressed against him, forcing his cock in deeper into my ass.


Tucker's fingers bit into my hips as I moved on him. I felt like I might have bruises there the next day, he was squeezing me so tight. The pain was nearly gone now, pleasure replacing it, and I began to move faster on his cock. My asshole was like a tight fitting glove around his cock and I could feel him pulsing inside of me. "Oh god, baby, baby don't stop moving..." Tucker ground out between his clenched teeth and I could see the vein in his neck throb. I moved a bit faster and Tucker moaned out my name, right before I felt his body jerk a bit and a hot stream of liquid splash against my inner walls. I cried out softly at the hot liquid touching my sensitive inner ass, but it felt amazing. I reached down to touch my clit and with one touch was rocketed over the edge into the most amazing climax I had ever had.


After a few moments, Tucker released my body, and slowly slid his deflating cock from my ass, I stood up gingerly and turned to face him, a brilliant smile lit his face. He tugged my towards him, careful to avoid my injured shoulder and kissed me full on the lips. "Mmmm baby, I ALWAYS knew you were an amazing "catcher" he said with a laugh as he kissed me again. I sighed and kissed him back, wrapping my arms around his lean waist. How could I ask for anything more?


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Harley Rain - The Boathouse


Despite the darkness, she found the address he had given her, and parked beside his truck. He had picked a secluded site, lots of trees and no visible neighbours. Perfect for what he had in mind.


The cabin was dark. He was waiting for her, sitting on the picnic table, bathed in the glow from the campfire. He wondered if she'd worn underwear under the knee length skirt. Knowing her, probably not.


"I didn't think you'd come..." The tone, half challenge, half smug, caused a flash of irritation, quickly suppressed, but she must have seen it in his eyes, because her lips curved into a smirk. He itched to show her a better way to use her lips. Plenty of time for that, though.


"Really" His voice was soft, low, the word drawn out, and she could feel herself tighten in anticipation. She knew that tone, and could hear the promise that one word carried with it.


His cock felt tight against the zipper of his jeans, as he imagined the ways she was going to submit to him before the night was over. He strolled across the yard, making mental notes -- the bundle of tarp straps and rope on the camper hitch, the hammock strung between two trees.


Stopping in front of her, he reached out a hand, brushing the tips of his fingers across her soft cheek, stroked his fingers into her hair. Grabbing a firm handful, hard enough to make her gasp, he yanked her head back, forcing her back until she could brace her hands behind her on the table and exposing her white throat and the swell of her creamy breasts visible in the V of her shirt.


Moving, slowly, deliberately, heightening the anticipation, he lowered his head to the shadowy cleft. Not quite touching her, he held still, his hot damp breath on her skin. He heard her breath catch, and shifted his grip on her hair, loosening his hold slightly, tugging her head further back rather than forcing, and feeling her give in as her back arched and her head dropped. His lips brushed her skin, and he nibbled his way to her neck before closing his teeth on her tender flesh, making her gasp at the sudden unexpected pain.


His voice was barely audible, the tone expressing so much more than his words. "I'm going to fuck you until you don't even know your own name. But not just yet." She could feel his breath hot against her earlobe, and his words caused a new flood of wetness between her legs.


With deceptive gentleness, he guided her backwards until she was laying on the table, then stroked his hand down her neck, down her chest to the first button on her shirt, where he paused. She reached her hands up to the front of her shirt, but he batted her fingers away.


Grabbing both sides of her shirt, he ripped it open in one swift jerk, exposing her black D cup lace bra to the night air. Her startled protest was choked off by his hand on her throat, squeezing enough to get his point across. "I want you to turn around." he instructed, in a tone that suggested she do as he say, and she followed the guidance of his hands, moving so that she was laying lengthwise on the table, with him standing near her head.


His hands stroked over her shoulders, down her chest, sliding in the cups of her bra. He could feel the firm points of her nipples pressing into his palms as he closed his fingers around her soft mounds. Her body jerked as he stroked his callused thumbs over the tips.


As he reached for the clasp of her bra, she reached for his fly, the position of her arms stretched over her head thrusting her now-bare tits up to meet his grasping hands. She could feel the twitch of his cock against her hand as her fingers closed over him . "Oh yeah".. he sighed, as she moved closer to the edge of the table, allowing her to drop her head over the edge and slide the head of his cock between her red lips.. "Suck me like the dirty little whore I know you are".


She felt his fingers explore her tits, stroking in ever smaller circles, causing heat to pool low inside her. Arching her back, she slid his 9 inch cock deeper into her throat, stroking her tongue over the shaft and cupping his balls in one hand. Finally, finally, his fingers closed over her small pink nipples, squeezing just enough to mingle pleasure and pain. He could feel the vibration of her moan pulse through his cock, and looked down,. Watching the motion of her throat around his cock, combine with the sensation itself, he knew he'd have to stop her before he lost control. With a little regret, he took a step back and savoured the visual of her lips sliding off his cock.


"You're way too good at that, but I have other plans for you" He stepped to the side of the table, hooking his hands around her knees to turn her to face him. She pushed herself up on her elbows and met his gaze with an arched eyebrow. Sitting like that, face flushed, hair mussed, shirt open, nipples erect, he wanted nothing more than to shove her flat on the table and bury his cock balls deep in her wet pussy. But not yet.


Watching him, seeing the look in his eyes, she slowly smiled and, planting her feet on the edge of the table, she parted her knees and let her skirt fall to her hips. She was definitely not wearing underwear, and he could see drops of moisture glisten on the folds of her sex.


She reached down between her thighs and slowly stroked her one finger up and down her slit, giving her hard little clit a flick at the top of each stroke.


Dropping her eyes to his cock, she watched as he slowly wrapped a hand around the shaft and matched his stroking to hers. He could have reached out and touched her himself, but the torture of teasing her, of having her teasing him, was definitely part of the fun. When she raised her wet fingers to her mouth and sucked her own juice off them, he knew he needed more than his hand around his dick.


Stepping over the bench, he grasped her hips and yanked her to the edge of the table. His lips closed over hers and he could taste her salty sweet flavour on her tongue. Dropping his head, he scraped his tongue over one aching nipple while his fingers closed on the other. She arched into him, clutching the back of his head. Her pussy spasmed with desire, and she could feel the wetness on her thighs. "Oh yeah, suck my tits."


His cock twitched against her thigh, and he shifted his grip on her, cupping one breast in each hand and pressing them together, allowing him to run his tongue over first one nipple, then the other. She reached between them for his cock, expecting him to plunge his thick shaft into her and give them both the good hard fucking they had been aching for, but instead he pushed her back on the table and sat on the bench before her.


"You gave me a taste but I want to go straight to the source." His breath was hot on her thigh, and he pushed her legs further apart, spreading her almost painfully. He stopped to admire the view of her cunt displayed so vulnerably in front of him before leaning forward and stroking his tongue lightly over her clit. Under his hands her thighs tensed.


"Tell me what you want!" he invited, looking up at her. Her eyes were tightly closed, lower lip caught between her teeth. He lightly traced her pussy lips with his index finger, exploring and gently probing, intending to torture and succeeding amazingly well. Sliding the tip of one finger into her, he watched, fascinated, as her lips clenched around the invading digit.


He slid his finger deeper into her, then stroked her clit with the pad of his thumb, once, twice. "Tell. Me. What. You.. Want." He flicked her clit with each word, and each flick of that tender little bud made her pulse around his finger.


He barely heard her. "Lick me."


"Where? Say it!" He probed at her, lowering his head to her inner thigh so she would feel his breath.


"My pussy...Lick my pussy."


"Say please."


"Damn you." Each breath against her flesh was killing her, and she didn't want to give him the satisfaction. She tried to pull away, then gasped as the finger inside her curled up, hooking her and effectively keeping her in place. The slow drag of his thumb against her clit was excruciating, and she gave in, as he knew she would.


"Please... lick my pussy.OH MY GOD!!" The reward for obedience was swift as he leaned forward and clamped his lips over her clit. His tongue stroked her briefly, causing her hips to buck against him.


He continued to flick her clit with his tongue and forced two fingers deeper into her swelling hole. Her hands wrapped in his hair as she held him between her thighs. She could feel the orgasm coming, the sweet release only seconds away. He was so talented with his mouth. A moan escaped her lips as she angled her hips further towards him and he returned the sound, after all, he loved to make her cum.


"You have the greatest pussy." he said, his voice full of desire.


His fingers plunged deeper and faster and his tongue flashed against her clit again and again. Stars exploded in front of her eyes as her pussy juice flowed into his waiting mouth and her fingers dug into his neck.


"Look. At. Me!" he demanded. She forced her eyes open and stared directly into his as waves of pleasure crashed over her body.


His cock ached to push passed her waiting folds and plunge deep inside her, but he waited until her breathing slowed and the world around her began to return. The smell of nature and sex filled the air and a sly smile crossed her face. Without a word she freed herself from his hold and swung her legs away from the table. She glided across the grass towards the lake, looking back only long enough to make sure he would follow her. He stroked his cock, in a vain attempt to relieve some of the pressure and watched her. She left a path of clothing in her wake and soon he could see the silhouette of her naked body in the moonlight. She heard her step onto the peer and a soft splash as she entered the frigid water. He followed, leaving his remaining clothes in a heap next to the table. The water glistened in the moonlight, looking temping and inviting, but it was cold and he knew it. His thoughts raced as he thought of how hard her nipples would be and longed to flick them with his mouth or squeeze them in between his finger and thumb. She was in the water somewhere waiting, it was her game now.


He jumped into the water and when his head broke the surface he searched for her. She stood ten feet away, a sexy shadow, waiting, watching. The cold was the perfect contrast to the heat that was coming from his loins sending his nerves tingling and begging to be touched. She moved closer and swung her arm to send a spray of frigid water flying at him. He reached out to grab the offending arm and held her wrist. He pulled her closer. She kissed him hard on the lips, and probed his mouth with her tongue. He broke the kissed and ran his tongue along her neck. She tasted of desire and clean water. She moaned as he nipped her ears, her neck and back to her waiting mouth. As their bodies entwined his hard dick rubbed against her thighs. She reached down and started to stroke it, the other gently grasping his balls. His hands reached for her tits and he found her hard nipples, flicking and stroking them to match her rhythm on his cock. Her nipples swelled under his touch, her breasts filling his waiting hands.


"I want you inside me." she said, he voice husky in his ear.


Deftly he reached down and slid a finger into her waiting warmth. Her heat was like a drug, enveloping him and he kissed her again. The kiss was hard, needy and full of lust. The combination of the kiss and his fingers in her almost sent her spiraling into bliss again but she knew what she wanted. With a small hop she stretched and wrapped her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck. He caught her weightless form and encircled her, his hands kneading her ass. Her hand reached between them and grabbed his throbbing rod. She slid onto his cock and the pleasure was immediate. He fit perfectly in her. He was so warm, and so hard. She gyrated her hips on his dick and he groaned with pleasure.


His eyes closed as he enjoyed her tight hole and gave into to her timing. Thrusting his hips into her, pushing himself deeper and deeper into her warm depths. The water churned around them and her moans of pleasure cut the silent air like a knife. His cock throbbed inside her, pushing deep and then almost pulling out only to thrust in again. Her eyes locked on his, both unwilling to break the contact. With each thrust, cold water would hit his hot cock and splash against the moist heat of her pussy, to be replaced with each other's heat and the sensation was no other either had felt.


"I am going to cum!" She panted. "Don't stop, your cock feels so good in me!"


Lost for words he slide a hand up to grip her wet hair and forced her down onto him harder, faster. He was ready to explode.


"Cum on my cock!" He answered "and tell me about it!"


A final thrust and she screamed his name with abandon.


"It feels too good!"


At the feel of her pussy pulsing around his cock he gripped her tighter and let out the pent up groan he had been holding. The pleasure was absolute, a complete release. His cum mingled with hers deep inside her as his orgasm racked his entire body. He shook as his cock pulsed over and over.


"Look at me!" she demanded. His eyes never left hers.


His body shook with pleasure as her pussy continued to pulse around his cock. It may well have been the best sex they had ever shared. He spun them slowly in the water, taking in the silence. She unwrapped her legs from his body and slowly stood. Her legs were like jello, her loins throbbing and she reached for him again. With a gentle grip on his cock she let him know without words that the night had just started. The water lapped in small waves against the beach and they emerged onto the grass. The boat house loomed large and empty to the left and in the distance a lone light marked the warmth of the cabin and a table she wanted to be bent over....


A squeaky hinge told her he had entered the boat house and the snap of a light switch told her to follow. She wondered whose game it was now?


The boat house was full of summer fun, seadoo's, wake boards and a large powerboat. Crates full of life jackets, motor oil and gas filled the corners. The smell of the open air mixed with the old wood and fuel and she could feel the goose bumps rise on her skin. He stretched around a crate and reached for two clean towels, passing one to her. She fluffed her wet hair, into a disheveled but funky curl, which he loved. As she bent over to towel off her legs, he enjoyed the view of her ass, ready for the taking. She could feel his gaze on her and a tingle spiked through her loins again. He was hard to resist. She wanted him again, to feel him deep inside her. Her mind wandered to darker places and she wanted him to take her.


He tore his gaze away from her and used his towel to dry himself. The fabric felt rough and cold compared to her skin but as it rubbed across his cock his mind wandered to darker, rougher places. He wanted to take her, fill every inch of her, to fuck her until she couldn't remember her name. The thoughts sparked the beginning of a hard-on and he lowered his hand to the shaft to encourage it.


She watched him.


She laid the towel across the hood of the boat, and laid on her back, tits pointed to the roof with her legs spread toward him. She licked her fingers and slid her hand around her pussy. She knew how to pleasure herself and she knew he liked to watch. Raised on one elbow she touched herself slowly, massaging her clit and teasing her slit with experienced fingers.


His cock was fully erect now, straining against his hand as he stroked himself. When a soft moan escaped her lips his cock twitched in answer.


She plunged two fingers deep into herself and used her thumb to grind her clit, teasing herself, teasing him. Her eyes roving back and forth between his hand on his cock and his eyes.


He wanted so badly to touch her, but he stayed where he was and she was out of reach.


Her eyes closed as the first signs of fresh fluid flowed out of her and glazed her fingers. "Come here and fuck me" she willed him, but she didn't call out. She thought of his cock in her, pounding her, his hands rough on her body, tangled in her hair. She wanted him to violate her, push himself into all her holes and cum hard.


He could see the look on her face change, it was animalistic, carnal, predatory and he wanted to wipe it off her face. He was stroking himself harder, faster and his balls were clenched in anticipation.


He moved fast, and grabbed her leg, slamming her body into his at the edge of the boat. Her eyes flashed, but it was pleasure not fear. His cock raged and he wanted to fuck her. Roughly he turned her around and bent her at the waist, her ass ripe and ready to be fucked and her hole glistening wet. He pushed his fingers deep into her, twisting, searching, pleasuring. She was so hot, so ready. He was so hard, so ready.


He grabbed her shoulders with both hands and thrust himself into her pussy.


"Fuck yeah!" she called out. "Harder!"


It almost broke him, he pulled out to focus, wanted to split her in two. His cock was covered in her, wet and ready. He parted her ass cheeks and slowly circled his finger around her hole. She groaned with pleasure.


"Yes!" she thought "Please..." She would beg if she had to.


He inserted a finger deep into her ass, slowly pulling in and out. She squirmed in pleasure. His cock felt like it might burst.


With a quick movement he replaced his finger with his cock, pushing deep into her ass. It was tight, and strong. It felt so good. In and out slowly, pulling out so far that only his tip touched and then plunging back in burying every inch of his shaft.


"Oh my God!!!" she screamed.


Over and over he fucked her hole. He was going to cum. She was going to cum.


He was ravishing her body, pounding her, taking all of her, using her and she loved it. She could feel his cock straining in her ass as her orgasm began to build. Heat rose across her body has he grabbed her hips so he could thrust harder.


"I am going to cum in your ass" he growled


She panted and forced her hips into his thrust. She was undone. The waves of pleasure rolled through her body shaking her to her core. She came, as he thrust into her ass. She reached back to grab his ass. He was undone, his cock exploded in her ass, filling her, flooding her with his cum. The warm liquid flowed back over his cock and he bent over her, panting, reeling in the explosions taking place in his body. Fucking her was amazing.


They were still for a few minutes until he released her from his weight. She turned to look at him.


"You are the perfect dirty little whore." He said. She smiled and answered "yes, but I still know my name.


She wrapped herself in the towel and walked out on to the wet grass. Her eyes following the line of clothing she had left in her haste. She slowly collected her items as she headed for the cabin. She could her faint noises from the neighbors and she smiled knowing whatever they were doing wasn't anywhere near as much fun as her night. She reached the table and looked at her shirt. He had destroyed it earlier and it was useless to her now. She balled it up and tossed it in to the fire. All the evidence burned away.


He stepped up silently behind her and opened the door. She shivered with a slight chill. He noticed and lit the fireplace and headed for the bathroom. She heard the shower running.


"Coming?" he asked.


She dropped the pile of clothes in her hands and followed him. Steam was already starting to rise in the bathroom and the heat felt good. She stepped into the hot shower and sighed with a different kind of pleasure while she waited for him to join her.


He closed the door behind him and climbed into the shower with her. He watched as she shed all the sex and lake water from her body and admired all the things that her body could make him feel. He had teased her, submitted her to his wishes, watched her play with herself, enjoyed her weightless freedom in the lake, and her willful abandon on the boat. He had enjoyed it all. Although he didn't think it was possible his thoughts were again stirring his loins, threatening to make him hard all over again.


As the water washed over her she slipped into her thoughts. She had given up some of her control, she had gone skinny dipping and had mind blowing sex in the water, she teased him, sucked him and stroked him, she'd given in to her inner whore and been ravaged on the boat. She had enjoyed it all. She noticed that the water wasn't the only thing that was warm and wet in the bathroom.


Her nipples grazed his chest as he moved towards the water and they immediately responded, hardened and stood erect. They matched his cock perfectly.


He languished in the steamy water, unsure of his next move. He wanted her, and he knew she would respond but... his eyes closed as his head hit the water stream.


Looking at his slick body she moved towards him. She wrapped her arms around his neck and nuzzled into his erection, hard against her middle. She kissed him. A long lazy kiss, full of passion. His hands reached around her to hold her in place and he returned the kiss. The soapy water ran between their bodies, threatening in vain, to separate them. Time seemed to stand still.


He hands moved slowly over her body, sliding easily over every curve. He broke the kiss and bowed his head low so he could suck on her nipples. She leaned her head back and enjoyed the sensations of his hot mouth and the warm water. Slowly he circled her nipples with his tongue and then his fingers and her longing swelled inside. His lips kissed her chest, her neck and her face, always followed by a gentle touch of his hands and she sighed.


She ran her hands across his chest, the water creating a slick barrier between her flesh and his. Her weakness was his kiss and she wanted more of it. She reached her hand to the side of his face and directed her mouth onto his. Her hand slowly circled his cock and she was pleased to feel him rock hard in her grasp. She stroked slowly, varying the pressure with each upward motion.


"God!" he whispered.


She broke the kiss and slowly slithered down his body so she could take him into her mouth. Squatting below him she gave him a perfect view of her swallowing his cock, again and again. Her other hand grab his ass cheek and he groaned. Her liquid mouth engulfed him, her tongue massaging his shaft and she moaned.


He lifted her head and pulled her from her position and he shut off the water.


"I want you!"


Maybe neither of them said it, maybe both of them did. It didn't matter.


Leaving wet footprints on the floor they headed for a bedroom. He reached for a single bedside lamp and turned it on. The soft glow hit her face and shadowed the rest of her. He pulled her onto the bed with him and he lay on top of her, kissing her. His cock hard, her pussy wet. She spread her legs and bent her knees ready for him. He raised himself onto his arms and slowly entered her. He melted into her sex, filling her. His hips dipped back and forth with a lazy intensity, content to prolong the moment. She raised her arms over her head


"I love the feel of you inside me." she purred.


In answer, he mounted her further, driving deeper into her. She was so wet, so willing. She raised her legs to rest on his shoulders allowing him to enter her deeper still. He didn't change the slow pace, choosing instead to enjoy each thrust. Over and over he penetrated her bringing her to the brink of climax and then stopping just short. He was good, very good. Her fingers reached his back, pulling him closer to her and digging her nails in ever so slightly.


He moaned.


She wanted to straddle him, ride his cock and come with inside her. She nudged his shoulder, he understood. They rolled and she ended on top of him, straddling him. She ground her hips and raised herself up, plunging his shaft deep into her and out again.


They locked eyes. She leaned back so she was upright on him, his hands reached for her tits. The fiction on his shaft was bringing him closer to climax and he tweaked her nipples. Again and again she raised herself and ground herself down. Her pace quickened as she neared her climax.


"Cum with me" she whispered


"I will!" he answered.


She closed her eyes and gave into the rhythm of their sex. He felt so good in her. His hands reached her hips and he guided her lower on his shaft.


"Fuck!" he said, your pussy feels good.


She braced her hands on the bed behind her changing the angle slightly and groaned with pleasure.


She was so close.


She felt him grow harder still and she knew it was time. She let go, gave in and with a final plunge she came, hard. She exploded on his cock, her pussy gripping it after wave after wave of shock coursed through her. The spasms were enough to drive him over the edge. She felt him empty his cock deep inside her. His pleasure was evident on his face.


As their bodies began to relax he leaned forward and kissed him again. Slowly, lingering on his bottom lip, his warm breathe mingled with hers.


There was no need for words, there was nothing to say.


Slowly her pussy released him and he slid from her. She rolled off him and lay stunned for a moment. It seemed like hours before anyone took a breath.


When she moved again it was to get up and collect her clothes. Finding herself without a shirt she walked to the master bedroom and removed a crisp white business shirt from a hanger. As she put it on, she breathed in his sent. She pulled on her jeans and grabbed a drink from the fridge before returned to him in the other room.


"What's your name now?" he asked slyly


"Mistress" she said. She grabbed her keys, kissed him one more time and strode out the door.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

I Awoke!


I awoke!


It must have been around midday it felt quite hot and there was a weight upon my chest.


Sally had crawled on top of me; one of her legs had forced its way between my legs she was sort of lying on my right leg I raised my leg up a little I could feel her as she rubbed the lips of her cunt against my leg.


Backwards and forward, backwards and forwards she moved pushing down against my leg...I could feel her moisture seeping against my leg.....


Her cunt was so hot I could feel the warmth emanating from it together with more and more of her cuntal juices.


She was making my leg wet. I mean really, really wet!


Her nipples were hard, squashed against my chest her arms supporting her on the bed not touching me.


Her eyes were closed...she was concentrating on her physical feelings, pushing harder against my leg letting the tension off and pushing down again!


She was breathing faster....shoving her body harder and hard against me, my leg beneath her cunt was drenched with her juices the smell of sex was all around us...


Her nose twitched. Her mouth opened sucking in air....... She moaned and pushed ever so hard against my leg. Her body tensed then shudder and she collapsed down upon me.......


"Fuck," she whispered "That was really good."


I reached up and clasped her ass with both hands pulling her cheeks apart and moving her up so I could kiss her lips.


Her mouth was dry; we ground our lips together our tongues intertwining caressing.


Sucking our breath away.


It felt a little uncomfortable having her there lying on top of me but felt good too.


She was not a heavy girl; quite slim really if she had a little less fat on her she would be really thin.


I figure she must be one of those fortunate people who seem to be able to eat what they like when they like and never put on weight


I was holding her against me while we were kissing one hand around her shoulder the other on her buttock.


Sally whispered," Let me up, I need to pee."


"I don't want you to move, I love the feel of your body on mine." I said.


"I really have to."


"I am not letting you up!"


Sally just stared down looking into my eyes. I was holding her not hard but quite firmly not letting her move at all.


I could feel my cock getting hard.


It had not so much as twitched while she was masturbating against my leg.


She smiled at me, her eyes sparkling; she has the cutest smile with just the slightest hint of naughtiness!


I felt warm liquid (just a small spurt) upon my stomach.


Sally was staring at me intently probably waiting for a reaction from me.


I just grinned up at her.


The little spurt quickly turned into a torrent as she pissed on me with great force....piss gushed every where!


All over my stomach, I could feel it running down around my hard cock which was squashed between our bodies drenching my balls and running down between the cheeks of my ass forming a pool of liquid around my bottom on the sheets.


Sally propped her body up pissing on my chest covering my torso with her piss she aimed a little higher and pissed in my mouth...soon filling it with her warm salty fluid.


I swallowed it and she kept pissing, I let her fill my mouth and squirted it back in her sexy face!


This somewhat surprised her; she moved her body a little higher pissed on my head, saturating my hair...my face some even went in my ear!


I must have looked like a drowned rat!!!!


How women can pee so much so hard so quickly always astounds me.


By now she had just about exhausted her supply of golden pee; she moved her body down wards reaching down and positioning my throbbing erection in place and lowered her burning cunt down on it


She was absolutely saturated down there and my cock slid ever so easily into her making a loud squelching sound!


Moisture spurted out of her cunt around my cock...Gee, she was wet I had no idea a cunt could get this wet and so lubricated.


She raised her ass and shoved it down again on my cock; her arms on my shoulders so as to get more purchase raised hips up, up again and thrust down with force.


I just lay there letting her do the work letting my mind just feel the thrill and sensations as her cunt rose up and squished down on me caressing my cock ever so violently, making my penis pulsate with a burning desire to cum!


I tried to keep from cumming.....her cunt was really hot pulsating...the smell of sex and piss was overwhelming,


I could not resist the uncontrolled desire to reach orgasm, my cock shuddered and sperm shot deep into her.


She screamed out, (and I do mean screamed out at the top of her voice) "FUCK...FUCK...FUCHHHHKKK!!!!"


Fortunately in the bush the nearest neighbours are miles away and there was only me and the animals to hear her.


Her body was shuddering uncontrollably pressing down upon my penis; her cunt was contracting squashing my penis as she was lying there quivering, shuddering, shivering.


I could feel more pee squirting from her as she came, I was already so covered in piss and female lubricant, it mattered not really!


I just held her I had never had a woman have such an orgasm as she did then ever before.


She must have lain there on top of me for a minute or so her body contracting squeezing her breath coming in quick gasps......


Slowly her body relaxed, ever so slowly.....Her panting stopped and she ever so slowly started to breathe normally.


I just held her squeezing her ass gently; looking at her face....so sexy, so exhausted she looked sweat everywhere.


Totally FUCKED; to be exact!


The warm fluid was gradually becoming cooler and uncomfortable as it had puddle around my body where it pressed into to mattress....thank goodness I had a mattress protector on or the whole bed would have had to be taken out side and aired and dried in the hot Queensland sun.


Sally had now recovered and rolled off me, she got up on her knees and looked down at me!


Looking; very pleased with herself.


I smiled back at her. We got up from the bed and I rolled up the sheets and I carried them out to the laundry put them in the washer and set it going.


Sally pulled the protector from the bed and put it out side to dry.


She looked at me my body was still covered with dampness.


She came up to me and we embraced......."Fuck, you smell of me!"


"Of my piss" she added (quite unnecessarily I thought).


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Against Smooth Skin


Bridget set the last pin holding a stray curl into place. Twirling her finger around a single copper strand, she ensured her hair looked perfect at a glance. Taking a soft brush from the counter she ran it back and forth across the pink compact. Tapping the brush against the sink she lifted the bristles to feather the color along her cheekbones. Setting the compact on the porcelain she lifted the tube of lip gloss and removed the lid. Leaning forward she parted her full lips applying a thin layer of gloss. With one last glance in the mirror she blew herself a kiss and turned off the light switch.


Stepping from the bathroom she walked over to her travel bag on the dresser and pulled out her body spray. She popped off the cap and began spraying a light mist of wild honeysuckle onto her thighs and across her arms. Placing the fragrance back into her bag she turned to see her husband sitting on the edge of the bed looking handsome as always.


Softly clearing her throat she grabbed his attention away from the flat screen "Well how do I look? Do you think she will like it?"


Eric stood up and whistled as she sauntered over to him."Darln' you look absolutely gorgeous. Turn around a little baby and let me see the back."


Slowly she turned half way around twirling her little black dress for his assessment. "You know how much I love this dress. I thought this would be decent but also a little flirty."


"A little flirty is an understatement baby because you look irresistible. I'm having a hard time concentrating right now with this erection you're giving me."


Bridget ran her palms down the sides of her dress. "I'm so very nervous for her to see me for the first time."


"I know you are darln' but take a deep breath and try to relax. Trust me when I say she will not be able to keep her hands off of you tonight. Now lets get going before I try to have my way with you. Little Eric is scratching like a rat in a cage and I can only control him for so long."


Giggling at his remarks Bridget bent over slipping her nylon covered toes into her black high heels. Running her fingertips from the sides of her ankles, up over her knees, and across the inside of her thighs. Lifting the hem of her skirt she checked her garter belts holding her stockings in place. The moment she straitened her back Eric was suddenly behind her flush against her body. Grabbing her hips he pressed his body harder against her ass. She could feel his hard erection pressing into the small of her back and immediately felt that wonderful flow of liquid pooling to her sex.


Tilting her head to the side his warm lips left scattered kisses upon her neck. She could feel his tongue moving across her skin. "I will admit that I am a little jealous I will not be the one removing this dress from your body tonight."


Turning to face her husband she took his rough chin into her hands and looked into his hazel eyes. They were so full of love and lust for her making her heart swell. "Eric we do not have to go through with this because nothing is worth loosing what we have. It is not too late to back out. I love only you and nothing would ever change that."


"Baby I want you to experience things that you desire. I love you more than you will ever know and I want you to explore your sexuality. Our Life together is amazing. Making love to you feels like the first time every moment we are together. I think you are stuck with me my love."


Stretching on her toes Eric met her halfway with his warm lips brushing softly against her mouth. They kissed passionately for some time before breaking their lips to hold one another close.


She could feel his heart beating as her cheek rested against his chest. Moving her head to Look into his eyes she smiled softly. "I think it's time."


Running his palms up her arms he paused reaching her bare shoulders. "Yes it is. Come on baby lets get you downstairs. I am so hard right now and my cock is burning at the thought of lifting this dress and bending you over the edge of the bed"


Taking her husband's hand she giggled. "I'll be back before you know I'm even gone. We will have plenty of time for you to do as you wish to me over the edge of this bed"


Walking from their suite and down the hall Bridget felt the anticipation growing stronger. They stepped onto the elevator waiting to take them downstairs to meet her lover for the night.


Sharon had crossed and uncrossed her legs more times than she could count. Her drink was empty and she had nothing left to detain her thoughts from the woman she was so eager to finally meet. They had met from a personal ad about six months ago. After getting to know one another and a few hours of wonderful phone sex they were meeting tonight for the first time.


Bridget was not the usual type of woman that she was attracted to or looked for in a lover. She was a few years younger and had never been with another woman before. With her being inexperienced with women it was more of a turn on than Sharon had thought possible. The thought of being the first woman to taste those luscious lips made her nipples hard and her clit throb with anticipation.


Looking up from her watch she glanced in the direction of the front lobby and spotted Bridget and her husband stepping off the elevator. She was wearing a little black dress just below the knees with stockings and black high heels. Her hair was up atop her head with loose tendrils rippling down framing her face. She was more beautiful in person and her smile alone lit up the room.


* * * * *


Stepping from the elevator Bridget felt butterflies in her stomach. She spotted Sharon at the bar and was not surprised to see her wearing her favorite color. She had told her over their last message that she would notice her as the lady in red. She smiled at the thought and was even more eager to finally meet. Walking into the bar they moved towards where Sharon was standing. She was wearing a short and sexy strapless red dress which hugged her body. The dress showcased her shapely figure with the hem resting mid thigh showing off her gorgeous legs.


Sharon closed the short distance between them hugging her gently. "Hello beautiful. It's so nice to finally meet you."


Bridget could feel herself blushing as Sharon placed a soft kiss upon her cheek. Returning the kiss she then whispered into her ear. "Oh sweetie I am so happy to be here with you as well."


Stepping forward Eric took Sharon into a friendly hug. "Nice to meet you Sharon. I hope you have not been waiting long?"


Looking over her shoulder then back over to Bridget she smiled. "Not long at all. I have just been enjoying the music and a drink or two."


Returning the smile Bridget could feel her sex begin to throb as she looked at the woman across from her. Her nipples straining against the lace underneath her dress.


Motioning his hand in the direction of the restaurant Eric broke the silence. "Shall we find a place to be seated ladies?"


The three of them walked to a corner booth and settled in for a few drinks and some conversation. They talked and laughed for about an hour before Eric excused himself to head back to their suite for the night.


Taking Bridget's palm he leaned forward brushing his lips across her cheek. "Goodnight my love. I will see you in the morning."


Bridget softly kissed her husbands lips. "I love you honey. Sleep well."


"It was nice meeting you Sharon. Take care of my girl for me."


Sharon looked over to Bridget and sent her a flirtatious wink. "I will take good care of her. You have nothing to worry about."


Standing up from the table he placed one last kiss on his wife's hand. "I know you will."


Bridget watched as her husband walked back through the lobby and stepped onto the elevator. Looking across the table she smiled shyly at the gorgeous woman sitting a few feet from her. The woman she was trusting her body with for the night.


Looking into the mirror at her reflection Bridget saw a sensual woman. She had taken a few pins from her hair and loose curls cascaded further down her back. She was wearing a black satin and lace bustier with ruffles around her hips. The garter belts stretched down over her black panties as they were attached to her stockings resting along her thighs. She felt sexy and ready to give herself to the woman in the room waiting for her.


Stepping into the room she turned to the right and into the view of the bed. Sharon was lying across the sheets in a red chiffon top with ruffles across the hem and along the straps. Her nipples were dark through the sheer fabric and her tummy looked soft to the touch. Her shapely legs were long and breathtakingly beautiful. Her skin tone was a beautiful color next to the white of the sheets beneath her. Bridget suddenly felt very awkward at the thought of this perfect woman seeing her naked.


Sharon got onto her knees and crooking her finger into Bridget's direction she spoke in a soft seductive voice. "Come to bed beautiful. You are so far over there, as I am way over here alone on this very big bed."


Bridget took a deep breath and walked slowly over to the bed. She could smell her sweet perfume as she neared the mattress. It filled her senses with a desire to savor every inch of her body. She stopped as her thighs brushed the edge of the bed making her butterflies return. Sharon wiggled her way closer to the edge and reached out to run her hands up and down Bridget's arms.


"You look so gorgeous in this. Did you get this to wear for me and me alone?"


Blushing at her question Bridget bit on her lower lip before answering."I did. I wanted to look sexy for you. I wanted everything to be perfect. I know that sounds silly but I..."


Bridget suddenly felt the tip of Sharon's finger pressed lightly upon her lips. "Shh... just kiss me sweetheart."


Feeling a little brazen, Bridget placed her lips upon her lovers and sighed at the touch. She was incredibly warm and soft against her kiss. Moving her hands to rest against Sharon's slender neck, she deepened the kiss. Their tongues took to massaging slowly as their lips moved in sync. With her thighs trembling they felt over weighted to continue standing as she was. She placed her knees one after the other onto the mattress. Slowly she lowered herself atop smooth skin and found herself straddling supple thighs. Running her fingers through Sharon's long brown hair Bridget felt her sex swelling, her clit throbbing.


The kiss became more demanding as their bodies began to press against one another. Removing her lips from her mouth Bridget began placing soft kisses along her jaw and down her slender neck. Sharon's breathing became louder as Bridget slipped the ruffled straps down her shoulders, exposing her breast. She had beautiful firm breasts with tiny pink nipples. Guiding her hand she began massaging the firm breast atop the sheer material. Sharon's back raised slightly as she rolled her taut nipple between her thumb and forefinger. She continued caressing her breast softly, her nipple growing more erect under her touch. Bridget dipped her head to the exposed breast closing her mouth over smooth skin.


Sharon's gasp of breath whispered through the room. Flicking her tongue over the pink tip she felt it harden further. Suckling the tiny nipple inside of her mouth Bridget could feel her sweet cream dripping onto her panties. Sharon's skin tasted wonderfully sweet against her tongue. Removing her mouth from the glistening tip she placed gentle kisses across her lover's breasts. Sharon's skin was soft against her mouth as she moved over her shoulders and back up along her slender neck. Opening her lips Bridget ran her tongue across her beating pulse savoring the taste.


Bridget suddenly felt something smooth glide along the inside of her legs. Sharon's knee was sliding against her thigh and across the top of her black panties. The sensation sent warm liquid dripping from her sex soaking the lace. Looking into her eyes Bridget leaned into Sharon's lips once more kissing her with urgency.


Her hands drifted along silk skin searching for her sweet pussy. Reaching further across the inside of Sharon's thigh and towards her sex, she felt the red fabric soaked with cream wetting her fingertips. Bridget began rubbing her palm over the moist satin and felt Sharon moan against their kiss. Sliding the silk to one side her knuckles brushed along soft lips. Her trembling fingers took to circling the warm liquid over slick folds and pressing lightly against her hardened clit.


Sharon began rocking her hips forward against Bridget's palm. Slipping a single finger deep inside her welcoming heat Sharon's gasp of pleasure filled the air. Stretching her as she pumped slow and steady reaching further inside. Placing her thumb against the swollen nub Bridget pressed gently upon her clit. Sharon lifted her hips pleading her for more. Sliding two fingers inside she steadied the pumping into a quicker rhythm. Slipping from her core she paused for a moment caressing the erect clit with her thumb. Dipping back into her sex Bridget felt the warm liquid flowing onto her fingertips.


Sharon's voice whispered softly. "Oh yes right there... it feels so good deep inside me."


Leaning down and taking Sharon's lips for her own she continued thrusting quicker and further inside. The tips of her fingers touched deep within, massaging that wonderful sweet spot. Breaking their kiss Sharon's cries of pleasure grew louder with every touch of her her hand.


She slowed the pace pumping lightly against the inside of her sex, then slipping back out. With every stroke her fingers brushing against the hard clit. Wanting another taste, Bridget took a tiny nipple into her mouth. She nibbled the tip gently with her teeth, then soothing the bite with her tongue. Her hips began rocking quicker as Bridget applied more pressure, slipping back inside her slick pussy.


"Oh it's cumming... I'm cumming." Her lover cried out.


She felt Sharon's climax as her sex pressed firmly against the wide of her palm, her fingers reaching deep inside. Her thrusts coming harder and faster as the height of her release took hold. Her cunt began to grip and contract around Bridget, coating her fingers with warm liquid. Sliding her fingers from inside her lover's essence she softly brushed the cream over her slick folds. Sharon's skin was flush as her breathing slowed to a steady whisper.


Moving her hand gently from Sharon's sex she brought the sweet cream to her lips. Closing her mouth over the tip Bridget savored the sweet honey against her tongue. She felt Sharon's hand taking her by the wrist. Popping the digit from her mouth Sharon ran the tip of Bridget's finger across her bottom lip. She then took it into her mouth and began sucking. Bridget closed her eyes as her lover began tickling her skin.


Bridget could feel the tip of Sharon's tongue swirling around her finger. Opening her eyes she looked upon Sharon's mouth to watch as she licked sensuously. "That feels amazing. Please don't stop." She whispered in a trembling voice.


Gently removing Bridget's finger from between her lips Sharon guided her hand to the apex of her thighs. "I'm going to stop... but only so I may taste you here."


Bridget felt the palm of her own hand slide down the length of her sex. She felt the rush of liquid pooling to her swollen cunt. Removing her own hand she felt Sharon touching her slit through the thin lace between her legs. The sensation making her hips move slowly against Sharon's palm. Lowering herself to the mattress she sighed as her heated shoulders touched the cool sheets. Her thighs began trembling with anticipation.


Lying on her back she felt Sharon's fingers slipping her lace panties to the side of her pussy. Suddenly a warm hand upon her knee pressed gently, opening her thighs further. She could feel her honey dripping from her folds, coating her rose bud. Closing her eyes she tried to relax as she felt the tip of Sharon's fingers sliding up the length of her sex. She had the softest touch against her smooth skin.


Sharon's fingers moved ever so slowly across her folds. The sensation making her clit throb and her sweet liquid flow. Without warning Bridget felt slender fingers breaking the entrance to her sex. She lifted her hips reaching for more penetration. Sharon slipped her fingers in softly then back out pumping gently. She was very close to release needing only a little more pressure. Bridget took to rocking her hips quicker as Sharon's fingers dipped further inside.


Bridget's climax came upon her quickly with intense release. She cried her moans of pleasure as Sharon continued thrusting her fingers deeper, her muscles contracting and pulsing. Her breathing slowed as her release subsided. Her skin felt hot under the satin and lace binding her breasts against her beating heart. She opened her eyes seeing Sharon's beautiful face above her.


Lifting her head from the mattress she placed her soft lips to her lovers. They kissed passionately with their lips massaging, their tongues tasting. Breaking the kiss Bridget lowered her head back against the sheets. "That felt amazing. I came so quickly but I could not hold off a moment longer."


"I loved feeling your release gripping me." Sharon brought her fingers to her lips closing her mouth over the length, tasting Bridget's cream. "Mm... your sweet honey coating my fingertips."


Abruptly she felt warm lips pressed flush against her mouth. Bridget tasted her own arousal as their tongues massaged in rhythm. Guiding her hand between their bodies she brushed the tip of Sharon's breast. Her nipple was soft against her palm as she caressed softly. Lightly pinching the tip between her thumb and forefinger Sharon cried against her her lips.


Breaking the kiss Sharon's lips traveled down her neck, stopping at the base of her throat. "Baby you taste so delicious."


Bridget felt the bindings between her breasts being pulled apart. Her nipples where erect and rubbing against the fabric. Sharon's fingers brushed the swell of her breasts as she unlaced the ribbons holding the satin in place. She felt the cool air brushing across her heated skin. Sharon's warm mouth closed over the top of her large breast. She began suckling her lips around the taut nipple. Bridget could feel her tongue flicking across the tip. The moment her teeth scraped lightly over the pebble, her back arched in response. Sharon soothed the sting with a warm wet kiss against her breast.


Her breathing became faster as Sharon moved her lips over her body. Lifting her hands Bridget ran the tips of her fingers over the top of her lover's head and through the silken curls tickling her skin. Stopping above her panties Sharon lowered her head between her thighs and placed her mouth against her sex. Bridget felt her warm breath against her lace covered folds. Lifting from the bed, Sharon peeled the tiny black lace over her hips and down her thighs. Dropping the lace onto the sheets Sharon placed a single pillow underneath the small of Bridget's back.


Bridget began kneading her heavy breasts and tugging slightly on her nipples. She could feel her clit aching for a hint of pressure. Sharon ran her palm from her ankle, up her calve, and pausing mid thigh. She then pressed her mouth tenderly on the side of Bridget's knee. With her slender fingers Sharon unfastened the garters holding her nylons in place. Peeling the stockings from her legs she smoothed her hand the length of her thigh. Stopping to the side of her pussy she ran a fingertip slowly over her lips. Bridget moaned with pleasure from the soft caress.


Bridget sensed her legs spreading further of their own accord. They trembled as she lowered them atop the cool sheets. Sharon's hair feathered across her thighs as she positioned herself above Bridget's sex. She closed her eyes as her tongue ran the length of her folds. Her pulse began to race, her hands shaking. Sharon's tongue continued licking up and down her pussy.


Bridget gasped as she felt her lips closing around her clit. Her warm mouth captured the erect nub, flicking her tongue across the tip. Breaking the suction she kissed her way further down Bridget's glistening slit. She massaged her folds with her mouth, slipping her tongue just inside her pussy.


Bridget lifted her hips from the sensation, pleading her lover for more. Her tongue moved in and out of her slit. She probed deeply, following with long licks over her folds. Sharon's mouth traveled upwards flicking her tongue over her clit. Bridget then felt something slender penetrate her aching cunt. Looking between her spread legs she saw Sharon's tongue lapping her erect tip as her fingers slipped inside. Sharon started pumping slow and steady as she continued savoring her clit.


Bridget could feel her climax drawing near from the intense sensations running through her body. Closing her eyes she listened to the suckling sounds humming across her sex. She heard her cries of pleasure echoing through the air with every lick. Grabbing her breasts she massaged the weight in her palm, taking her nipples and tugging softly.


Slipping from her pussy Sharon took the tip of her finger and began caressing her rose bud. Bridget gasp as she slowly massaged warm cream over the sensitive flesh. Her heart was beating faster as she braced herself for her orgasm. Sharon closed her mouth over her throbbing clit and sucked. Biting her lower lip Bridget felt the beginning of her release take hold. She continued licking her pulsing clit between her lips while massaging Bridget's tight pussy. She cried out from pleasure as she came with intense force. Her sweet cream flowed onto her her lover's lips.


Bridget steadied her breathing as her orgasm began to subside. Her skin was flush and her body completely sated. She felt the mattress dip as Sharon lowered her body next to her.


Running her fingertips slowly over her tummy, Sharon placed a soft kiss on her shoulder. "You are incredible."


Opening her eyes Bridget sighed softly. "I was just about to say that to you once I caught my breath."


Sharon leaned over brushing her soft lips against her mouth. They kissed softly, their hands touching gently. Bridget tasted her honey once more against her tongue.


Breaking the kiss Sharon ran her palm over the swell of her breast. "I think a warm bubble bath is just what we need."


Bridget's nipple's harden as her hand moved softly over her breast. "Oh that sounds lovely."


Running her hand down Bridget's thigh she placed a kiss next to her ear. "I have only just begun to show you how lovely."


Bridget closed her eyes once more as she felt warm kisses scattered against her smooth skin.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Aphrodite


Aphrodite, the lovely goddess of love, was watching from the Olympus. Zeus married her to Hephaistos, the ugliest of gods, who would never have gotten Aphrodite, the most beautiful woman the gods had ever seen and would see, without Zeus' actions. So to satisfy her needs every now and then she looked for a beautiful young man who could satisfy the goddess of love like she deserves and what she would never get from her husband, Hephaistos.


One day it was Eros, her son, who came to her with some good news. A beautiful young man named Henry Mackenzie was found. He was one of the few who had still interest in the Greek gods, which many people had forgotten and didn't care about. 2500 years ago they would have been abolished from any civilized city in Greece, because they knew their gods were watching. Aphrodite didn't want to please any non-believing individual, because she knew that even when they were satisfying her, they were enjoying it more than she did. But that was no surprise. She was the goddess of love after all and nobody could satisfy any man better than she did. There were moments she wondered why there wasn't a male counter to her. Why weren't there two gods of love, one male and one female, who could love each other like no other could love them?


Eros told her all about this Henry Mackenzie. He was an 23 year old male from Australia. He was studying Greek and Roman mythology in America. He still believed in them and was especially interested in the goddess of love, Aphrodite, also known as Venus. He wanted to know what the most beautiful woman that existed looked like. The truth was, that Aphrodite could change her looks for every individual. Every man or woman would see a woman that was perfect for them. There was not a single flaw to be found. She would have every single feature her admirer would have wished. This couldn't be compared to what the barbaric men would do. They see a good looking women on some picture and they start admiring them. Every single one of those women has her flaws. It doesn't matter how hard they try, they will never be perfect. Unlike Aphrodite, who will always be perfect, whatever she does. And she never wears clothes, because they would make her look imperfect. Clothes can get dirty, clothes wear down, clothes can be torn apart and that just doesn't fit the deity that she is.


It was time for Henry to receive his rewards and reward his precious goddess of love. Aphrodite travelled unseen to Henry's house with the help of her fellow gods Erebus, the Darkness, and Nyx, the Night. Henry woke up because of Aphrodite's 'brightness', she was glowing faintly. His mouth opened up as to say something but nothing but sounds of irregular breathing came out of it. He was speechless. Aphrodite knew what he wanted to ask and answered:"Yes Henry, this is what the goddess of love looks like." She approached him in his bed. He was lying there in his boxer shorts, it was a hot summer night. His well built torso was exposed for her to see. His well toned muscles were irresistible to any mortal female, but Aphrodite being the only person to deserve him. Eros had kept him away from mortal females on purpose. He kept him a virgin for his dear mother.


Henry finally had the energy to say something and he said:"Why me Aphrodite? Why me? I'm just a scrub from Australia who has never gotten into a relationship with any girl." This wasn't a surprise to Aphrodite, since Eros had told her everything. She walked up to him, but being careful not to touch him yet. "Don't worry Henry, it was all for this. It was to give you nothing but the perfect woman. So tell me Henry, what do I look like? You have been wondering that for a long time haven't you?" Aphrodite whispered in his ear.


Her straight blond hair reached as low as the top of her buttocks. Her blond hair consisted of one smooth golden color, it almost shone like real gold. her perfectly shaped face had an egg-like shape with soft edges. Her eyes were angel-like and were blue and bright. her eyebrows and eyelashes consisted of the same color as her hair did and were perfect. She had a smooth, straight nose and her lips were straight from a guide to draw a portrait. Her upper lip slightly thinner than her lower lip and their natural color and shine resembled an expensive brand and color of lip gloss. Her ears were almost pointy like those of an elf. Her face on its one would be enough to mesmerize any man alive.


She had a slender neck which perfectly linked her head and torso. Her shoulders also had smooth edges and her muscles were perfectly proportioned. Her arms were not too fatty, not too thin, but perfectly in the middle. Her armpits were smoother than any photo model could ever imagine. So smooth that it looked like any other skin on her body. Aphrodite's breasts weren't like any picture Henry had seen. They were perfectly round with the nipples just off the middle, a bit towards the sides and downwards. Her nipples were pinkish and were hard, like something cold had just touched them, but looked just as soft as her breasts did. There wasn't any sagging at all. It was like her breasts were immune to gravity. The transition from her breasts to her belly couldn't be any smoother. She had a perfectly flat belly, with her belly button perfectly in the middle. Her abs weren't showing and it looked perfect. Henry didn't like abs showing on girls.


Aphrodite had the smoothest pelvis imaginable. She had no pubic hairs, in fact, she didn't have any hair on her body aside from the hair on her head, her eyebrows and eyelashes. It was like she never had a hair on her to begin with. Her genitals looked untouched, even though the goddess of love has had more males enter her than all the women on earth combined. The only thing visible normally were her outer labia were visible, much like the sign for Aries looks like. Her buttocks were smooth and round. They weren't bouncy like most Latinas have, but just like her shoulders and face, it had smooth edges. Her legs weren't too fat and fit the rest of her body perfectly. Her calves were no different. As a whole, her legs were what every man, even the barbaric ones, wish for. Her feet were no different from the rest of her. She did not have any nail polish on and her nails were slightly pinkish compared to the rest of her feet.


Her skin was tanned a little bronze. It wasn't as tanned as most women are, but this skin color was perfect, no surprise there. As a whole, she was irresistible. Nobody could ever forget her if he even got a glimpse of her. Henry was one of the luckiest men of the century. Over the last couple of centuries the number of male partners Aphrodite had was decreasing. More and more people started to forget about the Greek and Roman gods. What some people forgot is that Venus and Aphrodite are one person. The Romans only gave the gods different names, but the gods themselves were the same. A lot of Romans and Greeks have had the pleasure of enjoying one night with the goddess of love, but after the Roman Empire collapsed the amount of followers decreased by the day. The amount of people being worthy of Aphrodite started decreasing to a point at which it became hard for her to find a man. So sometimes she would have intercourse with other females.


Aphrodite had observed this Henry while he was observing her. Henry was a well built guy. He had an athletic body with well toned muscles. He wasn't like bodybuilders do, his muscles were not too big and looked good on him. Not much women would turn him down, but with Eros' help he only fell for those women. He never had a relationship with anybody, it didn't even come to a kiss. But Eros was so passionate about Henry that he even asked Zeus to make him a demigod by submerging him in the Styx, so his mother could have Henry forever and solve her problem of her undying need for satisfaction. He did this behind Aphrodite's back and Zeus agreed. As soon as Henry would climax inside of her Zeus would come personally to pick him up and take him to the Underworld to make him a demigod.


Aphrodite believed it was time. She put a finger on his mouth and slid it down his chin, down his well toned chest, stopping at his belly button, teasing him for a moment. Then she continued and patted his penis, which was, unsurprisingly, fully erect, through his boxer shorts. Without looking at it, but looking in his eyes she dragged his boxer shorts down and threw them away. His penis dropped onto is belly and Aphrodite sat down on top of him, rubbing his shaft with her labia, teasing him as much as she could. then she laid down on top of him kissing him passionately. Her godly energy intensified the kiss, making Henry's penis throb against the side of her legs.


She rose a little bit and pressed one of her breasts into his mouth. She knew his fantasy was to be breastfed like an infant so she fed him with her milk. Aphrodite didn't need to be pregnant or a mother to a newly born infant to lactate. She could lactate at will, as one of her godly powers. She transferred some godly energy into him through her milk. This would help Henry satisfy her needs.


Now it was Henry's time to do some work. She sat on top of him like she was about to 69 him, but she didn't do anything to him, making him work. Every now and then she would touch his penis gently or plant a gentle kiss onto it with her soft lips. He was licking her clitoris like he already had a lot of experience with it. She might now show it that much physically, but all the vaginal fluids coming out revealed how excited she truly was. When she started moaning a little bit, Henry sensed she was nearing an orgasm and sped things up. She started moaning louder and louder until he felt her clasp his legs and pressing her hips tightly to his head. He felt her vagina contracting around his tongue and he knew she had an orgasm.


He was about to say: "It's your turn now." When she put her finger on his lips and said: "Shhhhh. You'll need to do more to satisfy me." She stood up and lifted him up upside down with his face directly facing her vagina. Her physical powers exceeded what her body appeared to be capable of. Her godly powers allowed her to life very heavy objects with ease, so a 'simple' man like Henry was no match for her.


This was new for Henry, he was surprised by her strength and continued his licking and felt her nearing climax again, so he sped things up again and decided to take it a little further. He felt the pressure of her hips against his head again and this time her clutching her arms around his waist even harder and felt the same contractions around his tongue. Her moaning was a little louder than last time. He went on and tried to to lick her faster and thrust his tongue into her deeper and harder. Her vaginal secretions started to increase a lot, covering most of his face by now since he was upside down. He felt her vagina contracting even harder and harder, her moaning kept getting louder and louder and she had her third orgasm when they both fell back on the bed, Aphrodite on top of Henry, with her face just inches away from his throbbing penis.


His pre-ejaculate was dripping out of his penis and streams of it were visible. She licked as much as she could up with her tongue and swallowed it. Then she started to lick around the glans of his penis. She kept licking around it and then stopped. She moved of off is torso and moved in between his legs. She started licking the bottom of his penis and went on to his scrotum. His scrotum was epilated it seemed and the rest of his pubic hair was trimmed neatly. she took one of his testicles in her mouth and started sucking on it. Then she did the same with the other testicle. After that she took both testicles in her mouth and then his whole scrotum and swirled her tongue around it in her mouth.


His penis was throbbing more and more while Aphrodite was having fun with his testicles. a little more pre-ejaculate had dripped out and she neatly cleaned it up for him, swallowing it again. this time she started kissing his penis. She started kissing the bottom of it and worked her way up and took the tip in her mouth this time. She swirled her tongue around the tip of his penis and felt the pre-ejaculate coming out of his penis directly onto her tongue. Then she suddenly swallowed his whole penis, the whole 23 centimeters of it. Henry was surprised by the softness of her throat and let out a load moan.


She started to suck on his penis now. She varied her speed a lot. One moment she was going up and down like crazy and the other moment she was taking it easy. She slowed down on purpose when she felt Henry nearing and orgasm and suddenly sped it up. he was about to ejaculate into her mouth when she pressed hard against the space between his scrotum and anus. No semen came out of his penis while he had his orgasm. Out of experience she knew ejaculation drained all energy from a man and it could be separated from orgasm. And she knew all the ways to do that.


Henry was surprised he didn't ejaculate, but he realised he was dealing the goddess of love here. She knew all the little tricks to satisfy a man. Aphrodite sat down on top of him again and started rubbing his shaft against her labia. Then she moved off again between his legs. This time she put his penis between her breasts and pressed them together. Because of the pressure, her milk sprayed all over his belly. She started rubbing her breasts up and down against his penis and the stopped to spray some milk on his penis to make it go smoother. She continued again and every time pre-ejaculate came out she immediately licked it up.


Henry was nearing an orgasm again and this time she started masturbating him manually. As she felt his penis stiffen in her hand, his scrotum getting tighter, getting ready to pump his seed out she pressed hard with her free hand against the spot between his scrotum and anus. Again, no ejaculation.


Like before she sat on top of him again, rubbing her labia against his penis. She started rubbing faster and faster knowing that at some point his penis would snap right into her vagina. Henry felt a shock and his penis was inside the goddess' sanctuary. Aphrodite took another man's virginity increasing her godly powers again. This was one of the ways for her to gain power, having and giving orgasms was another. His whole body felt like it was on fire, but instead of burning him with pain it burned him with pleasure. It the energy of his penis inside the goddess was being transferred throughout his whole body.


Over the years Aphrodite had learned how to control her vaginal muscles at will. While she was riding him, she slowed down and manually contracted her vaginal muscles as if she was stroking his penis from the bottom up to the top. But the way she did it, it was like this was done incredibly fast. Henry let out a scream because of her control. She was sitting still on top of him and teasing him with her vaginal contractions. When she felt his penis stiffen up inside her again, she stopped.


"I also know about your fascination with a certain stance called 'doggy-style'. So go ahead now and make another dream come true." she whispered in his ear. She kissed him on his lips and this on his penis before going on all fours and submitting herself to him. This was a first for her, since she was always in control of any type of sexual encounter she ever had. And in this case she wasn't completely in control. She might have some fun by using her vaginal muscles on him, but he was the one controlling the pace this time. Henry was loving the feeling of his hips bouncing off her sweet and soft buttocks.


Now there was only one position left which Aphrodite had never done before: Missionary. Now she submitted herself doing it 'doggy-style', she decided to go all the way and let Henry take over control completely by laying down on her back and letting Henry enter her once again. Maybe this was the way to get her satisfaction, just laying back and letting Henry do the work. Maybe this would take away her agony of her 'eternal unsatisfaction' as she like to call it.


She put her arms around Henry and lifted her legs, so he could get deeper into her, where much stronger muscles could embrace his penis. Aphrodite crossed her legs behind his back and pulled Henry tightly onto herself to get him even deeper into her. She could feel the tip of his penis pushing against her womb every time he tried to push his penis deeper and she thrusted her hips upwards to help him get deeper. The pain it would have caused to any mortal female being, was turned into orgasmic energy for her. Every thrust, she would get closer to an orgasm, and her vaginal contractions got stronger and stronger, his penis became stiffer and stiffer, she felt his scrotum tightening up, the tip of his penis pushing and pushing and pushing and finally entering her womb spiking the orgasmic energy causing her to orgasm and let her vaginal contractions get out of control forcing his seed to directly shoot into her womb. She felt every single drop of it touch the inside of her womb while she laid there in a minute-long orgasm, crying out loud, crying out tears of excitement and joy.


Thunder struck, the window opened and Zeus stood there. "Now this is what I call 'Divine Intervention'." he said and took Henry away. An hour later Aphrodite was back at the Olympus waiting for Zeus to get back to rant at him, when Henry was coming towards her. "Henry? You at the Olympus? Or is this you, Zeus, playing with my mind by transforming into the one man who could satisfy me to the point nobody ever could?" Aphrodite said.


"This is really me Aphrodite. Or should I call you Venus? I like Venus better to be honest." Henry said, smiling. "You're a funny man Henry. Now tell me what you're doing on Mount Olympus, home of the gods, forbidden for any mortal man to enter!" Aphrodite said angrily. "I'm not mortal anymore Venus. Your son Eros, or Cupid as I like to call him." he smiled ", went to Zeus asking for me to become a demigod. I'm the second man after Hercules to be given the privilege of entering Mount Olympus as a demigod. And I believe I have the right to. Just like Hercules I accomplished what no other man has done. I gave you your satisfaction. And now I'm being rewarded with being your eternal companion. I've requested Zeus to take care of your husband Hephaistos, just in case he decides to ruin things for us. Just like you read my mind, Zeus could read yours, you know. He knew no god, not even him would be able to satisfy you ever so he forced you to marry Hephaistos to keep his male fellow-gods cool. But now you found the one man who did the impossible, there is no need for that anymore."


Thunder struck and Zeus was there. He called all the gods to come to him immediately. Within a minute gods started appearing from nowhere. "I have an announcement to make and I'll keep it short. Hephaistos is no longer the husband of Aphrodite. She will now be married to the newest demigod on Mount Olympus: Hemaistos."



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Helping Out on the Ranch


CHAPTER 1


Carmen the part-time waitress kicked Luke awake and said, "It's time for you to go you mother-fucker. My two kids will be home from school any time soon."


Luke showered and left after placing fifty bucks on the kitchen bench under Carmen's cell phone. He scratched his groin and thought it really was worthwhile helping support an under-funded solo mom.


Driving off in his pickup Luke switched on to his favorite C&W station and heard Kenny Rogers grinding out 'Lucille'. Well talk about role reversals. Right now Carmen would be thinking bitterly it was a fine time for Luke to be leaving her. He was leaving Ludlow Ranch to head west a bit to find work because he'd found the ranch too isolated and if he wanted female company it had been a long trek to the highway diner to lay someone like Carmen. She'd taken the bad news stoically and said he'd be missed but would soon be replaced.


Luke picked up his pay next day and after shaking hands with the Ludlow brothers headed off. Mid-afternoon he stopped for gas in likely looking country. He asked the fat-ass old woman in jeans two sizes too big for her did she know of anyone looking for ranch hands?


"No but Mrs Sutton is always replacing labor because she'd too picky."


"Does she pay good?"


"Real good. Widow Sutton has to with her growing reputation."


The wiry forty-year-old was told to take the third turn on the left.


He assumed he'd see a sign for Sutton Ranch and was correct.


Two dogs barked a greeting and then circled him and came in to sniff his pants legs to find if any other dogs had peed on his pants or boots. He'd long-learned to ignore dogs because like women they quickly lost interest if ignored.


Widow Sutton's daughter came out, glanced at Luke and staring at his dilapidated 25-year-old Ford pickup said, "You don't care much for your pickup."


"Wrong. It was my father's and I care for it as he did. It's become family tradition. The policy is to do nothing to it and only fix it when she needs fixing."


"She?"


"Guys call good vehicles she."


"And what do they call not-so good vehicles?"


"You fucking bitch."


The woman appeared to be smothering a laugh. "Is that a way to talk to a lady?"


"No miss but with respect I point out I was only answering your question."


She nodded and was aware the stranger was looking at her up and down.


"Why are you here bothering me?"


"I've called in to speak to your mother about possible work."


"She's in town."


"Oh, in that case I'll sit in my truck and await her return."


"Come in for coffee. It will be a long wait because she'd buried in the cemetery along with my father."


"Oh my condolences."


"Why say that; you don't know me?"


"Because my mother taught me about being polite."


"Oh. Well come in. No need to take off your boots. You appear to know how to handle dogs."


"And cattle and horses and if you don't mind me saying so and women."


"What about men?"


"Now look here..."


"You misunderstood me; I meant working as a foreman. You're here looking for work aren't you?"


"Yes."


"I need three men to help run the ranch. My foreman has left and the two guys I'm left with take next to no notice of me."


"You ought to go out with a shotgun and allow them to see you load it with birdshot."


"God I couldn't do that."


Luke grinned and said then she shouldn't be running a ranch if she didn't know how to be boss. She looked at him and smiled. "Are you going to stand there all day telling me what I should be doing or are you coming in for coffee?"


"Lead the way ma'am."


"I prefer Joss. That's short for Jocelyn."


"According to the woman at the gas station you are called Widow Sutton."


Joss said softly, "You call me that horrid name and it's you who'll get a shotgun blast up the ass."


"Sorry Joss. I can say I was confused. When I arrived I took you to be Widow Sutton's daughter."


"Oh you lovely man. Let me see if I can find a piece of orange chocolate cake for you."


Luke bit into the cake, rolled his eyes and pronounced, ""Ma'am I'm never going to leave you."


Brushing aside her auburn fringe Joss, who looked about thirty-five and appeared to be hiding a body good enough to make Luke's mouth water, giggled and her green eyes appeared to soften.


"You appear to be a nice man. Tell me about yourself."


Luke said his name was Luke Coleman and he was born and raised in Wyoming and his parents sold the ranch when he was eighteen to retire in Green River. He hit the road, deciding to see the country by working on ranches but in no hurry and he'd been in Oklahoma for two years. He'd have to say there wasn't much about ranching he didn't know. He'd just turned forty and had never married.


"And that's about it."


"Well I'll take you on trust and hire you and pay the going rate around here for a foreman on a ranch for this size plus 15% to convince you to work hard and to stay. You can live down at the bunkhouse or room up here."


"Have other foremen roomed in this house?"


"No."


"Then why make an exception?"


Eyeing him coolly Joss said, "Mind your own business. You may eat with me but in case your mind is running away on you that's all you'll be sharing."


Luke grinned.


Joss blushed.


They went to the barn and saddled up.


"I keep one farm quad bike but prefer working cattle with horses because cattle, especially young cattle, are never spooked by horses."


"Good thinking. This appears to be Hereford country from what I've seen driving up here."


"Correct."


"Where's my rifle?"


"I keep them locked away."


"I always ride with a rifle in case I come across stricken cattle or varmints."


She said very well and came back with a Winchester and watched him handle in expertly and stroked the stock lovingly.


He said sounding pained, "Joss?"


She held out her hand and unclenched it and five cartridges dropped into Luke's work-honed hand.


"You're a tease."


She blushed.


"This 92 short is my favorite rifle."


"It was my father's."


Luke attempted to hand it back saying to get him another rifle.


"No it's your rifle for as long as you stay here. When we returned to the house I'll give you a key to the gun cabinet."


Luke grunted.


They rode out and eventually found the two men asleep under a tree.


Luke dismounted and kicked both awake.


"You're slacking."


The shorter guy said, "Who the hell are you?"


Remaining mounted, Joss called, "This is Luke, my new foreman. You take your orders from him."


"Like hell we will," said the big surly guy.


Luke drawled, "Toss me my rifle Joss."


The toss was wide and the gun spinning but Luke leapt sideways and caught it and everyone watched Luke work the action to lever a .38-40 up from the magazine.


"I won't put a bullet through a shoulder of each of your guys because that will make you useless for work. Stand sideways and poke out your tongues. It appears their only use is to badmouth me and the boss."


The smaller guy turned white. "I surrender. Peace to you stranger, er Mr Foreman."


"Yeah peace from me too," said the big guy with bushy eyebrows.


One of Joss's dogs disturbed a rabbit about thirty paces from Luke. He shot chest high and bowled the rabbit and both dogs raced in to fight over the carcass but were called back by Joss.


"I only shoot varmints," Luke said ominously and both guys came over eager to be seen to be cooperative and introduced themselves to Luke who shook hands with them.


"Right I've only just been hired so won't work for the remainder of the day. I am to room at the homestead and will be saddling up at 6:00 in the morning. You guys know to be there at that time don't you?"


"Yes boss," they chorused.


* * *


Two Saturday nights later Luke was alone on the ranch. The boys had gone into town to stay overnight in a flophouse that Joss said was their custom and where they could tell lies to other cowhands and women would visit them. Joss had gone to have dinner with neighbors.


She arrived home and found Luke reading an old book about livestock improvement from her late father's bookcase. She noticed he was squinting.


"You're at the age where you might need reading glasses."


"Who me?" he said in astonishment.


Joss looked around and said there didn't appear to be anyone else in the room.


Luke ignored that comment and asked her about her evening out.


After replying Joss left the room and returned with a pair of reading glasses and said, "Here try these."


Luke sighed and put them on and said, ""Jesus I didn't know the print in this book was this big."


Joss sat at the end of the table by him and said, "Why haven't you gone to town like the boys to drink and boast and sweat over some money-hungry woman?"


"Because there is no need."


"And why's that?"


"Because I have you."


Joss's breath caught and she walked off down the passage.


She returned a few minutes later not wearing her dress.


"I'm running a bath. Do you wish to join me?"


Luke looked up and gaped and then croaked, "You mean in the bath?"


"Well I guess you can sit on the side and stare at me bathing if you are allergic to water."


"No water is fine with me. Do I have to undress you?"


"No I'm capable. Doing that might make you too sexy."


"Joss are you really sure you want to do this?"


"Don't be too long getting off you butt and don't be embarrassed if you begin to get a hard-on or it gets fully erect when you see my boobs bared."


"Right," Luke wheezed.


He walked into the bathroom nervously, a hand shielding his genitals.


"I've never bathed with a lady."


"I'm sure not many guys have."


Luke struggled for conversation.


"Are you lonely?"


"Yes."


"Oh god, sorry. I shouldn't have asked that."


"It's exactly the right comment to make. I drove home from my friendly host and hostess thinking they would be off to bed and most likely would fuck."


"But you can't be sure of that?"


"No but the thought made me horny. I'm sure they'll either row or have sex or perhaps both. I began thinking of you and thought about doing this. Climb in. Push those skinny legs on the outside of my legs."


"Do you mind if I look at you, er below the neck?"


"Not at all, that's why are you here and I hope we'll do more than look at one another."


Luke, already in the water, watched in horror as his erection rose from the water like a submarine periscope.


Joss looked at him hungrily, giggling.


She worked her feet around it and Luke eased back against the end of the bath, eyes closed and a big smile spread slowing across his face as Joss exercised her feet. She tired before she could get him off.


Disappointed but aware some women find foot-fucking strenuous, and assuming Joss would be out of practice, Luke thought he ought to indicate his approval of her sexual interest in him and climbed to his feet and began jerking, enjoying watching her eyes darken and open hugely.


After about twenty big strokes he called, "Here it comes baby" and she calmly opened her mouth and moved her head to maximize collection and then stared at him as she protruded her dripping tongue and then curled it back into her mouth and swallowed.


Luke climbed out and dried and then Joss followed him and held out her towel to be dried and when that was finished commanded, "Come to my bed and fuck me stupid."


Only when she was blathering and rolling her eyes and coming for the fourth time did Luke realize what she'd meant by fucking her stupid.


When she was asleep he went to his room and slept until awoken by the smell of breakfast bacon cooking. He dressed hurriedly and went to the kitchen.


"Good morning," Joss said. "It's a beautiful day."


"Um yes. Um Joss..."


"I don't wish to talk about it. Have I made myself clear?"


Luke grunted and went to the table and poured coffee.


They ate in silence and after Joss left the kitchen Luke grabbed her keys and went to the garage and backed out her four-year-old white F150, noting it was a regular cab with 8 ft box. He hosed it and had finished washing it in soapy water when Joss came out and placed a coffee on a fence post and said, "Here."


"Thanks. Why the grumpy face?"


She clamped her clips.


"Come on Joss, let it out."


"I can't."


Luke cajoled, "Come on Joss, I don't like you being like this with a dropped bottom lip."


That lip trembled. "You were the first guy.... too.... too..."


She stopped and began to weep.


"Since your husband died?"


She sniffed and nodded.


Luke thought she might whack him if he walked over and attempted to hold her sympathetically and so he acted on instinct. He picked up the half-bucket of dirty warm water and threw the contents over her.


"You mother fucker," she screamed and picked up a wood fencing spacer (dropper) from a pile near some posts went for him screaming, I'll break your fucking arms."


"Try catching me you TV-staring and peanut chewing housewife," Luke taunted and begun running round the garages.


He looked back and squawked "Jesus". She was gaining on him.


The fucking bitch, she could run faster than Luke Coleman! He was appalled and hurling himself around the far end knew he wouldn't make the pickup to dive inside and lock the doors before she reached him.


So he stopped and turned, hands held up submissively.


Joss dropped the length of wood and slammed into Luke, her velocity helping her to tumble him to the ground. She slapped his face hard on both cheeks before he could get his hands up for protection and then sat on him, breathing heavily.


Believing he was safe he pulled her down by the shoulders and said, "Kiss me."


She moaned and kissed him wetly.


"I want it, I want it," she moaned.


Luke reached under her skirt and ripped her panties apart at the crotch and when she'd lifted cooperatively he undid his pants. He dug out his erection and she sat back on it facing him and began lifting up and down singing, "Ah-ah, oooh oooh, ooh. So lovely. Ah-ah, oooh, ooh..." and that went on monotonously for a few minutes until a horn blared and a slow moving vehicle halted near them.


"Oh fuck," Joss yelled and came heavily.


Luke lifted his head and said helpfully, "Late-model Chevy Colorado double cab."


"Oh god, it will be Jack Strong."


The woman climbing out answered, "No darling, fortunately for you it's Bella and I can deal with my embarrassment but I don't know about you."


Joss thoughtfully lifted and dropped the hem of her wide denim skirt over the luckless Luke and waited for Luke to button up. She then climbed off and Luke got to his feet and dusted off.


Hugely embarrassed, Joss said, "Bella this is my new foreman Luke Coleman."


"Hi Luke, I guess what your two were doing is what people call Sunday morning entertainment from where you come from. Most people around here go to church."


"I regret embarrassing you Mrs Strong. Um Mrs Sutton had the blues and I was attempting, um, therapy."


"Oh when I get the blues Luke I must hurry over here for your novel way of ending that sad state of mood."


The two women grabbed on another and held on shrieking in laughter.


"Luke call me Bella. It is so lovely seeing you settle into life on Sutton Ranch so quickly."


The women were laughing again.


Bella took Joss by the arm and said she'd called for coffee and to return the earring Joss had lost on the dinning room floor the previous night. She called to Luke to join them.


"I-I better go and check the main pump."


"Has it been giving trouble?"


"No it's fine."


"The come and join us Luke. You've obviously made a huge impression on Joss and so I feel I should get to know you socially. My husband Jack will be keen to have a lively guy around his age living right by us. Joss told us last night you sorted out Zack and Little Joe and that you obviously know more about ranching than she and the boys do."


"Well if Joss said that it must be right but I don't talk myself up like that."


"Oh what a gentlemanly comment but I take it you are from Wyoming where male courtesy still survives?"


"I'm surprised you could pick any accent Bella."


She giggled. "I didn't. Joss told us last night that you were born and raised in Wyoming."


Bella had a plump ass and was big at the chest. Luke found her very appealing because she had Joss laughing repeatedly and she kept drawing him into the conversation and soon he was interacting. As well as being lively she had great humor.


They were silent for a moment and then Bella spiked Luke more masterfully than any woman had in his life. She smiled and asked, "How old were you when you had your first fuck Luke?"


He boggled.


Joss giggled and said it was rude not to answer a lady.


He answered and both woman looked at him and swallowed.


"Who old was the girl?"


"Two years younger Bella."


She said Jesus he could have gone to jail.


"You don't really understand the law at that age. We were just mucking about and it happened."


Bella whispered to Joss and receiving several nods said, "Luke this next Saturday if Little Joe and Jack go to town Joss will call me. I'll send Jack off to take the kids to visit their grandparents. I'll come over and then would you play around with us both?"


"Y-you mean in bed?" Luke croaked.


"Yes or here on the floor rug."


Luke became mute.


"Come on Luke, you'll have little else to do," Joss said.


Luke licked his lips and then decided to test out Bella.


"Show me your tits, now."


"Oh testing out my willingness to engaged in a groupie?" she said.


She fiddled with her dress front and dug out one. It was long and drooped out of the bra.


"There you go Luke, come over and suck if you wish."


"No it's okay. You appear genuine."


"If you want a real genuine test pull out your dick and I'll suck you off right now."


"Er that's a very genuine offer Bella but that will keep. I'll leave you ladies now. Christ I'm embarrassed."


"So are we," Joss said. "Bella and I have regular sessions but we've never involved anyone else until now. It seems opportune to share your lovely erection."


Bella said something interesting. "Yeah we began together in our late teens and never stopped but only became regular after the death of Daryl."


As soon as Bella drove off Joss grabbed Luke and said that conversation had made her feel ever so sexy.


"I have dreamed for years of having a threesome but always thought it would never happen for me. Look if you remain embarrassed I'll call it off with Bella, but fuck me now, please."


"Yeah sure. No it will be okay to engage with you both. It's been years since I've had group sex. I had four women pawing me one night. The bitches almost killed me. We were on some kind of dope."


"God you've got my pussy pulsating. Lick it and get it in Luke. Then we can have lunch and then do it leisurely."


Luke had the feeling he should be paying Joss for the privilege of working on her ranch. She told him during lunch she'd hired him for the sex and oh to get real work out of the boys because they were lazy jerks.


They hit the floor after lunch and Joss said she was so happy. She told Luke she was thirty-five and Bella was thirty-six. When Bella's parents decided to move to a city eighty miles away where they had friends, they decided to keep the ranch and leave Bella to run it. Near her first year as boss Bella married her foreman Jack Strong who'd just turned forty and they now had two kids aged six and eight.


Luke was interested to learn Jack had been the foreman. They would have things in common, more than Jack might imagine if the threesome went ahead.


Joss then turned around on her side and took his dick in her hand and tugged it up into an erection.


"Finger while I suck you off," she said in the same tone as if offering him a cookie after lunch.


A few minutes later her finger work down his shaft ceased and then her breathing became very regular.


Luke grinned. Joss had fallen asleep with his dick in her mouth. He stopped jerking and twisting his two fingers inside her pulled out his dripping fingers and soon he was asleep. Luke was used to napping on Sundays. Fucking on Sundays was a real bonus and it delighted him to be engaged in it so leisurely. He thought he must be totally cooperative and submissive with Joss and she could be so happy with him she would marry him to keep him at her side to deliver everything she wanted. Yeah great. He'd make that a condition she sign over half of the ranch to him. This was the only way he could enter ranch ownership because the pay he received was pathetic.


Jack Strong arrived over next evening and Joss introduced the taller, pot-bellied man to the wiry Luke and both appeared delighted to have met. Jack said to Joss that Bella had sent him off to borrow the big square cake tin. He placed a bag of carrots on the table.


"Just dug," he said almost shyly as if waiting to be teased by the new guy who decided to say nothing.


"Part of Jack's attraction to his wife was he liked growing vegetables," Joss explained.


His wife? Luke thought he should establish he'd met Jack's wife.


"I met Mrs Strong when she called over here this morning."


"Yeah she was keen to get a look at you to see if you were suitable. Joss told us last evening she'd hired a guy who appeared clean and civil enough to live in the house with her in case she required protection. But Luke don't call my wife Mrs because she's likely to object rudely. Everyone including visiting kids call her Bella. Don't ask my why. She just has a thing about it."


Luke nodded and said it made him uncomfortable when people, even strangers, called him mister and Jack scratched under his chin and said it was the same with him.


Joss, who was fascinated by the almost delicacy of this conversation between guys who'd not immediately begun talking about cattle, or the weather or beer or sport, dug out the tin from low in the pantry and placed it on the table.


"Thanks for the tip Jack about naming," Luke said. "Bella seems warm and lovely. She'll be a good mother I reckon."


"Yeah. That's an odd comment coming from a guy who has only just been promoted to foreman."


"Well many ranches I've worked on have been small and I usually ate with the family and even slept in the house if there was no loft in the barn or a converted chicken house."


"Oh yeah. Well that can make a guy family-sensitive attempted to be lovely to everyone to ensure you were properly looked after."


"Yeah."


Both men grinned.


Luke explained to Joss, "If a guy keeps himself clean and helps around the house a bit he begins getting the choice bits of meat at the table and cookies bought to him and quite often the Missus decides he should shaft her. Sometimes it might be an older daughter who also decides to try out a man instead of the young jerks she runs with and then the rancher's sister or sister-in-law visits and goodness me."


"Omigod and here was I thinking we live in civilized America," Joss laughed and the men cackled with her.


She invited Jack to stay for coffee.


"Well I should be returning to my Sunday chores."


"Sit Jack and enjoy the moment."


"Oh okay. He sat and scratched under an armpit. "How long have you been working cattle Luke?"


"Since I could ride my first pony confidently when I was four and could obey orders."


"Jesus Luke you're a real cowboy."


Joss laughed and said, "You guys are going well to become close friends."


Both guys looked embarrassed.


She added, "But perhaps not that close."


They all laughed.


During Luke's first week on Sutton Ranch he'd settled into a routine. The guys began working for him well because he led by example and did everything efficiently and as they could see with purpose and that was the kind of leadership they respected, rather than having a woman sitting on a horse and telling them what to do and then cursing them whenever they failed to do anything her way.


Luke would go to bed at his usual time of 9:00 and after Joss went into her bedroom and he saw the light go out he'd go to her door and said something like, "Everything in here okay?" and she would either say, "Jump in beside me" or "Yes thanks, goodnight Luke" as a signal not tonight Luke.


He'd rise at 5:15 and shave, shower and dress for the day, make his bed properly and then make coffee and take a mug to Joss who would be awake and she would either say "Have a great day" or 'Get those clothes off and jump in."


Joss often sought sex twice a day and it didn't bother Luke they only did it when she was in the mood. For years he'd gone months without a fuck. He accepted his mother's long-ago delivered advice to stay away town girls because many were diseased. She meant the prostitutes. Um probably.


CHAPTER 2


Luke usually slept in on Saturday and Sunday mornings and on his second Saturday at the ranch the smell of cooking bacon awoke him. He jumped out of bed, stretched and pulled up the blind, already aware it was raining and the wind was howling.


He went out and he and Joss kissed lightly, like a brother and sister would, and neither of them allowed their hands to roam in the way dedicated lovers were likely do. That left him with the impression he was just there to be used. Well okay, guys need to fuck and they'd get it if they were patient. But of course today was different: there was something on the menu.


"Will Jack take the kids to town today?" he asked, looking at the mud-creating rain.


"Yes for sure. Sex is great on a rainy day. Are you anxious Jack?"


"No just nervous."


"That's the beauty about first time for most things Luke. Nerve ends are on edge. Yummy."


He understood that only too well. It was like arriving to begin a new job with the slate clean and all the senses open to new experiences.


Three hours later Bella arrived in a yellow Jeep Wrangler. Luke hurried out with an umbrella and Bella said "Thanks Jack and rammed her tongue into his mouth. He made a quick grab at her pussy but missed, ending up as little too high.


"Oooh keen are you Luke? I like that."


They hurried in out of the rain.


Luke watched the two women drop a hand casually to rub against one another's pussy as they kissed. That told him he was facing real competition.


"It's warmer in here on the day room rug," Joss said, hauling off her dress to expose all-white underwear: a half-cup bra, French-cut panties, and thigh hi stockings.


"Oooh darling," Bella said, licking her lips and dropping her skirt to reveal she was holding up blue stockings with a blue lace garter belt and the obvious trimmed bush indicated no panties. She removed her sweater and that revealed a matching blue bra that out of necessity looked very big and strong.


The women linked arms and stared at Luke.


He swallowed and removed his top.


"Omigod he still has a well-defined six-pack," Bella gurgled. "Now show my what I really want to see."


"O-m-i-g-o-d," Bella almost panted, running her tongue over her top lip. "Joss you really weren't exaggerating. Take off your watch Luke, we won't wish to be scratched when you are pawing us."


"Um what do you want me to do?"


"Everything," Bella sibilated with authority thus indicating she was the dominant woman.


"Bring that pecker over to us," she ordered, sinking down on to the rug and dragging the uncomplaining Joss with her.


Bella then emptied out her handbag and the approaching Luke saw a selection of butt plugs and vibrators, a long double-ended dildo, two tubes of lube and an array of condoms and for a moment through he was in a pharmacy.


Bella pulled his erection straight into her mouth and went, "Hmmmm."


Joss buried her face into Bella's groin.


For a moment Luke wished he were in a bar drinking beer with Jack but Bella squeezed his testicles and that got him back and focused.


Joss was mashed against Bella's vulva and Bella appeared attempting to blow him up like a balloon with his dick stuffed into her mouth and to become activated Luke chose to explore new territory. He began twisting a wet finger into Joss's butt, the nearest crevice to him and did so tentatively and when no objection rang out he began working it and found his finger disappearing with reasonable ease. That suggested where the double-ended dildo sometimes went.


The damn women kept entwined throughout so Luke took Joss anally but that was a short encounter because he was fired up and she was so tight that he streamed into the condom way too early, disappointing him. He resheathed and grabbed the flesh on the sides of Bella's fat ass and slid up her rectum, meeting little resistance and pushed in beyond the ring like a bat heading up a cave. He pigged out, sweating for almost a half hour, or so it seemed, before blowing his rocks.


Near-exhausted Luke rolled away and napped. When he refocused her only saw Bella, with her back against the base of the sofa and watching him. Joss was on the sofa, asleep, mouth open and wet with sweat.


Bella came over on her hands and knees and said, "Cunt fuck me. You are big enough for me to feel something."


That was an interesting comment, he thought.


Bella lay on her back and pulled a pillow under her head and pulling up her knees spread them, giving Luke who was closing in a great look at a gaping hole that probably had been stretched by Joss's hand. He came in between Bella's thighs and sitting on his heels pulled her towards him until the wet and reddened bald pussy was against his dick. Staring at him, she felt down and steered him in while he started at her big flopping tits covered in fresh light bite marks. Well those two women knew how to go each other fully off, he grinned, and Bella smiled knowingly back at him as he sank his hand into one of those tits.


They went at it for perhaps ninety-minutes. He came three times and Bella once she began squeezing his plunging dick experienced multiple orgasms and each time urged Luke to continue. Well there was nothing else he planned to do about the place except read and so he chose sex and continued on banging his warm, smiley and very friendly neighbor.


Joss woke up refreshed and watching the other two slowly grinding to an exhausted halt got up and made lunch. They all cleaned up and began eating just after 2:00.


Bella left soon after lunch to be home to greet her returning family.


"Do you want more sex?" Joss asked.


"Only if you want to," Luke yawned.


"Christ no, I'm off to bed."


Luke thought he'd been well and truly nailed. He wouldn't be surprised if he didn't feel the need to have sex ever again.


Well he did. Next night before dinner Joss pulled him down on to the dayroom carpet and began unbuttoning his pants.


Two weeks later Luke was returning back along the road after shifting some bulls when he heard a vehicle approaching and looking behind saw it was the yellow jeep.


"Hi."


"Hi Bella replied. "I've just been to town. The kids are at school and Jack is over at the Mulligan's helping to drench bulls. Want to lick pussy?"


"That's a real neighborly invitation," Luke said, shifting uneasily in the saddle.


"Tie your horse to the fence and jump in. Well go over to our hay barn over there."


She requested to be done in each hole so the lady got what she wanted.


They were back on the road and Luke had remounted his horse and was alongside the jeep saying goodbye when Jack came along, slowed and waved and continued on.


"Will that make him suspicious."


"Why we are only talking and he won't find me leaking semen because you used rubbers?"


"Yeah it was good you had those in your bag."


"I put them in two weeks ago thinking I might come across you somewhere. Jack will have no idea of what we have been doing."


"Yeah I suppose so. I'm getting a real liking for your big tits."


"Jack would like them much smaller."


"Fuck Jack."


Bella laughed and said she often did. "But I prefer you."


"Bye Bella," Luke said thoughtfully. He was thinking if only there was some way he could get rid of Jack permanently. He could then marry Bella and have a ranch twice the size of Joss's. But then if Jack died in a mysterious accident Bella could become suspicious and that might turn her off Luke. Damn, he'd have to attempt to tie the knot with Joss.


A month later the three of them were engaged in their second hot tryst when Jack burst in carrying a rifle.


"So you fuckers, I've been suspicious about you three."


The women yelled.


Jack didn't say how he'd come to be there and where were the children and no one asked.


He'd come in and found Joss fisting his wife and Luke taking Joss from behind with a finger up her butt as well.


Luke, Joss and Bella, who were nude, pulled apart and looked as guilty as sin.


Jack looked at Luke and told him to stand.


"You have ten minutes to pack and get the hell out of here. If you delay or try anything I'll but a bullet into those big balls of yours."


"If you wonder what the cock of a real man is like Jack why don't you take a good look of what Luke carries?"


Luke stopped in his tracks and looked about ready to yell to Bell to shut her mouth but Jack beat him to it.


"Shut up Bella. Carry on like that and I'll put a bullet through your cunt and you'll not have to worry about cock size again."


Bella began crying and was ignored.


Joss offered to make coffee.


"Good idea, but first find enough money to pay off Like. You wait here Luke till she comes back. I don't want you two conniving to get the drop on me. And don't dress Joss. If you and Bella do what you're told you'll have no problem from me."


Joss returned with a wad of money and said it included a big bonus to keep his mouth shut and never to return. "You take this money and that's you promising you'll never return. Jack is in control here now."


"Right I accept," Luke said, taking the money and tensed when Jack leered and said good boy.


Luke went off and packed, not that there was much to pack. He looked at the key to the gun cabinet down at the barn and thought about grabbing the Winchester and coming back and killing Jack. But then what? He decided even if he took the rifle off Jack and clubbed him to teach him a lesson not to meddle would things remain the same himself and the two women? Luke decided no it was best to move on find a new ranch to work at where there were women to fuck.


He came out and found the others were seated at the table drinking coffee. The two women were still nude.


"Well I'm off. May I kiss the women goodbye?"


"Yeah I don't see why not but kiss Bella on the cheek as if she were a respectable woman." Jack said, standing and moving back with the rifle in case Luke attempted to lunge at him. "You know you and I could have become real pals."


Luke ignored Jack and kissed Bella lightly. He kissed Joss sweetly and she said, "We've fouled up what might have been Luke. I blame myself."


"What and I didn't share responsible? Get real baby. Goodbye."


Joss began weeping Bella moved in to comfort her.


When they could no longer hear Luke's vehicle Jack tossed the keys to his vehicle to Joss. "Go over to our house staying nude and bring back the strap-on that's on the left hand end of the top shelf in our bedroom. I'll not be harming either of you women but you must understand I'm in charge now. There's no one at home; the kids are in town playing with the McKenzie kids."


"I'd like to wear clothes."


"Joss you'll not be harmed or punished providing you remain cooperative. Off you go."


She returned fifteen minutes later carrying the strap-on and remained nude.


"God that was a humiliating experience."


"It was meant to be. And while you were away Bella was telling me how you two first came to start licking each other's pussy."


Joss said dully, "Well all I can say Jack it has always been fun for me. Bella really loves having sex."


"Well I don't intend to stop you two having it off with each other," Jack said smiling and putting down his rifle. "I intend also joining in and while I have a small dick I still shoot plenty of cum and intend enjoying seeing you swallow my cum Joss. By the way this gun isn't loaded. I was scared if what I saw disgusted me I might start shooting up the place and everyone in it."


"I thought as much," Bella sighed. "Good thinking and obviously you weren't disgusted."


"No baby. It rather excited me," Jack said and started removing his clothes. "Here's what we'll do, round one. Joss you suck the cum out of me and you my darling wife put on the strap on and butt-fuck Joss. I'm really looking forward to we three combining ideas to really rack up the fun we can have together. We have years of energetic sex action ahead of us."


* * *


Luke decided to really push on and get out of Oklahoma in case he was tempted to go back and rifle-whip Jack the interfering butthead. The farther away he was the less likely he would feel like trekking back. He reminded himself it could never be the same again. He was miffed that Joss had not pleaded him to stay and or made any attempt to sort it out with Jack.


Driving through Las Animas County heading towards the town of Aguilar where he'd visited previously and intended staying the night, Luke passed a sign, braked and backed back to read it:


'URGENT. Two ranch hands wanted. Call Lucy Robbins asp.'


He called the number provided and the woman identifying herself as Rene Robbins directed him to the property up a nearby side road. Two women, one a little over thirty and one a little under thirty in Luke's usually accurate estimation, came out to greet him.


The welcome was a little reserved and he was invited in for coffee.


"Why are you applying for a position here?" Rene asked.


"Because I'm slowly working my way back to my home state of Wyoming."


"Why?"


"Please allow me to ask the questions Rene," said her older sister. "Mister that reply doesn't explain why you're here."


"I was heading for Aguilar and saw your notice on the highway. The way these questions are going doesn't sound you are urgently requiring ranch hands."


"But we are," they said in unison and looking close to panic.


Luke stroked his chin and they watched anxiously.


"Tell me about it Lucy."


"Two days ago we caught our younger brother having sex with our ranch hand."


"Well ranch hands need sex like everyone else."


"But you don't understand," Lucy said, looking Luke straight in the eye. "We were disgusted, never before having seen two guys behaving like that. Rene waited until the guy pulled out of our brother's ass and then whacked Johnny with a shovel and I fired him. Our brother was mad with us and packed and went off to meet up with that disgusting Johnny. When we hired him he said nothing about being gay."


Luke played that scene through in his mind and had to struggle to keep a straight face.


"Well if you hire me to run your ranch you won't have a problem with me if your brother returns home. I only fuck women."


Rene snorted, "What a disgusting thing to say to us."


He sister said, "Shut up Rene, I like what I hear."


Luke said he'd go outside by his truck and wait for the sisters to discuss the situation.


Lucy asked did he have any references.


Luke pulled a bunch of papers held by a rubber band from the inside pocket of his jacket and handed them to her.


"Do these include a reference from your last rancher?" she asked.


"Nope."


Rene pounced and asked, "Why was that?"


"My female rancher was fisting her female friend and I was taking my rancher from behind with a finger up her ass when the friend's husband came in with a rifle and I was order to get out of the county in a hurry and that's what I did."


"How obscenely disgusting," Rene said a little half-heartedly, looking for a bulge in Luke's jeans while her sister said how fascinating.


Luke was barely out the door Rene appeared and called, "You're hired. My sister wishes you to convince me there can be another big dimension to sister-on-sister sex. We have decided you must live in the house."


"Well if you two cooperate fully the sex will be real good and if one of your works on the ranch with me I'm sure we'll get by with need to only hire help at peak times or for heavy work. Your two get warmed up on the lounge carpet while I rush down to the highway and pull out your help wanted sign. I reckon with my seven and a half inches and big balls you girls are about to get a new attitude towards open sex."


"How disgusting," Rene giggled. "Hurry back please."


Luke raced down to the highway wondering how the hell could he be so lucky finding ranches with women who were in such need of attention from a man whatever the size of dick. He almost failed to take the last bend to the highway because he was imagining walking toward the sisters' raised nude butts displayed dripping pussies.


"Oh boy," he puffed. He was so eager to teach the apparent naive Rene with her plump little tits everything she needed to know about male-female and male-female-female sex and mused her doe-eyed sister gave the impression of being capable of going at it for hours.


Luke rammed the notice, jumped out to pick up the bits, threw them into the tray and went back onto the side road in a wide slide in his haste to get back to those sisters who needed a ranch hand who worked more than cattle.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Belt


It wasn't proving a successful, nor enjoyable evening. A sultry warm night, permeated with the sounds of everyone having a good time. They were enjoying it, but for me it was a washout.


I'd never liked this town, having only moved here to be with the now ex-wife. But, it was home, for now at least and work was close by too.


With the changes in the economy, changing wasn't likely any time soon so I may as well enjoy the summer whilst it lasts.


The one benefit to drinking in the late evening summer sunshine though is not being holed up indoors. The rays radiated downwards, gradually created longer shadows as the piped music from indoors, some trashy 80's track I hardly remembered had the men and women of this town dancing.


For me though, that wasn't to be the case. I never dance.


Bored out of my skull and contemplating an early end to the evening, I shifted position to observe the car crash of an evening. And was I glad.


Out of the corner of my eye, I captured sight of an alluring image. A woman, probably mid-20's and with a fine body came into sight. What did make me look though was just what she was trying to do.


It was pretty clear she'd just been to the festival style outdoor toilets and was now struggling to fasten her belt around her slender midriff. Each time, she checked she had it the right way round, and, as sure as an octopus picking the right football scores, each time, it fell to the ground.


Exasperation fell upon her face, now clearly becoming all the more frustrated by the troublesome leather strap and we briefly caught each others glance. A shy, timid smile confronted me, and as shy a response headed back her way from myself.


But my brain was already working overtime. It'd been months since I'd felt the tender touch of a woman. Frantically my mind started working it's way through an opening phrase to attract her attention and perhaps stimulate some conversation.


There was no need for words as I worked my way through the throng of laughing, chatting revellers. Right up behind her.


She jumped a little as I took hold of her belt, by now cast aside on the table and slowly wrapped it around her slender torso. The smell of her perfume, her hair everything came and washed over me as I checked it wasn't too tight. There was no escape for the belt this time and, much to my relief it stayed firmly in place.


As she turned to face me, that shy smile came back once more as she thanked me for my efforts.


"And how's your evening, my knight in shining armour?" she mused.


"Beltin'" I quickly quipped back, thankful that I'd not had to make the opening line, and the opportunity for humour had so easily presented itself to me.


The ice was broken in those few, short moments and we chatted like old friends. In that time, I'd discovered that Jane was 26, lived nearby, was single and made it abundantly clear she was in the mood to party into the small hours.


What I didn't realise, at that time, was just what kind of party she had in mind, but I soon realised that the invitation was extended solely to me and so, as those who had been there for much of the evening strolled off to the other clubs dotted around this town we were in the taxi queue hand in hand and gentle and tender stolen kisses, becoming more urgent in her desire.


A few moments later, we stepped through the front door of her flat. A new-build on the outskirts of the centre. But I wasn't there to evaluate how nice her home was and she made that abundantly clear as she stumbled into my arms, rising up slightly once again as we kissed in each others arms.


Taking my hand she took control of the situation, dragging me through her hallway and straight to her bedroom.


"I'm not normally so forward but I really need to be fucked" she bluntly stated as she unbuttoned my shirt casting it aside on the floor.


My hands worked there way to her belt, the same belt that had started this whole chain reaction of events off and as it landed with a metallic thud on her floor too, I lifted her dress off her to be presented with a body of perfection.


A slim size 10, toned, and just a hint of a tan, a nice pair of 34C tits encased in a plain bra. That too was discarded and I gazed upon her rapidly stiffening nipples before she worked her way down my body, trailing kisses over my neck and chest as she unfastened my jeans and found that I was already hard. Ready, and prepared to give her what she needed.


She hurriedly took my cock out and quickly licked up and down my shaft, easing out just a hint of pre-cum which she ravenously lapped up before engulfing its entirety leaving me balls deep inside her.


As we collapsed in the bed, I slid my hand inside her thong, feeling how closely shaved she was, and most notably, how wet she had already become. Before long, we were both entirely naked, our hands roaming each others bodies as I kissed her neck and worked down to those fine breasts. I took her nipple in between my teeth and felt a gasp of pleasure arise from her lips as my fingers continued to work on her engorged clit and her breath became more ragged as she approached her orgasm.


If there is one thing I enjoy, it's the taste of a woman, and my tongue ventured further down her body, again taking in the wondrous scent of her sex. It stroked gently against her and I groaned at how delightful she tasted. If the intoxication of the night was wearing off, it was replaced with another form and I thrashed my tongue wildly against her, lapping up more and more of her juices.


By now her legs were wide apart allowing me unfettered access to her and I roughly inserted two fingers deep inside her curling up just enough to press just the right buttons.


It was enough to send her over the edge as I felt her tense up and with an almighty roar she came hard. The sound only spurred me on and within what felt like only seconds her whole body shuddered and convulsed with the pleasures being pulsed through her body.


"Don't just watch. Fuck me" she panted breathlessly.


I moved up her body and looked her in the eyes. The look of pure lust overcame me. It had been so long for either of us, that much was apparent and I threw her legs over my shoulders as I thrust myself deep inside her.


The amazing sensations of how hot she really was almost immediately sent me over the edge, barely able to hang on to any modicum of self-control. I knew if this was to last, and that's exactly what I wanted, I had to overcome the urges to wildly fuck this stunning creature of beauty and wild sex.


Pulling almost all the way and then just edging myself in a couple of inches seemed to calm my desires somewhat although it was doing some amazing things to Jane as she panted and writhed more, pushing towards me forcing me to gradually bury myself deeper inside her pussy.


The sounds of our rampant fucking permeated the room, two bodies connected as one as both our desires became more and more satisfied by each other and we surged and writhed against each other, each forward thrust plowing myself deeper within.


The growing urges within me came back and the pace of both our movements and our erratic breathing became more frantic as she approached yet another orgasm. That was enough to throw me over the abyss, that all too familiar tingle surging from my balls to the base of my cock then out, deep inside her, filling her with my cum.


Her tousled hair waving and a bead or three of sweat on her forehead we again looked into each others eyes recognising the enjoyment our encounter had given to both.


"Wow" was the very best I could muster when I finally caught my breath.


A wide grin, replacing the previously shy smile spread all over her face. "Now that was something" she replied.


As we lay cuddled close in the early morning sunlight, weakly trying to fight its way through the curtains we both knew that our futures fight not be the same in the future.


"That belt, we should frame it as a memento of the night" I suggested to her.


"A frame? I have far better uses for it" she winked back at me.


"Now sleep. I've got plans for you in the morning."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Into The Basement


She leaned forward, placing her hands on the desk. He watched as her dress clung to her body, outlining the swell of her hips and her ass, and his cock twitched as he imagined reaching out and bunching up the fabric in his fingers, sliding it up to reveal the naked pink flesh beneath. He was sure she was not wearing panties, as he had requested.


In his mind's eye he could see her exposed before him, the delectable lips that he longed to suck and nibble at, and the moist, glistening, tight folds of her pussy in between. He saw the virgin rosebud of her ass, waiting for that first penetration his fingers and his tongue, and finally, the engorged head of his cock...


She turned, saw him watching her, and smiled. She looked down and saw the bulge in his pants, her eyes widening with anticipation. He walked over to where she waited for him, took her by the hand, and without a word, led her down into the darkness of the basement. She stood before him in the dark, her knees and hands shaking, feeling wetness ooze from her pussy and slide down her thighs. She heard the sound of his zipper being pulled down and fell on her knees before him in the dark.


Something nudged her cheek and she lifted her hand to it, taking his cock in her warm grasp. She ran her fingers over the thick length of him, feeling the velvety flesh sliding in her hand. She reached down and caressed his balls, then leaned forward and licked and sucked at the bulging sacs, taking them first one at a time, then both, into her warm, wet mouth. He gasped at the sensation, his hands moving to her head, grabbing her hair in his fists as she slid her tongue up and down the sides of his shaft, teasing him.


His breathing quickened as he felt her tongue touch the tip of the plum head of his cock, tasting the pearl of pre cum that was already oozing from the slit at the top. She blew a soft, warm breath onto the head and he groaned, first softly and then louder as he felt her mouth engulf him.


"Yes," he murmured, "that's good. Take all of it, sweetie." He fisted her hair and drove his hips forward, hearing her gag as she did so but she swallowed, fighting the gag reflex until he was lodged fully inside her mouth, eight inches of glorious hard cock. She coughed and he slid his length out of that moist, warm place, then pushed forward again as she began to suck rhythmically on his cock. He could feel his orgasm quickly building, and although he wanted to savor this moment the thought that he was finally fucking her face was too much for him and he let go, shooting strings of warm, sweet cum deep into her throat. She swallowed frantically until he had milked the last few drops onto her tongue, then slumped, exhausted, against his legs in the darkness.


He pulled her to her feet and kissed her deeply, tasting his cum on her tongue. She sighed.


"Do you want to cum, sweetie?" he asked, "we still have time." She gasped as a wave of lust rolled through her belly, making her legs weak.


"Oh god yes, please," she whispered, feeling a spasm of pleasure and pain deep in her belly, spreading down into her pussy, making her clit tingle. She felt his hands on her tits, and grabbed at the fabric covering them, pulling it down and exposing her flesh to him. She was not wearing a bra beneath her dress. The cool air of the basement hit her skin, her nipples peaking into hard points, and she felt first his fingers, then his mouth on them, sucking and biting softly. She groaned at the sensation, and then she felt his hands bunch the fabric of her dress, sliding it up her thighs to reveal the lips of her sex.


His mouth left her tits and she suddenly felt his warm breath at the juncture of her thighs. Her legs trembled and she reached out for his shoulders in the dark to steady herself as she felt his seeking fingers touching her, releasing another flood of wetness from her pussy. His tongue touched her clit, licking and sucking first that sensitive nub, then nibbling at her pussy lips, as he inserted first one finger, and then two, into the hot, tight entrance to her pussy. She gasped as he drove his fingers inside her, up to the knuckles, and bit her lip to keep from crying out as he fucked her hard with his fingers, keeping up the teasing nibbling and sucking. At the same time, he was stroking himself back to hardness with his other hand, pumping his shaft until his cock was rock hard once again.


"I'm going to bend you over now," he said softly, and her belly spasmed again. She moaned as he withdrew his fingers from her pussy but let him position her as he wanted, helpless in a haze of pleasurable sensations. She felt the head of his cock nudging the lips of her pussy -- it felt huge to her, and she was not sure if she would be able to take all of it in, but he pushed his hips forward against hers and to her surprise he slipped in easily because she was so well lubricated. He shoved with his hips until he was buried in her to the hilt, his balls against the back of her thighs.


"God you're so tight," he muttered as he withdrew the full length of his lovely cock and shoved it deep inside her again. She felt him grow even larger and she wanted to scream as he slid in and out of her, feeling his cock go deeper in her pussy than she had ever felt a man's cock before. The sensation of him filling her was incredible. He reached around and fingered her clit and it was too much for her. He felt her pussy spasm around his cock as she came hard, and he had to support her as she finished cumming.


"I'm not done with you yet," he murmured. "I'm going to fuck your ass now. You know I want that cherry." A mixed feeling of fear and something else ran through her at his words. She had been expecting this, had in fact promised him but now...she didn't quite know how she would feel about it. He was so huge, bigger than anything she had experienced before, and she had never allowed herself to be fucked in the ass. However, she wanted his cock more than she had ever wanted one before, and was willing to experience even what had previously been taboo, with this man.


"Don't worry," he added, "I brought some lube." She tensed, expecting the coolness of the lube against her skin, but instead, felt something warm probing at her virgin asshole. She realized with delight that it was his tongue, and she felt herself relax as he parted her cheeks and licked her at first, from her pussy all the way up to her asshole, and then he started tongue-fucking her. It felt incredible and she heard herself whimper at the sensations his probing tongue produced in her. He removed his tongue and she felt the coolness of the lube against her flushed skin. He began to insert a finger into her ass and she tensed again.


"Relax," he told her. "It will hurt less if you are relaxed when I put my cock in you." She willed herself to loosen, open up. After all, she had begun fingering her ass in preparation to take him, but it was different with a man's fingers, which were so much thicker than her own. She felt the finger slide past her sphincter and it left her with an odd full sensation. Then she felt him pull his finger out, and insert two fingers at the same time. He was slow, and patient, allowing her to get used to the sensation of her ass being stretched. He pulled his fingers out and she heard him lubing his cock. I don't know if I'm ready for this, she told herself, but it was too late.


She felt the head of his cock at the entrance to her ass. He pushed gently and it popped past her sphincter, lodging just inside her asshole. She sighed.


"How does that feel?" he asked her.


"It feels OK, try going a little deeper," she replied.


He pushed his cock in a little at a time, pausing to give her time to get used to being filled up. It was a little painful but she pushed back against his hips to let him go deeper and sooner than she expected, she felt his balls against the back of her ass, realizing with wonder that he was fully lodged inside her. She wriggled against him, trying to see how it felt, and found that there was no pain. She was astonished.


"God," she said, "that feels fantastic!" He needed no further urging. He started fucking her slowly but the tempo soon increased until he was pounding his cock in and out of her virgin ass. He felt himself close to cumming and the thought of spurting inside her ass made him pound her even harder. Then it was over, he felt the cum drawn from his balls and up through his shaft and felt himself spurting inside her again, groaning loudly as he came. She felt his hot cum shooting into her and started cumming again herself, unable to stop the spasms that racked both her ass and her pussy -- the most incredible orgasm she had ever had, so intense she thought she would faint with pleasure, as she bit her hand to stop from screaming.


He waited until they had both finished cumming before he withdrew his now-softened cock from her ass slowly and smiled at her in the dark. He placed his hands at her asshole and felt his cum dribbling out of her. He knelt down and licked her clean, taking his cum into his mouth, then stood back up and turned her around, kissing her deeply, letting her take his cum into her own mouth. He heard her swallow the sweet cream in the dark, and he smiled again.


"Now your ass is really mine, to take whenever I want," he said. "You're an incredible fuck, you know that?"


"Was that worth waiting for?" she asked, smiling back at him. She knew that she would be sore later, and probably feel worse in the morning, but oh god she loved his incredible cock, and knew that she would make herself available to this man whenever he wanted her. The thought gave her that incredible spasm of pleasure and pain deep in her belly again, and she felt herself getting wet all over again too, and knew that she was lost.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

When It Rains, She Whores


My sister is a bitch.


Hmmm....when I say it out loud, the same thing always happens. I feel a little bad for it, but ultimately, I don't think it changes anything. It's like looking outside and seeing rain when you don't want it; talking about it doesn't change it. Difference is, Hanna doesn't want to be a bitch. Really, she could be so much more than that if she could just embrace something different. But status is all she's ever known; divide and destroy. Moments of peace...of love, or acceptance...she doesn't know what to do. Happiness for Hanna...hurts.


I learned this one night by accident. It was one of the strangest nights I've ever known, and I still can't make sense of it. It was perverse, it was passionate, and it changed how I view relationships while at the same time, changing nothing about mine with Hanna. It's like the rain again...a beautiful thing, but still depresses you.


My life was rough. I was 20 and home for summer from college. My sister was also home, and the three years she'd spent at college had made her even more sarcastic and standoffish. Her sorority life was constantly pushing her popularity to the front of her mind. It consumed her to the point that family was good enough anymore.


None of us were telling how good she looked, or how awesome her wardrobe was. None of us were begging her to fuck, either. She had a reputation for being the holy grail of sex, like that chick in Cruel Intentions. From what I heard, she liked it rough, which fit into her outlook. Everything must be a fight, life must be a struggle.


My parents had even suggested counseling, but at 22, you'd have a hard time convincing a grown woman to undergo counseling. They kind of abandoned us now and then, her attitude being unbearable. I guess they were biding their time as helpful parents, waiting until she graduated and moved out. They would go out to eat or a movie, and leave me there with her. Not totally blowing her off; I was there! Which brings me back to my previous statement: my life was rough.


I'd tried to go out with Casey that night. She was a longtime friend of mine, and over the years she had blossomed into a beautiful woman. She had long hair of auburn, with a pattern of freckles on her nose and neck. I was certain they traveled further down to her firm chest, but I'd never find out. I was stuck solidly in the friend zone, and as another of my stuttering, fumbled advances was dismissed as friendly banter, I was walking though my door at 9:30 with strong winds and black thunderclouds rolling in at my back. My parents were gone as evidenced by the missing Tahoe, which meant I got to share space with my frigid sister another night. Maybe I could just hide out in my room.


I walked in and was greeted by her sardonic smile. "Either you're a quick fuck, or you've just been dismissed again. So what shall I put my money on...hmm."


"If you got money, I suggest you buy a bolt for that trap." I snapped. In hindsight, bragging to my parents about Casey wasn't the best idea. They'd talk about anything to try and reach Hanna. And now, armed with my repeated failures, she was feeling particularly vicious tonight. I guess we were all in a bad mood.


"Touchy!" she said, obviously not hurt in the least by my crack. "I was just saying that the likelihood of your being a quick fuck is just as good as being turned down, and I want to think about my options." I wasn't in the mood, and I turned on her.


"You want options, I'd go with penicillin."


"What the fuck are you talking about?"


"It may just cure whatever VD you picked up from your random college fuck buddies!" I shouted. I felt unusually mean, and I decided not to hold back. A good defense, they say, is a good offense.


"I don't give a fuck what you think college life is about," I began, walking toward her." But around here, none of us give a shit how witty you are, how quick you can open your mouth, or how fine you think you are. You know what you are? An emotionally distant bitch who thinks life's a big popularity contest, and to fill your empty space, you fill your cunt with any cock that's willing!"


"You little bastard!" she shrieked, swelling to her full 5 feet, 4 inches. "You haven't got a clue about me or any other woman out there! You may not know it, but a pitiful asshole like you would give his left ball to fuck me!" She launched off the counter and came marching across the room.


"So you shut the fuck up!" She almost screamed the last two words, and punched me hard in the chest. I blinked, and grabbed her by the throat. I've long since been bigger than she is, and if she wasn't going to remember I was her brother then I'd forget it too. I closed my hand around her little neck and tightened my grip; she squeaked, and fear sprang into her eyes.


"You offering, sis? No thanks -- I ain't catchin' a case from you. But if you ever fucking hit me again, I will be happy to slap your ass around." I let her go, and she fell to the floor. Now free from my grip, the old hate came back to her eyes, and she stared up at me through angry tears. I turned and went upstairs.


I was in my room when I heard a knock on the door. Hanna came in, meekly and slowly. She'd changed into some shorts and a t-shirt, and looked like she'd been crying the twenty minutes since I'd left her in the kitchen.


"What do you want?" I asked.


"You don't know me," she answered, calmly. "I'm under a lot of pressure. I have to be tough; I have a lot of things that I'm in charge of, and people are always trying to fuck with my life, and yeah, sometimes I sleep with people to get some release, but..."


"Stop," I interrupted. "That's the problem, Hanna. You don't have to be attacking everything all the time. I mean, shit, what'd I do to you?"


She hung her head, and then looked up with a small smile. "You put gum in my hair when I was 10."


We laughed. She came in and plopped on the bed next to me. "Look, it's just that what you said down there was closer to home than I thought, ok? Now...I'm going to help you, if you'll help me relax."


I was cautious. "What do you mean help me?" I asked.


"I help you with your Casey problem, you help me relax." She said. "Is it a deal?"


"Sure," I said, slowly. "So what do I do?"


"First," she said, "You help me relax." She spun her back to me and pointed to her shoulders. "Rub."


I frowned. "I ain't rubbin' your shoulders."


"Look, I'm not proud, but I have had sex with several people and I know how to get into a woman's pants. You want to fuck Casey, I want a shoulder rub."


Something about the way she said that made me think she was very proud of fucking a lot, but I rubbed her shoulders anyways. It felt weird to be nice to her, and I wasn't sure I liked it. And besides, I didn't just want to fuck Casey. I liked her very much. For the next few minutes she told me about being assertive, about flirting, and about moving in for a kiss. At that point, she spun around to face me.


"Then you just lean in and do what you have to do." She said. "Easy."


"Not easy," I replied. "I'm nervous around her."


"Easy," she repeated. And she leaned in and gave me a brief but strong kiss. I pulled away from her.


"Ok, weird!" I jumped from the bed, but she remained still.


"You...you have soft lips," she said. "You're going to be a great kisser."


"Thanks," I said, lowering my head in embarrassment. I noticed something when I dropped my eyes downward -- her nipples were stiff, puffy and protruding from under her sports bra. I realized she was turned on, and what was worse, I was slightly turned on too! Suddenly the lights flickered, and went off. The storm had knocked out the power. I glanced around, and then back at Hanna, but she didn't seem to have noticed.


"Yeah...it's just that..." she began, "...never mind. Just, uh...do that and she'll be putty in your hands." She looked up. I quickly smiled and plopped on the bed next to her.


"Ok! Well, thanks for the tips. Anything else?" I asked, briskly. She looked back down again.


"Can I kiss you again?" she asked, quietly.


"Why?" I asked. "Don't you think it's kind of sick?


"Yeah," she replied. "It's just that...I like to kiss like that. Most guys want it so rough; I guess I like it that way, and it makes getting laid easier. But really, I don't like having that kind of sex all the time. I just liked being...gentle for once. Do you like being...gentle?" she looked up into my face again. My eyes flitted to her chest again, and in the dim light, I could still see her nipples very clearly.


"Yeah," I replied, with a pitying smile. "I do."


She leaned in and kissed me again, licking my tongue with hers. It was sick to kiss my sister like that, but it felt good at the same time, and my cock hardened as she climbed on top of me and began to bite and nibble my neck. She licked across my throat, and up to my ear. Then she began to whisper.


"I'm clean, you know. I always made them wear a condom, always. You believe me, don't you? Oh, please believe me!" She almost sobbed, and I raised her up.


"I believe you," I said, looking into her eyes. I wasn't sure what the hell was going on; it was getting difficult to think. She bent and kissed me again, grasping my face with both hands. My fingers ran instinctively along her stomach; she had tight abs...then up over her bra and gently to her nipples. She exhaled into my mouth and sat up on top of me, then took my hands and helped me stand. She held her arms up and closed her eyes.


"Take my top off...but slowly. Gently." I removed her shirt, then carefully removed her sports bra, running my hands along her firm breasts, her puffy nipples, and then up to gently rub her neck before going back down her chest. My hands rested on her chest, and I squeezed her breasts together. She sighed in contentment as she pulled her scrunchie out of her hair, letting her long black hair fall around her breasts.


I fondled her full tits, watching her eyes close and her head tilt back in pleasure. I was giving her a slow chest massage, and she was loving it. She unzipped my pants, and started to rub my cock. I felt my stomach lurch. My sister was palming my dick, and I was letting her. It was sick...but she knew what to do with a cock, and as I bent forward, cupping her breast and bringing her nipple to my lips, she slid her fingers down my hips, sliding my shorts and boxers down to my ankles.


After a few more seconds of rubbing my dick, she placed both hands on my chest and pushed me gently back on the bed. Before I could say another word she had my dick in her mouth, moving slowly up the shaft to the head, and then back down again. It felt fantastic, and I was easily able to push past the uneasy feelings and enjoy this. She was licking my cock like a popsicle, massaging my balls and bobbing her tongue on the tip. I was feeling close, and I guess she could tell, because she took my dick all the way down her throat then. I jumped, grabbing the sheets in both hands, arching my back. Hanna was deep throating me, gagging on my cock; each time her throat tightened, it felt like a tight pussy cumming around my shaft. I came forcefully, and she took all of it down her throat.


When I was done, she quickly slipped her shorts off and climbed on me. I sat up to meet her, and she slid my cock inside her, then placed her legs on either side of me, sitting deeply in my lap. I was beginning to get hard again, though she'd put me in her cunt so fast I barely had time to relax. She wrapped her arms around my neck and drew my lips to her chest. The she arched her back, putting all her weight on my dick. She moaned, and shuddered as I bottomed her out.


"Fuck...oh shit..." she whispered, as she ground on my cock. Her pussy was very tight, which I didn't expect, and I found myself almost about to make a sarcastic comment. I pushed it out of my head, and grabbed her ass, moving her up and down slowly. She reached forward and held my neck, letting me fuck her deep and hard. I took one hand and placed it on the small of her back, gyrating her as she slid up and down on my shaft. My other hand found it's way to her neck, and she licked her lips and I rubbed her neck. It also gave me a kind of handhold to press myself deeper inside, and she rested her forhead on mine as she began to pant. Our chests were pressed together, and her eyes were closed. "You're fucking me so deep..." she whispered between gasps. "I'm going to cum...ahhhh...I'm almost there...." She entwined my hair in her fingers and shuddered with her orgasm, arching her back and moaning loudly. Her juices flowed down my thighs, drenching my ass. She was bucking against her every contraction, grinding my dick for all I could give her. Once she was done, she leaned on top of me and kissed me again, pushing her tongue inside. Then she held my shoulders as she gently rolled me over on top of her.


I never slipped out. I thrust in and out of her slowly as we kissed, each time feeling my dick stretch her walls, each time listening to her whimper as she was filled. The rain beat against the windows outside; I pushed up and took her legs on my shoulders, and began to fuck her harder. She was moaning again, pinching her tits and arching her back with pleasure. She was beautiful, if I had to say it; the lightning from outside laminated her body in flashes of bright light. She was curvy, and her breasts were firm and perfect. Her tight snatch shone with each flash, and her eyes rolled with ecstasy as I entered her again and again. I pumped harder and faster...she began to whine, wrapping her legs around my hips, thrust up to recieve me as I slammed her pussy. She began to arch her back as she let go of her breasts. One of her hands grabbed the sheets, and the other began to work her clit furiously. I could feel my balls tightening as I was getting close...


"Cum in me...please...ohhhh shit....shit...ohhhh...!" she screamed as she began to cum. She was squirting all over me, her fingers flicking her juices in every direction as she fanned and worked her bare pussy. It was such a turn on and it felt so good that I almost came inside her...almost.


At the last second I pulled out and came on her stomach, leaning into her wet cunt and panting as I jizzed on her flat abs. She continued to buck, but took her hand from the sheets and began to work my dick, milking every last drop. She pulled her clit tight, sending a spray of her juice up my stomach.


As she finished, I laid her legs down and sat on the bed. She rested for a few moments too, her eyes half closed staring at the ceiling. I looked to the floor, thinking about what had just happened. She was the first to speak.


"You were supposed to cum in me, silly," she said, smiling. "It would have been perfect." She wrapped her arms around my neck. I stood and walked across the room.


"What?" she asked. "Look, it'll be our secret, I swear."


"No..." I said, slowly. "I mean, yeah, I'll never tell anyone. But this won't happen again."


"Why? Wasn't it good for you?" She stood, wiping the cum from her stomach with my shirt. I grimaced. I thought of telling her the truth...that she was right; I would have begged to fuck someone like her. Her cunt was fantastic. But when I was about to cum something crossed my mind, stopping me. I realized something...no, I remembered something.


"Yeah, it was good," I said. "But it doesn't change anything, Hanna. I don't know what you thought you'd be getting from me...and you're my sister, and I love you. But Hanna...I don't like you. You've been a bitch for as long as I can remember. This...this was...a nut. A pump. A great fuck. But you're not who I want to be with."


She looked down, and then looked up at me with tear filled eyes.


"But...you love me, right?" She whispered.


"I love you. But not like that." She looked down again, and then began to dress furiously. As she stamped across the room, she paused at the doorway. The she spun around, her hair framing now furious eyes; I was looking into the face of the Hanna I knew.


"Well I hope you enjoyed it, you little shit. Consider it a pity fuck for a pitiful fucker. And let me tell you something else; you breathe a word of this to anyone, and I'll have your fucking cock on a plate, you hear?!" And she stormed down the hall, slamming her bedroom door as she went in.


Her words didn't anger me. Rather, I sort of pitied her and her anger. I dressed slowly, then walked down the hall to her room. I reached out for the door, but stopped; I could hear her in her room, sobbing.


So...Hanna just wanted something better than the world she built around herself. I guess she thought I understood that. I wished I could tell her. Better to leave it alone, I though, as I turned to look out the hall window.


"Son?" a voice said. I turned to see my father at the head of the stairs. "What are you doing?"


"Nothing, Dad." I said. "Just...listening to the rain."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

A New Toy Soldier


Talk about a blond moment! But one that worked well for me...


I posted an ad on one of those internet sites. Knowing it wouldn't stay up long, I included my phone number in the title.


Almost immediately the emails started pouring in, and I answered them as quickly as possible. After a bit I began to wonder why nobody was calling, but I was too wrapped up in the emails at the moment to find out.


When I did finally have a chance, I discovered the ringer was off. I had missed so many calls! But they were still coming in fast.


The first one I answered was positive, but I'd learned not to count my chickens before they were hatched. So many are people are flakes these days.


I felt comfortable about the conversation and agreed to meet him at a local coffee house. The plan was to go on to a hotel and have some fun.


I sat in a chair outside to wait. A homeless man was talking to me, but I still noticed the hot guy that parked and went in the door. He was well built, bald, white and very hot. I h hoped that was him.


Calling to let him know I was there, I noticed the hottie was on his phone also. When he hung up at the same time I was both relieved and excited.


"Let's go." Was all he said as he headed to his SUV.


I found out from the small talk that he was in the army and would retire in a couple more years. It turned me on to know that, as if my already soaked pussy needed any urging.


I couldn't wait to get in the room, but we wouldn't have much time. He had a 3:30 appointment he had to get to.


So right to my knee I went, and I licked and sucked his tender white flesh, bringing him skillfully to orgasm. His cum tasted so good! I wanted more and so did he.


"I'll try to stop back by after work." He said as he was leaving. But I wasn't that lucky, at least not that evening.


He sent me a text the following morning saying he'd like to come by after his work day ended. It was on!


As soon as he arrived he took a quick shower, and then wasted no time taking me in his arms and kissing me. Deep chills ran through me as our tongues danced and played.


He broke away for a split second to get settled on the bed. I joined him and began an oral exploration of his entire body. Kissing and licking my way, I took in every detail. Learning all I could of his incredible physique, it was magnificent.


After spending a fair amount of time on h is chest, I moved lower, taking my time as I went.


I positioned myself between his legs, I was determined to please him and make it last. A feeling somewhat like raw inspiration overtook me, and I knew this was be amazing.


My touch was soft and intimate as I worked my way around his gorgeous cock. My movements wee playful yet still intense.


I took my time sucking his manhood. I wanted to give him the ultimate pleasure. Everything, whether it was kisses, licks or sucks, was done with passionate deliberation. My intent was to leave him with a lingering energy or sensation that felt like white hot trails searing his flesh and soul. I wanted to him to feel my touch long after we parted ways.


I've always gotten very into giving head, but this one surpassed what was my typical blow job. It was one of those times when I couldn't get enough. And I licked and sucked and slurped, barely coming up for air. I couldn't believe how good this soldier's cock tasted.


His expressions altered with every new thing I did. And believe me, I did do everything I could think of. From light tender kisses to sucking him all the way down my throat. I made sure not a speck of his flesh was overlooked as I made love to his dick with my mouth. Time after time I dove forward, engulfing him entirely, swallowing him whole.


I gave his balls a tongue lashing, licking all over the top and sides. As I got to the lower area his whole frame jerked. That along with the sound of him catching his breath was all I needed to drive me on.


Pleasing this gorgeous man was thrilling, almost intoxicating. It wasn't enough though. I needed him to feel more of what I could provide.


I ventured farther down, finding the sensitive area between his balls and ass, his chode. I began to orally massage there, sometimes adding extra pressure with my tongue. A few times I even sucked hard there, the way I would if I were trying to give a hicky.


I was so hot by this point! I couldn't do enough to p[lease him. And before giving it any thought my licking went beyond there to taste his tight ass.


It was just as perfect as the rest of him. I traced around and around his sphincter, enjoying it every bit as much as he did. The longer I licked and played the wetter my hot box got. I was drenched!


My eyes were on his face as I tongue fucked him, studying his reactions. He was in ecstasy from this. And when his eyes locked with mine it was a done deal for me. I instantly came hard, spilling my hot juices on my thighs. The reaction he had to this was fantastic, making his prick as hard as steel.


I was stroking his cock, rubbing his balls and tongue fucking his ass all at once. Multitasking to the best of my ability until he moaned and raised his legs higher. It gave me much better access to his backside.


He was grinding on my mouth, riding my tongue. I could see he was getting close, and I was ready to taste his salty jizz. I moved up and sucked his beautiful cock with a purpose. I was on a mission to relieve him of his load. Sucking and swallowing his lengthy tool expertly, he was on the brink. And wrapping my lips around him, I was driven.


Gripping him in my mouth, so as not to lose a drop, I purged him of his sizable cum wad. Gulping it down like I was dying of thirst. I couldn't get enough.


When we were done and had gotten cleaned up and dressed, we hugged and said goodbye. I sent a text saying he was always welcome to come see me, but that was the last I heard from the sexy soldier. But I hope to again someday.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Cuffed and Stuffed


Victoria looked in her rear view mirror and cringed. 'Busted for speeding, yet again' she thought to herself as she saw the flashing lights of the cop car following behind her.


She pulled off to the side of the deserted road, laid her head back against her seat and waited for the inevitable. Another speeding ticket to add to her ever-growing collection, just what she always wanted....not! Victoria had just gotten off another late night at work and was in a hurry to get home so she could enjoy her days off, but they weren't starting out too well.


The knock came at her window and she grudgingly opened it, preparing herself for another verbal berating from yet another high-handed cop. Victoria turned to face the officer, her very best "I'm innocent" smile splayed across her lips. As soon as her eyes landed on him, she froze and lost her ability to speak. Her luck was changing ...he was GORGEOUS!


"License and registration please ma'am."


His voice startled Victoria out of her stupor and she mumbled something incoherent, feeling a total idiot, as she dug for her license and insurance information. Her hands were shaking and she was afraid he would notice as she handed her information to him.


He must have noticed her sudden nervousness and gave her a smile that made her weak in the knees!


"No need to be nervous young lady. Do you know how fast you were going?"


"No officer, to be honest, I wasn't even paying attention."


"You need to be more careful. We wouldn't want anything bad to happen to a pretty little thing like you!" He said as he winked at her.


His comment brought a smile to Victoria's lips. He was flirting with her and she loved it. She wondered just how far he would take this flirting game of his.


"Well officer, sometimes a girl just feels the need to live a little dangerously" she said as she batted her long eyelashes at him.


He chuckled, a sexy little laugh that told her he was more than ready to play the game.


"Sit tight, little girl, I'll be back in a minute." And with that he returned to his car leaving Victoria feeling extremely excited about what may lay ahead.


As Officer Hottie walked back to his car, Victoria checked him out in her rear view mirror and his rear view was something very fine indeed! His uniform hugged him perfectly giving her a view of his broad back, perfect ass and long lean legs. She could tell he was muscular even though he was wearing a bullet proof vest, which, in all honestly, just made him look sexier.


Quickly, Victoria checked herself in the mirror; making sure her hair and makeup were still looking good. Grabbing the lip gloss, she applied a little more, all the while keeping an eye on the officer's car to make sure he didn't catch her in her little routine.


Loosening the top couple buttons on her blouse making sure there was ample cleavage on display, Victoria looked up to see the officer heading back her way, her information and ticket in hand.


As he approached Victoria's heart rate increased and she could feel the wet spot growing in her red lace panties. Thank God for the new outfit and lingerie and fuck me pumps she had bought on the spur of the moment as a mood lifter. Her shopping habits were paying off!


"Ma'am, I've going to have to ask you to step out of your vehicle" he said as he leaned in her window. "I noticed you messing around with your purse and I want to make sure you aren't trying to hide something from me."


"Officer, you are more than welcome to search anything you like" she said as she opened her car door.


Making sure she moved as slowly as possible she moved one leg and then the other out of the car. The process made her skirt ride up enough to give the sexy officer a view of her moistened panties. She got out and stood at the side of the car, pulling her skirt down just enough to cover her ass.


He stood in front of her and made her feel tiny because he was so tall. He was muscular but not body builder type, just the right amount that she could tell he would look amazing naked. His dark hair was cut short and his lips were made for kissing, but what captivated her most were his eyes. They were a gorgeous blue and they showed his emotions perfectly. Right now they were smoldering and the look he was giving her was making her nipples harden.


"Little girl, I'm going to have to search you, make sure you don't have anything illegal in your possession. Do you have anything sharp that might poke me?" His voice had changed. It was deeper, huskier, a sign that he was as turned on as she was.


"No officer," Victoria replied seductively. "Do you have anything that will poke me?"


He chuckled again. "You are such a bad, bad girl. I'm going to have to teach you a lesson about teasing officers. But don't worry; I'm going to make sure it's a very enjoyable lesson."


With that he turned Victoria around, and brought her hands behind her back and cuffed her. The cold steel against her fevered skin made Victoria shiver. That or it was the thought about what this sexy cop was going to do to her very ready and willing body.


He stood so close behind her, almost touching her but not quite. She could feel his breath on the back of her neck and the feel of it was driving her crazy. It seemed like hours before she felt his lips touch the sensitive skin where his breath had been. The contact sent instant jolts of pleasure coursing through her body and straight to her soaking pussy.


Officer Hottie's hands found their way to the buttons of Victoria's shirt and he undid them slowly as he continued kissing her neck and nibbling her earlobes. He pulled her shirt loose from her skirt and slid it down her arms where it hung on the cuffs.


Turning Victoria to face him, he pressed her back into the car with his body. She could feel his cock pressing into her through his pants. He felt huge and hard and she couldn't wait to know what it would feel like in her wet pussy. The very thought sent a shiver through her body causing her to gasp.


His gorgeous blue eyes focused on her lips as he said "I know your kind, what you like...you're a dirty little girl. Let's see exactly how dirty you are!" With that he grabbed her by the back of her neck and pulled her to his lips for a passionate kiss.


The breath left Victoria's body as she was assaulted by his tongue, his very long and talented tongue. He made love to her mouth in long slow strokes, mimicking the same motion with his hips. As he kissed her his free hand found its way to her lace-covered breasts. His fingers caressed the flesh that poured from the top of her bra, threatening to spill out at any moment.


"Fuck" he whispered as he suddenly he pulled away from the kiss.


Victoria looked up at him, her heavy-lidded gaze an indication of the desire that he inflicted on her.


"Please!" was all she said.


"Please what?" he replied, his voice husky and seductive. "Please kiss you again or do you want something...more?"


"Please touch me!" she cried.


Again he chuckled. He seemed to be enjoying her predicament.


"And where exactly do you want me to touch you? Do you want me to touch you here?" he said as his finger traced a line down her neck to her cleavage.


"Or here?" as his fingers continued their journey as they gently teased her hard nipples through the lace of her bra.


"Or should I touch you here?" he whispered into her ear as his fingers traced a line over her stomach and down to the v of her thighs. He slowly pulled her skirt up and she could feel the cool night air kiss her moistened flesh. His fingers brushed the lace encasing her wet pussy and Victoria's body shuddered uncontrollably.


He captured her in a savage kiss as he continued to stroke her throbbing cunt through her soaked panties. Breaking the kiss, he moved his lips over Victoria's neck, licking, sucking and biting her sensitive flesh.


Victoria moaned and began to move her hips in rhythm with his talented fingers that were torturing her body in a most pleasurable way. The feel of his tongue and teeth nipping her neck sent her over the edge. Her orgasm hit her suddenly and ferociously, her body rocked by the force of it.


Officer Hottie growled deep in his throat and stepped back.


"Fuck that was sexy" he said as he began to remove his gun belt "But I don't think you've learned your lesson yet little girl. It's time for the strip search."


Gun belt in one hand, he reached around her, grabbing her by the cuffs and escorted her back to his car where he placed the gun belt on the driver's seat.


"1Adam12 status" his radio crackled to life.


"1Adam12 10-4 at this time. No need for further checks." He replied.


"Now, where were we...oh yes, time for me to inspect that hot body of yours." He said as he flicked open the closure on the front of Victoria's bra, her breast spilling out into his waiting hands.


He dipped his head down and captured a puckered nipple in his mouth as his fingers found the other one, switching now and then. The combination of the sucking and pinching and twisting of her sensitive nipples soon had Victoria near orgasm again.


"Your tits are amazing. You're obviously not hiding anything here. But you do have one more place I need to check." He said as he unzipped her skirt and let it fall in a puddle around her feet. He bent down and slowly lifted one heel encased foot and then the other out of the tangle of skirt, placing little kisses and licks to her legs as he did so.


Standing back up, Officer Hottie turned Victoria around and bent her over the hood of his cruiser. He unhooked the cuffs for a brief moment to remove her shirt and bra and then re-hooked them so she could stretch her arms out in front of her.


Victoria felt vulnerable and exposed out in the cold night air, wearing only her panties and her fuck me pumps. But she knew it was going to be totally worth it when she felt his lips touch the small of her back and make a trail down to the ridge of her ass.


His hands roamed all over her body, caressing her arms, and back and thighs. He parted her legs and began to gently stroke her inner legs, getting higher and higher until his knuckles brushed against her swollen, panty-covered pussy.


He crouched down behind her and she felt his tongue make contact with the back of her thighs. His talented lips kissed and nibbled her in all the right places making Victoria weak in the knees. She felt his teeth grab on to the fabric of her panties, pulling the material slowly down her legs.


Impatient to continue, the officer pulled her panties down the rest of the way and slid them over her heels. Spreading her legs he got an enticing view of her perfect ass and tight, wet pussy. Slowly, ever so slowly, he traced his tongue over her swollen lips and back up and over her ass.


Victoria shuddered at the feel of his tongue on her pussy and ass. She wanted more, wanted to feel his tongue flicking her clit, to feel it buried deep inside her pussy until she had another breath-taking orgasm...and he obliged.


His talented tongue played over her pussy, torturing Victoria's clit with sweet slow ecstasy, each lick bringing her closer and closer to the brink. Every so often he would wonder back up to her perfect little rosebud, licking and kissing her sweet ass causing tremors of delight to sweep over her.


"Oh fuck" Victoria moaned as the officer's long tongue found its way to the opening of her pussy and forced itself inside with long slow strokes.


Suddenly his tongue was gone and the officer stood up, pulled Victoria up from lying on the cruiser and turned her to face him. He unzipped his pants and freed his gorgeous cock.


"Baby, it's time to show me what the hot little mouth of yours can do" he said as he forced her to squat down in front of him, her legs splayed wide and her dripping pussy in full view.


Victoria gazed at the officer's huge prick, her mouth watering at the sight of it. Slowly she licked him from base to tip and she heard a guttural moan escape his lips.


She grabbed his cock with her still handcuffed hands and began to suck him in long, slow motions. Victoria took as much of him in her mouth as she could but he was just too big. She used her hands to help her as her lips bobbed up and down on his magnificent shaft.


Victoria's hands continued their assault on his cock as she moved her lips to his balls. She tickled them with her tongue and then slowly sucked on his cum filled balls one at a time.


Returning to his cock, she licked and sucked every last inch, slowly increasing speed. Victoria's hot wet mouth bobbed up and down getting closer and closer to the base of his huge cock. All the while his hand was on the back of her head, guiding her, making her go faster as he talked dirty to her.


"That's it baby. Suck that fucking cock. I'm gonna cum in your mouth you dirty little girl." He said as watched her mouth work its magic on his prick.


Victoria continued her oral attack on his shaft sensing that he was ready to cum at any moment. Her mouth and hands picked up speed as she felt his cock jerk, and heard him growl and his orgasm hit him full force. Wave after wave of cum coated the inside of her mouth and she loved it.


"Fuck baby, that was amazing." He said after he finally disengaged her from his still rock hard cock.


Officer Hottie pulled Victoria to her feet and kissed her forcefully as he laid her on the hood of his cruiser. His hands returned to playing with her tits and pussy, making her hotter and wetter until she thought she would scream.


He took his cock and rubbed it up and down her wet slit, hitting her clit time and time again. Slowly, he pushed the head of his cock inside her and then stopped, pulled it out again and tortured her clit some more. He did this over and over again until Victoria was begging for release.


"Please" she cried, no longer able to take the pleasure pain he was inflicting on her.


"Please what? Tell me what you want little girl...exactly what you want." He said, his blue eyes penetrating her.


"Please fuck me. I want your cock in my pussy. I want to cum all over your fucking prick."


With that the officer drove his cock deep inside Victoria's wet and willing pussy, until his balls where touching her ass. She yelped in surprise at the suddenness of it all but it felt so good. His cock filled her perfectly.


Slowly he began to move inside her, long leisurely strokes that made Victoria's body quake with desire. She wanted more, she wanted hard fast fucking but he was taking his sweet time.


Victoria sat up and threw her cuffed hands behind the officer's head and pulled him in for a savage kiss. It had the desired affecting because he began moving his cock inside her faster, harder, matching the pace of their battling tongues.


She wanted to cum and she wanted to cum now so Victoria wrapped her legs around the officer's waist, pulling him in closer, trying to increase the speed of his thrusts but he was having none of it.


"Fuck me! Make me cum!" she cried as she pulled away from their kiss.


Officer Hottie went deadly still. He stared at her with his intense blue eyes and her heart skipped a beat.


"You'll cum when I say you cum little girl. Do you understand?"


All Victoria could do was nod. Instead of being turned off by his show of authority she was extremely turned on.


The officer resumed his long slow strokes never breaking eye contact with Victoria. The pleasure was incredible, the feelings intense as she gazed into his eyes while he fucked her pussy.


Slowly, ever so slowly he began picking up the pace. Victoria was lost in a sea of sensual bliss. Her orgasm was building and she knew it was going to be like nothing she had ever experienced before. She closed her eyes for a split second when she felt his cock slam into her pussy all the way to the hilt. Her eyes flew open to see him scowling at her.


"Do not fucking close your eyes. When you cum you will be looking at me because you are mine baby girl, are we clear?"


His words were almost enough to send her over the edge. Victoria loved the power he had over her. Officer Hottie must have sensed her need to be controlled.


This time, when he began moving his cock inside her it was hard and forceful, each stroke sharp, strong, quick. With one hand he grabbed her cuffed hands and held them over her head while the fingers of the other hand began playing with her clit. He dipped his head down to take one nipple, and then the other into his mouth.


Victoria arched her back, pushing nipple deeper into his mouth. She was very careful not to take her eyes off of him because she need to cum so badly and she was getting so close.


Officer Hottie pulled back from her tits as his talented cock and fingers worked their magic on her swollen pussy. His eyes never left hers, his gaze an added aphrodisiac.


Her breath was coming in slow shallow gasps and her pleasure heightened. She was close, ever so close to what she knew was going to be the best orgasm of her life.


As if sensing her predicament, his cock and fingers began moving faster and faster causing jolts of electricity to shoot through Victoria's body. She began to shake, her body ready to explode from the glorious pressure building up inside of her.


"That's it little girl. Are you ready? Ready to cum for me?" he asked as if he didn't already know.


"Yes!" she screamed, awaiting her release.


"Then cum for me...NOW!" he demanded.


His words were all it took and Victoria was gone. Her orgasm slammed into her full force and it was all she could do to breathe. She felt his cock slamming into her, his cum filling her throbbing pussy as she screamed from the intensity of it all. She heard him growling from the strength of his own orgasm as she slipped into unconsciousness.


When Victoria came to she looked up and saw the officer staring at her, a very self-satisfied smile splayed across his face. He grabbed her cuffed arms and slowly pulled her up. He unlocked the cuffs and rubbed her wrists where they had dug into her skin leaving faint red marks.


She slowly eased off his car, unsure if her legs would hold her following such an intense experience. The officer had already returned his beautiful cock inside his pants and had his gun belt back on so he helped find all her clothes. Once they were all located he helped her step back into her panties and pulled them up her long sleek legs, trapping his cum inside her.


He stood and pulled her to him for another kiss when his radio came to life yet again.


"Attention all units, have a possible burglary in progress at 735 Beaver Dam Drive. Two suspects in the residence"


"Sorry love, duty calls" he said. With a quick kiss to her lips, he ran back to his cruiser and took off, lights flashing and sirens blaring.


Victoria slowly got dressed and got back into her car. She sat there for a bit and replayed the whole event in her mind, reliving every minute of it. Finally coming back to reality she grabbed the ticket to see what the fine would be. Written across the ticket was "Love you sexy, see you at home!" Damn, it's good to be married to a cop! ;)


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Holiday Surprise


Hi, my name's Haf (Welsh for summer) and I'm thirty-seven years old. This is a true account of something that happened about a month ago.


I'd been invited on a trip with my daughter Nia who is nineteen and her boyfriend /partner and business partner Adi, who is German and is thirty years old. They were both attending a 'bathroom interiors' trade show in Barcelona and we were all staying in a villa near Stiges on the coast. We arrived in Barcelona mid afternoon on Sunday, picked up a hire-car, and drove to the villa. After un-packing and having a cooling drink and unwinding we all showered and got ready to go out for a meal. We returned to the villa about eleven thirty; I said my good nights and went to bed. The following morning Nia and Adi left for Barcelona at about eight leaving me to get up at my leisure. I spent the day pottering about the villa, swimming, resting and reading my book. Nia and Adi returned about six and we again went out for a meal.


On the Tuesday there was only the need for Nia to go to the trade show and I got up at about nine-thirty to find Adi working on his lap-top at the table. I had a coffee with him then told him I was going to catch some sun. He told me to be careful and to get some cream on. I settled down on the sun-lounger out on the patio listening to my mp3 player. After a while I felt a tap on my shoulder, I looked up and it was Adi. "Do you know you've been here over an hour," he informed me. I had lost all track of time.


"I should turn and do my back I suppose," I said.


"Do you want me to put some lotion on for you," he enquired.


"That would be great," I replied as I turned over. Adi knelt next to the lounger and I felt a couple of drops of cold lotion landing on my shoulders. He started to work the cream slowly into my shoulders, neck and upper arms. I then felt the catch of my bikini top being released before more cold drops of lotion descended onto my back. Adi worked it in as carefully as before massaging my back as he went. He then moved lower and starting from my feet, having pushed my legs apart, he applied lotion to the backs of my legs slowly working his way up. He seemed to stop and I then felt the ties at the sides of my bikini bottoms being loosened and the back portion being lowered between my legs exposing my bum cheeks. I felt lotion landing on both and Adi started massaging it in. I didn't know what to think until I felt Adi pulling my cheeks apart as he worked on me. I knew he was getting a good look at my bum hole as he was doing this. His hand then edged its way along my anal crack and down between my legs. I was surprised but couldn't seem to say anything. He was slow and gentle and I felt his fingers reach my clit at the same time as his thumb pushed its way into my love hole. My head was spinning. No one had done this sort of thing to me since I'd lost my husband and Nia's father in a car accident just over a year ago. It was my daughter's boyfriend and I knew it was wrong, but it felt so good. Adi was working my clit with his fingers and gently sliding his thumb in and out of my hole. I could feel those wonderful feelings building up inside me and I started thrusting my bottom up towards his hand in response to his tempo which he increased in reply to my obvious desire. I let out a long loud sigh as Adi skilfully took me over the edge as I climaxed hard with the whole of my body shaking.


Neither of us said anything or moved until I'd recovered. Adi slid his thumb from my hole and his hand from between my legs. He took my hand, helped me to my feet and led me totally naked into the villa. Once inside he stood in front of me, gently holding my head he lowered his head until our lips met. He pushed his tongue, parting my lips, until it was in my mouth. Without any thought I responded entwining my tongue with his. I then felt his hands move down over my shoulders and on to my small boobs, each being squeezed by a firm but soft hand. Both my nipples then received attention, being rolled, squeezed and pulled between his fingers. Our lips parted, he lowered his head further as he licked, sucked and played with each nipple in turn.


Taking my hand again he led me further into the lounge area. He sat me down in an armchair and kneeling in front of me he lifted each leg placing it over the arm of the chair exposing the whole of my pussy to his gaze. He exposed me further as his hands, placed either side, pulled open my slit. He dropped his head and I felt the warmth of his tongue as he licked between my pussy lips. It felt so good. His tongue then probed at my love hole slowly working its way inside then gently pushing in and out. My clit was next to get treatment from his mouth and tongue as he sucked, nibbled and licked my hard, sensitive little bud. I could feel the sensations building inside me again as I let all my juices flow into his waiting mouth as he made me cum once more.


We hadn't spoken a word. Adi lifted my legs of the arms of the chair and sat me up. Standing in front of me he lowered his shorts revealing for the first time a wonderful long fat cock hanging down accompanied by two large balls surrounded by a mat of black hair. His cock was close to my face and I knew what was required. I reached out and caught hold of this lovely big piece of meat and proceeded to lick it all over. I took the large head into my mouth and as it started to harden I allowed more and more of his length in until I had it all in with quite a bit of it in my throat. I was enjoying myself listening to Adi purr and moan as I sucked him. I was stroking his cock with my hand and a small amount of sticky pre-cum oozed out of his eye. I bent my head down and licked it off. "That tastes good," I said.


"There'll be more than that for you to taste later, but you haven't been fucked yet." "Are you going to fuck me?"


"If you want me to."


"Please."


"Let's get you in the bedroom then," Adi instructed as he led me by the hand, once more, this time into my bedroom. I was standing facing the bed when Adi made me bend at the waist with my hands on the bed for support. Standing behind he encouraged me to spread my legs I felt one hand run along my pussy before opening it up, looking back I could see him stroking his big hard cock with the other. He positioned the head of his cock at the entrance to my love hole before slowly easing himself into me. My pussy had not been filled with cock, including dildo, for too long and not with such a big cock for even longer. I couldn't believe it, I was here in Spain being fucked by my daughter's boyfriend and I was enjoying it.


Adi had begun fucking me, long slow strokes and he had the length to make it feel good. He also had the thickness which made me feel chock-full when he was completely inside. I could hear myself breathing deeply and moaning and Adi's small sigh on completing each inward stroke. Adi had established a lovely rhythm and was certainly giving me a prolonged and pleasurable seeing to. He moved his position a little and I felt his arm come round and his fingers making contact with my clit. He started rubbing and tweaking my button and it soon had the desired effect as another orgasm built up inside me. I was moaning loudly and I felt my legs buckling. Adi eased me forward so that I could support myself kneeling on the bed. His cock was still inside me and as my climax began subsiding he started fucking me really hard and fast pounding his cock deep inside until he had me cumming again almost immediately. I came longer and harder than I'd ever cum before. I collapsed face forward on to the bed feeling excited, tingling, exhausted and completely satiated at the same time.


After a short while Adi joined me on the bed lying next to me. He stroked my back and eventually I turned sideways to face him. He said nothing but started to kiss me gently probing his tongue in my mouth again. He carefully manoeuvred me until I was lying on top of him and I could feel his still hard, erect cock between my legs. By his actions and coaxing I knew he wanted me to sit on him. I positioned myself, kneeling, either side of his body and holding his cock in my hand I lowered my pussy on to his meat. He slid easily into my very wet hole, going very deep. I remained still, feeling the whole of him inside me, for a short while. We were kissing gently again and Adi was playing with my little tits. He moved his hands down to my hips and began encouraging me to ride his cock and fuck him. I started sliding up and down his cock travelling along his full length, the down strokes being best as he penetrated me fully. I was humping at a good rhythmic pace when I felt his hands encouraging me to turn round. I raised myself up his cock and swivelling, without him coming out of me, I turned to face away from him. I set up my steady sliding up and down again and felt Adis hands pulling my bum cheeks apart. I felt his moistened finger lightly circling my puckered ring before being inserted about up to the first joint and being wiggled. Ever so slowly the whole of his finger slid into me. It felt comfortable. After a while it was replaced by his thumb and with his fingers underneath me, either side of his cock, he encouraged me to grind harder until I was shouting my pleasure once again having cum once more. He pushed me up off his cock and grabbing my hips he pulled my pussy towards his face. My face was above his still hard cock and I could see it glistening with my cum. Adi had started tonguing the cum from my pussy. I lowered my head and licked every inch of his meat savouring the taste of my own sex juice. I took his cock into my mouth licking and sucking him whilst jacking my hand up and down his length until he started squirting his lovely warm spunk into my mouth. He was twitching as five or six spurts of cream filed my mouth. I had really missed the taste of spunk and I savoured it before swallowing it all. I continued to suck so as not to miss a drop. Adi was sucking my clit and he made me cum again.


I rolled off Adi and lay there very satisfied but confused by what had happened. I felt Adi move off the bed and heard him leaving my room. We hadn't spoken.


The next thing I felt, and I learnt later that this was after almost an hour, were Adi's hands moving down my back and on to my bum cheeks which he pulled apart. I then felt the warmth of his breath and the softness of his tongue as he started to rim me. What a way to be woken. His tongue was circling and pushing its way into my hole. This was then replaced by his finger which found its way inside. He eased it in and out a little before removing it. I then felt a strange feeling as something thin was pushed into my hole, going quite deep, and I then felt another odd sensation. It transpires that Adi had pushed a narrow tube deep into my hole. The tube was attached to a syringe full of lube. Slowly withdrawing the tube whilst he plunged ensured I was filled up with lube along my passage. The tube was then replaced by his finger again.


"Be gentle," I uttered as I now knew Adi was intending to fuck me anally. I enjoyed being buggered but it had been some considerable time and never with a cock of Adi's size.


"Just relax," Adi replied quietly and with reassurance. He spent some considerable time opening up my hole. I was lying on my front, legs spread, with Adi kneeling between them. After some finger fucking he worked two fingers into me repeating the process. He then got one finger of each hand inside me, working them in and out whilst at the same time pulling sideways to open me up. The single fingers were eventually replaced by two on each hand with the same actions repeated. He was so slow with a lovely soft touch and I was enjoying the way he was prepping me. "You're ready for fucking," he said whilst encouraging me to my knees. My head was on the bed with my bottom high in the air. He stood above me. I pulled my bum cheeks apart. He bent his legs and I felt his cock at my entrance. "Relax." He pushed a little and got his cock head inside me, I felt myself being stretched open. "Relax." He pushed some more, very very gradually until I could feel his balls against my bottom, his cock was now fully inside me. He kept it there as he reached under me and fondled my tits. He moved his hands and supported my hips as he slowly started to fuck me. In and out of my hole with his big cock, it felt so good. He reached under me fingering my love hole and playing with my clit. That was it, Adi became the first guy to bring me off whilst anal fucking me. I came all over his fingers. He slid his cock out of me and I collapsed on to the bed face down. I turned on my side to see Adi going into my bathroom. He wasn't gone long and soon returned. He pulled me by my arms, on my back, to the end of the bed. My head was hanging over the edge and Adi still had hold of my arms. He lowered his still hard cock towards my mouth; I opened up and took it in. He tasted of a hint of perfume. He'd obviously gone and cleaned himself after being up my bum prior to giving me his cock in my mouth. Adi was in control and was fucking my mouth, occasionally getting his cock into my throat. He removed his cock and started jacking it and soon I could see spurts of white fluid being fired into my mouth. His load tasted as good as the first and once again I swallowed it all. Adi turned away and I saw him make his way to the door and leave my room. I lay there thinking about what we had done. We had hardly talked to each other. What would Nia say if she found out? I decided to take a shower to freshen up and to try and clear my thoughts. After my shower I put on a fresh bikini and went out of my room directly on to the patio where I found my old one lying on the lounger. I tidied it away and spent the rest of the afternoon swimming and reading. Adi continued to work inside at his computer.


Nia returned at about four-thirty and we all had a drink on the patio. We discussed Nia's day and Adi and I said we'd either been working or taking the sun. Later on we got ready and went out for a meal. We'd had a bit to drink with our meal and on our return we took drinks out to the patio and after a while Nia gave me a real surprise. "What sleeping arrangements shall we have tonight Adi? Are you going to sleep with me? Are you going to sleep with mum? Or do you want to sleep with both of us together?"


"Nia, you know?" I said.


"Of course I do. Adi told me, we have an open relationship and I sort of planned it."


"What!"


"About a month ago I was talking with Adi and I was saying that I was surprised and concerned that you hadn't started going out, especially with men, since dad had died. I told him that you were young enough to still have a life ahead of you. Adi agreed with me. I asked Adi what he thought of you and he said that you were definitely a MILF. I asked him if he'd fuck you if given the chance. He said any man would be a fool refuse."


"So you cooked up this little scheme?"


"Well not in detail. I just gave Adi permission to take you if the opportunity arose and it did this morning."


I was taken aback by the whole thing. "So you pimped me to your partner?"


"No! Not really."


"I don't know what to say.......................................... I'm going to bed, on my own." I got up and went to my room leaving Adi and Nia on the patio. I had quite a restless night waking up often thinking about what Nia had done and more importantly what I had done with Adi.


When I got up in the morning Nia and Adi were both up and sitting having coffee on the patio. I approached them a little nervously, "Good morning," I said.


They both replied "Good morning."


"I want to apologise for last night and I shouldn't have said what I did." I went on. "I really appreciate what you and Adi have done for me."


"You enjoyed being taken by Adi?"


"Yes I did. His cock's so big and he knows how to use it. He made me feel good"


"He made you cum then?"


"Yes, several times."


"Several times? More than three?"


"Yes, at least five."


"I'm glad you liked his big dick. He's actually nine inches long and seven inches round. Did Adi cum for you?"


"Yes twice."


"Was it enjoyable?"


"Very, he came in my mouth both times."


"How did he taste?"


"He tastes wonderful and his spunk is so thick with lots of it."


"Yes I know. He's been tested and he has a very high sperm count which means lots of little tadpoles which makes his cum thick."


"I swallowed everything. He has stamina and delivered two large loads with very little rest."


"He is a very good repeater. Adi did you enjoy taking mum?"


"Yes very much. Just like you, your mum enjoys having herself fucked. She required little direction to get into the positions I wanted her in. She's got a pair of beautiful small firm boobs with very sensitive nipples. Her pussy tastes great and her cunt is lovely and tight. Talking of tight her little bum hole is extremely snug but she took all of me."


"It was worth it. You have opened my eyes to what I've been missing. Your father wouldn't want me to stop enjoying myself. He didn't whilst alive, always allowing me to indulge my greater sex drive outside of our marriage. We had an open relationship just like you two. I had always been more highly sexed than your dad and from the early days he encouraged me to take other partners, both male and occasionally female." It was Gary, a black American guy I met on a trip to London, who comes closest of my previous lovers to Adi in cock size. "I have therefore had my fair share and variety of cock and pussy over the years. Since the advent of the internet your father would use various sites and contacts to select and arrange my liaisons for me. All I had to do was to turn up at the appointed time and place, often driven by dad. I had to give dad all the details on my return. "


"Wow! Mum I never realised you and dad were so adventurous. How often did you go out?"


"About every four or five weeks."


"You obviously enjoy sex and I'm glad we've been able to help you to think about it again, and remember Adi's available to fuck you when ever you want."


"Thanks both of you but I need to find my own lovers, I'll have to see if any of dad's sites are still on the computer, although having Adi from time to time would be pleasurable."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Afternoon Delight


As I looked in the rear-view mirror to apply lip gloss, my stomach fluttered in anticipation. We had been talking about meeting in person since we met online over a year ago. It had taken this long for it to become a possibility. After I had moved from the city 6 months ago, I never thought it would happen. He was in my area for a business meeting and had asked if I wanted to meet for a late lunch. Initially I had jumped at the idea of getting to finally see the face that so many of my fantasies had been based on, but now my stomach was full of butterflies.


When I entered the nearly empty restaurant, I could see him smiling across the room in a dark corner. I couldn't help but return his grin with one of my own. Walking across the floor towards him, I looked in appreciation at the handsome man I was finally meeting.


He stood from his chair and held his hand out in welcome as I came closer. My small hands were engulfed in his as he pulled me into a close hug. I held on tight as I took in the smell of his cologne. His hands stroked up and down my back and came to rest lightly at the top of my ass. His touch caused a sudden rush of warmth between my thighs as memories of all our sexual teasing came to mind.


I broke the hug before I could make a fool of myself by mauling him in public. My hormones hadn't been kicked into overdrive like this in a long time. I stepped away and sat in my chair as the waitress came over to take our drink order.


After she left our table, I noticed that our two chairs had been moved so close together that our shoulders almost touched. My hands shook nervously as I tried to read the menu and not let him catch me sneaking glances at him out of the corner of my eye.


"See anything that interests you? I can see you watching me."


With a small giggle, I let go of my nervousness and allowed my gaze to meet his straight on and lightly licked my lips. "I don't see anything tall, dark and handsome offered here."


His eyes darkened in response to my innuendo and a light laugh fell from his lips. "Maybe that's on the dessert menu."


After the waitress returned with our drinks and left to turn in our food order, we fell into easy conversation. We talked about work and our lives and past relationships. We made apologies for missed meeting and failed dates. At some time, the waitress had delivered our food but it lay untouched as we talked.


I noticed at some point his hand had come to rest on my leg and was drawing circles around and around on my thigh. With each circle, his fingers dipped further down between my closed thighs.


I shifted in my chair so that my legs fell open to his wondering hands. His dark gaze held mine as he worked up the material of my skirt so that his warm skin lay upon mine. A quick glance around the restaurant showed that we were the only patrons left and the wait staff was busy chatting at the bar on the other side of the room.


He smiled in appreciation when his fingers found wetness without the barrier of panties. As he penetrated the folds of my pussy, I let out a low moan and slipped further down in my chair.


He used his other hand to place mine on top of the hardness inside his pants. His fingers explored the wet warmth between my legs as I gently massaged his hard on.


My eyes closed as he flicked my swollen clit back and forth. He fingers delved deeper and I could barely contain my gasp as they slipped inside my tight pussy. He pumped 2 fingers in and out as his thumb played with my aching clit. I began to squirm in my chair as struggled to maintain composure. OMG! I was going to cum in the middle of a restaurant!


A loud laugh from across the room broke our intimate moment. I quickly sat up and rearranged my skirt. My shaking hands reached for my drink. I was unable to hold onto the slippery glass as it crashed to the table, spilling water into my lap. Flustered, I excused myself to the restroom at the waitress appeared to clean up my mess.


Inside the bathroom, I barely recognized myself in the mirror. My cheeks were flushed and my eyes were glassy with desire. After ringing out as much of the water from my skirt as I could, I dampened a paper towel and washed my hot face. I leaned my forehead against the cool mirror as I drew in ragged breaths.


The sound of the opening door caused me to jump back. I saw the man who caused my current condition walk into the room and lean against the closed door.


With no hesitation, I hungrily moved towards him. My lips found his as he pulled up my shirt and stared at my breasts covered in pink cotton. He scooped one breast out and suckled at the nipple as I reached for his belt with one hand and locked the door with the other. I dropped to my knees in front of him while pulling his pants and underwear down his legs.


His cock popped free and bobbed in front of my face. I closed my lips around his shaft and held onto his ass as I began to worship his cock. He wrapped his hands in my hair, using them to set my tempo. I could feel his cock harden and his balls twitch. Before he could cum, he pulled me to my feet and pushed me towards the sink.


He bent me over the sink as he pulled up my skirt. He rubbed his hands over my ass before gracing it with a stinging slap. I growled deep in my throat as I pushed my exposed pussy against his pulsing cock. He laughed at my impertinence.


He pushed me back down low and slid deep inside of me. I glanced up into the mirror in front of me as he pounded into me. His eyes were closed and sweat was beading on his forehead but I had never seen anything sexier.


My moans of pleasure urged him harder and deeper as I held on for dear life. I could feel my own orgasm coming when he dug his fingers into my hips and opened his eyes and met mine in the mirror.


"Please," I begged. "Don't stop."


He reached around and with a few quick flicks of his long fingers had me shooting over the edge. I could feel my muscles clenching around his cock, fueling his own release and milking him as his hot cum shot into me as I quivered in pleasure.


He tightened his hold on me as we both tried to catch our breath. His now soft cock slipped out of my dripping pussy with a soft plop. I could feel our combined juices running down my leg and smiled in pleasure.


After pulling my skirt back down to cover me and straightening his own clothes, he leaned over me and whispered in my ear, "Thanks for dessert!"


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Suenos Blancos [White Dreams]


Lost within his own thoughts, he stirs, cringes and rolls over the ideas bouncing around in his sub conscious. Soon a hand comes across his blank stare and taps his right cheek. He looks up to see his little sister Blanca.


"Hellooooooo, did you hear me?"


"Yeah, I'm jus thinkin at the same time." He replies.


"So you weren't listening to me?"


"Whoa, calm down, I was, and I think you should cut that dude loose."


"Why?"


"Because, I see it, he doesn't love you. Not like I do." He strokes his hand over her cheek. She closes her eyes enjoying his touch, then pulls away.


"Corey, that was an accident, and you can't tell anyone about that." She referred to the night before. Corey was lying on top of his bed watching a world cup match before class. Then his sister comes walking in.


"Why are you still in your underwear? We have class in an hour!"


"Relax, I'm sore from practice. And I jus gotta pull on some clothes." Corey sat up and Blanca looked at his frame. He was 5'8", about an inch, probably two, taller than her. She could see that the work that his return to football had done to his body. His chest and arms were more muscular now. His legs, which had always been big, were now showing the bulging and powerful thigh and calf muscles that lay below. She did wish he worked a more on his abs on his own, even though he was not fat, the outline of the outside of his abs were quite visible.


Then she noticed the little "condition" that effected every 19 year old boy around the globe at seven in the morning. A raging hard on was staring back at her through his boxers. Instead of looking away like most sisters she lingered until he turned to speak to her.


"Hey! You gunna leave so I can get changed lil b?" his pet name for her.


"No. I wanna make sure you actually get dressed this time c bear."


"Fine, have it your way..." and with that he stood up and snatched off his boxers. Allowing his cock to spring forward in all its seven and a half inch brown glory. She liked how it was as mocha brown as the rest of him, instead of black dark like her boyfriend's when she would wack him off. Also the carpet was no where near as long as the drapes. His shoulder length wavy hair that he finally started to grow out two years ago as her requested birthday present, was in stark contrast to the nearly bald pubic area. Soon the show was over and he pulled on some new boxers and socks.


"You like dick huh?" he laughed


"What?"


"I saw you lookin, its alright, I don't mind at all, probably not the first time you've seen him."


"Actually..."


"Oh, well, since we are sharing and all now, you gotta show me."


"What!?!"


"Yours."


"My, pussy?"


"Or your tits, your choice."


"Fine, if it will hurry you up, we can't keep being late." She decided since she was only wearing her black spandex shorts and not jeans to show her pussy. That and there was no reason to show her big brother her front clasp bra. She pulled the sides down and there it was, a trimmed little thing. Puffy lips around a little pink slit that looked like it could never fit a dick inside. She then closed her eyes, embarrassed that she was feeling herself get wet for her brother. Then she felt her jacket come off, soon the shirt and her sexy little bra. Now she stood nude in front of big brother. She kept her eyes closed as she imagined his cock get hard again. Which it was. And his grabbing her and shoving his manhood deep inside and pounding her until he filled her with his cum. Jus as that thought came, she felt something at her sex.


"What are you doin?"


"You want me to hurry right? You didn't say what." He chuckled. She didn't stop him, she had no intention, hoping he would give her the cock she has wanted for years.


Corey couldn't believe it. His little sister, the object of all his fantasies since he learned how to jack off. Now was nude before him. 5'6", cream skinned with an athletic form for her size. Her perky full B cups looked more like Cs on her body. Round curves of hips, which she got from their Costa Rican half of the family complemented the full butt their black side was going to show off. He loved the orange dyed hair she had on her head, that went to her shoulders, about as long as his, but straight and fluttery. Even her eyebrows were dyed, which he was glad she listened to cause it made her all the more cuter. Topped off with pink full lips and brown eyes, he longed to kiss them again like they did when they were younger. He couldn't believe they were full blood siblings from the contrast of their apperences and wrote it off to the genes, but now he had to touch.


"What are you..." she trailed off


"Just relax little sister, big brother won't hurt you. He's goin to make sure your happy today and protect you as always." With that he rocked back and forth, allowing his dick to rub at her clit. She couldn't admit it, but she was so happy that he was touching her. In the most intimated of places. In the most private of areas that only a select few will ever see, let alone touch or even have their cock rubbing against. And yet here she was, standing their, in her brothers strong loving arms as he pushed her closer and closer to her edge. Bringing her nearly there and backing off for a minute or two to torcher her a little. But mostly to increase the soon to come orgasm. And he knew that. Soon she gave in totally to her pussy and wrapped her arms around her brother and let loose. As she did so, he took his dick and put it between her legs, jus below her pussy and thrust forward. He bucked and soon took his cock and put the head at her entrance and jus as she thought he would put it in her and cum inside her body, he left it jus between the lips and exploded in huge globs.


They panted hard as they came down from the orgasmic high. They looked into each other's eyes and soon attacked the other's mouth. Swallowing their tongue and running along the inside of the others mouth and they broke with Blanca lightly biting his bottom lip as they pulled apart. Her young cunt glazed over with the seed of big brother.


"Oh Jesus.... that... was amazing... I never would have guessed that it would feel this good with it not even inside you."


"How long til class?"


"Fuck class, I want more of your lessons." She tried to push down and have him enter her but, he pulled his dick down to keep only the head inside.


" Uh uh uh lil b, you cant have everything your way. But you can have this." And he rubbed his dick's sensitive head against her inflamed clit again ready for a round 2


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Punished and Pleasured


I pause by your front door and check myself in a small hand mirror. Nothing stuck in my teeth, just a touch of gloss on my full pink lips. Flaming auburn hair falls in a riotous mass of curls past my curvy hips. The flared skirt of my black knit dress ends just above the knee and the neckline plunges almost low enough to reveal glimpses of my bra when I move.


I knock before I lose my nerve. You open the door and a wave of desire hits me with visceral force. I lick my lips in nervous anticipation and I can see my own lust mirrored in your eyes. You grasp my hand and lead me inside, never breaking eye contact. Your hair is still wet from the shower and I can smell a sexy combination of warm skin and a trace of cologne. You swing the door shut behind me and press me back into the cool wooden surface knowing I love your domination of me. Your big warm hand grasps my hip while you bury the other in my curly hair. I am glad for the support of the door at my back and your strong chest pressed against me. If you kiss me I might just melt into a puddle on the floor.


Almost before the thought crosses my mind your lips brush mine in a feather light caress. Your gentle kisses only tease me and leave me hungry for more. Feeling a little aggressive, I nip your sexy lower lip and sooth the sting with a flick of my tongue. You growl against my mouth and deepen your kiss, giving me what I want. I pour all of my passion into the kiss, meeting your tongue in a duel of lust. I clutch your broad shoulders with trembling fingers. Your hand moves up my ribs to my breast. My nipples harden into tight little points and when you brush one with your thumb my gasp is swallowed by your sensual chuckle. You have such power over me. You break our kiss and step back. The gleam in your eye makes me shudder with both delight and apprehension.


"You have been a very naughty girl this week." Your voice is low and sinister. I trust you with my life but the dangerous look you give me is intense and my punishment will be difficult. "You sent me lots of naughty messages while I was trying to work." I remain silent knowing that if you want me to say anything you will ask. You walk to the couch and sit down on the center cushion. "Come here." You pat your lap and my already wet little pussy weeps with helpless moisture. This is my favorite punishment.


I walk toward you and raise my flared skirt up to my hips revealing black lace panties. I drape myself across your lap and I know you like my panties. They are boy-cut and my plump cheeks peek out at the bottom. You caress my full rounded ass and run your fingers up and down the soaked crotch of my panties. My breath comes quicker when you slip a finger inside to slowly rub my clit. You slide your finger up and press the now wet tip against my asshole. I moan a little and move my hips trying to make you push your finger in but just when I feel my tight little hole relax to accept your entry you pull back.


"Not yet my naughty little slut, first we have to take care of your punishment. I think fifty should be enough to teach you to behave yourself." I shiver and try to prepare myself. You have never made me take fifty before and I am just a little frightened and even more turned on at the same time. I feel you pull my panties down to my knees, leaving my creamy round cheeks bared to your hungry gaze. When the first slap falls my breath catches in my throat and you quickly follow up with four more hard swats to my right cheek. My eyes water but I remain still and silent. I want make you happy so I have to take my punishment like a good slave. Five more stinging slaps and my right cheek is a bright flaming red in contrast with the left one, still a cool creamy white. You caress the hot flesh letting me know you are pleased with me. Ten hard, fast slaps land on my left cheek and I strain to keep quiet. You like it when I cry but not too soon. My arms erupt in goose flesh and I whimper low in my throat when you deliver ten more sharp slaps to the right side. Tears fill my eyes and the next ten swats land with sharp cracks on my left cheek. I cry out softly but I don't try to squirm away. With your free hand you reach inside the top of my dress and into my bra. The last five slaps are delivered slowly, harder than any you have given before and you punctuate each with a rough pinch to my right nipple. Tears trickle down my cheeks and I am quietly crying in earnest now. You find my left nipple with your large blunt fingers and I finally break and cry out loud as you administer the final five swats and pinches.


"Good girl. Good girl." You murmur quietly, caressing my flaming ass. You guide me off your lap and then to my feet. I am still trembling so you draw my panties the rest of the way to the floor and help me step out of them, leaving my sexy stilettos on my feet. You strip my dress over my head to better admire your work. Dropping kisses on my shoulders you guide me ahead of you into the bedroom. I lean forward to pull back the fluffy comforter and sheet, careful to present you with the best view of my sore ass and wet pussy.


You softly kiss the places you so recently abused. I moan a little at the soothing pleasure of your actions. You unhook my bra and turn me to face you. You love my breasts. They are very large with big sensitive nipples. You slip the straps off my shoulders and follow the receding lacy fabric with your hungry lips. The bra hits the floor at the same moment you throw me back onto your big bed and devour my tight aching nipples. You suck and bite and soothe with your tongue in devastating combinations. I am panting and I can feel the slick moisture from my throbbing pussy run down the crack of my ass. You kiss slowly down my heaving torso.


"Oh god! Please lick me!" I squeal in a hoarse voice. You chuckle against the soft skin of my belly, loving how badly I need you. Your strong hands guide my knees high up to my chest. I grasp my thighs and you look at me. I am spread open and exposed to your view, folded nearly double with my knees on either side of my big breasts. I love this feeling of being helpless and exposed to you.


You strip off your clothes and open the bedside drawer. You retrieve a bottle of lube and place it on the bed next to me. I close my eyes and pluck at my nipples as you lick slowly all over my pussy. You spear your tongue into me and swirl it around, caressing me deep inside. Your fingers dig into my still stinging ass. I start to babble incoherently when you trap my clit between your lips and batter it with the tip of your tongue. Just when I am about to cum you pull back leaving me panting.


"Please fuck me! Please! I need to feel your big cock stretch me open." The words are barely audible whispers of desperation and trail off into nothing when you rest my ankles on your shoulders. I can feel you forcing the broad head of your huge cock against my very aroused pussy. I am slick and dripping wet but still you have to work hard to get it in. I make little whimpers of pleasure and pain as my tight little cunt stretches to accommodate your incredible girth. You feel so good. I finally feel your pubic bone bump my clit and my hips twist and roll uncontrollably, needing you to fuck me faster.


You move slowly, fucking me at your own pace with long smooth strokes. Every time I get close to climax you stop. You hold my hips still and kiss me deeply or suck my tingling nipples. I can feel the muscles of my pussy ripple up and down the shaft of your dick. Just when I am sure I will go crazy if you don't let me cum you slide all the way out. When I hear the little snick of the cap on the lube I know what you plan to do next and I could almost cum just imagining it. You apply the slippery liquid liberally both to your rock hard dick and my very tight asshole. I feel you slide the tip of your dick over my asshole but you don't try to push inside yet.


"Tell me you want me to fuck your ass. I want to hear you beg for it." You bump a little harder against my tightly closed asshole but I know you won't fuck me yet, not until I give you what you want. I want it so bad. You have never tried to fuck my ass and I am frightened and aroused at the same time.


"Please fuck my ass! I-I need your big cock inside me! Please! I need to cum so bad! Please fuck me! Aaaahhhh!" With each desperate word that falls from my panting lips you push harder against my asshole. My scream of combined pleasure and pain echoes off the walls when you finally force the head of your dick into my ass. "Oh shit! You feel so big! You are splitting me apart! Oh God! Please don't stop!" You lower my legs to your waist and I wrap them around you tightly. Your entry seems never-ending but finally you have your huge cock buried fully in my asshole. It feels so good and in my passion I bite the corded muscle where your shoulder meets your neck. You growl and hold yourself still above me.


"Now fuck me! I want you to cum on my big dick." Your words spur me to even greater heights of passion. I fuck you hard and fast working my tightly stretched asshole over your thick shaft. My squeals ring in our ears. I reach down and rub my slippery clit, desperate to cum. I force your cock full length into my ass and scream out loud when my orgasm hits me. You begin moving again, full-length powerful strokes. You slam deep in my ass and my orgasms chain together in incredible waves. You throw your head back and roar as your hot cum shoots up inside me. The pleasure is so intense that my vision goes gray at the edges and my body flashes hot and cold. You collapse on top of me, slowing your strokes, letting my body calm and come to a stop. Finally we are still and we lay there for a moment with your still thick but softening dick in my ass.


"So how naughty do I have to be to get you to do that again?" I whisper mischievously in your ear once I can find the words to speak. Your exhausted chuckle against the side of my neck tells me we will be doing this again very soon.



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Gymnasium


In The Gymnasium


1.


My husband Clifton is a Baptist minister and since we've been married his career has gone from being an assistant in a small town church to later taking over the growing parish in his own right. His involvement increased when he started coaching the under-age soccer team and taking a 'Religious Instruction' class at the local high school as well as conducting weddings and funerals.


There were occasions when I would take the R.I. classes on the Fridays if Clifton had other commitments. After one of these occasions, as I was dismissing the class and tidying up the desks and mess made by the students, there was polite a knock on the open classroom door. A short very slim black man with a pleasant smile stood there wearing a flannel shirt, overalls and work boots with a toolbox in his hands.


I looked up from my desk and said 'Yes?'


'Hello. I'm Vernon. I'm supposed to set up The Gym for a documentary showing tonight. I'll need about 25 minutes to get a screen and a projector in the Gym with 60 chairs. Will you be here to lock up after I leave?'


'Yes, I'll finish up here, then come over and let you out in about 30 minutes. Will that be alright?'


'Sure. Could you show me where the gym is please?'


'Yes'. I offered my hand and he took it in a firm handshake. 'Follow me. My name's Eve'.


He picked up his projector and I offered to carry the screen by its carry handle and he followed me through the school corridors to the school gymnasium. I was dressed modestly as usual, but I'm told I have a very pleasing walk. When I was young, I was proficient at sports and have remained interested in fitness and yoga and keep my body in good condition. Your body is a gift and I think it is a gesture of thanks to look after your gifts. I had the feeling Vernon was enjoying the view as he followed me along the corridor.


I opened the door and held it wide and invited him in. He caught my eye with half a smile on his face as he slowly moved through the doorway very close to me, careful not to knock the projector on the door frame. I'm sure he could smell my faint perfume as he passed by and I had the distinct feeling he wasn't wearing anything under his overalls. The slit on the side that gives the wearer access to pockets worn underneath gaped open.


I felt my face flush as I could see his black skin at the top of his leg in contrast to his khaki overalls. This would have been perfectly modest in most circumstances and I would not be aware had he not passed by so closely. But now I was fighting off the arousal that felt very unseemly for the wife of a Baptist minister.


I excused myself as I left him abruptly and returned to my classroom to try and recover my composure.


I told myself it was only a series of coincidences that affected my senses. Had he not passed so closely a half smile would just be friendly, and I would not have seen his bare leg gape in the side of his overalls.


After a few minutes, I composed myself and had returned to 'normal'.


2.


I began to think, 'What harm is done? I caught a glimpse of perfectly modest bare skin. If it thrilled me a little, it means I'm normal. If I see anything like that again, I will enjoy it for what it is and remain as chaste as I ever was. It is part of creation in the end anyway'.


Later, when I'd finished my after class chores, I returned to the gym to let Vernon out and lock up after him. He was trying to loop an electric cord over a vacant picture hook on the gymnasium wall and he couldn't reach.


'Hi Eve. I'll be ready to leave in a moment. I need something to reach this lead up'.


Before I could think I said, 'You could lift me and I can loop it over if you like.'


'Thank you! That would make it easier.'


He stood leaning back against the wall and handed me the loop. He placed his hand on his thigh. I tried to lift my foot up to his hand. My skirt was too tight to lift my knee, so I hitched it up to my thighs to give me more movement. With my hands on his shoulders, he steadied me with his other hand at the top of my thigh and I felt very secure in his strength.


But there was something else. His hands touching my legs, was a huge flirt. It was giving me all these dizzy feelings. I decided to just enjoy it. The light pressure from his thumb found the crease between my leg and the edge of my genital area and I was aroused to another degree as he lowered me back to the floor.


I found myself wanting to touch him, desperate to find an excuse to thank him for his work, anything. I was also hoping I would not get the chance because I would not like my husband to be thinking the way I was. I was in a state of feverish lust and was ready to do anything Vernon could think of. I could feel a sticky wetness spreading between my legs and I absently undid buttons on my cardigan until the lace at the top of my bra was visible. It took all my resolve to stop myself from pleading desperately to be ravished.


Vernon appeared to be as shy as me.


'There's one more to lift it up to; the opening at the last ventilator. I'll need to carefully lift it above the cover,' he explained. I followed him the end of the wall where the vent was and he stood on the edge of the stage, reaching up to place the cord over the vent. The cord wouldn't remain on the sloping cover so he would need his adhesive gaffer tape.


'It's in my tool box I think,' he explained, inclining his head towards the door, hinting I could retrieve it for him.


I obediently returned to the door where his toolbox was but I couldn't see it. Both of his hands were busy as he was balancing himself while holding the cord in place. 'I don't think it's here,' I called across the room.


'Oh! I think have it here. Can you get it out of my pocket for me please?'


3.


I returned to where he was balanced on the edge of the stage and reached into his pocket for the adhesive tape. I felt a cucumber like shape in his pocket that seemed to be inflating. Somehow, I had slid my hand through the opening that gave him access to clothes worn underneath his overalls, where this time, I had forgotten, he wasn't wearing any. I realised with a rude shock, I was holding his thing in my hand. I could feel my face burning as if it had caught fire and in my petrified shock I forgot to release my grasp on his obscene rigid swollen cock.


I vaguely heard an amused voice talking about a socket or something. Spluttering as I recovered my presence of mind, Vernon was saying 'I think you're looking in the wrong pocket.'


'Oh my almighty God. What did I do? I'm really sorry. I, I . . . I thought it was a cucumber or something. I'm so embarrassed'.


'No harm done'. He gave me a long slow look as if acknowledging a 'moment'. 'The pocket is in the overalls', he said. When I reached into his overalls to retrieve the tape, I could feel his hard cock and my rising lust made concentrating on the task at hand almost impossible.


He quickly attached the cord to the ventilation cover and plugged the end of the cord into the power outlet with the illuminated tester on the other end. 'There's plenty of power there,' he said, turning his back to me.


'Are you aroused too?' I heard someone asking. It must have been me as I was the only other person present.


He turned and looked at me, 'Very,' he said looking intently into my eyes. 'I have been since I met you at the classroom door. It seems to me you're watching me. Could it be that you would like this to go a little further Eve?' He began unfastening the buttons holding his overalls in place. 'Would you mind if I touch you?' Two more buttons. He continued, 'I would love to touch you but if you stop me nothing will happen.'


His overalls were open to the last stud and I could see his curly pubic hair decorating the base of a very thick black prick. It was suspended sideways inside his overalls, but it was hardening again and fighting for space. I had never seen another man's penis beside the five inches long member Clifton routinely slid into me once a week by arrangement on Tuesday mornings since we were married, four and a half years ago. The sight of a black one was like an exotic taboo shock to me.


The primal part of me wanted him to touch me everywhere preferably without my permission. I was stuck, speechless and caught between fear and desire. The black man was moving towards me and I was hypnotised, unable to move. He stepped up close and unfastened one button on my cardigan. I covered the next button with my hands. It seemed like nothing else would happen if I left my hands there.


4.


He put his hands gently on mine without pressure. Then he gradually but lightly grasped my hands and removed them and, button by button, my resistance evaporated. My cardigan was in his hand. I stood before him in my sensible bra and long woollen skirt. He continued slowly disrobing me, removing my skirt. I was now displaying my modest thigh length underpants.


He removed his shirt and overalls in one movement and placed them carefully on the floor with my skirt and top partly obscuring his overalls. Apart from his boots, he was naked in front of me. He was standing there without any clothes on in front of the minister's wife with the gymnasium door wide open.


His slim frame, although very toned looked vulnerable. But his rigid, very thick seven inch long penis was like a menacing truncheon, standing vertical, pulsing in time to his heart beating as if threatening me, demanding satisfaction.


I stared at it in awe.


With all of our clothes draped over his arm, he laid them down forming a mat on the floor. In his shaking smoky voice, he instructed me to take off my bra and underpants., and stood back and watched me. I felt he was making me responsible for what ever happened next.


I stood still for a full minute before slowly removing my bra and I held my shoulders back. Had I had made a deliberate gesture to prompt him I was available? . . . . And for what?


He smiled an encouraging smile at me. I've always thought my body was too skinny and now Vernon could see my small round breasts, but he seemed to like what he saw. Now my hips and my pubic area were all there was left to his imagination. Do I allow myself to be naked with this black stranger?


'Are you afraid of me Eve?'


'Yes I am. I'm afraid of what a thick monstrous club like yours could do to me. It's too big. . . . . And I'm afraid of me'.


He smiled a reassuring smile and he said, 'I'm going to take your pants down.' Pants down means totally naked and vulnerable with my vagina visible. Does it also mean my vagina is available? That question shocked me like a slap in the face. The phrase, 'take your pants down ' carried a new degree of familiarity I was not used to.


I seemed to be crossing one threshold after another. I couldn't answer. He wanted verbal consent. As if I was disembodied, I removed myself from the situation but still heard my voice respond, shocking me with a surprising, 'Yes please. Take my pants down'.


What was I doing? My body reclaimed my soul and I was faced with a man able to see my bare pubic area, and with all but tacit permission to fuck me.


He removed my underpants and we were both more than ready to fuck, but at odds weather to or not. He took my hand and he laid down next to his overalls holding his throbbing swollen prick at the base positioning it vertically. Then he closed his eyes and removed his hand and laced his fingers behind his head. He totally trusted himself to accept whatever I wanted to do to him.


I was mesmerised by his thick 5?" circumference cock and straddled him looking down at its pulsing urgency. I bent down and held it in my hand. It was so hard, so thick, so BLACK. I noted the complete contrast of my small pink hand and the menacing virile black man's fucking instrument. I wondered what it would be like to bite the end off and keep it in my mouth forever.


I lowered myself closer and closer to it. I was caught between the wicked adultery of receiving another penis inside me, and the pure blameless fidelity of my commitment and the sacred love I had for my devoted husband.


I knew what I had to do. I knew Vernon wouldn't hold it against me if I withdrew and dressed and left him to lock up the high school gymnasium. That thought was the way out of this situation. I was relieved and proud of my presence of mind.


But I thought I would at least like to see what it would be like to feel the end of a stiff black penis to touch my nether region. The feel of it in my hand felt like I was holding the power of the universe. I lowered my body closer, squatting, hovering above Vernon's big throbbing prick, feeling it pulsing in my hand. As I touched his organ to the sopping lips of my craving sex, a shock of desire coursed through me. Suspended above his throbbing black instrument, I wondered at the contrast to my pale skin and the pink flesh of my exposed sex.


5.


Maybe an orgasm could relieve my morbid desire. What if I just rubbed the head of his cock over my clitoris for a climax, then walk away still not fucked and relatively innocent. I ploughed the lips of my drenched vagina with the engorged tip of his soaked member. My legs were turning to jelly, but a climax seemed to be infuriatingly, just beyond my reach. My head stopped functioning and my wicked conduct reared up and dealt me a harsh reminder of who I was.


At the same time I was becoming overwhelmed with a new and frightening lust to be fucked. But that grotesquely swollen cock would have to force it's way into me, and that looked very unlikely.


I wanted to leave. I wanted to be anywhere other than where I was. But I was consumed with carnal desire. I lowered myself onto that menacing stick. I knew I was about to be stretched between my legs wider than I had ever been before. I couldn't stop myself. I was giving in to unadulterated lust that could cost me my reputation, my wonderful husband and every thing in my life that was important to me. I put that thought aside and tried to deal with my demanding hunger, the adulterous impulse hovering at the edge of my consciousness.


I added a little weight to the rigid hardness probing for an opening and felt my vagina lips begin to give way. The throbbing end of his hard instrument did not yield to my weight. I pushed down further wishing that this was not a deliberate act. I had still not been penetrated and was technically still only a one-man woman. My head seemed to be disoriented as I began to feel faint, but the stretched lips of my tortured cunt stretched even further. I watched fascinated as the swollen head of his throbbing cock slowly disappeared in my body. I heard Vernon's voice begin to whimper like a hungry puppy.


I felt that menacing cock slowly fill me with shame and flesh, but also a distorted commitment to my own gratification. I hovered above him with the tip of that big black thing inside me. I felt it slowly start reaming in and out of my core as I squatted over it. I had gone too far. As Vernon penetrated my vagina, he began taking his pleasure as he wished. My reassuring innocence vanished. A gate slammed shut behind me and I could never be the same person again.


He slowly slid his tool further inside me and I watched it disappear until it was inside me to the hilt. Our genitals were jammed hard to each other. I could see the hunger of my body devouring a big black cock into my wanton cunt. I couldn't get enough of it. My desire for it triggered a build up of arousal, which I finally began to surrender myself to. Vernon was fucking me and I was accepting it. We were at it like 2 rutting bush pigs. He was grunting while I was squealing.


He abruptly rolled on top of me groaning and grunting. He hugged me as if I was his true love, but he fucked me like an animal in the wild. My climax hit me hard and racked my lower body. I had totally abandoned myself to him. He sounded as if he had been shot. He ejaculated several gushes of semen into me for nearly a minute before he slowly withdrew his still hard, over sized black prick from my pale tortured body.


6.


My thoughts were thunderously loud in the silence.


What have I done? How would I respond to my husband's advances. I had tasted the forbidden fruit of adultery.


I suddenly felt a rush of affection for Clifton. I couldn't wait to see him. I had to be reassured he loved me. I wanted to run naked through the front door of the gym and find my husband and feel his arms around me.


I pushed Vernon away and stood up.


I collected my clothes from the floor and walked to the change room.


I could feel his semen oozing from inside me, down my legs and could feel his gaze at my back.


I stood under the shower and washed his cum away and watched it disappear down the drain with water.


But of course it would not leave my mind.


Later as I drove home, my religious sensibilities replayed the word 'Adulteress' in my mind and I became angry. I cursed my god for the flood of guilt that invaded my soul. I felt the weight of His judgement.


Under my breath, I hissed 'Well Fuck You then'.


I added, 'You're not a part of my marriage while I feel this way. My soul is no longer yours. It's mine. Just turn away and leave me to my-self.' It was the closest I came to a heartfelt prayer that I could remember.


My intent was now focused on fucking more often. I hope it can be with Clifton. One day a week seems like unnecessarily scant rations. Now I want him more than ever but I will need to change his idea that sex is a distraction from God's work. I wanted my husband and I would be careful and keep our habits the same for a few days, but I thought it time for a few changes. I resolved to give the maximum pleasure to my husband's body, however discreetly but at every chance I could find or create. Fucking once a week was insane when there is that much fun to be had. I thought 'This could turn out to be very good.'


In other moments, I thought 'Who else is there who might fuck me?' but perished that thought as it started.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Tutoring The Tutor


For the life of me I will never understand how Nancy Reynolds, 18 year old fantasy girl of every male...including the teachers, who walked the halls of Langley High School, and I became and stayed best friends for the past 12 years. If she is the male dream, I am probably their worst nightmare, being the sarcastic 5'2" 168 pound brainiac.


I love Nancy to death, but to be honest, she is your stereotypical gorgeous, cheerleading, pompom tossing ditsy blond. So.....for the thousandth time we were in the Reynolds' dining room and I was tutoring her in Algebra for an upcoming test on Monday. Her family had gone to visit her Grandparents in North Carolina, so we decided to have a girls weekend alone, combined with the study sessions. After 45 minutes of trying to explain coefficients and relationships between the "x" and "y" axis, I could see it was going in one ear and out the other of my beautiful friend.


Part of me envied Nancy for her beauty athleticism and bubbly personality, but when I felt like there was nothing upstairs when I tried to tutor her, I knew that I wouldn't trade my 3.96 school average for her 37-27-36 perfect proportions any day.


Nancy sighed as she leaned over the table, clutching the hair on each side of her head shrieking in frustration, "This is so freakin' hard! I just can't get it. Damn Janet... I'd do anything to have your brains. Can we trade bodies.... At least until the test is over on Monday?"


"You have a deal. You take my stubby little fat body and Ace the test, and I will take your little black book of horny males...and possibly a few females, and wear out your lips tongue and pussy all weekend, experiencing every lurid activity I had dreamt, read and fantasized about."


Nancy giggled with blond enthusiasm, exclaiming, "You always know how to crack me up Jan. That's what I love about you."


"Thanks Nance. It's good to be loved, and I love you too. How 'bout we take a sandwich break so I can feed my pudgy little body?"


"You know Jan, you have an awesome cute face, so if you would work out a bit and cut down on the dip and chips you would be a knockout and have the guys drooling after you."


"Yeah right Nance. Let's hit the kitchen."


I watched my energetic buddy flit around the kitchen in her bare feet, with her magnificent body and her blond hair tied back in a bouncing pony tail. She was the epitome of teenage sexuality, and although we really hadn't gone into sexuality in our friendship over the years, the thought planted earlier of borrowing her black book piqued my curiosity.


"Nance, we've always been straight with each other, so I'd like to ask you a question, and if it's out of line, just be honest and tell me it's none of my business."


"You know you can ask me anything. What's up?


"Well, we've surprisingly never talked relationships or sex before, but I just had to ask; um, I feel a little weird asking, but; how many lovers have you had?"


"Jeeeezz Jan. You were right that IS a bit of a shock."


"I'm sorry Nance. Forget I asked."


"No..No. I don't have a big problem talking about it with my best friend, it's just that we "pretty" blonds have the reputation of being airheads, and I love you so much and respect your opinion, so I just never wanted you to think of me as just a loose bimbo slut who would fuck and suck anything."


"I could never think that of you Nancy. If anything, my admiration of you would grow in proportion to the number of cocks you have ridden."


That made Nancy giggle and she slapped my arm saying, "Damn girl; you make me sound like Ms Teen Nympho 2010."


"Believe me Nance, if anything, it was said not out of disgust, but out of envy. My reading and imagination are probably familiar with every kind of kink and perversion out there, but it still comes down to the fact that it gets lonely being the only overweight 18 year old virgin at our school."


"Sounds like someone could use a hug. Get your sexy round ass over here girl."


Hanging my head, and with an 'aw shucks' look on my face, I sauntered over to my best buddy's outstretched arms. It had a very surprising affect on me as she held me tightly, breast to breast and pussy to pussy. Gently she rubbed my back, which seemed to temporarily forget all the loneliness I had experienced through the years.


Nancy pushed off a little and looked me in the eyes and said, "Feeling better Pal?"


"Much. You should bottle your hugs."


Nancy smiled and said, "Well since we are having a session of true confessions, I will tell you that my little black book, if I had one, would contain 6 guys I've had sex with, and one girl."


I don't know why, but my mind seemed to skip over hearing about 6 males, but was blown away that she had been with a female, and I was unable to mask my enthusiasm as I blurted out, "You made it with a girl?"


"I feel like a lowlife slut for saying it, but yes, I had an affair with a girl." Two summers ago when I visited my cousin Beth, we had to share the same bed, and one night we touched accidently, then began touching on purpose. Well... one thing led to another and kissing led to groping, breast sucking, body massage and eventually mutual oral sex." It went on for the full 6 weeks I was there, and I just hate to say I loved it, but I did. I still love the smell and taste of cocks, but also love the gentleness and taste of a female. Now it's your turn to come clean. How much sexual experience have you had?"


I guess the loneliness once again appeared because the tears started to flow, and Nancy asked "What's wrong Babe?" with concern in her voice.


I wiped away the tears with the back of my hand and said, "I've never been even close to having sex. I've never been kissed. Hell, I've never even held hands. I'm so frigging horny that If I ever received an obscene phone I'd probably start talking so dirty to him or her, they would be the one to report me to the police."


"You're one wacked woman Jan, and that's why I love ya. Um, I'd love to help you with your problem if you wouldn't mind."


"What do you mean Nance?"


"I mean I'd like to kiss you if it wouldn't freak you out too much."


After thinking about all my available options, I whispered, "It is a little freaky too me, but it's probably the best offer I will ever get."


Nancy smiled and pulled me in close once again encircling me with her arms. Slowly she bent down and gently touched my lips with hers. I was amazed by the warmth and tenderness and when it ended, I looked up in her face with pleading eyes, begging for her to kiss me again.


Nancy once again moved in, tasting my lips, pulling my body into hers so we were locked together. No amount of reading erotica or how to sex manuals could have prepared me for how delicious the kiss tasted, and when she began to devour my lips and slowly inserted her tongue to begin a slow, romantic dance I had no defense against.


Over and over we plunged in and out of each others' mouths and when I entered her mouth for a final thrust and she firmly took hold with demanding lips I thought I would die and moaned with pleasure. Her gentleness in the beginning had turned into a raging hunger and I just wanted to surrender and be devoured.


I finally had to break the kiss or pass out, and I withdrew our heavenly connection, gasping for breath, and exclaimed, "That was incredible Nance."


"I agree Jan. Please say you will join me in my parents' bedroom. You have been my dearest and closest friend forever, and I want to make love with you if you are willing."


"Oh God Nance. I'm so afraid."


"No problem Honey. I know love between two girls is still very much frowned upon in our society. I don't want to pressure you into anything."


"That isn't it Nance. Well, maybe that's partially it, but it's more that you are so gorgeous and your body is perfect, and I feel like a fat freak next to you. Plus, I don't have your experience with sex, so I know I will make a fool of myself."


"Oh Babe. Don't say such things. I love you as much as anyone in my family and think you are a beautiful girl.... And as far as experience goes, you just proved with that wonderful kiss that you are an incredibly fast learner, so we can take it slow, and if anything feels uncomfortable to you, we can stop."


"Part of me wants to explore every inch of your beautiful body Nancy and part of me is still scared to death over all these new sensations I am feeling."


My beautiful friend took my hand saying, "Everything will be fine," and led me to her parents' bedroom.


Entering the bedroom, she turned to me and once again took my quivering body into her arms, and began the kiss this time around my neck and up to and around my ears sending shock waves throughout my body. Her lips once again ended their journey joining mine and cupping and massaging my large round ass.


The sensations were like nothing I had previously experienced, but the fear returned once again as I felt her undo the clasp of my jeans, and let them fall to the floor. I kicked my shoes off and stepped out of the jeans and tried to take my mind off my semi-nakedness by breaking the kiss and pushing Nancy's short silky shorts over her beautiful thighs and calves. I could see a wet patch on her panties, soft pubic hairs sticking out from the side and the scent of her young lust-filled body was intoxicating to my senses.


I moved back up to her, and she took the bottom of my T-shirt, drawing it up and over my head, then I followed suit and removed her tank top. Both of us returned to our embrace and when I felt her hands move to the waistband of my panties, I drew in my erratic breath as I felt them slide down my thick legs. I followed Nancy's lead once again and removed her panties, and then we unclasped each others' bra and let them fall haphazardly to our feet.


The sensation of holding another naked human being in my arms was beyond words to my young inexperienced mind. Still kissing me, she slowly guided me to the large king sized bed and lay me down. I stared up at her as she broke the kiss and was in awe of her flawless body.


Her ripe breasts stood firm and proud above a flat tanned stomach, and her beautiful auburn pubic patch had been neatly trimmed into the shape of a heart. I felt so inadequate with my huge sagging breasts and protruding stomach and soft round full blown ass.


As if reading my mind, Nancy once again lowered her mouth to rein gentle bites and kisses over my neck, and then moved lower, stopping and taking a hard pink nipple into her hungry mouth and gently licking and sucking on it. She didn't miss an inch of my upper body as she nipped and lick and teased every inch of me, then let her fingers slowly join in the assault as she stroked my soft belly and moved teasingly towards my crotch.


As she kissed licked and bit down my stomach, navel and lower abdomen, just above the hairline of my crotch, she stroked slowly up and down each thigh sending shivers of joy throughout my body.


As the fingers lightly danced over my inner thighs, I could feel my legs part as if they had no will to resist. Nancy took this as an invitation, and let her fingers dance around the blond hairs of my hot steaming pussy. Over and over she played with my swollen pussy lips, and with each up and down stroke, she began to slowly insert her exploring fingers. I had masturbated and fantasized countless times, but nothing could compare to what this beautiful teen was doing to me.


She thrust two of her fingers deep within my hot cunt and I felt my ass rising off the bed hungrily to meet them. Both of us began to move faster and faster and all I could do was hold on to the headboard as my body wildly thrashed around the bed and I could hold off no longer and exploded in an orgasm which was beyond compare.


I thought Nancy would give me relief and time to recover from my ecstasy, but slowly she moved around me and between my open legs and began the attack to my inner thighs and the outline of her pussy with her tongue, teeth and lips. How could each sensation possibly outdo the previous sense of ecstasy?


Over and over her tongue explored the lips of my pussy, drinking in my sopping juices. First long even strokes sent my head spinning, and then short fast butterfly strokes joined in the journey of her mouth.


When her hungry lips sucked in my swollen clit and her fingers once again entered my steaming cunt, it was too much for me to comprehend and I felt my pussy gush as I screamed out in a voice which was unrecognizable to me.


My big body jerked with spasms as my labored breathing was frantic, to the point of worrying if I would live through it. Finally I did feel my body and breathing returning to normal and Nancy withdrew her fingers, released my clit from her lips and moved up to join me with a beautiful smile on her face.


As she gently kissed my throat and cheek, I no longer had to worry about my extra weight, because it was proven to me beyond a shadow of a doubt that someone could actually love me and think I'm beautiful just the way I am.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thirty-Five


"Thirty-five," she mused, "is supposed to be a woman's sexual peak."


Not that you could tell from her recent experience. She and her husband were locked in a sexless marriage. Although their love was secure and strong, their physical needs had become quite different. Increasingly, her waking idle moments were spent daydreaming about fucking and being fucked. Her fantasy partners, men and women, younger and older, stronger and weaker would all do the things that her body needed. If only...


Recently, her fantasies focused on a man almost two decades her senior. Their first conversation had been businesslike. Brusque, perhaps. But he had a physical and intellectual presence that suggested a fire within. And, for just a moment, she had sensed that his glance was frankly appraising. She wondered about the thoughts filling his glistening head, and found herself wondering whether his cock and balls were similarly smooth, slick and full...


Catching herself, she willed her thoughts back to more pedestrian topics. Her clit continued to throb, however, and the next time she pleasured herself she thought about his mouth and tongue. What the hell, she thought, I'll send him a note and see what happens...


His replies were surprising, even stunning for their shameless eroticism. His words caressed her, stroked her, and her pussy became wetter with each re-reading. Was it just talk? Was he just another older guy whose thoughts outstripped anything his body could do? Or was there really raw sexual power there? He said he was religious about going to the gym, and she imagined his chest rippling as he pumped the iron up and down, and her thoughts drifted towards sliding up and down on his juice-coated cock...


He agreed to meet her for a drink...in public, just to have a chat with her away from the workplace's prying eyes. Okay she thought, let's keep it proper, this is just a get-to-know-you drink. She chose a brown bra, matching boy-cut panties, and a simple knit dress. A silver necklace drew attention to her ample cleavage. Heels, of course, enough to shape her calf, but not the fuck-me pumps that she yearned to wear for him...


He ordered wine. A Sancerre, with flavors that filled her mouth with lightness and burst with different flavors on different parts of her tongue. All the while, he looked straight at her. Through her. Inside her. She sipped at her Sancerre and smiled at him knowing it was the last thing that was even semi-dry on her side of the table. While they nibbled on crudite (did this man ever pig out?) she squirmed slightly, and felt an exhilarating squish as her pussy was now drenched with desire. Her musky scent wafted up from the table. He sniffed the air, and a smile began to play at the corner of his lips.


Now he knew she was wet with passion, but she did not know if he was similarly turned on. She over-analyzed his every word, his every move, looking for a sign that he would actually do the things he described in his notes to her. Did he really want to subjugate her body? Would he tame her pussy and train her until she obeyed him, and only him, completely? Or, when he found out about her many sexual exploits, would he push her away in disgust?


As she sat listening to his opinion on the politics at his office, she imagined how deep his cock would explore her re-virginated pussy. She wanted to dispense with the formalities of small talk, but she did not want to insult him. She acted as if she was listening intently, but in reality, she was planning their first fuck. She couldn't decide if she should be gentle or rough. Would he force her head onto his cock or would he dive into her pussy first to taste the wet lips that he smelled.


She decided to follow his lead because he made it clear from his eyes who was in charge. His seeming indifference to her growing arousal only inflamed her more. It was time to see what he was made of. She retired to the ladies' room to freshen up...


She returned, seating herself quietly, demurely crossing her legs. Now or never, she thought. She reached under the table, took his hand, and passed him a mound of soft, moist fabric.


"My panties," she mouthed, "too wet to wear".


He slipped them into his jacket pocket. He withdrew his hand inhaled deeply of her scent and let his fingertips lightly brush his tongue. His cock, already firm, grew rigid with the thought of the hot lava now pouring out of her sex. His pupils dilated with hers.


From the pocket of his tailored sport coat, he drew a card-key bearing the name of a nearby hotel. He slid it across the table. He called for the check, paid the bill and got up to leave.


"Suite 401, ten minutes," he murmured.


Her eyes followed his road shoulders and tight ass as he walked away. Collecting the check and clearing the dishes, the waiter wondered aloud why the man had left this drop-dead gorgeous woman unattended. Snapping out of her reverie, she stared at the waiter, wondering the same thing. Then she realized that the man had paid the cost of a room based on his belief that a simple drink would entitle him to temporary ownership of her pussy. Presumptuous, surely. Prescient, more than she cared to admit. Now thoroughly distracted by hot juice running down her naked cunt onto her thigh, she gulped the rest of the wine and hurried out to the hotel.


When she arrived at the door to Suite 401, she almost knocked. Then she realized that the passage of the card-key was an implicit instruction to enter the room. She slid the key into the reader, saw the LED turn green, turned the knob and entered the room. ...


He was seated at the desk, his fingers flying over a laptop. She imagined them tweaking her nipples. His jacket lay over the back of another chair, and for the first time she saw his silhouette. His shoulders were broader than she expected, his waist narrower. Reflexively, she reached for his jacket, smoothing it with her fingers, and hung it in the hall closet. As she closed the door, she realized that she had instinctively followed another implicit instruction. Coincidence?


"Well done," he said.


From that moment on she understood that her pleasure lay entirely in his hands. She would do whatever he asked of her, confident that he would see to her needs.


"Please, have a seat."


It was half-invitation, half-suggestion and all command. He occupied the room's only chair. She sat on the edge of the bed, gazing at the back of his scalp, again wondering whether his cock and balls were equally smooth and strong, and how long she would wait to find out.


"Why did you come to my room?"


The question was simple enough. But her mouth went as dry as her pussy was drenched. She answered simply, truthfully.


"I need you to fuck me."


He turned to face her. Her red-brown hair framed an alabaster face. Her lips were the color of blood, her teeth shining white. But it was her eyes that captivated, eyes that begged, pleaded for attention. Her need was real, honest, and beginning to consume her. She needed to be pleasured.


She had fixed on his chest where he had unbuttoned the top of his shirt. Curly grey hair curved over strong chest muscles, faintly visible through the translucent fabric. She could see his forearms were thick, powerful and ended in strong expressive hands. She wondered about his cock...


"You're overdressed."


She snapped out of her reverie and shimmied out of her dress. She felt vaguely awkward and crossed her legs to conceal her hairless pussy. He glanced at her breasts, still contained within the bra that she had so carefully selected. She looked at him, questioningly. He nodded, ever so slightly. She reached behind, undid the clasp, and her breasts swayed to freedom.


Good, he thought to himself, she takes instruction well. She will make an excellent mistress when properly trained. But first she must be trained in her own pleasure before she can learn how to properly minister to the needs of others.


"You will do as I ask, without question. Your alternative is to leave. I will not harm you, I will not hurt you. I will fuck you, but when I decide that it is time for you to be fucked. Do you understand?"


She nodded wordlessly.


"Lean back on the bed, slide a pillow under your hips, and show me your pussy."


She scooted back on the bed and began to remove her left shoe.


"Did I tell you to remove your shoes?"


She stopped and slid the shoe back on. There was no question who was in command.


He kissed her gently on her lips and her neck, and let his finger glide gently across the ample mounds of her breast. But he neither paused nor lingered there. She felt his breath on the inside of her thighs. He inhaled deeply.


"You will wear perfumes only when I allow it. You will not cover or disguise the scent of your cunt juice, ever. Do you understand?"


She nodded.


"You do not understand. You think you understand, but you do not. Flavor is the combination of taste and smell. And your cunt has a naturally delicious flavor. I do not like artificial flavorings. Your juice is best savored naturally, or else mixed with my cum."


He extended his tongue to its maximum length, placed the tip just next to her anus and, in a single long and languorous stroke, drew it up into the pinky slit between her inner labia and strongly across her now-throbbing clit.


She shivered with excitement.


"Do you like it? Do you like the flavor of my cunt?"


He responded with two more long licks, sucking gently on her clit as he finished. She groaned with pleasure, thrusting her hips into his face. She was ready, he mused, a much more apt pupil than he had encountered in many years.


"It's time for you to meet your training partner. Let me introduce you to ... Master Sybian."


Her eyes followed his to the far side of the bed.


"Oh my god, what is that thing," her eyes widening and her body wincing back. "I've never seen anything like that." She glanced at the saddle with a cock pointing skyward. "You're kidding..."


"In these matters, I do not kid, joke or jest." His voice took on an oddly even tone. "Sit by me as set it up for you."


She crawled toward the end of the bed and laid on her belly, heels in the air, wondering what she got herself into. Nut case? Professional cheater? What kind of man keeps a plug-in fucking machine in his car just in case they need it? She glanced at his efficient yet unhurried motion as he lubricated the dildo for her comfort. He might be crazy...or he might be exactly what she needed now—a man thoroughly erotic, confident, and unafraid. She felt her pussy tingling, imagining, and anticipating what would happen next. Her mind, still fearful of the unknown, never conceived that her afternoon would unfold this way.


"You can leave if you wish. But you cannot hide. I brought Master Syb for you, to teach you. Only when you experience your own limitless pleasure can you give the same to others. Are you ready to learn?"


Her gaze now riveted on the cock-saddle, she demurely slid off the bed and stood in front of him, naked except for her shoes.


She queries her teacher, "What do I do?"


"Squat. Slide the dildo into your pussy and kneel so that your clit slides down onto the nubbins."


Easy enough, she thought. The dildo was smaller than many she had seen, and smaller than the rabbit vibrator she had worn out last year. She did as instructed, and found herself facing her teacher, who held a control box in his hands.


He flipped switches, and she felt a gentle vibration in her clit. She leaned forward to pleasure herself more. She allowed her body to fall into sync with the rhythm and let the tension in her pelvis begin to build. He twirled a different dial, and she felt the dildo sweep circles inside her pussy, thrilling her G-spot with every turn.


"Mmmm. That's nic...". His hands flew over the dials and the vibrations, so gentle at first, became stronger and deeper. "Ohhhh".


She could feel her orgasm coming, and as it approached, she felt the rotation inside her pussy go faster, her G-spot being tweaked every second or so. Her pelvis began to vibrate, her orgasm just beginning to crest.


He could see her skin begin to flush, her breaths now in short gasps. Her knees fluttered against his. He decided to double the vibrations and rotations as she climaxed.


"OHHHHHHMIGODDDDDDDD."


Her orgasm lasted 40 seconds or so as she grabbed his shoulder while rocking forwards and backwards on the machine. A sheen appeared on her face and neck and breasts, her eyes pleading to stop the stimulation so she could catch her breath. He massaged the small of her back, squeezing every bit of her orgasm out.


He stopped the vibration, and turned the rotation down to a low, gentle level.


He held her close, whispering gently in her ear.


"Deep breaths," he said. "Let the pleasure wash over you and take deep even breaths."


Her heart and lungs settled down as sweat dripped off of her onto his shirt. He either did not notice or did not care. Slowly, perhaps 90 seconds later, she sat up, saying "That was wonderf...".


He smiled at her, twisted the dials, and her eyes grew wide. Her pussy felt like it was being pounded by the strongest lover she could imagine, and she crashed into a massive second orgasm almost instantaneously. This time her entire torso was shaking with pleasure, and she lasted almost sixty seconds.


"Pppleaaase, eeennough...."


He turned the dials down and she fell forward into his waiting arms. Her heart was racing, and she gulped down air as if to cool herself.


"Deep breaths," he repeated. "Savor the feeling."


She nodded. Her clit was throbbing and her pussy was now fully swollen with pleasure. Her juices were running down the sides of the saddle. Slowly, her breathing returned to normal. She did not want to let go of him, the master of her pleasure. But he returned her upright.


Her eyes spoke volumes. She did not know whether she could stand another round on this machine, this instrument of her pleasure. She wanted it, and she did not. She could not decide.


Of course, the decision was not hers to make. He smiled at her again and twisted both dials to 80 percent power. She orgasmed instantly as the machine seemed to seize her from the inside, pulling her belly, chest, breasts, throat and brain down into her pussy, shaking them into a dance of ecstasy. He watched her entire body begin to vibrate, and she began to make sounds, animal sounds of orgiastic delight. After about 90 seconds, he saw her begin to faint away from the pleasure, dialed the machine off, and caught her, gently pulling her off the machine and onto the bed. She curled up, fetus-like, and drifted off...


She did not know if it had been five seconds, five minutes or a half-hour. When she awoke she felt his tongue, now cool as a spring rain, lapping at her still-swollen cunt. Her thoughts were jumbled and unformed. Past and future had become blurred, and there was only here, and only now. She wanted one thing, and one thing only now. She wanted his cock, and she wanted it in every orifice of her body. She wanted to be filled with pleasure so she could share pleasure. It was no longer "just sex", it was something different, something divine....


He paused to roll a condom onto the swollen purple head and down the stiff shaft of his cock. Smiling, he knelt briefly as if to worship once more at her pussy, mixing her hot juice with his saliva. He pressed his cock against her labia, popped in and slid inside. She felt pleasantly stretched, then full, and felt the tip of his cock against her womb. She felt the ridge of his cockhead slip back against her G-spot and sighed deeply.


"You like that spot, don't you?"


Her affirmation was more of a moan than a word. He hoisted her legs over his shoulders, pulled a pillow behind her so that her G-spot was directly in line with his cock and began to thrust with short, shallow strokes. Her breathing became shallow and her skin flushed scarlet. He knew she was close. He thrust once more until she was fully impaled, grinding his pelvis against her clit.


"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"


She came hard and fast, her hips bucking into him, torn between wanting him to slide in and out or just stay deep. He felt the spasms of her pelvis rolling over his cock, gripping it, kneading and needy all at once. He let her legs down, supporting her thighs with a gentleness that fed the afterglow of her orgasm. She took a deep breath, opened her eyes and grinned.


"My turn!"


With surprising strength, she pushed him over and straddled his still-hard cock. She rode him playfully, sliding up and down while her teasing breasts swayed back and forth, just out of reach of his eager mouth and flickering tongue. She savored the illusion of power and control, gently twisting his nipples and reaching behind to massage his balls. She stared into his eyes and saw her own pleasure reflected back.


"I want you to cum in my mouth."


She dismounted and pulled off his condom. Slowly, searchingly, she ran her lips and tongue around his cockhead, watching for his response. He smiled and sighed, easing her mouth down the long shaft until his cock had slid down her throat. She felt the entire length with her tongue, enjoying the textures and flavors of precum, pussy juice and saliva. She always loved sucking cock, watching men writhe with pleasure as her hands, tongue and mouth worked their magic. But this was different still. It was as if she could feel him surrendering himself to her, trusting her. It was not simply watching. Her body seemed energized with his growing excitement, and the energy grew stronger as she licked him and stroked the shaft and nibbled at the slit of his cocktip.


It was time. His groans became deeper and she saw his neck, and then his chest and then his belly grow tense with anticipation. She felt his thighs harden and took his cock deeply into her mouth. His balls hardened as the jets of sticky savory cum flowed into her mouth and down her throat. He screamed with delight as she continued to suck him dry, enjoying the last few drops...


He reached down, pulled her toward him, and their mouths melded, luxuriating in the taste of sex. She put her head in his chest, looked up at him, and, sighing once more, closed her eyes to dream...


When she awakened, it was dark. She saw him, still nude, at the laptop. He heard her stir.


"What are you doing?"


He turned to face her once more, smiling enigmatically.


"Have you forgotten the rules? You are here because you chose to be here. What I do is not your concern."


She was momentarily shocked out of her bliss. Seeing her naked and vulnerable, he spoke soothingly, suggesting that she freshen up and dress. She complied without speaking, and returned to sit on the edge of the bed, where the evening had begun. He turned to face her one more time, handing her a small black bag as he spoke.


"You have some homework to do. There are three items inside this bag, and a set of instructions. I suggest you open in private, because the contents will...arouse others' curiosity. It is of course up to you whether you do the homework, much less contact me again. You have my number, and you certainly know how to reach me. But you may not call until you have completed the assignment, and you must not call unless you want to see me again."


With that, he led her to the vestibule, , kissed her gently and stepped back into the shadows. She opened the door and stepped out into the bright light of the hall, back into her ordinary world....


She drove back to her office, physically satiated but mentally fully aroused. Fortunate that it's late, she mused, otherwise her office colleagues would surely catch her broad grin and musky scent. She flipped on the lights, wandered over to the break room and found some fruit juice in the refrigerator. She let the flavors swirl in her mouth, letting the liquid trickle down her throat instead of her usual gulps.


She turned her attention to the case files, accomplishing more in the next two hours than she had in the past two days. Only then did she realize how much her unmet sexual needs had been intruding on her thoughts, sapping her strength, and distracting her from the other activities of her life. Sighing at the memory of the day, she went home. Her husband -- cherished loving and maddeningly asexual -- was long asleep. She crawled into bed beside him and drifted off....


The next morning, she awoke to a brilliant sun poking through the curtains. Her dogs poked insistently at the bedclothes, reminding her that her husband had gone to work hours ago and that they needed to be fed. She pulled a robe over her shoulders and went downstairs.


As she and the dogs slurped happily---coffee had to be better than dogfood—she remembered the bag that he had given her last night. She trotted out to the car and retrieved from the trunk. "Open in private", he had said. Well, she reasoned, the dogs didn't count...


She opened the bag and extracted the contents. There was a book, "Orgasms for One" by Betty Dodson. There was a box labeled "Hitachi Magic Wand". And there was an attachment for the Wand, labeled G-Spotter. She unfolded the instructions...


Good morning. If I have guessed correctly, you are finishing breakfast after a deep sleep, and your curiosity has gotten the better of you. Let me repeat what I said last night. This is homework. HomeWORK. You might not do it at home. You might do it at the office. Or at a friend's house. But make no mistake. You have to work to enjoy....


Put down the vibrator. Put down the attachment. Your first assignment is to read the book. Cover to cover. Every word. Knowledge is power, and it is time that you become mistress of your own pussy. I say your own, because eventually, you will rule many more...


She felt her pussy tingle at the thought of ruling and fucking other women, their nipples and clits and pussies wet with desire. She continued to read....


To master your pussy, you must master selfloving. Call it masturbation, call it solo play, call it finger fucking, it is all selfloving. You must learn to pleasure yourself in order to share that pleasure with others. Now put the instructions down, get comfortable and read....


She read every page. Morning drifted into noon as she learned about the way pussies looked, they way they worked, they way they could be trained to be strong and squeeze fingers and cocks. But the part she fixated on was the use of the Magic Wand. The book gave explicit instructions on how to use the wand....


She decided to disobey. She plugged in the wand and flipped the switch to the ""Lo" setting. The wand balanced comfortably in her right hand. It didn't feel that powerful. Spreading her lips apart with her left hand, she brought the buzzing sphere gently up to her clit...


WOWOWOW. She pulled the wand away, her clit and pelvis jolted by a charge of sexual energy that seemed to explode from the end of her toy. Power seemed to burst from her clit into her pelvis, much more than she could handle. She fetched a washcloth from the bathroom, folded in into quarters, and used it to cushion her clit from the wand.


She spent the next fifteen minutes or so teasing herself, letting the wand glide around the inside of her thighs, towards the pucker of her ass, up to her nipples. She slid the wand up and down the outer lips of her pussy, pressing it harder against her clit. Her pussy juices began to run. She tossed the washcloth aside and held the buzzing sphere hard against her clit. Her body became tense and she wanted to cum, but she could not....


DAMN, she thought, what's wrong? She fell backwards against the pillows and let herself relax for a few minutes. She remembered his words...


...it is all selfloving...you must learn to pleasure yourself...


She turned the wand back on and let it rest gently against her cunt, feeling the now-familiar buzz reverberate throughout her sex. She closed her eyes and thought of her master's gentle touch, his smile, his cock and balls swollen with desire. She pressed the wand hard against her pussy lips, slid it towards her clit, and felt her body tense again. She imagined his hot tongue sliding towards her pussy, up the slit and teasing her clit faster and harder. Tugging on her own nipples, she began to shake uncontrollably, her entire pelvis spasmed violently and her brain filled with the light of deep and satisfying orgasm just before the pleasure took over her consciousness...


She stirred and switched off the wand, reveling in the afterglow. Her nipples, thighs and cunt still tingled. Without thinking, she slid her fingers between her thighs and brought the wetness to her mouth, letting the salty sweetness flow over her tongue. Pussy juice tastes wonderful, she thought, and I think I might like to sample some others...


She sat bolt upright. What did I just do, and what was I just thinking? The thought of tasting her own juices—much less those of another woman—would have repulsed her yesterday. Today, the idea seemed...interesting, almost compelling. She picked up the wand, took it over to the full-length mirror, and stared at her reflection, gripping the vibrator like a weapon. A broad grin crossed her face. 35, she thought, was turning out to be a hell of a lot more interesting than 34.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Night I Met Pam


I was in a strange mood as I sat at the bar and watched the crowd. I had been hit on by three guys in the last thirty minutes but none of them seemed well....right. So, I politely refused their advances. I put my glass of wine down on the bar and looked at myself in the mirror wondering what am I doing here? This is not what I want. That was the problem, I did not know what I wanted.


I walked outside to go to the car and looked down the street and noticed Dolly's had a pretty good crowd. So, I thought, what the heck. Dolly's is primarily a lesbian bar with a little dike mixed in. So I headed in that direction. I had been to Dolly's before but only with Mistress or Stephanie not by myself.


I should have known that it was going to be an interesting evening when I walked up to pay any cover charge there might be. I was told that it was Ladies Night. "Um, well, ok." I said thinking 'why in the world would a lesbian bar have a Ladies Night?' I started to walk on inside when I noticed that the girl was holding up on of those ultraviolet stamp things.


I looked at her quizzically and said "If it's 'Ladies Night' and there is no charge for ladies why do you care if......." I stopped speaking and held out my hand.....she stamped it.


Properly not charged but stamped I proceeded inside. Just my luck, I thought, as I heard the band wind down and announce that they were going to take a break. I ordered a glass of white wine at the bar and sat down on a stool and looked around. The crowd was about 80% female with the usual mix of couples and groups.


"First time here?" the bartender asked.


"No, I have been here before it's just been a while" I replied with a smile.


"Are you by yourself?" she asked in a whisper.


"Yep, it's just me tonight." I whispered not knowing exactly why we were whispering but I did check my wrist to be sure the stamp was still there.


She looked me over and I noticed her eyes lingered on my tits. She moved her eyes to my face and then back to my tits and said "A girl like you won't have any trouble finding a friend in here." she said with a wink and a smile.


I swiveled in my stool to look around to see what was where and I noticed that this place was rapidly filling up with people. That was when I heard a male voice behind me say "Hello there beautiful."


I turned around to face a very nice looking gentleman smiling at me so I smiled back but did not say anything since I really wasn't looking for a guy. I learned a long time ago that if I just shut up most guys will get the hint and leave me alone. Of course, though, not this guy. He says "My wife saw you come in and wanted me to ask you to join us for a drink."


So, I'm thinking 'this a married guy in a lesbian bar with his wife who sends him out to invite other girls to join them for a drink?' Wrist check. I think not. "Thanks for the offer but.....(think of something quick! I thought) ....I'm waiting for someone." I said not to convincingly.


"Yes you sure are and she's sitting at my table waiting for you." He said.


Another thing that I learned a long time ago is that if a guy does not go away with the silent treatment, be direct and to the point. "Look, I'm not interested, ok." I said as politely as I could and smiled at him. I made 2 mistakes, first, I was too polite and second, I smiled at him.


He reached over and touched my arm and said "Honey, my wife can be very insistent, I'm afraid 'no' is not an option."


This just pissed me off and when I opened my mouth to speak I heard a woman's voice from the other side of me say "There you are! I have been looking all over for you, sweetie. Who's the asshole?"


I turned to face her and I saw a very pretty blonde looking at me and smiling. I had never seen her before in my life.


I put my hand on hers and said in a friendly almost intimate tone "Well, HEY! Where have you been?"


"Looking for you! Oh I just LOVE those earrings." she said looking at both of my ears one at a time. "and that collar is really CUTE." she continued.


I was wearing a pair of earrings that Mistress had given me. They were a small silver chain about 2 inches long with a miniature dildo on the dangle end and the clasp was a small pair of handcuffs. They really were kind of cute. The collar that I was wearing was not my bondage collar. That one is wider and has silver rings attached to it and my name printed across the front. This one was also given to me by Mistress but was fairly narrow but would not be confused with a necklace and Mistress insisted that I wear it when I am in public.


"Well, thank you and I just LOVE that skirt! Is it new?" I replied.


"Yes it is. I found the coolest website......." she left the sentence unfinished as she leaned over farther than was necessary and said softly and a little breathy in my ear "He's gone." I could not swear to it but I think that she licked my ear softly. It was too quick and light to be sure.


"Hey, thanks." I said.


"No problem, I could tell that he was giving you a hard time. I'm Pam." she said as she held out her hand.


As I took her hand I said "I'm Ellen, nice to meet you, Pam."


She started to walk away and turned back to me and said "Ellen, honey, I have a booth over there would you like to join me? You seem like a very nice girl, let's get to know each other better."


I slid off the barstool and said "Sure that sounds like fun, let's go." As I stood next to her at first I thought that we were about the same height but then I realized I was wearing 4 inch pumps and she was wearing flats. 'tall girl' I thought.


As we got to her booth I noticed that she slid in right next to me. We talked like long lost friends and found that we actually really liked each other, we even danced a few times. I found that I liked the way she held me firmly against her body pressing her tits to mine.


After we sat down after what turned out to be our last dance of the evening she sat very close to me and I felt her hand on my thigh. She was looking me in the eyes as she leaned over and kissed me moving her hand under my skirt slowly as she did I uncrossed my legs.


The kiss was glorious her tongue probing every inch of my mouth as she slid her hand and touched my soaking wet pussy. Keeping her lips touching mine she said "No panties?'


Pulling my lips away but keeping our noses touching I said "No ma'am, they are not allowed, bras either."


"Not allowed?" she asked as she reached up and cupped my right breast. "Oh, nice tits sweetie." she continued as she squeezed me and pinched my nipple.


"Let's get out of here, come on." she said taking my hand and leading me out of the booth. On the way out of the club she said "I live just down the street, we can walk, ok with you?"


She was practically dragging me out the door. I was going willingly but she was just walking so fast it was hard to keep up with her in heels.


Walking along on the way to her house she asked "Ellen, honey, are you somebody's sub?"


What makes you say that?" I replied.


"Well, those earrings, the collar and you have called me 'ma'am' about a dozen times tonight. I wish that you would stop that it makes me feel old." she said chuckling at the end.


I said "The answer to you're question is yes ma'am, I mean yes Miss Pam, I mean, well you know what I mean."


She looked at me and started laughing and said "Well, you are very well trained, I'll give you that." as she smacked me on my butt.


She turned in at huge house practically a mansion. I looked at it and said "You live here?"


"Well, sort of, I rent the servants quarters in the back, it's just through here." Pam responded.


I followed her in the door and as she closed it she put her arms over my shoulders on the door trapping me between her and the door. "God, you are so hot." she whispered as she leaned forward to kiss me. I felt her tongue on my lips as she traced my lips with her tongue as she put her hands on my hips and pushed my skirt off.


She then moved to the side some and gently kissed my cheek and neck. I felt my pussy warming and a tingling sensation in my tits as my nipples became fully erect. I was getting very horny and excited and I realized that I wanted this girl to do things to me very badly. I also wanted to do things to her, to please her in any way that I could.


I felt her hand cup my pussy "ooohhhh." I cooed as she licked my cheek to my mouth and gave me a deep long passionate kiss while she inserted two fingers into me. I reached to her pussy and massaged her as best I could through her slacks when I did she increased the intensity of her kiss.


Releasing me from the kiss she stepped back a little and said "Take off that top, please."


I said nothing as I untied my halter and let it drop to the floor. I was now wearing nothing but my stockings, garter belt, heels and my collar. She looked me over slowly smiling and said "You'll do just fine." as she cupped my tits. "Make yourself comfortable, I will get us some wine."


"Ok" was all that I could say.


Pam went to get the wine and I looked around and noticed that on the table next to a chair was a dildo and a clitoral vibrator so I sat down. I spread my legs wide and inserted the dildo deep into my pussy moaning softly as I did. I needed to cum as Pam had really worked me into a sexual frenzy and I needed a release. I was fucking myself gently when Pam called from the kitchen "Have you ever been with another woman before?"


"Oh yes, many times." I replied.


I heard her footsteps coming back to the room as she said "That's good because...." she stopped talking when she saw me. I was fucking myself more aggressively now as I reached for the vibrator. I noticed that Pam was now naked and just how pretty she was. She walked over in front of me, set the glasses on the table and got on her knees saying "Let me help you with that, sweetie."


She took the dildo from me and began to fuck me faster and deeper than I had been. I clicked on the vibrator and went to work on my clit. "mmm MMHUH!" I moaned as I felt the tingly feeling spread through my pussy. I was so horney that I felt like I was about to explode as Pam kept pumping me hard and deep. "Oh YES! Pam that is so damn good! OOOHHHH.... Please harder....fasterrrrrrooooHHHHHH!" I screamed as I felt a huge wave of pleasure shoot through my body as my orgasm built. I threw my head back as I knew I was on the verge of cumming. I was rocked by jolts of pure ecstasy repeatedly as I screamed "AAHH....AAHH....AAHH....OOOOJJJJ EEESSS!" as I felt my cum shoot from me I opened my eyes wide and watched as I squirted way out into the room. My scream became just a very high pitched squeak as my orgasm crested.


The sheer power of my orgasm forced me to sit up which pushed Pam back and she took the dildo with her. My arms came to my lap as my squeak became a shriek as I was cumming a second time. My thighs were shaking as I shot my cum into my hands as I was squeezing my pussy. "oh god...oh god...oh god..." I said as I was panting and trying to calm down. I reached for the dildo in Pam's hand and inserted it as I fucked myself gently, my pussy squished loudly as I calmed down. I looked up at Pam and said with my voice a little shaky "WOW! Now that was a good one. Holy shit."


Pam stood and took my hand and pulled saying "Ellen, baby, come over here I think I want one of those too." as I stood she led me to the couch. We both sat down but I was on her VERY quickly. I had never wanted another woman so much in my life. As we shared a long passionate kiss I began to finger her wet pussy, my heart leapt as I heard her coo and moan softly enjoying my touch.


After the kiss I got on my knees in front of her as she shifted her butt out to the edge of the couch. I put the dildo on the floor beside me as she spread her legs exposing her very beautiful and shaved pussy. I leaned forward and kissed her pussy and then began to lick her. I looked up and her and smiled as I saw that she was massaging her tits and enjoying me very much. "Got any lubricant?" I asked.


Panting slightly and a little breathless she said "On my dresser."


I took the dildo and pushed it into her, got up and said "Be right back." as I set out to find her room. It did not take long and sure enough the were two different kinds of hand lotion and some KY Jelly. I took the ky and on the way out of the room I noticed a strange piece of furniture that was covered with a blanket sitting off to itself on one side of the room. It kind of looked like a saddle on a stand although I could tell that it definitely was not a saddle but I had more important things to think about right now.


Arriving back in the living room I found Pam laying back on the couch fucking herself gently. I leaned down and kissed her as I took over on the dildo with one hand and began massaging her breasts with the other. "Turn towards me, and push your pussy to the edge of the couch and lean back, please." I whispered to her as I lowered myself down licking her tits and belly as she shifted positions.


I began to lick her clit as I started fucking her much faster and deeper and she began to undulate her pelvis but I stayed with her as she began to moan louder. I inserted a finger up her butt and she arched her back and her thighs began to quiver and I knew that feeling all too well, she was cumming.


"Oh GOD, ELLEEEN!" she screamed as she began to really buck around now. I just kept fucking her with the dildo as I inserted a second finger into her butt fucking her there too.


I went back to work on her clit, I wanted this woman to cum and to cum HARD. I pressed my mouth over clit and swished it from side to side. I heard her screams of ecstasy as I felt her hands on the back pf my head pressing me to her. Her legs were now quivering as once again she arched her back but this time I felt, heard and tasted her as she came. Her juices flowed into my mouth and on my face as she climaxed for the second time.


"Jesus christ! Ellen, oh my god that was WONDERFUL!" she said as she tried to recover. I just smiled up at her as I opened the ky jelly and began to lubricate her pussy. "What have you got planned down there, sweetie?" She asked.


I just smiled at her as I began rubbing her pussy and finger fucking her. She was absolutely drenched, perfect for a fisting, I thought. I inserted three fingers at first as she laid back to let me play with her. Then the forth so as to slowly expand her cunt to take my hand. When she was as ready as I could get her I took my thumb and put across my palm and wrapped my other fingers around it.


I noticed that she was watching me now and I showed her my hand position but said nothing. "Um, oh, um Ellen you see...."she stammered then continued "I have never been fisted before." she finally confessed.


"Well, you are about to be now." I thought but again I said nothing. I lowered my head and began to lick her clit as I pushed part of my fingers into her pussy. I kept licking here as I fucked her with my fingers but with each stroke into her I pushed a little farther. Mistress taught me this technique and she uses it when she fists me.


As my strokes began to get VERY deep inside her she said "Oh MY GOD!" as she watched me as my entire hand disappeared inside her. She grabbed my wrist with both of her hands and just held me there. I looked at her and her eyes were very wide and her mouth was open as she stared at my arm coming out of her.


"It's an interesting feeling, isn't it?" I said.


"INTERESTING!? Oh jeez that feels great!" she replied.


"This is my favorite." I said as I balled my hand into a fist and began to fuck her and began stroking her clit with my tongue. Pam shrieked with delight as I quickened my pace with my arm. She began screaming and bucking around again but this time I could hold her more steady and really work on her clit.


"UUUHHHAAAAOOOO" she said through clenched.


I watched as she put her hands up by her cheeks with the palm out and saw that they were shaking as were her thighs as she let out a very high pitched squeal as he came again squirting this time. As she squirted, I moved my head and her hands clamped one around my wrist and the other on the top of her pussy as her juices flowed between her fingers.


I looked up at her and she had her head down and her eyes squeezed tightly shut as her thighs twitched moving in and out quickly. She opened her eyes and I smiled at her as she just looked at me panting. Slowly, I started to remove my hand from her pussy but she grunted and I felt her pushing my hand back inside her so I gently pushed in as far as I could opening and closing my hand as best I could.


With my hand still in her I got to my knees and she leaned forward as we kissed a long passionate kiss. She put one hand on each of my cheeks as she released me from the kiss and looked me in the eye and said "Ellen, baby.... ....I really don't know what to say. I have never cum that hard in my life and I hardly ever squirt. WOW sweetheart." and she kissed me again.


I slowly pulled my hand out of her as she gasped when I was finally out of her and she rubbed her pussy. She said with a smile "One good turn deserves another. I have got the absolute best female masturbation toy that I have ever had and I want to show it to you. It's back here." she said getting to her feet, grabbing the ky jelly and going down the hall.


"Really! Well this sounds like fun." I said as I followed her to her bedroom.


Arriving in her room she went to that thing under the blanket and removed the blanket and said "I call this my bicycle built for two." as she swiveled a dildo mounted on a pole to the upright position on both sides of a center piece. The center piece was curved on both sides and padded some around the edges obviously intended to cover a girls pee hole and clit. The dildos were about 8 inches long and were curved slightly at the tip. Two girls would stand and straddle this thing.


"Holy Cow. What does it do?" I said as I looked it over.


"Oh, this thing will shoot you to the moon, girlfriend. Watch this." Pam said as she turned it on.


I watched as the dildos in sync with each other telescoped down from about 2/3 of the way down and then started back up again and rotated slowly. My jaw dropped as I stared at it then Pam said "Touch the smooth part at the tip." I did but jerked my hand back surprised then I touched it again.


It was not vibrating really it was more of a hummmmm that made my finger tingle some. "Oh my god, what is that?" I asked.


"It's a very low voltage electrical charge, it comes from a battery. Now this thing...." she said putting her hand on the padded piece in the middle "is a sonic vibrator and....well you will have to experience it and then try to describe it. It's ....it's....well, indescribable. God I LOVE this machine."


She came to me and looked me over and said "With those heels you have on we are about the same height and I have it set to fit me so it should work. Let's mount this thing and take it for a ride, what do you think?"


"Yes ma'am! This thing looks....." I looked at Pam and smiled and continued saying "....orgasmic." I paused looking at the machine and said "How do you get on it?"


"With this." she said sliding a smaller wooden box to me with her foot.


We both lubed ourselves with the ky jelly and I put one foot on the box and raised my other leg as I put one hand on the dildo and impaled myself on it. "OOHHHH." I said as slid the dildo in my pussy and I put my other foot on the floor. Pam slid the box to her side and I realized that I was stuck on this thing. With my 4 inch heels I was already on my tiptoes and this dildo was deep inside me. I could not get off of it without the box which was now out of reach.


My clit was pressed firmly against the vibrator and I was glad for the pads around the edges. "Oh, I forgot about these." Pam said as she brought some leather straps out and clipped one end behind me and ran the strap over my hips and attached it on the opposite side in front of me and then did the same for the other side pulling them tight. They held me firmly down on the dildo and the vibrator. She then folded up a padded backrest that pressed firmly just above my butt in the small of my back. I could not move my pelvis at all in any direction.


Pam mounted her side and we were VERY close together practically pressed together.


I noticed that she did not use the straps as she kissed me. We both jerked slightly during the kiss as the dildos started their relentless task. Releasing me from the kiss Pam whispered in my ear "This gets pretty intense, baby so just hang on to me. It's a twenty minute ride that you will never forget. I have it programmed so its automatic but I added a little extra thing this time that I have not tried before."


"UHH" I grunted as I felt the vibrator start on my clit. It sounded very much like a tuning fork with a fairly low pitch. The dildo felt strange but very nice. It was a different sensation being fucked without the feel of a cock sliding in and out past my labia. "Oh my god!" I said softly and Pam chuckled.


We had our heads on each others shoulders as our tits were pressed into each other and Pam said "It's just warming you up, girlfriend." I could practically hear her smile


The dildo began to pick up speed and it started to rotate as I felt a sudden but very pleasant tingling deep inside me. "ooohhhhh" I cooed. Then the vibrators pitch increased sharply and then died back quickly causing a quick but very intense jolt of pleasure for me "AAHH!" I cried as I wrapped my arms around Pam.


The tingling sensation in my pussy increased in intensity as I felt the dildo rise and fall as it spun. I heard the vibrator pitch increase and remain steady as I felt the first wave of an orgasm crash over me. I opened my eyes wide and tried desperately not to scream as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through my body. I hugged Pam really tight as I came shooting my fluids into the vibrator.


I felt Pam squeeze me as she came and I felt her cum splash across my pelvis. The dildo sped up even more as did the intensity of the tingling in my cunt. Another orgasm swept over me and I could not hold it anymore, I screamed with delight as I came again much harder this time.


Then the vibrator fell silent and the tingling subsided as Pam and I held on to each other panting. The only sounds were our panting and a soft, muffled squishing sound emanating from our pussy's. Neither one of us said a word and for about 30 seconds the dildo just fucked us. The feeling inside me was INCREDIBLE! This dildo was absolutely pounding me and unlike a man a machine does not get tired. My legs began to shake as I felt my fluids drip down my legs.


Suddenly a tone sounded, then another and they continued with a tone about every second. "Oh god," Pam whispered "It's a countdown....hang on to me, baby, hang on!" The dildo pushed farther into me and as it reached it's peak the vibrator sounded in a shrill and my entire body quivered as an extremely intense lighting bolt of pure orgasmic pleasure coursed through my body. It stopped as quickly as it started but when the dildo reached the apex of its thrust it sounded again and this repeated itself so it was a series of rapid very high pitched and very intense 'beeps' from the vibrator.


My hands went to my hips as I screamed with delight but the pleasure was so intense. I actually wanted and needed a break but I found that I was completely and totally impaled on this thing and could not move my pelvis at all. I grabbed Pam and hugged her for all I was worth as we both came again and again squirting each other repeatedly. Incredibly the dildo picked up the pace and depth of my penetrations. I truly did not think that was possible as my screams stopped but my orgasms did not.


Pam and I laid our heads on each others shoulders as our bodies spasmed and shook in ecstasy. I saw nothing but bright white flashes of light and heard only the rapid beeping of the vibrator as both of us came together in a massive orgasm as both of us gushed our fluids out. This continued for several minutes without the slightest pause. As one of my orgasms crested my entire body relaxed completely and I felt on the verge of passing out as I leaned heavily into Pam's arms.


Almost on that cue the tone of the vibrator changed and it became a constant but much lower pitch as I felt the dido still buried deep inside me begin to slow. It continued to slow until it was fucking me gently as the vibrator came to a stop.


The only sound in the room was just our frantic panting and the soft squishing of our pussy's. After about a minute Pam asked softly "Ellen, sweetie, are you ok?"


I could not answer in words I merely grunted. I felt her shift and then I felt her rise as she was dismounting. I watched as she lifted her leg and as the dildo came out of her some juices in her cunt squished out and splashed on the floor. She stood on wobbly legs as she moved the box to my side but I just sat there, impaled.


"Can you get off, baby" Pam asked caressing my cheek with the side of her hand.


She undid the straps holding my hips down as I said almost in a whisper "Um, I'm not sure." I put my foot on the box and pushed up and I felt the dildo begin to slide out of me but I just could not get my leg up quite high enough to get it completely out of me. I slid back down on the dildo and looked at Pam and smiled weakly. My thighs were still quivering and I could feel fluid dripping down my legs.


"Ok, we'll do it this way." she said as she bent down and loosened a friction lock and I felt the entire machine begin to get lower and lower until the dildo pulled out of me. Like Pam, as it came out I felt and heard some of my juices flow from my cunt and drip on the floor.


"Uuhh" I moaned softly as the dildo was pulled out of me. Still wearing my heels I staggered over to the bed and started to sit but just laid back on my back with my legs spread as I rubbed my pussy.


Pam came over and laid next to me and she moved my hand and began to massage me so I began massaging her pussy and we just lay there for a few minutes trying to recover.


"I told you it was hard to describe." Pam finally said.


"You were not kidding. That thing is incredible. It's a girls dream machine." I said as I playfully tickled her tummy with my fingernails enjoying her giggles.


Later, as I lay cuddled in her arms with my back to her tummy enjoying the soft breast massage that she was giving me. I felt her hand drop to the mattress as he fell asleep. I looked at the clock and it was 3:24 am and as I closed my eyes I remembered that I had another date with Conner that night and I smiled as I drifted off in a deep and satisfying sleep.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Awesome Sexual Immersion


CHAPTER 1


In the beginning Sheryl Thom took one up the chute and the baby she called Alex was born two months before she turned nineteen. A year later Sam, the 32-year-old father childless in his own marriage, had divorced his older wife at her request when she'd found out about the baby. The junior school science teacher, moved to another city with Sheryl and their son where the couple married.


Despite Sam's naughty past, or perhaps because of it, he became a very successful school principal and was widely respected for the high moral tone and excellent discipline record of his school.


Alex remembered growing up and regularly seeing his mom in her bedroom nude from the waist up and occasionally evenly completely nude and he remained only vaguely aware that in later years before he reached eighteen she'd lost all her hair from around what she'd taught him to call her pussy. He knew a little about sex because after he turned eighteen she'd educated him in that direction and if he wandered into his parents' bedroom when they were engaged in sex his dad would pull the bed covers over them and they would resume their writhing and grunting and his mom would smile at Alex before closing her eyes and her face would radiate happiness.


It could have been expected that Sheryl Armstrong would have introduced her son to sexual intercourse as many even less sexually open mothers do, but no. The closest they came to that was the last time Sheryl had invited Alex to join her when he wandered into the bathroom and she was in the bath. They sat facing each other and smiling.


Sheryl had a completely bald pussy by then and saw Alex focused on it. She opened her legs wide and said to touch it.


Unafraid Alex stroked the fat lips. His mom, biting her lower lip and breathing heavily, invited him to insert a finger. Alex of course had expected to feel more of the same inside but instead his finger sloshed around in warm fluid and the lining of his mom's pussy were soft and uneven and very inviting.


Sheryl, head leaning right back, her breasts appearing to become larger and the nipples were up like sentries outside their guard boxes, had blurted, "More fingers."


Alex happily obliged and nursed his swollen penis in his hand. His mom had educated him about masturbation and he was to do it in private whenever he felt the urge and was never to think adversely about such a natural action and to ignore people who proclaimed it as 'dirty' or 'shameful'.


They'd heard Sam's car arrive alongside the house and Sheryl had reluctantly said to Alex to return to his room.


In the bedroom Alex stood in front of the mirror and jerked. His cock seemed thicker and hotter than ever before and he had the towel ready to catch the discharge. He blinked amazed when the first two thick semen missiles went all the way to splat on the mirror.


Bewildered he looked to where he was positioned and concluded that was where he usually stood when not jerking in bed. He reasoned having three fingers up his mom's pussy had overly-excited his dick.


Later that evening when Sam was on the phone he told his mom about his extraordinary discharge and she blinked and said how far and he repeated the mirror was at least four feet away. She told him not to worry, that was 'normally abnormal' and then she said something odd, that she if he'd blown in the bath she could have swallowed without having to move. That didn't make sense at the time, but would do so in later years when he recalled that conversation. Meanwhile Alex was in awe to discover that apparently innocuous conversation had made his mom's nipples extend and show although covered by a bra and a dress. He concluded, more wisely than he would have realized, he had very much more to learn about sex.


Alex's mom had told him after high school graduation that males in their late youth experienced sexual connection through the administrations of a thoughtful mother or eager sisters to build their experience before they hit college. Or she claimed the horny teenage boys without sisters or unaccommodating mothers gained that connection in the school's boiler-house or in the woods near their home with horny fellow students, or perhaps even through an over-sexed aunty. In additional even female or male cousins were notorious for taking virgin males.


This was rather a lot of information for young guy a little over-awed about the thought of sex to take in. Alex had graduated from high school a virgin but wasn't worried. His sexy 36-year-old mother told him to be patient, that it would happen, but if he was concerned he was to come to her.


Come to her for what? Alex walked away a little confused but with a growing suspicion. He hurried away to jerk off.


A horse-riding school was located on the perimeter of the city near where the Armstrong's lived. Sheryl was a keen rider and in the months before graduation had enrolled Alex to provide him with an activity and could help fill the long days through summer before he went off to college. Once Alex became proficient he was free to hire a horse to ride recreationally across country, a huge expanse of wasteland of swamps, small stands of woods and infertile ridges.


After the novelty of no more high school had worn off, Alex mowed lawns for neighbors for easy dollars. That had been arranged by his father to ensure Alex wasn't tempted to 'hang out with gangs' and waste away their youth by over-indulging in smoking, sex and laxness. That mention of sex almost tempted Alex to hang out but as it happened cross-country horse riding occupied his mind.


MRS CAMPBELL


Often when he was riding approaching a ridge, Alex would see one of his former schoolteachers, Iona Campbell, a Scottish immigrant, ride along the skyline displaying a magnificently straight back and with fluidity he would but marvel at. His mom alleged Alex slouched in the saddle and he'd been unbothered about that until the awesome sight of Mrs Campbell cantering along a ridge turned her into a role model for Alex.


One day he came across Mrs Campbell on the edge of woods, spelling her horse as the day was hot. She'd moved her helmet and jacket and had unbuttoned her white shirt obviously to allow cooler air to circulate.


Greeting him with an easy smile she said, "Hi Alex. I often see you watching me."


"Yeah. You ride with a magnificently straight back. Real professional like."


"Really?" Iona said, appearing really pleased. "My husband takes no interest in my riding."


"What about when you're in bed?"


God why had he said that? Alex thought alarmed. She was a teacher, not one of his giggly female fellow students. Er ex students.


To Alex's surprise Mrs Campbell laughed and said she must place a mirror in position so she could check that out. "Call me Iona dear. You are a young man now."


She patted the ground beside her.


Alex dismounted and tied the reins to a tree.


"The girth strap," she said.


He turned back and loosened by two notches the strap holding the saddle around the belly of the horse.


Sitting alongside her he said, "Wow it's hot today."


"Yes I'm sweating. Feel."


What?


Iona was holding up the bottom of her shirt, exposing her belly.


Some sort of madness, an obvious recipe for rejection, gripped Alex. He said not the belly; he'd rather test for sweat between her breasts.


She didn't hit him or splutter. She didn't speak. Iona simply undid the three lower buttons and opened her shirt widely. The tits were small but cute.


Alex the frontier explorer reached out a hand tentatively and felt the overly warm skin between her breasts and she said softly, "You have soft hands Alex."


Well he hadn't known that.


He started pulling his hand away but Iona grabbed it and placed his mitt over a little puppy.


"Jesus," he said in awe. "Your nipple is rising."


Now normally a guy would expect his ex-teacher to berate him for using the word 'Jesus' that way but Iona offered no reaction. Instead she asked, "Have you not had sex with a woman yet?"


"No simply because no likely babe has come on to me like that."


"Would you like to seduce me?"


Eh? Gee it was becoming very hot. He wiped his brow.


"Answer me Alex."


"You mean push it right up you?"


"Yes Alex. Contact with the saddle and the motion of riding always makes me feel sexy. I will be sopping. All you have to do is to push it in. I'll take care of you after that."


Huh? She would take care of him. What with a bullet through the head?


Iona saw his confusion. "I will lead. You won't know what to do will you?"


"Oh yeah. The guys reckon you just pump up and down."


"They would cut it back to barest mechanical detail, wouldn't they?"


Alex had no idea what she was on about.


Iona exposed a very hairy pussy, further confusing the youngster. His mom's was bald. He'd though all pussies would be the same.


"Let me see what you've got darling."


Alex fumbled.


"Omigod," Iona almost whimpered. "Just take it very slowly dear, very slowly."


Alex felt the head of his cock go through the tight opening and then appeared to go into free-fall, being coated with something that obviously wasn't bathwater. He then remembered a biology class with the red-faced teacher talking about natural lubrication while someone amid the disruptive group of guys at the back of the class called for her to give a live demonstration.


"Right Alex I'm squeezing against your cock now to provide the friction we need to really sensitize our organs. Start pumping as you call it but suck and nibble my nipples and when I heat up and begin writhing you are to start kissing me and don't be afraid when I start emitting what might appear to be death rattles. I'll be darting my tongue in and out of your mouth, like simulating sex, and you'll feel me desperately trying to ram a finger up your butt but don't worry, you'll not be harmed.


"But I thought we were only going to fuck?"


"This is fucking Alex but don't worry about thinking overly much. Some of these things are preprogrammed into you. Have you fucked your mom?"


"No," Alex puffed, beginning to pick up the pace.


"You should. She's one of the cutest moms around and is a little younger than me."


"How old are you Iona?"


"Thirty-eight."


"Christ you must be on your last legs for fucking at that age?"


"Oh darling," Iona said, squeezing tighter and making Alex yell to ease back. "You have so much to learn. Tomorrow we must meet here again. I would like to introduce you to anal."


"What's that?"


"Oh darling," cooed Mrs Campbell.


MRS WRIGHT


Alex was in the supermarket buying replacement light bulbs when someone called, "Oh hi Alex."


"Oh hi Mrs Wright."


She held out a cheek and said, "Kiss me darling."


Alex sucked and kissed her cheek and grabbed the nearest tit.


"Oh god not here Alex."


"Then where?"


"Home. Come to my home in half an hour," said one of his mother's best friends.


Alex went to the Wright home thirty minutes later thinking this was what a mother's friends were for. The door opened. Mrs Wright yanked him inside. The door was slammed shut. She appeared to be wearing nothing under her dressing gown and they stood facing each other, breathing heavily.


Looking very serious she said, "Promise to tell no one."


"I promise."


"Call me Helen," she said, slamming against him and sucking his tongue into her mouth.


Gee was she hot and red-faced. He undid the dressing gown and she was jerking her pussy at him, like simulating sex. Her pubic hair was a forest, reaching halfway up to her navel.


Awesome.


"Go down on me."


What?


She pushed him down by his shoulders and Alex bent over.


"Stop fooling around. On to your knees."


Alex obliged and Helen took him in to her forest by smoothing his face with her hair.


Where the hell was it? Something wet touched his tongue and Alex found a gully in the forest. He licked up above it but Helen pushed his head down a bit and yelled, "That's my clit. I'll attend to that later."


Tonguing deeply between the hairy lips Alex began lapping her juices. Not too bad. He was put off a bit by the odor of urine in her hair though and thought all women would be fucked more if they were hairless.


He found plenty of room for a finger.


"More fingers," she shouted, twisting her fingers into his hair.


After she'd finished grunting into her release Helen laid beside him and pulled him on to her. She was big and fat and very strong. It would be dangerous fooling around with her so he did as she commanded.


Walking home afterwards Alex though despite his thickness he could recalling touching the sides of Helen's cunt but of course had felt the opening circle. He made a mental note to stay away from big women although if cornered there was always the butt to consider. He thought he wouldn't have managed to blast into Helen's depths if she hadn't tried to jam two fingers up his butt and had been chewing his ear.


MRS CHARLES


In this his inaugural year into fucking, Alex had already had sex with three of the wives on his lawn-mowing round. All had been disappointing in comparison with his first fuck, Iona Campbell. These other women seemed to lack focus and energy although they were willing participants. He was still fucking Iona once a fortnight and asked her about this.


"I'd think their approach to sex is mechanical, peppered with guilt because they are having it off with a much younger guy and are aware they are committing adultery. The other thing is no one has ever coached them to lift their game."


Very interesting.


Mrs Charles was the youngest woman on his lawn round, being in her mid-twenties. She'd married her professor and didn't have a job.


Whenever he mowed her patch shed be stretched out on the sun-loafer, head up, eyes behind her dark shades watching the lawnmower dude. The bitch never tipped him and never said anything but thanks when paying him. That made Alex dislike her.


One particularly hot day she was in a bikini with her tits almost bursting out of the top.


He said conversationally, "Would you like to fuck?"


"How dare you," she yelled and threw the ten bucks at him. It fluttered on to one of her feet and Alex noted one of his breasts had popped out.


She thrust the wayward tit back under cover and yelled, "Don't you ever come back here again you swine."


He grinned and said, "Does that mean I'm fired? You'll have to give a reason to your husband. It obviously can be due to unsatisfactory performance because the cut looks near perfect to me."


"Fuck off," she shouted.


Alex was out on the sidewalk mounting his dad's mower on to the hand trailer when Mrs Charles came out.


"Alex I apologize. Please continue mowing our lawn and let's forget you made that evil comment."


"Okay. Give me a call if you change your mind."


Something changed in Mrs Charles' mind that week because the next week when Alex went on to the porch for his money Mrs Charles wasn't there.


"I'm in the kitchen Alex."


Alex went into the kitchen where the lively Mrs Charles introduced him to table sex.


She was on her back on the table, nude, with her legs apart, and called, "Suck me Alex."


She was totally bald and smelt only of cunt juice.


Heavenly.


He licked and licked and she sighed and sighed until emitting a very long sigh and flooded against Alex's open mouth.


He stood up, chin dripping, and pulled down his shorts.


Mrs Charles looked at it and gurgled. Her legs opened wide and Alex went in and plowed her fearlessly and she held on to the sides of the table as she was taken into a screaming crescendo.


At the door she kissed him and said, "Thank you Alex" and handed him the ten bucks and a tip of $50.


"I haven't had anal since college Alex. Frank can't stomach the thought of it. Do me anally next week and you'll get a hundred bucks tip."


She had a cute ass and Alex would have gladly serviced it for no payment but $100 bucks to an upcoming freshman was icing on the cake.


MRS GARIBALDI


Alex was out running one morning before breakfast and caught up to a female and recognized it as his mom's most athletic friend, Lena Garibaldi.


"Hi."


"Good morning," she said, eyeing him fleetingly and then looking back and say, "Oh it's you Alex."


"Yeah. Give me a kiss."


"I could be a bit clammy."


Alex ignored that and kissed her, taking a moment to squeeze a breast.


"Feeling randy?" she laughed, as they resumed running.


"Yeah. And you?"


"I sometime look at you," she giggled. "I'm too old for you."


"Providing your cunt is still supple you won't be."


"That is disgusting," she said but didn't appear dismayed.


"I peel off here. Give me a call sometime when you feel randy."


She said, "That will be very unlikely."


"That word unlikely suggests I have a chance," he said, smacking her firm ass and he veered off to run the park circuit.


Mrs Garibaldi wasn't one of his mom's best-looking friends but she was big into tennis and had the trim body of a fitness freak. Alex who was beginning to know a bit about the sexuality of women but wasn't sure whether he'd score with Mrs Garibaldi. She seemed poised but not, he thought, quite prepared to do it with him.


He'd learned it appeared impossible to score with every woman. For instance he'd hit on five of his mom's friends and had scored with only Mrs Wright and Mrs Garibaldi remained with a question hanging over her. One of the stupid cows, Mrs Harrison, had complained to his mom about Alex's harassment.


Sheryl had confronted Alex about it.


"Gee mom, the stupid woman is fantasizing. I saw her in the pizza parlor and she appeared to want me to kiss her cheek. And um I must admit I was careless and my hand fell across one of her tits."


"How can your hand fall on that part of her? You were after a cheap thrill."


"No mom, honest. She kind of pulled me to her and there was no other place for my hand except to keep holding it in the air."


"Well what about this young man: she told me you all but propositioned her."


"What the hell are you talking about mom? I just apologized for touching her tit."


"You used the word tit?"


"Yeah of course. Doesn't everybody?"


"No they do not and you listen to me young man. Women want them called breasts and in fact most women don't want any guy to mention anything about them. They don't and never will want them to be called boobs and juggs and heaven forbid bazookas or milkers."


"Whoever do you know who'd use names like that?" Alex asked, really interested.


"Well you father sometimes when he's drunk. Now you just behave yourself around women, do you hear?"


"Yes mom," said Alex, walking off wondering if any guy other than his dad called his mom's tits milkers.


"Oh Alex."


"Yes mom."


"Please be careful around Lena Garibaldi. I've noticed the way she sometimes looks at you."


"What do you mean how she looks at me?"


"Never you mind darling. Oh you are obeying my warning not to look at porn on your laptop?"


"No mom."


"What?"


"It's everywhere you look mom. I even saw a bread ad the other day with the woman holding it had her tits almost hanging out."


"Breasts darling. She was just immodestly exposed that's all. That's not porn."


"Gee mom what's porn?"


"Never you mind."


"How can I not watch porn if I don't know what it is?"


"You'll know. When you watching something on screen and get an erection it's a sure bet you're watching porn."


Alex couldn't help himself. "I sometimes get a hard on just watching you mom."


"Alex, go out and sweep the yard!"


An hour later Alex answered the house phone.


He said hi.


"It's Lena. Meet me on the first hilltop on the northern end of the park circuit in thirty minutes from now."


"By the dead tree struck by lightning a few months ago?"


"That's it. Bye."


Sheryl came in with a basket of laundry. "Was that for me?"


"No wrong number."


"Well I've looked at the yard and I'm afraid it hasn't passed inspection. I want you..."


"Later mom. I'm off on a run."


"But you had a run earlier this morning?"


"I need to run off sexual energy mom. All this talk with you about tits has made me horny."


"Oh god. Off you go... and don't stop to speak to any women."


"Good advice mom. Thanks."


Leaving the room Alex looked back and saw his mom massaging her left breast. What was up with her?


* * *


Lena grabbed Alex and kissed him hungrily.


"Can you fuck standing up?"


"I have no idea. Will it stay in if we both stand?"


"It requires some skill. Here let me feel you. Oooh Alex, I expect no problem. Come off the track out of sight. I wish to keep my clothes on because there might be a slight chance of discovery out here but I have come without a bra."


"Do your juggs bounce when you run without a bra?"


"God hasn't your mother taught you how to speak to a woman about her breasts?"


"If she did it was so long ago I can't remember," said the young guy, who without any tuition was learning to lie well to women.


Lena leaned against a tree, pulled up her top over her breasts and then pulled up her skirt to present Alex with a nicely trimmed pussy.


"Kiss me and play with my breasts a bit Alex and then shove that big thing up me."


Although a fuck is a fuck without the injection of heavy emotion, this one between two virtual strangers was athletic, long and torrid and they both were left gasping after getting off big-time. Lena almost had Alex's eyes out on stalks as she squeezed on him to trigger his ejaculation and she felt as if her vagina had been bored to a new diameter.


She went home, exhausted and satisfied, still feeling the imprints of his teeth on her nipples and had invited him to spend next Friday night with her at the sleazy Riverbank Hotel.


CHAPTER 2


Alex spent long hours associating with females around his own age and fucked more than half of them, performing what he'd come to remember as his best summer harvest ever. When he didn't have sex lined up he'd call either Lena Garibaldi or Leonie Charles. Usually one would be able to meet him at a motel. Those two were his favorites, not because they both paid for the motel room and gave him $200 each time they were with him as a contribution towards his college social fund, but because they were simply the best of all the women he'd known carnally.


Alex believed that Lena was the best fuck he'd ever encounter. Little did he know the fuck that he'd always rate at his best ever was closer to him than he could imagine.


On his final night at home Alex was checking that he'd packed everything for the bus journey in the morning to his father's old college 400 miles away. His father was watching college football and his mom was clearing away after dinner.


Alex sensed someone was at the bedroom door and looked up and saw it was his mom Sheryl dabbing her eyes.


"Hi come in."


She came in and they hugged and kissed.


"This is the end of an era," she sniffed. "The next time you arrive home you'll be a man."


"Yeah but that's life mom."


"Here pack this. It's five hundred bucks. I'd like to think you'd spend it taking some lovely young lady away for an expensive dirty weekend to break the monotony of college study."


"I'm not aiming to have a monotonous time mom. I'll be big into sport and big into getting my nose between the, um, breasts of pretty females."


"And what about your mother?"


"What about you?"


"Wouldn't you like to get your nose between my tits?"


There were two reasons why that statement astonished Alex but he'd not time to dwell on that because the 37-year-old had pulled up her top and pulled down her bra to bare the best set of juggs her son had ever seen in the flesh.


"Are you sure?" he asked.


She didn't reply so he shot his head between the puppies before she had time to think about canceling the offer. His hands snaked down to grab the lower cheeks of her butt and he lifted her on to her toes.


"Omigod," groaned his mom and she attempted to ram a whole tit down his throat.


As soon as she was super-heating Alex pushed her back on the bed and went to rip off her panties but found she wasn't wearing any.


He rammed his big dick into her and she said weakly, "A condom please."


"Fuck the condom. I want hot flesh against my mother's hot flesh inside her cunt."


"Omigod," his mom said swooping into a big release.


Alex plowed into her and she pressured him right back. He marveled what a great fuck she was.


She came again.


And again.


She was streaming juice so he pulled out and spun her over and sloshing juice on to his dick and over her smaller orifice he began working into his mom.


She said nothing but he remained tuned to her breathing rates and sighs, easing back as the sighs increased, pushing forward again as the sighs decreased. Finally he was all the way in and reaching under to grab both tits and squeeze them he leered, "Can you feel my balls against you cunt mother?"


"Yes and do you wish me to try to squeeze them into it?"


"Er no, we are about right as we are," he said a little fearfully.


They got the anal under way and a surge of pain told Alex she was compressing his balls when working them into her pussy.


"Mom," he panicked and winced.


"Oh okay darling. I'll get off hitting my clit. Be ready to cum when I yell for you to fire."


They were both left gasping like fish out of water.


They went to the kitchen for coffee.


"Mom you were unbelievably great."


"Well thank you. Why aren't all mothers complimented by their sons so fulsomely as that I'll never know."


"Do all sons fuck their moms?"


"I believe so," she smiled. "Later if not earlier in their relationship."


Alex could see his mom was bursting to tell him something. Oh fuck, she was about to tell him she hadn't been protected. Semen dribbling from her butt could easily have journeyed up the other channel.


"I'm just so satisfied with the success of my summer gift to you."


"Gift?"


"Yes some of my pals and I are into girl-on-girl sex. Are you disgusted?"


"No I think it's a great idea if the only guy fucking you is dad. You are so sexually switched on mom."


"Well one of those pals, Iona Campbell agreed to take your virginity and introduce you to anal."


Alex sat mouth opened.


"Then I urged Helen Wright who is our best cunt-licker to educate you into cunt licking and to demonstrate to you what rates as excellence in cock-sucking to give you a bench-mark."


"Jesus," Alex croaked.


"And finally to ensure you became involved in a female who could really give you a big bang I set you up to meet Lena Garibaldi who told me as a bonus she trained you to perform well in a stand-up fuck. So didn't I do well darling?"


"You sure did mom but what about Leonie Charles?"


"Oh I don't know of anyone of that name darling. In your ignorance you must have stumbled upon that fuck all by yourself. Well done!"


Alex's father came into the room for coffee. He sniffed and said, "I smell sex."


"Your son has been out with some little slut and hasn't showered," Sheryl said smoothly.


"Aren't you a virgin still?"


"I'm not sure dad. On a couple of dates I shoved it up and couldn't be sure what hole I had it in."


"Oh Alex, please. There is no need to be so coarse in front of your mother. She is rather innocent about sex despite having given birth to you. I've taught her all I know and that wouldn't have been much."


"Sorry mother."


"Thank you Alex. Oh darling would you mind if I slept with Alex tonight? I'd like to cuddle him asleep because this is an end of an era. When he returns home next he'll be a man and I will have lost my boy."


"Well I guess that will be okay. Just remember to go to sleep facing away from him dear and Alex you don't take any liberties with your mother."


"Christ dad aren't you forgetting mom is my mother?"


"Oh yes, right."


As Sam was pouring coffee Sheryl pulled two dripping fingers from between her legs and gave them to Alex to suck. She wanted her son to go to college prepared for anything females could throw at him. She simply assumed this was a duty all mothers performed.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wifey


"Oh, Sharon, what are you wearing?" I asked, as soon as I entered the house. My wife stood in front of the door in a fancy cocktail dress. The black outfit clung tightly to her body, cutting off just above her knees. Black high-heeled shoes made her taller than she was, at five feet-four inches. She glittered like a jewel. My heart skipped a beat, just as it did that first night I met her at the stripper bar.


"I got a new dress, Phil," she said, fanned out her long arms and then rested her hands on her hips. "How do I look?" Like she wasn't working with fire.


She thrust her hip out, and hung her arm limp. She waited on my answer.


"Incredible, baby. Just incredible," I said, stuttering over my words. "I mean, like wow."


She beamed. That's just what she wanted to hear.


"Oh, honey," she said. "You don't think I'm getting to old or too fat?" she asked, playing a refrain from every woman's worst fears.


She had model-good looks, long curly red hair, and the perfect body and the kind of face that made men fall hard. Thousands had seen, many had pursued, some had even tasted of her sweet charms, but in the end, she was all mine.


"Do you like it, Phil?" she asked. "I was walking through the mall and caught sight of it. What do you think? Do you like how it makes me look?" She smoothed the side of her hips. She didn't like that she was filling out her thighs. But I loved it. I just had to keep the opinion to myself. She was getting better with age. She was thirty-two, about the time most women start losing their looks. But she was getting finer and finer.


I smiled. "Let me see. Turn around." I put my hand to my chin and considered how much I wanted to fuck her.


She put out her arms and shimmied her shoulders, moving seductively in slow rhythmic motions. She shifted on her feet, snaking her body and teasing me with her knockout curves. She made a full turn and then hoisted her porn-star tits. She gripped and squeezed the melons of soft flesh.


I clapped my hands a few times, letting her know that she was a real winner. I walked up to her and politely teased one of her nipples.


"Ooooooooh, Phil," she said and melted under my hand. I reached for the other and turned the soft mams. "Fuck. I love it when you do that." She encircled her arms around my neck and I tasted the honey-sweet taste of her lips. "Mmmm," she said and squeezed my ass.


"How long do you think you can keep on that dress?" I asked.


She closed her eyes. "Not very long, I hope."


She opened her mouth, and slid her tongue along her lips, then flashed it in quick darts.


When we first met, I was impressed by her power to make me cum just by her tongue in my mouth. Not many women can do that. I fell in love with a stripper that night and I told myself I'd make her my wife some day. The memories came rushing by as our mouths joined in heated passion. We played with each other. Our hungry tongues exploded in a frenzy of uncontrollable lust. I felt my wetness against my leg.


"You're beautiful." My hands traced the form of her supple, undulating body. "The dress is nice, but you know what?"


'What?" she said, licking my Adam's apple.


"I don't think you need a dress," I said, rubbing the soft flesh of her arms. "I don't think you can improve on perfection." I pulled down one strap and then the other.


"What are you doing?"


She stood motionless. With a tug, the dress fell away from her breasts, exposing the white tit flesh and the coral-pink of her swollen nipples. Her cheeks flushed red.


"That's more like it," I said.


I took each globe and sucked on their swollen buds. Her body convulsed.


She pulled me closer to her and clawed at my back with her sharp manicured nails.


"I need you, Phil. I've been waiting for you all day, thinking about you. Thinking about how I was going to give myself to you."


My hands moved up and down the fabric covering her excited ass. She swished her bottom from side to side in excitement. I clutched her still and lifted the hem of her dress, gliding my fingers up her thighs. I clapped her hard on her naked ass cheeks.


"Ouch, fuck yes. Spank me, daddy. Spank your bad girl. Spank her good."


I kneaded her ass cheeks and she pulled me in tighter, smashing our bodies closer together. I pinched her rump over and over again.


"Oh, oh, oh, oh," she said, locking her hands behind my neck. "Fuck, that feels good." She flicked her tongue into my ear.


I fingered the top of her ass crack.


"Mmmmmm," she said. "Just like that."


She shivered, and collapsed her head onto my chest.


"My god," she said, as I probed her ass crack with my hand, tenderly sliding my fingers down the dark, moist crevice. She was a ball of raw nerves.


"Oh, god," she squealed. She fought the urge to turn her ass away and at the same time compelled herself to take the pleasurable abuse.


I stared at her face. Perspiration dripped from her red freckled face.


"Oh, hunny," she said. "You sure know what a girl needs."


"Yeah. Having her ass worked over." I gave her a quick kiss.


She passed a hand over her forehead. Wet copper curls clung to her. She shook her head.


"I want your fuck fingers inside of me." She licked her lips. "Please. I want to feel you fuck my asshole. Everything that I am, my heart and soul, this body, my tits, my ass, my cunt, everything. It belongs to you." Her eyes pleaded.


"Of course," I said.


We walked over to a wall, where she supported her back, while we kissed. She snapped her teeth teasingly but serious. She was an animal.


I thought back on some of the wonderful memories we'd had together. On our first night, she sucked my dick. and we fucked for hours all over her apartment from the carpeted living room floor to the cold vinyl of her bathroom. By the second night, she was licking my asshole and I was fucking hers and filling her with my seed, all without a condom. We were meant to be. Three months later, we were married.


I lifted her dress up above her ass and around her waist. I pressed my fingers into her yielding muscles, while she winced and begged me to go harder. I gave her a playful spank, and pinched her ass. I rolled her bottom between my hands. She urged me to work harder. Sweat ran down her crack. Her sweat and sex juices stung my nose.


"You're ready, aren't you? You're ready to be taken?" I asked.


I plowed through the moss hair of her cunt and found her honey dripping cunt.


"Ungh," she said. "Yes, my love. Oh, my god," she said, shutting her eyes. I fingered her wet pussy and rubbed her slick flow between my fingers. She was ready.


I curled two fingers into her and hooked her cunt, while I pressed into her clit with my palm. She panted and nodded in acceptance. She bit her lower lip and breathed on my face.


"Fuck me."


So I did. I finger fucked her and shoved my tongue deep into her mouth.


"I'm all yours," she said. "Fuck me. Take me. Do whatever you want with me."


"You don't mean that." I frigged her mercilessly.


"I do. Do it," she said, baring her white, small teeth. "Anything. Do it to me."


I popped my finger out and wiped my hands on her meaty thigh.


"You don't know what you're asking for."


I clutched her waist and sucked on her neck.


"Oh, yes, like that," she said. "Just like that. I want your tongue in me."


She undid my pants, and yanked them down, along with my underwear. I stepped out of them and took off my shirt.


"What a man I have."


"You deserve the best."


She licked her lips, and I lowered myself to my knees, all the while licking and sucking her body, leaving a trail of saliva down her soft skin. My hands caressed her pliant skin. Suddenly, there I was, face to face with her sex reeking cunt. The smell was sharp and intoxicating. My mouth watered and a line of spit dropped on the floor. I wiped my mouth and swallowed.


She stared down expectantly. I looked into her wide eyes and kissed the hairy mound of her cunt.


With my finger, I tickled her rump.


"You want to?" she asked nervously.


I smacked my lips. We both knew it wasn't her cunt I was savoring. She hummed a tune and swayed her hips from side to side, as she turned on her feet. No it wasn't her tasty, magnificent cunt I was after, it was her equally delectable asshole. I stared into her shapely behind and blew into it. Then I parted the globes of exquisite flesh and nudged my nose between her legs.


"Oh, my god," she said and reached back with her hands to my head. She pulled me tight into her. She shoved her ass hard against me and I had to pull away to take a breath. Immediately, I pulled her ass apart and licked furiously into her puckered sphincter.


"Aghhh," she screamed in pleasure. "Oh fuck, oh fuck."


She tasted of strawberry. The little fucker was expecting this, of course. It had all been planned to the smallest detail. Tonight was ass eating night.


Her nails dug into my scalp, but I didn't mind. I lapped and spat, drilled my tongue like a probe, and pushed, rapidly invading into her fruity forbidden tunnel.


She spat out sweet obscenities, and begged me for more.


I plastered my mouth on her gaping asshole. And I ate.


"Shit!" she yelled and worked her cunt frantically with her hand. "Ooh, ah, uhuh. Oh yeah," she said. "Eat my fucking ass, baby. Please my asshole. Oh shit. Oh. Shit." She rocked hard. "Oh you fucker, eat my fucking hole. Oh shit, oh shit. You're making me cum...You're making me come in my ass. Oh, shit, I'm fucking cummmmming...."


She bucked hard. Her fingers flew in a fury of erotic action against her clit, and with the other hand jerked on her nippls.


"Come, baby. Come in my mouth," I said between sticking my face in her wide, tongue ravaged asshole.


"Aghhhh," she said. "Deeper, just like that. I'm still coming. Unghh. Unghh."


I fucked with quick sharp jabs, but I started to feel the ache of opening my mouth so widely.


"Auahhhh," she howled. "You can stop."


She stamped her feet. "Ooh, shit," she said. "Unghh. I said, you could stop."


I got up on my feet and pulled her hair with one hand, with the other one I thrust three fingers and banged her cunt as she exploded in another round of ecstasy. My fingers slammed in and out of her swollen pussy. Suddenly, her waters sprayed out of her cunt, splattering in a torrent against the wooden floor.


"I love you, Phil."


"And I love you, Sharon."


She lost all her strength and could no longer stand up. As she lost her balance, I grabbed her under her tits, and gently took us down onto the floor.


"Baby," she muttered, her sweaty face plastered on the floor. "Come here." She was half way somewhere else, but she hadn't forgotten about me. "Fuck me with your cock."


Holding my stiff cock, I got up on my feet and walked behind her. Her gaping asshole started up at me. As much as I wanted to fuck her in her shitter, the poor girl had suffered enough.


I grabbed her thighs and lifted them up into the air. She tucked in her legs. Streams of her ejaculate clung to her wiry pubes. I kneeled between her legs and slowly lowered my self over her ass. I pushed into her moist cunt and with a quick plunge, my thick cock was into her. I fucked in and out in quick easy thrusts.


"Oh, mmmm, yesssss," she moaned in relief. "That's it. Nice and gentle."


Finally, with a few deep plunges, I reached my moment of release. The semen surged up from my balls and into her womb.


"Did you like it?" she asked, wearily, aware of the semen that filled her.


I held her waist in a gentle embrace. "Yes."


She lowered her hips to the ground. I stayed inside, until, gradually, my dick withered, and along with loads of my semen, slipped out of her delicious cunt.


Thoroughly spent, I wiped her bottom, and then my cock with the black dress that had gotten all of this started. For a few minutes, I admired her beautiful white behind, its perfect shape and size, and it's capacity to being joy.


She was asleep. I kissed her neck, and quickly joined her.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Wonders of Friendship


Lea was on her way downtown to meet with her best friend, Melinda. They met often, as best friends do, so that wasn't the reason why Lea felt butterflies on her stomach. The thought that this was the most nervous she had ever been in her 24 years of life crossed her mind. She looked worried and nervous; anyone on the bus could feel the stress in the air around her. That didn't keep the men from staring at her, imagining that short, busty blonde on their beds and that certainly didn't keep the women from staring at her, wishing that they were desired by men the way she was.


Lea exuded sexuality and that was not only due to her stunning figure but also to the clothes she wore. She usually wore tight tops to show of her breasts -- her favorite feature about herself -- and today was no exception. Her pink top was tight but didn't show too much skin; it left it all to the imagination. She enjoyed the attention she got from wearing figure hugging tops, she felt great when she made heads turn as she walked by and, secretly, she loved it when she was talking to some random man and he had to make an almost unbearable effort to look up to her eyes instead of staring at her fabric enclosed breasts. She giggled softly to herself, nervously.


She got out of the bus and searched for a familiar face. Melinda was supposed to be there waiting for her. A moment later, she spotted her best friend walking her way. Ever since Jordan mentioned the threesome fantasy he had, she couldn't stop thinking about her best friend in a sexual way. Sure, there had been some drunken kisses and maybe some ass grabbing while they were dancing at their favorite club, but she never gave that much though until recently. As Melinda walked towards her, smiling that disarming, stunning smile that made men gravitate towards her, Lea couldn't help but think about what was going to happen later that afternoon.


Melinda looked very different from her best friend but just as beautiful. Her long and silky dark hair framed her face perfectly, and the dark makeup she wore on her eyes drew people in. She looked somewhat mystical and wouldn't go unnoticed by any self respecting man. She smiled when she saw Lea at the bus stop and though about how stunning her friend looked. It wasn't the first time she had thought about Lea in a sexual manner -- actually, she had had fantasies that included her in the past. When her best friend told her that her friend Jordan would love for them to be together in a threesome, she didn't think twice about accepting it. While she wasn't absolutely sure she liked other girls, Lea certainly had an effect on her.


As Melinda approached her, Lea realized again how beautiful her friend was. She was wearing dark wash jeans and a simple black tank top, dark leather bracelets and matching belt, as well as studded high-heel sandals. Melinda was definitely a little vampy, reminiscence of her high-school days. They kissed each other on the cheek with quick "Hello" and made their way to Jordan's apartment without a word.


Lea raised her hand to ring the door bell but Melinda grabbed her wrist, stopping her.


"Are you nervous, Lea?"


"I am. Aren't you?"


"No, not at all. You can still quit if you want to..." Melinda said, releasing her wrist.


"No. I want to do this."


"Ok, then, let's go." And she rang the bell for her friend.


A moment later they were in the elevator. Melinda laughed quietly at her friend's nervousness and hugged her lightly to give her some much needed courage. They stepped out and Jordan was already waiting for them, leaning against the door frame and smiling. He was wearing just his blue jeans and nothing else, which showed his perfect chest and abdomen muscles.


When her eyes met Jordan's, Lea felt a shiver being sent down her spine. She had slept with him before but every time she saw him with no shirt on, she started to get wet.


Jordan smiled his best arrogant smile and stepped out of the way, to let the two girls in. Lea went in first and Jordan couldn't help but notice her perfect curves. Melinda went in next and, as always, Jordan's eyes lingered on hers. He knew this would be one perfect afternoon.


"May I offer you ladies some liquid courage?" He asked. They refused politely. The truth was all three of them felt awkward but Jordan wasn't one to let minor things like embarrassment take over him. He sat on the couch between both girls and looked at each one of them, taking the time to imagine what was inside those unnecessary clothes.


Lea knew Jordan better than Melinda did, so she put one hand on his face while he was looking at her friend and turned his head towards her so that they could kiss. Lea's free hand was rubbing Jordan's leg up and down, getting dangerously close to his crotch. While her lips teased his, he put his arm around her waist and pulled her close. From the corner of his eye, he could see Melinda smiling. Her smile was naughty and any fool could guess what she was thinking about.


In truth, Melinda wasn't as sweet and well-behaved as Lea; she was much wilder and controlling. Her friend had told her Jordan was into domination so she held back a little. Never the less, she mimicked her friend's action and stroked Jordan's leg as well.


Jordan broke the kiss with Lea to tease Melinda's lips with his. While doing so, his hand moved to the back of her head, grabbing her long, dark, silky, shiny hair. He pulled it slightly so she would throw her head back, allowing him access to her neck, which he kissed and licked slowly. Melinda let out a soft moan while Lea didn't even blink so she wouldn't miss a spilt second of what was going on.


"I'm not going to do all the work, am I?" Jordan said, laughing a little. Both girls giggled at what he said and there seemed to be some mind reading because they stood up at the exact same time. They looked in each other's eyes and moved closer. Melinda took Lea in her arms and kissed her. Sure, it felt strange hugging another women to kiss her lips; her breasts rubbing against her friend's didn't let her get as close as she wanted but she managed. Their lips touched lightly and then more passionately. While Lea's hands started to caress Melinda's arms and shoulders, Melinda sucked Lea's bottom lip and let her hands roam through her waistline and his. Jordan was watching and feeling his cock twitch.


Lea let her tongue slightly out of her mouth, to run it through her friend's (now lover, to be truthful) lips and soon after, their tongues met. By then, Melinda's hands were already between the two of them, searching for Lea's breasts. Her right hand reached Lea's left tit and started to softly knead the firm orb. It felt good to have Lea in her hand and she applied a little more pressure. Lea let out a moan in their kiss and Melinda knew she was doing the right thing.


Jordan stood up, now with a bulge in his pants. He pulled both girls apart, grabbing the back of their necks. He kissed Lea's mouth while Melinda kissed his cheek and neck; his hands making her ways to their butts and grabbing them strongly. Their kiss lasted for several minutes, none of them wanted to let go. A simple kiss was bringing the three of them so much pleasure that they could only imagine how much pleasure would follow.


Jordan broke the kiss and turned to Melinda. Instead of kissing her lips, he started to take off her clothes. Lea decided to kneel and start to unbuckle Jordan's belt. By the time his belt was undone, Melinda was standing right beside Lea and Jordan, wearing only her black thong and matching lacy bra as well as her sandals. No doubt, Melinda looked great dressed; but she looked stunning undressed. It certainly was a vision.


Melinda knelt right next to Lea and started unbuttoning Jordan's jeans. Lea took off her pink top and set her breasts free from the fabric, letting them bounce a little. Amazing as it may seem, she wasn't wearing a bra. Now she just had her white miniskirt on. Was she wearing any panties?


Jordan unzipped his pants and took them off. Black boxer shorts weren't enough to disguise his throbbing member. Both girls caressed his cock through the fabric, feeling how big it was. It felt strong and hard on their hands; they loved it. Melinda's free hand made its way to Lea's breasts, touching and massing them, softly pinching the hard nipples.


The girls' hands played with the elastic band on Jordan's boxers and soon decided it was time to take them out. They did and his hard cock stood erect before them, ready to be worshiped. Both kissed their way up his legs, Lea on his right side and Melinda on his left. Jordan felt two tongues on his balls, licking them slowly. He looked down and saw both tongues touch as they licked. The girls were looking into each other's eyes, knowing the pleasure that would come.


Melinda moved first, taking Jordan's cock in her mouth. She sucked the tip of it lightly for a while but soon she was sucking hard. Meanwhile, Lea knelt right behind her friend and undid her bra. She played with her breasts as Melinda had played with hers. Melinda took into her mouth more of Jordan's cock and Lea let one hand slide down Melinda's stomach and down to her lower abdomen. Uncertain of what to do, she let her hand rest there but kissed her friends neck from behind. Melinda's muffled moans have her the incentive she needed to let her hand slide inside her black thong to find her sex.


Lea wasn't ready at all for what she encountered. She touched the soft, swollen lips of Melinda's pussy but they were so wet she didn't even need to make an effort for them to open up and give her access to her warm pussy. Lea found Melinda's small clit while she watched Jordan's cock go deeper inside her friend's mouth. Lea flicked the tiny bud in her fingers and felt Melinda get instantly wetter.


Melinda couldn't believe this was finally happening. Her mouth was being filled with a big, delicious cock; her clit was being teased by the girl she had been fantasizing about for so long. She took in more of Jordan's cock. She sucked it hard and then let it slide in and out of her mouth easily, pressing her lips tight.


Jordan grabbed Melinda's hair to make her suck his dick as he wanted her to. She shoved his cock in her throat, not really caring if it was in too deep or not.


"Suck it. Suck it all real nice, you slut." He said. Melinda's lips were soft and her mouth warm and wet.


After a while, Jordan let go of Melinda's hair and took his cock away from her. He sat on the sofa again, as if signaling he wanted to see some more girl on girl action take place. Melinda got rid of her panties, still kneeling, and knew exactly what she wanted to do next. Lea understood and got rid of her skirt as well. No panties to be seen, just her perfect mound. She parted her legs slightly and Melinda crawled underneath them.


Melinda was finally getting a taste of Lea's pussy. She ran her tongue against an almost dripping wet pussy and tasted the salty juices. They were all she had imagined and more. Her lips wrapped around her clit and she sucked it. Lea's legs were starting to tremble a little bit with pleasure but she could barely stand when Melinda's hand touched her. Melinda let one finger slide inside of her and teased her hole. Lea moaned and leaned forward. Before she could reach Melinda's shoulders with her hands, Jordan was already there, helping her stand. He guided them both to the bedroom, where a king-size bed awaited them.


Jordan grabbed Melinda's arm and threw her on the bed; he was being aggressive with her purposely. Melinda fell on the bed with legs spread open so both he and Lea could see what her pussy looked like. It was pink and glistening with delicious juices. Both Jordan and Lea licked it slowly, kissing each other at the same time. All that Melinda could do was moan.


"Lea, go sit on her face. Go sit on her face and I'll tell this whore how to lick that perfect pussy you have." And Lea did what she was told.


"Lick her slit, nice and slow. Do you hear me, you filthy whore? Lick it like this." Jordan lowered his lips and licked Melinda's pussy just the way he wanted Melinda to lick Lea. His cock was begging for attention so he stopped licking and decided to fuck Melinda's cunt. He let the tip in first and felt her wetness all around him. He pushed more of his member in and soon, he was all inside her tight pussy, stretching her beyond belief. He pounded slowly at first, occasionally rubbing her clit with his thumb.


Lea grinded her pussy against Melinda's face and moaned louder. She was close to orgasm, she could tell.


"This horny bitch is doing a good job, is she, Lea? You're going to cum on her face, aren't you? You're a little slut." Lea did cum on Melinda's face. Melinda licked all that she could, Lea's cum was so tasty, sweet and salty at the same time, definitely creamy. Lea's grinding subsided as she calmed down.


Jordan took his big, thick cock out of Melinda and gave it to Lea. Lea, who was now kneeling on the edge of the bed sucked it, tasting her friend in it. Jordan kept fingering Melinda's, whose face was wet with Lea's cum. It was the perfect sight.


Jordan took his cock out of Lea's mouth to slap her face with it while he was calling her all sorts of dirty names. Melinda giggled.


Lea went on all fours on the bed. Her pussy desperately needed to be fucked by Jordan's cock. She could feel it dripping and shivering. Jordan couldn't help but finally fuck that perfect pussy. He knew that pussy well, he knew what made Lea scream and moan, and he knew what would make her cum. Before putting his big dick inside of her, he slapped his ass, telling her what a nice fuck doll she was. Then, he felt his cock being welcomed in that familiar, sensitive pussy. He pounded fast, he needed relief.


Melinda slid beneath Lea, her face towards her crotch. All Lea would have to do was lower her face to lick Melinda and so she did. Melinda felt Lea's lips on her pussy and let go, ready to orgasm. She looked up and right above her face, she saw Jordan's cock going in and out of Lea's perfect pussy. She reached up and stick her tongue out, so it was not only touching Lea's protruding and swollen clit, but also Jordan's cock. Melinda started to get hotter and shivering. She would have gotten wetter, if she could. But she couldn't. Her moaning intensified and so did Lea's. They were both so close to ecstasy, so close to mind blowing orgasms... their moans turned into screams as they both came, together. Jordan spanked Lea's butt cheeks, hard. He didn't stop calling her a slut. Their pussies were both shaking and dripping together and this had been Lea's second orgasm. She couldn't take anymore, she escaped Jordan's thrusts. He simply smiled; he had Melinda.


Quickly, he got on top of her, fucking her pussy hard. Lea was watching, trying hard to catch her breath. Melinda has moaning loudly, arching her back, almost crying. Her orgasm had made her so sensitive that having Jordan fuck her now was torture. A delicious torture, but still, it was torture. She begged him to stop.


Jordan couldn't hold back anymore. He just couldn't. His balls were tight and he was throbbing more than ever before. His spurted his cum all over Melinda's tight walls, leaving her pussy even wetter. Her sex was dripping her own juices and now it was dripping Jordan's cum, too. He couldn't move as he was drained of all energy. It wasn't until Lea pushed him aside that he realized he was still inside Melinda.


Lea licked Melinda's pussy clean. She licked her juices and his cum. She loved the combination of her saltiness and his bitterness. Melinda couldn't even moan anymore but she was going to cum again soon. All it took was Lea's lips around her clit, sucking it. She came hard again, right on her best friend's face. Lea giggled and licked her clean all over again.


Once Melinda caught her breath a little, she moved her torso so she would be closer to Jordan and lick him clean as well. She tasted herself, Lea and his cum. She wanted more of that taste; she wanted that taste to linger in her mouth forever.


Once all three of them had a moment to rest, they got under the covers, naked. Lea to the right, Jordan between both girls. They drifted to a peaceful sleep.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

All I Miss is The Sex


I was married for fourteen years and in that time my sex life active and satisfying. My wife and I explored numerous positions, locations and employed a number of tools. for almost a decade and a half I enjoyed the kind of sex that strangers read about to get off.


Unfortunately the banal drudge of reality sunk in and though we had explosive sexual chemistry there came a time when we couldn't share our lives together. We took turns inviting the attentions of another, feeling excitement and jealousy in turn. What we discovered from this was that the anger and possessiveness of each others sexual favor continued to be a great source of passion between us.


After we had severed our marital ties we continued to fuck each other with a vigor neither of us had before known. Whether because we had to prove our superiority to each other or it was the simple freedom of knowing there was no longer any pretense between us, the sex had never been hotter.


The first time, I was drunk and had every intention of ending our lustful encounters with our marriage vows but she threw me on the bed and ripped off my clothes with a raw and animalistic desire I hadn't seen in years and weighted down by the booze, let her mount me. Her mouth kissed mine tentative teeth and a teasing tongue while her hands gripped tightly around my biceps and her ground her hips into mine with wicked abandon.


The next morning she claimed that it would never be that good again, that it was a goodbye fuck and a farewell to the love we shared...If only. Our marriage was over but we kept finding our way into coitus night after night. The sex was dirtier, hotter and more frequent than it had ever been. It makes me wonder how many other people have experienced the best sex imaginable with someone they can't live with.


I admit that after a while I felt as if this arrangement was impeding our ability to move on with our lives and took the initiative to tell her no one night when she said she would need to use me later that night. It wasn't easy but at that moment I was thinking above my waist.


Consequently, she went home with another guy that night and they've been dating ever since. We separated for all the right reasons and the man she found was exactly what she wanted but couldn't get from me...except for the sex.


We were close enough that we remained friends and as such she confided in me that his penis was smaller than mine. This confidence was shared for the express reason that she felt bad for thinking it should matter and was quick to point out that he made up for his size with enthusiasm.


It might have ended there but several weeks later she confessed that they're love making was just that, always soft and intimate but never dirty and she missed that. Not that making love wasn't nice but she was really missing being fucked. For what ever reason her perfect boyfriend could not see the woman he loved as someone to be a sexual object.


This was too much for me to handle and I told her that it was important that we not discuss her unfulfilled needs lest I feel compelled to subsidize her nastier longings. I still wanted to move on with my life and believed that I deserved the chance to find someone who was right for me. Not to mention my misgivings about fucking her when she was supposed to be committed to someone else.


Another couple of weeks passed and I was left to memories, wet dreams and a video taken with my cell phone just after we called it quits. The real tragedy of this tale is that during all this time I hadn't found anyone else to occupy my bed but then I hadn't wanted to rush into anything.


It happened one afternoon when she called me over to the house on the premise that she had packed some of my things that had been overlooked. She was dressed in a tiny black dress with fishnet stockings and stiletto heels. As my penis pushed against the fabric of my pants I remembered that her new man didn't appreciate her in such flash and I also new he was a fool.


She sauntered deliberately to me with strides lead by her hips, when she had me against the wall she kissed me, forcefully and hungrily. I didn't resist and let her put my hands on her hips where with slight adjustments I could press my thumbs into her pelvis and pull on her ass with my fingers.


Our mouths unlocked and I nuzzled into the soft space between her shoulder and neck where my teeth coaxed breathy moans from her lips. Her hands tore at my belt and ripped off my pants to get to my throbbing hard on. She cooed and purred as her hands reacquainted themselves with my size and shape. Jerking it in even, squeezing thrusts, she looked into my eyes "I haven't had a cock in my mouth in so long" She squatted right there and licked my head in a couple circles before engulfing me in her talented tongue pierced mouth.


My back arched and my hands flexed and pressed against the wall before letting them rest on her dark curls as she bobbed expertly on my cock. She moaned and slurped with obscene hunger while her hand worked the base of my shaft and rubbed her spit into my balls.


Within minutes I was crying out wordless exclamations before erupting into her throat. She gagged and choked but managed to swallow everything and looked up at me with eyes I had never seen before, reflecting a lust that the satyrs would sing of.


She stood up and walked to the fridge where she poured herself a glass of wine, she downed the Zinfandel like she had my semen then licked her lips while flashing me a smile between desire and shame. I lifted my pants and joined her around the island counter. I crept up behind her and whispered into her ear as I cradled her waist and lifted the hem of her dress. "No one has to know and nothing has to change."


Beneath her dress, a black garter held up the stockings and her black lace panties were wet with arousal. A couple of quick strokes over her clit with my fingers and her body arched into mine. With her dress hiked up around her waist and her body bent over the counter, I pulled her panties to the side and pressed my still throbbing member into her steamy slit.


Once my head was lodged in her hole I began to thrust hard and fast to the appreciative rhythm of her squealing moans. I held on to her hips and ground myself against her at the end of each thrust. Through heavy panting she cheered me on "oh god, its so deep and so big....Fuck me, fuck me like a dirty whore...." her words trailed off into primal groans and lustful screams.


Then I felt the familiar grip as she climaxed around my engulfed cock, her hot juices spilling down my legs as she came. Now she was tighter, wet and more sensitive to my attentions. My hips bounced off her ass with a quick and steady pace.


She was moaning and humming as I pushed my way toward my own release and reached up and pulled her hair at the base of her scalp. There was a squeal that became a grunting moan and then her vaginal muscles clenched tighter around me. As I came, shooting the culmination of my lust into her, I pushed her neck down and glided the palm of my hand down her spine.


She ground her hips into my climax bringing herself to that peak one last time, the sensation of a man's hot semen jetting so deep within her was enough to pry one last orgasm from her, as long as her body has been primed with a few of them prior.


I cleaned myself up in the bathroom and gave her time to do the same and as we met there was no shame in each others eyes. There was no longer any love between us but there was lust and some how we accepted this as the evolution of our relationship.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Notoriety


I had been driving since two in the morning and just wanted to get some sleep. I stopped in Crossville, Tennessee to find a hotel room. No reservations, and there was a naturists' convention in town, so every hotel was booked to capacity. If the President of the United States had come to visit, he would not have been able to get a room. So, what chance did I have?


The concierge at this -- the very last -- hotel started to make excuses as I leaned into him and placed my hard nipples against his shirt. "I'm very, very sorry, Madam. I simply have no available accommodations for you." He looked down and into my low-cut sweater, barely looking into my eyes. My titties are so big and the yarn was tightly stretched, pulling at the strings which connected the left and right sides. But still, he could see and breathe into these titties that yearned for a man's lips. I pushed my nipples against him again, and I placed my hand on his swelling cock.


"Uh, ahem." Sweat beads gathered on his brow. "Please, Madam. Allow me to steer you toward our hotel lounge. You will be more comfortable there. I know you are very tired. I will place your baggage in my office and guard it with my life while I try to find you a room in town.


He walked me into the dimly lit lounge and seated me at a table. He motioned to the bartender. "Roger, please get Miss..." and I saw him glance down at the name sewn onto the front of my sweater, "...uh, Miss Girlie Girl a glass of your finest wine. On my tab."


I sat in the cool darkness of the room, and propped my feet up on the opposite half of the booth. Even though the hotel was booked, no one else had yet arrived, and I was the only customer in the lounge. Roger walked to my table with the glass of wine. As he approached, he met my eyes first, and nodded, then dropped his eyes to my titties and smiled. I watched him as he looked at my very short skirt, long legs, and then my resting feet.


"Madam, if I may be so bold," he said, placing my wine on the table. He lifted my feet and sat across from me. I thought he was upset that my feet were on the booth bench, but he dropped my feet into his lap, removed my shoes, and proceeded to rub my toes. Oh, he had great hands! My nipples got hard and poked even further through my tight sweater. Even in the dim light, with a candle burning at my table, he did not miss the nipples. He spoke to me, only occasionally looking into my eyes, but staring at my luscious titties.


"Soon we will be very busy, Miss Girlie Girl, and I will have difficulty giving you personal and private attention. So I beg of you to allow me this time with you, to enjoy your essence -- and, if you do not mind, to spoil you a little."


"No! I do not mind at all," I said. And, since my back was to the door and only Roger could see my front, I tugged at the strings on the front of my sweater, letting it fall open to reveal my huge titties perched in a lovely open-nipple bra, much to his delight. I twirled my fingers around my nipples to keep them erect for his full view.


"Would you mind?" and he pointed to my left side, in the center of the booth.


"Oh, of course. Please!" And just that quickly, Roger scooted around the table and sat next to me, playing with my titties. His hands were like velvet; his touch was light as a feather. And his lips!! Oh, my God! His lips sucked and kissed like the best of them. I felt the wetness ooze from my cunt and hoped he had time to fuck me before the other hotel guests arrived.


And while I was hoping, his fingers slid into my panties, and Roger began teasing my clit. I spread my legs for him, for greater access, and he finger-fucked my cunt -- drawing his fingers out every now and then, to hungrily suck the juices from my cunt. "Oh, Girlie Girl! You are magnificent! Your pussy is ambrosia! Please touch my cock. Please tell me you want me to fuck you! Please..."


"Roger!"


We were both so caught up in this mini orgy that we did not hear the concierge come into the lounge. He looked at my titties: open, inviting, begging to be sucked. "Please don't stop him! Not now!" I begged. He walked away from our table...and the doors to the lounge closed. I heard a "click". The concierge had locked us in! I started to relax, thinking we had been left alone, when there he was again, at the table.


"I want to play with your beautiful titties, too, Girlie Girl! May I suck from this side?"


"Oh, yes! Yes! Please!"


"I am Eduardo," the concierge said to me. "I am Eduardo, your slave, Girlie Girl. You have the most incredibly beautiful titties I have ever seen!" He held my right tittie in his long fingers, raised it up to his lips and began to softly kiss and suck. "Oh, to have you in my bed would be Heaven's delight!"


"Girlie Girlie wants to fuck me, not you," Roger said between sucks. "I want Girlie Girl for myself."


"Tsk tsk tsk! Now, don't be greedy, Roger," I said. I have a very happy cunt that loves to fuck. The door is shut and locked, so I am more than happy to have both of you service me...in any way you like!"


"Oh, thank you, Girlie Girl!" Eduardo said, panting. "I would love to play in your panties. I saw the black lace under your short skirt when you were standing in the lobby near the front desk. I could smell your sweet cunt needing attention when as I approached you. I have a nose for great cunt, I really do. May I finger your clit, Girlie Girl? May I get you very, very wet and suck your clit? Oh! And tongue-fuck you, too! I want to tongue-fuck that sweetness that makes my balls ache."


Roger didn't bat an eye and gave no warning. He yelled, "Fuck this!" and hit Eduardo in the chin with a left jab, just missing my nose. Eduardo fell backward onto the floor. He was out cold.


"Why did you hit him? He was willing to share...and I am certainly willing to share." I gathered up the front of my sweater and started to leave the booth. Roger grabbed me.


"Eduardo has a glass jaw," Roger told me. "I found out about two years ago. He'll be out cold for about fifteen minutes, and he'll be just fine. Eduardo sent you in here for me to take care of, Girlie Girl -- and that's just what I plan to do. I saw your black panties, too. I'd almost bet they're crotchless -- right?"


I nodded.


"I've been watching you since you entered the hotel. I've had a hard on, off and on, since you strutted your titties across the lobby passed my open doorway. And I want to be the first to taste your juices. I don't have a problem being generous with Eduardo; I just want you first to myself. Can you understand that?"


I nodded again, and released the front of my sweater. Roger kissed my earlobe while he trailed his fingers across my nipples. He kissed down my neck to my titties and began to suck again. Oh! I wanted his hands on my ass! I wanted his lips on my clit! I wanted to fuck till tomorrow! But Roger's plan was a little different. He scooted me out of the booth, following behind me, and sat me back down. He tipped my shoulders backwards until I was lying down in the booth, quickly moved Eduardo out of the way, and he spread my legs over his shoulders while getting down on his knees. Slowly, so very slowly, he peeled open the black lace crotchless panties and ran his tongue around the insides of my lips. I ran my fingers through the hair of his head, and held on. He softly kissed all over the inside and outside of my lips, darting his tongue every so often into the depths of my wet and swollen cunt.


"Yes! Yes! Please tongue-fuck me! Please more! More! I pushed my feet against his shoulders for traction, as I bucked and fucked his face.


"Give it to me, Girlie Girl! Give me all your cum! Let me swallow all of your juices!"


I could not stop myself, did not want to stop myself, and somewhere in the back of my mind, somewhere I could not recall ever having ventured, I heard myself howl. It sounded like a wolf baying at the moon. It did not seem to come from me, but somewhere outside of me -- far, far away. Before I finished cumming, Roger pulled his mouth away, turned me over and put me up on my knees, to fuck me from behind.


"Girlie Girl style! I remember from your books! You love fucking this way best of all." Roger held onto my ass with both hands, and I kept cumming and cumming, still howling.


"You know who I am? Really?" I asked as the convulsions began to subside.


"Doesn't everyone?" he asked, and shot his load deep into me. "You've been on the cover of Penthouse. Your photo shoots have been spread out in Hustler. Your face and titties have been the buzz at this bar for months. How could I NOT know you?"


"I write erotica, not letters to the lovelorn like Dear Abby. I didn't know that many people read my stories."


Eduardo stirred, mumbled, and sat up, rubbing his chin.


"That was a real dirty trick, Roger," Eduardo said.


"Yeah, I know," Roger responded, pulling his cock free from my cunt. "I can be a real terd. Let me give you a hand up.


"Girlie Girl, do you mind if we lay you on the table? Id like to share your clit with Eduardo now. Can you take another round?"


I looked at Eduardo. "How are you feeling?" I asked.


"I'm okay," he answered. "Nothing wrong with me that your wonderful cunt juices won't fix!"


They both reached for me, picked me up and spread me on the table. The table was a little hard, I admit, but the edges of the table were cushioned with padding, and I was able to rest my head. Eduardo bent my knees and both men peeled my panties open.


"Let's do this together, Roger," Eduardo said. "I'll take the clit and you suck her titties, okay?"


"How about this, Eduardo? You lick one side while I lick the other, and we'll take turns sucking her clit and tongue fucking her."


Eduardo looked at Roger and his eyes suddenly changed. He stared hard at me. "You'll have to forgive me, Girlie Girl. I have a fever for you! He unzipped his pants, pulled out his cock, and slid it into my cunt. "Let me have this first, Roger. I must fuck her now! He rocked my thighs, he rocked the table, and he was at a fever pitch, fucking me with fervor.


Eduardo came very hard, pulling my thighs up to his chest and kissing my knees. "Oh, thank you, Girlie Girl! Thank you!


"I found a room for you, Girlie Girl," Eduardo said, looking at Roger and raising an eyebrow. Roger nodded his consent. "Roger and I are roommates, and we each have a king-sized bed. Would you like to stay with us tonight and finish playing?"


"Only if you have a Jacuzzi for me to soak in while you're both here at work!"


Roger reached into his pocket and pulled out his house keys, while Eduardo wrote the directions to their place on a bar napkin.


They both kissed my cheeks.


We heard the pounding on the other side of the lounge doors.


The hotel guests had arrived.



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

You've Got Mail


"OK. I'm in."


Kevin looked over his friend's shoulder. "Who's e-mail account is that?"


"Simmons. The assistant superintendent," Tom replied.


"Why did you choose him?" Kevin asked.


"He's in charge of all the hiring and firing in the schools," Tom said. "Teachers. Principals. Everybody."


Tom was one of the school district's computer technicians. As such, he had access to the passwords of all employees. He, of all people, knew the consequences of his actions if he got caught. But Tom also knew he could easily get a another job tomorrow if he had to, probably for more money than the school district was paying him.


His friend Kevin was just along for the ride. They met in college and now, in their mid-twenties, spent their free time hacking and gaming.


"You have a plan, I assume," Kevin said.


"Oh, yeah," Tom said smugly. "My target is Michelle Adams, the new principal at Bates Elementary. She can't be much more than thirty one or thirty two. Her first year as principal was pretty rough, but she survived."


Tom opened up the assistant superintendent's calendar.


"See this meeting?" he asked Kevin, clicking on Tuesday of the following week. "That's with Michelle. It's to review the past year. Could be a little precarious for her. She doesn't know it yet, but Simmons is going to give her an opportunity to 'redeem' herself."


"How?" Kevin wanted to know.


"You've never seen her, have you?" Tom said.


Kevin shook his head.


"Blonde with a model's body. Gorgeous face. Any straight man would fuck her in the middle of Main Street if they had a chance."


Kevin watched Tom start a new e-mail message from Simmons' account. He addressed it to Michelle, put 'Year-end review' in the subject line, and dropped down to the body of the message.


Tom typed: 'Michelle, On Tuesday we will meet to review the past year at Bates. The superintendent and I have watched your progress closely. Needless to say, there were bumps along the road. I know you can do better. Tuesday is your opportunity to show me what you've got.'


Tom inserted a smiley emoticon, despite Kevin's pleading not to do it.


He continued: 'Come prepared to demonstrate your desire to succeed as a principal. More than anybody, I want this to work.'


Tom reviewed the e-mail one more time before clicking the Send button.


"God, Tom. That's bribery. There's only one way for Michelle to read that," Kevin said. "And what if she replies to him?"


"No problem," Tom said calmly. "I've set up a rule in the system that any e-mail from her to him goes into a special folder first. I'll capture those, weed out the replies I don't want him to see, and go from there."


Kevin shook his head in disbelief.


Then Tom told him, "And we'll see everything that happens during the meeting?"


Kevin looked puzzled. "We will?"


"Last weekend I installed a miniature security camera in the corner of Simmons' office. Whatever happens, we'll catch it on the live feed."


Kevin's mouth fell open. "With audio?"


Tom chuckled. "No. But who needs audio if we get what I think we'll get. No matter what happens Tuesday, there will be further communication between these two. Eventually, we'll be seeing a lot of the lovely Ms. Adams."


###


Michelle could feel her blood pressure rise while she read the e-mail from Bill Simmons for the second time. 'Show me what you've got.' Was he serious? She stared at the little smiley face. Bill had always been nice to her and, yes, she thought he had mildly flirted with her at times. But the tone of this message could hardly be mistaken. It sounded to her as if her future in the district depended on more than just her goals for the elementary school in the coming year.


She had learned in her teenage and early adult years to use her looks advantageously. But she always stopped short of sexual favors. Maybe this situation called for more. She had the weekend to think about it.


By the time Tuesday rolled around, Michelle decided to take the high road with Simmons, at least until she felt the situation warranted more drastic actions. She sprinkled in a little playfulness by wearing a provocative outfit, including a sheer, white cotton shirt under a loose jacket. The shirt had a plunging U-shaped neck that showed plenty of cleavage and did little to hide her nipples. A pair of tight pants completed the ensemble. Maybe that would be enough to sway her boss.


Bill looked forward to the meeting with one of his favorite principals. Not only did he think she was attractive, but the energy she put into her work convinced him they could correct any deficiencies that surfaced during her first year on the job. And if he was lucky, maybe she'd wear something that highlighted that perfect body of hers. He was fifteen years older than Michelle, but he wasn't so old he didn't have fantasies about her.


His biggest fear was allowing his attraction toward her to overshadow his need to get her on track professionally. He made up his mind to focus on her faults a little more than he wanted to, just to even things out.


When Michelle showed up for the meeting, he welcomed her into his office. Unbeknownst to either of them, a camera began to capture their every move.


Bill spent ten or fifteen minutes chatting pleasantly with Michelle and trying hard to keep his eyes off her chest. Finally, he got around to the serious subject of her job appraisal. Item by item, he laid out those areas where Michelle needed to improve her administrative skills. Michelle never took criticism very well and fought back the urge to argue every point. Bill could sense her mounting anxiety, and thought it was time to try a more positive approach.


"Michelle, I know you can do this job," Bill said. "It was your first year as principal and I'm sure you learned a lot. Now it comes down to how much you want it. You probably understand that there are dozens of people who would love that job. I gave it to you because I had confidence in you."


Michelle was thinking about the e-mail and his request for her to 'Come prepared to demonstrate your desire to succeed as a principal.' Was this her cue?


She nodded. "I know I can do better."


"Me, too," Bill said with a smile. "I think you have skills that will keep you in your job, or even higher positions, for a long time to come."


That was it. Michelle knew she couldn't leave the office without 'demonstrating her desire.' She took a deep breath, then slowly stood and faced him. She slid the jacket off her shoulders and down her arms before laying it across her chair. Then she leisurely walked around the side of Bill's desk, a look of bewilderment crossing his face.


"I'll do anything, Bill," she said nervously. Michelle couldn't help but notice his eyes as they rose from her breasts to her face. She took the arms of his chair and turned it so they were facing each other. Then she leaned forward until it felt like her breasts would fall from the shirt.


"I have skills you may have only dreamed of," she said in a near whisper.


Bill watched her gradually sink to her knees, between his legs. She reached for his belt and Bill peered deep inside her shirt, gazing at the gentle slope of the inside of her breasts. Michelle was methodical in her movements, seeming to take pleasure in the deliberate pace. Bill felt his cock twitch as she unbuttoned his pants and pulled on the zipper.


She never took her eyes off his crotch as she spread the pants open and ran her hand over the stiffening cock inside his boxers. Bill was hard enough for her to wrap her fingers around the boxers and cock and stroke him. Only then did she look up to his face.


Bill's expression was emotionless, successfully hiding his disbelief. A dozen strokes by Michelle's gentle hand had him fully erect.


She reached inside the opening of the boxers and pulled out Bill's rigid cock.


"Michelle, you don't have to...," he began to say.


"Relax," she said, moving her lips down to the swollen tip of the long, thick shaft.


Bill watched her kiss it twice. His eyes flew from her face, to his cock, and down to her chest. The sight made him even harder, just in time to feel her tongue.


Michelle licked the cock from the base back up to the tip. She cradled it in her palm and ran her tongue around the most sensitive area just under the head. Her husband didn't demand much from her sexually, and as much as she felt compelled to service Bill to aid her employment, she was beginning to enjoy the experience.


It only took a moment for her to slide him between her lips. At first it was just the head, but then Michelle began descending on the cock until her lips touched his skin and the cock hit the back of her throat. With long, teasing movements, she took him into her mouth and extended his erection by pulling firmly with her lips.


Bill was over the initial shock of having the beautiful young woman between his legs. Convinced that she was intent on sucking his cock, he tried to take her advice and relax. But her technique was too good. As the seconds passed, Bill got more and more stimulated. He squirmed in his chair and found himself raising and lowering his hips as if he was fucking her face.


Michelle felt his increased involvement and intensified her own efforts. She used one hand to hold his cock while sucking him wildly with her mouth. She instinctively put her other hand on the bottom of her breast, a bad habit she couldn't break while masturbating. Bill saw it and nearly came instantly. But he wanted this to last, so he watched for a few seconds, looked away, and then gazed down at her breast again. She was gripping it tighter each time he looked.


Bill was the first to moan, but Michelle answered him soon afterwards as her fingers squeezed her nipple through her shirt a little harder. Soon, she tasted the first few drops of his precum. Her hand started pumping him faster and her tongue seemed to be everywhere. Bill muttered another unintelligible word or two and Michelle knew he was close.


"Oh God, Michelle," Bill said. "You'll make me cum."


She lifted her head momentarily and said, "I want to. Now just lighten up and let me finish."


No more words were said, but Bill's moans couldn't be stopped. His chair squeaked as his body reacted to Michelle's licking and sucking. Bill put his hands on the back of her head, unable to stop himself from essentially forcing her to stay in place when he came. He didn't realize Michelle wouldn't have wanted it any other way.


Bill grunted one last 'Oh fuck' when he felt his balls contracting. He threw his head back, his hips forward, and prepared to empty himself into Michelle's mouth.


She had his cock against the back of her throat when the first blast came out. Michelle pulled back a little, took another couple of shots, and began swallowing as fast as she could. Load after load landed on her tongue and trickled down her throat. When the initial orgasm seemed to subside, she stroked him harder with her hand and managed to suck out a few more drops.


As Bill collapsed in the chair, Michelle wiped her chin, kissed the head of his wet cock, and leaned back.


###


"Oh my God!" Kevin exclaimed. "She isn't really going to..."


"Watch this," Tom assured him.


As the video continued on the computer monitor, the men watched Michelle pull out Bill's cock.


"Fuck," Kevin said quietly.


In silence, they watched the remainder of the video. The bulges in their shorts attested to the quality of Michelle's blowjob.


"Go back to where she plays with her nipple again," Kevin insisted.


They once again watched Bill's climax from that point forward.


"God, she's gorgeous," Tom said. "We need to see all of her."


"So," Kevin asked. "How are you going to do it?"


Tom leaned back. "She works in her office almost every Saturday morning for at least an hour or two. She's going to invite Simmons to visit her and she's going to leave no doubt what she wants."


"I suppose we'll get to see this one, too," Kevin said.


"Of course. The camera's already in place," Tom said with a sly smile.


Kevin grinned. "Play it again," he said, turning back to the computer monitor.


###


Bill opened the e-mail from Michelle.


'Bill, I enjoyed our meeting. :-) I'll be in my office Saturday morning from about nine to eleven. Want to stop by? I think you owe me one. Michelle'


He felt his cock twitch as he read the e-mail for a second and third time. Visions of what might transpire began floating through his head. Under the desk, he rubbed his throbbing cock until having to pull away from the computer before cumming.


Bill had no way of knowing the e-mail wasn't from her or that there was only a possibility that Michelle would be in her office when he got there. But if everything worked out right, Tom and Kevin would have a new video for the collection.


Things worked out perfectly. Michelle pulled up to the school around nine twenty on Saturday and Bill arrived less than half an hour later. Michelle was staring intently into her laptop screen when she jumped at the sound of a light tap on the office door.


She swiveled in her chair and was surprised to see her boss.


"Bill. What's up?" she said, still a little shaken by his appearance.


Bill walked into the office and closed the door. "You should keep your door locked," he said with a faint smile.


"Oh? Do I have a reason to be afraid?"


"People with debts to owe might come to visit," he said.


The puzzled look on her face did not prevent Bill from approaching her desk. He got his first good look at her body, dressed casually in a loose fitting t-shirt and shorts. Her silky thighs were tanned and tempting. The gentle curve of her breasts made the t-shirt appear to flow across her body.


"Debts?" she asked.


"I thought I owed you one."


Her expression changed from puzzlement to concern. Michelle struggled to quickly find the right words.


"Bill, I think the other day was...well, uh, maybe we should just move on," she stammered.


"But I would never want you to think your job depended on something like that, Michelle. You're going to be the principal at this school for a long time, I hope. Nothing we do together should impact on that."


Michelle crossed her legs and tugged on the bottom of her shorts. She was a student of body language and instantly scolded herself for showing such blatant signs of his intimidation of her. She decided that standing next to him might equal things out a little. If she had had time to think things out, she would have realized it was a mistake.


As she rounded the corner of her desk and saw Bill's eyes traveling up and down her body, she knew she was in trouble. She seriously thought about walking straight to the door. But he moved a half step to the side and effectively blocked her path.


"Bill, whatever it was you came here to talk about...," Michelle started to say.


"I didn't come here to talk, Michelle."


He reached out and took her by the top of her arm. They moved together and his mouth was rapidly on top of hers. Michelle whimpered as the prolonged kiss continued. She attempted to back away, but his grip was solid. She felt her ass hit the desk.


Bill moved in front of her and pressed his body against hers. His cock hardened and her breasts flattened under the pressure of his chest. Finally, she managed to free her mouth from his.


"Bill! This isn't right."


"Relax." Bill's attempt to mock Michelle's own instructions to him didn't go unrecognized. The fright on her face was evident. She felt trapped, both physically and professionally.


Bill's hands slid up over the beltline of her shorts and under the bottom of her shirt. The feel of her soft skin on his fingertips forced his cock against the inside of his shorts with agonizing effects. Their eyes met as the hands progressed up her chest.


She opened her mouth to speak, but his hands reaching the bottoms of her bare breasts prevented her from talking.


"Naughty girl," Bill said. "No bra in school. Makes me think you were expecting somebody."


She wanted to kick him; scream; or run. Anything except what she expected to happen next.


Bill's fingers spread out as they covered her tits. Soon, his palms were flat against her nipples and he was kneading her supple flesh. He pressed his entire body forward until Michelle was afraid she'd fall straight onto the desk. Whatever his intention, she would not allow THAT to happen.


"I watched you the other day, Michelle. You like your nipples squeezed, don't you?"


As he spoke, he rolled her nipples between his fingers and instantly felt them harden. Michelle wanted to cry when she felt her pussy react with a familiar tingle. If she didn't stop him now, she either wouldn't be able to or wouldn't want to.


"Bill..."


As soon as he heard her speak, Bill pinched both nipples as hard as he could. Michelle's squeal pierced the silence of the office and her body exploded with shivers of stimulation. Her mouth was open but the only sound was her struggle for breath.


Bill raised her shirt until both breasts were exposed. He marveled at the perfection of their size and shape, gazing at the dark areolas surrounding the erect nipples. He leaned forward and lightly licked all around one of them. Michelle did not move. He kissed the nipple. Then he slipped it between his lips.


Michelle gasped again when his tongue slid across her skin. More and more of the breast entered his mouth and the intensity of his sucking increased. Bill tilted his head slightly and used one hand to hold up the tit. He practically devoured her over the next thirty seconds.


Bill took his mouth off her for just a second and said, "Take off your shirt, Michelle."


Like a robot, the young principal pulled the shirt over her head and laid it on the desk. Bill switched to the other breast and sucked on it for a minute. Michelle could feel the moisture collecting in her pussy as he skillfully played with her chest, and wondered if she was past the point of no return.


"Bill, the door," she murmured.


"I locked it. Don't worry."


"We shouldn't be...I mean, I think we should...stop," she pleaded.


Bill held her breasts in her hands and looked into her eyes. "I'm returning a favor. Just this once."


His tongue was back on her tit at the same time his hands moved down to the front of her shorts. Michelle resigned herself to the fact he wasn't going to stop. Her biggest worry now was someone unexpectedly arriving at the school. Thankfully, the curtains were pulled to block the glare of the morning sun.


Bill opened her shorts and slid his hands inside. He felt the soft fabric of her panties and, then, the damp heat emanating from between her legs.


"Ahhh, so you DO like your nipples played with," Bill said scornfully. "I'll try to remember that."


He moved his hands around her waist and onto the top of her ass, still outside her panties. Bill pulled her towards him as he felt the soft bulge of her ass. As he did, the shorts began to drop down her legs. Michelle could only let them collect at her ankles while Bill began to kiss her.


She reluctantly allowed the kiss to persist at the same time Bill was slipping his fingers inside the back of her panties. After a couple mild clenches of her cheeks, Bill started to push down on the panties. The kiss ended and Bill kneeled down to remove Michelle's underwear.


He stood back up and moved back one large step, the farthest he had been away from her since she moved around the desk. His eyes scanned her nudity for what seemed an eternity to Michelle.


"Lovely," he said softly. "Very nice."


After a short pause, he said, "Turn around, please."


Michelle pivoted until her ass faced him. She felt vulnerable and insecure and naked. Her entire body twitched when Bill's hand slid across her bare ass, between her legs, and onto her thigh. She felt him stand directly behind her and then his hands were moving up to her breasts again. He held her tightly from behind, squeezing the tits in his hands.


"You're so wet, Michelle," he nearly whispered. "You want to cum, don't you? Tell me you do."


She nodded, her career options first most on her mind.


"Tell me."


"Yes," Michelle answered.


She heard the zipper on Bill's pants. He fumbled behind her but she didn't look back. Long seconds passed and she wondered what he was doing. Then an empty condom packet was placed on her desk and her heart pounded harder.


"Lean on the desk," Bill told her calmly.


Michelle placed her palms on the top of the wood desk.


"Spread your legs."


She separated her feet a few more inches, just as Bill's hands gripped her by the waist and pulled her back a little. Michelle was now nearly doubled over at the waist and spread more than wide enough for him to enter her. Almost immediately, she felt the tip of his cock at the entrance to her pussy.


Bill gawked at the incredible sight of the young woman sprawled out in front of him only long enough to get in place. Then he eased his cock forward and sensed her body stretching to accept his hard, thick shaft. The lubricated condom, and lubricated pussy, made the rest simple. Soon, his balls were resting on her warm skin.


As much as Michelle was dismayed by Bill's actions, the sensation of his cock sliding inside her from behind was undeniably good. She'd never had sex this way and was soon over her anxiety. Bill held her by the hips and began a slow, rhythmic fucking that allowed both of them sufficient time to get used to it.


At first, the only sound was that of Bill's body lightly smacking into Michelle's. Then he broke the relative silence.


"You feel so good, Michelle. So tight."


His hands moved to her tits as they hung below her. When the nipples were pressed between his fingers, she constricted her pussy around his cock. They both moaned quietly and Bill picked up the pace. Michelle gripped the edge of the desk, obtaining a more secure hold to counteract his force, and both of them recognized that their bodies were inching closer and closer to orgasms.


The next couple minutes were taken up by harder and faster fucking. Michelle could only bear the brunt of it, unable to offer much beyond an occasional squeeze of Bill's cock by her pussy. Bill, however, had access to her entire body and left very little of it untouched.


His groans came faster and louder. He was very close and wanted Michelle to know it.


"C'mon, Michelle. Let yourself cum," he told her.


Bill put a finger on her clit and rubbed frantically. Michelle tilted her head back and moaned noisily, feeling all new surges of excitement shoot through her stomach.


She repeatedly cried out "Yes!" with Bill rubbing harder each time she said it. Beads of perspiration collected under her blonde bangs as an orgasm grew deep inside her body. Bill felt her body quiver and he used two fingers to massage her clit.


"That's it," he whispered. "Cum for me. Cum hard for me."


His words were enough to put Michelle over the edge.


"Oh God! I'm cumming, Bill. Now!"


Michelle clutched at the desk and steadied herself as her body gave in. Incoherent sounds of lust filled the office as the orgasm started, and grew. The slapping of their bodies coming together quickened and Bill announced his own orgasm.


"Yes! Yesssss!"


He firmly held Michelle in place and slammed into her as hard as he could, producing the first of several long blasts of cum inside the condom. They came together in noisy, chaotic bliss, totally oblivious to anything except their own need to cum. Thirty seconds later, Michelle was collapsed on the desk with Bill still inside her and leaning against her bare ass.


###


"Damn," Kevin declared. "Are they done?"


"Yeah," Tom said sadly. "The rest is just her getting dressed and Bill trying to figure out what to do with the condom."


Eventually, both of the people in the video left the office and the lights went out. Tom and Kevin watched the screen go black.


"Wow," Kevin said. "That's a keeper."


Both men needed to relieve the immense pressure inside their shorts, but wouldn't do it until they were alone.


"I think we're almost done with these two," Tom said. "We've caused enough mayhem. Maybe it's time to let them decide their own fates now. What do you think?"


"Keep your eyes on the e-mail flow," Kevin told his friend. "I'm anxious to find out where this goes."


Michelle was anxious to put the entire episode behind her and, at the same time, keep her career on course. She decided to give Bill an ultimatum, via e-mail.


'Bill, I've done everything I can think of to convince you of my wish to remain principal at Bates. Is there anything more I can do? If so, it must be your final request or I will resign. Michelle'


His reply came a day later.


'Michelle, You've been more than amenable. I do have one final appeal. As you know, the superintendent's summer picnic is coming up in two weeks. It would be great if I had a chance to meet Kelli Cline that day. Perhaps you could arrange a private 'get together' for the three of us away from the other guests. I'll leave the particulars up to you. Bill'


Kelli Cline was the youngest teacher at Bates Elementary. She would be starting her second year, having been hired straight out of college. A former cheerleader, Kelli might have been the only teacher in the district more attractive than Michelle herself. She was single and entertained the other staff members with her dating exploits. Kelli never hid her love for flirting. Michelle rightfully assumed that getting her to spend some time at a picnic with Bill would be easy.


The other thing working in Michelle's favor was Kelli's apparent willingness to experiment with other women. It was a frequent private discussion among some of the teachers and Michelle became aware of it in more than one conversation. She never thought the information would become useful...until now.


So with a plan in mind and Kelli in her sights, Michelle arrived at the picnic. It was a blistering hot day and informal attire was encouraged. Thus, Michelle was pleased to finally run into Kelli a half hour after arriving and VERY pleased to see the sexy little shirt and shorts Kelli wore. Bill would be delighted.


"Hi, Kelli. You look great. Very cool," Michelle said with a smile.


"Thanks. I had trouble finding something for this hot weather and still be decent," Kelli said. "I'm not sure I met the decent requirement."


"No. You're fine," Michelle assured her. "By the way, remind me to introduce you to Bill Simmons, the assistant superintendent. He's in charge of all the elementaries, so he's a good guy to know."


"OK. Whatever you say, boss."


They chatted for a few more minutes before going their separate ways in the back yard of the gorgeous house. It was what most average people would consider a mansion, sitting on five acres of land. A multi-level deck looked out over the yard and distant pond. Inside, room after room lined the hallways on two floors, with an equally nice basement. Michelle staked out a small den on the second floor as a possible meeting place for her, Bill and Kelli.


Once Michelle verified that Bill had arrived, she started looking for the best opportunity to get the three of them together. She allowed an hour to pass so Bill and Kelli could get settled into the party, have a drink or two, and talk to whomever they needed to talk to.


Finally, she saw Bill and Kelli on the same level of the deck at the same time. She made her move.


Michelle took Bill by the arm and said, "C'mon. I'll introduce you to Kelli."


Bill accepted with a knowing smile and allowed Michelle to lead the way. They came up behind Kelli and Michelle tapped the young teacher on the shoulder.


"Kelli," she said. "I want you to meet Bill Simmons."


Bill extended a hand and made small talk while trying not to stare at Kelli's scanty outfit. Then Michelle interrupted them by saying, "Let's go inside and talk. It's a little hot and noisy out here. I know a room that's much more pleasant."


Bill, of course, knew the incentive behind Michelle's recommendation. Kelli simply tagged along, wondering to herself, but not willing to ask her two bosses what was up. They proceeded up the steps and into the den. Michelle closed the door and quietly locked it.


The room reminded Kelli of an old English library in a black and white Sherlock Holmes movie. Except the book cases, couch, and chairs were very modern.


"So, how do you like Bates so far?" Bill asked as he settled into one of the high back, overstuffed chairs.


"Oh, it's awesome," Kelli said. She and Michelle sat side-by-side on the couch. "The staff's great."


"And Michelle?" Bill said.


"She's a great principal," Kelli said, looking over at her boss. "She'll do anything for us to make the job easier."


"I try to meet separately with all of our new teachers at functions like this, so don't feel uncomfortable," Bill stated. "It's good to know the most I can about each of the staff. We want you to feel like you're part of the team."


"I do," Kelli assured him. "Everybody's been great."


Bill asked about her background and hobbies and generally kept the conversation informal. But knowing their time was limited, he wanted to quickly get to the point of their 'meeting.'


Kelli unwittingly made it easy for him when she said, "I hope I didn't dress too casually today."


Bill chuckled. "This is a casual picnic. We want everybody to be relaxed. You look very nice."


Michelle stood up and faced Kelli. With a small grin on her face, she extended both hands toward the teacher. "Stand up, Kelli."


The surprised look on Kelli's face did not stop her from holding onto Michelle's hands and rising to her feet. Michelle turned her so that her back was to Bill for a moment, and then the two women stood so he saw their silhouettes.


"I think you look very nice, too, Kelli. But I'm sure Bill would like to see more. I know I do," Michelle said.


Two beers were enough to slow Kelli's reactions, but not deaden them. Michelle's words caused plenty of alarms to go off inside her head, but she also felt a sudden sense of excitement. Her very pretty boss sounded as though she was coming on to her and a not bad looking man was watching. The stimulation it caused overshadowed any doubts Kelli may have had.


"Is that why you picked this room?" Kelli asked. "So we could all be alone? What's next?"


The sultry look in Kelli's eyes made Michelle consider wanting another woman for the first time in her life. She was going to hate turning Kelli over to Bill. But first, she'd have some fun.


"Maybe I want to kiss you," Michelle said.


"Maybe you should," Kelli replied.


What started out as Michelle's attempt to meet Bill's demand was quickly turning into an experiment she never anticipated. Her answer to Kelli was to lean forward and lightly bring their lips together. Kelli had enough of her senses in place to know better than to push things too fast. She let the kiss continue for a couple seconds before spreading her lips and letting her tongue brush across Michelle's mouth.


At the same time that Kelli first felt Michelle's tongue, Kelli put her hands on Michelle's waist. The women moved closer together. The kiss intensified and Kelli's hands slid higher on the outside of Michelle's shirt. Bill watched with interest, his cock slowly coming to life.


Michelle completely lost awareness of her surroundings in the brief second it took for the kiss to reach its climax. When she pulled her tongue out of Kelli's mouth and opened her eyes, Michelle realized Kelli had her hands on top of her breasts.


"God, Kelli. I'm...I'm...," Michelle stammered.


"You're what, Michelle? I think you liked that."


"I think Bill would like it better," Michelle said. "I don't want to be the only one who gets to taste it."


Kelli leisurely moved her hands back down. At the same time, Michelle moved behind Kelli and turned her slightly to face Bill directly. Then Michelle put her hands at the bottom of Kelli's shirt.


"But first," Michelle said, "he and I both want to see more of this lovely body."


Kelli didn't respond as she felt the shirt begin to rise, exposing the smooth, tanned skin of her waist and stomach. The grin that crossed her face the higher the shirt got convinced everybody, including herself, that it was OK.


In fact, Kelli would have been fine even if Michelle had kept going. But, she didn't. Michelle stopped just below Kelli's breasts and said, "You do it, Kelli."


The young teacher took hold of the bottom of the shirt while Michelle let go. As Michelle headed for the couch, Kelli lifted the shirt over her bare breasts and exposed them to Bill. After a slight pause, she pulled the shirt over her head. Shaking her head to put her hair back in place, Kelli held the shirt at her side.


Bill openly gazed at the topless woman and her perfect, round breasts. Kelli looked incredibly sexy holding the shirt in a pose worthy of any magazine. Even from behind, on the couch, Michelle thought Kelli looked fantastic with her tiny, tight ass and bronze legs.


Kelli twirled the shirt one time and let it fall to the floor.


"Want more?" she asked Bill in a tempting voice.


"It's up to you," Bill tried to convince her. "But if the rest is as good as this, the answer is yes."


Kelli unbuttoned her shorts and pulled down the zipper. She allowed the pants to hang open just enough to reveal the start of simple white panties. But as the shorts sank lower and lower on her thighs, Bill and Michelle could tell the panties were anything but simple. By the time Kelli's shorts were below her ass, the tiny panties that clung to her skin like paint were in full view.


Neither Bill nor Michelle paid much attention to the shorts hitting the floor with the view they had of Kelli's ass and pussy. Each movement Kelli made was accentuated by the tight fitting panties. The cheeks of her ass spilled out on either side of the back while, in front, the outline of her slit pressed against the fabric.


Kelli did her own staring. The bulge in Bill's pants seemed to be growing, which only served to validate in her mind the extreme measures she was going to. Kelli's pussy tingled as she reached for her panties. She stood so that both Bill and Michelle had side-on views of her as she bent at the waist and took off the last piece of clothing.


A nervous smile crossed her face as Kelli stood back up, completely naked.


"Turn around," Bill said calmly.


Michelle thought back to when she received the same orders from Bill, and how frightening the words were. And stimulating. Kelli slowly rotated in the middle of the room, providing both witnesses a full view front and back of her gorgeous naked body.


"Well?" Kelli asked when she faced Bill again. "Do I pass?"


"A-plus," he replied.


"How do I know?" she said, her eyes squarely planted on his crotch.


"Want proof?"


"I do."


Bill grinned. "Come over and take a closer look."


Without pause, Kelli moved between Bill's legs and started to open his shorts. When she pulled them down his legs, she got on her knees. Her hands moved quickly back up to the top of his briefs and she had them around his ankles in just seconds.


Bill's cock sprung upward in semi-erection while Kelli removed his shorts and underwear and laid them beside the chair. She inched forward until her breasts hung just inches above the tip of his cock. Kelli looked up at Bill and smiled.


"Rub my tits with it, Bill."


Surprised at her demand, but not disappointed, Bill put his hand on the cock and guided it to one of her nipples. With increasing pressure, he rubbed the tit and felt the blood surge through his shaft. Thirty seconds later, he was completely hard and had the cock between her tits while squeezing them together.


"That's it. Fuck my tits. I want you good and hard," Kelli said quietly.


Michelle watched intently, spreading her legs and unashamedly rubbing her pussy through her shorts. Even when Bill looked over, she didn't stop. She couldn't stop.


Bill more than met Kelli's requirement of being hard. The sensation of her round, soft tits massaging both sides of his cock at the same time had him ready to cum very quickly. When she sensed that, Kelli said, "I want you inside me, Mr. Simmons."


She didn't wait for an answer. Kelli stood up and turned so her ass was facing Bill. She carefully moved back until her pussy was directly over his cock and then looked over her shoulder.


"Are you ready?" she asked.


"Whenever you are."


"Let me help," Kelli said, her hand reaching between her legs.


With his cock between her fingers, Kelli began to lower herself until the swollen head separated her pink skin. Bill held her by the waist and leaned back while Kelli slid her cunt down over the entire length of his cock. She was tight and wet and warm. Bill groaned his approval.


"My God, that feels good," Kelli sighed. "Now fuck me."


Their combined movements quickly resulted in perfect rhythm and angle of attack. Kelli could feel every inch of Bill's long cock inside her and Bill could feel the firm perimeter of Kelli's cunt wrap around him. She sat in his lap and enjoyed the ride.


Michelle, meanwhile, couldn't sit back and watch any longer. She rose from the couch and walked over to the chair. Her eyes must have given her away, because Kelli promptly pushed out her chest and ran her hands over her tits. Kelli rested them in her palms while Michelle got into position in front of her. Then Michelle took over, putting one tit and then the other in her mouth until the nipples were stiff and bright pink. She sucked on them noisily and bit down, causing Kelli to squeal with pleasure.


Bill continued driving his cock up into Kelli's cunt while Michelle worked on her tits. Kelli repeatedly asked for Michelle to suck her harder and Michelle eagerly obeyed. For nearly five minutes, the threesome turned the chair into a sex machine.


With two people servicing her, it came as no surprise that Kelli was the first to cum. She cried out as the orgasm burst through her body. Bill rammed her as hard and fast as he could and Michelle teased her tits with flicks of her tongue. When the first orgasm was over, a quick massaging of her clit brought on a second one.


Bill was ready to cum now. His indecision about cumming inside Kelli was alleviated when she lifted herself off him, getting on her knees alongside Michelle.


"Let's do him together," Kelli suggested.


Their mouths convened on the rigid cock still covered with Kelli's sweet juices. They licked it feverishly and alternated taking it deep inside their mouths. Kelli managed to sneak a kiss in every now and then with Michelle, but her main focus was on Bill's cock.


Bill thought to himself that if this was going to be the last of his 'dealings' with Michelle, it was a fabulous way to end it. He wasn't exactly sure how they got to this point, but he loved every second of it. With two tongues sliding up and down his cock, his mind was quickly brought back to the reality of the moment. He was about to cum.


"It won't be long, ladies," he moaned.


"Let's have it," Kelli told him. "I'm ready."


Michelle was the first to taste his precum. "Ummmm, sweet. Where's the rest?"


Bill gripped the arms of the chair. "Now. Now!"


The women both had their lips around various portions of the cock when Bill started to cum. A long stream of semen burst out and landed on Kelli's nose and cheek. The next shot was taken directly in Michelle's mouth, while Kelli captured the next couple. Soon, their sucking produced only tiny spurts of cum that was quickly lapped up by their tongues.


Bill's groans subsided until all the licking in the world couldn't produce anything more. Michelle giggled as she looked over at Kelli's face and the cum clinging to the tip of her nose.


"Wait until he watches me use my panties to clean this up," Kelli said with a wry smile. "I bet he gets hard again."


Ten minutes later when Bill, Kelli and Michelle reappeared on the deck, the only person in the crowd who might have had a clue as to what just happened was a young man sitting in the corner. Tom smiled to himself and thought of all the possibilities.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Anticipation


We walked down the dark foggy street in silence, hand in hand. The unspoken communication of anticipation. My heart was racing with the feeling and yet I still had uncertainty. Did he feel it too? We came to the house and we strolled to the door, I tried not to let my nervousness show.


I stood next to him as he smoked. Taking long drawn out breaths in, savoring, then letting the curling smoke into the freezing night air. His lips around the cigarette more sexual to me now than ever. His tongue tip lightly touching the edge of the paper, awaiting the next inhale.


I pretended to be patient, but my patience had long run out. I took a deep breath in, steadying myself and finding the courage to do something, anything to relieve this.


I pushed him up against the brick wall, my hands on his shoulders, my body colliding with his. All the need I had inside welled up as my lips reached his and with open mouths we both breathed each other in, kissing frantically. It was like a bolt of electricity as he pulled me harder into him, ignoring the lit cigarette he took hold and ground my hips into his. Almost unconsciously I was grinding more, moaning into his mouth as I did so. The anticipation once again took over all my senses, my body totally aware of what may follow.


We continued to kiss, our tongues playing back and forth, my lips between his teeth, his lips brushing seductively over mine. For what seemed like an hour he made me quiver with only his lips and tongue, and by the time he stopped to take another long draw of his cigarette, I was panting and shaking against his warm body.


He unlocked the door, my hand in his free hand, pulling me inside and to him straight away. His lips locked to mine he slid his hands over my shoulders, dropping my black coat to the floor, and reaching for the zipper of my shirt. Our clothes quickly ended up on the floor and table, my only remaining clothes a bright red lace bustier and panties, both which he insisted stayed on. My addiction to his warm lips was fast cemented as he continued to plunder my mouth with his tongue, teasing and playing. While he kissed me with this passion I hadn't known he dragged me slowly to the set of carpeted stairs which led to his bedroom. Another shiver of anticipation made me shudder, the thought of a bed, and the awaiting delights it held.


At the top of the stairs it was dark still, three doors waiting to be entered. My expectations were turned upside down as he pushed me up against the nearest wall, slamming himself against my body, creating an amazing wave of pleasure, and eliciting a loud moan from my lips. He smiled wickedly at this, keeping my body as close as possible to his, my head dropping once again to be claimed by his soft but commanding lips. This time he knew how to tease me, at his mercy like this, he used the hard metal of his tongue bar to stroke my lips and tongue, setting off a million thoughts. A simulated pleasure of what he could do to me. And this was exactly what he wanted me to know.


His hips held me in place against the wall while he moved against me, letting me know his intentions, his cock hard through his jeans, a teasing touch, that was right where I needed it, yet so unsatisfying. One hand helped support my weight gripping my ass hard, his other moving down my body, making me arch up as he palmed my breasts through my lingerie, tweaking my nipples till I moaned, then moving on to tease me through my underwear. Unbearable torture that made me moan again, and his grin in the dark let me know that he was very aware of what he did to me, and the way he affected me.


By now I was writhing in his arms, his hand expertly stroking my clit through my underwear, begging to be fucked. Shamelessly I moaned out load, shaking and struggling to escape his grip, and his torture. Finally, slipping two fingers inside me, I came hard, relieving all the built up tension and shuddering out my orgasm as we both leaned against each other and the wall.


Released back onto solid ground, we found ourselves on the floor at the top of the stairs. He lay underneath me, his anticipation now a sweet revenge for what he had done to me. He breathed hard, gripping my hips and waiting for my next move. I was shaking myself as I moved my body down, letting him in, that first wave of pleasure blurring my vision. Closing my eyes as I saw his darken while I moved slowly up and down, not only getting used to this feeling, but savoring the absolute filling of myself.


He moaned too, we moved together, this dance of bodies, ancient and primal. An almost unbearable friction built between us, frantic and steady at the same time. No thoughts passed, only instinct, as he fucked me as hard as I moved on him, moved me this way and that, finding what made me scream, orgasm after orgasm, discovering new ways to pleasure each other.


No time was paid attention to as we continued, the stairs acting as leverage as I was bent over, the final act of this play. I screamed, my fingernails digging into the soft carpet, his movements constantly harder and faster as we came together, hardly able to take a breath. Our bodies together, sated at last, after a night of utter anticipation.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Good Deed


I'm sitting on the couch silently watching him pace up and down the room.


"What am I supposed to do? I haven't been single in ages and I'm not sure I can cope."


I keep my eyes fixed on his face; I know what will happen next. He's just too easily read.


"I... I..." He looks over at me with his hands in his pockets; when he looks like that I just want to stuff him in my pocket and keep him safe forever.


"Come here," I purr, and signal for him to sit down by my feet. I haven't been his Domme in a while but I guess he's desperate, and he's next to me in the blink of an eye.


I carefully run my hands through his hair. I feel him clawing at my rather unsexy, plain blue dressing gown. I know fairly well that I don't need a latex catsuit to intimidate him, so I carefully let my slippers drop to the floor and place a perfectly pedicured foot on his right shoulder. He lets out a low sigh of relief and begins to kiss it passionately. I sense all the pent up frustration in him and I let him grovel longer than normal before I abruptly kick him away.


I just love the puppy dog look they always serve me when I reject them like that; it makes me so incredibly horny.


He crawls back on all four, careful to avoid my gaze. I turn on the spot just enough for him to catch a glimpse of my pussy; he gulps and that makes me want to laugh so badly. But I can't. Not now. There will be plenty of opportunities for that later.


I let a hand slip beneath my gown to touch myself. I watch him cringe; he wants that. He NEEDS it. But not yet. I can't just GIVE him anything. He has to earn it like everyone else.


I get up and walk across the room to a chest near the window. I hear some alley cats singing a melancholy song somewhere in the distance; everyone's depressed nowadays it seems. I turn my focus back to the task at hand; it has to be my favourite crop. Nothing else will suffice tonight.


I gaze over at him and notice his face light up with fear and anticipation at the sight of the ruby-studded riding crop in my hands; I'm such a sucker for red and black together.


"M... Mistress?" He sounds nervous but ready as I approach him. I tell him to undress and he quickly removes his shirt and trousers. He folds them once before placing them on a chair; bless his little heart! He still remembers how strongly I despise sloppy slaves!


I order him to kneel in front of me, and let my crop slide carefully down across his back and buttocks. I do enjoy the effect this has on his skin and muscles; they ripple and tense up beautifully. I let my gaze linger on this for a second or two before I strike him forcefully across the ribs.


"Thank you, Mistress!" He yelps but his harsh breathing is filled with subtle hints of love, respect and a desire to please.


I strike again, and this time I have the pleasure of seeing a more physical reaction; his arms buckle under him and he nearly falls forward.


"Thank you, Mistress!"


Twenty lashes is needed before I get the reaction I really want; he drops to the ground and subserviently grasps for the hem of my dressing gown, silently pleading for my affection. I let the gown drop to the floor and watch as he musters his hidden strength to get back up once more. He bows his head and crawls close to me; I feel his breath on my thighs.


I run my hands through his hair again; he's all sweaty and I know he's ready for his treat. I press his face against my wet pussy.


It takes him three full seconds to realise that he's really allowed to savour my cunt, but once he does he starts lapping away at it like it's the last time; I like that about him. He never saves anything for tomorrow.


Involuntarily I let out a soft moan; his tongue works my clit like his life depends on it. I bite my lip to shut myself up and silently curse him for showing up at 3.00 in the morning on a work day.


Work! Damn it! I need sleep or my boss will kill me for falling asleep in the office.


I coo at him and gently push him away. I lie down on the couch to let him have better access to my pussy before I allow him to approach me on all four again.


"Make me cum," I order while I pinch my nipples.


"May I please you as well as I can, Goddess?" He looks almost like a schoolboy and I don't bother suppressing a giggle.


"You may do all that you can to please me, pet. You please me well."


It's obvious from his renewed efforts that he's giving it his best, and oh my! I feel my nails dig into the pillows and I just KNOW my toes are curling! His tongue is like a hurricane, and the way he uses it drives me faster towards an orgasm than I thought would be possible.


I hear him moan as he inserts two fingers into my pussy. I gasp and grab hold of his hair and grind my pussy against his face.


"Fuck yes! Keep going, bitch! Don't stop!" I can't conceal my moans anymore and as the perfectly obedient little slut he is he doubles his efforts.


My orgasm hits me like a truck. I feel him lapping away ay me throughout my climax and it just heightens my pleasure. I feel his whole body relax between my legs when he knows he's done his job well.


He plants an affectionate kiss on my right knee before looking up at me;


"Spare pillow is still in the wardrobe, right?"


I merely nod and slide down on the floor. He gets up and totters off in quest of a blanket while I remove the cushions and yesterdays newspaper from the sofa.


I watch as he settles down to sleep; the difference from when he turned up is so great I wouldn't know it was the same man if I hadn't been the one holding his leash. He seems happy, relaxed and rather pleased with himself.


I pick up my riding crop and head off to my bedroom; the day hasn't even begun and I've already done today's good deed.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

If the Couch Could Talk


I remember our first time together. It was mid-August 2007, and hotter than usual- the temperature still approaching 110 around 8pm. Arizona was often stupidly hot like that, and this summer had certainly been no exception.


We hadn't been together very long, but I already felt closer to you than I'd ever really felt to anyone else- a feeling I cherished; perhaps foolishly. We were still deep in the stage of perfection: no fights yet and the belief that there would be none, and as we snuggled together on the couch, I knew I wanted you then and there.


I wasn't sure how to say it though: despite not being a virgin, I was still pretty inexperienced in the world of sex. But that night, with the air conditioning going full-bore in my small apartment, things would change.


I burrowed closer to you with a shiver, trying to figure out how to express what I was longing for. Finally, I settled on a kiss.


Normally when we kissed, it was just that- a kiss. More than a peck on the cheek, to be sure, but certainly less than devouring each other with our mouths. Tonight, however, the kiss, though nervous on my end, was full of a hunger I was almost unfamiliar with.


I've never met a kiss that sent electric chills down my spine, like the sort of crappy cliches romance novels are so fond of, but this kiss was close. Starting strung with nerves, it quickly developed into something more: a soul-deep hungry taste-fest of sensation that left me panting when we finally pulled apart, and wet with sweat and arousal. I wanted you, and more by the second, so when your hand led mine to the opening of your jeans, I undid the zipper without even a thought and reached in to caress your slowly hardening erection. It felt amazing in my hand; hot and stiff and silky-smooth, and I found myself licking my lips imagining the feel of it inside me.


Then, suddenly, I realized your hand had reached under my skirt as I felt you rubbing your fingers against my sheer white panties, pushing them in between my shaved lips and stroking them in circles around my clit. I moaned and arched into your fingers as your mouth came down on mine, still running my hands across your now completely hard cock. The light friction against my clit increased in pressure as your head traveled from my mouth downward to my sensitive neck, leaving me moaning and gasping for air against the multitude of rushing sensations.


You pulled away for a moment, but before I had a chance to be worried, I discovered why. My shirt disappeared quickly, followed shortly by my bra, skirt, and panties. I hadn't stopped rubbing your hardness, and with you moaning I quickly slipped the jeans and boxers off your wonderful body.


Then, with no thought but your satisfaction in my mind, I slipped your rock-hard cock into my warm, wet mouth.


Licking all around it and moistening it for what I was about to do, I suddenly and unexpectedly swallowed your whole length deep into my throat. You let out a sharp moan of pleasure, and I bobbed my head up and down your entire length for a few moments, lapping and sucking; pulling back until only the tip was in my mouth, then driving it deep into my throat and pulling back again. Your moans were becoming frantic, and out of the corner of my eye I could see you holding the couch with a death-like grip. That was when I slowed the pace down.


Taking you leisurely in and out of my mouth, and more shallowly than before, I increased the suction to near-unbearable pleasure and swished my tongue rapidly over the underside of your cock, right where the head joins with the shaft. Then I swallowed you completely again.


You shook at that, moans becoming louder and louder as I rubbed my myself against your leg and continued sucking, varying between shallow and deep and fast and slow. For a while I kept you on the edge but didn't let you cum, knowing though it was torturous for you, it would make the orgasmic pleasure all that much more enjoyable when it did begin.


Then, suddenly, I swallowed you deeper than ever and let the muscles in my throat massage you to climax. I could feel you coming so hard your whole body shuddered and shook, and I stared into your eyes in passionate delight and swallowed every last drop.


I continued licking until your cock softened in my mouth, then let it go with a moan of disappointment. I wouldn't have long to wait until my pleasure began though, because once you recovered the ability to move you began to slowly fuck me with one, then two and three fingers, rubbing them gently against my most sensitive spot while another finger played with my clit.


I had never felt pleasure like this before, and it was overwhelming. I began shaking against your hands, moaning so loudly I was sure the neighbors could hear, but you didn't stop. Instead, you sped up the motion of your fingers until they were a blur of penetration and pleasure, and I felt my pussy clenching against you as I came. Still you didn't stop, though. With mind-bending precision, you continued to drive me wild as I hit a second, then third orgasm. Finally, you pulled your fingers loose from my still-pulsing wetness and licked them clean, then licked every inch of my cum from my center and thighs, sending me into another orgasm as your tongue flicked my clit.


I was still delirious with pleasure when you led me to my bed. I fell onto it almost haphazardly, staring up at your beautiful hard shaft as you flipped me over and instructed me to get on my knees. I obeyed instantly. I would do anything for you at this point.


I arched my back downward as you shoved your hard, hot cock deep within me, burying yourself in one powerful thrust. I could feel your balls slap hard against my clit, and I wondered how long I would last like this.


You fucked me hard and rough, pulling fully out and slamming back in at an amazing rate while grabbing my hips and forcing them into yours. I had never felt anything so wonderful in my life. My eyes rolled back into my head and I came so powerfully I passed out, but not before feeling you shooting spurt after spurt of cum deep into my womb.


I woke up about an hour later, seeing you hard yet again as you stroked your long, thick cock with your hand to full hardness. When you noticed I was awake and staring with flushed cheeks, you picked me up off the bed and lifted my body over your dripping cock, then, when I let out a moan, dropped me onto it.


I could feel it spearing deep into me; deeper even than before, and it was almost more pleasure than I could handle. But you kept lifting me off of your erection, then dropping me down again upon it, until I came with a scream.


"Oh god! Fuck me harder!" I cried, and you did, moving me faster and faster until we both came again with delirious moans and collapsed onto the bed and into sleep, curled up against each other.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dangerous Distractions


It was hot, even though she was wearing only shorts. She armed sweat off her brow, leaving a smudge of dirt in its place. She stretched tall and glanced towards the other end of yard, stealing adoring glimpses of her Owner as He tinkered with their ancient, cantankerous tractor. Suddenly, weeding the garden didn't hold much importance in the scheme of things, so she sauntered over to where her Owner lay prone under the tractor. She smiled as she heard half-muttered cursing and snarls drifting up from Him, accompanied by clanks and bangs and even the occasional grunt of pain. He sounded frustrated. Angry. Maybe He needed to cool off too...


Quietly slipping her foot free of her flip-flop, she quickly rested it firmly against His crotch, pressing noticeably, stopping short of pain but leaving very little wiggle room. It was a calculated risk, she knew; to not only interrupt Him but to be aggressive against Him. The sounds of frustrated work stopped immediately; a voice grumbled, low like an idling diesel engine.


"What the fuck do you think you're doing, girl? He snarled menacingly.


"I'd think it rather obvious, Master." she retorted. "Stepping on You."


She smiled, but underneath she was anxious. This could either go really really well, or she severely miscalculated His mood, and this could go horribly bad, for her at least. She braced herself, expecting a sudden change in position. She was prepared then, when He quickly brought the foot nearest her out and up, trying to sweep her off her feet. She dodged it and quickly moved to His other side, pressing a little bit harder on His crotch to giver her better chance of prolonging the outcome of this fight. He groaned and snarled, a strangled moan rushing towards her, and she had to fight against all of her training to not immediately drop to her knees in supplicant apology. To her surprise, He scooted away from her foot, out the underside of the tractor, and suddenly she was looking into His snapping blue eyes over the engine block of the tractor. His face was dirty, smeared with grease and grit. He had a forbidding look to his handsome angled face, a jut of arrogance in His jaw. The electricity snapping in His piercing eyes made her knees weaken once again, but she gritted her jaw and thrust her face out defiantly.


"Are you looking at a beating beyond no other, girl?" He demanded, cold amusement and dangerous desire playing across His features.


"Surely You wouldn't be able to do such a thing, You must be too tired after getting nowhere on the tractor" she smirked.


"Oh, I think I can find it in me," He growled.


Before she could even frame a response, He was lifting Himself up and over the tractor's engine, meaning to squash any defiance in her to a meaningless pulp. She turned and bolted, feeling the rough callused fingers tips of His left hand skate across her bare shoulder as she launched herself away from His leap. She heard the thud of His feet hitting the ground behind her; then the air was filled with her breathing, light and rapid, and her footfalls, beating a quick staccato on the soft grass. The sound of His breathing, heavier and somehow more alive, and His steps, solid and sure in pursuit of her, quickly overcame those sounds. She jagged left, throwing a quick panicked glance over her shoulder as she adjusted her balance. He was right there behind her; His eyes alight with the effort of capturing her. She looked forward and scanned the yard, desperate to avoid the eventuality of her defeat. Spying the lilac bushes, dense and full, she dashed behind them, working herself into the thick foliage and ducking. Waiting for His footsteps to pound past, she was at a loss when He never came by. She rose up a bit on her knees, trying to see through the thicket, when a quiet, iron-clad voice whispered next to her: "Looking for me?" She screamed in surprise, and that scream was choked off short as He wrapped a strong hand around her throat and pulled her back, the other hand nesting deep in her hair. He dragged her out, and released His grip on her throat once she was forced to her knees in front of Him.


"Explain yourself, slut!" He demanded, alternately amused and infuriated with her playful rebellion. She looked up at Him, that face that could melt her heart or cause her to tremble in fear, and smiled. He looked incredulous at this smile as she whispered, her voice raw from the choking; "You needed something to distract you from the tractor, did You not?"


He stood, jaw agape for a moment, and then roared with laughter. When it was down to chuckles, He shook her firmly by her hair. "I'll show you distraction, you disobedient slut. I will be quite distracted, indeed. And I have a feeling that you will be rather...distracted...for the next week."


Her smile faded slowly as she tried to imagine the next few hours of her life. Perhaps she should have thought this through a little more? There was no more time to reflect as He dragged her by her hair, headed to the garage. She stumbled and skip-crawled along, trying to bite back the pleas for mercy as they crowded behind her lips...



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Some Long Overdue Fun


"What I am looking for is some long overdue fun," thought Danielle Thorbin, as she slipped a bath robe over her one-piece swimsuit, closed her laptop, did her belt up and wondered about standing up to answer the insistent ringing at her front door. "And whoever is ringing my doorbell like that is really going to suffer for their impertinence."


"I wonder if I dawdle long enough, will they just go away?" she said to herself and stretched her arms up behind her head, before looking across the 12 metre pool towards the Greek urn on the far side. It had been hollowed out to spew cool water, refreshing the pool and giving the sense of a real living environment.


She had been absolutely delighted to have found this place with its secret garden, sunken out of sight of other properties and hidden from any overlooking view by tall, well tended bushes, shrubs and trees. The two lawns on either side of the pool were comparatively small, not much larger than the pool itself and so easily maintained.


She had a man – a Mr. Janks - come in periodically to tidy the place and clean out the pool. The occasional earthy grunts he emitted as he worked down her list of gardening requirements punctuated her thoughts occasionally as she wrote up the next stage of her treatise.


A small part of her – a very small part - wondered what Janks would be like were she to invite him to take liberties. She shook her head at the idea of his hairy masculinity bellowing his orgasms in her bedchamber. Sometimes, she had thought of him taking her in the garden, but that idea was of very short duration indeed.


To be honest she generally contented herself with smiling brightly at him, when he presented his awful poetry for her scrutiny.


"Another one," she would sigh and try not to contain her sniggers at the awful rhyming couplets that didn't quite scan and which pitted one self-indulgent metaphor against another over-used cliche. "Oh, Mr Janks, what am I to do with your efforts?"


"I couldn't rightly say miss," he would respond awkwardly head, bowed, hoping that this one would be the break through. Inevitably disappointment followed, as he watched her take out a large red felt tip, scrawl a brief comment or two; and shake her tightly curled black locks in denial of his artistic ambitions.


He liked to watch her brushing it back after she'd swum or the contrast when she had used a straightener on it and the oils that left it lush and fragrant redolent of the exoticism of her African forebears. One day he thought...one day, Miss Thorbin, my time will come.


The bell rang again bringing Danielle back to the moment. She was it seemed to be disillusioned in the hope that whoever it was would take themselves off. Grumpily, she made her way past the palms in the garden entrance and strode up the entrance steps determinedly to shoo off her unwelcome visitor.


Just as she reached for the latch the bell rang again impatiently.


"Oh go and..." the forty year old academic huffed as she opened the door and then, suddenly freeze-framed her face into the most beatific of smiles.


"Your flowers, Miss Thorbin," the young brunette with the armful of flower pots smiled back. "If you're looking for colour from mid-summer until the first frosts of autumn, dahlias are hard to beat."


"Well, well, well, this is a turn up for the books."


"Your man was most insistent on them being delivered today, miss."


"Janks was only following orders."


"Ah, I remember doing that once."


"So do I, Laura. So do I."


"But you have Mr. Janks as your acolyte now? Now that is the turn up for the books."


"Don't tease, Laura. You must know he is just my gardener."


"And I am just your florist, Miss Thorbin", Laura agreed; "though your tastes in flora as well as servant seems to have changed quite dramatically."


"Dahlias are more fashionable now."


"People still prefer bouquets or single roses."


"I want them to last: no here today gone tomorrow ephemeral blooms for me, Laura."


"You will break a poor flower girl's heart with words like that."


"I didn't know you'd changed florists, pet."


"Well, I've not been in touch much I suppose."


"It's lucky I made Janks order through your new boutique then."


"It's hardly mine. I just work there."


"Then I'm doubly lucky. Come in; come in. I really can't believe it's you, Laura."


"Did you undress in the hope that it would be me?" Laura giggled. "Where should I put these?"


"I'm just working hard. Let me take them from you. They can go by the planters at the foot of the steps for now."


Danielle relieved Laura of a couple of pots from the colourful burden, carrying them down and depositing them carefully. As she turned away, she heard Laura's teasing voice call out behind her:


"Too many late nights, miss?"


"It's the same as ever, Laura," she smiled to hear Laura use the old title as she turned round and beckoned Laura down too. She was half-pleased, half anxious to see that Laura remained standing in the entrance. Was the girl remembering her training or was she just in a hurry to leave?


"The same, miss?"


"I work hard and I play hard. Will you bring those pots down here now?"


"Yes miss; but it's been ages since we played, miss, hasn't it?"


"Yes, it has been quite a while."


"Still writing all night, then?"


"I'm pretty busy on the final part of my next treatise, actually. I can't really complain about much. My book should be out in December, and I've got a promotional tour lined up. What have you been doing besides changing jobs? Do you have time to join me in a coffee?


"I believe I have plenty of time, miss."


"Then come through. I want you to admire my new garden layout. Here sit down on the chaise-longue with me just like you used to."


"I think I used to kneel. You did all the sitting, miss, to my recollections."


"Was that so wrong of me?"


"It seemed right at the time."


"And now?"


"Would you like me to kneel, miss?"


"For old times sake?"


"No, miss."


"No?"


"No. I will kneel because I know it will please you."


"You are still a good girl," Danielle sighed, feeling the tension of unwritten paragraphs lifting from her shoulders as she watched the young woman fold her knees under her and lower herself gracefully to the stone surround to the pool. "Would you like a cushion?"


"No. I like the feel of the stone: warm and firm – resistant to change."


"Is that how you see me?"


"It is easy for me to find my place, when the place has been left open for me."


"It was always open for you, Laura," Danielle said and pressed her hand to her breast. "I may not have changed, but have you?"


"Same old, same old: the exciting life of shoe sales during the week, flowers at weekends and the occasional oral sex session to supplement the awful wages keeps me busy as ever."


"I see you are still as frank as ever, pet."


"I'm not ashamed of what I do or who I am."


"Nor should you be."


"Thank you, Miss Thorbin."


"Hey. Don't get formal with me."


"Sorry."


"I thought we were friends?"


"We were, but I've neglected you."


"We've neglected one another. It doesn't matter anyway. I'm glad you've found the time to manipulate your employer's deliveries to deliver my dahlias."


"You ordered, Danielle. I came."


"If I start ordering you again, will you come again?"


"You know that I respond well to orders, miss."


"Ah...ah...ah."


"You know I like it when you order me around, Danielle."


"That's better Laura."


"I ought to have written, didn't I?" Laura reddened a little, slightly embarrassed at her neglect.


"Me too, my love, me too: we're both busy people though."


"Though what an academic like you might want with a shop girl like me is beyond me."


"Hasn't that always been self evident, Laura?"


"A button hole for your latest honorary degree ceremony, perhaps?"


"I hope not to be wearing pants that day."


"Oh? You'll wear a skirt then?"


"No."


"Is that allowed? Won't they frown on you in your undies?" Laura grinned.


"I hope not to go to the ceremony and be sleeping in my bed. No pants or skirts allowed there." Danielle reached down and squeezed her hand meaningfully on Laura's bare thigh, just below the hem of her short skirt. "Spread your legs, pet."


"Hey, Danielle: I'm working."


"You have a lot of orders to deliver still?"


"No. I'm on lunch after you."


"Why not lunch with me, then?"


"You're hardly dressed for lunch."


"I don't need to be dressed for what I plan to munch on."


"Hey!"


"I know. I just like teasing you sometimes."


"That's always been self-evident. At least business people help me feed my face without making me blush."


"Yes, but which one of them will discuss the nuance in Plato's "Allegory of the Cave" with you."


"The 'what' of the 'which'?"


"Don't pretend ignorance, pet. You'd make a fine undergraduate."


"I didn't even know Plato had a cave, let alone one with nuances."


"See? Academics give tips: intangible tips that you can't put in the bank."


"Sorry to be so venal."


"I've really missed you because of this, Laura."


"Because I'm being venal?"


"No, silly girl: just talking to you like this. You're the only woman I've ever been able to talk to this way."


"How do you mean, miss?"


"That's a tough question to answer...but talking with you is just always fun. I have to keep my wits about me."


"I'm not that sharp am I?"


"No, but I love the soft look in your eyes when you look at me."


"I can't help loving your coffee-coloured skin, miss."


"And I'm full of caffeine, too."


"And the memory of your exotic taste," Laura reminisced.


"You can celebrate my achievement, with me."


"Why don't you celebrate at the degree ceremony?"


"There aren't any nice flower girls to celebrate with at convocations. And they can send the certificate by post."


"You should be proud of your achievement."


"I'm prouder of the fact that your panties are damp already, Laura."


"Well, with your hand doing all sorts of wicked things under my skirt, what can you expect?"


"I expect you to take your skirt off like a good girl."


Laura laughed and shook her brunette hair free of the band that had held it in place. They both turned and watched the band bounce on the stone, hesitate and then slip into the water.


"Your skirt, girl, not your accessories," Danielle smiled.


"What about your family?" Laura responded, fiddling with the buttons to her short black skirt and releasing them one by one.


"What has my family got to do with your skirt?"


"I meant for the convoca... thingy."


"My mother wants me to go through with the whole "I'm going to put you in this ridiculous get up!" ceremony, but I just can't get excited about that."


"Perhaps you should miss, if only for your mama? How often does she get the chance to show off how proud she is of you? And I want to see a picture of you in your gown too."


"You've been talking to her, haven't you?"


"I am so proud of you, miss; and I think the world should have a chance to be proud of you too."


"You're proud of me?"


"Of course - I don't have many university acquaintances you know, "Laura said matter-of-factly, wiggling her skirt down her hips and letting it sit around her ankles. "And no one with a doctorate: we skirtless pets tend to walk in less esteemed circles."


"It's not all it's cracked up to be."


"Do you like my crack, miss?"


"You know that I love it, you naughty camel-toed witch."


"Thank you, miss."


"Now you've lost that austere skirt, I want you to straddle my back and massage me, Laura."


"While you tell me all about the things to be found in Plato's cave, miss?"


"If you like: let me take the bathrobe off and lie on my tummy," Danielle agreed. "Okay, are you listening...so there are these men, right? And they're chained to a wall, right? And it's all dark except for a fire and...mmmmh – oh that's lovely."


"And may I kiss your neck, miss; and spread these fingers and touch your deliciously scented caramel skin."


"Mmm, you may, pet."


Danielle moaned again as Laura bit her lovingly on the soft flesh next to the shoulder blade. Well it was more pink lips embracing the warm dark flesh than biting, but it served, as did the dark brown hair, that slid over Laura's face when she undid her hair band and began to tickle the back of Danielle's neck and then her upper back, right down to where the black costume ended.


"Put some lotion on me, Laura."


"It's as if you were waiting for me, miss," Laura smiled as she looked down and reached across to pick up a bottle of massage lotion from the low table next to the chaise-longue.


"I do love the contrast between us, Laura."


"My little red knickers and your black costume miss? Or is it the way my ivory thighs, contrasting with the chocolate flesh of your near naked form? Or would it be the dryness of your suit and the wetness of my panties?"


"You're amazing Laura. You know that, right?"


"How do you reach that conclusion?"


"Because you can get me from dry to dripping in less than a minute."


"Should I get off you so you can get off on me then?" Laura grinned.


"Whichever you'd prefer, you crude child..."


"Well, I was thinking about tugging your swimsuit down with my teeth."


"That's certainly doable!"


"And letting my lovely pink tits graze the curve of your beautiful brown bottom cheeks."


"No complaints about that either!"


"And kissing all that warm, revealed caramel flesh."


"You know thinking about this makes me want to pounce on you, don't you Laura?"


"...And finding Plato's cave between your lovely brown cheeks."


"Naughty bitch."


"Yes miss."


"You can search."


"Do you think my tongue might compete with the fire you mentioned?


"I believe so, yes."


"My little pink tongue in your tight, brown bottom hole?"


"That would certainly help, yes."


"Pushing down between your cheeks, while I watch you wriggle so attractively?"


"I'm already wriggling, you naughty slut and you have hardly even touched me."


"But are you wriggling attractively?"


"I'll let you be the judge, Laura."


"Do I get to wear an ermine gown?"


"I'd honestly prefer you naked."


"Well I'd better wait for you to get my knickers off then, hadn't I, miss?"


"I'd like to just lie here with my head in my arms and watch you take them off for me, Laura."


"I'd better get thoughts of my tongue out of your hole then," Laura giggled.


"You are far too talkative right now to lap me, girl; but you can talk if you like. I am happy to just feel your hands and take in every word you speak."


"I'll have to realise that the shadows on your bottom are not constitutive reality after all, Danielle."


"Will you perceive that the true form of reality lies in my undulating thighs each time you massage them, Laura?"


"I will just get up and slip my knickers off so you can struggle beyond the illusion of my shaven puss, Miss Thorbin, towards some kind of connection and reality."


"Yours would really be the most delicious form of pussy, I think."


Laura turned her head and slid her panties down, gazing across the water, watching the still blue expanse at length before turning back and then knelt back down over Danielle's body. She looked over Dani's shoulder into the water beyond them and saw the reflection of the academic's chocolate brown eyes.


Danielle reached behind her and pulled the white girl downwards, turning over and unbuttoning Laura's blouse. She didn't hesitate now as she stripped the flower girl's red brassiere off and pressed her palms to the young woman's breasts. Then she wrapped her arms around the younger woman's shoulders and pulled her down so their foreheads were touching and their breasts were crushed together. Then they kissed long and deep.


They lay there naked together for an age until Danielle snaked her hand down the length of Laura's nubile body, sensing the younger woman pushing her bottom further out, and arching her back to accentuate the curve of her back. At that moment Dani almost wished she had been behind the girl, able to see as she reached her hand out and spread her fingertips, brushing them across the white woman's naked buttocks.


She listened as Laura moaned softly, recollecting her former mistress's touch, remembering the moments when Danielle had seen fit to torture her for hours and then threaten her with whips and thrashings, which were administered without the black woman batting an eyelash at any of Laura's heart-rending screams.


"Are you teasing me, miss?"


"Of course"


"You're still good at it."


"Practice pet."


"You certainly know all my buttons."


Danielle slid her hands down over her former pet's jutting rear and smoothed the girl's skin, spanking her hard enough to leave a possessive red mark.


"Spread yourself, Laura."


"Yes miss," Laura moaned obediently, reaching behind herself to open herself up to Dani's prying fingers. Dani slid from under her and crouched down behind the white girl, brushing the crack of Laura's arse with the tip of her finger, savouring the tightest, pinkest anal bud Danielle had ever had.


Danielle sighed at the sight of all that creamy exposure. She groaned, feeling the bud of her clitoris and her pussy juice starting to take the inevitable trip down her inside thigh.


"Lift yourself up girl."


"Yes miss."


Danielle watched as Laura spread herself showing off the thick labia and the slickness of that smooth, hairless, pale femininity waiting to ensnare her. She could feel her head beating faster as she leaned down to spread the labial lips to expose the pink tightness, already wet and be-juiced, awaiting Danielle's insistent touch.


Laura could feel Dani's breath on the backs of her thighs and she squirmed as Danielle made the presence of her tongue felt, pressing her face into Laura's nether regions.


"Press yourself back towards me, girl, I want to lap your sex."


"I thought...mmmm... we were just going to consider the condition of woman in Socratic debate?"


"I think someone is going to get spanked, if she doesn't use more hip and less lip."


Laura bit her lip and let her small breasts hang down over the massage board, before pushing back and showing herself off as requested.


"You're right though," smiled Danielle, pushing two fingers into Laura's pink twat.


"Mmmmm."


"Yes, we'll use the Socratic method. I'll ask you a bunch of questions as I finger fuck you."


"Are prizes awarded?"


"You are the only prize pet."


"That's good miss."


"Why's that?"


"Your third finger will really prize me apart."


"Once again you read my mind, girl; and the pad of my thumb on your arsehole?"


"I think it's just being wicked."


"Wicked is as wicked does," grinned Danielle as she pressed her thumb into Laura's pretty white backside. Laura groaned.


"What are you doing, miss?"


"I'm attempting to release your inner juices – now, open those flood gates, pet."


"Is that an allegory or just an order, miss?"


"An order, cunt."


"This moist white cunt is at your disposal, miss."


"Excellent."


Danielle grazed her other hand up Laura's inner thighs and then pinched the girl's clit hard, watching the tight belly tremble, taught with expectation.


"You're a very damp cunt, Laura."


Laura said nothing. She just closed her eyes and leant back, while Danielle pushed her little finger inside the wetness so that four fingers now sluiced in and out of Laura's sex.


Dani kissed Laura's arse cheeks and then proceeded to lick between them, tasting where her thumb had so recently been, whilst her hand slipped inside the young woman's wet desire.


"I'm quite ecstatic to be using you again, flower girl."


"I don't look graceless and ridiculous then?"


"Of course not! You're lovely."


"Just checking my platonic sightlines."


Danielle responded by pumping her fingers in and out of Laura's pussy experimentally, watching Laura spread as far as she could to help Dani own the cunt of her choosing.


"Do you like this, Laura?"


"I like to please - you know this."


"I know, but are you pleased too?"


"Yes,"


"Good." Danielle smiled and pushed the widest part of her hand into Laura's receptive sex, squeezing her thumb in too.


"I'll have a capacious cunt at this rate," Laura giggled.


"That's kind of the idea!"


"You want to fist me then?"


"I think I am already. And I do - amongst other things," Danielle grinned evilly. "If you're good I might even list these "things"."


"Oh my."


Dani diddled the girl's clitoris and watching her wriggle despite herself. "I'll flick my tongue across your arse again in a moment."


"Should I look over my shoulder as I appreciate your flicks, miss?"


"Yes – you can wet my fingers with your mouth."


"But you only like me to do that when you take me anally."


"Careful: I might find a way to occupy that mouth of yours."


"Oh?"


"I have ideas."


"Yes, miss. Anything I should know about?"


"In time; right now, let me enjoy your wriggling body and your pussy wriggling around my hand."


"Yes miss," Laura sighed as Dani pushed her fingers in and out of her sopping wet sex, slowly at first, but eventually picking up speed as Laura's stretched vagina got used to the black woman's fist within her. Laura appeared to resist a little by squeezing her thighs together but was rewarded with a hearty spank from Danielle's other hand.


Laura squealed and gasped, heedless of the wanton way she must have looked, lost to everything but her former mistress's clever touches. She felt Danielle's fingers within her, speeding up and then slowing down to prolong the sensation and stop the girl from coming.


"You'll come when I say so, girl," Dani laughed almost cruelly.


"Inevitably."


"It's only as inevitable as your mind considering the allegory of my fist in your cave."


"Oh god"


"No goddess... and I'm your goddess, Laura. And I'm going to free you of all your petty inhibitions again."


"But miss."


"And it's a lovely butt, Laura – I look forward to marking it and plugging it again – now come for me like a good cunt," Danielle grinned and spanked the white girl hard with her dark hand, pistoning her hand in and out of the girl's cunt.


"Oh missss! Miss! Missssss! "


"See - you can't stay chained to the cave wall, forever."


"I can so too," Laura breathed heavily, coming down from her post-orgasmic high.


"Oh no, you can't. It's not a nice cave."


"Nice cave; nice shadows; nice hobbits - oops - wrong cave."


Danielle laughed despite herself, watching the girl giggle foolishly: "Mmm - you're cute when you pretend to be vapid."


"I am vapid."


"No."


"We flower girls get accustomed to our density and darkness," Laura smiled and turned over, reaching down for a blouse to cover herself.


"No, dearest."


"No?"


"Stay naked for me. And think of me as your surrounding darkness; and I will think of the darkness inside you, waiting for me."


"How do you mean?"


"I'll let you stew on that."


"Hey - no fair! Miss Meanie-head."


"You don't like surprises?


"I just don't think you should withhold vital information. You are the intellectual guide round here."


"I never withhold button holes compliments on your shoes or a ready tongue."


"So you don't, but I'm not withholding information. I'm just waiting for the right time to take you back again."


"I'll withhold my tongue until you find the right time, miss."


"You drive a tough bargain."


"I can laugh at the cheap shoes you'll be wearing at your convocation too while showing off my Jimmy Choos."


"Yikes."


"I'd walk around the pool naked, but for said heels, if you hadn't fist-fucked me quite so rigorously, miss."


"mmm."


"The Choos are red to go with the recently discarded panties."


"I do appreciate colour coordination."


"I try to look good - comes with the selling."


"Never sell yourself cheaply, Laura."


"Yes miss. So tell me the truth about the darkness inside of me?"


"I just think you have a hole that needs to be filled."


"Again?"


"Mhm: a few of them, actually."


"I feel like a pie crust now."


"You shouldn't," Danielle smiled. "Though you will get lots inside you if I have anything to say about it."


"Are you going to mate me with your gardener?"


"No, I'm going to fuck you with my strappy."


"Oooh! Yes please."


"It's hot when you beg, pet."


"Please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please..."


"Mmm"


"When will you take me back?"


"When you eventually earn the honour."


"No – now, Danielle."


"Don't be impatient."


"I'm not. I just think you need to take me as I need to be taken."


"I will: just not now."


Laura looked sulkily at the ground as she slipped her panties back on and hunted for her skirt, buttoning it up with a frown on her face. Then she reached round to put her hair back up: "Where's my hair band?"


"I've hidden it."


"I need to go, Danielle."


"I've forgotten where I hid it."


"Get me one of yours then."


"Foiled again!"


"Stop the games," Laura said crossly as she buttoned her blouse hurriedly.


"You forgot your bra."


"Have it as a memento."


"Don't you want a shower," asked Danielle. "Or a dip in the pool?"


"No, I'm late already," said Laura coldly, hunting in her handbag for her makeup bag.


"You're really leaving now?"


"Tell me when you'll take me back and then perhaps I'll stay."


"You drive a hard bargain."


"Yup."


"You normally win, don't you?"


"No - but I want to today."


"Ok...I'll take you back."


"When?"


"When it suit me."


"That's not the right answer."


"And you are the one to decide that, Laura Black?"


"Yes."


"I don't think so, pet. Now think of a dystopian fantasy and double it."


"Shan't."


Danielle smiled weakly. "You're sweet when you pout."


"Hardly."


"Extremely."


"Sometimes, I'll concede."


"You give me much more leeway than you really want to, you know."


"Maybe," Laura shrugged.


"Most girls wouldn't have left by now."


"I like your intellect - makes me feel more intelligent. I like the way you can celebrate your gift even if you don't share all your secrets or take me when I'm clearly here to be taken."


"You make a good fuck-toy Laura."


"Is that all?"


"No. Your head band is in the pool."


"Oh yes – I'd forgotten. It fell in earlier."


"You could try not to litter my pool, toy."


"Shall I just jump in your pool and have done with it?" Laura said ironically and stood up by the side of the pool, looking for the band that had drifted to the bottom of the pool.


"You've convinced me."


"Convinced you, miss?" Queried Laura, leaning forward to locate the band at the bottom of the deep end of the pool.


"Convinced me to take my mother to the ceremony and convinced me to detain you all afternoon," said Danielle standing up and coming up behind the younger woman.


"Detain me all afternoon... but the shop...?"


"The shop will be fine, pet."


"What will you tell them?"


"That you are developing some of the features of my garden. Where's the band then?"


"What features?" asked Laura and pointed to the band.


"The water features," said Danielle brusquely. "Now why don't you go fetch it like a good little fuck-toy?"


Laura half-turned and was convinced that Danielle smiled coolly as she gave Laura a telling nudge before stepping back to avoid the worst of the resultant splash.


"You utter beast," squealed Laura eventually as she surfaced, "you horrid, horrid beast."


"Aren't I just?" Danielle nodded happily, watching the girl tread water. "Did you find the hair-band?"


"No."


"Well dive down and look for it, while I ring your employers and tell them that you are doing some extra work re-arranging my garden this afternoon."


"Bitch," muttered Laura under her breath.


Danielle watched the girl dive down, careless of the fact that her skirt had rucked up round her waist and that her little red sodden panties were quite transparent.


Laura was quite as lovely as she remembered. The warm contours of her thighs and buttocks that bruised so easily when caned; the wildness of her cry when whipped; the softness of that breast, revealed once more through a very translucent blouse now, that she had pinched and pressed so many times when they were together.


Ah sweet memories indeed – and wasn't it nice that they had returned to haunt her – such serendipity. She bent to pick up the florist's card. As she dialled the number, Danielle smiled mischievously to herself.


She didn't want the young woman to get into too much trouble; though she would have some fun teasing Laura and whipping her on her employer's soon to be much maligned behalf and there was that "bitch" remark to be paid for and the girl's audacity for interrupting her.


Yes, Danielle Thorbin was going to have some long overdue fun that afternoon.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Tequila Shot Orgy


I'll call her Red, because she had reddish tints in her black hair and because she told me her name was Elliot I figured that was bullshit. Most girls give out fake names on meeting in a bar or party because they think they'll never see you again. Hey, everyone lies to everyone. I do it myself. But Elliot? I mean what happened to Barbara, or Sarah? Anyway, who really gives a shit? A hot broad is just that: a hot broad.


"I was hoping you'd come to the party," she said, smiling at me. "I watched you at practice yesterday. You were sensational!"


I should mention that I arrived at St. Joe's with High School All American credentials. St. Joe's, while a decent school basketball-wise, wasn't in the same league as St. John's, Kentucky, or North Carolina back in the early Seventies, but they were good enough to get the occasional NCAA invite.


Anyway, the broad, multi-hued horizontal stripes on Red's tight dress were the sort of thing only petite women can get away with. The front of the dress was zipped only half way, revealing a sports-bra that strained to keep its heavy payload in place. Red's curly redish-black hair framed a kind and intelligent face.


I mumbled something about having a smoke. "I'll come with you," she responded. My best buddy Farrell, who had been flirting with a couple of shy girls, snapped some pictures of us, then went back to the girls. I would treasure the pics for years, jerking off to Red's facial expression in the picture's as I recalled what transpired later.


It was only later, as we sat side by side on a couch by the dance floor that I found out Red was from Brooklyn, not far away from where Farrell and I hailed from. That being Jersey City.


"So, the after-party is at your place then?" I asked.


"That's awfully presumptuous of you!" She said, laughing in a way that told me she was now playing the part of the coy Freshman.


"Is it?" I grabbed a handful of her ample ass. "Because I could have sworn you'd planned this."


I must have said the right thing, or maybe grabbed the right thing, for an hour later I left the party with Red, two other girls named Joanna and Jackie, and two guys whose names I think were Donnie and Paulie. When we arrived at her apartment on the top floor of a classic brownstone Red plied us with shots of Tequila, lime and a salt shaker. This was new to me and the other girls. Apparently, Donnie and Paulie had tried it out before.


"Potent shit, man," Paulie said out of the side of his mouth, warning me to be careful.


I nodded. It sure as shit was potent.


Red laughed and said, "My roomates will be surprised to find us partying when they get home."


"Will they be pissed?" I asked.


"I don't think so. They might resent losing some sleep, but they love to party. All I ask is that we keep the noise down, no jumping around, or loud music. It's one in the morning and the people below us are policemen."


Paulie started to make out with Joanna and Jackie hopped on Donnie's lap. I was swapping spit with Red and giving her smallish tits a squeeze with no objection from her.


A few minutes later, Red left me laying on the couch, saying she wanted to show us a copy of Hustler magazine that she had stolen from her older brother. When she bent over to reach the magazine, I sprang from my seat, whipped out my hard-on, and lifted her dress in a single fluid motion. "Oh," she said and dropped the Hustler to the floor while I rubbed it against her ass.


Jackie, a good looking dirty blonde with a nice ass and decent tits, shrieked with laughter when I exposed myself. I caught Joanna, who had already checked my dick out, glancing at Paulie's bulging crotch, and knew we would really get it on with these girls.


To keep from having me fuck her on the spot, Red shouted, "We probably need another round of Tequilla!" and moved away from me to the make-shift bar in the kitchenette. We downed two quick shots apeice, and then Red slipped away to use the bathroom. My hardon was still bobbing around in the open to the delight of everyone else.


Joanna asked Paulie if his cock was as big as mine: of course he accepted the challenge and took his out. He had a nice six incher, that had some meat to it. I was marginally bigger but no one seemed to care.


Donnie was already busy sucking on one of Jackie's tits. I was already jerking off watching them, and went into a faster mode when Joanna slipped away from Paulie, dropped to her knees, fed him into her mouth and began to suck him off.


I recalled that Red had picked up the Hustler and taken it with her. I figured (correctly) that she was already jilling off in there. Feeling my dick about to burst, I told the others I was going to invade Red in the bathroom and come on her face.


That was good enough to get everyone's attention, and they were close behind me when I opened the door, saw Red sitting on the toilet seeming fixated on a full page photo of two women going at each other.


"What the fuck!" she exclaimed, while I strode toward her, jacking my dick furiously. "No ... don't you dare!"


I dared alright, and stood above her as I let go with a full load that caught her in the hair and face, splattering the front of her striped dress.


The other guys howled with laughter. But Jackie's shreiking drowned them out, as she screamed, "I don't believe it! So much come ... Wow!"


But even as knowledgable as I was with sexual matters I was stunned when Joanna went to Red, scooped some of the come from her face with her index finger, and fed it into her own hungry mouth while Red sat there seemingly stunned.


"Um, yummy!" Joanna cried, then did it again.


Red, embarrassed by what had happened, tried to get up from the toilet, but couldn't without knocking Joanna over. She passively allowed Joanna to help herself to my ejaculate until she pushed a gob at Red's mouth, smearing it all over her lips.


That brought Red out of her passive state. "You cunt, I'll piss all over you!" she screamed. "I'll piss in your mouth, and make these guys cum on YOUR face!"


At first I thought her venomous tirade was directed at me. But when she took a swing at Joanna and missed I realized she was furious at Joanna, not me. In fact I appeared to be far from her mind as far as retaliation was concerned. "Wow!" I recall saying, I had never heard a girl sound this vindictive, or filthy before.


Joanna ran into the living room laughing. Coming out of her stunned torpor, Jackie squirmed past Paulie, Donnie and me, and helped Red to her feet, shielding her from our eyes as Red pulled up her underwear and tried to compose herself.


We left them, returning to the living room and had two more rounds of Tequila shots. By the time the two emerged from the bathroom, Joanna was very drunk. Trying to greet the two girls emerging from the bathroom, Joanna found herself reeling across the room until she hit the foot of the couch, and collapsed on it.


Paulie went over to her, and began slapping her nose with his cock while the rest of us, Red included, laughed.


I was surprised to hear Red say, "Pathetic," of Joanna. "Bring her into the bathroom, will ya guys?"


Since her temper had cooled considerably, we jumped at the opportunity to make her happy, and struggled with Joanna's limp torso, eventually laying her down on the linolium flooring next to the toilet.


"Take her arm off her face," Red said, some venom creeped back into her voice. I did just that, letting it fall heavily to the floor.


Red's roommates picked that moment to enter the apartment. "Having a party without us?" The question came from a plump brunette with smallish tits, whose name I would shortly learn was Abby.


"You know the rules, Elliott, we always get dibs on parties," the other girl, a short-haired, dirty blonde chirped. This would be Tonya, who had had several blemishes on her face, problably from picking at her pimples. Otherwise she was a nice piece of ass.


So Red's name really was Elliott. Well I figured I was just another dumb ass, and was about to admit it, when Red shouted from the bathroom, "Tequila's on the bar, help yourself to three or more shots, then you can join us."


And they did, not withstanding all the booze they'd had before coming back to the apartment. The rest of us stood surrounding Joanna's passed out body, waiting to see what Red would do to her. She didn't take long, but first casually ran her hand over Paulie's springy cock.


"Show me yours," she said to Donnie, and he obliged by dropping his trousers (an act he would regret moments later) and shaking his fairly impressive boner at her. Red took it in her left hand and gave it several jerks. Donnie's cock grew more rigid. "That's better," she said, and gave him a several quick sucks, before releasing him.


"You know, Sullivan, that was kind of funny jerking off on me while I was reading Hustler. Hey, no hard feelings. I'll tell you what, let me taste you too."


I moved to her, let her take me into her mouth. She blew me steadily for about a minute. I had already cum on her and wasn't anywhere close to coming again for a time, or so I thought.


Red left off me and straddled Joanna's face. Looking down at her, red said. "I owe you big time, bitch and not just for laughing at me when he unloaded on me." She squatted and proceeded to piss on the poor girl, saturating her face and then the remainder of her body right down to her ankles. Joanna's dress was in ruins from the excessive amount of urnine Red bestowed on her.


The rest of us looked on in shock. I don't believe any of us had even conceived the idea of pissing on someone else, and here was Red actually doing it with all the aplomb of a girl sitting down reading a book of poems.


The roomates caught the last of Red's piss cascading down on Joanna. "Oh, you're a pisser, all right," Tonya cackled drunkenly as she tore off her dress and underwear and lay down on the drunken, piss covered girl, and began licking her face. A wildly laughing Donnie walked over to them and pissed on both girls.


We left Tonya and Joanna laying in a large pool of urine and returned to the living room. Moments later, Abby had her dress around her hips, rubbing her clit. Donnie wasted no time in adding his fingers to her cunt, jabbing away as if in the last throes of masterbating himself.


Paulie knelt on the floor next to them and brought his mouth to her's, eventually reaching the point where he was spitting into her mouth, and Abby, after swirling his saliva around her mouth as one would mouthwash, returned it to Paulie's gaping mouth. A minute or so later, Donnie's fingering brought Abby off. She lay there panting for another minute, then got up, caught Paulie by the hand and Donnie by his cock and dragged them into one of the two bedrooms.


Jackie pushed me onto the juice stained couch they had just vacated and began to blow me while I fingered her. Several minutes later Red approached us, watched us for a while and then, with her dress tucked into her waistband, began rubbing her cunt against the door to the bathroom. Tonya, still rolling about on the unconcious Joanna, suddenly clambored to her feet, and with as lewd a laugh as I've ever heard, vomited on the already saturated girl.


Feeling a strong urge to slip my cock into a cunt, I stood, pulled Jackie to her feet, and headed toward the second bedroom with Red at my heels. We passed the first bedroom and looked in. Paulie was fucking Abby from behind while she sucked Donnie off.


"Hey, there's a lot more room on that fucking bed!" Red bawled, as the three of us considered joining the threesome already on the bed.


"No," I said, "We need our own place." We staggered into the other bedroom, and as we toppled onto the queen-sized bed I wondered which of the girls shared this bed. But I didn't let that distract me from Red, who lay on one side of me legs spread wide, her hand over her cunt.


"Show it to me," I said.


She took her hand away. I saw a tightly shaved thatch of dark black pubic hair, sprinkled with streaks of red hair coloring. I laughed and then studied her slightly pouty cunt lips, noting a gorgeous little gap between her upper thighs.


"Oh, that's a pretty pussy," I said in a complementary way. Red gave me such a winsome smile that I was hard pressed to recall that she had pissed all over Joanna.


"Wanna look at mine?" Jackie asked with a pouty smile.


"All in good time, Jackie," I told her and began to finger Red.


"Okay," Jackie replied as she crawled underneath me and started to lick my balls, and then my asshole.


"C'mon, I can't wait any longer," Red groaned, "Put it all in me."


Something in her whiny tone made me turn away from her. I decided to make her wait, and plunged my cock into the nasty young lady licking my ass.


Red surprised me. Instead of getting pissed, she reacted by gently placing one hand on Jackie's ass, and the other on mine. As I plowed into Jackie's frothy cunt, Red slipped a finger into my ass. I glanced back; she had one up Jackie's too.


A few strokes later, I pulled my glistening cock out of Jackie's pliant cunt and made it twitch while I held it under Red's nose. Laughing delightedly at my action, she wrapped her lips around me, and then, when I was good and clean, carefully pushed me back into Jackie's pussy.


"You taste good. You'll save me some, right?" Red said.


"I will, and that's a promise," I said as I tweaked her left nipple.


After all the goings on Jackie was already close, and when I jack-hammered into her, she went into a convulsive orgasm, probably coming twice in a row. Once again I pulled out of her this time presenting my stiff member to the valley between Red's tits, squeezing both of them with my hands.


"Don't bruise the fuckers," was all she had to say about it. They were already bruised, but I eased up and she seemed content. I didn't want her pissing on me when I passed out, if I passed out.


"You have really great tits," I said, wanting to complement her. After all it was my coming on her in the bathroom that started the whole thing. As if reading my mind, she said, "I liked what you did earlier, I really did. I was only acting for the others so it wouldn't get out of hand."


"You think it didn't get out of hand?" I murmurred, "You took a lot of anger out on Joanna."


"She's a whore and a slut. Anyway, I've been pissed at her for a long time."


"You have?" I said, hoping she'd tell me more.


"You gonna fuck me, or what?" she responded. "I'm not a good little girl... so anything goes ...you know?"


"Yeah," I said resignedly, and slipped into her wetness.


"Feels good," Red said huskily. She was breathing heavily and moaning softly.


"So, tell me," I said humping away at her as her legs rose up and wrapped around me. "What was it got you pissed at her?"


"Really wanna know, huh?"


"Yeah, I really want to know."


"I had this boyfriend, Gabe ... she stole him away by letting him fuck her ass."


"You wouldn't do it with him, huh?"


"I should have ... but what the fuck, I gave it up right after she took him away."


"How's this?" I asked, humping harder.


"Great. Really great!"


"Let's change positions. Put your face in the sheets, ass in the air. I want to get a good look at that pissy cunt of yours."


Next to us, Jackie began to snore. That made Red laugh, but she turned over and complied with my request. "I did get a little carried away with Joanna, didn't I?"


"I don't know. Your roomie, what's her name, Tammy?"


"Tonya," Red's muffled voice replied, followed by, "I don't care which hole you use, really, I don't."


I took that to mean she wanted it up her keister, and spit on her rusty spider, then worked two fingers in trying to stretch her as much as I could under the circumstances.


"Yeah, Tonya... now she's a piece of work."


Red groaned and pushed her ass up to meet my face. I studied its deep crevice and the two, seemingly delicate cheeks.


"You know, she's been institutionalized a couple times."


"And we left her alone with Joanna?"


"Oh, she's harmless enough. Worst case she'll take a shit on Joanna. She may pop in on us any minute though. That girl loves sex."


"So, you're saying she goes both ways."


"Yeah. Me too, for that matter."


"Any port in a storm? That you?"


"Yeah, any port ... anytime I got an itch."


I let a long string of saliva drip from my mouth into her puckered asshole.


"You almost ready?" Red inquired. "I am."


I centered my cock on the gaping hole and shoved it in.


"Ohhh!" I heard her grunt.


My hands moved from her hips through the isthmus of her small waist, up and over her back to her shoulder blades, and finally to the ridges of her small, white shoulders.


Red shuddered.


I left her shoulders and gripped her by her hips; and began to fuck, back and forth like heavy artillery, pounding, pounding, pounding.


"You're filling me up! You're filling me up!"


I must have fucked her anally for some five minutes before I exploded with an unstoppable gusher. Pulling out, I watched as her asshole overflowed with my semen.


Red later confided that she had been coming from the moment my cock sliced into her.


But at that moment, she collapsed onto her belly; and I fell on top, squashing her to the bed. Red took my member in hand and squeezed the last of my semen from my shit-flecked cock and then sucked the cockhead until it was cleansed of her shit.


I rolled off of her onto my back, panting and nearly exhausted, only to discover Jackie leaning on an elbow watching us. "Wanna fuck?" she laughed.


"Not just yet," I replied wearily.


"Don't go to sleep on us," she giggled. And from the other side of me, Red echoed her giggle. I was in trouble.


Jackie picked up my flagging dick and began massaging it. Nothing happened but it felt good. Not one to give up easily Jackie took me in her mouth and began to suck. Nothing, although it felt even better than her hands.


After a few more minutes, I recaptured my wilted weapon, told the girls I had to piss, and wandered into the bathroom.


Both Tonya and Joanna were passed out on the bathroom linoleum. Tonya's face lay in a pool of her own vomit. I examined both of them to make certain they were breathing. They were.


And then taken by an uncontrollable impulse, I held my prick to the nape of Tonya's neck and let go, emptying my bladder on her and Joanna, who lay beneath her. Both girls moaned and I assumed it was from the heat of my urine, but it could have been anything.


To my surprise, as I shook the last few droplets of urine from my prick, it began to rise. By the time I returned to the bedroom I was at half-mast. The girls shrieked their approval, and pounced on me.


I was in Red's mouth first. A minute or so later, I was fully erect and she passed me to Jackie, who started sucking with a vengeance. Red settled in next to Jackie, admiring her work, and then leaned toward my midsection, her mouth open, and peered up at me. "Do you like it when two girls suck your dick?"


I could only groan with satisfaction as they began working either side of the head in tandum. Soon it was two mouths fighting over my ass, my balls and my cock. I found myself prying apart legs wet with saliva and cum; I had my head locked against Jackie's frothy cunt while she had an arm around Red's hips, relentlessly churning her fingers into the widened gash that had once been a tight cunt. A hand, (Red's?) moistened by saliva, grabbed my cock, rubbing it while planting wet kisses upon it.


With a slight change in positions I was sixty-nining Jackie. I had to tear my face away from her juicy cunt when Red bestowed a slobbering, burning kiss to my asshole. Recovering from the shockingly pleasant sensation, I focused on Jackie's clit; watching closely as she shook, then tensed up and came.


I kept at her. Red had two fingers probing my anus, but I continued to suck and tease Jackie's clit. She started to buck against my face. My cock flopped out of her mouth, as she was impelled to shout my name, and she came again.


I turned to Red, who still had those fingers working my asshole, and pushed her away and onto her back. In the doorway, Donnie was now watching us. I waved him away, but he stayed where he was.


Red moaned in anticipation as I pushed her legs back until her cunt was pointed at my face. I licked her there ... one long lick from her ass to her clit, then short, quick ones, before plunging my tongue into her. Red cried out with satisfaction, goading me on to try something else. I grabbed her thighs and licked her asshole.


She shivered.


I rammed my tongue up her bunghole until my lips pressed against the outer part of her puckered rim. I heard her teeth clash in shocked surprise and would later find she had bitten a chunk out of her tongue and was bleeding from it.


"Fuck me!" she cried.


An alarmed Jackie called out, "For Christ sake, you're bleeding!"


Ignoring her, Red yelled, "C'mon, fuck me somewhere!"


When I kept at her asshole, she grabbed my hair and pulled me up to her mouth and kissed me. I tasted her blood and swallowed it.


I knew she needed to be fucked so I directed my cock into her fur covered furnace yanked it out only to dip into her again a moment later. There was a soft sucking sound as I withdrew. I glanced down and saw her cunt clenching as if it could capture and hold my cock prisoner. I slipped it in again and made it throb.


Red moaned, and ground her hips into me, pulling me in deeper. Bracing herself against the headboard, Red pushed herself against me trying to contain me. Content with having tormented her this much, I drove my spike into her depths, eliciting a satisfied moan from her blood-covered mouth.


I eased back a few inches then grabbed hold of her shoulders and slammed it into with gusto. "Oh ...Christ!" she cried.


There was movemnet on the bed beside us and I glanced over to find Jackie getting reamed by a rampent-cocked Donnie.


Seeking to get Red off, I grabbed a handful of her hair, and planted my other hand in the small of her back... and pounded into her. This was undoubtably the deepest penteration I'd managed so far. Red was not exactly passive during this period. I felt her ass slapping against me with every thrust.


"Yeah, fuck me!" she bleated and I shoved her face into the pillow to shut her up and to get her ass a little higher. I got on my knees, straddled her ass and pounded away as she came and came, juices gushing from her cunt on the backstroke.


"You hate me now? I asked.


"I do fucking hate you. Fuck you."


"Fuck me, huh? Is that what you want? Me to FUCK YOU? Huh, you nasty little bitch? You want me to push my dick all the way inside you and ride your ass like I don't know what. Don't you? Don't you?"


She didn't respond. Maybe I was half-smoothering her. Maybe she was too wrapped up in her orgasm.


"I'M FUCKIN TALKIN TO YOU!"


"Nuh!"


"Answer me! How do you want it?"


"Nuhhh!"


"Want my face in your pussy?" I didn't wait for an answer. With Donnie's prick surging into her Jackie tried to intervene. "She can't talk! She can't tell you what you want to hear!"


"Well I KNOW what you want! You want to be crushed against the headboard getting fucked until you can't stand, can't walk and your cunt is bleeding like your mouth. That's what the fuck you want!"


"Ohhh!" she moaned but I saw that she was readying for my assault.


I entered her and on the first stroke heard her gasp, "Yes, yes. Fuck me until I can't see straight!"


"Have you cum?" I knew damn well she had.


"Many times... so many times. I think the next one will kill me."


"Feel like dying then?"


"Yes!"


Red had shifted slightly, she was now on her knees and shoulders, her ass up in the air. I was still kneeling behind her, my hands holding her ass cheeks apart.


"Do my ass!" she pleaded. "Please, do it up my ass!"


I reacted immediately. It was as if I were waiting for this particular moment.


I sent my cock in to pump the shit out of her.


She shifted again. This time her knees were tucked up underneath her breasts and her face was knotted in a rather pleasant expression, eyes tightly closed, mouth open, the strain of our fuck showing in her expression.


I was staring at her ass, watching my seemingly deadened hardon plunging in and out of her rectum. There were specks of blood and shit and God knows what else around her hole, which had widened considerable since I first put two fingers into it.


Suddenly I felt myself readying to come. I tensed up, trying to forestall it.


Red sensed it too, and called out, "I'm close! Let's finish hard!"


I nodded my agreement, of course she didn't see me, but when I increased my pace, she half-whistled, half-croaked, "Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!"


Just before I started to come, I laughed and told her she sounded like a Beetle's song. We were both laughing as we came together, and I rolled off her only to find my slimy dick against Jackie's face.


She sucked me clean. Ignoring the fact that my cock was flecked with Red's shit; all this with Donnie fucking her from behind like a jack-rabbit.


I turned back to Red and kissed her, licked her bleeding tongue with my own and somehow quelled the bleeding.


*****


Sometime later we gathered in the living room and had another round of Tequila shots. Then with no one dissenting, we trudged into the bathroom, and each of us relived ourselves on the snoring girls laid out on the floor.


It was Paulie who showed some compassion and struggled to pull Tonya into the shower. To my surprise, Red, still naked, helped him, and propped her up in the corner and stood in the shower, directing the water over the drunken slut who lay helpless as the piss and vomit was washed away.


After Tonya revived enough to dry off and stagger into one of the beds, I helped Red half-carry, half-drag Joanne into the shower, where Red repeated the process until Joanne was decently cleansed. Then Red washed herself while Joanne lay in a heap in the corner of the shower.


It may have taken the rest of us almost an hour to gather our belongings and dress, but we finally did.


I kissed Abby, (for the first time that night) and Jackie, who tongued me, leaving a taste of cunt and cum in my mouth. I embraced Red, and before I could kiss her, had her whisper in my ear. "My period's due in three days. Want to come over then? It's terribly messy, but I really, really get off on it."


"You have my number?" I asked. She nodded she did.


"Then call me."


She gave me a puzzled look and I felt I had to explain. "Let's make sure it arrives. I'd hate to be early and miss it."


We kissed, and I tasted mouthwash on her tongue. How considereate of her, I thought. I felt a faint stirring in my loins as she ground her pelvis against me. But it was five-thirty in the morning and I had a test at three.


I left with the other guys. Outside, I looked up at the window I thought was her apartment. She had her cunt pressed against the glass as she waved at us. I had the biggest smile on my face as I trudged back to my place.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rick, Lyn, & Cyn


Rick awoke and took a few seconds to get oriented. An uncomfortable bed, white, sterile-looking ceiling, a tube running out of his arm -- "I'm in the hospital!" he thought, as he looked around and saw his concerned daughter's face, alongside a man he didn't know.


"Evie, where am I?" he asked, trying to get comfortable and realizing he had a tube in his right side.


"You're in the hospital," she replied, moving close and taking his hand.


"Why?" was all Rick could ask.


"You're gallbladder ruptured while you were at my house Sunday, and we got you here. The doctors performed emergency surgery that night," his daughter answered. "This is Dr. Thomas."


All Rick remembered was having dinner with Evie at her apartment Sunday night, and experiencing a severe pain in his side. "What day is it?" he asked.


"It's Tuesday afternoon," the doctor answered, as he lifted Rick's gown and examined his side. "Your drainage tube is showing progress. Dr. Goodman is one of our best surgeons. She had a presentation to make at a conference, and I'm filling in for her for a few days. You should be able to go home in a couple of days."


Dr. Thomas left, and Rick looked at Evie, who still had a very concerned look on her face. "Oh, Daddy, I was so scared. You just collapsed!"


"Everything's OK now," said Rick, as he hugged his beautiful daughter. "I'll be back on my feet in a few days."


Evie left to go to work and Rick lay back, feeling drained from his brief exertion. He soon drifted off to sleep and was awakened by someone in his room. The blinds had been turned so that the room was dark, and Rick had trouble seeing the other person in the room.


"Who's there?" he asked.


"Oh, you're awake. It's Wednesday morning. I'm Nurse Cyn, and if you feel like it, I'm here to give you a sponge bath," said a soft voice.


"A bath would feel great," said Rick, as he tried to get up. He felt much better and was ravenously hungry. The nurse placed a soft hand on his chest and gently pushed him back down.


"I said a sponge bath. You're not strong enough to bathe yourself yet. Just lay back and relax. I do this all the time, and I assure you, it will be painless," said Cyn, as she began to untie the gown and expose his shoulders and torso.


Rick finally got a good look at the creature that was beginning to undress him. Her flowered smock was thin and snug across her ample breasts, and Rick could swear he saw her nipples move underneath the fabric. She flipped her mane of blond hair out of the way with ease, and Rick saw that she was absolutely gorgeous. Taking her time, Cyn acted the complete professional while she turned to arrange her bathing supplies. Rick saw that her pants were thin and stretched quite nicely across her shapely ass, with no hint of panty line.


Cyn washed his face with care, and moved her sponge to his shoulders. "You are in great shape," she said quietly. "Do you work out?"


He inhaled her perfume and realized it was new to him, and wildly exotic. "Yes," answered Rick, as she sponged his chest muscles and down his stomach. The warm water, along with hospital fluids, had given Rick the urge. "Um, Nurse Cyn, I need to go to the bathroom before you get any further. Would you help me up?" he asked.


"Certainly, Mr. Gaddis. I should have thought of that earlier," she told him, as she helped him to a sitting position, and gave him time to catch his breath. "Once, we get up, just lean on me,"


She took his left arm and placed it around her shoulders, sliding her right arm around Rick's upper back. Rick was very conscious of the pressure on his shoulder of Cyn's large breast. They managed to stand him up, and after steadying him, she led him to the bathroom. Rick's hospital gown had slid down his legs, and lay on the floor at the bed. Somewhat embarrassed, Rick told her to get it.


"Oh, it's OK. I'm about to wash down there anyway, and it will just get in the way. I see this every day. Do you need my support?" she asked.


"No, I'll be Ok," said Rick as his body took over. He pissed for what seemed like an hour. Finally empty, he called to Cyn, "I'm finished. Would you come and help me back to bed?"


"Sure. We can't have you passing out and falling," she said as she opened the door and reached by him to flush the commode. "Do you need some help wiping it off?" she asked, looking at Rick's dick for the first time. He could hear her sharp intake of breath a she saw his cock and realized how big it was, even in its flaccid state. Taking some tissue, Cyn gently blotted the head and resisted the urge to lead her patient back to his bed by his cock.


"Now, if you can stand here by the bed, I can wash your legs and rear end more easily." she said. They stopped at the bedside, and making sure Rick was steady, she washed his back, hips, and the backs of his legs. Turning him gently, Cyn washed down Rick's stomach and finally got to his cock, which by now, was semi-hard from having been touched by a sexy woman, her intoxicating aroma, and the time since his last sexual escapade.


"Now, Mr. Gaddis, you can't be showing off to Nurse Cyn. I'm a professional, remember?" she said playfully. She had slid the warm sponge along the top of his ever-rising dick, and then used it to massage his balls and the underside. Rinsing the soap from the sponge, Cyn looked into his eyes and said, "It's a good thing I am a professional. It appears as if your workout regimen includes exercise for that tool." She had wrapped the sponge around Rick's dick and was gently stroking it.


"Sit down and I'll wash your feet," she said, as she knelt beside Rick's legs. The angle and her position gave Rick an interesting view down Nurse Cyn's V-necked top, and allowed him to see a lovely set of D-cup tits, almost to their nipples. Her movements caused the gorgeous orbs to swing gently and Rick's dick got even harder. A drop of precum oozed out his slit, and before he could wipe it off, the sexy nurse looked up and swiped it with her finger.


Looking him in he eyes, she said softly, "You are one sexy man. I hope I can see you sometime in a non-professional setting." She gathered her supplies and left, leaving Rick with a raging hardon and some very sexy thoughts. Idly stroking his cock, he realized he was nude and needed to dress. He sat on the edge of the bed and pumped his dick with fervor, closing his eyes and thinking of Nurse Cyn and her incredible body. It didn't take him long to climax, and after cleaning himself, he was able to get a gown from the closet and dress himself.


Unknown to Rick, at the time he was jacking off to visions of Nurse Cyn, she had entered the nurses' bathroom and closed herself in a stall. She had barely gotten inside when her hands peeled off her pants and soaked thong, allowing her the freedom to easily slide two fingers into her wet cunt and stroke it enthusiastically. Using her other hand to massage her clit, she came in a matter of seconds. Already, Cyn was planning on making good her intentions to meet Rick in a more relaxed location.


Rick healed quickly, and was released on Friday. Evie helped him get home and situated, scurrying about like the proverbial mother hen. Rick finally told her, "Look, I'm OK. They wouldn't have released me if I wasn't."


Against Evie's wishes, Rick drove himself to his followup appointment with Dr. Goodman. He was feeling fine; his surgery wound having healed nicely, and was anxious to get the OK to return to work. Entering the office, Rick was pleasantly surprised to see the sexy nurse named Cyn at the desk.


"Oh, hello Mr. Gaddis!" she said, appearing genuinely happy to see him. "You look very healthy. How's the side?"


"It's great and free of pain. There's no redness or soreness," Rick replied, taking her offered hand.


Cyn had him take a seat and went into the inner office. Rick took the opportunity to take in the intoxicating perfume on his hand. The memory caused his dick to stir, but Cyn reentered the room and held the door for him, saying, "Dr. Goodman will see you now."


Rick rose and went onto a very well-appointed office, furnished with exotic, dark wood furniture and paneling, along with soft lighting that complemented the decor. A statuesque blond woman was standing near the window, partially turned so that Rick couldn't see her face. He did notice her outstanding body, partially illuminated be the lighted windows.


"Dr. Goodman? I'm Rick Gaddis. I don't remember you, but I'm sure glad you are such a good surgeon," said Rick before he sat down.


When she turned to face him, Rick caught his breath. She could pass for Nurse Cyn's twin! The same glorious blond hair, the same proud tits, the same narrow waist, the same flared hips, the same long, exquisite legs -- Rick blinked in disbelief.


Dr. Goodman extended her hand and said, "Yes, we're identical twins, and no, we never switch places. She has her talents, and I have mine. My name is Lyn."


Rick took the offered seat and Dr. Goodman sat behind her desk. When she folded her arms on the edge of the desk and leaned toward Rick, he noticed her large breasts moved freely on her forearms.


"Cyn said you appear to have healed quite well," said Dr. Goodman. "I have a few questions, and then I'll need to check your surgery site."


After the questions, Dr. Goodman got up and walked around the end of the desk. Rick noticed her dress, which was slinky and formfitting, hugging every curve. It was modest in length and an exact replica of Cyn's dress, only a different color-pale blue on Cyn, deep burgundy on Lyn. Rick began to feel his loins stir, and tried not to stare.


Dr. Lyn had him stand and remove his shirt, watching him intently for signs of soreness. She noticed immediately that what Cyn had said was true -- this man took very good care of his body. Examining the surgery site in her most professional manner, Lyn stood back and told Rick, "You're doing just fine. How do you feel?"


"Well, I haven't worked out since this happened, but I feel as if I could start back to work. It's not physically strenuous," said Rick, inhaling the fragrance of her perfume, and noted that it was different from Cyn's. "Well, I'm going to release you for half-days for a week. If that works out OK, you can go back full time," said Dr. Lyn, leaning back on the edge of the desk in front of Rick. Her skirt slid up and he could almost see the tops of her stockings. Lyn noticed his eyes, and parted her legs slightly.


Rick felt his dick begin to stir, and he shifted in his seat. Dr. Lyn, mildly amused and aroused, felt the time was ripe to take their doctor/patient relationship further.


"May I call you Rick?" she asked, drawing his eyes from her thighs.


"Certainly," he replied, aware that she had caught him admiring her silk-encased legs.


"Look, Rick, I'm not only a gastrointestinal surgeon; I'm a certified sex therapist. In fact, after I performed your surgery, I presented a study on male sexual response during middle age," Lyn said, easing back onto the desk, so that she was seated on it, directly in front of Rick.


Feeling like the proverbial deer in the headlights, Rick only looked at her, unable to say anything. Finally, she took the initiative and said, "Cyn told me you had a great response during the bath she gave you."


Rick, realizing what Lyn had said, and knowing she and Cyn had discussed his erection, finally spoke up and said, "I don't know what to say. Cyn gave me a sponge bath and I got an erection. She was very professional and did nothing special. I wouldn't want her to get in trouble."


A smile played across Lyn's lips as she said, "Oh, she won't get into trouble for the sponge bath. In fact, she told me she rather enjoyed it, and got even more pleasure when she got to the bathroom and masturbated."


Rick was finally getting the picture and when the look of understanding came over his face, Lyn said, "I think I'm getting through here. How do you feel about helping us with a little experiment on sexual response?"


Rick, while not shy at all, could see several complications in this scenario, and voiced concern. "Just what will this experiment involve, how far will we go, and who's going to get in trouble if we get caught?' he asked, almost without stopping.


Lyn thought for a few moments and finally answered, "Our research has shown that men in their middle to late forties often have trouble getting an erection without direct physical contact. We would be testing for that. If and when you get an erection, we would test for endurance. Finally, we are conducting a controlled laboratory test in my office, so when Cyn locks the door, we're safe. No one will get into trouble."


"Well, you've convinced me. What am I supposed to do?" asked Rick.


"Get comfortable, even if that means getting nude. It will be much easier to gauge your response if you don't have clothes in the way," said Lyn, as she buzzed Cyn and said, "Lock the door and come in here. Mr. Gaddis has agreed to help us in our research."


Rick felt somewhat self-conscious, not knowing whether to strip there, or go into the bathroom. When Cyn came in, she noticed his indecision and said in a comforting voice, "You are welcome to use the bathroom. There are some towels in there, if you prefer, rather than coming back out nude."


"Thanks," said Rick, as he went into the bathroom to undress. Suddenly, it hit him -- he was going to be naked with two of the most desirable women he had ever seen, and they were going to try and get him aroused! "Damn! I should write a book!" he thought, as he pulled off his shirt, then his trousers. His dick was about half erect, and already filling out his briefs. When he slipped them down his legs and off his feet, his cock stood up, fully hard and very erect. He opened the door and stepped back into the office.


The lights had been dimmed, and the mellow glow was saturated with an exotic aroma coming from several lit candles. A bed had been moved to the center of the office. The bed was covered in a luxurious red satiny material, and the top had been tilted. Rick took this in almost subconsciously, as his full attention was directed to Dr. Lyn and Nurse Cyn.


Each had discarded her dress, and stood before him in open-cup bustiers, filmy, matching thongs, garter belts, black stockings, and extremely high heels. If Rick's dick wasn't hard before, it surely would be now. The two women's bodies looked like classic Greek statues. Perfect blond hair, framing flawless faces, flowed past their shoulders and framed the most gorgeous breasts Rick had ever seen. Each orb was larger than the palm of his hand, tipped by sensuous pink nipples that were standing at attention. Curving in at each waist, the bustiers ended just above the navel, and from there, his eyes traveled further downward. Gracefully curving hips were framed by garters that ended at the lace tops of silken, black stockings. The stockings encased very well-developed thighs and calves, sliding into those 'come-fuck-me' heels.


Rick was simply awed by the sensuality of the scene, even though Lyn was holding a pad and pen. Rick did have the presence of mind to tell them, "Look, I don't know what will happen here today, but I want you to know that you two are the most beautiful, sexy women I've ever had the pleasure of looking at."


"Why, thank you kind sir," said Cyn, as she moved o Rick's side and eased her arm in his. "Flattery will get you some excellent rewards in this office." She guided him to the bed and asked him to sit at the end, kneeling between his legs.


"We need to take a few measurements for a benchmark. Since you already have an erection, this will be easy," said Cyn, as she produced a thin tape measure.


"Ready Lyn?" she asked. Lyn had been gazing at Rick's cock, and really wasn't paying attention until Cyn woke her from her reverie. "Uh, oh, yes, I'm ready," she said as she moved closer to the bed.


Cyn had stretched the tape measure from the base of Rick's dick, to its head, and exclaimed, "Holy shit! 21.6 centimeters! That's by far the biggest one yet. And it's so big around! Damn! 19.9 centimeters around. Do you realize how much cubic space that cock could occupy?"


Lyn had written down the measurements and the thoughts entering her mind made her knees weak. "That cock can fill even my pussy," she thought, as she returned to her desk and started entering the figures in her computer.


"Well, do you want me to start, or what?" asked Cyn, having laid the tape measure aside, and eying the beautiful shaft before her.


"Let me get my stopwatch set," replied Lyn, as she reached into a desk drawer and set a stopwatch on the desk. After zeroing it, she told Cyn, "OK, Sis. Do that thing that you do so well."


Cyn had removed her shoes and sat on the floor, her face and shoulders still between Rick's parted thighs. Looking him in the eyes, she said, in the most seductive voice Rick had ever heard, "Remember Mr. Gaddis -- I'm a professional. I assure you that this will be pleasurable for both of us." With that, she took his dick by the base and held it reverently in front of her face. She gently blew underneath the head, and finally licked there, blowing again, giving Rick a cooling sensation.


"That feel good?" she asked.


"Everything you do feels good," Rick answered sincerely.


"Well, I'm about to make it feel better!" she said, as she kissed his bulbous head, and licked around its rim, leaving it wet and glistening. Applying pressure with her hand holding his shaft, she caused the head to swell even bigger. It looked angry, as if it was about to explode.


A drop of precum eased out his slit, and Cyn wasted no time in slurping it up. "Ummm, that's good," she said, licking her lips. "Let's get some more wet stuff out of that big, fat cock."


She immediately slid her lips over the head, and began working her way down the shaft, sucking as if she were eating a lollipop. Rick had never felt such a live mouth on his dick. Moving slowly, Cyn's soft, demanding lips wormed her way down his eight-inch shaft, her tongue helping in the mission as she slowly gobbled his cock into her mouth. She paused only briefly when it reached her throat and the next thing Rick knew, he was buried completely in the mouth and throat of Cyn, feeling her throat muscles caress his head, and pulling as if she could tug a load of cum out of it.


This thought entered Rick's head, and he thought, "Indeed she could pull a load from my balls with that suction."


The bed was tilted so that Rick's feet were on the floor, his back supported and he was extremely comfortable. He finally reached down and took Cyn's head in his hands, as she reached up and began to caress his nipple, knowing that men love the feeling as much as women. Rick began moving Cyn's head back and forth gently. She took the hint and slid her head back until only his head remained in her mouth, then moving back until her nose touched his skin. Amazed, Rick could only enjoy what was turning out to be the best blowjob of his life. He cleared his throat and said, "Cyn, I've never had such a sexy blowjob. If you keep that up, I won't last long."


Dr. Lyn spoke up, "That's the point. She's such a good cocksucker that we use her to get the first climax out of the way. Then we can measure your response to visual stimulation, and get on with our research. Sometimes that gets interesting!" Rick noticed that Lyn was slightly flushed and assumed it was from watching her sister give a blowjob. What Rick didn't know was that when she had retrieved the stopwatch from her desk drawer, she had discreetly removed her flimsy thong, taken a vibrating egg from the same drawer, and inserted it into her pussy. Using the low setting, she was sailing along on a sensual high, unknown to either Rick or Cyn.


Cyn had increased her speed and pressure on his cock, causing Rick to hold her head still and say, "I'm about to come. Either slow down or get ready."


Cyn took his dick in both hands and looked up. "Oh, I'm ready!" she said, and dove back down on his straining cock. When it reached her throat this time, Rick held her head still, feeling his load churn up from the soles of his feet. About two inches of Rick's cock were still outside her mouth, and she pumped it gently with her saliva-slickened hand. Using her tongue to put pressure on the underside of his shaft, and her hand to pump the load, Cyn readied herself for the impending explosion, and not a moment too soon.


Rick gave a lunge with his hips and let nature take over. He shot a copious load directly into Cyn's throat, and as she swallowed and pumped, another load plastered the back of her throat. Swallowing again, she pumped harder, taking time to stroke his balls. This brought another string of jism from his dick, giving Cyn another load to swallow.


She eased her lips back towards his cockhead and used both hands to massage the last drop of cum from Rick's spent dick. When it popped from her mouth, there was not a drop of cum to be seen -- she had cleaned every drop! She held it at eye level and said, "What's my time Sis?"


"Four minutes, eight seconds," replied Lyn, as she clicked the stopwatch. "He's got stamina."


Rick suddenly felt like a guinea pig. He had just enjoyed the blowjob of his life, and all they were concerned about the time he lasted. Evidently the feeling showed on his face, because Cyn said, "Mr. Gaddis, that was incredible for me. Very few men can hold out anywhere near that long. I get off knowing I've got my lips wrapped around a real stud's cock. You are a very pleasant surprise, but we still have to record data. I assure you, that wasn't the highlight of the experiment."


Getting to her feet easily, she walked to Lyn's desk, putting a little extra sway in her glorious hips. Rick, feeling somewhat better, looked at his rapidly deflating dick, then back to the two sexy sisters. They conferred quietly, and noted Rick's softening dick.


Lyn told him, "Rick, please go to the bathroom and bathe your cock with cold water. We need it completely relaxed for the next portion of our test."


Obediently, Rick went into the bathroom and washed his dick with cold water. It shrunk to its normal size, and when he reentered the office, it was completely soft and hung down beside his balls. "Is this OK?" he asked.


"That's great!" exclaimed Lyn, getting up and approaching him seductively. "We can get started with the real research now."


She seated Rick in a chair near the end of the desk and said, "This portion of the test requires that you just look and not touch yourself. I need to record the time it takes you to reach full, ready-to-fuck hardness, with only visual stimulation."


Thinking he was about to view a porn video, Rick got comfortable, expecting a screen to come into view. What came into view were the twins, clothed so sexily, and moving like tigresses stalking prey. The desk was situated so that they were in Rick's line of sight, but were able to concentrate solely on each other. Cyn had removed her thong, so Rick was able to see her completely bald pussy. Lyn, on the other hand, had a very well-defined landing strip above her delectable pussy, leading Rick's eyes to where her lips met at the top. It was one of the most sensual sights he had ever seen. Even though he had cum within the last five minutes, Rick felt his cock begin to stir. He could swear he saw the tip of her clit protruding between her lips.


"Not yet, Stud. Give us a chance to get you ready," said Lyn, as she turned to face her sexy sister. The two embraced, with their sides turned toward Rick. Breasts mashed against each other, and were pushed out the side of the embrace. Sexy, flat stomachs met and thighs and pussies contacted each other. Luscious hips, striped by the contrasting garters, made smooth, round asscheeks even more delectable. Mouths opened and lips met hungrily; tongues searched for and found erogenous zones; hands caressed hips. Rick was entranced by the eroticism of the scene, and felt his dick leave its resting place alongside his thigh, and begin to rise toward the ceiling.


As the kiss lingered, Rick saw Lyn reach between her legs and extract a silver egg-shaped vibrator. She turned to Rick and said, "I see you're almost ready. Give me a few seconds to get everything ready, and then we'll continue."


She walked around the desk and retrieved the vibrator's control. Cyn had slid her beautiful ass on the end of the desk, with her pussy facing him. Lyn spread her legs and slid the egg along the inside of each thigh, moving closer to Cyn's pussy, which was extremely wet and glistening. Lyn bent down and kissed her sister's lips briefly before sliding the humming egg into her cunt.


When Lyn bent down to kiss Cyn's pussy, Rick was treated to the most delightful view of her pussy that he could imagine. Framed by her perfectly shaped asscheeks, hercuntlips were engorged with blood, and swelled almost to the point of touching, even when she bent over. A slight sheen of moisture was evident, enhancing the deep pink color. Rick had never seen such succulent, ripe pussy lips. He almost grabbed his cock, but Lyn turned around and said, "I'm ready if you are -- we need to move to the other end of the desk."


She took his hand and helped him stand, using her other to reach down and fondle his raging cock. "Now it's my turn to get what Cyn's been getting." She leaned back against the end of the desk, and started the stopwatch.


"OK, Rick -- show me why Cyn calls you 'Rick the Dick, she said,'" as she cupped her bountiful breasts and rubbed her nipples. Rick took a moment to absorb the vision before him. Proud, perfect breasts, topped by puffy pink nipples were his to devour. A seductively coiffed, glistening pussy was waiting to be fucked. A prominent clitoris was peeking its way from its hood, as if to say, "Come and get me!" Trancelike, Rick moved to press his body against hers, and reached for her breasts. Lyn yielded her luscious orbs, and Rick began making love to each of them with his mouth.


As he sucked her right nipple into his mouth, he gently pulled the left one to make it stand out. Looking down, he saw that he had succeeded in making it rise to a perfect point. Amazingly, the nipple covered the entire aerola, and gave him more to pinch and pull. Not neglecting the right nipple, Rick took his time and used his lips to work the same magic. He could feel it hardening in his mouth, and he bit it gently, eliciting a low moan from Lyn. She hugged his head, pulling it to her chest, as if she wanted intimate contact between her breasts and his mouth. Rick obliged her wishes, moving his mouth from one delicious tit to the other, giving each equal time, and allowing Lyn to work herself into a frenzy.


Her hips had begun to hump involuntarily, finding Rick's thigh, and grinding against it. He cupped her beasts, giving each nipple a last suck, and looked into Lyn's eyes, saying, "I guess that means you're ready."


"Oh, more than ready!" she replied, sliding up onto the desktop and spreading her long, luscious legs, displaying her juicy cunt, allowing Rick to feast his eyes on the center of her being. Her hips humped slightly, as she writhed on the top of the desk.


"In the name of science, hurry up!" she urged, but Rick was in no hurry. He had come about ten minutes earlier, and knew that he would last for quite a while. He was going to enjoy every second of this experiment.


Taking Lyn's knees and spreading her completely open, Rick licked along each hose-covered thigh until he reached the top of her stockings. Gently tickling the sensitive skin above the lace hose tops, he continued slowly to her dripping cunt. He moved his hands to the undersides of her thighs and pushed her further onto her back, giving himself the target he desired. Lyn's pussy and ass were put on display, ready for Rick's oral assault. He started kissing at the juncture of her lips, then down each side, ending up rimming her asshole with the tip of his tongue. Moving back up, he stiffened his tongue, and used it like a scoop to clean the copious juices streaming out of her pussy.


Inhaling, Rick knew he had never smelled a more intoxicating aroma. Raising his head, he told Lyn, "You have the most delicious tasting pussy I've ever had the pleasure of eating."


"Well dammit, get back down there and eat it!" she replied wantonly.


Rick, ever one to do as asked, put his face back in Lyn's magnificent pussy and licked as if his life depended on it. He licked her from bottom to top and from top to bottom. He tickled her clit, then sucked it completely in his mouth and lashed it with his tongue. Realizing that Lyn was about to climax, he held the nub with his teeth and exerted slight pressure. Still holding her legs apart, he kept his grip on her pearl and let her ride her orgasmic wave, screaming at the top of her lungs, and holding his head to her pussy with all her might. Her climax, while intense, was short-lived. She pulled Rick's face from her cunt and said, breathlessly, "I don't know that I've ever been eaten to such an orgasm by a man. Where did you learn to eat pussy like that?'


"Scientific experimentation," replied Rick, smiling as he stood up and allowed Lyn's legs to drape over the edge of the desk. She sat up, taking Rick's cock in her hand, and moved it to her cuntlips.


"Now, show me what else you learned," she said, as she leaned back and slipped the head of his dick into her pussy.


Rick had never felt such heat from any woman. It was as if her pussy was a volcano, and red hot lava was about to spew out any minute. He stood perfectly still and enjoyed the heat and pressure until Lyn contracted her muscles and almost pulled him further in.


Rick looked at her with surprise, and she said, "I told you she has her talents; I have mine. My pussy can do exactly what her mouth can do."


Reaching behind her, Rick grabbed two handfuls of soft, yielding ass, and gently began to probe the depths of Lyn's tight, yet slick cunt. The heat he had felt earlier continued to caress his cock as it made its way through her love canal. Her pussy was extremely tight, giving Rick the feeling that the head of his dick was totally surrounded by steaming, yielding flesh that closed even tighter as the head probed deeper. Her lips enclosed his shaft, lubricating it continually as he drove deeper, finally feeling the head bump her cervix.


Lyn's eyes flew open, and she said, "No one has ever reached as far as you. Just hold it there and let me get used to it."


Rick was glad to oblige, and held himself perfectly still, his thighs tensed, his hands full of ass, and his cockhead buried against this goddess's innermost sensory nub. Knowing that she would not be able to remain still very long, he was more than willing to play her game. He flexed his dick, which caused it to move against Lyn's clit, and she grabbed his arms.


"Don't do that! I'm close enough to coming already!" she panted.


Rick reached down, found her clit, and rubbed it gently. "I thought that's what we were here for," he said, as he increased the pressure on her prominent clitoris.


"It is, but you're the research patient, not me --- ooooh god!!! I can't help it. Fuck me! Fuck me!" she screamed, as she gave in to an earthshattering, mindblowing orgasm. Writhing on Rick's cock, she felt as if she would never stop coming. He held as still as possible, feeling his cockhead brush against her cervix time and time again, knowing that the stimulation there, as well as that provided by his shaft filling every centimeter of her gaping cunt, and his finger massaging her clit were extremely intense.


If Lyn's reactions were a gauge, he was right. Her breathing was raspy, her eyes were half-closed, her ass humped uncontrollably, and she continued to moan and wail. The climax must have lasted five minutes, and when she finally stopped writhing, Rick was concerned that she would pass out.


Suddenly, from the other end of the desk came a loud wail and moan, almost identical to Lyn's. Cyn had climaxed on the vibrating egg, although her wave of lust was not as longlasting as Lyn's. Their heads were inches apart by this time, and Cyn turned to her sister and kissed her long and deep. Their hands found each others' head, and Rick was treated once again to a very sexy sister-to-sister kiss, the sight of which caused his dick to swell perceptably.


Lyn looked at him and said, "OK,OK. I know you're ready to fuck. Just give me a few minutes to catch my breath and you'll get the fucking of your life."


She laid her head back on the desk, and Cyn moved over her face, bringing one of her swollen nipples to her sisters' lips, and capturing one of Lyn's nipples in her own mouth. Sucking it noisily, she delivered quite a bit of saliva on the nipple, making it slippery and hard to hold onto. Finally capturing it again, she pulled it away from Lyn's body and let it bounce back in place, jiggling for just a bit.


Cyn said, "I think she's ready now Rick. Fuck her good!"


Lyn took Cyn's nipple from her mouth and said, "Oh fuck yeah I'm ready! Do like Nurse Cyn says and fuck me good!"


Rick, never taking his eyes off the erotic scene before him, grabbed Lyn's hips and pulled her back to the edge of the desk. Grinding his thighs into the backs of her uplifted legs, he rubbed her cervix with his cockhead, and said, "You want it like that, or like this?" He withdrew about half of his dick slowly, and rammed it back into her sodden cunt forcefully.


"Oh, fuck, I don't care. Just let me feel that wonderful dick of yours. It fills my pussy up like never before! Just FUCK ME!!!" she screamed, as Rick began to thrust and withdraw slowly.


He didn't think he had ever had his dick in a hotter, more excited pussy. It seemed the longer they stayed coupled, the hotter her cunt became. It was like an inferno, yet Rick was still in control of his cock. He slid into her slowly, then quickly, pulling his shaft almost all the way out, then plowing deep into Lyn's molten, grasping pussy. Stroke after stroke, he bottomed out in her quivering maw, knowing that she would soon erupt again.


Lyn opened her eyes and looked deep into his. Rick had never seen such animal lust in the eyes of a human being. She said, quietly, "I love the way your big cock rubs my pussy walls. I can feel every vein and ridge on the shaft. My pussy has never had such a fucking. I need for you to come in me -- make my pussy your pussy! You own this piece of ass! Give me what I need, now!"


Rick didn't know if it was what she said, how she said it, or how her cunt clenched his dick -- all he knew was that he was more than ready to shoot a load in that deep, hot cunt, and he would wait no longer. Grabbing her by the ass and lifting it to meet his thrusts, he fucked for all he was worth. Balls slapping against her ass, his cockhead bumping the back of her cunt, he let loose a torrent of cum that seemed jet propelled. He felt it hit the back of her pussy, and encoat his head. The second spurt was just as big and delivered with just as much force, making Lyn's cunt even slicker than before. Rick reveled in the sensation, and fucked her forcefully for about another minute.


He looked down and saw his sperm, mixed with Lyn's juices oozing out of her pussy around his dick, and sliding towards her asshole. Hearing her moan, he looked up to see Cyn spring off the desk and make her way between his legs. Easing her head up to where she could reach it, she began to lap hungrily at the fluid running down her sister's legs. She cleaned up the overflow, and began licking the underside of Rick's cock. Any other time, this would have given Rick reason to keep fucking, but he was now worn out.


Cyn took his cock from Lyn's distended pussy and gave it a final cleaning. Giving her sister one last slurp to retrieve any remaining love juice, she leaned down and kissed her. This brought Lyn back to reality, and, after gazing at him for a few seconds, she told Rick, "I have never had such a good and thorough fucking. Indeed, you are not the average middle-aged lover. Since we did not set the timer, we have no way of knowing how long we made love. I guess you'll have to come back next week for further research."


Without a moment's hesitation, Rick said, "Anything for the advancement of science!"


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Theatre Fun


The theatre was dark with a single spotlight centered on the two figures on the stage. It was the final act, and Jayne realized with a start, that she had missed most of the dialogue that had passed between the actors. Instead, her focus had been on the slow rhythmic sound of Steve's steady breathing and the warmth emanating from his closeness. The faint masculine scent of his body teased her and flooded her senses with intoxicating arousal.


She glanced surreptitiously at him. Her deep green eyes swept over his face then drifted down the seat, admiring again the strong line of his jaw, his finely chiseled features and his hard body clad in a tuxedo.


"Stop it Jayne!" she chided herself. "You're acting like a school girl."


Looking back towards the stage her mind continued it's torturous debate. Yes, she was indeed behaving like a girl on her first date. This was so unlike her, not at all like the cool sophisticated woman she knew herself to be. It was not as though they hadn't been out before. Since being introduced to Steve at a dinner party, they had chatted on the phone, had been out for lunch and had met for drinks.


He was articulate, intelligent and had a wicked sense of humor. Jayne sensed though, that underneath his smooth polish and charm, there was a deeply sexual and perhaps even ruthless side to him. She had learned that he was in the film and television business, and she wondered idly how many hopeful starlets he had fucked in his life. There was no doubt in her mind that Steve was a worldly and sexually experienced stud. Truthfully though, he had always behaved in a proper and gentlemanly manner with her; even when he flirted openly and undressed her with his dark intense eyes.


Jayne kept feeling that there was something different about this evening. From the time she had slipped in next to him at the back of the chauffeur-driven stretch limousine, she had felt an undeniable sexual heat between them.


Her mind wandered back to the intermission when Steve had walked over to the bar to fetch drinks. She had noticed the way his body moved and how the tailored pants fit snugly over his tight ass. Her breath caught sharply at the memory of the long lingering look he had given her and the way his strong fingers casually caressed her hand as she took the drink from him.


Jayne moved slightly in the seat, aware suddenly that she was feeling decidedly warm in her short black stretch velvet evening dress. She had chosen it carefully for their date. It was sexy but understated, showing off her curves and some cleavage, while leaving enough to the imagination. She crossed her long tanned legs and shifted restlessly, trailing a finger up to her throat where she felt her pulse point throbbing steadily. Then she let her fingers slide down, convinced that she would find a trickle of perspiration nestled between her exposed cleavage. The silky smooth skin between her breasts was dry, and she breathed a small sigh of relief.


Steve looked towards her and smiled. "Are you okay," he whispered, his hand brushing lightly against her thigh.


"Yes," she nodded, her skin burning from his touch.


A shiver passed through her as she imagined Steve touching her body, using his tongue to pleasure her and to lick sweat and juice from her private crevices. A vivid image of his turgid cock fucking her seared into her brain. Jayne needed him to pound her deeply, to use her, to pleasure her and she wanted to be the most alluring, exciting and unforgettable fuck that he had ever had. Her pussy throbbed excitedly as she felt a deep stab of desire and the unmistakable sensation of spreading moisture. Oh God, she thought, my pussy is seeping already! A sudden burst of thundering applause jolted her out of her thoughts as the curtain dropped and the show ended.


"I need to freshen up in the ladies room," she said, as they stepped into the crowded foyer of the theatre. And regain my composure! She thought silently.


"Sure, meet me up front, I'll have the driver bring the car around," Steve replied, flashing her a slow sexy smile.


Cold water gushed over her hands and wrists as Jayne glanced at the reflection in the mirror. Her lustrous brown hair, flecked with natural red streaks cascaded around her shoulders. She barely noticed the wild fevered look in her green eyes and the deep red color that had flooded her full mouth. What was really difficult to ignore was the outline of her stiffened nipples poking obscenely through the sensuous texture of her dress. She ran her flattened palms over the top of the dress, straightening the fabric, but further arousing her already engorged nipples.


This gesture did not go unnoticed by an attractive blonde woman who was applying lipstick at the mirror across from her. Jayne snapped her purse shut, just as the restroom cleared and she walked towards the door.


"Excuse me, but can you help me?" the blonde woman called.


"Yes, what is it?" Jayne replied, mildly irritated at being delayed further.


"I can't seem to get this damn clasp closed!" she said, turning the open clasp of a pearl necklace to the front of her neck.


Jayne moved in towards the woman, took the clasp from her and concentrated on closing it. She could smell faint traces of a familiar fragrance drifting up from the blonde woman's neck.


"Ah, you're wearing the new Gaultier perfume, I love it," Jayne said, finally getting the clasp closed and locked into place.


"And I love your hard nipples, they look good enough to eat..." the blonde murmured against Jayne's ear.


Jayne stepped backward, momentarily stunned by the woman's words.


"Look, I saw you and your hot, handsome date together," the woman continued, " And the two of you look so utterly fuckable that I've become aroused. I'm sorry but I couldn't hold back confessing my feelings." She grabbed Jayne's hand and guided it under her own dress. "Here, feel!"


Without thinking, Jayne ran her hand over the damp crotch of the woman's panties and involuntarily slipped a finger under them. She felt the moist matted curls, the swollen slick pussy lips and the wetness seeping from them. The woman let out a low throaty groan as Jayne's finger probed.


"Why don't you and your date take me home with you tonight and fuck me. I'll pleasure you any way you wish. Please let me be your sex toy!" she begged, as Jayne removed her glistening finger from between the woman's thighs.


Jayne felt her own pussy contract violently. She couldn't believe how erotic it had been to feel the soft inside of another woman's hot wet cunt. The smell of pussy juice lingered in the air and Jayne had to suppress an overwhelming desire to taste and suck her juice-coated finger. Thoughts and questions crowded Jayne's fevered mind. Her body was responding to the brazen slut's suggestion, but could she go along with it? What would Steve think? And, what if this was some wannabe actress trying to get a couch audition?


"Who are you! What's your name?" Jayne demanded.


"Kim," the woman replied, suggestively running her hands over the swell of her breasts.


"Are you an actress Kim?"


"Hell no, honey this is no act. I'm very hot for you!" she laughed throatily, "But if you must know, I am in sales and marketing."


Jayne looked the woman over, appraising her closely. No, she definitely wasn't one of those hopeful starlets, but she was sexy. She looked to be in her thirties, medium height with short well-cut blonde hair and blue eyes. Her low cut dress showed full rounded breasts and a firm toned body.


Kim moved towards Jayne and boldly ran her fingertips over Jayne's engorged nipples. "Come on, you know you want this as much as I do," she whispered. "I'll make you feel good, as only a woman can, and we can fuck him together. Let's do it please!" she urged.


Jayne hesitated for a moment faced with a dilemma. She was unwilling to share Steve , but she was acutely aware of the pulsing wetness and the familiar twinges inside her pussy. God, she actually wanted this! She needed this new experience, and she was certain it would please Steve. After all, she mused; it was a favorite male fantasy to have two women together.


Her mind was made up. "Yes, we can do it!" Jayne said, her head spinning with wanton desire, "But, we "entertain" Steve, you don't get to fuck him. Do you understand that?"


"Mmm so we put on a show for him, and I get to fuck you, right?" Kim purred seductively.


"Yes," Jayne replied firmly, the heat rising from her cheeks. She consoled herself with the thought that Kim would merely be their fuck toy. "Now let's get out of here!"


Steve leaned casually against the polished exterior of the limo chatting to the driver. He smiled softly when he saw the two women approaching. Now this was going to be interesting, he thought, as he opened the car door.


"Steve, this is Kim. She is having car trouble, a leaking engine or something. Anyway, I offered her a ride home. I hope you don't mind," Jayne said.


"No, not at all," Steve replied, looking Kim over as they slid into the plush interior of the limo.


Jayne and Kim settled into the spacious leather seat with their backs facing the closed wooden panel, which separated the driver's cab from the rest of the car. Steve took the seat opposite them and removed his tie as he offered drinks.


"You may as well get comfortable, ladies, it's going to be a long ride home." He smiled and continued, "The driver mentioned that there's been a serious accident downtown and the traffic has backed up heavily."


Kim slipped off her high-heeled sandals and stretched her legs along the seat, lightly caressing Jayne's thigh with her toes. Jayne shivered slightly, took a deep breath and looked towards Steve.


"So, tonight was the opening Premiere. Do you think the show is going to be a hot item?" she asked expectantly.


Steve sipped his drink thoughtfully. His mind focused on the two women before him. His eyes glinted and he chuckled . "Well, one never knows, only time will tell," he said, his eyes locking with hers. "But it seems to show promise. It has an intriguing plot, great setting and an alluring leading lady."


Jayne slipped her hand slowly up Kim's creamy thigh, aware that Steve was watching her every move, his eyebrow slightly raised. "The leading lady is not very experienced though," she said softly, her heart thudding in her chest.


"Sometimes, the finest and most revealing performances come from the inexperienced..." Steve said, huskily, his eyes locking with hers.


The sexual tension in the car was electric as Jayne moved Kim's dress up to expose the blonde matted pussy hairs peeking through her black underwear. Overcome by the need to taste Kim's moist cunt, Jayne hooked her fingers into the flimsy panties and ripped them off. She traced the outline of Kim's wet swollen pussy lips nestling beneath a trimmed but full bush. Kim moaned deeply "Oh God, don't tease me please!"


Jayne glanced towards Steve and watched the crotch of his pants strain against his growing bulge. Her own pussy throbbed wildly, as she slid her thumbs down the length of Kim's wet slit and back up the inner lips, obscenely splitting Kim's juicy pink wetness for Steve to see. She heard his sharp intake of breath. He was riveted to what was unfolding before him. Jayne could not believe that she was doing this and how utterly amazing it felt. She reveled in a sense of total uninhibited lust, raw passion and newfound power.


Excited by the knowledge that this was arousing Steve, she kneeled between Kim's thighs and lewdly spread them apart, tentatively licking at the moist folds. Kim gasped as she felt Jayne's tongue slowly dig into the hidden crevices of her cunt and lap. Jayne began to lick eagerly, with more pressure and she let the fullness of her tongue slide teasingly from Kim's asshole up between her pussy lips to her throbbing clit.


"Oh fuck yes! That's it!" Kim groaned excitedly, "Lick it, suck it good baby!"


Jayne continued her exploration, savoring the delicious taste and musky scent that was coming from Kim's scorching cunt. She teasingly slipped a finger into each of Kim's steaming holes while she captured Kim's engorged clit into her mouth and began circling it with lazy strokes, then sucked it gently but firmly. This was the way Jayne liked to be eaten. Kim thrashed her head from side to side on the leather seat, moaning with pleasure.


"Fuck me, Fuck me!" she screamed, bucking her hips, and pressing her pussy hard against Jayne's mouth.


Jayne looked up at Steve. He was sipping his drink slowly, watching her closely.


"Finger fuck her Jayne," he insisted. "Push your fingers into the slut's cunt and fuck her!"


Jayne slid two fingers deep inside Kim and immediately felt the ridged walls of Kim's hot pussy gripping them. She thrust her fingers in and out, while still sucking on Kim's swollen clit. Steve moved next to Jayne and pressed his lips to her ear. " Go ahead and pound her," he hissed. "Yes, that's it, Jayne, fuck the shit out of the whore."


Jayne gasped for air. Her mouth was buried in Kim's sopping cunt, as she stabbed her fingers relentlessly into Kim. Steve's crude language had aroused her to a new level of desire. Her own throbbing cunt screamed for release, as Steve's words resonated in her ears.


"Fuck her like you mean it! She's your bitch, Jayne, show the greedy cunt how you like to make use of nasty fucksluts like her."


Jayne grabbed Steve's hand and forced three of his thick fingers into Kim's pussy alongside her own. "Come fuck her with me," she gasped, her own desire threatening to overtake her. Kim's cunt stretched obscenely to take the new intrusion as the two sets of fingers slammed into her hot sticky depths and massaged her inner walls. Jayne used her thumb to strum Kim's clit while Steve shoved his thumb into Kim's puckered asshole.


"God, this is so fucking erotic Steve, fingering her cunt like this, feeling you inside her," Jayne moaned, as she watched the lewd display of carnal lust before them.


Kim began to shriek with delight. Her face contorted with pleasure as her pussy convulsed around the wet thrusting digits inside her, spilling cum onto Steve and Jayne's hands. Jayne pulled her fingers out and pressed them into Kim's mouth to lick clean. "Here, taste bitch!" she hissed, her own mouth seeking Steve's cum-covered fingers.


Jayne licked Steve's fingers clean and hastily unzipped her dress, letting it slide to the floor. Her pussy was on fire and she could no longer endure the waiting. Steve ran his hands over her firm breasts, and rolled the hard nipples between his wet fingers. A jolt of pure pleasure shot through her body.


"Steve," she panted as she freed his raging hardness from the confines of his pants, "I need your cock so badly, I need to cum! Please fuck me now, bury it inside me please!"


Steve pushed her head down towards his thick turgid cock forcing his hardness into her hot hungry mouth. Jayne wrapped her lips over the swollen head and used her tongue to trace the thick pulsing veins on his shaft. Steve let out a low guttural groan. His hands slid through Jayne's silky hair as he thrust his cock deep into her mouth. She moaned, her mouth stretched to take every rock hard inch that she could.


"No! Not yet!" Kim wailed, as she tugged Jayne's lace thong off. "I want you first Jayne, I want to bury my tongue in your delicious cunt, he can watch you cum and then fuck you!"


Exercising enormous self-control, Steve withdrew his cock from Jayne's hungry mouth and undressed as he watched Kim's hands caress Jayne's body. Kim cupped Jayne's pert breasts and sucked the nipples into her mouth until they were swollen and achingly hard.


"Your tits and nipples are perfect," Kim said, as she squeezed them and rubbed them against her own larger breasts. Jayne moaned deeply. The lavish tit sucking had caused a deep glowing ache in her cunt and the sight of Steve slowly fisting his rampant cock, just out of reach of her mouth was driving her wild.


"Kim, eat my cunt now bitch!" Jayne demanded, as she writhed on the leather seat. She arched her back and pulled Kim's head down to her throbbing pussy. Kim pushed her expert tongue through the drenched pink folds of Jayne's smooth shaved cunt and lapped at her swollen clit. Jayne sighed deeply with pleasure. She had never felt a woman's tongue inside her cunt and she luxuriated in this new sensation of a smooth mouth and soft lips eating her. Kim began a deep sucking action pulling Jayne's clit into her mouth and nibbling it with her teeth, while Jayne gurgled and trembled with pleasure.


"Oh my God, yesss!" Jayne moaned, as Kim's middle finger snaked into her cunt and began to move from side to side. Jayne opened her eyes and glanced over at Steve. His cock was tightly gripped in his fist, a small drop of precum glistening at its tip. Moisture dripped from the corner of Jayne's mouth as she salivated. She wanted to taste him so much. She needed the sharp tang of his precum on her tongue, the creaminess of his cum in her throat.


Suddenly the sensations in her pussy changed as the warmth of Kim's mouth and finger was replaced by something cold and foreign. Jayne sucked her breath in sharply as she felt Kim inserting the pearl necklace into the scorching hot depths of her pussy. The large round beads filled her tight tunnel with their cold smoothness and her pussy walls clamped themselves greedily around the hard milky jewels. Jayne trembled as the first wave of pleasure tore through her abdomen. She exploded in exquisite release as Kim hooked her tongue deep inside her cunt and lapped at her engorged clit while dragging the pearls out slowly one by one. The limo picked up speed as Jayne's cunt contracted hard around the withdrawing beads. She gripped the seat and screamed with intense pleasure as her orgasm wracked her body.


Steve moved his cock to Jayne's mouth. Watching her unbridled enjoyment had aroused him madly. He was dizzy with raw scorching lust. His cock was pulsing and his balls ached. He had to fuck her now. Jayne dragged the tip of her tongue over his bulbous cock head and finally tasted that taunting drop of precum. She changed position, pushing Steve onto the seat and turned to Kim.


"You have a good mouth and tongue, slut. I think I will permit you to suck him!"


Steve stretched out as Kim and Jayne placed their lips on each side of his cock and slowly began to slide their hot eager tongues over his swollen shaft. He growled as their wet mouths licked and lapped, gliding up and down and tracing the bulging veins. Jayne moved her greedy mouth up to the top of his throbbing cock and slid her lips over the entire head. She took him deeply into her throat, savoring each rock hard inch and sucked hard, while Kim let her tongue slide over the base of his shaft and onto his heavy balls. They worked together, teasing him with their oral skills. Kim moved her mouth up the shaft and Jayne, using her tongue, transferred Steve's cock head from her hot mouth to Kim's warm and waiting one. Kim latched onto Steve's cock and sucked steadily while Jayne rolled his balls beneath her soft lips and licked and nibbled the soft skin between them.


Steve moaned deeply, enjoying the two mouths pleasuring him as each of them sucked and licked him in her own unique way. Their ardent mouths lapped and sucked every inch of his pulsing cock while their hands stroked his belly and caressed his ass. Steve felt the pressure building inside his balls. The tempo of the sucking had increased as Jayne and Kim passionately lavished his throbbing cock. Their mouths were close together fighting for possession of his throbbing cock head, both wanting to be the first to taste his creamy cum. Steve dragged his cock from their mouths and grabbed Jayne.


"It's time to fuck the leading lady," he growled, as he forced her down on top of him, impaling her on his achingly stiff cock.


reased as Jayne and Kim passionately lavished his throbbing cock. Their mouths were close together fighting for possession of his throbbing cock head, both wanting to be the first to taste his creamy cum. Steve dragged his cock from their mouths and grabbed Jayne.


"It's time to fuck the leading lady," he growled, as he forced her down on top of him, impaling her on his achingly stiff cock.


Jayne gasped as she felt his wet turgid cock finally enter her tight hot cunt. Her pussy muscles clamped around him as she began to ride his cock relentlessly, moving up and down, grinding her pussy onto him. He gripped her hips and thrust upward into her hard, penetrating her deeply. The sounds of their fucking and the pungent smell of sex filled the air.


" Oh yess! This is so good!" Jayne moaned. She strummed her clit and then slipped a finger into her dripping cunt for some pussy juice. She looked deeply into Steve's eyes, stopped riding his cock and smiled. She clenched her cunt muscles around him and felt him throb responsively inside her. Then tantalizingly, she smeared some of the pussy juice over her stiff nipples and moved her glistening finger to his mouth to let him suck it clean.


"Jesus, you are one horny teasing bitch," Steve groaned, as he tasted her musky juice. "But now you need a good fucking lesson!"


He moved swiftly, pulled her off him and bent her over onto the seat. He slid his finger into her seeping pussy and rubbed the juice between the cheeks of her bottom.


"Kim, get under this teasing bitch and lick her cunt," he ordered. "I am going to fuck the shit out of her luscious ass."


Jayne shivered at the tone of his voice. It was harsh and thick with lust. Her pussy tingled violently as Kim began to suck on her clit and reached up to spread her ass cheeks open for Steve. Jayne was pinned over the seat, vulnerable with both holes totally exposed. A shiver of anticipation shot through her as Steve forced two fingers through her sphincter and reamed her open. Jayne went crazy thrusting her ass against his digits.


"This is so fucking hot, what we're doing now!" she panted.


"Yes, you have a very talented and creative cast," Steve said, as he pressed the head of his bulging cock against the raised ridge of her tight puckered hole and then forced it through her tight anal ring. A grimace of deep pleasure and desire contorted Jayne's face as Steve began to fuck her. Her dilated sphincter wrapped around the thickness of his cock as he pounded her stretched asshole mercilessly. She pushed back eagerly against his thrusts, grunting with pleasure. Kim pushed two fingers into Jayne's cunt, and massaged Steve's cock through the thin wall separating Jayne's vagina and ass.


"Oh my God!" Jayne gasped, as she felt the awesome sensations in her cunt and ass. "This feels amazing!" She slid one hand down to her pussy and strummed her clit madly.


"It looks fucking amazing too!" Steve grunted.


Kim dragged her tongue up to the point where Steve's cock was buried in Jayne's ass and licked at his shaft as it thrust in and out of Jayne's scorching bottom.


"This slut is licking your ass juice off my cock, Jayne, she really is a dirty, nasty whore isn't she?"


Steve felt his balls fill and tense. His cock swelled inside Jayne's raw bottom and he drove it in hard, almost ripping her apart with his savage thrusts. She groaned and shuddered as Steve erupted inside her, squirting a massive load of thick hot cum into the deepest recesses of her ass. Jayne cried out as her own thundering climax gripped and shook her. Her ass and pussy spasmed and convulsed, milking the last drops from Steve's throbbing cock.


Steve pulled Jayne towards him and kissed her tenderly, as the driver's intercom crackled to life.


"Sir, sorry about the long time getting home. You wouldn't believe how wild it's been out here!" he said. "But we are almost at the entrance to Miss Kim's apartment block. I should have you home in about ten minutes."


Jayne struggled out of the languid afterglow of her orgasm. She was sure she had just heard the driver say they were outside "Miss Kim's apartment!" Steve knew her!


Kim pulled her dress on and fastened the clasp of her cum-stained pearls. She slipped out of the car as it stopped at the curb, giving them a sexy wink and a little wave.


The limo resumed its journey and Jayne turned to Steve. She was incredulous.


" Shit! I can't believe it! You arranged this all didn't you?" she spat, her eyes flashing angrily. "You set me up, you bastard!"


Steve ran a hand through his tousled hair, looked directly at her and answered her quietly.


"No, Jayne, I made sure that an "extra" was available, but you set the scene and you directed the action. It could have gone either way. It was your show!"


Jayne felt a flush creep over her cheeks. He was right, she admitted to herself. He had sensed from the beginning that beneath the demure, ladylike image she projected, was a decadently sexual slut. Damn, he was sexy and sharp, no wonder he was so fuckable!


"Yes, it was my show," she said slowly, a sultry expression crossing her radiant face. "Now I can't wait to get home to see how you perform during the encore..."



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

New Year's Eve


I suppose trouble follows me because I look for it, but sometimes (more often than not) I find myself in the wrong place at the wrong time (or as I would say, the right place at the right time). Such was the case on New Year's Eve.


We went for dinner with some friends and then off to the theatre, before we went to a party. I sat between my husband and another couple who we did not know. The show was good and enjoyable.


During the intermission my husband went to stretch his legs and I remained in my seat. The woman next to me, somewhere in her late fifties, a little overweight, but attractive, started a conversation about my dress and how she liked it. She made the comment that I was fortunate to be slim enough to wear short party dresses. I was flattered and somewhat embarrassed, but I thanked her for the compliment.


She asked me if I worked out to stay in shape and I explained that I did. She made several comments about the way I looked and it made me wonder why she was so complimentary. A moment later my husband returned and the play continued.


A few minutes into the second act I noticed the woman next to me, dropped her program from her lap. She reached for it and brushed against my leg. I did not think anything of it until she did it again while retrieving her program.


I froze when she rested her hand on my leg and was unsure what to do or say... so I did nothing. I waited and a moment later she moved her hand in between my legs. I parted them slightly, quite excited at the prospect of what was happening.


Ever so slowly, without anyone (except me) noticing her hand rode up my legs. I usually wear stay-ups and trembled slightly when her fingers came in contact with the edge of the stockings. I dared not breathe as I felt her hand touch the bare skin of my upper thighs.


I innocently glanced at my husband, who was enthralled with the play. I looked the other way and saw the woman's profile stare directly ahead to the stage, as if she too was enjoying the theatrics. Her hand continued to work its way up between my legs.


Her skin was soft and warm and I shook from excitement as she expertly maneuvered to the spot where my legs met. She stopped a moment as she came in contact with my silk panties, but continued to let her thumb slowly caress them in a back and forth motion.


I felt myself growing moist at her touch. The taboo act was so exciting that I began to quiver under her control. I have been with women before, but never under these circumstances, among so many unsuspecting people.


I looked toward my husband again to make sure the act went unnoticed and suddenly I felt her finger push my panties aside and touch my hard, moist, clit. I trembled, but dared not move as she softly, yet expertly, teased my womanhood.


I felt myself grow wetter and experienced such pleasure when her finger entered my most private area. I shook and tried to control my visible signs, as her finger penetrated me in its entirety. She moved back and forth, slightly increasing the pace with each movement. I knew it would only be a matter of moments before I climaxed.


I could hold back no further and I felt my thigh muscles tighten and my tummy tense. I held as log as I could and was suddenly overwhelmed with pure ecstasy. I dared not make a sound as I shook with pleasure. I felt my love juice stream from within as they ran along her finger, still embedded deep inside my love nest.


A moment later she removed her finger and slowly dragged it along my leg. I sighed and allowed my body to fall limp. I watched, from the corner of my eye, as she lifted her hand and inserted her finger between her lips, never once taking her eyes from the stage.


I was spent and afraid my awkward movements had been discovered, but it appeared as if no one was any wiser, or at the least bit interested in my experience. A few minutes later the cast of the play were all on stage and the house lights went on.


Everyone cheered and clapped, myself included. They gave the performance a standing ovation, which was a good opportunity for me to adjust myself, without being detected. I picked up my purse and casually glanced in the direction of the woman next to me. She smiled slightly and reached her hand out. In it was a card, which I quickly accepted.


It was not until I was in the safety of my car, with my husband driving, that I dared glance at it. It simply said 'Monica' and a phone number. I stared at it for a moment knowing that I would call the first opportunity I had.


We drove to the party we were expected at and upon arrival; I immediately went to the bathroom. The previous events raced through my mind and I found myself masturbating fiercely, as I sat on the toilet. I came quickly and rested a moment. I re-applied my make-up and made sure my hair was in order. I returned to the party to celebrate the passing of the first decade of the new millennium.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Horny Holiday


Barcelona is a beautiful city. It has inspiring art galleries, enthralling architecture, beautiful beaches, fattening restaurants, an exciting nightlife and a very cosmopolitan culture. It is a perfect place for having a great time and making some wonderful memories.


One summer, my fiance, Daniel, decided that he would spoil me rotten by taking me on a surprise, romantic break to Barcelona. He bought first-class flights and a limousine to take us to our hotel. When I first saw the suite we were to stay in, I felt like a princess: he had arranged to have what looked like a hundred vases of roses arranged throughout and the bed was covered in petals. There was even a bottle of Champagne on ice and two glasses waiting for us. As soon as I saw this I just knew I wanted him forever and ever.


We spent several days doing the tourist things, making love, lazing on the beaches, making love, dining out, making love and one day just making love (room service is a wonderful thing). Mostly we were so much in our own little bubble of togetherness that we barely spoke to anyone else.


However, on our last afternoon there, while we were in the hotel bar, I got talking to a girl from New York. She and her husband joined us at our table and we all got on famously. Almost inevitably, the men's' conversation turned to sport and Denise and mine turned to the wonderful shopping opportunities that the city held. I knew that Dan was itching to watch a game of soccer that was being shown on television that afternoon, so I suggested that he and Branner have some lads' time with beer and football, while Denise and I took their credit cards out for some exercise. I don't really like soccer very much, there are a few pretty boys who play, but for real hot bodies you cannot beat the rugby. Anyway, Denise and I both wanted to change our clothes, so we exchanged room numbers, agreed to meet back up in the bar when we were ready to go out and headed off to our rooms.


When I got to our suite, I decided to have a quick shower, as my hair felt horrible and I was pretty sure I had sand in all kinds of places where sand was not supposed to be. The shops were calling and I wanted to be able to answer them in comfort: you simply cannot go looking at designer clothes and shoes knowing you may leave grains of sand stuck to them. The warm water running through my hair and over my body felt wonderful, I couldn't resist standing there for a couple of minutes enjoying the firm pressure of the spray against my skin before cleaning myself thoroughly. I must have enjoyed it too much, because when I finally got out and started drying myself I heard a firm knock on the door. I quickly wrapped myself in a big, fluffy towel and went to answer it.


Stood in the corridor, with her arms folded and tapping her foot with a big smile on her face was Denise. She looked utterly stunning in a little, bright red dress that complimented her dark brown skin beautifully and a pair of patent black stiletto shoes that laced up her slender calves. She has a gorgeous figure: the kind women would die for and men would kill for. With full, but perky breasts, a slender waist, rounded hips and long, muscular legs she could have stopped traffic at a hundred paces. Her pretty face was framed by her long black hair that was straightened and styled in a way that produced an effect that you would only expect to see in glossy fashion magazines. I couldn't believe that I hadn't noticed how perfect she looked before; if I had have done there is no way I would have volunteered to go trying on clothes with this goddess! Compared with her, my voluptuous figure, home-coloured hair, and nice enough face - all of which I usually quite like - would have looked rather plain.


"You best hurry up girl," she exclaimed, "or I'll make you go out dressed like that!"


I opened the door and she walked in, her face lighting up when she saw the suite, with all the flowers. "Wow Alison! Who's a lucky girl?" She asked.


"Me!" I exclaimed, "Dan is an absolute angel. I really can't believe how lucky I am to have him."


I walked over and sat down on the bed opposite the mirror on the dressing table and plugged in the hairdryer. I felt a little awkward, being sat in just a towel, but Denise didn't seem in the least bit bothered and just carried on talking about how lovely the suite was. Once I'd finished drying my hair, I took out my brush and anti-frizz spray and started styling as best I could, although I felt it was a waste of time as I would never look as good as my friend.


"Hey, let me help you with that, hun," she said and walked over to me.


She hitched up her dress, climbed onto the bed and knelt behind me. It is always nice to have someone else do your hair, so I didn't object as she expertly brushed and sprayed. I could see her looking at me in the mirror, so I smiled at her and closed my eyes, enjoying her attentions. As she was finishing off she asked what I thought and put her hands on my shoulders, sending a shudder down my spine.


"You ok sweetie?" she asked, "I didn't tickle did I?"


"Oh, no. Not at all," I answered, "It was lovely actually."


"It's the back of my knees for me," she stated, rather cryptically, "that gets me going and makes me shudder," she explained in answer to the puzzled look on my face.


Denise hopped off the bed and knelt in front of me, placing her hands on my bare knees. "Like this," she said and placed her fingers in the crooks of my knees and gently massaged me. It felt nice, but nothing special. Actually, it felt quite awkward, but that was entirely due to the fact that I had another woman, kneeling in front of me, touching my legs in an attempt to show me what got her going!


"Oh, my. It's my belly button that works for me," I said, a little in shock.


It was only when she placed her hand flat on my tummy that I noticed that my towel must have fallen off while I was engrossed in her doing my hair. I felt my face reddening as I wondered what she must think of me, sitting naked in front of her. But again she didn't appear the slightest bit uncomfortable, and by now she had the tip of one of her fingers in my navel, gently moving it round in circles in the way I adore, as if she'd been practicing for years. I couldn't help closing my eyes and enjoying the wonderful sensations that she was causing for a few moments. A few too many moments because I just couldn't help letting out a tiny little moan.


Denise laughed, still playing with my tummy. "Like that then?"


"Yes. Like that!" I exclaimed, sternly, "Now stop it, before..."


She stopped and placed her hands on my thighs, pushing her tummy against my knees and parting my legs a little, she asked "before what?"


Denise slid her hands up my legs, over my hips and round my back, looking straight back at me as I stared at her with my mouth hanging open in surprise. She ran one hand down to my bottom and the other up my back and placed it on my neck, pulling me towards her and kissing me on my open lips. I couldn't help but kiss her back.


She kissed my top lip, and then the bottom, sucking it gently into her mouth, before placing her lips fully over mine, our mouths still parted, and touched my tongue with hers. Our tongues caressed each other, exploring, dancing together, as we kissed. It was wonderful! I put my arms round her back and pulled her towards me, letting my legs part and moving right to the edge of the bed, so we could be as close as possible.


I was so hungry for her kisses I didn't notice her hand move until I felt her place it softly on my left breast. I let out a little moan of pleasure as her palm touched my excited nipple. She cupped my breast, pressed it firmly against my chest, massaging it in circles. She lowered it and placed her thumb and index finger either side of my nipple, squeezing it, and then pulling it out. Now both her hands were on my boobs, sending waves of pleasure down my back as she expertly stimulated me.


I could barely believe how aroused I was. Maybe it was the wine I had enjoyed with my lunch, but I found myself pulling the zip of her dress down and, with a brief break in our kissing, lifting it over her head. Her breasts were perfect. She didn't need a bra and wasn't wearing one. The dress was perfect. Knickers would have spoiled the lines and she wasn't wearing any.


Her nipples were as excited as mine. I touched them with my palms, moving them round in circles, knowing it would feel good, because I knew it did when I do it to myself. Now she was kissing my jaw, my ears, my neck, and my shoulders; then my chest and then my breast. She was kissing my nipple, it was wonderful. She sucked it into her mouth, nibbled it, took it firmly between her lips and pulled at it. I loved it; she knew exactly what to do and was doing it perfectly. With my eyes closed I leaned my head back as she kissed the other.


Then she touched her tongue between my boobs and slowly licked down to my tummy, only stopping when her tongue was in my belly button. Oh my, it was delicious. I leaned back so she would be more comfortable, but this gave her room to put her hand on my thighs.


She rubbed the inside of my legs, working slowly up with every rub until her hands touched against my pussy. I nearly jumped, but let out a long sigh instead. Still licking my navel, she returned one of her hands to my breasts and placed the other firmly over my pussy. I spread my legs further, letting her get to my labia. She took my outer lips between her thumb and finger, and one at a time, squeezed and rubbed them, making me so excited I could barely think. When she eased them apart and touched my inner lips I jumped with pleasure.


"Oh, Denise," I moaned and put my hands under her arms, pulling her up onto the bed beside me.


We kissed again as our hands roamed over each other's bodies. I could barely believe I was lying on a bed, having sex with another woman, but it felt so good! I felt her slide two fingers inside me and immediately found my g-spot, sending a wave of pleasure rushing through me. I was slowly rubbing her clit with one hand as I eased two fingers of my other hand inside her too. When she touched my clit I felt my pussy tighten and the start of an orgasm. She felt it and stopped.


Suddenly I felt like someone had pulled the ground out from beneath me, as she knelt up. But my disappointment was short lived, because she moved up the bed and placed her knees either side on my head, then lowering herself down until she was lying on top of me, she kissed my mound and licked down to my, very wet, crack. She licked and sucked me; I licked and sucked her. I put my fingers back inside her, she put hers back inside me. It felt so awesome, I could barely concentrate on what I was doing to her and we quickly became synchronised, each doing the same to the other at the same time.


Suddenly I heard the door of the suite open. I started and nearly bit Denise as she pulled her head away from me to look up. Dan and Branner walked into the room and we froze.


"Alison! What the hell?" exclaimed Dan.


I heard Branner laugh in a deep voice that sent a shiver down my spine.


"Dude, chill!" he said, "Just look! Isn't that a dream come true?"


Denise's fingers were still inside me and as she moved they touched my g-spot and I couldn't help moaning again.


"Hell, yes!" I heard Dan reply and they both laughed.


"Man, I am gonna get me a bit of that," Branner said.


I could feel myself blushing deeply, but Denise, cool as ever just got back to work on me again without a word. I could see Dan and Branner stripping off, both were getting erections by the time they were naked, and Branner headed up towards the end of the bed where my head was and Dan headed down to where my legs were still hanging off the end.


Branner climbed onto the bed, and suddenly there was a big, black cock pointing down right in front of my face. He rubbed it against me and his wife's ass as I licked her. She stopped licking me and I heard Dan moan, so I took the end of Branner's cock in my mouth and sucked it, rubbing his shaft and squeezing his balls with one hand as I continued to finger Denise with the other. He got stiffer and stiffer, then put his hands on her hips and lifted her. With me still playing with his balls, he pushed the end of his cock between her lips and slid inside her. I felt Denise's hands on my pussy as she guided Dan inside me.


Dan's cock felt so huge and hard compared with Denise's little fingers and that was enough to get me shuddering again. Then I felt her fingers on my clit and my orgasm was immediate and long and incredibly intense.


When it had finished, Branner was still sliding in and out of his wife and Dan was still fucking me, so I put my fingers on Denise's clit and pressed and tapped her and rubbed her until she came. As she squealed out, I felt my second beginning and this started Dan off. With the rest of us all cumming Branner had no chance of holding off any longer and called out Denise's name as he hammered his cum inside her. When he pulled out, his spunk dribbled out of her and dripped onto my face. I licked it up where I could, enjoying the taste of their mixed juices.


Dan lay down beside me and kissed me passionately. Branner laid down on the edge of the bed the other side of me and Denise got up and laid down the other side of Dan. I closed my eyes and breathed deeply, wondering if anyone was going to say anything and if so what it would be.


Then there was a hand between my legs again, touching my, still tingling, cunt. I reached out towards Dan to hold his cock too, but Denise already had it! I looked up, shocked, realising that it was Branner who was playing with my pussy, at the same time as Dan realised that it wasn't me wanking him. We looked at each other for a moment, and then he reached out, held my breast and started kissing me. I saw his other hand reaching towards Denise's mound, so I took hold of Branner's cock. We all lay there, wanking each other most delightfully for a while until Denise moaned and rolled over on top of Dan.


I could barely believe it! He looked at me and asked "Ali?"


I thought what the hell, we're on holiday and kissed him as Denise knelt up and lowered herself down onto my fiance's erection. That was when I noticed that Branner was no longer lying beside me and was now between my legs, about to ease himself inside me! I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of him sliding in to me. He was very long and it just seemed to keep going and going until he bumped the top. It was a little uncomfortable, but Branner knew when enough was enough and drew out again. He pulled almost right out, then back inside, slowly at first then faster and faster.


Denise was hard down on Dan's cock, rolling her hips back and forth, so I reached out and placed my finger beneath her clit, helping her get the best stimulation. Dan reached down and did me the same favor, rubbing me quickly from side to side as Branner fucked me hard. This one lasted longer and we all changed positions and even partners a couple of times, until my climax started. I felt Branner slow down and almost stop as I came, before he pulled out of me quickly spraying a load of hot spunk across my breasts and tummy. I could see that Dan was struggling to keep going, but Denise soon came and Dan pulled out and sprayed her too.


We all lay together again for a few minutes, giggling and getting our breath back, before the boys got up, got dressed and headed back to the bar. Denise and I shared a shower dressed and went to join them. It was evening by now, so we went out to dinner together. After dinner we walked up the beach to the far end and made love again, without swapping this time, before heading back to our rooms. Dan and I bid them farewell, because we had to leave the next morning, but we left with a wonderful memory of a very horny afternoon!


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Your Massage


To put you at ease, I hand you a towel first, and tell you to undress while my back is turned, then lay down on the bed, face down, and to cover your backside if you are at all modest.


After all, you don't want to make it too obvious what you really want. I will have a bottle scented body oil ready to apply. I start out by pouring a small amount of warm oil or lotion in one palm, then rubbing my hands slowly together, making sure my fingers and hands are amply coated. At first I rub the wide part of your shoulder blades, then work my fingers up to the top of your shoulders, from one side to the other, then up the back and sides of your neck to the base of your skull. This seems to help relax you...you just lay there with your face on the pillow, enjoying those sensations you've missed for so long, or maybe you've never felt before.


Using my fingers and thumbs, I work out all the tension in your neck and shoulders. My hands move outward to the edge of your shoulders and upper arms. That's when I hear your first soft moan, when my hands wrap around your upper arms and work slowly down towards your elbows. Taking your right arm in both hands, I hold it tight as my hands move down to your wrist, then pressing into your palm, and lastly, to each of your fingers, one at a time. After that, I move over to your left shoulder, and do the same, down to your fingertips. You whisper aloud, you had no idea how good that could feel, all the way to your fingertips. Back up your upper arms, over the corners of your shoulders, and back up to your neck. Pushing out whatever tension may remain.


Next, I drizzle warm oil between your shoulder blades. My fingers begin to rub it in with a little more pressure. First the wide part of your shoulder blades again, and down your ribs. With just the right amount of pressure, using the heels of my palms, I can usually push out a soft whimper or moan. Hearing that, I continue working the same areas. Down your spine, pressing one hand on top of the other and working down to the small of your back, then slowly back up your ribs, and even the sides of your rib cage. Down your spine again, and up your sides a few times, I touch the sides of your breasts, but just once. You now have to ask yourself, "was that an accident?" You don't know for sure, but your mind is now thinking in other terms....not just about a relaxing massage. As I walk around the bed, you turn your face and can't help notice the bulge in the front of my shorts. Hardly able to speak, you answer softly when I say, "it's so warm in here do you mind if I take off my t-shirt?"


Standing by your left side now, you feel more of the warm oil drizzling into the tiny gully at the small of your back, just above the top edge of the towel, covering your bottom. With one hand on the towel, barely pressing against you, my other hand massages the small of your back, my fingers slowly slipping under the top edge of the towel. Without realizing it, your hips begin the slow up and down motions, hardly noticeable, pressing your mound against the mattress. Your eyes closed, thoughts of sex on your mind, you don't want it to ever stop.


After pouring more oil in my hands, they now make their downward journey, starting on the back of your thighs, just below the bottom edge of the towel. My hands knead your flesh as they move down to the back of your knees. At first it tickles behind your knees, but after a short time, you realize there's a direct connection to the part of your body slowly grinding against the table. You've felt that direct connection before....it comes from deep, passionate kissing, and touching the obvious areas of your body, like your breasts and nipples, and even under your arms, licked gently with a soft tongue. But you never realized how good it would feel when attention is given to the back of your knees. Continuing down your calves, hands rubbing and squeezing the tension down to your feet. Standing at your left side, near the foot of the table, I lift your left leg with both hands, bending it back, then resting your foot on my chest. Both hands start at your heel, my fingers on the top of your foot, my thumbs pressing hard along your arch, then moving up to your toes. Both thumbs squeezing the smallest toe, from bottom to top. Over to the next toe, and the next, and the toe next to the biggest. My fingers even exciting the spaces between your toes. Both thumbs squeeze the underside of your big toe, pushing up from the bottom to the top. Something feels different....surrounding your toe...not like fingers at all. It feels so good, but what is it, you ask yourself. Could this magician...this master of massage...be sucking your toe? Is that his tongue licking like it's the head of a cock?


I return your foot to the bed, walk around the head of the bed, to the other side. Your head lifts from the pillow, eyes following the bulge in my shorts. You lick your lips at the sight of the head of my cock peeking from the bottom of the left leg opening, and then I'm out of eyesight once again. My left hand slides down the back of your right thigh, past the back of your knee, over your calf to your heel. Again I lift your leg, bending it, and placing the top of your foot against my chest. Once again, both thumbs press along your arch, on the way to your toes. Each toe receives special attention from my fingers, and again the same sucking and licking sensation of your big toe. As my hands move back down your foot, and begin rubbing and squeezing your calf, you have no doubt that I'm rubbing the tops of your toes over my left nipple. You can even feel it stiffen as it passes from big toe to pinky toe.


I return your right leg to the bed, and you feel my hands moving slowly up your calf, past the back of your knee, then thumbs pressing against the back of your thigh. Both hands trying to encircle your thigh now, thumbs still rubbing and squeezing. Back down to the bottom of your thigh, and slowly back up, all the way to the bottom of the towel. You're unaware that the towel has slipped off, and fallen to the floor. Hands massaging back down to your knee again. You feel my fingers running up the inside of your thigh...higher, and higher and higher...."how high is he going?", you ask yourself.


Fingers exploring now, touching and probing. Just as you want to raise your ass high in the air, to consent and submit everything you have to me, my hands coax you to turn over onto your back. Not wanting to seem hasty, you slowly turn over, your eyes locking onto mine. "Shhhh," I whisper, with one finger touching my lips, "I know just what you want." My eyes never leave yours as I lean over to kiss you. It's a nice, slow, passionate kiss..... warm, and wet, and deep....the kind of kiss that can go on and on, for hours and hours. You feel that direct connection again, and as if I could read your mind, my left hand touches your wet pussy. As we continue kissing, my fingers touch and begin to explore. When you feel one finger slip into you, your body starts to quiver, and I know you've just had your first mini orgasm.


"You're so wet, and so fucking tight, I whisper. I look down and notice your clean-shaven pussy. There's something about a smooth, hairless pussy that I can't resist. As I stare at what's before me, your hands move down the front of your body, past your navel, and just as I think you've become a little modest, and are about to cover up, your fingers spread your lips apart. Now who's the mind reader, I ask myself? My hands slide slowly up the inside of your thighs and I lean in to lick your inner lips, all pink and glistening with your juices. I can smell your sex as my tongue licks one side, and then the other side. Your hips lift up to meet my tongue as it pushes inside. Probing with my tongue, I lick your inner walls, and places you've forgotten. No one has ever touched you with a tongue the way I do. As I drag my wet tongue over your clit, I feel your body tremble once more, and know you've just had another mini orgasm. My tongue licks all around your clit, but not touching it directly. I look up at you and push one finger back inside. Your fingers run over my scalp and through my hair. You feel a second finger pushing inside and I feel your pussy squeezing around my fingers. My cock throbs when I feel how tight your are. I curl my fingers behind your clit, searching for that very special spot. The moment the tips of my fingers feel the small mass of nerve tissue, you let out a moan and your body rocks once more, even harder than the first few times. You feel my fingers inside you, moving side to side, up and down, and all around till you moan and tremble again, and I know I've found your g-spot. No one has ever touched you the way I do. You've read all about it, and have even tried to find it yourself, but always curse the awkward way you have to bend your wrist, never quite finding the elusive little button that's supposed to take you to a higher level. And now, a total stranger has touched you in a way you've never been touched before.


As my fingers continue their massage inside, my tongue finally touches your clit directly. I feel another of your mini orgasms shake your body as my lips circle your clit and the tip of my tongue flicks at it. I watch your face and listen to the way you respond to my every touch. I hear the way your breathing has changed, and the way your tummy starts to rise and fall. All signs of an orgasm building deep inside you. Suddenly, your thighs slam around my face and I hear your muffled screams. I feel the palm of your hand pressing flat against my forehead, trying to push me away. This is the "Big O", but I keep on licking your sensitive clit, my fingers still rubbing your special spot right behind my tongue. My pinky finger touches your little puckered hole for the first time, taking you even higher. Even in your wildest masturbation sessions, with your favorite toy, you've never cum so hard. Why didn't you know to keep the pressure on your clit once you start to cum, you ask yourself.


Suddenly everything stops, and you realize I'm standing at the foot of the bed. You watch as I unzip my shorts with my free hand and allow them to drop to the floor. Your eyes are on my hard cock now. The anticipation keeps your orgasm going. I pull my wet fingers from your pussy, and use your juices to coat the head of my cock. With one hand wrapped around my cock, I start rubbing the head on your clit. You shudder once again. The spongy head of my cock moves down and finds your opening. Your knees, that up until now had been pulled back to your chest fall open. I start the slow, steady push inside, till my cock is buried to the hilt. Your eyes widen at the feeling. It's been so long since you've been penetrated like this. With the back of one of your hands pressed against your forehead, you close your eyes and enjoy the feeling of my cock as it starts to move slowly in and out of your still quivering pussy. Slowly, I pull almost all the way out, then push quickly back inside all the way. In and out, in and out, again, and again, and again. Very slow at first, allowing you to feel the full length of my cock deep inside you. My hips start to move in a circular motion, stirring your insides. I pick up the pace, and you can hear the faint grunts and groans from deep in my throat starting, in perfect rhythm with each thrust. I pull your legs up and over my shoulders, my hands pressing against the top of your thighs, thrusting deeper than you could ever imagine.


Your hands move down the top of your chest and over your breasts. I watch as your fingers pull and pinch... even twist your nipples. My cock is slamming in and out of you now. The sounds of flesh slapping flesh is too much for both of us. Sweat pours from my face and chest as your moans become louder, in the same perfect rhythm with each of my hard thrusts. I watch as your eyes squeeze closed. I feel it starting in my balls. There's no way I can stop now, even if someone burst into the room. You scream again and every muscle in my body tenses up. At the same time your 2nd big orgasm hits, I explode deep inside you. Streams of warm cum fill you. I grab your wrists, pulling your hands from your breasts, pulling your arms over your head, stretching them almost out of their sockets. My body collapses over yours. Your knees clamp tight around my hips, keeping my cock deep inside you as the last of my spasms subside. We lay motionless for what seems like hours....our bodies coming down from a sexual high no two people have ever experienced. Our heartbeats slow, and our breathing returns to normal. I kiss your eyelids, your forehead, your cheeks, your chin and your nose.....and finally your mouth again. Laying close to each other, I wrap my arms around you...and hold you close.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Evening at Linda's


She continued to rock slowly back and forth while hugging him as tightly as ever, filling the afterglow with more physical sensation. A little bit later, he had grown soft enough that his dick popped out of her. Well, she'd had enough. For now, anyway.


She turned her head towards a sound from the deck. "Shit!" she hissed.


"What?" he asked, confused.


"It's seven already."


He followed her gaze to the window and saw two faces peering into the living room, one of which belonged to Janet.


If he had been embarrassed that morning, he was now ten times more so. Linda, by contrast, was nonplussed. She languidly reached for her robe and wrapped it around her, tying the belt with a practiced flourish. Meanwhile, he was fumbling with his own, clumsily trying to cover himself even though their visitors had moved around to the front door.


Fully composed, Linda met her guests at the door.


"I am so sorry," she told Janet, "We just lost track of time."


"I'll say!" Janet shot back. She then began to imitate the chuffing sounds that he thought only Linda made.


Well, if Linda could act so cool, he thought, so could he. Once he had his robe on, he tried to appear casual as he sauntered up to meet Janet and her lover. He was momentarily taken aback when he realized that Janet's companion was a woman.


'Oh well,' he told himself, 'it's a big world.'


Linda handled the introductions. 'Sam' it turned out, was short for 'Samantha.'


She opened a bottle of chardonnay and offered Sam and Janet each a glass. "You two make yourselves comfortable. We've gotta shower."


"Yeah," agreed Janet, "this place reeks of fucking."


Defying his attempts to appear a cool as Linda was, his face flushed deeply once more. Linda reached for his hand and tugged him in the direction of the downstairs bathroom.


"Don't worry about her," Linda reassured him. "Janet just likes to shock people, especially new people."


"But she was watching us, when we were ma. . ." He paused, deciding to use her preferred term for coitus. "When we were . . . fucking just now."


He followed her into the bathroom, watching as she slipped of her robe. Even still, he felt a stirring of arousal. Linda was that hot. She even made stepping out of a bathrobe look sexy. Maybe he just had sex on the brain after breaking a five-year drought.


"Oh, I'm sure she didn't see much and certainly nothing she hasn't seen before." Linda paused, wondering to herself if there was anything Janet hadn't seen and what that might be.


Showering together would have been more distracting if they hadn't just each had a nice orgasm bare minutes before. He still loved the feel of her soapy bottom as his hands caressed her beautiful buns and she enjoyed fondling his half-limp penis and washing his balls so very carefully. They kissed, of course, and for a little while almost forgot about their waiting dinner guests. Finally, when they both were squeaky clean, he said, "Hey, we gotta get dinner going."


The admonition spurred a flurry of activity as the dried one another and Linda fussed with her hair. Pulling her robe back on, she went in search of a fresh pair of jeans and a blouse. He tried to recall where he had a change of clothes besides in his bag. That was in the living room and he wasn't eager to go out there in only a robe, not with their guests there. Not that they hadn't seen him completely naked, burrier up to his pubes in Linda. Then he remembered the laundry and went to the laundry room to fetch his clean clothes.


The two emerged a few minutes later clean, fully clothed, and no longer reeking of arousal and its satisfaction.


"'s'bout time!" Janet chided, gesturing with the bottle of chardonnay, "We just started a second glass."


They headed to the kitchen to prepare the meal and Janet and Sam joined them. Wine and conversation flowed steadily through the meal and the clean-up afterwards. That taken care of, they repaired to the living room to take advantage of the more comfortable surroundings by the fire.


"Hey," said Janet, "What about that hot tub Linda?"


"Oh yeah. It should be plenty warm by now. Let me go check." She rose to do just that.


Janet looked at him and spoke, "You know that the hot-tubbing here is in the nude, right?"


He recalled Linda's preference and that regard and how silly he felt when he'd shown up in trunks. He looked at Janet and shrugged. In truth, he would like to see Janet naked -- Sam too, for that matter. True, he would probably like to see just about any woman naked now but these two were really quite pretty. Pretty and sexy.


"I'm bisexual," she informed him matter-of-factly. "And very anal too."


This struck him as unusual information to share casually with a near-stranger but any other possible import passed right over his head. For the moment, his thoughts were filled with Linda and her aggressive, delightful sexuality. His penis began to stir.


"Down boy!" he thought to himself.


"What?" asked Linda, returning from her reconnaissance.


"Oh, nothing," he assured her, looking discretely down to see if his crotch was betraying him.


"I was just explaining that I'm bi-sexual," Janet said. She looked back to him and continued, "but Sam's not. She's strictly a woman's woman. Aren't you Sammie."


Sam looked up and gave a small smile without any indication of self consciousness about being the subject of sexual speculation. "We understand one another Jan."


Linda stepped out of the room and returned a few moments later with four fresh, fluffy white robes. "Here," she said, tossing them onto the couch. "Put these on so you don't freeze on the way to the hot tub."


Janet and Sam headed to the bathroom to change. Linda chuckled as he headed for the laundry room to get out of his clothes. "It's not as though I haven't seen you naked, now is it?" She began to undo her blouse.


He considered her point and proceeded to strip in front of the fireplace, stepping into his robe when he was done. For her part, Linda had done the same and the sight of her taught, lithe form naked before the fire was undeniably arousing to him. She walked over and gave his dick a playful pat. "Oh, goody! There's more where that came from." She leaned to whisper in his ear, "You're quite the stud. I hope you're up for more fucking later." She kissed him below his ear and went to grab her robe.


They were each wrapped in white when Janet and Sam reappeared similarly attired.


Linda lead them to the hot tub.


The hot tub was located a short way up the slope behind the cabin, in its own enclosure. Even in summer, the night air at this elevation was quite cool and the enclosure kept the warmth in. This made for more pleasant soaking. The only light came from a small electric light in the ceiling above the doorway. It afforded sufficient visibility and a modicum of privacy too. The effect was rather appealing.


Once inside, Janet immediately slid her robe from her shoulders and stretched her arms above her head. This move showed of her fine form to best advantage. Her breasts were full but stood firm without support. Her nipples and areolae were smaller than Linda's and much paler, only a shade or two darker than the pale skin surrounding them. They were, however, nicely erect.


She turned as she stretched giving them all a good look at her firm, alluring bottom and her sparse, pale pubic hair. When she had her back squarely to him, she bent over and touched her toes. This move favored him with the sight of her pale pink asshole and the few golden hairs adorning it. She clenched her pelvic muscles so that her anus appeared to wink at him.


As quickly as this show had started, she wrapped it up and slowly eased herself into the steaming water. Her actions had had the intended effect, however, and he was now hesitant to disrobe and display his incipient erection to the three women.


Not to be upstaged, Linda put on an even more outrageous performance than Janet had. She completed hers with half-a-dozen jumping jacks before sliding into the tub across from Janet. Sam looked at him and her expression seemed to be saying, 'don't mind Janet. That's just how she is.' She slipped out of her robe without theatrics and stepped into the tub.


Sam was a little shorter than Janet and a tad broader in the beam, but deliciously so. Her slightly curvier figure was fully feminine and she moved with grace.


"It's too bad she's a lesbian," he thought to himself. "At least for the guys of this world. The lesbians must feel pretty lucky though."


He hesitated a few moments longer before noticing that the women were paying him no attention. They were engaged in conversation and didn't even give him a glance as his robe came off. He was just as glad since he was sporting a fairly clear semi by that time. What the hell, all three of them had seen it in use! That realization sent a small thrill through him and he grinned, just a little at the thought.


"You coming in?" Linda asked him. "The water's fine."


"Is it ever!" agreed Janet. Sam, as usual, was silent. He settled himself into the steaming tub, sitting next to Linda.


Even with Linda by his side, he couldn't help but appreciate Sam's appearance. In contrast to Linda and Janet, Sam was darker. Her eyes were a deep, clear brown and her hair was a rich brunette that fell around her shoulders like a wavy mane. Her breasts were certainly the largest of the three women here and again, by contrast to the blondes', hers were somewhat pendulous. Her nipples were dark, almost brown and her areolae covered almost half of her breasts. This was not the sort of breasts he favored, as a rule, but on that pretty, pretty woman, they looked just right. And pretty she was. Her face was almost angelic and perfectly proportioned. Her mouth was set in a classic cupid's bow and sported no lipstick to obscure her pretty dark pink lips. The barest fuzz of downy dark hair adorned her upper lip. In another age, it would have been considered a sign of beauty, though such was not the current fashion.


He assumed that Sam, like Janet, organized her life to fit her own expectations, not those of others.


In a surprisingly short time, he found himself comfortable sitting in the tub naked with three equally-unadorned women. After the passing sensuality of Janet's disrobing, things had settled into more normal channels and the only steam came from the surface of the water.


Linda had brought along the wine and glasses. They continued to sip slowly as they spoke about this and that. Linda and Janet clearly had a lot of catching up to do and most of the conversation revolved around people they knew in the local area. After a time, their conversation turned to a former friend.


It seemed this friend had placed herself in the center of a considerable local scandal and Linda seemed uncharacteristically interested in the dirt. It seemed that this friend had been caught bare-ass naked, being porked by the local insurance agent as she leaned spread-eagle over his desk.


"She was always such a prude," Linda commented. "After she found out that I had sex with Rod, she wouldn't speak to me." She turned to explain, "Rod was a boy we knew. He worked maintenance at the summer camp on the lake."


He nodded, a bit annoyed that she could so casually remind him of her other lovers.


Janet chimed in. "When she found out that I liked girls, she dropped me like a hot potato!"


Linda shuddered at an image that occurred to her, "And Mr. Johanssen must weigh close to 300 pounds! Yecchh!"


The two women laughed at that as though it were the most original wit of the decade. Sam continued to sit in silence but her steady gaze was locked on Janet and looked loving. His eyes traveled downward and he noticed that Sam's nipples were stiffening. Then he noticed that Janet's right hand was occupied between Sam's thighs. Sam's expression gave no hint of the casula stimulation she was enjoying.


Unknowingly inspired by Janet's actions, he gently moved his own hand to Linda's thigh, slowly trailing up and down its length until, at last, he neared her pussy. Linda parted her legs slightly to afford greater access, clearly pleased with this turn of events.


When Janet had finished dishing on their former friend, Linda turned and kissed him on the lips, a long, lingering kiss. She traced her tongue across his lips, massaging them until he parted them and returned her attention. For a brief time, in their increasing arousal, they were oblivious to their tub-mates.


Janet reasserted her presence by splashing them vigorously. "You two remember us?"


"Well," responded Linda, unabashed, "what's kissing when you already saw us fucking?"


"Point taken." Janet paused. "You were looking pretty hot back there. Weren't they sexy, Sam?"


"If you like dick!" Sam said, a touch defensively.


"You know I do, Sam." Janet said softly.


"Yeah." Sam cast her eyes downward. "It's something I just can't give you."


"Oh sweetie!" Janet flung her arms around the dark woman's shoulders, hugging her tightly to her breast. "You know you do things for me that nobody else ever could." She kissed Sam full on the mouth with at least as much enthusiasm as Linda had shown for kissing him. "I love you, baby."


"Mmm mmm," was all Sam could say.


Watching the two women in their sweet, loving kiss was a new experience for him and he found it exciting.


The conversation returned to matters more mundane and the sexually charged opportunity passed un-acted upon. After a few minutes, though, he once more worked his fingers to Linda's pussy and was relieved when she responded buy reaching foor his swelling member, idly stroking it up and down in the hot water.


Janet announced that she was getting too hot in the water and pulled herself out to sit on the edge of the tub, feet still dangling in the warmth of the water.


He found her frank stance disconcerting. With her legs out to either side, her pose offered an unobstructed view of her sex, the downy hairs darkened by dampness and the water making it all glisten as though from arousal.


The water was getting to be too much but there was no way he was crawling out now, not with a full erection in Linda's hands. From her perch, Janet could see Linda's hands though the swirling water obscured the details. She knew what her friend was doing and it made her yearn for a fuck from a guy. Although she owned some plausible plastic playthings, sometime the only thing that would do was flesh and blood. A trace of her own juices mingled with the water dripping from her crotch.


Linda had ceased conversation and was working hard on his cock. She was hoping she could make him come while there were others present. He needed to broaden his horizons and a little exhibitionism might do him some good. He was still mesmerized by Janet's twat. As he stared her lower lips seemed to swell and change from pale to a richer, hotter pink, like a blooming rose.


Linda nuzzled the nape of his neck. She reached her free hand underneath him, searching for his balls to play with. Her attempt was interrupted by Janet's imperious clapping.


"Okay, Linda. You're the hostess here. That means you gotta share."


"THIS?" Linda asked, making her motions more obvious. "You want me to share this fat prick with you all?"


"Just with Janet," Sam was quick to interject, "not with me. I don't do dicks. Just pussy."


Linda turned back to him. "Hop out. We're gonna need better access and I don't have gills."


He hesitated, being far enough from an orgasm that his reticence overrode his urges.


"Oh come on!" Janet exclaimed. "We all saw you two fucking earlier. If you're shy, why not draw the drapes? What've you got to hide now?"


He gave in. The situation was moving fast out from under him, into unexplored territory. He wasn't sure he wanted further in but he wasn't sure that he didn't either. He hopped up to the tub's edge, sitting on the cedar decking that surrounded the swirling water, his erection proud before him.


Janet splashed into the water and crossed over to where he sat. She leaned in close and gave his dick a critical appraisal. She apparently approved of what she saw for she looked at Linda and asked, "May I?"


"Let me warm it up for you." Linda lowered her face to his lap and, opening her mouth wise, engulfed the dark red cock head, swirling her tongue around the sensitive site.


Janet nodded encouragingly. She was enjoying watching her friend give head and found the way her lips slid up and down his thick shaft to be really exciting.


He hadn't expected anything like this and he didn't like the way Janet talked about him as if he were an inanimate object. Then again, maybe to her, that's what he was. Either way, he did like the feelings they were giving him.


Janet maneuvered herself until her face was level with Linda's. She worked herself a little lower and managed to lap at his balls while Linda sucked that cock. Following one particularly deep stroke, Janet worked her way up the midline of his scrotum and up the swelling along the underside of his dick. When she reached his cockhead, she traced her tongue across Linda's lips.


Linda was so into sucking dick that she nearly forgot that Janet was there. This brought it back to her. She pulled herself off his penis and proceeded to tongue wrestle with the other blonde. After a long, sensual kiss, both women moved back to his prick, licking either side of his shaft at the same time. These women knew their way around a blowjob. While the sensations they were giving him felt incredible, there was no danger he would blow his load anytime soon. They were being careful to draw this out.


He, meanwhile, was absorbing all the attention and the sensations that came with it. When Janet pushed Linda aside and began to swallow him in earnest, he grabbed a handful of her hair and forced her into the rhythm he wanted from her. Far from being put out by such treatment, this slight assertion of control actually turned her on. In her relationships, she was almost always in control but sometimes it was nice to let someone else take the lead.


Abruptly, she let off of fellatio and brought her face to his, keeping one hand wrapped around the base of his dick. "I need this," she informed him. "Now!"


He looked to Linda as if for permission but she was whispering something into Sam's ear. 'What the heck?' he thought to himself, 'If she had any objections, she'd'a raised 'em.' In this surmise, he was correct.


"Lie back, Lover Boy. I'm gonna ride that fat prick of yours."


It had been several months since last she fucked a guy. She didn't do it as often as she might have wished out of deference to Sam's feelings. Sam had known what she was getting when she and Janet hooked up but she was sometimes a bit jealous of Janet's male lovers anyway.


"No. You get on your back."


"Alright, I can go for that." Janet placed her palms flat on the edge of the deck and pulled herself from the tub in one fluid motion. As soon as she was out, she rolled over onto her back and spread her lithe athlete's legs wide, giving an even better view of her excitement than she had earlier. She looked him straight in the eye, her own icy blue eyes seeming to say 'come fuck me.'


Seeing her so proved irresistible to him and he followed her out of the tub. His exit from the tub was less graceful, though no less effective. He lay himself beside her, placing his right hand on her left breast. As with Linda, be resisted the temptation to home right in on her hard pink nipple. Instead, he lightly stroked the pale skin of her prominent breast as if they had all the time in the world.


"Skip the foreplay, Ace, I'm ready to rock-and-roll." Her voice confirmed the urgency of her desire. "Stick it in."


Who was he to ignore a lady's request. He rolled onto her and soon had his swollen rod at the hot, slick entrance of her drooling cunt. He thrust right into that eager tunnel and was balls-deep in an instant. He waited a moment, savoring the sensations of a strange twat gripping him, before he began to slowly withdraw, pulling out until his head was drawing out her engorged inner lips. He slowly moved back into her womanly depths.


"No, no. Faster, please. Faster." She reached up and pulled her head to hers and whispered, "Go ahead and come inside me when you want. I'm ready for it." Then louder, she added, "I love the feel of spunk shooting in my pussy." "Sure." He looked at her and added, "You are beautiful." Linda was the last thing on his mind at that moment. He started to pick up his pace until his ass was bobbing up and down between her milky thighs at a great rate.


Janet began a low, deep groan that signaled her satisfaction with her efforts. "I love the way your fat cock fills my pussy," she managed to choke out. Like Linda, she too liked to encourage her lovers with compliments. She'd never met a guy who didn't love being told how great his dick was; besides, she meant it. She did love the way he stretched her well-lubricated passage. The only thing was, she wasn't getting enough stimulation on her clit. She needed that if she were going to come and she did want to come. She looked over at Sam and smiled.


Sam had gotten out of the tub as well and was lying on the deck, legs open wide so that Linda had full access to her puffy pussy. Another difference between Sam and the other women was that Sam made no effort to trim the abundant black curls that adorned her sex. She never wore swimsuits so she didn't worry about the stray hairs that peeked out from her crotch. She preferred Janet's neatly coifed cunt but Janet liked her wild forest of pubic hair. Samantha let it go to please her lover. Janet said that she loved the way it held Sam's sexy scent.


Right now, it was Linda enjoying that ancient aroma, her nose pressed between Sam's prominent, puffy outer lips. Had Sam not favored loose-fitting slacks, she would have sported a classic camel toe at her crotch. Her inner lips were completely concealed between her full, furry outer ones, at least until she was well-aroused. When she got hot, her dark inner lips protruded just a bit beyond her outer ones.


Linda was busily lapping up and down Sam's now-exposed inner lips, drinking in the tangy, earthy taste of the brunette's sweet cunt. She drove her pink tongue deeply between Sam's swollen lips, searching for her delicious cream. If Linda enjoyed the taste of her own cunt on someone's fingers, lips, or dick, she enjoyed cunt juice fresh from the source even more.


She could tell, however, that Sam was needing more, so she raised her tongue to the once-wrinkly folds that surrounded Sam's clitoris. She was careful not to land right on it -- she knew Sam was too sensitive to enjoy much direct contact there. Instead, she gently lapped against its little hood, just as Sam desired. Sam's appreciative moans confirmed that she was doing it right.


Janet reached and slapped his ass a couple of times in quick succession. "Hey, hold on. I need to switch positions."


"Oh yeah," he agreed absently as he reluctantly stopped the sinuous motions of his back and hips that drove his dick in and out of Janet's grateful pussy. He rolled off her and she clambered around to get on her hands and knees.


Now there were two sweet asses poking up in the air, inviting his dick to two anxious cunts. Linda was still deeply engaged with Sam's impending orgasm so he had no trouble reengaging Janet's slippery hole. He positioned himself behind her lean ass and let his prick search for its waiting sheath.


Janet reached between her legs and guided it into her burning channel. In moments, he was pounding away, slapping his thighs roughly against her taught ass cheeks. Her pale pink pucker winked at him once more and, recalling her earlier assertion, he decided to diddle her there. He traced his index finger around the wrinkly star, brushing the few brassy hairs that adorned her anus. She sighed appreciatively at this attention.


"Fuck me faster. Faster," she instructed. "Pound my pink pussy with that huge dong of yours." She was a firm believer in encouraging any guy who had his dick inside her, wherever it went.


He knew he was by no means huge but in the heat of the moment, he accepted her flattery in the spirit in which it was offered. He redoubled the speed and force of his reflexive thrusts.


The pounding was making Janet's face slip back and forth against the cedar decking. She lifted her head a bit to ease the roughness but made sure to keep her back and pelvis at the same downward angle. She had big plans for his load of sperm once he gave it to her. Man! She did miss the feeling of having her insides sprayed with spunk! Women were great and toys were ok, but nothing else could replace that feeling. Had to be a hard dick without a condom. This last requirement was a big reason she fucked guys so seldom -- you couldn't be too careful about who you let come inside you. She didn't really know Linda's lover, but she knew Linda was as careful as she was. The guy had to be clean.


He pressed his lubricated finger against Janet's asshole and she let out another groan of pleasure between her gasping breaths. Sweat was pouring from their bodies as she bore down to admit his finger. This also caused her cunt to clench firmly around his cock and the sensations were wonderful for both of them.


Janet loved the way his nuts swung back and forth with each thrust, slapping against her clit in a most appealing way. Once more, she reached between her legs, gently fondling his balls and forcing them in a smooth circular motion against her clit. Her vocalizations became faster and more emphatic as the tension built within her. This was gonna be a good one, she felt sure.


She was not disappointed in her expectations. He began thrusting his finger into her ass in alternation to his dick thrusting into her cunt. Dick in, finger out; dick out, finger in.


The sensations coming from her stretched anus and well-filled pussy sent her over the top.


"Oh my GOD! I'm coming!" she shouted as she bucked and clenched against his dick and digit. "Don't you DARE stop!"


He wasn't about to. This may have been the best fuck of his life. He'd though Linda was talented (and she was, of course) but Janet was even hotter still. He loved fucking this wild woman and for a moment, the thought made him feel a little guilty. He was pretty sure he was in love with Linda and he most certainly was not in love with Janet. This was lust, raw and unabashed. Besides, he wanted to come, though he was still a long way off. Fucking her was incredible but after all the sex he'd had in the past 48 hours, it was going to take more than this to coax come from his cock.


Linda and Sam were now locked in a lyrically beautiful sixty-nine with Linda on top. When they heard Janet boasting about her orgasm, the two women stopped tending each other's needs and looked to their blonde companion. Janet gave another appreciative exclamation when he popped his finger from her tight asshole. Janet collapsed forward, leaving his hard dick open to the air.


The sight of the two of them fucking really excited Linda. She'd long ago given up expecting any guy to be hers exclusively so she managed her expectations by encouraging her lovers to enjoy one another rather than someone who was a stranger to her. His erection glistened with Janet's juices, as did his balls and it all looked very sexy. Coupled with the taste of Sam's secretions in her mouth, she could hardly have been more turned on.


Sam resumed eating Linda, being much rougher with Linda's fat clit than Linda had been with Sam's own, smaller button and that was fine with Linda. She returned to Sam's furry treasure.


Janet worked to catch her breath. It had been an excellent orgasm but she still hadn't felt him burst inside her. She looked over her shoulder and saw that he looked bereft to be outside of her. Well, she'd solve both problems but first she wanted a closer look at the other women's performance. She indicated that he should follow her as she headed around the deck to the other side.


He was happy to comply. He'd never seen women fucking each other up-close and personal and he found the sight undeniably exciting. Linda's shining mouth and face, covered in Sam's juices, was even more so. He wanted so badly to kiss her, to taste the darker girl's flavors from her lips and tongue.


As they approached, Linda began to make those chuffing sounds and they all knew she was getting near. Janet positioned herself on her knees behind Linda's upturned ass and grabbed one cheek in each hand, spreading them gently. She glanced over her shoulder to make sure he got the idea and was pleased when he sidled over and began to rub his cock against her still-swollen opening.


Janet leaned closed until her face was between Linda's beautiful buns and began to lick eagerly at the asshole in front of her. Janet loved licking fresh, clean assholes. She didn't know why, but from her first stirrings of sexuality, she'd found bottoms, men's or women's, especially exciting. She reveled in the feel of Linda's starry ridges under her hot, wet tongue. She was distracted from her task only momentarily when she felt his fat dickhead slip into her waiting pussy. 'Ahhh,' she thought, 'THAT's the ticket!'


For her part, Linda relished Janet's rim job. Coupled with Sam's ardent sucking of her clit, she was soon over the top and the most vocal yet.


He had leaned around Janet while fucking away at her so that he could see what she was up to. The sight of Janet's pink tongue playing with Linda's anus got him pretty close to his own orgasm. It was Linda's ecstatic screams that pushed him the rest of the way, though. With a massive groan he let go and felt his seed shoot down his cock and into Janet's tight tunnel.


After so many orgasms in such short order, this was not the milky fountain of his earlier ejaculations yet it was more than enough for Janet. She was so poised for another that the feel of his hot semen spying into her cunt triggered another orgasm. She was less vocal this time, with her mouth latched on Linda's asshole, but she was no less physical. Her cunt clamped down on his dick, keeping it from deflating for the nonce. She continued to attend to her friend's bottom, moving from lapping at her asshole to nibbling her now-sensitive buns.


Linda sighed contentedly and slowly settled onto Sam, pressing belly to belly and breasts to thighs. Janet followed her descending bottom and continued to wash it softly with her tongue, once more releasing the cock that her pussy was grasping with an audible plop. She liked the slurping sounds of a sloppy-wet pussy and hers was as wet as ever.


Linda continued to suck on Sam's lips and clit, eliciting moans from the brunette that alternated between satisfaction and frustration. Janet moved down the crack of Linda's ass, past her pouting pussy, until her mouth met Sam's. The two began to kiss as freely as they could, constrained by Linda's quaking thighs.


He settled back on his haunches, having had enough action for now. The girls, on the other hand, were a sight worth seeing.


Janet left off kissing her lover and moved beside Linda. "My turn," she whispered to her friend. Linda was reluctant to relinquish the delicious cunt she had been feasting on but deferred to Sam's full-time lover. Janet settled into a sixty-nine that was every bit as alluring as Linda and Sam had been. The familiarity and deep affection that Janet and Sam had showed itself clearly now. Their motions were fluid and complimentary, intended only for each other and not for show.


Linda was watching Janet's technique closely. The next time she ate out Sam, she wanted to make the quite woman scream with delight. Janet paused momentarily and whispered something to Linda. Sam was tenderly lapping at Janet's hard-used lips and her swollen clit. Sam knew her lover perfectly and every stroke of her tongue served its intended purpose.


Linda moved down Janet to the athletic woman's bottom and returned her earlier favor, delving between those taught buns to tease Janet's winking anus with her tongue. Linda loved to have her own bottom licked and was not above reciprocating in order to encourage others in that pursuit. She traced her tongue around and around, stimulating each sensitive wrinkle and hair. She began to hum in time with Janet's rapidly increasing breath rate.


Sam ignored Linda's intrusion into their private space; she had long ago learned to share her lover. Instead, she concentrated on the exquisite feeling of Janet's tongue on her clit and her fingers curling deep inside her to massage her sensitive passageway.


Janet's efforts were unrelenting and soon Sam's breathing was even more rapid than her own. Sam's tan thighs began to quiver uncontrollably as Janet's practiced movements earned their desired reward. Linda continued to feast on Janet's lovely bottom as Sam's excitement grew. She motioned to her idle lover and he positioned himself between her own eager thighs so that he too could suckle her sweet clit.


With a skill and timing that come only with long practice and firm affection, the four worked each other's secrets, exulting in the sights, sounds, tastes and textures of their orgiastic endeavours. All were moaning but as she finally neared her long-sought release, Sam's moans were loudest of all.


Linda's juices were slopping down his cheeks and chin, tasting even better in his excitement. He had grown hard once more, though he could not have come again just then if his life depended on it. Linda was full of the sensations coming from her mouth and pussy as her tongue probed Janet's rapidly clenching and unclenching puckered ring.


Janet felt another orgasm building painfully, deliciously deep within her belly but would not give into it before Sam had enjoyed her own explosive release. She buried her face more firmly against her lover's dense dark curls and slippery, soaking flesh.


When Sam finally came, she did so with violent contractions that wracked her whole body. As Janet and Linda well knew, but he did not, Sam was a squirter. When she came, a flood of clear warm fluid spurted out of her as if she were a guy, soaking Janet's eager face. With each successive wave of orgasm, more fluid squirted from her pussy until the deck around her was wetter with her juices than with water from the tub. Janet tenderly lapped at Sam's convulsing cunt, bringing her slowly back to Earth after her stratospheric excursion, savoring the dark woman's flavors and smells.


After, Janet and Linda were too worn out to continue. Once they had caught their breaths, the four of them returned to the tub to soak away their exertions.


Linda spoke, "That was incredible, wasn't it."


Everyone murmured in assent. They soaked in silence a while longer before climbing out and donning their robes. Linda tended to the tub, turning it and the light off before she latched and locked the door. Only Sam seemed slightly self conscious as they made their way back to the cabin.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Library


Alex had been walking around the town for most part of the morning, just enjoying the weather and the accompanying Scottish scenery. Feeling tired and looking for some alternative, he was delighted to see the town library ahead. He always enjoyed sitting down and reading, science fiction and mysteries in particular and if they were books with collection of stories, he could sit down and read for quite a while before he did anything else. Taking a break from sightseeing, he walked into the library. Wandering around through the stacks of books, he noticed someone sitting at one of the desks with a laptop and moved towards her. As he stood beside her, he noticed her flaming hair, blue jeans, and a white tie up top, with some kind of intriguing pattern on it. He wasn't paying much attention to any of those because he was much more interested in the rise and fall of the curve of her breasts as she moved while typing.


She noticed someone beside her and looked towards him, he sat beside her and asked what she was doing.


"Writing", she said, smiling her dark green eyes. She found him to be a little older with locks of brown and grey hair, brown eyes and wearing beige pants with a black shirt.


"What are you writing?" he asked moving closer looking at her screen.


"I have a blog where I write erotic stories. I post new stories almost every day."


"Erotic stories, hmm?"


"Yes. Here's my blog."


She clicked open a browser window and a small picture of her in a sheer white dress popped up, and after a few more clicks a bunch of erotic photos and series of stories followed. As she scrolled down, he read the titles, "Elevator - Chapter 2", "The Cowboy and the Lady", "Blind Date".


"Interesting ", he said. "Where do you get your ideas?"


"Some are real, and some are made up, but I'm not going into detail", she smiled again.


"I'm Alex", he said holding out his right hand.


"Kat", she replied, taking his, and resting hers in it. He gripped her hand firmly, and shook, looking into her eyes. She could feel his gaze piercing her.


"You look like you've been working up a sweat", she commented.


"I decided to have a break from sightseeing, but couldn't realize earlier that the scenery was going to be just as good in the local library."


She smiled at him again, letting go of his hand, her face reddening slightly. He wasn't the most handsome man in the world, but she felt warmth emanating from him. He moved a little closer and asked "What else do you do, besides writing?"


She found herself opening up to him, talking about her college, her boring lecturers and her job at the museum. In turn, he smiled and discussed about his job as a being professor back home "giving out boring lectures", his love of travel, and details about some of the places he had been, or had yet to go. Almost an hour passed as they sat in the corner of the library and it felt comfortable. She asked him if he wanted to read one of her stories, and when he nodded, she opened one of her favourite stories for him and moved her laptop over. He became engrossed in it, scrolling down page by page slowly. He found himself shifting a bit when he came to the naughtier bits. When he finished it, she could see that his breathing was a little harder.


"Did you like it?" she asked.


"Very much so", he answered looking into her eyes again. "You know, this place doesn't seem too busy for a library."


"Most people are outside somewhere, not sitting on computers in a library", she answered.


"They don't know what they are missing", he responded, moving his hand over, touching hers lightly, tracing his finger up her bare arm. As she turned to him he moved his hands to hold her face giving her a kiss, his lips lightly brushing hers. "Cherry flavoured?" he asked.


"Hmm", she replied, wrapping her hands around him, pulling him to her, kissing him hard and her hands roaming across his back. He moved his hands around her back too, pressing her to him and felt her breasts against him and her nipples hard as they brushed against the dual fabric of her top and his shirt. She let out a low moan. Still kissing her, his hand moved down between her legs, slowly tracing the space between her legs through her jeans. She shifted her legs, opening them up, giving him more room as he continued pushing his palm against her, cupping her sex, and rubbing her slowly through her jeans.


She arched her back into his hand,


"Mmmm... that feels wonderful", she said. She couldn't believe what she was doing in the middle of the day, none the less with a man who she had just met. As he was touching her through her jeans, she was getting wetter and she was more turned on just by thinking about what was happening.


"Someone could see," she said in a breathless voice, trailing her hand up his leg.


"Let them," he replied, unzipping her jeans and plunging his hand down them. She wore white lace briefs; "classy girl", he thought, cupping her through the lace, before sliding his hand under into her dripping hot cunt.


"Mmmm...ohhh yes Alex," she moaned unzipping his jeans to repay the favour. She took him in her hand. He was already hot and hard. She started stroking him slowly, running her thumb over the tip, and spreading his pre-cum.


"Oh... Fuck," he muttered under his breath.


He slid a finger inside her, causing her to buck on his hand.


"God you're so tight," he whispered bending to her ear and biting it turning her on even more.


"Mmm yes I am," she said her eyes now closed.


"Would you like another finger?" he said not giving her a chance to respond before shoving another finger in her.


"Ahhh..."


He stopped her screams with his hand over her mouth and she started stroking him faster than before.


Her pussy was gushing now. She was close and he could feel her walls clenching around his fingers.


"Let's add another shall we," he said hand still on her mouth, looking in her eyes. She shook her head no, but he wasn't listening; he was in charge now.


Shoving another finger in her, he saw her eyes widen. She bit his palm, but then her eyes closed and her face glowed in ecstasy.


"You like that don't you," he said thrusting his fingers in and out of her. "Tell me," he said taking his hand away.


"Yes, don't stop...ohhh, please don't stop," she cried out.


"Shh, I won't stop but you have to be quiet, we don't want to draw a crowd now, do we?" He said thinking about it, "Or do you? Is that what you want, someone to see me playing with your wet pussy? Someone to witness you cumming all over my hand, while I fuck you with my fingers, is that what you want you dirty little slut?"


His words were turning her on more and more and she had to let go off him to hold onto the desk. "Oh God Alex make me cum please" she whispered.


He twisted his wrist inside her, then pulled out and shoved all three fingers deep inside then rubbed her clit with his thumb.


"Oh Fu..." he covered her mouth again, watched her eyes roll back in bliss. "That's right Kat let go."


"Mmppphhh" was all he could hear as his hand was smothering her cries. He was still playing with her clit, wriggling his fingers inside.


Kat had never felt such an orgasm. He wasn't stopping yet and her heart was racing. "I could die," was her last thought before another wave hit her.


When she stopped bucking against his hand he pulled his fingers out and looking into her eyes, he licked them.


"Mmm you taste exotic," he said smiling.


Kat looked down and saw his dick still out of his pants and more swollen than before. She took him in her hand and started stroking him slowly. She bent over and took the tip of him into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the tip and bent over further licking him from the tip to balls. She then took him to the back of her throat.


"Oh yes Kat suck me," he said holding her head down to his lap as his ecstasy started to build up.


Kat started sucking him faster and faster.


"Oh. Fuck yes," he said feeling himself close soon. "God you're amazing," he said, wondering if anyone had ever felt this good going down on him.


"You've sucked lots of cocks, haven't you slut!" He said pushing her head further down. He felt her gag and pulled back, but she didn't stop and her hand started playing with his balls.


"I'm close baby... do you swallow?"


She shook her head no. He grabbed her hair twisted it around his hand.


"I'm cumming...argh," she went to pull back but he kept her there "Swallow Kat, swallow my cum"


She didn't have a choice. He tasted salty, creamy, and hot and she swallowed till the only thing left in her mouth was his cock.


"Mmmm good girl," he said patting her head.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Long Way Home


Tina was in trouble! The company she worked for had just gone out of business, stranding her on a space station many light-years from home, Earth, with no way home. Being out of business, they were not going to give her her last paycheck, and the credits she currently had were frozen, since they were courtesy of her employer. She was 48 hours from being homeless, too, since her hotel room was paid for by the company.


She had been on board a luxury starliner for a one-year assignment as a maid when the company she'd worked for had won the contract. Then came the scandal about the owners taking all of the company's money and disappearing. She'd been notified by her bank that she had no money, and by the hotel that here room was only paid for for the next two days. Now what?


She was sitting in a coffee shop pondering her fate when she saw an advertisement for "travel aids" from a temp agency. It spoke of free travel, room and board, in exchange for personal services. "Services?" she wondered. She made note of the location of the agency on board the station and took off for their office.


Tina was a "little person". At 26, she was barely four feet tall, but her proportions were just about normal for a human. She actually looked like a young girl, but with breasts. The only "dwarf" parts of her were her arms, that didn't hang exactly straight, but the rest of her was just perfect!


She walked into the temp agency office and advised the receptionist that she was interested in a travel aid position, to get her back to Earth. The receptionist smiled at her and told her that they actually had a specific program for little people. She gave Tina a touch-screen form to complete and called an interviewer. Tina sat down and worked on the form. She was just finishing up when a woman opened the door to the inner office and asked her to come in. She rose and walked to the door, handing her pad to the receptionist, the information already transferred into the company's database.


The interviewer, Rose Ann, led Tina to an interview room and closed the door. "Please sit down. Let's talk for a moment about the position." Tina thanked her and sat down. "Are you familiar with our program?" she asked.


"Only what I've seen on the monitors in the coffee shop," Tina responded, "they say you offer free transportation, room and board in exchange for personal services. There wasn't much detail, but here's my situation. I worked for Intersteller Maintenance until yesterday. Now I'm stranded. I need to get back to earth."


Rose Ann raised her eyebrows. "Oh, I see. I just heard about their situation. You have my sympathies, and I guarantee we can help you. Let me say up front that most of the services you will probably be asked to perform will be sexual in nature."


Tina's eyes became round. "What?" she asked.


"Yes," continued Rose Ann, "you would essentially be a temporary mistress for a traveling executive heading for Earth."


"Whoa; I'm not sure I'm up for that. I have to sleep my way home? I'd have to give that some thought."


"Tina," said Rose Ann, "let me explain. First of all there are rules. It's not like they can just do whatever they want. You have some room for negotiation. For example, you can specify no anal penetration, or no violence, or no restraints. They, for example, might request oral sex, with or without swallowing of ejaculate. Like I said, there's a lot of negotiation. Also, there is a standardized contract that some of our regulars use. Above all else, our contracts are highly enforceable. Should your situation deviate markedly from your agreement, the contract is enforceable by the local police or security service, and we have a complete compliance history by law enforcement."


"In the 10-year history of our service, we have never had a fatality, and a very low arrest percentage. For the safety of all parties, as well as to insure our continued operation, we do in in-depth vetting process regarding our clients. We want to be sure we don't put our contract personnel in any form of danger. So, if you're interested, we actually have a special program for little people. It's an incentive for our clients in that the actual space travel would be in a suspended state. You would travel in a container with its own air and nutrition supply. There is a timed reanimation procedure, so you would be fully awake by the time YOU release the door. No surprises. Given that the travel is so much less expensive for cargo as opposed to an assistant that needs a seat, we have a waiting list for people like yourself. In fact, one of our regulars is waiting to depart for earth by way of a number of stops, as soon as we find a suitable partner for him. I believe you, two, would get along quite well. Do you have time to meet him?"


Tina sat, stunned, processing all she'd heard. She'd have to prostitute herself to get back to Earth. What were her options? She had no money with which to buy food, or to pay for a hotel room. She figured she'd at least meet the man and decide then. How her life had changed! Rose Ann handed her a brochure and a contract and said, "any questions?" Tina had a lot!


In the end, they developed a check list of things that she wouldn't do. There were suggestions that she couldn't believe anyone would even want to do, but she admired the service for being thorough. She assumed it was easier, and less embarrassing than listing what she would do. It turned out to be the longer list. They also made up a list of things that were negotiable, such as bondage. She saw the "intoxication disclaimers" basically stating that it would be difficult to enforce parts of the contract if certain activities took place when she, or both parties, were under the influence of alcohol or drugs. Basically, she needed to keep her wits about her regarding the question of the negotiable activities.


Chapter


James Dunmore was the Vice President of Sales for a canteen supply company. They had contracts for the coffee and gift shops on dozens of space stations in this quadrant. He was making his annual field inspections and was on the homeward leg. He was meeting with his area sales managers and visiting the random store. It had been months, and he was ready to go home. He was also lonely, and contacted the temp agency for one of their little people. He liked the convenience to be able to ship his girl rather than have to make conversation or even pay for food in-flight. The shipped version was so much easier. He'd have his luggage sent directly to his hotel room. Just before bed time he'd engage the reanimation program, and she'd be ready for sex, then sleep, then sex in the morning. She was free to do whatever she wanted during his business day, as long as she was available by dinner, and for an occasionally "nooner", if he had the flexibility. He often made the flexibility!


Rose Ann had contacted him via his personal communicator to advise that she'd found a suitable companion, and could he please come by. She also transmitted the will/won't list for his review. It looked pretty normal. In his experience, most of the participants in this program were one-timers; regular women that found themselves in unfortunate situations and just needed to get somewhere at no financial cost. He contacted his next appointment and pushed it back to the afternoon. He wanted plenty of time to get to know the new girl.


He walked into the temp office, identified himself to the receptionist, and was ushered into the interview room with Tina. As soon as he walked in the door, he saw her and smiled. She was adorable! She stood up to shake hands. She, too, was smiling. James was about 5'8", trim and if not muscular, at least he kept himself in shape. Under normal circumstances, Tina would have been attracted to this man. She was wearing a low-cut t-shirt, and had ample cleavage on display. Since he knew the routine, he asked her to sit and lean forward just a bit. Tina realized that he was looking down her shirt, he made no attempt to be subtle, after all. James advised Rose Ann that he was satisfied. She turned to Tina, "James has indicated that he will accept you. If you are likewise satisfied, I'll leave you two to get acquainted. If you, too, are satisfied, you must both sign the contract. As of the moment you sign, the agreement is in force. Do you understand?"


Tina looked at the attractive man smiling at her, weighed her options and said, "I understand". With that, Rose Ann left the room.


James was looking appraisingly at Tina. As soon as she turned and saw him, she blushed. He said, "Please take off your shirt."


"You don't waste any time, do you?"


"I've done this before. Given the nature of our relationship, all I really care about is your body. I don't mean to seem cold, but what else would I care about? They're going to give you a shot that will keep you from becoming pregnant for thirty days, and they have both of our complete medical histories. They got yours as soon as you signed the employment application. If you had any diseases, I wouldn't be here. Likewise, if I had anything wrong with me, they wouldn't accept me as a client. It's all right there in the contract," he said nodding toward the touch-screen pad Rose Ann had left for them to sign. "Please feel free to take your time to read it, but I'd appreciate it if you'd take off your clothes while you're reading, as I have an appointment this afternoon."


His clinical coldness bothered her a little at first, but then she realized that this was just going to be a physical relationship, and that his attitude actually made sense. She peeled off her shirt and picked up the pad to read. "Please keep going while you're reading," he said. She looked up at him, a bit annoyed. "I'm going to be seeing you naked a lot, and touching you, and having sex with you. I just want to see what I'm buying before I sign." She set down the pad, took a deep breath and released her bra, letting it fall into her lap. James' smile widened, and his pants began to tighten. "Wow!" he exclaimed, "very nice!" She turned red and smiled. "May I?" he asked. She nodded. He reached over and cupped each breast in turn, running a thumb over each nipple. "Excellent!" he said, leaning back in his chair.


"If you wouldn't mind, please stand up when you take off your pants and bend over for a moment. I like to see breasts hang." Tina couldn't tell if she was annoyed or pleased by his directness. It would certainly be less awkward later on to know exactly what he wanted. She had to keep reminding herself that this wasn't a date. That there wasn't going to be a getting-to-know-you phase. If she signed the contract, this man would be in charge of her body for the next three weeks.


When Tina released the clasp of her bra, James could hardly control himself. She was hot! When the bra dropped, he could see that her breasts were firm and perky. As the room was chilly, her nipples were prominent. That just added to her already high score in his mind. She stood to undo her slacks and let them fall. Her legs were slender and shapely. He immediately noticed her singular flaw, her dwarfish arms, but overall, more than acceptable!


She placed her hands on her hips and bent over to slide her panties down her short legs, and stopped, looking up at him. He was not looking at her eyes, and he was nodding. She could feel that she was bright red. She sat back down, crossed her legs, and began to read. James reached across to the pad, turned it towards him, signed it and turned it back to her. She went back to reading, feeling his eyes on her breasts. As he saw her reach the final paragraph, he placed his hands on her knees and spread her legs, running his hands on the tops and insides of her thighs. She had to fight the automatic urge to grab his hand, and remain passive.


James stood and took off his dress shirt. He knew he was attractive. Not 25 anymore, he didn't exactly have a six-pack, but he was trim and muscular. He was watching Tina read. As he peeled off his t-shirt, she looked up and smiled. She was actually reading the contract, and nodding her understanding. He undid his slacks, stepped out of them, and folded them over the chair back. At that point she looked up and noticed his fully --formed erection poking out of the waistband of his briefs. She quickly looked down, blushing, and finished the document. James pulled down his underwear and placed it on the chair, standing for her to see. "I can't imagine she's a virgin," he thought. "Um, you're not a virgin, are you?" he asked.


"Hardly. I'm just not used to sitting naked with a man I hardly know, being appraised and touched while reading a life-altering contract. That's all. I'm fine."


"Um, I have only done the little-people program once before, so I'm assuming that my size won't be a problem for you, but really let me know if it is. Maybe I could not come in all the way or something?"


"Really, it's okay. Your size is not an issue. I mean you are pretty big, but I believe I can, um, accommodate you."


Tina finished the document just as James set his underwear on the chair and stood up. She looked him over and smiled. "Given the circumstances," she thought, "not an awful start." She signed the form and hit "enter".


As soon as he saw her hit the green button he said, "please come over here." He said. Tina stood and walked to the man, standing well within his reach, her hands at her sides. He ran the backs of his fingers over cheeks, cupping her face in his hands, running them down her neck and over her shoulders. He ran the backs of his fingers over her nipples, tracing circles with his finger tips around her aerola. As her nipples became fully erect, he rolled them gently between thumb and forefinger. He dropped his hands to her belly, feeling the gentle roundness, then dropped to his knees as his hands went to her hips. From there he worked his way around to her firm buttocks, and back to her legs. He placed his palms on the tops of her thighs with his thumbs between them. "Spread your legs," he said quietly. Tina shifted her weight to one foot and moved the other out to shoulder-width. He ran his hands up and down both legs, brushing her vagina with a finger, but not penetrating. He stood up and said, "please kneel, and take me into your mouth."


"He doesn't waste time," she thought. "Are you going to come in my mouth?" she asked, looking him in the eye and trying to sound as cold and clinical as him.


"Not this time; I'm giving you the opportunity to get me wet before we have sex," he replied. There was a twin bed against the wall of the interview room. She hadn't paid much attention to it up until that moment. "They change the sheets after each use," he said, seeing her eyes move to the bed.


She dropped to her knees and put his member into her mouth, both hands grasping the shaft firmly. She was confident that her vagina could accommodate him, her mouth was not as stretchy, and he was pretty well endowed. "I'm not sure how deep I'll be able to get you, but don't push and let me work you in, okay?"


"Fair enough," he replied, and she took him into her mouth.


"I'd like you to wrap your lips over your teeth, press you tongue against my shaft and push me against the roof of your mouth," he instructed. "Also, I like to feel you swallow". She sucked him softly, moving her head up and down, pulling him in as deeply as she could and still breathe, swallowing as necessary. He had both hands on her head, mainly feeling her soft hair, but also controlling the motion just a bit.


After a short time, he lifted her head and turned her around. He held her by the shoulders, guiding her to the bed. She walked as directed. At the edge, he cupped his hands over her breasts and kissed her neck, then pushed her gently face-down. "We haven't discussed anal penetration," she warned him, as clinically as she could muster.


"Don't worry," he replied, "that's not the plan right now", and he caressed her back and buttocks. She lay there, feet still on the floor, resting on her elbows, allowing him to explore. He caressed her breasts, fondled her nipples, then moved his hands to her buttocks again. When he stopped, she turned and sat on the bed, moving herself to the center, where she lay on her back, hands at her sides.


"How do you want me?" she asked.


"I want you to lift your legs, put your feet flat on the bed, and spread yourself wide." She complied with his instructions and waited; hands at her sides.


James walked to the foot of the bed, admiring the naked woman at his disposal. She was submissive and compliant. This was going well! He kneeled on the bed and scooted himself between her legs. He ran his hands up her legs, kissing her knees. In spite of the clinical coldness of the exchange so far, Tina was becoming aroused. When the attractive man ran his hands up her legs, she felt a shiver. When he touched the insides of her thighs, she felt herself become moist. And when his finger touched the front of her vagina, she became excited.


He was going to explore for just a bit prior to penetration, but not long. He needed to get back to work. He traced his finger tips along the insides of her thighs, and onto the outside of her vagina. Then he placed his hand on her pubic mound, his thumb onto her clitoris, and rubbed gently. When he felt her getting wet, he guided the head of his erection onto her, and thrust his hips forward. The abruptness of the penetration caused her to suck in a breath. He then lay down fully on top of the short woman, resting on his elbows, his face inches from hers. Feeling how wet she was, he wasted no time penetrating her fully. She sucked in another breath at the complete penetration and turned her head to the side, still unsure of how this was supposed to go. He touched her nipples with the tip of his tongue, making circles around her areola, and her nipples popped to full attention.


Tina was not having a bad time, all things considered. This man was allowing her to lubricate, and being gentle. It was, if she closed her eyes, like the first time with a new boyfriend, except they usually spent more time with foreplay like kissing. Either way, she was excited and this did not feel bad. He was already deeply inside her, and his attention to her nipples was certainly not unpleasant. He was thrusting into her now, fully, deeply, rhythmically. He turned her head to face him and kissed her on the mouth. She opened her mouth to allow his tongue entry, and in it came, exploring gently, occasionally thrusting in unison with his hips. At this point he was making all of his motion with his abdominal muscles, hardly moving his body at all. He left arm was behind her neck now his right hand exploring her body. His touch was warm and gentle, as was his thrusting.


After several minutes of being probed and caressed, she felt the tempo of his thrusting increase and his body began to move with each penetration. His right hand was on her left breast, nipple between thumb and finger, his head at the side her neck, kissing and breathing.


His thrusts became more forceful and fully in each time. She felt his arousal climbing until finally he came. It felt like a great deal of ejaculate to Tina, but as it had been awhile since she'd had sex, and she hadn't really had many partners, so she really couldn't tell. After his climax, he stopped moving for a bit and she began to believe that he had fallen asleep. He mumbled into her ear, "I hate to sex and run, but I've got a lunch meeting." With that he rolled off of her and began to dress. "That was completely acceptable," he said, "I think this will be a good trip for both of us. Are you okay?"


"Fine, thank you," she replied, turning onto her side, her head on her right hand.


He handed her a key card. "Here's my room. Go ahead and move your stuff in and make yourself at home. I understand your financial condition, so please let me know if you need to buy anything for the trip. Also, you may order food from room service, but just be reasonable, okay?"


"I understand. Thank you," she replied, "I don't really have extravagant tastes anyway, but I'll order food as if I was paying for it myself, um, directly."


"Fair enough," he said, looking at her body and not her eyes. "Maybe we'll have champagne tonight to inaugurate our trip." And he finished dressing and left.


"No kiss goodbye," she thought, then remembered. "Must keep this in prospective; no emotional attachment. I'm essentially a hooker for the next month. Besides, he's probably married with children" she thought to herself and got up to dress.


She had just gotten her shirt on and there was a knock at the door. "Come on in," she called out. A nurse entered with a tray containing a syringe.


"This is your contraceptive shot," she announced. "Which arm?" Tina turned her left shoulder to the nurse.


"How effective is this shot?" she asked.


"100% so far," the nurse responded, swabbed her arm with alcohol and gave her the injection. It stung, but if that was the most inconvenient birth-control was going to be for the next month, she could handle it.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

David & Sarah


THE MEETING


"Hello Darling!" she exclaimed taking his face in her hands and drawing his mouth to hers for a simple though thrilling brush of her lips against his. A polite greeting for all else to see but he felt an instant electric pulse travel through his stomach, cock, balls and even his arse at her touch. He couldn't hide it.


Blushing, he stammered his 'hello how are you' and 'haven't seen you in ages', 'god', etc...She never lost eye contact, nor took her hands from his burning face instead she cupped his cheekbones in her palms, her thumbs softly stroking the growing redness of his cheeks.


She smiled into his eyes as he continued his spluttering small talk -- she knew that he would be hers whenever she wanted him.


Still smiling, she squeezed his right cheek between her thumb and forefinger, shook it playfully before letting go and half patting, half slapping his face.


As she turned away she whispered "I shall phone you my pet"


Three weeks later he had all but forgotten the chance meeting with his cousin's ex wife. It's true that he had masturbated furiously in the days following. Standing with eyes closed, recapturing the feel of her lips against his, breathing in her scent of lipstick and make-up mixed with perfume, and in his endless embellishments, her hand wrapped around his cock or squeezing his balls while her tongue snaked into his mouth and he emptied himself into the bathroom sink convulsing and grunting like an animal.


He had also endured several violently sleepless nights of unfulfilled fantasy -- balls in one hand, dribbling cock in the other lying next to his sleeping wife as his mind raged with a passionate lust for the abuse of another woman. He had teased himself with the fantasies, building them slowly, taking himself to the edge again and again, savouring the imagined control she held over him.


But in three short weeks he had managed to recover some semblance of control...until his telephone rang.


"Sweetheart, I need you to come over tomorrow at around three o'clock. You'll be a good boy and do that for me. Won't you?"


He mumbled 'of course' and 'yes, yes' several times, stammered 'I, I...' as he blushed again feeling an erection starting to grow against his briefs.


"You're so sweet, such an angel," she cooed, "tell me, are you still a virgin?"


His mouth and throat dried up completely as he felt his face burning even more and felt his cock twitch at the question. He couldn't answer. His mind raced as he remembered her taunts when they were younger -- he had been an awkward teenager, she a confident young woman. She had played such mind games with him. He had adored her as much as he had hated himself for his weakness.


"Of course not -- you're married now aren't you? Ah well, happy days...until tomorrow darling."


The phone went dead and he was left feeling strangely alone. His balls were tingling, his cock was stiff and he desperately wanted relief. Instead he sat at his desk teasing himself once again with the possibilities that tomorrow might bring. The only certainty was that he would endure another sleepless night of intensely frustrating fantasy.


THE PAIR


At forty years old he felt he should have grown out of such adolescent fixations -- he had always fantasised about the women around him, always stored memories of their smell, a certain look, a particular outfit or a word or phrase to help fuel his masturbatory needs. His fantasies were invariably based on sexual submission. He was always the weaker in any imagined encounter. He dreamed of being used and abused in every imaginable way and he felt that this was normal, when he was nineteen. But even now, over twenty years later, there were certain women whom he felt spotted his weakness and could exploit it to the very full. These women aroused him in a humiliating, exciting way he found impossible to hide -- his blushes and stammering as much testament for all to witness as the bulge in his trousers. However, none had ever acted beyond embarrassing him, yet.


At some ten years older than he, she was just beginning to fulfil her potential as a woman. The divorced mother of two now independent youngsters, she had decided to enjoy and indulge herself. She owed herself a lot of time, a lot of wasted time, a lot of loveless time, a lot of sexless time. She was on a voyage of discovery and she liked what she discovered, about herself and about the world around her. She had a very special talent for finding sexually weak men. She could spot a compulsive masturbator from twenty paces and could have him eating from the palm of her hand within minutes.


"Why do you wank so much?" she would whisper looking him in the eye and taking his hand in hers, "You really do wank all the time don't you? I can tell..."


Of course her quarry could rarely respond coherently. He normally would stutter a false, shocked denial and attempt to change the subject. She would invariably abruptly press her mouth to his and force her tongue inside, guiding his hand firmly to the growing bulge in his trousers. She took control.


THE APPOINTMENT


He turned into the in the well-kept residential street at a quarter to three and parked his car a few doors away from hers. He was nervous, excited, shaking and breathing heavily. He had showered and washed and cleaned every crevice of his body in preparation. His nails were filed and his hair groomed. Every stitch of clothing that he wore was clean and fresh. He walked to her door wobbling on legs that felt like jelly and steeling himself he pressed the doorbell and stood back. He felt his cock rise in anticipation and his balls tensed with a sharp tingle as the door swung open.


His throat dry once again he found himself unable to speak as he looked at her figure framed in the doorway. She wore a thin silken kimono-style gown of high mid-thigh length, gathered at her waist and stretched across her breasts showing her large nipples standing proud through the thin material. Her legs were bare. Her neck was bare. He was sure that the robe alone covered her nakedness.


Her manner was terse "You came" he thought he saw a smirk as she stood back to allow him through the door, "Inside then" she whispered.


She allowed him just enough room to enter but not without brushing against her as he did so. He tried his best not to touch her but the space she left him simply did not allow it. She slammed the door shut behind him and in one swift movement, turned to push him against the wall with one hand, taking a firm grip on the hair at the back of his head with the other and pushing her face forward into his. She grinned as she felt him flinch to feel her leg between his own, her thigh pressing up against his balls the hardness of his cock already straining against his jeans,


"Oh God..." he croaked.


She laughed in his face and then kissed him on the mouth hard. She withdrew her thigh for a moment before bringing her knee up sharply into his groin and tossing him to the floor at her feet in one smooth action. He fell to floor like a sack of potatoes whimpering a little as he curled his body,


"Kiss my toe pet" she said placing her foot in front of his face "kiss my toe and say thank you".


Tears rolled silently from the corners of his eyes as he stretched his pursed lips to her crimson toenail


"Thank you" he murmured.


She placed her foot on his chest and rolled him onto his back


"Look at me" she commanded -- his eyes met hers -- "take off your clothes".


He began to undress looking down at his buttons as he did so but she placed her toes under his chin and guided his gaze back to hers


"I said look at me" she smiled at his timidity "Shall I fuck you?" she was stroking his face with her big toe "Hm? Shall I sit on your prick? You'd like that wouldn't you? Should I fuck your arse with a strap-on dildo perhaps? Reaching around to wank you off at the same time? How does that sound? Take a hold of your cock and wank for your Mistress David because that's what I am now. Make no mistake, I am your Mistress, I own you darling".


He lay naked stroking his hard cock with a mixture of fear, excitement and humiliation as she chuckled, seemingly to herself, circling his nipples each in turn, with her big toenail.


THE RELATIONSHIP


So the strange relationship began. She didn't attempt to conceal her amusement at his feeble efforts at resisting her. She teased him mercilessly. He had no control over his guilty need to attend her, his stiffness throbbing, his balls swollen and aching with the torture of their urgent need for release. He cried many times at his hopeless position.


She would be tender with him at these moments cradling his nudity in her lap, whispering softly in his ear, stroking his hair, and caressing his cock and balls as she licked the salty tears from his cheeks before slipping her tongue into his mouth and pressing him against her bosom.


She enjoyed these moments. He was truly hers at times like these caught in her web and utterly dependent upon her. She would often slip a condom onto her finger and slip it into his arse to fuck as she kissed him. She loved to feel his body jerk with the surprise and stiffen with the self-loathing of the pleasure she was giving him as she did this.


"Hush now. Relax my little one," she would coo as she drove her finger deeper, softly but steadily stroking it in and out, in and out, in and out until he began to moan.


Her free hand would roam over his body cupping his scrotum, pinching his nipples, stroking his stiffness. She would never allow him release at such times but would torment him until in his frenzy he did not know his own name. She loved him for this complete helplessness in her hands.


A routine developed. She would let him through the front door always leaving just enough room for him to enter brushing himself against her body. She would close the door behind him and watch as he stripped and placed his clothing in a bin bag which she would lock away in her hall cupboard.


She would then secure his right wrist to his left elbow behind his back and vice a versa with a pair of felt lined leather cuffs. She often secured a leash to his balls at this point before leading him to wherever she felt the game should be that day.


His torment could last anything from thirty minutes to four or five hours depending on her whim. He was often released frustrated and aching with precise instructions for how to gain relief (or not as the case may be) but just as often he would have his balls thoroughly drained in spectacular and exhausting fashion.


He never, ever knew which way the session would go. One time he thought that he caught a look in her eye, some indication that she would withhold his pleasure this day and he prepared himself mentally for what he believed was the inevitable.


After showering she stood at the door and presented him with his clothes. He dressed. She smiled and placed her arms around his waist. She pushed his thighs apart with her own. She pressed herself against him. She found his stiffness with her leg and pressed her mouth to his.


She took him by the hair and hissed into his ear "Rut against my leg like a dog you little shit!"


He squirmed as her tongue once again snaked against his "Fucking cum in your pants!"


She shouted into his face "Go on! Do it! Now!"


He was grunting now as she put one hand on his rump squeezing hard, rhythmically, the other cupped his balls also squeezing in time to his jerking movements and he shot his wad into his pants like a schoolboy.


"You're such pathetic little wanker" she sneered and spat into his face before tossing him out of the door with his saliva covered face beetroot red, his cock still bone hard and his jeans bearing the unmistakeable dark stain of cum.


He did not try to guess again.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Inspection


I was finishing wiping down the counters at the bar when he walked in. Immediately when I saw him my heart started to race and I felt the rush of color to my face. I had seen him at one of the tables earlier that evening, before the rest of the bar crowd left. I realized then that I had forgotten to lock the front door.


"Sorry but we are closed," I said to him softly, trying not to make eye contact with him.


A low chuckle escaped his lips as he watched me move around the bar, wiping down the counters and throwing remaining beer bottles in the trash.


I glanced back over at him, his presence suddenly making me anxious. My eyes met his, though only for a moment, as his eyes slowly lowered nonchalantly to look at the rest of my body. I thought about how I must look to him. I was sure I was blushing. I was wearing a black skirt that barely covered my ass, a white button down blouse and a simple pair of tennis shoes. After a few long, anxious moments for me his dark eyes met mine again. I tensed as I glanced over at my cell phone that was sitting on the counter. I was sure it was obvious to him how uneasy his presence made me.


Again the same low chuckle came from his lips. "What's the matter pet? Don't recognize me?" he asked me in an amused voice.


My eyes snapped back over to him, only one thought on my mind. I gasped as I quickly spun back around, realization hitting me.


"Kneel," was all he said as he pointed to the tiled floor in front of him.


I hesitated, still trying to accept that he was actually there. I took a deep breath as I looked over at him unsurely.


"Now." he said sternly, raising his voice slightly.


I gasped and quickly hurried to where he had pointed and took my position in front of him just like he had taught me. My back was straight, head slightly bowed, my hands were sitting palms lightly on my thighs, and my knees parted, revealing my pink thong.


"Relax pet," he said gently to me as he placed one of his hands over one of mine. I hadn't realized that I was trembling. I glanced up at him and took a deep breath, nodding my head as I again took my eyes away from his.


"Good girl," he said as his hand slid underneath my skirt, pushing my panties to the side. I felt his fingers slide across my clit and then parted my pussy lips sliding his fingers around my already moist flesh. I smiled slightly as I figured out what he was doing, thankful that I had remembered to shave that morning. He had always told me that he would inspect me to make sure that I was keeping myself smooth for him.


He pulled his hand away and I swear I saw him smile. "Hello, good to finally see you pet," he said to me.


He got to his feet and hit the bar with his palm gently, "Up here pet," he instructed.


I looked up at him questioningly.


He sighed heavily as he looked down at me. "Do not hesitate again or I will have to punish you," he scolded me.


I scrambled to my feet and hoisted myself up onto the bar, facing him. He gently took my ankles in his hands, swinging each of them over one side of the bar so that my legs were spread for him. He reached under my skirt and in one swift motion tore my thong away from my pussy, causing me to gasp.


"You will be silent," he instructed bluntly.


I bit my lip and nodded my head as he flipped up my skirt, exposing my bare pussy to him. He ran his fingers along it gently and then down to my clit and I forced back a gasp. He reached up and kissed me gently on the lips, giving me a small smile as he pulled away.


I watched him closely as he once again looked over my exposed form to him, hoping he liked what he saw. He reached up and gripped the top of my blouse in his hand, quickly tugging downward, causing all the buttons to scatter across the bar floor.


He unhooked my bra and tossed it to the side, then pressed gently on my chest. "Lay back."


I nodded my head and obeyed.


His fingers slowly trailed down the back of my legs, down to the delicate skin near my pussy lips. I bit my lips, trying to stifle a moan as he continued his inspection of my body. His strong fingers then trailed down, getting so very close to my asshole, causing me to tighten up underneath his touch. I felt his hands slide up my thighs towards my already soaking wet pussy, slightly embarrassed that he was going to notice just how much of an effect he had on me. His fingers again parted my wet pussy lips and slowly probed inside, sending a strong urge through me. Almost involuntarily I lifted my hips towards his fingers trying to get them deeper inside me. He looked over at me, a look of warning in his eyes.


"Sorry sir." I murmured as I lowered my hips.


"Forgiven," he said mostly under his breath as he pulled his fingers out and held them up to my mouth, then quickly forced them in. "Clean them slut," he instructed bluntly.


I stifled a moan as I sucked the wetness of myself from his fingers, savoring the taste, until he quickly pulled them from my mouth, resulting in a "popping" sound. He chuckled slightly, causing a smile to come to my face. His hands then ran along my midsection to what he knew were my sensitive breasts. He pulled back and then quickly flicked one of my nipples with his thumb and forefinger, causing me to inhale sharply


He smirked slightly, gauging my reactions to his touch. Then his mouth went to my breast, sucking on the nipple while his strong hand kneaded my other breast.


I moaned again, I knew better than to make a lot of noise when I played for him on the webcam, however this was different. Suddenly his teeth bit into my nipple and tugged on it, causing a loud groan to escape my lips and my body to lunge forward slightly.


"Ssh..." he said gently as he pulled away, his fingers again plunging into my soaking pussy then tracing my own wetness on my upper lip.


He then continued his assault on my breasts, kneading one and pinching the nipple while he sucked and chewed on the other, switching sides intermittently. His bites would send shoots of pleasure through my body straight to my pussy; I couldn't stop my slight twisting of my hips underneath him.


My hands were gripping the sides of the bar as he drove my arousal further and further up. I glanced at him again; he looked really smug as he tugged on my nipple with his teeth, causing me to whimper again.


"Hush," he scolded with a slight smirk, knowing that I would have trouble containing myself.


I cursed him under my breath for being so calm while he was making me writhe and whimper in need from just his touch. I hadn't even seen his cock yet. I told myself that this was where he wanted me, and I wanted my body to be pleasing to him. So I took a deep breath and tried to focus.


His teasing of my breasts continued for a few minutes before his fingers from one hand plunged into my pussy, moving them in and out rapidly, the sound of my wetness echoing through the empty bar. I moaned again as he used his strong fingers to pinch one of my nipples. I was getting really caught up in the sensations and forgetting myself as I got closer to the tipping point, he knew it too.


I was getting a bit more vocal with my moans. After one especially loud one his mouth quickly dove down to my pussy. He took my swollen clit in his mouth and gave it a couple of licks, practically sending me flying off the bar. I thought I saw him grin before he took my clit in his mouth and started to suck it. That sent me tumbling over the edge. I gripped the bar even tighter as my hips thrust upward, a strong orgasm washing over me. "Oh God yes..." I squealed as I tilted my head back in pure pleasure. He just stood back, watching me with an amused expression on his face.


When I had somewhat regained my composure he spoke to me, his expression unreadable, "Forget something my pet?"


I blinked my mind racing. It only took a few seconds for the realization to hit me. I gasped audibly as I watched him, his expressions remaining stern but amused at the same time. I took a second to consider what to say to him. "Sir I know I am supposed to ask permission but..."


"I hope you aren't going to make any excuses pet, you know the rules. No orgasms without my explicit permission. It is not a complex request," he said to me quickly.


I moaned softly as I nodded my head. "Yes sir," I said a little bit sullenly.


"And I believe that you will have to be punished. Do you disagree?"


"No sir," I said as I lowered my eyes.


"Good, my pet, I still believe you are a bit too modest with me, so when we get back to your place you are going to masturbate for me. You will go straight to your room, spread those pretty little legs, use your fingers to spread that slutty cunt and wait for me."


"Sir, what..?" I questioned unsurely as I looked up at him, not completely understanding why he was doing this.


He cut me off with a sharp smack to my pussy as he looked at me sternly, "Finish up your work here pet."


I moaned softly, almost groaning as I slid off the bar. I didn't really think it was fair that he showed up at my job without warning me about his arrival, then he came and practically forced me to an orgasm without even a warning. Now he was going to take me back to my apartment.


I inhaled sharply as I realized the disheveled state that my apartment was in. Another thing he had made quite clear to me, he didn't want his slut living like a slob. I put a smile on my face as I put the broom away, grabbing my purse and slipping on my jacket.


"Sir, maybe we could get a hotel with a hot tub maybe? My treat, I mean maybe since you came all the way out here."


He must have sensed my nervousness from my voice as his expression immediately hardened. "My pet, you aren't trying to hide something from me are you?" he asked almost knowingly.


I lowered my head silently as I felt tears well up in my eyes, knowing that I was not doing a very good job of proving that I was worthy of him. "I am sor..."


Again he cut me off, "Now, now, pet take it easy," He said to me gently as he reached up and brushed the tears off my face. "Show me to your apartment and we can talk there, after your first punishment. I have a feeling there is going to be a second," he said to me as he held out his hand.


I put my shaking hand in his stronger one, glancing up at him. My anxiety must have been written all over my face and he gave me a quick kiss on my forehead. "Relax my little pet," was all he said as we walked out of the bar together.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Please, Don't


"Please, don't," she whispered in my ear as she clutched the back of my head firmly in her hands. I shifted slightly, placing more weight on my right knee, and drove my cock back into her as deeply as humanly possible. I felt her tighten her legs a little higher on my hips allowing for deeper penetration on my part. We were both soaked in sweat. I increased the pace with which I fucked her clenching pussy.


"Please, don't make me cum again... no more," she offered weakly, another orgasm already dragging her from reality. I shortened my strokes to rapid jabs into her swollen, slippery slit. Her body temperature suddenly spiked as huge droplets of sweat emerged under her eyes and dripped past my cheek into her matted hair. I pulled my head up and looked in her eyes as they were forced closed by the intensity of her orgasm.


"Fuck, I'm gonna cum again!" she exclaimed as she trembled and clutched desperately at my sweaty body to keep from being completely swept away by her third orgasm. I leaned forward bracing my hands on the top of the couch and increased the friction on her clit with my steel hard shaft. My cock hadn't been this hard in years. There was something about fucking this woman that gave me the stamina of a porn star. I stopped thrusting as Annie's convulsions prevented me from maintaining any sort of rhythm.


"Oh my god, Mike," she said between her huffing and puffing. "I told you not to do this."


"But weren't you just asking me to fuck you, fuck you harder, a few seconds ago?" I asked as I slowly withdrew my cock until it was almost all the way out, at which point I slowly slid it all the way back in. The sensations were exquisite as we both shuddered involuntarily.


"You're doing this on purpose and it's not going to work," she said looking up at me with sad eyes.


I stopped my slow thrusting and just savored being deep inside of her. She tenderly caressed my back as I placed little kisses on her ear and down the side of her neck. She moaned and then grabbed my head with her hands and looked me straight in the eye.


"Mike, please stop," she said sadly. "I told you not to fall in love with me and you did it anyway."


"What makes you think I've fallen in love with you?" I asked as I slowly withdrew my penis and re-inserted it just to keep it hard.


"It's the way you fuck me," she said still looking at me.


"What's wrong with the way I fuck you?" I asked touching my nose to hers.


"You fuck me like you love me, and I told you not to fall in love with me, I'm not that kind of girl."


"How can you tell someone's fallen in love with you by the way they fuck?"


"Have you cum yet?"


"No, and what's that got to do with it?"


"Mike, you've made me cum like three times already," she said, as if that somehow explains it.


"So?"


"Michael, I told you. I'm a slut. I like fucking men. I like seducing them. I like making them cum. I get off on it. I can't be in a monogamous relationship. I won't be in a monogamous relationship. It's just not me, it's not who I am."


I closed my eyes because I didn't want to hear those words. She had told me not to fall in love with her, but my god, I'm only human. She was beautiful. She had an almost evil twinkle in her eyes that made her look like she was always up to something. Her smile was kind of twisted which added to her overall charm. Her clothes were tres chic, especially the shoes she wore that she had purchased in Paris.


I met Annie when she came to work in my office, setting up our new computer system. It only took a week to complete the job, so I knew I'd have to act fast if I were going to ask her out. The other guys in the office were already commenting on how sexy she was and how she probably fucks like a pro. I began watching her as she worked. She really knew her stuff when it came to computers. I also noticed that she would flirt with just about any male bold enough to approach her.


On Wednesday morning I dredged up enough nerve to ask her out and she agreed; rather enthusiastically too, I might add. We decided on dinner Friday night at Leo's. I kept it quiet, not wanting to be teased by my fellow male co-workers before the date. On Thursday after lunch I was working at my desk when I realized I'd run out of staples. I walked down the hall to the storage room.


When I was about half way down the hallway, Richard came out of the storage room, saw me, and hurried me into his office, which was just across the hall. Once inside he closed the door and then cracked it just a little to see out into the hallway.


"Come here, look at this," he said motioning to me without turning from the door.


I peeked out of the crack he'd left in the door just in time to see Annie emerge from the storage room with a pad of sticky notes. Richard pushed the door closed as she passed, and then peeked around the door to admire the view as she walked away down the hall.


"God, she's got a big ass," he said holding the door open so I could watch her strut on down the hall, her ass undulating provocatively under a wonderfully tight business length skirt. The classic black BCBG pumps with the three inch heels helped things move in the right direction.


"Wow," was all I could muster in response.


"Dude, she just gave me the best fucking blow-job I think I've ever experienced, right there in the storage room!" he said, grinning from ear to ear.


"No way!" I replied, feeling both excited and angry at the same time. Truth be known, I was devastated. I had just spent three days chatting up this woman and I had been truly impressed with everything about her. She was up on the events of the world. She told me that she was an NPR listener. She spoke intelligently about the NBA finals, and about who was in and who was out in World Cup action. So, you can imagine how this recent occurrence sort of floored me.


"She came into my office and asked if I could let her into the storage room so she could check out our servers, you know?" explained Richard.


I nodded, trying to hide the mental dilemma that was spinning about in my head.


"When we got inside she said, 'Hmm, a person could get into trouble in a place like this,' and I said, 'What sort of trouble did you have in mind?' and she said, 'What sort of trouble do you have?' and I said, 'Well, since you've been working on this job I've been having trouble hiding this,' I said, and I grabbed my cock which was pitchin' a tent in my pants!"


"No way!" I exclaimed.


"Sure did, and she didn't even hesitate. She dropped to her knees, pulled my pecker out for me and started sucking like there was no tomorrow."


"Dude, no way!"


"Fuckin' A, dude, I've never cum so fast in my life, and she swallowed all of it!" he said with pure glee, offering his hand up for a high five.


I thought about leaving him hanging, but decided that might bring on suspicion or be seen as jealousy. Instead, I gave him a high five that was extra hard. I figured it would show that I was excited for him. Ultimately, it let me get out some frustration about the whole fucking incident. I grinned broadly knowing it stung then turned quickly to be on my way.


"You dog! You always did have luck with the women," I said smiling over my shoulder as I left. I forgot about my staples and decided to spend the rest of the day answering email with my door closed.


The next day was Friday and I was still looking forward to my date with Annie, despite the recent occurrence. I met her at the restaurant and things could not have proceeded more smoothly. We talked about everything as if we were old friends catching up on what had happened in each other's lives since we'd been apart. When we started talking enthusiastically about how much we loved old, black and white movies, I realized that I could easily spend the rest of my life with this woman.


After the check was paid and we'd walked out to the street, I gambled and tried to play the perfect gentleman. I offered her my hand and told her that I had had a lovely time. She paused and looked at me as if confused. Then her face blossomed into that lovely, twisted smile and she said, "Oh, Mike, you dear man..."


"What?" I asked, feigning confusion.


"Don't you dare fall in love with me," she said in a pissed off tone. I couldn't tell if her tone was serious or mock.


"I...," was all I was able to mutter.


"You're honestly not going to invite me back to your apartment so you can fuck my brains out?"


I struggled again for words. I stood there staring at her as she smiled at me. Finally, I came to my senses and jumped in with both feet.


"Annie? Would you like to go with me to my apartment so I can fuck your brains out?" I asked with the straightest of faces. I was surprised at how easily those words rolled off my tongue.


"I thought you'd never ask," she said smiling and lacing her arm in mine. "Drive me to my car?"


Once in my apartment I showed her around and then opened a bottle of wine to sip as we talked. She seemed fascinated by my music collection. I asked her to put on whatever she liked as I sat down on the couch. She knelt on the floor to get a closer look at the titles. I sat back and enjoyed the view.


Annie wore some sort of shirt dress that resembled a batik beach wrap. It was sort of a bronze and rust color, barely long enough to cover her ass, but loose fitting to the point where one could not make out the feminine form underneath. She had some sexy strappy high heeled sandals on her feet. When she knelt in front of my CD rack, the material of her dress was pulled tight around her bottom so that her delicious bubble butt was apparent. She put on a CD, then rose and turned to me on the couch.


The sexy sounds of Stan Getz and Astrud Gilberto came through the speakers as she grabbed her dress at the hem and removed the whole thing in one seamless motion. There were no undergarments. She smiled and stood before me in just her high heeled sandals. Her breasts were fuller than I thought they would be, perfectly shaped with thin, pointy nipples. Her hips flared wonderfully from her high, slim waist. Her mound was plump and smooth with no sign of the lips hidden within.


"Like it? I just had it waxed," she said cupping her pussy and dragging her fingers upward so that her inner lips were forced out into the open. Annie sauntered over and knelt on the floor in front of me, all the while staring hungrily at the bulge in my pants. She waited patiently as I unbuckled my pants and freed my erect penis.


"Wow, you're much bigger than I thought you'd be," she said laughing nervously.


I was used to the comments and the nervous laughter women offered once they'd seen my cock. Some women begin to have second thoughts while others begin to ponder the possibilities. While it's not humongous, it is sizeable. I grabbed it at the base and stood it up as it finished hardening. A string of pre-cum stretched from the bulbous, mushroom head over to my thigh where it had lain.


"So, you've been thinking about my cock, have you?" I asked, holding the muscle so that it pointed at the ceiling instead of curling bow-like into my abdomen.


"This may be the biggest cock I've ever seen, and I've seen quite a few" she said scooting forward for a better look. "How big is it?"


I guess it was a compliment, but I didn't want to hear it that way, especially coming from her.


"Well, it's nine inches long, seven inches all the way around, and three inches in diameter," I said with a guilty smile. "Yes, we all measure them."


Annie was obviously one who was pondering the possibilities.


"I'll bet you get no complaints from the lucky women who get to have this," she said wrapping both hands around the shaft so that just the head poked out.


"Actually, some women have second thoughts after they see it fully erect," I explained.


She opened her mouth and enveloped the head with her soft, wet lips, leaving it glistening with her saliva. She gently slid both hands up until her top hand covered the head and then slid them both back down to the base. Pre-cum oozed from the tip and dripped down over her fingers. She licked it up with the tip of her tongue as if it were a melting ice cream cone, and then sucked the head back into her mouth.


As she slid her top hand down the shaft to cover her other hand grasping the base, her lips followed her hand until half my cock was in her mouth. I felt the head of my cock press into the narrowing orifice in the back of her throat and she gagged slightly. Her lips were touching her hands. She waited patiently until her gag reflex subsided then forced the rest of my fuck-stick into her throat. She held it there for about three seconds, and then disengaged slowly, allowing her lips to close as she pulled them up the shaft and off the tip. "How do you convince the ones who have second thoughts?" she asked smearing the pre-cum and saliva she'd left behind up and down the vein covered shaft.


"By doing this," I said as I rose to my feet and had her take my seat on the couch.


I tore off my shirt and kicked my shoes and underwear across the room. I then grabbed her ankles and pushed her knees toward her chest.


"Hold your legs open like this," I instructed, placing her hands under her thighs. I slipped her shoes off and dropped them on the floor on either side of us.


Purposefully stroking my erection I stood over her and enjoyed the view; well manicured fingers pressing into soft, succulent flesh as they held shapely thighs lewdly open. Her fat pudenda had parted revealing thin and delicate pussy lips. I knelt between her tan thighs and began French kissing her swollen vagina. She seemed startled at first and a little confused at what I was doing. I sensed that she had expected me to just bury my cock in her cunt and begin fucking her like there was no tomorrow.


"Oh no, Mike," she protested. "I'm already wet."


She let go of her thighs allowing her legs to rest upon my back while she squirmed and tried to push my head away.


"Please, don't," she pleaded.


In and out of her slippery hole my tongue darted, circling her clit and painting wet circles around her puckered anus. Little squeals and moans escaped her lips as she continued to struggle to fight me off. I couldn't figure out why she was putting up any resistance whatsoever. I was giving the entire region the royal treatment. I was worshipping her pussy.


I reached up around her legs, pulled her hands from my head and placed them back holding her thighs. Soon, her pussy was tugging at my tongue each time it was inserted, and her clit began to pulsate with her pussy's contractions. A trickle of pussy juice emerged from the bottom of her pussy like milk from a freshly cleaved coconut. She stopped protesting and just began to tremble.


Pushing my upper lip against the hood covering her clit, I dragged the taste buds on my tongue back and forth rapidly against the smooth bundle of nerves that throbbed underneath. She screamed and a steady flow of girl juice sloshed against my chin and ran all down my neck and onto the floor below. She put her hands back on my head and held it steady as she quivered and quaked. I halted my oral assault and waited for her to calm down, but she never did.


Like an engine suffering from pre-ignition on a hot day, she continued to idle uncontrollably. After about a minute I decided to slide three fingers into that hot little engine. Again, she protested, and again she began to cum. It was as if I had jammed my fingers into a raw egg and was scooping out the yolk and albumen onto the floor. Thick, syrupy cum gushed all around my fingers, dribbled down my arm and dripped off my elbow. My fingertips were massaging her g-spot as she grabbed my wrist and held it in place.


"Jesus, I can't stop cumming," she muttered as her body continued to heave and spasm.


I looked down at my cock and it was bobbing up and down, a string of pre-cum connecting it to the combined puddle of juices on the floor between my legs. I straightened up and lay my cock in the palm of the hand that was buried in her pussy. As I withdrew my fingers, I replaced them with my petrified penis.


Annie's eyes flew open in disbelief as I watched my cock drag her outer lips inward. Her clit was buffeted by every vein that passed it on its way into her honey pot. It was as if she had grasped my cock in her tight little hand, but I was in her tight little pussy. All the way out, and all the way back in; smooth as silk. I began to fuck her with long, slow strokes. She was still cumming.


Deeper and deeper and faster and faster I filled and unfilled her vagina. She rolled her head back and forth and allowed herself to be consumed by the sheer carnality of our union. She forced her eyes open and looked at me for the first time since she'd begun to cum over five minutes ago.


"Please don't... stop fucking me," she panted.


"Stop fucking you?" I asked, knowing full well what she said and meant.


"Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop," was all she could say as I picked up the pace.


"Like that?" I asked boning her mercilessly.


"Harder, fuck me harder," she begged, again closing her eyes.


I gave her as much cock as I could give. Eventually, she once again went completely rigid. Pussy juice was ejected everywhere with each of my insertions. The sounds were sloppy and soupy which added to the overall nastiness of our fucking; and I do mean 'nasty' in a good way. Finally, with her legs wrapped around me, she clenched my buttocks firmly in her hands and rode out a huge orgasm with me buried in her balls deep.


So, there I was balls deep in the most amazing woman I'd ever met, and she'd just told me not to fall in love with her because she's a slut and wants to stay that way. I opened my eyes and looked at her, hoping to find a clue to her motivations.


"So, you like making men cum, hunh?" I asked.


She smiled sweetly and shook her head affirmatively, her eyes still closed. She took a couple of deep, cleansing breaths as her breathing returned to a more acceptable level.


"Looks like you like to make women cum?" she said slowly opening her eyes and focusing on mine. We stared into each other's eyes for a long moment, searching for a mutual understanding while wondering if we'd just reached one.


Finally, she flexed all of the muscles surrounding my cock and said softly, "Will you cum for me, Mike?"


Well, who was I to deny this woman any request, especially one such as this. Still buried in her I wrapped her arms around my neck and scooped her up, holding her under her thighs as I stood up. She flexed her thighs so that she rose up off of my cock and then impaled herself again rotating her hips as she slid back onto me. I assisted her as best I could as she did it again and again, establishing a steady rhythm.


Annie grabbed my face with her hands and kissed me, probing my mouth with her tongue. The wonderful feeling of being attached at two orifices forced my balls to tighten in preparation for ejecting my seed. She sensed my impending orgasm and encouraged me on. She stopped kissing me and pressed her cheek next to mine as she picked up the pace with which we fucked.


"I can't wait to taste your cum," she whispered through panting breaths, trying to fight off the arrival of her fifth orgasm of the evening. She failed. With trembling groans she stiffened in my arms which actually made it easier for me to fuck her. But the increased friction caused by the constricting of her love-tunnel when she came pushed me closer to the edge too.


Soon Annie regained control of her orgasm-wracked body. She then set about fucking me with the sole purpose of getting me to cum. She braced her elbows on top of my shoulders, clutched my head, and began swinging her hips so that her pulsating pussy sheathed and unsheathed itself deeply on my pole.


"Yes, yes, yes," she squealed, her thighs smacking wetly against mine with each exclamation. "Cum for me, baby!"


I had never fucked anybody like this in real life; only saw it done on film, but I quickly reached the point of no return and I told her that.


"Holy fuck, Annie, I'm gonna cum," I said, so she hopped off my cock and knelt in front of me.


The first emission flopped out, thick and viscous and settled onto her chin just short of her opened mouth. The next one shot out with considerable force, catching both of us by surprise. It flew into the back of her throat and almost went down the wrong tube. She wretched, bringing it back into her mouth before it could enter her trachea. Most of the third and fourth ejaculations followed the path of the second, but this time she blocked them both with her tongue and allowed her mouth to slowly fill with cum. After the fifth and sixth I could no longer see her tongue under the pool of cum she cradled in her mouth. With her index finger she pushed the glob of semen on her chin up and over her lower lip and in to her mouth.


I squeezed the last drops of cum onto her tongue and flopped down on the couch, spent. Her cheeks now bulged with the creamy goo as she closed her mouth slowly and carefully. With the most delightful twinkle in her eyes, Annie crawled up on the couch and knelt next to me. I watched her close her eyes, tilt her head back, suck her cheeks in, and swallow my load. She sat back on her heels licking her lips and scraping cum from her face and sucking it off her fingers. She was savoring every drop. She looked over at me to gauge my reaction.


"You really do like cum, don't you?" I asked.


With raised eyebrows, she shook her head enthusiastically.


"I honestly think I'm addicted to it," she said smiling and looking down as if a bit embarrassed to have admitted it.


I shouldn't have, but I took advantage of her momentary vulnerability to make a comment. It was meant to hurt. I was pissed that I had fallen in love with a slut and I wanted her to know that. But at the same time, I was hoping that I could shame her into entering into a monogamous relationship with me. I so wanted to have her for myself, to save her from herself.


"So, who's cum tastes better, mine or Richard's?" I asked. I didn't smile when I said it. She stopped smiling too.


"Oh, so he told you about that?" she asked quietly, sensing that the tone of my voice had changed.


"Yeah, well, guys will do that, you know," I said in a belittling tone.


She stared at me quietly for a few seconds, and then she looked down.


"Well, I better get going," she said. "Things are beginning to get weird."


I felt horrible. I watched her stand and walk back across the room to retrieve her dress.


'God, she's got a big ass', I said to myself. 'I can't help it but I fucking love it and I love her.'


"I'm really sorry," I said. "You were right. You told me not to fall in love with you."


She put her dress on with her back to me and then turned to face me.


"I'm sorry. I fell in love with you, and for a moment there I was acting all 'weird' as you said, but I'm cool now. I apologize."


She still didn't say anything, but she did sit back down on the couch next to me to put on her shoes. I continued to try to honestly express my feelings without acting like the hurt lover who was now feeling sorry for himself. After my fumbling about for words, she leaned over and gently put her fingers over my lips.


"Please, don't..." she said. "You're not making it any easier."


I sat quietly and looked at her sad face. The tenderness with which she touched my lips caused all kinds of emotions to well up inside of me. I struggled to keep them at bay. I failed.


"I love you," I said. I meant it.


"I know," she said. "But I'm still a slut, and I always will be." She spoke the words almost defiantly. I sat quietly again, allowing the reality of what she'd said sink in.


"Don't you ever worry about...," I stopped my question in mid-sentence. She looked at me as if she knew what I was going to ask.


"Well, you fucked me without one too," she said answering me anyway. She had a point there. She put her left shoe on.


"Will there ever be a time when..." Again, I stopped in mid-sentence.


"I don't know, Mike. Right now, I like what I'm doing and I'm going to keep doing it until I decide not to," she said.


I had the feeling she'd had this conversation with other men. She put her right shoe on and stood up, smoothing her dress over her round ass. My mind began to run a mile a minute. I began to think three moves ahead as if I were playing chess. Speed chess.


"I want to see you again," I said boldly.


She looked at me with a frown that said 'haven't you heard a word I've said to you?' I held her gaze with as earnest an expression as I could create. Eventually her frown turned into that twisted grin of hers, and she reached into her hand bag and pulled out her business card and a pen.


"This is my cell," she said writing on the back.


She handed it to me then bent down and gave me a big wet sloppy French kiss with lots of tongue that lasted maybe ten seconds. Annie then turned and walked out, leaving me to wonder why I wasn't grossed out by the taste of my own cum.



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Skin Deep


"It's okay," she said, looking him right in the eye, "you can touch them if you want. I mean, you're so freaking obvious, y'know? You've been staring at my tits for the last ten minutes. So go ahead, touch them. I won't mind."


Brian shook his head. Had she really said that? Or were his ears playing tricks on him? Perhaps he'd misunderstood her words, muffled by the constant hum of the train's engine, the rickety thump, thump of the wheels speeding along the tracks.


She shook her head. "I knew it."


She knew what? What was her problem?


"Guys like you are all alike," she said. She wasn't looking at him now, though. She had the window seat, and was taking full advantage of it before night came and inked out the view. They were passing through the farm belt of western Illinois, not far from the Mississippi River. Fields of corn swayed languorously in the hot August breeze. "You're all just a bunch of cowards. Fakes."


Fakes? Who was she calling a fake?


"You," she said, and now she did swivel her head around to look at him again. There was something penetrating about her eyes, as if they somehow could see through him, into him, his inner secrets and weaknesses and regrets and failings all revealed. He felt naked in the face of her stare.


"You don't know the first thing about me," he shot back. His voice had a whiny tinge to it. It always did when someone got him riled. He hated that.


"Don't I?" she said. "I know you want to touch my tits, but are too chicken to try it, how's that for starters?"


Swell. Just swell, for starters.


"Pathetic, if you ask me," she said. So, who asked her? "You know, I bet you feel afraid when you're around people, am I right? Especially women. Especially hot women, women you want to fuck. Am I right? Or am I right?"


He moved further away from her in his seat, edging his ass toward the aisle. He gained another two, maybe three inches of separation. Not nearly enough.


The train lurched, and he nearly fell over, into the aisle. Fuck. A fat, bald man shuffled past, toward the small restroom at the front of the car.


"So I ask you again, do you want to touch my tits? Lick them? Pinch my nipples, make them good and stiff and erect for you? Hmm? Tell me what you want."


Before he could answer, she surprised him. She grabbed his right hand, which had been resting primly on his lap, and brought it to her left breast. He tried to pull away, but she had a firm grip on him.


"Feel me up . . ." Here, she paused. "What's your name, anyway?"


His name? This woman, this total stranger, whom he'd just nodded hello to for the first time in his life twenty minutes ago when he boarded the train, had kidnapped his hand and was making him fondle her tit. And she was asking him his name? Acting like this was normal? Like this was what total strangers did upon meeting?


And yet, all he said was, "Brian."


She smiled. He tried to free himself from her grasp, but couldn't, or wouldn't—he wasn't sure which. The fat man who had gone to the restroom came back down the aisle, heading for his seat, and threw Brian and the woman a "what the hell do you think you're doing" look. But he said nothing.


She reached over to shake his free hand with her free hand. "Hey, Brian. I'm Susan. And it is Susan, okay? None of this Sue crap."


She let go of his free hand, but continued to pin the hand that was on her breast firmly in place.


"Pinch my nipple," she said then. He just stared at her, open-mouthed. "Do it, Brian." He did it. "Harder. I'm not a fucking china doll. I won't break." He pinched her harder. She smiled. He swallowed. This was fucked up, Totally fucked up. But her tit felt great. Her nipple felt perky and hard.


Then, as unexpectedly as when she had grabbed his hand and placed it onto her breast, she pushed it away. Instinctively he resisted—for a second. His fingers were getting used to the feel of her full, round tit beneath the thin fabric of her summer blouse. But of course he let her push his hand away. Of course he did.


"Why'd you do that, Brian?"


"Do what?"


"Let me push your hand off my tit. You liked playing with my tit. Didn't you?" Again she was looking at him, looking into him, her blue eyes probing, prodding, like laser beams, like twin scalpels cutting into him, opening him up to her. . . . "Didn't you, Brian?"


"Well, I . . . yes. I mean, how could I not?"


She smirked at him, flicked her head back. Her light-blonde hair spilled over her shoulders like liquid gold. "Then why'd you let me push you away, if you liked it so much?"


"Well I didn't want to touch you if you didn't want me to . . ."


"I told you before, you can touch my tits. Didn't I?" She shook her head. "See? Just like I said. You're a coward. A people-pleaser. You do what everyone expects of you. Don't want to step on any toes, or pinch any nipples, as the case may be. Doesn't that fucking get you down after a while, Brian? I mean, really. Don't you sometimes just want to be a fucking man every once in a while?"


He shook his head. She didn't know what she was talking about.


"Don't I? When was the last time you actually asserted yourself, Brian? Stood up for something you believe in? Or don't you even have any strong beliefs?"


What the hell was she doing? Just a minute ago she had him touching her tit. Now she was rambling about strong beliefs? Damn. Why did she have to be the one he sat next to? Why couldn't he sit next to some nice, quiet old woman with her nose in a book, or some hairy fat dude with a fantasy football magazine. Anyone would have been better than this wacko.


"What's your take on abortion?" she asked then.


Abortion? None of her business!


"I bet you don't have one. You can see both sides of the argument, right?"


He didn't answer. He wasn't going to be lured.


"How about the death penalty?" she pursued. "Should the murderers fry? Or just be put away?"


"Well . . ."


"Or the health-care crisis. You think there should be universal health care for everyone, Brian?"


"Well, that depends. I mean . ."


"See? Told you. You haven't got any firm convictions. You're fucking softer than cheese, Brian. I bet, when you go out to dinner with a date, you let her pick off the menu, for both of you. Am I right?"


Well . . . but what was wrong with being considerate? If his date didn't like what she ordered, she could always try what he had. And if she ordered for both of them, chances were she'd like at least one of the selections.


She shook her head again, peered out the window. Dusk was descending like a veil. Looking past her, out the window, Brian saw the glow of a farmhouse porch light as it flickered on, a beacon in a sea of prairie grass and cornfields.


"Pathetic," she said. "You're even worse than I thought. You probably don't even know who you are, Brian."


"Fuck you," he shot back.


"Mmmm, I'd love to," she said. "Where are you headed?"


That did it. Either this chick was high on something or a full-blown schizo. How else to explain it?


"Denver," he said. Why had he shared that? Why? Maybe she was right. Maybe he just went along with what other people wanted of him, expected of him. Maybe he'd been that way all his life, and just never really thought about it.


"How about that," she said. "So am I." Perfect. Just fucking beautiful. "Taking a vacation. A little R & R. Much deserved, if I do say so myself. How about you, Brian? You on a trip? Or is Denver home?"


"No. I'm going on business." Yes. Business. His boss told him he wanted Brian to attend a seminar. The company would pay for it. Brian couldn't believe the extravagance. In this economy? "It'll give you a deeper perspective and appreciation of what we're trying to accomplish," his boss said. "It'll be worth its weight in gold." Brian doubted this very much—thought the idea was stupid. He wondered if by going on this company-provided field trip, he was forfeiting his raise for this year. After all, there was only so much money to go around. . . .


But he didn't protest. If this is what the boss wanted him to do . . .


"Good," Susan said. "We can stay at the same hotel, then. I didn't make any reservations. Where are you staying?"


There was no way he'd tell her, no way he'd spend one minute with her after they disembarked from the train.


He told her.


She smiled, licked her lips. "We'll have fun," she said.


What was she talking about? Fun? She'd just told him he was pathetic.


"That doesn't mean I don't like you," she said. "It doesn't mean I don't think you're extremely fuckable. It doesn't even mean I think you're hopeless. I think I just might be able to help you, Brian."


He didn't want her damn help. He just wanted to be left alone. But he didn't say anything more about it. They still had a long night of travel ahead of them. Hopefully he'd fall asleep, and she'd fall asleep, and she'd forget the whole thing. When they woke up in the morning, they'd ride in silence, get off at Denver, and go their separate ways.


¦


"So, where's our hotel?" she said when they got off the train. It was morning, and a strong Rocky mountain sun was shining down on LoDo from a deep blue, cloudless sky. It was the kind of morning that might cheer you up, refresh you, instill you with optimism. But the circumstances being what they were, he felt anything but optimistic.


"Look, I . . ."


She touched his lips with her finger. He noticed how long and perfect her nails were. He'd noticed on the train, too. And he'd noticed other things. Her tits, of course. He'd been up close and personal with those. She was a knockout. Tall, slim, shapely, with full, sensuous lips and a thin, long nose that looked sharp enough to cut glass. He'd be lying if he said he wasn't attracted to her. But still, this was crazy.


"It's okay," she said. "I won't get in your way, Brian. I know you're here on business. So you do what you have to do. But we can still share a room. I'll find things to entertain myself, don't worry. But when you get back from your day, when I get back from my day . . . we can laugh and play and fuck each other's brains out all night long. Now. How does that sound?"


A wave of unreality crashed over him. This sort of thing never happened to guys like him. He didn't know if he should feel scared, bitter, ambivalent, or downright lucky. He looked her over again—the full breasts, the hour-glass figure, the long blonde hair. What the hell. When would he ever get another chance like this?


"That's the spirit," she said.


¦


He barely listened to the presentation at the seminar later that day. His mind kept wandering to Susan. He wondered what she would look like, unwrapped, naked, standing before him in their hotel room overlooking downtown Denver, with lust in those penetrating blue eyes. Without even being aware of it, he was getting a hard-on. But then he thought about the train ride, the way she had analyzed him, insulted him.


Told the truth.


She was right. He was a people-pleaser, had been all his life. It was such a default mode to him, he did it without thinking. He did anything and everything to fit in, to be liked. One time, on a trip to South Carolina, he'd even taken it upon himself to speak in a southern drawl. The funny thing was, he wasn't even aware of it until someone he was with pointed it out to him. Even now, that he was out West, he felt an urge to go buy himself a cowboy hat.


Well, what did it matter? He'd have fun tonight. If he could just focus on having fun, that was. Too often, when he had a chance at an attractive woman, he blew it. Performance anxiety, he supposed. He tried so hard to please her, to be the lover of her dreams, that all he ended up doing was cumming too soon, deflating too soon. One time, when he had a sexy Italian woman on her knees before him, her lips on his cock, he felt his manhood shrink, grow soft. He was worried that she might not like his dick, that he wasn't big enough, wasn't handsome enough.


The Italian woman slapped him, stormed away. She was insulted, and told him so. No man had ever gone soft while she sucked him before. He tried to stop her, tell her it was his fault, it had nothing to do with her. He was just nervous, insecure.


But it was too late. She was already gone.


¦


"So, how was your day, Brian?" she asked. It was seven thirty. They were sitting at the little round table by the window, which overlooked downtown. There was still a lot of activity on the streets below, but things were starting to mellow, at least momentarily—another workday having come and gone. Time for the residents to go home to their families for a quiet evening, or change into something more comfortable for a night on the town, or go to some bar and get plastered, bemoaning their mistakes, their rejections, their choices, their lost opportunities.


"Good," he said. She had bought a bottle of wine, and it stood there, between them, on the table. He poured himself a glass of it, offered to pour some for her. She nodded, held out her glass. "How about you?"


"Jesus," she said. "I must have spent about two thousand dollars today. I never realized Denver was such a great shopping town. I'll probably spend twice that much tomorrow."


Yeah. He'd kind of guessed she was rich. She had that feel to her. He looked out the window again. In the distance, to the west, the high peaks of the Front Range glistened like diamonds under the setting sun. He wondered if he'd get a chance to drive up into the mountains before he needed to head back East. He hoped so.


"So," she said, and stood up. She had downed her glass of wine already. "You ready to fuck?"


She wasn't one to beat around the bush, was she?


He should have just said yes, gotten lost in the moment, let her have her way with him, this luscious blonde whom he'd met by chance on his trip to the West. And all because he was afraid to fly. His boss had scoffed. "Flying is the safest way to go," he'd said, but he didn't mind sending Brian on the train. "Enjoy the ride," he'd said with a laugh.


But he wasn't able to get lost in the moment. He wasn't able to forget the things she had said to him on the train.


"How did you . . . how did you know?" he asked her. "I mean, how could you tell? You know, I mean . . ."


"How could I tell that you're a spineless people-pleaser, a phony, a fake?" she asked. He winced at her words. Why the hell did she want to fuck him? And what's more, why did he want to fuck her?


She took off her blouse, revealing a white lace bra. Her tits looked great, encased in that bra. D-cups. Well, okay—so there were good reasons why he wanted to fuck her. . . . But that still didn't answer the first question.


"Let's just say I have a knack," she went on, as she unzipped her slacks, pulled them down her long, toned legs. She had the legs of a colt—she had to be close to six feet tall, nearly as tall as he was. "I'm able to recognize people who are conflicted, who don't allow themselves to be real. I saw it in you right away, Brian."


"But . ."


She went to him, motioned for him to raise his arms above his head. He did. She took his shirt off, flung it onto the floor. She leaned in to kiss him. He wanted to push her away, talk some more. His whole life suddenly felt like a joke to him, a stage play, a facade.


But her lips were so soft and insistent. Her tongue so lively and skilled. How could he resist? They kissed for a long while, and she ran her long, manicured fingernails along his chest, scraping his nipples, twirling what little chest hair he had. She tasted so good, much better than the wine. And she smelled good, too. What was that perfume she was wearing? It was intoxicating, heightening his arousal.


Next thing he knew, she was undoing his belt, unbuttoning his dress pants, pulling them down. Before he could get his bearings, his briefs were down at his ankles and Susan was squatting before him, his cock in her hand, as she smiled up at him.


"I love giving head," she said.


He swallowed, took a deep breath. He was only five and a half inches. He had always been ashamed of that. Would she disapprove? Maybe she figured he was only half-erect, and when she played with him more, he'd grow and grow and grow.


But he wouldn't! He was fully erect now!


He felt her lips embrace his shaft. God! It felt good, too good. But she was too beautiful, she had probably fucked guys twice his size. She could easily walk into any bar in LoDo, right now, and get any guy she wanted. Why the fuck was she with him? He couldn't compete with those guys. He couldn't—


He felt himself deflate, as though someone had stuck a pin in his shaft, letting out all the air and blood and hormones. His cock shriveled up in her mouth.


"I'm . . . I'm sorry, Susan. I just got, um, a little nervous. I . . ."


She stood up, silenced him with a kiss. A good kiss, with a lot of tongue.


"It's okay," she said. "Don't worry about it."


How could she be so nice, so understanding? He guessed she'd put her blouse and slacks back on, race out of the room, and go find some other guy, some better guy, with whom to spend the night. And besides, she'd belittled him already, on the train. Why the turnabout now?


"Lie down, on the bed," she said. He did. She reached behind her, unhooked her bra, let it fall away. Her breasts were magnificent. And they were as tanned and bronzed as the rest of her. Next, she slid her panties down her legs. Her mound was shaved, hair-free. She was perfect, really. But all this knowledge did was make him even more nervous, made him feel even more unworthy of her.


He felt her hand on his dick, then her lips. Surprisingly, he became good and stiff again. Yeah, all five-plus inches. But her lips felt so good on his shaft. If he could just lose himself in the sensations, let himself give in. That's what she wanted of him, wasn't it? To let go? Not to worry so much about pleasing others? To just be himself?


He moaned as she licked his balls, and squeezed his shaft with her hand at the same time. Then she let go, scraped her fingernails along his underside, teasing, tantalizing. Suddenly he felt a surge, a rushing river, deep inside him. No! Not this. Not now. He'd let himself go, gave into the pleasure, and this was the result?


"Shit! I'm cumming," he said.


She stopped fondling him, leaned forward, put her mouth over his cock, and drank him in as he squirted into her mouth.


"Mmm, you taste good," she said when he had finished. She licked her lips.


"You're not mad?"


"Mad? Why should I be? Besides, we've only just started. I'll get you hard again in no time, trust me. Want me to show you?"


"Yes, please." God, he was pathetic. He really was.


Again she sucked him, again her fingers and her lips worked their magic on him. He loved the way her long blonde hair looked, loose, unencumbered, as it hung low over her face and tickled his stomach, his thighs, his groin. A blonde waterfall.


Sure enough, he was hard again.


She got up, went to her handbag, pulled out a condom. She bit into the wrapper, freeing the condom, and then draped it over his dick. He felt so stupid. He felt like a child, a boy—his dick was too fucking small to fill out the condom. It was made for a man, with a real dick, not a damn mini joystick. He was sure it wouldn't fit properly. But it did fit, and once again, she gave no hint, no sign, of disapproval with him.


She lowered herself onto him, and even through the condom he felt how moist she was, how warm and aroused her pussy. She was ready for a good fucking, wanting him to pleasure her, to bring her over the top. But could he? How did she like it? Slow or fast? Soft or hard? Should he thrust into her, or just lie back and let her ride him?


He felt conflicted—there were so many options! So many ways to screw this up. And if he screwed this up, he doubted she'd remain patient with him. He had to do his part, had to give her what she wanted.


But then she was pulling out of him. No. That wasn't accurate. He had shriveled out of her. She had been riding him, rubbing her clit against his shaft, but now, there was no shaft left. He had deflated again, his cock turning to Jell-O. It had turtled up, gone back into its shell.


He couldn't look at her. He turned his face away. He desperately wanted to cover up his nakedness, too.


But as he sat up, ready to make a beeline for his pants, she held him in place.


"Huh-uh," she said. "You're not gonna run from this one, Brian."


She was looking at him the way she had in the train, her eyes probing, searching, scanning. His physical nakedness felt like nothing under the weight of that stare. She was seeing way past his skin, his floppy failure of a cock. She was seeing straight through to his heart.


"You're gonna talk to me, Brian. I told you earlier that I think I can help you, remember?"


He just sat there.


"Remember?"


Yes. He remembered.


"How old are you?"


"Thirty-two," he said. He was ashamed to admit it. Shouldn't he have accomplished something of real value by now, by the age of thirty-two? But what had he accomplished, really?


"How old do you think I am?" she said.


Shit. He hated when women asked him that. You could never give the right answer. If you guessed too old, they were insulted. If you guessed too young, they might be flattered. But they might be pissed, too—for a whole host of reasons. What could he say?


"I'm forty-six," she said.


Forty-six? No way! She looked his age. How could she be forty-six?


"I used to be like you," she said. "Always wanting people to like me, to like what they saw when they looked at me. I wanted to walk into a room and see all the guys' heads turn. I wanted to see tents in the crotches of their jeans and know I was the one who had put them there. So you see? We're really a lot alike."


"But I . . ."


"You need to get your head out of your ass is what you need, Brian," she said. "You're actually a cute guy, do you know that? And I know what your problem with your cock is. But it's not too small, Brian. It'd work just fine if you'd let it."


He was speechless. But underneath it all, he felt redeemed. She had given him a compliment. She had even complimented his cock. Maybe he wasn't so bad, after all.


She shook her head, sighed. Had she noticed the slight change in him, the turn his thoughts had taken? Was he really so transparent?


"It shouldn't make a fucking difference, one way or the other, what I think of you, don't you know that?"


No. He didn't. He really didn't know that.


"You have to like yourself, Brian. The fuck with me or anybody else. But first, you have to know yourself. It's kind of hard to like someone if you don't know them first. You spend so much time worrying about measuring up to everyone else's expectations, trying to fit in with whoever you're with . . . how can you even know what you want?"


Yeah. Like the way he wanted to buy a cowboy hat today, the way he spoke "southern" while in Carolina. The way he said words like "yo" and "cool" when he was around people who talked that way. He normally did not, but if the people he was with did . . .


He suddenly felt like he needed to share something. It was mind-boggling that he hadn't even noticed these qualities about himself before. He felt them, maybe, suspected them. But he hadn't ever taken a step back and looked at himself objectively.


He laughed—not out of joy, but out of something else—regret. Longing. Wistfulness.


"When I was in high school," he said, " I really wanted to join the tennis team. I hadn't really played tennis much, but I always liked it when I watched it, y'know? The angles of the game, the symmetry, they appealed to me somehow. But when I told my dad about it, he told me I couldn't. He said tennis was a sissy sport, and if I wanted to go out for a team it should be football or basketball—something like that."


"So what'd you do?" Susan asked. But her expression told him she already knew the answer.


He shrugged. "I didn't go out for the team. Didn't go out for anything."


He expected her to flame him again, tell him he was a sorry excuse of a man. But she just sidled in beside him, snuggled up to him, and kissed his cheek. He couldn't figure her out. As soon as he thought he had her pegged, she did something to throw his entire picture of her out of whack.


"What was that for?" he wanted to know. He liked the feel of her body pressed firmly against his. Damn, she was beautiful. He still couldn't wrap his head around the fact that she was pushing fifty years old.


"Like I said, you remind me a lot of myself."


He snorted. She seemed as different from him as anyone he'd ever met. She was confident, assertive, went after what she wanted. She was real, not a phony like him. Not someone who changed her speech patters to fit in with the crowd, or listened to counsel she didn't agree with.


"I want to show you something," she said.


She slid away from him, stood up, padded across the floor to her handbag. He admired her nakedness, the way her tits didn't sag, the firm roundness of her butt cheeks. He wondered if she'd perhaps been a model when she was younger.


She pulled something out of her bag, came back to the bed. Again she cozied up beside him.


"Look at this picture," she said. It was clearly an older picture—it had an old-school look about it. It was a photo of a young woman, homely, with a bulbous nose, glasses, stringy brown hair, and crooked teeth. Her breasts were small, and she was skinny. Tall and skinny.


"So?" he said. "Who's that supposed to be?"


She smiled. "Me."


He blinked, once, twice, several times. He looked at the photo again, then at the beautiful blonde beside him. How . . .?


"That picture was taken of me when I was going to college. I was twenty-one. Not so easy on the eyes, was I?"


He coughed, and she laughed.


"Exactly," she said. "Remember how I told you I wanted to be pretty, wanted the guys to be attracted to me, wanted people to like me? Well, I felt like those were just pipe dreams. I mean, I was ugly. So I just applied myself. Got a 4.0 GPA, and made a success of myself. I wanted to make a lot of money, and I did. You know why?"


He just sat there, waiting for her to go on.


"So I could save enough to get my face worked on, to get my tits worked on. These aren't real, you know." She squeezed her tits.


"They look real enough," he said lamely. They had felt real, too, when he'd touched them. At least he'd thought they had.


"Thank you," she said. "Like I said, I earned a lot of money. Went to the best surgeons. These aren't real, either," she said, and smiled, showing off her mouthful of white, perfect teeth. "This mouth cost me a fortune, Brian. And you already know I'm not a natural blonde."


So it seemed, yes . . .


"And I had my nose done. They made it too pointy, but it's better than what I had, don't you think? And of course the fingernails are fake. And I've had work done on my face, and my ass . . . So you see, Brian, there's not much real about me, is there?"


He said nothing. What could he say?


"You know, I don't usually show this picture to my lovers." She looked away from him. "I just let them think I'm genuine, that it's their lucky night, y'know? Maybe that's why I haven't had a serious relationship with anyone, all these years. I'm too afraid to let them see me. The real me."


"But you showed me," he said.


"Yeah." She looked at him again. "So . . . do you want me to leave? I wouldn't blame you if you did."


He swallowed. No. He didn't want her to leave, and he told her that. He also said: "Besides, you remind me a lot of me."


She laughed, gave him a nudge. But it was a good nudge, a friendly nudge.


He kissed her cheek, her pointed, surgically-repaired nose, her forehead, her lips. At first she was nonresponsive, just letting him kiss her. But then she kissed him back, and there was a hunger in her, a passion. It radiated through her, through her lips, which, like a conduit, passed it on to him.


He kissed her neck, worked his way down to her fake breasts—which looked and felt so real. Imitation to mimic reality. A show to look good, to fit in with what society wanted, to get the approval of others. He felt a wave of compassion for this woman, and, for the first time in years, for himself.


He stuck out his tongue, licked her stomach, down to her belly button. He inserted his tongue into it, and she giggled, reached down, ran her fingers through his hair.


He kissed her hips; her smooth, hairless, mound; her inner thighs; and then licked the lips of her vagina. She was wet, so wet.


"Mmmm," she purred. And he realized, he wanted her more than he had ever wanted anyone. He wanted to fuck her like there was no tomorrow, to let loose as he never had before.


"Fuck me, Brian," she said, as if reading his thoughts.


And he did fuck her. He fucked her deep into the night. They fucked missionary style, then she rode him, then he took her doggy style, then standing up. And not once did he worry about his dick, his shortcomings as a lover, his old insecurities that had always risen up in the past, stripping him of pleasure. He just fucked her, pleasured her, loved her.


And when it was through, when the fire and lust of lovemaking had been replaced by the easy, pleasurable glow of post-coitus, they snuggled together on the bed, the first, shy hints of dawn streaming through the window, the city slowly waking up, coming to life, like a great, giant organism recovering from a restless nap. Voices rang out from the street, rising, filtering into the room. Car horns honked. Another day. Another beginning. Another chance.


Only this time, he knew, he would seize it. He already had.


She was sleeping now. He looked at her, at the mask she wore, fitted and perfected by the plastic surgeons. But he wasn't seeing the mask. He saw beneath it, behind it, saw the insecure college girl in the old picture, with the crooked teeth, the stringy brown hair, the unsightly nose, the skinny, curveless body. And he couldn't resist. He didn't want to wake her, but he couldn't resist.


He kissed her.


She stirred, blinked, moaned, as if trying to register where she was, who she was . . .


"Ugh," she said, turning her face away. "I must look awful."


"So . . . what's your take on abortion?" he asked. "Or the death penalty?"


She turned to look at him.


"Hah. I knew it would work." He smiled.


She slapped him on the thigh. "Asshole," she said, but she was smiling, too.


He leaned in to kiss her. "You look beautiful, Susan."


And then, thinking about the past twenty-four hours, the journey they had shared, the discoveries they had made together, he said the only thing he could think of, the only thing that seemed appropriate . . .


"Thank you."


She opened her mouth, then closed it. She hugged him, hard, holding him close, so close. "No, Brian," she said. "Thank you."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Muse


Rebecca adjusted her blouse, straightened her skirt and tied her small white apron around her waist. She checked her pocket for her order pad and pen, scraped her long red curls up and twisted them into a knot at the back of her head. With one last look in the mirror she made sure everything was in place and pushed her way into the hotel bar where she worked.


At 18 years old Rebecca, or Becks as she was known, wasn't entirely sure what she wanted to do with her life, she just knew it wasn't waitressing. But this job would do until she could find something or until she got herself into university. She scanned the room to see which guests were present and which of the locals were in. She smiled as she scanned the room, there were only half a dozen people in and with luck the night would continue that way.


She wandered around tidying up and straightening out. She did a circuit of the bar and took a deep breath as she approached Henry Portman.


Henry Portman was a local man and knew Becks parents. He was 56 years old, owned his own business and had been divorced for many years. He had a full head of deep black glossy hair and was lightly tanned. His dress was casual but he wore jeans and t-shirts well. His smile was broad as Becks approached.


"Good evening young lady." Henry said as Becks drew up to him.


"Good evening Henry, I hope you are well." Becks answered with her usual courtesy. She looked at Henry's glass and raised an eyebrow. Henry lifted it between his thumb and second finger as Becks placed her tray underneath it.


She walked across to the bar and refilled the whisky glass with his usual tipple of Laphrohaig breathing in the rich aroma as she did and then added it to his nightly tally. It currently stood at 4 which meant he had been in the bar for about 2 hours. He must have shut up the office early for a change. Putting the glass on her tray she carried it over to him.


"Thank you my dear." He said as she put the glass down.


"You're welcome, quiet day?" She replied.


"Yes, pretty quiet, I'm waiting for new work from my regulars." Henry replied by way of explanation.


"Ah, I see. Well I shall leave you to it. Let me know if you want anything." Becks said as she turned away.


"You know what I want young lady," Henry retorted. "I want you to pose for me. Let me paint you."


"I know you do, but I meant food." Becks said, a twinkle in her eye.


Henry had been chasing her to pose for months, flirting with her and getting the same in return. Nothing had ever come of it thought, for a start, Henry was simply too old, the same age as her parents! She wasn't against being painted, it was simply that it was Henry, a man she had known since she was a child.


Henry shrugged and picked up his drink. He didn't normally chase women, particularly ones as young as Becks but for some reason he couldn't stop himself. He knew that her long red curls would look stunning against her alabaster skin and his mind whirled with the possible poses he could paint her in. He sat and watched her, his muse.


An hour later Henry said his goodbyes and wandered back to his chapel conversion home. Opening the door, he flicked the light-switch and breathed in the faint smell of paints from his studio. He closed the door, hung his jacket and made his way to the living room. Pouring himself another drink he sat on the large leather couch and pondered his next move. After an hour, he moved from the couch and made his way up the wide wooden staircase up to bed. He fell asleep thinking of paints, canvas and Becks.


The pair continued their dance of words over the next 5 months. The weather turned warmer, the skirts shorter and the tops skimpier. Henrys small gallery continued to pick up and Becks continued to work at the hotel, still unsure of her next move. She was now approaching her 19th birthday and she had still not fully made her mind up about what she was going to do. Part of her just wanted to find an everyday job and join the rat race but a larger part of her wanted to go to Vetinary College. She had a love of animals, an unwavering interest in them and all the right qualifications. On the back the of all that she had decided to apply and was waiting for the results of the applications she had submitted.


She scraped her hair up, straightened herself up and walked into the bar. As she did she walked straight into Henry, literally.


"Ooof." Henry expelled air as Becks barrelled into him.


"Eeek." Becks said at the same time, her head banging against Henrys chest.


She looked up, one hand on her forehead, the force of the collision had shaken free one long curl which now fell down the side of her face. Henry frowned down at her, concerned.


"Are you ok?" He said, bending down to her level.


"Yes, I am fine thank you." Becks replied a little too curtly. She immediately blushed. "Sorry."


"It's ok," Henry replied. "Are you sure you are ok though?" as he said it, he put one finger under her chin and lifted her face towards his.


"Yes I am fine Henry, honestly." Becks said as she looked at him. She let him turn her face from side to side, his concern turning to appraisal.


Becks stood quietly and watched him silently, quizzically as he assessed her. His brown eyes moving over her face, taking in her features.


Henry suddenly realised what he was doing and let his hand fall.


"I'm sorry," he said. "Can I have a drink?" He finished with a grin.


Becks laughed. "Yes, I'll get it, go and sit down."


Henry turned and made his way to his usual window seat. Sitting down, he appraised what he had just seen. He had always known that Becks was pretty but on closer inspection, her skin was flawless, no marks, no blemishes, not even freckles on the creamiest alabaster skin. No make up to speak of, the most perfect rose bud lips and eyes of ice blue. All finished off with deep copper red curls which he suspected flowed almost all the way down her back. He watched as she approached.


"Let me paint you. Please." Henry said as she drew close. Becks looked at him and grinned.


"I'll tell you what. IF I get into Vet College I'll let you paint me as a birthday present." She said and turned on her heel and grinned over her shoulder at him.


Henry picked up his glass and raised it to his lips. That meant if she was going away in September he had just over 2 months. He sat back and started thinking about how he wanted to position her and where, never thinking for one moment that he wouldn't paint her.


Two weeks later Becks found him sitting in the lounge. It was a busy night, the holiday season was in full swing and the hotel was bursting at the seams. She hurriedly dropped his drink on the table.


"I got into Glasgow and Bristol." She said as she hurried off.


It took a moment for Henry to register what she meant and as it did he looked up to find her gone again into the melee of people. He waited for her to come past again.


"Does this mean I get to paint you then?" He said as she rushed past.


"Yes." She said briefly over one shoulder.


"When?" He called to her retreating back.


Becks soon came around again and cleared the empty table next to his, giving it a wipe clean with her free hand. As she did she thought about when she was off again.


"I'll write the dates I am free down while I am on my break." She said to him.


"Ok, no problem." Henry answered and leant back in his chair.


45 minutes later, he sat with his glass refreshed and a short list of dates in his hand. He perused them, mostly weekdays, a couple of weekends. He thought a weekday would be best, a young girl like Becks would want to be with her friends at the weekends. He borrowed a pen from the next table and circled a date a fortnight away.


Getting up, he made his way out of the busy bar passing Becks as he went.


"Stop!" He said grinning.


Becks came to an abrupt halt, her tray full of drinks. Henry tucked the piece of paper in her apron pocket.


"I've circled the date, 10am, my place." He said and got out of her way.


"Ok." She said as she scooted off.


Henry walked back to his home with a satisfied grin on his face. Time to get ready.


Two weeks later, Henry got up to glorious blue skies and a day that promised high temperatures. He got himself a coffee and walked into his studio. Opening the windows a breeze floated through. The sun shone through the window and across the wooden floor. Henry immediately knew where he wanted Becks to be. The only thing he didn't know was if she would allow herself to be painted nude. He hoped she would.


At 10am there was a knock on the door and Henry opened it to find Becks standing there. She had denim shorts on, a dark green strappy t-shirt, flip flops and a massive floppy hat with a deep red gerbera on it.


"Allo." She said a little nervously as she grinned at him.


"Hello young lady." Henry replied standing to one side. Becks walked past him and he closed the door behind her.


"This way," He said and directed her into the studio. "Coffee?" he asked.


"Yes please," Becks replied quietly as she wandered around looking at Henrys work. "You're good." she said with a little surprise.


Henry laughed his thanks as he went into the kitchen and came back with a coffee mug in each hand to find Becks sitting on the floor cross legged, combing the curls out of her hair with her fingers. He caught his breath as he watched her from the doorway she was oblivious to his presence as she gently drew her fingers through her luxurious waist length curls. His mind began to wander and he shook himself and walked over to her, offering her the coffee.


"Thanks." She smiled, reaching up for it.


"You're welcome," he replied and sat down on the floor opposite her. "Now, I have a number of ideas for poses but most of them include you being nude. If that's not acceptable then I need to know and we can have a rethink."


"No," Becks said, "I think I can do nude, what did you have in mind?"


Becks and Henry sat and discussed the ideas they had. Henry had thought about using the hat as soon as he saw it, but he dismissed it as he wanted to make the most of Becks skin. As he talked he became more animated and they both slipped into an easy and comfortable dialogue together.


Henry paused in his aerial windmilling and looked up at Becks. She was sitting easily, leaning forward with one knee up and her hands resting on it. Her chin was resting on them and she was completely engrossed in Henry's conversation. There was fluidity to her, everything joined in all the right places, the curves of her chin, fingers, knees, hips and calves, not one straight line anywhere. The sun shone in through the full length window at her side and cast shadows down one side of her and elongated itself across the floor. He held his breath.


"THATS how I want you," he breathed. "Can you do this again naked?" A note of hope in his voice.


Becks smiled and looked at him.


"Yes, I think I can." She answered standing easily.


She walked over to the couch and kicked off her flip flops. Crossing her arms in front of her she lifted the hem of her t-shirt and lifted it over her head. Her pert breasts bobbed slightly as she moved about, turning her t-shirt the right way out and laying it across the back of the couch. Unbuttoning her shorts, she let them fall to the floor, bending, she picked them up and put them with her top. Turning she clasped her hands in front of her and looked at Henry.


"Ok, I'm ready," she said with a deep breath. "Be kind."


Henry laughed and indicated the floor again as he grabbed a sketch pad and pencil. Turning back towards her, he watched as she folded herself onto the floor again. He watched in mild amusement as she tried to regain her posture to no avail. Henry crossed the floor again and sat down opposite Becks once more.


"So....tell me about Vet School." He said, trying to put her at her ease once more.


Becks happily complied and soon relaxed once more, half regaining the posture she had been in previously but, like Henry, her arms became animated as she talked. As she reached the end of her conversation she searched for something more to say.


"How long have you been painting for?" she asked him, looking around the studio once more.


"Oh a long, long time now." Henry started. He continued his conversation and watched Becks slowly relax as she listened to him. Finally she was back in the position he first wanted to capture her in. Picking up his sketch pad slowly, he continued to talk while his hand moved over the pad capturing the essence of the young women opposite him. He sketched in cursory shadows so that he did not lose them completely before the light moved again and as he finished his conversation, he finished his sketch. He looked up at Becks and stopped talking. Becks was sat once more with her head on her chin but she now had her eyes closed. The gallons of curls spilled all down her body and he just drank her in, suddenly aware of her beauty once more, the artist in him taking a back seat.


"My god you are gorgeous." He breathed quietly, not wanting to disturb her.


A small smile graced Becks lips and she opened one eye blushing.


"Thank you." she said quietly and humbly.


"You are very welcome," Henry replied easily. "Would you like to see the first sketch?"


"Yes please." Becks replied and unfolded herself. Without thinking she crawled on her hands and knees towards Henry, taking his breath away.


He watched as she moved lithely, like a young lioness towards him, her small breasts moving against the flow of the rest of her body, swinging very slightly. She moved to the side of Henry and sat down cross legged once more, looking at him expectantly. Henry grinned at the childlike expression on her face.


He turned the pad towards her and waited for her reaction.


"Oh god, that's not really me.....is it?" she asked in a whisper.


"Well it's the way I see you." Henry answered.


"It's beautiful." Becks breathed. Overcome with emotion at the light sketch in her hand, she felt her eyes filling up with tears and blinked them away furiously. She looked up at Henry, her eyes bright and smiled at him.


"Thank you." she said.


"You are VERY welcome," he replied. "But this is only the sketch. I've got to put it on there next." and he nodded at the large canvas on the easel.


"Well its very beautiful as it is, I look forward to seeing it." Becks said. She leaned forward and kissed Henry softly on the cheek.


Henry looked at Becks and smiled. Without thinking, he leaned forward and kissed Becks full on the lips. He pulled back and had the good grace to look abashed.


"I'm sorry," he said. "I shouldn't have done that."


Becks leaned forward and kissed him again, curiosity winning out over the knowledge of who Henry was. She pulled back.


"No, you shouldn't have." she said.


Henry put his hands on Becks arms and pulled her towards him. Becks smoothly moved onto her knees and leant towards him. Henry wrapped his arms around her and gathered her in. Becks arm came around Henrys neck and she pulled herself into him, pressing herself against him, her breasts against his chest. Henry swung his arm around Becks knees and lifted her easily onto his lap. Becks curled into him and wriggled to get herself comfortable, making Henry moan. Their lips never parting.


Henry wound his hands into Becks hair, curling around the copper mass, holding her head as his tongue danced with hers, twisting around, exploring each other. Becks ran her tongue over Henrys teeth, her mind telling her to be quiet as she mentally squeaked and giggled at the fact that Henrys teeth were his own. Unable to contain it any longer she started giggling in the kiss. Henry broke away.


"What?" he said expecting the worst.


"Oh, nothing." Becks replied immediately, blushing.


"WHAT?" Henry asked again.


"It doesn't matter." Becks affirmed and kissed him gently on the lips.


"Yes, it does." Henry said and pushed her back, holding her arms.


Becks sighed and blushed again.


"It really doesn't matter. Honestly." Becks sat and flushed bright red. "I had a silly thought and it doesn't matter."


"Tell me now or I will make you tell me." Henry demanded.


Becks sighed.


"I had a silly thought and it surprised me that you had your own teeth." She dissolved into a fit of the giggles.


"Oh you will pay for that young lady." Henry grinned at her as Becks clamped her hand over her mouth and tried to recover herself.


Henry gently brushed his fingers over Becks skin. Becks almost immediately stopped giggling and drew in a shuddering breath. She looked up at him as she let it out and he kissed her once more, drawing his fingers over her small breast and nipple.


Becks moaned softly and squirmed again. Henry lightly passed his fingers over her body, drinking her in as his lips, teeth and tongue toyed with her lips. Becks reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck once again, pulling him close.


Henry broke their kiss and looked at her wordlessly, raising an eyebrow. Becks nodded and Henry ran his fingers through her hair.


"Are you sure?" He asked softly to the unanswered question.


"Yes." Becks whispered and uncurled herself from his lap.


Becks stood and waited, watching as Henry stood up. He took her hand and led her from the studio, sketch pad and pencil discarded and forgotten. Henry led Becks to the wide staircase and started climbing it, pulling Becks in his wake.


He turned the corner into the bedroom and led Becks to the bed. She climbed on and curled up, suddenly self conscious. Henry watched her as he got undressed and joined her on the bed. Becks immediately curled into him.


Henry lifted himself on one elbow and leaned forward, kissing Becks shoulder. Slowly placing kisses all down her shoulder and collar bone, feeling Becks relax under his touch and move towards him. Henry raised his leg and wound it around Becks own as they pressed into each other, his semi erect cock pushing into her thigh as Becks looked up at him.


Becks smiled shyly and Henry smiled back.


"Hello." he said, Becks giggled slightly.


Bending forward he kissed her and becks immediately responded, pressing herself against him once more. Henry slid his hand across her skin and grabbed a handful of her backside, pulling her into him, skin touching skin from chest to toes. Henry could tell that whilst Becks wasn't a virgin, she certainly wasn't overly experienced. He didn't want to take advantage but he also didn't want to hold back. He found himself needing her and craving to show her what experience could bring.


Taking charge of the moment, he rolled Becks onto her back. Her hair tumbled as she moved and he brushed it away from her face. Kissing her softly he ran his hands over her skin once more, hearing her sigh and feeling a slight shiver from her as he did. He kissed his way around her face, her eyes, her forehead and the tip of her nose. Moving his way down her jaw line, he kissed her neck and went across her shoulders, first one way and then the other. Becks squirmed under him and sighed softly as he moved down towards her breasts.


Becks pulled her breath in sharply as Henry gently pulled his teeth across one of her nipples. Henry smiled, he knew he had not hurt her, just simply made her jump at the sudden shock of something less gentle than lips on her skin. He bit softly on her nipple before pulling it into his mouth and sucking on it. His hand busied itself with her other nipple, rolling it gently under his thumb before taking it between his thumb and forefinger to pinch it, pulling it softly, making Becks moan.


Henry swapped sides and paid attention to her other nipple with his mouth, his finger gently circling the erect nipple he had just left behind. Becks moaned gently and arched her back towards him, her hand coming down on Henry head as he continued to toy with her. Henry moved down Becks body, her pale skin going into goosebumps as he moved over her, his breath warm on her skin, his lips burning into her as he moved down her slowly, kissing his way towards her mons.


As he reached it, Henry stopped to take it in. Dark copper curls sat delicately on the alabaster skin, an almost perfect triangle running under the crease of her stomach and down the folds of her hips. Henry placed one long, lingering kiss in the centre of it as he traced his fingertips over her hips.


Looking up at Becks he found she was looking down on him, studying him, her fingers gently playing with her nipples.


"Open your legs." Henry said as he moved.


Becks opened her legs as she blushed furiously and watched as Henry placed himself between them. She took him in, his body was lean but showed signs of his age, a sprinkle of grey hairs on his chest, his stomach, while not flabby was not the taut one of a fit 20 year old, his cock was erect now and there was also a sprinkle of grey there too, but somehow it suddenly didn't matter. Nothing mattered.


Becks parted her legs wider and raised them, allowing him entry to her. Instead Henry got down until he was laying flat and his face was between Becks thighs. Becks was torn between curiosity and acute embarrassment. She had only been with two men in her life and both had simply fucked her. They were both one night stands with friends she had been attracted to which had not worked out.


She knew about oral sex but had never experienced it. Now as she lay on the bed, she watched in almost horrified fascination and dread as Henry bent his head to her.


Henry used one hand to part the copper curls and very slowly and gently ran his tongue down one side of the inner folds of her labia.


"OH!" Becks exclaimed.


Henry never said a word and never looked up, he simply ran his tongue down the other side. Becks exclaimed again, her knees coming up but her thighs remaining apart, making no move to close them or to stop Henry doing what he was doing.


Becks put her hand on Henrys head as he slid his own hands under hare backside and pulled her into him. He circled her clit with the tip of his tongue and ran it down the centre of her cunt sliding it deeply into her. Becks moaned deeply and held Henrys head in place, her hips moving up towards him as the sensations rippled through her, his tongue lapping her, tasting her, following the inner lines of her cunt, the folds, his tongue going places she had only ever explored with her fingers. Henry travelled downwards even further and flicked lightly over her tight puckered asshole. Becks suddenly froze.


Henry looked up and watched Becks as he gently laid soft kisses on her thighs, gauging her reaction. As he watched, he moved one of his hands from under her and brushed his fingers softly over her outer lips. Becks whimpered slightly and relaxed once more as Henry softly and slowly slid two fingers deep into her, Becks whimper turned to a deep moan as Henry started to work his fingers in and out of her, his thumb moving to her clit to be joined by his tongue, flickering over her now swollen nub, moving around in circles, pressing down softly but firmly, Becks hips moving in time with Henry.


Becks moans became increasingly louder and more constant. She felt her orgasm building, hovering on the edge of her consciousness until finally, just at the point that Henry sucked her clit into his mouth and bit it gently, she came. Wave after wave washed through her as her thighs came together, enclosing Henrys head between them as his fingers were gripped by her contracting cunt.


As Becks sighs and moans subsided, Henry once again laid gentle kisses over her. His tongue still working now and again, dipping between her lips to capture her taste. Henry took his fingers from Becks and sucked on them, savouring the taste of the woman beneath him.


Moving up slowly, he kissed his way back up Becks body, covering it with his own as he kissed his way up the entire length of her body, until he reached her face once more, kissing her lips as he moved to one side, gathering her in as she curled into him, her breathing recovering slowly as his fingers ran across her skin, gentling her.


Becks could feel his hardness against her thigh as she curled up into Henry. Her body reacted once more to his touch and she turned to him. He smiled as she looked at him.


"Hello." He smiled.


"Hiya." Becks replied with a small giggle.


She moved against him and kissed him, her tongue moving between his lips shyly until he captured it with his teeth and sucked it into his mouth, fucking it with his lips, his hand coming up to wind into Becks curls again, half combing them with his fingers, half pulling her head back.


Henry held Becks tongue between his teeth once more, biting hard and pulling it away from her and making her moan. Quickly he let it go and before she had a chance to react he caught her bottom lip. She pulled away as he bit down and he tugged on it and let go again with a snap of the teeth.


As he worked on her mouth, his fingers travelled down her body and he slid them into her wet cunt, the warmth of it making him moan as he started to rub her clit once more. Becks hips began to move automatically against him and she lifted one leg and wrapped it around his hip, turning sideways towards him fully.


Henrys cock nestled in the cleft between her thighs, hard, twitching slightly as it looked for a home. He moved from her face and kissed her neck as he rolled her onto her back and moved his body between her thighs once more.


Raising himself slightly he took his hand away and positioned himself. Becks wrapped her legs around him, her hips raising slightly, her lips parting. Henry slid into her with a growl as her tight cunt opened up for him and she gasped at the intrusion. Whilst he wasn't the largest at just over 7 inches, his cock was thick and he filled her fully. She wrapped her legs around his hips tightly as his entire length filled her and she felt his balls push against her.


Henry raised himself onto his knees and reached behind him. Taking one leg in each hand he took Becks legs from behind him and held them out wide. Looking down, he watched as he rocked his hips into Becks, his cock sliding in and out of Becks wet cunt, leaving him glistening in the light. He moaned as he watched it, her wetness was audible as she raised her hips to meet each stroke from him.


Becks moaned as Henry filled her cunt, his strokes long, slow and deep, each one stretching the walls of her cunt. Each one hitting rock bottom, making her move into him further. Henry increased the tempo, starting to thrust into her further, holding her legs as wide as they would go as he alternated between watching her face and watching himself thrust in and out of her.


He stopped and pulled out of Becks. She looked at him quizzically.


"Turn over." He said softly but firmly.


Becks did as she was asked and Henry took hold of her hips and lifted her. In one swift move he entered her again, deep and hard. Becks gasped as his sudden thrust took her breath away. She drew in a ragged breath and moaned as Henry continued to thrust into her, her hips moving back against his as he felt his balls slap gently against her clit.


Encouraged further, Henry increased the speed once more and looked down as his hips pistoned into her. Her round, firm backside moving towards him rhythmically. His dark tanned hands gripping her hips as he pulled her into them, each time she pushed back harder, encouraged by Henry.


Becks moans were almost constant now, mirrored by animal growls from Henry as he pistoned into her repeatedly. As Becks slammed back against him, the momentum swung his ball sac onto her, slapping against her clit, increasing her need, her elbows locked and her arms straight. Her breasts swung slightly and the cascades of curls swung in time with the rest of her body.


Henry let go of her hips and placed one hand in the small of her back. The other reached forward and grabbed a handful of curls, pulling her towards him, his hips slamming into her over and over as he listened to her moans reach a crescendo.


Becks entire body was on fire, Henrys cock filled her cunt fully and his balls against her clit was pushing her even further. She slammed back against him, her buttocks slapping against his pelvis as she took him deeply over and over. Her orgasm started in the pit of her stomach like a small fire as its warmth spread over her entire body. She trembled and her body bucked as her cunt contracted then exploded to clamp Henrys cock, milking it as the walls of her cunt rippled around him.


Henry never missed a stroke as Becks orgasm filled her, an animal growl left him and he felt his balls tighten. With one last massive thrust he came, throwing his head back and roaring towards the ceiling. Becks continued to roll her hips against him as he filled her cunt with hot, creamy, white cum. With a final shudder, he leaned against Becks, his legs trembling, breathing heavily.


Becks slowly slid down onto her stomach, Henry sliding out of her, a last moan leaving her as she did. Moving to one side, he lay the length of Becks and gathered her into him, her back to him as she whimpered softly. He kissed her neck and shoulders, moving her hair to do it. His hand sliding around to cup her breast lightly, his thumb stroking her skin. She murmured softly, took a deep ragged breath and curled into him.


They lay entwined for a while, each quiet and in their own thoughts. Eventually Becks turned and faced Henry. Henry looked at her and kissed her softly smiling to himself.


"What?" Becks said.


"Oh I was wondering earlier how I could possibly remember your colouring to make it right," he said grinning. "Now I'm not entirely sure I will ever forget."


Becks laughed and blushed all at the same time. Henry kissed the end of her nose.


"Shall I go and start on the canvas? You can come and watch if you want, I shouldn't need you to pose again." Henry asked Becks.


"That would be good." she answered.


They both got up off the bed and Becks padded off to the bathroom. Henry walked past the closed door.


"Get a shower, I'll see you downstairs." He called.


20 minutes later, Becks appeared and wandered naked into the studio. Crossing to the couch, she picked up her clothes and put them back on. Turning, she watched Henry who was now engrossed in the canvas. She picked up her coffee cup that Henry had left and sat down on the floor. Watching, she saw herself come to life.


The day passed and Henry hardly said a word. Becks brought coffee in and replenished his cup and occasionally Henry would look up at her, study her and look back at his canvas again. As the sun started to set, her stomach growled loudly and Henry looked up with a scowl.


"Oh my lord, Becks I am SO sorry. I've ignored you all day." Henry looked ashamed.


"It's ok, I've loved watching you work." Becks replied looking at the canvas.


"It's nowhere near finished." Henry said, eyeing it self critically.


"I know, but it's already beautiful." she replied wistfully.


Henry smiled and walked over to her. Wrapping his arms around Becks, he gave her a soft kiss.


"You're the beautiful one." He said quietly.


Becks blushed and looked at him. Suddenly overcome, she hugged him close.


"Thank you." She whispered.


Henry smiled and kissed her again.


"Can I offer you some dinner?" he said hopefully.


"No, thank you," she answered with a regretful sigh. "I had better go, mum and dad are expecting me."


She turned away from him and picked up her hat. Putting it on, she turned back to him and gave him a brilliant smile.


"I'll see you soon?" she asked,.


"Of course," he replied. "I'll see you in the bar."


They walked to the door and Becks kissed him. Turning, she walked down the road without looking back.


Becks didn't see Henry for almost a fortnight, until her leaving party at the hotel. As she stood talking to her friends, she felt a hand at the small of her back. She turned to find Henry standing behind her and broke into a wide smile.


"Hello young lady." Henry said with a smile.


Becks embraced him warmly and kissed him on the cheek.


"Hello Henry, where have you been?" Becks said as she smiled at him.


"Finishing your present of course," he replied. "I've got it with me but it's quite large so I need somewhere to leave it."


"Ummmmmm oh!" Becks said thinking furiously. "I know, bring it into the staff room and I'll take it home from there."


Henry acknowledged Becks and left the bar. He went to reception and picked up the large canvas he had left propped against the front desk. Carrying the brown wrapped canvas, he went into the staff room. He propped it up on two chairs and made his way back into the bar. He crossed over to Becks.


"It's in there, I'm not stopping." He said to her.


Becks was suddenly disappointed and turned to her friends. She excused herself and walked out of the front of the hotel with Henry. Walking to the end of the drive in companionable silence. At the end of the drive Henry turned to Becks.


"I hope you like it," he said quietly. "Come and see me during the holidays when you come home?"


"Of course I will," Becks answered. "and I'm sure it's beautiful."


Becks wrapped her arms around Henrys neck and kissed him gently. Henry responded and turned it into a long lingering kiss. When they finally broke, Becks was breathless and craving more.


Henry smiled, kissed the end of Becks nose and turned towards home. Becks watched until he was out of sight and returned to the party.


The next morning, she got up and saw the canvas sitting against the wall. Walking over, she saw that Henry had stuck an envelope to one corner. She removed it and then holding her breath, the wrapping around the painting was slowly peeled off. Moving back to her bed, she sat down and stared at the painting.


Staring back at her were her eyes. Henry had captured the colours of her skin and hair perfectly and memories of the day came flooding back to her. She remembered the envelope in her hand and opened it.


A smile spread across her face as she read the card. 'My muse. With love H'. Her eyes sparkled as she looked once more at the painting, trying to decide where she could hang it.


A mile away, Henry sat in his studio, coffee in his hand, lost in thought as he looked up at the pair of the one Becks was looking at, a smile on his face as he remembered the day. Too old, he thought with a rueful smile and shake of his head.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bora Bora


After checking into our beach-front cottage on the white sand beach with crystal blue water, it was time to give you your gift. All the way there I teased you. On the planes, in the waiting areas, in the cab... Telling you about the gift without telling you exactly what it was had peaked your interest. In fact, you have been hounding me to tell you. Not until now.


We began to unpack. You teased me by showing me the little frilly lacy things you planned to wear. Ohhhh so sexy! You kept one eye on me as I pulled my clothes out, wanting to see if you could see the gift. I purposefully left it in the bag until the very last.


Finally, I pulled a purple box out and turned to you. In big bold letters, the box read, "Venus Butterfly". You looked at me quizzically as I handed it to you. I explained that this was to be worn by you all the time on our trip. The only time you were not to wear it was when at the beach, swimming or bathing. Otherwise, it was to be on you at all times.


You pull the butterfly from the box. It has a set of straps to hold the butterfly in place. I tell you to strip and put it on. As you do, I reach into the box and grab the remote control. You are so sexy, just a sheer blouse and nothing else covers your sexy body as you try to figure out how to put the butterfly on. Sitting on the bed as I watch you, I stand up and pull you to me as we kiss, a hungry sexual kiss.


As I kiss you, I activate the remote, making the butterfly vibrate against your pussy. Gently it caresses your pussy and you break our kiss and look deep into my eyes as you react to the sensations. Your eyes tell me you like it!


We begin to kiss some more. I turn the dial on the remote, increasing the intensity of the vibrations. You moan into my mouth as our tongues dance. Again you pull back, obviously enjoying your new toy. You purr and squeak a little as the sensation continue. I can tell that if the vibrations continue, you will have an orgasm. Turning the dial again, the vibrations turn into a slow pulse. Not sure of the rhythm, you jerk slightly every time it pulses against your pussy.


That's enough for now. I turn it off and tell you to get dressed. We are going to the bar to have some drinks and a snack. You pout a little as you reach to remove the butterfly. I tell you to keep it on under you panties. Slipping into a little wispy sun dress with nothing but your panties and the "fly" underneath, we walk to the bar.


The bounce of your braless tits gets the attention of every male that sees you. Your nipples have hardened from the attention. Have I told you I love to see your hard nipples push out against the fabric? Makes me hard almost instantly! You are reveling in the attention your barely covered skin is attracting. Having the fly on makes you intensely aware of your own sexuality and the effect on men.


Just as we sit down at a table with a beautiful view of the ocean, I reach into my pocket and turn on the fly. You jump just a little as the vibrations start again. I lean over and give you a sweet soft kiss and turn off the fly for now. You will not know when I turn it on or whether it'll be vibrations or pulsing. I like it!!!!


When the waiter comes over to take our order, right in front of him, I again turn the fly on. He asks you what you want and you can barely tell him what you want to drink. When he turns to me, I change the fly to pulse mode. Long slow pulses start with a mild vibration and quickly intensifies then stops! I think I'll just leave it like that for now.


Each time it starts, you squirm a little trying to get the fly right where you want. Your pussy is dripping wet. I can see the lust building in your eyes. Time to tone it down. I reach and turn the fly off. Your bottom lip sticks out slightly as you pout. You are so cute when you do that!!


The drinks and snacks are delivered to our table. I know you are expecting me to turn the fly on again, but I don't. We eat and drink and chat about the beauty surrounding us, and the things we want to do and see while there. The entire time you are wondering when the fly will start.


You excuse yourself to go to the bathroom. As you get up, I get a quick glimpse between your legs. I can see the dark spot on your panties where you have soaked them. You walk towards the restroom and I wait until I'm sure you're in a stall. Reaching into my pocket I grab the remote and turn it on. I am imagining what you do once the vibrations start. I imagine you sitting on the toilet, head back, holding the fly tightly against your pussy enjoying the vibrations. With just the right pressure you cum. Not a blasting orgasm, just a little one to satiate your sexual appetite... for now. Trying to calm down, you try and clean up some of your juices and your soaked panties. It's no use. You pull your panties off and throw them in your purse. With nothing on but the fly and the clingy wispy little sundress, you walk back to the table.


I ask what's wrong as I see the flush of your face and chest. Knowing full well what happened, a sexy little grin comes across my face. This is just the beginning. I have more surprises in store for you.


For now, I want to keep you in a state of excitation all the time until you can't stand it any more. I purposefully stay away from our room. We walk, we shop, we drink, we eat... The whole time I tease you with the fly. Bringing your excitement up and then backing it down before you can cum, teasing you, building your desire to heights you thought were unattainable.


After almost a whole day, we finally get back to our room. All day your pussy has been wet, teased by the sensations from the fly as I control the time and place as I turn it on and off. The fly has done its job for today.


Entering the room, you grab me and kiss me with sexual wanton abandon. Practically ripping my clothes off, we fall onto the bed kissing, groping, touching. You pull the fly off and tell me you need me in you NOW! Not yet my love!


Although there is nothing more I want than to bury my cock in you, I still have plans. Reaching into the nightstand next to the bed, I pull out a rabbit vibrator. I know you've been dying to get one. You gasp when you see it and immediately lie back on the bed and spread your legs. You have been dying to try one. First however, I will be the one wielding the toy!!!


Kissing and fondling you I work my way down your body. Stopping only at your breasts to lick and tweak your nipples to attention. I crawl between your legs and look up. Over your panting chest our eyes meet. I can see the overwhelming excitement in your eyes. Turning on the rabbit, I slowly rub it up and down your lips. You are so wet and turned on, your lips are engorged and red with desire. Your juices are running down and making a wet spot on the sheets. Mmmmmmmmm... I love how wet you get!


The rabbit parts your lips with its gentle vibrations. These are different than the fly. You squirm and moan as I work the tip into you. Now that I have it in your pussy, I climb back up and kiss you. All the while working the length of the rabbit in and out of your pussy. When I have it deep in you, the vibrating ears touch your clit and the churning balls inside massage the walls of your pussy. Your breathing is erratic, your face and chest are flushed. You really like it! I kiss you harder working the rabbit in and out. You are gasping for air as the first wave of an orgasm flows thru you. I hold on tight as we both ride the waves of your orgasm. You are moving and squirming so! I have never seen you cum like this before! I can feel your pussy grab the rabbit as I continue using it to make you cum some more. The noises you make are telling me you are at the peak of the orgasm. It is now that I must bury my cock in you.


In one swift move, I remove the rabbit from your dripping pussy and replace it with my rock hard cock. Your pussy grabs at my cock and squeezes. You are so wet and hot and soft. It feels like my cock is in melting butter. The feeling is incredible. I pump into you as you continue to writhe and scream in orgasmic bliss. Trying to keep my cock in you as I pump is almost impossible. Watching your pretty face contort in ecstasy is too much and my cock explodes inside you. Jet after jet of my hot cum explodes inside you, as our juices mix. My orgasm is all engulfing. My mind is reeling.


My body is numb from the intense orgasm. I collapse on top of you. My dwindling hard-on, slips from your folds. Our panting and gasps mimic each other. I roll off and lay beside you as we both tremble from the feelings. We hold each other in our arms, cuddling, breathing, sweating, loving... and this is only the first day!!!!!!!


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Confessions


Confessions


You start to drift awake. Stretching you run your hand up my chest, entwine your legs in mine. But something is very wrong. You open your eyes and see that I am not in bed.


You sit up and look around, fully awake in an instant. On the bedside table is a note. It simply says, "Dress sexy, I'll be home at noon. Be ready to talk about your recent behavior."


You look at the note again, confused. You check the back, but nothing else is written down.


What do I mean by "your recent behavior"? You thought everything has been going well. You are signed up for classes that start in a couple of weeks. We've been spending lots of time together, talking, holding each other, having great sex. We have discussed things, but we haven't argued about anything.


Looking at the clock you see it's 10:30. One of the cats is laying on the bed by your feet. As you look down at Meso, he looks up at you, but since you don't seem eager to either pet or feed him, he just puts his head back down.


You get up and start getting ready for me. A piece of fruit for breakfast, then brush your teeth. You are just going through the motions, what behavior is he talking about?


You start the shower and get in. The water is hot and you take your time. You might normally spend a little extra time, playing with yourself, but not today. You're distracted wondering about what will happen when I get home.


You get out of the shower and dry off. You fix your hair. You look at your makeup and decide to have a little fun. You make yourself up and look at yourself in the mirror. "Well," you think, "looking like this he won't be able to be mad for long." You smile at the thought of the last few days.


We've both been horny a lot and have had wonderful sex. We haven't actually had sex in bed the last couple of days. The living room, the dining room, and one late night standing up against the car that was parked along a dark street!


It's 11:30 and you start to get dressed. Sexy clothes, what to wear?


You put on the corset I gave you. It's white and contrasts beautifully with your tan skin. It goes down your waist but at the top only supports your breasts, but it leaves your nipples exposed. You would need help to get it super tight, but you get it fairly tight on your own. You can breath normally, but you are aware of each breath.


Then you put on a pair of sexy thong panties and a short dress. You finish off the outfit with a pair of sexy high heels. These have little straps that attach them to your feet. You know I love you in these shoes and the straps are like little bondage ties for your feet.


It's now noon and you walk out into the living room to wait for me. You like how sexy you feel in the combination of high heels and the corset. Your hips swaying, aware of every breath.


You start to read a magazine, but are too distracted. The act of getting dressed had moved your mind away from the ominous tone of my note, but now that's all you can think about. You go back to the bedroom and get the note. You read it over and over, looking for some clue as to what I might be upset about as you walk back to the living room.


You look at the clock and see I'm 5 minutes late already. You try to focus on something else while you wait, but every noise makes you look at the door, am I home yet?


Finally, at 12:20 you hear a key in the lock. It turns and I walk in. I have a bag in one hand and my keys in the other.


You stand up and start to talk, but I'm clearly not listening. I put my keys on the hook by the door, walk into the sitting area, position a chair in the middle of the room and finally look up at you. I'm still wearing my sunglasses so you can't see my eyes, but the rest of my face looks stern.


"Sit here." I say.


You walk over and sit down. You start to ask what this is about.


"You'll know soon enough, now be quiet until I tell you to talk."


You go to cross your arms over your chest, but I take 1 hand and pull it down the side of the chair. You hear me get something out of the bag. The next thing you know, you look down and you see that I've tied your wrist to the chair.


Moving quickly I grab your other wrist I tie it to the chair as well.


This chair doesn't have arms, so your arms are tied down your body, but slightly back.


Grabbing more rope I further secure your arms to the chair just above your elbows and lastly I wrap several times around your upper chest holding you back in the chair. This last tie reminds you of the corset, since the corset is holding your breasts up and the tie is forcing them down.


You ask what's going on and I just say that you'll find out soon enough. I am tying a length of rope around your ankle and as I pull your leg around to the side of the chair your dress prevents your legs from spreading too far. Seeing this, I push you dress up so that your legs are fully on display and proceed to tie both ankles to the back legs of the chair.


Your legs are now forced open and your arms and upper body are fully secured to the chair. You are staying here until I let you up!


I step behind you, where you can't see me. I hold your face in my hands and now you here me speak in a very bad, very funny German accent: "You vill confess to your extreme naughtiness! I warn you, vee have ways of making you talk!"


You don't know what to say... "What do you mean? I haven't been naughty!"


You feel my hands run down your neck, over the ropes on your chest and to your breasts. "Oh, really" I say, still speaking in the bad German accent. My hands had felt nice on your breasts, but now I grab and pinch both nipples. You gasp at the sensation. More from surprise than anything since it wasn't very hard.


Then you hear me continue, "Vell, then, I knew you would be a tough nut to crack! When you are ready to confess, I will be ready to listen."


And with that I removed my hands from your breasts and you hear me going through the bag again. This time the last thing you see is the scarf coming down over your eyes as I blindfold you.


You feel my hands running up and down your arms, over your breasts, down to your legs. I some time slowly running my hands up and down your legs, caressing your inner thighs, getting close, but never quite touching your most sensitive areas.


I alternate all over your body. For how long? 1 minute, 1 hour? You are quickly losing track of time as all you have is your sense of touch.


After sometime, I pull my hands off you, trailing them slowly down your thighs. Then nothing. You strain your ears, you hear your own breathing, you feel each breath as you are constrained both by the corset and the rope.


Again, you have no sense of time. You want my hands back on your body, you want to FEEL, but there is nothing.


What is that? Did you hear me move? A slight push of air tells you I am in front of you again. You feel my finger as I run it down the edge of your panties, getting my finger under the edge. When I am at your slit, I pull the thin material away and you hear cutting. Then the material falls back down, clearly not whole any longer.


Again noise behind you and then I am in front of you again. You hear the soft hum of a vibrator. You jerk your body as you feel me press the vibrator against your clit hood. As the surprise wears off, you realize that the vibrator is on low. Worse it is barely touching you. It could stay like that for HOURS and it wouldn't be enough to get you off!


As I see the realization on your face I smile. I say, "Yes, my dear, know you see how bad your position is! Confess!"


You shake your head and say, "But, but I've been a good girl!"


I reach down and pinch your nipples again and let the vibrator do it's job.


You aren't sure what happening, other than you are slowly going mad. Sometimes I leave you with the vibrator, other times I am rubbing various parts of your body. Caressing your face, pinching your nipples, rubbing your legs, especially the soft, sensitive upper thighs.


Sometimes I take the vibrator away, other times I turn it up on high. Each time you get close to orgasm, each time you think you are about to reach the point of no return, I remove all sensation. Only to slowly restart the sequence a few moments later.


You never have a chance to come down from the high, but I never let you reach the summit. Each time, you just climb higher.


You are tired of struggling, you give in, you don't care if you don't orgasm, you just want the sensations to stop!


"Please, please stop! I confess! I've been a naughty girl! Just, please, stop!"


"You confess, do you. Of your own free will? You confess willingly?"


"Yes, I confess willingly, please, just stop!"


"Good, the interrogation can stop. Now we can move on to the punishment phase!"


The look of shock on your face is short lived as you feel the vibrator pushed back onto your clit, this time it is on high. Then you feel my hands on your breasts, squeezing your breasts, pinching the nipples. Hard this time. It doesn't take long and your orgasm hits!


Your body spasms and you have the detached thought that it's a good thing you are tied to the chair or you would be flapping around on the ground! But you are tied to the chair. You are secured and there is no escape from the vibrator, still on high. Or from my hands, still squeezing and pinching.


As your first orgasm eases, you feel the next building.


You aren't sure, but you think that part of why I'm holding your breasts so firmly is to help stabilize the chair. You are thrashing so hard you might knock yourself over!


But that is a minor thought as orgasm 3 hits you hard. Time stops. You don't pass out, but all sense of who you are or where you are go away. Wave after wave of orgasm floods your body.


You are dimly aware that you are not alone.


You're body is being moved, but the idea that you can control your body seems funny now.


Where before there was tightness and constriction, now there is cool air.


Now you are embraced, lightness as you rest your head against something... it's familiar, safe.


You are seated again. Embraced but not constricted.


Your eyes focus on my face. You are dressed only in a soft fluffy robe and you are sitting on my lap as I hold you. You drop your head back to where my neck meets my shoulder, you cross your arms tightly across your chest and snuggle into me.


As you fall asleep for a short nap, you hear me say, "I love it when you confess to me."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Killing Need


Nicole ran as fast as her legs could carry her. Her lungs were burning, her feet ached with every step, she was stepping on pine needles and other things, but she didn't care. She had to get away. She was slowing down and she knew that she was dead if she stopped. She had to get away; for herself and her best friend Jayne.


A branch smacked her in the face and this time she felt something wet on her cheek. She slapped a hand to her face and looked at it. The blood was almost black in the night. She slowed down more and tried to get her bearings. She heard a car horn and ran in that direction. Just up a small embankment was a highway or road or street. Nicole didn't know and right now she didn't give a fuck. All she knew was there were cars and intermittently she could see car lights.


She ran up the embankment knowing if she tried to scream she would run out of steam and never make it to safety. A car just passed as she ran onto the pavement. Her bare feet slapping loudly to her ears. Another car was coming around the bend. Nicole waved her hands and stood in the middle of the street, stumbling towards the oncoming car in desperation. Suddenly she felt someone grab her around the waist, pick her up, and throw her down the embankment she had just climbed. She stared up at the man her eyes wide. She started to crabwalk backwards, whimpering as the car drove past, and her eyes fell on the blade at his side slowly dripping blood.


***2 days earlier***


Nicole never liked camping. She hated it. She hated the bugs, the forced topics, the boringness. She just wasn't a camp person. Roughing it just wasn't her style. However, Jayne wanted to go out and get drunk in the woods for the weekend.


"Come on Nicki pleeeeeeeease," Jayne begged standing over Nicki's desk. "It'll be fun. I'll bring the beer. They'll be no guys, just us girls roughing it and having fun."


"What about toilets? Food? SEX!"


Jayne looked at Nicole as if she had just said the world's dumbest joke. "Are you serious Nicki? We won't be so far from a camping site that we won't have toilets. We'll bring food, and Sex... really? Is that really a concern for you?"


Yes it was and Jayne knew that, but either forgot or conveniently forgot. Either way Nicole was tired of explaining that sometimes she needed sex. She hadn't gotten laid in 2 weeks since her and her boyfriend broke up. Rat bastard. She was starting to feel desperate and really needed a long hard pounding. She needed a strong man to dominate her, control her. She needed that and badly. Instead she smiled and shook her head no.


"Come on Nicki. I need this. I ..." Jayne paused and looked up as tears welled in her eyes. Nicki sighed. Jayne's one and only lover had left her at the altar. In 2 days it'll be 1 year. The real fucked up part was 7 months later he got married to a voluptuous red head. Jayne hadn't been the same since.


"Fine."


"Yes," Jayne cried as she hugged Nicki. "You won't regret this. I promise." Jayne went back to her desk before Nicole changed her mind.


Nicole was an accountant at Posterize, a company that handled the financial accounts for other businesses. She was 1 of 20 accountants. The money paid well and what was better she had seniority to choose her hours. Meaning while everyone else worked 8:30am to 5:30pm, she worked 7am to 3:30pm. She usually only took a half hour lunch. Nicole signed out and left for the day.


Nicole stared at her closet. She didn't have any flannel. What does one take on a camping trip if not flannel? She grabbed a pair of jeans and tossed it into her waiting black bag. 2 pairs should do the job for a weekend. She added a swimsuit. People usually swam in lakes at these things right? Nicole started to add a pretty white top that had ruffles. She stopped and threw it back in her drawer. She walked over to her drink, a light red wine, and finished it off.


"Why am I doing this again," she said out loud to herself. "Because you love Jayne. She deserves this. Because you're a sucker who doesn't even know what to bring on a camping trip!"


Okay so Nicole was a little drunk. She stood up and the world spun. She sat back down. Okay, so she was a lot drunk. Nicole fell back on the bed laughing. She had gotten drunk while trying to figure out a wardrobe to an event she didn't want to go to when she could have gotten fucked real quick. One night stands weren't so bad. It had been a while since she done anything like that, but she knew what kind of men she usually went after. Tall, dark, with piercing eyes; the silent, but strong type. The type that would be satisfied with a wham -- bam -- thank you maam. Would immediately stand up, make up some lame excuse, promise to call, then gets the hell out of her home. That's the man she should have gone out for. That was adequate vanilla sex. If she really wanted excitement she would go to a dungeon and find a strong dom. One that ...


Beeeeeeeeeeeeeep!


Nicole woke up to the sound of a car horn. She glanced at the clock to see it was past noon. She had fallen asleep and worse in her clothes. She stared for a moment as that damn horn went off again followed by Jayne bellowing her name. "Fuck!" Nicole threw a bunch of clothes into her bag, swigged some mouth wash, and ran out the door.


"You look like shit," Jayne commented. Nicole just glared at her and got in the car. No more than 15 minutes both girls were singing tunes to the car radio. 3 hours later they had made their destination and were traipsing through the wood looking for the 'perfect' spot to stop and get drunk.


"What about here?" Nicole asked for the thousandth time.


"No, not far enough."


"Jayne. We are as deep into this damn forest as we can go. If we go any deeper no one will ever find our bodies!"


"Fine," Jayne finally stopped. She shook her head at Nicole's joke, but it was true. They were pretty far into the woods. "You go collect some sticks and I'll start on the fire." Nicole looked at Jayne like she lost her damn mind. "Okay, I'll get some sticks for our fire. You like rabbit right?" Nicole's eyes went wide. "Kidding. Kidding."


As Jayne walked off Nicole unpacked their belongings. She was trying to put up the tent when she whirled around. She could have sworn she heard something. She stared hard into the greenery expecting to see something.


"What's wrong?"


Nicole turned at Jayne's voice. She shook her head begrudgingly. "I was trying to decide if I should throw this tent into the woods and if you'll believe me that a bear took it."


"There are no bears here," Jayne laughed and helped Nicole maneuver man's trap of death.


Later that night the fire was roaring, hot dogs were being roasted on sticks, and both girls were feeling no pain. The beer was ice cold and good. They were reminiscing. "Remember when you went through that lesbian phase," Jayne was saying loudly. Nicole shook her head no embarrassed. "You were all, I'm a lesbian. I'm a lesbian. Which lasted what... 2 days before you saw ..." both women howled with laughter, "Gaston!"


Nicole had been so wild back then. She was sure she only liked women. Though she had only tasted pussy as part of a 3some. She just knew she was gay and had made sure everyone knew. Than Gaston with his black hair, accent, and physique immediately changed her from pussy muncher to dick rider. Besides she could never match his pussy eating skills.


"Yeah, but Gaston was an ass." Jayne raised her beer in agreement. "That fucker fucked my sister, my cousin, and that bitch Julia." Jayne nodded. She looked at Nicole and didn't have to add that Gaston had hit on her too. Nicole knew he did now and she was forever grateful that Jayne hadn't succumbed to his sexual advances.


"I love you girl." Nicole said.


"I love you too." Jayne stared at Nicole real hard. Nicole was about to say 'what' when Jayne burped loud and long. Both girls laughed and in unison got up to head to bed.


"Nicki, wake up!" Nicole immediately woke up her eyes focusing on Jayne. "Someone's out there," she hissed.


"What," Nicole whispered back. She subconsciously followed Jayne's earlier speech patterns.


"Someone is out there. I can hear them walking around. Shhhh!" Jayne stilled and seemed to follow some motion. Nicole tried to follow Jayne's eyes. Suddenly a knife pierced through their tent. Both girls screamed and shove backward away from the blade. Nicole grabbed the zipper on the tent and yanked down. She got out and grabbed Jayne's hand pulling her roughly through the opening.


"Wha ... who...why?!"


Nicole pulled Jayne along. She didn't care who the person was or what he wanted. They had a knife and obviously didn't mind using it. They ran through the woods, stumbling along. "Which way Jayne? Which way to the car?!"


Jayne glanced around confused. "Jayne!"


"I don't know. I ... I ..." Both girls stopped to stare at a man who seemed to just come out of the forest. He had on dirty jeans tucked into black boots. His shirt was dirty, but all Nicole could see was dead blue eyes. Those eyes held no emotion at all. Nicole slowly took a step backward. Almost, as if magic, the blade came out of nowhere and it shone in the little moonlight that came through the trees.


Jayne opened her mouth and screamed. Suddenly the blade was arching through the air and the scream was cut off. Nicole stared as Jayne dropped to her knees clutching her throat. The knife embedded deep into it. She looked up at Nicole before toppling onto her side.


Nicole looked at the man who was still frozen stiff. He hadn't move not since throwing the knife. His eyes stared into hers; still dead, lifeless. Nicole took another step backwards. The man jerked as if she slapped him. Nicole immediately stopped.


"Wha-What do you want?" The man cracked his neck. "Please!" Something about the way the man moved made her brain scream 'RUN!' Nicole turned on her heel and ran like hell.


*****


Nicole groaned having been thrown back down the embankment. She stared at that blade that seemed to hold her entire focus. She was past exhausted having not gotten any sleep the night before. She could only stare and hope her death was quick. The man seemed to be upon her faster than she could blink. She expected him to slam the knife into her, but he only grabbed her hands and pulled them above her head. He leaned forward and sniffed her. Nicole was so freaked out she couldn't move. She held her breath as he sniffed her again. Maybe he smelled her fear, or her sweat, she didn't care what he smelled as long as it kept her alive.


Suddenly his hand wrapped in her brown mane and he pulled down hard. This had been something that had always turned Nicole on. A hand gripping her hair hard, pulling down, forcing her back to arch, causing her breasts to press forward, the pain turning to pleasure. Nicole couldn't help it. She moaned. The man looked down at her and for once his eyes showed emotion: curiosity.


He slammed his lips down onto hers. He kissed her hard bruising her lips, splitting them. She tasted her own blood, but the pain, the need. She had needed rough sex and her body responded not recognizing that this wasn't a role play, that this wasn't consensual. She closed her eyes tightly trying to drive his image out of her mind as her nipples hardened and her pussy flooded. She was beyond ashamed.


His hand cupped her breast squeezing hard. He rolled her nipple painfully through the material causing her to gasp out in surprise and need. Her eyes widen and she stared into his icy blue orbs. He had done that on purpose. He wanted to see her eyes. He wanted to see the lust in them. He pulled on her nipple driving her off the dirt floor. Her eyes were heavy lidded as she slowly lifted her fist. She didn't know where the knife was, but if she could just knock him out or stun him she could get free.


His other hand grabbed her fist and slammed it to the ground. His eyes were still on hers and his mouth slowly tilted up in the scariest smile she had ever seen. His hand ripped her shirt open her lacy bra exposed. His weight was on her forearms keeping her hands pinned. Nicole sucked in a breath of air.


"Scream and I'll make sure your death isn't a pleasant one," he said. His voice was rough, guttural, hard. Nicole's heart thudded. "Understand?" Nicole nodded.


His mouth captured her nipple through the material while his eyes still pierced hers. She didn't move. Couldn't. With his teeth he shredded her bra, pulled it from her body. Her nipples were already hard in the cold night air. He suckled one and bit sharply. She sucked in a breath releasing it in a low moan that she desperately tried to stifle. His hand was under her jeans, over her panties, and he cupped her mound. Nicole arched so hard her back came off the ground. He slammed a finger into her, her panties ripping around her hips. Nicole closed her eyes wanting him to do what he wanted. Hopefully he'll let her go. His nail scraped her clit hard. Her eyes opened and she got the hint. He wanted her to watch him defile her. She shook her head no as he slipped another finger into her. He thrust into her over and over.


"Oh, shhhhhhhhit!" Something in Nicole snapped. Something sane. She squeezed her muscles tightly around his fingers creating more friction. He sucked in her breast and with his teeth bit down deep. Nicole moaned loudly, her legs splayed wide, her hips thrusting up to match his fingers driving deep into her. His cold blue eyes stared into hers slightly dancing. Somehow her jeans were taken from her body. Her panties were down on the ground lost somewhere. She was totally naked, exposed to the elements, and her body was on fire.


He dug himself out of his jeans and drove into her hard and fast. Nicole couldn't help it. Her head tilted back and she moaned loudly; her moans turning into screams of pleasure. He slammed his hand over her mouth. Her already bruised slightly split lips burned with pain which quickly turned into pleasure. Nicole was flipped over onto her hands and knees. His hand pushed down on her shoulders and she fell onto her chest as he pulled her hips up. Her ass high in the air, he slammed his hand down onto it. She yelped then held it back as his hand came down again and again and again. She knew her bum was red, she could feel the heat. His finger slipped into her pussy and came back wet with her juices.


"Fuck me sir. Fuck me Master," Nicole hadn't meant for the words to escape her lips. She was saying them in her head and she wasn't sure if she had said them or not. She was too far gone to care or worry.


He leaned forward over her. She could feel him just over her. He slowly eased into her. Nicole pushed back against him. He bit her shoulder and she moaned at his teeth in her. He held himself still inside her. She could feel him pulsating. She didn't dare move. She understood. He was in control here. He slowly eased out and then back in. She growled in frustration not wanting a slow fucking. She felt his hands grip her hips, his nails digging into her skin; she bit her lip to keep from crying out. He eased out and she didn't move, didn't cry out, she stayed still. "You learn well," he whispered into her ear before rewarding her with his cock fucking her hard. Slamming so deep and hard into her she could hear their bodies slapping.


Her body tightened and she grew even hotter and hotter. "I .. I'm going to cum." He wrapped his hand around her throat squeezing slightly. The control only made Nicole burn hotter. She was so close. Her body squeezing his cock tighter and tighter. Suddenly he stopped moving and though Nicole wanted to move or cry out especially since she was so close she didn't move. Her body calmed down and he started thrusting hard into her again. She was immediately brought to the brink and she didn't say anything just let her body tighten up again. He stopped again and Nicole growled in rage.


He squeezed her throat hard cutting off the air and immediately stopping her complaint. He hauled her up to her knees while still embedded deep inside her. "Beg." Nicole was confused. Beg for what? She didn't understand. He slowly slid into her wet, hot, cunt. "Beg slut." Nicole immediately knew what he wanted. She was barely able to nod.


He immediately fucked her relentlessly while still on her knees. He pushed up and into her. His hand tightening around her throat cutting off any screams she would emit. She was so hot, so needing this, she immediately felt her orgasm approaching. "I... I'm... Can I cum?" He thrust into her once, twice, she felt him lean over her, "Cum, my slut."


Those words burned into her. They zipped through her body and exploded in her pussy. She came so hard. Her body jerked, she bucked, and she screamed into his mouth as he swallowed her orgasm. She felt his cock enlarge, than he exploded. She felt him pulse inside her and she had mini orgasms as he came.


He slipped out of her, pushed her down, spread her legs, and stared as she felt his cum slip out of her pussy and down her thighs. "Go!" Nicole hesitated not sure. She felt him let go of her body. "Go before I finish you off."


Nicole looked behind her and as she got to her feet her hand touched on the knife. It had been beside her the whole time. She picked it up and ran off into the woods just in case he changed his mind. She hadn't been thinking until too late that she should have ran up the embankment to the road. Never accord to her. Instead she ran like an idiot as branches slapped her face, she tripped and fell, and somehow a miracle made it back to her camp.


She ran straight to the tent. She immediately grabbed Jayne's car keys and opened her own bag for clothes. Right now she could not focus on her dead best friend. She had to get help, get away. She pulled on a pair of jeans and was pulling on a shirt when she heard a twig snap. She froze convinced he was back and had decided to kill her after all. Nicole had the shirt over her head and her arms through the opening but her head wasn't through the hole. She was blinded, but too scared to move. She still had the knife in her hand. She slowly pulled the shirt down just as she heard someone come through the opening. She stabbed out and her eyes opened in horror. Jayne had wrapped her own shirt around her throat and was now staring at Nicole with accusation in her eyes. The knife was in her chest and there was no surviving this. Jayne pitched forward landing on the knife driving it even further into her chest.


"No!"


"You killed her. Not I." Nicole looked up to see the man leaning against a tree.


"I .. I thought it was you."


He nodded. "I wanted my knife back. That's mine and I keep what's mine." His eyes roved over her body. He walked towards Nicole who was too numb to move. She wanted to die too and even welcomed it. He walked past her, towards Jayne, flipped her over, and pulled his knife out. He started to walk away.


"How long?" He turned towards her. "How long have you been killing and raping women?"


"20 years. Since I was 16. But I'm not a rapist. You're the first I fucked and even you know I didn't rape you."


"The law won't agree."


He shrugged. "But in this scenario the worse I did was attack and stab a woman. You killed her. Tell me how jail is." He chuckled and started to walk away.


Nicole didn't want to go to jail. He was right. She had killed her friend. Maybe she could plead self-defense, but she had fucked the guy who had threatened them. Had willingly fucked him. Who would understand that she couldn't help it? That he dominated and controlled her in a way that she truly needed, wanted. She would be sent to jail and ostracize.


"Please."


"Please what slut?"


"Please ..." she trailed away not knowing what she was begging him for.


"You will be mine and only mine. I will use you any way I want. If you ever turn me in or think to leave me I will find you and kill you." He turned and those cold blue eyes stared at her.


"Are we clear?"


Nicole thought on it. "My life ..."


"Is already over."


Nicole thought again. He was right and in a fucked up world he was what she wanted. He saw her acceptance before she spoke. He walked up to her and pushed her hard up against a tree. Her head hit it hard, she saw stars. He kissed her taking the kiss. She tried to kiss him back, but he wouldn't let her. He totally and completely dominated her and she let him take what he wanted. No, she didn't let him do anything. He let her. He pulled back.


"My name is Nicole."


"I don't care."


"What do I call you?"


"Master."


Nicole waited for more, but there wasn't any. He turned and slammed her head into the tree. She looked at him with questions in her eyes before the darkness came and claimed her.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Payment For A Job


I woke up to the sound of the ocean rushing up the shoreline near my house in Florida. I rolled over and looked at the beautiful women lying next to me clothed in nothing but the sheets that formed perfectly to her figure due to the sweat that covered her body in the morning heat. As my eyes wandered up and down her body taking in every subtle figure and shape my mind couldn't help but wander to the events that took place earlier that morning and the night before...


It was a normal day like any other starting off the same way as it always does. I woke up in a lull from too much alcohol the day before, dragging myself out of bed and to the shower was a chore in itself. I considered calling in sick to work because of my hangover. When I arrived at work the phones were already ringing off the hook with customers needing help with their computers. As the day continued on with phone call after phone consisting of "just run a virus scan and you'll be fine" or "Well, do you have everything plugged in the right way?" it was getting rather mundane. Her call started off like any other but little did I know it would change my life


"Hi thanks for calling AA computer tech how can I help you?"


"Hello" The woman's voice said on the line. I could tell she was extremely frustrated with something that was going on. "My computer keeps acting up and shutting down randomly on me"


After about 15 minutes of virus scans, spy ware scans, and general trouble shooting I told the lady that if she'd like to bring the computer in to the shop we would be able to diagnose and repair her machine. She agreed and shortly arrived at the shop. I watched her through the window as she pulled the heavy machine out of the backseat of her car. She was an attractive woman. Her long red hair shaped her pretty face and the sun easily caught the slight glimmer of blonde highlights. She stood five feet eight inches, and carried her round, full breasts well. Her rounded womanly hips flowed smoothly into her long tan legs that came out of her skirt around mid-thigh. Her toned leg muscles flexed as she carried her computer toward the entrance of the shop.


I opened the front door and took the computer from her hands. She thanked me softly for the relief. Briefly, I introduced myself and quickly took the computer to my workbench near the back of the shop. I worked on her computer for about an hour, stumped at every possible solution. The whole time she sat quietly in the waiting area reading a magazine. Occasionally I would catch her in mid stare and she would quickly return to reading her magazine. Now, I'm not your typical geek guy that you would see running a computer repair shop. I'm 24 years old and six feet two inches tall with piercing blue eyes that would melt even the iciest of hearts. My hair is sandy blonde, shaggy and curly. I almost look like I was born to surf. I am of a medium build and by no means ripped or fit like the men you see in magazines and porno. I'm not overweight either; I do take care of myself and try to go the gym whenever life permits.


After much time passed she got up from her seat and walked over to me with a puzzled look on her face, "Were you able to find the problem yet?"


I replied, "No I can't seem to pinpoint what the problem is."


She looked me in the eyes and smiled, "Not a big deal really I have the whole week off."


I smiled at her and began to work on her computer again, though this time she didn't return to her seat in the waiting area. Instead she pulled up a chair and sat down watching me work, occasionally asking a question about this part, what that wire was, and also making small talk with me. Her voice had a sultry tone to it the whole time that I didn't pick up on when she had first arrived. This intrigued me and I found myself enjoying her company and her tone. Over the course of a couple hours I had learned she was 23 and had just moved into town about a week ago. She needed her computer for the work that she did from her home which explained why she was so frustrated on the phone.


As it neared closing time, every one of my employees had left already and I had just about exhausted all my resources when I suddenly got an idea of what could be the problem. Frantically working I managed to run the computer through a serious of tests and programs without it crashing. I looked up grinning and caught her staring at me licking her lips. I proceeded to tell her what I had done and she was ecstatic that I was able to fix her machine. I gave her the bill and started to lock up the store after she had left; relieved to know I could finally go home. When I arrived at my car I found the woman leaning against the trunk with one foot propped up on the bumper, allowing me a slight glimpse of her black thong she was wearing underneath that skirt. I stood there with a puzzled look on my face.


"I just wanted to thank you again for sparing me the expense of buying another computer for my home business." I told her she was welcome and that I appreciated her business. Suddenly, she then hugged me tightly pressing her breasts into my body with her chin on my shoulder. I could smell the tantalizing scent of her perfume as it wafted into my nostrils. It caused me to shiver and I had to catch myself from falling over. She let go of me, looked at me seriously, and asked "Would you like to accompany me for dinner tonight at Linguari's?" Stunned, I managed to form the word "ok." She smiled and walked to the passenger side of my car.


The restaurant was perfect, the food delicious, and the company gorgeous. Throughout the entire dinner she kept flirting with me and gazing deeply into my eyes, occasionally running her foot up my leg. The night continued on with relentless flirtatious glances, feeding each other cherries and suckling the juices off each other's fingers. In my car on the way home I asked where she lived, in which she replied, "Let's not go to my house it's still being unpacked and is a complete mess, I'd love to see where you lived." My mind went wild thinking about what the night could be coming to I drove us to my house and showed her around the place. We sat down on the couch together talking and flirting madly with one another. She inched closer to me as we sat there, placing her hand on my leg and turning her body and facing me. I took this opportunity to place my hand gently on her cheek and pulled her in for a long passionate kiss. We pulled away from each other, both breathing harder than before and gazing into each other's eyes. She stood up, grabbed me by the hand and led me to my bedroom half walking half skipping down the hallway.


Inside the bedroom she pulled me in kissing me again, even harder and more passionately before. I started to roam my hands up her back slowly while our tongues danced and massaged each other's forcefully. She broke the kiss and pushed me down on the bed, straddling me and pulling my tie off and tossing it aside. She started kissing me again. I had never been kissed like this before and my blood was boiling. She was so aggressive and confident and her actions turned me on immensely. My cock had already begun to grow in my pants. It strained against the fabric and rubbed her inner thigh slightly as she ground her hips into mine. Both her hands had started to make their way down my body across my chest and stomach. She stopped at my waist before moving back up to my face. I ran my hands up her back and across her neck before running them through her hair. She moaned into my mouth started to grind even harder.


We made out some more and my hands made their way down her back, just above her ass, and around to her stomach. I moved her hair out of the way and started to kiss my way down her cheek and neck stopping to suck on her earlobe. I sucked and nibbled lightly on her neck, hearing her breathing shorten and quicken with every suck and lick that I used on her. I slid my hands up her stomach resting them on her breasts and massaging them lightly. I then slid my hands underneath her shirt and found her nipples to be erect and poking out through the fabric of her bra. She slid down my body and started to suck on my neck, causing me to gasp and moan slightly, while her fingers undid my shirt, button by button, slowly removing it as she went. Pretty soon she had taken off my shirt completely and I pulled hers off over her head allowing me to see her tanned stomach and lacy black bra.


I kissed my way down her neck and onto her chest kissing her breasts through her bra at first. I moved down her stomach further and further with each kiss until I reached her bellybutton. I moved back up kissing her passionately on the lips and removing her bra skillfully with one hand letting her round, full breasts exposed to the crisp evening air that circulated in through the open window across the room. Kissing and sucking on her hard nipples caused her to moan and shiver in pure delight. She started to undo my belt, almost forcefully tugging it out and throwing it across the room. Kissing down my exposed chest she stopped and started to suck on my nipples sending shivers down my spine. She unbuttoned my pants and slid them off allowing my rock hard cock to stand straight up in my boxers. She tossed my pants away and started to rub my cock through my underwear with her hand and kissing me impetuously on the mouth.


My hands made their way down her body atop the waistline of her skirt. I slid them down her legs and up under her skirt feeling the dampness on her inner thighs. This made me want to feel more and more of her body. Just the thought of her pussy wrapped around my cock made me quiver rapturously and caused my cock to twitch at the thought. I pulled her skirt off and devoured the site of her black thong thoroughly soaked by her juices; I just wanted to bury myself in her hot womanhood. She pulled my boxers off and moved down with her head between my legs, the head of my cock just mere millimeters away from her lips, her hot breath falling down upon my cock, my eyes just begging for her to take me in. She looked up at me with my member in her hand and said "You want me to take your huge cock in my mouth don't you?"


"Yeah" was all I could muster under the situation and with that she placed the tip at her lips giving it a kiss and slowly kissing down the shaft to my balls slowly sucking on my balls and licking my dick all the way back up to the top before engulfing the entire thing in one slow motion, deep throating my whole cock and moaning softly causing waves of pleasure to erupt through my body. She started to suck and move her head up and down, moving faster with each stroke bringing me closer and closer to orgasm with every passing minute. My orgasm was building within my body. She felt the head of my cock swell and started to suck even harder and moving faster and faster, pushing me over the top. My cock exploded into her mouth filling it with more cum then I had ever had before with waves of pleasure streaming throughout my body. She swallowed every drop and moved back up kissing me intensely with the slight taste of my own cum still lingering on her lips


I rolled over pinning her between the bed and myself kissing her fiercely and sliding her thong down her legs, discarding it across the room. I kissed my way down her body sucking her nipples and licking and kissing her stomach till I reached my destination. Her pussy was dripping wet with her juices and the pungent aroma that filled my nostrils activated a dormant, carnal instinct deep inside that drove me wild. I ran my tongue down the lips of her pussy and kissed all around it on her legs and crotch just savoring the sweet taste that glistened on my lips. My tongue worked its magic on her clit, licking and sucking it causing her body to tense up and her breathing to quicken to nothing but short gasps for air. I ran my tongue down the slit and slid it in her pussy letting the juices cover my tongue. I moaned deeply and started to slide my tongue in and out slowly at first, then picking up speed. She placed her hands on the back of my head and pulled me in forcibly wanting me to go deeper and deeper with every penetration. I moved my tongue in and out of her quicker and quicker while my finger played with her clit. She bucked her hips into me reaching her orgasm and convulsing uncontrollably while I felt her pussy walls contract around my tongue with each wave of her orgasm.


She then did something that had been a fantasy of mine and no girl I had been with could fulfill, as most girls were too shy in the bedroom with me. She pinned me down on the bed forcing my arms up high and securing me to the bedrail with my tie, which she had retrieved from the foot of the bed. Laying there, breathing heavily, with my cock just aching to be ridden, she straddled me and positioned herself directly above my cock. Her juices dripped down onto my erect rod, soaking me in hot, wet secretions. She lowered herself upon my erect member, the head just sliding into her body and her pussy engulfing me bit by bit. Her pussy was tight but I slid in with ease because of how wet she was. She lowered down all the way just sitting on me and staring into my face, her eyes full of lust and passion. I could feel her steamy pussy wrapped around me while she squeezed my cock with her strong pelvic muscles.


She started to move up and down slowly at first building speed as she went, soaking my stomach and legs with her pussy juices. Both of our bodies moved in perfect rhythm. We were both glistening in sweat as we had some of the most amazing sex I'd ever have. The cool breeze from outside washed over us as we made love in the moonlight that danced across the water and into the room. She braced herself with her arms and bent down, kissing me fiercely on the lips. She only got faster and faster as time went on and I knew I couldn't hold out for too much longer. With her moaning loudly I felt her orgasm erupt around my cock pushing me over the edge and shooting my steamy cum deep inside her. But she was relentless and kept on riding me for another hour; both of us having more and more orgasms till neither of us could take it anymore.


She untied my wrists and collapsed on top of me, my cock still deep inside her, kissing me affectionately and just laying with her arms wrapped around me. Basking in the afterglow of our orgasms together I pulled the covers over us and we just lay there listening to the sounds of our breathing. Wrapped up in each other's arms, her warm body pressed against mine, she softly kissed my chest and neck. We must have lain there for hours before finally falling asleep dreaming of the love we would soon share with each other the next day. Needless to say we would soon become lovers for all time and eternity, the sex only getting better and better as time passed us by.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Fantasy Meeting


When I dressed that morning, I thought carefully about what I would wear; I wanted to be prepared for whatever may lay ahead.


I slipped on the silky black thong and bra I had bought especially. As soon as I pulled the stockings up I felt the wetness between my legs. There is something about dressing for a man that turns me on and I knew this would be a treat for him. I put my tightest skirt on that I knew showed off my arse but was still respectable office wear. A blouse and heels completed the outfit so I headed for work.


Even though I was busy, the morning dragged a little. I was on edge, filled with anticipation and the inane chatter in the office was starting to grate. When the email I had been waiting for finally arrived, I couldn't help but smile.


Subject: 'Meeting'. We always tried to remain professional so that anyone who happened to read our emails would assume we were nothing more than associates. After all, there was always a possibility that any one of my colleagues may need to contact him at any time and I didn't feel they needed to know we had a more intimate relationship. He had caught me out once or twice by interrupting our flow of emails and calling the office. He knew I couldn't handle it and loved that he made me blush so much, even though he couldn't actually see me.


'Are you still available this afternoon? I have something I need to brief you on.'


I hit reply instantly.


'Yes, looking forward to being briefed. See you at 2pm.'


I enjoyed preparing for our meetings; it was part of the fun. Until now, we had always met in a coffee shop near to his office but today we wanted somewhere a little more private.


Finally the time came to leave. As I walked down the hill towards the hotel, I could feel the excitement building. I wasn't quite sure what to expect; we hadn't made any definite plans about what would happen today -- we just knew we wanted to go somewhere quiet.


He was waiting when I walked into the bar but stood up to greet me. Reaching out to place a hand softly on my waist and a lingering kiss on my cheek, he smiled. Anyone watching us would know we weren't there strictly for business, despite the smart suit he had donned for the occasion.


We didn't spend long talking about work, we were too distracted. But I know I have to report back to my boss so make an effort to draft a few notes on the latest developments. He moved to sit next to me, claiming he wanted to show me some paperwork. Naively, I believed him until I felt his hand rest on my knee.


There were a few other people around and I was fearful of being recognised; we both had a reputation to maintain. It was important to give the impression that this was a professional meeting so despite the urge to close my eyes, lean back and enjoy the sensation of his fingers creeping up my thigh, I somehow managed to keep the conversation going.


After a couple of glasses of wine I was feeling more relaxed so when he slid a room key towards me and headed towards the stairs, it wasn't long before I followed. I hadn't known this was exactly what he had in mind but I was very glad he had made the arrangements.


Breathing heavily, I opened the door and headed into the darkened room. He appeared with a glass of champagne but it wasn't that I was interested in. I felt I'd waited long enough and the ache between my legs was becoming almost unbearable.


He took a couple of steps towards me and we kissed for the first time - better than I'd imagined. He pushed me against the door and slid his smooth hands up my skirt, stroking my inner thigh, feeling the bare skin just above the lace of my stockings.


My knickers were soaking wet, desperate for more. As I'd barely got in the room I hadn't had a chance to put my bag down. I pulled out my phone. Thank god the office was on speed dial as I certainly wasn't able to think straight at that point. I could feel the bulge in his trousers pressed against me growing by the second.


"Something's come up," I just about managed to say when I got through.


I dropped the mobile and my bag fell to the floor; I wanted to enjoy every second of this. He smiled when he saw the effort I had made with my underwear and knowing that I had pleased him gave me a huge sense of satisfaction.


His fingers tickled my inner thighs, his nails gently scratching my skin and occasionally brushing over my clit. Finally, he slid a finger inside me, expertly stroking. I struggled to move as my legs gave way but the weight of his body kept me pinned against the door. I was hugely impressed at how wet he was making me but when he slid a second finger inside me, it was almost more than I could take.


He grabbed my hand and led me to the bed, my skirt around my waist. Standing before him but thankfully leaning against the bed frame, I took a deep breath, taking in the situation. He slowly undid the buttons of my blouse, very gently stroking my breasts, making me gasp with surprise at the effect it was having on me. With one hand firmly round my waist, he used the other to remove my bra, freeing my breasts and allowing his tongue to flick across my erect nipples, biting and sucking.


I reached down and undid his flies, finally releasing the rock hard cock I'd been longing for all these weeks. We'd talked about all the things we wanted to do to each other so many times and now it was finally happening. He slid both hands around my waist, letting his cock brush between my thighs. Several weeks ago I had told him how sensitive my waist was and he has never wasted an opportunity to exploit that fact.


Before I realised what was happening, he pushed me backwards so I fell on to the huge bed. He quickly removed my blouse and skirt, leaving me feeling slightly vulnerable in just a thong, suspender belt and stockings.


He undressed in front of me, removing his tie and the blue shirt he knew I liked so much. I was trembling with excitement and anticipation, aching to be filled but not wanting to rush. I soon remembered it didn't matter what I wanted, he was in charge. He climbed on top of me, the heat between us increasing by the second. I couldn't wait any longer and begged him to fuck me.


Taking my wrists and holding them tightly above my head with just one hand, he used the other to slide my thong to one side and guide his cock into my now soaking wet pussy. The sense of relief I felt was almost immediate and overwhelming. As he slid in and out of me I watched, the sight of his glistening cock turning me on more than anything else. I leant back and let the feeling wash over me -- fuck, he was good. My body began to shake and his breathing became shallower. When I felt him let go and fill me with cum I was finally satisfied; it was something I had been longing for ever since we'd first met.


There was so much more I wanted to do but it would have to wait until next time. I knew we both had to get back to work so as not to arouse too much suspicion. I got up from the bed, shaking but feeling truly sated. He smiled at me, pleased with the result of his afternoon's work.


I got dressed quickly but it was too uncomfortable to keep my wet knickers on, nobody would know so I let them fall to the ground. He could keep them as a souvenir of our fantasy that we had finally got to act out. As I blew him a kiss and headed downstairs, I felt his warm cum drip down my thighs. I couldn't help but smile and blush a little at the thought.


Ten minutes later I was back at my desk, being quizzed about my meeting. Little did they know just how successful it had been. In fact, I must schedule another one soon.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Donor Couple


It seems that sexy vampires are all the rage these days. They are extremely popular in books, television, and movies. Each new vampire franchise has better looking vampires and the acceptance of vampires in the main stream grows. The allure of the vampires has captured the hearts and minds of many, including my wife. She became quite a fan of vampires, and as such I also had to watch all the Hollywood spins on vamps. My wife's fascination with the vampire culture also led to some non-fiction shows and documentaries on vamps with some surprises for us. We learned that vampires are indeed very real with very active groups and covens. We also learned of the psi vamps, that is, psychic vampires that feed on psychic or life-force energies rather than blood. Of course, part of the life-force energy that some vampires feed on is sexual energy and some vampires favor this and are sometimes known as 'tantric vampires'.


This, it seems, was too sexy for my wife to resist. She began making comments about what it might be like to be a donor for a psi vampire, especially if sexual energy was involved. From then on, the sex scenes in the vampire shows that my wife wanted to watch seemed to have a whole new meaning. I began to understand that it was largely an energy exchange and I admit that I was a little bit curious. I was won over after watching a vampire movie that featured the donors (in this case victims of blood vampires) being held in a cell naked, and when a vamp was hungry they would charge into the cell and chase the naked donors around and feed on them. I am not sure what it was, but that scene struck a primal cord with me and I told my wife we should consider being donors for vampires, as neither of us seemed to have any vampire traits.


My wife was all too eager to pursue becoming vampire donors. She presented me with all kinds of information that she had found online. She found some donor/vampire match sites and vampire personals sites. As this could escalate to a sexual relationship as well, I told my wife that we should find a vampire couple as we were a donor couple. We talked a lot about how this would affect our marriage and we communicated our thoughts and feelings. After we had come to an agreement on becoming donors, my wife posted a profile for us on a vampire website. We discovered that it was harder to find vampire couples as many vamps seem to marry donors. My wife had begun growing very anxious and then rather suddenly we had several vampire couples interested in our profile.


Most of the vampire couples were under 25 years old. We were in our mid-thirties, and decided we didn't want to try this with someone that much younger than us. We wanted a more experienced vampire couple and there was a couple in their early forties that was interested in us. We communicated online for awhile and warmed up to phone calls. They were an interesting couple and both had been awakened to their vampire powers over twenty years ago. They dressed in the Victorian Goth style and were very active within the vampire community. Among the vampires they were known as the Darkblades.


We made a date with the Darkblades and met them in public at a restaurant. They were easy to find in their dark attire and Victorian Goth fashion, yet they seemed to blend in with the surroundings of the restaurant environment. We introduced ourselves and sat down at the table. We could notice the commanding presence that the vampires had and they seemed very relaxed and yet very mysterious. Cecil Darkblade was a tall and lean man with very pale skin, dark eyes and long dark hair that he wore tied back. He had a pointy face with a short trimmed goatee and wore a suit that that was all black and reflected an older period. Lilith Darkblade was a voluptuous vampire with long curly brown hair and pale skin that contrasted with her dark makeup and attire. She wore black dress with dark red stripes that almost resembled a corset and helped show off her large breasts. She wore an interesting and antique looking locket that hung down around her ample cleavage.


We had a pleasant dinner and conversation. The Darkblades shared a salad and some fruit explaining that they hoped to have a real vampire meal later, and by that they meant feeding on us. They encouraged us to eat up and told us that we could need it for our strength. It was a pleasant dinner and the Darkblades provided stimulating conversation. We finished the meal and had some drinks and continued talking. The Darkblades shifted the conversation to the donor/vampire relationship. They asked if we knew the Donor Bill of Rights, of which my wife had practically memorized already. They asked us if we consented to being donors and would sign the donor/vamp contract, a standard document that waived liability from the vampires. Before I could respond my wife eagerly agreed for us and we were invited to follow the Darkblades back to their home.


The Darkblades had a big and beautiful home. A Victorian house, as was no surprise, nestled in the historic district of town. The yard was wrapped by a black iron fence, and the outside of the house had features that were both classic and mysterious. The inside was filled with beautiful and old wooden floors and trim that reflected a high level of craftsmanship that seems to have been forgotten today. Period decor filled the home and it felt like we had left the outside, or as vampires call it, the mundane world, at the door. We were invited to come in and sit in the living room where we were offered some tea. Organ music was put on and candles were lit throughout the house that really set a mood. The whole ambiance was used in a seductive manner for which I know vampires are known for. My wife was quite mesmerized by this and I could tell that she was under the vampire spell and control.


We were presented with the donor contract that we signed. After signing the contract my wife sat back and took in a deep breath and I knew she was filling with excitement. Cecil rose up and approached my wife. With the mysterious vampire charm, he offered his hand to my wife and asked her to dance and let go to the music. I watched this seduction for several moments as the two slowly danced, very close together. Now and then Cecil would whisper into my wife's ear and each time she seemed to melt into his arms and desires even deeper. I found my mind drifting as I stared hypnotically as seduction continued.


"Come to me" called Lilith from across the room. I met her across the room and she wrapped her arms around me. I knew that I was surely captured. She worked her hands slowly around the more delicate areas of my neck and I felt as though I was surrendering into vulnerability. The vampire held onto my neck with one hand and ran the other through my hair. My eyes seemed to focus on the locket she wore between her big breasts. It felt as though my stare was eternal and my mind was slipping away. We were barely dancing now, moving slowly in a trance-like state to the rhythm of the mystifying organ music. It seemed dark and my stare was released as my eyes found my wife and Cecil in the flickering candle light. His mouth seemed to be around her neck and her knees seemed to buckle. She squirmed slowly as Cecil Darkblade moved to embrace her and hold her steady.


I felt a stunning and almost unexplainable sensation that was both invigorating and draining. Energy seemed to move about my body in waves and pulses. I realized that Lilith had found the most delicate part of my neck and she was sucking hard giving me the intense sensation. She sucked long and hard before giving me a bit of a love bite. She then broke away and took a step back and removed the bottom part of her dress. This left her in a corset-like top and panties with stockings attacked to the corset. There was a small gap of exposed thigh between her stockings and corset. This was very arousing for me and as Lilith returned to take me back in her arms I looked over to find Cecil removing my wife's shirt and working his mouth and sucking all over her neck and chest. My shirt was the next to come off and Lilith ran her hands along my chest and brought her head in close for a deep inhale close to me and then began nibbling and sucking me. She found my nipples and bit down rather hard that sent me sensations of both pain and stimulation. I squirmed and looked over to my wife who's bra had been removed and one of her breasts was in the mouth of Cecil and the other waited and rested in his hand.


"Mmmm...you're delicious" Lilith told me. I heard a slight jingle sound as my belt was undone and the zip of my fly ripped before my pants dropped. Lilith smiled devilishly as she pulled me close to her for a tight embrace before working her hands down to my butt. My cock was rock hard and trying to poke right out of my underpants. I could feel the sexual energy, not just in me, but building through the room. I saw my wife squirm as Cecil sucked on her other breast as he slipped his hand down her panties to touch her pussy.


"Dinner is ready, darling", Lilith called to Cecil. The dancing stopped and my wife and I were told to drop our clothes, which at this point was only our socks and underpants. We were led through the candle light to the vampire's dining room. The vampire dining room is unlike any mundane dining room. This one had walls painted blood red with black trim. There were antique looking hutches as may be found in other dining rooms, but these held no dishes, only vampire related tools. Incense and candles were lit and a chandelier was turned on with a low glow. The center of the room had a unique piece of furniture that partly resembled a table, a bed, and an altar all in one. It was rectangular in shape, like a double bed, with the top about a foot and a half off the floor. It was padded and wrapped in what appeared to be black leather. My wife and I were instructed to lie down at opposite ends with toes pointing away from each other and heads facing. This allowed us to have a good view of each other as we lay naked wondering what would happen next. Looking up beyond the chandelier was an antiqued mirror on the ceiling that would also allow us an additional view. We were left alone for a moment and I could see my wife trembling with excitement as we waited feeling vulnerable and almost helpless as we were offering ourselves up to the powerful and sometimes horrifying power of the vampires.


When the Darkblades returned, Lilith had removed the cups of her corset and her breasts and nipples were left exposed and she wore a long black cape across her shoulders and over her back. Cecil wore a similar black cape and he had changed to a simple black tee shirt and a pair of black leather chaps that let his long and skinny cock and his balls move about. They each had a set of fangs now. They stepped in and seemed to start some kind of ceremony. They spoke low and soft and I couldn't understand exactly what they were saying. They stood at opposite ends and joined hands and began circling around us. It seemed like some sort of magical rite or blessing before they were to feed. While it may have at first seemed strange, this ceremony seemed relaxing and I felt as though I was slipping into a meditative state.


The Darkblades quietly ended there ceremony and Lilith stood over me and Cecil over my wife. They laid their hands upon us and took in deep breaths. They slowly began to caress our naked bodies all over. This seemed pleasurable to us all. The vampires began to pick up the pace of their hand work and soon they were rubbing us over fast and almost rough. I wondered if they were feeding or getting our sexual energy better circulated by this. The intensity was building I felt as though I could have an orgasm right there. I could tell that my wife was feeling the same way as she started to moan and quiver. There was a pause in the action and the energy seemed to settle back down. The vampires traded places and again started to lay hands upon us. I had never had any type of sexual contact with a man before, and now Cecil was there touching my naked body as he took deep breaths. If my mind were not so relaxed or hypnotized I would have protested. But all I could do was lie there feeling even more vulnerable, helpless, and under the control of the vampires. I could see Lilith squeezing my wife's breasts as she worked her hands all over. The Darkblades paused and switched back with Cecil over my wife and Lilith over me.


I felt like I was in a hypnotic state and I barely noticed the stop of the hands as the vampires moved towards our genitals. Cecil started feeding on my wife's pussy. She seemed almost asleep at first but her breathing soon picked up and she started to moan. It looked like Cecil was really trying to lick up the juices of her wet pussy. He seemed to feed on this life-force as he worked his tongue all over her. The vampire licked up her drippings and soon buried his face between her legs and began to really feast on her pussy. My wife let out a long and slow moan, rather loudly, that seemed to come from deep within her. She began to squirm and soon her body was taking on wave-type movements as the sexual energy moved about her.


My cock was rock hard and dripping with pre-cum. Lilith slowly worked her tongue up and down the shaft of my cock and licked up my fluid. She took my whole cock into her mouth and sucked while giving me a couple of strokes. She then took my balls in her mouth and then licked around my asshole and between my nuts. This felt wonderful and soon I was feeling the energy move within me and waving my body back and forth as my wife was doing. The vampire then spread my legs further part and held them back. She started kissing and nibbling back and forth between my inner thighs. She then dug her fangs into me, just a little and began to suck. This gave me jolts of intense sensations and I could hardly take it.


Lilith stopped suddenly. I looked down and saw her looking at me very strangely. That devilish grin returned to her face as showed her fangs. She had the look of a predator with some kind of primal urge. The vampire let out a roar and jumped upon me faster than I knew what was happening. She took my cock inside her and held me still with forceful arms. I felt as though sexual energy was flowing from me and into her. Lilith rode me fast and hard bouncing upon my cock with great enthusiasm. Her long black cape flapped back with her motions, her enormous breasts bounced up and down and her long, curly hair flapped up and down. It felt very intense and I started to feel overwhelmingly dizzy as the vampire showed her fangs and let out a sound that seemed part moaning and part snarling.


Just beside me, my wife was also being ridden hard by a vampire. Cecil was stretched out upon her and his cape covered both of them almost entirely. I could see some of the vampire's head as it was leached on to my wife's neck. Her arms were stretched over her head and held down by the powerful grip of the vampire. My wife's eyes were closed but her mouth was wide open and letting out sounds that at first started as moans and later became more like squeals as Cecil fucked her harder and harder. At first his cape barely moved, but as he fucked my wife's pussy with increasing intensity the cape started to open and seemed to hover over top of them.


Lilith gave me a snarl and reached down and started to claw at my chest. She was breathing fiercely now and I felt like I was but her prey and a piece of meat. I felt as though I could only surrender to her will. She grabbed me by the hair and pulled my face into her massive boobs. I felt as though I was being smothered by them and her locket was pressed right up against my forehead. I could feel her start to shake and quiver as though an orgasm was coming on. I felt as though everything was spinning. My body started to stiffen up and I knew that I was going to blow my load. Lilith held me tight in her embrace and I heard very intense and unnatural howling as though both vampires were having orgasms. I felt the intensity shoot through my body as my load filled inside vampire pussy. Lilith released me from her grasp with a satisfied smile on her face and I melted back down. I saw my wife laying still and silent with her eyes closed and gentle breathes as Cecil climbed off her. I felt tired and drained. My eyes became heavy and closed too.


My eyes opened to find the gigantic vampire breasts in front of me. I was held in Lilith's embrace and she gently stroked me all over with her hand. My body was awakening and I felt the sexual energy returning. The vampire seemed to activate trigger points in my body and I felt myself get aroused again. The organ music still played and the candle light still flickered. I saw my wife sleeping blissfully across from me with her naked body looking rather tranquil. I heard a moan of sexual pleasure and soon realized that it was my own. I looked in the mirror and could see the cape and outline of Cecil between my legs. His head slowly bobbed up and down on my cock as he sucked me trying to get my cum.


"Just relax" said Lilith as she ran her fingers through my hair. "Vampires need to feed on human life-force. Cum contains enormous concentrations of the life-force essence. Just relax. Surrender to the vampires. Let go." These suggestions took hold of me. I again found myself staring at Lilith's locket as a focal point between her voluptuous jugs. I felt the sexual energy build and I started to squirm. Lilith held me tight and I felt my body contract. I squirmed uncontrollably but the vampire held me in her clutches. I had an intense orgasm and shot a hot load of cum into Cecil's mouth. He sucked me very hard, to the point of hurting me a little as he went for every last drop that I had. I watched was he slowly rose up between my legs and stood tall. After a deep breath he swallowed and seemed invigorated by taking my essence. I felt drained and too tired to move. All I could do is watch what was going on around me.


Both Darkblades moved to my wife and started suckling her tits. As they sucked her nipples they began to massage her breasts. This worked into stroking and squeezing action as though they were trying to milk her. My wife moaned softly and started to wake. She seemed content as she watched blissfully as the vampires sucked her tits. After a few moments the vamps stopped and began to work their hands over her body. Lilith started to stroke my wife's hair and crept up to her ear. In a seductive voice, Lilith asked, "Won't you lactate for us? Breast milk has lots of life-force essence. Will you start pumping some breast milk for us?"


"Yes" whispered my wife.


"Good girl" said Lilith. Lilith worked her way down to my wife's pussy. Cecil leaned over and kissed my wife. He started nibbling her neck and chest. Lilith started licking my wife's pussy. My wife was under complete control of the vampires and she would submit to any of their desires. Though, despite her surrender to the vampire spell, she was tired and drained. After a few minutes of licking pussy, Lilith popped her head up and told Cecil to put her on the swing.


I wondered what was going on. I watched as Cecil set up a sex swing to the side of our table. Lilith opened a cabinet in the hutch and pulled out a strange looking appliance. The Darkblades helped my wife off the table and secured her to the swing so that she was leaning forward. They attached some suction cups to her nipples and strapped them securely to her breasts and around her back. They activate the breast pump and started to encourage lactation in my wife's breasts. Lilith lied down on her back and Cecil lowered the swing so that my wife's pussy was right over Lilith's face. Lilith started eating my wife's pussy. Cecil reached into a drawer and pulled out some lube. He applied some to my wife's ass hole and his finger. He started fingering her backdoor and the stimulation apparently aroused my wife and she squirmed and started to moan. Cecil then lubed his cock and stepped up to my wife. He held her hip with one hand and slid his long cock into her virgin anus. She had never let me fuck her in the butt, but she had no problem surrendering to the seductive vampires. My wife moaned in rhythm to Cecil's fucking. He started slow and my wife let out long and slow moans. But as he pumped her ass faster and harder, she moaned faster and shorter. Her voice grew high pitched and her moans were almost squeals or bleats like what a prey animal would make. Her body really started to sway in the swing and I could tell she was feeling intense sensations having a milking device on her boobs, one lady vampire eating her pussy, and one vampire fucking her ass. I could see her thighs really start shaking as her body quivered. It almost looked like her whole body was vibrating and she let out a loud and high pitched shriek as she evidently experienced a deep, full body orgasm.


A moment later my wife was beside me on the table sound asleep. I wondered if my wife had any idea that being vampire donors would be anything like this. The Darkblades were washing the suction cups as they put the breast pump away. I was thinking that we would be leaving soon hoping the vampires would be satisfied with their feeding. I guess I didn't know any better. Lilith was back and sucking on my dick. I was tired and drained and only semi-erect.


"Do you think he has anything left?" asked Lilith.


"I think he has another load in there" replied Cecil. "Let's take him to the swing."


Like my wife, I was now secured to the swing and leaning forward. Instead of squatting over Lilith's face, however, I was standing up on my weakened legs as Lilith knelt in front of my cock. I squirmed as I felt my ass hole getting lubricated and a finger work inside. Lilith began stroking my semi-erect cock in her hand very soothingly. She looked up at me and said, "Relax. He is just going to stimulate your prostate. We just want to get out your last load. You will give me your last load won't you?"


"Yes", I surrendered. I felt a hand on my hip and soon Cecil's long cock was inside me. It was an intense sensation. He leaned into me and put his fangs around my neck and began to suck. He began to fuck me harder and faster. I felt the warm and moist sensation of Lilith's mouth engulf my cock. I started feeling as though the room were spinning. I felt my prostate activate and a last wad blew out of me and into the mouth of Lilith. She sucked me hard and almost painfully as she took every last drop that I had. Cecil continued to fuck my ass for another few moments. He suddenly stiffened up as though he was having an orgasm. He pumped slowly a few more times and pulled out without blowing his load. I later learned that vampires master their ejaculations and retain their loads to be reabsorbed. The last thing that I remember before falling into a deep sleep was hearing the voices of vampires telling us how delicious we were.


I don't even remember getting home that Saturday night. My wife and I apparently slept completely through Sunday and we didn't wake until our alarm clocks went off Monday morning. We felt tired and weak throughout the next week. We had large appetites and felt as though we couldn't get enough nourishment for several days. Even after a recovery of rest and eating, my wife and I still had lost weight. This of course made the case for my wife wanting to continue being vampire donors as it was easier and much more exciting than diet and exercise.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sleeping with the Nurse


Anita sighed as she got the note during class. She had to report to the nurses office right away. Anita excused herself and headed down the hall to the office. She knocked on the door.


"Come in." She heard Nurse Nicole call out.


Anita opened the door walking in. Nicole looked up and smiled.


"Hi there, sorry to have to call you out of class but it is time for your physical."


"It's ok, it was just history." Anita answered getting onto the examining bed.


She watched Nicole walk around her desk getting a few things that she would need. Anita remembered that when she was a freshman, Nicole was a senior and a cheerleader.


"Is it weird that you are back here at school?" Anita asked.


Nicole smiled putting on a pair of rubber gloves.


"I always loved this school. I am grateful to be back. So I hear you made varsity cheerleading."


Anita blushed.


"This year I am captain."


"Congratulations. So Anita, I know you are 18 and things happen.... have you had sex?"


Anita blushed harder.


"Yes, I have started sleeping with the quarterback of the football team, he is my boyfriend."


Nicole patted her knee.


"I have to give you a pelvic exam, make sure everything in there is ok."


Anita nodded slightly nervous.


"Have you had one before?" Nicole asked her.


"No, I haven't yet."


"Ok, well slip your skirt and panties off scoot down so your bottom is on the edge and rest your feet here." Nicole said before closing the curtain to give her privacy.


Anita stood up taking off her clingy skirt and sliding her lacy panties down her legs then got up on the table sliding down resting her high heels in the stirrups.


Nicole peeked in.


"Ready?"


"Yes Nurse Reed."


"Oh, just call me Nicole, you know me." She said sitting on a stool and scooting forward.


"Ok Anita, I need you to be wet, it makes it easier for me to go inside for the examination."


'Oh, um what do I do?" Anita asked lifting her head to see Nicole. She felt a strange flutter in her belly seeing Nicole sitting between her legs.


It took her back to a memory she had freshman year. She had been changing before junior varsity cheerleading and had gone around the corner and had seen Nicole standing in all of her full naked glory. She remembered being in awe of Nicole's round breasts and hairless pussy. That was when Anita had begun to wax her pussy and hadn't stopped since.


"Do you mind if I help you?" Nicole asked innocently. She reached and began to massage Anita's clit.


Anita gasped arching her back up a little.


"Look at that. Look at what a beautiful pink cunt you have." Nicole mused softly stroking it.


Anita couldn't help it. She let out a groan of pleasure. Nicole slipped the gloves off and continued to stroke the pink cunt and clit that was spread open for her. Anita moaned breathless wiggling around loving how she was being touched.


"I bet Nick doesn't make you feel like this does he?" Nicole whispered spreading the juice that was slipping out of the younger cunt.


"N no, he d doesn't" Anita sighed out lifting her hips.


"I have to do the oral examination." Nicole said before lowering her face into the warm center.


Anita reached down with a sigh of pleasure grabbing Nicole's hair. Nicole moaned into the cunt as she licked up and down the slit slowly tasting the juice on her thick tongue. She stiffened her tongue, using the tip to massage and circle the clit.


Anita cried out tugging harder on the brown hair in her hands. Nicole spread her lips around the love button and began to suck on it. By now, Anita was soaking wet and crying for more.


Nicole inserted a finger into the tight, warm hole Anita had, angling up and thrusting into her as she sucked and assaulted the clit.


"Please Nicole, please get me off!" Anita groaned breathless her back arching up, her eyes shut.


Giving the sweet clit a soft kiss Nicole stood up and began to yank her skirt up around her waist. She crawled onto of the exam bed and on top of Anita.


The two girls began to kiss feverishly. They clung desperately as their tongued duked it out in each others mouths. Moans filled the air as well as the sound of slurping and sucking. Letting her legs fall open, Anita took Nicole between them and they began to grind into each others cunts.


Nicole moved up and down, her brown eyes on Anita's brown eyes. She bit her full lip as she pressed, her clit meeting Anita's.


"Oh Nicole! Oh mmmm please press harder!" Anita begged.


She grabbed Nicole's bobbing ass squeezing into her hands feeling up the plump flesh. Nicole ground harder into Anita making both girls continue to cry out each others names.


Kissing Anita's neck, Nicole got off of her running to her cabinet. She came out with a glass, double headed dildo and taking Anita's hand led Anita to the desk.


Panting, her face flushed, Anita got naked fully and lay on her back on the desk. Nicole took her clothes off and rubbing one end of the long dildo, worked it up into herself. She walked forward and spread open Anita's legs. Leaning over, Nicole entered Anita easily due to the wetness.


"Oh this is gonna be so good!" Nicole groaned.


She began to thrust her tits swaying and bouncing. Anita wrapped her legs around Nicole as they fucked each other good. Their wet lips meeting as the fake cock fully entered them both. They pressed close, grinding the dildo into each other.


Anita reached up gripping Nicole's left breast. She began to play and tug on the nipple getting it hard. Then she lifted her head and began to suck on it. Nicole had her head thrown back in pleasure.


She felt Anita's body begin to shake.


"Come on baby. Let it go. Cum for your Nicole." She said saucily.


Anita licked her lips looking up at her. She pressed her hips up once....twice...three times and began to cum moaning for Nicole.


Groaning watching her young lover orgasm, Nicole was sent over the edge. She gasped and began to cum.


After, the girls lay breathless hugging each other.


"Don't worry baby. This is just the start." Nicole assured the teen kissing her neck.


Curling on the desk, they rested loving what happened.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Queen Takes Bishop


'I am black and you are white,' said Rebecca, rising to Ben's assertion that women did not have the mind-set to excel at chess. Hinting that she had some modest ability herself, and frequently played with friends, she had challenged him to join her in a game.


There would have to be a handicap, though, in view of his professed superiority.


'Fine by me,' he agreed.


'So your queen removes itself from the board.'


The board was marked out on the lawn before them, some ten meters square, and the pieces, though motionless for the moment and standing to attention, were all living breathing people, two ranks of women dressed in thin black shifts facing two ranks of men wearing nothing more than short white kilts.


On Rebecca's instruction a tall, blond, rather effeminate man stepped from the playing area, removing the crown he wore to denote his status and surrendering it.


'White king's bishop also, if you please,' she then said, and a muscular young man stepped back from the nearest rank, removing the mitre he wore.


She took this from him and handed it to Ben. 'You will be the white bishop and I will be the dark queen, the sacred versus the profane,' she told him, gesturing that he should move to the square just vacated while she took up her own position on the far side of the board.


Grinning, Ben joined the rank of white pieces.


'White moves first,' said Rebecca, her voice lifting to carry across the distance which separated them.


'King's pawn forward two squares,' said Ben.


A thick set man with a shaven head moved forward.


'King's pawn forward one square,' Rebecca said, almost mirroring Ben's move, and a buxom young brunette advanced forward, breasts bouncing beneath her thin dress, an eager smile on her face. Taking up her new position, she swayed from side to side, her knees flexing and bending as if she was about to engage in battle rather than a simple -well maybe not all that simple- game of chess.


The two opposing pieces were close enough to reach out and touch, only one square separating them, and they eyed each other in anticipation.


'Queen's knight to queen's bishop three,' Rebecca countered Ben's next move, and a slender woman sidled between the pieces in front of her, moving more cautiously, less eagerly than the pawn before her.


She was a gaunt willowy woman, her hair pulled back so severely from her expressionless face that it was almost like a skull cap, a helmet; her eyes were dark and unblinking as she regarded the white pieces ranged before her, her hands flat by her side, partly hidden by the folds of her skirt, one holding what Ben took to be a short sword, a symbol of her rank.


Surveying the board, trying to accustom himself to his unfamilar view of it, Ben advanced another pawn, opening up avenues through which he could strike at Rebecca's pieces.


And so it went, each of them moving cagily until, some dozen moves into the game, Rebecca gave what sounded like a snort of derision, smirking at Ben through the crowd of pieces.


'To hell with caution! Let's see some adventure!' she said, her arm extending, fingers snapping her instruction. 'King's pawn takes queen's pawn!'


Ben had this pawn guarded by the first he had moved, was about to remark on Rebecca's sacrifice of her piece to no great advantage when he saw the eager young brunette launch herself at his man.


'Rebecca-?'


Her arms winding around his neck, her legs wrapping about his waist, such was the force with which Rebecca's piece hit Ben's that she toppled him onto his back.


'Rebecca? What the hell is going on?' Ben asked.


'Why the captured piece surrenders to the one who takes, of course!' she said, as if the rules of the game should have been all too obvious.


She was grinning at him from behind the pieces who were gathered around to protect her, but he didn't notice, his whole attention being fixed on the black pawn savaging the white pawn. The young woman had her skirt hitched up about her waist, baring the firm thighs which gripped the man, had torn off his white kilt and flung it aside as she sank onto his hard cock.


He tried to reach up to her but she slapped his hands away, then caught his wrists and pinned his arms over his head as she hammered her body down onto his.


'The captured piece surrenders to the one who takes,' Rebecca repeated, as if Ben needed to be reminded of this, though her words could barely be heard over the cries of the white pawn.


The brunette's body bucked on top of her captured piece, she rocked back and forth, repeatedly tugging on his hands and then slamming them back into the ground, her sobs and gasps as much of delight as exertion. Finally she fell forward, her body covering his, kissed his face all over as her body shuddered with pleasure.


Rebecca waited patiently, while her pawn got to her feet and the captured man crawled from the board to sprawl exhausted on his back, then said, 'Your move, I believe?'


The game took on a whole new nature now for Ben, he saw how he might revise his tactics and regarded with interest the pieces he might take; the gaunt knight, a raven-haired rook, vulnerable pawns, and of course the black queen herself, Rebecca.


But to Ben the game of chess was all about winning, not just simple enjoyment.


'King's pawn takes your pawn,' he said, and as if anticipating the move his piece was already bearing down on the brunette.


Short, as a pawn should be, this one had powerful arms, a strong chest, and he reached out to rip the top of her dress, then placed his large hands over her bared breasts. Fingers closing, he twisted them cruelly to bring her to her knees, then moved one hand to clench her hair and tip her head back, lifted his kilt with the other and took hold of his cock.


It was thick and flaccid, but after wiping it back and forth across her mouth a time or two it began to grow, became rigid, a prodigious length.


The woman moaned, maybe through pain or maybe through longing, and as her lips parted to let the sound escape so the cock entered. She took as much of it as she could, more than anyine could have imagined possible, and began to salivate over it, suck it, her sunken cheeks working on it.


Ben's white pawn threw his head back and closed his eyes as his hips began to move backwards and forwards, fucking the woman's mouth, and as she became engrossed in the act she worked one hand between her thighs, slipped her other beneath the balls of the capturing pieces.


It took only moments then for the two of them to come, for one to crawl defeatedly from the board while the other stood there with his chest heaving in triumph.


*


There were more captures, more copulations and capitulations, more pieces taken in a variety of ways. The board became less crowded, pieces scattered around its perimeter, some lying in an exhausted sprawl, others recovered enough to watch the game with interest.


With fewer pieces to protect her, Rebecca now began to advance herself as the black queen. Her eyes had darkened as the game progressed, there was an evil glint in them, a hint of amusement, and what pieces she captured she took quickly and without fuss.


And always, after each capture, her gaze would flick quickly from the piece taken to Ben.


'If black queen takes white bishop, then how exactly will she take him, I wonder?' she smiled. 'Queen's knight to king's bishop five.'


Ben saw the obvious threat. The bishop -the severe unsmiling woman of earlier- was one move from taking him, so he sacrificed a pawn to defend himself.


'Queen's knight accepts your sacrifice and takes your pawn,' Rebecca grinned.


Her black knight moved slowly, as if she believed herself regal enough to be a queen, and as her hand lifted from her side Ben saw that it was not a short sword she held, as he had first thought, but a dildo.


Made of thick flexible rubber, it drooped lazily in her hand as she lifted it but made a resounding slap as she struck it against the naked thigh of the pawn he offered.


'I will take you on all fours,' she said, no hint of emotion, no suggestion of pleasure in her voice. 'On your hands and knees! Now!'


Obediently Ben's pawn turned his back to Rebecca's black knight, got down on his knees and then fell forward, head bowed and back straight, presenting his buttocks to her. Slapping him hard with the flat of her hand, Rebecca' knight knelt down behind him, licked her palm and wiped it across his ass. Gentle circular motions worked her saliva into him, parting his cheeks, and then Ben caught a glimpse of a finger straightening, poking, stabbing.


His pawn gave a yelp and a start.


'Baby! I've only just started!' said Rebecca's black knight derisively, pumping her hand back and forth a time or two to soften him, to open him up to further intrusion.


Satisfied that he was ready, she raised her skirt to bare her shaven groin and slipped one end of the dildo inside her, smiling at last to feel it fill her. The pawn, he could only grimace and brace himself as he felt the other end nudge his ass.


There was nothing gentle about the black knight's capture of Ben's pawn. Once sure that the dildo was accurately placed, she rested her hands on his hips and pulled him viciously to her as she thrust her own hips forward. Both screamed, though she with more delight than him, their bodies shuddered as she drove as deep inside him as she could.


The pawn's eyes opened wide, fixed on Ben as if to blame him for his capture, then closed again in a momentary expression of relief on feeling the dildo withdraw. The respite was short-lived, though, for she thrust forward again, just as hard, and then again and again, her nails digging into his hips as she pulled him to her, her groin pummelling his buttocks as her tempo increased.


It was as savage as rape, there was nothing loving about it, nothing shared; she was taking him brutally, for her own pleasure and nothing more.


'Knight takes pawn!' Rebecca finally cried, and as the black knight came she flung the white pawn from her, pitched him forward so that he sobbed as blades of grass burned the swollen tip of his cock.


'It would seem that your position is becoming perilous,' Rebecca said to Ben, as the pawn removed himself from the board and her black knight got to her feet, resuming her threatening position.


What if Ben should surrender his king and concede the game? Rebecca could see him thinking, coonsidering the move, but for some reason he rejected it.


Instead he retreated, evaded, offered up more of his men to safeguard himself, all the while looking for some opening, some way to get at Rebecca.


She advanced remorselessly, as did her knight, coming at Ben from either side, cutting through his men to leave them battered and defeated by the side of the board.


*


'It's your choice, Ben,' said Rebecca, as if she pitied him. 'The black queen or the black knight, you fall to one or the other no matter which way you move.'


She and her knight had him trapped, so close that he could smell them both, the musky heat of her knight, the heady intoxicating perfume of herself. If he stayed where he was her knight would take him; if he moved then her own capture of him was inevitable.


Ben regarded them both, Rebecca's knight stern and unsmiling, brandishing her dildo, Rebecca herself with a look of amusement in her eyes. Wearily, defeatedly, he stepped forward.


'Ah! You don't fancy being fucked up the ass then?' Rebecca chuckled. 'You think the queen might be a little kinder to you than the knight? On your knees, then!' she ordered, she advanced on him.


Ben dropped to his knees on the turf as Rebecca reached him and removed the bishop's mitre from his head.


'Felt a bit foolish wearing that anyway,' he grinned sheepishly, and was rocked by the hard slap to the face that she gave him.


'Don't be insolent!' she snapped. 'And take off that shirt! Let's have you bare-chested like the rest of your sorry men!'


Hurriedly Ben unbuttoned his shirt, slipped it from his shoulders.


'The trousers can stay,' she told him, reaching down to brush her knuckles against his cheek. 'To the victor go the spoils, the vanquished can stay hard inside his pants.'


And yes, Ben was hard, despite his defeat and his failure to take take the black queen his cock was hard and aching.


Fingers slipping down his cheek, curling beneath his chin, Rebecca tilted his head up to look at her, then drew him forward, pulling his face into her groin and holding it there.


'Queen takes bishop, checkmate,' she smiled.



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Nancy


What follows is a brief description of some of the sexual experiences of a young girl in 1840s America called Nancy. She lived on a small farm just over a day's ride from the nearest town, which was small in any case, just a church, a saloon, some stores and a few houses. She lived with her three older step-brothers and her Pa (who was really her step-father - her father died just before she was born and her mother just after she turned 10), and a few farmhands: four black men and a fat white man who bullied them. They were fairly poor, she hardly ever had new clothes, only her brothers' old clothes and what was given by relatives, and she had to sleep in a room with her youngest step-brother, four years her senior.


Life was not pleasant for her, she had to work on the farm from a very young age, and their Pa, Mr. McKinley, was very hard on them, striking them frequently with his cane. He especially picked on Nancy, whom he blamed for the death of his wife, so she grew to hate him. It is rather ironic, therefore, that her first and many subsequent sexual experiences involved him.


The first came when she was just turned eighteen, as she was beginning to awaken sexually. It was summer so she was wearing an old yellow and white light dress of a cousin, which was quite a bit too small for her. If she'd grown up with any female companions would have known was indecent, stopping as it did some way above her dirty knees, and hugging her thin but womanly hips. She had tied her long brown hair back in two thick braids to keep it out of the way during work, and tucked any stray hairs behind her ears to stop them falling into her pretty brown-eyed, freckled face.


Pa was shouting at her. Nancy had done something fairly minor, but he called her into his room which always meant a whipping. As always she obeyed, wanting it over and done with. She followed him into the dark windowless room with one lamp burning, and he closed the door and locked it, which was unusual. His mouth stern as ever under his graying moustache, he pushed her roughly against a chest of drawers and forced her to bend over it with one massive rough hand while with the other he lifted her skirt.


Picking up the cane he brought it down with stinging force over her buttocks, making her cry out. However, though he didn't know it, this was actually in pleasure. Over the years she had grown so used to a regular beating that it no longer had much effect on her, though she still pretended it did for fear that he would find some other punishment. Since entering puberty she had begun to find it even pleasurable, the stinging on her behind, and developed this, getting a strange satisfaction from enjoying what was meant as punishment from her hateful father.


This time began no different, ten loud cracks landing on her ass, but then they stopped, and the cane dropped to the floor. As this had happened before she was not too curious, and sure enough he began spanking her with his hand, and as she screamed in fake pain she felt a damp sensation in her crotch she'd been getting a lot recently. But soon the spanking stopped too, and all she could feel was his thick calloused fingers feeling and kneading her cheeks, stroking the backs of her thighs and even touching her vagina briefly making her gasp. Her soft young skin reminded him of his own young experiences with his first wife.


Something in her silence seemed to snap him out of the momentary tenderness and with a last slap, he pulled her off the chest by her dress which ripped sharply, and ordered her on to her knees. She watching with interest, though she was careful only to show fear and subservience, as he undid his belt, dropped his pants to his boots and presented her with a huge pair of wrinkly balls and his five inch long, one and a half inch thick, limp cock. Of course, living in a house of only men she'd seen their genitals before, but never up close, and despite its wrinkled, almost gray appearance, found it rather attractive.


"Now listen carefully you little whore," he hissed nastily, grabbing Nancy's braids in both hands to look down into her forced tear-stained face with his lined, stubbly old one. "What I want you to do is so simple even a moron of a child such as you should be able to understand: just lick and suck this until I tell you to stop. If you bite you will get such a hiding you'll wish you were never born. And for once in your worthless life at least pretend to enjoy something."


With that he pulled her face into his groin, and she set to work, licking the odd smelling, sweaty skin and then took it in her small mouth and sucked. This brought back memories for him, and soon to her surprise it began to swell and grow, becoming stiffer. The folds of skin at the end rolled back and tightened to reveal the smooth round end, until it was at least double in length and two inches in diameter. Gingerly, the petite brunette licked the end of the massive cock, her small red tongue exploring the unfamiliar texture of the head. It was not very clean, and despite her determination to enjoy her punishments it was genuine revulsion that flickered across her face as her tongue encountered a clump of smegma just under the ridge of the head.


Her step-father though was becoming irritated by the teasing of the little tongue, and gripping her head he forced her down on his big dick, her small mouth straining to admit the first two inches. At first spluttering in surprise, Nancy soon realised what was wanted and began sucking, and her head was released. Back and forth her head went, one hand on her father's hairy leg to steady herself and the other firmly on his shaft. Now and again she would stop for breath and begin licking instead, but each time she was quickly pulled back by her hair into sucking again, her chin soon shiny as saliva ran out of her mouth to drip on her clothes.


McKinley had rarely had sex since the death of his second wife, only the occasional prostitute, and was too strict a Christian to masturbate. So it was no surprise that after three minutes of being given a blowjob by his eighteen year old step-daughter's hot mouth, he should feel the pressure in his balls as an orgasm built up. Seizing her two plaits in his hands he began fucking Nancy's mouth, pulling her head towards him as he thrust forwards. Nancy just kept her mouth open and tried to relax her throat as her step-father rammed four inches of his fifty-seven year old penis in and out with a loud squelching noise.


As his orgasm broke he held her head in an iron grip, filling her mouth with jism so it dribbled out the side, and squirting it down her throat making her choke so badly on the strange salty-sweet liquid he had to release her. Coughing a mouthful of semen out in a lumpy, stringy, translucent white cascade over her chin, she was half blinded as he ejaculated again, this time aiming at her face with his hand so his cum streaked over her freckles into her eye. Another six shots plastered her face and skin, making her shriek in order to please him while he tried to humiliate her. Then with a sound that he thought was fake but was in fact genuine delight, Nancy caught the last three on her tongue.


Then, having recovered from the choking and to her step-father's sadistic delight, Nancy began to wipe as much cum from her face and into her mouth as possible. Pretending to be disgusted, although she actually quite liked this new and interesting taste, she swished it around in her mouth before swallowing it, lumps and all.


Her father leant panting against the chest of drawers, his head bowed, as she got up to leave.


"Here," he said gruffly, pulling a filthy rag from his pocket, "wipe yourself off before you go out."


She did so, though the semen on her dress was still clearly visible in one large and sticky smeared patch and lots of small splatters, which attracted a lot of dust and muck as she worked that day.


***


Though she was very close to her step-brothers, who were always very sympathetic towards her for the way their father treated her, she didn't mention anything to them all day. It was only that evening, when the lamp in the room she shared with her twenty-two year old brother George had been blown out that she began answering his questions. In a whisper she told him what happened, and how it didn't seem as bad as being beaten.


"He made you do WHAT?" George whispered incredulously.


"It's easier if I show you," Nancy replied. "Come over here."


Quietly, George got out of bed, pulled the curtains open, flooding the room with moonlight, and sat on the bed next to his little step-sister, dressed in her mother's old white nightgown. He was tall, broad shouldered from working in the fields, with short blond hair, and handsome, though not outstandingly so due to having his father's large nose, and still bore a certain amount of acne. As it was hot, he was only wearing his underwear, and before he could stop her, his step-sister had undone it and got his cock out.


"What are you doing Nance?" he whispered as his step-sister held his limp organ in her little hands.


"Showing you what Pa made me do to him." And with that she lowered her head over his groin, her hair falling over her freckled face, and took her brother's dick in her mouth, keeping eye contact with him as she did so. As well as not being erect, it was quite a bit smaller than Mr. McKinley's, so she had no trouble fitting him inside. She also loved her step-brother, and so was trying to please him and could fully enjoy giving him his first blowjob.


Soon he was hard in her mouth and gasping as his little step-sister sunk down on her knees between his legs, giving him sensations unlike anything he'd done by himself with his hands. Although he didn't want to harm Nancy at all, he couldn't stop her, and when he came he could not stop himself from thrusting slightly. Nancy caught most of the semen, licking up a bit that had dribbled down his shaft and wiping her face with her hand, being careful not to soil her clothes. Then she got back on the bed and looked at her step-brother.


"So, was it nice?" she asked.


"Nice?" he replied in a hoarse whisper. "That was incredible! Let me pay you back." And he lifted her nightgown, pushing her back on to her pillow and started kissing her hairy, virgin vagina. At first she just lay back, pleased as his affectionate lips touching her skin haphazardly, the moustache on his top lip tickling her, but due to his inexperience and hazy knowledge of the female anatomy doing nothing special for her.


Suddenly she shuddered and gave a loud gasp. He had kissed her clitoris.


"Did that hurt?" he whispered, stopping and looking worried. "Should I stop?"


"Stop? No, keep doing what you did just there!" He resumed his kissing and she felt shivers of excitement course through her. Her pussy began leaking juice when he started licking, tentatively at first, but then faster, Nancy having to hold her hands over her mouth to stifle her moans. In the end though, it wasn't enough to conceal her cries as she orgasmed, and anyway, she shook so much that the bed banged loudly against the wall.


It was the most wonderful feeling she'd ever had, but it had barely faded when they both heard the familiar sound of Pa's footsteps striding towards their room. George kissed her goodnight, jumped up, pulled clothes up and closed the curtains at the same time then leapt into bed. Nancy had just got back into bed when the door flew open.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Aye Aye Captain


Wyatt's compliments were nice, but as her husband, they were pretty much expected. His wide eyes, gaping jaw, and the way he hovered around her as she got ready, said a lot more. She really couldn't believe she was going to wear this out. She couldn't imagine any time in her life, even when she was a single twenty something on the prowl, when she would have worn this little and not been going to the beach. It was a Halloween party, and it was being thrown by his craziest relatives, all in all she didn't expect to be wearing the sluttiest costume.


It was a pirate theme, convenient as Wyatt's bizarre infatuation with everything pirate meant that they could have come up with complete costumes just by raiding the closets. This year, however, something was different. She was different. It was time to press the boundaries. All she needed was a little help.


David was Wyatt's brother, younger, crazier. Trisha was David's fiancee. She was even younger, even crazier. Trisha had taken her shopping for a costume and they ended up in a Lingerie store down town. Who knew this was where you came for costumes? They tried on dozens and after an hour it was settled. Trish got a red one with black trim, Dottie, the black with red trim.


Standing in front of the mirror she was pleased. She couldn't imagine a pirate wearing it, but damn! It sure worked for her. The skirt was impossibly short. The costume was black lace. The ruffled, short skirt was made shorter by the black petticoat she wore under it. Her legs seemed to stretch out impossibly long beneath it, the effect highlighted by tall, skinny boots with stiletto heals. She wouldn't be running anywhere tonight. Wyatt had insisted on the stockings, fishnets with a real seam running down the backs of her legs. There was no chance the skirt was going to cover the elastic cuffs and she had to work not to think of her exposed thighs. Wyatt didn't seem to be working very hard not to notice her thighs. Every time he walked past she could feel his hand brush past her ass cheek. No bending over, she had to remind herself.


Wyatt had foregone his usual captain's costume for a simple sailor. He wore brown pants and boots, a sash and a torn T-shirt. She would be the captain tonight and her hat was made of the same lame and lace as her dress. He grabbed their plastic swords, used them quickly to lift her skirt and have a peep, and they shuffled for the door.


It was a short ride to David's apartment. He parked and they wandered across the complex. A group of teenage boys gawked as she walked by. Not to bad for almost 40! David was sitting on his patio when they got there. He was smoking, not a cigarette, and held a beer. He was dressed but he did not look like going to a party.


Sitting on the porch they learned of Trish and her ex and how he discovered them by turning around half way to work one morning to get a presentation he had left on the counter. He hadn't been gone more than 15 minutes. He wondered if the ex had been waiting in the parking lot for him to pull out.


Anyway, a party might help. No, they all knew it wouldn't, but it was Cousin Shelly's first party and they were going to go anyway. They would be three. She wrapped her arms around her crew and joked that she was the sole captain now, their job was now to do everything she told them and keep her happy or they would walk the plank.


No one would end up walking a plank that night.


They weren't the first to the party but they were early. Sitting with Shelly and another cousin David was forced to go through the events of the day yet again. Commiserating they told him of all the single women that would soon be wandering in looking for some spooky fun. He grumbled and wandered outside. Dottie grabbed her bag to follow him. Drinks in hand, they smoked and talked a little. She tried to keep the conversation away from his ended engagement. David pulled out another of the not-cigarettes and half way through it he was actually smiling. Finishing it, he was giggling. The boots were a bit of a challenge with two rums in her and half a joint but she made do on the arm of the scurvy dog.


The night wore on. The party heated up. The competition was fierce. Pirates abounded and Trish's little red costume came in three times. There was a sexy cop and a cheerleader. A woman dressed as a banana, wearing only a yellow bikini, a grass skirt, and a hat shaped vaguely like a giant yellow penis. They were younger and occasionally their bodies tighter but the attention she was receiving from the men and boys told her she was still ruling the night. The fun for her was her crew. The jealously attentive Wyatt and big brotherly David stayed by her side all night. The rum flowed, the music played. She found she could even dance a bit in the high heels, of course, wearing as little as she did, a little bouncing went a long way. Wyatt was right; she did need to wear more cleavage.


Standing on the balcony, just her crew and shelly they shared another of David's preferred party favors, drank more rum, and laughed. She will never really remember exactly what was said, David said something about Trish, Shelly hugged David, she hugged David, Wyatt hugged her, she kissed Wyatt, David said something about not getting that tonight and she kissed David, She remembers saying something like, "It's time to go home." Wyatt remembers something with the words "service and please." Whatever it was, David went in to call a cab and Wyatt kneeled in front of her and pulled her panties off her ass and down her legs, sticking them in his pocket.


"Hey!" she protested. She didn't mean it. Before she had even gotten it out, his hand was running up her leg. She swayed with his touch. It felt like forever but eventually he found his way to her bare thigh. His touch was warm and welcome. She purred.


Come on you two, the car is here. Walking through the house they waved goodnight to the other stragglers. David wandered over and hugged his cousins. Wyatt didn't move more than six inched from her. If her waist wasn't covered in layer upon layer of frills she would have been able to feel his cock pressed against her. Her face was warm at the thought of it. Her breasts were warm thinking about him touching her. In fact everything was warm. David was back with them as she opened the door to leave.


Waiting out front for them was a Lincoln Town car, large and black. She would have to admit she thought it was a limo at first and a delicious thought of what they could do in the over sized stretched out car. What was coming over her? She was drunk. "Ohhh..." she mewed. Wyatt's hand was on her bare ass. She felt the cold night air on her. She was wet for him already. It was going to happen quickly.


They slid into the car. She felt cold leather on her bare thighs. She felt both of them so close to her. David was talking to the driver. Wyatt was nuzzling at her neck. She needed him to touch her. They needed to be alone.


She studied David. He sat so close to her. He and his brother could clearly pass for each other. Wyatt was older and taller. The five years had been a little rough on him as the mid -thirties were known to be. David was tall and thin, just as Wyatt had been in the tuxedo the night they got married. The image of him in those days came flooding back to her and suddenly he was David and suddenly she was naked and if Wyatt didn't stop moving his hand over her breast. Did he realize the velvet was rough on the other side? Did he realize she was aching for him already and that all she wanted was to be touched?


Her eyes closed. It was coming. It was building in her breast and like an electric charge was storing up in her hot and swollen clitoris. She moved her hips against the seat of the car and there just wasn't contact. She moved her legs together and she purred. She felt his hand on her breast, His bare hand on her bare breast. She couldn't help it now. Her hands reached for something to hold and she found one leg of each man. It was coming. Like water rushing down a hill she could hear it, she could feel it. It was coming. She moaned and gripped tighter. "Don't stop." She whispered and then she felt it. His hand was on her, his finger inside her. She gulped for air. "Don't stop." She whispered again. A last whisper before the moan turned to a quiet cry and her legs turned to jelly. Her wet pussy clamped down on his fingers. He pinched her nipples. His hand moved over her thigh. His lips on her breast.


Wait.


Breathe


She opened her eyes. Wyatt's hand was on her thigh, his mouth on her nipple. She looked at David and he was smiling at her, his fingers were plunged deep inside of her and still moving slowly back and forth. His thumb circled slowly over her warm and moist lips.


"Ung." It was all she could think, it was all she could utter. She leaned towards her husbands little brother and just as their lips met she whispered again, "Don't stop."


It had to be some show for the driver. She came twice as the two men she cherished most had spent the drive alternatively kissing, stroking, fondling, and fingering her. She could have come again and again but they had made her stop. "Just wait, captain." Wyatt had told her. She sat breathing heavily. Begging them had not gotten them to let her pull the blouse back over her large breasts. They were still bare and were occasionally being stroked. She laid low in the seat with a hand on each thigh. Teasing. The drive shouldn't have been that long and she wondered if they had intentionally been driving in circles. Pulling to a stop at last she saw the large well lit entry of the Dunhill, the large and exquisite resort for which David was the concierge.


"What? Where are we going?"


"Membership has its privileges. You should probably cover up before we go inside. I have to stop at the desk." David walked away. The small ass ran in the family. "mmmm."


"Mmmm?"


"Oh god, this is going to happen isn't it." He was nestled behind her. This time she felt him hard against her ass. She thought briefly about what that meant. Her skirt was revealing but the concern went away as quickly as it had popped up. His hands were gripping her waist tightly and she had other things to think about.


"Unless you don't want it to. It's up to you."


"I'm going to be your fuck toy?"


"Yes."


"You are going to watch me?"


"Yes."


"You are going to fuck me too."


"Well, only after you have sucked me off."


"Unnngh." She turned to him and kissed him.


"You guys want to hit the bar? Maybe get something to eat?"


She turned and gave David a dirty look.


"Oh, well, good then... This way I guess." He was nervous. She could take care of that.


The elevator ride was quick. Truthfully, quicker than she would have liked. She kissed Wyatt briefly and was moving to wrap her arms around his younger brother when the doors slid open. Damn.


He opened the door to the room. She got the slight impression that it was larger than most rooms. She had an urge to explore but she didn't get the chance. In the room Wyatt had his hands on her hips again, this time, under the skirt. He tugged twice and the petticoat was stubborn. He tugged a third time with real strength and it gave way and dropped to the floor at her feet. She stepped out of it.


"Orders for us captain?" David was smiling now. Whatever nervousness he seemed to have had was slipping away. She couldn't really speak. She gestured and grunted and he took off his shirt. Wyatt's hands moved over her. No sooner had Wyatt freed her breasts again than David had descended on her. He was on his knees in front of her, his mouth pressed firmly to her nipple.


"I need to sit down."


"Not yet." said Wyatt. His mouth was on her ass. She felt his teeth and then his tongue. She leaned forward on the heels and pressed her breast firmly against the man on his knees in front of her. Wyatt pushed at her and struggling, she spread her legs, opening for him. His tongue wasted not a minute. His hand on her ass spread her and he licked at her, the tip dancing over the small tight circle of her ass. David went lower as well. Down her body he went until her skirt covered the top of his head. She felt his tongue on her. He wasn't exactly there but fuck it, he was close enough. She didn't balance entirely. She swayed and the men's hands held her standing. Another orgasm was washing over her and her legs were shaking.


"Come."


Like a command to a well trained pet she complied following him through a door onto a bed. She collapsed at once looking up at them. David was stripping down. Wyatt's pants were off and he wore only the tight T-shirt. She managed the strength to lift herself to sitting and then saw his cock. Tall, glorious, and poised for her, she moved forward and took it.


She devoured his waiting member; she licked at it and pulled his ass to bring him ever deeper into her throat. She tasted cum on him already, playing with her tended to do that to him. David stroked her thigh and she saw him kneeling before her. With a wave of her hand she brought him to standing. She looked up at her husband and she smiled down at her. "Oh god." She said releasing him. Sliding her hand between David's legs she gripped his ass and brought his cock now to his mouth. She worked one and then the other. She opened deeper and sucked longer than she had ever sucked cock before. She was nothing but a fuck toy tonight. She was going to be a good one.


She lost herself in the night. She couldn't remember when she had finally lost her dress but the next day she found it torn entirely down one side. She wished she could remember being ravaged like that. She would sit at work weeks later and remember. She would remember being on her hands and knees with her husbands cock impossibly deep in her throat and how she didn't move herself. Each long stroke of the cock in her pussy pressed her down on the cock in her mouth. She remembers clearly David calling her name as she rode on top of him and how she corrected him. "You call me fuck toy!" Nights in bed she would remember Wyatt at the foot of the bed watching her fuck the shit out of David. How it drove her insane and the longer she looked in his eyes, the harder she thrust her hips down on him, the deeper it drove his dick into her. She remembered how as she sucked on David's cock long and slow, running her tongue the length of his engorged shaft how delicate he had been when he slid his still hard cock slowly into her tight ass. They hadn't done that often, and she had never enjoyed it the way she had that night.


She had been a fuck toy, a slut like she never imagined. She pleasured two men in every way she could think of. She would think back on how she had laid on the bed with a cock in each hand waiting for one to move and when it had been Wyatt's she had gone down on him again. Sucking him furiously until David too had regained his stiff shaft and moved in behind her to fuck her again, fast and hard, pulling at her legs to spread her open wider for him.


She could also remember falling asleep between them. David had kissed her long and passionately before rolling over to go to sleep. She had thought Wyatt was already sleeping but as she rolled over to him he had opened his eyes.


"Do you love your fuck toy?"


"Yes, Dot. I love my fuck toy almost as much as I love you." He smiled as his eyes closed.


The next morning David was gone. She was sleeping pressed against her husband, his arm around her gently snoring. She showered and came back to find him stirring. Climbing back into bed, he kissed her and made love to her slowly and delicately.


She couldn't count the number of orgasms that had come that night or the number of fantasies that came out of it. David had never said anything about it again. He would smile at her from time to time. Once, by the pool, she had flashed him her tit and he smiled. If he was ever different to her it was only that his hand was sat more gently on her shoulder as they passed in the kitchen or their talks about his life more open and honest. She did discuss it with Wyatt. Often in whispers lying in bed as a kind of foreplay that always led to incredible sex.


It all seemed a fantasy, more than any Halloween could ever possibly be again. She did, however always seem to find a party for the holiday, and each year, an incredibly sexy costume.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Kiss For Those At Home


After another long day at work, I arrive home to find a note and a box on the table, the note reads, this is for you to have fun tonight, and in the box I find a pair of japanese clover nipple clamps a small plug a large plug and a VERY large plug with a big bottle of HOT KY.


Going to my room, I strip out of my clothes and crawl into bed. I lean back into the pillows, playing with my nipples until they started to puff up a little bit. Laying on my back, legs spread, knees up, I lick and suck on the smaller plug while I lube my ass with the HOT KY, feeling the warmth spread through my tight hole. As I'm about to slip a finger into my tight hole, the phone buzzes with a new text message that reads "Don't hide under the sheets, db" Can someone see me? Is someone watching?


Fingers, first one, then two, enter my ass, making sure the lube gets deep inside me, stretching me out getting me hot, bothered, and ready. The muscles in my ass quiver and clench at this first invasion, valiantly saying "no!" but secretly hungry for more, trembling at the exploration. I remove the plug from my mouth and give it some lube of its own, caressing it with my fingers, finally slipping it into my ass, gentle but firm pressure causing it to slip inside me, spreading my hole open, getting it ready for whatever comes next. I sigh, feeling it settle into place.


Returning to my nips, I pinch and tease them, grabbing first the left then the right and attach the nipple clamps. Unused to the pinching clamps, it hurts, but oh so good.. I know the pain that will come later when they're removed, and shiver with frightened anticipation. I close my thighs and curl tightly around a pillow, feeling its smooth cool pillowcase on my skin. Rolling over onto my tummy, kneeling with my willing ass in the air, I proceed to lick the larger plug, teasing it like a cock, wishing it were your cock to feed me..


I reach back and start to slowly fuck my ass with the smaller plug.. I wonder if I'll ever have a chance to please two people at once, to have both ends stuffed and serving? The thought fills my imagination for a while, a daydream of being blindfolded and bound, being told to open up to be used for sucking and having a strange cock slid between my lips. I'm started, but a slap to my ass and a whispered command "You'll suck this cock, db, its what I want" and I happily comply...


No time for such thoughts! I'm here to please these toys, not my own fantasies I quickly frig myself repeatedly with the small plug, then as quickly as I can remove it and slide the next larger plug into its place, its girth stretching me open even further, penetrating more deeply. ooohhhh... so good! it doesn't slide in so easily, stretching me so well, my ass is feeling looser now but still hot and tight. Just then, a new text message comes in - "check the bottom of the largest plug" I lean over to see it has a suction cup on it... hmm, I wonder..


I hop up and wiggle over to my wooden desk chair, and sit, legs spread, pressing down with my ass to secure the suction cup on its hard wooden seat. Secured, I rise a little, feeling the plug pop out of my ass, so empty! I sit back down quickly, feeling the plug split my ass open... I start to bounce, oh, how I want it to be your cock in my ass, but I intend to please the plug as if it were - I give pleasure to what you tell me to! If the best ue of my willing ass is to fuck this silicone toy, then that's what I'll do.


I try to fuck the plug as best I can, short little moves, and I start to tug on the chain to the clamps, getting a good rhythm going. The faster I slide my ass over the plug, the harder I tug on the clamps, until oh oh oh OOOOWWWW! one of the clamps slips off my nipple and I cry out in pain, shoving my ass down HARD onto the plug and crying as blood rushes back into my nipple. I shudder and pull on the other clamp, and pull it off as well.. I'm crying, fucking a giant butt plug/dildo attached to a chair, but oh god I want to come so badly, but can't until told I can - certainly not before the plug comes!


BRING! Another text message comes in - "db, don't forget you are to get as many photos of you debasing yourself as possible"


I stand up and rummage around to find my camera, setting it on the chair to film the plug disappearing into my now loose ass, taking stills of my red burning nipples with the plug deep in my ass, I pull them off the camera and email them to the text massager.. is it you? I hope so... while grinding my ass on the seat, keeping the session going. A text message arrives, giving me link to a website... a flickr account.. a PUBLIC flickr account!! I open the link and see that its the pictures I just sent out... I feel so exposed, but I can't stop.. don't want to stop, I want more, but my ass is sore, my nipples numb. A private note in my flickr account says "from now on every time you text me your pictures will go to this account and you WILL send pictures" I click back to the photo album and notice the pictures already have 500 hits. I purr, ready to come, hoping sir enjoys seeing me doing this.


A new message that says for me to load up my laptop and get the web cam ready as I have some "admirers" that want to watch me. Oh my! I turn on my web cam, positioning it so anyone who wants can watch me uselessly fuck myself just because you told me to, slavishly writhing as my ass is impaled over and over again.


Suddenly I hear your voice, "Don't turn around bitch but continue, you have an paying audience now, they want to see you perform for them!" I feel something land on my thigh, its a larger plug than the one in my ass, with ripples and ridges and bumps and what appears to be a heavy chain. "Put the chain on around your neck and lace it thru your nipple chain and the put the clamps back on - I think you can figure out what to do with the plug wench." I have no choice but to obey, as I hear my bed settle down as you sit upon it.


I reattach the nipple clamps with a wince, attach the chain.. standing up, the viewers can see my ass starting to gape a little, so loose and ready, ripe - I switch the plugs and settle this one into my ass in one smooth, confident motion, my ass against the wooden chair seat, impaled with a silicone plug, nips on fire, the cold chain around my neck, across my back and chest. I stand and, leaning forward, one hand on the desk, reach between my legs, grasp the plug, and start to fuck my ass again... slowly at first, more quickly and I lose myself in the dreamy haze of being a good cock socket, my ass becoming just another willing hole in YOUR fuck toy.


I hear something that sounds like you masturbating behind me on the bed, watching as the foot long plug goes deep into my ass, its full two inch diameter stretching me out more than I've been stretched before. Insatiably I try to keep a steady speed, driving my ass back to meet the thrust of the plug, chain jingling against the edge to the desk, tits swaying back and forth, my low, guttural moans and high pitched squeals becoming more frequent, more insistent, signaling how desperately I want to please you.


"Thank you... thank you... thank you for letting me fuck your largest plug" I moan.. its hard to speak and not drool, my mouth as empty as my ass is between thrusts of the invader that impales me. "Sir.... I need to come now!" I cry, tears starting to form in my eyes. I hear you walk over and on my up swing you place your hands on my shoulders and forcefully push me back down out of rhythm down hard onto the plug putting your full weight down on my shoulders. As you do that you whisper in my ear, "Cum for them, bitch!"


I squeal loudly and come all over, running down my legs (good thing I wasn't wearing stockings!) and the desk.. I shudder, legs quivering, embarrassed suddenly to be so naked and vulnerable, so wonton and whorish. You let go of my shoulders and lean close to my ear, "look up and smile into the camera bitch, as this is going up with your pictures.."


I look up, tears in my eyes, glad to not be wearing make up at least, looking up towards the webcam.. and blow it a kiss. I see you smiling broadly as you lean over and shut down the feed.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Naughty Librarian


The library is a large, well lit room, full of round tables w/chairs, scattered around and among the endless shelves and stacks of books. The room smells of book leather and weathered pages of literature.


I sit at my desk, which is neatly arranged with pens/pencils/stapler/computer etc.. I stare intently at the computer screen working. My hair is pulled back.. Partially. I am wearing glasses. My body is clad in a white button down dress shirt, first 3 buttons undone.. Hinting at cleavage and dare I say a naughty black lace bra. I have on a short grey skirt. And black pumps. My make up is natural.. A bit of mascara on the eyelashes.. And on my lips... nude/pink gloss.


Occasionally I hear a bubbling of laughter and conversation coming from a table just across from my desk. There are four of you sitting there.. Goofing off. I get up and walk to the table. I look at all of you and tell you to keep it down. This is a library. Not a bar. Or a social gathering place. You catch my gaze and give me a look of annoyance. I raise an eyebrow at you. "Is there a problem?" I ask. You reply no. You give me another smirk, irritating me.


I return to my desk. I go on w/my work.. Occasionally noticing continued laughter and talking coming from your direction.. Then all your friends leave and it's just you.. A quiet you. You get up and head toward the back of the library. After giving me one more "bitchy" look.


I watch you. I notice you have on a pink v neck tank top that hugs your curves. A black short skirt. Black heels. Long legs. Full breasts. A delicate neck. Porcelain skin.


I have a cart full of books needing shelved so off I go. After a few minutes, I come across you in the "erotic lit" section of the library. I need to put books away, but you impede my passing. I notice that you are standing on the third step of a ladder reaching for a top shelf book. This makes you have to reach up higher.. Causing your breasts to rise.. And the skirt to ride up your thighs. I catch a glimpse of flimsy black lace see thru panties.. And a full ass filling them.


I begin to flush at the thoughts going thru my head. I want to kiss you against the bookshelf. Cup a breast.. Or an ass cheek. You look at me and ask if you're in my way.. I reply no.. brush past you and put the books away.. Coming out of my daze.


You ask if the private reading/study room is available. I reply yes and tell you to sign in so you won't be bothered. You take a very naughty book w/you and off you go to the room.


I return to my desk. Work a while.. Then the cart is once again full and I need to make the rounds. I finally come up to the entrance of the reading room. There is a large rectangular glass window that allows me to see inside. You sit there in a chair.. Your feet propped up on the wooden table.. Reading.. You don't even know I'm watching.


Suddenly I feel an intense urge to go inside. I decide to use chastising you for your earlier behavior and attitude as an excuse. I enter. You look up pissed that I'm interrupting you. "Is there a problem?" you ask, throwing my earlier question back in my face.


"I just wanted to tell u that next time u and ur friends are here to keep it down.. Ppl need to study. In peace and quiet.. Not in the midst of giggling and conversation.." I reply.


You take an attitude with me. "It's a free country. We can talk/laugh all we want. You should learn to loosen up a little and not be so bitchy."


I glare at you. I open the door, pull my cart inside, and "click" the lock on the doorknob. Your eyes go to my face, nostrils flaring. You don't know what to expect. I walk toward you. Take the book from your hand and throw it to the floor. "I don't like sass or getting back talked. I was simply telling you the rules of the library. And you don't know me so don't tell me I need to loosen up. I think you need a lesson in manners. You're obviously lacking in that area... at least.. I say this as my eyes roam your body.


You stand up and I back you into the corner. "What's wrong? Too bitchy for you? You can dish it out but can't take it?" I ask. I reach out and roughly cup your cheeks making your face screw up and lips pout. I look into your eyes... which are filled with trepidation. "Are you ready for your lesson?" I ask.


I reach back and pull the band from my hair.. Allowing it to cascade and fall around my face and shoulders. I appear less severe this way. You calm somewhat. Slowly I begin undressing myself. First the shirt and bra, then the skirt... then the underwear, black lace which matches my bra. I'm in only heels now..


You're still in the corner and I make my way back to you. We're mere inches apart. I feel your breath on my face. We're that close. I stick out my tongue and lick you from your collar bone to your neck, upward to the shell of your ear. I bite the lobe gently, nipping. And ask, "are you ready?" You stammer a yes...


I fist my fingers thru your hair and pull your mouth to mine in punishment. My tongue forces itself inside your mouth. At first you are unsure and surprised. Then you begin to kiss back. Heatedly. I pull away from you. "No baby.. I'm teaching this lesson remember?"


My fingers go to your tank top. I trace your breasts thru the material. Your nipples are already hard for me. My tongue traces the outline of the v of your shirt. Then I take my hands, grip the bottom of the shirt and raise it up and over your head/arms, tousling your hair. The shirt lands on the floor w/the book.


I look at your beautiful tits overflowing from the skimpy black lace bra that holds you. A delicious contrast to your pale skin. I kneel down and take one of your feet and place it on a nearby chair. My fingers trace their way upward, up the leg, to inner thigh, and then brushes across your hot wet center.. The flimsy fabric already wet. From your reading? The kiss? Or what is to come? We'll see. I cup your mound and you moan. "Shhhh.. No talking.. No noise remember?" I say.


I remove my hand and reach behind you and unzip the skirt. It falls to the floor around your stiletto clad feet. Slowly I rise.. Allowing my fingers to trace upward again. I look at you and say "today is gonna be about accepting authority and obeying orders. Doing what you are told. Do you understand?" You nod yes.


I take my hands reach behind you and unclasp the bra. Tossing it aside. Your full, breasts, perfect globes, hang there. In front of me.. Tempting me. Your peachy/pink nipples are already pebble and puckering at my gaze.


I raise my eyebrow at you.. "hmm.. Where shall our lesson begin?" I take my hand and SMACK it against your left breast. Then do the same to the right. I take my fingers and roll your nipples roughly... I lean down and take one perky nip into my hot mouth..I moan. The vibration causing you to pebble harder. I lick your breasts all over and suck the nipples one at a time.. Then squish them together and suck both simultaneously. Squeezing them at the same time.


I go to my cart and retrieve from a black box, a pair of soft cuffs and a blindfold. I place the cuffs and blindfold on you.. I bend you forcefully over the edge of the wooden table. Your breasts press into the cool wood. Your ass is lifted to my gaze. I take my hands and rip the delicate lace panties from your body. They tear easily. I take my hand and SMACK your right cheek, then the left. I smirk at the redness there.. My hand print marking you. I continue spanking you several minutes reminding you about rules of the library. With each smack, you hiss. Are you in pain/or pleasure.. Such a fine line.


I tell you to crawl up on the table and lay on your back.. Arms raised above your head.. Legs spread but flat on the table. Your hands and arms drape across the edge stretching you lifting your breasts. I lick your nipples.. Then suck hard til they are stiff, and swollen.


You can't see, but I've retrieved a set of feathered nipple clamps from my box. I trace the nipples w/the feathers. Brushing ever so lightly over you.. Then you feel the pinch of the clips clamping on you. You inhale sharply at the tingle. The sting. They are adjustable and I tighten them a few more notches. They look beautiful on you.


I spread your legs more. I go back to my box and return with a leather fringed whip. I take the fringes and begin at your face, tracing downward your body.. Allowing it to graze you in a caress. I linger on the breasts, abdomen, and freshly waxed pussy.


SMACK.... The whip connects with your right breast... then works across to the other. You try to control your breathing. To hold still, but you want to thrash. "Hold still." I say. I raise the whip again and spank your clit with it. You almost rise off the table. I continue on swatting my way down your legs.


You are flushed red from the torture/pleasure. "Are you learning your lesson? Can you obey commands?" I ask.. And you reply yes...


I get up on the table.. And I straddle your face. My own smooth pussy hovers above your mouth. You cannot see due to the blindfold.. But you smell my arousal. And you sense the heat. Stick out your tongue Lauren. I command. I lower myself a little, and you raise your head. Allowing your tongue to meet my flesh. You slide it over me.. Up my slit.. To my clit.. Licking delicious circles. I feel a slow throb beginning to pull at me. I tell you to put your tongue inside me. Blindly you search out my hole. Then your pink tongue slides in.. Piercing me. Licking faster and faster. Then slow. I stop you.. I cannot allow myself to cum. I have to finish your punishment.


I move down your body. And you feel a fullness as two balls are pushed inside your hot wet pussy. I shove them in as far as they'll go. Your hips rise when I hit the on switch and you feel the vibration begin. I play w/the settings.. Watching the response of your body w/each one. I settle on a medium vibration.. They begin to make your inner walls quiver and become slick. With moisture.


Then I raise your legs. And spread them wide. I look up at the feather clamped nipples.. And back to that glorious cunt of yours... laid before me like a feast. I lean down and lick a trail from hip bone to hip bone.


Then I work my way down to your clit. I suck it in my mouth hard and bite down gently. My tongue is swirling around your clit.. Caressing and torturing it.. I flick my tongue in quick strokes.. Then languid slow ones. My fingers spread you open now. I lick up your slit.. Tasting you.. So good.. Salt and honey coats my tongue.. I can feel the vibration from the balls still inside you. I speed them up and watch you squirm.. I turn them off and tell you not to move, do as you're told.. You comply.


I pull out the balls, you gasp as I do at the sensation. I take my tongue and shove it in that dripping cunt of yours. I continue this torture varying the speed of my thrusts. And the depth.. I love lapping up your desire.. Like a cat licking cream. I insert two fingers inside you and fuck you with them.. Adding a third when you're ready. You pant and moan. And start to apologize for your earlier attitude w/me. I reach behind me and get a long glass dildo w/ridges... and slowly I begin pushing it inside you. .you gasp at the coolness of the glass against your hotness. I push deeper and deeper adding pressure. I pull it out and it is covered in your juices.. I take the blindfold off of you.. And the cuffs. I allow you to watch me lick your wetness off the glass.


You give me a look of desperation. Needing to be finished off. My tongue goes back to work between your legs where I could stay forever. I rub my face all in it.. And I'm covered in your liquid heat.


You're so wet now.. So hot. You beg me for more. I get up and you get angry that I've left you. I go to the cart and when I come back you see that I am wearing a purple strap on. I reach up and take the clamps off your nipples. I want them in my mouth while I fuck you. You shudder at the rush of blood coming back into them..


I get between your legs. I take the head of the cock and put it at your entrance. You don't need lube.. I've made sure you're ready for it. Slowly, inch by inch, I fill you. You gasp w/each forward movement. I begin to thrust. A building tension.. I push your legs wider and higher so I can get deeper... deeper still. I lean up and down and suck your tits into my mouth.. Biting the nipples and sucking hard. You lean up and take my mouth.. Fucking my mouth w/your tongue in tandem with the cock inside you.. You begin to buck harder now..


Abruptly I pull out of you. I make you get on your hands and knees on the table. I get behind you. I reach around and play w/your clit.. Flicking and pinching it. Mercilessly. I push the cock in from behind.. Taking you doggie style.. And you love it. I pull your hair making your back and neck arch to me.. Allowing me access to lick and bite and suck at you. My teeth rake your neck. I fuck you harder and harder w/the strap on. Deeper and deeper.. Higher and higher. Angling myself for your pleasure. You begin to scream and grasp at whatever you can get your hands on.


Your entire body convulses as you clench down on the cock.. Soaking it. I pull out and lick your pussy from behind.. Catching any leftover drops of cream. Mmm. Tastes so good.. I'd like to have seconds. I move to the front of the table and have you suck your cum off the purple cock.


I take it off and drop it to the floor. I take your mouth in a passionate but fierce kiss. Roughly, hard. Then softening..


"If you need any other lessons in behavior or attitude, let me know." I whisper to you. Looking in your eyes. We continue to caress and lick/tease for a while.. Til we both come down from the high. Allowing the waves of passion to crest and crash.


We look around us, and notice the crowd gathered just outside the window to the room... Guess we gave them a good show, huh?


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Just for Her


"Ready?" James asked.


She couldn't imagine how the night could get any better. Dinner and dessert at her favorite restaurant, a moon lit stroll... perfection.


"Open your eyes!" He had led her into their bathroom, where he had prepared a candle-lit bubble bath. She'd never seen so many bubbles; they were positively spilling out of the tub. "Get in and relax, I will be right back."


She tested the water with her toe. It was perfect. She slid in and let out a deep sigh, feeling completely enveloped in warmth. She closed her eyes until heard his footsteps. He reappeared with a tropical mixed drink for her. His eyes twinkled as he handed it to her. She took a sip and closed her eyes again, savoring the moment. She made a small noise of protest as he took the glass from her, but she obliged, keeping her eyes closed. She heard the small click of a bottle being opened, then felt his strong hands on her scalp, massaging as he washed her hair. He knew that having her hair washed was very relaxing to her. She felt the tension in her body begin to melt away. "This must be what Heaven feels like," she thought to herself.


His hands expertly kneaded her scalp, neck and shoulders until she felt completely calm and at peace. Then he presented her with a small tray that held her favorite soaps. "Stay here and relax for a bit, I will come back in later to help you dry off." She carefully bathed herself. She loved the way this soap smelled, and she wanted to make sure she used enough that the scent would linger on her skin. After she finished, she simply laid there, letting it soak in. Just as the water started to cool a bit, he was back. He took her hand and helped her step out of the tub, carefully drying her with a large, fluffy towel. She was not used to this much assistance and was surprised at how much she enjoyed it. As James dried her hair, she wrapped her arms around him and kissed him deeply. She was taken aback when he stopped her. "Not yet" he whispered.


After she was dried, he pulled something out of his pocket. "I want you to wear this for your next surprise." She unwrapped the small gift, revealing a silk blindfold. She was confused, but the rest of the night had been so amazing she could only believe that this was the start of something equally wonderful. He helped her put it on. "Can you see anything? Be honest."


"Nothing at all." she replied, holding her hands out to try and regain her bearings.


"Good, follow me." He took her hand began to walk. She knew the layout of the house well enough to know he had led her to their bedroom. He gently laid her down on the bed. The feeling of the soft, cool sheets on her bare skin was wonderful. "Please raise your arms up" he asked softly. She felt cool silk wrapping around her wrists. He was tying her to the bed. This was not something they normally did, so now she was really curious as to what he had in store.


"Try to get free."


She moved her arms, but it didn't work. "I can't."


"Good." He replied. Though she couldn't see him, she could tell from his voice that he was grinning. She felt his hand trace her collarbone, softly and slowly. He began to kiss her neck. She had been waiting all night for this, his hands felt so good. A small moan escaped her lips. He leaned up and kissed her lightly on the forehead. "Don't go anywhere, I will be right back." Don't go anywhere? How could she? She had to admit that she was getting a bit frustrated at this point. The whole evening had been so wonderful, why start teasing her now? She strained to hear what was going on. Nothing for a few minutes. Then some small sounds. A door opening? The closet? She heard a drawer slide open and the sound of someone looking through it. Footsteps came toward the bed and she felt a light tickle on her side- feathers! He must have gotten into her drawer of toys and pulled out the tickler. He lightly traced up and down her thighs, around her stomach. She could feel his breath on her. It was amazing how heightened her other senses seemed now that sight was taken away.


She felt a soft kiss on her thigh. His face felt smoother than it had before, had he shaved? The thought of him running off to quickly shave while she lay there blindfolded and tied to the bed amused her. The thoughts of amusement left her as the kisses moved. She felt a finger slowly trace the crease between her thigh and her pussy, followed by a warm, wet mouth gently probing her. Her breath caught- it felt amazing. His fingers gently drew her swollen lips apart to allow him better access. He softly licked and sucked at her. She began to moan. She wasn't sure if it was the heightened senses, or the restraints, but something about this felt different. "Yes... don't stop" She sighed. She was already close to the edge. She bucked her hips against him as his technique continued to surprise and delight her. She was unsure where he'd learned these new tricks, but they were certainly having the right effect on her. Her moaning grew louder and louder until she screamed out, her body shaking uncontrollably. A soft chuckle of appreciation came from between her legs. She felt the blood drain from her face as she realized why it felt different. It wasn't James's voice. She struggled against the restraints.


She felt a hand on her shoulder and heard her James's voice. "Shhh.... I'm right here. Everything is okay."


"What is going on?" she stammered. She was confused. Had she had too much to drink and imagined someone else's voice? He kissed her softly and she began to relax. Then it dawned on her. When he kissed her, he didn't feel shaved. The face between her legs did. "Who is in here?! I want to know what is going on!"


"I think it is time for your final surprise, my love." James whispered, as he removed her blindfold. Her frightened eyes searched his, trying to find some hint as to what was going on and why. It was then that she noticed. Standing at the foot of the bed was Sean. She'd often fantasized about him, but here he was, actually in her bedroom. She looked again at James and he smiled tenderly. "You talk in your sleep, Love. At first I admit, I was a bit jealous, but then the thought of you with another man started to excite me. I've seen the way he looks at you, so I asked if he'd be willing to help me make this night special for you." He untied her restraints.


"Are you sure?"


He held her face in his hands and looked into her eyes. "I'm sure. I love you more than anything else, and nothing pleases me more than seeing you be pleased."


She turned to face Sean, unsure of what to say. She had a sudden fear that this was all just a dream, too good to be true. What if she woke up? She threw her arms around Sean and kissed him passionately. The sensation was completely different than she was used to. He had a totally different taste, scent, and feeling than James. The newness excited her. He held her against him as she looked back at James, who gave a nod as if to say, "Go ahead."


If this was her night, she was going to make the most of it. She kissed Sean hard, pushing him back onto the bed. She tore at his clothes, wasting no time in removing them. Their hands explored one another as James looked on. He rarely saw her so animal, he loved it. She focused her attention on the new cock she had in front of her. James kept himself trimmed, but Sean was completely shaved, which intrigued her. His penis was a bit longer than James's, but not as thick. It was also arrow straight. James had always joked that his was "curved for her pleasure." She lightly ran her hand down the length of Sean's throbbing member and placed the tip between her lips, wondering how it would feel to have him inside of her. He writhed in pleasure. She had always enjoyed giving oral; it was fascinating for James to be at this vantage point, seeing how he must look when she took him in her mouth.


James shifted around uncomfortably. His own cock was stiff and in need of some attention, the absent-minded stroking he'd been giving it while watching her go down on Sean was no longer satisfying enough. He positioned himself behind her and began to massage her clit. She moaned, which Sean clearly appreciated. She was still soaking wet from the thorough tongue-lashing Sean had just given her. James positioned himself behind her and slipped his thick, hard cock into her hot, wet pussy.


"Yes!" she cried, throwing her head back while continuing to stroke Sean with her hand.


"How does it feel to have two cocks at once?" James asked. "I bet you love it, don't you? The way you make all those cocks so hard for you."


"Mmmm..." she sighed.


"Would you like to be filled with two at once? Why don't you wrap that pretty little mouth of yours around Sean again?" That was all the coaxing she needed. As James slammed into her, she worked back and forth on Sean, taking in as much of him as she could. Soon they got a rhythm going.


Sean was still in awe of what was going on. He'd never dared hoped he'd have a shot with her, let alone while James was there too. The build-up was becoming too intense "I'm almost there." he panted, running his hands over her breasts.


She immediately took her hands and mouth off of Sean. "Not yet. Not until I am ready for you to." She sat back a bit and met James's thrusts; he was getting close too. "Come on baby," she cooed. "I want you to come on me" A few more pumps and she could feel James getting ready to burst. She quickly turned to face him and stared into his eyes as he pumped his hot seed onto her neck and chest. She lightly ran her fingers over it. James kissed her on the head and handed her a towel. She carefully cleaned herself, then turned back to Sean. "How are you feeling?" she asked.


"A bit left out to be honest with you" he chuckled. His erection had started to drop a bit since she'd turned her attention from him.


She smiled. "Well I couldn't let you go off before I had that gorgeous dick of yours inside of me, now could I?"


Sean swallowed hard. He didn't dare hope that he'd get to actually fuck her. What would James think? He shot a nervous glance over to James, who winked at him. "What kind of friend would I be if I just invited you over to watch me fuck her and not let you in on it?" James asked.


She smiled mischievously, as she straddled Sean. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him. "First I want you to use that mouth of yours a bit more." She whispered, lightly brushing a hardened nipple over his lips. He gladly obliged, taking it into his mouth and lightly nibbling. She threw her head back and moaned in delight. She began grinding herself against his smooth cock as he continued to suck and nip at her gorgeous tits. Her moans turned into excited squeaks. James had to laugh as he watched how worked up she was getting. Sean paused to look at her and she placed her hands on his chest, pushing him down so he was lying on the bed. She ran her hand up and down his cock, then positioned herself over him and slowly eased herself down.


She placed her hands on his shoulders and began to slowly rock back and forth, gradually taking his entire length into her until she could feel her clitoris resting against the base of his dick. She moved slowly and deliberately, up and down, front to back, moving her hips in circles. "You feel amazing" She sighed.


"So do you" he replied. "I love watching you ride me." She continued slowly, feeling another orgasm build as her clit rubbed against him. She began to moan a bit more and pick up her pace. The faster she went, the better it was for Sean. Soon she was moving wildly, bouncing up and down hard and fast.


"Yes, I need cock so bad! Fuck that naughty little pussy while he watches. Fill it up!" Just as he was unsure he could hold out any longer, she let out a loud cry. "I'm cumming!"


Her uncontrollable movements sent him over the top, and his hands gripped her hips and held her on as he came inside of her. She leaned down and kissed him gently. "Thank you."


She eased off of Sean and looked toward James, who was smiling proudly. "And thank you too. This was the best part of the evening, I hope we can do this again sometime."


James and Sean's eyes met and they smiled. There would definitely be more evenings just for her.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Presentation


Maybe it is my conscious maybe I am not confident enough in believing I can have the attention, yearning and love of such a beautiful soul. Dreamt that you and I were working together. With you being the boss our budding relationship was a close secret. A few big wigs from corporate had come down for whatever reason. From a distance I had watched you greet them. The one guy was very hands on with you. This was driving me insane with jealousy. So bad in fact when you came over later that night we got in a fight about it.


Remember feeling like an ass. Here I am acting like an ass and driving you into this guys arm. I try calling and texting the next morning and get no answer from you. When I see you walk in the office that morning I am just stopped in my tracks. See you walk in wearing a very form fitting red sweater, pin striped pleated skirt and the sexy black leather boots you had shown me from shopping a few weeks earlier. You look absolutely radiant as you walk right past me as you are caught up in conversation with the big wigs.


Next thing I know we are sitting in a meeting. I am sitting in the back of the room watching you get ready to give your presentation I had seen you practice on me all weekend long. For some reason you say something about needing to turn off your black berry as I watch you fumble with it. Shortly afterwards I feel my cell vibrate and look down to see a text from you.


As everyone is intent on your words that I have heard quite often I open my cell to look at your text.


"Baby, I love you! I want no one but you! Mwah"


Instantly fills my heart with warmth. I just smile reading that as I look up watching you at your best. It finally dons on me that there is an attachment as I scroll down.


I see the top of your hip that my hands have slid over many times barely covered by the sheer lingerie. Following the taught garter over your creamy flesh snuggled nicely into your silk stocking. I stare intently at the silk stocking covering your thigh as it blends into the soft leather of your black boot. As I watch the leather bend around your knee, down your calf and wrapped around your ankle. Hearing you give your presentation as I look at the stiletto of your boot. I have never seen you in these boots before. OMG...these are the boots you are wearing right now. I can feel my cock swelling in my pants


I finally look up from my cell for what has had to be forever staring at it. You catch my eyes as I look up at you and just give me the biggest smile.


From that point on I just watch every move you make. Not paying to a word you say but I watch the lips I have kissed a thousand times slowly move as you annunciate each word. Staring at your tight red sweater, seeing how it accentuates your breast beneath. The breast that I have felt pressed into my chest many a time. Thinking of how just over the weekend how you teased my mouth with your nipples as you swayed them back and forth over my lips as you slowly grinded on my cock. Watching your hips move as you walk from side to side. Staring intently at your skirt imagining your garter that I know you are wearing beneath. Thinking of how I have had the pleasure of kissing and nibbling your inner thighs as I worked my way up to your soft moist velvet lips. Watching your legs beneath your skirt wrapped in the soft black leather. Remembering how you told me you would change the way I thought about boots.


The whole time I am just engrossed deeply in watching you giving your presentation, you know what I am doing. You can almost feel me as I slowly fuck you with my eyes. As you scan the room looking at everyone, every time you catch me eye fucking you as our eyes pass. You can't help yourself as you feel a warm burning feeling between your thighs.


As you start working around the room talking as you pass out some report. Someone else starts talking going over something in the report you just passed out. You reach between me and someone else to grab something off the conference table.


I smell the scent of your intoxicating perfume. The perfume that has been etched in my mind, reminding me of you. To my surprise I feel your soft sweater rubbing against my cheek as I feel your breast slowly press in me. "Excuse me, Bill." As you slowly pull yourself back as everyone is listening to the other person. They look back to see you catching up in the report.


From there you stand behind me as we go through the report. I feel you place your hand on my shoulder. I feel the nail on your thumb slowly run up and down along the back of my neck. Running through my hair finding the one place that you found that drives me wild. As you stand behind me you look down over my chest and can't help but notice the outline of my cock straining in my pants. Standing there as you clench your lips tight as you feel your dripping wet Gstring saturated with your sweet honey as I feel your nails clenching into my shoulder.


You quickly regain your composure as you work your way back to the room as the lights dim and you give the end of the presentation. At the end of the presentation the guy I dislikes walks up talking to you be touchy feeling with you driving me wild. They announce that you and the group are going to lunch and some other facility and was good meeting everyone as they whisk you away from me.


I text you "HAPPY...NOT happy". Finally I get a text back " I will handle it! LOVE YOU!!! Open the box in private!"


What the hell box are you talking about? Your assistant walks by a while later saying Brianna says to give this to you.


I finally open the box at home to find a saturated Gstring that you had been wearing and a note saying you love me.


After waiting for you to come over I finally get a text from you.


"Sorry handsome, running late. Be there as soon as I can. Love you!"


I finally go in the bedroom taking your Gstring with me. I find myself lying in bed looking at your pic of you in your boots that you had sent me. Lying naked in bed, I wrap my hand around my cock looking at your pic. Finally I close my eyes and hold your Gstring to my face. Imagining you were there with me to please me.


You quietly walk in my bedroom arriving later then you had wanted to. Walking in you see me in bed stroking my cock with my eyes closed smelling your sweet scent that you had left me earlier in the day. You can feel yourself become instantly wet again. Standing there watching me you slowly peel yourself out of your skirt and sweater. You slowly slither from the bottom of the bed up between my thighs.


"Let me help you with that." I hear you say right before you lower your lips onto the head of my cock. Your lips easily slip over the head of my cock meeting my hand that is just below the head. I feel your tongue teasing the tip as you flick along it. You ease the grip I have on my cock as your tongue is suddenly met with the precum I have been holding back. Hearing you purr as you slide my cock deeper in your eager lips. I look down to see your head sliding up and down my cock as my hands run through your hair. Fucking my cock with your mouth as you look up at me. Looking deep into my eyes as you never stop sliding my cock in and out of you. Giving me the look that you belong to me and no one else.


You feel my cock tensing inside your mouth. You are not ready for me to cum. Not just yet at least. I feel you grip right under the head of my cock as your lips make a popping sound as you release my cock from them. You run your ail along the belly of my cock easing your grip as you let some cum release from my cock. Taking your finger and wiping the cum from the head of my cock, I watch you lick your finger clean.


You slowly slither your way up my body. Feeling your lace covered breast sliding up my hairy chest. You slowly start kissing and nibbling along my neck. Your nails running through my hair putting me at ease. I hear you in my ear.


"I am all yours and no one else's, handsome. I love you!"


Without hesitation I tell you how much I love you, as I look deep into your eyes. You reach down kissing my lips with yours. As once again you kiss along my ear I hear you whisper.


"From what I saw you love my scent, Do you want a taste?" Before I can answer I feel you sliding up my chest. I feel the soft leather boots that have been burnt into my eyes all day long as they slide up over my arms pinning me down as you straddle my face.


"I enjoyed watching you now it is your turn." I look up at you and watch you slowly teasing your lips in front of me. Running your finger up and down your velvet lips. Pressing your fingers into your piercing as you grind it back and forth. Watching you tease your clit right before my eyes. I can't help myself but run my hands up and down your sexy boots, feeling the soft leather.


To my delight I watch you as you slip a finger slowly inside you. Watching you finger your pussy, teasing me. Watching as your eyes close as you bury your finger knuckle deep. That's it sunshine tease yours tits for me as well. I watch you pinch your nipple with your other as you feel me leaning up to taste you. You take your hand off your breast pushing me down.


"Not until I give you permission, Bill!"


With that I watch you slip your finger out as you slowly suck your finger dry. You run that same hand down over your breast and back down to your piercing. Teasing your clit once more as you watch me entranced on how you tease me. You once again start fingering yourself as you slide your finger out tracing my lips with it. Finally you slide your finger in my mouth letting me taste you off your finger.


"Please Brianna, let me taste you."


You reply "All you had to do was ask nicely handsome."


Without hesitation you lower your pussy to my waiting lips. I slopply start lapping at your lips for fear you will again tease me and take them away from me. My hands finally free as they run up your soft leather boots to your silk stockings. I love your taste Brianna.


Without saying anything you do exactly as I want you to. You start grinding your pussy in my mouth. Riding my face as my hands slip up to your ass lightly running over it. I want to bury my tongue deep inside you.


I feel you pull up from me as you turn around. I feel you slide your lips once again on my cock as you reach back between your thighs teasing your clit right in front of me. Feeling you slide up and down my cock with your lips acting like a vice on my cock. I finger you from behind as you suck my cock. Feeling your pussy throbbing wanting to be filled with my cock you once again slither down me.


To my delight you slide my cock deep inside your pussy. Watching you from behind as my hands run up and down your boots, stockings and garter. Seeing my cock go in and out as I stare at your tight little ass.


Fuck me Brianna Ride my fucking cock.


I lean up as you ride my cock and pull your hair from behind. Forcing your head to one side so I can lock my lips with yours as you fuck my cock. Letting my hand slide down over your breast. You feel my hand squeeze and fondle your breast. Fingers running over your nipple. I can feel myself tensing up and know I can no longer hold back. I let my hand run down to your clit. As you ride my cock up and down you feel my hand start smacking on your clit. With each smack tremors run through your whole being at the same time you feel my cock exploding deep inside you. I feel your legs tremble as you are straddles on my cock fucking me as you cum with me.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Impulse


Cary was supposed to meet his wife Sally at the lounge at 6 PM. He got off work at 5, there was a shower at the office and a change of clothes folded carefully in his over sized briefcase.


Just nice slacks, a sports shirt, since Sally promised to wear the little red dress she bought weeks before he dispensed with his usual blue jeans. She even modeled it for him in their living room but so far when Cary suggested she wear it outside the house, she chickened out.


It was on the short side but not amazingly so, it had a higher than normal waistline with long pleats. The bust was made of that stretchy stuff and it had no straps so she couldn't wear any of her bras with it.


The problem with that was the material made it completely obvious that she had big black nipples. Cary loved that, one glance at her and he was hard as a rock, but then Sally always did have that effect on him.


Sally was on the shy side about her boobs, while she didn't mind at all being naked in front of Cary, the idea of anyone else getting a peek was just not something she wanted to happen.


At least that appeared to be the case.


Like every woman everywhere, her tits are too soft, too hard, too little, not shaped right, nipples look wrong, one is bigger than the other, on and on and on.


This while surrounded by guys that would stand on their heads in a mud bog for a chance to get a good look at her boobs, even if the woman only had one of them. So she dressed modestly nearly all of the time, except for just once in awhile.


"I'm only wearing this to please you." He heard quite a few times from her when he did manage to convince her to add some provocation to her attire.


That's what she said, anyway, but Cary always suspected the truth might perhaps be different.


This Cary knew for a fact because one time at a party she wore an outfit that appeared to be modest at first glance but was overly loose at the top. There had been no encouragement from him at all that time.


She had come out of the bedroom wearing the soft pink dress, the top was a bit low cut, not outrageous at all, yet mildly large for her. Plus she had put on a shelf type bra and it pushed her boobs up enough that the tops of them showed nicely.


No big deal there except when she bent over for some reason. Then the bra showed clearly, both of her big titties sat there encased enough that her nipples didn't quite show but they came very close to it.


Even sitting down, if anyone walked behind her they could look right down there, her big dark nipples barely out of sight behind the frilly lace upper fringe.


Sally appeared to be totally oblivious to that, but everyone else there that evening sure wasn't.


She also got a little tipsy, not a hard thing for her to do, Sally was a three drinks and then giggling type of gal. She also got careless when she got a tad too much to drink, so that night about everyone there including the women got a nice look at her big soft breasts. A couple of times Cary noticed he could see just the upper edge of her nipple, and the peek a boo show got him horny as hell.


No way in hell could he keep his eyes off of her.


Sally acted like she didn't have a clue that people at the party were wearing a path in the carpet behind the couch she was sitting on.


Finally after she got tipsy and had sent him quite a few smoky glances he couldn't stand it and took her home.


That was one of those scoot across the carpet in the living room nights.


"God you looked hot tonight!" He told her, as they lay there cuddled up snugly.


"Hot? Me? In that old thing?" She answered.


She acted like she didn't know what he was talking about when he mentioned her slightly naughty appearance all evening. That had been a kick, so much fun that Cary was really up and going long before they even got to the house.


Cary spent a lot of time trying to convince Sally her breasts were perfection, hoping she would dress like that even more and he almost succeeded in that.


Almost.


Once he even connived her into taking off her top at the beach, she instantly planted herself face down on the blanket and you couldn't have pried her loose from it with a crowbar.


For some reason she was shy about being blatant yet often had accidents, it all was odd to him.


He knew he never would understand females.


+++


Sally did that bounce up and down on her tiptoes thing that afternoon while showing him her new naughty red dress she had just bought. It made her jugs do amazing things, Cary was sure she knew full well that he would go nuts.


Which he did. She saw the look on his face as he was getting up and turned and ran for the bedroom, getting the dress tugged over her head just in time to save it.


Then he had her tackled and down on the bed, Sally was giggled and squirming around as Cary poked at her, finally managing to get her tiny little pantie tugged out of the way. In the process they ended up falling off the bed, she landed on top and the carpet was nice and soft so he didn't even slow down.


His ass was sore for a full week after that one from rubbing on the carpet. She just laughed and told him it was his turn when he griped about it.


The idea of being out in public with Sally, while she was wearing that nasty tiny little red dress just yanked Cary's chain. Anyone who looked at her would be able to see her, even though she was covered up. Standing in the doorway like that with the light behind her had outlined her naked body perfectly, that part was something that had probably not registered on Sally.


At least he thought so.


She looked even hotter in it than she did out of it.


Well. Almost.


The thin pink pantie she had on underneath the red dress didn't hide anything either.


Sally felt her own orgasm flood over her as Cary thrust away at her, those times when he went all out of control like that were something she just loved. He would get so completely hard, and it felt even bigger than normal.


"God you are so fucking hot!" He was grunting, it filled her mind completely with pleasure because she knew he had gone almost out of control at just the sight of her.


Sally loved it when Cary was like that, her own pleasure was so intense that she lost track of everything else.


+++


She decided that she would muster her courage and wear the outfit for him. She had seen herself in the mirror, the dress really was nasty, far more so than anything she had ever worn in public but she felt that she was still covered up well enough, all it appeared to do was offer hints.


She made up her mind for sure when Cary managed the second orgasm without even stopping, she had long since lost count of her own.


Sally decided that she would do anything to please this man, he was the most wonderful man in the whole world.


+++


6 PM was not a problem at all, he would "b there with bells on", he sent her the text from work on his new phone thingie. They had just gotten them, and were still in the process of learning to use them, fiddling around sending short blurbs back and forth even while both of them were at home.


It was almost like shorthand, trying to send a message and make it fit on the tiny little screen was fun.


"u better b", she sent right back. Cary could hardly wait, he got off work at 5 and was going to meet her at the lounge, have some dinner, go listen to the band and dance. He loved to be out with her, show her off. Even dressed in her normal blouse and skirt, or even slacks and a top she was special.


Cary noticed that lots of men, even some of the women took notice of them as he spun her on the dance floor, he was a tall and handsome man in his own right, and there was no hiding his broad shoulders and muscular arms.


Tease each other, have some fun, go home and make wild love the rest of the night. He could just imagine what the night would be like if she actually did wear something like that naughty red dress out in public.


Sally had long since noticed Cary's reactions, simply wearing a pair of tight shorts perked him up, a low cut top got his eyes following her every move. Things like that made her tingle inside in anticipation.


That day at the beach, she had actually taken her bikini top completely off, right out in public. She had wanted desperately to just roll over, show her titties off to the entire world, but she simply could not bring herself to do that.


Instead she had laid there on her tummy, even going so far as to lift the blanket up when she sat up to put her top back on. There had been one older man about 30 feet or so away, she could see he was trying to get a peek at her, it made her face flush. She was reasonably sure the man did get a brief look as she had struggled to hold the blanket and put her top on at the same time.


But that wasn't her fault, she was trying to be modest.


If someone got a peek at her when she was dressed normally, those were just accidental and not her fault. Wearing this dress would be different, it really did show off a lot of her body. This would be no accident, she would have no way to hide that.


The other thing is that since it had been in her mind all day, Sally was incredibly turned on herself at the idea. She had already spoiled the sheer red pair, put on some white ones and messed them up, too.


Her usual white cotton ones looked silly with the outfit, so in a moment of lust she just left them off.


"God!" She thought. "No panties?" That was also totally unlike her. She stood there in front of the mirror, posed, her legs open. The hem of the skirt was only six inches below her pussy!


Glancing down, she realized that the dark carefully trimmed "V" of her pubic hair showed clearly through the cloth!


Everyone would know, she just could not possibly go out of the house like that. Excited but frightened at the prospect, Sally changed her mind at least a dozen times.


Normally if she got herself into a mood like this, Cary would come home, she would tease him a little bit by making him chase her all over the house, he would respond and dinner would get cold.


They would not be able to do that, since she was going to drive her little white Kia to the nightclub. This time instead of making love and then going out, things would have to wait.


Sally scrubbed herself pink, powdered and perfumed, fixed her hair and makeup to perfection. Slipping the skimpy dress over her head, she did a little whirl in front of the mirror, causing the hem of the dress to swing out and up.


She knew she would need to be extremely cautious while dancing, she again saw the flash of her brown bush in the mirror when she did the spin.


That glimpse was enough for her to go check her pantie drawer, she did have the pale pink thong bottoms of her sunning outfit that Cary had bought for her. She had worn them just one time, the time she actually went topless out on the beach. But now her dark curly pubic hair stuck out both sides of the thong, she had trimmed more off that time.


Thinking about that, she quickly undressed again, went into the bathroom and lathered herself up. It only took a few minutes, and she had all of the hair removed. She slid her fingers slowly over herself, feeling the slick softness. Her body shuddered, she wanted desperately to masturbate but she also knew the way it would feel when Cary slid inside her, so she managed to barely keep from doing it.


That would be a wonderful surprise for her man when they got home, she could hardly wait! Just thinking about that made her nipples swell up and poke out so much that actually hurt.


Putting on her clothes once again, she was so horny she again very nearly left the undergarment off, but then she tugged it on, thinking that would be way too much out in public with nothing under there.


She had nearly left the house naked underneath the thin dress, that was terrible! What if someone found out? What would they think of her?


Then she let her hands drift over herself again, managing a small orgasm from just that simple touch. It did take the edge off, at least now she could actually walk without looking like she was squirming. Glancing down at her front, she could see her nipples still shoving big bumps in the cloth. Even that close she could see the darker portions.


A quick couple of rubs up her swollen slit resulted in another small orgasm. Something about the now completely bare flesh at her loins had her going far more than normal.


Barely satisfied, she glanced at her watch and headed for the car. All she could think of was what the look on her husband's face would be like when he saw her.


"He asked for it." She told herself, sitting there with the engine idling for a few moments mustering her courage.


Finally reaching down and dropping the car into gear, she headed for the night club. If someone saw too much of her, it wouldn't be her fault, she rationalized.


+++


Cary was getting ready to go take a shower when the boss came in, some crap about an order messed up. Since he was Cary the MAN, anything that went wrong around the warehouse, they came and got him.


For the paycheck, that's a good thing, for everything else, it just sucked. Cary seemed to be late to everything Sally had plans for. Hell, one would think she would have gotten used to it.


Yea, sure. Late was a never ending source of mild irritation for her.


This time he had promised, honest to God swore to her that no matter what, he would be there on time.


That is why she had bought the two little phones, so she could find out where in the hell he was while sitting and waiting.


Neither one of them had any real idea of how to use them, but Cary had sent her a message from the bathroom the first night telling her he needed her help. She went in to find out what he wanted, and he was standing there in just his socks with a huge grin on his face.


Giggling, she helped.


+++


Lucky for Cary, the shipping error was just 15 miles away, all he had to do was jet over there, fix the order, then come back and check out.


No problem at all except it was 5 minutes to 5 when the boss told him that.


He jetted.


It all was a stupid mistake, someone had transposed a digit on the order. Then they had no idea what was wrong, hell, there was a 250 pound difference in what the weight should have been and what it was. It was just Cary's bad luck that one single digit reversed came out to be a different in stock item. Normally a mistake like that came up to nothing, someone would look and realize.


The stupid asses in packing just looked at the numbers, none of them could read the big words that said what the parts were.


He had it in his mind to read them the riot act the next week, but right now he wanted to get things straightened out and get to the lounge with his wife. He was hoping she might finally leave the bra off, that would be one hell of a kick. He had to slam on the brakes at the end of the street, thinking of Sally almost made him miss the red light.


Cary shook his head, forced his mind to the task at hand.


Dispatch a truck, pick up the correct parts, deliver them for the night shift, pick up the wrong shipment and back to the warehouse.


A Monkey could have seen and fixed the damn problem with two telephone calls, but no one else in the company could read.


It was 6:05 when he got back to the office. The phone must have went off when he was in the shower, he saw the message when he came back out.


"where the hell r u" It read.


He glanced at his watch, 6:15.


Lord.


"tied up on the way" he sent.


"naked here lol"


"what?" he texted.


"red dress no bra. lol"


Red dress? At the lounge already, in that red dress? No bra?


God!


"i hurry." he sent.


Yow! Cary had been wanting to take her out dressed all nasty looking, but it just was not her style at all. Damn shame, too, Sally was one stone fox. Natural big hair, all sorts of waves and colors in it, blue eyes that would melt any man's heart. The constant smile on her face gave her the appearance of seeing only the person she was looking at.


Sally wasn't a hugely busted gal, rather she was sleek and just right, her movements were lithe and exuded sexuality. She always griped that her tits weren't big enough, but even with both of his hands on just one of them, there was quite a bit left over.


Then it was her nipples that were too dark, too big, too puffy, why women were never satisfied with their bodies was something he didn't understand.


Maybe it was just fishing? Gripe about something, get an instant compliment? Maybe that was it, women were something Cary never did quite manage to understand.


More than one male had developed a stammer when first introduced to her, even when she was wearing old blue jeans and a T-shirt. She acted like she didn't even have a clue about that, although he had tried to explain it to her more than once.


Sally was also on the naive side, not stupid by any stretch of the imagination, she just trusted people. If some asshole wearing a pony tail and tattoos and a biker vest told her he was a Doctor or airline pilot, she probably would believe that.


The only part she never did seem to get was why so many men approached her, she thought they were just being friendly.


Cary had gotten to rescue her more than once from "friendly" conversations that seemed to develop every time he was late somewhere. Normally as soon as he showed up she would smile and give him a big hug and whoever was working on her would wander off looking unhappy.


That happened quite a bit at their favorite lounge, it was also known as a pickup joint. More than once Cary had seen some female dressed to kill, usually surrounded by what was a bit like Sharks in a ball of bait.


That lounge was not a place one left an attractive female alone for very long, the crowd tended to be younger and on the aggressive side.


Once Cary had come back from the bar with a couple of beers and some guy had solidly planted himself in his chair.


"Excuse me." He told the guy.


"Hey, I don't need your help." The guy said.


"My wife, OK? Take off." Cary told him, the guy gave up and left after giving Cary a sour look.


"What's up with that?" He asked her, sitting down.


"Oh, just some fellow being nice. He was telling me about his racing boats, he is a lawyer." She smiled.


Cary sighed, the guy looked like he was probably a logger.


Now Sally was sitting in that lounge wearing that red dress, all fixed up and no Cary.


Lord! He knew damn good and well the sharks would line up the moment she sat down.


"naked no bra lol" She had texted. Obviously drinking by now, too! Glancing at his watch, he was fairly sure she would be well into the second one.


He ran down the hallway, down the stairs three at a time, hopped into the spiffy brand new Camaro he had recently bought and took off for the lounge.


He lit the tires nicely on the way out of the parking lot, hung second gear without taking his foot off the floor, spotted the motorcycle cop sitting there along side the road just as he hit third.


"License and registration, proof of insurance please." The cop stood there waiting, his expression stone faced.


Just shit!


Cary handed it to him.


"Please Officer, my wife is waiting for me, I am in a hurry and need to meet her at the lounge." Cary said.


Mistake.


The cop took a long look at him, his face never changed expression.


"Oh....I see... You...ummm...are in a...hurry then, sir? It's always...ummm...best to not...RUSH, especially when you are..uhhh...on a public highway, sir."


He looked at Cary with no expression, then smiled slightly. Cary opened his mouth to say something, thought better of it.


"Going out..to a lounge...drinking...ummm...is not a good idea, Sir. You will be driving later and...uhhh...someone could... be hurt. It's never a good idea to drink...and...uhhh...drive, sir."


A larger slow smile crossed his face.


He didn't appear to be in any hurry at all.


Cary sighed as the cop walked back to his bike. It took him a solid 15 minutes as Cary sat there fuming.


What the fuck was the jerk doing, changing the damned oil?


"Here you go, sir. Now keep it...down, the speed limit through here is...just 45, I clocked you at ...uhhh..65 but I am writing it for 64. 20 miles over and it's another...$150.00...OK?"


"OK, thank you."


"Plus I want you to understand that...driving like that, ...uhhh...spinning your tires...could cause you to lose control." The policeman added.


Carry nodded, saying he was sorry.


"I COULD have written you up...for reckless driving, you know."


"Yes, I know. I am really sorry, I will be extra careful." Cary smiled at the man, doing his best to appear totally ashamed of himself.


Fucking prick!


"All right then, have a pleasant evening." The asshole grinned at him.


Cary drove off, 45 miles per hour.


"where the hell r u?" The phone went off.


"cop. ticket. on the way."


"no hurry, got company lol" came back.


Damn it! Company? Cary resisted the urge to put his foot back on the floor.


He saw the little white Kia sitting in the parking lot, pulled up and parked next to it. He glanced at his watch, 7:10. Jumping out, he dashed for the door.


It was darker than the ace of spades in the club, Cary stood there for a moment letting his eyes adjust. Finally he spotted Sally sitting at the bar. Next to her on one side was a tall man wearing a cowboy hat, on the other side was a shorter man about the same age. Sally had her elbow on the bar, a tall drink clutched in one hand, the tiny little phone in the other.


The tall man was leaned over towards her looking down. She was turned his way, listening to something he was saying.


It hit him that the way she was sitting slightly sideways to where he stood, that with the lights behind the bar her left breast appeared to be hanging there in space, naked.


She had on that tiny red dress.


Cary started across the room, just then his phone went off.


"guy cute, u better hurry lol"


Cary looked up from the phone just in time to see the tall man say something again, then reach out and put his hand on Sally's bare upper arm. She turned slightly more, he saw she still had the phone in one hand. She reached over and pushed his hand away, her usual smile on her face. She said something to him, he stepped closer and slid his arm across her shoulders.


Sally leaned forward and slightly away, obviously resisting that but the other man was standing right there, and close. She turned her head to say something to him, Cary realized the man's right hand was on her right leg. She set the phone down and pushed at his hand but the man was insistent.


Cary was across the room in seconds.


"Sally!" He said, she turned to look at him with a smile.


"Hey, bud, we saw her first." The tall man said to him, turning his way and giving him a glare.


"I don't think so, take your hands off of her. Come on Sally, let's go."


The tall man stood up straight, reached out and pushed on Cary's chest with his left hand. Cary reached up with his own right and trapped two fingers, rotated them counter clockwise and planted the man face first against the bar. He used his weight to press his elbow forward.


"This is my wife, bud." He told the man, as the guy struggled to no avail.


"Yea, yea, all right. Let go of me!" He said.


Cary let go, the man turned and looked at him, thought about it for a moment and walked away. The other man had already backed off.


Cary took Sally's hand and led her over to a table.


"Where have you been?" She asked. Cary realized she had a trace of a slur in her voice.


"The damned job. One of the crew messed up an order, I went as fast as I could. Then on the way I got a ticket, $199.00 for speeding."


"I was getting mad at you, then that man bought me a drink. He is a lawyer and his friend owns a big corporation."


Cary managed to keep a straight face. The closest that guy ever got to a lawyer was hiring one to get him out of jail. The other one was in blue jeans and a K mart shirt, not likely a corporate executive.


"I wanna dance!" Sally said, standing up. She did not appear to be bashful at all with the way she was dressed, he glanced down at her drink, it was half gone.


Cary realized the band was playing, he hadn't even noticed up until then. He got up, it was a soft slow tune. He held Sally close, covering her breasts since he realized that the back lights in the club made them even more obvious than he had thought they would be.


As they slid across the dance floor, he spotted the tall man in the cowboy hat watching them intently. He held Sally even closer, she was slightly unsteady.


"How did you manage to get drunk so fast?" He asked her.


"I'm not drunk." She said.


"You look drunk to me!"


"Maybe a little bit, but I am all right." Sally pressed in close, Cary was almost holding her up. The song ended and he steered her back to their table, putting her in the chair that had her back to the tall man. He was watching them closely.


For the first time in his life he felt mildly jealous, he didn't want that guy to see her.


She plopped down, in a little bit of an unladylike manner, put her elbow on the table to support her chin. Then she reached for her drink but Cary was faster.


"Whoa, babe! You need to ease up a little now." He told her.


Signaling the waitress, he ordered a cup of coffee over her protests. He noticed that cowboy hat was still keeping a close eye on them. The other man was nowhere to be seen.


"What was the deal with those two guys?" He asked her.


"Oh, nothing. They bought me a drink and we were talking, is all." She took a sip of the coffee, made a face.


"They looked to me like they were getting pretty grabby." Cary said.


"They weren't really, not at first. We just danced is all. But then at the bar the one man kept putting his hand on my leg. I didn't like him very much, he tried to put his hand on my boobies when we were dancing. Then at the bar he really turned into a jerk. I told him to stop that but then you finally showed up."


"Good thing, I guess. Sorry I was late, the boss had me go fix a problem."


"Your boss always has you fixing problems." She pouted.


"Well, I am here now. Let's go get something to eat." Cary got her up, Sally was still unsteady on her feet. He glanced again at cowboy hat, the man was sitting at a table by himself, still watching them intently.


He figured that this club was a good place not to be at the moment.


Cary got his wife loaded into the Camaro, drove across town to a different club. The restaurant there was well known for steaks and seafood, once he got some food into Sally she appeared to straighten up.


"Where are we going to go, Honey?" She asked him.


"Where would you like to go?" He said.


"I want to go dancing, someplace with a good band. How about that club we were just at, they are pretty good?"


"I don't think that is a good idea, that guy looked to be unhappy with me man handling him." Cary said.


"I doubt he would try anything." She said.


"There isn't any point in pressing the issue, I want to have some fun."


"Well, there are lots of places downtown, let's try one we haven't been to before."


"OK." They got back in the car and drove downtown. Cary actually hated to go downtown, there were lots of dance clubs but also several strip clubs that were on the seedy side. He never went to any of those, but he knew of one club on 17th avenue that had a nice dance floor and usually good swing time bands. He had gone there many times when he was single and looking for action but it had been years.


He even found a place to park without having to circle the blocks a few dozen times.


He held the door for Sally as she got out, noticing just how good she looked. They were going to get a lot of attention, he figured, and he could hardly wait to do some dancing, they both enjoyed the swing time type clubs. Sally looked beautiful and far naughtier than she every had when they went out.


"Ten bucks for you, the chick is free." A monstrous black guy stood at the door as they walked up. His head was bald, and he had a large ear ring in one ear. He looked Sally up and down carefully, then grinned.


That was new, they didn't have a cover charge or even a door man when he was there before. He peeled off a bill and handed it to the man, the guy reached out and stamped his wrist.


"This is so if you go outside to smoke you can get back in." The guy told him.


"Aren't you going to stamp Sally?" Cary asked, stupidly.


"Naw. She can come in any time she wants to!" Then he laughed, looking her up and down carefully again. Sally giggled at that, which made her breasts jiggle. Cary suddenly wanted to get her inside, out of this man's gaze.


That damn flash of jealousy again wafted over him, but he kept a straight face.


The man reached out and held the door open, instantly they were blasted with loud music.


Inside, it took a few seconds for his eyes to adjust, the last time he had been in this club it had been much lighter. Even the bar had been moved, now it was over against the wall where before it had been curved outwards into the room.


A waitress in a very skimpy costume came by and led them to some seats, they were overly large and very soft, once they sat down Cary felt almost like he was leaned back in a recliner.


"Wow, this is pretty fancy!" Sally said.


"It's been a long time since I was here, the place looks completely different." Cary said, looking around. They ordered some drinks, the woman was back in moments with them.


Cary reached for his credit card to start a tab, she looked at him oddly.


"Cash only here, honey." She smiled. He dug out some bills and paid her. Then he looked around.


The dance floor was far smaller than he remembered, and it was elevated by about three feet with a small railing around it and steps leading up on both sides. There was still rather loud music playing in the background but it was a sound system, there was no band.


"Are we supposed to go up there if we want to dance?" Sally asked.


"I don't know. This place is nothing like I remember." Cary felt confused.


Just then a light over the middle of the stage came on, it was a bright light that flashed. Seconds later some curtains opened up and a young woman came out.


She was stark naked.


"OH OH!" Cary said.


"Oh my God! You took me to a strip club!" Sally giggled.


"OOPS! That doesn't look like much of a strip tease. I'm sorry, honey. I didn't realize, come on, let's go." He told her, completely embarrassed. He started to get up, which wasn't easy they way the silly chair was designed.


"No, wait. We are here now, let's watch and see what she does. I never saw anything like this before. Besides, these two drinks cost almost twenty bucks." She had a smirk on her face.


The woman began to do some gyrations that could not be described as dancing, she was bending over, spreading her legs, clearly doing nothing more than demonstrating all parts of her sex. With the lights from the stage making it much brighter, Cary could see several men in the audience, there was just one other couple in the place. They were over in a far corner, pressed very close to each other.


The woman up on the stage had very large breasts, obviously store bought, her waist was very thin and muscular, there was no sign of hair anywhere on her body.


He watched as she finished her act, then she was replaced by another woman, also naked. She was smaller, and began the same motions, opening her legs wide as a customer slid a bill up in front of her. There were no costumes at all. This woman even used her fingers to open herself up as wide as she could as she lay on her back. Several bills appeared on the stage as she lay there squirming.


Cary felt his face flush, he didn't want to subject Sally to that.


"I think we should get out of here." He whispered to her.


"No, I want to watch this." She repeated.


Just then the waitress came by, Sally asked for another drink. Cary had a concern about that but she did seem to be all right so he nodded. He had noticed his own drink wasn't exactly the strongest he had ever had, anyway.


Moments after the drinks arrived the first dancer they had seen came over to their table.


"Want a private dance, handsome?" She asked. She now had on what looked to be a negligee with sheer panties and nothing else. Her breasts were the size and shape of half a cantaloupe, her nipples a reddish color like they had been painted.


"I don't think so....." He started to say.


"Sure!" Sally said, grinning.


"What? Sally, I...." Cary said.


"Oh, hush! It will be fun, I want to see what they do." He noticed half of her drink was gone already.


"Twenty bucks out here, fifty bucks in the back." The woman said.


"Let's go into the back!" Sally said, getting up. The flashing lights from the nearby stage made Sally's upper body look naked, he saw that several guy's heads turned to look.


He resisted the sudden urge to cover her up.


Cary got up and the woman led them to a side door, it opened into a room with a couple more of the same big soft chairs. Cary noticed that she turned and locked the door. Sally plopped down in one of the chairs, her drink still in her hand.


"I'm Tara, sweetie. Fifty, please." The woman repeated, Cary peeled off two twenties and a ten, then sat down. He had no idea at all what the woman was going to do, but he figured she wouldn't do too much, not with Sally sitting right there.


He glanced over at sally, she was staring at the woman with an interested look on her face.


Cary would have thought that Sally would throw a fit at the idea of this.


The woman had short cropped hair, she was full busted, her nipples were pink and he was now sure she had some kind of coloring on them. The short outfit she had on did nothing at all to hide them. He also saw quickly that the bottoms she had on hid nothing either, as she began to move to the music.


She was totally naked within sixty seconds of the music starting. Cary glanced with worry over at Sally several times, but she was just watching in fascination. Tara opened her legs right in front of him, placed one foot up on the arm rest of his chair. This caused her outer lips to curl open, forming a small flatter area at the very center of her pussy, he could clearly see her clitoris poking out. Then she turned and bent completely over, reaching back to spread her cheeks. Her brown puckered anus came into view.


He couldn't help himself, he felt his erection begin to grow.


Tara moved forward, put both of her knees up on the huge soft arm rests, her pelvis thrust almost into his face. She used her inner muscles to cause her vagina to expand and contract, her head thrown back like she was in ecstasy. Her fat lips looked shiny, like she had some kind of lubricant on them.


"God. That is amazing! How in the world do you do that?" He heard Sally say. Cary blinked again at that, here he sat with some strange woman's bare pussy almost shoved in his face and his wife sat there asking questions?


"It's pretty easy, I could teach you. You are gorgeous, honey, you could make a fortune in this place." The dancer looked over at Sally, then down at her breasts and smiled.


Sally beamed, she was staring, a fascinated look on her face.


Cary had never seen her like that. He would have expected her to freak out, instead she just sat there grinning.


Tara now had one foot on each side of his legs, actually standing on the chair seat with her knees blatantly spread, resting them on the armrest on each side of him. The soft chair kept him from sitting upright, he was nearly flat on his back. If he leaned forward just six inches, he would have his face in her pussy. She ran her hands up and down his thighs, then Cary felt his zipper slide down.


He reached down instantly to stop that.


"Let her!" Sally muttered in a husky voice. He saw a glance back and forth between Tara and Sally, then Tara smirked. She tugged the zipper in his pants down and opened them. Fumbling, she got her fingers into the waist band of his briefs. She used her knees to pin his arms down.


Cary was now completely hard even though he was willing himself to not be. He felt the catch of his pants release, she wrapped her hand around him.


"Sally?" He asked, but she didn't answer.


In seconds she had his penis out, sliding her legs over the back of the chair she drew her pussy up and down his length, stopping just before she got to the very tip, holding his erection against herself with one hand as she repeated the motion over and over.


Cary looked again at Sally, she was still staring.


"Nice big fat one here, you are lucky, honey!" Tara said to Sally. From somewhere a small package appeared, Cary had no idea where it came from since Tara was completely nude.


She had it open and was rolling a condom onto him before he could protest. The way he was plastered back into the chair and leaned back made it hard to move. Then she began again to rub herself up and down his length again.


"Sally!" Cary tried to protest.


"It's OK, honey, I just want to see what they do." She said. She was now sitting forward on the edge of her seat, leaning out so she could see.


"But..." Tara was now causing some incredible sensations, Cary had no way to get her off of him without becoming violent.


He almost expected her to slide up and begin to fuck him but she didn't, and with her pelvis so high in the air as she was leaned back, there was no real danger of him sliding inside unless she moved. Her pussy slid up and down his length from the base to just before the tip, over and over.


Cary's balls tightened up, he knew what was going to happen.


"Want me to do him, honey?" Tara asked Sally with a grin.


He was floored when Sally just nodded, Tara's hands came down and wrapped around him and began to work up and down.


She was quite expert at that, Cary lasted just a minute or two before he blasted off inside the condom. Then she stood up, reached for a towel and removed the condom. She quickly wiped Cary up, grinned at Sally.


"Hey, come see me if you ever want to work, honey. With tits like yours you will make a pile of money!" Then she pulled on her negligee and left.


Sally sat there with a silly smile on her face.


Cary was almost in shock, he felt like he couldn't move.


"What in the hell just happened?" He asked Sally. She still had a glazed expression on her face.


"I don't know, that woman just..God that was hot! I had no idea they would actually..." Sally was still staring at Cary's penis, now softened. He reached down, stuffed himself into his briefs and quickly rearranged his pants.


Cary took her by the arm and steered her out of the club, blushing as several heads turned to look their way. Tara was now up on the stage again, she waved at them.


"Come back soon." The huge black guy told them, again looking Sally up and down carefully.


"Are we going to go get my car?" She asked.


"No, let's pick it up tomorrow." He didn't want her driving even though she looked to be all right. He mostly wanted to get home, inside where he would feel safe.


What had just happened was not anything he would ever have even considered, and Sally had just sat there.


They drove home in silence. Sally went in and sat in the living room as Cary poured some soft drinks. He came back in and handed her one, then sat down.


"What in the hell was all of that?" He asked her, finally.


"I wanted to know what they do, is all."


"Well, I guess we both do now. That isn't something I really wanted to do, you know."


"I know. You would never cheat on me but it wasn't like that. It was just...I wanted to see what they did? It was just an impulse."


"That was one hell of an impulse!"


"I know, I'm sorry. Are you mad at me?"


Mad at her?


"No. I'm not mad, I would have thought that you would be mad at...me?" Sally still had Cary completely floored, her reactions were nothing like he would have expected.


"I was just curious, I never saw anything like that before, I wanted to know what they do."


"Well, I guess you do now!" Cary laughed, suddenly he found all of this funny.


"I sure do. I want to try that with you, OK?"


"Why, are you planning on practicing for a job down there?" Cary grinned at her.


"No, I could never do something like that. I just want to try that rubbing thing on you like she did. I never even thought of doing something like that."


"I don't know, do you think I can get it up?"


"I will bet you can." She grinned, standing up. She reached down and tugged the little red dress over her head.


There wasn't a stitch underneath it.


Cary blinked again at that.


"When did you do that?" He asked, looking at her puffy hairless loins.


"Oh, I shaved it all off before I left today, do you like it?" She pushed her pelvis forward, a sexy look on her face.


"Yes, I do. But I mean what happened to your..panties?"


"I took them off right after I got to the first club. When I was waiting for you. I expected you to be there any minute, but then it took a whole hour." She laughed.


"You mean when those two guys were...You said you were dancing, you mean with no panties on?"


"Yep!" Sally giggled.


"I know the one guy knew, because he put his hand on my fanny when we were dancing. I made him quit that. But then they both knew and started getting grabby." she added.


"Did anything else happen?" He asked. This was strange also, she was standing there stark naked while they had an almost normal discussion.


"Not really, the one guy kept trying to slide his hand..up there, and I kept stopping him. Then the taller guy complimented me on my boobs and was trying to touch them, that's when you showed up."


"Oh. Maybe you should wait until I am around before you ever do anything like that again."


"Yes. It was just an impulse. But it made me kinda...hot?"


"I can see that. Come here."


Sally slid up on top of Cary. In short order she had his pants undone, then she got up on top of him and used her hairless pussy to stroke his length.


"You sure do have a nice big fat one, honey!" She said, giggling.


"I know, Tara told me so." Cary grinned.


"Didn't you get jealous when she....?" He managed to ask, Sally was causing some very nice sensations as she slowly slid her lower body back and forth.


"No, I was right there and she used a condom. I can't believe it, she had her hands right on your cock!" She was panting now.


"That made you horny?" Cary asked, feeling himself shudder as she just kept sliding her hips back and forth against him.


"Yes! It was hot, but she didn't actually have you put it in."


"What would you have done if she had?" He pressed at her with his hips trying to get inside her, but she was leaned too far back.


"I don't know, I was pretty drunk I think but probably made her stop. I didn't plan..I mean, it just..happened and I was curious, I wanted to know what they do. Now put it in me...please?" Sally lay back and opened her legs wide.


+++


Later, he lay there holding her.


"No more of those clubs, OK?" He said.


"OK."


"And no more going out with no panties when I am not there, either." He added.


"Oh, I don't know about that. That was fun. I have been so horny all day, just thinking about you. I wasn't going to take them off, but then I was sitting at the bar and...I just wanted to surprise you!" She grinned.


Cary looked at her. Good lord, was she thinking of going out looking like that again? He felt himself begin to stiffen at the thought.


"Honey, today has been full of surprises!" He told her.


Sally rolled over and reached for her phone, began pushing buttons.


She glanced at his swiftly expanding erection, giggled as she pushed the button to send the message.


The other one went off almost instantly, laughing he reached to pick it up.


"if i do u better not b late" It read.


Cary lay back satisfied, grinning.


He never was going to every understand women.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dream of Flight


She's home. I can hear the garage door opener pulling the door up. She had spent the evening with her girlfriends having a girl's night out. Now she is home. I'm glad. I don't really want to wake up and meet her at the door as I'm laying in bed, floating in that luxurious space between not really being awake and not really being asleep, drifted off to another world. Not that I don't want to greet her, I just don't want to leave my dream world.


In my dream world, I've been flying all night in an antique airplane making stops to visit exotic places all over the world. Now, I have the landing gear down and I'm coming in to land. I have performed the pre-landing checklists, set the throttles on the big twin engines and the airplane is set to land. I listen as the old plane slices through the air, making a whistling noise that defines part of its character. It sounds like it's talking to me. Guiding me. Whispering to me.


She is in the room now. I hear her undress. I know she is there, but I'm still landing my plane. She slips into bed. I feel the cool air as she lifts the covers. My naked skin tingles in the breeze from the fan.


I line up on the runway, making a small correction for a crosswind. The long nose of the airplane is a visual guide when lining up on the centerline of the landing strip. Getting close to the ground now.


Hot breath. I can hear soft blowing noises as I feel myself starting to stir. Excitement. Arousal.


Just before the airplane touches the ground, I gently pull back on the yoke, flaring the nose upward. This increases drag and slows the airplane, making for a perfectly soft landing.


I feel her mouth on me, the hot wetness surrounding me. The texture of her tongue on me is like velvet. As she draws me in, I am fully engorged. Hard. Wanting.


The wheels of the antique touch the ground and the tires make a "chirp" as they skid just a bit before starting to turn under the weight of the big old plane. Throttles at idle and I use my feet on the rudder pedals to guide that long nose straight down the runway, loosing speed.


She has me all the way in her mouth, now. Pulling. Sucking. Rhythmically going up and down, matching the bounce of my plane as it rolls along the old grass runway.


The plane is down now. As I approach the taxiway leading back to the hangar, I turn off of the runway and apply just a little bit of throttle to keep it moving through the grass. I can see the outline of the hangar against the night sky. It rises out of the ground like the head of a great creature. Beautiful. Majestic.


She speeds her pace. I can feel something familiar building inside of me. I can't say just what, but it feels wonderful. I want to just stay right here forever. No worries. No cares. No problems. Just the most wonderful feelings. All of them.


I taxi the plane to the hangar. It has been a wonderful flight. I have been places, seen sights, smelled smells and tasted flavors from a time long ago. And now, the overwhelming feeling of needing to park this plane for the night is about to consume me.


The pressure is building. She can tell. She has been here before and knows me. She reacts by squeezing and pulling me. Enticing me.


At the edge of the hangar is a small mound of dirt that keeps rain water from running in. As the wheels of the plane reach this small obstacle, I increase engine power to pull the plane over the hump. The machine climbs up and over, and straight into the hangar in one smooth motion.


I loose myself into her. She has taken me, without waking me. I feel the wet softness as she consumes what's left of my excitement. I'm drifting off....


As the big plane crosses the threshold of the hangar door I pull the power from the engines and apply the brakes, bringing it to a stop. All of the excitement and joy and wonder of the flight comes together in this very special moment. The flight is over. Safe in the hangar, the plane rests. The doors close and the night grows dark and quiet.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stranger Games


She smiled as she hung up the phone. He wanted to play a game. The adorable, naughty man had a mischievous streak. He had called to tell her he was on his way over to see her, but this time; there were a set of rules. She was to leave the door unlocked, pick a room in the house, and pretend she was going to be all alone for the rest of the night. Actually, she was supposed to pretend she was going to be all alone and desperately horny. He wanted her to indulge in a wicked fantasy and... well... touch and tease and play until she was wet and aching.


At that point he was going to show up, a stranger wandering into the wrong house. While the stranger was exploring the house he just happened to wander into, he'd happen upon a woman in the midst of a self-induced thrall. Of course, he'd be unable to resist the temptation laid out before him, and he'd have to touch her. The scene he had set delighted her even as it made her blush. She checked her watch -- he'd be "wandering" into her home in about five minutes. She made a made dash around the house to slick on emergency lip gloss, toss clutter out of sight, unlock the door, and find the ideal spot to be discovered.


The wardrobe decision burned a few precious minutes, but presentation was so very important. Deciding simplicity was best, she peeled off her jeans and panties and left her tee shirt and bra in place. She settled on the long couch in the lower level of the house. She wouldn't be in line of sight of the front door, but it wouldn't take much looking to find her. Stretching out on the cool cushions, she closed her eyes and tried to conjure a fantasy. The fact that he was going to be watching her was enough to send desire coiling in her belly and pooling between her thighs.


Giving herself up to the daydream, she closed her eyes and slipped her hand down her torso. She imagined him standing in the doorway; watching her, getting harder and heavier, maybe sliding his hand over himself as he watched. She relaxed into the fantasy a bit more and her legs fell wantonly apart. The rattle of the door knob and the push of the door opening made her breath hitch. Her stranger was here. She concentrated on staying in character and continued to run her fingers over her sensitive bits. She heard his footfalls as he moved through the house. Her breath hitched as his steps grew closer to her spot on the couch.


Indulging in another moan, she dipped a finger inside her drenched pussy and then lifted it to her lips. She heard his sharp intake of breath as she licked the taste of her arousal off her finger. His tongue, wet and warm, streaked over her core. She gasped and her eyes flew open. She'd been so wrapped up in her game she hadn't felt him move to her. His eyes were on hers, mischief and desire danced in them. She gasped as his tongue pressed inside her.


"Oh, my..... a.... a... stranger in my.....h-house," she managed. The line was entirely unbelievable, but it was the best she could do. She felt him chuckle against her before he returned his full attention to her undoing. The man had talent and he knew where every delightful spot was on her body. She shattered fast and hard. She quaked and shivered against his mouth.


Giving her time to recover just a bit, he moved up her body; kisses on her hip, her belly, up to her breasts and her throat. His mouth found hers and she felt her system ramp up again. He paused to peel off her top and bent to suck one nipple into a tight peak. His clothes came off next. She reached for him, pulling him to her mouth. He was thick and long, he had a fabulous cock. Every inch of it was hard for her. She sucked just the tip of him into her mouth. He made a sound almost like a growl, but let her take her time. She teased and tantalized with her tongue. Her fingers linked around his shaft and stroked while her mouth enticed. He began to move with her touch, thrusting into her mouth. She whimpered against him. God, but this man made her crazy. His fingers moved into her hair, tender and possessive at the same time.


He slipped out of her grasp. He bent to brush a kiss against her lips before nudging her to roll over. She obeyed and moved to her hands and knees. Peeking at him over her shoulder, she studied him as he looked at her. He was lean and hard in all the right places. Mmmm. The expression on his face told her that he appreciated her as well. He never failed to make her feel like the sexiest woman he'd ever seen. He bent to taste her again, just a couple quick strokes of his tongue. And then he was inside her, filling her, stretching her. She whimpered with pure, undiluted pleasure.


He wasn't gentle or patient with her this time. He took. He plunged into her, deep and fast. His hands gripped her hips, pulling her into his thrusts. She matched his pace, met his heat. Her orgasm was twisting and building inside her, but she didn't want to give into it yet. She wanted to fall with him. She pleaded with him to hurry. He moaned and pulled her tighter against him. His pace was dizzying, but she stayed with him. The muscles in his thighs and belly went taught. He moaned her name. He pushed deeper inside her. The last bit of control she possessed shattered and her body erupted into orgasm. She felt him pulsing inside her. He held her against him until the riot in their systems quieted. Then he pulled her onto the couch with him, running his fingers over her hair and down her back.


After a few minutes of comfortable, sated silence, he said, "You know... I don't think this is my house."



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ten Inch Surprise


Mark had met Linda innocently enough... on an Internet dating site. It was his eyes that caught her attention at first and she decided to send him an email, complimenting him. In reality, she was taken by his muscular build, tight abs, and dimpled smile. Much to her surprise, he wrote back. Over the next few weeks, their conversations became more in depth and personal, each person sharing their deepest feelings and fears. It was nice to have someone she could talk to again, especially someone as handsome and as cute as Mark.


Linda was in her mid 30s but looked 28. She was going through a divorce and had a few kids but had a body of a fitness competitor. Mark was 35, single, and did not have kids. He was in great shape and had a large muscular physique. Being that they lived a state apart, they both knew there was probably little chance that they would ever meet, until the day Mark got word that there was going to be at a business meeting in her hometown! What luck!


When he told her that he was going to be coming to her town, Linda was both excited and hesitant. She wanted to see him in person but was afraid. Linda had been with one man for about 10 years and though the thought of being with another man was tempting, especially one as romantic and sensual as Mark, she was still afraid. Mark gave her the phone number to his hotel and told her when he would be there, leaving it up to her.


When he arrived at the hotel, Mark unpacked and started to freshen up. He was surprised to hear the phone ring. He answered it, not knowing whom to expect on the other end.


"Hi," the voice he recognized as Linda's said.


"Hi, I'm glad you called." Mark replied.


"Look, I want to see you tonight" Linda demanded. "I will come to your room. Don't say anything because I don't want to change my mind. I will be there in a half and hour."


"Ok, I can't wait to see you." Mark said.


Linda hung up the phone. She put on her coat, picked up her keys and ran to her car. After taking a deep breath, she started the car and started to drive to Mark's hotel. She smiled to herself, thinking about his words and pictures he had sent. She hoped it wasn't all an act. Within 10 minutes she arrived. Her hands were sweating on the steering wheel and she wiped them on her skirt. As she got out of the car, she noticed one of the room doors open. There he was. He was wearing tight jeans, a gray sweater, and a sport coat. She swallowed deeply, the butterflies churning in her stomach. God, he looks so handsome, she thought.


As she walked to him, she saw him smile and walk towards her. Without saying a word, he put his big muscular arms up and wrapped her up in them. His hug was firm and made her feel safe and warm. She could smell his cologne and laid her head on his shoulder, not wanting to let go. Mark pulled her close and rested his head against hers. Her perfume was intoxicating and he felt his whole body shake with her embrace.


Linda pulled back and looked into Mark's deep blue eyes. They were warm and soothing. Without realizing it, they both felt themselves drawing closer until their lips just touched. They kissed softly at first, savoring the feel of each other. They, then began to kiss more passionately, their tongues gliding into each other's mouths, dancing an erotic dance only lovers know. Mark, realizing that they were in the parking lot of the hotel pulled Linda towards the room, breaking their kiss.


He took her by the hand and led her to the room. She gasped audibly as she entered. Mark had lit candles all around the room and it glowed softly with a radiance that filled her heart with both lust and passion. As they kissed again, their hands began to wander. Linda felt Mark's hand caressing her back down to her tight ass, gripping it firmly and pulling her against him. She could feel his hardness against her and pushed back against him, moaning softly. Mark stepped back and removed his jacket. He smiled and removed his sweater revealing his muscular torso by the soft glow of the candles. Linda thought to herself how hot he looked. He reached down and began to unfasten his pants. She had thought about this moment and had assumed she would be the one performing this duty, but as he removed his clothing, she found it erotic just to watch him. She could feel the blood pumping through her nipples and could feel the wetness between her legs as he slowly stripped for her, smiling the entire time. She was taken back by the way she felt when she looked into his eyes. It was as if her heart was swimming in a lake of emotion and it was slowly going under.


She stood and gazed upon his naked body and was amazed by his size. Mark had warned her he was well hung but she was still amazed by the length and thickness of his enormous cock. Linda had never experienced such a large penis as Marks. It hung from his crotch like a huge sausage hanging in a butchers shop. Mark laughed at the look of amazement on Linda's face. Then Linda began to remove her own clothing. She started with her pumps, sitting on the edge of the bed. She then reach under her skirt and began to roll down her stockings, but stopped, thinking it would be sexy to leave them on. Instead, she reached further up and removed her thong panties, spreading her legs slightly so he could see her. She could see Mark gulp and smile as he gazed upon her trimmed pussy as he began stroking his large cock. She then stood up and removed her top, leaving her bra. Feeling naughty, Linda pinched her nipples over her bra and moaned. She then reached behind her back and unfastened her bra, letting it fall to the floor.


"Are you ready for this?" She asked.


Mark couldn't reply, but only nod his encouragement as his erection was now fully charged in his hands with 10 long inches. Linda gazed at Marks big dick standing at attention then turned around and unzipped her tight skirt. As she slid it down, she bent over, giving him full view of her full, swollen lips and glistening love hole. Stepping out of her skirt, she ran her right hand up the inside of her thigh and slide her finger inside her. Linda's pussy was completely soaked as she turned and put her finger in her mouth sucking off her juices. Mark walked to her and put his arms around her, holding her close to him. Linda grabbed Marks stiff cock for the first time. It felt wonderful in her hands as she continued to stroke his magnificent love pole. They could feel the warmth from each other's bodies against each other. When they kissed, their heated passion grew more intense.


Mark laid Linda down on the bed and reached into the drawer next to it, pulling out a handkerchief. He folded it and moved slowly, as if asking for permission. As Linda raised her head, in compliance, he wrapped it over her eyes and tied it lightly behind her. She lay back down and waited. She began to feel his lips moving over her body, never in the same place. His lips caressed her thighs, calves, belly, arms, cheeks and lips. Linda suddenly felt something else, something softer. It began to move over her body in long trailing strokes that made her whole body shiver visibly. She spread her legs slightly as the object moved up the inside of her thigh and she felt it move ever so slowly over her lips and clit. She arched her hips into the object and moaned loudly as Mark continued to move the object over her. She then felt it moving up her belly to her breasts and over her erect nipples. The feeling as this soft object ran over them made her tremble. Then, without warning, she took a deep breath through her nose and smelled the unmistakable smell of a rose. Mark pulled her blindfold down and in his extended hand was a large, thorn less red rose.


"For you," he said.


She took the rose from his hand at set it on the table after smelling it deeply again. As she set the rose down she looked back to Mark finding him between her legs. His tongue began to glide along her legs upwards. It was so warm and wet that the though of it inside her almost made her cum. Linda spread her legs wider, pulling them back, but Mark grabbed her hands softly.


"No, let me make you happy. Just relax and enjoy me loving you." He said, moving beside her legs, facing her hip. When he dared to look up at her, he knew he hadn't said anything wrong; but on the contrary, his words were exactly what she needed to hear.


When she didn't feel anything right away, she wondered what he was doing but when she felt his finger slide inside her, she knew it was going to be something good. With his right hand, he began to rub her inside and with two fingers of that hand spread her pussy lips wide. His left hand rested on her trimmed pubic hair and pressed down firmly, he pulled back. As his tongue hit her, she realized that he had completely exposed her sensitive clit and she purred as he began to lick her softly. His tongue was magical and within minutes she felt herself ready to cum. Linda started to moan slightly as her breathing slowed to long shallow exhales. Her sighs of pleasure spurred Mark on to tongue Linda's pussy even faster. She began to buck her hips in rhythm with his movements and grasped his hair, pulling his mouth to her as she came. Linda's body tensed with passion as her muscles contracted and she came in waves. She could feel her juices running out of her down to her ass as she did. The feeling was incredible. Linda's body went limp after several minutes of intense pleasure. Her heart raced as she lay on the bed completely spent. Mark gives great head she thought to herself.


"Mmm..." Mark said interrupting Linda's ecstasy. "Now you can pull your legs back."


As if in a daze, she did as he requested, reaching inside her knees and pulling back to expose her ass and dripping pussy. She felt his tongue touch her ass and glide up to her clit. He began to alternate licking her ass and pussy, licking up all her juices. When he began to lick her clit again, she stopped him, wanting to give him pleasure as he had done for her.


"Stand by the side of the bed," she instructed him.


As he did, she got on her knees on the bed and attempted to swallow the big head of his dick. She slid his large cock as deep into her mouth as she could. His penis was warm and thick and she enjoyed his taste as she slid her tongue around his head. Mark's huge penis now stood erect again. Linda's hand could not reach around it's circumference it was so large. Mark's head tilted back as she began to use her hand and her mouth in unison, making audible slurping sounds to really turn him on. Linda pumped Mark's long pole with both hands as she sucked the big round head of his dick. She tried to deep throat his cock as best she could but could not swallow half of it before gagging. It was so big. Then, she stopped and rolled onto her back with her head underneath his cock. She took it in her hand and began to stroke him as she sucked on his balls gently. Mark groaned with pleasure as Linda tugged and squeezed his balls with her hands. She then put his stiff dick back in her mouth and reached around with her hands to Mark's ass, pulling him into her. She could feel his pace quicken and then, without warning, he pulled his cock out of her mouth.


"I don't want to cum yet baby," he said.


Mark moved onto the bed with her and rested himself next to her. He began to kiss her lovingly and moving his hand over her body, gently. Linda's hand found his big 10-inch cock and started to stroke it, pulling it towards her throbbing pussy. She got her leg under his and wrapped them around his waist.


"Make love to me, fuck me with your big dick" Linda said to him, wrapping her arms around his muscular shoulders.


She felt the head of his dick move to her pussy and he slowly pushed his big erection inside. Her wet pussy was so very tight and Mark was determined to get is large boner into Linda's steaming pussy. The feeling was wonderful and they both groaned audibly. His movements were slow and deliberate. Linda's tight pussy stretched to accommodate Mark's monster cock. Mark slowly kept his erection moving forward into Linda's wet love hole. She could feel every motion he made inside her. Finally Mark had his full 10-inch member inside Linda as she moaned loudly. Mark began pumping his stiff dick in and out of her pussy. He began to rub his head against her g-spot inside making her hips moved with him involuntarily. After 10 minutes of hard fucking, Mark rolled Linda over, letting her be on top. She grabbed the base of his monster sausage and inserted it again into her snatch. She slowly let herself down onto his stiff member as her wet cunt absorbed every inch of him. Linda began to move her hips, grinding her clit against his big stiff dick and savoring the feel of his fingers gently tickling her back and his soft lips against hers. She then sat up and began to move her hips in little circular motions. Mark's hands moved to her breasts and squeezed her nipples softly. She could feel his erect cock rubbing her cervix and pushed down harder against him, savoring the feeling of being completely full. Both Linda and Mark were in ecstasy.


Mark then rolled her off of him and as if by instinct, she got onto her knees and rested her head down on the pillow, her ass arched high in the air. She felt him creep up behind her. Mark grabbed the base of his huge cock with his left hand and grabbed Linda's hip with his right. He slid his dick all the way into her on the first stroke and he began to fuck her harder than before. He grabbed both her hips as his balls slapped against her clit with every inward motion and she could feel herself getting ready to cum again. Linda reached underneath her and began rubbing her pussy from below to heighten the pleasure. Mark encouraged Linda to masturbate as he slammed his enormous hard on deep inside Linda's steaming cunt. Marks motion sped up to a regular rhythm that Linda really enjoyed.


"Oh god... yes...harder...faster.... don't stop!" Linda groaned as her hand sped up rubbing her clit.


"You feel so good angel. I never want this feeling to end." Marked whispered a she continued his attack from behind.


His pace quickened as Mark's big cock easily slid in and out of Linda's wet swollen pussy. Linda's cunt was now stretched around Mark's erection and she went weak as she came violently on him. She pushed her ass towards him as her pussy pulsated around his massive tool and clamped down hard. Her orgasm peaked with a loud moan as she exploded. When she had finished, she pulled away from him and moved over onto her back.


"I want you to cum in me while I'm looking into your eyes," she said.


Mark moved on top of her and Linda grabbed his hard on once more and guided his fleshy dildo inside her sopping cunt. His pace was fast and hard and she wrapped her legs around his ass, pulling him in harder with each stroke. Suddenly, she felt him begin to swell as he began to cum.


"I'm cumming! Oh god!!!" Mark cried out.


She looked to him and saw him looking directly at her as his cock began spurting cum inside her swollen, heated pussy. She could feel his cum explode from his cock and fill her cunt. The look in his eyes was so incredible and erotic that she felt herself begin to cum again, with him. Never had she felt passion to this extent. They both yelled loudly as she pulled his pulsating cock deep from inside her, her pussy milking every last drop from him. Mark continued to explode shooting a load of sticking semen deep into Linda's swollen pussy. When Mark had finally finished, she expected him to jump up and get dressed or roll over and go to sleep. Instead, he lay down on top of her, his big 10-inch cock still inside her and kissed her.


Much to her surprise, she felt something wet on her cheek. She moved her head and saw that a tear had fallen from his eyes, yet his smile told her that it was not out of sadness. He moved behind her, pulling the covers over them both and wrapped his strong arms around her. He kissed her neck and shoulder softly and pulled her close to him and she drifted to sleep. When she awoke in the middle of the night from a pleasant dream, she found herself still within the arms of the man from Ohio. She pressed herself against him and fell back to sleep.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Close Shave


It's been a long hot day working on the grounds.


We worked on the irrigation system, cleared the cedar brush, and took care of the dogs.


It was great working side by side all day, chatting and laughing and doing a lot of physical labor.


We're both sweaty, filthy and physically drained.


We call it a day and get undressed in the mud room. Even filthy dirty and sweaty, I can't take my eyes off your body. Your hair is a mess as it spills out from under your ball cap. I'm scanning your body and am wondering just HOW you got mud in such interesting places. You're looking over and me and give a wry smile as you see my cock stirring to attention.


We both know that we can't get physical in THIS condition, so we race each other up to the shower, running naked through the entire house. We start the water and jump into the shower together. We both take turns under the shower head so we can wash the mud, sweat and grime off our bodies and out of our hair. We are both very generously helping wash up each others bodies, paying special attention to cocks, asses, breasts and vaginas.


We're definitely getting sexually charged up, and you kneel in the shower in front of me, and take the full length of my cock in your mouth. You lips are closed tight around it and you are moving your whole head up and down, moving your lips over the entire shaft. Every time you pull back, you softly run your tongue over the head and trace the tip of your tongue down the slit at the tip of my penis. This sends an unbelievable shock down my spine, and your eyes smile up at me because you know this.


Your hand is lightly cupping and scratching my balls, and you reach back to rub the sensitive skin between my ball sack and asshole, letting your fingers move to the rim of my pucker to tease it. You increase the sucking and bobbing on my cock and work your index finger up into my ass. You're fucking my ass with your finger as you suck on my cock, all the while looking straight up at me into my eyes. The sight of my cock sliding in and out of your beautiful face, along with the incredible sensation of your fingering my ass is too much for me, and I start to spasm in your mouth. Your free hand move up to my shaft and you start to jack my cock as you're still sucking on the head, making sure that you get every drop and morsel of my sweet cream.


I pull you up to me and we share a deep and passionate kiss, and I think I can taste some of my cream off your tongue. My hand instinctively goes to your pussy, but after a few quick strokes, you pull my hand away and say "let's save that for a little later, I'm hungry."


"Are you sure?" I ask, and you give me a look that let's me know you are.


We playfully dry each other off with over sized terry cloth towels and throw on our robes to go downstairs to get a bite to eat.


Mmmmmmm....sushi from our favorite place in town! We eat quickly and pour a couple of big glasses of Merlot, and head out to the porch to the hot tub. It's late and the property is pretty secluded, so we drop our robes on the deck and just step into the hot tub totally nude.


The heat of the water and force of the bubbles feels great on our aching muscles in our legs and backs, not to mention our pink parts. As we relax in the hot tub, drinking our wine, and watching the stars over head, we're talking and just enjoying each others company. We're sitting on opposite ends of the hot tub, so we can see each other as we talk, and our feet are merged together, playfully massaging each other with our toes.


We're really, really relaxed, enjoying our wine and each others company, feeling the cares and pains of the day melt away in the hot tub.


I look over at you and casually mention, "Simone, we really need to trim back that bush."


You give me a look that says "WTF did we just do all day?"


I grin just a bit, raise one eyebrow and look down. It takes you a moment or two, and then a broad smile comes across your face, and you squeal a little.


We hop out of the hot tub, throw on our robes, and head back up to the mater bedroom. I lay two over-sized terry cloth towels on the bed, and you lie down on them on your back. You've been in a heightened state of arousal since our shower earlier, and now the thought of what's coming has you very wet and tingly.


It's going to take me a few moments to get out all the supplies, so I hand you something and tell you "use this to relax while I get things set up."


It's a small purple bullet shaped vibrator, about an inch longer than my middle finger, and a little bit bigger in diameter. It's powered by two AA batteries and it has three speed settings. You set it on low and move it in and out of your pussy a few times to lubricate it with your natural juices, and then start running the tip of it over your clit.


You have your feet bottoms touching and your knees splayed out to the side, to give you maximum access, and to allow me to set up for your haircut. On a separate towel near the foot of the bed, I'm setting out our supplies. A large basin of steaming hot water, a pair of sharp scissors, a can of shaving cream, a couple brand new safety razors, and a bottle of baby oil.


You are biting your lower lip and sucking in the sides of your cheeks as you run the vibrator over yourself and watch me set up. You know that the next hour or so is going to be 100% focused on you, and you relish the attention. This is part of the reason you love these regular haircuts, but time and circumstances has forces us to miss the past couple opportunities, and your pubic hair has really grown a little out of control.


You're muff is still wet from the hot tub, or is it from the copious juices that are flowing from your opening? At any rate, it means I can begin, so I pick up the scissors and take a few sharp snips at the air...the sound of the blades snapping together sends a charge up your spine, and you squeeze and release your pussy around the tiny vibrator.


I start raking my fingers through your pubic hair, grabbing at it with the spaces between my fingers, and then closing my fingers together and slowly pulling away from your body. This gently tugs at your hair and this sensation, couples with the sweet vibrations on your clit, bring you closer to orgasm.


I lean up and whisper in your ear softly, "relax Simone...you know how long these haircuts take...make it last" You move the vibrator off your clit and start sliding it in and out of your moist opening. This continues your pleasure, but at a less intense level.


On my next pull of your pubic hair, I position the scissors just below my hand, and just above your skin, and SNIP, the first length of your muff has been trimmed. You have your eyes closed at this time, but the sound of the snip again gives you a jolt, and I see your pussy contract around the vibe. I continue cutting the excess hair from the rest of your mound, getting it down to a shorter length, so it can be shaved, trimmed and shaped.


I drop the scissors into the basin of hot water, and pull out a wash cloth and wring it out. You spasm at the touch of the piping hot cloth on your sensitive parts, and then welcome the massaging feeling as I wash away all the hair clippings from your pubic area.


"Simone please pull your knees to your chest", I ask matter-of-factly, and you readily do as you're told, so I can use the cloth to wipe down the area below your pussy and wash your ass.


"Simone, you know I'm going to have to concentrate on your pussy area now, right?" I ask.


"Mmmm, hmmm" you moan, with your eyes still closed and having returned the vibe to your clit.


"That means I need you to give me the vibrator now." I remind you.


"Nooooo", you whine, as you've been waiting all day for the pleasure it's now providing your pink parts.


SPANK!, comes the sharp smack across your exposed bottom, due to your refusal to comply with my simple request. This time I get to watch your asshole contract at the sharp sting of the slap, and you reluctantly hand the vibrator to me, with your face in full pout. Locking my eyes on yours, I take the vibe and turn it up to level 2, and then while still staring deeply into your soul, move the vibrator to your ass and slide it all the way in. It slides in easily as it's covered in your pussy juices, and you emit an elongated "Ooooowwwwww" as it goes in, but it's more of a moan of pleasure than of pain.


I wiggle the end of the vibrator a few times, and then say "Simone, lower your legs now and hold that in place during the rest of your haircut. Again, you obediently lower your legs while emitting a long "MMMMmmmmmmmmm" at the pleasure now rippling from your ass through your whole body.


I've had the can of shaving cream resting in the basin of hot water, and now I squirt a handful of the warm lather on my left hand, and start painting it onto the areas around your pubic mound. I'm not planning on shaving you clean today. Instead I have a design in mind, so I need to maintain a patch of your pubes about the size of a deck of cards, directly over your slit. Everything else must go, including the small hairs that grow down down from your belly button, below your pussy and around your asshole. The feeling of the shaving cream being massaged into your skin, couples with the vibrations in your nether region, makes you emit another long slow moan.


I take one of the safety razors and carefully inspect the shimmering blade, to make sure it's clean, and sharp, and ready. I wiggle it in the basin of hot water and then slowly drag it from your navel to the top of the patch to be maintained, making a flesh colored walking path in the shaving cream from your belly button to your pussy. The feeling of the sharp, hot blade on your skin, and your most sensitive hairs being pulled, shaved and removed, triggers your body to commence orgasm, and your pink parts start to tense and release.


I wiggle the blade in the hot water between each stroke, to clean and warm it, and each new flesh colored path that I cut into the shaving cream triggers the intensity of your orgasm to increase and continue. It takes me a good 10 to 15 minutes to shave around your pubic mound, and you have been in a consistent state of orgasm during the whole process.


I know you don't have the strength right now to obey even if I asked, so I just push your legs up to your chest for you, so I can shave your 'taint' and around your asshole. When I lift your legs, you let the vibe slide out of your ass, because you just cannot take the pleasure of the vibrations any longer.


I ask you to hold your legs in the position, while I wring out the washcloth again, and clean the rest of the shaving cream off your pussy and asshole, in slow, warm, wet circular motions. When you lower your legs, you look down and see that you now have a pubic-buzz cut, about an eighth of an inch long, and just a small brown patch overlooking your cunt.


"Simone, I have a design in mind, but I want it to be a surprise." I tell you, "Will you be a good girl and keep your eyes closed for me until I tell you to open them?"


"Ummm....maybe....well...I guess so" you say, as your eyes dart around and you bite the inside of your cheek.


"SIMONE?" I say in a much sterner voice, not wanting to have to give you a spanking at this point, but knowing that I would have to if you don't give me the answer that I require.


You get the message and blurt out "Yes, YES....I will keep my eyes closed until you tell me to open them."


"Good girl" I say, "and remember, no peaking" This reminder makes you squeal in excitement.


I clean off the vibrator with soap and water, and return it to you. You set it back to Level one and start moving over your nipples as I go back to work.


After inspecting the second safety razor, you hear me unfold a piece of paper and lay in on the bed before you feel the sting of the razor as it moves across the remaining unshaven area. You're dying to know what the design will be, but you know the spanking you would receive if you got caught cheating, and you don't want to trade the pleasure of this experience for that kind of delightful pain, so you keep your eyes closed and try to guess what it will be from the motions on your skin.


I can't use shaving cream on this part of the process, because I need to see the edges of the hair that I'm shaving, so the sensations of the razor tugging and shaving these hairs are more intense, and you feel a slight burn on the freshly shaven areas. The vibrations on and around your nipples helps cancel any pain that you might be experiencing.


This is pretty delicate work, so it's about another 15-20 minutes of shaving and shaping. Periodically I blow on the freshly shaved areas to cool your skin and send additional sensations through your body. Thank god you have the vibrator on your breasts to keep you busy, otherwise you would not have been able to keep your eyes closed for this long.


You hear the water dripping into the basin, as I again am wringing the wash cloth, and you eagerly ask "Can I peak now?"


"Relax" I quickly reply, "almost done baby, but you need to behave for just a few minutes longer" You suck in air through your teeth in desperation as you pout and fold your arms across your chest.


"FINE!" you say in your stubborn girlie voice, "take as long as you need then. Don't rush on my account!"


I chuckle to myself at your mini-tantrum, especially since your knees are still splayed out to the sides, and I can see that your pink parts are inflamed, moist and shivering, and that you're not too far from cumming for me again.


I take a clean dry cloth and start rubbing baby oil on the areas that were shaved without cream. The familiar scent of the oil hits your nose moments before the soothing cooling sensations make it from your pussy area to your brain. You want to ask 'are we done NOW?', but you don't dare, because you know how close you are to your second orgasm, as well as being very close to deserving an out-and-out spanking.


Another familiar scent hits your nose now, almost like bleach, but not as strong, and you feel something soft and pointy on your mound, almost like I'm drawing or writing something. What you don't know is that it's a QTip that's been dipped in peroxide and I am indeed drawing something to complete the design.


I lean in and gently blow on your pussy now, watching your lips shiver in response to the breeze, but mainly to help the design I just bleached into your remaining pubic hair to dry. Knowing it will take about 10 more minutes to fully dry, I push your knees back up to your chest as I ask you "Simone, you trust me, right?"


Obediently keeping your eyes closed, you reply "Yes John, I trust you with all my heart"


"Good girl", I say, "I'm going to need you to keep your eyes closed until you cum...I mean until I tell you to cum....can you do that for me"


"YES!" you say enthusiastically, even though you're dying to see this design, but knowing that being a brat will only delay your orgasm, and you need to cum very, very badly at this point.


My thumb hits your clit at the same time my tongue touches your asshole, and your pussy and pucker squeeze in response, You pull your legs back a little further to allow my tongue to enter your ass, and your pussy opens up as my thumb flicks and circles your clit. It doesn't take long for you to reach down and grab me by the ears, and you're very glad not to hear me tell you to 'RELAX.' Instead I pull my face away from your ass just long enough to ask "Do you want to cum for me now Simone?"


Near panting, you respond "yes, Yes, YES!"


"Then do it, Simone, CUM FOR ME NOW" I command, as my face returns to your ass and my tongue plunges deep into your asshole. My thumb is moving quicker over your clit, and I have two fingers jammed into your pussy. You're still working the vibrator over your nipples, and from the sounds of it, you've turned it up to Level 3.


You start bucking your hips, mashing your ass on my face and making my tongue dart further up your dark, dank hole, and I swear I feel your pussy squirt your cum onto my forehead as the second orgasm rips through your body like a tidal wave. I'm holding onto your ass cheeks to keep you from bouncing off the bed you're bucking so hard, as my fingers plunge deeper into your pussy and my thumb is crashing down on your clit. Your thighs clench around my head and you squeeze tightly, and then the waves of your orgasm start to slowly subside.


You release my head from your scissor-lock and throw open you eyes, to see the results of my craftsmanship. You prop yourself up on your elbows and look down at your pussy. The short remaining hairs are cut into a diamond shape, and upside down it looks like there's a #5 bleached into your patch. You hop off the bed and run over to the full length mirror, and shriek loudly as you now see it's the Superman logo, complete with the S bleached into your pussy hair. You see me standing behind you, naked, admiring my handiwork and getting extremely hard from the outstanding review you're giving my artistic design.


In one motion, you spin around and jump on me, wrapping our arms around my neck, and your legs around my waist. You're giving me small pecks and kisses all over my face and neck, and you can feel my erection tickling your ass from below. We fall back onto the bed, just missing the basin of water, and you push yourself back on my pulsating erection, impaling your cunt deep on my cock. We start fucking with wild abandon, with me on the bottom and you bouncing on top of me. I reach up to tweak and twist your nipples as I start shooting my load deep within your womb. You continue to buck on me and then shriek and squeal as the third orgasm of the day hits you like a ton of bricks.


"Mr. N...." you say as you roll off me, and we both look down at your new pubic hair design, "you're my hero!"


"I know, Simone" I say with a smile, " and Superman has just laid claim to your pussy"


"AND ASS!" you add, as we both start laughing uncontrollably.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Like a Dream


The heat woke her slowly; she slipped from dream into waking so easily she could distinguish no boundary between. The fan oscillated ineffectually, barely stirring the humid air that lay like a wet blanket over everything. Beyond the fan's feeble whirring she could hear the surf crashing on the beach. Restlessly, she turned over onto her side.


The last of a tiny tea-candle provided just enough light to see the shape of her sister lying next to her. She had no trouble sleeping. Katrina never did. Moments after her head hit the pillow she was dead to the world. This wasn't the first time Ada and her sister had shared a double bed on this trip and she had yet to see anything short of a parade disturb Katrina's rest.


Ada rolled onto her back again with a sigh. Bleary with exhaustion and -- let's be honest -- no small amount of tequila, her mind meandered over scenes of the party that evening. It would be the last before the rest of the guests left the villa, leaving her and her sister alone for two weeks. We always over-estimate how long this place stays entertaining, Ada mused wryly. The party had been good. Plenty of young men from the village nearby, willing to dance all night. Ada didn't speak Spanish but it hadn't proved a barrier; they were eager to convey their meaning any number of ways. She'd danced, but nothing more. Affectionate drunk she might be, but she had a boyfriend back in the States who was too good to lose.


God it had been a long time, though. These summer trips were always rather meditative in their monklike celibacy. She liked the sensation -- it sharpened her eyes, made the quiet ache in her a fever by the time their three weeks were up. The result always stunned her man speechless. And it inspired some unbeatable fantasies.


Running one hand over her bare belly Ada thought of the fellow she'd danced with the most that evening. Tall, long-haired, with eloquent eyes that spoke volumes. He spoke too, not seeming to mind that she understood not a word: all evening while they moved together he whispered in her ear, soft sibilant syllables she could never have hoped to translate. It didn't matter -- the brush of his breath against her neck had the same effect. She pressed her hips against his, let the heavy beat move her in slow spirals that never broke their contact. She felt him hard behind his zipper; he saw her nipples erect through her shirt.


Oh, she wanted him. She knew better, but sometimes that didn't help. That was why Katrina stayed nearby. They watched each other's backs on these trips, kept one another from doing anything stupid. When the last song ended Katrina grabbed her arm and steered her toward the door, laughing over her protests.


Thank god for that, Ada thought. But it sure didn't help her sleep afterward. Frustrated, she glanced over to see that Katrina was still sleeping soundly, then let the hand on her own belly slip down to rub her mound softly through her nightshirt.


Bad idea. Tonight her hunger wouldn't be silenced so easily; the light touch only made it worse. Careful not to shift her weight and shake the bed, Ada pulled her nightshirt up past her panties.


She brushed her fingers across her panties, biting her lip to contain her moans. She traced the outline of her slit through the thin fabric, then traced her clit. A harsh breath escaped her. Her wetness was beginning to soak through.


Finally she gave in. Pushing the gusset aside she drew one finger from the base of her vulva to the tip of her clit. Her hips jerked involuntarily -- she looked frantically at her sister. No sign of waking. She did it again.


Images of that young man danced in her head. Dancing with her, grinding against her, his cock aching for her. She imagined him thinking of her, stroking his cock, cumming with her face behind his eyes... but no name to cry out. Like a dream.


She brought in her left hand to tease her clit, freeing up the other to slide a finger inside her. She was soaking wet, desperate to orgasm. Her teeth hurt her lip, holding it still, keeping it silent as the urge to moan aloud became hard to bear.


Her eyes were closed. She didn't see her sister's hand until it covered her mouth. Then her eyes flew open and locked on Katrina's. Ada's busy fingers froze and she lay motionless, shocked, staring at her sister.


For a moment neither of them moved. Hot humiliation began to spread through Ada's body. She couldn't see much but her sister's wide, white eyes, the faint glimmers of the candlelight on her arm... she couldn't see her expression. Ada held still. She didn't know what to do. Then she felt Katrina's finger move on her lip.


Her sister traced her lip with the tip of one finger, traced the fixed expression of shock and embarrassment that silenced her. It tickled. Ada wanted to squirm but she was too bewildered. The alcohol still in her system made it hard to focus, hard to understand. Katrina's finger slipped into her mouth and touched her tongue.


Automatically she pressed back against the invading digit, moving her tongue up to meet it -- and then realized what that seemed like and fell still again. What was going on?


Katrina withdrew her finger. Her eyes never left Ada's as she brought her hand back to her side of the bed. It glistened with saliva. Slowly, deliberately, Katrina took her finger into her own mouth, sucking away the taste of Ada's.


Ada moaned then, helplessly, almost frightened. "Katrina..." she whispered.


"Shhh," her sister answered. She edged closer on the bed, traced Ada's jawline with her wet finger, provoking a shiver.


"Katrina, you're drunk," Ada said, trying to sound firm. "We can't..."


Her sister's lips on hers cut her off. She made a strangled sound of protest, but her pussy, robbed of the stimulation it so desperately needed, clenched with pleasure. Katrina kissed her deeply as she struggled with conflicting feelings. Her sister's tongue teased hers, encouraging it, drawing it out.


Ada closed her eyes, but she couldn't shut out the lust rising in her. I'm dreaming, she thought. If I think hard enough, I can turn her back into that guy. I'll pretend it's him and when I open my eyes it will be. But Katrina's hair fell around their faces and the smell of her shampoo was unmistakable. Ada's bond with her sister, so reliable, one of the only solid things in her life, battled inside her with instinctive revulsion. And both were slowly drowning in a rising tide of pleasure as Katrina's tongue danced against hers.


It's a dream. Think of it like a dream, she thought over and over. It doesn't matter what happens... it's just a dream. And indeed, dreamlike, she felt her body moving without her conscious will, her hand reaching up to curl around the back of Katrina's neck, to pull her closer. How could this be her? How could her emphatically straight sister be doing this? It must be a dream.


Ada's hips lifted off the bed as her sister's hand stroked her belly. Finally their kiss was broken, and Katrina looked down at her with unreadable eyes. Ada was transfixed by the wanton shape of her sister's mouth, the glitter of saliva on her lip, the way the hair fell around her face and made her mysterious, intangible. Ada sighed, mesmerized by those dark eyes. A face one could hardly help falling in love with.


Katrina cupped her sister's breast in one hand, startling another weak protest from her. It was silenced by no more than a lifted eyebrow and a gentle squeeze. Then Katrina lowered her head and licked the soft mound through Ada's nightshirt. She nipped lightly, closed her mouth over the nipple, tongued it until the fabric was soaked through. Ada shifted eagerly, entangling her hands in her sister's hair. She could no longer contain her quiet moans.


Katrina pushed the wet fabric out of the way, trying to pull Ada's nightshirt off. Ada chose this moment to mount one last resistance, clinging to the shirt and sitting up against the headboard, her arms crossed over her chest. Katrina looked at her reprovingly.


"Katrina, this is wrong. I don't know what's gotten into you but I'm... I'm not a lesbian. And you're my sister! You have to -- "


Katrina listened impatiently. When it seemed unlikely that her sister would stop, she calmly reached down and sunk one finger knuckle-deep into Ada's streaming pussy.


Ada bucked and cried out, "Ohhh OH!" Her hands flew apart, grabbing the headboard behind her as her pussy spasmed around her sister's finger. When Katrina withdrew her hand she fell still with a soft sound of loss. She no longer tried to stop her sister removing her nightshirt. Katrina had made her point.


Shivering faintly, Ada still covered her breasts as the nightshirt fell off the bed. She looked at Katrina submissively, now almost afraid to provoke her. Katrina crouched over her and began teasing her nipple with her tongue. Ada groaned in surrender as her nipple stiffened until it hurt, aching to be touched. Her sister suckled her hungrily, first one nipple, then the other, leaving them gleaming in the low light.


Katrina straightened up on her knees and shifted closer to her sister. Ada pressed against the headboard, unsure what was to come. Katrina gently took hold of her chin and lifted it, teasing her mouth open with her thumb. Very deliberately her sister guided her nipple into Ada's mouth and held her head there.


Ada could hardly help at least brushing Katrina's nipple with her tongue. The instant she did, her sister moaned and forced her head closer, thrusting out her chest. Ada licked her slowly, but the tequila and the untended heat between her legs was cluttering her head, filling her with unreliable impulses. She sucked at the nipple, flicking it with her tongue, relishing its small, hard texture and the sounds Katrina made when she caught it between her teeth.


Her sister was straddling her now, guiding her back and forth between her nipples and rocking her hips steadily against Ada's. Each bump of their hips together sent a ripple of pleasure through Ada's body. She could feel her sister's panties rubbing over her skin. They were as drenched as Ada's own.


Katrina tore Ada's head from her breasts, jerking her chin up, forcing Ada to meet her eyes. She leaned down and whispered against Ada's lips, her breath making her sister shiver: "Still want me to stop?"


Ada took hold of Katrina's hips, pulling them against hers, grinding her pussy against her sister's through the two layers of soaking wet fabric between them. "No," she whispered fervently. "Please don't stop. I wa... I want you."


As that phrase escaped her lips, it seemed to take with it the last of Ada's reservations. She bucked hard against her sister's rolling hips, and taking one another in their arms, they humped each other faster and faster. Ada moaned continuously, every breath carrying the sounds of her ecstasy. Katrina breathed against her sister's neck, felt their panties slip over their dripping pussies, felt the labia beneath shift and squish together. She felt the soft lump of her sister's clit and aligned her own with it, and when she jerked her hips forward the crash of pleasure nearly overwhelmed her. She raised her head to lock lips with Ada, their tongues dueling ferociously now, uninhibited, wanton. Ada's moans died in her mouth and she felt her long-awaited orgasm beginning to rise. No, no no, chanted one small, nearly strangled part of her. The rest of her screamed Yes, yes, please yes, forever yes... It was too late now. Nothing would stop her from... oh god... from cumming against her sister's pussy.


Thinking the words, the terrible, unthinkable words, sent her over. With each muscular clench of her pussy she whispered it again: My sister... my sister's pussy... my sister cumming... It's like a dream...


Katrina rammed her hips into Ada's and held her still as her pussy convulsed. She threw back her head and cried out, not caring who heard her. They came hard, a rush of juices from each soaking the other, the spasms moving them in three short, sharp jerks.


For a moment Ada lay still, relishing the momentary relief from the need that had been plaguing her for the past week. Then her sister shifted her weight and it returned, blazing, irresistible. God, that had barely dulled it at all! Before the aftershocks stopped she could feel her body begging for more, and she could no longer resist.


She ran her hands over Katrina's back, reaching her panties and drawing them down over her ass. Katrina chuckled softly and rolled off her sister, adjusting her position to allow Ada to remove her clothing. For a moment Ada just stared as Katrina leaned back on her hands. Her sister's pussy was beautiful, the soft hair dark and sparkling with her wetness. Ada moaned wordlessly and reached out.


Seeing that she would have to help, Katrina scooted closer, wrapping her open legs around Ada's. She leaned forward and kissed her sister, reassuring her with her tongue. Ada's fingers found Katrina's cleft and danced over it, introducing themselves. She found the round jewel at the top and rubbed its hood softly, and Katrina shuddered with pleasure. She found the delicate lips that concealed her depths and traced them, parting them with two fingers and slipping one finger deeper to tease the tight entrance. Katrina clung to her shoulders and whispered sharply, "Do it. Finger me, little sister."


Ada was startled out of her exploration for a moment. Katrina shook her hard. "What, you can do it but you can't hear it?" She tilted her head and said deliberately, "Finger me. Slide that finger deep inside my pussy."


Unable to disobey those eyes, Ada thrust her finger into her sister's soaking cunt. She felt the wet, resilient walls contract around her and groaned. She thrust again, and again, desperate to feel those sharp little clamps, to hear the short breaths in her ear. Katrina rolled Ada's nipples between her fingers and gasped each time her sister's hand struck her clit. Finally she could take no more. She shoved Ada back onto the bed and crawled up to fling one leg over her. She straddled her sister's face.


"Now tongue me, little sister. Lick my clit and stick your tongue up inside my pussy. Make me cum on your face."


Ada's moans vibrated the warm, wet flesh above her. She had no idea what to do but the lust sweeping through her offered no alternative: she sunk her tongue into her sister's sodden pussy, kissing her lips, fondling her clit frantically. Katrina humped helplessly against the amazing sensation, forcing herself again and again into Ada's mouth.


With her tongue Ada teased Katrina's clit out from under its hood, then locked her lips around it, suckling it like a nipple. Katrina cried out. Before she could take a breath, Ada thrust two fingers into her pussy and her sister abruptly jerked away, panting.


"No. No, baby, I don't want to cum yet." She smiled wickedly. Ada looked bewildered.


"Soon. I promise. I just want you to be there with me." Her smile was real now, and Ada's heart melted. This is dangerous, she thought. I can't fall in love with my sister. But when she looks like that... god, it's like a dream.


Katrina turned to straddle her the other way, and without warning covered Ada's pussy with her mouth. Ada gasped and reared up to continue her ministrations, communicating her cries of bliss as vibrations on her sister's clit. Closing their legs around one another they formed a moaning, twitching unit, each one's lust causing the other to tongue her faster in a rising spiral of pleasure.


Ada licked away the trails of wetness brought out by her thrusting fingers and sucked hard at her sister's lips, hoping for more. Katrina stretched her tongue to its considerable limit and sunk it between those swollen lips, into the sweet, hot interior. She felt her sister spasming. She felt the orgasm begin.


Katrina's pussy expelled a rush of juices into Ada's mouth, and Ada swallowed a scream as she came all over her sister's face. They shook and convulsed, clinging to one another. "Oh GOD!" Ada cried as the waves of pleasure made her body go slack. "Ada," murmured her sister, loving whispers nearly muffled by the wet thighs locked around her head. "Ada, Ada, Ada..."


For a moment Ada felt as if she might fall asleep. The fever inside her was still. She had never felt so peaceful. Then Katrina rolled aside and turned around to take her in her arms.


"I love you," her sister whispered, fixing her with those dark eyes, those irresistible eyes that had always kept her safe and taken care of her. "I know what it must seem like, but... I love you. I had to tell you."


Ada's lips formed the same words as she blinked back a film of tears. Then she laughed. "Oh, I'm going to have to tell Matthew something. I can't imagine what I'll say!"


Katrina smiled, brushing sweaty hair back from her sister's brow. "Don't worry about that now. Think you can sleep?"


Ada nodded. "You wore me out, dearest..." She settled her head against her sister's shoulder, comfortable despite the heat, and drifted back into her dream.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ashley's Time


Every year I went with my wife. Mona, and her sister, Shelly, up to Lake Stoellen. Mona and I would take along our two kids. Shelly, divorced, would bring her three – two of whom were the same ages as our two. Shelly's third, Ashley, a girl two years younger, was born a beautiful chestnut brown – not Mom's color, and definitely not Dad's. Shelly had taken one too many liberties, and Ashley never knew her dad, but knew it wasn't the father of her brother and sister.


Combining our kids with Shelly's kids always meant chaos, and in recent years, as the children got older, they played more amongst themselves. We enjoyed our own independence as much as they enjoyed their own. On several occasions we suspected there might be something going on between the older cousins. So, for the last few years, there was often giggling and secret looks, often at the youngest, Ashley's expense.


This year was going to be different, because suddenly all four older kids decided they were grown up and made plans of their own for the summer. That left Mona and me by ourselves and Shelly with 19-year-old Ashley, who was back from her first year in college.


For the first couple days at the lake, we all did things together. We'd go swimming, take walks, cook, eat, then every evening, play cards. Four was a good number. And Ashley seemed to enjoy being the one getting all the attention. Several times, I got the distinct impression she was flirting with me – going out of her way to tell me what a great job I did, how good I looked, how funny I was. I didn't pay much attention until I noticed she did this only when nobody else was around.


I was flattered. She was becoming a beautiful woman. When she was a child, I had always liked touching that chocolate skin and telling her how beautiful she was. As she got older, I became a bit more cautious. But now, back from a year of college, she didn't seem to mind me looking at her, watching her giggle, jiggle, and wiggle.


It was the third night there that I began to understand. Ashley and I were on cleanup duty after dinner. The moms decided to go for a walk. In their absence, we enjoyed bumping into one another at the sink, laughing, and having a towel snapping contest. I won with a sharp snap to her thigh, just below those short cut-offs.


"Ow! That hurt," she said, looking at me, her eyes filling with tears.


"Sorry," I said as our eyes met for longer than usual. "Let me see."


Ashley turned to face the counter, bent over, arching her back down, and poked her butt towards me. She looked over her shoulder down her back. My heart quicken as I realized how she was presenting herself to me, like a mare in heat.


"Where did I..." I asked, putting a hand on the taught material holding each of her buttocks.


I bent over and tried to look at her thighs, but she wagged her tail as she looked over one shoulder, then the other, trying to see where I was. Her butt swung right under my nose causing a slight breeze. I took a short sniff. I could smell her.


"Right here," she said, putting her finger on the dark, smooth skin that was her upper left thigh.


"I'm sorry," I said, then leaned forward.


I put my hand on the back of her leg, then slid it to her inside thigh and pressed gently. I closed my eyes and kissed where I'd hit her leg. I lingered, letting her feel my breath, letting me smell her. She was sweet and fresh. And judging by the growing pressure in my pants, she was horny. I slid my hand slowly up until I felt the fringe of her cut-offs brush the back of my hand. I pressed my fingers into her leg. Ashley shifted her weight moved her foot to the side, making more room for my hand.


"THAT was BEAUTIFUL!"


I jumped when I heard Mona's voice. The front door closed. They were back. I stood up and looked at Ashley. I was terrified. She just smiled, gave me a quick kiss on the lips, and hopped out of the kitchen to greet her mom and aunt.


That night, during our ritual Hearts game, I couldn't bring myself to look at Ashley. I was afraid I would start blushing. But I knew she wanted something more than a feel up the leg.


"A boat," Sherry said. "What do YOU think, John."


I was caught off guard. I hadn't been listening to the woman's prattle. I had been thinking of something else.


"I'm renting a boat tomorrow and that's that!"


"Sure," I said. "Here's that queen you were looking for!"


The next morning, I went with Mona and Shelly to rent a boat. I didn't like boats, or boating, or even being on the water, floating, no way, no how. Mona didn't want to go, either, but when she finally understood I wasn't going, Shelly insisted Mona come along. In the end, Mona didn't want her sister going out alone.


"Where's Ashley?"


"I think she had something else she wanted to do, today."


"She needs some time away."


I shoved them off as the moms went out for a girl's day on the lake. I waved them goodbye, then headed back to my cabin. I hadn't seen Ashley since breakfast, and was disappointed she had left when she knew we would have some time alone for a change. "You're kidding, right?" I thought. "An old man like you! Get over it! She probably ran for the hills after that stunt you pulled last night."


When I got to my room, I froze. Ashley was standing in front of the full length mirror in my bedroom. Not standing, more like taking a stance. She was naked. No, almost naked, wearing only bright red lingerie. "God! Red looks good on her," I thought. Without making a sound I let my eyes drift down her back to the strap of her thong above the blossoms that were her hips. "She's gonna have one big butt after having kids!" I thought. Although her hips were out of proportion for her small torso, they were perfect tops to her long, muscular legs. At five foot eleven, Ashley was a tall girl, and most of that height was in her gams. It was her legs that held my attention.


I remembered when those scrawny spindles used to wrap themselves around my waist, followed by a big hug and kiss every time I saw her. "What I wouldn't do to have that chocolate skin wrapped around my waist now!" I thought. I admired the thick, muscular thighs, knees, and perfect calves. I followed the inside curve, that inverted "V", that ended with her crotch.


I could just make out the red line of her thong climbing out her butt crack. It was like the center line of a runway. I took a step and I wasn't sure if it was me or the floor that sighed. I looked into the mirror at the reflection of her face and saw her looking back.


Neither of us moved. I heard my heart pounding in my ears, and my shallow breathing. I was scared and excited; that magic adrenaline-produced state of awareness. She didn't move, then turned to look at herself in the mirror, as if I wasn't there.


"What ya doin'?" I asked, emboldened to take another step.


"Just trying on some new lingerie I bought for the trip," she answered, without looking my way.


"You got a date?"


"I hope so," she said, her eyes flickering up at me, then back at herself.


Though I couldn't see her hands, I could tell from her elbows that they were climbing her belly. I saw her biceps flex and heard her inhale deeply. She took a step back from the mirror, spreading her feet a little further apart. I could see she was looking at her breasts, deciding if they looked good. Then she leaned forward, arching her back and tilting her hips up, revealing the shiny red patch her thong. "Fuckin' bitch in heat!" I thought to myself. I closed my mouth and carefully sniffed the air for her scent.


"Are you... have you... are you a virgin?" I asked.


She was startled, then turned to look at me in the mirror.


"Not since I was twelve," she said.


"Twelve?" I was surprised.


"Yeah," she said, letting her hands come to rest on her thighs, lightly moving from inside thigh to back of the leg, then back again. "When I was 11 I was masturbating a lot..."


Ashley paused and looked up to see my reaction. When I didn't have a reaction, she looked back at herself and went on. "And Shanille... You know Shanille?"


She stopped talking, but didn't look up, just kept moving her fingers, dipping a little deeper between her legs with each pass.


"Shanille and I watched this movie and she said it felt a lot better than doing it yourself. She said it was easy, said all I had to do was ask a boy to walk me home. Shanille had done it and she said it was better than masturbating."


I knew Shanille. She was an even richer brown than Ashley. They formed an impenetrable wall against all parents. Together, they got into more trouble than all our other kids combined. Shanille was the leader, always ahead of Ashley. Ashley was competitive, never wanted to be second, and got egged on to do almost everything Shanille told her to do.


Ashley's fingers were hidden now, but judging by the look on her face, they had found what they were looking for.


"When I was twelve, I asked a high-school boy to walk me home. Shanille was right."


"Did you like it?" I asked. I slipped off my river shoes and walked over to Ashley. She didn't move. I stood right behind her.


"Not really. I was young and thought he knew what to do, but he just thought of himself and then left in a hurry. Shanille said the same thing happened to her, that I should keep trying."


Ashley closed her eyes as she enjoyed what her fingers were doing, then went on. "After a few more fumbled failures, I decided I'd wait."


I turned Ashely to face me. My eyes went to her swollen breasts pushing over sheer lace, the nipples only half covered.


"Looks like it's a little small," I said, and lifted my hand to brush her breast, which was exploding out the top of her bra. She turned back to the mirror.


"That's what SHE said!" she giggled.


I wrapped my arms around her, my hands squeezing her breasts, pushing the erection in my trunks against her butt. Ashley closed her eyes and took a deep, satisfied breath.


"Shanille told me college boys knew what to do, but I didn't find any. Shanille said I should try an older man, like an uncle. Shanille said she learned an awful lot from her uncle."


Ashley looked up at my reflection in the mirror.


"You're my only uncle," she said, imploring me with a look that left no room for doubt.


"An old fart like me?" I said as I pinched her nipples hard, making her jump.


I backed up enough to allow my fingers to start from her ears and, barely touching, descend down the sides of her neck on to her shoulders. Then I slid down the side of her back, following her curve into her waist, over the thin strap of her thong, over her hips, down the smooth tight skin of her thighs.


As my fingertips reached her inside thigh, she leaned forward, held her hands out and put them up against the wall.


"Arch your back," I said.


Ashley pushed her butt back. I put my hands at her thighs and let them follow the smooth curve of her hips. I turned my hands thumbs up and let them slide between her legs. I lifted my thumbs, and felt the moisture already saturating the smooth silk. I pressed up, sinking the scrap of cloth between the soft folds of her swollen labia.


She rocked forward, then slowly back again. I left my thumbs rigid, stationary, pressing up into her crotch, letting her control the pressure, the touch points. She rocked back and tilted down and I felt my thumbs disappear into her crotch. She tilted her hips up, and I felt the stiff bulb of her clit pass between my thumbs.


"Oh god...," she blurted.


I leaned back, lifting my hands and pressed myself into her buttocks. I pulled off my t-shirt, then leaned forward and pushed down the swim trunks I was wearing. When I leaned into her again, there was nothing between us, and her skin felt hot and perfect. She pushed back against me until my dick fit neatly in the folds of her butt.


I let my fingertips slide up the center of her back, stopping only to release her bra. I leaned forward and felt her strong legs stiffen, eager to support my weight. I wrapped my hands around her until my fingers passed over her nipples.


"Yesss...," she hissed, and pushed back into me as she bent at the waist to lower her breasts into my hands.


I scraped the tip of each nipple with my fingernails, causing her to jolt, then I grasped and rolled the tips between my thumb and forefinger. She moaned again, bending down, pressing into me.


I stepped back and pulled her hips towards me.


"Keep your hands on the wall," I instructed.


As I had her put one, then the other foot back, I guided her feet further apart. She ended up propped against the wall, her legs spread wide, not falling by keeping her legs and arms stiff. I knew from experience that she was feeling like she was unable to move without falling.


"Don't move," I said as I got my pocket knife off the nearby dresser. The knife opened with a "click."


"What's that?" she asked, worried.


"Shhhh..." I said.


Before she could do anything, I slipped the blade under her thong strap, making sure she felt the cold steel, and gave a quick yank up with the dull side of the knife. I felt her startle. I turned the blade over and cut the strap. Stuck to her, I peeled the material from between her slippery labia. I felt her relax. Then the odor of her sex filled my nostrils.


I stepped closer and slid my hand between her legs. Without waiting, I yanked my thumb hard into her sopping slit.


"Unnhhh..." she grimaced, turning her head hard to the side, trying to look at me.


Her knees shuddered, almost buckled. I moved my thumb forward and gave her clit a pinch. Her legs stiffened and I pulled my hand back, scraping hard against the bottom of her slit. She twitched and released another wave of love juice. I was breathing hard, now. I grabbed my dick with one hand, leaned forward, wrapped the other hand around her waist, bent under her and thrust up. I was right on target. My thick member slipped into her.


"Ahhggg...," was all she could manage, a guttural sound from deep in her throat.


I put one hand on her hip and let the other slide down to her clit. I could feel her shaking with the effort to keep herself from falling. I withdrew slowly, then pierced her again with a quick jerk. I felt her legs grow more resolute and her arms pressed her body back to meet me.


With each deep thrust, I flicked her love button with my fingertip. She soon fell into my rhythm of slow withdrawal and quick, forceful jab. When or movements together were enough for me to feel my ball sack swinging, I moved both my hands to her hips. "Hard... and... fast... makes it... hard... to... last...," I grunted out to her. She was moaning each time I slammed into her and my balls swung and smacked her clit.


When I felt her begin to undulate, her hips rolling like a wave, I withdrew and stepped back. I watched her labia, which was swollen and glistening with her lubricating love juices.


"Like a winking mare," I thought, as she continued rocking.


I enjoyed as each time her back arched, her lips spread, showing her pink interior. She kept pushing back, a little further each time, until she realized I had moved out of reach. She lifted her head and looked back at me, her face showing the stress of her longing. I pressed my knee into the back side of her knee and she buckled to the floor.


"Come here," I said, taking her arm and lifting her to standing. I pulled her over to the bed.


"Lie down. Spread your legs," I growled as I twisted her around and pushed her on her back.


Her confused, pained look confirmed what I had hoped. I had pulled out before she had climaxed. I glared at her, letting anger show. She pulled herself away, crawling backwards, her legs rubbery and uncooperative.


I followed close behind. I let myself imagine I was raping her, that she had asked ME to take her home when she was a virgin, that day after school when she was twelve. I imagined that she had led me to her bed, and now had second thoughts.


She was getting the picture, too, as she kept moving away, until her head bumped against the wall.


"Uncle John..." she began with a wavering voice, the voice of a scared little girl.


I lurched forward, landing between her legs, trapping her body. I glared at her, watched as tears filled her eyes, then fell on her, like an eagle snatching its prey from the river.


My tongue was in her mouth, my hands easily grasping and pinning her hands to the bed as she tried to push me away. One easy twist of my hip between hers and her legs were wide open. A quick stab and my dick was inside her. She was plenty wet, and I pumped her as fast as I could. I wanted the fear to feed her pleasure, building the tension until she exploded.


Slowly, I felt her responding. First her fingers stopped struggling and started to hold mine. Her mouth and tongue softened and answered my invitation. Then her pelvis started rocking. She was feeling so hot inside I knew it was going to be soon.


I pumped like we only had a few seconds, like her dad was walking up the stairs towards her room. That's when her feet came up and wrapped around my butt, her long legs easily locking around me. She jerked her head to the side and let out a groan as she slammed me into herself, joining my vigor, pressing me deeper inside her.


Her legs froze and tightly clamped my side. Her whole body gave a shiver, followed by quick spasms that pulsed from one end of her body to the other. I thrust forward as hard as I could and I felt her vaginal walls clamp down on my dick.


"UNGHHH!!!" she gurgled as a spasm left her a single muscle mass, cramped in ecstasy. I held myself deep inside her and felt a warm gush wash over my shaft and down my ball sack. I tried to open my legs, hoping the liquid would find it's way to trickle over my anus. We stayed like that, not moving, and I felt the mini-pulses of her love cave sucking on my dick; loving it. It felt good, but I was not yet fully satisfied.


Ashley took a deep breath and she released her grip, then relaxed into the bed. Her breathing became more regular. She let her legs flop down and apart. It was only then that I realized just how strongly she had grasped me with her knees. I took a deep breath. She opened her eyes and turned her face to mine. Her regard softened and without any warning she grabbed my scratchy beard in her hands and pulled our lips together. She was a good kisser, and our tongues played, dancing lightly together to the love that filled us.


We kissed for a long time. I could tell she was floating in the afterglow of her orgasm. When she finally pulled away, gentle as a leaf falling from a tree, a question filled her eyes.


"You're still..."


I smiled as I watched her blush, her face turning a dark cherry chocolate. She looked away, then back, right into my eyes.


"You're still... hard," she said.


The look of concern touched me. I couldn't hide the giant smile that found itself on my face, a smile from the inside, the real me.


"There's still more to learn," I said.


I watched her as my smile turned into a mischievous grin. A question formed on her face and I began kissing her on the cheek, little kisses, barely touching. I went down the side of her face and kissed her on her neck. As she tried to move her head to kiss me back, I said, "No. Just stay still. This is for you." Without any further effort, Ashley lay back. She was ready to accept whatever I had for her, no longer afraid, completely trusting.


I inched my lips down her body, not in any hurry, but conscious that every stop, every delay, urged me on to my destination. Her shoulders, her armpits, the soft sides of her breasts as I climbed to her stiff nipples, each rib bump as a slid my tongue down the center of her chest, the soft fuzz that I knew would thicken as I moved down. My tongue searched the folds of her bellybutton. My hands slid on ahead and crossed the remains of her thong. I reached the flap that had once covered her secret and nuzzled my nose into the still-wet fabric. Her odor urged me on as I let my fingers float over her soft, muscular inner thighs.


I was breathing harder, now, but kept the air flowing through my nostrils, letting the smell of her sex intoxicate me. I was surprised when I came to a thin strip of carefully trimmed pubic hair. I opened my eyes and followed the perfectly sculpted line crossing her clean-shaven mons. I lifted my head and saw Ashley smiling back at me.


"I appreciate the effort," I said, realizing just how well she had prepared for this trip.


I pressed her legs wider as my tongue slid down the coarse thick hair, thick and stiff like my one-week beard, short but not smooth. "I like my women to know they have a man between their legs," I remembered myself saying when a woman asked why I had such a scruffy beard. "It's time to put that beard to work," I thought as my fingers joined my tongue at her entrance.


I let my fingertips gently flow over her lips. I watched at the base of her slit for a sign. I didn't let my fingers rise to her clit. Instead, I pressed the sides of her labia inwards.. I went up and down her opening a couple times. Ashley widened her knees and pushed herself up into me, trying to get more. I did not oblige, but kept up the gentle massage. It didn't take long before I saw a drip form. The shiny liquid slid down her perineum and disappeared into the star-shaped creases of her anus.


I leaned forward, brushing one, then the other thigh with my scratchy chin as I made my way forward with my tongue. When I reached her opening, I lay my tongue flat out against her labia, the tip towards the bottom of her slit. I pressed down, not letting my tongue enter, until my nose landed just above her clit. I wagged the tip of my tongue, letting my prickly mustache scrape against her gaping cave. I moved my nose from side to side, flopping her hood over her clit.


I heard Ashley taking shorter and shorter breaths, then felt as she clamped her thighs against my ears. As I continued to wiggle my nose and tongue, she closed harder on my head, until I could only breath through the narrow passageway at the corners of my mouth. I shifted my movement to rock up and down, barely able to move in her mounting excitement. My ears were tightly covered by her thighs and I couldn't hear her reaction, but I could taste her slippery anticipation. And each time I swung my nose over her clit, she would twitch, like the tick of a clock pendulum.


I couldn't move my head, so I let the wet lubrication I tasted on my tongue invite me inside her. Licking as deep as I could go, Ashley started rocking her hips. I wiggled to tilt my head until my lips passed over her magic button. I began to gently suckle her while I let my tongue probe ever so carefully under her hood. She bucked with her hips, and I knew she was sensitive and I had to be careful. I felt her fingers on my head, and I let her know that she could guide my tongue by the way she touched my hair. It only took a couple of strokes for us to agree on the signals, and she was letting me know she wanted more.


Barley touching, barley moving, I felt her tension grow. With my tongue at the tip of her clit, Ashley found it hard to move. She struggled to control the anxious movements of her pelvis. For a while, I just lay there as she experimented with moving, then not moving, then moving. Soon I began to sense more urgency in her movements as she rocked harder and harder into my tongue. I responded with a small rocking movement of my own, which she encouraged. When she grabbed her knees and spread them wide at each side of her chest, I heard the urgency in her moaning.


I let loose a flurry of licking, moving my tongue back and forth, hard directly against her clit. I heard her breathing become hoarse and ragged, moaning to the rhythm of her contracting back and abdomen. I licked harder and faster. When she seemed about to blow, sucked on her clit while I my thumb followed her dripping juices, then swirled as it found her anus.


"Oh... my... GOD!!!" she panted.


I felt her muscles spasm and I thrust my thumb into her ass, triggering her orgasm. I opened my lips and sucked. I felt the warm gusher, then tasted it, as I swallowed quickly, hoping to suck down every drop.


As she froze with the contractions, I relaxed the suction of my grip and let my tongue lie flat against her. She had three more spasms, each one triggered by the merest movement, each one loosing a diminishing trickle, that I enjoyed as I let it run past my deeply buried thumb.


Even as her orgasm subsided, she clasped her knees tight to her chest. When I let my thumb fall out of her asshole and lifted my tongue off her, she twitched one last time. She took a minute to catch her breath, then let go of her knees, which fell to either side of me like rubber hose on on a hot August day. Her chest was slick with sweat.


"You... should...," she tried to say. "you... should..." She gasped for more air, took a deep breath, then said all at once, "You should have warned me!"


I smiled and licked the remnants of her juices off my face, stretching my tongue as far as it would go.


"Mmm, time for me..."


Ashley looked down, having forgotten the still-engorged pole between my legs.


"Here, let me," she said, trying to sit up.


"Nope, I like it from behind. Turn over and get on your elbows."


Ashley obeyed like a child in a candy store. When she was turned over, I said, "Put your head down. Point your butt in the air."


She did, and then wagged her butt at me as she walked her thighs apart, spreading her, opening herself to me.


"God, you've got beautiful, long legs," I said, looking at her perfect butt rising out of her muscular thighs. I just sat there, staring at this work of art. "I feel like I've got two chocolate cones, dripping with caramel syrup!"


Ashley giggled and wagged her hips slowly back and forth, back and forth. I watched her hole swinging...


My fingers went under her, the tips dipping into her. I leaned forward and blew a stream of air from the base of her slit over her asshole. She rocked a little forward, then back into my hand, which did the trick. I held my fingers at the base of her slit and let them became slippery. I moved closer behind her and pressed my dick into her butt crack.


"It's for me, this time," I said. "Wait for me."


I pulled back, lowered my rod between her legs, and let it press against her. We rolled and rocked as she coated me with her juices. I was pressing hard against her clit and could already feel her growing need.


"Wait for me!" I said, again, more forcefully.


Ashley stopped rocking. I could tell she was upset. I waited for her to tell me.


"I've never... I don't know how," she whispered.


I took a deep breath, exaggerating my disappointment. She didn't move or say anything. I knew what I wanted, and knew now was the time to get it.


"Ok. It's ok. I'll take care of it."


I grabbed my dick and rolled it around to get it extra slippery.


"Hold still," I said, "and try to relax."


I rocked my hips back until I could see my whole length. I looked longingly at Ashley's almost certainly virgin asshole. I positioned the head of my phallus to her little pucker, and pressed.


"Oh!"


I pressed harder.


"Relax. Let your muscles relax."


"No... I don't want..." she said, but stopped when I pushed and my head slipped in an inch.


"Oww... that hurts..."


I moved forward, grabbed the front of her hips, and pushed harder. My dick, slippery and hard, sank in another couple inches.


"I don't like it! Stop!"


I stopped pushing, leaving her heavy with my cock inside her, and reached a hand around to her slit. I loved the feel of her wide-open, empty pussy. I stroked the full length of her slit and began my favorite butt fuck exercise: spelling the alphabet with my finger, one slow letter at a time, over her clit... "A... B... C... D..." By the time I got to "I", Ashley was turned on by my finger spelling. "J... K... L... Mmmmm..." I wrote the "M's" over and over as her back arched. I continued my alphabet, slowly pushing my dick into her ass until I was in to the hilt. Ashley squirmed a bit, enhancing my pleasure, but it was clear she was uncomfortable. My fingers continued their magic as I slowly pulled out an inch.


"That..." was all she could say as I crossed one, two, three fingers over her clit hood.


She shuddered, then rocked forward. I let her movements control how much I went in and out of her ass. As she understood that I was letting her be in control, she started to experiment. I felt her ass relax as she let me slide in and out, easier now that she wasn't fighting it. I kept on the spelling lesson. When I reached "X", I repeated it several times: "X.... X... X... X..." Her breath became ragged, she was letting herself buck enough for my dick to move in and out a several inches. But I could tell she was building too fast.


"Shit!" I said, "wait for me!"


But my command was useless. Ashley had begun her final descent. She was rocking her clit hard against my fingers, pumping my dick. If I was going to catch up with her, I would need some help.


I let myself think of another time, another place. I was a soldier, infantry, on a clean-up mission in a dump of a village. It was door-to-door after a shelling barrage had turned homes into piles of rubble. There was cross-fire, lots of cross-fire, and I got separated from my unit. I broke into the nearest standing house, ready to kill whatever I found inside. There was no one, except a woman. She was crying in freight...


While I held my gun to her head, my fingers climbed her legs, looking for any hidden weapon. I was surprised when I felt my fingers sink into the wet, soft skin of her bare crotch...


The fear in her eyes as I take off my pack and press down on top of her. Her crying turning to imploring. My hands quickly undoing my belt, pushing my gear and uniform down. Fear grips me, knowing what I am about to do...


I hesitate, she attacks me with fingernails across my face, clawing. I let my anger consume me.


I pin her, pulling aside her layers of wrapped material, oblivious to the deep scratches she carves into my face. I push in, hard. She is wet and slippery. I slide my full length in easily. She gasps and bucks. I pump her, hating her, hating this war, hating the killing, the pain.


I am hitting into her hard when she screams and comes alive with her own hatred. I see it in her eyes. Now she is raping me. She wraps her legs around me, her arms head-lock me, and she meets my thrusts with her own. I feel my load building, swelling, then pass the point of no return...


I open my eyes to watch Ashley crash back into me as I hear the bellow of my own mating grunts. I feel Ashley's orgasm through the added pressure of her contracting sphincter. My orgasm washes through me. I slow my thrusts to prolong the feeling. My eyes roll into my head, and with a long-anticipated feeling of release, I pass my seed to her.


And just like that time in the hut in the village in the jungle, my climax overruns my consciousness, and I pass out from the force of it.


I awoke to the gentle concern of Ashley as she stroked my forehead. I hear her ask a couple times, "Are you ok?"


"Yeah, I'm ok," I finally said.


She lay her head onto my shoulder, her fingers idly swirling the hair on my chest, until her breathing slowed and her body became limp.


I fell asleep with her in my arms as I remembered that woman so long ago, and imagined teaching Ashley all she had taught me.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Prosecco


You entered the hotel lobby and strode up to the front desk. As I had instructed on your voicemail, you asked if you might have a key to Suite 605. The concierge nodded and passed you the keycard with a perfunctory "Enjoy your stay".


The wait was short, and the wine bottles clinked softly as you moved into the elevator. With noone else there, you quickly checked your hair in the mirror and bit your lip in anticipation of the weekend.


With a soft click, you opened the door to Suite 605. You could hear the shower and smell the steam. Even the vanity mirror outside the actual bathroom was steamed up. You wandered over to the kitchenette and put your bags on the counter. You smiled to yourself as you saw the bucket of ice and bottle of Prosecco, and glasses. The bottle was uncorked and as instructed by a small note on the table, you poured yourself a glass and tasted it. Divine. You took a larger sip and let the bubbles tickle your nose. Then you moved off to put away the ingredients for dinner.


This time you grinned when you opened the fridge to find an apron. A small note pinned to the apron suggested that it could only be worn over lingerie, and after an instant's thought, you dropped your clothes by the dining room table and slipped the apron over your head. It was a little cool in the room and you could feel the cold floor underneath your bare feet.


Excitedly, you looked over the ingredients while taking another sip of Prosecco, when you heard the shower stop. Going over the preparation in your head, you set the ingredients in the order that you'd need them. The door to the bathroom opened and you smiled. Coyly, you stayed in the kitchen and took another sip, didn't even turn around when I came in, a towel around my waist and hair mussed. I came up behind you took you into my arms tightly. You could feel how hot my skin was from the shower and how clean I smelled and melted back into me. I was immediately hard and you could feel it through the terry cloth on your buttocks. I reached under your apron while nuzzling your neck and pushed your bra up, one hand grasping your breast, rubbing your nipple with my coarse, hot palm, the other unsnapping the clasp and slipping the straps off your shoulders. You felt my towel loosen and fall to our feet as my hand made its way to your panties, underneath, to feel you soaking wet. My other hand around your throat now, you groaned and pushed back against my hardness while I slipped a finger inside you. You felt flushed and dizzy, from the heat, from the wine, from my finger. I pulled out and turned you around to find your lips, slamming you back against the fridge, kissing you hard, but briefly, before nibbling on your neck and your ears, both hands down to your ass, grasping each cheek hard, pulling, fingers pressing and pulling them apart, squeezing. I was breathing heavily by now too and you could feel how hard I was.


Abruptly, I stopped and looked you in the eye, and put both my hands on your shoulder and pushed you downwards. You knew what I intended without question. Descending to your knees, you looked up and I did not smile, you could see my eyes burn, so strong was my desire. You placed one kiss on the light little fur above my belly button before I took your chin in one hand and myself in the other and told you to open your mouth. I leaned forward and rubbed the length of my cock on your cheeks and over your open mouth, I circled your lips with the tip, softly, but you could feel I was made of steel underneath, and the heat was intense. Your tongue darted out instinctively and you moved forward in anticipation. I pulled back and pushed you back against the fridge. You could tell that I wanted this incredibly badly, that this was not going to be a slow and gentle pleasure, it was past that. I was desperate for this and I quietly whispered "please, please". You reached down and pulled the towel under your knees.


The moan and shudder when I pushed past your lips was worth the price of submission. I was only halfway in but I felt thicker than ever. With your hands at your sides you let me move in and out slowly, feeling me expand and flex in the process. You couldn't see my face as I leaned over you onto the fridge but you could feel the tension in my body and that knew that I was beyond return. My breathing was really getting loud and heavy and I was shuddering frequently, as I began pushing harder into you. You repositioned yourself a little to give me deeper access but truthfully you didn't think you could take more of me. Still, I had to have it, and I placed my hands on your hair. Your hands came up to my thighs in instinct. I slowly pushed deeper, until I could feel myself touch the back of your throat. Pulling back immediately to give you a chance to brace yourself, I started in again, all the way out, all the way in, for an instant, then for longer. You could feel the rhythm and soon I was in for longer, all the way in, your jaw sore from taking me in entirely, all of me. Every time I touched the back of your throat I cried out and you could tell I was getting close. There was no stopping now, and you murmured "mmm-hmm" to let me know it would be okay.


I took a few instants pause to come to my senses and looked down at the adorable face, the tangled hair, the flushed cheeks, and the wild desire, you were committed now to blowing my mind. You leaped forward and took me in your mouth again, deeper than before, deeper than I knew possible, pushing your face into my abdomen, gagging once, but confident. You drew back and pushed me into your throat again, drew back, again, I could feel your saliva thick on my cock now, I was so wet and you were pushing me so deep, I could feel your throat constrict around my cock now, and I lost my mind and cried your name, you encouraged me, grabbed my ass and plunged me in and fucked me with your mouth, fully into you, you began swallowing so I could feel your throat stroke me and when you felt my whole body tense you put your hands on my hands in your hair as if to say do it, do it, fuck my mouth, come for me, come in my mouth, I want you to, and it took me over the edge and I lost control and pushed your head down hard and exploded, over and over, great pulses right up against the back of your throat, there was nothing to do as it slipped downwards, and you held me as I shivered and swore and took all of me into you. You could feel my thighs quiver and my knees buckling, my breathing was so laboured you worried for an instant but knew better. A moment later, I moved to the bed, my legs having given way under me, the throes continuing, while you, with an evil little smile playing on your lips, returned to your Prosecco and poured another glass.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

That Rat Bastard


Shit!!! Twenty nine frigging years old, and I find out 24 hours ago I am going to be a free woman, a divorcee, a soon to be spinster. That rat bastard husband of eight years needed some younger pussy did he? Well fuck it! I hate men and the stubby little membranes between their legs they use to think with. I would just bury myself in my work, and forget about romance and any kind of a social life. Men! Scumbags!


Shit. What was I thinking? I love the stupid prick of a husband, and without him, I didn't have a clue as to where I would turn or what I would do.


Right now it was year- end closing at Georgetown University and I had a pile of spreadsheets to finish up for the boss, so I had to try and shove the dickhead from my mind. At least Mr. Fuckwad had the decency to tell me he was getting a motel room until he could find a new place to buy, so I wouldn't have to see him when I went home.


It was hard as Hell to concentrate with the anger spewing venom and making my blood boil, but I did manage to get the reports and spreadsheets done for my boss, Jo, short for Josephine, a no nonsense, rough but fair bull dyke lesbian. Many a macho male had had his balls served to him on a silver platter when they tried to cross her, and I so admired her for that. She was no nonsense when it came to work, but adored her sexy femme wife to death and treated her with the utmost love which I admired.


In addition to being a kick ass woman and super accountant, Jo was incredibly intuitive and knew something was wrong with me. After looking over the papers, she leaned back in her leather chair, pushed a hand through her short spiked hair and with a sigh said, "The work looks great. Now tell me what the Hell is eating at you."


I had been quiet all day, but had no idea I had been wearing my 'world hates me' feelings on my sleeve and was that obvious, so I was a little surprised.


"What do you mean Boss?"


"What I mean Adams is that you've produced great work as usual, but you've been moping around all day, so I want to know what's up."


That's my name....Adams....Soon to be Jenkins, my maiden name. I think Rachel goes better with Jenkins than Adams anyway. So take that my dearly beloved. You can have your lousy name back. The thought of the lowlife however brought tears to my eyes for the first time that day, so I guess the protective instinct in Jo got her up from her large oak desk and come around to put her strong hands on my shoulders and say "What is it Adams?"


The bottled up tears really began to flow at that point. It felt strange to be taken in the arms of your boss, and a woman on top of that, but I didn't give a damn. Right now I took comfort in her arms and as the tears just flowed, I whimpered, "The Son-of-a-bitch left me last night."


I think Jo read between the lines and all she did for a silent 30 seconds was just rock me and rub up and down my back, giving me some time to let the gusher flow. Finally I was able to stop sobbing and Jo held me by the shoulders at arm length and calmly said, "So you want me to kick his ass for you Blondie?"


It was the first time I had laughed in probably a week.... I take that back...first time I had laughed in the past year of marriage. I knew the marriage had died out and last night was just the culmination of growing apart. But at 29, I still felt lost. I was no glamour girl at 5'4" 153 pounds, but was always told I had a pretty face with big almond collard eyes and full pouty lips. I did have some pretty massive breast cycles and a big round bubble butt ass that shook a bit. Right now I was feeling ugly and overweight and that those pouty lips would never suck another man's cock, and I would be a celibate spinster for the rest of my life.


"Thanks for the offer Jo. I appreciate it, but I want the rat bastard to live long enough for some slimy lawyer to take every penny he has."


That made Jo chuckle and she added "That's the spirit. I've tried to tell you Pussy is better than Weenies any day, but you just never would listen."


That brought another laugh from me. Jo was incredible at knowing just the right thing to say and solving personal as well as business problems. I had no problems with gay sex, and even experimented a few times in High School and College, but I know I am 99.9% hetero, even though I always get my heart broken by dumbass inconsiderate Pricks. I just thought my husband was different and it would last forever, and I wouldn't be so easily replaced by a younger skinny Minnie.


"My wife and one of her friends are joining me here and we are going out for some entertainment and a few drinks." DC recently passed same sex marriage, and Jo and her "wife" were the first in line, though they had lived together for 7 years previously.


I was in no mood to party, so I told her 'no' but she wouldn't let it rest and finally convinced me to join them around 8:30 pm, a half hour before her lover and friend would arrive. I had some last minute things to clean up, so I returned to my cubicle and began tidying up.


By the time I was finishing up, I heard Stacy, Jo's wife, and their friend enter the office. I looked over, and immediately did a double take. The woman entering with Stacy had an uncanny resemblance to my idiot husband. Same height at around 5'9", same buff build, only her face had softer features and her short black hair hung below her ears. It was like seeing a ghost and I know she must have thought I was crazy for blatantly staring at her.


Stacy introduced her as Dennie (short for Denise) and I shook her large strong hand and looked into her piercing blue eyes. She was dressed in skin tight jeans which accentuated her round muscular ass, and she looked to be about my age, though I later found out she was 36. It was a hot and humid summer night in Washington, so she was wearing a sleeveless muscle shirt, and although she didn't have the beef of Jo, her arms were tanned and toned and it was very evident that she worked out. I learned that she was a Prosecutor in the Obama administration, so it was evident that this handsome woman had looks, brawn, AND brains.


When she smiled with glorious perfect, white teeth I felt something stir in me, which scared the Hell out of me. I'm a woman who adores and worships cocks, penises, dicks, phallic devices of all kinds as long as they are blood filling flesh and not dangling plastic. I AM NOT GAY....So why did I feel a strange tingle in my pussy in the presence of this fascinating woman?


I turned away from her and tried to find some busy work at my cube just to buy time, collect my thoughts and try and catch my breath. Maybe it was just that I adored my husband, and the two of them could have been fraternal twins. Why did she have to be a freakin' woman? God she was hot! 'What the Hell was I saying? Come on Rachel, get a grip. You're NOT Les. You're NOT Les. You're NOT Les.'


After Jo did some last minute work on the files, we were ready to go and headed to one of their favorite lesbian clubs called Phaze 1. I have the admit as we entered, the place was incredible at first glance. Beautiful chandeliers and red curtains hung with a soft light and the place was packed with every assortment of woman, some making out, some sharing a drink and getting to know each other, some having dinner, and some dancing to a hard beating hip hop.


It felt nice but strange to be there and even stranger when Dennie put her hand in the small of my back to lead me to our booth as we followed Jo and Stacy. The waitress showed us to our booth and Jo and Stacy took one side, and Dennie waited for me to enter the other side, then slid in... a little too close beside me.


Having a gay boss and living in DC should have prepared me for what was happening all around me, but seeing every size, shape and color of woman 'on the make' just blew my mind, yet I found myself loosening up and enjoying it...a little more than I would have liked to admit to myself.


After Leslie, our pretty waitress disappeared for our drinks, Jo took Stacy's hand and led her to the dance floor, leaving me alone with Dennie, and my strange feelings I was experiencing around her. We smiled at each other as we watched Jo and Stacy tear up the dance floor. I had no idea my big tough boss could move like she did.


After three dances, Jo and Stacy returned to our booth, and I was somewhat sorry, because in the brief moment that they were away, Dennie was making me laugh and have an incredible time just listening to her wonderful stories and wit about her job, her hobbies and yes, her lifestyle.


After all of us finished two drinks I was feeling a little buzz, which probably explains why I didn't say 'no' when Dennie asked me to dance a slow dance. The DJ announced "The Moment" by Framing Hanley. I had never heard the song, but it was beautiful, and when Dennie took me in her arms to lead, I felt that same strange twinge in my chest and crotch that I felt when I met her. I hated to admit to myself but Dennie was better company and more intelligent than my stupid husband ever could wish to be, and I was beginning to thoroughly enjoy my time with her. I repeat...'God, why couldn't she be a man?'


We had been at the club for 2 ? hours and being held firmly in Dennie's arms was the highlight of the evening, as much as I hate to admit it. I don't know if it was the beers or my horniness of having a sexless marriage for the past 6 months, but I found myself almost melting into her arms as she led me around the dance floor. Her hands seemed to move a little lower to the top of my ass as I locked my fingers around the back of her neck and just glided effortlessly with her lead.


I didn't realize I had closed my eyes until I felt Dennie's warm breath as she whispered in my ear that she really enjoyed the evening and didn't want it to end. My heart began to pound 100 beats a minute when she surprised me and asked if I would like to leave and go to her place.


Scared to death, I broke our embrace and excused myself as I almost ran to the ladies room to escape. I quickly entered the first available stall and although I didn't have to pee, I sat on the toilet to try and get my bearings. What the Hell was happening? I was a smart woman. Moral. Semi -Christian. And Hetero Hetero Hetero. No matter how many times I told myself that, I still couldn't deny that Dennie was showing me the time of my life, and I had never met anyone as remarkable as her.


I came to no conclusions, but realized I couldn't hide in the stall until closing and somehow sneak home without Jo, Stacy and Dennie seeing me. I took a huge breath, plastered on my best smile and exited the ladies room and headed back to our booth. Dennie got up; looking concerned and allowed me to slide in, then sat beside me.


When she leaned into me to speak I nearly fainted, but allowed her to shout in my ear to be heard above the music, "I'm very sorry Rachel."


I was shocked. Dennie had done nothing wrong and merely asked to keep the evening going and share my company further. It was very evident I was in heaven in her presence, so it wasn't a shock to think that she would make the offer to move forward.


I HAD to make this beautiful, wonderful woman understand that it was me, not her that should apologize. I was the one whose head wasn't screwed on right. I did my best to try and explain, but the music was so loud, I couldn't be heard and finally said, "Yes, Dennie, I would like to go home with you."


I felt like I had made the biggest commitment of my life, and was scared to death as we told Jo and Stacy we would catch a cab and go to Dennie's place, and then she would drive me home later.


We exited the club and I was shaking like a leaf as Dennie hailed a cab. I hadn't felt this nervous since my 7th grade Cotillion dance class. It was a fairly short and silent cab ride and I had no idea where we were going until we pulled up to the entrance of the Watergate.


'My God!' I thought to myself. Not only is Dennie intelligent, a great dancer and awesome conversationalist, she also must have money coming out the wazoo. The Watergate Condos were for the rich creme de la creme.


We exited the cab, went through the lavish lobby, and rode the elevators to the 6th floor. Dennie opened the door to 613 and we entered to a spacious entryway with the luxurious living room off to the left.


"Why don't you have a seat and relax while I get us a night cap. Do you like Don Perignon?"


I thought to myself I must be caught up in some frightening but wonderful dream. I was no pauper, but had never had Don Perignon in my life, and Dennie acted as if it was just another Budweiser. I had to admit to her I had never had it, and she moved off to the bar saying I was in for a treat.


No matter how pleasant or wonderful Dennie was acting, I just couldn't lose the case of nerves I was feeling. I didn't want to admit to myself that I was really developing strong feelings for another woman, especially one seeming so at ease with her sexuality and her ease of seduction. Before she returned to the couch holding two wine-filled glasses, she turned on a CD of barely audible but beautiful music. The conversation and wine flowed for 45 minutes, and then Dennie slowly made her move.


We were about a foot from each other on the couch and just finished sharing a laugh, when she took the back of her hand and gently caressed my cheek with it.


"You know your husband is really an ignorant ass. You are a very beautiful, fun, intelligent woman."


All the beer and wine in DC couldn't stop my panic from returning. How could this Goddess be interested in a chubby little University accounting analyst?


'My God! She's going to kiss me!"


I did nothing to stop her, and it was the gentlest kiss I had ever received, and instead of running for the door, I surprised myself by looking at her and wanting more. Slowly she moved in, and softly took my lips in hers, causing to become lost in her moist tenderness. It felt so unusual not to feel male razor stubble on the other end of a kiss. It was delicious, and when she slipped the tip of her tongue between my parted lips, I thought I would die. I didn't know where this was leading, but part of me never wanted it to stop, and my tongue gently joined Dennie's in a slow dance of moist exploring pleasure.


I was breathless when Dennie finally broke the kiss and smiled down into my flushed longing face, and in almost a whisper said "Rachel, I want you to know that I totally respect you and I don't want to insult or misread you, but I could really use a shower, and would love for you to join me. If I was out of line with the question, you are free to slap my face and I will give you a ride home and won't bother you again."


I bit the knuckle of my index finger as my head screamed run like hell, but my heart and my pussy said you will always regret it if you pass this offer up. Finally, though scared to death, my sopping wet pussy won out and I whispered a faint, "I'd like to join you Dennie."


All I could think of was how fat and ugly I was and once she saw me naked she would either laugh hysterically or throw up. I followed her into the most luxurious bathroom I had seen in my life and after turning on the shower, Dennie turned and advanced to me, stopping, and taking my chin in her fingers and bending to kiss me once again. She continued to explore my mouth tenderly, causing my knees to turn to jelly, while simultaneously removing my dress.


Suddenly I wanted to disappear. Why couldn't I have run laps, done pushups, or 100 sit-ups per night? I had massive boobs, a massive ass, and a massive gut, and I was being undressed by the most beautiful woman, with an Olympian's body. 'God please don't let her laugh or get sick.'


Dennie broke the kiss to gently place my dress on a chair beside the commode, so I was nervously standing in my bra and panties. I had to do something to try and calm the nerves, so I began to remove Dennie's shirt, which only excited me further. Her torso and braless breasts were magnificent, perfectly formed and only a quarter of the size of my frigging mammoth D-cup breasts. I felt like a beached whale next to this beautiful creature. I couldn't take my eyes off her brown areola, taut nipples and rock hard stomach. God I felt so soft and inadequate as I nervously worked at the clasp of her jeans.


'Oh my God!" As I slipped the pants down her legs I discovered that Dennie went Commando. I was immediately at eye level with the most beautiful patch of thick black hair, covering her bare pussy. I had never been so close to another woman's vagina in my life, and Dennie's was gorgeous, with an incredible musky smell to it. My head was spinning wildly. I slipped off her shoes and jeans so her body was totally naked, causing my heart to almost pound out of my chest.


Slowly and awkwardly, I stood back up and tried to look away from the naked beauty standing before me. Once again she moved towards me and put her arms around me to unclasp my bra. My huge tits with their eraser sized pink nipples sprung...or should I say flopped forth. I felt so disgustingly huge and fat, but when Dennie bent forward and cupped my right breast and gently took the nipple into her mouth to suck it hungrily, I thought I would die.


She proceeded to take my left breast and give it the same loving treatment as she caressed my big round ass through my panties. Then I felt her fingers at the elastic of my panties and felt her slide them down over my thighs and calves.


My mind was screaming, 'Oh shit!!! You are totally naked Rachel. She's gonna barf any minute.'


Dennie then stood, and at arm's length looked me over from head to toe, and I just knew that was the going to be the end, but instead, she shocked the hell out of me by giving me a huge hungry smile and moving closer to join our lips in yet another wonderful kiss.


I don't know if it was lust, pure horniness or insanity, but after that smile and that kiss, I no longer felt like the ugliest, fattest thing on the planet, whose husband left her 24 hours ago. Dennie made me feel beautiful and totally desirable as she took my hand and led me into the shower.


Her whole body was incredible, but her muscular ass was to die for and I had a strange desire to either spank it, lick it or bury my face in it and suffocate and die in heaven. She was an amazing specimen.


She allowed me to get myself wet, then gently moved me away from the shower spray and proceeded to lather her hands and gently wash and caress my huge sagging melons. She didn't seem to be disgusted by my huge breasts, but instead seem to almost worship them and treat them with the utmost admiration and respect.


She bent down and once again took a hard pink nipple into her mouth and sucked and bit it wonderfully drawing moans of pleasure from my mouth. Her lathered hands were busy washing the whole lower half of my body, and instead of being turned off over my big flabby butt, she seemed fascinated with it, massaging and caressing the soft flesh, while gently washing up and down my crack sending electric current through my body.


I couldn't take anymore and grabbed Dennie's shoulders to turn her around and trade places with her. I wanted to buy time to recover and not pass out, and also I wanted to feel and caress this fit Amazon's body.


I slowly washed her from head to toe, not wanting to miss one delicious inch of her hard tanned flesh. When I bit her sexy brown nipples while inserting a soapy finger in her bottom, I was thrilled to hear a wonderful lustful moan of pleasure. I soaped the six pack of her abdomen, and then she held my shoulders to raise me for a tonsil exploring kiss. Both of us were wild animals, in heat, and when she reached and turned off the water and with a pleading expression said, "Please join me in my bedroom," for once that evening I felt perfectly comfortable in my large body, and proceeded to get out of the shower and dry her as she dried me, both continuing to kiss and bite with hungering lust.


When Dennie scooped to pick me up, I had a momentary anxiety attack worrying about my weight once again, but when she rejoined our lips and marched into her luxurious bedroom, I couldn't care less about a little extra wiggly flesh here and there. All I could marvel at was her strength, and those magnificent talented lips.


She lay me down on a massive king sized bed with silk sheets, and I felt another pang of anxiety. Dennie had been perfect all evening. Was she so practiced that she could bed any woman she set her sights on? Was I just another conquest for her?


As if reading my thoughts, Dennie gently sat on the bed and as she gently stroked my forearm with her fingers said, "Rachel, I don't want this to be a one night stand. Your body and mind drive me wild, but I know you are going through hell with your husband, so I don't want to rush things, and will give you all the time and space you need."


I think I must have begun to float around her bedroom at that point, and seeing my huge grin, Dennie needed no further encouragement to bend down to where I was laying, for another warm mind-blowing kiss.


The kiss moved to my cheeks, ears and neck as she slowly teased my nipples with her fingers and massaged my large breasts with her strong experienced right hand.


I wanted to return the attention I was receiving, but I felt totally defenseless, unable to move and just lay there with eyes closed, and legs spread like a wonton slut.


Still nipping and licking at my neck and face, her hand gently caressed my shoulders, arms and traveled down over my chest to my soft stomach. She ran her finger in circles around my navel, and then inserted the tip causing a wonderful new sensation.


Her exploratory journey did not stop there, and as her fingers slowly moved lower to my blond muff, I took in a breath and my heart pounded madly.


She leaned forward and once again took a nipple in her mouth and sucked greedily as her fingers gently roamed over my hot moist vagina. God, did this woman know the female body, and how to tease and produce the most erotic effects.


Slowly she moved a finger up and down my hot, wet slit, causing me to arch my back and involuntarily raise my ass, urging her to enter me. Finally after what seemed like an hour of torture, she gently moved a finger into me, followed by another, and I thought I would die. The primal gasp I emitted sounded like nothing that ever came from my lips before.


In and out she stroked me, pushing and thrusting knowingly until finally every muscle in my body contracted and I let out a shriek of ecstasy with an orgasm like I had never experienced before.


Dennie gave me no time to recover, and slowly moved her talented lips down my chest, stomach and stationing herself between my legs, began to reign kisses and bites on my inner thighs. As she moved up to my hot sopping pussy, I panicked. My bastard husband would never go down on me because he thought it was dirty, and after trying it one time said, "It smells fishy."


I held my breath as she approached my center, terrified that I would turn her off with the scent of me. As she licked the sides of my lips, then gently did a slow lick up the center of my crack, stopping just below my clit, she stopped for a second and lustily growled, "Damn, you smell hot!"


She returned to my steamy crotch, smelling, tasting, teasing driving me higher and higher as my hips thrust up to meet her and take her long tongue further into my pussy. She fucked me with her tongue over and over with deep penetrating strokes, and when she started diddling my clit, I grabbed her hair with both hands and thrust her face deeper into my pussy, covering her with my love juices.


Never had I experienced such bliss, or lack of control. My whole body writhed and jerked in ecstasy and once again I couldn't contain the feelings, and exploded with a primal scream. As she continued to stroke and lick me, all I could do was flop around the huge bed like a fish out of water and spasm with sheer pleasure.


Finally, the spasms eased and my breathing and heart beat seemed to attempt to return to normal. I lay back with my forearm over my forehead, eyes closed, feeling like I had just run a blissful marathon. I wanted to smell and taste that beautiful brunette more than anything in the world, but I was totally spent, and lay gasping for air like a puddle of mush.


Slowly Dennie moved up to join me and leaning on her left elbow, gently stroked my check with her right hand.


"Rachel, you're the most beautiful woman I have known, and you turn me on more than anyone I have ever met."


Still gasping for air, my first thought was 'and you are so full of shit' but I let my insecurity remain silent, and on second thought, reveled in the possible belief that I was appealing and that someone could actually love me "as is" warts and all.


I was still feeling out of it, unable to answer her, so she continued to fill the silence as she stroked me. "I know it will take time, but I am willing to invest the effort in pursuing you. You're the most interesting intelligent woman I have ever met, and I want to be with you."


Then the tears started to flow uncontrollably, and Dennie looked down at me with great concern. "Why are you crying Babe?"


After a pause, I sniffled and whimpered, "Partly because I have never been happier in my life, and partly because I am sad, because now I am 100% Lesbian, and when my mother finds out, it is going to kill her."


Dennie roared with laughter so that I think she must have awakened everyone in the building, all the way down to the first floor.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Peter and Veronica


He lit another cigarette and returned his stare to the door. He hadn't smoked for years but it felt right to do so now, as if the sheer act to which he had committed himself removed the need to deny him any of his lesser pleasures. He sipped at the glass of wine that sat next to his chair. It was an expensive bottle, the most expensive one in the off licence he had darted into as the taxi's meter ticked away. It had been bought as a sop to the ideas of sophistication and romance, two concepts that he rapidly understood to be out of place in this seedy hotel room that reverberated with the sound of the jet engines as they ferried their passengers to a myriad of destinations from the airport over the road. It was dark in the room. What little light existed seeped through the windows from the streetlights outside. Every now and then it would brighten suddenly as a car passed by. Long shadows would appear, shoot off round the room and escape into nothingness, leaving him alone in the half light.


Every now and again he would cock his head as his ears desperately searched for the sound of footsteps in the hall beyond the panelled wood of the door. More often than not the sounds he heard were no more than the product of an expectant imagination that willed them into existence, a process that caused a sudden rush of adrenaline that rapidly diminished with the knowledge that the sounds were no more authentic than the plastic flowers that sat on the bedside table. Occasionally the sounds of actual footsteps penetrated the mounting fog of excitement that clouded his brain. He learned to differentiate them, the soft pad of the trainer that he rapidly discounted, the click of the heel that would cause elation as they approached only for his hopes to crash as the sound passed the door and echoed off down the corridor. Some came with voices, some understandable, others in dialects or accents he struggled to place. Every now and then he would pick up the briefest snatch of a conversation, the American tourists discussing the day out, the business man shouting about his latest deal on what must have been his mobile, a conclusion reached on account of the single set of footsteps that accompanied him.


He looked at his phone, a vain attempt to check that he hadn't somehow missed a reply to his messages. He had sent two so far, both to the number that he had been more successful in deleting from his phone than his memory. The first had been nothing more than the address of the hotel room where he now sat coupled with the days date and the time of eight o'clock, a time that he realised was already in the past. He silently cursed himself for his stupidity and despaired his arrogance. To think that she would simply drop everything and dance to his tune. To imagine that she would be unable to resist his summons, or even unwilling to submit to his desires. He felt foolish and guilty, and for the first time since he had been hit by the insane urge to gouge on his lusts, he thought not of the siren who tempted him north but of the clever, kind, beautiful girl who innocently shared his life and swallowed his lies.


Such torments disappeared with the unmistakable sound of yet another set of footsteps coming down the landing. The sharp clipped sound of the heels echoing off the walls left him with no illusions that the wearer was female, and each step increased the speed of his heartbeat. His mouth hung open in expectation, his held his breath as the footsteps got louder and louder. His body tensed as sound moved to right behind the door in front of him, his eyes stayed glued to the door handle as time stood still. It moved.


He saw it shake as the hand on the other side touched it. He saw it slowly turn towards the floor. The door opened. The light from the hall flooded through the widening crack, momentarily blinding him. He blinked rapidly, desperate not to miss the sight that he had awaited so eagerly, but he could not ignore the sharp pain that came with the piercing light. He closed his eyes and inhaled his cigarette, holding its smoke in his lungs with his eyelids firmly clamped together. She had come, he told himself as he opened them to the vision that awaited.


A silhouette emerged from the glare. To the sound track of the high heels on the threadbare carpet, the figure moved into the room. It was a shapely form, he could tell that even though it was hidden by a long coat whose hem brushed her knees. It was tied tightly round her waist, allowing it bulge deliciously in all the right places, places that he subjected to a barely concealed leer. Her eyes glimmered in the half light, shining out from the glasses that magnified her inherent femininity. Her fringe framed her mischievous face, those full inviting lips smeared in her dark lipstick, those red cheeks, those seemingly innocent eyes, ringed as they were with black circles of mascara. She watched him impassively as she moved into the room, inspecting his lustful stares with what appeared to be almost a degree of amusement. Her strides were long and confident on the high heels that attached themselves to her feet by way of long black ribbons that snaked up her calves to be crowned by two elaborate bows.


They would once have been the last thing with which anyone would have associated her. He wondered if that was still the case, or whether it was only for him that the quiet, innocent girl turned into the irresistible femme fatale that moved so erotically before him. His eyes dropped to the her nylon clad shins, frantically indulging himself in his seemingly unfathomable fetish. The dark sheer material contrasted with the black ribbons that snaked round her ankles, a sight that for him was both exotic and erotic. She accepted his gaze eagerly, it empowered her to the point in which she positively revelled in it. Her movements became pronounced, her hips swayed further, she thrust her ample breasts forward with each step. His mouth twisted round his cigarette into a predatory grin as she stopped and turned her body to face him. She returned his stare calmly, her hands rising to the tight belt that held her long coat firmly closed. He exhaled his smoke in one long breath sending it trailing across the room towards her


'I thought you'd given up,' she purred in that soft Scottish burr that haunted his darkest dreams.


'I did,' he replied, his voice affecting a level calm that sat ill at ease with the goose bumps that covered his skin.


'And yet...' as her words trailed off she flicked her tongue slowly over her full, red, luscious lips, a gloriously subtle and yet infinitely erotic act.


Seeing his almost dumbstruck reaction, she dropped her eyes from his, pulling her face away with feigned modesty as she tugged the belt with one quick slap of the wrist. It opened slowly, the light cream fabric parting to reveal the black strapless mini dress she had taunted him with before. He watched as the coat fell from her shoulders, exposing the white skin of her neck before slipping down to display the voluptuous body that she had encased in the cobalt black lycra of her dress. It fitted her tightly, effortlessly hugging every curve, every contour. It clung to her breasts like a glove, her erect nipples clearly pronounced pointing through the thin fabric towards him. It clung to the tops of her heavenly thighs, the high hem line high enough to be considered indecent by even the most shameless of whores. It was the kind of dress you would see worn by endless skinny bitches in top shelf magazines or writhing pole dancers as they began their routines but it was made for her. In it she had become sex. She pulled the coat from her shoulders, giving him even more of her heavenly voluptuous body on which to feast his eyes, a sight he devoured with gusto. His cock twitched as he drank in this goddess, this siren, this big, beautiful bitch who had come to embody the very essence of his lust.


'So,' she said confidently after letting him feast on the sight she had granted him. 'Is it as good as you remembered?'


His lifted his eyes to return her seemingly neutral expression. His stare narrowed as he studied her intently before he slowly dropped his gaze to appraise her ample form. As he took in the sumptuous cleavage and nylon clad thighs that shimmered in the half light, he sucked on his cigarette. His watchful eyes studied every inch of her flesh with barely concealed lust. He exhaled the smoke in one long puff as she stepped back slightly and allowed her bum to rest on the edge of the desk behind her.


'Better,' he said eventually.


She flashed him that dangerous grin of hers in response before biting her lip tenderly. She raised one foot from the floor and held her leg out in front of her. Leaning forward she ran her fingers down the nylon as she straightened her tights. It was a seemingly unconscious act, one she undertook almost without thinking but it drove him wild with desire. Her hem rode up as she moved, exposing ever more of her thigh. His eyes made out the line at the top of her tights. He heard if called the laughter line once, so called because if you made it that far you were laughing. He wasn't laughing now, this wasn't about laughter. Instead his blood boiled with lust, his loins stirred by the manner in which she teased him.


Suddenly she got up and took several paces towards him. His eyes fixed upon her sumptuous breasts as they swayed in time with her steps. They bulged both above and below her tight neckline, looking like they would spill out at any moment. Between the firm orbs hung a long string of black beads that ended the large silver cross. For a split second he wondered if she had found religion before he discounted the idea as being incompatible with wanton way with which she presented herself. He remained motionless as she moved, even when she lent in as to smother him in her intoxicating scent. His eyes looked over her full dark lips, smothered as they were in her thick lipstick.


She pulled back quickly. Taking the packet of cigarettes that had sat on the small table next to him, she walked back to the desk as she took one out. As she shifted her weight onto the edge, she placed it between her lips and clicked the lighter into flame. It illuminated her face, her wide eyes, her flushed cheeks, before it extinguished itself leaving only the smoking embers at the end of the cigarette which glowed brightly as she inhaled the smoke. It dulled slightly as her long breath came to and end. She lifted it from her mouth, the brown tip now stained black, and returned his infatuated stare with that same mixture of disdain and arousal. It seemed to him that she held the smoke in her lungs for an age, but it was only a few seconds before she exhaled through her pursed lips.


'Feels good, doesn't it?' she enquired with a sly smile.


He nodded in reply, taking another drag of his own rapidly diminishing fag.


'Doesn't it worry you though, that now you've tasted it again, you be able to stop with just one bite?' It was seemingly innocent question but the way the light of the cigarette flickered in her eyes gave him no doubt as to her meaning.


'Isn't that half the fun?' He answered quickly, flashing her a wry smile as though amused by his own remark.


'For some I guess,' she said thoughtfully, before she placed the cigarette back in her mouth and lent down slightly so that her empty hands could stroke her thighs. It was again effortlessly portrayed as an almost unconscious act but one that could not help but conjure the most depraved images in his mind as he watched transfixed.


'But what if you couldn't get it?' she asked suddenly, looking up from straightening her tights, her face still radiating with the smug, self satisfied grin he found so alluring.


His eyes narrowed in confusion, his brow creased as he considered her question. As he thought she placed her foot on the stool next to the desk, allowing her hem to ride even higher, exposing the very top of her thighs. She held his gaze as she repositioned herself, the act itself almost a dare, challenging him to resist looking down. It was a wanton act, that of a brazen hussy, so shameless and yet so free. He tried to keep his eyes on hers, he tried to be good, he failed, and allowed himself he treat of watching her hem ride higher and higher, getting ever closer to the pussy that had become the very definition of sin and want and sex. As he readied himself for the sight about which he dreamed, she swivelled her body slightly, bringing her nylon covered thigh into his vision, depriving him of his treat. Instead he leered at the shimmering material that encased her flesh as it presented himself almost up to her waist.


'I said what would you do it you couldn't get it,' she repeated eventually, snapping her legs shut as she spoke, a movement that caused her tight dress to roll back down her leg. He reacted slowly, the sudden movement breaking the enchantment under which he sat. For a second he sat disorientated, as if having awoken from a seductive dream. Eventually he looked up and returned her stare, his face hungry and lean.


'What do you mean?' he replied as his eyes bored into hers.


She smiled, another sexy, dangerous grin. Her leg moved slightly, another deliberate movement designed to intoxicate the arrogant fuck who had lured her here. He fell for the bait immediately, again dropping his eyes to her feminine figure, unable to resist the unique temptation she alone embodied. It empowered her, the way she controlled him, the way in which she could so easily have him eating out of an which ever part of her body she choose to mention. It was exciting, it was exciting in that it excited her, it got her wet. Teasing him, driving him wild, knowing how easy it was, she loved it.


'You know what I mean,' she replied seriously, forcing his eyes to yank themselves from her legs and return her stare. 'You've waited so long, denying yourself, driving yourself wild, unable to sleep, unable to think, unable to breath without your mind filling with images of the one thing you want more than any other. Then finally when you give in to temptation, into your desires, your lusts, what if you couldn't have it?'


'Why wouldn't I be able to have it?' he answered quickly, his voice calm but containing a hint of power that had so far been absent. He looked at her like a predator, his expression one combining the uncertainty she expected with a resolve that almost scared her.


'Because I wouldn't let you,' she said softly as she picked up the packet of cigarettes and placed them in the pocket of the coat which sat next to her.


She smiled again, the same dangerous smile she used so effectively against him. She looked at his face, trying to gauge his reaction, unsure as to what she wanted to see. She taunted him, played with him. It didn't matter whether it was true or not, it was the reaction she wanted, his reaction to her.


He said nothing for a second, his eyes remaining on her as he pondered. Suddenly he got up from the chair, picking up his wine glass as he moved. He swigged from it as he stood, emptying the glass of his liquid before gulping it down and moving towards her, until he stopped close enough for her to feel the alcohol on his breath. The animal prowled, it smelled its prey. She smiled, revelling in the way she played him, in the way she had so easily ensnared him.


It excited her, her power, his strength. As he moved towards her, she lent backwards, resting her body on her hands. As she moved she thrust her large firm breasts forward in such a way as they seemed about to escape from the tight dress. Her hard nipples poked towards him, pushing against the Lycra ringed by the dark flesh.


'In that case, I'd have to ask as to why you would come so far only to deny me my pleasure?' He looked uncertain but controlled, as he struggled to contain the lust whilst trying to decipher her words. Was she serious or joking? Surely she couldn't be joking? The final question threw him into a panic. He hadn't considered this. The thought she wouldn't come, well that he had prepared himself for, at least to the point where he had discounted it. But this, the thought that she should arrive looking like the sexiest bitch on the planet only to show him what he was going to be missing, the thought that she would simply show him just how sexual, how glorious, how wanton she could be was one he had discounted. He wondered whether she meant it, or whether this was just a way of showing him just what a sexy, powerful, irresistible bitch she really was.


'Just to see if you were actually going to go through with it for a change,' she answered with a sweet, satisfied smile. 'Just to see that for once you weren't going to leave me high and dry.'


She turned round. He couldn't resist letting his eyes wander down her back, from her soft white neck to the sumptuous buttocks that were clearly visible through the tight, thin fabric. They looked so good, the twin cheeks causing the tight dress to bulge to the point where it looked like the dress would spilt open to reveal it sumptuous contents.


'It's a long way to come just to see if I got here,' he said softly, as he surveyed her voluptuous form. He licked his lips at the sight of her, unable to restrain his hunger, even as he struggled to comprehend the meaning of her words.


'Not half as far as for you though,' she purred with an air of satisfaction, watching his eyes grope her figure in the reflection of the mirror that faced her. 'So far, so much time and money, and so many, many lies...'


'Why the dress then?' He asked suddenly, having grasped at what he felt was a chink in her armour.


'Just to see the look on your face,' she replied quickly. 'And let me tell you, it's a fucking picture.'


He raised his eyes quickly to return her stare trough the reflection in the mirror. He looked momentarily confused, unsure what to do or say. She smiled, pleased with herself for reducing him to this state, pleased to feel in control. Suddenly he stepped forward, a short, uncertain step towards her. As he moved he breathed in deeply, filling his nostrils with her fragrance, that sweet mix of the perfume and her nectar. It intoxicated him and he knew he had to have her.


'So now that you know I'm here,' he said quietly, leaning in so close he felt her hair against his face. 'And now that you've seen my eyes pawing all over your voluptuous body...'


He paused, inhaling again, allowing himself the opportunity to devour even more of her scent, knowing that doing so simply enflamed his passion. She moved her head away from him, a movement that could easily be either an attempt to deny him, or an attempt entice him to shower her neck with his wet kisses.


'What are you going to do next?' As he finished speaking he leant forward, placing his hands on the desk on either side of her body, effectively surrounding her, blocking her escape.


'The next thing I'm going to do is walk out,' she purred, turning her head to look at his hungry leer over her shoulder. 'But that's not the question.'


'Then what is?' He asked calmly, outwardly still betraying no sign of the uncertainty and lust that boiled within him.


'The question, you arrogant fuck, is how are you going to stop me?' She answered loudly, raising her eyebrows in defiance.


'How I'm going to stop you?' He replied, this time allowing himself an air of arrogance, as if he had rejected the idea that she may be here to do something other than submit to his whims. 'Not if?'


'No, not if,' she smiled and fluttered her eyelashes seductively. 'You haven't come all this way to let me just walk out and leave you to spend the night at wanking over the image of me in this dress, have you?'


He said nothing, his eyes returned her stare impassively.


'I thought not,' she smiled again, seemingly so certain as to his response to take it for granted. 'No, you're going to try and stop me, aren't you sugar?'


'You know fucking well I'm going to stop you,' he snapped suddenly. 'And you fucking want me to.'


'Oh, you're sure of that are you?' she span round as she spoke, shooting him a severe look as she came face to face with the man who had taken her virtue. 'Well try me.'


'What do you want me to do, beg?' his voice rose as he spoke giving a hint as to the desperation and uncertainty that gripped him.


'Now that's a thought,' she replied with a giggle. 'You on your hands and knees pleading with me to indulge your filthy little fantasies.'


'I'm not going to beg,' he said dismissively, as if the very notion displeased him. After all he was man and for her femininity was his masculinity.


'That's a pity baby,' she purred with mock sincerity. 'I quite like the thought of making you grovel. And I bet you would fucking the love the view down there, you dirty fucker.'


They stood looking at each other. His mind was a mess of lust and confusion, hers fully focused on luring him into her trap. The air around them crackled, the desire, the passion, the lust could not be denied, but even so she wove her spell, spinning her web, pulling him further and further into the snare which tightened around him.


'So if you're not going to beg, what are you going to do sugar?' she moved her face closer to his. His eyes studied her full dark lips, her sparkling eyes which shone with an intoxicating mixture of lust, power and sex.


He studied her closely, still unknowing of her intentions and drunk on lust. The atmosphere electrified around them, her breathing slowed causing her cleavage to rise and fall hypnotically. He felt years of tension, of frustration, of want. He felt hungry and sinful. He would wait no longer.


Suddenly he lent in and forced his open mouth forward. She raised her hands as his lips clamped round hers, his tongue down her wet throat as the words of denial seeped out. She tried to push him away, a weak shove that did little to halt his advancing body. If anything it drew him closer by reinforcing his strength. He had given himself to his lust, to his desire and now it consumed him. She tried to close her legs together but he had already manoeuvred his knee between hers. As his tongue raped her mouth, his right hand groped her large firm breast, pulling it from her tight dress. It spilled out gratefully, the soft flesh falling into his firm grip, his fingers squeezing her erect nipple in a way that caused her to let out a barely audible squeal from the mouth that grappled with his. She pushed him again as her tongue fought with his. Her legs clamped around him, the move releasing the slightest hint of the smell of her sex as it slowly soaked the nylon of her gusset. As it filled his nostrils he felt the last vestige of sanity disappear. He broke off the kiss suddenly, lowering his head to her soft breast and taking her nipple in her mouth. As he moved she remained pinned between him and the wall, her body still balanced on the edge of the desk. Her stiletto clad feet kicked wildly round his body as she maintained the pretence of denial.


'No,' she gasped eventually.' No.'


Deaf to her protests, he sucked on her nipple, flicking his tongue over the bud in a way that caused her to omit a barely disguised murmur of gratitude. His right hand grabbed her hair from behind and jerked her head backwards. The left reached down between her flailing legs, and groped at her crotch. He felt the wetness instantly, the sensation causing him to lift his head and lower his gaze. It glistened when he saw it. The sheer nylon, its dark sheen stretched over that tiny triangle of hair about which he drooled. The dim light hit the moisture and it sparkled. His cock hardened as the damp spot grew. He smelled it, the sweet intoxicating scent of her sex, it grew further. He licked his lips, still the wet patch grew, still the smell intensified, still his cock hardened.


'No you fucker,' she called out loudly, her voice containing the clear sound of triumph that she could not suppress. 'No you dirty cunt.'


He looked her in the eyes, letting her see the madness to which he had succumbed. He had given himself to it, he had embraced it, and now he revelled in. She had conjured it from within her, this siren, this slut, this goddess. She had driven him to it, had lured him, had teased him. And she loved it, she loved knowing how much he wanted her, loved now how mad she could drive him. She wanted to be conquered and ravished, she wanted to be fucked and used.


'What you going to do? Rape me?' She taunted him quietly, in a way designed not to be heard outside the confines of the room. 'Are you going to rape me, you dirty fucker?'


He grabbed at her crotch, his fingers grasping at the soaking material. She felt his arm stiffen as the fabric tightened round the tops of her thighs before the tension disappeared with the sound of the material ripping. She felt the cold air against her enflamed vagina. He grabbed his belt and pulled it off him in one long motion. His trousers hit the floor with a bump, leaving a bulging pair of boxer shorts which quickly fell away to reveal the hard throbbing cock that stole her virtue. She looked at his erect length as it stood proudly between them. It was his weapon, strong and true. It was magnificent and beautiful, the source of her desires and her needs. It was all that was masculine, and in being do it reminded her of the femininity that seeped from every pore.


'Are you gonna rape me with your big cock,' she taunted again, her feigned protests designed to see how far he'd go, designed to see how badly he wanted her.


She lent back on her hand and pulled down the top of her dress to reveal her other sumptuous breast which feel out to stand magnificently next to the other. She raised her legs, placing them in his hands, forcing her dress up round her waist, leaving her legs naked save for the laddered tights that clung to her skin.


'Rape me you cunt,' It was more a demand than an objection, but to him it made difference. He was too far gone to care now, he wanted it too much, he needed it too much. He slammed his cock inside her, an act she greeted with a squeal of ecstasy.


'No,' she cried, as her body reacted with encouragement, forcing his dick deeper into her womb.


'No,' she squealed as he thrust it in again


even deeper.


It was the way she greeted each thrust, somehow managing to maintain control of the lust that consumed her too. It became her victory cry even as she found herself conquered. To have inspired it, to have created it, to have caused it to erupt so spectacularly. This was her gift, this was her skill, this was her art. To have driven a good man bad, to have corrupted him as he corrupted her.


It was senseless and animalistic. It was brutal and rough. It was so out of character and yet so them. Quiet, sensible, dependable her, looking like the sexiest slut in the land, being fucked within an inch of her life by the stud she had seduced and ensnared. Nice, reasonable, thoughtful him slipping away from normality and decency to be driven so crazy by his mistress that he would risk everything to take her. Risking his marriage, his name, even risking his liberty for this beautiful slut.


It was good. It was great. It was so, so, so fucking great. Covered in sweat, breathless, knee trembling, hardcore fucking. The kind she wanted more than any other, the kind he needed. Sex devoid of love or consideration, selfish and arrogant, glorious and thoughtless. They had surrendered to their emotions and needs, they had surrendered to their desires. She pushed her cunt on to his cock, pulling him deeper into her.


They watched each other as they fucked. His eyes were like steel, bristling with the power and strength of the animal inside him, burning with desire having willingly surrendered to hunger he felt. Hers burnt with jubilation, with ecstasy, with triumph, with sex. Their eyes urged them on as she emitted her yelps and squeals and that chorus of objections. She licked her fingers as he pulled her legs even further apart. She quickly thrust her hand down to her clit and started rubbing it furiously. As he grabbed her legs, ladders shot up and down her tights. Her dress was now more than a elaborate belt around her belly above which her unfettered breasts gyrated in time with his pounding. She got louder as he got deeper, louder and deeper and louder and deeper. She felt his balls bouncing against her arsehole in time with his thrusts. His big cock in her tight pussy, it felt so fucking good. A sexy bitch, an insatiable stud, a wanton tart, an alpha male, a femme fatale, a very bad man. Her cunt tightened, his cock twitched.


'Rape me you cunt, you fucker, you prick,' she was screaming now, screaming and cuming, screaming and cuming. Her pussy tightened around his hard cock, setting off a instant response as she felt it jerk inside her


'You slut, you bitch, you fucking whore,' he replied loudly as the sweat broke upon him. He thrust his cock even deeper, so hard it hurt but she revelled in the intoxicating mixture of pleasure and pain. She came, this vixen, this slut, this minx. She came as the juices flowed from her, she came as he fucked the shit out of her pussy. So fucking good, so fucking good. His cock jerked again.


'Rape me you cheating bastard,' screaming and cuming, screaming and cuming, spurring him on.


She pushed her cunt on to his cock, pulling him deeper into her. The orgasm hit her harder and harder, so intense, so wet, so carnal, so fucking amazing. And knowing how she had created it, how she had seduced and lured and driven wild, this beautiful beast that ignored her objections, knowing that she alone could drive a man so wild, so mad, so insane, knowing that within her lurked, the sexiest, horniest bitch, it made her cum even more.


The jet of hot spunk shot suddenly into her hungry cunt. It splashed against the walls of her womb, it splashed into her pussy. More and more, as he came, his head thrown back as he rejoiced at the elation he felt at the act to which he had so long denied himself. Every word, every letter, every text, every e-mail, foreplay, foreplay for this act. He knew she had trapped him, had poisoned him, had seduced him, but that made him want her even more. His dirty little secret, his uber-vixen, his wanton mistress. He pumped his hot sperm into this filthiest of muses and he revelled in his gall, his audacity. She was his prize. He came as she came, came like never before, harder, stronger, longer, just as he had fucked her...


Eventually their thrusting, sweating panting bodies came to an halt. They looked at each other, two red, panting faces, exchanging almost curious stares. He took a few step backwards, as if the realisation of what had happened had finally hit him. He had lost control. He had literally lost control of his senses, of his emotions, of his body. She had said no and yet he had taken her, she had pushed him away and yet he had overpowered her. In those few moments he forgot how she had spurred him on with her body, how she had revelled in the act, how her objection had been no more than this big beautiful bitches battle cry.


She got up slowly, her legs trembling slightly as she stood on those high heels. She looked at him strangely, as if in shock over what had just happened. Her eyes slowly looked down, seeing the tights that were now more holes than nylon, seeing her naked breasts as if for the first time. His eyes followed hers in looking at the silver cross that hung between her pink orbs as if a sign as to the guilt he thought he should be facing. His mind began to fill with panic, surely he couldn't have and yet he had been driven mad by his lusts.


She raised her hands slowly, pushing them back behind her. The dress fell suddenly, leaving her naked but for the ripped tights and the heels that still remained tied to her shins. She took the two steps towards him and looked him right in the eye, her expression silent and unforgiving. He returned her stare for what felt like an eternity, wishing her to say something, to say anything, unable to see past the worse case scenario.


The slap came unexpectedly. Hitting his left cheek, leaving a painful sting and the echo of the limp contact.


'That's for ignoring my objections,' she said forcefully. 'And so this.'


As her face changed into a smile, she lowered herself, maintaining eye contact as she sank to her knees. She opened her mouth and licked her dark lips, leaving the hint of the lipstick on her tongue. It flicked out towards his tender shaft and caressed the tip with the a whisper of a contact. It felt so good, the touch of her tongue on his dick that remained smothered in her juices. As she pulled it away a thread of glistening liquid came with it, stretching to bridge the gap between her mouth and the large flaccid cock that hung from his crotch. Her tongue brought the fluid to her top lip and left a silver trail as she ran it from one side to the other before her mouth opened to envelope the bulbous member. He felt it begin to harden as his ears filled with the slurping and squelching she emitted as she hungrily sucked his cock, lubricated as it was with their nectar. Her fingers stroked the balls that hung down like over ripe fruit whilst others nudged his anus. He got harder and harder as he felt the strength and the lust within him. He watched his prize, his corruption, as she watched him. He fanned out his fingers and pushed them into the fields of her hair. He gripped tightly and thrust his cock deeper into her mouth, before he pushed her away, just far enough for his once again erect member to spring up forcefully and interrupt them.


She pulled back further, bending her body with feline grace, arching her back as her head tipped back. She rolled side ways and came to stop with her still nylon buttocks arse pointed up towards him. She pushed herself up with her hands, first that firm bum. His eyes accepted the sight hungrily, loving the way it had been framed by the dark sheer nylon, loving its pertness and its wobble. She lent forward and placed her arms out on the table, pushing her pussy towards him on the pivot of her heels.


'And now I will give you what you've already taken,' she cried joyously as she watched his reflection in the mirror.


He stepped forward hurriedly, his body being led by the throbbing cock that sought to worship this goddess through the only form of ritual it knew. This time there were no words of protest as it slammed into her slippery hole, lubricated as it was by their juices. In fact she encouraged him, spurring in on as he thrust into her, his hands on her breasts and her clit, his tongue on her neck...


It set the scene for the night, fucking and sucking and spanking and licking. Hard and rough, physical and passionate, driven by animal lusts. She lost count of the times she felt his cum erupt in her mouth or in her pussy, and he lost track of the time he spent with his head between her legs or his fingers in her anus. They spoke little for they needed only their bodies to express themselves. By the morning they were tired and aching. He dressed as she replaced the long coat that covered the definition of sin and temptation that was her body. Wordlessly they left the room and walked to the car park where they set off on the short journey to the airport. She decided not to drop him in front of the terminals and incurred the costs of a ticket in order to take the car into the furthest corner of the multi-storey. There they embraced against the side of the corner, and as their bodies felt each others warmth, they couldn't resist the urge to indulge themselves of one last tryst, fully clothed against the passenger side door. It was quick but fitting, leaving them both parting with juices dripping. No words were said as they went their separate ways.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sharing Your Girlfiend


She walks into the room followed closely by you, and stops short when she sees me standing there. I'm not sure what surprised her more; the fact that I was waiting in your bedroom, or that I am wearing your white button down shirt, red stiletto heels, and nothing else. She's obviously shocked and looks back at you expecting the worst. Instead of seeing a panicked look on your face she sees a smile, which confuses her even more.


I step forward and grab her by the hand, leading her closer to the bed. I push her hair back from her face and take a good look at her. She is as beautiful as you said, her soft eyes almost glowing in her curiosity and excitement. I'm a little uncertain how to start as this is the first time I've been with a woman. I know from you it's her first time too so I can't rely on her to make the first move. I kiss her lips and close my eyes, letting my instincts take over. Her greedy tongue pushes my lips open and explores my mouth as I start to breathe faster. My eyes flutter open slightly and I glance at you. You are standing off to the side, your eyes hot and your cock hardening as you watch your two girls making out in front of you.


Knowing that you are watching us causes that familiar tightening in my belly. I moan as she kisses my neck, suddenly so aroused that all my inhibitions die. I turn her around to face you, and begin to undress her from behind. I run my hands under her top and pull it off over her head. Gently I trail my fingers down her side as I nibble on her shoulder, which makes her shiver in anticipation. I reach my hands around to the front of her pants, and with one quick movement I unhook them. They drop to the floor, so that she is standing there in the red bra and thong set you picked out for her. I quickly unfasten her bra. I snap the back of her thong making her jump. Liking her reaction, I pull it tight against her asshole and listen to her hiss of pleasure.


I move around to her front and look at her breasts. They are gorgeous and I can't help but lick them. My hand is still on her thong as I suck on her nipple and I pull up and down on the back of her panties, working them further into her. She cries out in pleasure and her head falls back as she starts to lose her balance. I steady her and then look over my shoulder at you. I whisper something in her ear, and then we both look back at you grinning. Simultaneously we turn and approach you, our eyes sparkling with mischief.


She kisses you as she takes off your shirt, running her hands all over your chest and arms, licking your neck and biting where she wants. I crouch down and you can feel me undoing your pants, taking them and your underwear off in one quick movement. You barely stepped out of them when you feel my warm, wet mouth on your cock. I hear you moan, but it's muffled because you are sucking on her tit. She cries out when I push her soaking wet thong out of the way and plunge two fingers on my left hand into her creaming pussy. I finger fuck her as I suck on you, my head bobbing up and down on your cock, taking it as deep as I can in my throat until I gag. It's not enough for you, so you grab me by the hair and shove my face down even more, so that tears are running down my face. I've got your entire length in my mouth and throat and loving the way that feels. I'm so intent on sucking on you I almost forget about her, until I feel her pussy tightening around my fingers. You recognize her sounds that she's about to come, and you pull out of my mouth and grab my hand from her puss. You shove my fingers into my own mouth and make me lick her juices. They taste good and you can tell I want more as I eye her crotch. I start to move my head towards her but you stop me and pull us both to the bed.


From the dresser you pull two butt plugs and a bottle of lube. Both of us look surprised as you hand us each a plug. I recover first and make the first move, grabbing the lube and rubbing it all over the plug. Then I roughly flip her over on her belly and lightly rub the tip against her asshole. She sighs and moves her hips into a better position as I wiggle the plug in deeper. I'm pushing it in and out, working the lube up her ass as she moans. Finally I get the whole thing in and spank her ass to let her know she needs to make sure it stays in.


She then flips me over and squeezes the lube right on my asshole. It's cold and the shock of it makes me tighten up. She shoves the plug in my ass roughly and I cry out in pain. One more shove and it's in all the way. Tears are in my eyes and my ass is throbbing from the pain, which strangely feels good. I hate the bitch. Then she kisses my pussy to let me know I took it well. I hate her less.


She slides her head between my legs so she can lick me. Her tongue works its way up to my clit and presses there. I gasp. My muscles tighten which causes the plug in my ass to throb more. Then I feel her moan into my puss as you slide into hers. Her tongue frantically licks me as you fuck her. I sit upright and straddle her face as she eats me, squeezing the plug even tighter. I look behind me to watch you pump into her, her plug making her dripping pussy so tight it takes all your control not to come yet. My watching you almost makes you lose control so you grab my hair and yank my head back. Her wicked tongue is so skilled and the plug feels so good that I start to scream. I go higher and higher until I am at the edge. My constant screaming is too much for her and she screams into my pussy as her orgasm comes out of nowhere. That pushes me over the edge so that I come in her mouth as you thrust into her, all of us coming together.


I fall onto my back exhausted next to her, panting hard and feeling my muscles contract around the plug. I reach down to take it out, but you stop me. Confused, I look at you as you give me a wicked grin. You pull her up and have her straddle my face, finally giving me what I wanted. I reach up with my tongue and taste her. She tastes good, a mixture of her juices and yours, which turns me on. I lap at her pussy not caring about her pleasure, only intent on licking her clean. I feel your fingers enter me, dripping with lube. It feels good and I sigh as I eat her. You keep applying lube and then I feel three fingers inside me. Then four. It's tight against the plug but I don't mind. You are up to your knuckles and I vaguely realize I've never been this full before. I feel your thumb at my opening and then you push further in, until your entire hand is inside my pussy. Pain and pleasure mix as you begin to pump me with your hand, my back arching. I'm eating your cum from your girlfriend as you fist me, which causes me to come harder than I ever have before. The orgasm rips through me, blinding me as I scream at the top of my lungs. My pussy contracts around your wrist as the last of her juices and your cum flood my mouth and run down my lips. She falls on the bed next to me smiling. You pull your hand out of me as I lay there quivering from the intensity of the orgasm. You lie next to her and pull her into your arms. Once I recover I roll over on my stomach. I look at your girlfriend and smile at her. "It was very nice to meet you."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Party


Boring. In fact if you weren't here, I'd already have left. A group of people who seem well meaning enough, it's just that there's really no interesting conversation, just banalities. But you're here, and that changes the chemistry of the evening. Not only a great friend, with a superb mind, and an interesting in all things, but a passionate lover, willing to enjoy the sensual, and spiritual side of sex, as well as the physical. None before or since has ever brought such a passion to the bed, and several other places as well.


Smiling people, laughs, and some food, it's a pleasant evening though, but as they often do, my eyes keep wandering back to you. And them. While not overwhelming or consuming of the attention, they're on display this evening, even though mostly covered. The hint of what lies beneath, and the shape and fullness draw my attention, as they always do. And that familiar stirring below my belt line begins, once again. Knowing, as I do, the softness of the skin there, and the glory of their impression into my hands, the arousal is nothing more than a pleasant reminder of past moments of delight. At first.


What the? So quickly I almost missed it, blinking my eyes to be sure I'd not just confused several images into one. There! Once again. A gaze from your eyes, to my lower extremities, and a quick dart of your tongue across your lips. And without anyone noticing, or so we think, your eyes look up to mine, with a slightly knowing smile. I'm a stranger in this home, I don't know the hosts except through you, so I don't know the privacy opportunities. Your eyes glance towards a hall, and then back at me with that delightfully wicked smile. It's clear that you do know them, and have something in mind. The arousal continues, now more consuming of the consciousness.


Rising, I walk slowly to the bar, and find ice water. My calming elixir, always a jolt to bring my wandering lust back into control. A long slow drink, and I'm back into a less overt state of desire for you. Until you walk up, and with a wonderful sense of covert teasing you push them firmly against my arm, while asking for something to drink. Knowing I feel them, and smiling inwardly at my uneasiness in this foreign setting, you move in subtle ways to let me know your lust matches my own. A quick glance to make sure know one has taken any undue notice of us, I clandestinely squeeze your ass...nice and hard. Enough to make you struggle not to jump or gasp. Turning away, you walk back towards the rest of the house. Not being able to avert my gaze I watch your lovely ass as it proceeds away from me. And I look up, and see you point your glance towards a hallway, and then you're gone, down that hallway. Oh. An invitation.


Even though the hallway is not well lit, I can see you clearly as I step into it's corridor, and I notice that you've opened your blouse, and they're clearly displayed for me, caressed as they are in black lace. Magnificent orbs, rivaling anything celestial for fascination and awe. I move towards them, and see you turn to the left and into a room. With cautious haste I follow and enter the room. With out a word you're in my arms, your body pressed against mine, your mouth devouring mine, exploring with your tongue in the way you know turns me on like a switch. My hands roughly grasp at your breasts, kneading the flesh there...pulling the lace aside to roll the nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, tugging them into their own rigidity. Feeling your breathing quicken, I quickly grasp your hair, and pull you to me...whispering fiercly... "Raya, I'm going to fuck you, as I please, as long as I please. And you cannot stop me, even if that were your desire."


And with that, I spun you to face away from me, and pull your dress up, until that ass is uncovered. Noting with delight that you still continue not to wear panties, I unzip my trousers and allow my cock to become unconfined by the fabric. The first touch you feel, other than my hands in your hair, is the very tip of my cock against your left ass cheek. You feel the warmth of the head, and the skin texture of the shaft as it slides along side you. In an instant your dress flutters to the floor, and you feel rapidly propelled towards the bed. Before you have time to think, your body is pushed forward at the waist, with your lovely globes suspended and your hands and elbows go on to the bed while your ass raises.


Presented with such an image I have no control of my cock, or my thoughts. My only complete desire is to enter that lovely canyon, glistening with dew. Without warning, my cock pushes deep inside your pussy, filling you snugly, and deliciously. My control of your motions is without wavering...and I move your body back and forth, as I begin to fuck you very deeply, with hard pounding strokes.


The caress of the underside of my cock against your clit, and the alternating fullness and emptiness in your pussy pushes your own passion over the edge, and the first of the climaxes makes you shudder. As there is no letup in my fucking, you have two quick sharp climaxes, and you sense my movement intensify. Knowing my lovemaking signs, as you do, you know it won't be much longer for me. Filled as you are, and with that marvelous pussy giving my cock the most exquisite caresses, you begin to plead..softly at first, and then with more urgency... "Alan...Alan...I want to taste you...please...let me taste your cum..."...


Summoning what little control I have left, I pull myself out of you swiftly..and spin you around...pushing you down on the floor in front of me. Pulling your head towards me I command you, firmly, without any room for dissent, "Suck me, Raya. Suck me till I come."


Your lips part, and feel the strength of the pulsing head of my cock as it glides over them, and is caressed by your tongue, which swirls around the head. Pulsing, throbbing...it won't be long now...I stroke faster and faster...my balls bounding on your chin...and then you feel it, the pulse that tells you it's coming and cant' be stopped. As another almost violent climax rumbles into your pussy and up your spine....you feel my cock explode in your mouth, and my volcano erupts into your mouth. Eagerly you devour it, savoring the taste, but daring not to wait, lest you lose a single drop, you continue drawing it into your mouth...until you sense my movement has stopped, and my body is still, even though my breath is heaving.


Gently detaching your lips from my cock...but unwilling to let go, continuing to caress, you watch as I recover slowly. And noting with an evil grin, that a tiny drop of that cream rests on your left breast. Eagerly dipping into it with your finger you bring it to your lips to savor the last taste.


My mind is whirling with the effects of the marvelous fucking I've given to you, and the incredible sucking you've shared with me. I must lie down, else I let the dizziness take control. Slowly I move to your side, and sit on the bed. Your hand never leaves my cock, holding it warmly and gently. "Rest a moment, dear," you warmly chide me. And I close my eyes.


I hear sounds, and my eyes slowly open. You've returned, but you're not alone. Another woman stands beside you, asking you, softly, almost so that I cannot hear, "Is that him?" You assure her that indeed, I am the "him" you've spoken of.


Wanting to turn away, she is still unable to stop looking at my cock, glistening as it is, even semi-hard, with the gentle coating from your pussy, and your mouth, not to mention the cream I shared with you. Pulling her towards the bed alongside you, you pull her down onto her knees, and while she watches, fascinated, you lean over and begin a slow adagio dance on my cock with your tongue. Knowing as it does the promise of that caress, my cock summons itself again to fullness and becomes hard in mere moments.


As my cock rises, so to does the depth of your oral caress. Until that instant, I thought we were merely showing this unknown guest how two lovers please each other, when I hear you softly, but with a command that leaves no room for disagreement, speak to her, and tell her, "Lean over here and suck him, it tastes so wonderful."


And with some trepidation, she does, tentative at first in her licks, but soon, bobbing her head with delight on the hardness of my cock. Losing myself in the delight of her action, I lose track of you.


Then, as my head rolls to one side, I see that you have raised her dress and have begun your own oral attention to her pussy. Your actions have a definite response on her, as her sucking and licking of my cock takes on a new fervor, a more manic and demanding tone. Soon, fearing her reflexes will result in a bite, she removes her mouth from me, and proceeds to use her hands, gently coaxing me, while telling you what she wants. "Yes, oh yes...suck me there...bite my lips...ah...ah.." and while her passion rises, I can no longer hold back and my cock explodes, onto her breasts and chin...with a cry she dives to taste it, reveling in the salty delicacy...


And then her own shudders begin...knowing your touches and caresses have reached the tipping point, her thrashing continues...intensity growing, until at last with a marvelous groan she climaxes...and tenses up while the waves hit her, emanating from her clit, but radiating throughout her body. The shudders are beautiful to feel, incredible to see. And knowing you've pleased us both, a smile crosses my face, thinking of how I might now have an accomplice in using my will.


To make you do the one thing you cannot. Allow me, or us, to concentrate on YOUR pleasure. More to come. Or more to cum. What a delicious thought.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

First Time Love


It was a Friday night and my girlfriend, Lucy was home alone. We had been dating for about a year and a half now and things were beginning to get serious. The makeout sessions would get more intense, often resulting in our bodies being left unsatisfied. Very hot and heavy, but the ball was always dropped without effort of being lifted.


We had talked about sex before. She wasn't a virgin, and neither was I, but we hadn't made love yet. A couple of times when we were horny enough, she'd let me touch her puffy cunt through her panties and it'd be very wet and soft. She told me she was ready for my cock, but we just needed to wait for the opportunity to make love for the first time. And tonight was that time. Lucky for us, she lived just down the hill from my house.


She had called me around 8 pm. Her voice was low and soft. Sexy. She told me she was getting wetter by the minute. She couldn't stop touching herself all day and she was ready for my dick. I told her I would be down as soon as I could.


My mom was out of town in Vegas and I was home alone. Perfect. I just left with my house keys and a couple of condoms in my wallet (just in case I decided to stay the night). I was ready and had been for a while. Tonight was going to be amazing and I wanted us both to enjoy it.


I was there in about five minutes. A full moon was out and followed me on my way over. Keeping me safe on my journey to love. Her bedroom window was at the front of the house on the first floor. I showed up and tapped on her window. She tapped back and I said to the glass that it was me. She decided to tease me a bit and she acted like she didn't know who I was. Once we established that it was her boyfriend, Mike, she asked me why I was here.


This playful activity was a regular, especially with us being a few days over 18. She finally told me to go to her front door. I knocked softly. No answer. I knocked again and I heard the door unlock. I tried the knob and the door swung open with ease. It was dark when I stepped inside. I couldn't see a thing. I instantly turned to my right, for I knew that was where her room was.


Her door was closed and her light was off. I closed the front door behind me slowly and approached her door. I knocked and with my second knock, the door swung open. The moonlight leaked through the blinds and I could see she was in her bed, wearing nothing but her lacy, black bra, and matching panties. I looked at her and I saw her motion her finger for me to come over and touch her body. The blood from my heart pumped down to my penis and I could feel it growing in size. I took off my jacket and shoes and climbed on top of her.


She asked, "What took you so long?"


"You weren't letting me in, baby," I replied.


"How about I let you in tonight?" she asked this as she reached down and felt on my growing cock.


"I think that could be arranged," I said as I reached for her breast. I cupped her left boob in my right hand and massaged it. I pulled her bra down and exposed her little, brown, nipple. I looked at her eyes. The white moonlight reflected her blue eyes in a very sensual way. My hand glided over her nipple over and over as I began sucking on her tongue and lips. Not long after, I moved from her mouth to her soft breast. I forced the glands in my mouth to produce more saliva. I sucked on her nipples very slowly. She moaned softly and grabbed my dick harder. My erection was in full state now. All six inches of me were extended in my boxers.


She moved her hand away from my cock and pulled off her bra, exposing both of her tits. I moved to her right breast and sucked on that nipple. She moaned a little more and began breathing heavier. Her nipple slid on my tongue with ease and grew harder. Her tits were amazing. Perfectly shaped, nice and perky, and soft and tender.


I took my mouth away from her nipple and went back to her mouth. My hand reached to her panties and felt between her legs. She was nice and warm. I took my index and middle fingers and rubbed her pussy slowly. She got more and more wet. She let out a little moan as I did this. Pretty soon she helped me pull my shirt off. She put her hands on my flat, tone, stomach. Her hands then grabbed at my belt and undid the buckle. Then the button and zipper. She tried pulling them down, but she couldn't do it with me on top of her.


We both kinda chuckled at the difficulty we were having while doing this. I got off of her and pulled off my jeans and threw them in my pile of clothes on the side of her bed. My plaid boxers couldn't hide my stiff dick. She looked down and smiled, "Excited to see me huh?"


"Very," I said as I got back on top of her and began making out with her again. She reached under my boxers and grabbed my cock. I reached under her panties and felt her warm clit. She began stroking my dick slowly and I began rubbing her pussy slowly as well. She began to moan as I began picking up speed. She let go of my cock and I helped her pull her panties down. Her whole pussy was revealed. The moon added new dimensions to it and made it look amazing. Her pussy lips were tucked in and her clitoris stuck through her hood. It looked nice and puffy and I couldn't stop my head from moving down to her sweet vulva. I took my tongue and began licking everything. Her lips, her clit, parting it all so I could lick the inside. She was very sweet and her juices tasted like the sweetest warm water. I licked up even more. And I licked her even faster. She put her hands on my head and pushed my head and tongue deeper. I took her clit and began sucking on it faster. The tip of my tongue began moving in small, quick circles. She moaned a little louder. Her breaths became more and more shallow. I kept going. She started calling my name. I began humming. The deep vibrations of my voice made her let out a little shriek of pleasure. I was licking as fast as I could. Her orgasm was getting closer. Her breaths, quicker. Her moans went up an octave. She was climaxing. I moved my head from her clit and took my fingers and rubbed her whole vulva. Her body began to spasm as her moans came to a stand still.


Her cunt was nice and wet now. I took my index and middle finger again and put them inside her pussy. She was really warm and tight. I pulled them back out and she took my hand and began sucking her cum off of my fingers. My cock twinged at the sight of her sucking my fingers. She was getting into it. I could tell it was my turn next.


We switched positions. I was lying on my back now. Her naked body was amazing. Nice, stomach, beautiful breast, perfect curves, amazing ass. My cock grew even more. I couldn't take it. She knew I wanted her to suck my dick. She took her hands and pulled off my boxers. She was a lefty so her left hand grabbed my erection and began stroking it again. She lubed her hand with saliva and began giving me a slow, sensual handjob. I grabbed her sheets. It felt amazing. Her hands were little and they felt amazing on my smooth shaft. I let out a whimper of pleasure.


"That feel good baby?"


"Oh, Lucy, suck my dick, hun..." I begged.


"What do you want Mike?" she teased. She moved her head lower as she asked this.


"Mm...suck my dick baby..." I closed my eyes as I saw her move closer to my head. I kept them shut so I could let my sense of touch be heightened at this experience. She took my cock and put it in position to be sucked. Pretty soon, I felt her tongue on the tip of my penis. It was really wet and soft. She got my dick head nice and wet. Then I felt her tongue move all over my shaft. I was really wet now. I felt both of her hands begin stroking my cock. I was clutching her sheets now. It was amazing and she hadn't even put it in her mouth yet! I opened my eyes for a split second and I saw her lips begin to close around the tip of my dick. I closed them again and felt three of my six inches slide into her mouth. Time stood still and I felt her tongue on my cock. It was so wet and warm. Time began to move again as did she. She had it in her mouth now and not long after, she actually began applying suction. She took her left hand and began stroking every time her head moved down my shaft.


I moaned and said her name. I opened my eyes. I looked down at her and she looked back up. She took it out and began jerking me off. "That feel good?"


"Amazing..."


She put it back in her mouth and went faster. I was in a pleasure zone that I couldn't describe. She kept at it for a while longer and took it out.


"I'm ready for you baby. I want your cock inside of me now. I'm so, wet." She was panting and catching her breath. I knew she wanted me by the look in her eyes. She didn't even need to say anything. She got from on top of me and lay back down on her back. I got off her bed and went to my pants and grabbed my wallet. I pulled a condom out, opened it and slid it on. She had done a great job getting me wet cause the condom rolled on with great ease.


I went back to her bed and I just looked at her for a while. The light from outside shone directly on her pussy. Almost as if it was meant to be. I got on her bed and got in position. She parted her legs. I saw her lips part and it revealed her vagina. It looked amazing. I asked if she was ready and she said that she was.


"Please tell me if I hurt you," I said.


"You won't."


I positioned my penis to lead straight into her little pussy. The tip of my cock had trouble getting in at first cause she was so tight. But I managed to maneuver my dick deeper. She was so tight and wet. She moaned a little and grabbed my back at my first pump.


"Not so hard yet, Mike," she requested.


"Sorry baby."


I took it a little slower, but it gave me the chance to really feel my cock in her tight cunt. I tried a little faster and she didn't say anything. Instead she moaned. It was a familiar moan though. Like when I had tongued at her clit. She was enjoying it. My dick slid in and out a little faster. She was getting wetter. I looked at her face and her eyes were closed. I began pumping harder and a little deeper.


She wrapped her legs around my waist, "Oh baby, keep going..."


I looked at her again and went to her mouth and began kissing her soft lips. This heightened it all. She was amazing. Her body was a wonderland and I was enjoying all of it. She put her tongue in my mouth and started to feel around, but she soon stopped kissing me to let out some more whimpers of pleasure. I was going pretty fast now. It felt amazing. I began to moan a little bit at how wet she was getting.


"Mm...faster baby," she moaned.


I began thrusting my shaft deeper into her pussy. Loosening it up. Making it feel the way it's supposed to. I was going as fast as I could now. Her tits were bouncing with every pump. The moonlight made the sweat on her forehead glisten in a magical way. She put her nails into my back. She wanted more. So I gave it to her faster...I gave it deeper...Harder...As much as I could until she was moaning my name as loud and as shortly as she could.


"I'm gonna cum baby!" She cried.


"Come on babe! Cum on my cock!"


I kept at my fast rhythm. Her moans became little whimpers.


"Mike! Mike!" She was crying out as fast as I pumped until I felt her pussy leak warm fluids onto my dick. She had reached ecstasy. Her body shook from the pleasure. Every inch of her was twitching from the orgasm I helped her achieve.


I slowed down and kinda lay on top of her. My stomach was tired from pumping. My arms were struggling to keep me up. I forced my head back up to her lips and started kissing her. She grabbed my face and told me to lie on my back. She was going to take care of it this time.


We switched positions and I lay on my back and waited for her to climb on top of my dick. She first took me back into her mouth. She sucked her cum off of my dick and took it back out.


"That was amazing baby, just lie there...I'll take care of you," she said.


I agreed and closed my eyes. She propped my dick up and I felt her pussy slide down onto my shaft. All six inches of me were deep and it felt amazing. She began riding me slowly. She leaned forward and let her bottom half do the work. I opened my eyes and looked into hers. She looked so sexy riding my cock. My eyes rolled back into my head and I closed them again. It felt amazing. Her pussy would tug every time she pulled it back up. She was so tight and wet, and it was pure pleasure.


She went faster. I could hear her moans become shallower. I just laid back and let her do it all until I could feel her slowing down. She was getting tired and I knew it. So while she slowed down, I began thrusting my shaft deep inside of her. I worked up a steady rhythm with what her body was doing. We were working together to bring her body to another amazing orgasm. Pretty soon I just started pumping as fast as I could. She just stopped altogether and just leaned forward as I penetrated her pussy. She moaned louder and faster. I pumped harder and faster. She closed her eyes and started grabbing my chest. She bit her lip at the pleasure.


"Oh...cum for me baby," I told her.


"Mm...It feels so good, Mike," she moaned. "I'm gonna cum soon baby..."


I kept thrusting. Pretty soon, she started bouncing again. She wanted it hard. I grabbed her waist and pulled her down with every pump. She started whimpering. My name was next. She started replacing it with her breathing.


"Mike...Mike!"


She let out a couple final moans and she exclaimed that she was cumming. I kept going until I felt her pussy spasm with pleasure. Her top half fell forward onto my chest and laid there.


I kept pumping, but not as fast. All until I slowed down and stopped altogether. She came up and began kissing me. Her hair was matted to her forehead from the sweat. Her body shone in the moonlight. She looked beautiful. We laid there for a while until she got from on top of me.


I was still rock hard and I was ready for her pussy again and I was ready to cum. She was the first up and she got on her hands and knees on her bed. She bent over and put her pussy in the air. I was ready now. I regained a little bit of stamina. I wouldn't go for long on this one; I was ready to reach my climax. But her last orgasm came pretty quickly, so I figured we'd reach ecstasy together this time.


I got behind her and slipped my cock between her pussy lips and pumped pretty hard for the first couple of thrusts. She let out little shrieks at this.


"Mm...baby. I want it hard Mikey," she begged.


"I'll do my best Lucy."


I began pumping how she wanted it. She moaned instantly. I did as well. Her pussy was best in this position. I could really feel my cock moving through her vagina this way. It was great. She made it tug again. I didn't know how she did that, but it was ridiculous. I couldn't help going faster. Her pussy was nice and wet and she felt amazing. I grabbed her waist and pulled her in closer. She liked it deep. I could tell. She moaned louder. My breathing got quicker. It was too much. I could feel my cock reaching climax.


"Oh, baby, I'm gonna cum soon!" She cried out.


"So am I Lucy..." I said. I was getting tired, but I pumped as fast as I could. She was enjoying it more than ever.


"Cum in my pussy baby..."


I kept it up. I pounded her pussy as best I could. It felt so good. And I knew it was great for her too. I felt her pussy get wetter as we approached orgasm. My cock started to twinge. It was so good. Her pussy was amazing.


We moaned louder. Our breaths became more shallow. "I'm gonna cum Lucy!"


"Oh, Mike, so am I!"


I pumped as hard as I could. I was getting there. She was too. Her pussy was wetter than ever. I was pumping my best until my dick felt the best it probably would ever feel. I ejaculated into the condom. At the same I was leaking cum into her pussy, she gushed fluids onto my cock. Her pussy was wetter than ever. We both cried out in pleasure as our genitals spasmed with pleasure.


It was amazing. Her pussy was great. We had the night of our lives that night. We stopped and rested for about an hour, just talking, until we were at it again.


I ended up staying the night. I slept like a child. Her parents weren't gonna be home for a couple of days. So I stayed as long as I wanted. We had lots of sex those couple of days. And every time was better than the last, but nothing would top our first time.



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Welcome Home


Quinn stirred in her sleep, shifting restlessly on my chest. Wondering what dreams flowed in her head tonight, I gently ran my fingers through her hair. She was such a gorgeous woman. Long, soft, dark brown hair that waved and shimmered in the softest sun, smooth skin that begged to be caressed, lips so warm and inviting they crumbled my strongest resistance with a tender kiss, and eyes...I dont know where to begin. Quinn had the kind of eyes that locked onto your soul and poured love into it until you were drunk on butterflies. I've lost count how many times I lose myself staring into those beautiful eyes.


Quinn stirred again, nuzzling her face deeper into my neck while sighing contentedly. I planted a gentle kiss on her forehead, knowing that it was her favorite. Her mouth had the barest hint of a smile and her hand was caressing my bare stomach, exploring every curve of my abs in her dream. I had always loved her caressing me and it had always been a turn on for me, so it was no surprise that after a few minutes of sleep cuddling, my dick was ready and alert.


I'm not what you'd call a huge guy but i do well with what I have. However, I figured letting her sleep was more important, so I pushed my thoughts to the back of my mind. Quinn seemed to have other plans in her dream that night.


I felt her hand sliding lower down my body, my dick aching to be caressed by it. She slid her soft hand under the band of my shorts and slowly grasped my hard dick, gently exploring it with her fingerstips. My breath caught at the surprise of her sexual advance and at the wonderful feeling her hands always created when she touched me. I glanced down at her face to see if she was asleep, until my gaze was caught by the soft curve of her breast. I couldn't help myself. I gently slipped my hand under her tank top and enjoyed the fullness of her breasts. With my thumb rubbing slow circles, it took little time to harden her sweet, little nipples. I moaned softly into her hair where my face was buried, inhaling her lovely scent.


Her sweet lips began to move up my neck, leaving a little warm trail to my lips. I kissed her back with unreserved passion. Quinn broke away while tightening her grip on my shaft and stroking a little harder.


"I guess you knew what I was dreaming," she whispered, melting me with her eyes.


"I had a little help," I chuckled, gesturing toward her hand in my pants.


"Well how about we finish my dream?" she said seductively as her hand started to really stroke my hard cock.


Without another word I kissed her softly and passionately, letting her warm tongue slide in my mouth freely. I still continued to fondle her breast as she moaned in my mouth, setting my lust on fire with need. I rolled her on top of me and sat her her up, letting my dick roughly grind her already wet pussy through her shorts. I slowly slid her top off of her body, following it with a sweet trail of kisses. I appreciated the beauty of her breast for a moment before attacking her nipples with my mouth.


With short, deft flicks I tortured her stiff nipples with the tip of my tongue, feeling her breath get faster with every stroke. I could feel the warmth of her pussy as she grinded harder on my cock. Her hands came up and buried themselves in my hair, pushing me harder into her tits. I sucked her nipples like there was no tomorrow, teasing with my tongue all the while.


I could tell it was time to pay attention to something else by the way her warm pussy was throbbing through her shorts. I gently laid her on her back and slowly slid her shorts off, revealing the beautiful pink flower. Not wasting any time, I kissed a sensual trail from her excited nipples all the way down to her sweet, wet pussy. Nothing has ever tasted better than those lovely juices that her pussy releases, so needless to say my tongue had no hesitation in attacking her swollen clit. I could feel how every flick and lick would pleasure her, making her hips buck into my face to drive my tongue ever deeper. I licked the whole length of her moist lips, adding an extra push when I reached that shiny pearl at the top. Burying my face as deep as possible, I used my tongue to explore every inch of her warm, wet pussy I could. Quinn was moaning and breathing heavier and heavier with every passing second as she pushed my face further into her. Then i felt the key moment I had been waiting for, the little sharp tell-tell of breath. I knew she would come to an earth shattering orgasm if I were to continue but I had other plans in mind. Pulling away with a wry grin on my face, I licked the remnants of her juice off of my lips.


"No...don't stop...," she pleaded with soulfull eyes.


I merely smiled at her as I slid my shorts off, freeing my hard cock from it prison. It never fails for her eyes to blaze with excitement when seeing my dick for the first time. It always makes butterflies go crazy in my stomach. Positioning myself in between her legs with my dick pointing straight at her waiting, hungry pussy, I bent down to kiss her slowly and softly. Letting my kisses build with strength, my other hand snuck down and grabbed my hard shaft. Then I played my trump card. With a deft flick of my wrist, my swollen tip slammed down on her clit several times, slapping with wet smacks.


Quinn lost all composure at once. Spinning me onto my back, she had me balls deep in her so fast I didn't know what happened. When I regained my control back, Quinn was rocking hard on my shaft, impaling herself over and over again. Watching her face contort with pleasure, I picked the perfect moment and bucked my hips, thrusting as deep as possible. With a joyous cry, she went rigid cumming on my swollen cock buried deep in her slick pussy. I almost lost it there and then, but I had a special place in mind for all of my warm seed.


Collapsing on my chest, she grasped me as if her life depended on it. I slipped out of her warm pussy, a little difficult as her muscles still gripped my cock tightly. Gently rolling her over, I straddled her chest, letting my dick fall in her cleavage. Quinn glanced at my still hard cock and at me knowingly and pressed her tits together, forming a soft,warm hole. Using her own juices to lube her, I started to thrust slowly back and forth, enjoying the feeling of her against my hot skin. I was doing all right holding back the inevitable release until she threw me another curveball. Using her hands to her tits, she trapped the head of my dick with her mouth and sucked me off while fucking me with her breast. I had no chance against such a tactic.


With a low moan, i shot load after load of warm, sticky cum all over her. It flowed out of her mouth and on her face and breasts. I've never came that much before in my life. She was holding my balls as I came, enjoying the feeling of them drain. She released my spent cock, using her fingers to rub the cum into her breast and lick it off her face. I was so turned on by watching her but couldn't gather the energy to get hard again.


Getting up, I grabbed a towel and cleaned her off. Laying back down, Quinn cuddles up next to me in her usual nook. Leaning her head up to me, she gave me a gentle kiss, filled with love. I sighed contentedly, happy with life.


"Welcome home baby..." she murmed as she drifted back off to her dreams.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Vacationers


Holly was on vacation by herself and while a lot of people worried about her being lonely, she didn't feel lonely at all. The only time she felt a tad out of place was in restaurants. She did not want to stare at other people as that was not polite so she usually brought a magazine or book with her.


That night, Holly was in a quiet restaurant, with only two other couples there. The hotel, in this middle of week night, was rather quiet. Midway through her meal, Holly felt stared at and realized that one of the other couples, Asians, were looking at her and saying things she could not understand. While they would look down every time she turned their way, she got the distinct impression they were talking about her.


When she was finished, Holly paid and then got up to leave. The Asian woman ran up to her and asked "May I speak to you?" Her English was not perfect yet with her separating every word, it was understandable.


"Sure"


"My husband, he really think you pretty."


"Thank you"


"My husband not speak English but I speak a little. May we have a private conversation?"


"Okay...."


Holly was wondering what this was all about but figured there was no harm in speaking to them. They made their way to a secluded area in the huge lobby of the hotel and Holly finally got a good look at both of them. The woman was petite to say the least. Her face indicated she was no young chick but the rest of her was so tiny, she could be mistaken for a teenager. The man was tall for an Asian and had a touch of grey beginning to appear on his temples. He was quite good looking and appealing. He said something to the woman in some Asian language that Holly had no clue about.


"My husband likes your breasts."


Holly was stunned but wanted to remain polite.


"Thank you."


"My husband want to take you to room."


"Excuse me?"


"My husband, he want you to join us in our room. Okay?"


"What about you?"


"Me too."


"You want me to join you, the two of you, in your room?"


"Yes. You. Me and husband."


"Why?"


"My husband want to make sex with you."


That was direct!


"And how do you feel about this?"


There was no response. So Holly insisted "You're okay with this?"


Suddenly, the woman understood that Holly was worried about her being jealous.


"Yes! Yes! Me want you too. No jealous. Just fun. One night stand!"


The husband was waiting expectantly, looking at Holly and smiling. Holly pondered for a moment and figured that they were all away from home, nobody knew them here and that this was an opportunity to try something different. So she nodded.


They made their way to the couple's room in quiet. Once in the room, the husband spoke rapidly to his wife. Holly looked around the room. They had a bigger room than she had. While Holly had a queen sized bed, they had a king which would come in handy if they were going to have a threesome.


The husband went to the window and pulled the drapes shut so they would have privacy and the wife turned on a few lights. Holly wasn't sure what to do so she just stood there. The husband talked to his wife and she translated.


"My husband, he want us to undress. He want to see breasts. He say he never see big ones like that before."


Holly walked up to the woman and started undoing the buttons on her blouse.


"It's more fun if we undress each other."


The woman translated for her husband and he nodded emphatically. Holly resumed taking the woman's blouse off and then taking her bra off, revealing her small but perky breast. Holly gently caressed her breasts and said "They are beautiful."


The woman blushed and said "Small"


"Yes, but nice and perky."


"Perky?"


"Firm, up."


"Ah. Thank you!"


Then, she let the woman and her husband take her blouse off. She helped them with the bra and when her large breasts were freed, the man eagerly touched them. Then, pointing to them, he asked his wife to ask Holly if it was okay to kiss them. Holly nodded and both the man and his wife bent down to kiss her breasts. Holly put her hands on their shoulders and arched her back to push her breasts out towards them, inviting them to continue. They kissed her breasts and tentatively teased the nipples with their tongues. Holly moaned and lifted her hands to their heads, running her fingers through their soft hair and encouraging them to keep going.


Their attention to her breasts was quite the turn on for Holly and she reached down and started caressing the woman's breast. The woman straightened up and allowed Holly access. Holly caressed the woman's breasts, teasing her nipples. As she did so, the woman's nipples grew until they were the size of a pencil eraser. Holly sat on the bed and the man adjusted his position to continue playing with her breasts and that gave Holly an opportunity to pull the woman up on the bed and into a position where Holly could herself suck on her breasts. As the man lavished her breasts, Holly lavished his wife's breasts, enjoying both immensely.


The man stopped what he was doing and pushed Holly down on the bed. He started taking her pants off and she stopped him. She turned to the woman and said "If he wants to penetrate me, he has to wear a condom."


Seeing that her words weren't really registering, Holly got up, grabbed the purse she had set down next to the writing table across from the bed and found a condom in it. Showing them the condom, Holly pointed to it and then to the man's crotch. The man nodded and, taking the condom, he set it on the table next to the bed. Then, he stuck out his tongue and pointed to Holly's crotch, indicating that he wanted to taste her.


Taking her pants off, Holly laid back down on the bed and allowed him access to her trimmed pussy. While the man started to lick her, his wife positioned herself over Holly's head in a manner that allowed her to pay much attention to Holly's breasts while her own small breasts dangled above Holly's mouth. Holly teased and licked and sucked on the woman's breasts as she did the same to Holly's breasts. The attention to both her breasts and her pussy was really turning Holly on and she moaned loudly as the man focused on her clit. Soon, Holly was nearing climax and, tensing up, she stopped paying attention to the woman's breasts. The woman smiled and teased Holly's nipples with more intensity. Feeling Holly's hips lift off the bed, the man also increased his tempo. This was the final straw for Holly and she groaned her release loudly. The couple gave her a minute to recover.


Sitting up and sliding off the bed, Holly motioned for the woman to come and help her and they undressed the man, finally revealing his erection. Although Holly had heard stories that Asian men were not as well endowed as western men, this Asian had nothing to envy of western men. His cock stood straight up as soon as it was released, standing proud at 8 inches in length and quite large in girth. Holly licked her lips and knelt down in front of the man. She immediately put her hand around the one eyed beast and took it in her mouth. Meanwhile, the couple was busy kissing each other. They stopped for a minute and spoke their language. Then, they pushed Holly back onto the bed and the woman asked


"Okay if husband rub between breasts?"


Holly nodded and allowed the man to straddle her chest and lay his cock between her large breasts. She then pushed her breasts together, creating a tunnel for the man to move in. Judging by the expression on his face, he was enjoying this and seemed amazed that her breasts were large enough to wrap completely around his cock. His hands replaced Holly's hands holding her breasts together.


Meanwhile, the woman opted to go down on Holly. Feeling the woman's tongue on her slit, Holly moaned. The man continued to push his cock between her breasts. Grabbing the pillows, Holly put them under her head and then managed to get her lips around the tip of the man's cock. The man stilled to allow Holly to lick the tip of his cock and tease him. He played with her nipples, teasing them as he enjoyed Holly's tongue on his hard cock.


At one point, thinking that the man was getting close, Holly focused on his cock but to her surprise, he pulled away and got off her. He spoke to his wife and she translated.


"My husband say he put safe on now and do from behind. Yes?"


Holly flipped over and got on her hands and knees on the bed, watching the man put on the condom. He positioned himself behind her and slowly penetrated her. Holly closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation of feeling a large cock enter her. As the man started moving back and forth inside her, creating delicious friction, Holly realized his wife was just watching.


Holly called her over and said "take off your pants and come here."


The woman took off her pants and with some hand gestures on both women's parts, the woman laid down sideways in front of Holly. Holly started kissing and sucking on the woman's breasts while she ventured a hand to the woman's pussy. There, she found it totally shaved. Holly caressed the woman's pussy and found that the woman was very reactive to touch. Holly rubbed the woman's clit and found that it enlarged almost as big as her nipples. Holly caressed it and found that if she gently squeezed it, the woman would moan more, almost like a crying sound.


Meanwhile, the man was busy moving in and out of Holly's tight pussy. Soon, he was pounding in and out of Holly's pussy, making it difficult for her to concentrate on what she was doing. Holly looked at him and pointed to his wife. Understanding, the man stopped moving, and Holly resumed her attention on the woman's pussy. Holly treated this eraser shaped clitoris like a mini penis and stroked it between her fingers, squeezing it slightly. The woman's breathing was quickening, her squeals increasing. Soon, Holly had the woman lifting her hips off the mattress in a huge orgasm.


Then, the man withdrew and turned Holly around and pushed her up on the bed. He then positioned himself between her legs and, in the missionary position, penetrated her again. In this position, he was able to play with her breasts again and play he did, teasing her nipples with his tongue and his fingers. When he got closer to his release, he got off, pulled Holly toward the edge of the bed and put his hard cock back into her once more. Holly motioned for the woman to come close and started playing with the woman's pussy again. The woman got bolder and straddled Holly's head, pushing her pussy onto her face. Holly licked a woman's pussy for the first time in her life and, finding she didn't dislike it, licked some more. The woman was soon starting her high pitched moaning. Holly slowed down and paid more attention to the man. The man was fucking her, holding onto her hip with one hand and holding one of her breasts with the other, rubbing his thumb on her nipple.


Holly squeezed her pussy muscles around his cock and he moaned. Encouraged by his reaction, Holly repeated the squeezing action rhythmically as he fucked her faster. Then, not holding back this time, the man let go of her breast and grabbed her hips with both hands, fucked her hard a few more times and then groaned his release. He withdrew and Molly returned her attention to the woman's pussy. Taking the clit between her lips, Holly teased it with her tongue and sucked on it gently. The woman, already panting, was getting louder with her moaning and squealing. Holly reached up and pushed two fingers in the woman's pussy and rubbed in and out while still teasing the sensitive nub between her lips. Increasing her tempo with both fingers and tongue, Holly pushed the woman over the edge in another huge orgasm. Holly was impressed with how strong the woman's orgasms were.


Without hesitation, the woman got off Holly's face and went to Holly's breasts. The man knelt between her legs and ate her pussy while the woman lavished her breasts. They brought her to orgasm once more and then all three took a few moments to recover.


Then, Holly got up, got dressed and as she was about to leave, was stopped by the man who handed her a wad of money. Holly tried to give it back but the woman stopped her, saying "You make husband's dream come true. Please accept gift."


Both the woman and the man put their hands together and bowed slightly. Holly decided to do the same and then left. Holly waited until she was back in her room before looking at the "gift". She had been given $500.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Donnie's Luck


Donnie had been looking forward to this for a week. Finally he was going to have an afternoon off & he knew that if the sun was out, his sexy neighbor Di would be too. It would be perfect timing, his mother was in Ohio visiting relatives for the month & his dad wasn't due home from a business trip until late in the evening. He could hardly wait.


During this past summer he had a few encounters with Di that lead him to this overwhelming urge to fuck her silly. From jerking off on her tits when she was sleeping in the sun, to having her get down on her knees in her back yard & suck him off, to being invited to join her & Rodney fucking a woman who's face he never saw. Those memories in & of themselves were enough to keep him jerking off for months, but he wanted it all. He wanted Di's tight, wet pussy.


As he pulled into the driveway his heart, and the rise in his jeans, sank. His dad's car was in the driveway.


"Damn it to hell. What's he doin' home?"


He walked into the house expecting to see his dad sitting in his chair in his office going over the weeks mail, but he wasn't there.


"Dad? I'm home."


No sound.


"Hmmm. Strange."


He decided to head upstairs to change into his trunks & go enjoy the sunshine while he could. As he got to his room he heard laughing from outside.


He stood to the side of his window & pulled the blinds away from the window so he could see out into his backyard. He looked down to the pool to see Di swimming naked in the pool. Her long legs parting & coming back together as she moved. That round tanned ass appearing just above the water.


"She must wear a thong to tan." he thought, noting a thin pale line hugging her hips. As she flipped over, his thoughts were confirmed, there was a small white triangle over her full, bare pussy lips.


"Damn she looks so good." he thought.


He looked to the side deck to see his neighbor Rodney & his dad, both naked, sitting & stroking their cocks as they watched Di move through the water like Neptune's temptress.


She pulled herself to the far side of the pool, stood up & bent toward the side accentuating that fine ass. Legs parted he could just see her swollen pussy lips.


"Fuck. I have got to have that."


She swam over to Rodney & his dad & stood between them, reaching out to both cocks & stroking them vigorously.


It was the first time that Donnie could remember seeing his dad's cock. Where Rodney's could have taken two hands easily to jack off, his dad's only required three fingers. He found himself wondering how something like that could even satisfy a woman. He felt sorry for his mom.


As Di was stroking his dad's cock, he was busy stroking his own. He grabbed it hard, wishing it was Di's hand around it.


Just as both cocks in her hands seemed to be on the verge of exploding, she stopped & swam away to the side of the pool closest to Donnie's window.


"Oh I know what you're doing" he thought. "You're after that jet on the side."


Di pulled herself up, tits over the top of the pool, & placed her swollen pussy lips over the jet. As she pulled herself up she noticed movement in what she knew was Donnie's bedroom window. She smiled.


He watched as her hips moved back & forth fucking the jet. She moved faster. Biting her lip. Nipples getting harder. He knew how hard she could cum & he wanted so much to be the one making her cum but this would have to do for now.


"Fuck it baby. Ride that thing. Oh yeah." he said.


He was so close to cumming, and from the speed of the strokes his dad & Rodney were giving their cocks, they were too.


He saw her back arching & heard her moan & fall back into the water, nipples in the air.


"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuccccccccccccck." he moaned as he covered his window in cum.


Both Rodney & his dad were not quite done yet so Di swam over to them, she stood between them, pinching her nipples & licking her lips. She loved watching men jerk off & now she wanted all that cum all over her tits.


Donnie loved those tits. They were far better than the store bought boobs he saw in Playboy. They were full DD's with big deep rose colored nipples. The more excited she was, the darker they became. Perfect for sucking & fucking.


"Come on, cum here Cover me." she said.


They began stroking harder as she pulled on her nipples.


"Do it!" she ordered.


Donnie watched as Rodney exploded with a shot that covered Di's luscious tits & was amazed as some even flew over her shoulder. Di took a finger & ran it through the cum then sucked it off her finger.


That did it. Donnie's dad shook as his tiny little cock oozed it's load over the deck, missing it's mark by several inches.


Di shook her head. "For that pitiful showing, you have to clean up all this cum off my tits." He hopped down into the water & obeyed. Licking all of Rodney's cum off from Di's tits.


"Your punishment will continue later but for now I must leave." she said.


With that, Donnie watched as she got out of the pool & walked toward her back door without grabbing a towel or covering up. If the neighbors on the street side of their houses had looked they would have had a clear view of her just strolling between the houses in all her glory. She didn't seem to mind or even care.


Donnie walked into his shower wondering how one woman could have such confidence about her. Even fully clothed, she oozed sex. He only knew that somehow, some way, he had to have her.


As he was standing in the shower thinking, he realized he was hard again.


"Damn that woman has done it to me again." he thought as he grabbed his cock again. He closed his eyes & imagined what it would be like to finally fuck her.


***


Several weeks had passed since Donnie had seen Di in his pool with his dad & Rodney. He had never said anything to his dad & his dad had never admitted anything to him. He guessed it was just a diversion from yet another business trip.


He had another afternoon off from working & hoped that maybe this time he would have a chance at Di. As he pulled into the house, his heart sank yet again.


"Fuck! Can't I get one lousy break!" he said as he saw his mother's car in the driveway.


"Damnit." he fumed as he walked inside.


"Mom? You here?"


No answer.


"She's probably visiting Sue across the street again or had gone off with a friend." he thought.


"She could be gone for hours."


He decided he couldn't stand it anymore & would take a chance & walk over to Di's house.


He knew if his mom was at Sue's she would be able to see him walk in front of his house to hers so he headed to Di's back door.


He knocked on the sliding door. Nothing. Knocked again & then heard her walking towards the door.


To his surprise she appeared at the glass door in nothing but thigh high leather boots carrying a riding crop. He immediately got hard.


She slid the door to the side. "Hello Donnie. What can I do for you?"


"Oh God. I need to fuck you so bad. I mean you are all I think about. I have beat off to you more than any other girl I know." he stammered.


"Well I have company but if you promise not to say a word, you can come & watch." she answered.


"Oh my god, are you serious? Fuck yeah."


"Then come in, quietly." she said as she stood to the side then closed the door behind him. As she did she happened to see her neighbor across the lake, standing on his bank, his mouth hanging open for a moment. Then he smiled. She smiled back & waved.


She walked up the stairs to her bedroom, knowing Donnie was right behind her watching her naked ass sway as she climbed the stairs. He was close enough to catch her scent. It was driving him nuts.


She stopped in front of her door & held her finger to her lips.


He nodded & they entered.


Donnie stopped in his tracks a few steps into the room. On the bed in front of him was site from some of the S & M porn he had watched. There was a woman who was in a leather hood, tied to the bed. The hood had a slit under the nose to breathe through & a slit for the mouth.


He moved a little closer as his eyes adjusted to the light in the room & saw that not only did she have the hood on, but she had a ball gag in her mouth & a blindfold over her eyes.


His eyes moved down her body to see that she had clamps with chains on her nipples then another chain that lead to another clamp that looked to be attached to her clit. If she moved, any or all of those clamps would pull on whatever they were attached to.


Di looked at his crotch, noting how he was enjoying what he saw & smiled.


She walked over to the woman & without warning brought the riding crop across the woman's tits. She moved & the clamps pulled.


"You like that, don't you my love?"


The woman's head nodded.


Di brought the crop down against the woman's thighs & she jumped again & moaned.


"Hmmm... even better. You know I was about to fuck you but I think I have something even better." she said as she looked over to Donnie who was rubbing on his cock through his shorts.


She crooked her finger at him signaling him to "come here".


He had no choice, he would do whatever she wanted.


She whispered in his ear, "I want you to fuck her. Make her scream."


She held up her finger to her mouth again, reminding him that he could not make a sound as he peeled off his clothes.


He climbed on the bed between the woman's legs. As he steadied himself for a moment he could smell her scent. He looked down to a very bare set of pussy lips wanting to be fucked. He watched as she moved her hips slightly so the clamp would pull on her deep purple clit. Her inner lips glistened. It seemed that Di had really turned her on but the idea of a faceless lover was turning her on even more. He liked that. He adjusted the angle of his cock & slid into a very hot, wet pussy. Each time he thrust inward, he could feel the clamp moving & pulling on her clit.


Di stood on the side of the bed, watching, & pulling on the chains on her nipples as Donnie fucked her.


She moved forward & started talking in the woman's ear. "Do you feel that my love? That nice long hard cock thrusting in & out of your pussy? Oh it is so nice to watch. It's so thick & long. I bet it feels good."


She tugged on the chain again. "Oh yes you love it don't you? You want it harder don't you? You want him to make you scream?"


The woman nodded.


"Very well" Di said. She looked at Donnie & said "Fuck that tight wet pussy harder." and she slapped Donnie's ass with the crop.


He obeyed.


"Do you feel it? He's getting harder. He want's to make you cum." She pulled the chains again.


"Are you going to cum?"


The woman nodded.


"Now?"


The woman nodded.


She started to moan & as waves of pleasure & pain gripped her body.


"Then look at your lover. The owner of that cock buried deep inside of you, giving you so much pleasure." she said as she ripped the blindfold off the woman's head.


Judy opened her eyes to see her own son's nine inch cock still fucking her throbbing pussy. Her eyes got wide, she started to scream but she couldn't take her eyes off that beautiful cock sliding in & out of her. Each time he thrust into her she could feel the head forcing it's way in, the large veins rubbing along the outer lips, his full balls slapping her ass. It felt so good.


"Oh god I'm cumming again". she thought.


She felt herself tightening around Donnie's now massive cock. She watched his face as he bit his lip trying not to scream out.


"Oh fucccccccccccccccck". Donnie screamed as he came deep inside her.


A loud "Twack" was heard as Di brought the crop down hard on Donnie's ass for breaking one of her rules.


Di pulled on the chain one last time & Judy came again. She smiled.


Donnie pulled himself out of a now soaking wet pussy. Tried to steady his legs as he grabbed his clothes & headed out the door. He knew the rules. "No Di today, but this was almost as much fun." He had almost gotten used to this anonymous sex. If it was going to get him buried in Di, he would do it.


Di untied Judy & took out the gag. For a moment, she didn't speak.


She took off the hood & smiled.


"How in the hell did that happen?" Judy asked.


"You needed a good fucking, he was handy, I just put two & two together. Now lay back down woman, I want to eat all that young cum out of you."


Judy obeyed, knowing that Di would make her cum again. Wondering if Donnie had any clue he had just fucked his mother. Or if he would fuck her again.


She hoped so.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Unplanned Revenge


I'm wett and I know that you know by the way you watch me from across the room. Its funny how I'm the one overly aroused yet you get all fidgety. You sip your Crown and Coke from across the room while I order my Cosmo. Later you will laugh at me for ordering a girlie drink. (Fuck you this shit it is delicious.) I make my way slowly to your side, trying not to be conspicuous, yet sure everyone in the room is watching. Leaning into your ear I whisper, "I need you. The insides of my thighs are wett." I'd be lying if I said I didn't think everyone in a five step radius didn't hear you hiss but made it a mental note to tell you otherwise when you ask about it later.


"What do you want me to do about it?" You ask before returning to your conversation with Rob from the financial section of your office, "Honestly I have no idea what he expects from you or me. There really isn't anything else we can do. Cutting the unnecessary spending and investing it in other parts of the company has increased pay, in turn boosting morale among employees which has increased the number of clientele, happy and returning clientele at the least."


Rob has just come to the realization that we are in fact a couple, and YES that makes us lesbians. Finally he clears his throat and responds, "Tell me about it, I see the numbers in money rolling across my desk every Friday and you see the numbers in the clientele that keep coming back, most of the time with associates...,"


Rob must think that I am too stupid to realize that he has been eye fucking me since I got here. I know that you are mad at me for being late but I was finishing a case and didn't want to leave. It was a silly mistake and I hope you will be making me make it up to you tonight. Wish I wasn't so excited.


"Kris?" The sound of your voice wakes me out of my daydream.


"Yes?" I respond taking a much needed swallow of my drink.


"Rob here was asking what case you were currently working on."


"It's confidential," I say.


"Oh come on, it's not like I have anyone to tell," Rob bargains


"It's confidential," I say again, "much like your books are confidential. You wouldn't let anyone else see your numbers. I wouldn't let anyone else in on a case."


"Of course but my books are detrimental to the company. I am a tax paying citizen I think that I have the right to know how the detectives in our precinct solve crimes."


"Well Robert," your grip on my arm in crushing, "that would be where you are mistaken. You have the right to know how the cases turn out. Not the process in which the cases are developed and how the charges if any are brought into light. Big difference."


Rob is staring at me like I just spit in his face, personally I wish that I had, "You seem to be under the impression that much of what you would class as confidential isn't available to the public...,"


"After, the case has been closed."


"Surely I could just watch a TV show and figure out how to be a cop."


"Surely I could add some numbers up on paper and actually be an..,"


"Kris I will see you at home," You've never cut me off in front of one of your colleagues, more importantly you have never dismissed me.


"Excuse me?"


"I said that I would see you at Home," you say again this time putting emphasis on HOME.


"I can't wait. Actually I'm three shades of excited." We both know my mouth has its own mind. How I managed to walk out of the room without an explosion of horrid words is beyond me.


When I get out of the shower I hear you slam the door shut, you must have left not too long after me.


"What the fuck was wrong with you?" You demand throwing your keys on the floor.


"Wrong with me? What the fuck is wrong with you? Since when do we dismiss each other, especially in front of other people? Are you fucking serious?"


"No Kris," You say as you yank your jacket off your shoulders, "You made an ass out of yourself and me. How could you? I work with those people." The jacket soon joins your keys on the floor.


"How could I?" I know where this is going and return to the bathroom to run your shower, "No Sara how could you stand there and let him attempt to belittle me? What the fuck did you expect me to do? Stand there and take it."


"Oh here you go again," You say stepping into the shower, sighing as the warm water hits your back, "Does everyone attack you or is it just all the people I know at work?" You stick your head out of the shower curtain to glare at me.


Glaring back I retort flippantly, "I don't know do people know you are a lesbian or do you wait until parties like that to pull the gay bunny out of your hat?"


Squinting your eyes accusingly you reply, "Wow. I'm sorry that I don't introduce myself as a lesbian. It's none of peoples business. I fuck women. It has nothing to do with how well I can type on a computer or talk to a person."


"I'm not saying that you have to," I say effectively talking to the ducks on the shower curtain, "All I want is to be able to go to one of your parties and be your woman. Not have every man in the room eye fuck me and you all night or have one approach either of us. Especially when I am at your side, it's disrespectful and downright rude." I leave the bathroom to let you dry off in peace.


By the time you get out of the bathroom I am laying on my side of the bed watching television.


Trying my hardest not to watch you get dressed because we both are still very mad at each other but it's impossible. I find myself licking my lips as you rub lotion into your skin, straining to look past the bed when you bend down to lotion your luscious legs; its torture.


"Do you want something to drink from the kitchen?" I ask pushing back the covers just trying to gather my thoughts.


"No." Your reply is terse.


Sipping my water from the glass in my right hand and carrying the bottle of water that I know you'll want in my left hand when I re-enter the bed room I am met with a sight that made my mind go blank. So forgive me.


The next thing I know I am standing behind you, your feet planted firmly on the floor, slowly pushing the head of the double sided dildo into your tight pussy, I know this because of your hiss, "Krisss..,"


Stunned that you are not attempting, to fight back, I exhale heavily on the back of your neck before I respond and feel the chills rolling up your spine, "Shh.., baby it's ok you can take it." When my hips are resting against your deliciously plump ass I stop moving, letting your body adjust to its current full state. Waiting for you to tell me that you are ready I let my fingers trail in opposite directions. One set to your hardened nipples and the other to your jeweled clit. Enticing your clit out of its hood is all too simple a task, and when I loving start stroking it your hips ram back into mine giving me all the signal I need.


Briefly I remember that I didn't use any lube, and attempt to start out slow, but your enticing groans urge me on making me plunge deep inside of you as if searching for something long forgotten. Grabbing a fist full of your honey spun hair I force your upper half completely down on the corner of the bed I set out a smooth concise rhythm. Well despite what I thought was a deep and hard rhythm you plead, "Harder."


"You like this don't you?" I bark out between thrusts, "You think that you can dismiss me in front of a room full of people without punishment?"


"Yes?" And when my hips slow their jogging, "Noo.., no baby no.., I'm sorry.., please."


I start to adjust your hips, dragging you back from the bed just you make your hips lean more suitable to my needs, as in a better angle to have the bulb part inside me hit my g-spot over and over again. My own orgasm is not far off. Yet apparently my selfishness isn't so selfish because you are screaming. Begging me for your release and I want us to cum together. Pulling you up to me I set a new pace deeper harder and faster, "I'm going to fuck you until you pass out," I whisper into your ear before forcing you back onto the mattress.


Shaking you bark, "OH GOD!! KRIS. HARDER, FUCK ME HARDER. I'M GOING TO CUM!"


I'd be lying if I said that I started fucking you harder because I was cumming. Fireworks rang out from behind my closed eye lids as my orgasm pulled me under but I knew that I did something right because your hips were jerking underneath mine and your frantic moans did not fall on deaf ears.


When I woke my arms were tightly wrapped around your sleeping body.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Accidents Happen


Carly nearly sobbed in frustration. She'd been so stupid and now she was going to have to face the music. She was dressed in only her underwear, one hand handcuffed to the iron rungs of her headboard...and the key on the floor under the bed, out of reach. She'd just meant to give it a try, but the phone rang and she'd jumped and dropped the key...and now she was stuck. Her wrist was red and getting really sore and there was no way this metal circlet was sliding over her hand. So she had to get help.


God, what a nightmare, but at least she had the phone. She had three options. She could call the police, although that opened the door to a host of embarrassment. She could call the landlord/maintenance man, Mr. Cutter, who had the skeleton key. But at 80, he was likely to have a heart attack when he saw her or ask her to leave the apartment building. It was too close to work and the rent was too reasonable to risk being evicted for being stupid.


Her last choice was Adam, her upstairs neighbor, who had a key from when he'd watched out for her place while she'd gone to her father's funeral. The unfortunate part was she'd bought the handcuffs (the one currently attaching her to the bed and a second pair) with him in mind. He was tall, dark, and dangerous, and the star of several recent dreams that had left her horny as hell. The sad part was that, while a steady stream of busty blonds came and went from his place every weekend, Adam treated the red-head who lusted after him like a little sister. Maybe, she'd figured, she could tempt him with a little something new. Well, new for her anyway. As he'd see when he came to rescue her.


Carly sighed. Adam was really the only option she had, so she prayed he was home as she dialed his number.


"What?" his voice was a growl that made her belly quiver. Evidently he was busy.


"Adam?" Carly managed, wincing at the breathy sound of her voice.


"Carly? What's the matter?" The growl immediately became concern and she bit her lip. This was harder than she'd imagined.


"Can you come down for a moment?" she asked.


"Now? I'm not dressed...just out of the shower," he replied, "Can it wait?" Carly's voice escaped her as she pictured him standing nude in his bedroom, her mouth going dry. "Carly?"


Quickly clearing her throat, she forced herself to focus. "Well, not too long," she conceded, "I guess I could wait a couple minutes."


He sighed. "What is this about, Carly?" he asked. She could hear him moving around in the background and suddenly wondered if he wasn't alone. Damn, was he with a woman now? Talk about awkward. But she wasn't getting free on her own.


"I...I have a problem," she confessed, "I need you to help me with something. Can you let yourself in?" At the moment, all she really cared about was being free of the handcuffs. Later, she'd work on attracting him.


"Give me about five," he answered, "I can't put the jeans on with one hand." He hung up before she could thank him. Probably just as well, since her voice was gone again as she pictured him tugging his jeans on. She loved one pair in particular -- two Saturdays ago, Adam had gone out to wash his car and had peeled off his tee to reveal jeans that dipped rather low in the front, giving her a tasty view of his lower abdomen.


It seemed like ages, but she finally heard the key in the front door. "Carly?" he called as he came into the apartment.


"In here," she answered, closing her eyes. She didn't want to see his face right now.


"Carly..." The concern had changed to something else...she just wasn't sure what. She slowly opened her eyes to find him staring at her. She blushed furiously. She couldn't help looking him over, her mouth went dry as she studied his long legs in casual denim, the way his hands were tucked in the pockets, dragging the denim lower, the way his tee hugged his chest. Adam looked like every woman's fantasy.


"I had an accident," she whispered, "And I'm stuck." It was the best she could do at the moment, what with the heartbeat pounding in her head and throbbing in her pussy.


"An accident?" Now she could hear amusement. He shot her a cocky grin and his brown eyes had a wicked glint and she felt a small quiver in her belly as the throbbing intensified. There was more to her infatuation with Adam than a nice pair of jeans...more as in the something currently bulging the front of them.


"I can't get to the key," she explained, squirming a little, "It's under the bed." Her free hand waved at the far side of the bed.


"And why are you wearing handcuffs to begin with?" he asked, one eyebrow arching as he circled around the bed, "In your underwear."


"I...I was trying them on," Carly was getting a little frustrated with his questioning, "Things got out of hand." Why didn't he just get the key and help her get out of this mess? Her wrist was starting to sting and she wanted to be loose. Then she'd decide what to do about Adam.


"The underwear or the cuffs?" he asked, his look changing from amused to a bit more serious. When she looked blank, he growled, "Were you trying on the underwear or the cuffs?" Her face got redder as she opened and shut her mouth without saying a word.


"So where's your other half?" Adam had to force his hands to relax as he squatted next to the bed, "He left without letting you out?"


"Other...he..." Carly sputtered in shock. Where was he going with this topic?


"Don't think much of the guy if he leaves you cuffed to the bed and wanders off," he continued, ducking his head to peer under the bed. Carly leaned over, watching. When he'd grabbed the key, Adam lifted his head and his eyes darkened as he realized he was eye level with her breasts. His breath caught and her nipples hardened.


"There is no he," Carly hissed. Her body was responding to his closeness and sexual frustration added to her physical confinement. And Adam wanted to know about her sexual partner -- the one that she didn't have and wished he'd be. It would be funny if it wasn't so pitiful. At her words, Adam's eyes shot up to her face and widened.


"I had no idea...," he stammered, "Sorry...She, then." Carly groaned. This was getting worse and worse. Couldn't he just unlock her and go away?


"There is no he. There is no she," Carly insisted, "Just me and the damn cuffs. I dropped the key and when I tried to reach it, it just got too far away." She sat back on the bedding with a huff.


"Oh..." Adam got to his feet, his eyes wandering over her as he strolled back to the foot of the bed. "So you were...practicing?"


He had the key. All he had to do was put it in the damn lock. No, don't lean on the footboard, she wanted to tug her hair with aggravation. "Yes, Adam, I was practicing," she hissed.


Adam leaned his arms on the footboard and his eyes narrowed as he looked at her. "For who?"


"Who?" Carly wanted to scream. She'd never been this horny and yet this frustrated at the same time.


"Who were you practicing for?" he asked, his voice a low growl.


"There is no who," Carly practically shouted, "No he, no she, no who. I was just trying something out and it was a stupid idea and will you just unlock the damn cuffs!"


"I wouldn't say stupid idea," Adam suddenly grinned, a wicked smile that made her stomach tighten. His eyes slid up and down her body again. "Kind of handy I happened to be home and have a key. Or, rather, that I have two keys."


"Adam..." Carly's voice trailed off uncertainly as she watched his face.


"Carly," his voice got a little lower as he straightened.


"Unlock the cuffs," Carly said softly. Her body was alive with anticipation. The look in his eyes told her that this red-head had suddenly gotten his attention. Her eyes dropped lower and she swallowed as she changed that thought to that she'd gotten his FULL attention.


"I don't think so, Carly," Adam said, his voice just as soft, but so much more dangerous. He turned and set the cuff key and her apartment key on the bureau, making a soft sound of surprise when he saw the second box. His head turned back to look at her. "Well, well."


Carly swallowed hard. There was a second pair of handcuffs, for her other wrist. She'd bought two...and he sounded like he intended to put them both to use. "Adam, I don't think..."


"I didn't know you were such a wicked woman, Carly," Adam grinned, sliding the second pair of cuffs into his hands with a clink. He set the second key on the bureau, then turned to face her, shifting the cuffs from one hand to another, making a soft metallic sound.


"I..." Okay. It was time to put up or shut up. "You don't really know me, Adam," she managed a smile, "I'm not one of your fluffy blonds." There. That sounded bold and wicked.


Adam shifted his stance, leaning against the footboard with one hip. "I can see that," he nodded. His eyes were on her breasts. She glanced down and almost cursed at the way her tight nipples jutted through the pale pink lace. Even aroused, she was only about a small C-cup. His blonds...probably E's.


"So mine aren't as big as theirs," she humphed, "And, for your information, that reaction is solely because of the air conditioning." There was no sense in letting him think that she had the hots for him or anything. He already had the upper hand with the cuff keys. His laugh almost made her smile, but she made a pout.


"Bigger is not always better," he chuckled, "I was thinking your breasts looked...tasty."


She must be dreaming again. She'd locked herself to the bed and fallen asleep. That had to be the explanation. "I see," she managed and flushed, thinking how lame that sounded.


"What I see is a fascinating Carly I didn't know about," he said, his voice dropping lower again as he slowly walked up the side of the bed, "But one I'm going to get to know better." His hand trailed up her bare leg and she battled the urge to just laugh hysterically. Adam, her fantasy man, was in her bedroom and his attitude said lots of things but little sister wasn't one of them.


"Really?" Carly nearly groaned. She certainly wasn't holding up her side of the conversation, but the look on his face said that her daydreams had been too mild. She felt a quiver start in her belly and closed her eyes as the shudder went through her and made her panties wet. She hoped that look was a promise of things to come.


"Let me just think a moment," Adam murmured, sitting on the edge of the bed beside her. She opened her eyes in surprise as he just sat there.


"Think? Think about what?" Maybe he was just teasing. If so, she was going to kill him.


"I'm trying to decide if I want to get to know you face up or face down?" he grinned, "I love to look at your face, but there are other parts..." His eyes again roamed her body. "...That should also get my attention."


Good God. Not teasing. "I..." She'd barely gotten the word out when Adam moved.


"Face down," he growled, flipping her onto her stomach and cuffing her free hand in one smooth motion. "Yes, I like this view." The hoarseness of his voice made her shiver again and he chuckled. "I like this a lot."


She glanced over her shoulder and the look on his face said she was going to like it too. "Adam..."


"Carly," his voice was amused as he shifted onto the bed. She watched him peel his tee over his head. Oh, yeah. This was very promising...Oh God. The head of his cock was pressed against his belly, above the bulging fly of his jeans. Carly bit her lip to hold back a groan. His head was red and glistening and bigger than she'd imagined. Her pussy tightened in anticipation.


"I have always loved the lines of your body," he murmured, leaning over her, his hand stroking up her spine.


"Yeah, sure," she managed a half-laugh despite the throbbing throughout her body, "That's why you fucked a new blond every weekend." Did she say that? Well, so much for pretending she didn't care.


He bit her shoulder lightly. "Jealous, love?" he murmured, stroking his tongue from one shoulder to the other. She couldn't stop the whimper and she felt his lips smile as he pressed his mouth to the nape of her neck. His hands cupped her breasts, stroking through the lace, and she whimpered again.


"I...Oh, God, Adam," she moaned as he flipped open her bra and took her breasts in his hands. His palms were big, hot, and he rolled her tight nipples between his fingers, sending heat straight to her core. At the same moment, his pressed his groin to her ass and she felt the thick bulge of him. Her hands rattled the handcuffs as she shuddered.


"Careful, love," he whispered, sliding his hands over her wrists as he nuzzled her neck. His hips rocked, his denim-covered erection stroking the crack of her ass. She shuddered again as she felt a heated wetness press the small of her back. "If you'd told me, I would have brought my cuffs. They're fur-lined."


His cuffs. Carly was speechless again. Adam just laughed, the sound vibrating against her skin. "Of course, now I can enjoy restraining you in both our beds," he growled. His hands stroked down the sides of her arms, down the sides of her body. "Or you can restrain me and I can watch you wrap those pretty lips around my cock."


He was so much better at wild than she was. She wanted to weep in gratitude. But all Carly could do was shiver as his hands stroked her ass cheeks, his thumbs rubbing the curve where her ass met her thighs. "I can't believe I let you get away for so long," he murmured, trailing kisses down her spine.


"Let me..." She managed. She could barely think past the hum of her body, the heat of her blood.


"You seemed to only want a friend," he whispered, drawing patterns on the small of her back with his tongue, as his hands moved her, positioned her the way he wanted.


"I..." She couldn't complete the thought as his hands pushed on her back and she bent low, up on her knees, with her ass in the air. His teeth tugged her panties and she shuddered wetly, feeling her juices drip down her thighs.


"You're so ripe," Adam groaned, peeling her panties down with his hands as his tongue lapped at the drops on her thighs. "So sweet."


Carly felt light-headed as he swirled his tongue over the backs of her thighs, as his hands fondled her ass cheeks. She'd never felt a need like this before, but she knew she needed him to keep touching her like she needed to breathe. His thumbs parted her and he groaned again, seconds before his tongue laved her pussy and her whole body jerked, the cuffs clanking against the metal headboard.


"More," he managed, burrowing his tongue into her body, slurping her juices as they spilled from her quivering passage. He made animal noises, feasting on her swollen folds, and Carly couldn't stop the shudders from running through her body. She panted and moaned, rocking on her knees as he suckled her intimately. She finally came, crying out and straining as her pussy spasmed wildly and her cum spilled into his greedy mouth.


Carly could barely lift her head from the bed. She was quivering all over, her legs weak, her body on fire and throbbing. When she could finally breath, Adam's hands were stroking her ass and thighs while his mouth suckled the skin low on her back. "Carly," he murmured, nibbling along her hip, "I need to be inside you."


"Oh, yes..." Her moan was desperate. She wanted to feel his cock, wanted to take him inside with every cell in her body.


"I need to make sure you're ready," he murmured, his hand cupping her folds. She shook her head. How could she not be ready after an orgasm like that? She whimpered when he slid one finger deep into her body. Her inner muscles quivered around his finger.


"Good girl," he whispered, pulling the finger out and then sliding in two. She gave a little squirm as he wiggled his fingers in her still-sensitive pussy and waves of sensation rippled through her core. She wanted to beg for more.


"Almost ready," he whispered, pulling the two fingers free. She felt so ready, she couldn't understand why...


Carly cried out as three of his fingers suddenly plunged into her cunt, spreading as they pressed deep, stretching her inner muscles. She rocked against his hand, moaning as he pumped the fingers against her. It wasn't enough. She needed...something more. She pressed back, urging him on, but his fingers started to pull out. "Adam, please..."


Even as his fingers pulled away, she felt a thick knob press against her hole. "Adam," she moaned. She felt the stretch as his head began to penetrate, her muscles tightening as his penis invaded her soft heat.


"Take it, baby," he groaned, pushing his thick erection deeper into her dripping pussy, "Take it all." His length burrowed between her swollen lips, her slick well slowly enveloping his red flesh inch by inch.


"Oh," she moaned, pulling the handcuffs tight as his thick shaft strained her inner muscles, stretching her wider than she'd ever imagined. He was...huge. "Adam, I..." He kept pushing, kept penetrating, working his cock deeper into her body. Carly couldn't breathe as he forced his massive erection up her cunt.


"That's it," his voice was a low growl as his hips pressed against her ass, his balls teasing the back of her thighs, "That's a good girl." His hands stroked her back, her hips, her belly, as he just held himself within her embrace.


He felt...alive inside her. Carly could feel his cock throb in time with the heartbeat she felt as his chest pressed against her back and her heart began to beat the same rhythm. She felt her inner muscles ripple, trying to contain the invader, and Adam groaned with pleasure. "Adam..." Shudders moved through her as she felt his groan vibrate through his cock.


He began to move, slowly at first, with little short thrusts that sent burst of pleasure through her core. She gasped, instinctively moving with him, taking his cock again and again. His strokes lengthened, his cock caressing her intimately as he moved in and out, pumping her pussy. His mouth was on her shoulder, his hands on her breasts as he surrounded her, filled her, overwhelmed her.


"You feel so good, Carly," he growled in her ear, his warm breath tickling her. His cock moved quicker now, thrusting harder into her soft well, gliding against her slick flesh. "I knew you would. I've wanted you for so long, Carly."


"Oh, God, Adam," she gasped, feeling her core begin to tremble. Her second orgasm was close and her fantasy man was telling her all the words she'd longed to hear.


"Oh, baby," he groaned, nipping lightly at her neck, her nape, "I feel your sweet pussy quivering around my cock. It feels so damn good..." His thrusts became even faster, even harder, as he began to fuck her eagerly. Each stroke took her closer to the edge and she strained to meet him, to take his cock deep into her body. "That's it, baby," he panted.


Carly was sobbing, panting, as she yanked against the cuffs, her body bucking, everything inside her tightening. "More, more," she whimpered. She'd never felt so hot, so wet, so...needy. She was never going to get enough of his cock filling her, stroking her.


Adam leaned back, his hands gripping her hips, yanking them back to meet his thrusts, as he began to hammer her cunt with his cock. Again and again he plunged his dick into her tight embrace, his fingers bruising her skin, his head slamming her core. She cried out with each stroke -- wordless, breathless pleas for more. He tilted her hips, shifted his own, and his next thrust struck her g-spot.


Carly came with a scream, her body clamping painfully around the thick member inside her, every muscle in her body tensing. Adam worked his way forward on his knees on the bed, urging her up. Even as she leaned forward, her fingers wrapped around the headboard rungs, he wrapped his arms around her waist, burying his face in her hair as her pussy tightened on his shaft. She was straddling his lap, her body impaled upon his cock, her weight pinning him deep...the endless sensation of having her quiveirng around his thickening penis driving him out of his mind.


Carly squirmed, panting, and he felt her body tighten even more around his shaft. He was so close, but more than anything he wanted to feel her come around him. His fingers reached between her legs, seeking, stroking her clit, making her writhe even more. His groan of pleasure vibrated straight up his cock and set her orgasm loose. Her inner muscles began to work his shaft like greedy fingers as her cum spilled free, enveloping his cock in searing heat, her cream spilling over his balls.


"Yes," he managed, bucking his hips, bouncing her on his cock as his balls clenched. His penis swelled inside her and pulsed, erupting in a long burst of semen. She cried out as his cum filled her core, as wave after wave of his release burst inside her. Her body shuddered, straining in his arms, as he emptied himself into her.


"God, baby, yes," he groaned as she went limp in his arms, as he took her down to the bed, spooning their bodies together in the tangle of sheets. The last of his orgasm emptied into her as they lay panting. "Give me a minute and I'll get the keys," he murmured, nuzzling her neck, laving her sweaty skin, "Then we can try face up."


Accidentally handcuffing herself to the bed turned out to be the best idea Carly ever had.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Family Outing


He gently stroked her silky blonde hair, watching as she rolled one of his balls around in her mouth as she sucked on his nut sack. His let his mind wander back to the first day he felt the head of his cock sliding into his daughter in law's throat....


Jeff is an average 47 year old man, about six feet tall, a little overweight, but an active sort. His sex life with his short BBW wife was maybe a little less than average these days, but he was okay with that. Jeff travelled for work once in awhile, and during those times he would hit up a friendly woman in whatever town he happened to be in. Or, if the urge struck, he would seek out a twink or CD for a little cock sucking himself.


Jeff and Kaitlyn live in a rather large house. Their 27 year old daughter, Natalie, and her husband, Seth, live with them. Natalie is their middle child and she has a 30 year old brother and a 25 year old brother (Bryan and Tyler).


One afternoon last year in June, Jeff got home several hours earlier than he expected to from one of his trips. He noticed that Bryan's car was in the driveway, and so was Tyler's. Nice, he thought to himself, I was hoping to maybe get some ass from Kaitlyn.


He went in through the kitchen, and was surprised that no one was there, or in the living room either. As he made his way down the hall, he could hear those familiar moans of Kaitlyn's as she was about to have a crashing orgasm. He stopped when he saw his plump wife perched up on the bathroom counter top. Her head was thrown back and her hands were wrapped in Theresa's hair and pulling her face tightly into her very bare pussy. Theresa is Bryan's wife. She is a petite young woman, with short sassy blonde hair and very barely there tits. Jeff had a great look at Theresa's tight bare ass, and was very impressed with her hard pencil eraser sized nipples.


As an added bonus, Latched onto one of Kaitlyn's large floppy breasts, was Elaine, who is Tyler's wife. Elaine is a large girl, about five foot nine, with thick hips and a modest c-cup set of tits. Jeff also had a very good look at her ample and inviting ass. He knew that Kaitlyn loved having her very large nipples sucked on, and it was obvious that Elaine was giving them her utmost attention.


As he took in this site, his cock grew rock solid and straining in his pants. He could hear more noises from one of the bedrooms. He moved silently down the hall, or at least a silently as he could with a cock that immediately felt like it was made of granite.


He stopped at the room where the moans were coming from. Peering in he was really shocked at what he saw. There was his daughter splayed out on the bed, with Bryan's tongue lapping at her large clit and Tyler's fat cock being shoved down her throat. Her hands were pulling on her nipples so hard that she had her big tits pulled straight up. His three kids were slipping and slurping to beat hell. But the kicker was Seth, lying on the floor sucking on Bryan's cock with the same gusto that Bryan was tongue fucking Natalie!


Jeff decided that he had to get in on this. He knew that this was the beginning of something great for him. He didn't know how long his family had been fucking each other, but that didn't matter. He realized that from now on he would have all the ass and cock that he could ever want, and it was all right at hand, so to speak.


He made his way back to the bathroom. Kaitlyn was now lying on the floor and Elain was sitting on her face and grinding her pussy down, smearing her juices all over her mother in law's face. She was massaging Kaitlyn's tits as she let out a long low growl. Theresa was again working at Kaitlyn's pussy, alternating between tongue fucking and sucking hard on her swollen and very red clit.


It was Elaine that first noticed Jeff standing there in the doorway. While she was startled and gasped, she did not alert the other women. She just licked her lips as he opened his jeans and let his thick cock flop out into her face. Elaine immediately took hold of his shaft and started softly licking at the gooey precum that covered the head of his long thick cut cock. Once she had that cleaned off, she then slid her mouth over the cock, taking it all in, to the root. With the excellent sucking work she was doing on his cock, and the moans she was making at the same time as she was cumming from the work Kaitlyn was doing on her pussy, it did not take long for Jeff to start filling her Elaine's throat and mouth with his own warm load of jizz. Jeff's cum overflowed out of Elaine's mouth, running down her chin and dripping onto Kaitlyn's large, floppy, spread out tits.


It was then that Jeff felt Kaitlyn's hands running up and down his legs. He looked down into her flushed face, glazed and loving eyes. Jeff could not remember the last time he saw that contented look in her beautiful eyes. Jeff then saw his other daughter in law, Theresa, leave his wife's pussy and move her tongue up across Kaitlyn's large belly to lovingly clean Jeff's cum off her tits. Theresa took extra care and time licking and sucking on the large nipples.


Jeff knelt down and shared a long, kiss with Elaine, sucking a little of his cum from her mouth and twisting their tongues together while Kaitlyn gently massaged his now soft cock and balls. Theresa came up and joined their kiss, sharing his cum too. Elaine and Jeff tongued Kaitlyn's pussy juice from around Theresa's mouth and chin. Jeff thought to himself how he always enjoyed all that juice that came from Kaitlyn's pussy whenever he ate her out.


Jeff noticed the razor on the counter, and realized that the girls must have shaved Kaitlyn, as she was normally covered with a thick bush, that she kept trimmed at the sides. Now she was beautifully bare. Her thick, swollen mounds now looked as inviting as ever. Jeff and the girls helped Kaitlyn from the floor, and all embraced, with hands running everywhere. Kaitlyn said that everyone was going to need something to eat to get their energy up, since now that Jeff finally knew what was going on, there was no reason for the kids to leave too soon. When she said that, she gave a wink to Jeff and licked her lips. As Jeff stood up, Theresa took his entire soft cock in her mouth and rolled his ball sac in her petite soft hand. When she took her mouth from his cock, she said to him that she could not wait to feel it in her mouth when it is hard and to feel that large helmeted head pushing down her throat.


Jeff cleaned up and went to put some steaks on the barbecue, Kaitlyn and the girls started making salads in the kitchen. Natalie and the boys soon came out too, all looking drained and satisfied. Jeff thought to himself, when Seth came onto the deck, about how often he thought about sucking his thick uncut cock when the two were in the house alone. He wondered if his boys were into cock too. And Natalie, to see that she is such a cock loving slut, wow. Jeff had fucked her and blew many loads all over her face many, many, times over the years, all in his mind. Now he wondered just how many times his boys have done this for years, for real. Kaitlyn looked over her whole family in the kitchen and on the deck thinking, now that the whole family fuckfest has been outed to the last family member, Jeff, there was no holding back the joy everyone was going experience.


Jeff's mind came back to the present, as he noticed he was now holding Theresa's head with both hands as he unloaded into her mouth. She sealed her mouth around the head of his cock, as she jacked every last drop up the shaft with one hand and squeezed his balls with her other. Yes, this has been a very good year.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

My New Daddy


"Hey, how are you? ASL???"


My eyes tolled in frustration for more than one reason at that simple, cookie cutter statement. Yet, with nothing else to do I clicked on e-mail after e-mail. A long drawn out sigh escaped my lips which managed to evoke a meaningful glare from the fellow student across the table.


My eyes flickered back to the computer screen in front of me. I noticed a new profile name sitting innocently in the inbox. Semi disappointed in its content I decided to reply anyways. It was apparent that it was a copy and pasted message that had been mass mailed to probably over 100 other girls. However, it was rare to find a young black male with interests that matched my own.


Upon further investigation of his profile I found that, of course, he didn't live anywhere near me.


"Fuck..." I muttered in bitter disappointment.


"SHHH!!" retorted that annoying student that just wouldn't make herself disappear.


For a couple weeks we exchanged e-mails from serious ones to completely XXX rated ones. One day I told this stranger how I wanted him to take me against the shelf of "World Encyclopedias." In response to my partial sarcasm he told me that in a weeks' time he was going to come make me his "personal white slut." I do admit that those three tiny words made my pussy quiver.


E-mails progressed into hour long phone calls. Calls I waited on and secretly ached for. Not to say I lacked any male attention, just maybe the kind I truly desired. This young man seemed to know what to say and how to say it in order to make me melt at his feet. I never really expected him to show up, so I merely went on about my day to day business. Then, one day, the call came.


"Hey, I need directions, I'm about to leave."


"Oh really? Yeah right, whatever." Was my cold response.


"I told you I was coming to make that pussy mine didn't I slut?" He snapped back without missing a beat.


My submissiveness kicked in without my own consent. "Yes Daddy."


I then proceeded to give him what he had asked for. My heart was racing, stomach turning, I had never been so nervous. I knew I had at least 9 hours before he would show up. I glanced around my apartment, for once; I couldn't even busy myself cleaning up. So, I went out to take my mind off the possible encounter.


The hours ticking by, time seemed to almost stop. I just kept telling myself he wouldn't show up. That calmed my nerves a bit. Every time I gathered myself, though, I would get a call from him. Almost as though he knew I was pushing him to the back of my mind. He made sure that he was the only thing that I could think about, dream about, fantasize about.


Finally, around midnight there was a knock at my door. I nearly dropped the glass in my hand. I knew I had to be my sweet, sarcastic, brat self, or he would eat me alive. I couldn't bring myself to instantly bow down and worship a man I had never even laid eyes on. That wasn't me, that couldn't be me.


A tall, caramel complected, barely legal looking man stepped into my home. My eyes scanned him up and down almost as quickly as he did to my frame. He looked harmless enough. Maybe I had been worried for nothing, since he seemed to be all talk. His grey hoop shorts sagging just the way I liked. His skinny yet, well toned body draped in a simple white t-shirt. Little did I know how deceiving his looks actually were.


We exchanged the typical greetings, and then fell into conversation like we actually knew each other. He circled around me as we spoke. I could feel my cheeks flush a deep crimson.


"What's wrong baby?" He laughed at my apparent embarrassment.


"Nothing. What are you doing?"


"Looking at what's Mine." His tone turned serious.


Before I could say anything he had already slapped my ass and had me pinned against the wall. The look in his eyes was no longer that of a playful boy, but a lust filled grown man. My breath was caught in my throat. To my own surprise I didn't struggle or even attempt to object. I stood there completely still, my icy blue eyes locked on his.


"Are you scared?" He asked me.


I shook my head "no". I wasn't scared of him. At that moment I wanted him more than I wanted to breathe. A slight smirk crossed his lips as his hand crept to my neck, squeezing firmly. My eyes drifted shut, a gentle moan escaping the confines of my insides as I felt his power, his unspoken request for total control. I could feel my body arching towards his but it was like I was looking in on the situation. I wasn't myself and I had never been more content. He took in every one of my gestures, my noises, and the quickness of my breath.


"Are you scared yet little girl?"


Once more I shook my head "no". I needed his strength, I wanted to please him, and I wanted to be his best bitch, his only slut. I needed to make him proud.


I could feel his hands roaming over my body, feeling every curve, every crevasse. My back still pinned against the wall I spread my legs slightly. I didn't care hoe easy I seemed, how eager I was, I was lost in him. That wicked grin crept back to his full lips, his thick fingers gliding over my clothed pussy.


"Why's is so hot down here, slut?" His hand roughly smacked my over eager cunt.


"I don't know daddy, I can't help it." My voice was barely audible as I fought not to cry out from the blow.


All he did was laugh and squeeze my sex harder. I felt his body against mine; his lips brushing against the slope of my neck. My own hands ventured under his shirt. I drug my nails ever so softly over the contours of his stomach, along his sides and back up. His lips made the way over my throat and to the other side of my neck; his mouth tasting my quickening pulse. With a slow deliberate bite to my tender flesh his dark hands cupped my ample tits. Without hesitation he pulled my milky white tits from their constraints. His fingers found my hard, pink nipples, tweaking and teasing them until I could do nothing more than whimper and squirm between him and the coolness of the wall.


Suddenly he snatched up a handful of my raven hair and pulled my head to the side.


"You won't want anyone else after I'm through with you. Do you understand?" He spoke in a slow, deep tone, making sure that I could hear every word clearly.


I swallowed hard in a small attempt at rebellion I replied, "Prove it then."


This time there was no smirk. Before I knew it I had been flung around and slammed into the refrigerator door. My lips moved to speak, but before I could utter a protesting word he had my pants halfway down my thick thighs and my shirt up and over my head, thrown onto the floor. He spun me around once again and pressed my face against the freezer, kicking my legs apart. I could feel his cock pressed against my bare ass. Curling his fingers into my hair, he asked me once more.


"Do you understand?"


Gasping for air, "Y-yes Daddy."


His hand came down abruptly over one side of my ass, then the other. Before the initial sting could set in I was forced to take another slap. There I was being spanked in my own kitchen by a black man I had only met not even an hour ago. I could feel my juices starting to drip out of me.


"I can smell you baby girl. Are you really that excited?" He teased


"Yes Daddy, I'm sorry."


"Sorry for what?" another slap landing on my ass.


"For being a bad slut for you Daddy."


"That's a good girl, baby. Now turn around and drop to your knees."


Without a second thought I dropped to the floor, pants around my ankles, tits hanging out. I looked up to him then to the bulge right in front of me. I watched as he pulled 9 inches of black cock out. I snaked my tongue over my lips and out after his manhood. My eagerness was met with swift discipline. His shaft landed hard across my cheek.


"I didn't tell you to do anything did I?"


"No Daddy. I just thought..."


Another cock slap across my face.


"I didn't tell you to think either bitch."


With the last statement he forced his entire cock into my mouth and down my throat. My eyes instantly started to water as I gagged. Droplets of spit trickled over my lips and down my chin. I couldn't breathe, I couldn't move, and I couldn't stop my pussy from throbbing. He wasted no time raping my throat. I could feel the spit dripping down onto my whore tits. I felt ashamed, used, and degraded as he pounded his fat black cock down my throat. I loved every second of it. As quickly as the whole incident began his cock was back in his sorts. I gasped for air and looked up at him through blurred teary eyed vision. He pulled me to my feet by my hair, his free hand cupping my juicy cunt.


"Shameless whore aren't you?"


All I could do was nod and spread my legs wider. Only for a second did he allow me the pleasure of feeling his fingertip graze over my aching clit.


"Go to your bedroom, finish taking off your clothes, lie down, and finger fuck that slut pussy." He demanded.


I took a deep breath and did as I was directed. I finished wiggling out of my jeans and lay back on the bed. My scent instantly filled the entire room as I spread my legs. I could sense him watching me from the door way. I could hear his clothes dropping onto the floor as I slid two fingers down my pink slit and up inside my greedy pussy. A moan danced from the tip of my tongue, I curled my fingers inside of me, pumping slowly in and out. I felt his strong hand cup one of my tits, pinching my nipple as his eyes swept over me.


"Look at you. Such a horny little slut aren't you?" He flicked my nipple hard.


"Yes Daddy. I want to be a good girl."


He reached down and grabbed my wrist, pulling my fingers from my wetness and smeared my juices over my lips. Like a good bitch I tasted myself, sucking my fingers clean. I could see his cock standing at attention jus t inches from my face. I wanted to taste it so bad; I wanted to feel him stretching me from the inside. Without a word I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out. He grinned down at me and slapped his cock head against my tongue, rubbing the tip over my hungry lips, then all over my pretty face. My hips lifted from the bed, rolling against nothing as I tasted him. He left his cock lying across my face as he grabbed one of my ankles and pulled my leg back towards my head. He leaned over and spit down onto my waiting pussy. I rebelled again, this time taking his thick cock between my lips, sucking on the head. I twirled my tongue around his member, my lips gliding partially down his shaft, my moans vibrating through him. I wasn't met with a punishment, just a smack to my bare pussy.


I could feel him growing in my mouth, soon his cock head was easing down my throat. I worked my muscles around his dick like a good bitch, trying to take it all with ease. However, I couldn't help myself from choking for too long. He didn't allow me this pleasure but only for a moment because he pulled out of my mouth, then knelt between my legs.


"Open my pussy for me slut. Show me how bad you want it." He slapped one tit, then the other.


I groaned out, wanting more, but knowing better than to ask for anything. I reached down with both hands and spread my pussy open. I slid a finger from each hand inside my tight little fuck hole and spread myself even wider. His smile was apparent satisfaction as my response. He gripped the base of his black cock and began to ease the head inside my waiting hole. I held my breath as he entered me. He was thicker and a bit longer than I was use to. I loved it. My heart fluttered as he finally took what he had already claimed as his. My fingertips glided over his shaft, feeling every inch as he sunk into my depths. The warmth of my pussy overwhelming him, I clenched my sloppy wet cunt tight around him.


I could hear a simple grunt fall past his lips. My eyes roamed all over his body, watching his muscles tense with each slow deep stroke. My hands went to his hips almost urging him to go deeper, to tear me apart. As if regaining his own senses he glared down at me, taking hold of both my wrists he pinned them up over my head. His body hovered over mine as he started to grind his hips viciously against me. All I could do was try to spread my legs even more, my pussy thrusting up against him, grinding right back.


"That's it bitch, throw my pussy back on this dick." He snarled at me.


At this point, I couldn't even speak. I was a squirming wet mess of a whore underneath his strong frame. All my resistance was gone. He started to pick up the pace, slamming hard into my pink pussy. I could feel his balls slapping against my ass, and my own wetness splashing against my thighs. I could no longer control the moans and noises that left my body. I cried out for more, cried out to be used, and taught how to be a good white slut.


His cock had no mercy on my tender cunt. He slammed into me, causing my tits to bounce out of control. My back arched up sharply while my pussy squeezed him tighter. Massaging his cock with my pussy.


"Just let it go baby. Cum all over this dick. Do it bitch!"


I felt my body shudder and without a moment's notice my juices squirted out around his cock. Gasping and panting like a bitch in heat I came for him. I covered his thickness with my fluids, trembling underneath him. He almost laughed at me as I rode out one orgasm after another. I was in another world. Nothing seemed real, nothing seemed to matter except the feeling he was giving me.


He pushed me onto my side and lifted one leg into the air, managing to get even deeper into my aching pussy. I grabbed one of my tits, pushing it up to my mouth, licking at my nipple as he pummeled me. I could hear my pussy splashing and slurping around his massive black dick. I didn't care anymore. I needed this. He fucked me harder and harder, my body rocking on the bed. I moved a hand down and slapped my clit, making my juices spray all over. I ran my hand over his stomach, rubbing my cum into his skin. My ass was assaulted with an endless barrage of spankings.


"Oh, fuck Daddy. Please don't stop. Please." I managed to utter out between moans.


"Tell me what you are." He pounded me harder, his fingers on my clit, toying with it.


"I'm your bitch Daddy, your fucking white bitch!"


"What else are you, slut?" His fingers moved from my clit to my asshole, pushing inside me.


My body shivered, ready to collapse, "I'm a slut for black cock. For your cock Daddy. I'll whatever you tell me to."


He pulled his fingers from my ass and shoved them down my throat. He twisted my body around, my stomach flat on the bed, ass poked up just a little as he spread my cheeks open and dove deeper into my cunt. His entire weight was pressing down on me as he split me open.


"Tell me what you want bitch."


"I want you to cum in me. To cum in my raw pussy Daddy."


"That's a good girl. Such a dirty little cum slut."


He grabbed my hair and pulled my head back, he bit down hard on my neck. I screamed out in a mix of surprise and ecstasy. He showed no mercy on any part of my body, biting down just as hard as he was tearing up my pussy. He nearly growled out against the slope of my neck as I felt him slam into my deep once more and staying buried inside me. The warm, sticky cum coating my silky wet pussy walls, shooting into my womb. I could barely breathe, so happy to feel him inside of me, my cunt began to milk his cock, wanting to get every drop of precious cum out of him.


Gradually he lifted himself back to his knees, then spread my pussy open, watching as his cum leaked out of me. I looked back over my shoulder, wanting to see his reaction and he ran his fingers over my cheek.


"You have a lot to learn little girl. So I hope you're ready."


I looked at him semi confused but didn't speak; I merely nuzzled against his palm, knowing I wouldn't have to wait long for my first lesson.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Kiss and Make Up


"...and so, it is with a heavy heart that I hereby resign my post as your district attorney."


The crowd that gathered to hear my public resignation in front of the King County courthouse was alive with gasps and mumbles. I know why they didn't see this coming, of course. I was only their D.A. for about four years with a great track record...well-loved by the whole county...practically the whole state! I needed to do this for myself before I lost control of my life and my mind.


"You, the residents of King County, have been any prosecutor's dream to work with and I have loved every waking moment of being your voice of the law. However, as all good things must come to an end, there is a time for happiness and renewal. As my resignation is effective at noon today, let me help you welcome your new D.A., Ms. Michelle Clark!"


An uproar of applause, whistles and camera shutters exploded from the crowd and I was finally done. I smiled my best smile and gave Michelle a big hug. She was good, no doubt, but it's not like we were good friends. We were competitors but no longer. She was about to serve King County for the greater good and I was finally on my way to living the life I had always wanted.


The butterflies in my stomach were even more active now and I rushed home. We were having a huge gala at The House under the guise, of course, that our anniversary was coming up. It was the truth but I never really cared about anniversaries before. Now that I was free from the public eye, it was truly a moment worthy of celebration. I wasn't about to reveal myself to any of the girls or my clients but the fact that I didn't have to live a double life professionally felt enough like freedom. I had been doing this so long that it was just second nature at this point. I had to stop home so I could get myself ready for the party and to pick up one more important thing.


I walked up my pristine path to my "normal" house and expected the door to be unlocked and it was. I stepped through the door and there was Daniel kneeling intently, waiting for my return home.


I smiled demurely. "Hello, Daniel."


"Afternoon, Madam," he said with a smile.


Daniel used to be my assistant at the office but we mutually decided that my resignation would benefit the both of us as we are now a couple. Well...as much of a "couple" as we can be. We always had a good relationship with each other until a fateful night at The House when Daniel showed up at my door. For some reason, I ended up showing him who I really was that night. I felt incredibly stupid for doing so and am normally not that impulsive but I felt like I was lying to Daniel and I didn't want to do that to him. Once the mask had, proverbially, slipped, even though I took it off intentionally, I felt that I would be ruined but Daniel said he knew it was me the entire time. He later told me that, had I not come clean, he would have told me he knew it was really me before the night had ended. I guess I found that to mean that we had a deeper connection than I was originally aware of.


Anyway, after all of that, we had a long talk and Daniel asked if we could be together. I told him, in so many words, that I was incapable of being someone's girlfriend but he surprised me further when he said that he wasn't interested in THAT type of relationship. He told me our night in my dungeon completely changed his perspective and outlook on life and that he wanted to pursue a companionship with me, not as my boyfriend, but as my submissive. Well...who am I to say no to that?!


I started training him little by little...a position here, a command there. It eventually evolved into an everyday routine that neither of us had to work at anymore, which was precisely what I was hoping for. The best part was Daniel was such a hungry learner that it took no time at all to train him where I wanted him to be...and we were strict by no means. If he wasn't kneeling when I came home because he had to do something or if he was copping a bit of an attitude, I really didn't care. As long as it didn't become a habit, we were fine. He's been in my clutches before. He knows I'm no pushover...but I also know that life is too short to play by all the rules. We have fun with each other and that, to me, is a very refreshing change of pace.


Daniel immediately rose to his feet and gave me a big hug. "So how was it? How do you feel?"


"Ugh!" I sighed. "I feel so good. Like...it's all over, you know? I can finally...progress! I can be myself again."


"Well," Daniel said, "You still have to be Lisa, you know."


"I know," I said, "but at least the pressure's off. I can just...be. How was your day?"


"Well, I ordered the limo as you instructed and it's coming in an hour so I got us some champagne. I figured you'd like to celebrate before you have to be all fancy-schmancy in front of the big wigs."


I laughed. "Trust me, darling. All I have to do is be myself in front of those guys. They're living a secret life just like I've been doing."


Daniel shrugged. "I suppose that's true. So...shall we raise a glass to your new life?"


I smiled. "Yes. Let's."


Daniel went into the kitchen to pour the champagne and I sat down on the couch for a while to relax. This party was so important to me. I felt like it was going to be the moment when all my troubles could melt away and my new life could really begin.


Daniel returned shortly with two glasses of bubbly and sat down at my feet. I smiled at him and took the glass he offered me and we both toasted to my new beginning. After two glasses, I decided it was time to get ready.


I don't have any of my usual attire at my "normal" house but I had planned for that beforehand so I had everything ready. I took a quick shower, dried and curled my hair the way it normally is done, pinned it to one side and did my make-up. I had even made a special outfit for myself in light of this evening. I made a skirt with a short black skirt underneath but, over the top, I had black wedding lace draped down the side so it was asymmetrical and gathered at the left side of my hip. I had found a wonderful silver pin in the shape of a flower that I put where all the lace gathered. I complemented the skirt with a nice black tank top and a beautiful necklace accented by purple gems. My mask, of course, tied everything together. It was all black and practically featureless with the exception of a slight bump for the nose and it, too, was accented by glittery purple flourishes. The final touches were, of course, my signature long black leather gloves and some nice black heels.


I walked out of my room and Daniel was all ready, too. He looked very handsome. He was wearing a black suit with a black shirt and dark purple tie. He was staring out the window, seemingly lost in space.


"Well?" I said. "How do I look?"


He turned around and gave me that same look I saw when he first came to The House. "Ohhhh...Kathryn," he said, breathlessly.


"Kathryn?" I said, surprised. "Darling...you can call me Lisa, it's fine."


"No, no, no," he said insistently, "Not like this. You are...Kathryn!"


I laughed. "Okay, well....might as well get into character, I guess. Are you ready to go?"


"Yeah, yeah," Daniel said, still staring at me. "But..."


"But? But what?" I said.


"Well, Madam...I was just wondering. I kinda wanted to...I don't.....I don't know..."


Poor, poor Daniel. No matter how hard I trained him, I still couldn't stop him from being so shy. "What do you want, my dear?"


"Well, it's just that...I kinda wanted...I don't know. I guess I wanted to be...sort of...um...uncomfortable?"


"Danny," I said, "Dispense with the bullshit. What do you want from me?"


He kind of winced and said, "I want to be in pain...y'know...for this evening."


I laughed. He had NO idea what was in store for him. "Daniel, you'll get what you want. Just trust me on that, yes?"


I stuck out my hand and he put his in mine. I locked the front door and we went into the limo. When we got to The House, there were already tons of cars and limos parked outside. I was excited to see who was all inside.


When we walked in the front door, everyone turned and, upon seeing me, all started clapping. They thought it was just because of the anniversary, which wasn't for another two weeks but, to me, it was because I was born anew like a phoenix from the ashes. Daniel kind of stepped off to the side toward where some of my girls were standing and all my clients were giving me hugs and handshakes. This was a brilliant party. The girls went above and beyond what I had asked them to do. They had the place wonderfully decorated and got top-notch catering for the event. I couldn't have asked for anything better.


I was in a conversation with a senator when I heard "MOTHER!!!" It was my sweet Elise. She was dressed in a strapless pale pink gown and looked absolutely resplendent. She ran toward me and gave me a huge hug.


"Elise!" I said, returning her embrace. "Oh, it's so good to see you!"


"Mother, I want you to meet Brian. He's...my date."


"Oh," I said, a little put off. She is, after all, mine. I wasn't quite ready to share her with anyone. "Brian. So nice to meet you."


I extended my hand to shake his but all this oaf said to me was, "Wow. Sweet mask."


I didn't say anything. I just kind of looked at Elise and she immediately hit him in the shoulder. "Stop it!" she said and dragged him away.


Daniel came up to me and said, "What was that all about?"


"I don't really know," I said.


"Are they not allowed to talk about that or something?" he inquired.


"The girls have never, ever mentioned anything about the way I dress. Maybe she was embarrassed."


"Do you want me to go talk to her?" he said. ...my knight in shining armor.


"No, no...I'm sure it's fine. If Elise wants to approach me, she knows she can." I did, honestly, hope she was okay. I took no offense by it but I was certainly not a fan of this Brian fellow. Maybe he didn't know who I was or what I meant to Elise if, in fact, I meant the same to her as she did to me but, judging by her reaction, I did. I took that as a compliment and would see to it later that she and I could talk.


* * *


The hours went by and the party went on swimmingly. All the who's who of Seattle society was there and we passed the time talking about politics and culture, the future of the city or even if the newest film that was out was any good. After a while, Marisa, one of my girls, informed me that it was midnight and I had a special plan for Daniel at this time.


I walked over to the bottom of the central staircase and asked everybody to gather around.


"First of all, I just wanted to thank each and every one of you for coming out tonight to celebrate our anniversary. It's a very special night for me but, obviously, this wouldn't be happening if it wasn't for all of you. So, please, give yourselves a hand."


Everyone seemed delighted and smiles lit up the room amidst the applause.


"But, moreover, I have a Guest of Honor here tonight. Daniel, if you would please join me here."


Daniel looked surprised and a bit embarrassed but, nevertheless, joined me at my side.


"I want you all to meet Daniel. He is the centerpiece of tonight's festivities. Please, I implore all of you, mistreat him well."


With that, Marisa and another one of my girls, Beth, took a very shocked Daniel by the arms and led him into the living room. All of my guests knew what was about to happen as this happens at all of my galas.


The girls had moved the St. Andrew's Cross from my dungeon up to the living room and, in no time at all, had Daniel stripped and strapped to the cross. He said he wanted to experience pain. He was about to get all he could handle.


Alongside the cross was a host of implements...clamps, floggers, whips...anything and everything a person could ever want when it came to torturing someone and all the party guests, my clients, were experienced in how to deal out pain. After all, that's the main reason why many of them attended these events. Either they come here to submit or to dominate but when it came to handing out free flesh, it didn't matter. Everyone was suddenly dominant.


They practically lined up one by one and, each taking a turn, doled out their own specific punishments to Daniel. I stood by his side as if to tell him that I was there to protect his best interests. No matter how much fun I'm having or my party guests are having, I will always keep everyone safe. After all, if it's not safe, sane or consensual, it's no good and I adhere strictly to that code.


Nearly everyone who was interested had gone by and I could see that it was a good time to let Daniel down; however, one person remained in line: Elise. She had obviously been crying and she held a whip in her hand. She was staring at Daniel like she had demons in her eyes. I didn't question it. Perhaps she was just mad at this Brian guy that she had brought to the party who, clearly, ended up disappointing her. She approached Daniel and started whipping him. Daniel was writhing in pain at this point, having been beaten by about thirty different people but Elise, obviously, did not care.


She laid into him stroke after stroke and, after just a few lashes, started crying. She was whipping Daniel so hard that she started to break skin and, as soon as I saw that, I had to intervene.


"Elise, we're done now," I said, trying to hold her back.


She continued whipping him.


"Elise," I commanded. "Stop this instant."


She continued. Her tears flowed like a river and she was crying very loudly.


"Elise! Stop now!" I said and wrestled her arm to her back. Marisa grabbed the whip from her and I pushed her down to the ground.


"I hate him! I HATE HIM!" she screamed.


"Beth! Take Elise to her room and keep her there," I demanded.


Beth grabbed Elise and hauled her up the stairs to her room. Elise was fighting her the entire way. I turned around and released Daniel who was so beaten and tired, he fell limp into me. I turned and faced my guests who all had a look of shock on their faces.


"Please, everyone," I pleaded, "Enjoy the rest of your evening. Everything is under control. You have my word."


With that, everyone dispersed into the main hall and I took Daniel up to my room.


Once I had laid Daniel on my bed, I took off my mask and laid down next to him.


"Daniel, are you okay?" I said, worried.


Daniel was panting in pain. "I don't know...what I did to her...." he said.


He may not have known but I knew what this was about. Jealousy. Elise probably felt like Daniel took me away from her. I knew the proper solution. These two needed to talk...on my terms.


* * *


The next day after, I assumed, everyone had settled down, I got myself ready for the day and went to find Elise. She was, of course, sulking in her room.


"Hey Elise," I said, sheepishly.


She looked at me and turned away immediately. "Hello Mother," she said directly.


"Okay, listen. I know what's wrong with you and I know how to fix it. You're jealous of Daniel because you think that he stole me away from you. What you don't understand is that no one stole anyone away from anybody. I belong to whomever I deem worthy and that is both you and Daniel. What you have to understand is I lead two lives. Daniel is in my public life and you are in my personal life. What you also don't understand is that those two lives collide. I've always kept you safe-guarded from people I don't trust because you are mine. I keep Daniel the same way. Why is this so hard for you to grasp?"


She turned back toward me with tears in her eyes. "I just thought that...I was your only one. We shared something special, Mother. You kissed me."


I went to her bed and sat down next to her. "Elise...there is no difference between you and Daniel. I love you both equally. The only difference is that as your Mother, you belong to me. As....my other self, Daniel belongs to me. But you BOTH belong to me. Don't you understand?"


She turned back away. "I don't want there to be anyone else, Mother. I just want to be yours."


"Listen," I said, "You two just need to talk. Let's just meet down in the dungeon later and we'll all get to know each other a little better."


She turned toward me again. "Why the dungeon?"


I had my ulterior motives here but I didn't want to divulge. "Because it's my haven and it's where I want to be when you two talk things out. Can you do this for me?"


She was silent for a moment but gave her consent. I told her to meet me down there at two o'clock and she agreed. It was time to talk to Daniel.


Danny was getting dressed in my bedroom when I approached him. He looked like he was getting ready to leave.


He turned and looked at me, infuriated. "God, what is it with you?" he said. "Why do you gotta dress up all the time? You look like an idiot! Take off that stupid mask already!"


"Hey!" I yelled. "Don't lay your hang-ups on me just because you had some stupid fight last night. That is NOT my fault and do NOT insult me when YOU are in my house. Say you're sorry!"


What is with all these emotions, I thought.


He dropped to his knees and hung his head. With a heavy sigh he said, "I'm sorry, Kathryn. I didn't mean it."


"You need to talk to Elise. We're meeting her in the dungeon at two o'clock," I said, still hurt.


"Yes, Madam," he said.


I needed to get away from all this for a while. I called up and met with my friend, Scott, who did all the construction for my dungeon. We went out for some lunch and had a nice long talk about all of the shit that was going down between Daniel and Elise as well as other things. I didn't understand how, in a split second, everything went down the drain but a few hours or so in the dungeon would definitely straighten things out. Once I felt I was comfortable again, I went back to the house. It was time for serious business.


I dressed in a black suit with a red tie and wore the most ferocious-looking mask I could find. The face it represented looked like it could belong to the devil himself. It was a slightly distorted black face with bright red scratches all over it. I put black gauze over the eyes so, while I could still see fine, no one else could see my eyes. It scared me. It was sure to scare the living shit out of Daniel and Elise.


I had asked Beth and Marisa to assist me in getting these two to the dungeon on time. I was there two minutes early just so I could be sitting there when they were hustled in. Beth had Elise, Marisa had Daniel. They both ushered them in at exactly two o'clock and were presented in front of me. It was my favorite part of days like these...show time.


As I had requested, they were both naked and gagged with their hands tied behind their back. Having heard more than enough from the two of them today, I was sick of hearing their voices. I got up from the bench I was sitting on and paced back and forth in front of them.


"So, " I started out, "It would seem the two of you dislike each other but both of you love me. So how do we deal with this, hmm? Surely trying to reason with each of you hasn't worked so now we do it my way."


I grabbed Elise by her hair and dragged her down on to the floor in the middle of the room so that she was laying on her stomach. "Stay," I said and went to grab some rope from the wall. When I came back to her, I put her in a hog tie and left the gag in.


Then, I went over to Daniel and dragged him over to Elise and had him lay on his back so that his cock was right in front of Elise's face. With another section of rope, I bound Daniel's right ankle to Elise's right arm and the same for the left. When I took Elise's gag out, I shoved her mouth down on Daniel's cock and demanded that she stay on it. She was whimpering but did as she was told.


"Okay, children," I finally said. "This is how you play nice. Elise, start sucking."


She tried to turn her head to look at me and she was trying, also, to say something. I knew I spoke loud and clear. I knew there wasn't anything to misunderstand, so I bent down, grabbed her head and started moving it up and down Daniel's cock for her.


"This is how you suck cock, Elise."


She was starting to gag really bad, so I said, "If I let go, you had better keep sucking." She murmured something and I let go. She, slowly but surely, continued.


I took a single-tail whip from the wall and started whipping Daniel with it while Elise kept sucking his cock.


"Daniel, when you're ready to come, you have to beg Elise for your orgasm."


He shot me a dirty look but they were going to learn to love and respect each other. They had their chance to make it all work out but now it was up to me and I was going to make it TERRIBLE on the both of them. They were going to give each other pleasure and I would give them the pain. I had no doubt that we would all be good friends after this.


When Daniel appeared ready to orgasm, he tried to say "Elise, can I come?" but it didn't sound like much. I guess she knew what he was talking about, though, because she said, "Uh uh." ...I had a feeling this was going to happen. She was just doing it to be a bitch but I let her just get all her bad feelings out of the way. She finally did allow Daniel to come and, of course, it went in her mouth.


As soon as he came, I said, "Swallow it, Elise."


She groaned and winced and swallowed hard. Like I said...we were all going to really get to know each other down here.


I lifted her head off of Daniel's cock and replaced her gag. I, then, untied Daniel's ankles and released them from Elise's arms. I kept Elise hog tied but kind of walked her over to Daniel's side. I removed Daniel's gag and told Elise to put her pussy in his mouth. I helped her climb on top of Daniel and she rested her cunt over Daniel's face.


"Like her cunt, Daniel."


It didn't take much for Elise to start moaning and moving back and forth. Daniel had eaten my pussy out before and I knew he was very good at it so it was no surprise that it was taking no time at all for Elise to get excited.


"Now the same goes for you, my dear. When you are ready to orgasm, you have to beg Daniel to give it to you."


By this time it looked like Daniel was actually enjoying himself and, even though I had taken to whipping Elise at that point, it looked like she was having fun as well. I think my mission was accomplished but I was, by no means, done.


Elise looked down at Daniel and whimpered. He nodded his head and she came really hard and some of her juices were running down his cheek. I scooped up as much as I could and rubbed it all over his face. When Elise was done, I helped her off of Daniel, replaced his gag and laid Elise back on her stomach so I could untie her.


When they were both untied, I told them to lay on the bed together. They did...and they both kinda looked at me like "Now what?"


"Fuck," I said.


They looked at me like I was nuts.


"Fuck each other," I said.


They looked at each other and then back at me...then back at each other. I was pissed.


"This is not a hard concept to understand. Daniel, here is a condom." I threw at condom at Daniel. "Put it on. Fuck Elise. Elise, open your legs. Fuck Daniel. I am NOT going to repeat myself a fourth time. Fuck. Each. Other. NOW!"


The two of them looked at each other and Elise made herself more comfortable on the bed. She spread her legs wide open to make her little pink pussy available for use. Daniel was about to take his gag out but I told him they were to stay in. He climbed on top of Elise and put the condom on. He grabbed her hips and slowly entered her. She took a deep breath in as he went in all the way. He slowly started fucking her and it wasn't too long before her hand shot down to her clit.


A few moments went by and they were fucking each other really hard. Their entwined bodies were covered in sweat and spit from their gagged mouths. I was just standing there taking it all in, enjoying every bit of it as much as they were.


Elise had at least three orgasms that I counted, if not more, by the time they were done. When Daniel pulled out of her, he laid on the bed and took her in his arms. I walked over and removed their gags for them. To my surprise, they immediately kissed each other. I smiled and was very relieved that their little rivalry was finally over.


Softly, I said, "There now. Doesn't it feel better to be friends?"


They both smiled and laughed. Elise whispered something in Danny's ear and he whispered something back.


I was hoping it was an apology. ...because if they wanted to get back at me for what I just did to them, they'd have to catch me first.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pool Tied


"Ok, Jaime," Susan said. "You can tie on my gag now. And you know how to set everything up when you leave."


Jaime nodded, and fastened the gag on Susan's mouth. All she could hear was a "Mrmph" from Susan. Giving her a kiss on the cheek, she left Susan hanging there and passed through the patio door, closing it behind her. She hung the riding crop on the door handle, and taped the note to the glass. Then she pulled the curtains closed in front of the door. She pinned another note to the curtain. Turning, she made her way to the front door, checking the room as she did. It looked just right. She placed the last note on the chair just inside the front door, and walked outside, making sure that the door was slightly ajar and unlocked.


Meanwhile, Susan could feel her arms stretched over her head. The blindfold prevented her from seeing anything, but she could feel the sunlight on her naked body as she hung suspended from the pergola next to the pool, her feet barely touching the warm patio blocks. She and her girlfriend had decided to bind, blindfold and gag her, and leave her for when husband, whom she called "Daddy," came home - as a surprise and a present. She tingled as she thought of what a helpless and pretty picture she presented. The slight breeze blowing across the patio cooled her, causing her pert nips to rise in response. "I wonder how long I'll have to wait?" she thought to herself.


"Hello?" He said at the front door. "Is anybody home?" Seeing the front door ajar, he slowly pushed it open. "Hello?" he said, again. Then he saw the note. Picking it up, he read: "Follow the trail... if you're man enough." He raised his eyebrow in surprise at the contents and challenge in the note. Looking up, he noticed a blouse over the chair in the living room. And, further beyond it, a skirt on the floor. He walked over to them and picked them up. Then he came to the panties on the couch arm. Lacy and light, they were still warm and moist. He brought them to his nose and inhaled. They were still scented with her female essence. Now, standing before the curtains hiding the patio, he read the note: "A surprise awaits...." Pulling the curtains aside, he sucked in his breath at the sight. There she was... naked... bound... gagged... and blindfolded. Beautiful and helpless in the sunlight. And another note on the glass? "I await your pleasure." Smiling, he picked up the riding crop, and opening the sliding glass door, stepped out onto the patio deck.


Slowly, he walked around her naked and helpless body. She had been well tied. Just her ankles, to prevent her from moving, and her wrists were tied and pulled up over her head. He could see her erect nipples, and the sunlight glistening off her skin. A pretty picture, indeed. He ran the riding crop over her breasts, seeing her shudder and stiffen. She had been dozing in the warm sunlight. Now she was aware of his presence. He stroked her helpless flesh. Down between her breasts to her taut belly. Around her hips to her inviting ass. Ah, yes! Her ass! He gave a slight twitch of his wrist, slapping the end of the riding crop against her cheek. Slap! She rocked on her toes, and presented the other cheek for him. Again, he obliged her. Slap! Warming up to the task, he increased the force of his strokes, as well as the frequency, applying the end of the riding crop to her entire ass cheeks. Slap! Smack! Again, and again. SPLAT! SMACK! SLAP! Harder. Ever faster. She moaned. Beads of sweat broke out on her body, as she reacted to her punishment. She moaned and bucked. Finally, she stiffened... and fell limp, her head dropping. She had reached her climax, and passed out.


Silently, he put down the riding crop. Exiting through the patio door, he took the notes off the door and curtain. He picked up the clothing as he quickly walked to the front door. Taking the note from the chair, he closed the front door as he left, smiling.


Some time later - Susan woke from her darkness as someone removed her gag. "My God, Susan!" she heard "Daddy" say, "What happened?" She could feel her blindfold being removed. Blinking in the sunlight, she saw him looking at her, concerned. Her ankles were untied, and then he let her down, slowly, to a chair under her. He untied the rope binding her wrists together. Susan rubbed her ankles and wrists, bringing back the circulation. "How did you get like this," he asked, concerned.


Susan looked up at him. "I did it for you, Daddy!" she said.


"What are you talking about, Susan?" he asked. "I just found you like this when I came home."


"But, but, but..." she stammered. "What about the notes?" she asked. "But, you were just here!" she cried. "Weren't you?"


"What do you mean, Susan?" he said. "I just showed up, and found you like this." He pointed to the rope and riding crop.


Susan was confused. If it wasn't it her daddy who found her tied up and disciplined her as she wanted and needed, then who? "Oh, my GOD!" She thought. "It could have been anyone!"


"Uh, I don't know, Daddy..." she whispered, confused, leaving her sentence unfinished.


"Well, my dear," he rejoined, "I see you've had an interesting morning at any rate." Getting up, he slowly walked away - smiling, fondling her panties in his pocket.


"I must find a way to thank Jaime for letting me in on their little plan." he thought as he made his way back inside.



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hole in the Wall


I was divorced for a few years when my life changed forever. My ex husband Stan had called me on the phone one night to invite me to his wedding. I accepted even though I was hurt because a part of me still loved him. We were married for 20 years. That's like a lifetime for two people to be married. I thought we would be together forever but boy was I sure wrong.


I had finished a hard day of work when I was in the elevator going to my apartment. I got off the elevator and went to my apartment door when I noticed my neighbor trying to get his key out of his pocket.


"Hey Zack. How have you been?" He has been my neighbor for almost a year now and I try and talk to him whenever I can. He is probably the most gorgeous man I had ever laid eyes on. I get so turned on whenever I see him let alone think about him.


"Hi Victoria. I've been good. Had to go and visit my kids up north for a few days." He leaned up against the wall as he talked to her.


"Well that's nice. I have to go cook dinner so I'll see you later."


"Would you like to have dinner at my place tonight? As friends of course." She smiled. Of course just as friends. That's all he saw her as.


"Ok that sounds good. Let me take a shower and I'll come over at around eight."


"Sounds good. Do you like Chinese?"


"I love it." He opened his door before breaking the conversation.


"Alright see ya at eight." He closed the door behind him while smiling at her. I was so happy. I was going on a date with Zack. The man I have fantasized about for ever. He didn't feel the same way but hopefully I can make him feel something then friendship for me.


Once I got into my apartment, I went upstairs to take a shower. As I was getting the shower ready I stripped down to nothing and looked at myself in the mirror. Who am I kidding? All I am is a middle aged woman. There was no way he would want me. My own husband of 20 years didn't even want me anymore.


I hate my curly blonde hair. My green eyes were probably my only good feature. I looked down and saw my breasts. At least they weren't sagging yet. There was no way Zack would want someone like me when he could have someone a lot younger.


He was way better looking then I was. He had crystal blue eyes. Short black hair and a body to die for. He was tall and muscular. Why was he going to go for a woman like me. Oh well I thought to myself as I stepped into the shower.


After my shower, I did my makeup and got my outfit together. Even if it wasn't a real date, I still wanted to look good. I decided on black pants and a red form fitting blouse. Even if I didn't think of myself as sexy on a normal basis, I felt like I was that night.


I went downstairs to get a bottle of wine from my collection when I heard a noise. It sounded like it was coming from Zack's apartment. Since our apartment's were so close together, I could hear things that he did. Like if he broke glass or when his water was running. The walls were really thin.


I went over to where I heard the noise exactly and stopped. I was right in front of a picture frame. Something told me to move it out of the way so I did. When I did I was in for the shock of my life.


As I moved the picture frame I saw a small hole in my wall. It wasn't really big and it was the first time I had noticed it in the year I had been in this apartment. A good friend of mine had gotten the apartment for me so she probably covered up the hole with the picture and forgot to tell me about it. I was never the one to spy on people but I decided to look through the hole just to see.


When I looked through the hole it looked like I was looking at a bedroom. I was looking at Zack's bedroom! Now I knew I was always going to think about this while I was sleeping. I felt bad about looking so I was about to stop when I saw Zack enter the room. I stood there and watched closely. The hole was too small for him to notice me I hoped.


He had this look on his face as he sat at the edge of the bed. As he sat down he started to stroke his cock through his pants. Was he masturbating? That would be so hot if he was. I kept thinking about what his cock looked like. Was it big and thick as I thought or was it small? I didn't know but I wanted to find out.


Zack pulled down his pants and I could see him grasp his cock in his hand. I couldn't really tell the size of it from were I was but he looked like he was a pretty blessed man. He started to stroke himself harder moving his hand up and down the shaft. He threw his head back and moaned deeply.


"My god she is so hot. I just want to fuck her brains out so bad." I heard him say as he picked up the peace. He was moaning like crazy by them and I felt the urge to touch my soaking underwear. He was moving his hand even faster until it was over and he came all over the place. His breathing had gone back to normal as he went into his bathroom and got a towel to clean up his mess.


"God what I wouldn't do if I had a night alone with her." He said to himself. Who was he talking about I wondered to myself. After he was done cleaning up he redressed and left the bedroom. I moved the picture frame back and decided to do this again whenever I got a chance to. I felt like a voyeur but I didn't care. It was hot to see him masturbate. I loved every second of it and I knew I was going to think about it a lot when I masturbated that night.


I looked at the clock and saw it was close to eight so I went over to Zack's. I knocked on the door and waited for him to answer. He answered the door with a huge smile and I just smiled back thinking about what I had just saw him do.


"Come in please." He opened the door wider for me as I walked in and looked around his apartment. It was nice and tastefully decorated. He motioned for me to sit down on the couch and followed me to it.


"I brought some wine for you."


"Oh well thank you so much. That was very nice of you." He smiled his gorgeous smile and went to go get some glasses. The doorbell rang while he was pouring the wine.


"Could you get that it's the Chinese. The money is on the counter." I went over and got the money before answering the door. I handed the Chinese guy the money while he handed me the food. I thanked him and then closed the door. Zack helped me with the food and set it down on the counter.


"Serve yourself please. Eat as much as you want." Once we got our food we situated ourself on the couch.


"This is really good. Thank you for inviting me."


"Oh it's no problem at all. I get really lonely at times so I decided to see if you wanted to have dinner. So tell me something about you."


"Well I'm divorced and have two beautiful grown kids."


"I'm divorced as well after 21 years."


"20 years for me. I didn't see it coming."


"I did. We always argued never agreed on anything and our sex life lacked so much." Just talking about sex made me think of seeing him a few minutes ago. I could feel my panties getting soaked again.


"Well my husband went through a midlife crisis and slept with his 25 year old secretary. They're getting married in a few weeks."


"Wow he is an idiot for giving up an incredibly beautiful woman like you." I could fell myself blushing and thanked him. We had finished most of the wine when he got the plates up and washed them. I felt a little dizzy and light headed since I hadn't drinken at much in a while. He noticed while he was washing.


"Are you ok Victoria?" I nodded my head.


"I'm fine. I think I drank a little too much."


"Well at least you don't have to drive anywhere tonight." I was lucky I didn't because I knew there was no way I would have made it home alive that night. "Do you need any help Zack?"


"No I've got in under control. Thanks though." I don't know if it was the wine but I was so fucking horny. I think it was Zack though. Seeing him washing the dishes was such a turn on for me. He noticed me staring and turned off the faucet moving towards me.


"There actually was a reason why I invited you over tonight." He moved closer to me until he was face to face with me. I got fell my breath getting shallow.


"Really what was that?" He leaned in and I could fell he breath my neck. He moved his hands to my neck and trailed down to my breasts before stopping. He leaned into my neck and kissed it gently. I couldn't breathe. My fantasy was hopefully coming true. He stopped kissing my neck and looked directly into my eyes. His eyes weren't blue anymore. Instead they were as dark as black.


"I wanted to kiss you." He leaned in and kissed me deeply on the lips. Nibbling on my bottom lip gently. I have never been kissed like this before in my life. He pressed his body into mine and I could fell his erection sticking into my thigh. "You know I fantasize about this body when I masturbate." I gasped as he cupped my breasts and started to massage them. Then it hit me. I was the woman he was talking about while he was jacking off. I felt myself smile and he saw it.


"I think of you too when I masturbate." He kissed me again as he took off my shirt and then moved to my pants as I fought with his clothes. When we were in our under garments, he picked me up and carried me to his bedroom. Setting me down on his bed he removed his boxers making my eyes bulge out of my head. There stood a nice hard 9 inch cock with pre cum glistening from the tip. I had never had a cock that big before. Stan was the only 7 inches. I knew I would enjoy it though.


"Do you like what you see?" I smiled and nodded my head as I removed my bra and underwear. He looked like a kid in a candy store as he eyed me up and down. '


"I love what I see." He then moved on top of me and kissed me again before moving his fingers to my wet pussy pushing them in making me moan out in pleasure. I wanted him at that moment like I had never wanted a man before in my life.


I groaned as he banged me faster with his hand. He kissed me one last time and then moved his head down to my breasts kissing them before kissing his way down my body. He stuck his tongue into my bellybutton making me laugh before descending to my pussy. I held my breath as I what anticipated would happen next. He looked into my eyes and smiled before he took one glorious lick to my pussy. Gasping in pleasure I grabbed his head and wrapped my fingers into his short hair.


He started to tongue fuck me as he moved his thumb to my clit and rubbed it gently. I was getting so much pleasure I couldn't stand it anymore. I was about to come and come hard. He could tell I was close so he moved his tongue faster and faster before I felt my orgasm coming. I gushed so much against his tongue as I moaned in pleasure. he kept licking and sucking me making me come even more.


"Oh god Zack." I said as I caught my breath. He looked at me and smiled since I was so satisfied. I knew he had to be dying though. Time for him to get his I thought to myself.


He moved down to me and kissed me hard making me taste myself on his lips which turned me on even more. I flipped us over shocking him.


"Now It's my turn." I winked at him before kissing him on his chest. I started to lick his nipples and biting them gently. he moaned as I did this which made me want to please him more. I kissed his rock hard abs before taking his cock in my hands and stroking it lightly. I then blew on the tip before taking it into my mouth. I hardly ever did it for Stan because it never appealed to me which is probably why he went to a much younger woman. But with Zack I really wanted to do this for him.


I started to lick and suck him harder which he loved. I looked up at him and saw his lustful eyes staring back at me. He moved his hands to my hair and pulled on my hair gently. I could tell he was close so I moved my head quicker on his cock. He pulled me up and flipped us over again before pushing himself into me hard.


"Oh fuck Zack harder baby please go harder." He thrusted the length of him back into me harder then the pervious time making me scream in pleasure. Never before had a man made me feel this way.


"Oh god Victoria you feel so damn good." He pumped harder into me.


"Fuck baby I'm gonna come. Come with me please." He pumped into me one last time before his hot cum went into my pussy. We both caught our breaths as he moved down on the bed next to me.


"God that was amazing." He kissed my forehead before wrapping his arms around me tight.


"I have wanted to do this forever."


"Me too." I started thinking about watching him masturbate and started laughing.


"What's so funny?" I moved up on my arm and looked at him.


"There is a hole in my wall and before I came over here, I watch you jack off. It was really hot." He smiled because he knew that I knew I was the woman he was talking about.


"Well hopefully I won't have to masturbate as much with you in my bed." He kissed me deeply before we fell asleep.


Ever since that night we have been dating which will be a year soon. He makes me fell so alive and free I love it so I feel nothing for Stan but friendship and I know Zack and I's relationship will last for a while and who knows maybe it might turn into something more.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Widow


The club was quiet. Distant glasses clinking, soft, late-night music, a serene heaven hidden in an out-of-the-way corner of Malcesine, Italy. And at the center of the calm swirl of life, its owner.


A slim black European suit and a red tie sat apart from the mild goings-on. Sitting back, resplendent, occasionally putting a slender Romeo y Julietta Reserva Real cigar to his lips, the beautiful Riviera studied, or appeared to study, a stack of business documents pertaining to the Castelpagano casino. Business was plenty good.


He wasn't in it for the money any more, he never really was. He was in it for the...finer things. Finer things like what came through the door to his lounge.


Gennario Riviera sat back, gently taking his cigar out of his teeth, and propping one Italian boot on an adjacent chair. He blew out a cloud of expensive smoke with a soft huff.


"Babe," he said, smiling, a thick New Jersey accent already apparent in that one syllable. "To what do I owe the magnificent gift of your presence?"


Tall, curvaceous Tosca stood over him, smiling a little.


"I was in the area," returned her sultry voice.


Riviera gestured for her to sit. She did.


"Always good to see you here in my house," he said. "Always good to see you here in that dress."


"Oh," said Tosca, "this old thing?"


"Babe," repeated Riviera, "you don't dress like that without a motive. You're dressed like you want somethin'. Hell, you're dressed like you're gonna kill somebody."


Indeed, the "dress" didn't go very far below Tosca's hips. It was black and split down the middle, all the way down to her waist, displaying her navel, held together by tiny, jewel-encrusted straps. Barely deserved the term "clothing." Tosca blushed a little. Expertly.


"And do I ever envy whatever poor bastid you're killin'," said Riviera. He allowed himself a good look, which Tosca afforded him. "In fact, in that thing, all you would have to do is ask real nice and I bet he'd die voluntarily."


Tosca giggled. "I bet you're right."


Riviera once shared a profession with Tosca, and survived more than a few encounters with others whose work was to be him. Knowing this, Riviera had been careful to flirt heavily with the lovely miss Tosca, but never to sleep with her. She seemed to understand. The way those two silencers poked out of his sport coat was pretty hot, though.


Riviera nodded. "Yeah." A moment, and then, "who?"


"Hm?" she asked, chin resting on her hand.


"Who's the lucky dead man?"


"Oh," she said, "nobody."


"I bet," said Riviera, setting the cigar on the edge of the large tray. "Listen. You come in here to see me, flashin' all hot like that, which means you're here for a reason, and not the kind I like. Either I am your business tonight, which if it is you're goin' about this the very wrong way, or, you want something, so let's have it, yeah? Total disclosure, please, if you would, my dear."


"There's no playing you, is there, Mr. Riviera?" she said. "He's a vacationing informant from Los Angeles who wouldn't roll over."


"Lucky him. What gives?"


"He's staying here."


"Ah, christ." Riviera cradled his forehead.


"Mr. Riviera," Tosca tried, "I attend your parties, I know your rules. And it is out of that mutual courtesy I even asked permission."


"Don't do that," said Riviera, "listen. This is a legitimate business. You do your thing up there, I want to be totally free of suspicion, you got that? Publicity damage, replacing the carpet, all that, that's also to consider."


"I guess I'll have to owe you," cooed Tosca.


"I guess you will," said Riviera, a little ice in his voice. "And I'll exact it later."


"In trade, Mr. Riviera?"


"You wish. I can get that for free anywhere. With less risk."


"Well, then. You have my gratitude, Mr. Riviera."


"I can't spend gratitude," he said, scrawling something on a watermarked paper, folding it. "Hand this to Morillo at the front. You've got the "murder central" suite on four and 24 hours of me turning the blindest eye you never did see."


"Much obliged," she said, standing and rewarding Riviera with a full view. He dreamily appreciated it from the safety of his side of the table.


"Good luck, babe. See you Saturday."


---


It didn't take long to get his attention. In that dress, she had everyone's attention. With expert cues and signals, she drew him to her across the bar.


Riviera leered darkly from his table on the other side of the large room. Tosca felt his eyes.


Her prey was very attractive in person. Beautiful even. Long hair, partly-unbuttoned white silk shirt, lithe and graceful. So youthful, and full of life.


She'd break him over her knee.


She got him talking, his big, bright eyes fixated on her, animatedly expounding on...something or other. Looking for an "in," she asked what he did for a living.


Her mind had been skipping over the conversation so far, waiting for the right moment, but she suddenly rewound what she heard when his answer came back.


She had heard right. He wrote erotica films.


This was her chance. She immediately zeroed in on this aspect of the conversation. Got him to discuss details, where he got his inspiration, how "involved" he was in the process...more and more intimate, more and more hushed. Until finally, with another expert blush and perfectly executed shyness, she coyly asked if he could perhaps...demonstrate?


His eyes lit up.


---


She'd offered. But he'd insisted on his own lavish room. Could be a trap. She was ready. But when she knocked, it was unlocked, and there he was, in the middle of the room straightening the bed nervously.


Tosca glided inside, gently closing the door behind her. She was no more clothed than she was before.


He crossed the room in two steps and gently put his hands on her sides, softly promising things she'd heard many times before, before putting kisses on her shoulders and neck. He was hers. It was only a matter of time now.


Wait. That wasn't supposed to happen. She hadn't felt him handcuff her wrists...but there they were, shackled together in front of her, while her "victim" carried on trying to seduce her. The kisses had felt kind of nice, nothing to write home about, when had she lapsed?


He was either very skilled, or just that naiv. Either she was at a terrible disadvantage and in incredible danger, or was about to kill someone very interesting. Either way, she needed to go along with it for a little while. So she reluctantly allowed him to hang the chain off of some convenient protrusion from the ceiling.


Her arms held harmlessly above her head, things got out of hand as he slid behind her. She was going to kick him in the groin and fling him against the mantle with both legs, but what he did wasn't a lethal attack. It was, however, an assault.


The dress. It left nothing to the imagination. And it protected nothing. Tosca had been touched by men before. But something different happened this time. His hands were certainly skilled, but not the greatest in her memory. It was something else. She'd never allowed herself to be bound before, never felt helpless under the touch of another. But with just the addition of a pair of handcuffs, a garment that was designed to lure prey suddenly felt incredibly revealing and unproductive. The man behind her reached through her dress, through her layers of deceptions and cover identities, past her defenses, and found her.


His hand slid under her braless breasts, and he carefully dodged her head as it fell back, gasping and holding a quivering breath as his other hand crept up her thigh, pulling up the skirt the half-inch required to reveal everything.


She still squeezed her legs shut, but her body had already given in to feelings she'd never imagined before. One hand didn't crush or wad but gently caressed her breasts, and just the soft underside, supporting an lifting them. The other had begun to insinuate itself into her waist band. Her head was completely resting on his shoulder now, her body draped backwards over his as her legs stopped supporting her, and she could only breathe gasps of shock interspersed with surprised moans, both growing as his fingertips softly teased her shaved mound, and nothing more.


She was out of breath when he stopped, her whole body tingling, quivering and weak. She just watched as he excitedly slid her meager panties down her thighs, calves, and her stiletto heels, which he carefully lifted out for her. Then, her heart raced as he, kneeling in front of her, slowly slid and folded her skirt, inch by inch, up her pelvis, over her hips, and above her bellybutton. She watched herself exposed, vulnerable, obscenely open like that, as if seeing her own body for the first time. Her breath came more and more in rasps.


Her legs had parted slightly by now, and he was behind her again, this time his hand occasionally finding her nipples and giving them a soft tease, while his other fingertips stroked her thighs, hips, belly, and everything but what her body wished they'd find, and soon.


Her suspended body sang like an expertly played harp until her breathy, delirious moaning began to include semi-coherent whispers. She softly intoned as his ministrations continued upon her, manipulating her, but giving her frustratingly little pleasure, until her sighs articulated into breathed words, please, oh, please, quietly begging him in a voice hushed by her uncontrolled passion.


After allowing even this to continue torturously for a small eternity, he released her again, and her head lolled forward once more, her hair now hanging in strands, her skin shining with sweat, her mouth hanging open as she panted hotly, looking at him helplessly. She could feel her thighs coated with a dripping sheen trailing from a quivering need inside her.


Just the feeling of him touching her ankles to part her legs was enough to make her shudder and her eyes roll back. The begging became barely coherent affirmation, oh yes, ohh yes, yes, as he fastened the straps of the spreader bar holding her thighs far apart, then back to begging as he positioned himself between them, letting him feel his breath on her.


He let her reach, then frustratedly thrust and twitch her hips toward him for a while before he reached under her and took hold of her behind and plunged his face into her. Her hair whipped as she threw her head back, arching her whole body and screaming. Pleasure and ecstasy took her over completely and she rode helplessly as he enthusiastically devoured her subdued form. Her cries became more desperate as he brought her to the verge of climax, and held her there until her voice became stressed, and tears began to leak from her eyes.


She sobbed gratefully as he released her bonds and mercifully stripped her. She needed so badly to be naked now. She caught her breath in a paralytic heap as he cuffed her hands again, this time behind her back. Her eyes rolled back as she felt the collar go on. He let her regain herself, then helped her to her feet...the look on her face was savage. She needed that tongue back. Now.


She flipped her tangled, sweat-soaked hair from her face to see him lying on the bed, waiting for her, fully erect, one hand gently holding the long leash affixed to the collar on her neck.


He tugged.


The nude and thoroughly ravaged woman, without even her shoes now, stepped unsteadily but with purpose toward the bed. She stalked herself over to it, climbed aboard using only her legs, and collapsed before it like a last meal; she bathed it with her tongue, up and down and under, kissed it with her whole mouth, took it in, all the way, swallowed it, and rose only with another tug at her leash.


She was desperate to give herself to him now. Her body ached. Needed. Hurt. Again without the use of her helpless arms, she drew herself up, and dragged herself over him.


As men must, he guided it with one hand, but awaited her action. It tickled the gate to her opening, and with as much care as she could muster in her state, she rested enough weight upon it to savor the feeling of clenching herself over the head before giving in to the throbbing in her womb and slid wetly over him.


Her breasts thrust forward by the position of her arms, they bounced with her as she gyrated and ground hungrily into him, moaning unabashedly now, squeezing and pressing it as far inside her as it would go, savoring the pain of its size. Now free to enjoy herself, she indulged in his flesh, hedonistically spreading the dew of her wetness all over her thighs and him, twisting, arching, twitching as her whole body tingled electrically. She now teased herself, taking her time, fully drinking him in and consuming his power as deep inside her as she could pull him, until he finally reached for her, embraced and pinned her to his chest, and took her properly, thrusting into her with his whole body until her final release, which she screamed out as his own filled her with thick warmth...


She lay beside him on top of the covers, exhausted, the handcuffs still dangling off one wrist, the leash scattered across the bed. They rested in silence, besides her panting, him smiling at the ceiling at a fine demonstration of his art, her still somewhat catatonic, until finally he looked over at her, beaming.


"Was it good for you?" he asked smoothly.


She dizzily reached for a wineglass beside the bed, broke the bowl off the stem, and stabbed the jagged shank of crystal through his heart up to the stand.


"Oh, very," she breathed, now alone again.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Saturday Night


It was a Saturday night and I'd taken my girlfriend Sue out for dinner. We'd been together for 3 years and decided it would be great to celebrate, get drunk and end a perfect evening making love like drunken teenagers. I was already aware of Sue's hopes for the evening as she wore a tight black dress with a bra that pushed her perfect little breasts out more than I've ever seen; my eyes barely left her cleavage over dinner.


After our meal, Sue demanded that I take her to her favourite nightclub called Annabel's; where we could get drunk and horny before heading home to spend the early hours screwing into complete exhaustion. On arrival, we had shots of tequila and ordered a bottle of white wine and took a booth on the edge of the main dance floor.


Sue was pretty tipsy by now and as a thank you for dinner and all the drinks, had decided to mount me and subsequently kissed me hard with her soft, moist tongue exploring my mouth. Soon Sue dragged me onto the dance floor and we mingled into the crowd; grinding against each other and letting our hands explore. I grasped at Sue's breasts and kissed her neck before sliding each hand onto her bum and rubbing hips in rhythm to hers. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation.


Suddenly I opened my eyes, Sue was leaning forward talking to another guy; they were both laughing and Sue looked to smile at me. The man then handed Sue a ?20 note and she disappeared towards the bar. The man then introduced himself as Derek; he shook my hand firmly and leant over to talk.


"Hope you don't mind me saying but she is so hot, your one lucky guy!"


I smiled and nodded in a confused manner.


"I hope I'm not intruding, but she was staring right at me while you were dancing then." He explained.


"What's with the ?20 note then?"


"She told me to give her money for drinks while I introduce myself to you..."


Sue suddenly came back with another bottle of white wine and three glasses; smiling and walking with a real bounce in her step.


We moved to a quieter area of the club and sat drinking the wine. Derek sat opposite me and Sue, quietly drinking his wine and seemingly eyeing us up as a couple. I felt Sue's moist lips reach up to my ear. She whispered about how she had seen Derek watching us and how she had beckoned him over. I looked at Sue and she gave me a devilish smile similar to the one she had given me moments before we'd made drunk love in an alley way. At that moment I knew what Sue wanted most, and I was going to make damn sure that she got it.


I suddenly kissed Sue on the lips, pushing my tongue against hers whilst slipping a hand between her legs. Her skirt slipped up and revealed her dark red lacy panties to Derek sat opposite.


"I think you two should get a room!" Derek heckled.


Sue pulled away from me and looked at Derek with a smile.


"Is that an invite?"


Derek stood up and smiled, "Let's get a taxi..."


I led Sue out of the club and turned back to ensure Derek was following. I guessed that if he wasn't then we could still go home and have amazing sex, but fortunately Derek jumped into the taxi and told the driver the address.


On the journey, I continued to make out with Sue, using my hands all over her body and occasionally looking into Derek's eyes to make sure he was enjoying the show as he sat opposite us. I realised at this point that Derek was an older guy (30ish compared to me and Sue who are 23) and noticed how toned his upper body was. Sue's right leg was now stretched over, her foot place on Derek's groin and he was softly running his hand up and down her soft skin. The show was soon halted when we arrived at his house. I pulled Sue out and kissed her hard as Derek paid. As the taxi pulled away I felt him push his body against Sue's back placing his hands on her hips. Sue looked up behind her and smiled.


"Are you going to take us in then?


Derek pulled his keys out and swung them just in front of Sue's eyes. She reached out, grabbed them and proceeded to let herself into the house, instantly exploring each room looking at the expensive gadgets Derek had. I made my way to the bathroom and started to imagine what the next few hours had in store.


I wandered into the front room and sat next to Derek. Suddenly the lights dimmed and Sue walked into the room, she stopped in front of us and began to unbutton her tight dress. The dress suddenly hit the floor and she was stood there wearing her matching red lacy bra, panties and black high heeled shoes. Sue turned around slowly and began to bend over, her ass barely covered by her tiny panties. I felt my cock growing in my pants and knew it was the time to act.


I grabbed Derek's left hand and slapped it onto Sue's ass, making him stroke the soft skin. I then stood up and walked around in front of her. Pushing gently on her shoulders, Sue fell back onto Derek's lap and he instantly wrapped his muscular arms around her, before pulling her face to his and finally kissing her. I stood watching as his tongue explored her willing mouth and his large hands stroked aimlessly at her near naked body.


Derek skilfully removed her tight bra and allowed her pert breasts to bounce free; I instantly grasped them and began to lick her puffy erect nipples in turn, using my teeth to bite them gently.


Derek now focussed his attention on getting my girlfriend completely naked so that the real fun could begin. He spread her legs slightly and swiftly pulled at her panties; Sue lifted her bum and placed each of her arms around his head as she suddenly felt the cool air hit her now bare pussy. I looked down just as Derek pushed a finger into her tight pussy before pulling it out, Sue let out a cute sigh before putting her lips to Derek's.


I lean into their embrace and pulled Sue's face to mine and kissed her hard, sliding my tongue over her lips. I felt a tug at my trousers as my belt, button and zip became undone before they fell to the floor, my boxers were then pulled off and suddenly my cock was in the cool air. I stood up slowly and looked down; Sue had my cock in her hand and she was now pushing it into her mouth whilst Derek licked and kissed at her neck and earlobe. Sue opened wide and swallowed the tip of my cock, twisting her tongue around it whilst running a hand over Derek's face and neck.


I looked down and saw Derek's right hand fingering Sue's pussy as his left hand held her breast. I was becoming extremely horny and longed to get Sue into positions she could never dream of, leading to climaxes she never knew existed. I grabbed Sue out of Derek's arms, turned her around and pushed my cock against her back and bum, grinding against her. Derek now undressed and stood in front of us with his big cock within reach; I prevented this by holding Sue's hands behind her back. I lifted Sue into Derek's arms and led them into the bedroom, where Derek laid her on the bed and we stood looking down at her sweet naked body.


Sue lay on the bed, looking up at us; she rubbed at her clit and clenched at her breasts, slipping a finger into her now wet pussy. I stood next to Derek as we watched Sue tease push two fingers inside her pussy. She moved her eyes between us before sitting up and grabbing a hard cock in each hand, looking up at us with innocent eyes as her hands began to move up and down both shafts. Gently, she then licked at Derek's swollen end, pulling a few inches into her mouth before stopping for breath before doing the same to me. Derek squeezed his cock and precum oozed from the end as Sue licked around the end; as she pulled away, a string of saliva and precum stretch from her tongue to his cock, before it broke and fell onto Sue's chin. Derek looked down a laughed before pushing her back onto the bed.


Derek followed and lay next to her, kissing and stroking all over, before pulling her on top and allowing her to mount him. His cock rubbed against Sue's bare pussy as they made out; she rocked up and down on his toned body, massaging his cock against her clit and pubic bone. I finally moved in, pulled Sue's hips into the air and moved my mouth towards her pussy; I needed to make Sue wetter for him. Licking at her clit, and then into her pussy I felt Sue tense as I lick her from behind, pushing my nose into her bum and using my hands to raise her hips more to allow me greater entry.


Suddenly, a hand pushed past my face and I watched as Sue pulled Derek's cock against her wet pussy lips. With one swift movement, Sue pushed her upper body up and the cock slipped into her bare pussy. The swollen end stretched her and I smiled as I knew this was only Sue's second cock. Sue pushed down and made the cock slide deeper and deeper, until it finally disappeared completely.


Derek's cock was very long but on comparison I realised that my cock was much thicker and would offer different sensations for Sue. I decided to tease her by pulling Derek's cock out of her pussy, which suddenly turned back to ecstasy when I pushed it back in. I pulled Sue's upper body into mine as I knelt behind her; grinding my cock into her back. She rode Derek as I kissed her lips and used a hand to rub at her swollen clit causing Sue to climax loudly as I held her in my arms.


Derek soon told us to stand up, I soon found myself pinning Sue against Derek as we took turns kissing her. Sue held each of our cocks in her hands and soon demanded more. I instantly lifted Sue into my arms and let her slide onto my cock, Derek disappeared from my view and I continued to fuck Sue in my arms. Suddenly Derek reappeared and positioned himself behind Sue, who was now riding me hard with her head on my shoulder. Derek grasped one of Sue's breasts and pulled me out of her, before thrusting into her, slapping his hips into her ass and pushing her head into my shoulder. He then took Sue out of my arms and held her in front of me; his cock still deep in her pussy. Sue beckoned me forward as she wrapped her legs around me, rubbing my cock on her clit and savouring the last inch of Derek's cock before it slipped free; finally leaving me to make love with my own girlfriend.


I pinned Sue's hands to Derek and began to thrust hard, grasping at her firm bum cheeks as she moaned in my ear. I then pulled Sue into my arms and carried her to the bed where I placed her onto all fours; I eased into her wet bare pussy and began to thrust into her. Sue looked over her shoulder at Derek to seductively call him over with her finger. He obeyed and climbed onto the bed, kissing with his tongue and stroking her soft face. Sue reached out and pulled his cock into her mouth, massaging his balls and sucking deep and fast.


I pulled out and slipped under Sue, letting her mount me and ride my cock to orgasm; she began to ride me, using my pelvic bone to stimulate her clit whilst frantically sucking Derek's cock. I felt her tighten on my cock as I reached climax, reaching up to pull her down onto me harder; we both began to orgasm together and I came hard inside her tight pussy. As I looked up, Derek was also cumming over Sue's face and into her willing mouth before she finally collapsed onto me.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Barry Gets What He Wants


Barry was excited. She was leaving again. He'd have time to himself again to be able to do things that she couldn't when she was home. Mainly he would surf the internet for sites that showed women taking control of and giving it to their men. The thought always excited him, but he never dared bring it up to Danielle, she was far too vanilla for things like that. She would barely change sexual positions in bed. Getting her to wear something sexy was next to impossible.


After she left Barry watched out the window to make sure she was gone before he went to get his hidden box. After waiting more than enough time for her to be well down the highway he moved to where he had his stash hidden, the garage. After grabbing the box he hurriedly rushed back into the living room, where the computer was so he could pull up the website he used as visual inspiration. Grabbing a bottle of lubrication and the dildo he had in the box he began to stroke and lube the dildo up, preparing to use it on himself. The dildo was moderately sized, only about 5 inches long and about an inch thick and was his warm up for the larger one and the vibrator still in the box. With excitement he placed a towel on he floor began to stroke himself as well as the dildo as he looked at the computer. As he kept watching the video he was really working his cock over stroking, lubing the dildo up more and more. Then he kneeled over it, and begin to let the head of it press against his tight rosebud. He moaned out loud. He always loved the next part, right as the head enters. He bore down on it and the head of the dildo made a pop as it pushed past his tight ring and Barry let out a loud moan that echoed across the room.


Danielle was on her way leaving and had one of those moments where she realized, that she forgot something important. So she turned around to head back to their apartment. She smiled, She'd get to surprise Barry and maybe even get another quickie in before she left. She didn't really want to go. She hated leaving him there. She pulled back up the drive and parked her car, making sure to shut her door quietly when she got out. He would be so surprised . She put the key in quietly, unlocking the door and opening it, being sure to shut it back quietly. Beginning her walk to where he would likely be, the den, watching tv she took her heels off and crept down the hallway and suddenly heard a loud moan. Startled, she approached the den quietly and froze at what she saw.


Barry was engrossed in the video he was watching. That, and the rubber cock sliding in and out of his ass. So engrossed that he didn't notice Danielle behind him, watching. Didn't notice her watching the video that her husband was enjoying thoroughly. At least, not until she gasped about the same time he impaled the dildo all the way in him.


Barry jumped up when he heard her voice, his heart dropping in panic. Of course, as he jumped more than his heart dropped. The dildo slipped out of his ass as he jumped, making a nice thump on the floor as it fell between them. His face frozen with fear he looked at her, deathly afraid of what she would say, not even thinking about the fact that the video was still playing behind him. Danielle smiled, looking past him a moment then back at Barry. Barry stood there, still frozen with fear and then started to stammer." Danielle.. I..Its not what it looks like.."


Danielle smirked." Its not? Then what is it?" Putting her hands on her hips, looking at him directly, despite him not looking her in the eye. She also kept eying the video behind him showing some guy bent on all fours and being taken by a woman with a strap on.This was making her wet.


Barry was in full panic state. Thousands of thoughts ran through his head. Fear of her leaving him, calling him gay, exposing him all cycled through his head while he stammered, trying to answer what it was. "Its well. I mean. I was..just um experimenting. Its....umm nothing. I'm not gay.I wasn't even enjoying it. I want you."


Danielle looked at Barry, his cock still hard, despite everything. "Your cock says otherwise." He started to try to cover it up but she quickly stopped him. "Don't you dare. I want to see all of you right now." Reaching over she grasped his cock firmly, stroking it once or twice. Precum literally oozed from the tip. His cock betraying how he felt about all of this, despite his verbal protests. Reaching past him, she maximized the screen and turned up the volume so that the guys moans on the video echoed across the room. The effect was immediate upon Barry. His cock throbbed in her hand in response to the moans and her slow stroking. On the video the woman said something about taking the man's tight ass and Danielle grinned. "Is that what you want Barry? Do you want me to take this dildo and take your tight little ass?"


Barry's jaw dropped in response. Never in a million years would he have expected Danielle to talk like that, much less be turned on by it. Yet here she was, and he didn't know what to do. He looked in her eyes,searching to see how she really felt, and all he saw, was desire and excitement in her eyes."Yes...yes I do want that" he answered. He looked at her now, fear mixing with hope.


Smiling Danielle reached down, picking up the dildo, many thoughts entering her head as she did.She didn't know what would come of this, but she definitely liked what this did to him. She'd rarely seen him this hard or this turned on and she liked it. Smiling coyly she said "I think I'd like to dear. So Why don't you go ahead and get back on your knees and bend that gorgeous ass back over so I can." Reaching over she restarted the video, she wanted to see the entire thing and to let its sounds stimulate them both further.


Barry enthusiastically knelt back down. He couldn't believe this! Not only was she not mad, or scared she wanted to participate! He stuck his ass in the air and waited for her an eager smile on his face. Danielle knelt behind him, the dildo in her hand and teased his ass, letting the head push against him as she reached around and grasped his erect cock and began to slowly stroke it. Barry let out a loud groan as she did and pushed his ass back towards her.


Danielle smiled as she said "You're eager for this aren't you. You want me to put it in you. to fuck you with this don't you?" Barry gasped as she said that. He so eagerly did want her to do exactly that. "Yes Please fuck me with it Danielle" he said. Smiling she pushed the head back into him and his knees nearly bucked at the dual pleasure of her stroking and the head penetrating him. Sticking his ass back further into it he began to rock his hips as she began a steady pace of sliding it in and out of him.


"You like this don't you dear? You like me fucking you? Maybe we should get one of those strap-on things and use that like she is in the video? Would you like that?" she asked. Barry was nearly incoherent other than moans and an occasional "Yes". Picking up speed she began to stroke him faster, her hand coated with the copious amount of precum flowing from his engorged cock.


Barry began to moan loudly, his moans outdoing those of the video and Danielle felt herself getting wetter than she had been in a long time without any stimulation. She had an idea already and was ready to enact it. Jerking his cock faster she said."I want you to cum for me baby, and then we will really have some fun. So go ahead and cum for me, cum while I fuck your little tight ass with this cock."


The combination of the dildo in his ass, and her stroking was enough for Barry , but when he heard her talking to him like that, it pushed him over the edge and Barry jerked as he began spurting his cum all over the towel. Not stopping for a moment or two Danielle kept stroking and sliding the cock in him. As he finally collapsed she leaned over him , her arm draping across his shoulder as she kissed his neck."Now we can go to the room and you can lick me and we can talk about all the lovely places we can go from here."


Barry smiled and looked at her with admiration.He loved her more now than the day he married her. " I would love to."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Good Citizen Tours The Village


I woke up and wasn't exactly sure where I was for a minute. I was totally relaxed and incredibly rested, but it took me a minute to remember that I was in a small village in the mountains of Japan and right before I fell asleep I had been fucking a stunning Asian woman in the ass. My cock stirred at the memory.


I rolled over and listened to the sounds of the jungle around me and breathed in the fragrant mountain air. I had come to this village to meet the people and visit a water project tin which I had invested.


I am a banker by profession but this was a deal that I had financed personally. My parents were killed in a car accident when I was 17 and my sister and I inherited just over $2 million. Most of mine was in real estate and it had done well while I was off in college and had grown to nearly $3 million.


Several weeks ago one of my clients, Kenji Ohtsuka, had come to me with a loan request for $250,000 but the bank was not in the business of making unsecured loans to fund water reconstruction projects in another country. I had the money and decided to take a chance.


Since agreeing to loan Ohtsuka the money he had virtually adopted me as his son and the perks of being Ohtsuka's son were spectacular. They included a bevy of young sexually-talented and willing Asian girls and at least one very talented older – late 20's - Asian woman.


There were some things about this arrangement that did not add up though. For example, why would I be treated like a prince for a mere $250,000? For the captains of Japanese industry who come to this village for R&R that is a paltry amount and any number of them could have made the investment without a thought. For me, it was nearly 10% of my net worth.


My thoughts were interrupted by the screen sliding back on my room and a young Asian woman entered carrying a large bowl with a towel draped over her arm. She set the bowl on the floor next to the bed and turned toward me never making eye contact.


She knelt next to the bed and arranged the pillows so I could sit up and then pulled the covers back revealing my naked body. She dipped the towel in the bowl and began washing my chest with the warm water. My cock immediately began to grow and within seconds was fully hard and pointing straight up at her.


She continued to wash my chest with her left hand and reached down with her right hand and began stroking my cock. Her tiny hand slid all the way up and down my shaft and my hips jerked. I closed my eyes and leaned back.


I felt her move and then felt her lips close over the head of my cock and slide down toward my balls. It seemed these girls had been taught some technique for swallowing dicks as big as their heads and she was using it to work the head of my cock deep into her throat. Her head began sliding up and down and massaging the tip of my cock with her throat. She reached down and gently rubbed my balls as my dick slid into her mouth. When she pushed a finger against my asshole I was lost.


I felt cum boiling up the front side of my cock and the tip swelling. I held off as long as I could and then burst into her mouth. Some white frothy liquid escaped down the side of my cock but she expertly swallowed most of it.


I lay back while she took the warm wash cloth and washed my cock and balls, cleaning up what little escaped her vacuum-like throat. This was definitely the way to start a day.


She finished cleaning me up and helped me into a Yukata, the traditional dress worn in the village. I sat down to my breakfast and found that I was quite hungry from the sex last night and the wake-up call this morning. I had been in the village for less than a day and I already felt better than I had for years.


As I came out of my sex-induced stupor the screen slid open and Hiroku, my host in the village and the woman who had shared my bed the night before, entered. She was carrying a tray with traditional Japanese breakfast consisting of steamed rice, soup and a rolled omelet with some grilled fish inside.


I had met Hiroku several weeks before in the United States when Ohtsuka and I had closed the deal on the loan. Hiroku and I fucked several times that night. I can only describe her as stunning. She has straight black hair to the middle of her back, small firm breasts with large long black nipples and sexual appetites and talents men only dream of. All of this is contained in a 5'1" package that weighs about 100 pounds.


She sat quietly as I inhaled the small but tasty breakfast. While not my normal fare, it was very good. Everything was fresh and it relieved my hunger without filling me up.


"So far this day is starting quite well," I said. "Any chance I might be able to get in a workout sometime today? I haven't exercised for a couple of days and I would love to be able to work out some of the kinks from the long flight."


"Yes, Brad-san," Hiroku replied smiling. "We have an excellent facility here and we had a Gi made for you with Ohtsuka's markings. It is the traditional Gi of the mountain people and is made of slightly heavier material than you may be used to. The mountain people used to practice outside and they needed the heavier material for warmth. I hope you like it."


Hiroku stood and moved the closet and removed a traditional Gi from a hanger and held it out. It was a standard heavy weight Gi in all respects except both sleeves had gold Japanese symbols stitched their full length.


"That looks too nice to sweat in," I joked. "It's beautiful."


"Please try it on," Hiroku said as she removed the garment from the hanger and handed Brad the tight athletic underwear to slip on under the pants. "You are much larger than the other men in the village and I want to make sure we got the size right."


It fit perfectly and Brad loved the feel of the heavy fabric. His uniforms back in the US were very lightweight with slightly longer sleeves and legs. He had never worn something like this although he had sparred several opponents with them.


"Here is your belt Brad-san," Hiroku said as she held out a plain black belt. "Our tradition is to not decorate belts here. We recognize color only, no ranks within color that is why there are no stripes on the belt."


I tied the belt in the traditional fashion and saw the smile on Hiroku's face when I was finished.


"For a round-eye you look quite good Brad-san," Hiroku joked as she moved toward the door. "Very traditional. Very Samurai."


The training facility was state-of-the-art for the mid-1700's. Ornate wooden staff's, boken's and medicine balls lined the walls of the studio. Several large strike trainers were spread around the room with a large sparring area in the center. The only concession to the 20th century was a heavy bag in the corner suspended from the ceiling. It was currently in use.


"That is Jennifer Abe," Hiroku said quietly as we entered the training facility. "She is the woman who will take you on the tour today. She trains every morning and used to compete in martial arts in the United States when she was in college. It is said she is very skilled."


I watched as the small woman worked the large bag. Her movements were very smooth and her timing was perfect. The bag outweighed her by 30-40 pounds but she could manage it by striking or kicking at the correct time to use the bag's weight against it. She was timing her kicks so they would deliver slightly more energy than the momentum of the bag and the result was that each time she struck the bag it stopped dead. Against a human, this meant the force of her kick was being doubled – half generated by her and half by the momentum of the opponent – and it would be a devastating blow.


Her uniform was plain and very unflattering but it was obvious that her body was taut, firm and fit. She was about 5'2" tall and weighed right around 100 pounds and, as with every other woman in this village, she was beautiful. Her straight black hair was pulled back in a pony tail that ended right between her shoulder blades.


I had trained in a studio much like this during my early years and easily found ways to train hard using the weight of my body for resistance. I was about 40 minutes into my workout when I sensed someone behind me and turned around.


"So you are the American everyone is talking about," Jennifer stated as she offered her hand. "I'm Jennifer Abe. I will be showing you the project today."


Her eyes were black and unwavering as she spoke directly to me in completely unaccented English. She was a complete contradiction. If your eyes were closed you would hear a no-nonsense American businesswoman, but open your eyes and before you was a perfectly sculpted Japanese doll.


"Nice to meet you Jennifer," I managed to reply lamely. "I am looking forward to the tour."


She seemed to enjoy my discomfiture and a small smile crossed her face. "Would you like to spar a little?" she asked. "I don't get a chance to spar much and would like to work against a real person if you don't mind."


"Let's go," I said with more enthusiasm than I felt. Sparring women has never been much fun for me. I tend to pull my strikes and kicks but they tend to jack theirs up so I come out on the short end.


We put on helmets and foot guards and moved into the ring, bowed and began moving. She was very light on her feet and her kicks were lightning fast. "I grew up doing Karate, but switched to Tae Kwon Do in college because they had a great program at Stanford," she explained as she delivered a swift roundhouse kick to my left shoulder. "I competed over there for four years and got my second degree. I don't get to practice much because of work but I love the sport."


We danced around with her kicking and keeping me at bay while I looked for openings. She was telegraphing her kicks and I was getting tired so I leaned into a couple of kicks much like the heavy bag she had been working and took the blows on my arms and shoulders. As I hoped, she got over confident and telegraphed a right leg roundhouse.


I stepped inside the kick and blocked hard to the inside of her thigh with my left hand and grabbed the front of her uniform with my right. I kept moving forward and took her left leg out from under her and put her on the mat on her back. I pinned her left arm with my right knee and grabbed her right wrist with my left hand and moved my right hand to her throat.


"I win," I said locking her eyes with mine.


She flicked her tiny wrist against my thumb and her hand popped free. I instantly I knew I was in trouble. Her small fist went deep into my solar plexus and I felt the air rush from my lungs. There were black spots in front of my eyes as she pushed my off and I collapsed on the mat next to her gasping to re-inflate my lungs.


I slowly caught my breath and could hear her laughing beside me. "You almost had me Yogi," she said brightly. "That was a great move but then you let up. You OK?"


"I'm fine," I lied.


"I shouldn't have done that but I don't get to win over here," she said. "If I beat a man they lose face, if I lose a match then they lose what little respect they have for me, so I just don't fight over here and I miss it. It was kind of a cheap shot but it sure felt good."


"For one of us," I said as I sat up. "So when are we doing out tour? And what's with the Yogi thing?"


"We will go in a couple of hours," she replied. "It is traditional for men to get a massage after a workout and I am sure Hiroku will want to take care of you. Your nickname with the girls in the village is Yogi – like the bear – because you are so big and hairy. The Japanese men they see here all the time are small and hairless so you are a novelty to them."


"Should I be offended?" I asked.


"These girls will do anything for you or to you," she said as she locked those black eyes on me again. "You are the most interesting thing to happen here in a long time so enjoy it. I have to go and I will see you in a couple of hours. Thanks for the match and don't feel too bad about losing, I was the NCAA champion two years in a row at Stanford."


She lithely bounced up and headed for the door. I watched her move across the mat and was taken by her grace as she moved. As she approached the exit Hiroku entered. Jennifer and Hiroku exchanged a quick look and nodded as they passed.


"Come Brad-san," Hiroku said brightly. "It is time for your massage."


We went back to my room and Hiroku had me lay down on a thin pad that had been placed on the floor hardwood floor. She bathed me with warm towels and began massaging my back and shoulders. It felt great and I started to drift off. I was nearly asleep when I felt Hiroku straddle my hips and lean forward. I could feel her pubic hair pressing against my ass as her breasts pressed into my shoulder blades.


"Hey Yogi," Jennifer's distinctive voice whispered in my ear. "Care for a rematch?"


She was pressing her breasts into my back and grinding her pubic mound against my tailbone. She gripped me tightly with her legs while sliding her small body all over rubbing the massage oil in as moved.


I was fully awake now and my cock was erect and grinding uncomfortably into the mat. I rolled over underneath her and looked up into her black eyes. "I learned my lesson the first time," I said. "I won't let up this time you know."


"I'm counting on it Yogi," she said as she braced her hands against my chest while she slid her cunt back and forth on my cock, grinding the shaft against her clit. "I haven't been fucked in 8 months and I'm about ready to explode."


She reached between us and pulled the head of my cock to her wet opening and started working it inside. Asian women are very small and while I am not huge, I am larger than normal for a white guy and my cock was stretching Jennifer's cunt as she slowly worked it deeper inside.


I reached up and took her small firm breasts in my hands and began pulling roughly on her long nearly black nipples. I could feel her shudder each time I pulled them and soon the head of my dick was completely buried in her tight channel and pushing against her cervix. She closed her eyes and savored the feeling of my cock deep in her womb.


She began grinding her hips against me and rubbing her clit against the base of my cock. Her head was thrown back and her eyes were closed as she used my pole for her pleasure. While pulling hard on her right nipple, I gently slapped her left tit. She moaned and I felt her cunt spasm. I slapped it again harder and she jerked as if an electric shock hit her.


She was moving with more urgency and I knew that her climax was not far off. I grabbed her left nipple hard between my thumb and forefinger and slapped her right breast hard, leaving a red hand print on the side. She moaned loudly and I felt her cunt start to convulse in orgasm which quickly spread to her whole body. She was shaking and panting as the orgasm swept over her completely.


If I hadn't held her by the waist she would have fallen off me as her orgasm subsided. I could feel her legs relax their grip and her body slump forward as the intensity of her climax waned. Without removing my cock I rolled her over on her back and knelt between her spread legs.


The sight was intoxicating. What I could see of my cock was covered in her cream and her pubic hair was completely matted down around it. Her clit was huge and swollen as were the dark lips of her cunt. She was magnificent.


I started slowly moving my cock in and out of her cunt as she regained her senses. Every time I thrust in and hit her clit she would jump. I pushed all the way in to ground myself against her clit and she started moaning and thrashing her head from side to side. I felt her cunt spasm and immediately saw her cream cover my cock.


I couldn't take any more and started fucking her hard, slamming my cock in and out of her sopping wet vagina. It was about me now. Now I was ready to cum and was not going to be denied. She was grunting and whimpering each time my cock struck home and I could feel both my orgasm and hers building.


Jennifer's hips began bucking uncontrollably as she came without warning or control. I felt and saw her cunt spasm and immediately lost it. My come came in large gouts that filled her tiny cunt to overflowing. I watched as our fluids mixed together and leaked out of her cunt pooling on the pad beneath us.


My cock slowly deflated and slid from Jennifer's cunt followed by a gush of white frothy cum that ran down over her tiny asshole and added to the pool on the pad. Her cunt was gaping open and was a spectacular sight.


I collapsed on the pad next to her to catch my breath. I closed my eyes and reveled in the feeling of being completely spent and totally relaxed. I felt as if I might melt into the pad.


I heard rustling next to me and turned my head to see Hiroku gently washing Jennifer's breasts with wet towels while she kissed her deeply. She was naked and I could see Jennifer's hand between Hiroku's legs gently massaging her cunt. They broke the kiss and Hiroku moved her head between Jennifer's legs and began lapping cum from around her cunt. She then wrapped her mouth around Jennifer's cunt and started sucking. I watched her swallow several times as she cleaned Jennifer's well used pussy.


Jennifer was moaning as Hiroku worked on her and came once more as Hiroku finished. Hiroku looked up at me with her face covered in our juices and smiled. I smiled back and laid back down thinking this was the most incredible experience in a long series of incredible experiences and wondering what was next.


An hour later I was standing outside my room in my yakuta when Jennifer drove up in a golf cart and told me to jump in. She looked a lot different than when I had seen her last. She was in a conservative skirt and white blouse with flat conservative shoes. She still looked good, but not as good as she had an hour earlier when she was nearly comatose, completely naked and covered in cum.


"We'll start with the power plant and then go over to the water project," she said in a friendly but businesslike tone while not making eye contact. "I should have you back in time for dinner."


We toured the power plant which was comprised of two nuclear generating plants from decommissioned submarines. The power plants had been modified to produce electricity for the village using the pre-heated geo-thermal water from the mountains hot springs. It was an ingenious piece of engineering.


We then toured the water project and I could see where the old pipes were corroding and collapsing and the new pipes going in. All in all it was pretty boring right up to the point when we had to leave the golf cart behind and go into the jungle to see the water source which was about half a mile up a trail.


We had been walking for 15 minutes getting deeper and deeper into the jungle when we came to a small clearing with a small meadow in the center. It was a beautiful and serene place but I didn't see any water source.


"I don't see any source of water," I said puzzled as I walked out into the meadow.


"It's 30 feet below us," Jennifer said from behind me. "We came here for something else."


I turned to see her stepping out of her conservative skirt and unbuttoning her white blouse. Within seconds she was naked and walking toward me with her eyes locked on mine. Without a word she knelt before me and opened my yakuta and took my cock in her mouth. It was already hard.


I shrugged out of my yakuta so I was naked also and pulled her to her feet and kissed her deeply. I felt her breasts pressed against my chest as she ground her cunt against my cock.


She broke the kiss and moved around me to arrange the yakuta on the ground. "These act as a blanket quite nicely," she said as she sank to her knees and beckoned me to her. "My cunt is a little sore from earlier, do you mind if we try something else?"


She turned and lay down on her belly with her legs slightly spread and then reached back and pulled the cheeks of her ass wide apart. "Hiroku said you are very good at anal sex. I happen to love getting fucked in the ass. Would you fuck my ass?"


"YYYes," I stammered unable to come up with a more clever response. I knelt behind her and leaned forward to lick her tight rosebud but she stopped me short.


"Put your dick in my cunt to get it wet," Jennifer instructed.


I took the head of my cock and pushed it into Jennifer. She flinched a little with the insertion and I knew it was from our earlier session. Her cunt was very wet and my cock came away glistening with her juices. I moved it to her tight nether hole and began to push.


Slowly the head began to spread her tight anal ring and as the mushroom head spread her sphincter wider and wider she began to moan. I could feel her pushing back against my invading cock and then with a jerk, the head popped into her incredibly tight rectum.


"Oh my God, you are huge," Jennifer panted. "I've never had anyone so big in my ass. Go slow until I get used to it."


"Are you sure you are OK?" I asked. "I can stop if you want."


"No fucking way Yogi!" Jennifer said between deep breaths. "It feels great. I just need to relax and let you in."


I kept pushing deeper and deeper into her bowels and it was an incredible feeling. I could look down and see this beautiful woman impaled on my dick. I started sliding my cock in and out of her ass, going a little deeper each time until I was completely buried in her butt.


"Your ass is incredible," I said. "It is so tight and hot on my cock."


"Fuck me Yogi," Jennifer said with urgency. "Fuck my ass."


I began sliding farther in and out until the head of my cock was almost coming out each time and Jennifer loved it. She reached down and started rubbing her clit with one hand and was grabbing handfuls of the yakuta with the other as I drove my iron-hard cock into her tight rear passage.


She was moaning and panting as I tore into her asshole. I reached down with my right hand and roughly lifted her so I could grab her nipple. I squeezed it hard and felt her ass spasm around my cock as she came. I was slamming my dick into her without mercy and I was ready to explode.


I pulled her partway onto her side so I could get a better shot at her breasts. I slapped her right breast and she moaned. I grabbed the nipple and pulled hard again and felt the electric shock of another orgasm pass through her and that was all for me.


With a final thrust I buried my cock in her ass and began shooting my load into her tight bowels. I could feel my balls convulse as they emptied their contents into Jennifer. I could feel the hot cum filling her anal passage and leaking onto my balls. I was looking at Jennifer's tight anal ring pulsing as her orgasm continued.


All of the tension left her body at the same instant and she collapsed on the yakuta completely spent. My cock slipped from her red and slightly gaping asshole with a slight pop.


We lay in the meadow for a few minutes to recover and then Jennifer said we should get going or we might be missed back in the village. Neither of us was interested in having a search party come find us laying naked in the meadow after having fucked.


"So what do you think of the project?" Jennifer asked as we got in the golf cart and headed back toward the village.


"It's great and I'm glad to be a part of it but I can't believe I am being treated like this all over a $250,000 investment," I said voicing a concern I had been harboring for a while. "250k is nothing to the folks who belong to this club and I can't figure out why one of them didn't write the check."


"Ohtsuka couldn't go to the other members," Jennifer said. "He committed to do this himself and he would have lost tremendous face if he would have come to another member for the money. That is why you have been made part of his family and treated like this – because you got the money to Ohtsuka on the last day before he would have had to admit defeat. Your timing was perfect although you had no way of knowing that."


"So he doesn't think of me as the son he never had?" I joked.


"Ohtsuka likes you more than you know and he will always be there for you as a father would for a son," Jennifer said. "But he is limited on what he can do. He was banished to the United States because the son of the royal family came here ten years ago and beat Hiroku who was only 18 at the time. Ohtsuka caught him and killed him with one blow. He and Hiroku were banished to the US for 5 years and he has only recently begun coming back. The club voted him the managing director 4 years ago to try to get him to come more often. He is a hero to many but still has powerful enemies. They would have used a failure to have him removed from office so you really did save his life with your money."


We were approaching the village and there were people moving about. "Thanks for the tour and the insight," I said quietly. "Oh, and the best sex I have ever experienced or probably ever will."


"Quiet!" Jennifer scolded but shot me a big grin. "Here is your room. Thank you for today. It was such a nice break from my normal Japanese day I can't tell you how wonderful it was for me. I leave first thing in the morning so we won't see each other again but I won't forget you Brad-san. Enjoy the rest of your stay."


"I'll not forget you Jennifer Abe," I said as I exited the golf cart. "I think maybe we will see each other again. I hope we do."


She was back to being all business and just nodded and drove away. I turned to see Hiroku waiting by my door.


As I approached she bowed and said quietly "I hope you enjoyed the tour. My favorite part is the water source in the meadow. How about you?"


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Deal


She had rehearsed this or had at least tried to. The question was whether or not she could convince a devoted father and presumably faithful husband to engage in an affair. She now knew her own husband was an arrogant ass who possessed her. In the man in front of her she found the man she hoped her husband could be on the inside and was not. In the man in front she had found a way to see the inner beauty. To be fair, Hale possessed handsome features and the large frame of a former athlete covered in over one hundred extra pounds.


"Are you serious?" Hale couldn't believe his ears.


"Serious enough to not want to say it again. At least not here." Jen looked around to make sure no one had heard. Part of her wanted to take it back, but it was out there now and she needed to hear a response.


"Let's take a walk into the foyer." They were in the group fitness area of the gym she trained at and had convinced Hale to join. Jen had met Hale several months ago in the parent area of the martial arts center their children attended and found new reasons to like him every day. She hadn't realized she felt an attraction to him until very recently and her tendency to swoop in and solve the problems of others was taking center stage. To look at the two of them as an item would be interesting indeed as Jen was the image of physical beauty and Hale was in need of some serious work.


"I'm sorry if I offended you." She began to back pedal as they reached the lobby.


"Stop right there. I've got something to say about this, but first I have to understand why you would want to. Yes, I need help, yes you are a personal trainer and are in fantastic shape and if I may add that I do find you to be beautiful - now might be the appropriate time to mention it. But why? Why me? We are both married."


"Because we need each other at this moment. How many times have you told me about how often you fail to go to the gym? I thought a little incentive might help. I see you as a great man and dad, you seem to be a great husband too, but I don't want to hurt your marriage, I want to help it. This would just be reward sex, no emotions for you and no strings for you."


"You are crazy. What can you really see in me?" Hale could be effortlessly self-effacing, but also really approaching the danger zone of low self esteem.


Jen was feeling as though she had made a critical mistake. She signed and began to explain in a defeated voice: "You are one of the few men I've ever met that seems to respect me for more than my face and tits. It seems weird. I married the wrong man, that is my fault and I have no right to project his on you. I need you more than you need me and I just hoped you might find me attractive enough to take a chance. I don't know maybe I hoped this would give you enough incentive to take you to the level you need to get to in your life. Are you satisfied? If not I can help. The reward is for both of us."


Jen was overwhelmingly honest. She had never really expected him to say yes, but was at a desperate point. She now feared she may have lost this chance and everything with it. Her job, her marriage, her friend Hale.


She watched as Hale wrestled with the concept. He was covered in sweat from the workout she had put him through. She had honestly hoped he would not have done this well on the first day, so she could use it as more incentive. He had the inner strength to do this by himself, but he just didn't realize it yet. Finally he slumped his shoulders and looked at her again. "What was the offer again? I just need to hear it again."


Hope returned briefly, maybe she had him. "You work with me for one year. As an incentive to losing weight and staying on track, I'll give you a blow job for every ten pounds you lose. Every time you lose ten, I suck you off. If you lose one hundred pounds, I'll let you choose what we do until we decide not to do it anymore."


He seemed to be wavering. "Look, Hale, I've really only got one incentive here. I don't want a relationship that goes too deep. Call it what you want, friends with benefits, whatever. Even though he is an ass, I'm not leaving my husband and kids. I live a great life and this can spice it up for me and I want you to succeed. Yes or no, you decide, but do it because it is what you want to do. Let me know when you decide."


When Jen turned on her heel and went back into the gym, Hale looked like a lost puppy. A big, lost, helpless puppy. He followed her into the gym, but only watched her from a distance and then escaped from her view and into the men's locker room. Emerging several minutes later and freshly showered he beckoned her over to the shake bar and looked as if he had made a decision. For several moments Jen believed that his answer was going to be no, that his marriage vows had won out and that he would reject her advances.


"Any luck Champ?" she quizzed. Jen was aware of the presence of others and wanted them to think this was just another conversation between a trainer and her client.


"I think so," he began slowly. "Hey, any chance we could discuss it in the back room? My back needs adjusting and you cracked it before." This was code for Hale wanted to talk to her in private.


"Sure." She nodded to the blank eyes of the girl making health shakes. "Alyssia, I'll in the back for a few, if my next appointment comes early, tell her I'll be right out." With that she led Hale in back, ready to hear his rejection. Rather than being offended, she actually found herself more endeared and started to say so when Hale stopped her.


He entered the treatment room and hopped up on the table and lay on his stomach as he began to speak. "Look Jen, I really can't tell you how much I appreciate the sentiment and the offer, and I acknowledge that I really need help. Sorry if I flaked out, but I just needed a minute. My answer is yes."


"Oh!" Jen was happy and confused at the same time. "Oh, well, wow! That is great." With this she moved in and hugged the object of her offer.


"You're the hot girl offering sex for physical progress and you're hugging me? This is one hell of a strange offer and I almost did say no, until I thought of what you said."


"What part?" she asked as she began working his shoulders and back to attempt some amateur chiropractic pressure.


"The part about your tits." Hale smiled. "I do respect you as a person. You are smart and sexy and what you said struck a chord."


"In what way?"


"Well, I couldn't get a certain image out of my head...so to speak of your face and tits. They are phenomenal by the way! But that image is crowding out my better thinking and this might just work and I really need it. In the long run, if I am happier and healthier...."


"....then this might really work for both of us." She finished his sentence with a nod and a laugh at his appreciative comment.


"One question Jen." Hale asked. "Um...what type of payment will this be......"


Unfazed and amused, Jen cut off his question. "Hale, I can't take money for this. The gym won't know how I'm billing you for the training. As for the other angle, well, let's just say I'm deriving a mutual benefit." She didn't know if that satisfied him as he looked ready with another question.


"Okay, um one more thing and I'm a bit embarrassed to ask, but...."


"Just ask Hale."


"How would you feel about an advance, er, treatment?"


It was more the way he asked then that fact that he asked, but it tickled Jen. She turned him over and noticed a pronounced bulge in his pants. A bit shocked and finding the humor of the moment she laughed and stepped slightly into the hallway before stepping back in and closing the door.


"We aren't going to have much time, but that might not be a problem today right?"


She quickly unbuckled his pants and pulled them down with his boxers to just above his knees. His quickly rising cock sprung out. Hale was a bit larger than average size in every way she thought to herself.


"I went into the locker room as confused as ever, but couldn't avoid thinking about this." Hale whispered as his breathing began to quicken in excitement.


Jen approached his face and removed her top revealing an eye opening pair of breasts. She kissed him quickly on the lips and grabbed his cock with her right hand.


"Hale, rest assured that I do want this too. Put away any reservations about being heavy." She moved her hand up and down on his hardness.


"I am going to suck your cock." Jen lowered her lips to his cock head and licked him, enjoying his taste and his sharp intake of air.


"I am going to suck you until you cum." She raised his shaft and plunged her mouth over him.


"I am going to swallow your cum." She repeated her actions with a slow motion, flicking her tongue on the tender under side of his cock head, tasting the pre cum.


"Then I am going to kick your ass in the gym for the next year!" She slid up and down his shaft twenty times over the next minute.


"And I am going to let you fuck me wild after you reach your goal."


She licked his balls and went to a fast tongue bath on his cock head again.


This last bit was too much and Hale's whole body stiffened.


Realizing she had pushed him over the edge, Jen moved him fully back into her mouth just as he came. The first pulse hit her square in the nose as she reached him and she received four more jets of cum in her mouth. She swallowed as promised and wiped the rest of his juices off with her fingers and licked them clean.


Wide eyed, breathing heavy and thoroughly happy with his decision, Hale could not resist her when she kissed him again, tasting his cum in her mouth and staying hard as she swirled his taste around their mouths with her tongue.


Jen offered a small giggle at his expression and grabbed her shirt and redressed as he did the same. Quickly assembled, the opened the door and exited the room. Jen returned to her outwardly professional demeanor as the rounded the corridor to the front and in a voice louder than needed announced: "Alright Hale, see you tomorrow! Get ready for an ass kicking, because tomorrow we are going to work on some strength and endurance!"


So began the deal.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Unexpected Delivery


I stepped out of the shower, grabbed a soft fluffy towel and dried myself off.


I had just completed all the womanly tasks that a woman needs to do when she's about to go out with her boyfriend, the usual shaving of legs, underarms and pussy.


Shane was coming to take me out to lunch, it was our third date, and I had decided today was the day I was going to fuck him.


It had been over twelve months since Rob, my husband, had run off with the twenty something tart, you know the type, long hair, long legs, big tits and no brains (although I have to say this one actually did have a brain, she was his accountant!)


Anyway it's not that I lacked for sex, there was plenty of that. I'd had quite a few one night stands but nothing serious enough to make me want to pursue a relationship.


Maybe I was still smarting from Rob's leaving.


After all I'm not exactly ugly. At 45 I still have a pretty face, shoulder lengths brown hair, a good body, 36D boobs, slim waist, nice shaped bum which hasn't sagged (I think it's my best feature) long legs and a very tight pussy (all of my three kids had been by caesarian section, not through choice just the way nature played it).


Excuse me, I'm wandering off the track.


Shane was different, somebody I could see myself spending a lot of time with. He was my age, good looking, he kept himself fit, was self employed and divorced. His wife had left him for a younger man, so I guess we both had something in common. He was very attentive, a gentleman and whilst we talked about sex he never once pressured me for it.


So today I was going to reward him and fuck his brains out before we went to lunch!


If I was honest I would say the real reason was that I was as horny as hell!


Rob and I had had a great marriage, at least I thought we did, we were very active swingers and had a large group of swinging friends. I believed that was one of the things that helped keep our marriage on an even keel. If we wanted to spice things up, for a bit of variety, we could just go and fuck some of our friends. Quite often we'd have group sex where I would be lucky enough to be the centre of attention of three or four guys. For a girl, as perpetually horny as I am, it was very satisfying knowing your husband enjoyed these activities as much as you did.


Rob used to love seeing me enjoy myself sexually, so much so, that occasionally he would bring home a couple of his mates and I'd fuck all three of them all night.


Anyway I'm digressing again, you're getting the idea, I love sex!


I finished getting ready for Shane, hair and make up done; I slipped into a totally transparent negligee (I may as well have been naked), no underwear and a pair of high heeled sandals.


I didn't want him to have any illusions about what I had in mind!


I looked in the mirror at the finished result. 'Not bad' I thought, 'horny looking, would probably pass for late thirties and very fuckable!


I definitely looked like a woman who wanted sex!


The doorbell rang and I ran downstairs to greet him.


Pausing, before I opened the door, I tried to regain my composure, which was difficult when you have a throbbing wet pussy.


I flung the door open.


I don't know who got the biggest shock, me, or the two, fit young men carrying several boxes.


They stood there staring!


I stood there dumbfounded!


Finally, one of them spoke.


"Mrs. Collins?" he asked.


"Ye....Yes," I stammered.


"We have a delivery for you maam," he said, still staring.


"I..I.. wasn't expecting...any...delivery?" I questioned, still stammering.


"This is 34 Roberts Street, isn't it? And you are Mrs. Collins right?" He was still staring, taking in every inch of my almost naked body.


I looked at his fellow delivery man, there was a large bulge in the front of his pants.


I felt myself getting wetter!


"What is it....in... in...the box I mean?" I asked. 'God, I wish I could stop stammering'.


"It's a Hi Fi system maam, and the gentleman who ordered it this morning asked us to set it up for you."


He was trying to look at my face as he spoke, but he wasn't succeeding. I could see the lust in his eyes.


That was making me even wetter!


"You'd...um...better...um...bring it in then," I answered and stood aside as they carried the box in.


I shut the door.


"I'll...um...just go up and...um....get changed," I said. (Damn that bloody stammer)


"Don't change on our account maam," the one with the obvious bulge in his pants spoke for the first time, "we're enjoying the view, aren't we Mick?"


"Sure are," Mick answered his face reddening.


What the hell I thought, they've seen all of me there is to see now.


"OK, would you guys like a coffee...um...or something....um...while you're setting that thing up?" I think I might have emphasized the 'or something'.


Emboldened, possibly by my lack of action to cover up, the one with the bulge walked right up to within inches of me and put his hand on my breast.


I didn't move, nor push him away, just stood there, breathing heavily, body trembling.


"I'd like the 'or something' Mrs. Collins," he said softly.


Seeing I hadn't moved, or pushed him away, he took that as an invitation to go further, and he did. Still gently squeezing my breast, he used his other hand and grabbed a handful of my negligee lifting it up to my waist, exposing my shaved pussy.


"That's a very nice looking shaved pussy Mrs. Collins," he said, still speaking softly, "but you'd look even better without any of that flimsy fabric covering that beautiful body."


I nodded dumbly, and as I pulled the negligee over my head and dropped it to the floor I shifted my stance slightly.


I stood there completely naked except for my high heels, legs slightly apart, waiting for their next move.


I didn't have to wait long. Bulge (I'd now nicknamed him) dropped his hand to my mound, his fingers probing between my open thighs, two fingers finding my wet slit and slipping inside me


"My god Mrs. Collins, you're dribbling. Hey Mick come and feel this."


I looked over at Mick, he'd seen what was happening and had wasted no time. He was standing there, just in his T shirt, shorts on the floor and a very impressive, long thick cock pointing out in front of him.


He walked over to me eyes glued to my body; my eyes were glued to his manhood.


Bulge took his hand away from my pussy and Mick thrust three fingers into my now sopping wet cunt.


I almost orgasmed on the spot, a low growl escaping from my throat.


"Fuck she's hot! She loves it," Bulge exclaimed as he sidled around behind me.


He reached around me, his bulge pressing into the crevice between my buttocks, and grabbed a breast in each hand, fingers rolling squeezing my nipples.


"Fuck, these are great tits," he said admiringly, "here Mick suck one."


He held my right breast up to Mick, my bullet like nipple extended.


Mick bent down, his fingers now working in and out of my cunt, and began to suckle my breast.


That was enough for me and I orgasmed, my juices flooding Mick's fingers, as I cried out with the pleasure of my release.


"Fuck, she's just cum," Mick exclaimed, astonished.


I regained a modem of composure.


"Boys, I know what you both want, I think I want it too. But not here in the living room, someone might see us. Besides, I need to lie down, I can't do this standing up. You can have whatever you want from me, but not standing up."


Mick scooped me up in his arms.


"Where's the bedroom Mrs. Collins?"


"It's upstairs, first on the right, and my name's Catherine."


"All right Catherine, let's get you onto a bed and fuck you!"


As he effortlessly carried me upstairs I could feel his rampant, young manhood pressing into my flesh.


I wanted this cock!


Laying me down gently on the bed, Mick wasted no time spreading my legs, kneeling down between them and entering me with his long, thick cock.


He was big and it hurt!


I cried out as he penetrated me.


"Go slowly! Go slowly! Please, let me adjust to your size, please," I pleaded.


He stopped pushing, his cock only half way in.


"Christ you're tight Catherine, you sure you're not a virgin?"


I smiled at him, relaxing my pussy muscles as the walls of my cunt enveloped his cock.


He looked down at me enquiringly.


I nodded, "But slowly please."


He eased forward, I was really being filled. It had been a long time since I'd taken a cock this big. My muscles relaxed and he found the depths of my cunt, his cockhead hitting against my cervix.


I wasn't sure if he was all in or not, I didn't care, it felt wonderful.


He began to thrust in and out of me, slowly at first, then his pace quickened. I matched his thrusting with my own, my hips lifting off the bed to meet his every thrust.


Feeling as horny as I was it wasn't long before I felt another orgasm coming, this was going to be a ripper!


I felt that familiar warm feeling radiating out from my pleasure centre, sending shockwaves to my every nerve end, as I screamed out in my delirious orgasm.


"Fuck, I'm cumming! I'm Cumming! Oh God! Oh God! I'm cumming!" and on my screams went, until my orgasm finally subsided.


Then I realised, Mick hadn't cum, he was still pumping in and out of me.


I sensed someone at the side of the bed.


It was Bulge!


He was naked, his cock was sticking out in front of him, he was nowhere as big as Mick, but it was still a nice looking, circumcised cock and he was dribbling pre-cum.


He pulled my head to the side of the bed, his cock pointing at my face. Taking his shaft in my hand I licked at the pre-cum, it tasted sweet. I opened my mouth and accepted him readily, taking him straight down my throat.


Bulge held my head steady as he fucked my mouth and throat. I didn't care I was in fuck heaven, this is just the sort of attention my body craves, and I love!


Bulge didn't have Mick's stamina, or maybe I'm just a really good cocksucker, and a few minutes I felt his cock begin to thicken in my throat.


He jettisoned cum, as it hit the back of my throat, I swallowed greedily, trying not to spill a drop. It must have been a while since he'd blown his load, as fast as I swallowed I couldn't get it all and some escaped trickling out the corner of my mouth.


All the while Mick was still pounding in and out of me.


The excitement of swallowing cum and being enthusiastically fucked caused me to orgasm again!


Releasing Bulge's cock I screamed out again.


"Oh fuck, I'm cumming again! Oh God! Oh God! Oh fuck, this is soooo good!"


Again, once my orgasm subsided, I realised Mick still hadn't cum!


'What is he, a machine?' I was thinking to myself.


"Mick, stop for a minute," I asked breathlessly, as I regained a little composure.


He looked down at me questioningly.


"Let me get on top of you?" I suggested, "I want to ride your beautiful cock, like a cowgirl."


He withdrew from me and lay down on his back, his magnificent cock pointing straight up in the air.


I straddled him, hands on his chest I lowered my eager sopping wet cunt onto his rampant love muscles. I pushed myself down until I could feel my pubic bone grinding against his, my cunt was on fire and full of cock!


I rode him for all I was worth, triggering a constant stream of mini orgasms.


This was turning out to be my kind of day!


I felt Bulge get onto the bed, then felt a finger at my anus.


I leaned slightly forward on Mick's cock, encouraging and giving the invading finger easier access.


He took the encouragement and I felt his fingers move around to my cunt, filled with Mick's cock, gathering some lubrication.


First one finger eased its way into my anus, then two, then three. I could feel the fingers rubbing against Mick's cock through the thin membrane, separating the two cavities, the feeling was wonderful!


The after a few minutes the fingers withdrew.


Bulge then straddled Mick and me, pushing me forward onto Mick's chest he pushed his cockhead against my puckered arsehole. Now I love having my arse fucked, nearly as much as vaginal sex, and I particularly love double penetration. But whilst he wasn't huge, it had been a while since I'd had a cock in my arse, and he was having difficulty forcing his way in.


I relaxed my anal muscles, as much as I could, and was rewarded as I felt his cockhead push past my sphincter and into my anal canal. He kept pushing until I felt his balls slapping against my cock filled cunt.


I orgasmed again screaming!


"Fuck me you guys! Fuck my cunt! Fuck me up the arse! Fill me up! Blow your loads in me! Root me! Fuck me!"


On and on I went as they mercilessly fucked me, their cocks pounding away in my cunt and arse.


The feeling, for me, was sublime; I hadn't been fucked like this for over a year and boy, had I missed it!


The sounds, coming from my mouth, became incoherent gabble as I was lost in the throws of constant orgasms.


Eventually I felt Mick's pace quicken then his cock grew even fatter, if that was possible, and the first of his spunk splattered the walls of my cunt. This triggered Bulge and his cock erupted spewing his cum into my bowel.


My final orgasm, sent off by these two, was the biggest of them all!


My head exploded into a kaleidoscope of bright flashing lights, the nerve ends in my pussy and arsehole triggering all sorts of beautiful, mind blowing and body shuddering responses.


I was enveloped in the lust driven, super responsive sexual gratification my body was eagerly receiving and I was off in 'out of body' delirium.


Screaming incoherently in my orgasm I blacked out momentarily!


When I came back to earth, a few seconds later, neither boy had moved. Mick's big cock was still throbbing in my cunt and Bulge was still deeply imbedded in my arse. Neither cock had softened.


Ah, the stamina of youth!


Mick began to move inside me again, so did Bulge.


"No boys please, I've had enough," I pleaded.


"Com'on Catherine, you're a horny little slut, you can cum again & again," Bulge urged as he rammed his cock back up my arse.


"Yeah you can do it Catherine," Mick cajoled as he too pushed his fat cock further into my eager cunt, "come on, blow for us again."


In spite of my protestations my body responded, twisting and urging their eager young cocks to further ravage me.


Once again my lust took control of me, I gave up trying to fight it, as my body became the subject of another constant stream of mini orgasms.


We kept up this furious fucking for what seemed like eternity, but realistically was probably only another 10 or 15 minutes. The sensation of their two young cocks pistoning in and out of me, the feeling of them rubbing together through the thin membrane separating my cunt and anal canal, had me back in a state of constant delirium.


Then Bulge lunged forward, grunted and emptied another stream of cum into my bowel.


Once again this tipped me over the edge, my head and body exploding into a full on, mind blowing orgasm.


Again the obscenities spewed out.


"Jesus Christ! I'm cumming again! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! This is sooo gooood! God! Oh God! Fuck meeee!"


Again I was triggered off into a mind blowing kaleidoscope of flashing lights. My cunt and arsehole convulsing into muscle clutching, nerve throbbing orgasmic bliss!


This time I was totally spent and collapsed onto Mick's chest.


My pussy and arse were still stuffed full of cock as I lay, hot and sweaty, prone on my young lover.


Mick gently lifted my head and, pressing his lips to mine, kissed me passionately, his tongue slipping into my mouth.


I returned the kiss with fervor, absorbed in the passion from this young stud.


He broke the kiss and whispered softly.


"We'd better stop this Catherine or I'm gonna get hard again. Then I'll never want to leave your gorgeous body and pussy, but I'd probably get fired. The boss is gonna be wondering what's taken us so long as it is. But can I say I've had my fair share of girls in my time, but Christ Catherine you've put them all to shame. You're awesome!"


I lifted my head slightly as I felt Bulge withdraw his softening cock from my anal passage. I looked down at Mick.


"You've got more staying power than any other man I've ever encountered Mick. Some girl is going to be very lucky when she gets you," I whispered, "but now I think I'd better get cleaned up."


I eased myself off Mick's softened but still impressive cock and stood up, unsteadily, beside the bed.


Cum dribbled out of my pussy and arse as I slowly made my way to the ensuite bathroom.


Stopping at the door I turned and asked,


"Would you guys like to shower and clean up before you set up the hi fi?"


"Oh shit," Bulge exclaimed, "I'd forgotten all about that."


We all looked at each other then burst out laughing.


Once the boys had left, after setting up the hi fi of course, I noticed there was a text message on my mobile phone, it read:


'Hi honey, hope you're not too disappointed I couldn't make it for lunch. Had an unexpected urgent call and had to fly to Brisbane, should be back tomorrow. Hope the surprise delivery has been made and you get to enjoy it."


'It was an unexpected delivery and I certainly did enjoy it!' I mused, smiling and remembering, 'any time you want to repeat it, is fine by me!'


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Diane Is Heavily Used


Diane enjoyed the cool water as it drizzled over her lips. She drank as much as she could manage, enjoyed the cool feeling in her mouth and throat. I held the pitcher high, poured it onto her forehead and let it drip down the front of her body. She turned her head right and left, tilted it to get as much as she could into her mouth.


I watched her face closely. When it looked like she was relaxing a bit, I stopped pouring and said "back into position."


Diane dropped slowly to her knees and spread them wide apart. She picked up the rubber hood from the floor and took one last look around the room. The three men I'd brought were still dressed in their work clothes, holding beers and watching her. She pulled the mask over her head. It covered her face completely, leaving only her nostrils and mouth exposed. Then, she arched her back slightly and crossed her wrists behind her neck. In her final act of preparation, she leaned her head back a bit and opened her mouth wide.


"Well, gentlemen, that was Round One," I said. We'd arrived an hour earlier. Diane was immediately stripped naked and passed around for blow jobs. Then, I'd tied her over the back of one of the chairs and given her a mild spanking with a wooden paddle. One hundred strokes. The men had been amazed and impressed but both Diane and I knew that the flat wooden paddle was a lot easier to take than what was coming. I'd slipped my hand underneath her and she'd cum three times before I reached 100.


I opened the suitcase I'd brought and removed a flogger. I showed it to the men. It was a heavy leather contraption with 26 tails, each 24 inches long. I swished it in the air.


"Who wants to feel this?" I joked with them. John held out his arm. John was a guy I'd met when working construction during college. He always had to prove how tough he was, so it was a natural he'd want to show off. I gave him a good swat and he flinched.


"Ow, hey. That's some serious shit." The others nodded.


"Oh, yeah," I said, then in a single motion, I spun around and started flogging Diane's breasts. She maintained her position for the first three swings, but then shuddered and leaned forward after the fourth, elbows closing over her face.


"Diane, am I going to have to have them hold you?" I asked in a menacing tone.


"No, no sir," she answered quickly, regaining her position.


"So, four seems to be the magic number, is that it?" I asked. "Let's all count out loud." I turned to the three and nodded. Then, I raised my arm again and swung at her once, twice, three times. They all counted out loud. I stopped before the fourth and she flinched.


"Wow," Dave muttered.


"Conditioning," I said. "Now, if I want to, I can punish her for even just that. For flinching in anticipation rather than offering herself to the whip." I turned to Diane. "Diane, next time we get to number four, I want to see you lean back and offer your breasts to me, and I want to hear you ask for it."


"Yes, sir," she said.


I stood there for several minutes, just watching her breath. Every few seconds, she's shift her weight slightly from knee to knee or move her elbows closer or farther apart. We were all completely silent, just watching her. Then, completely at random, I silently raised the flogger and brought it upward, catching the underside of both breasts. She screamed and bent at the waist, covering herself with her arms. Immediately, she went back to position.


"Oh, sir, I'm sorry, sir, I'm sorry, sir..." I clamped my hand over her mouth and leaned forward. "Too late. I am going to use the cane." She gave a slight whimper.


"My cock's gonna explode if I don't get to fuck her," Marco said. He was the shortest of the three but had the thickest cock. Only six inches or so long, but it looked like her wrist. He unbuckled his belt and pulled off his pants. He spit on his cock and tugged at it until it got stiff. Then, he took Diane's wrist and walked the bed. He pushed her down and she spread herself wide, hands reaching for him. He eagerly climbed on top of her and shoved himself in deep and fast. She moaned and wrapped one leg around his back, fucking him hard. Marco pumped fast and I thought he'd finish quick but after ten minutes, he was still going solid. Diane came while he was inside her and I could tell she was getting sensitive by the way she ground against him. He loved it and fucked even harder. He finally came, holding her hips and pushing himself as deep as he could. She grunted as his cock opened her wide.


"Next," he said, standing up and shaking the drops of cum onto her belly.


"Not that skank hole," Dave said. "He's stretched her so wide we could put a fist in there."


"Maybe we should," John echoed.


"Too fucking cliche," Dave answered. "Let's give her some time to close back up. Snatch will do that. And I know just what will help."


Dave took the flogger from where I'd dropped it on the floor. "Hold her legs open," he said to Marco and John. Each of them took one of Diane's ankles and spread her wide. I watched her holding her breath, belly trembling, wondering what they were going to do. She couldn't see with the mask on, but knew where Dave was. He smiled and held his finger to his lips. Then, he leaned forward and lightly stroked Diane's pussy with his finger. She purred, let herself relax. He nudged the clit, then pushed his finger inside her, feeling how wide open Marco's cock had left her. She started responding, grinding her hips slightly and moaning.


Dave motioned for Marco to replace his finger. I wondered what he was doing. Marco touched Diane, making the same motion Dave had been making. Then I understood. Diane had no idea Dave had stood up, couldn't tell who was touching what part of her. She just knew that she was getting close to cumming again.


Dave nodded his head and Marco pulled his hand away from Diane's pussy just in time to avoid being hit by the flogger. She shrieked. The combination of the surprise and her arousal was too much for her, she screamed as Dave flailed at her cunt and belly with the flogger. I put my hand over her mouth, she was louder than I'd heard in a long time. I had to give Dave credit, he knew his stuff.


"Enough," I said when I'd counted to twenty. They let go of Diane. She lay on the bed panting, knowing not to move, but eager for whatever was coming next.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

An Afternoon with My Lover


I'm naked and waiting for you inside our hotel room. I hear you knock at the door and my dick begins to get hard instantly. I've spent countless hours since our last wonderful time together- remembering how incredibly hot, sexy and erotic it was-remembering how beautiful and sexy you looked-how much I enjoyed checking out your sexy curvy body concealed under your clothes and how much I always want to see you naked-how much I always enjoy our first kiss-my cock gets so hard so quickly.


Now, you're back in front of me again and we are alone in our room. As I close the door behind you, I tell you how sexy you look and how I can't wait to get you out of your clothes and see, feel, and taste your incredible body in the flesh!


I gaze at you-watching your sexy body move underneath the long overcoat you are wearing. I can see that you have on sexy black stockings with black high heals.


You tell me that you've made that part easy for me. I stare into your beautiful lust-filled green eyes looking into mine-feeling you wrap your arms around me-grabbing the back of my head and pulling my mouth towards yours, as my arms wrap around your waist and I cup your ass in my hands-you feel my hard cock pressing against you, as your mouth covers mine-slow long deep kisses-my hands finally able to explore your sexy body again-your hands reaching down and stroking me through my clothes.


As we kiss, I unbutton your coat and slip my hands underneath and realize what you meant, because you are only wearing a bra and panties under your coat and my hands are immediately greeted by what I have been yearning and starving for-to feel all your soft warm flesh under my hands and between my fingers again.


I tell you how incredibly sexy your body feels, as you continue to tongue my open mouth and then you let a stream of your hot spit drool into my eager mouth and reach down and begin stroking my now throbbing dick. You tell me that you hope I like the way you smell too, because per my request, you did not put on any deodorant for the last couple of days-knowing how aroused and turned on I am by your body's incredibly sexy natural scent and taste.


As I slip off your coat and let it drop to the floor, I kiss and lick my way down your neck and chest and towards your underarm. You lift your arm over your head and I bury my nose in your armpit-taking a deep breath and savoring your arousing scent, as I un-clasp your bra and take your soft breasts into my hands and begin rolling and pinching your nipples between my fingers and thumbs.


My left hand is now stroking your belly and moving toward your dripping wet pussy, as my right hand continues to tease and stimulate your nipples. My tongue is tasting and exploring your armpit, as my hand slides between your hot wet thighs and my fingers pull your panties aside and part your swollen pussy lips and slide deep inside you and my thumb finds your hard clit.


You continue to stroke my dick and are moaning in pleasure, as I now begin sucking and nibbling on your hard nipples, while I finger fuck your soaking wet cunt-rubbing your g-spot and stroking your clit all at the same time. Soon I feel your pussy convulse and tighten around my fingers as you cum-soaking my hand and your panties and making you weak in the knees.


I sit you down on the edge of the bed and I drop to my knees between your open legs and begin feasting on your pussy through your cum soaked panties and then lick my way up your body-sucking on the soft flesh of your belly and then on your nipples-making my way back up to your mouth, as I reach around you and help you out you your panties.


I lick my way up your neck and you grab my head and treat me to more of your tasty hot spit-drooling over your soft lips into my open mouth, before licking your cum off my face and thrusting your tongue deep into my mouth.


After our hot wet kiss, I take your panties and put them into my mouth-sucking on the cum soaked crotch area-mmm you taste and smell so fucking good that I don't want to waste a drop and soon my mouth is back between your legs covering your hot tasty pussy-sucking your lips and clit into my mouth-my lips massaging around them and sucking them in and out-tongue licking-teasing-savoring your hot wet swollen flesh-diving deep inside your dripping slit-your hands pressed against the back of my head-grinding and fucking my face with your sweet wet cunt-cumming again gushing again-savoring every drop of your hot tasty cum, before swallowing it down.


As my licking and sucking gets softer and slower, you release my head and scoot back a bit from the edge of the bed. You lift your feet up on the bed and spread your legs nice and wide. From your drive to the hotel and from the last two orgasms, your bladder is feeling full and you have a strong desire to pee. You spread your pussy lips open and ask me if I'm ready for you.


I look up and tell you that I am so fucking thirsty for your hot piss! A stream of your hot golden juice arcs out from your pussy and I catch it in my open mouth-letting you watch my mouth fill up with your hot piss before swallowing it down. You almost cum again just watching me drink your piss.


Eager for more, I quickly cover your pissing cunt with my mouth again-licking and sucking on your lips and clit, as I continue to savor and drink down your tasty hot piss-letting some escape my mouth, so I can feel your hot liquid running down my body and onto my throbbing dick-using your hot piss to help my hand slide up and down my hungry horny cock, as I continue to feast on you and drink from you!


This has sent you over the edge again and you cum even harder than before-treating me to a mixture of your hot cum and piss. After I've greedily enjoyed every drop you have to give, I come up and kiss you-giving you a taste of your piss mixed together with your sweet cum and then I tell you I am so fucking hungry to feast on your ass!


You are happy to comply and quickly turn over on your hands and knees-teasing me by sticking your sexy hot ass in the air and swaying it back and forth, before reaching back and spreading your ass-cheeks wide open for me.


I'm standing behind you and stroking my rock hard dick-pausing to take in the intoxicating hot and sexy view of your ass spread open for me to feast on-your cum and piss soaked asshole winking at me, as it opens and closes-calling me to worship it and fuck it deep with my tongue.


Your curvy legs are spread apart-giving me room to crawl between them and devour you. I start licking and sucking on the soft smooth flesh of your right ass-cheek and lick my way down your thigh to the top of your thigh-high stocking. As I roll it off your leg, I continue licking and sucking on the warm soft flesh of your leg until I reach your foot.


I finish removing your stocking and then engulf your heel with my mouth-sucking on it and licking the bottom of your foot-wide flat strokes of my tongue up and down the bottom of your foot-the warm soft sensation makes you release your ass-cheeks and reach underneath for your pussy and begin stroking your hard throbbing clit.


You feel another orgasm approaching, as my hot wet mouth surrounds your toes and you feel my tongue licking between them, as I suck on them. I'm looking up and watching you stroke your pussy-you look so fucking hot and sexy playing with your clit!


You feel my mouth leave your foot and them my lips and tongue are all over your ass again-sucking licking feasting on your left cheek and then running my tongue between them-up and down your tasty crack and then back down your left leg-tasting you, as I remove this stocking too and then devouring and lavishing your left foot, as I reach up and help you stroke your clit and then slide a finger inside your pussy-dripping with cum again. All of your toes engulfed by my mouth-so eager to suck on them and run my tongue between them, as I continue to finger your hot dripping pussy.


Your hands return to your ass-cheeks and spread them wide open for me again-your crack wet and glistening with sweat piss and cum. I hear you tell me-baby, I need you to eat my ass now!


My fingers are still inside your pussy-hand facing down-fingers again stroking and rubbing your g-spot and thumb back on your clit-My free hand stroking and massaging your belly and your tits and playing with your nipples, as you feel my hot breath against your asshole and know my mouth is close.


I lick up and down the length of your ass crack-over and over-loving how good your mingled juices taste and smell. I then concentrate my tongue on just your sexy asshole-licking it-wrapping my lips around it and gently sucking on it, as I slide the tip of my tongue inside and french kiss your asshole.


I slide my fingers out of your pussy-they are slick and coated with your hot thick tasty juice. I wipe them on your asshole and smear your juice all over, before licking it off. I slide my fingers back inside your pussy and re-coat them with your pussy juice.


I pull them back out and then slide one finger inside your asshole-slowly fucking you with it-feeling your asshole relax and open up for me and then slide it out and replace it with my other juice covered finger-sliding it deep inside your now wet asshole. I'm licking around your asshole, as I finger fuck it and then pull my finger out and suck off your ass juice. I then slide two fingers inside your asshole-opening you further still-again fingering you as I lick around your asshole and my penetrating fingers. Out they come and I lick them dry, It's twitching wildly from my light strokes and from you rubbing your clit.


Your asshole feels so good when it contracts under the pressure of my tongue-urging me to come inside,-loving how deep I can get my tongue inside you and having you relaxed enough that I can move my tongue around and lick deep inside your asshole-loving the taste and feel of your hot soft velvety walls.


I lick harder as you begin leaning back against my face until I press the tip of my tongue firmly into the center of your asshole and slowly slide it in deeper and deeper-savoring the sexy feeling of every fraction of an inch before thrusting my tongue deep inside your now open and relaxed asshole. With my tongue still deep inside you, you squat down until you are squatting and smothering my face with your beautiful ass.


You are leaning forward and grabbing onto my legs for support as you begin humping and grinding and fucking my tongue wildly with your ass. I'm grabbing onto your hips and helping you and helping myself get deeper and deeper inside your ass with each stroke.


You grab hold of my throbbing cock at the base and stroke your hand up to milk out all the precum oozing out. Wanting to get my tongue deeper still, I push you forward as I sit up until your ass is high up in the air and in the perfect position for me to properly lick and fuck it. I tell you I want to watch you finger fuck your pussy as I fuck your asshole with my tongue.


I begin rimming and licking all around the outside of your asshole as you rub your clit and work your fingers deep inside your soaking pussy. Again I spread your cheeks apart and slowly slide my tongue back inside you-using slow firm strokes in and out until I feel you relax and then I quickly thrust my tongue deep inside you and you moan "oh yeah-just like that".


I'm licking all around the inside of your asshole-tasting every inch I can of your tight sexy hole-moving my tongue from side to side and swirling it around. Then my fingers return to your pussy-my fingers entangle with yours-stroking you-fucking your sloppy wet cunt so good.


I have my tongue sticking out as far as it will go with my head thrusting forward then back-ramming my tongue deeper and deeper inside you, as I tongue fuck your asshole and you are rocking back and forth to meet my thrusts-sending me deeper still, until your pussy explodes and gushes all over my face and body.


As I slow to long sensual strokes with my tongue still deep inside your pulsating asshole-slowly sliding my tongue out rimming sucking and licking around your hot sexy open asshole and then down to your pussy-swallowing, savoring your hot tasty cum.


You feels so incredible and sexy wrapped around my tongue and my cock is throbbing with excitement-wanting to be inside your ass.


You seem to read my mind as you tell me "Lover, fuck my ass with that hard dick!" You turn over on your back and spread your legs wide and lift your ass up-ready for me to fuck you. I sit before you and stroke my cock as I slide a finger inside your asshole and rub your clit with my thumb as I look into your sexy lust-filled eyes. "Oh please baby-give me that cock" I rub my dick up and down your wet slit-coating it with your pussy juice and then press the head of my dick against your wet asshole.


My dick is so hard throbbing and ready to be inside you. Your eager hole opens up and sucks the head of my cock inside as I grab onto your hips and slide deeper and deeper. I continue playing with your pussy and clit as we rock back and forth against each other. I lean forward and lay on top of you and begin driving my cock deeper inside your ass until I'm buried to the hilt. We're tonguing and kissing each other as I fuck your ass with long hard deep strokes.


I lift myself off you to enjoy the incredible view of your hot sweaty body and the way your breasts sway as I pound deep into your asshole. You are getting ready to cum and your sexy eyes are glazed over and begin to roll back and you scream out in ecstasy as I feel your asshole convulse with and your entire body trembles with your huge orgasm.


Hot juice is squirting out of your pussy and spraying against my stomach and soaking my dick and your asshole. I slide myself out and enjoy the view of my hot cum drooling out of your well fucked asshole. It looks so sexy and delicious and I go down and lick your asshole clean-lapping up my cum from your relaxed gaping asshole.


You look so beautiful lying there, sated from loving you, but I'm not nearly done. My dick is still rock hard and dripping pre cum, so you lean forward and lick it off and savor our mingled tastes before engulfing my dick with your mouth-it feels so good-so hot.


My dick is glistening with your saliva as you continue sucking on me and stroking my hard shaft. I look down at you and see the lust in your sexy eyes, you take your hands from my cock and put them under your luscious body.


Your eyes are pleading, begging me to fuck your mouth. I stoke your cheek softly marveling how much trust you put in me, your lover, your best friend. Without taking my cock from your mouth I move your head until it is hanging off the bed.


I start slowly fucking your mouth feeling how hot and wet it is on my dick, your hands on my ass pulling me closer-deeper- thrusting faster forcing your throat to open, my balls slapping against your face. I can feel you gagging and struggling to breath but you don't stop me.


I know your orgasm will be hard and quick, I do this hard for a few minutes until I see your body arch and cum squirting from your pussy. I take my dick out of your mouth, Your face looks so erotic with all the spit I lick it off your face and spit it into your open mouth sliding my dick in once more deep...


Baby... My dick is so hard throbbing and ready to be inside you. I kneel between your legs and stroke the head of my dick up and down your wet slit and then slowly slide my swollen head inside-oh baby! so hot-so wet-you feel so fucking good! as I slide in slowly giving you a little more of my dick with each stroke and I climb on top of you and feel your legs spread further and feel your feet wrapped around my hips.


I'm buried deep inside your sweet pussy-my tongue deep inside your mouth, as I slowly pick up my stroke-nice long deep strokes-moving a little faster as I feel my balls ache with the desire to cum-you feel them slapping against your asshole as I fuck you harder and faster-I reach back and pin your legs under my arms-spreading you wider still-thrusting my dick deeper still-sweet sexy sound of sweaty skin slapping-the wet sloppy sound of my dick pounding your gushing cunt-tongue and lips-licking sucking all over your tits and pleasuring your nipples-your hands reach above your head for leverage against the headboard-pushing into me-fucking even harder and faster-nose buried in your armpit-so turned on by your sexy scent-tongue licking tasting savoring what you have for me there-your pussy convulsing gushing-massaging my cock-trying to milk me of my hot creamy cum-unable to stop, as we scream out in one incredible orgasm-you feel my dick convulsing inside you followed by wave after wave of hot cum filling up your hungry pussy!


Still savoring tasting your sweaty body, as my strokes slow back down-then licking my way back down to lick and suck on your cream filled pussy-dripping with my cum and yours-still stroking my semi-hard dick and then sliding back inside your pussy until I am deep again-laying above you our cum dripping off my chin and you pull me down to lick my face clean.


Slowly stroking your pussy with my dick-getting harder again and then a moments pause-and you begin to feel a new sensation-your pussy filling up with hot piss, as I begin to unload inside you filling you until you are over flowing with my hot piss and then fucking your full pussy and pushing more out-feeling it run out all over you and down to your asshole below and then more piss for you-filling you with load after load-all the while fucking you to orgasm after screaming orgasm until I am spent.


You beg me for a taste, so I lay next to you and we share lots of long hot wet passionate kissing as we push my cum and your ass juice back and forth-savoring the flavor of our hot fucking.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Best Machinist in the East


"Hey Henry! How's the best machinist in the east?"


"What do you want?" Henry asked with a smile. It was a game they always played. Typically, Tara would have some small item for the plant's machinist to fix or make for the lab and she'd always said that it's easier to attract flies with honey than vinegar. Hence the flattery.


"Here's a card to sign. John is retiring next week."


Henry grabbed the card from Tara and then grabbed her hand.


"Whoa gal! Those could be dangerous!"


Tara laughed and said "I guess I should shorten my nails, they are getting a tad long."


"A tad? Them things are a quarter inch long!"


"Yeah, yeah. Just sign the card, will you?"


Henry signed the card, provided twenty dollars for the gift and Tara went on her way, gathering more signatures and gifts for the soon to be retiree.


* * * * *


That same afternoon, Henry was required to go repair a hydraulic pressure system. Tom, the new supervisor was hanging around the system where Henry was working, trying to be helpful but really getting in Henry's way and on his nerves.


Tom was not well liked. He was arrogant and pushy. His so-called help had already cost Henry two gaskets. The gaskets were hand made by Henry and he only had one more made and only enough material to make one more. He was trying to get the hydraulic system back together but the way the system was, the gasket had to stay up below the upper part while Henry ramped up the bottom part. It was not possible to simply lay the gasket on top of the bottom piece and the gasket kept falling and then getting caught crooked between the two metal parts, ruining it. They had tried a few different methods of holding the gasket up but it just didn't work.


Henry asked his supervisor "Can we please take this whole thing apart and take it to the shop where I could do this upside down and get it done right?"


"No, we're doing this here and I promised it would be done by the end of the day. Taking this apart will take too long. Now what if...." and Tom kept talking, insisting they try it his way even though it had failed before.


Soon, the third gasket was ruined. Henry stood up and said "Boss, we have two choices. I just have enough material to make one more gasket. We either take this apart and take it to the shop or you go get Tara."


"Tara?"


"Yes, Tara. Tell her I said she's the best helper in the east and that I need her help."


"Tara. The girl in the lab. She won't be any help! A girl like that won't want to get her hands dirty!"


"Listen, do you want this job done or not?"


"Yes, but..."


Henry cut him off.


"It's Tara or it's the shop. It's close to quitting time for me and if you want me to stay OT, you'll have to do it my way. Go get Tara, tell her I said she's the best helper in the east and tell her to meet me in the shop. She shows up, I finish the job, otherwise, you can do it!" With that, Henry left.


Meanwhile, Cecil, the maintenance manager had arrived and had overheard the last bit of the conversation.


"Cecil, did you hear that? This guy thinks he can set conditions!"


Cecil quietly said "Do it. Go get Tara before she leaves."


"You're serious! You're going to bend to his blackmail?"


"Listen Tom, Henry has been at this plant for 20 years and if he says Tara can help, I trust him. Now go get her before she leaves!" Cecil had started quietly and had raised his voice towards the end.


"All right, all right, I'll go get the little helper" the supervisor said with much contempt.


Tom went up to the lab and asked Tara to come help. After he repeated what Henry had said, Tara grabbed the safety gear she knew she'd need and she went to the maintenance shop.


Once there, Henry smiled at her. "How's the best helper in the east?"


Tara smiled and played along "What do you want?"


Henry turned to Tara "You willing to lose one or two of you precious nails?"


"If that's what it takes."


"You remember how you had to hold that gasket for the press in the lab? This one is very similar only a bit bigger so you might need both hands."


"Okay."


Henry finished the gasket and took Tara into the plant. Once at the proper location, they found Tom and Cecil still there. Henry addressed Cecil: "Think we can work in peace?"


Understanding that Henry didn't want Tom around, Cecil took Tom aside and said "Let's give them space. There's pressure enough without us standing over them." Tom tried to protest but Cecil insisted and took Tom away.


As Henry showed Tara where he needed her to hold the gasket, she had to bend down in an awkward position but then again, so was he. Then, as they were working slowly but surely, he said "Do you have any idea how distracting it is that I can see right down your blouse this way?"


"Hmmmm. Probably as distracting as me thinking of what we could do about it if you weren't married."


Henry laughed. "Good point!"


"Okay, okay. Now, we're almost there. As soon as you feel the metal against your nails, tell me."


Within seconds, Tara felt the metal push against her nails. "Now."


Henry stopped and said "Okay, I'm going to set up to give it one last turn and when I start pushing, pull your nails out. Ready?"


"Ready."


Henry gave the last turn and Tara felt the metal push further against her nails and pulled them out just in time to not leave them behind. Henry finished off tightening the hydraulic system. Then he tested it with some pressure and when satisfied that it was fine, he stood and said "I knew that with the best helper in the east, we'd get this done!"


"Will you stick around to help me put this all together?"


Tara agreed and continued being his helper, handing him the tools he asked for and handing him the nuts and bolts he required, one by one. As they were finishing up, they saw Tom and Cecil coming back. Henry said "We're done."


"How?" asked the supervisor.


"Don't ask questions and you won't get lies. We're done and we're going home."


With that, Henry picked up his tools, handed some to Tara and started towards the shop. Tara followed him in silence. After they'd put the tools away, Henry took off his coveralls, opened his locker to put away his coveralls and grabbed a bottle of hand cleaner and said "Come with me."


Knowing there was barely anyone left at the plant and that Tara was probably the only woman left at this later hour, he led her into the ladies' small locker room and to the sinks in the back. There, he said "This is the best hand cleaner around. It takes all the grease out."


He then proceeded to wash both his and her hands with the hand cleaner. After he was finished washing their hands and both were drying their hands with paper towels, he asked "You never heard, did you?"


"Hear what?"


"Stacey left me three months ago. She went back to Toronto."


"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that."


"I'm not. Things weren't going well at all."


"That sucks."


"Well, it's all in the past now."


"You okay?"


"Oh I'm fine. Now how about I show you how fine I am?"


"What do you have in mind?" Tara smiled. Henry and her had flirted since she 'd been hired as the lab supervisor but had never acted on it as she'd been in a relationship and by the time she'd gotten out of it, he'd started dating Stacey. But now that they were both single, she could only imagine the possibilities.


"I'd sure like to see more of what's under that blouse..." Henry started unbuttoning her blouse as he said that.


"Here? At work?"


"Nobody's here and nobody would dare come in here!"


Henry finished unbuttoning her blouse and let out an impressed whistle. "Wow, that is one sexy bra!"


He ran his hands up her sides and cupped her breasts, leaning in to kiss her. Tara was amazed at how soft his touch was on her. She responded immediately, raising her hands to his hair and pulling him to her, kissing him back. While Henry caressed her breasts through the fabric of her bra, their tongues danced around each other, teasing, tantalizing.


Henry broke the kiss only to trace a series of kisses from her jaw down her neck and down to her breasts. His hands reached behind her and found the bra's hooks and undid them. Then, he pushed the bra and the blouse off her shoulders and took them off completely. He then took one nipple into his mouth, causing Tara to inhale sharply and then moan under his teasing tongue.


Tara felt Henry's hands to down her back , caressing her skin, lighting it on fire under his touch. Then, she felt him caress her rear end through the fabric of her jeans. Tara busied her own hands pushing up his t-shirt, wanting to feel his skin too.


Henry pulled back long enough to whip his shirt off and then pull on her belt. Together, they undid the fastening of her jeans and pushed them down. The bent down and took off her work boots and pulled the legs of her jeans off her. Then, he pushed her up onto the counter and resumed kissing her. Without her realizing it, Henry had undone his own pants and pushed them down. Pulling her legs up, Henry tilted her body and soon, Tara felt the tip of his cock touch her wet slit. Running her hands down his back, she pulled him forward, telling him with her actions just how much she wanted him. Both of them felt an urgency, an urgency borne of months and months of flirting and repressed desire.


In one slow but steady stroke, he filled her completely. They both broke their kiss to gasp at the sensation. For Tara, it was being stretched by his large cock. For Henry, it was feeling how tight she was around his cock. They stayed immobile for a moment, enjoying the feeling, both feeling like the world was finally right. Then, Henry said "I gotta take you Tara, I want you so much, I just gotta have you."


He started moving inside her, causing delicious friction and making her moan. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him even closer. Henry moved faster inside her. Not able to kiss and breathe at the same time, he pulled her close and kissed her neck.


Tara, breathing hard herself, whispered "Oh God, this is so good, fuck me hard, baby."


"I'm sorry for the short preliminaries. I promise to take more time next time and every time after that."


"Don't worry, I want this just as bad as you do, just take me. God, take me!"


Henry responded by accelerating his movements and deepening them. He then said "At this speed, I won't last very long sweetie."


"Neither will I baby, I'm close, I'm so close."


Tara moved back just a tad more, changing the angle and soon had Henry's big cock hitting her g-spot.


"Oh yeah, don't stop, don't stop!"


Henry held on to her ass, pulling her toward him and pushing her over the edge. Tara groaned her release, squeezing Henry's cock inside her as she did so. Soon, it was Henry's turn to groan his release, coming inside her. When he stilled, he held her against her and caressed her back for a few moments.


Before parting, he kissed her tenderly and said "Tell me this doesn't have to be a one time thing."


"It can't. You promised me more preliminaries, remember?"


Smiling, he said "But that's only if you want me again."


"Oh yeah, I want you again. How about you come home with me tonight?"


"Just promise me one thing."


"What's that?"


"No using those nails on me?"


Tara laughed and promised. "Deal!"



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Out of Control


A makeshift frame, this was a spur of the moment thing. While she was at work, he cleaned the garage and found some PVC pipe, the primer and cement to glue it together, some pin hinges, and some zip ties. He measured as best he could, guessing at what he was building in relation to her size. She was short, only five foot, one-half inch, and in most cases couldn't reach upper shelves, or anything too far buried.


He loved her, loved her dearly, but she was a cold one. Very smart, pretty, confident and confrontational, she brooked no argument and always got what she wanted. She was the master of their domain and he resented her for it. He had his moments of control, but it didn't take much for her to take him down. She knew all the big words and how to use them. She was very expressive, having mastered the "murder look". She was also proud of being vindictive, but only for a true wrong; nothing accidental or unintentionally mean fell in her path, but if you seriously fucked with her, she'd fuck you back and make sure you were scarred by it. Corporate types, lawyers, authority figures, none were immune. She had the disconcerting habit of looking you right in the eye, and for calling bullshit.


She always said she won the gold medal in the Asshole Olympics. She didn't always laugh when she did.


He loved to fuck her. Always tight, it was literally like fucking a virgin all the time. She got really wet and ready, but if she wasn't, lube was a complete necessity. Her clitoris was like a small strawberry, her lips were full and pink, her asshole a pinkish-brown, more pink than brown, and it was all waxed as smooth as a baby's butt. She even went so far as to wax it herself.


She had a big ass. It didn't matter how much she weighed, her ass was big. She'd gone through some sizes during the years, from really nicely shaped to really overweight and back again. The one constant was her big ass. He loved to fuck her ass, and she let him a few times. The first time she was kinda drunk. She got funny when she drank, it was the only time she was sure to not be mean unless you purposely fucked with her. He started licking it, and knew that she pretended she didn't know what he was doing. She questioned him as in, "Gee, what are you doing? It sure feels good" and he'd just vaguely answered that he was licking on her. He'd attempt every now and then when they were fucking and she was in a good mood but she'd almost always say no even to him tonguing her a little bit. It was sad, really, because she loved it and he loved it, but it was a whole respect thing. A friend of hers had broken up with his girlfriend, and the girl was ragging on him, trying to make him feel bad. His parting shot was, "All that's okay because I got to fuck a whore in the ass."


And that comment set her tone. Her thought was that if she admitted that she loved it hard in the ass, he would use it against her one day like her friend did his girlfriend. She didn't realize the difference was that he would love her no matter what she did. After all, if he could put up with the shit she put him through daily, reaming her rim was like eating the most amazing cake after a dinner of broken glass.


So he put all those things together in his head and they gelled into this: a frame of PVC that would fit against the bed that he could strap her to. That he could bend her over on and spank her (something he thought she would love, but only got a dirty look for when suggested) or fuck her or do her ass. He got her a pair of nipple clamps years ago but never gave them to her. The time never seemed right, so they were still in the little velvet bag in the back of his top drawer. So he now had nipple clamps and a frame that had hinges on either side at waist height, lube and a hardon.


She came home, did the whole evening thing, took a shower and sat down with a drink to watch some television. He made a point to be solicitous; getting her a couple of refills, making sure she had everything she needed. When she was relaxed, he told her he wanted to fuck her. She gave him a look that he wasn't sure how to read because of the booze. He took it as an opportunity to press on. He told her he wanted to do some special things to make her feel good, and that she could trust him. She giggled that she knew she could trust him, and he took that as a go.


He got her into the bedroom and got her clothes off. Starting with a quick but thorough massage, he relaxed her further. Then he pulled the frame from the closet. She eyed it expectantly but questioningly at the same time. He told her he'd made it for her and really wanted her to try it out because he knew she would like it. She reluctantly let him tie her to the frame. The zip ties were too harsh, so he got some of her scarves and used those. He was surprised that she was letting him go so far, but maybe after being in control all the time, she needed something like this. He tied her ankles to the lower corners and her wrists to the top. The frame was actually a bit too wide, so her legs were spread more than he intended, but she seemed okay. He continued rubbing her body, keeping her comfortable. He asked if she was ready for something new, and at a nod, he got the clamps out.


Standing in front of her, he bent and kissed her nipples, sucking and rubbing them until they were hard, swollen nubs. He pinched them and she arched toward him, groaning for more. Continuing to lick and suck the left one, he pinched the right until it would get no harder. Twisting to gauge the extent of what she could stand, he spun the setscrew on the clamp about halfway back and popped it on. It took her a few seconds to realize that it was no longer his fingers pinching her, and began to protest. He knew she loved her nipples played with while he was eating her because it was sensation in all the good spots, so, whispering, "Watch this", he went back to pinching the nipple with no clamp and with his free hand, free because of the clamp, stroked down her body and circled her clit with his thumb. "See the benefits of accessories?" he asked, and her response was a contented moan.


He clamped the other nipple, still rubbing her clit, dipping his fingers into her wetness, and moved up to kiss her. He buried his tongue in her mouth, circling her own, the faint taste of alcohol still on her breath. He moved the frame to the side of the bed and released the catches to make it bend forward, her belly against the bar that ran across the middle. When she was comfortable on the bed with a pillow, he kneeled behind her and spread her cheeks. He licked her pussy, gently biting and pulling on her lips. He licked lower, sucking her clit making it harder and more swollen. Flattening his tongue against her clit, smoothing its texture, he licked her to orgasm. Her bucking was impeded by the frame, but it didn't stop him from licking her juices while she finished cumming.


He moved to stand behind her and thrust his cock into her still pulsing, tight pussy, massaging her asscheeks at the same time. He kneaded the tender flesh, separating her cheeks to see her tiny, waiting rosebud. She loved when he fucked her, kind of hard but not ramming into her most times because of her smallness. He saved that for when he got her loosened with his fingers and wet enough to ramrod her pussy. He fucked her, fully thrusting in and out, pulling her back against him by her hips. The frame rattled but held firm; he supposed it was a pretty good job for a quickie. He raked his nails down her back, which was one of her favorite things. Not enough to draw blood, but always hard enough that he thought he was going to hurt her. It was why he thought she would like being spanked, the pleasure-pain the same as him leaving nail trails on her soft flesh. She groaned contentedly, arching and undulating her body to match his hands and his dick.


He continued to fuck her, and slipped his finger into his mouth to wet it. He began rubbing it gently across her ass, ending up on her hole. She stopped moving for just a split second, and he felt the intake of breath that was going to precede the question 'what are you doing?' or the demand to stop. He shushed her, telling her that he knew she would like it and to stop him if she could, knowing she couldn't. A split second later, he was massaging it slowly into her ass. She strained a bit at her ties, realizing they weren't going to come loose and slumped to the bed, completely relaxed.


He had his finger buried in her ass, twisting it while pumping in and out. All he was getting from her was "un, un, un" in time with his rhythm. He fucked her harder but not faster, her pussy loosening slightly, wet and slippery inside, her juices coating him. He didn't want to loosen her asshole because he wanted it tight around his cock. He was going to fuck her ass whether she wanted him to or not. She might be angry at first, but he almost didn't care about that because she made him angry all the time. He suddenly realized that he was getting satisfaction out of her being submissive for a change, and the fact that it was not her choice made his dick jump inside of her.


He took his finger out of her ass, watching it twitch for a few seconds, and raked his nails down her asscheeks. She pushed back against him, moaning. He did it again, harder and got the same reaction. A few more times and he got bolder. He slapped her left asscheek then her right.


"No, I don't want to be spanked."


"Yes, you do."


"No, I DON'T."


"Too bad. Stop me if you can, If you can't, you're going to get what I want to give you."


And he smacked her right asscheek. Hard.


"Stop."


"No." Smack.


"Stop."


"No." Harder smack. "Keep telling me no and watch what happens."


"I said stop." She began straining at her ties, unable to undo them, the frame rattling but not coming apart. Extra glue will do that for you. Her straining turned him on even more, her ass bucking around in front of him, turning him on even more.


He managed to get a few errant but hard slaps in, hitting her randomly across her ass, now taunting her. "I'm sure you know some bigger words than 'no' and 'stop' and I'm sure you'd use those words if you really wanted me to stop. She continued to move around, he continued to smack her asscheeks, harder and harder. Her cheeks were bright red and hot to the touch and still he continued. He'd smack her and then wait a bit, letting her think he was done, then start again. Sometimes if she moved too much he got the back of her thigh, sometimes her hip, but mostly her ass. Watching the flesh ripple out from his touch had his cock so hard. He began stroking it while continuing to heat her ass. He looked at her face and saw tears in her eyes.


"Please stop" she was begging now.


"Nope. I'm going to make it hard for you to sit tomorrow. I want you to think of me every time you sit down and you have to wince because your ass still burns from my hand. I want you to stammer through explanations of why you can't sit down to talk to people, thinking about how your ass got spanked."


Still pulling at her restraints, her legs splayed open too wide for comfort, the clamps keeping her nipples so hard and now, with her attempts to get away from his hands, rubbing them against the bed, making them harder and more sensitive. Her pleading was ineffective, but she couldn't give in. She didn't want this, wanted him to stop. Why he wouldn't, she had no idea. When she came home from work, deciding to have a drink to take the edge off of her busy life, she had intended to do just that. Apparently she was unaware of how much she'd had to drink. Where the hell had he gotten this frame? He said he built it, but she didn't remember seeing all this stuff in the garage. He was handy, but where he'd gotten this in his head was anyone's guess. Why the hell had she let herself be tied to it? So unlike her because she was never one to do stuff like this.


He was good in bed, always fucking her just right. He loved to eat her pussy until she came all over his face, putting his fingers in her and rubbing her G-spot. He always wanted to fuck her, sometimes trying to get her ass. That was a no-no. Even the few times she did, she found it hard to look him in the eye the next day. He was, being a man, always in an ecstatic mood the day after that, but she knew the possibility was always there that she'd let him and he'd call her a whore or make fun of her for letting him plumb the depths of her ass. What was she supposed to do now? He was beating her ass, it hurt so much and she knew that she'd have trouble sitting down tomorrow. Her ass was on fire, she felt her flesh pulsing with the pain and heat and she couldn't get away. He'd pay for this, but that didn't help her now.


He knew that whatever he was going to do, he'd better do it while she was tied down and unable to stop him. Oh, yeah, he was going to fuck her ass. If she thought that the smacking she was getting was going to make it hard to sit, wait until he reamed her out.


"Please stop, my ass hurts."


"That's the point. It's supposed to hurt."


"Can you take the clamps off my nipples? They're starting to hurt, too."


Hm, interesting choice of words. Her nipples hurt too. Not just hurt, but hurt too, meaning that her ass hurt already. Nice. "Sure, that, I'll do." And he helped her to stand up. And he tightened the setscrews just a bit. She was shrugging and wiggling, trying to get them off, but all that did was make the weight of the clamps pull harder at her flesh. She looked so sexy, tied to his handiwork, with her nipples at attention and her ass glowing, also his handiwork. Just for good measure, he pulled them a bit. She cried out, biting her lip, her breasts swaying with her movements. He reached down and rubbed her clit, fast and hard, making her cum, making her pussy wet, even while she fought. She bucked, then sagged, and he moved from in front of her, bent her back over the bed, and buried his cock in her wetness. He pumped her hard and furious, reaching around to finger her clit again, bringing her to another orgasm.


She couldn't believe what he was doing, and that her body didn't care. How her pussy could light up like a Christmas tree and flood her slit with her juices while her nipples ached and her ass burned was beyond her. They were sensitive before, the clamps being tight and rubbing on the bed, but now, now that he'd tightened them, they throbbed. Just wearing a bra tomorrow was going to be a chore and she hoped that they would not stay hard, poking through the material all day, giving men something to stare at while she talked with them.


He was still fucking her pussy, now wet and loose enough to be comfortably tight when he pulled out. She was sopping wet from the two rapid, intense orgasms back to back. He slid two cupped fingers into her pussy, swirled it around to gather as much of her goo as they would hold, and dragged them upwards to her asshole. He buried his dick back in her cunt, making sure it was as wet as could be. Then he placed the head at her moistened asshole.


"NO.'


"Stop me."


"NO, NO, NO."


She was back to bucking around again, and no matter how firmly he grabbed her hips, it was hard to keep her still enough to get it in. Her asshole was wet, but unlike the few times before, she was not relaxed at all. He'd never fucked an unwilling ass. "We can do this the hard way or the harder way. I will fuck you in the ass tonight. I am going to shoot a hot load so deep in you that it will still be dripping out two days from now. If you thought your asscheeks made it hurt to sit, wait until I get finished reaming your asshole out."


She stilled just a bit, her breathing heavy and erratic. "Just to be nice, I'm going to fuck your pussy once more and let you cum again. Make it work, honey, because the wetter your pussy gets my dick, the wetter it is when I cram it into your backdoor." He moved his cock from her tensed ass and thrust it into her pussy with one stroke. He fucked her mercilessly, reaching around to rub her clit. He rubbed as hard as he could, grinding her clit back into her flesh, mashing it into her G-spot. He picked up some of her cum and rubbed it on her asshole again, pushing his finger slightly in. He wanted to hurt her, not damage her, after all, he wanted to fuck that ass again after tonight, whether she wanted him to or not.


When he felt her tremble and her pussy pulse again, he pulled his cock out and placed it at her unwilling star. He pushed, felt complete resistance. "Relax, or this is going to hurt even more than I want it to, baby." Felt it give slightly, pushed again, felt it open just a bit, and then buried his rod into her bowels in one thrust. Her shuddering cry was drowned out by the sensation of her white-hot asshole like a vice around his cock. After a few seconds, when the sensation was bearable, he looked at her, looking back at him with an indiscernible look on her face. There were tears on her cheeks, shiny streaks running down her face. She opened her mouth to say something but nothing came out. She looked like a fish out of water, gasping.


He started pumping, feeding his meat to her ass repeatedly, never filling her so there was always room for one more thrust, like a glutton at a buffet. He pistoned in and out, grunting with the effort of shoving his cock into her, over and over again. He watched as her pink ring pulled outward on his outstroke and sunk back in, hiding, on the way in. To add insult to injury, he took the time to whack her on the ass again, making her cheeks as hot as her tunnel. He reached down on the instroke and pinched her clit, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. Her pussy was still soaked, but that wasn't the hole he cared about right now. Occasionally, he heard her whisper, "Please" and nothing more.


"I want you to think about this. I want you to think about this before you give me a dirty look next time: me, having you tied down, bent across the bed, with your asshole stretched out to dick-sized glory, about to be dripping with my hot cum, your asscheeks red and burning, and your nipples clamped and hurting. They are going to announce themselves all day tomorrow, and I imagine it won't be pleasant when they rub against your bra for eight hours. You think about what you look like right now, with no control, taking what I'm giving you, how I want you to have it."


He continued to pound her asshole wide open, only their rhythmic breathing breaking the silence. When he couldn't hold it any longer, he shot off into her, filling her with his load. His dick was getting raw after fucking her ass with everything he had, so as soon as he was able to extract himself, he pulled out and lay across the bed. She was boneless, unable to move, tears silently running down her cheeks. He moved her enough to remove the clamps, her nipples holding the flattened shape with little ridges that matched the clamps. He untied her wrists, then her ankles, pushed the frame away and helped her lie down. She didn't say anything or do anything, just lay there in silence. A few minute later, she got up and limped her way to the bathroom, obviously nursing her pounded hole. He heard her groan when she sat on the toilet, her cheeks still beet red.


He heard the shower running and she came out a while later, freshly washed and in her nightdress. She climbed into bed facing away from him and lay there in silence. He waited to see what she had to say; she couldn't have been too upset, she wasn't screaming at him or calling the police. He'd let her have the first word to see what she had to say without being colored by what he had to say. He heard her even breathing a while later and drifted off himself thinking that they'd have a lot to talk about tomorrow. He wondered if she was going to use her big words or not since they obviously didn't do her any good tonight.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bobby and Sally


"I want you to dye it back to her natural color," he said to the stylist.


"But Bobby," Sally whined, "I like highlights. Jenny has highlights. Missy has highlights." Bobby remained unchanged. "They were expensive," she added, "you don't want to see that go to waste do you?"


"That's exactly why I want you to cover them up," he said. Sally slumped in her chair. The stylist tapped her on her back, indicating she was to sit up straight. The smock was clipped tightly around her neck. She sat straight as a board, hands folded neatly, primly in her lap. She was at the mercy of two men now. Her husband Bobby, who seemed to have had enough, enough of something she had been doing, and at the mercy of the stylist, whose specific instructions moved her head this way and that, her chin up and down, he whole body forward, so he could cut the bottom of her hair. Bobby stood motionlessly nearby, arms folded across his chest, eyeing every one of the stylist's moves, instructing him as specifically as the stylist instructed Sally. He told him to cut deeper layers here, longer ones there, rounded bangs, set her hair wavy.


Throughout much of this Sally had given up on her protests. This was a new side of Bobby. He was a prison consultant. He helped new prisoners get adjusted to their new surroundings. He had compassion for the lowest of the scum. He was showing no compassion for her now. What had she done?


Sally was a housewife. She belonged to numerous neighborhood associations in their upper class homes. She employed a housekeeper to keep the house to meet the demands of her busy lifestyle. She met frequently for brunches with her girlfriends in the neighborhood. She spent a lot of her husband's money on fancy sweat suits, in which she lived and designer handbags. She spent his money on a gym membership and a suspiciously good looking personal trainer. For show, when she was shopping with her girlfriends she purchased racy lingerie and spiky heels, but those never got any wear around the house. While Sally bragged about her and Bobby's savage sex life to her friends, her stories were made up fantasies. Their marriage was frigid. Sally was beautiful and fit and Bobby longed to be intimate with her, but Sally was under the illusion that she was an independent woman and didn't need the services of her husband anymore. She felt they had been married long enough. Sex was no longer a necessity. Their marriage, she believed, was past that.


Recently, Bobby had been working extra long hours with a police officer who was incarcerated with a number of criminals he put in jail. And although Sally considered herself an independent woman, something inside her still felt a strong attachment to her husband. But that was pretty far deep inside her. Nonetheless, she felt a loneliness she couldn't identify and sought refuge in her husband's wallet. She began spending recklessly. Bobby saw this in her. He let his beautiful wife start slipping through his fingers. He had to start tightening his grip. It had to start with her most personal of expressions. Her hair.


After the salon, Bobby took Sally out shopping. "I want you to know I've taken your name off all the accounts but one. Here is your new debit card. I will transfer funds into this account as I see fit," he said. Sally was speechless. "I've transferred a few thousand dollars into it today. We're going shopping and to dinner. You need a new wardrobe other than sweats." They drove into town and Bobby allowed Sally to purchase tight jeans and pants, dresses with tailored bodices, ones that flared from the waist, high heels with straps around the ankles. The day was long and flattering to Sally. At dinner, Bobby felt it important to bring something up to Sally. "I think it only fair, that since I've done a few things for you, and will continue to take better care of you from now on, you do a few things to take care of me."


"Like what?" Sally was getting angry. She thought Bobby was lavishing her for its intrinsic value.


"Well, that needs to come from you."


"To what exactly are you referring? I'm not your whore."


"I certainly don't expect you to be. However you have been irresponsible with our finances and I will have to resume control over them until you can prove yourself capable once again. No, I am not referring only to sexual favors, Sally, but other things. Things you have to figure out for yourself."


"Why are you being so vague? I realize I'm in deep with you... but I'm not even sure why. I know things aren't how they used to be. I only want to make things right. Don't you see? See how I did my hair?"


"I did your hair," he corrected. Sally slumped.


"I am being vague because it is important to me that these gestures come from you. Yes, your hair is very becoming." Bobby laughed as he chewed his food. Sally chewed in silence and felt a fledgling sense of excitement. They didn't exchange a single word for the rest of the dinner, or the ride home, or during the ritual of coming home. Bobby dropped the keys on the front table. They both went straight to the bedroom.


Bobby's hands wandered up Sally's dress, around her perfectly formed ass. That damn trainer was doing something right. He unzipped the dress and pulled it over Sally's head. He walked her to the bed and sat her on it, positioning her hands on her lap, as if she were a doll. He went to the closet and searched through all the lingerie Sally had purchased. He selected a high necked silk gauze teddy, with a high legged thong in the back, and a silk flower that sagged at the neck. You could see right through it.


"You may wear any shoes you like," he said, looking down. Sally walked up to him, the teddy in one hand, completely naked. Bobby was fully dressed. Somehow, she felt more comfortable that way. She was seeing a new side to him, a stronger side. Not strong in the way her personal trainer was strong. Better. Psychologically strong. But she wasn't ready to fully submit just yet. And she couldn't express her feelings to him yet either. So she just said,


"Okay." Before Sally could get dressed Bobby was at her makeup table selecting colors. He laid them out and exchanged glances with her. As she readied herself, Bobby left the room and went looking through the garage. He returned with two outdoor construction lights and placed them strategically in the room. Sally looked at him quizzically. She was blindly following all his directions all day. He wanted to capture that look on her face.


"Sally. You have made me so happy today. You are such a beautiful woman. I want to take your picture." Sally feigned shyness poorly. She longed for this kind of attention. As an obligation, she shied away from the camera for the first few shots, but while the camera was capturing a false shyness it was capturing something else too. The fledgling sense of pride growing in Sally. Not the obvious pride in her looks she displayed as she warmed up for the camera, but a pride in something else. Something Bobby hoped for.


Bobby's photographs of Sally were in black and white. Her lips were painted dark. He photographed her hair over her lips. He photographed the small of her back when she arched it. He photographed her nipples through the silk gauze. He pulled the back thong string aside and photographed her asshole, the string pressing into the bulge of her ass. He positioned her continuously. She posed as she was told, basking in the camera flash and the adoring eyes of her husband. She had already forgotten this was the man who had taken all her allowance away. How quickly he had gained her affections back. He wondered if they were real. He kissed her. She put the camera down and kissed him back. She wrapped her arms around his neck and then ran her hands all over this man's body. Kissing. Kissing. He wondered, was she just blinded by all the gifts he had given her today? After having used him for his money for so long could he really trust her after a day like today, even if she did have her legs wrapped around his waist for the first time in months? He wanted to possess her fully but this was not the way. She had to show him she was his. Bobby slipped off the bed and tucked Sally under the covers. He told her he'd be in bed soon, cleaned up the camera equipment, kissed her forehead, and turned out the lights. Sally was asleep by the time Bobby went to bed and Bobby was gone for work by the time Sally got up.


Sally spent the whole of the next day in a daze. Who was this new husband of hers? When did he get so romantic, so authoritative? She liked this new Bobby. He wanted her to take care of him as he took care of her. What was this thing she had to do for him? Was it something specific he had in mind? Something ongoing? She wracked her brain, then she thought of the perfect gift for Bobby. A rare edition of Moby Dick came into the used bookstore and he had mentioned it over dinner in passing. He would be so surprised to receive a copy from Sally. She threw her bag over her should and went, but when she handed over her shiny new debit card to pay for it her heart sank. She knew it would be declined. She didn't even ask the clerk to run it again, she just apologized and left. Her hands were tied. What gesture, she begged.


She was slumped over on the couch thinking when Bobby came home from work. She offered to make filet mignon. Bobby refused. He had something else in mind. Bobby led Sally to the tool shed out in the back of the yard. It was small, but had diagonal beams holding the ceiling up.


"Now you have to remember, Sally. I love you. Do you trust me?" asked Bobby.


"Of course I trust you. What are you talking about?" Bobby answered with silence. He straightened Sally's collar and began unbuttoning the buttons to her blouse. He rolled her jeans off her. When Bobby began to tie the first wrist to the first beam, Sally protested heavily.


"What are you doing? What is this? I'm not into this sort of stuff." And more comments of the like. Bobby remained unchanged, firm, and calm, continued about his business. When he tied the second hand she was significantly more docile and had tired of protesting, as she knew he was stronger than her and it was clear that he wasn't going to give in. Soon, Sally was hanging naked from the ceiling beams by her wrists. She was scared. Bobby walked around her. He inspected her body parts, touching them as he looked. He pinched her nipples. He ran his fingers down the curvatures of her torso. He touched the two tiny bits of pink inner labia that showed when Sally stood upright. Bobby ran his hands around her thighs as he walked around to the back of her. He squeezed her ass hard enough for her to cry out. Loud enough for the neighbors to hear. He laughed with his mouth closed and left the shed, locking her inside.


"You need time to think," he said as he left. It was hot in the shed. Sally felt a bead of sweat form on her temple and roll down her cheek. Her eyes shifted from one corner of the shed to the other. Her thoughts were only of escape. Another bead of sweat formed at the nape of her neck. Sally forgot about her escape and obsessed over this bead. It dragged its way slowly down her back leaving behind an itchy, slippery trail, picking up more sweat as it rolled, like a clear slow motion snowball, until it reached her ass and the itch was too much to bear and Sally cried out. In that dark, in that silence, it made her aware of all the other beads of sweat forming on her body. They were small and scattered across her torso. Some fell to her legs and dissipated. Some only wobbled in place and threatened to make that tortuously itchy and unpredictable path down her body, moving downwards, but veering this way and that, clinging to this little hair or that one. There was sweat on her brow, her lip. The tips of her bangs were wet. A strand of hair fell out of place in Sally's protesting and was now stuck to her lips. It tickled her more.


But the rope around Sally's wrists was rough. She could feel it chaffing her. She was so terribly wet and itchy all over. She wanted nothing more than to roll around in a bed of that scratchy, chaffing rope. But she had to be satisfied with relief only in her wrists. The chaffing started as a pressure on her, pressure from her body weight hanging there. But then she became more highly attuned to the fibers and textures of the rope, how sore the skin around her wrists were. She could truly feel the entire weight of her body hanging from those two scratchy rope cuffs. Each fiber pulled her body weight on the delicate skin of her wrists. She became aware of the muscles in her chest, pulling and pulling her down, her toes only barely scraping the floor. She tossed her hair over her shoulders and onto her back. The silky caress surprised her. She remembered Bobby. The way he gently touched her sex and walked away. She craved another brush, another caress from him. She hadn't craved such things from Bobby in years it seemed. She remembered how they met.


Ages ago Bobby was a janitor at a stadium. It was the best job he could get with a prison record. An extensive prison record. The last time he went to jail he went for assault and a slew of other charges. He was mandated to take anger management courses. Bobby was a highly intelligent man, he just fell in with the wrong people during hard times all his life. He was always faced with difficult choices and never could seem to make the right ones. But when he took those classes he really understood what the councilor was saying and took it to heart. His councilor vouched for him at his parole hearings that he was one of his most successful participants. Sally never knew Bobby to lose his temper. Not once. But this rope was scaring her. At the concert Sally was with her friends.


Sally was the good girl of the three of them. She never drank more than a glass of wine. She never flirted with men at bars. She dressed conservatively. She worked as a bank teller. When the girls went to the bathroom, all together of course, they gossiped and primped and perfected themselves before stepping out into the wild scene of the audience. Bobby was waiting outside the bathroom so he could clean it. Sally stopped dead in her tracks when she saw him. Everyone told her to stay away from him, that he was dangerous, that he would never amount to anything or ever be able to give her a happy life, that you can't change a man. But Sally fell in love with him at first sight, always defended his sweetness to her, and never lost faith in him. She saw he had already changed himself. Eventually, Bobby became a prison consultant based on his experiences, turned his prison uniform into a suit and tie, and did provide that happy life for Sally. As a matter of fact, Bobby became greatly successful and Sally saw less and less of him. She was lonely. And now he'd left her hanging alone in the shed like a piece of meat when all she wanted was to run to his arms for the first time in ages.


When Bobby finally did come back to the shed to cut Sally free she had so much to tell him but didn't say a word. She just held her clothes in one hand and stood in front of him, naked, chaffed, and sweaty.


"Did you get a chance to think?" he asked.


"I did," she said.


"You must be hot. The sprinklers are on," he suggested.


"But the neighbors," Sally responded excitedly.


"We have a fence," he said.


"But what about the upstairs windows. They can all see," Sally hesitated.


"All their lights are off. I already checked. And if someone is lurking in the shadows, they deserve to see you. You look stunning." Sally ran past Bobby and into the sprinklers, brushing her hand past his midsection on the way. She was on her way to being sopping wet when Bobby came out after her. He stood on the outskirts of the sprinklers, getting a little wet on his shoes. Sally was practically taking a shower and dancing around. She caught Bobby watching her and stopped. They looked at each other from across the lawn like they looked at each other the first time they met, in the sense that they were seeing each other anew. But they were married, and they looked at each other also only the way a long term couple can look at each other, with one glance see each other's whole history, at once feel the entirety of each other's whole romance, and feel the ravenous passion brought forth from the make up after a very, very long fight.


Sally walked up to Bobby and kissed him. She passed her hand across his cock on the way to the shower and Bobby smiled. That night Sally felt overwhelmed. She slept in the fetal position from exhaustion, her back to Bobby. Bobby felt especially tender towards her, as she had succumbed so much more quickly to her suspension than he had expected her to. She had taken that time to think as he had instructed. She was pure as she was when he'd met her when she was under the sprinklers. He wondered what she had thought about in the shed. He wondered if she could believe in him as passionately and naively as she had when they'd met. He wondered if passion and naivety is what it would take these days. He felt a pull towards her curled up body. She was sleeping soundly. He smelled her freshly washed hair. He pressed his chest to her back, his groin to her ass, his legs to her legs. She briefly awoke to feel his body up against hers, his chest hairs on her back, the tops of his feet on the bottoms of hers, his chin resting on her shoulder. She arched herself lazily and fell back asleep, knowing now what she had to do.


The next day when she awoke she found herself alone in bed, Bobby already gone to work as usual. She primped and primed herself as best as she knew how, in a way that she though this new Bobby would like. She checked the balance on her debit card. There was enough. She went to the mall, to a silly place that does boudoir photographs and got her picture taken in a provocative costume and pose. When Bobby came home the house was spotless, dinner was on the table, wine in the glasses, Sally in her highest of heels. Bobby had a brown paper bag which he immediately put in the freezer and another which he placed on the counter. She presented him with an envelope containing the photograph and a letter. It read:


I'm sorry but I'm not a good writer but I feel like I have to write you a letter. I see how hard you work. I want to work too. But I need to go to school. I don't have such life experiences like you. I remember the time when we met. I was working at the bank. You were working at the stadium. I saw you and I knew. I didn't care about anything. About what people said. I just knew you were good. Everyone said you were bad for me. You were wrong. But I knew you were good. And look what you have done for me. Look. Our life is beautiful. I want to give to that life too. But I need your help. I want to go to school. I want to be a better writer. There is something in me. Something I can't explain. Even though I can't write good now, I know it is what I was meant to do. Have faith in me, Bobby, like I had faith in you once. I will make you proud.


He responded, "Sweetheart, I wholeheartedly agree with you. You should become more independent. You should learn to voice your opinion. But not on my dime. You should earn the money for this schooling on your own. I will help you find a job. I do believe in you Babydoll. You can do it, and you will. Let's start today. I will help you put together a resume. You have a brilliant mind for fashion. How about a temp career in that field?"


"Okay. Okay. You're right. I think I can do this. I want to be self made like you. In the shed I remembered how we met. I remembered how we used to be. You made someone of yourself and I didn't. Now it's my turn. I'll do anything you say," she said.


"Anything?" he asked. She looked at him expectantly, peering up. He offered her his hand and she took it. They walked over to the dining room table, steps in synch and ate dinner together in silence, smiling at each other, enjoying the food, in total understanding of each other. Bobby occasionally smiled at Sally. Sally smiled back. Bobby finished eating before Sally and he watched her prolong completing her meal, savoring the feeling of being watched by Bobby. His eyes rested upon her delicate hands cutting the steak for a moment. He freely glanced beneath the table at her crossed legs emerging from a crinoline fluffed dress. Her ankle rotated her foot flirtatiously, slowly, as if to say, "I know you're looking at me. Go ahead. Look." Bobby looked at the way she chewed that rare meat, a vein pulsing in her neck with every chew of her well defined jaw. There were so many new things to fall in love with, it seemed. And there were the old things. The way her eyes smiled back at him, her tiny waist, her thick luxurious hair.


Once she finished her meal and carefully placed her fork and knife down onto her plate without making a sound, Bobby got up and walked around the table to her. She looked up at him again. He offered her his hand again and led her to a stool in the kitchen where he unpacked the brown paper bag on the counter. He had purchased fine quality roasted Hawaiian macadamia nuts and began chopping them meticulously. He pulled out two small bowls and the other brown bag from the freezer, taking gourmet vanilla ice cream from it and serving each of them two scoops and sprinkling a generous portion of macadamia nuts over them forming a salty crust. They ate with long ice cream spoons and both scraped all the nuts off immediately, savoring the sweet and salty, the melting and the crunchy textures until there was nothing but vanilla ice cream left.


"That was unbelievable," Sally sighed, slowly eating the ice cream as it melted in her bowl.


"One of my clients told me about it. He was a macadamia nut distributor. Fraud." Silence. Sally smiled. It was a mischievous smile. She put a little ice cream on her spoon and flung it onto Bobby's cheek. Bobby laughed his closed mouthed laugh. "Okay. So you wanna play like that do you?"


"Yes I do," Sally replied immediately.


"Okay," he said, pausing. "Lick it off." Sally leaned forward giggling with her mouth wide open and her tongue out. She felt his rough stubble on the surface of her tongue. She tasted sweet ice cream mixing with the remnants of Bobby's familiar aftershave. She licked him once. She licked him twice. She licked him clean. She licked along his jawline, behind his ear, she took a bit of sexual freedom in biting his earlobe. Bobby ran his hand up her leg, running his fingers past the mysterious darkness of the prickly crinoline of Sally's cherry print dress and rubbed the side of her butt. He uncrossed her legs and ran his hands in between her thighs. He pinched at the last bit of soft flesh left on her firm, fit body: a small fat deposit on each inner thigh, and of course, her pussy. Her pussy was still plump and young as he had remembered it, with thick, resilient outer labia. They seemed especially inflamed now, after the ice cream incident. Bobby was certain she liked licking her ice cream off his face because he had told her to do it. He wondered what else he could tell her to do. He continued stroking her inner thighs, her outer labia, the youthful, fleshy center of her and his hands wandered inwards. He slipped his fingers up and down Sally's two perfectly adjacent running inner labia. He followed their curvatures and turns until he got to the center of her center and dipped one finger in only to discover Sally too was having a nice evening, Sally too remembered what it was like in the early days. Sally was producing a moisture deep within her and Bobby was spreading all along her insides and outsides. Sally slumped in her chair, threw her head back and messed with her wavy brown hair at the scalp.


Bobby pulled his hand out from her dress. Sally sat up and stretched her arms. "C'mon. Why don't you do the dishes while I get the bedroom ready?" he asked, standing now, hands outstretched.


"Oh, can't Jullianna just clean it up tomorrow?" asked Sally.


"I would like you to do it. You are the lady of the house for now. That is, until you find a job. I'll help you." He smiled and reached his hands further out towards her. She accepted his hands and they collected the dishes and brought them to the kitchen together. They were stacked neatly on a pile next to the sink. Sally sighed. "Wash," he whispered in her ear. She lazily picked up the first dish and started scrubbing it. Bobby ran his hands down the sides of her waist as she motioned half heartedly with the scrubber brush. He pulled her hair aside and kissed her neck. Sally started scrubbing dishes more aggressively. He ran his hands up her thighs, around her butt, and spread her ankles with his foot. He pulled all the layers of her dress up and pressed his fingers into her, stretching her, pulling her open, uncompromisingly and then shoving his cock into her. There she was, doing the dishes, dressed up, after a lovely meal. But the shock of his force caused her to stop scrubbing. He leaned into her ear and whispered, "Wash." She began washing again, meagerly at first, her hips banging into the sink counter top. But as his force harshened and pace hastened, she began washing more vigorously until she dropped a dish and it shattered into tiny ceramic pieces on the floor.


"Clean it up. On your hands and knees," he said.


"On my hands and knees?" she asked.


"You said you'd do anything," he reminded. Carefully, slowly, "Hands and knees." Sally smiled. Sally liked this game, he thought. She knelt down and crawled, lithely to the kitchen closet, all the while staring Bobby in the face. She opened the closet and took out the dustpan and hand broom and put them in her mouth. She crawled back and began sweeping up the mess, her dress still wrinkled above her waist. Bobby began slowly to lose control. He removed his jacket and threw it on the floor. He loosened his tie. He knelt above Sally's naked ass and began pumping her. Silly girl. She stopped again. He slapped her ass.


"Don't stop. Did I say you could stop?" he asked, slowly climaxing, both sexually and in his loss of control, pumping harder and harder in her. Sally never wanted to before, but he really felt like she was his tonight, so he bent down and whispered in her ear. He wanted to own her, "I want you to relax you ass. I'm going to fuck your ass tonight." Sally dropped he head to indicate she complied. Bobby stuck a finger in her ass, moving it in and out, barely, allowing it to open around his finger, and push it out when he pulled out. The he pressed further, curling his finger inwards and pulling as Sally's anus, reminding her to relax. He pulled and pulled and stretched until he could get another finger in. He moved his fingers in and out of her, spitting into her ass, pulling her open, until he finally replaced his fingers with his cock and slowly pressed his way into her tight, virgin ass.


Sally felt his head go in first. She needed to remind herself to relax. Then she felt the shaft that followed, but that enormous head always forged first. She felt Bobby grab her ass, press himself deep inside of her. When he was deepest, she felt pins and needles run across her chest. She felt her eyes roll back into her head. She felt herself exhale deeply. She felt proud of herself. Bobby began pounding himself more decisively. Sally cried out with each thrust. With each thrust there was a multitude of sensitive, erotic pleasures aroused. With each thrust there was a rectum filled with pain. It was the perfect balance. Like the sweet caress in the shed before the hours of rough rope suspension. Like the humiliation of being taken off all the bank accounts, but being treated like a princess. Sally liked the new Bobby.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

How Was Your Day?


She drops her keys down on the table by the front door as she walks into the room. Another long week is over and she's mentally drained. Kicking her shoes off, she pulls her skirt up and starts peeling her hose off, promising herself they'll stay off until her alarm blares Monday morning.


Tossing her purse to the floor she staggers lazily through the living room into the kitchen. Grabbing a glass out of the cabinet she pours herself a glass of wine and takes a long savoring sip. She throws her head back, closing her eyes enjoying that first sigh of relief since she'd left her office.


He's watched her every step since she came through the door, she's lovely with her head thrown back, eyes closed. He slowly walks up behind her placing one hand over her mouth while grabbing the other with the wine to steady the glass from spilling. With his mouth next to her ear he whispers "shh... don't move." She has gone stiff, not making a sound.


He removes his hand from her mouth, now he isn't touching her at all, but she can feel the heat from his body very close behind her. He takes the glass from her hand and places it on the bar beside her. She doesn't make a move, her arm still held up from holding the glass. He traces his fingertips back up her arm and slowly caresses the skin right under her ear, down her neck. Barely touching the skin. She doesn't make a move except slowly lowering her arm to her side. He leans into her back and she can feel his arousal pushing into the small of her back, she let's out a small whimper.


Now his lips are back near her ear, she can feel his breath, it's warm and she begins to tingle. He whispers again "Lean up, on the bar." She does as she's told, moving the few inches it takes until her stomach is touching the bar. He moves too and is still barely touching her, but she can feel his hardness, she knows he wants her. He takes his hands and gently touches her shoulders, moving them down her arms and back up until his fingertips brush the sides of her breasts. He stops there, leaving his fingers touching her.


Again she tenses, her breasts are reacting, her nipples are tightening and tingling. She wants this, oh God, she needs this. His mouth moves back to her ear and gently his tongue traces the outside, his breath still warm. Lifting his arm from her side he moves her hair back from her neck, now his mouth is on her neck, she let's out a moan and throws her head back into him. He grabs her hair and pushes her head back down, he continues to trace her neck with tiny little kisses. He whispers, "Do you like this?"


She doesn't answer, she simply nods her head. He releases her hair and moves his hand down to touch right above her knee, resting it there, teasing her. He rubs the muscle in her leg then slowly moves his hand up her thigh, pulling her skirt up as he does. He slowly moves his hand until he can feel the heat from her body. Using one finger he traces her panty line, again she lets out a moan, this one comes from deep inside her. She's on fire now, she needs him to touch her. He gently slides his hand into the leg of her panties and cups her pussy, feeling the heat.


She arches her back into him parting her legs, silently begging him to touch her. Using his middle finger her gently taps on her lips, never touching her clit, that is swollen and sticking out from between them. She wiggles into him, breathing heavy, sighing loudly.


Leaving his hand still he is in her ear again, "Do you like this? Is this what you want?"


"Yes ..." she moans. Her breath is hard and quick.


"Tell me what you want." he whispers.


She moans loudly and presses into him, spreading her legs open, lifting one slightly off the ground to offer him her pussy. He doesn't move.


Still in her ear he laughs softly, "Can't speak? Well, your body is speaking loudly. I think you want me to touch your pussy."


"Umm..." she moans, still pressing against him.


He quickly takes his hand away from her and moves them up to the top of her panties, grabbing the top he roughly rips the dainty lace and throws them to the floor. Now she's really panting, pressing her ass back into him. He pushes her into the bar and rubs one ass cheek with his hand while holding her bent over on her chest. He slaps her ass cheek, once gently then again a little harder.


She's so wet she feels the juices running down the inside of her leg. She doesn't want him to stop. He can do anything he wants with her. Taking his hand he gently opens her cheeks, then slowly he rubs one finger down her ass over her hole. She's moaning now, non stop, low guttural noises. Almost like an animal.


He thinks she is part animal. He takes his finger and touches her again, this time grazing her pussy, slipping one finger inside. He feels her tighten around her, he pushes deeper.


"Yes .. Oh God yes .." she's moans.


He takes his finger out, tastes her juices, she's so wet and hot. The heat nearly burns him. He puts his finger back in and moves it in and out slowly. She's squeezing him, pulsating around his finger. Again he takes his finger out, this time putting it to her lips, she sucks it in licking it like she does his cock. Tasting herself on his finger. He loves when she does this. He moves his finger back to her pussy, this time he puts two fingers inside her. God she's so wet. He takes his fingers out and slides them over her asshole, teasing it, tapping on it. He keeps putting his fingers inside her and then out to her asshole until she's making noises that really only animals do. He wets his fingers one more time and goes back to her pink ass, gently he slips the finger inside her. He pulls it out and slips it inside again. It's so tight, his cock is so hard.


She begs him, "Please."


He doesn't ask what, he doesn't have to, he knows. He pushes his finger back inside her ass, she is so tight and she's squeezing his finger.


"Touch yourself", he demands of her. She doesn't argue, she quickly touches her clit, rubs up and down her lips, then back to her clit again. She presses into it and starts rubbing it hard. He loves when she touches herself, he continues to pump her ass with his fingers. She starts to scream, she's coming. She starts moving her ass all around, pressing into his fingers, he can feel her convulsing.


He reaches around with his other hand and feels her breasts through her lace bra, her nipples are hard. They get so tight and hard when she comes. He loves this. He caresses her breasts and watches as she returns from her trip. She starts to get still, and he slowly removes his fingers. She collapses onto the bar, her legs are trembling, her breath is quick and heavy.


He moves his fingers back to her pussy lips and continues to rub her clit slowly. She moans and stays still. He flicks her clit and rubs it hard and quick. Her breath is heavy now, coming in short gasps between her moans, she's so hot. She's ready to get fucked. She reaches back and grabs his cock. She's not finished yet. She has to feel him inside of her. He continues to tease her clit and then slides his fingers into her pussy. She's still so wet. He loves how hot she gets.


Again she moans, her breath quick and ragged, "Please".


She reaches back and grabs his cock. He's so hard. She grabs onto him and moves her hand up and down it, squeezing it. She runs her fingertips over the tiny opening at the tip and feels the wetness. This drives her crazy, she knows he's turned on. He loves to make her come. He loves to watch her come. She's so like an animal.


She can't wait any longer, she grabs his cock and guides it to her pussy. She wants him inside her, she needs him to fuck her. He wants the same and pushes his cock into her roughly making her take all of him, pressing her into the bar.


Her moans are screams now, "Oh God, yes please fuck my pussy, give me that cock, yes ... yes ... yes ..." he continues to push his cock in and out of her, she still screams. Now you can't even make out her words, she's like an animal growling, almost howling in pain. She's coming, juices gushing out of her, his cock is buried deep inside of her.


He continues ... pushing and pushing and pushing. She's grinding her ass into him, trying to take every inch. He's panting now, his breath is heavy. He slams his cock into her convulsing pussy and he can't hold it any longer, he comes deep inside of her, continuing to slam into her, feeling her pussy convulse in orgasm at the same moment his juices are flowing out into her. He collapses into her, pushing them both onto the bar.


Their breath is coming in gasps now. Their hearts are pounding loudly. Their legs are shaking, barely holding them up. Slowly, they begin to relax, he slips from her. Wet, running down both their legs. They begin to move apart and stand up.


He turns her toward him. Looks at her beautiful face, kisses her, once, twice, his tongue playing games with hers. They pull apart and give each other a smile and she giggles. He looks her in the eye and says, "Hey baby, how was your day?"


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ls Gets Things Going


It's been a wonderful day in Goias. We got here last night and we're getting settled in. Today was a very lazy day, we went food shopping and then hung around the house all day, talking, relaxing and listening to music.


Although we've had several days together, I have a hard time keeping my hands off you. I'll come up behind you and give you a hug, if no one is there you sometimes move my hands up to hold your breasts.


Frequently, when we are together the norm seems to becoming that you sit on the floor between my legs and lean back. I massage your face, neck and head. I think we both very much enjoy this. If I think you are too relaxed and getting ready to fall asleep I sneak my hand down your shirt and give your nipple a little light pinch. That seems to keep you awake.


We listen to music and talk late into the night. It's 1 am and I'm nodding off, so I announce I'm headed to bed. You say you'll be along shortly.


I brush my teeth and wash my face, then I get to our room, turn off the light and climb into bed. While I prefer falling asleep with you pressed against me, I'm tired and I'm asleep almost as soon as my head hits the pillow.


You come into the room about 20 minutes later. The room is dark, but not pitch black. The moon is out and we have some light in the room. Not enough for details, but you can easily make your way around without bumping into anything.


You get undressed and slip on the t-shirt I had been wearing today. You slip your panties off because you want me to have easier access. You know I love seeing you breasts and the t-shirt will be like a gift wrapping I can take off to see my presents.


You get into bed and press up against me on my left. You hear my breathing, I'm asleep. You can take care of that in a few minutes. You position yourself against my arm so that my hand is at your crotch. You lace the fingers of your left hand through mine and start to rub yourself against my hand. You hug my arm to you with your right arm and tease your nipples lightly through the thin t-shirt with your right hand. Your breasts are firm and your nipples harden quickly.


Kissing my shoulder you throw your left leg over my legs. Rubbing your smooth leg up and down against my leg you also gave yourself easier access and better leverage to continue rubbing yourself on my hand.


The rubbing is starting to do the trick and you feel yourself getting wetter. Looking down the sheet you see that you are having an effect on me as well. The sheet is bulging and I am stirring awake.


You are starting to lose yourself in the sensations and don't realize how awake I am until I free my left hand and twist it around to directly touch you. I spread my hand into a vulcan shape (two fingers together, a space, 2 fingers together) and run my hand between your legs. I love the feel of your completely waxed crotch. So smooth and now so slick with your wetness.


With my hand in place I grip gently putting a little mild pressure all over your. Then I squeeze my fingers together, trapping your clit hood in the V of my fingers. Moving my hand in a small circular motion, I rub you. Your hood is still trapped in my fingers and you moan at the sensation of how it feels.


You have largely stopped rubbing your leg against leg, now content with just resting it high up my leg so that I have full access to you.


You remember your right hand, still touching your nipple and now you go back go caressing yourself. Your left hand, now free of my hand, wonders over and grabs hold of my cock. You run your hand all over my cock. Not really jerking me off, but just feeling every bit of me.


Feeling the thickness of the shaft. Each vein, the way the shaft transforms into the bulbous head. The heat in your hand. How I twitch in your hand as you lightly drag your long manicured nails down the underside.


I've changed tactics now, I've freed your hood and have started running my finger up and down your slit. You are very wet and I just spread your wetness around, getting the tip of my fingers very wet. Now with wet fingers, I don't just run my fingers along the top of your lips. I use my index and ring fingers to spread you open a little and use my middle finger to probe you a little. Pushing in, just up to the first knuckle, then pulling out and running my finger back up and down your slit, stopping at the top to run your clit a little. Again and again, each time taking a little longer, both with my finger in you and with rubbing your clit. Each time thrusting my finger deeper so that now I'm finger fucking you with my whole finger.


You're breathing harder against my arm. Alternating between biting the sheet, moaning and kissing and licking my arm. I know you are getting close as you bite into my arm and moan.


I consider making you come right now. But I'm awake again and this is too much fun to end quickly.


Something else I know about you is that you like it when I take control. You like being in the position of following my lead.


I remove my finger from your slit and my hand from your crotch. You are so lost that it takes you several seconds to realize that I've stopped. Now you moan again, but not in pleasure. You're on the edge and your frustration at being denied is clear.


As I roll over on my side to face you you continue to play with your nipples but now try to move your right hand from my cock to yourself.


I finish rolling over so that I am laying on top of you, your legs spread and wrapped around my waist. I take each of your wrists and trap them at your shoulders. You try to slide down a little so that I will enter you, but I slide along with you.


Another moan of frustration. You look me smiling above you and thrust your hips up at me. "Chris, you can't do this!!" your whisper fiercely!


I don't reply, instead I lower my head and kiss you deeply. I keep your arms trapped against the bed and you struggle a little. I don't think you are trying to get free, I think you are just enjoying struggling against me. As we continue to kiss you tighten your legs around me.


We kiss like this for several minutes. You are coming back from the edge of orgasm, but you are still very aroused. As you grind against me and try to get me to enter you, I keep resisting.


"You may have started this game, but I'm in control" I whisper in your ear.


You put up a little more token resistance and then relax back into our kiss.


After a few minutes I break out kiss and roll us both over so that I'm on my back and you are straddling me. We look into each others eyes. In the dim moonlit room, we only see lust.


I gently push you around so that your crotch is over my face and your face is over my cock. I start licking and sucking your clit as I feel you grip my cock and start licking and sucking me.


At first I'm careful to not stimulate your clit too much since I don't want you to bite. I'm pleasantly surprised that instead of biting you just fill your mouth with me and moan around me. The sensation is incredible!


You don't just suck, but you also start at the head and run your tongue all the way down my shaft and lick my balls too. Sucking them 1 at a time into your warm, wet mouth. Now it's my turn to moan!


After only a few minutes of this, I know I'm on the edge and listening to your breathing I think you are back on the edge. I slide up and out from between your legs, leaving you in a doggy-style position. I grab the pillow and push you down so that your hips lay down just over the pillow. This forces your beautiful ass up. I spread your legs a little and lean down over you. I put the head of my cock against you and start to enter, then stop.


I want to see your face, even in this dim light. I get up and we flip you over. Your ass resting on the pillow, your legs spread wide. In this light I imagine I see the moonlight glisten off you as I lower myself back down. I position my cock just at your entrance and push in, so that just the head is in you.


You are arching you back into me to get me to enter you fully, but as you reach up to put your arms around my neck I grab your wrists again. This time I hold both arms above your head with 1 hand. You could easily get free, but for now you are content to be held by me as I work the rest of my cock into you. With my free hand I rest some of my weight on my elbow and caress your face and hair.


Now that I'm in you I quickly start thrusting. We are both close and as I get closer I stretch both my hands above your head, stretching your arms up. I put more of my weight on you and feel your breasts crushed below me as I continue to thrust. You have grabbed as much of the sheet in your mouth as you could and are thrashing your head back and forth, moaning wildly. Your hands, still trapped in mine above your head, have nothing to grip but they open and close, trying to grip air anyway.


You start to come first. Your body goes rigid as you bury your face in my neck and chest. I feel you spasm around my cock and that triggers my orgasm. I continue thrusting a few more times, and then collapse on top of you.


Letting go of you hands I prop myself up on my elbows a bit. Your legs still around me and your arms now free you wrap them around my neck and hold yourself against my chest. A feeling denied to you too long, you think!


As I catch my breath, I roll off to the side. You roll with me and put your head on my chest. Running your fingers through my chest hair you giggle and say, "You never even unwrapped your presents!" as you nod down at t-shirt you still have on.


I look down, give you a kiss and say, "That's ok" before wrapping you in my arms and we both fall asleep.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Flexi-Butt Championship


Part 1


---------------


Like Farrah Fawcett, I have always enjoyed the sensation of a good fart. I love to feel the little bubble of warm air working its way through my shit chute. But ever since I came in second-place in the Flexi-Butt Championship a few months ago, there's not only the sensation but also the dick-stiffening memories.


I saw the posting on Craigslist: "Our small group of wealthy perverts invites everyone with a flexible, stretchable anus and a roomy wet rectum to enter our competition. Compete to see who can get the largest and most irregularly shaped objects up their butts. Contestants must be comfortable with exchanging body fluids with strangers and spreading their cheeks in front of an audience. Top prize is $50,000, although second-place and third-place finishers get a great prize too. No drug users or STDs. To apply, send email with a picture of yourself with your mouse up your ass." Good thing I keep a jar of lube at the computer; I had three wet fingers up my butthole before my pants hit the ground.


That Saturday afternoon, I found myself at the unmarked metal door of a warehouse in an industrial area. No one else was in sight. I pressed the buzzer and identified myself. A synthesized voice said, "Take off all your clothes beneath the waist, place it into the dumpster next to the door, and expose your anus to the surveillance camera." Camera? What camera?


After a few seconds, I found the camera: it was above the door, pointed downwards. To comply with the instructions, I would need to squat on the ground with my ass in the air, as if receiving an enema. I did just that, my penis stiffening as it felt the cool outdoor air. Then I heard the door buzz, and I got up off the cement and walked through the door, with a little droplet of precum on the end of my cock leading the way.


Part 2


---------------


When I pushed my way past the heavy entry door into the room beyond, I found myself in a lobby set up for a cocktail party. People of every description were milling about: men and women, young and old, some couples, some singles. As far as I could tell, I was the only one not wearing any pants, although I would later find out I was definitely not the only one with a hard-on.


An attractive young blonde woman with a clipboard and a Sharpie rolled up to me in her wheelchair. She said, "Hi, [my name]! Almost all the contestants are here! Only one more to go after you! Now turn around and bend over!" Not what you expect a blonde in a wheelchair to say when she first meets you.


But of course I turned around and presented my anus to her eagerly, my cock quivering in anticipation for what she might do to my shitter. Instead, I felt her felt-tip pen write firmly on my right buttcheek. She said, "Number 8! Thanks! You can turn around now. Okay, now here is a very important question: did you move your bowels already today?"


Not being a total newbie at this, I said "Yes, of course."


"Hmm, that's too bad. Because of some of our members' special interests, contestants get extra points if they take a dump here in our special glass toilet. Extra points for size and firmness. Remember this for next year! But now, go through the double doors into the auditorium, and take your seat on stage. We'll get started shortly. And thanks for dribbling precum into my lap."


It was dark in the auditorium, and I staggered down the aisle to the stage without really taking much in. I could hear the buzz of an excited audience all around me. I happened to enter at the right end of the stage where the still-unoccupied chairs were. All at once, I saw that the chair labeled "9" had a huge dildo glued to its seat, pointing upward, the chair labeled "8" had exactly the same, and the chair labeled "7" had a guy sitting down on it, working his anus down onto a dildo with obvious pleasure. His cock was a little shorter than mine, but thicker, and like mine it was dribbling precum. I was so distracted by the sight, and by the tingling in my asshole, that I forgot to check out contestants 1 through 6.


Then suddenly behind me I heard a new voice, a woman's, girlish-sounding and small. "Hey, loser, you act like you never seen a dildo or a cock before!" I jumped slightly and then felt the speaker push by me. She was a small Japanese woman, maybe five feet tall, and she would have weighed no more than a hundred pounds if she had not been extremely pregnant. Like me, number 7, and (as I would eventually notice) every other contestant, she was naked below the waist.


She marched right over to chair number 9, picked up a tube of lubricant from its armrest, smeared lube all over the dildo, and then sat down on it all in once, taking its full length and thickness into her tiny rectum. Then she turned to me and smiled.


Part 3


---------------


As if from nowhere, I heard a shout: "Hey number 8! Lube up and sit down!" Suddenly I remembered I was in front of an audience, and I realized that everyone else on stage was sitting on their fat dildos except for me. Also suddenly, I realized I was tired of feeling like the loser that number 9 had called me. Now it was time to start workin' it.


I picked up my tube of lubricant from my chair, squirted a lot onto the dildo, and spread it out as if I was jacking a cock. Hoots and whoops broke out from the audience, and I felt myself regaining control of the situation. Then I put one leg up on the chair, presented my asshole to the audience, and made them watch as I stuck heavily lubed fingers through my turdhole and stretched it.


People seemed to like that.


Then for good measure I turned to present a profile to the audience. I lubed up my stiff cock and worked it for a few strokes, then, with my tool pointed at the ceiling between my spread legs, I lowered my shit chute down onto the dildo. I felt it bump my prostate when it hit bottom, and a fresh droplet of precum appeared on my cockhead. That got a big round of applause!


Well, actually, the applause turned out not to be for me. The young blonde in the wheelchair rolled out onto stage, smiled, and smoothed her skirt over her knees. Once there was quiet, she spoke:


"Welcome everybody. Well, this was so much fun last year, we decided to do it again! And we have all new fresh meat, oops, I mean new contestants, every one of whom says on their application they enjoy anal abuse. We'll just see about that, won't we?" A big appreciative laugh from the audience out there in the dark.


"Now let me tell the contestants more about how this is going to work. Since a lot of the fucked-up things we're going to make you do require help, if that is the right word, we are pairing you off. Number 1, you'll be with 2. Number 3, you're with 4, and so on. We have an odd number of contestants this year, so we are going to make 7, 8, and 9 be a trio. Speaking of 9, isn't it great to see her back? And with a bun in the oven! Let's give her a big round of applause!"


People went crazy cheering and clapping. The girl who had given me a hard time at first was obviously a crowd favorite, not a good sign. She smiled demurely for the audience and lifted her shirt; she arched her back a little and stuck out her swollen belly, tweaking her nipples. The cheers got louder still.


The emcee interrupted. "Okay, pipe down, everybody! Yes, welcome back, number 9. And I see you're already the points leader, thanks to the enormous dump you took for us in the glass toilet. Jesus, that thing was the size of my forearm. How long had it been since you pinched a log, honey?"


"Six days!" she replied. "And I didn't eat anything but Metamucil for the last two."


"Well, that is amazing, but just what we expect from our returning champion. Anyway, contestants, just two more notes before we begin. First, from time to time our members may feel like coming up on stage and doing... stuff... to you. Not to worry, we've all been screened for STDs, although some of us are extremely dirty in other ways. Second, no trying to sabotage your partners. Or the consequences will be, uh, severe. At least, don't get caught. Okay, anybody need to chicken out?"


Nobody onstage moved. I looked up and down the line of contestants for a second and noticed that most were obviously aroused and most were lightly masturbating.


"All right! Let the games begin!"


Part 4


---------------


While the emcee had been explaining the rules, my eyes had been finally adjusting to the light. Now I could begin to make out faces in the audience, seated on stools around cocktail tables. With a start I noticed that there was a table only six feet in front of me, with a man and a woman seated at it. They both wore greedy and entranced facial expressions as they watched my hand jerk up and down on my swollen cock. They were obviously pretty good friends, because he had his hand down the front of her blouse, and she was groping his hard dick through his slacks.


I leaned back on my chair so that they could see the dildo stretching my anus, and so that they could see how my nuts bounced with each wank. They gasped and began feeling each other more aggressively. In a second, the man made eye contact with me and popped out one of his date's breasts, exposing it to me. It was heavy and pendulous, and its nipple was dark and swollen up to the size of a strawberry.


It is nice to make friends.


But I was interrupted by the emcee's voice. "Okay, contestants! Time for a nice, easy first round. We'd like to give you folks a chance to get to know each other a little better. Everyone down on their hands and knees, facing the direction of lower numbers. When I say go, give the asshole of the person in front of you a thorough French kiss and tongue bath. Those of you on the ends, don't feel left out, because I am going to make you all turn around and go the other way in a few minutes. And do a good job! The judges and I will be watching you, giving points for style, enthusiasm, and getting your tongue all the way in. Now up off those chairs!"


We stood up, the dildos sliding out of our nine gaping anuses with nine wet farting noises. I knelt behind number 7, positioning my face in front of his lube-streaked buttcheeks. Behind me, I felt number 9 moving into position; just to remind me who was boss, she gave my ass a sharp slap.


"On your mark, get ready, TOSS!"


I reached forward and spread the cheeks of number 7, revealing a smoothly shaved asshole shaped like a pretty pink donut. I also noticed his enormous balls; they dangled almost five inches below his torso. I moved forward, licked the back of his nutsack and applied my lips and tongue to his shithole. I inhaled the musky scent of his asscrack as I ran my tongue around the inside rim of his anus; it was so arousing that I could not help reaching around and caressing his dick. He obviously enjoyed it. I heard a muffled "mmm" come from him (muffled because he was talking into number 6's bowels) and he writhed a little under my tongue.


Meanwhile, number 9 was at work on my own itchy shitter. She had a rhythm going: kiss, lick, bite. Those bites were something: tiny little love bites on my rim, very short yet fairly painful. I took it like a man.


"Okay, time to rotate!"


I caught 7's eye as he turned around towards me. He clearly wanted more rimming, but I guess he would have to make do with rimming me.


Then I found 9 staring at me with a taunting facial expression as she held her right buttcheek away from her anus. Her pregnant belly almost touched the floor, and her labia, like her asshole, were swollen and purple. She whispered "Let's see what you got, newbie." Then the emcee shouted "Begin!"


I forgot all about 7, I am sad to say, although I am sure he was busy back there. I grasped 9 by her enormous belly, placed my tongue at her poop chute's entrance, and roughly assfucked her back and forth on my tongue. I was determined to get my tongue all the way up into her colon, and if the way she pushed her ass down on my tongue is any guide, she shared that goal.


I tongue-fucked her shitter for what felt like forever, conscious only of her asshole and a warm moist sensation in my own. But I am sure it was only a few minutes before the emcee shouted "Time's up! And well done. Number three, you have a dingleberry on your face; it looks very cute, and 30 bonus points for you. Please stand up and stay standing, because in a moment we are going to begin what we hilariously call our first 'elimination' round."


I stood up and turned to make eye contact with 9. She was breathing hard. As I watched, she took her fingers away from her clit just long enough to throw aside her shirt, leaving herself totally naked. The veins in her swollen tits stood out clearly, and her nipples were rock-hard. Again she took a hand away from its task of masturbating herself, long enough to flip me a bird. Nice to know she considered me a worthy adversary.


Part 5


---------------


The emcee got everyone's attention again and continued. "Two quick things before we begin our elimination round. First of all, I want to compliment our contestants for jacking off so much. You've all been wanking like monkeys almost since you got up on stage, and it blows my mind that, as far as I can tell, not one of you has cum yet. Especially you boys! I was sure that by now at least one of you would have shot a huge load of thick, sticky white cum for us."


Suddenly there was this stifled moan/grunt. One of the contestants stumbled forward to the edge of the stage--I saw from the writing on his ass that he was number 3--and held his cock out while it shot ropes of semen, over and over again, out into the audience and presumably all over the people at the table directly in front of him. He shot at least 10 blasts, and I was sure I could smell the cum from across the room.


The emcee laughed, "Ha ha, looks like I pushed you over the edge, number 3. Was it all that talk about cum?"


He looked a little sheepish. "Well, yeah."


"Hmm, so you like cum. We will remember that for subsequent rounds. Okay! On to my other housekeeping item. We've been up on stage for some time now, so, contestants, does any of you need to piss? I KNOW you do, number 9."


She said, "Well, yeah. You try walking around with something wiggling on top of your bladder all day." That got another laugh.


And 3 spoke up too. "Hey, I think my boner was holding back my piss. Now that I just squirted, I need to go too."


The emcee said, "Okay! Which table wants 9? Now, dammit, you can't all have her. All right, the table at the far left. And 3, you get the table where they're all waving their wine glasses. I can't imagine what they have in mind."


Contestants 3 and 9 made their way off the stage, and the house lights came up, so I could see the audience clearly for the first time. I don't think I've ever seen that many people partially undressed and masturbating or fucking at once. Number 3 came up to his table, with two men and two women, each with a hand in their neighbors' laps. He flopped his big soft cock into each wineglass in turn, and filled each to overflowing with warm yellow piss. They drank greedily. One of the women poured her wineglass onto one of the cocks she'd been holding and then sucked it aggressively.


Meanwhile, number 9 was being helped onto her table by the people sitting around it. She squatted slightly, spread her legs, and slowly revolved while she hosed down all the people around the table. Using a finger, she played with her strong flow of piss so that it sprayed and splattered everywhere.


There was a round of applause from those few people in the audience who had a free hand. The two pissers came back onto the stage, and, as 9 came back to her seat next to me, she reached over with the finger she'd pissed on and wiped fresh piss onto my upper lip.


Without a second's hesitation, I stuck a finger up my own ass and quickly wiped it on her upper lip. Since my rectum was so clean, it wasn't a very good dirty Sanchez, but it would have to do. She and I glared at each other. I could tell she was very angry and also very aroused. I was too.


"Ah-ha!" said the emcee. "It looks like 8 and 9 are developing a relationship. If they are lucky, they will get to have a nice hatefuck before we are done. But now, elimination time! Get those mops and buckets ready."


Part 6


---------------


"And now," said the emcee, rolling her wheelchair up to the edge of the stage, "it's the moment we've been waiting for: the elimination round! Don't worry, contestants, there won't be any elimination of the brown kind involved, unless you haven't cleaned yourselves properly. I mean that we are going to eliminate some contestants from the competition, and send them home with lovely parting gifts."


That gave me a start. I had been so focused on wanting to fuck the girl next to me that I had totally forgotten about winning the $50,000. Time to get serious! Although, yes, I still hoped I got to ream the shit out of her.


"All right! Now, before we begin, how many contestants do we need to eliminate?" She shaded her eyes to peer out into the auditorium. "Hmm, let's see, about four? Or maybe fewer if, well, if you-know-why? Okay, let's go for about five. Five it is! Now, contestants, here's what I want to know: are your assholes still nice and open?"


She leaned over to number 5, standing just by her. He was a very tall, very thin guy, with an extremely long, thick, semi-hard cock that curved out in front of him like the faucet in a laundry sink. "How about you? Spread 'em. Ooookay, that looks pretty good. A definite gape, but maybe not enough to win. We will see."


The emcee rolled back over to the side of the stage, where a podium stood. She said, "Now contestants, remember those dildos in the chairs you sat on? Yes, you do remember them. I think number 8 remembers them especially fondly." Next to me, number 7 turned to me with a grin and gave my asshole a friendly fingering. I squatted a little to let him get in deeper and grunted appreciatively.


"What I didn't tell you about those dildos, my friends, is that they are..." She reached into the podium and held up a small metal box with a red button mounted on its surface. She finished her sentence triumphantly: "...inflatable!" Then she pressed the button. From behind the stage there came a hiss/thump sound of hydraulic equipment working, and suddenly all the dildos became, in unison, just a little thicker!


"So, team, now we are going to play musical chairs. Pull your chairs around into a circle, and make sure not to trip over the airhoses. While the music is playing, and you're walking around the ring of chairs, you are going to want to stretch your assholes. Do it however you want, as long as the people in the audience can see the penetration.


"When the music stops, you have three seconds to get the nearest dildo fully into your shitter. Anybody who can't get it in is eliminated. Then I press the button again, just like this--" Again the hiss of the hydraulic equipment, and again the dildos got thicker. "--and we do it again! Any questions?"


Number 1 had a question. She was a woman in her early 40s with long brown hair, enormous saggy tits, and a plump ass. She asked, "Is there going to be one less chair than people, like in regular musical chairs?"


"Ha ha, no. The only reason we are making you walk around in circles is so that you'll all have to take the same dirty dildos up your asses. We want your anal secretions to get well mixed. Also, we like the way cocks and tits bounce when you walk, especially your big fat ones, honey. Any other questions? No? Okay, lube up your dildos, and get ready to begin!"


Everybody quickly slathered lube on their dildos and then their own assholes. I put a dollop of lube on my fingers and reached out to 7 next to me. "Hey, good luck," I said with a smile. I meant to smear it on his asshole for him, but my hand wound up connecting with his extremely erect penis. I gave him a quick stroke or two, just to be amusing, but apparently he had been right on the edge! He immediately started spraying cum. Still holding his cock, I turned around and pointed it at my asscrack, so that his thick semen helped to coat and soothe my anus.


Then the music started. Amusingly enough, the song was "Fat Bottomed Girls." I fingered my cummy shitter as I walked in a circle with everyone else. At the first chorus, the music stopped, and people hurried to force the nearest dildo into their bowels. Damn, it was big! I felt as if I was shoving a butternut squash into myself. The audience counted off the seconds in unison: "One! Two! Three!" Just before they said "Three!" I felt my anus relax a little and the massive girth of the dildo slid into my turdhole. Whew!


I looked around me, and saw that my friend 7 and my frenemy 9 had successfully impaled themselves, but three male contestants were still struggling to bugger themselves. The emcee said, "Oh, I'm so sorry, 3, 5, and 6. Although you're out of the running, we do have a further activity for you; meanwhile, please come stand by the podium with me while we finish the elimination process. Up off the dildos!" I stood up slowly; I could feel cool air entering my gaping asshole when the dildo popped out. I was sorry to see 5 go. His dick was so long that it would have probably turned the corner from my rectum to my colon.


"Another round! Number 5, would you do the honors?" With a good-sport facial expression, he leaned over and pressed the red button. Now the dildos really did look like butternut squashes. The emcee shouted, "On your mark, ready, WHOAA! Hey! You're busted!"


I followed the emcee's pointing finger to number 1, from whose cunt a strong stream of piss continued to flow right onto the dildo in her chair. Now that was brazen! She was trying to rinse off its lube with piss. I don't think I have ever seen that tactic on "Survivor."


"Well, number 1, because you got caught, you are eliminated too. And that means we are done with the elimination round, even though we don't have five people yet! If you gentlemen will make your way to the cushioned rail at the back of the auditorium and bend over it, some of our fattest-cocked members are waiting to use your gaping rectal pussies for their pleasure. And number 1, we have a chaise lounge just for you. Ted and Charlie enjoy rubbing their cocks together, and they are really going to love rubbing them together through the wall between your pussy and your ass."


Part 7


---------------


"Attention contestants! Even though almost half of you have already been eliminated from the Flexi-Butt Championship, we haven't actually made you flex your butts that much. Sure, you've had big dildos up your asses, and also each other's tongues, but we haven't really rolled out the really menacing shit for your shitters yet. Well, not to worry. To help us really challenge your sphincters, we brought in a special guest, who knows a thing or two about the subject. But first, don't forget to keep stretching and to keep applying lube! Partners, help each other out. We don't want anybody getting hurt in ways we can't jack off to."


I turned to dear sweet number 9 next to me, who had all the fingers of one hand up her ass. "That doesn't look all that effective. Why don't I help you stretch with this?" With that I rubbed my rigid cock against her pregnant belly. My bright-red tool glistened with a mixture of lube and the precum it had been steadily exuding for the last few hours.


As I expected, she said "No thank you, now fuck off," so I turned away, leaving a stain of lube and sperm on top of her unborn child. I turned to number 7, who seemed a little more interested. He was already bending over with his cheeks spread wide. I pushed my cock into his poop chute; his anus was so relaxed that I only felt his rectal walls caressing my shaft. I grabbed him by the hips and gave him a pump or two, trying to force my cock in as deep as possible. At the deepest part of his ass, I felt the rock-hard head of a new turd on its way down. So I bent him over even harder and fucked the turd back in as best I could. Then I pulled out and presented my own dripping asshole to him for service.


Then the emcee declared "All right, our guest is here! Contestants, get out of each other's asses and help me welcome..." But she didn't get to finish the guest's name, because the people in the audience had pried their hands away from each other's crotches to clap and cheer as wildly as they had for number 9 at the beginning. A very mild-mannered-looking guy walked up to the stage. He had sandy hair and looked about 40 or so; other than the fact that he was wearing a kilt, he looked like some guy you knew from the bowling alley. Obviously the people in the audience knew who he was very well, though.


And contestant number 2 apparently did too! He jumped down off the stage and ran for the exit. The emcee called after him, "Wait, don't forget your pants!" But he was gone, to laughter and more applause.


Once order was restored, the emcee turned to the guest in the kilt and continued, "Well, I think many of our contestants don't recognize you yet. Would you give us all 'the big reveal'?" To hoots from the audience, he turned around and lifted his kilt to reveal an extremely relaxed anus on top of two extremely pendulous balls. Then, as we watched, he reached back with his hands and tugged apart the wide lips of his anus, revealing a gape the size of a dinner plate! It was the Goatse Guy!


I still remember that Saturday morning from childhood when my sister tried to play a trick on me. We were sitting out on our front porch, and she had our mom's laptop on her lap. She said to me, "Hey, look at this skateboard!" and turned the screen to me. Of course, she had gone to "goatse.cx". Back in those days people loved to shock their friends by showing them this picture of an incredibly spread asshole, and that was the kind of reaction she was expecting from me. Instead, I pulled down my basketball shorts to my ankles and started jacking my instantly-rigid cock. My sister seemed as surprised by that response as she'd been expecting me to be by the picture. Eventually, Mom had to come out of the house and tell us to stop feeling each other's private parts where the neighbors could see.


And here he was in the flesh! Wow! I had to take my hand away from my cock for fear I would cum instantly.


The emcee said, "I have here our famous guest's bag of tricks!" She held aloft a large leather overnight bag; as she turned it in midair, various rattling, clanking, and knocking sounds came out. The guest of honor took it and disappeared briefly behind the curtains. He then re-emerged, walking a little stiffly. "For each round, he'll shove a few objects into his ass, and each of you in turn is going to reach under his kilt, receive something out of his ass, and shove it up your own. Extra points for feeling him up under the kilt. Hey, 4, you're first!"


With a start, I realized that 4 was the only remaining contestant outside our little three-way love nest. She looked barely eighteen and had a shaved head, a back and an arm full of tattoos, and a row of heavily clanking silver rings on her labia. I was guessing our guest was not going to get a very good feel-up from her, or anything else. Instead, she knelt behind him, with her face inches from his ass and motioned from him to spread his cheeks. He shat out a large kitchen whisk tool onto her waiting tongue. She took it in her hand and, holding it aside, licked the entire exposed pink surface of his inner rectum. Then, still kneeling, she popped the whisk into her own. What a contender!


From then on, it was a haze of enormous objects popping out of his obscenely pussy-like, noisily farting ass. He served two croquet balls to 7, a salt-shaker and a pepper-shaker to me, and a tacky ceramic figurine of a duck to 9. We each received these objects, kissed the gaping orifice that gave birth to them, and wedged them up into ourselves. The audience made us turn around to shit each item out. On the next round, as I was struggling to push a 1990s-era cellphone back out of my ass, the guy from the table right in front of me (the one who had showed me his girlfriend's boob) came up and ejaculated onto my face. Good to know somebody was having fun... this was work!


Eventually 4 and 7 could not get their objects into their asses and were gently escorted from the stage to be ass-raped on the back rail. It was just me and my sweetie! My cock twitched as I tried to engulf a large firm grapefruit, thinking about how her orifice would stretch as she soon gave birth. But I couldn't get it in! If 9 could get her next object inside, she'd win!


The Goatse Guy held his kilt high, exposing his rigid cock, as he dispensed the biggest buttplug I had ever seen. It looked like a miniature traffic cone, with a rim at least six inches thick. As the audience chanted "Harder! Harder!" 9 slowly forced it into her bowel, grunting and gasping with her ass held high in the air. She involuntarily emitted a splatter of urine onto the stage, which glittered as it caught the lights.


At last she had almost the whole buttplug in... but not quite! There seemed to be a dry, lube-less spot just at its rim, and her abused, inflamed sphincter was clinging to it. The pandemonium from the audience was deafening. She turned her head to me and formed her lips into a word. I thought, "Damn, trash talk at a time like this?"


But instead, the word she formed with her lips, her eyes fixed on me and welling with tears, was "Help?"


I didn't even hesitate. I leaned forward and slid my wet tongue between her anal rim and the buttplug, right at the dry spot. The buttplug popped in, and the crowd went nuts. She'd just won. Why the hell did I do that?


Apparently she was wondering the same. With the buttplug still in, she took a second to catch her breath and then looked up at me from her squatting position, with the first genuine smile I had seen from her all evening. "Damn, I guess I have to share the prize money with you, don't I?"


I said "Actually, you don't." I mounted her roughly and shoved my lubed cock deep into her pussy. My cock was gripped tightly inside her cunt by the buttplug on one side and the baby in her uterus on the other, and my cockhead was jammed against her swollen cervix. It only took me a few thrusts before I emptied my swollen prostate into her cunt, and, in a moment, I relaxed and emptied my bladder inside her as well. "No, my dear," I continued, "that will not be necessary at all."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Unexpected Bonus


Stunning was the only way to describe her. Tall, dark haired, dark eyed and pale (but tanned) skin. A goddess in human form, whose razor-sharp wit kept all but the bravest and foolhardiest away. She'd never been seen outside of the office, seeming to vanish into thin air at the end of the day. She'd never been to any of the parties or events we'd had, not birthdays or celebrations. She was a mystery in many ways, and despite this it seemed to increase her allure.


Work had been hell leading up to Christmas, and everybody seemed to be pulling in extra shifts by the week and partying all weekend. Everybody except for me, it seemed. My work partner had been given the elbow, leaving me with double the load and no way to get it done in normal hours. Every day was an early start, a late finish, and no time to party -- the last thing any of us wanted in the festive season.


Friday was usually a superb day all round. Less work, early finishes, and late late nights. Today though was not one of those days -- another late finish. Six o'clock came and went, with the rest of the basement leaving me to finish up at some ungodly hour.


I kept my head down, trying to get done and out in time to join whatever party was going on. I was frustrated nobody had stopped to help but that's the way it is in the city. My surprise at the tap on the shoulder was doubled when she asked if I needed a hand, if I wanted to get out before the weekend.


Happily I accepted, and handed over a few odd jobs. She looked at me, smiled and said she'd be right back. Some practical joke! I got stuck in again, to be interrupted by a clinking glass. She'd returned with wine and glasses, her hair down and clearly ready to settle in for the evening. This might just be bearable.


Pouring a glass each, we discussed what had to be done. It was boring work, and clearly neither of us was willing to get on with the work at hand. I found myself plucking up the courage to ask her if she was single, and she laughed and said she was. She then coyly looked at me and asked the same. I had to admit I was, having been too busy to even consider dating anybody, let alone make something work.


She looked me in the eyes, and moved toward me. Her lips, soft and sensual, touched mine. Gently, then firmly, she kissed me. I put my hand behind her head, feeling the softness of her hair, could smell the perfume she was wearing. Her hands wandered, running over my back, my shoulders, and down my arms to pull my hands into hers. She looked at me briefly, then stood and flattening her skirt with her free hand, led me back across the room to my desk.


She sat up on the desk, her perfect ass on my desk, pulling me into her embrace again, more roughly than I'd expected. She pulled me in between her legs and held me there tightly, pushing herself against me, her hips making small grinding motions and arousing me rapidly. I had no idea how this had happened, but I wasn't going to stop it for all the tea in China.


Breathing heavily, she began to undo my trousers. Her long legs now unwrapped from me, and she pushed me away a little to remove my belt. As she undid it, I pushed her back onto her back onto my desk. Standing over her, I let my lips linger on hers again, the across her jaw, her neck, gently biting her as I did so. She sighed and moaned gently as I did so, her nails now working into my back as I did so. I then bit her hard, and she squealed in delight, moving against me yet again. I let my hands roam across her, feeling her skin, her tight stomach under her shirt. I stood back from her a little, so I could begin unbuttoning her, one at a time, never taking my eyes off of hers.


I pulled it open, and her lacy bra barely contained her full, pert breasts. I bent down and nuzzled into them, my hands now holding to her hips as though to stop her going anywhere. She held my head against her chest, then reached back and undid her strap. I took her bra from her and, repeating what I'd just done, traced the contours of her with my lips, followed by the tip of my tongue. I traced across her nipple, lingering as it stood beneath my touch. Looking up at her face briefly, I took her nipple into my mouth and bit it -- harder than I'd intended. She yelped again, and dug her nails into me yet again -- much harder than I thought she even could!


Momentarily distracted, she took advantage and pushed me away and jumped off of the desk. Standing in front of me, she kissed me hard, her hands finding the join in my shirt -- then ripped the front all the way down, and pulled it off the back of me. In the same movement, she dropped to her knees and deftly undid me, and dropped my boxer shorts. I sprang to attention, and without a moment's hesitation she took hold of me, using her hands and working the length of my shaft. I could barely stand, and knowing what it was doing to me she then licked from the base to the tip, the flat of her tongue running along me and causing my knees to tremble. She did this again, and as she reached the top, opened her mouth and ran her lips down me, taking me deeper inside, slowly, warm and wonderfully. Her head slowly then went back up again, her tongue tracing inside her mouth while her lips held onto me so exquisitely. I held one hand on her head while she continued this excruciatingly slow movement, her occasional moans and vibrating against me and making this easily the best I'd ever had. She kept working along me, her hands where her mouth couldn't reach, never slowing, always sucking and moving.


Stopping abruptly, she stood up in front of me and leaned back against the desk, and in a voice that was barely a whisper said "Fuck me. Now." I put her back onto the desk, and kneeling down I ran my hands up her long, smooth legs. My fingertips quickly found the edges of the soft material, and I hooked a finger under each side of her thong. Feeling this, she put her feet up onto my shoulders, and lifted herself up so I could pull her thong out and off, down her legs and dropped them casually behind me. She kept her feet on my shoulders, and then relaxed, putting her calves there as I moved in toward her sweet mound. Before I was even close I could feel the heat and wetness emanating from her, how much she wanted this. I planted a kiss on the inside of her thigh, then on the other. Placing repeated small, light kisses, I worked higher up her legs, one side then the other, until my lips met her softness. Again she moaned, and pulling my hair held my head against her. I responded by placing my tongue against her, and holding it with the tip barely inside her, the flat pushing her clit. I could tell I'd hit the spot as her hand no longer pulled my head but gripped with an intensity that left me in no doubt not to move. Her body tensed, thighs gripping me, leaving me almost unable to breathe.


Presently she relaxed, letting out a long barely audible sigh. I began now to move my tongue against her, the tip of my tongue from the lowest point I could reach to her clit, pausing and pressuring enough to make her begin to tense, then removing and repeating again and again, each time less gently than the last. The more I licked her, the more so moved with me, each movement making her tense more than the time before. I could feel her building up again, so I slowed down again to prolong the moment. Her body was now trembling, her hands alternating between pulling on my head and gripping the sides of the desk, every breath seemed to be torn from her. I used the tip of my tongue on her, tracing the contours and shapes of her lips, flicking her clit as softly as I could. She was moaning with every breath now, barely whispering "fuck me... fuck me..." while she did so. As I felt her breathing speed up I returned to longer, harder tongue strokes. She responded to this with her entire body going into spasm, one long loud shout coming from her mouth, her hands, legs, midriff, all shaking and tensing. Her juices were now running as fast as I could lick them up, and I couldn't wait for her any longer.


Taking her legs from my shoulders, I stood up in between her legs, and pushed myself against her. She pulled me inside her in one motion, again moaning as she did so. We stayed perfectly still, savouring the moment. I then moved slowly away from her, until just the tip of me was inside her. Face flushed she tried to pull me into her, and I let her, watching the relief and pleasure hit her like a wave, ripples running across her perfect body. She moaned again, louder, abandoning herself to what was happening. I pulled out of her again, her wetness glistening on me, and plunged back into her again and again, harder, deeper with every thrust. I leaned forward, my body over hers, my hands pinning hers down, her moans with every breath just inches from my face, seeing her face contorting with a mixture of pleasure and defiance -- almost as though she didn't want to admit how much she wanted this. She pushed me away gently, opening her eyes to look at me while she did so. As soon as I was out of her, she jumped off the desk, turned, and leaned forward over it again, not once taking her eyes off of mine. Standing up straight -- and stiff -- I slowly slid inside her from behind. Her hands were now out of my reach, and I saw them curling up as I did so. Holding her hips, I slid out, and in, deeper again than I'd been, and again until every last inch of me was inside her. I wanted to be a sensitive lover, but the moment was here and I wasn't going to waste it, and she *had* told me to fuck her after all... I put one hand to the back of her head, and the other gripped one side of her hips. I pulled her hard onto me, and pulled on her hair, causing an incredible muscle spasm inside. All she could say was "Yes..." over and over, as I proceeded to fuck her as deep and hard as I could, pummelling her, feeling her tensing as I slammed into her.


I held hard to her hair and pulled on it in time with each thrust, hearing her give in again as I felt it. Her body went into a huge convulsion and I had to use both hands on her hips just to stop her from pushing me out. She was biting her lips in a failing effort not to scream from the pleasure now ripping through her, as I held her hips, barely able to continue this movement. Her body eventually gave way and her body and face lay face down, quivering, every exhalation a sigh or a moan of pleasure. I moved one hand to run through her now tousled hair. She finally managed to open her eyes, gave me a smile, and said when I was ready I should tell her -- and not to stop until I got to that point. Not needing to be told twice, I slid inside her once more, taking a few slow strokes, before once more hammering her hard in a frenzy to reach my own orgasm. Seeing this woman surrendered to me was almost more than I needed, and after only a few minutes I could feel myself coming to a release. As I went to try and tell her this, she was moving already, standing up and turning to face me. She pushed me back a step and knelt down, once more taking me into her mouth. This time though any restraint was well and truly gone -- one hand working my shaft, the other cupping my balls, her head bobbing up and down the length of me, bringing me closer and closer. I could feel the familiar sensation of release and could barely even gasp as ream after ream went into her mouth, and she swallowed every last drop as it hit the back of her throat. Spent and barely able to stand, I looked down at her as she licked the remains of both of our juices off of me, which she did with immense gusto, the satisfied look on her face telling me that it'd been worth the wait.


She looked up at me, stood and put her arms round me, and I did the same to her, savouring this moment. As we parted from the embrace, we each began collecting our discarded clothing. I couldn't help but watch as she pulled her thing back on, fitting it back against her prefect form, and her bra with quick deft movements. As I put my shirt on, I realised I wouldn't be able to button it up, so did up my jacket to cover it. She pinned her hair up again, and threw her own jacket on. As she picked up her bag and headed for the exit, she looked back again, smiled, and told me to go home. She laughed when I asked if it was with her, told me that the projects could be late, and closed the door behind her as she walked out. As I finally got myself composed enough to leave, I realised it was always going to be between just us, and that was the way I liked it. No fuss, no awkwardness, no worrying about the next day. If anything happened again, it'd be the same deal. I just hoped that I'd get an opportunity to repeat the situation.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Late to the Theater


You know how I dislike riding in taxicabs, but you insist we take one to the theater. We have been waiting to see this revival of 'The Little Foxes' for weeks. I notice when you gave instructions to the driver you handed him an envelope when you thought I was not looking. What are you up to?


The odors in the cab make me cringe, but your perfume overrides them. It is my favorite, White Diamonds. You snuggle close to me, your skirt riding up on your thighs, sheer stockings shining in the passing lights. I see you are wearing the necklace and earrings I gave you for your birthday and I smile.


Traffic is heavy this time of night, so we edge along in fits and starts. I wonder if we will miss the opening curtain, but you laugh and tell me not to worry. The scent of your perfume is intoxicating, it fills the dreary space where we are sitting and your body is warm against mine.


I feel your hand on my knee, sliding up under the hem of my dress, your breath hot in my ear. I look at the driver; can he see what you are doing? Your fingers creep upward; your fingernails grazing my thighs and I cannot resist spreading them. Your lips brush mine as your fingers graze my silk covered pussy. No, please, what are you doing, someone will see. The driver will see. Why is it taking so long to reach the theater?


I open my mouth to speak, but you place a finger on my lips, kissing me softly. You snuggle closer, fueling my longing to feel your skin against mine. Your fingers caress my pussy through the sheer fabric and a moan escapes my lips. What will the driver think?


You ease my panty crotch aside and stroke my wet lips. Your head drops to my breasts and you lick my cleavage. I lift from the seat and you tug my flimsy panties down and off. I shiver as your fingers enter me, twirling in my dampness, caressing the silken walls. Your tongue skims the edge of my aureole, seeking the stiff nipple. I moan and pull my dress down. Your mouth engulfs my aching nub as your thumb rubs my clit and your fingers thrust deep in my pussy.


I have a clear view of the hurrying figures on the sidewalk, only feet away from the cab window. Can they see us? See you finger fucking me? Your wet tongue traces along my jaw line and you add a third finger to those squishing in my throbbing pussy. Oh God! I am helpless in my arousal. Fuck me my love, fuck me hard.


I feel the pleasure rising in my body, suffusing me with warmth. I shudder as I raise my hips to meet your pumping fingers. I am close, so close, don't stop, don't stop...I forget everything, the driver, the taxi, the city. I live only for your lips, your tongue, your fingers...oh yes...do me...oh yessss...


My back arches, you whisper "Cum for me my darling" and I cum for you drenching your hand. Your mouth grinds against mine, smearing our lipstick as you muffle my scream of pleasure. You rub my throbbing clit furiously, bringing me to the edge again, your hot tongue smothering another scream as I am cumming again on your marvelous fingers.


I slump against the cab's door, the aroma of freshly fucked cunt filling the cabin. I'm sure the driver can smell it, the whole city can smell it, and I do not care.


You pull me up and we embrace. You take my hand and push it between your spread thighs, kissing me deeply. I feel your bare pussy. You have gone commando you sexy slut! Now it's your turn and I tease you, stroking your labial lips with my forefinger, dipping in and out of your soaked pussy knowing you are fully aroused. My tongue circles your ear, and then proceeds down your neck and I nibble at your collarbone while my fingers rub your clit.


Your breath comes in gasps as you are consumed with lust. You growl deep in your throat, grip my wrist and shove my hand into your dripping pussy. Our lips grind together as I fist you, my fingers squishing in your soaked folds, my thumb stroking your erect clit. You pull your dress aside and I suck on your thick nipple as you grip my arm and push my fingers further into you. Then you are bucking against me, little whimpers escaping your lips, cumming explosively, soaking my hand with your juices.


We snuggle together, suffused with the afterglow and kissing softly as the taxi comes to a halt. I look up and see the entrance to our apartment building. We are home. I had forgotten about the theater.


You see the questioning look in my eyes and you murmur, "We'll see the play tomorrow night, love. I've always wanted to fuck in a taxicab." Laughing, we tip the smiling driver generously and head for our apartment, our toys and our soft bed. The night has only begun and you are all mine.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Unexpected Appointment


"So, how are you and Ron?" he asked.


"He's fine, I guess. We broke up last week. That's why I'm here," she replied.


"Oh?" He motioned for her to get up on the exam table.


Amanda knew this was going to be the embarrassing part. Explaining to her friend's husband that she needed the full exam with all the tests because she couldn't keep her boyfriend happy and he had cheated on her. Of course, the slime ball couldn't have just dumped her. No, he had to continue to occasionally fuck her and fuck the other woman, or women - who knows how long this went on before she found out. It's not like she is ugly. At 5'4'' and 125 pounds she was a well proportioned woman. She had a 36 C cup breast and a nice tight ass that she worked hard to keep. She had strawberry blonde hair that she kept a little longer that shoulder length and she was attractive. But apparently that wasn't enough, she wasn't enough. It has been over for months now, but she just didn't want to admit it. She just wished Stacy would have told Jake about her and Ron, so that she didn't have to. "Yeah, I need the full exam all the tests. Especially the STD tests. He cheated on me, and I don't know who with or how long it went on."


They had been together for three years. Three years wasted! She was now 28 years old and wanted to settle down. But she didn't have any prospects. Why couldn't she find a nice guy like Stacy had? Jake was nice, sexy and exceedingly good to her friend. He was about 6 foot, 185 pounds with dark brown hair and incredibly good looks.


"I'm sorry, but I'm glad you realize you need to be tested. Most women don't even think about it until they show some kind of symptom. Have you noticed anything different?" he asked as he sat down in the rolling stool. The room was a typical gyno office. She was sitting on the cushy exam table which was facing away from the door; the stirrups had not been pulled out yet. There was a small changing room about the size of a small coat closet with a swing door that you could see above and below, the only thing the door blocked was the occupants' torso and upper legs. Right now her winter coat, clothes, and bra and panties were lying on the little bench just inside the door. Across the room was a small cabinet with a sink that stored the more commonly needed medical supplies. There were also several posters about giving oneself a breast exam, the anatomy of a woman's privates and posters about what a good or bad ovary looks like.


"Well, I knew there was something wrong, but I guess in typical female fashion I just wanted to ignore it, I guess. I mean how long can I man go without sex before he explodes?" she replied. Ron may have still been fucking with her while he was cheating on her, but it was only after she would practically jump him.


With an odd smile Jake replied, "I don't know about Ron, but I can't go very long. But I was asking about your health."


"Oh, I'm sorry. If you can't tell I feel a little awkward doing this with you. But no, I haven't noticed any changes," Amanda told him.


"Good. Not that I mind, but why are you here and not your regular gyno?" he asked.


"Well, I don't really know my regular doctor. I mean, I know her, but what if the tests come back and something is wrong? I don't know, I just wanted someone I know to be here with me. Plus Stacy says you have a great bedside manner," she said with her own small smile remembering last summer.


He smiled back at her, "I have been told that on occasion."


****


They had been out at Jake and Stacy's lake house jet skiing. He and Stacy had their own jet skis, but Ron and Amanda had to rent theirs. While Ron, Jake and Stacy had all zoomed out of the "no wave zone", Amanda was a nervous wreck and could barely hold onto the damn thing. She had told Ron she had never rode one of these stupid things and he was supposed to stay with her, but he hadn't. After a few minutes she managed to make it back to the dock and was getting off when Jake pulled up.


"What's wrong, Mandy?" he asked as she looped a rope from the pier to her jet ski.


Her legs were shaking a little so she sat down hoping he didn't see. "Oh, nothing. Just decided I didn't want to go out is all." She hoped her voice didn't shake as well.


"It's not nothing. Your heart is beating so fast, I can practically see it beating out of your chest," he said looking down at her breasts and then back into her eyes. "Are you scared?"


"Um...yeah, a little. I've never ridden ones of those before and Ron was supposed to stay with me, but I guess that's not happening," she said looking out onto the lake. It was a large lake and she could no longer see Ron or Stacy.


He smiled looking back over at the lake behind his shoulder. When he turned back to her, his smile had vanished. "If you want, I could teach you."


"No, that's ok. I'll just hang around until you guys are done. No big deal."


"It is a big deal. I invited you guys out here, and as such it's my job to make sure you have a good time. Plus it'll be fun, you'll see," he smiled.


"Um...I don't think I can do it. You saw me, I was freaked out and I couldn't have been going more the 5 miles per hour," she said.


"Well, you shouldn't have been on your own anyway. When you learn you should ride with someone first," he said looking over his shoulder at the lake again. "Ron should have known better."


"Oh, well, I would like to go out there and try it. Maybe I could get used to it while someone else drives and then I could drive it on my own," she replied with a wavering smile.


"That's my girl. Hop on."


He had been idling next to the pier as they talked. Since she had been sitting on the pier with her legs dangling all she had to do to get on was lift her leg and place it on the seat of the jet ski. He turned to make sure she was getting on ok, and since she was now standing on the seat with one leg and leaning on the dock, her pussy was level with his face. Good thing I shaved, she thought. She was wearing her favorite and most reveling bikini hoping Ron would want to get busy on the trip. She wasn't sure what was going on, probably stress from his job, but they hadn't had much sex. She was hoping to change that this weekend. The black bikini was small with just two triangles barely covering her nipples and small bottoms that covered her pussy mound, but barely. She was wearing a life jacket, so she wasn't worried about her top falling off and flashing the lake while in the water. Slowly she lowered herself to the seat careful not to fall off the other side.


Jake turned around and slightly shook his head, "All set?" he asked his voice slightly more husky than before.


"I'm ready." She didn't know where to put her hands. So, she grabbed onto the seat underneath her.


"You'll need to hold onto me. It can get pretty rough when you're riding shotgun," he told her.


"Oh, ok then." She wrapped her arms around and placed her hands on his chest on top of his slippery life jacket. "All set."


He grabbed her hands and moved them to the bottom of his jacket. "Here, grab onto the jacket."


She curled her fingers under the jacket and felt his smooth muscled abs clench. He was wearing blue swim shorts and she could feel the tops of them against the back of her fingers. "Now I'm all set."


They took off, slow at first until she told him she was ready to go faster. He did, making sure she was ok all the time. If she flexed her legs she inadvertently squeezed him between her thighs and he would slow down the jet ski a little, he was so in tune with what she was feeling. With the waves bouncing and the wind in her hair, water in her face she couldn't see much over his shoulder, but she was having fun. The fact that a man was between her thighs again wasn't bad either. She squeezed him again just to feel it this time. Her pussy was pressed up against his ass and it felt great every time she flexed. She was getting very aroused.


"You okay?" he asked looking over his shoulder.


"Oh..um..yeah. Do you think I could try now?" she asked. Wait! What did I just ask?? she thought.


"Yeah, sure. It's a little hard to switch drivers out on the water, but we could try," he said turning off the motor. "Ok, lift you right leg across my lap. I'll help you slid around and then you can turn around and face front. Ok?"


"Ok. I think I get it." She lifted her leg across his lap and he turned to grab her waist. Jake lifted her up and slid her around. Now she was facing him, sitting in his lap. Oh my. I need to get laid, she thought. A little breathlessly she said, "Ok now how do I turn around."


With his hands still on her hips he replied, "Now pull you left leg up so you're sitting across my lap. And then as you turn around, lift your right leg over the handle." Once she was across is lap, she completed the turn and was now sitting with him at her back with his hands loosely around her waist his fingertips just resting on the top of her bikini bottoms his palms on her smooth skin. He reached with his hands and showed her how to start the jet ski again. He was now basically wrapped all around her and with her being so horny, she had to keep reminding herself she was taken, he was taken. But it felt good to be in a man's arms, even if it wasn't sexual, for him at least. For her this was the closest she'd been to sex in weeks.


He showed her the speed controls, how to turn and everything she would need to know to get started. He put his hands back on her stomach and then he said, "Let's go."


Amazingly she discovered she was just as tuned into him as he was to her. When he thought she was going too fast for her to control he would unconsciously press his fingers into her stomach, and she would slow down. With the excitement of actually driving this thing, it took her awhile to realize his cock was hard and pressing against her ass. When she did realize it, it felt so wonderful to have a hard cock against her she slowly started to press back into him. She slowed down the jet ski until they were idling again, but she kept rubbing against him, his fingers tightened on her and then he was rubbing against her. Soon they were dry humping each other.


Jake started to move his hands down. He had to touch her pussy, see if she was as wet as he was hard. He slipped his fingers under her bikini and was soon touching the bare pussy lips he had wanted to see at the dock. He slid his fingers down and when he found her clit they moaned together. He rubbed a few circles around it and then moved on to her pussy lips. Slowly he slid his fingers along her slit and then slowly pressed his two middle fingers in keeping the heel of his palm against her clit. As he continued to dry hump her he finger fucked her. He has been a few weeks without sex too. Things were not going well in his marriage and he was tired of being the only one to try to fix it. He was so turned on right now he was about to lose his load in his swim shorts. She was so responsive, so sexy that he could do this all day and never tire of it. He wanted to taste her, but knew he couldn't on the watercraft. As he kept on hand down finger fucking her, he added his second hand to touch some of her pussy juice. Then he slowly brought it up to his lips. She turned her head to watch him and saw him suck her juice off his finger. That put her over the edge and she came. He felt her pussy spasm and clench around his fingers and imagined the hot moist walls of her cunt milking his cock like it was milking his fingers and he came. They moaned and came together as he thrust his hips against her ass one last time.


Slowly they drifted back down to earth after their orgasms and realized what they had done. He took his fingers out of her pussy and her bikini and rested them back high on her hips. They didn't say anything as she slowly started the jet ski and headed back toward the dock. By silent mutual agreement they decided to pretend it hadn't happened.


When they got back to the dock, they didn't see either Ron or Stacy, but their jet skis were back. Jake and Amanda got off and tied the jet ski up. "I think I'm going to jump in the lake," Jake said. "I...uh...need to wash off."


"Oh. Yeah...sure. I'll see you at the house," she said and she turned to go. As he was about to jump in the lake she called out to him, "Jake." When he turned to look at her, she said, "You know I was really scared before you came back, but I had fun. And...well...thank you. For a doctor you must have a pretty good bedside manner with scared patients." With that she turned and walked back towards the house.


The rest of the weekend trip was uneventful and they never mentioned what had happened. But neither of them ever forgot it.


****


Now Jake smiled at Amanda and said trying to shake off the memory said, "My nurse will be in shortly, so I'll just ask you a few questions first, okay?" He reached over on the wall and grabbed her chart off of the holder next to the door.


"Okay."


"When was your last period?" he asked looking down at the chart.


"Two weeks."


"Are you currently on birth control?"


"No," she said.


He looked up surprised, and then tried to wipe the emotion off of his faced as he looked down. "Any particular reason why?"


"Well, Ron and I had started talking about getting married and immediately started a family, so I stopped taking it," she replied.


Again he was surprised, but this time he was able to hide it. No one knew yet, but Stacy had filed for divorce a month ago. He was more upset that he failed something, than he was that his marriage was over. How sad it that? He had been ready to start a family and that was when his marriage had started to go downhill. Last winter, he had asked Stacey if she wanted to start trying to have a baby, and she had freaked out. She had accused him of wanting her to be barefoot and pregnant and have no life at all. That wasn't true at all; he was ready to be a father. He was an OB for fuck's sake, he liked children. He wanted to bring his own into the world, not just other people's children. They hadn't fucked since. Like she was afraid he could trick her into getting pregnant or something. Then he started to realize she was fucking, just not him. He briefly wondered if Mandy knew that Stacy had been cheating on him. But probably not. He also wondered if Stacy had told Mandy that they weren't together anymore. He would guess not, or she wouldn't be here. He was pretty surprised when he saw her name on his list of appointments for today.


"Mandy, could you be pregnant?" he asked her getting back to the job at hand, so to speak.


"I don't know, I don't think so. Wouldn't that just be a kick in the nuts," she said.


"Ok, I'll run a test on that just in case. When was your last pap smear? I can do that while you're here, too."


"Over a year, I think," she said.


Just then the nurse knocked lightly as she opened the door. She was short, round and reminded Mandy of Mrs. Butterworth like on the syrup jar. "Hi," she said. As she took her position on next to the small cabinet and sink. Jake pulled out the stirrups and positioned them just right for Mandy to lift her feet into.


"Okay, Mandy. Scoot down until you bottom is even with the edge of the table," Jake said.


As Mandy did as instructed she thought, God this is weird. My friend's husband is between my legs...again. Speaking of friend..."How is Stacy?" she asked as Jake lifted her gown and folded it over her knees. His nurse handed him something and he turned back to her.


Jake froze for a second then said, "Um..I fine, I guess." God, she has the most beautiful pussy I have ever seen, he thought. He had imagined what it looked like after he had touched it at the lake, but his imagination couldn't come close. Pretty pink, with perfectly shaped lips with the outer ones slightly larger than the hidden inner ones. Spread like this, he had no trouble seeing every bit of her and it helped that she was shaved. Believe it or not, but a patient had never given him a hard on before. She, however, she had him hard the minute he realized he would get to see her and touch her, even if it was for an exam. He looked down at his hands and saw they were slightly shaking. He pulled on the latex gloves the nurse had handed him and then held out his finger for her to squirt some lubrication on. He stood up and moved a little closer to the table. His back was blocking the nurse's view of Mandy's pussy and face, but he knew should he make any inappropriate moves she would know, that is why she was here in the first place. He looked down at Mandy and made eye contact as he said softly, "This might be a little cold." Then he slowly pushed his fingers into her...for the second time since they had known each other.


Her eyes widened and she said breathlessly, "You're right, it's cold."


As he moved his fingers around making sure he didn't feel anything abnormal, she squeezed him with her pussy muscles. Her eyes slowly fell closed and he couldn't resist - he curled his fingers up to touch her g-spot. She gasped. And he said softly, "Sorry, did that hurt?" as he did it again.


A little breathlessly she replied, "No, it just surprised me."


"Okay, you let me know if it hurts," he said as he continued to unobtrusively finger fuck her again. Her pussy muscles kept clamping around his fingers, so he knew she was enjoying his attentions. He slowly rubbed his thumb over her clit while he continued to curl his fingers inside of her. Regretfully, he pulled his fingers out and slowly slid them up her lips to gently touch her clit one last time. All unobserved by the nurse. By now he was so hard, if he turned around his nurse would probably report him to the medical association. It wasn't uncommon for the patient to get aroused during an exam, but when the doctor did there was a problem. "I didn't feel anything to be concerned about, which is good," he said. He was surprised he was able to keep his voice steady. "Now, I'll get a couple of swabs and run those test for you." As he sat down he was back at eye level with her glorious pussy again. He took the swabs from his nurse and gently inserted it one at a time into her cunt, collecting the juice and tissue he wanted to bury his face in and taste. Once he pulled the last swab out he turned slightly to his nurse who had the containers ready and he dropped them in individually. He looked up at Mandy's face and her eyes had remained closed the whole time. "The tough part's over," he said. "You can put your legs down now." As she did, the gown she was wearing did not fall all the way back down to her knees and he could still see her pussy lips. He would normally have pulled it down, but he wanted to see them. He moved from in between her spread thighs and pulled his gloves off. He then walked up towards her face at the top of the table. His nurse took the samples and left the room. "I'll need to draw some blood for some of the other tests," he told Mandy.


The door shut behind the nurse after she left and he leaned over and said softly to Mandy, "You can open your eyes now." Then Jake reached out and opened the front of her gown and displayed one perfect round firm breast. The nipple was hard from his earlier ministrations on her pussy, and he wanted to lean down to kiss it. Instead, he started a breast exam by using his fingertips to slowly touch and press on her breast checking for any lumps or bumps, working his way around in smaller and smaller circles until he was just circling the nipple. Normally, he would have been staring at the wall, but this time he was staring into Mandy's eyes.


Mandy's breath was shallow and she knew this wasn't a normal routine exam. All her other doctors didn't do this. They always avoided touching the areas like her g-spot and her nipple. There was no medical reason to touch that. He had finger fucked her on purpose, and he had done it with his nurse in the room. My god she had almost come, she thought. Maybe he had felt that and that's why he stopped. And then when he sat back down afterwards, she would have given anything for him to have put his face to her and eaten her. Now he was touching her breast, only it wasn't a simple touch to make sure she was lump-free, he was feeling her up. But using his doctorate, to do so. He moved his hands to the other breast and did the same thing to that one. She just wanted him to squeeze them, hold them in his hand. She wanted him to reach down and touch her pussy without the gloves. Jake was leaning slightly over her to reach her other breast with both hands, and when she broke eye contact to look down at his cock; she saw that it was hard and straining against his black slacks. His lab coat was caught on a pen in his pocket so she had a perfect view of his stiff cock.


Slowly she lifted her hand up and touched his covered dick. His hips jerked towards her. "Does this always happen?" she asked running her hand up and down his hard ridge.


"No," he replied looking down at her tits. He had stopped pretending he was even examining her and was now openly fondling tits. He pinched her nipples between his thumb and forefinger, "It's only ever happened with you."


"I'll make sure not to mention that to Stacy," she said.


"Stacy and I are getting a divorce," he said looking up into her eyes again. "God, you're beautiful." He kept one hand caressing her tit and moved the other down towards the shaved pussy, "I have to touch you again." He reached her bald pussy and started sliding his fingers back into her.


"Ooohhh," she moaned. "That feels so good, Jake."


Standing beside her on while she was on the table, her head was at the perfect level with his crotch. She pulled the button loose and unzipped his pants, reaching inside she finally touched his cock, skin to skin. Mandy had to taste it, she bent her head and pulled him to her mouth. Sliding the cockhead in, she heard him moan.


"Yes, Mandy, oh god Mandy." He was unable to be enjoying being sucked, while he fondled her tit and finger fucked her. So, he concentrated on finger fucking her and getting sucked -- no way was he giving that up. Mandy flicked her tongue along his shaft from his balls to his tip, back and forth. Her wet warm mouth bringing him to the brink and then backing off over and over again. Tired of her teasing, he started thrusting his hips, fucking her face. She smiled around his cock. He continued to finger her and soon she was moaning and jerking her hips against his hand.


She pulled her lips off of him and said, "Oh god, Jake, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!" He grabbed her head and pulled her back to his stiff and straining cock. Forcing himself back into her mouth. "Shhhh," he said. The vibrations of her continued moaning soon had him on the edge again. Jerking his hips into her face one more time he said, "Mandy, baby, I'm cumming. Suck it, swallow it."


Mandy felt his semen hit the back of her throat and she started swallowing. Jake gave her several mouthfuls before his cock stopped spurting into her. She was still riding the end wave of her orgasm and slowly licking him clean, when his spent cock popped out of her mouth.He removed his hand from her pussy and gently pulled her gown down around her knees. Jake then starting tucking himself back in and when he started to zip his pants, he leaned down and passionately kissed her. With shock Mandy realized this was their first kiss. Still lying on the table she wrapped her arms around his neck and he went back to caressing her breast. Their tongues dueling, discovering, and exploring the other's mouth. When things started to get too hot, Jake pulled away and said, "Baby, I want you so bad you have no idea, but we have to stop. My nurse will be back and she can't catch me like this. And...we need to wait for your tests to come back." His look of uncertainty told her how much he didn't want that last statement to be taken wrong.


"I know. We've got to wait" she replied with a smile to show him she wasn't upset. She sat up and finished pulling the gown together and asked him to take the blood sample he would need.


As soon as he pulled the needle out of her arm, his nurse knocked lightly while she walked in and asked if he would need anything else. Jake met Mandy's eyes and smiling he said, "Nothing else at this moment."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

An Experience of Love


As I walked out of the building, I saw her sitting on the bench. Too scared to approach her, I stayed on the side with my buddies and smoked some cigarettes.


"That Jenny is the most beautiful girl here," I said.


"She's totally going for that blonde guy!" said Juan.


"No, she can't, he's gay!" added Mark. "I saw him the other day with Joe going to Times Square to do what they call shopping."


I looked at Jenny. Her slender black dress outlined her delicious curves and her petite frame, clinging the tightest to her sides and breasts. Her perky breasts showed through the tightness of the dress: two succulent shapes with the nipples faintly peeking out. The cut of the dress exposed her whole upper chest and the surface of her breasts, highlighting the perfect, even tan throughout her whole body that showed the countless hours she spent in the sun. The dress stopped above the half mark on her thigh, showing beautiful legs only a model could have, with a beautiful tan that ran down to her very toes, painted with black nail polish. But her face was the fairest of all: cute yet sexy Asian complexion, her eyebrows poised in an innocent but seductive provocation, her nose small and petite, her lips full and luscious. Her eyes, her eyes were mesmerizing, carrying a charm and a deep secret within the dark pupils. Her hair was a pitch black on top with some blonde patches on the side from the sun, adding to her overall sexy appearance. The blue make up around her gave her already magical eyes an exotic outline and appearance of a goddess one can only see in their dreams and wake up not knowing what words to use to describe her divine beauty.


She was talking to Gabriel, who I could tell was gay from his voice. In a couple of minutes Jenny left with her friends, and I came up to Gabriel.


"Hey Gabriel, is Jenny single?" I asked.


"She has a boyfriend, but he's out of town until Monday, do you like her or something?"


"Yes, I've been mesmerized by her for weeks! It's still Friday, do you think she's would mind some fooling around?"


"I can hook you guys up... I don't know if it'll work though, but I can at least tell her how you feel, you wouldn't lose anything in the long run" Gabriel suggested.


"Thanks so much man! You really are a hero." I said. Gabriel went off in the direction Jenny went, and I continued to socialize with the guys.


An hour later, at midnight, I get a text from Gabriel. It read: "Jenny says idk.. She's still outside her dorm tho, hurry!" I drop my cigarette and literally run to the other side to where the girl's VIP dorms are. And sure enough, among a small crowd of people, there she was at the side talking with her two friends. One was a blonde in a blue dress and the other was Philippine with an astoundingly beautiful face too. She was shorter than Jenny, and wore a similar black dress. The only difference was that her tan made her skin look like gold, and her golden brown hair accented her deep tan and her cute features. But tonight I was hot for Jenny. I came up, wet and sweaty from the dance, and stood right in front of the three.


"You guys danced hard tonight." I said, quite out of ideas.


"Thanks... weren't you the dj?" asked the Philippine girl, who I later found out was Scarlet.


"Yeah... but only for like two songs before I got kicked out so that the other DJ could play Single Ladies..."


"Hey I asked you to play it but you didn't!" Jenny said. She was surprisingly informal even after what I figured Gabriel told her.


"I couldn't help it; I had to play some of my own good songs!" I said.


"Well if you played Single Ladies, maybe Jenny would have danced with you," said the blonde. To this day I have no idea what her name was. I blushed, and looked at Jenny, who also blushed, and quickly looked away.


"Aww. I still think your mix was good!" said Scarlet.


"Thanks, I worked on it all last night.." I stumbled for things to say.


"It's late, I think I'm going to go sleep," said the blonde.


"Me too," said Scarlet.


The girls, including Jenny, automatically got up to leave. I stood like stone for a second before something hit me and I realized I would never have a chance again.


"Jenny!" I yelled and ran after them.


"Yeeeeea?" she said as she slowly turned around.


"Umm.. Would you like to go get some coffee with me?" I asked, failing utterly.


"It's midnight..." she replied. The other two giggled and continued walking towards the dorm.


"To be completely honest... wanna go on a date around campus with me?" I asked bravely.


"Uhh.. Well I did drink a lot of redbull tonight so I won't sleep anyway... I guess" she said, sort of reluctantly.


Fast forward forty minutes:


I was sitting on the campus field, Jenny in my arms, looking up at the stars. Her skin was amazingly soft as I touched her starting from her neck and down to her legs, and touching her legs under her dress.


She turned her head and looked me in the eyes. That one moment was the highlight of my entire life: The beauty in her eyes with the stars reflected in crystal clear white sparkles in her eyes pierced me that I felt like I would shatter into a million pieces. Her blue eye shadow sparkled and the curvy eye lashes only added to the exotic sexiness in her. I felt my pupils dilate and butterflies rumble chaotically in my stomach with pure desire for her.


I licked my lips and leaned in to kiss her. She closed her eyes and after what seemed like a century, I finally felt her soft lips touch mine. I kissed her gently first, then leaned in again with more passion. Her mouth opened a little to let my tongue penetrate her, and our lips interlocked. Our lips fondled in a slow, but furious passion as our tongues intertwined with each other. Our mouths became a mess of saliva. I bit Jenny's lip, and she moaned. She moved her hand to the side of my head to put my face closer into hers.


I moved my hand over her body as we made out, feeling her smooth legs that lead up to her panties. I moved my hand trying to please her, but she put her hand on top of mine and moved it away. I put my hand back on her leg and moved it up her dress. I moved it over her smooth belly and up to her bra. Her breasts were round and perfectly fit into my hand. I cupped her left breast while holding her right hand with the other, interlocked fingers. I felt my erection getting harder. She would notice any moment, so I took her body off of me, and lay down on the grass. I bent my legs up so my erection wouldn't show, not just yet. She got on her knees, and bent over me with one hand on the ground and the other on my chest, squeezing. She gave me that beautiful, unforgettable gaze before she leaned in and kissed me. She was fooling around, lifting her head up, and making me chase her. I put both of my hands on her legs. The silky smooth texture did not help my erection. I did not care at this moment, and I moved my hands up her legs, pushing her dress up, until her round, sexy ass was in my hands.


I squeezed her ass gently, and then ran my right hand to the underside to fondle her vagina. I could feel it being wet through her underwear. With my left hand, I slid my finger from her vagina up through her ass crack, and slid my fingers into her underwear when they got to the top, fondling with the crack of her ass. My other hand did the same on the underside, getting into her divine gateway.


My fingers felt her pubic hair, and I moved down more until I could feel her soft, wet folds. She moaned into my mouth as I moved my finger in a circular motion around her clit. Her eyes closed, her expression was that of the utmost forbidden pleasure. The way her mouth opened and a sudden moan of pain and lust came out, jerking her lips momentarily away from mine, turned me on like no other. Her back arched each time I hit the sensitive spot, and I ran my other hand under her dress right through her back.


Then I slid out from under her, and pushed her gently into the grass. I placed both my legs around her, and bent down just so my dick would be over her ass, not touching though. Her face turned halfway towards me, eyes closed, lips smirking in a smile of expecting the time of her life. I kissed her on the cheek, and moved down, kissing every inch down to her neck. I sucked hard at the side and then moved to the back. Her back arched, and her ass hit my hard dick. I was embarrassed for a second, but Jenny didn't seem to mind. In fact, as I continued to nibble her neck, she brought her left hand back and grabbed at my dick. I ran my hand down her back, and she arched it in such a way that her ass rammed into my hard cock. Her dress fell down, revealing her white panties with strawberries drawn on them.


I bent down and licked her vagina through the underwear. She moaned loudly, and I was brought back to reality for a second: Bending over Jenny, arching her ass up into the air in the middle of a grass field on campus. But we didn't care. I grabbed Jenny's hand and brought her up.


"We have to go somewhere more private!" I said.


"Let's go to my room, it has air conditioning," Jenny replied, panting. She brought her dress down to look civilized, and I smacked her ass to take off some of the grass that got on it.


When we got in the elevator, Jenny embraced me and we made out, but suddenly I felt her hand go under my shirt and touch my chest all over. I opened my eyes and looked into hers. Her beauty was only more stunning as her expression showed a pure, devilish lust. The way her deep black eyebrows curved over her blue mascara-decorated eyes and her evil smirk, together with her blushing red cheeks could be described as the ultimate tier of female desire and sexual avarice. Her look into me, unbreaking and penetrating, made me enslaved under her hypnotizing trance. She turned around, and I realized the elevator door opened. She held me by the hand and took me to her dorm. It was small, but I had no time to look around before she threw me onto her bed and jumped on me, legs on either side of me, wet pussy rubbing right up against my stiff cock. She started grinding me, rubbing her clit through her panties against my cock. I brought my hands under her dress again, this time taking the damned thing off.


When it was off, my mind was blown. Her skinny body was the ideal of a toned, curvy model. She was small and her tan was even throughout, and the moonlight reflected off of her from the window in a mystical glow. I felt her whole body from her belly to her breasts in her black bra, and around to unclasp it. I struggled with the clasp as Jenny grasped my pecks and fondled my body throughout, and her bra finally slid off.


When I saw her breasts, it was like a wave of euphoria cruising through my body, reaching a tier that not even the wildest dreams can achieve. Two luscious mounds with small, yet perfect dark nipples poking out. The skin of her breasts was even smoother than the rest of her body, and the perfectly even tan ran through her breasts. I placed my hands over them, squeezing slightly, and then I put my head up so I could suck them. I placed her right nipple in my mouth, gently sucking on it repeatedly, flicking it with my tongue, while holding the other breast with my hand, the size so perfect to fit in the hand. The milky softness made them smoother and bouncier to fondle around, and I rolled the nipple between two fingers before squeezing the whole breast, their softness being irresistible to the touch. I put the other breast in my mouth, and after working on the nipple I started licking all around in a circular motion until I licked the valley right under her breast and moved to the middle of her chest, licking up and finally stopping right above the cleavage to plant many kisses on her chest, moving upwards to suck and nibble her soft neck while my hands continued squeezing her breasts.


Jenny continued grinding her vagina against my hard cock. I finally grabbed her and put her on the bed, face up. I took off her panties while she laid there in the dark, the moonlight illuminating her perfect, beautiful body, and the light reflecting from the pupils of her eyes like an angel's. She watched me as I put her underwear in my mouth and tried to act sexy, until I finally threw it to the side (later I stole her panties on my way out). I grabbed her legs and moved my hands up and down her calves and thighs, and back up to her toes.


I grabbed her left foot and put her toe in my mouth, and sucked on it, while looking straight in Jenny's eyes. She was moaning slightly, her hands rubbing her breasts, her hair a wild mess on the bed. I sucked passionately on her toe and then moved to lick her arch and them down her calf to the back side of her ankle. Licking it tickled her, and she made a loud moan and arched her back. Then I got back up and started sucking on the toe on her other foot. She continued moaning as I slid my hand up and down her leg, my dick rubbing against her thigh near her vagina. I licked all the way down her leg again and to her bushy vagina. I got up momentarily and took off my shirt and pants. She stared at my dick, the sheer size of which even surprised me: I was so aroused that I gained an extra inch!


I lowered my head straight down to her vagina. She wasn't very shaved, which is to be expected of girls at this age. I pulled away the hairs to see her vagina: a soaking wet mass of delicious, soft, pink folds. I gave the mound a huge, single wet lick. Jenny moaned. I explored her folds and clitoris with my hands, and setting my mouth right over her clit, sucking on it like on a lollipop. Meanwhile my hand moved over her vagina, fondling her lips, and finally sticking one finger into the wet mound. Jenny wrapped her legs around my head, ushering me closer into her. I sucked harder on her clit, and stuck my finger deep into her tight, wet pussy and bent it to stimulate the soft insides. Her juices flowed out in abundance, and my chin was soaked in her pungent, sweet-smelling aroma.


I wiped some of her juices off my chin and rubbed them into Jenny's nipples, and then sucked on them as I got up and onto the bed. I placed my body directly over Jenny's and as I looked straight into her deep black eyes, I positioned my dick at her vagina. She raised her legs and spread her vagina lips open with her hand to allow me into the most divine present of all. I shuddered in anticipation as I moved my dick around at her entrance, trying to find the right spot; meanwhile her pubic hairs tickled the head of my cock as I rubbed it at the entrance and around to grab all her juices.


Jenny grabbed my dick and positioned it right at the entrance of her warm, oozing pussy. I thrust slowly with my hips into hers, my dick sliding into her extremely tight pussy after the initial pop as the head thrust its way in. Jenny's face was a hurricane of emotions as endless ecstasy and erotic stimulation, staring into me, grabbing me to push harder into her, as she bit her teeth hard at the feeling of my cock going deep inside her tight pussy. The insides of her pussy were soothingly soft and wet as they tightly embraced my cock in warmth and comfort that that one could only compare to smoothly exhaling a lungful of opium. Her vagina muscles enveloped my cock and added to the wave of feelings as I began to move slowly in and out of her. The rhythming contractions of her pussy, together with the softness from the wetness massaged my cock in every direction touching all the right places, resulting in a feeling that could not be compared to anything else.


As I continued to thrust into Jenny's warm pussy, I grabbed one of her breasts and looked straight into Jenny's eyes. She was moaning loudly, exhaling hard and breathing heavily as she suddenly grabbed the sides of the bed tightly in support, in between moans urging me to go farther, deeper, harder. I burrowed my cock deep inside her and bent down to kiss her passionately, and then started to piston my cock back out and then inside of her. With every stroke her body jerked upward and her breasts bounced back and forth in an erotic rhythm, their fluffiness and soft texture pleasing my hand in holding them as much as my cock to thrust inside her wet pussy.


As I pumped faster and faster, Jenny suddenly wrapped her legs around me. She grabbed my back with her hands and pushed me down more in her, until my chest made contact with her nipples. She was moaning hard into my ear as I bent my head to suck on her neck. She stuck one hand into my hair and the other across my back. Her moans in my ear continued to get louder and louder until eventually she opened her eyes and looked straight into mine.


What I felt was a connection without a possible worldly description. Her eyes channeled all of her erotic emotions into me, and sucked back in all the passion I showed her as my eyes started deeply into hers, my pupils dilating beyond imagination as I worshipped the goddess I was inside of. I felt like we were one, as my dick thrust in and out of her and her body urging me into her as the peak of all pleasure, her orgasm, was coming on. I felt my motions flowing together in perfect unison with hers, like their shape was identical in a perfect match. I felt our hearts beat at the same pace, and as I looked at Jenny I knew we were breathing at the same rate. I was truly one with her, two spirits connected in an erotic fountain of passion and emotions uniting two.


Jenny was panting hard. She grabbed my back with both hands and couldn't help starting to scratch me, uncontrollably, as the waves of ideal pleasure began waving through her. She closed her eyes and screamed, quietly. I felt my own orgasm built up as the heat and pleasure waves in my hard cock from the wet feeling inside Jenny's pussy turned into a burning stream going from my head to all my insides and to every corner of my body as I felt it coming up in a burning physical ecstasy.


I continued thrusting into Jenny. Our bodies choreographed perfectly as her pussy moved towards my cock going in, the wet thrusts adding to the sounds of our bodies rocking the bed as we panted hard. The burning got hotter inside me and Jenny grabbed onto me harder than ever, barely allowing me place to move. And then it happened.


Our orgasms morphed into one, hers and mine both enveloping us in a wave of pleasure. I closed my eyes, and so did Jenny, and time slowed down to a point that I could only feel my own heartbeat, but it wasn't mine, it was both mine and Jenny's, beating together, pumping the blood through us and opening the doors for the waves of orgasm to envelop our bodies in its light and divine sensation. All I could feel was my cock thrusting the hardest into Jenny's tight hole, spurting hot cum deep inside her, and with every contraction of my cock in ejaculation, Jenny's pussy contracted my cock to enhance the amazing sensation to a tier indescribably with words. The fire burned deep inside me as it went from my dick and inside Jenny's pussy. Her moans of pleasure filled my ears as a wave of synaesthesia had my whole body drown in the flares of burning orgasm pass through my body.


Holding tightly onto Jenny, I saw her face relax from one expressing the wildest emotions into one displaying pure joy and love. Her face red and her cheeks even more red, Jenny's mouth formed a grin as out orgasm washed over us, passing and leaving behind it a hypnotic buzz of relaxation, warmth, and glow in our muscles. Jenny and I were still looking into each other and breathing at the same rate as I stopped thrusting my cock and left it inside the warm embrace of Jenny's pussy.


Our grins at each other were not enough to express the joy and limitless love we possessed for each other, and we both erupted into laughter. Then we both grabbed the other's body into a tight embrace that allowed out love for each other to flow in between us, coursing through in our lips as we made out with kisses that carried more passion and emotion in them that any possible contact. The exact way Jenny ended one kiss to stick her mouth into mine for the next showed how much satisfied lust we had and were now feasting on.


I lay down next to Jenny. We started at each other, smiling, revering the reflection of the moon in each other's eyes. I grabbed Jenny and fondled her whole body, and she mine as we got under the covers and cuddled each other under the soft embrace of the covers. I passed over her soft features, now feeling different, because now I loved every part that was Jenny. After that magical orgasm, touching Jenny gave me more pleasure than before, making every second of contact a divine beauty. Finally we embraced each other, and locked our mouths together. We made out, eyes closed, all senses also closed to everything except for the single feeling of our wet lips interlocking together, making out was the last thing we felt as we drifted off into the most peaceful dream, clouded in euphoria and happiness, knowing that perfect harmony was achieved.



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Palm Reading


It all started with a fortune cookie. I had gotten Chinese takeaways for dinner, and with it came a fortune cookie. After finishing my sweet and sour pork, I opened the cookie to read the message. Of course, I had been expecting something generic, but I was in for quite a surprise. The message inside the fortune cookie read:


You will hurt your foot.


***


So that's how I found myself standing in front of the fortune teller's house (or Jasmine the Seer, as she called herself in the ad in the local paper). For the past week I simply couldn't take my mind off the mysterious fortune cookie I had received. I was constantly imagining pains in my foot when I thought about the fortune cookie. Whilst I normally scoffed at such notions as fortune-telling, my friend Liz had suggested that I go and see a self-proclaimed psychic. Since it couldn't hurt, I had agreed. I phoned the number given in the ad in the paper, and arranged an appointment with a young woman over the phone.


I rang the doorbell and waited. The door opened, and there was a beautiful young woman standing before me. She wore a sinister yet formfitting black cloak. Her hair was long and dark, her lips were full, and she had soft blue eyes. But what really caught my attention was her tits. They were truly enormous. Her cloak did little to hide their mountainous beauty, as valleys of deep cleavage were exposed. This wasn't what I expected a fortune teller to look like.


"Do come in," she said. I had been staring. She gave a dazzling smile. "I'm Jasmine the Seer, and you must be Steven." She didn't look Persian. Peterborough was more likely.


"Follow me to the Room of Enlightenment," she said, and turned on her heel. Only then did I realise how truly short her cloak was. It only came to a few inches below her bum, and as she walked, her cloak rode up, and I prayed for a glimpse of her asscheeks. Although cloaks were usually very baggy garments worn by monks and the like, hers was tightly stretched around her arse. And what an arse it was. They were two round globes of perfection, clearly not constrained by any panty. I watched the sway of her cheeks as I followed her, mesmerised.


We sat down in her living room. There was a crystal ball on her coffee table.


"So what is it that you want to know, darling?" she asked me sweetly.


I gulped. There was something about her that made me nervous. It was her tits, definitely.


"Oh, you know, er, just my future. What the stars hold for me and so on."


"And do you have faith in the powers of divination and the spirits to lead you into the future?"


"Oh definitely. The spirits are like, top, you know? Yeah, I'm way into that kind of stuff."


It occurred to me that I sounded like a complete twit. Thoughts along those lines frequently occur to me when I'm talking to attractive women who I will never be able to sleep with. Although they are generally phrased more like "Oh fuck, Steven, you're really cocking this up, you stupid twat." But I try not to talk like that in regular conversations.


"Give me your palm," she instructed. I did as she told me.


She studied it intently for a minute or two. All this time I was gazing with rapt attention at her bosom. She wasn't wearing a bra either. They didn't show any sign of sagging. I watched as her breasts heaved along with her breathing.


"This is very strange," she said finally. "Unless I'm very much mistaken..."


"Is it anything to do with my foot?" I asked. She looked at me as if I was mad.


"No, not your foot," she said. "Here, drink some tea."


The tea was cold, so I gulped it down quickly. I handed her the empty cup. Jasmine inspected the leaves in the cup.


"There's no doubt about it. The two of us are going to make love."


I leapt two inches in the air. "Sorry, I thought for a moment there that you said, erm, that we should, er..."


"Make love, yes."


I was completely flustered. I opened my mouth to say something, but the beauty in front of me who apparently had already decided that we were to fornicate made speech rather difficult.


Jasmine sighed. "Your palm and tealeaves quite clearly show that we have to fornicate. I can understand that you may be morally opposed to this, but I have to warn you that trying to defy fate or the will of the spirits will only lead to great woe in both of our lives."


I was in no mood to refuse this buxom woman. Particularly when she stood up and took off her cloak, revealing her full naked beauty to me.


Her tits were nothing short of perfect. Her pussy was neatly trimmed, and it was almost a pity that her luscious thighs had to be overshadowed by her other prominent curves.


Up to that point I had been firmly rooted to my seat. I quickly jumped up and tried to tear my clothes off all at once, which is no easy task. Jasmine giggled.


"Allow me."


She took my shirt off, and then eased me back into my seat. She slowly lowered herself down to her knees. She held my gaze as she unzipped my jeans.


Her hot mouth planted kisses all over my cock. I was in pure bliss as I allowed her to wrap her lips around my cock, which was quickly growing fully erect. I grabbed a tit and gave it a good mauling. Jasmine got to work, making love to my dick with her mouth. I tweaked her nipple. She seemed intent on getting all of me into her mouth. I was in wondrous ecstasy as she gave me a proper deepthroat.


She released my cock from the heaven it had been in with a plop.


"Oh, Jasmine," I moaned.


"You can call me Jenna, darling," she said.


Although I had been disappointed when Jenna stopped blowing me, my disappointment turned to delight as she mounted me. Jenna guided my cock to her pussy. I let out an involuntary gasp as I penetrated her sex. Jenna bounced rhythmically as she impaled herself on my dong. Her tits were jiggling wondrously, even smacking me in the face. I grabbed a hold of her peachy ass and thrusted my cock deep into her pussy. I felt myself nearing the point of orgasm just as Jenna entered the ecstasy of her own orgasm. I shot wave after wave of cum deep into her pussy.


I stayed inside her as my cock slowly went limp. We lay panting in each other's arms. My head was resting on her tits. We just lay like that for a few minutes. I gave her left nipple a light bite. She giggled (if she kept this up I may end up falling for this mad woman) and got up. She read my palm again.


"It's still the same," she said. I gave her a quizzical look. "It means we'll have to carry on committing these sins of the flesh.


"You mean that we still need to do some fucking?" I asked incredulously.


"I know that this is extremely inconvenient Steven, but it is of the utmost importance that we make love regularly, preferably whenever possible. Right now would be a good time."


"I'm not too sure I'll be up for it again, Jenna, what with the orgasm I've just had."


She pondered this for a moment. "How about if you do me up the arse?"


"Now you're talking, babe."


Jenna got down on her knees again and spat on my cock and gave it a quick sucking. "There, that should do it."


Jenna got down on her hands and knees. She stuck her bum up in the air. Now whilst I have touched on her bottom before, I should make it clear that words can't describe those two amazing globes. I needed no second invitation to position myself behind her.


I spread her cheeks apart to stick my semi-erect cock in. "Oww," Jenna moaned. I kept on foraging, going ever deeper into her arse, with my cock stiffening along the way. Jenna breathed heavily, clearly in some pain.


"You OK?" I felt compelled to ask.


"Fuck me, Steven!" she yelled.


I was only too happy to oblige. I went slowly at first, and then gradually picked up the pace. Seeing her two asscheeks wrapped tightly around my cock was an amazing sight to behold, but even that didn't have anything on the sensational feeling I had of buggering this sex goddess. Since I had cum only recently, I was holding out a lot longer this time. She moaned in a mixture of pain and pleasure as I stuffed my cock deep into her arse. My balls slapped against her ass rhythmically. We kept on going like this for almost ten minutes. Eventually I just couldn't hold out any more, and I came inside her arse. Despite the fact that I had come recently, I still shot a large load of cum into her arse.


I extracted my now limp dick from her arse. My cum was leaking from her bottom, slowly dribbling down her thighs. Jenna turned around and licked my cock clean, unperturbed by the fact that it had just been in her arse.


"That was absolutely great," I said. "I may find myself coming around to this idea of having sex at every opportunity."


"I think that as long as we get together about twice a week for a fuck we should be okay," she said, making no effort to cover her naked beauty. I promised to call her so that we could arrange future dates.


I dressed and made my way towards the door. She accompanied me without any clothes on.


Jenna gave me a quick kiss on the lips whilst I reached up to grope a tit. If I hadn't just come twice I would have easily just fucked her again right there and then. I gave her bottom a departing squeeze as I left, reflecting on just what I lucky bastard I was.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Memories of Our First time


I've been sitting here daydreaming about you all day as I looked at the pictures that you've sent me half a dozen times and each time I look, it's like I've never seen your face before; even though I have your features memorized.


The butterflies are always there and my heart races and pounds. My face is flush and my body is screaming for your touch. You are the only one who can satisfy my cravings.


I remember the first time we were together as if it was yesterday.


You followed me home from the restaurant parking lot, around the corner from my apartment. After we had parked our vehicles, I met you at yours and we kissed and then held hands and made our way to the staircase.


The weather outside was a bit chilly, seeing as it was early November in New Mexico, and we hurried to get inside and out of the elements. After shrugging out of our winter jackets, you sat down in my favorite chair, and I on the couch, and had a quick visit with my roommate.


She was getting ready to head out to the bookstore, to allow us some much needed private time together. While you and she visited, I went into the kitchen to get us something to drink. My body was aching hungrily for your touch and it took everything that I had to not rape you right there in her presence.


She left while I was in the kitchen and as I walked towards your chair, you reached up and pulled me down onto your lap. I set our drinks down on the table that was to your right side and wrapped my arms around your neck. I looked into your eyes for just a second or two before placing my lips upon yours.


Your kiss sent me into another world. I could no longer concentrate and my body felt like fireworks were going off inside of it. I couldn't wait to get you into my bedroom.


Your hands were wrapped around my waist, holding me to you and then gradually began roaming my body. That was my cue to introduce you to my bed.


I pulled away from your lips, although it was hard to do, since your kiss was so sweet and tender, stood up and took you by the hand. I led you through the living room, down the hallway and into my room.


I closed and locked the door behind us and you sat down on the edge of my bed and took your shoes off. I took my shoes off as well and then went to stand in front of you.


You spread your legs and pulled me to you while reaching up to pull my head down to yours for more kisses. Your hands went willingly to my breasts, as before, but this time, they were underneath my shirt.


Your touch was electrifying as you touched my nipples, gently pulling on them, making them erect. I pulled away from your mouth and arched my back as I hit my first orgasm.


Slowly, you helped me out of my shirt, taking it over my head; then reached around and unhooked my bra, and closed your mouth on one of my breasts. I thought I'd died and gone to heaven at this point.


With my back still arched, you kept your hands around my waist, pulling me to you time and time again. The orgasms were getting stronger with each flick of your tongue across my nipple and each time you took my breast into your mouth.


You pulled my legs onto the bed, so that I straddled you, and then you stood up and quite naturally my legs went around your waist. You held me in this position for the longest time, it felt like an eternity to me, before you gently laid me down on the bed and lay down beside me.


Your mouth returned to mine as your fingers returned to my breasts, gently pinching and pulling my nipples until I could stand no more and pushed your hand towards the waistband of my jeans.


Expertly, you unbuttoned and unzipped them, and pushed them down my legs until they were lying on the floor with my discarded shirt. Your hand glided up my legs slowly, memorizing the way they felt, until you were at the center point of my body.


My senses were heightened, there were electrifying sparks flying around the room, as you pushed my g-string to the side and touched my clit. With your mouth on mine to stifle my moans, my body danced its way into orgasm after orgasm from your fingertips.


Eventually, I could handle no more, and again, I pushed your hand down so that you could feel the wetness that awaited you. You inserted a finger into my center and my body began another climax of a different kind.


Wave after wave of orgasms hit me, some slow, some fast... all of different variations as you changed the speed of your finger. Sometimes all you did was just hold your finger inside of me, while my pussy convulsed around it and other times, you shoved it in and out, as my body danced with it.


My hands had moved up to the back of your neck and I seemed to be attempting to pull you into my mouth, tongue first. The stronger the orgasm, the tighter my mouth was to yours. I remember feeling as if time had stood still and the world revolved around us and the magic we were making.


After what seemed like an hour, I found the willpower to pull away from your mouth. I needed to undress you, I needed to fulfill my craving of being able to touch your body and feel it next to mine.


With my g-string still intact, I had you sit up so I could take off your shirt as you had done mine. Then I made my way down to your legs and straddling them again, I eased your jeans off and tossed them on the floor with my belongings. You weren't wearing any boxer shorts, and my eyes delighted in your erection.


I again straddled your legs and kissed my way back up to your mouth, memorizing your body with my lips and hands as I went. I gently placed a kiss on your cock, with a promise to return, and continued my ascent of you.


When I had once again reached your mouth, I lay down upon your body and felt the cravings dissipate. I finally had my skin-on-skin contact and could feel your heat against mine. However, the heat building up in my pussy wasn't quenched yet.


You ran your hands over my back and down to my ass, then back to my face. Over and over again while my pussy kept sliding down on your body, trying to insert your cock into me through the fabric of my now wet g-string.


Finally, you rolled me over onto my back, and told me that you wanted to taste me. You returned the favor of kissing my body and made your way to my center once again, this time with your lips and tongue.


Before you even touched my pussy, my back was arched and the orgasm had begun again. You spread my legs while kissing my inner thighs, and then very gently pulled open my pussy lips. You kissed, then licked my inner lips, and then placed your tongue on my clit.


I exploded once, twice, three times into your mouth with a squirting orgasm. Your mouth never let go, you continued to drink in each orgasm until I was done. And then you licked and sucked some more. Once again, when the pressure was too much, I touched your hand and you inserted your finger into my wetness.


Time and time again, the fireworks just kept going off in my head, from the intense pleasure that you were giving to my body.


A couple of hours later, or so it seemed, I told you that I needed to feel your cock deep inside of me. Like a small child whose favorite toy is being withheld, you eventually agreed to what I wanted.


You made your way back up to my waiting mouth and inserted your cock deep inside my pussy. Even with as much playing that you had been doing, my pussy was still very tight. You very gently eased your long, thick cock in and out of my wetness, until you were all the way inside of me.


And then we begin a different kind of dance. Our bodies moved with the same beat, the same up and down motion, while your mouth was once again attached to my breasts, pulling and tugging... bringing me to orgasm after orgasm.


I finally whispered in your ear that I wanted to ride you, to feel your cock deep inside of me from a different angle. I wanted to feel you pull me down on top of you, never being able to get enough.


You rolled off of me and laid down on the bed beside me, and I climbed on top. I straddled your crotch, facing away from your face and you helped me to put your cock inside of my pussy. I eased my way down until I could take no more and then we began a different rhythm.


I placed my hands on the tops of your thighs and using them as leverage began bouncing up and down on your manhood. Eventually, I sat up straight as I continued to bounce and my orgasms got stronger and I could hear you growling. I felt you grab hold of my hands and hold them in yours, and when I came down you pulled my hands and lifted yourself into me.


This position allowed me to grind against your crotch and release a different orgasm. Time after time it seemed that each orgasm was more powerful than the last.


After what seemed like forever, you told me that you were ready for your release. I slid my hands out of yours and once again placed them on your legs. I had a feeling I was going to need all the leverage I could get after all you'd been 'saving up' for me. We continued our dance; me sliding up and down your cock, until I heard you mutter.


"Here it cums!" You said just loud enough for me to hear over the roaring in my ears.


I felt you explode with your own orgasm. Your cum was hot, so very hot. I could feel it hitting my pussy walls, coming out of you in what felt like gallons. And still I continued to ride your cock, milking it of every last ounce.


Finally, we lay spent, wrapped in each other's arms, kissing gently, tongues intertwining with the promise of more loving in a little while. And then we slept.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Early Morning Fun


It was nearly two weeks since Jake missed his check-up and somehow found himself losing his virginity to an incredibly hot doctor named Laura. Since then, they'd got together nearly every night for steamy passionate sex sessions, fucking on Laura's couch or her bed while porn played on the TV, with occasional morning-after sex if they woke up early enough before both of them had to head off to work at the university hospital. It was only because they had such varying work schedules and lunch hours that they didn't fuck like rabbits at the workplace as well. On the weekends, Jake stayed over and they went to watch a movie or have a nice dinner out, but those "dates" eventually lead them back to Laura's apartment where more love-making occurred. Jake could barely believe he was living this life, constantly turned on by the way Laura wanted to be called "slut" and "whore", mimicking the porn stars they saw on their television with startling accuracy, even when she was so prim and proper at work.


Early that Monday morning, Jake woke up and saw that it was about five a.m. His cock still ached with both pain and pleasure from the intense fuck session they had the night before, and Jake's cock stirred as he recalled the events. They had watched one of the silly romantic comedies playing at the cinemas the night before, then came back to Laura's placed and continued their movie marathon with "Cum Drinkers 13". While the porn starlets were polishing their male co-star's gigantic cocks on the screen, Laura was sucking Jake's cock dry as the movie played in the background, yelling at him to "come into her fucking sluthole" when he told her he was about to climax, even gargling the jizz he had unloaded into her mouth. Then, with her pussy slopping wet from pleasuring herself with her fingers while she sucked Jake's cock back to its full length, she lay herself on the couch and ordered Jake to ram her as hard as possible, which he did to the best of his ability, making her cum twice before he finally came in her sopping wet cunt.


His stirring cock must have woken up Laura when it came up against her ass, because she reached down and wrapped one hand around it, the other hand pulling Jake's face towards her for a light kiss. "Morning, Jake. I see you're still good to go even after last night," Laura said. Looking at the clock, she continued, "Looks like we still have some time, and I know I'm getting a little wet just remembering last night. Why don't we pretend that we just had a little nap break."


Before Jake could say anything, Laura had turned around and used both hands to pull Jake toward her, plunging her tongue deep into his mouth in a passionate French kiss, jolting away the sluggishness that they had from just waking up. She then moved one of her soft, nimble hands towards his half-rigid member, stroking it slowly while she continued kissing him, and soon Jake was fully erect, as if they hadn't ended the passionate love-making session from the night before.


Laura kicked off the covers then and sat up, quickly crawling over to Jake's side of the bed, quickly positioning her pussy over his stiff cock. He expected her to slide her pussy onto his cock immediately, and moved his hands towards her gorgeous breasts, but she stopped him as he began moving his hands, instead pinning both of them by his head. Neither did she start riding him in the cowgirl position, instead sliding her wet pussy along his cock, rubbing naked flesh against naked flesh. As she continued to hump his cock with her groin, Jake's excitement grew, and spontaneously he yelled, "Yeah, you fucking cock-teasing slut, rub your pussy against my cock. Get it all nice and wet so my dick rams up straight into it."


He saw a grin grow across her face in the dim light of this early summer morning, and she released the grip on his hands, letting them return to their original target where he began to eagerly fondle her breasts. First cupping them and feeling them fill up his hands, he squeezed them while she continued to slide her pussy against his cock, before moving his fingers around her nipples and softly squeezing them, making her moan in pleasure. After a minute or two of pleasuring her breasts, Laura let out an even deeper moan, her body shuddering on top of Jake's. "I just came, just from humping you" Laura said, panting slightly. "I think it's time I helped you cum too."


In an instant, she positioned her pussy at the tip of his cock, then slid down to its base as his penis filled her completely. Moaning once more, she bent down and grabbed onto Jake, shaking her ass up and down as his dick easily slid in and out of her cunt. With her breasts right before him, Jake lifted his head and started to bite on a ripe nipple, where she used both hands to muffle a scream of pleasure. Pushing her breasts towards him, he continued to suck on them as she rode his cock, the pleasure building up in both of them, until neither of them could take it any longer and both of them came at the same time, their simultaneous orgasms rocking the bed as they moaned in ecstasy. Exhausted, Laura rolled off Jake and gave him a sloppy kiss, giving his deflating cock a quick fondle before falling back to sleep. Tired and happy after this early morning fuck session, Jake lulled back into sleep as well, a grin growing across his face.


When Jake next awoke, it was far brighter than he had expected, and quickly he turned to the clock. Fortunately, it was only 7.45, and they still had about fifteen minutes to get ready before they had to head off to work. He got out of bed quietly so as not to disturb Laura, planning on waking her after he took a quick shower so she could get a few extra minutes of sleep, then crept into the bathroom. He turned on the shower and began brushing his teeth, waiting for Laura's ancient water heater to get the water to a reasonable temperature. It was a hot summer, and was only getting hotter, but Jake couldn't stand getting into freezing cold showers in the morning.


After a while, the water was finally cool instead of freezing, and Jake got into the shower and started washing himself, thinking about the night before and this morning, where Laura had fucked him with complete abandon. He remembered how he sucked on her tits this morning, and how she made him suck on her tits the night before, though he was on top of her that time, and she still had on her bra, merely pulling it down to reveal her breasts but not removing it as they fucked on her couch. The image got Jake hard, and he found himself rubbing his cock as he thought of the beautiful, sexy woman who was lying in the bed in the next room.


Suddenly, he felt a soft hand wrap itself around his cock, and wet lips had planted themselves on his neck, slowly kissing upwards until they reached his cheek. With the shower on and Jake engaged in his memories, he must not have noticed Laura rustling out of bed and heading into the shower herself. "It was nice of you to let me get a little more sleep," came Laura's sly taunt, "but we'll need to use the shower at the same time for what I have planned." Jake was excited by the thought of having a quick fuck in the shower, his cock already stiffening from her words. Still, he knew their sexual appetites, with both of them being surprised at Jake's stamina, and he knew they were going to be late if either of them was going to be satisfied.


"Laura, we can't do this..." Jake began.


"You mean, 'Slut, we can't do this,' don't you?" Laura said in the sultry tone she reserved for their sexual transgressions, as Jake imagined the smile that crossed her lips as she continued to rub his cock from behind him. "Why don't you wash your dirty little slut, then when she's all wet and soaped up she can clean you up with her titties?"


Jake's cock began quivering as she continued her hand-job, turned on both by the action as well as the sexy tone she used. Punctuality be damned, he thought, and unable to take it any longer, he turned around and embraced her lips with his, their tongue lashing at each other as they joined into a single being in the shower.


Finally releasing his kiss, Jake took in Laura's sensual naked body, its amazing curves still as divine as ever, her gorgeous breasts staring him in the face as she turned away with her eyes closed, her gorgeous blonde hair sticking wetly to her skin as she waited to be caressed and soaped down by Jake. He picked up the body wash and poured it onto the bottom of her neck, where it pooled down onto her breasts, using his other hand to spread it all over her tits. He then put down the bottle down and used his now free hand to soap the rest of her body. She moaned as he caressed her breasts, and moaned louder still when his began rubbing her breasts and her pussy at the same time. Jake was glad that he could pleasure his girlfriend so, and the simple feel of her skin on his fingers was giving him an intense pleasure as well.


Suddenly, Laura got onto her knees, her hands placed around her tits, and said, "Time to repay the favor." She grabbed her tits and squished them over his cock, engulfing it in her massive chest as she slid up and down the shaft, the soaped breasts getting all over his raging member. Suddenly, she slid her breasts upwards, giving his cock a slight reprieve, but his pleasure continued to build up as she began rubbing her soapy breasts all over him. After repeating this motion a few times, she lifted one of her long, smooth legs and said, "I can't take it any longer, Jake. I'm too fucking horny from you rubbing me all over. Stick your fucking hard cock in your slut's cunt!"


Obeying immediately, Jake took his cock in his hand and guided his shaft towards her pussy, both of them struggling to keep their balance as he rammed his cock inside of her. After a few seconds, they both found the right rhythm for them to fuck while staying on their feet, Jake's cock sliding in and out of Laura's pussy and its mix of water and her pussy juices. After several minutes, Jake could feel Laura's pussy clench around his cock as she grabbed onto him, moaning softly, "I'm fucking cumming...oh...."


Suddenly, she slid off him, getting back on her knees, then quickly wrapping her lips around his still-raging member. The feeling of his cock plunging into her warm, wet mouth was too much for him to take, and after a few strokes he said, "I'm going to cum too"


Laura slid his cock out of her mouth and began rubbing his dick, and she piped up then, squealing in delight. "Yes, fucking cum on me Jake. Cum all over my tits and my face like the dirty cum slut I am." She took care to aiming his cock at herself, and Jake's cock finally erupted in orgasm, cum streaking onto her hair and cheek, some of it sputtering onto her lips, slowly dribbling down to her chin to her beautifully soaped-up breasts. A perfect picture.


Unfortunately, this sultry continuation of the perfect morning definitely took at least fifteen minutes, and both of them would be late for work today. "Even though we're both late, this was definitely worth it," Jake said, panting in the cool water of the shower.


"What are you talking about, Jake?" said Laura, her cum-stained lips moving to wrap themselves around his cock once again. "It's Memorial Day today."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Que Sera Sera


I'm sitting on my desk; we are the last ones in the office. It's gotten late, the building is empty and poorly lit, the only source of light coming from my desktop and a lamp at the other side of the room. I put the finishing touches in the Word document I have open in front of me while we're chatting, in what we pretend to be a carefree manner. You're standing behind me, your hands resting on the top of my chair; you pretend to be reading what I'm writing. A lot of pretending is going on here but we're not fooling anyone, certainly not ourselves. The tension has been palpable for months now, the air fills with electricity every time you enter the room, I've come to count the hours by the times I see you coming in and out, smiling a friendly smile –but your eyes are hungry and I know they match my own.


Tonight there is a smell of inevitable in the air. Trying to keep my emotions, my physical reactions to you in check all this time, has taken its toll. I know I can no longer control myself.


Need to finish this report before I leave but your presence intoxicates me. I cannot see you as my eyes are glued in the desktop screen but I can feel your every move. Every fiber of my being is conscious of even the breaths you take. Then your hand moves a little. It's still on the back of the chair but now it touches one of my locks. You caress my hair and a tingling sensation spreads on my body making my groins ache. Humidity starts to pool between my legs and I regret my decision to wear a thong today.


I can't keep from letting out a small moan and that's all you need to reassure you that I'm not going to stop you, slap you, get offended and storm out of the room... You now know I want this as badly as you do.


My eyes are getting heavy as if I had sweet wine in a hot July day, I can't seem to be able to keep them open. I'm now even more conscious to your presence, as if I'm tied with invisible, silk strings to you, my body can't help reacting to your every move and the erotic aura you transmit. I lean back to the chair allowing you to keep caressing my hair. It's long, well past my shoulder-blades and you stroke it with slow sensual moves. Then your hand moves to my neck, cupping the back of my head and slowly massaging it. Another moan escapes me, louder this time. Your other hand starts caressing my shoulder and my arm. You only use your fingertips and that makes it more exciting somehow...


The Word document is left there open, forgotten, the censor is blinking, trying to remind me that I need to keep writing but I'm way gone by now. My hands are loose on the keyboard; I stopped pretending to write the moment you first touched me.


The light-headedness produced by your magic touch makes me feel like I'm floating. I can hear my heart beating faster and faster but it seems as if time has slowed down. In a move that surprises even me, I pull the last remnants of my strength and get off the chair. You take a step back; you must be thinking that I've changed my mind, that I'm going to storm out anyway, embarrassed of what I allowed to happen. Instead I put my hands on your chest and grab your button-down shirt. I use the leverage to pull you closer and for a minute there we both stay still –stillness that is full of suppressed motion. Neither can move back now but for milliseconds that seem to last aeons, neither takes a step forward either.


I then lean, ever so slowly, like carefully approaching a wild animal. I'm not afraid although my heart beats like a drum by now, but I want to savour the moment, expand it to infinity. Your breath is caught, your stillness perfect, your body tense. The top two buttons of your shirt are left open, you never wear a tie. I approach that cleft on your neck, the one that's resting between your collarbones. I'm so close my nose is nearly touching your skin. I take a deep breath and your smell fills me, there is not way I'm backing out of this now. As I release my breath, the hot air coming out of my mouth touches your skin and you shudder. Your left arm circles my waist while the other one tangles my hair, gently grabbing it and you pull me closer. Now our bodies are flush, my forehead reaches your chin, and I can feel your cock, hard, pressing against my stomach. I lift my face and tentatively lick your chin cleft, the stubble there rough against my tongue, excite me further. I trail light kisses on your neck while you tremble, your desire more evident than ever, your nose in my hair, you seem to enjoy the way I smell as much as I do you.


The hand that's on my waist starts trailing down. It reaches the hem of my flowing chiffon skirt and crawls underneath. You cup my ass, caressing it, enjoying the bare feel of my exposed cheeks before you move your hand to the edges of my thong. You groan as you realise that the skin there is bare, no trace of hair anywhere. A long finger enters me and I now rest my weight on you, my legs to weak to hold me up.


Suddenly it's like something snaps in you. You enter one more finger in my tight, wet pussy, and I can feel a growl vibrating in your chest and throat. It turns me on even more, this animalistic lust, even though I didn't think that was possible. If there is such a thing as dying from lust-overdose, I'm surely not surviving the night.


I cap your hardness over your trousers, search the shape with my fingers like a blind person, memorizing the way it feels, the way I see it on my mind. I cannot take it any longer; I unzip you and enter my hand in your pants. I expect to find more cloth, briefs or boxers covering you, but I realise you've gone commando. I look up, my eyebrows raised and you seem to understand the silent question.


"I never wear underwear".


It is my turn to growl as I hold your cock in my fist and start pumping it. All this time I've been lusting after you, you never wore underwear. The thought makes me even wetter and now my juices start to pour down the inside of my thigh, your fingers still in me, stroking in a frenzy. We kiss, your tongue demanding against my own, but I put my lips around it and suck it the way I'd like to suck another part of your body.


I pump, you stroke and we're both close to cumming but I need to feel you in me. You seem to think the same as your hand leaves my hot cunt –I can't hold back a whimper in the loss of your fingers in me- but before I have time to protest, you've pushed your pants further down, now they are around your ankles, and you lift me up, holding my ass with both hands as you impale me on you, the fabric of my skirt all around us, creating more friction on my swollen clit.


Your cock is filling me, your strokes bring me closer to the edge but you're still wearing your shirt and I need to feel your skin, lick the sheen of sweat that covers you, suck your nipples in my mouth as you fuck me harder and harder, pumping me effortlessly on your cock, as if I weigh nothing at all.


I start unbuttoning your shirt but your frantic movements and my lust make my hands unstable.


"Tear it open," you say through your teeth and I know you're holding back your orgasm. "I have another one in my office, just tear it open". I don't need to be told twice, I pull it and the buttons go flying over the room, your wide chest and flat stomach now bare for me to worship.


My legs go around your waist, the penetration getting deeper as I touch you everywhere and you keep pounding me over your cock. Your lips lock with my own again and I can barely breath but who needs air anyway?


Your fingers dig more forcefully in my ass-cheeks, I know I'll be bruised tomorrow but I don't care, I can feel you are close to cumming and I'm about to explode too.


"Cum on me baby," you whisper, "cum on my cock". Your words are exactly what I need as my orgasm hits me hard and I cry out. The orgasmic waves are still rolling when you pump me hard once, twice, three times and then you lift me up so that your cock can leave my pussy. The head of your pulsating cock touches my clit as it releases streams of sperm on me and the inside of my skirt that still covers both of us; a second orgasm hits me on the spot. I cry out again and hold your shoulders tight, riding my orgasm, careful not to burry my nails in you although I'd love nothing more than to scratch you right now, marking you as mine.


We stay like that for a minute or two, trying to catch our breath. Then you carefully place me on the desk, my ass near its edge and you start spreading tender kisses on my cheeks, my forehead, my closed eyes. I touch your forearms, I love the way they feel under my hands, strong and masculine.


Then you look at the clock on the wall and a curse escapes your lips. We were so enthralled with each other we didn't realise how late it was. You look at me apologetically but I know, you don't have to explain. I go to the ladies' room to clean up and you follow me –no one is around to protest about you cleaning your cock in the wrong restroom. We both look each other through the mirrors as we clean ourselves, our gaze intense.


As we leave the building you catch my hand and you lightly squeeze it. "Tomorrow?" you ask.


"Tomorrow," I reply and I know nothing is going to be the same for me again. Ever. Yet I can't find myself regretting it.


You look around to make sure no one is watching and you steal a kiss. I smile to you before I turn left, to catch the train that will take me home. You go the other direction, to get your parked car. As I near the entrance of the subway, you drive past me. You slow down and wave. I stand for a minute at the top of the stairs as I watch you leave and go back to your wife.


I know I should feel a weight on my chest, a foreboding of impending doom; instead I feel strangely light. I start to hum "Part-time lovers" as I get down the stairs, two at a time.


Que sera, sera.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Helping Jenn Move


It was a steamy hot July afternoon. The haze in the air made everything feel even hotter, if that were possible, and I was driving my truck to help Jenn do some final moving into her new apartment.


Jenn was about 19 and had just graduated from the group home were I worked. She was a sweet girl and had no family in the area so when she called me for help I couldn't really refuse. Not to mention that her figure was something undeniably addicting to the eyes. Her hair was jet-black, shoulder-length and it framed her sad eyes beautifully. Only about five feet tall, the curves of her wide hips and 38-D breasts appeared all the more exaggerated. She was Peruvian by birth but adopted into her family, nut a falling out left her alone for this move. I have to admit now that I had a bit more than a crush on her with her steamy latin looks, ever so plump curves and breasts the size of cantaloupes.


I arrived at the address and ascended the 3 flights of stairs and knocked on her door. Jenn answered and opened the door.


She was dressed in a tight baby-doll tank top that clung to her perfect breasts. I could see her tits bouncing a little underneath the light clingy fabric. She was not wearing a bra and her black spandex shorts showed that in the months she had left the group home that she'd probably been working out.


"I'm sorry," she said, clearly flustered. "I'm still in my pajamas. I can't find any clothes at all! I think all my clothes must be in the storage unit. And I don't have a key!"


The third floor of the unit was stifling in its heat. I was sweating already and we'd not begun to move anything. The couch was askew in the center of the room and there was an uninstalled air-conditioner on the floor.


Jenn was clearly getting stressed out. She called her former roommate and left a message about the key to the storage unit.


"If I don't have my stuff out of there by the end of the month, I have to pay for another whole year! I can't afford it." Jenn sat on the couch and started to cry."


I sat next to her trying to calm her. Clearly, the move was not going as well as she'd hoped.


"What can I do to help?" I asked.


"I don't know. I shouldn't have asked you up here. I'm so sorry." She started sobbing and turned her head into my shoulder. Her tears getting absorbed in my sweaty shirt. I put my arms around her. Damn she felt good. Her soft breasts pressed against me and I could feel my cock get a bit hard.


"I tell you what," I said, "why don't I get the AC installed and we can sort out stuff and get your bed set up and do all the major stuff. If we hear about the key, I'll drive you and we can get the rest of your stuff."


"Thank you," she said, her tears disappearing. We both realized I was still holding her.


"I don't want to start yet. This feels good." She nestled further into my embrace and I kissed the top of her head. I pulled her up to me to whisper into her ear.


"I like it too. Maybe too much." I said. Our cheeks felt incredible next to each others. I kissed her cheek and we slowly moved our lips closer.


Our lips met almost accidentally and we kissed. Her thick pouty lips were as soft as petals as we enjoyed the moment.


"Oh God," Jenn said, "I've wanted to do that for the longest time."


"Would you think less of me if I said I wanted to also?" I asked.


"Oh God no. I've wanted to be with you for the longest time. I just never thought it was possible."


I kissed her again, this time stretching her against the couch as my hand reached up to squeeze her large round breast. Our tongues danced inside each others' mouthes as her hands moved up and down along my back. My cock was now straining against my shorts. Her hand moved down my belly and explored the hardness of my shaft as she traced the outline of my cock over the fabric of my shorts.


"Mmmm," she moaned, licking the outside of my ear. The soft kissing was now replaced with more hungry urgency. She positioned herself beneath me and I centered my body between her legs. I moved in to kiss her again and my thick, hard cock ground into her. We dry-humped like that for what felt like half an hour. Kissing, moaning into each others ears, our pace quickened and I could feel the wetness of her eager pussy soaking through her shorts - and also mine. I reached around to grab her sumptuous ass and her legs wrapped around me, vice-like. More hurried and frenetic than before we continued dry-fucking each other.


"Nathan, I'm about ready to explode!" Jenn cried.


"Jenn, we need to stop," I said.


"What's wrong? I thought you liked it," jenn looked at me with a disappointed glower.


"I knew it. We went to fast, now you think I'm a slut. I know I am." she said, a tear streaming from her eye.


"No honey, it's not that. I just think if we want to take this further we should..." I paused.


"What is it?" she asked through her tears.


"I think we should get the AC going. It's so hot."


"Oh my God, I'm so sorry. I misunderstood. You're so right," she said, brushing her arm over her sweaty tear-streaked face.


I got up from the couch, opened the window and I don't think I've ever installed an AC so quickly in my life. I plugged it in and after a quick shudder and quake, an icy blast started to fill the room.


"Now back to the matter at hand." I removed my sweaty shirt and let the air cool me. My hard cock was straining through my shorts and I sat down next to Jenn. We continued kissing and I could see that the new temperature was having an effect on her. Her nipples were hard though her shirt. The sweat had soaked her and the fabric of the skimpy top was practically see-through. Her large dark nipples could dense the change in the air. They were about the size of hershey kisses and I let my finger feel them over the soft fabric of her top. Her hand went to my crotch and she felt my cock twitch with anticipation. With a quick adjustment, it was soon poking through the top of my shorts. The shiny purple head of my cock was just begging to be sucked. She unzipped me and I pulled my shorts down. The full ten inches of my cock was now on display as Jenn's eyes grew wide with astonishment.


"Oh my God, honey. Your cock is huge! I hope this works." She then got down on her knees before me and let her lips and tongue go wild over my shaft. She took me slowly at first, getting used to the girth by running her tongue up and down the length of my swollen shaft, then allowing her mouth to swallow the head and about five inches of meat before a short gag came from her throat.


I'd had fantasies before about me and Jenn, but I must say that this was way better than anything my imagination could have dreamed up. She tried to swallow my meat as much as she could while her small hand, barely fitting around the base pumped me like a pro.


I could see her other hand was between her legs, rubbing at her own crotch.


Jenn lifted up her head, "I can't keep on doing this, my jaw is beginning to ache. Come here."


She pulled me further down on the couch and took my cock in her hand. She then lifted up her sweat-soaked tank top and put my cock between her enormous tits. She grabbed her breasts from both sides squeezing as my cock rose up through her cleavage and over the top of her shirt.


Her heaving tits were smooth and sweaty, "Do you like that babe?"


I moaned in approval.


"I've never done this before. I hope you like it," she said as her hands picked up the pace.


I moaned again in satisfaction as her hands increased the pace of her tit-fucking. She lowered her head and took about three inches, then four, then five in her mouth. My cock felt engulfed in hot, wet sweaty sex when I felt a twitch coming from my balls and the base of my cock.


"Jenn, I think I'm going to...."


"Oh yes babe. I want you to. Cum all over my tits," Jenn moaned.


I couldn't control myself. I felt the tightness in the base of my balls erupt into a blast of hot cum. She kept pumping with her tits as sticky shot after shot of cock juice shot out my cock and onto her face, neck and tits. Her sweaty tank-top was also covered in ribbons of pearly cum. Truthfully, I didn't know I could cum so much. After my last spasm of seed, Jenn leaned forward and held me close.


"That felt incredible, honey," I said trying to regain my breath.


"It did for me too," she moaned, her hand still stroking my cock, coating it with my own cum. She once again took my shaft in her mouth, coaxing out the last drops of cum.


Quickly she pulled away and stood up. Pulling down her tight black spandex shorts, she threw them aside and straddled my still hard, cum-covered pole.


"Go slow," she whimpered as she guided my cock head to her sopping pussy. She lowered herself down on me taking inch by inch until she was full of my cock-meat.


"Is that Ok?" I asked. I was about ready to cum again since she didn't let me "recharge."


"Baby, it feels incredible! " Slow grinding rhythm changed to pounding thrusts as she quickly increased her pace. My nails were digging into the meat of her curves as she rode my shaft. Her sweaty cum-soaked shirt was in my face and she lifted her arms to let me take it off. Her gorgeous tits now released, I took her nipple in my mouth as my nails dug into the meat of her ass. The solid muscles of her rear were working hard and I knew I wouldn't last much longer. I arched up allowing as much length as possible to fill her cunt.


"Oh Nathan! That's it! Fuck me with that huge cock! I'm so close to cumming! Oh God! Pound me! Tear me up with that shaft. Make me your little cock-whore!" Jenn panted.


"Jenn. Honey, Where do you want me to cum?" I asked. I wasn't going to be able to hold off.


"Inside me babe! Fill my cunt up with your hot cock juice. Oh my God!!! I'm cumming!!! Oh Fuck yeah." Her pussy gripped me like a vice as she heaved and bucked on top of me, slamming herself onto my cock repeatedly until she claimed her release. She finished her orgasm in a collapse on top of me as I shot another creamy load inside her.


We regained our breath and looked into each others eyes. We kissed slowly.


"I think I could fall in love with you honey." I whispered.


"Me too. I know it." Jenn sighed as her head fell to my shoulder


"Maybe now we should put together the bed?" I asked. Jenn laughed.


"Only after a shower," she whispered.


Later I shall tell you about that shower.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bound and Prepared


Well, it started out as a normal day. Or at least that is what she thought. But he had other plans. He took her to the bedroom and kissed her passionately. He started to undress her and laid her on the bed. She knew better than to question him. He started to tie her up as they usually played. But then, he didn't blindfold her.


He switched the TV on and he put a porn DVD in. "Today you will only cum when I give you permission to, and you will have to beg for it". He told her to lie still and watch the movie until he gets back. She tried to pull on the restraints but she knew it was useless. He smiled and left the room. She was lying there, getting so wet and as horny as hell and she couldn't ignore the DVD. Even if she didn't look, she could hear them and that also turned her on. After a couple of minutes he came back. He walked over to her and she was feeling so self conscious. Even though they have been married for a couple of years and he has seen her naked so many times. She still felt vulnerable and self conscious every time. He sat on the bed next to her and put his middle finger in her pussy. He smiled. "O dear, your pussy is soaking wet.


Are you turned on my dear?"


She just nodded.


"I think it's time for the next step." With that he brought out her dildo. He carefully slides it into her soaking pussy and he could see that she really appreciated it. Then he decided to take it out again. "We don't want you to cum yet, do we?"


She looked at him with pleading eyes. And wondered how long this treatment will go on. As if he could read her mind he responded "For as long as I feel like it my dear." He slid two fingers into her sopping pussy and let it rest inside her for a while. She immediately hugged his fingers with her pussy muscles which made him retract his fingers quickly and giving her tits a hard slap. "I told you to lie still. No movement unless I say so" She just nodded. He knew that she will be begging for release soon. Although she has never begged before.


He left her dildo on the TV cabinet next to the TV so that she can long for it without reaching it to release her tension. Then he left the room again. She was trying to focus on not getting so aroused because she could feel her pussy juices dripping out of her pussy. She wanted release. She called out for him but got no response. She tried pulling on the restraints again, but they were secure. She was so aroused and ready to fuck anything that is close enough. After about 30 minutes he came back into the room.


"Please will you fuck me" she begged. "I can't take it anymore; I need to feel you inside me NOW."


He smiled. It was easier than what he imagined. He walked over to the TV and switched it off. He took the blindfold out and put it over her eyes. She couldn't see anything. "I'm not going to give you release that easily, my dear" he said. And he could see some tears running down her face. She was so beautiful when she was helpless and frustrated.


He took out a remote controlled vibrator and placed it inside her soaking pussy. It took all her concentration to keep it inside her as she was so slippery. He didn't switch it on. He kissed her lips and then he moved down to her nipples. He sucked on then and bit them. He knew that he could bite them quite hard as she was so aroused that she didn't feel much pain. He switched on the vibrator only for a couple of seconds as he could hear her breathing becoming very heavy. Then he stopped. He took the vibrator out and slid in two of his fingers. Again her pussy muscles gripped his fingers. He gave her tits a hard slap.


"I told you no movement is allowed. If I have to tell you again you will not be allowed to cum today. Do you understand me?"


She nodded. "I'm sorry. Please may I cum, Please will you give me the release that I need?"


"NO" was all he said.


He removed his fingers and she could hear him moving about in the room. Not sure what was to come next. Then she felt an ice cold Ice cube moving over her nipples. She gasped for air from shock. Then it was gone. She felt it again on the other nipple but the moment it was gone she felt hot dripping wax where the ice have just been. It was a strange sensation as the wax hardened instantly. Then the ice cube was sliding on her lips. When she wanted to lick it, it was gone. She waited in anticipation but nothing happened. Then she felt the Ice cube being shoved into her pussy in one swift move. She was shocked at the thought but then she concentrated on the sensations. It was cold and sent a shiver up her spine. It also made her pussy ache and numb at the same time. She could feel the ice melting rapidly and the ice cold water dripping out of her hot pussy. Mixing with her pussy juices. Then she felt him liking and nibbling her clit. It felt heavenly.


Her orgasm was building and she started to breathe heavily and then he stopped. He took another ice cube and moved it around her pussy once or twice to cool her sex down. She was frustrated but realised that he is going to tease her for a while. He kissed her passionately and she felt the feeling returning to her pussy. She felt how she was starting to get so wet again. He moved away and she could hear him taking his clothes off.


She smiled and thought to herself that her release was near. He moved closer to her so that she could feel the warmth of his body. He stood by her pussy and moved his cock head just round her clit. He could hear her breathing getting heavy again. He continued this for a little while longer and just as she was almost at the point of no return, he stopped. She pulled on her restraints.


"Please will you just fuck me, I can't take it anymore"


He just moved away quietly and stood against the wall and watched her. She was lying there, bound, helpless and frustrated. He wanted to send her over the edge so badly but he knew that he was preparing her for the best orgasm ever. After she had calmed down, he stepped closer and inserted her dildo into her soaking pussy. She lifted her hips as to try and fuck the dildo. He held it still and allowed her to fuck it a couple of times just to get her worked up again and then he pulled it away.


She was lying there on the bed. Teeth clenched, fists wrapped around her restraints. Tears flowing down her face of frustration. He stepped closer, kissed her passionately, and wiped her tears. Then he sucked on her nipples as if he was trying to milk the last drops of milk out of them. He bit them and sucked them and kneaded them and pinched them until they were rock hard. He moved down to her thighs and kissed the inside of her thighs and bit them playfully. He gave her pussy a quick lick and then he placed his hard cock at the opening of her pussy. She involuntarily lifted her hips which resulted in a slap on her thigh. She immediately lowered her hips. He moved closer and slid his cock in just a little. She was biting her lip and clenching her fists trying to focus on not moving.


After what felt like forever, he moved his cock in a little bit more. He could feel her pussy getting hotter and hotter and it was taking all of his self control, not to ram his cock into her and fucking her so hard. But he kept his control and moved in only slightly every time. After what felt like forever he was in all the way. It took all her control not to hug his cock with her pussy muscles. She knew that if she moved he would take his cock out and she will have to wait longer. She just couldn't wait any longer so she just relaxed her muscles as much as possible. He kept his cock still inside her.


"Do you like this" he asked.


She just nodded.


"What would you like me to do?" he asked. Even though he knew the answer.


"Please will you fuck me now? And please may I cum?"


He smiled at her question.


"You may not cum until I give you permission, is that understood." She nodded. He started moving in and out of her. At a very slow pace, but he could tell that it was exciting her very much. He listened carefully to her breathing and just before she was at the edge he would stop. He would just hold still until she has calmed down. His hands were stoking her tummy and her breasts. Then when he felt her muscles relaxing again he would start riding her pussy again. Each time stopping just before she reaches the edge.


Finally he started to ride her pussy at a steady pace that was picking up with each stroke. When he sensed she was close to orgasm he commanded her


"Cum for me NOW".


She exploded in waves of orgasms that continued for close to 10 minutes. He was shooting his load in her the moment he felt her muscles contracting as she orgasm. But he continued to pump away at her pussy, riding her waves of orgasm until she was finished. She had a huge smile on her face but he could see that she was exhausted. He was also fairly tired. He leaned up, removed the blindfold, kissed her and released her bonds. He held her tight and they fell asleep. The best orgasms they have ever experienced, but definitely not the last.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Hot Afternoon


It's a warm day, a hot day. It's in the middle of summer and you've been wearing a bikini and a small pair of shorts all day and as we were making lunch together it was all I could do not to pull those shorts down and the bikini bottoms aside and take you right there in the kitchen. We've just had lunch and now the kids have gone off to various friends, we've made sure of that. We need to have the house to ourselves for a while. They have barely left when we lock ourselves in our bedroom.


Our clothes come flying off. You surprise me when you kneel right before me, kissing your way down my body to my already active staff. You say you've been thinking about this all morning as you start caressing and kissing me at my most vulnerable spot. Licking my eager equipment in ways that make me go cross-eyed. Then you press it against your bosom, using your breasts to envelop it. No matter how many children that you've breast fed I still find those hills of yours incredibly sexy. You use them to great effect on my most excitable bit. Taking the tip in between your slightly parted lips to add to the effect.


I can't take it anymore and almost brusquely I help you onto the bed, down on your back. The landscape of your magnificent body laid out before me and I can't help but worship it. No matter how many kids you've had you're still beautiful to me. I kiss and caress my way down your body, all the way out along your legs. But then I have to pause to get something from the drawer of your night stand. Your favourite toy that I've seen you use to such effect that just hearing it turns me on. But I'm only going to use it for your sake today. I kiss and lick my way to your centre, to the deep origin of your womanhood. To that glorious animal which can both give and take.


You caress yourself as I let my tongue go wandering in search of your love-bud. I take my time but when I find it the moan you let out makes it slightly painful for me to be lying on my belly on the bed. Something keeps trying to push me off the bed even though it feels great to just rub it against the sheets. I turn on your toy and as I start applying it your moans get louder and louder. You even start shivering and I know I'm on the right track. God how I love making you come. How I love the taste and feel of your ecstasy. Slowly and gently I insert it, going slow to tease you further. Soon I feel on of your hands on the beck of my head pressing me closer against you. It's to be expected and I love it when you get a little rough with me. As I increase the pace your moaning builds up into a crescendo. Your back starts arching and relaxing like you're trying to imitate a belly-dancer while lying on your back. The more intensively you seem to be enjoying yourself the more intensively I keep going. I want to push you over the edge and see you explode before me. When you finally do all I can think about is how much I love you and want you. It hardly needs saying that I try to prolong that moment as much as I can.


I kiss my way up your body as you start coming back down, landing after your trip into outer space or should I say inner space? Wherever we humans go in those moments of intense and unrelenting ecstasy. You're panting, sweaty and happy, as I reach your lips. I get to kiss the most beautiful and wonderful woman in the world. We both know that you won't be getting up in a while, that you need to regain some energy. It isn't much of a surprise therefore when you ask me to move a certain part of my anatomy closer to your lips. Straddling your chest I again watch you devour me. One of your hands playing just at the root of my sack as your lips engulf me. In a moment when your mouth is empty you tell me that it's your favourite part of me. In a moment when I can keep my eyes open I tell you how beautiful you are to me. You can't seem to keep your bosom out of this game either and feeling you use it upon me drives me insane with lust. The fact that you've been groping and clawing at my bum with your other hand hasn't helped me keep my sanity intact.


When I ask if you're ready to go again I can see your eyes light up with that feverish desire that made me want you in the first place and has kept me at your side all these years. I can't help but let my fingers explore the deep of your wet well before letting the proper tool do the job. Those lips that you have down there are truly amazing. Thick and full they're just as beautiful as those surrounding your mouth. Now I let those other lips of yours taste and nibble at the tip of my most delicate spear. God how I want you. With your legs spread wide I slowly push home, little by little. Fighting the urge to just slam inside and then keep slamming until I'm completely spent. Neither of us can seem to keep our eyes open as I explore your secrets. I find myself gasping and moaning almost as much as you did just a little while earlier. The pleasure in this act is delicious. I lean forward to kiss and get met by your hungry lips. Going slowly to leave plenty of room for acceleration. The primitive parts of my brain want to slam into you so hard that your back touches the floor having gone through the mattress and broken the bed.


Slowly I start going faster and faster, fighting to restrain myself just a little even though all of my body keeps crying out for me not to. My rewards are your more and more plentiful moans and the way your fingernails keep scratching my back. The quick thought that I might have to wear a t-shirt when the kids get back flashes through my head. Grinding against you, not content with just sliding in and out but also rubbing my whole groin against yours, just because I have to. Because I can never get too much or even enough of your skin, your body, touching mine. If I could I would spend all day every day just holding you tight so that our skins made contact as much as physically possible.


Plundering you onwards I go faster and harder. Sex can be hard work but I barely notice that I'm sweating. But then so are you which makes our skins slippery as they touch one another. Sliding against each other as we make passionate love. I wish every day could be like this, every second of every hour of every day. God I'm going crazy. But then it's you that makes me go this way. Your effect on me cannot be overstated or overestimated. You are the goddess of my desire and I wish for nothing more than to be allowed to worship you. Worshipping you in a way which we both greatly enjoy.


An idea strikes me, or perhaps rather more of a desire. A desire I've been feeling all day. I pause and ask if you feel able to get up a bit. When you say yes but ask why I tell you or rather ask you, beg you, to go stand on all fours on the bed. With a naughty smile you comply. You're so sexy in this position. I simply have to grope, nibble on and even gently bite your behind before re-entering. Your back enchants me and I must kiss it. Kissing your neck to because I have to. Taking you in this position like an animal, holding you tight to feel your skin against mine. My wandering hands seeking out your bosom and then one of them seeking out your rosebud. Just holding you like this turns me on even more and I can barely control my pace as I start moving, a couple of fingers on each hand playing with your buttons. I feel aggressive, sexually aggressive. I just want to fuck and take and thrust. Watching, feeling and hearing your pleasure is the factor that keeps me going and makes me go harder. Your pleasure adds infinitely to my own.


You can barely keep the front part of your body up and in the end you fall down on the bed with your head and chest, your rear still facing upwards and egging me on. I keep plundering you, I have to. My consciousness is dominated by desire and for all my intellect at this point in time it's my body that's completely in charge. I couldn't stop even if I knew that climaxing would kill me, rather I would seek death with ever increasing vigour. I'm breathing like I was coming up on the last stretch of a marathon, fatigued yet fighting to keep going. I can feel you shuddering under me and when I open my eyes I catch a glimpse of you biting into a pillow, I'm biting into my own lip myself. Harder and harder. The bed is shaking but there's nobody else at home to hear us. We're free to be the sexual animals that we truly are inside. I lift you up, with what strength I do not know, for the last few thrusts.


Holding you close to me I keep going like a man possessed, without that pillow in your mouth your loud moans reverberated around the bedroom and probably throughout the whole house. Finally we can both let go. I feel your cunt convulsing around my member, squeezing it and helping to milk it over the edge. Pushing me into oblivion. I think I scream, I must have because the release is so sweet and yet so forceful that it feels like it's ripping me apart from inside. I keep going to milk every last ounce of pleasure but with each thrust I get more and more tired and with the cramp in my limbs lessening I feel my whole body going limp and flaccid. The only hard part still being inside of you. With every last centilitre of my spine released into you I hold you tight, still needing the sensation of your skin against my own. As all the raw energy inside of me is used up I begin to tremble with fatigue. None of us that sure on our feet anymore we collapse onto the bed. The last few weak and pathetic thrusts that I make are made when we're lying side by side, spooning on the bed. My weary arms gently caressing your hair. Each of us twitching now and then as every little move one of us makes creates a short and sweet burst of pleasure, aftershocks infinitely smaller than the big earthquakes we've just felt but still excessively pleasurable.


I kiss your neck, gently, sweetly. Tired and sweaty I begin telling you how much I've wanted this, yearned for this. Thought about it for days, every time we've gone to bed together. Telling you how lucky I feel for having you. You answer that it's only fearing that your own moans would wake up the kids that you don't jump me every night whether I'm awake or not. We agree to savour each opportunity we get, as we have agreed to so many times before. We just can't seem to ever get too much or even enough of each other... I just hope our kids will one day find somebody that they like as much...


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Treading Greener Pastures


"Hello there! You must be the new guy! I'm Sandy!"


A pert voice with a pure Czech-accent greeted me as I entered my dorm room for the first time. I looked towards the sound and was greeted with a well-toned body of a girl, standing in her tiny denim shorts and a pink tank top. The thought of having a girlfriend kinda had me restricted off of the 'fun and adventurous' side of college life, but hell, it didn't stop me from differentiating who were sexy and who weren't, and this girl was definitely smoking hot.


"Hey... I'm Jack!", I replied as I shook her hand observing her in much more detail. The first thing that grabbed my attention was her breasts. Damn, they were definitely bigger than Sharon's, I mused, absorbing everything I could behold. Blue eyes lined with mascara, blond hair with highlights and beads strung on them, cute button-nose and a set of red lips graced this beauty's face. Her slim neck directed down to her sloping shoulders that seemed to struggle to hold her set of perfect orbs, a C-cup for sure. I could see her nipples protruding through the thin material of the top, and that was enough to initiate the 'wake-up call' down there. She had a nice, flat tummy and a belly-button piercing, which led me downwards to her womanly hips, thighs and legs. God, she had sexy legs!! I never had any fixation towards those 'young-looking' girls as I always preferred the womanly type who was older than me by a few years. Even Sharon was 26, while I was 21. This woman seemed a couple of years older than me.


"Umm... you look pretty flushed. Are you okay?", her voice broke through my bliss, as I quickly struggled to gain my composure and met her eyes with mine.


"Oh.. yeah... umm... guess it's the heat.. hehe...", I stammered, breaking out a nervous smile. I noticed she was blushing too, given that she was being stared at for so long.


"Yeah... it's been pretty hot. The summer hasn't quite departed yet, so I guess it would be on for another week or two. The weather seems really weird nowadays!" She said.


"Uh. Yeah", agreeing with her, I kept my bag on my bed and sat beside it.


"Well, guess you'll be my roommate for this semester then...", she smiled as she plopped herself down on her bed and folded her legs, as she stared at me from across the room. I smiled back. God, she was so hot! How much luckier could I be?


"This is a mixed dorm, so I guess we are gonna have to get comfortable with each other... Umm, I mean... for one I sleep in nude, and while in the room, I'm mostly in my bra and panties...I hope it's cool with you..."


I gawked back, not knowing what to say. Wow.... To have a girl, who looks like a model, as a roommate is one thing, but to see her almost naked daily? I could feel my boner trying to tent my jeans as I sat there. I didn't want it to cause me an unnecessary embarrassment, so I readjusted my seating position.


"Oh, sure... that's fine by me..." I squeaked, "well, I sleep in the nude too, and I reckon I would be in my boxers and t-shirt when in the room... so yeah, it's alright."


I saw her blush at my reply and I turned towards my bag and started to open it, trying to distract myself from the situation at hand.


"Well, it's pretty hot and I'm feeling sticky... gonna go take a shower. See ya in a bit!" she said as she took her towel and went out the door. "Okay!" I said, before muttering "Fuck!" under my breath. I looked through the door carefully before I reached down inside my pants and grabbed my raging hard-on.


"Jeez, get the fuck down, would ya? Don't want ya embarrassing me in front of her." I muttered, unconsciously stroking my member. God, I need a release, I thought. *** Sandy came back in about 30 minutes and rapped on the door. "You decent?" she called out. "Yeah, come in"


She came into the room, wrapped in two towels, with her lingerie in her hand.


"The washrooms are so unclean. Ugh!" she said in disgust, "I can't get my clean pairs in there."


I was watching her as she faced away from me and took off her towel. Shit, I almost came there and then.


She had the most beautiful butt I had ever seen. Way better than Sharon's any day. Damn, those sloping hips and the back just blended perfectly with her body. I felt my now-engorged penis lurch repeatedly, demanding attention.


"Stop staring, I'm sure this isn't the first time you've seen a girl naked, is it?" she said playfully, without even looking my way, as she began to wipe her hair with the second towel.


Shit. I looked away, embarrassed. "I know I shouldn't pry, but don't you have a girlfriend?" she continued absently, now combing through her hair to untangle it.


"Uh. Yeah, her name's Sharon." I replied reluctantly as I didn't want my friendship with Sandy be built upon lies.


"Oh, that's nice of you!" She said turning around and watching me with a pleasant smile.


I found myself puzzled, and she answered my look "Well, most guys I've met for the first time lie about their girlfriends just coz they wanna fuck me, coz, well, I'm hot" she said, matter-of-factly, as I sat there bewildered by her bluntness. "But you Jack, are honest, and I like honest people. I have few friends, but I have honest friends."


I smiled back, not knowing what to say, before she turned back to her hair. "I'm sorry if that erection is bothering you. Go ahead and masturbate if you like, I wouldn't mind." she giggled, looking at me through the mirror.


"I'm... uh, I don't have an erection..." I stammered, just getting red all over with embarrassment.


"Oh yeah, that's why I can see you're flushed so badly since the time I came in from the washroom." She said, turning again and giving me quick smile. "Go on Jack, I'm cool. I've watched many guys masturbate before, so it's not a big deal for me."


"Jesus, what's with this girl?" I thought, still trying to focus on my clothes. There was no way I would sit out there like a pervert and beat my meat as I watched her.


"Listen," she said, as she slipped on a pair of pink panties and a white tank top, pulling her hair out of it, "you sure don't want a pair of blue balls, do you? Coz if you're staying with me, you're gonna see me like this real frequent, and I don't think you can survive for long if you keep being so stiff, no pun intended." She giggled.


I didn't answer. I was just too aroused to do anything. I could smell her intoxicating scent ever since she stepped into the room and it was as if it had an ultimate command on the little Jack down there. I knew I just couldn't talk this one down.


She put her things away and came towards me. I didn't look up.


"Jack, look at me, it's alright, ok?" she said, her Czech-accent arousing me even more. I looked up and was met with a warm smile and a gaze that I couldn't really comprehend. It seemed like a mixture of curiosity and lust, as well as a bit of friendliness and warmth in there. I guess she was just being nice and understanding to me, as well as getting to know me better.


"Well... okay." I said finally, smiling nervously and blushing even deeper.


"I guess I should leave you then? It'd be nice of you to let me watch though." She said.


"Are you sure?" I asked her.


"Huh? Like as you guys say, duh!" she giggled, "Well if it makes you feel any better, when I get turned on, I masturbate freely. I usually don't get any opposition coz guys would love, heck; they'd die to see me doing." She winked, blushing slightly. "But of course, any kind of nonsense and I'd kick their butt right out of the door. I'm a karate 4th dan black belt, it's piece of cake for me."


I smiled back. Oddly, I was beginning to feel comfortable with her. She seemed so friendly and nice. And though she was open and free, she still wasn't a slut by any degree. And I liked that.


"Well, okay. Lemme just get comfortable then..." I said, standing up from my bed. She returned to her bed and sat down, with her back against the wall, watching me as I took my t-shirt and jeans off, and ultimately my briefs, before sitting back on my bed, facing her. I was red-faced, nevertheless.


"You have a nice body," she said, with a tone of a compliment.


"Thanks," I replied, as cordially as possible.


I looked down at my pecker and it was bobbing up and down as blood kept pumping into it. I pulled back my foreskin as saw the purple head, so engorged that it looked like it would explode, as it dripped a steady but tiny stream of precum from its tip. I hadn't shaved for a while (given that I haven't fucked anyone for a few months now), but despite the small bush, i still felt i looked big enough to be impressive.


I looked at her and my cock lurched once more.


"Don't let me stop you," she giggled, "you do have a sexy cock that I'd love to see explode."


I couldn't believe I heard her say that. We barely knew each other, from less than an hour, and here she was talking about my cock exploding.


I spat in my hand, like i always did to lubricate it, before i placed it on my boner and started my rhythmic pumping. I looked at her for awhile before closing my eyes and imagining that same form naked once again. Fuck!, that was definitely helping. I kept imagining her, sitting there naked, slowly and sensuously rubbing her tits and pussy. I opened my eyes to see that she had already taken her panties off and was touching herself. She looked at me and smiled, blushing deeply. I almost came at that moment.


I started pumping my stick steadily as I didn't wanna hurry and climax too soon. I watched her as her right hand rubbed onto her vulva while her left hand rubbed her tits through her tank top.


"Oh fuck, Jack, you just got me so hot.." she whimpered, moans now becoming more audible as she closed her eyes, bathing herself in the warm sexual tension that was enveloping her.


I kept rubbing myself steadily as my left hand caressed my balls. Damn, how I wish I could lick that pussy of hers while she sucked my cock! But I guess I couldn't impose anything with the risk of blowing off the whole thing, so I decided not to put this forward.


"Hmm... Ohh Yeahh..., oh fuck yeah..." she moaned and writhed on the bed - visible signs of an approaching climax. As I watched her, my hand increased its pace and I could feel mine coming up too.


"Ohh.. Jack, mmmm... wanna lick my pussy Jack? Wanna fuck.... OHH.... wanna FUCK ME JACK??!!! OHHH YEAAHHH!!! OHH FUCKKKK YEAHHHHHH!!!", Sandy screamed, as she kept rubbing her pussy hard and fast. I could hear the slopping, sloshy noises of her fingers slapping vigourously against her cunt.


"Sandy.... uhhhh.... I'm.... gonna.... cummm...." I panted, feeling the tightening in my balls. I knew that this was gonna be a really massive load coming up.


"Oh... yess, Jack!! Cum with me... I wanna see you spray your thick man-juice all over... Oh FUCKK....OHHH..... HERE... IT... COMMMEEEESSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!" she squealed, as she shook violently, moaning loudly as her right hand slapped hard on her clit while her left hand held tight onto the sheets. She toppled over as she kept shaking in her orgasm.


"Fuckkkkk...... YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!" I screamed as I belted out my ropes of cum right across the room towards her. I came so hard, like never before in my life.


We lay in our beds, in post-orgasmic bliss. I looked towards her and saw her staring at me, smiling with warmth and a hint of naughtiness in it.


"We should do this more frequently" she said, letting out a small giggle.


I smiled, and looked at her. "Definitely, we should. Maybe even more, if you'd like."


She looked at me with a questioning face. I realized immediately what she was thinking.


"Oh, I don't think a girl who's 'stiff' and wants sex only once a week will bother me much. It has already come to a break up between us. Besides, I wanna be free in college and experience new stuff. Don't wanna be 'tied up' any more, no pun intended" I winked.


Sandy laughed out loud. "Funny guy" she said, "funny guy with a nice body and a nice nature. I like it."


I looked at her, smiling warmly. I felt like a new man, and I hadn't felt that way in a really long time.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Please


He was not much taller than I was with beautiful brown eyes and black hair. He had a presence about him that would make people stop. He was strong, powerful even, but he was not in any way a mean man. On the contrary, when you had him in your corner you just knew things would be all right in the end. I had gotten to know him almost a year ago and we had become friends even when I felt his was way out of my league, even as a friend.


He always flirted with me, but I was always too scared to flirt back or even believe it was real. I couldn't believe a man like him would want me. I tried to deny his attraction towards me, but I could no longer mistake the hunger in his eyes when he looked at me.


He always watched me move, like a hunter marking his prey. His gaze was predatory and that scared me, but I couldn't stop thinking about him. He was all male and I had never met anyone like him before.


He enthralled me, but the aura of danger that seemed to surround him made me nervous. I always fumbled and blushed when he was around, hoping he didn't notice me messing up. He always did though, and his smile was ever-present. He knew why I kept fumbling in his presence.


Lately, it had been increasingly hard for me to keep my fantasies in the bedroom, where I would lie and think of him while I was touching myself. I would come hard, calling out his name. The thought of him had been teasing me for months and had finally started to consume me.


One night, I was playing with myself and fantasizing about him once again. Thinking about him always gave me a feeling of falling. No, it was more than that. It was like I was desperate to fall, to keep falling and falling. It was a feeling that made my knees weak and something I couldn't describe build up inside me. I was starting to feel like I couldn't be without him anymore; my need for him was overriding my fears for the first time.


I wanted him to take over, to let me have it. I wanted him to push me to my limits, to use me, to take me. I needed him to leave me with marks I could look at later and think about him, about what went on. I wanted to be weak and, for the first time, let him see it without me being too embarrassed to admit it. I would be anything he asked me to be, do anything he asked of me. I needed him and the mere thought of him was not enough anymore. Not when the thought alone was almost enough to make me come. I could not stand it anymore and I needed to let him know.


I didn't care what he thought of my fumbling anymore, I needed things to change. I needed to finally ask him. No, not ask. I needed to beg. I needed to beg for him to fuck me, to take me, to kiss me, to touch me. "Damn. Is this what being in heat is like?" I wondered, confused but determined to at least try.


"I can't stand another second without him."


I didn't have the courage to call him; I didn't trust my voice anymore. So I sent him a text message, which read, 'I can't do this anymore. I can't play this game. Finish it and come and take me. No more playing around. Please.' I started to shake as soon as my finger hit the send button.


Within two minutes the answer arrived. 'Where are you? Are you at home? I'm coming over.'


It felt like time stopped when I read his reply. The 20 minutes it took for him to arrive were the longest of my life.


Then again, I always found ways to occupy myself when I was waiting for him to come over and this time was no different. I sometimes wondered if he had any idea of how I had been touching myself and moaning his name just minutes before he came in, or if he could smell what I had just done in the air.


After the longest while I heard a knock on the door. I rushed to open it, I knew how he hated to be kept waiting. I felt the cold air from outside rush to meet me, sobering my thoughts for a second. I let him in and suddenly I couldn't look him in the eye anymore. I was frozen to the spot, afraid to touch him. Just one word slipped through my lips, so quietly I could only hope he had heard it. "Please."


He understood. The very second the word had passed from my lips, the door slammed shut and I was being pushed against the wall, his hands holding my wrists above my head. Everything was spinning as he pressed against me and his freezing cold jacket burned my skin.


All the power I thought had this past few weeks left me. I could no longer fight this. I surrendered. His mouth was on mine, his tongue in my mouth, demanding, his lips swallowing my moans and my pleas. I kept repeating one word even if it was lost in the midst of everything else. "Please."


My knees started to weaken and if he hadn't been holding me, I wouldn't have been able to keep myself upright, not even with the wall at my back. His hot breath caressed my neck as he whispered, "I've been waiting for you to be ready."


He let go of my hands and they fell against my sides; I had nothing left in me to hold them up, no strength to do anything else but feel. His hands were strong, like they were made of steel, and all over my body, touching me everywhere. They were in my hair, pulling it to give him better access to my neck. His hands were on my breasts, squeezing and kneading them. They were grabbing my ass, touching my face, making my back arch under his touch.


His fingers zeroed in under my skirt. I had chosen it specifically for this. He had once commented on it being a bit too slutty to wear in public, but he had seemed to like it anyway.


"Are you wet, baby? Are you wet for me already?" he asked.


I could only moan in response. I felt his movements, his fingers creeping up my thighs, closer to the heat. I knew he would soon feel how wet I was for him. I know I should have been embarrassed, but I wanted him to feel what he did to me. I needed him to touch me, to touch my pussy.


I spread my legs a little wider to give him better access. His fingers stopped just over my panties and I was sure he could feel the heat I radiated. He didn't go any further than that and I wanted to cry. I was so frustrated. I needed him to take me right then and there. "Please," I begged.


Suddenly he lifted me into his arms and carried me to the bedroom. He knew his way around my place, having been there so many times before. He kicked the door open and threw me roughly onto my bed.


"Stay still," he commanded. "Watch me."


He looked me straight in the eyes and started taking his clothes off. His leather jacket fell to the floor. Then he slowly unbuttoned his shirt and with every button that came undone, I could feel the same thing happening to me. I was getting wetter by the moment.


I felt my urgency for him in my fingers; I so wanted to touch him. I felt it in my mouth, the need to kiss him, to taste him, to shout his name, to beg him. I felt it in the pit of my stomach. Lastly, I felt my pussy starting to ache with a need I knew only he could satisfy.


His shirt was on the floor and he began unbuckling his belt. I wanted to feel that leather on my skin. I wanted him to tie me up with it someday. I wanted him so much; I needed him to own me.


The rest of his clothes soon followed and he was standing before me naked and hard.


"Do you like what you see, baby girl? See what you have been missing out on?" he asked.


I held my breath and I couldn't stop looking at him. He exuded raw power and an untamed wildness. He was beautiful and strong.


He leant over and grabbed my shirt, ripping it in half. The buttons went flying everywhere and I started to shake with my need for him. In an almost violent frenzy, he got rid of the rest of my clothes. My skirt and underwear were gone before I even noticed. In no time at all, I was naked before him, like I had dreamt of being since the day I had met him. His eyes were all over me.


"Please," I begged. I couldn't stand another second without him inside of me. "Please."


The tension in the air was almost unbearable. I didn't want him to stop. I didn't want to let it end now that I had come so close. I was frustrated and nervous, but I didn't want to wait anymore.


Then, suddenly, his hard mouth was on mine, his body on top of me. Our tongues met and I got lost in the sensations of him kissing me. I started to touch him everywhere. I needed to feel his body, to feel his strength over me. I needed to run my nails over his back. I needed to draw him even closer to me. I wanted to feel his full weight on me. I needed to feel that this was real, that he was there, and that this was not another one of my fantasies that would leave me feeling empty the next morning. No more cheap substitutes, I could not handle them anymore.


He was on top of me and I felt his hardness pressing against me. It was hot and as hard as steel. I arched my back and wrapped my legs around him, trying to bring him closer to me so that I could feel every inch of him and all of his strength.


Without any warning, he drove his cock into me. He didn't hesitate, but I knew he wouldn't. There would be no more games and no more delay. I could only moan in response.


He started pounding into me while whispering in my ear, "That's it, baby. You wanted this. You wanted me. Now you're having me, all of me. No compromises. Beg me, baby. Beg me to let you come. Beg me."


I could feel myself shaking as I pleaded and chanted his name. "Please. Please, yes. Please. Please!"


I felt waves of heat rolling over me, engulfing me, demanding my surrender. My back arched and my hands grabbed the sheets, grabbed him and anything else I could reach.


I shouted his name when I came, my pussy quivering around his hard member. He didn't stop, instead he started to fuck me even harder. With each thrust, I fell further, moaning his name, pleading with him. Begging him. I couldn't stop, even when my voice started to become hoarse.


He bit my nipples, pulling them with his teeth and leaving his marks on me. His hands pushed me down on to the mattress, his grip becoming rougher and tighter the closer he got to his orgasm. His fingers gripping my shoulders felt like they were made of iron.


My head spun and I came again. I felt him join me with one final thrust. The pleasure was unbelievable. One wave after another hit me as my nails dug into his shoulders hard enough to draw blood. I had made my small mark on him too.


We both laid on the mattress struggling to breathe. "You are mine now," he whispered in my ear.


I don't know why I resisted for so long when surrender was this sweet.



The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Spoiling for a Fight


I am in a mood tonight. It's hard to describe, kind of feisty I guess.


As I walk up to my Dom's door, I start to imagine what the night may have in store. He'll expect me to come in, strip down and assume my presenting position: kneeling on the floor with my hands behind my head, breasts out, waiting for inspection. But you know what? I don't feel like doing that tonight. I don't feel like being the good little submissive and doing every single thing I'm told. I want to be a real person tonight. I want to give him a run for his money, make him work for my submission. Does that make me a bad sub? Maybe, but I really don't give a shit. Not tonight.


I yank open the front door and walk into his living room. The room is dimly lit, only one small light on in the far corner. I can see my mat in the middle of the floor. That's where I'm supposed to go to present myself.


Fuck that! I slam the front door closed then saunter over to the couch, feeling saucy in my tight jeans and form fitting baby tee. I let the 4 inch heal of my strappy sandals add extra swagger to my walk even though there's no one in the room to see it because dammit, I feel like hot shit tonight!


Plopping down on the middle cushion, legs crossed, arms stretched out over the back, swinging my crossed leg furiously, I wait.


I don't have to wait long though. I assume the slammed front door got my Dom's attention. He walks slowly into the living room, coming to stand in front of me with his legs spread shoulder width apart. He crosses his arms over his chest. He tilts his head to the side, his lips quirking up at the corners, one eyebrow raised. As he considers me I can tell he is amused by my little show of defiance. I don't get bratty with him often and when I do, he counters swiftly and with force. Usually he pulls me over his lap and spanks me until I'm on the verge of tears. Then he lets me 'make it up to him' by sucking his cock. Again I say, fuck that! I'm not going down (no pun intended) without a fight.


I look up the length of his six foot frame to his handsome face. I am momentarily distracted by the sex appeal he seems to ooze. His muscular legs are clad in nicely worn jeans, finished with a black leather belt. His strong arms are crossed over a soft gray Polo and his feet are bare. Shaking myself to help me focus, I narrow my eyes and steel myself for his reaction.


In his usual calm voice he asks, "Are you planning on presenting yourself to me properly?"


I sit up a little straighter and lift my chin confidently. In for a penny, in for a pound... "No." I simply say.


"Ok. Would you care to tell me why?" He is curious now, but still disturbingly calm.


"Because I don't FEEL like it." I say just a little too snotty.


Both eyebrows go up. "Really?" He draws the word out slowly. When I nod my head, he laughs with such joy I might almost be fooled into thinking he's in a great mood. Unfortunately, I know better. Yes, I admit, that laugh makes me a little nervous, but it pisses me off at the same time. I'm not in the mood to be laughed at as if I'm an insignificant little bug, easily crushed beneath his boot. Hell no! Tonight I'm a force to be reckoned with!


Strengthening my resolve, I lift my crossed leg, planting the heel of my shoe against his hip and give a little push. With lightening fast reflexes, he grabs my ankle, pulling me forward so that I slump down on the couch with my ass hanging off the cushions. Using both hands, he grabs me by the waist and flips me over onto my stomach, then shoves a hand down in the middle of my back, holding me down. Using his free hand, he smacks my ass, several stinging blows.


I yelp, startled by the suddenness of his movements. The smacks bite a little, but he's not really hurting me. Having my face pushed indignantly into the cushions sparks my rage. I start thrashing wildly, trying to flip over so I'll have better use of my arms. Apparently he wasn't expecting me to fight because I manage to get to my side. He is standing over me with his legs straddling my lower body, so I roll a little more, bumping his right leg and knocking him off balance. He falls to the side with a cuss, landing on his ass on the floor next to me. Surprised that I managed to get him off me, I just stare dumbly at him for a minute.


Quickly recovering, he says, "You little bitch. You wanna play, huh?" He is smiling and I can tell by his tone that he's still amused, maybe even a little excited by my struggling. He doesn't really see me as a challenge, but the look of determination in his eyes tells me he plans to make me pay.


Common sense finally hits me and I decide it might be best to put a little distance between us. On all fours, I start to scramble away, but he must sense my intent because he lunges forward. He grabs a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back and stopping my escape. He throws his whole body weight on my back, pinning me to the floor beneath him.


Pulling my head to the side, he bites my neck then says, "Oh no you don't. You started this little game, now you're going to finish it." He slaps my face then heaves himself up, pulling me up by my hair with him. I struggle to get to my feet, my hands clawing at his fist where it's gripping my hair. He's pulling hard and it's starting to hurt. He slaps both of my hands as his grip on my hair tightens, making me whimper a little.


Pulling me back against his chest, he wraps an arm around my neck, forcing my head back and up. He lets go of my hair and slaps my face again, a little harder this time. Then he grips my chin and turns it slightly towards him, "Are you done playing? Are you ready to present yourself properly?"


He may have me at a disadvantage, but I'm not done yet. When I don't answer right away, he tightens his arm around my neck, putting pressure on my throat and making me gasp for breath. He raises his arm putting even more pressure on my neck which makes me have to stand up on tip toes to relieve a little of the pressure. I clutch at his arm, fighting for air, but he tightens his grip more.


Dropping his voice about an octave, making it more menacing, he says, "I said, are you done playing?" He loosens his hold on my neck so I can speak. I gasp for a much needed breath. The fresh oxygen fuels the fire of my rage. I'm mad at myself for letting him get the upper hand so quickly and mad at him for not giving me a sporting chance. We both know he's stronger, but it would be nice to at least think I might win once in a while.


I need him to loosen his hold more or better yet, let go, so I can make another attempt at escape. So I try to relax my body, make it look like I'm giving up. I slowly nod my head, not fighting him anymore.


To my surprise, he doesn't loosen his grip. He drags me backwards and throws me face down on the floor with him on top of me. The force of hitting the floor knocks the wind out of me, leaving me speechless and dazed for a moment. In that moment he grabs my arms and wrenches them up behind my back, holding them with one of this hands. I squeak in protest at this new pain.


As my breath comes back to me, I try to reason with him. "Daddy, what are you doing? I said I was done playing. I'll be good."


He barks out a laugh. "Yeah right! I know you better than that, sweetheart." He shifts his body off me, leaving one leg over mine and keeping his hold on my arms. He uses his free hand to slap my ass several more times, very hard. I scream as the sting builds up, struggling to free my hands so I can cover my ass.


He leans in close to my ear and drops his voice, "Go ahead, struggle. I'm going to enjoy this even more, cunt."


His threat instantly excites me, making me dripping wet and scared shitless at the same time. My heart rate speeds up and I can feel the juices building between my legs. I am suddenly very aware of every part of his body that's touching me. The heat of his long, strong body pressed against mine. His breath on my neck. The way he has my arms and legs pinned, making me feel trapped. I know he is about to use me...roughly. My fight or flight instincts kick in.


I rear up, slamming my head into his face. He reflexively lets go of my hands to protect his face and I use the opportunity to thrash wildly and push him away. I roll away from him, hastily getting to my feet. On shaky legs, I lumber a few steps, but he catches my ankle and pulls back. I fall flat on my face. He grabs my other ankle and I kick out madly, trying to aim for his face, but his grip is too strong, I can't get my foot free. He pulls me backwards. I claw madly at the floor, trying to find purchase, but the dark hard woods are too smooth. He gets a firm grip on my legs and flips me onto my back.


He climbs up my body, straddling my hips. I flail my arms, trying to land a hit anywhere I can, even trying to scratch his face. He grabs both of my wrists and pins them to the floor above my head, holding them in one hand. He uses his other had to slap my face very hard, harder than he has ever hit me before. For an instant, I am shocked senseless and I stop fighting him. I'm not used to him using this kind of force with me.


Then he clamps his hand around my throat, squeezing, his other hand squeezing my wrists. He leans in very close to my face, his voice is low and deadly calm, "I am really going to make you pay for that, slut."


As he speaks, his hand tightens even more on my neck to the point where it feels like he might rip my head right off. My eyes bulge, my mouth gapes open trying to suck in air, and a chill runs through my whole body. Feeling the strength in his hands, the weight of his body on top of me, the hardness of his stare and the menace in his voice, I am utterly frozen with fear. In this moment I feel like I'm looking at a complete stranger. He's not my loving and cuddly daddy. He is a cold hard killer.


I know about his background, but I've honestly never given it any thought until right this moment. He's had police training, military training, private security training, even martial arts training. His body and mind are weapons and he knows how to use them. But he's never used them on me like this before. Of course, I've never come in looking for a fight before either.


I have taken his tenderness for granted. I know he loves me and takes care of me. I know in my heart that he would never hurt me, but my mind doesn't recognize the man looming over me with violence in his eyes. And it's not just violence, but controlled violence. He is calm and steady, not even breathing hard after our struggle.


All of this registers in my mind in a fraction of a second while I gasp for breath. I don't care how much fear is showing on my face. I know now that I am way more out matched than I had thought. This is a side of him that I've never seen before and it scares the ever-loving-shit out of me. I have no more fight in me. No strength to fight him off, no will to be defiant. I surrender.


He shifts his body and releases my neck, but not my hands. As I suck in air, he flips me onto my stomach and quickly resettles himself on my back, pressing my hands into the floor above my head. He grabs the neck of my shirt and rips it down my back in one fast motion, using such force it leaves me feeling stunned again. I don't fight him, I'm too afraid. He reaches under me grabbing one cup of my bra and yanking it open, breaking the clasp. He releases my hands, pulling my arms up behind my back as he finishes pulling the remains of my bra away. He uses the torn pieces to bind my wrists together tightly, the straps cutting into my arms a little.


Holding my wrists, he wraps my hair around his fist, right at the base of my neck. Then he leaps up, yanking me up by my arms and hair. I scream out in pain as I get to my feet. He lifts my arms making my back arch to relieve some of the pain. I scream again, the pain and fear making it impossible to think.


He gives me a hard shove, slamming me into the wall in front of us. As my face collides with the immovable wall, more pain explodes across my cheek. Again, the breath is knocked out of me, leaving me gasping for air that feels like it will never come.


Next thing I know, he is pressed against my back, pulling my head back by my hair. In that same low voice he says, "I'm going to rape every hole you have, and you're going to let me, aren't you?"


Without waiting for me to answer, he pulls away and turns me around, pressing my back to the wall. He swiftly leans down, shoving his right shoulder into my left hip. Wrapping his arms around my legs, he hoists me up over his shoulder then heads to the bedroom, giving my ass several more sharp slaps.


In the bedroom he throws me face down on the bed, with my legs hanging over the side. Other than little whimpers, I try not to make any sound. I don't want to provoke any more wrath from him. He reaches under me and pulls open my jeans then yanks them and my panties off, pulling my shoes off with them.


He puts a hand on my back, holding me down. Then he slaps my face with his other hand. "Don't. Move." he growls.


He kneels down behind me and rifles around under the bed. A moment later I feel him buckling straps around my ankles. Then he reaches up and slaps my ass, making me jump a little. "Spread your legs." he orders. Another hard slap, "Further." I spread them as far as possible. I can't see what he's doing, but I can tell that he is hooking a spreader bar to the straps around my ankles.


When he finishes, he stands up and walks to the end of the bed, next to me. My head is facing the other direction so I can't see him and I'm too afraid to turn my head.


Then I hear it...


The unmistakable sound of his belt being unbuckled. My heart stops, my breathing stops, my whole body goes still as I listen to that belt being slowly pulled out of his pants. Oh dear God! This isn't going to be pretty. This isn't a regular 'Dom' spanking, this is a punishment spanking.


"Now you are really going to submit to me, slut."


Fuck, fuck, fuck! Not able to hold my silence any longer, I turn my head to look at him, pleading with my eyes and begging frantically, "Daddy, please! I'm sorry! I was being bratty and I'm sorry! Daddy....please? PLEASE???"


He is standing there with a very relaxed posture, holding the belt in his hands. "I think you were testing me, baby." he replies calmly. "I think you wanted to make me physically dominant you. You wanted to see if I could. You underestimated either my strength or ability or both and now you're afraid to face the consequences." He reaches down and strokes the side of my face gently, lovingly, pushing the hair away from my face. He smiles warmly as he continues. "Isn't that right, baby? You wanted me to re-establish my physical dominance?" He is nodding his head, encouraging me to admit that's what I was doing.


"Daddy....I....I...." Not knowing how to end that sentence, I settle for more pleading. "Please, daddy. I'm so sorry. Daddy..." I let my plea trail off. I have no idea how to get out of this. Pleading has never gotten me out of a punishment before and it certainly won't now. I really didn't think my actions through very well. Yes, I was in a mood when I came in. I can't even remember why now. Was I testing him? Did I want to see if he could physically dominate me? I don't know....maybe. He's right about me underestimating him though. I knew he was strong of course, I just didn't know he would use his physical training against me. Maybe I thought I had him wrapped around my finger. Maybe I thought he would go easy on me when push came to shove. Maybe I thought I could 'cute' my way out of any situation. Maybe I'm stilling thinking that now? Hell, I was definitely thinking that now. I still believe there is some way to charm him out of punishing me.


"I can see it in your face, baby. You think you can get out of this, don't you?"


Using my best puppy dog eyes, I try again. "Daaaaaddddddyyyyy." Hey, I'm not above whining. "Please. I love you. I wasn't trying to test you. I just had a really bad day. I'm sorry. Please let me make it up to you. Let me show you what a good girl I am." I bat my eyelashes flirtatiously and smile sweetly at him.


His smile widens and he laughs. "That doesn't work on me, sweetheart. Nice try though. I love you too, and trust me, you WILL make it up to me." He chuckles as he starts to slap his folded belt against his palm, the noise making me cringe. "Baby, you've been naughty. Now you're going to be punished and you deserve it. Don't you?"


I whimper and fidget, wishing desperately that I wasn't in such a vulnerable position.


"Answer me." he commands.


I jump a little at his stern tone. That tone always makes me feel like a scared little girl. "Yes, daddy." I respond in a small voice.


"Say it. Say, 'I've been naughty, I'm going to be punished, and I deserve it.'" His tone brooks no argument.


"I've been naughty, I'm going to be punished, and I deserve it." I repeat in a defeated voice.


"Good girl." He slaps the belt against his palm again, making me jump and squeeze my eyes shut.


I hear the whoosh of air as the belt cuts a path to my ass for that first punishing blow. SMACK! I bury my face in the bed to stifle my whimpers. SMACK! Holy shit! He only just started and it already hurts this much? SMACK, SMACK! My hands curl into tight fists and my whimpers get louder. SMACK, SMACK! The belt criss-crosses my ass.


"Who do you belong to, baby?"


"You, daddy."


"And why am I doing this?"


"To train me, daddy."


"That's right, baby. You know I love you very much." SMACK!


"FUCK!" I scream into the mattress. SMACK, SMACK, SMACK! "Ahhhhhh!" SMACK, SMACK! "Son of a bitch!" SMACK, SMACK! "Daddy, please!" SMACKITTY, SMACK, SMACK! I can't help jumping around, trying to pull away from him, not that I can go far.


"Stop tightening your ass cheeks, you're only making it worse." He sounds amused, the fucker!


SMACK, SMACK! Holy hell, the PAIN! My ass feels like it's on fire! He keeps hitting the same spot. I uncurl my hands and try to cover my stinging ass cheeks. "Move those fucking hands, slut!" he barks. Reluctantly, I obey.


SMACK! "AHHHHHHH!" I can't stand it anymore! My hands go right back to trying to cover my ass. I shift, pulling as far away as I can with that damned spreader bar between my legs.


"That was going to be your last one, but since you are disobeying a direct order, you get five more." he says, sounding disappointed.


"Oh daddy, PLEASE...."


"Move. Those. Fucking. Hands!"


The very thought of another slap starts the tears flowing. I can't help it, it hurts so much. With a gargantuan amount of effort, I slowly pull my hands away and immediately there is another SMACK! I sob harder, burying my face in the mattress again as I cry out. SMACK, SMACK! Feeling utterly defeated, my body goes limp on the bed, the tears flowing freely. SMACK! I don't even have the energy to scream anymore. I just let the tears fall to the bed. SMACK!


That's it, that was five more. My knees buckle and I assume I will fall to the floor, but I really don't care anymore. I just want to curl up in a ball and cry until there's nothing left. But I don't fall, daddy catches me and lays me gently on the bed. He reaches down and removes the spreader bar, then he unties my hands. He climbs up on the bed and pulls me up next to him, cradling me in his arms.


"It's ok, baby, let it out." he coos. "I'm here for you, I've got you." I am tense at first, but I start to relax at the sound of his soothing words, resting my head on his shoulder.


He is stroking my body, petting my hair and laying soft kisses on my face. Using his thumb, he gently wipes away my tears. All this loving attention makes me cry harder. I don't know why. He's the one that hurt me, but yet I want to snuggle deep in his arms and let him comfort me, take care of me.


"I love you very much, baby. I know you don't want to be a naughty girl. You're my good girl, aren't you?"


I'm still crying too hard to make any coherent sounds, so I just nod. "Of course you are. And you want to make daddy happy, right?"


Again I nod. I do want him to be happy with me. I shouldn't have taken my bad mood out on him. He is always so good to me. He was right to discipline me, I deserved it. "I'm so sorry, daddy. I shouldn't have been naughty. I'm sorry. I love you."


"I know you do, baby. I love you too, very much. Do you want to show me how sorry you are?"


"Yes, daddy."


"Ask me, baby."


"May I apologize to you properly, daddy?"


He smiles at me, his soft blue eyes crinkling at the corners. "Yes, baby."


As he lays back onto the pillows, he unbuttons his pants, working them down his hips. I sit up, gasping at the fresh wave of pain that spreads through my ass. I give it a second to pass, then turn to pull daddy's pants the rest of the way off his legs as he pulls his shirt over his head and tosses it to the floor. He's not wearing anything underneath and I get a good look at his beautiful naked body. He spends a lot of time working out and it shows in his broad shoulders, nicely muscled arms and softly sculpted abs.


He clasps his hands behind his head, looking completely relaxed. His legs are stretched out in front of him and slightly spread. I climb between his legs, settling myself on my stomach. I lay my cheek against his thigh and gaze up at him with a smile. He returns the smile, staring deep into my eyes. "I really love you, baby."


"I love you too, daddy," Before I've even finished the last word, I gently suck his balls into my mouth. I hear his satisfied, "Mmmmmmm" as I release them and lick up his sack, slowly making my way to his already hard shaft. Gripping the base of his cock in my left hand, I run the tip of my tongue over the tip of his cock, wetting it. I swirl my tongue around his head, then look up at him as I take him in my mouth. His eyes close as he groans in approval. I smile to myself, loving that I can please him like this.


I let my lips slide all the way down his shaft, then bring them back up slowly. I love the feel and taste of him in my mouth. I love every contour, ridge, and vein of his throbbing cock. I love the pressure of him pressed against the back of my throat and the fullness in my mouth when I take him deep. I give just his head a few hard sucks before taking his full length again. As I ride his cock with my mouth, I press my tongue against the bulging vein on the underside of his shaft, adding a little pressure. I tilt my head from side to side, swiveling up and down.


He reaches down and strokes my hair, petting me. "Such a gorgeous little slut for daddy. That's my good girl."


With his cock deep in my mouth, my lips and chin pressed against his balls, I make my own 'Mmmmm' sound, sending little vibrations through him. With a groan he grabs two handfuls of my hair and guides my head up and down his shaft. "Fuck!" He pumps my head a little faster, occasionally pressing and holding me against his abdomen, gagging me with his cock. When I start to choke and cough, he pulls me back up, leaving a line of saliva from my mouth to his dripping wet head.


"Let me see that incredible ass, baby." he says in a low, throaty voice. I shift around to his side, never taking my mouth off him. I kneel next to him so he'll have access to my ass. "Oh fuck, baby!" He runs his hand over my ass, cupping one cheek roughly. I whimper, tears springing to my eyes. He slides his hand between my legs, rubbing his fingers up and down my pussy. He slides two thick fingers inside, pumping fast and hard. I am instantly aroused and my pain is quickly forgotten.


I release his cock and take his balls in my mouth, sucking and rolling them with my tongue. With my left hand, I stroke his cock, with my right, I rub the soft spot under his balls. I pick up his balls to suck the skin underneath. Pressing my tongue into that soft skin, licking greedily. I slide one of my fingers into my mouth, getting it wet then slip it down between daddy's cheeks, finding his hole and rubbing. He spreads his legs a little wider, giving me better access. Moving my mouth back up to his throbbing hard cock, I take in deeply. I suck him faster as I continue to tease his ass.


I feel his body start to stiffen and his cock grow thicker in my mouth as he gets close. He pulls his fingers out of me and puts both hands on my head, forcing me down on him and he pushes his hips up at the same time. His cock pushes all the way to the back of my throat. With a loud grunt he releases. His hot seed fills my mouth and I swallow furiously so I won't gag or spill any. I work my throat muscles on his cock, milking every drop from him. His hands are still holding my head tightly as his body slowly starts to relax. I continue swallowing, loving the feel and taste of him sliding down my throat, loving that I can please him this way.


As his body goes completely limp and his cock starts to soften in my mouth, I pull up, licking his shaft to be sure I clean him properly. I smile up at him as I do this and he smiles back, petting my hair. "Good girl."


I lay down next to him, snuggling into his side as his arms wrap around me, holding me close. He kisses my forehead and rests his cheek on my hair, humming contentedly. I love that sound. It means my daddy is happy and satiated and I am the one that made him that way. He strokes my arm and back, rubbing little circles. "I love you, baby. I love that you belong to me."


I smile to myself. It makes me giddy every time I hear him say that. "I love you too, daddy."


With a heavy sigh, he untangles our bodies and starts to get up. "Let's tend to that gorgeous ass, hmm? A cold compress and some oil to sooth away the heat."


As he goes to the bathroom for supplies, I stretch out on my stomach, anticipating the touch of his hands as he gently sooths away my pain. The same hands that were wrapped around my neck, squeezing the life from me a little while ago, will now be the hands of mercy, bringing me comfort. They will be gentle and loving, tender and affectionate. He will delicately tend to the welts and sensually caress my skin at the same time. He will whisper loving things in my ear as he kisses my neck, shoulders, back. Even place tiny kisses on each of the welts on my ass.


When my pain is gone and my loins are burning with need, he climb up my body and nestle himself between my legs. His weight will rest on my back and he will push my hair away from my face and neck so he can cover me with kisses. He will stroke my body and make me feel beautiful. Then he will part my lips with that gorgeous cock and slowly rock me into oblivion.


The thought makes my whole body feel alive with passion and lust. I want that man as deeply in my body as he is in my head. I start to giggle, feeling tickled that he has claimed me as his own.


I hear him come back into the bedroom and turn to look at him. He has a half grin on his face and looks a little confused. "What's so funny, baby?" he says as he sits on the edge of the bed next to me.


A wave of playfulness washes over me and I push my body up, coming to all fours. I wiggle my ass and bat my eyelashes mischievously as I say, "Nothing daddy. I'm just really looking forward to having you kiss my ass." The arched eyebrow expression he gives me makes me bust out laughing.


"You just don't know when to quit, do you?" He lunges at me making me squeal with delight. Rolling around together in the sheets and laughing without care is a great way to begin a night of amazing sex.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Last Time


She gathered the empty coffee cups and took them into the kitchen. As she was rinsing them out a sadness overtook her. The last time she would wash dishes for her Master. Tears gathered at the corners of her eyes. She stubbornly wiped them away hoping he wouldn't notice her eyes when she returned.


Her Master came and went as he chose. He would stay with her for a week or two once every couple of months before returning to his life. Not her first choice but she understood his needs. This time though, this very time he changed things. Just like that, he had told her this would be his last visit. She thought back to a few days ago...


"Why Master, did I displease you in anyway?" she asked him.


"No my Pet but there have been some changes in my life and I must put them first. However even if that wasn't the case you know that I decide how, when and who I will be with. I will always remember you and the submission you willingly gave me. Perhaps when things get sorted with my life I will take you back as my Slave but don't expect that. Once I decide you are done being my Slave you are done forever." He told her.


She caught a glimpse of his expression and she noticed it was a hard thing for him to say. She had been taught not to ask him too many questions and it was all she could do to choke back the questions she was dying to ask. Being of a curious nature it took many spanks and denial of the privilege to cum before she learned to bite back her tongue.


She decided if this was to be his very last visit then it might as well be as memorable as possible. So she took great care in the washing of his feet, kneeling at his feet while he ate, tucking him for sleep and making sure he was as comfortable as possible along with the many other things that she did as his Slave.


Tonight she had cooked his favorite meal of steak and potatoes. Even peas and she hated peas. While he ate she rubbed his feet. She kissed them and stroked the tops. She licked them up and down. When he was done he slapped her ass playfully and pulled her to her feet by the collar he had picked out her. It had taken her a few months to earn that collar and she was proud of it. Every little jingle it made reminded her of her Master. Every time she looked in the mirror seeing it also reminded her of him.


"Slave bring my dessert to me in the other room and bring it to me on your knees." He said.


"Yes Master."


She put the apple pie and ice cream on a plate and brought it to him on her knees. Even such a task she enjoyed doing for him. When she got to him he took it from her and patted her head, "Good girl."


She acknowledged him my lowering her eyes and dipping her head.


She just kneeled beside him patiently waiting for him to finish his dessert. When he was done he once again stroked her hair. Then he grabbed it roughly and said to her, "Slave do a showing for me."


She knew exactly what he meant, show herself off. She got to her feet and walked to the other end of the room. When she got there she said, "Master how I love doing this for you."


After she said that she took on a sultry expression and started to walk seductively towards him, like a stripper walking down their stage. She swung her hips slowly side to side and as she did so she lightly stroked her face with her fingers. Then down over her neck and to her breasts.


She played with her nipples, pinching and stroking them. They swelled under her touch. She then slid her fingers over her belly and around the side of her hips. When she got about 3 feet in front of her Master she stopped walking. She slowly turned around a couple times before facing him.


She took the nipple clamps that he kept by his chair from his outstretched hand. As used to them as she was she still let out a small gasp as she attached them. She leaned over just enough so her Master could grab the chain. He gave it a small tug to test the tightness. A nod of his head told her they were fine.


She then stood up straight again and stroked her breast with one hand and slid her other over her pussy. She played with her clit then stuck her middle finger inside herself. She pulled her finger out and then licked her finger. "Mmm, tastes good Master. Would you like to see?"


At his nod she walked to his feet and sat on his lap. She swung her legs either side of his head and leaned back to show him her slick pink puss. He took one of his fingers and slid it into each fold before he plunged it into her. He fingered her for a few moments talking to her while he did. "Slave you have a good pussy for your Master. I am pleased. Tell me how lucky you are to have me fucking that pussy."


Thoroughly enjoying his touch she said, "Master I am very lucky to have you fucking my pussy. I'm lucky to have you stroke it, make it wet and make it cum."


When she was done speaking he took his finger out of her and squeezed her clit, "Good girl. Now lick it clean."


He held out his hand and she licked his finger, tasting her own juices again.


She got off his lap then stood so she was facing away. She bent over with her legs spread and grabbed her ankles so he could see her ass. She felt his hands on her cheeks. He started to slap them. "Master please don't stop, keep spanking me Master." She moaned out.


"Slave play with yourself while I spank you, worship me with words while I do this." He told her.


Still bent over she stuck her fingers in her pussy again and they slid right in. Her pussy was already soaked for her Master.


Whack, whack whack!


"Oh Master you are the most perfect. I enjoy worshipping you in everything, in every way. I obey and submit only to you."


Whack, whack, whack!


"I constantly think of ways to make you happy and worship you in ways you deserve. Everything from you is like a piece of heaven."


He interrupted her, "Ok good girl. Now turn around and straddle me."


She turned around and straddled his cock before she slid it in. She pulled herself almost all the way out before slowly sliding back down. As she was doing this he grabbed the candles he had lit during her "showing" and tipped them over her swaying breasts.


She took a sharp intake of breath.


He blew on them, "There, there Slave. Such beautiful breasts you have for me."


She started to rid him faster. He grabbed her collar and pulled it till she was nearly choking as she screwed him. Suddenly he pulled it harder still.


"Stop Slave." He commanded.


She immediately stopped.


"Get up and suck my cock."


She got up and kneeled before him. She slid her mouth over his throbbing cock and started to suck it. She loved to taste his cock and completely enjoyed it when he had her do it. She tasted her pussy as she sucked but eventually what she was tasting was all him.


He reached down and yanked her nipple clamps off. The surprise of it made her stop and cry out.


"Keep sucking that cock Girl." He said.


She kept sliding her lips and tongue over his stiff cock. She was massaging his balls now, wanting to pleasure him even more. Her nipples were still aching when she felt hot waxed drip down her back.


As she felt the wax hit her she felt his cum. His sweet cum filled her mouth and she swallowed it once he was done.


She slid his now limp cock out of her mouth and licked it dry. She then kissed his thighs and calves and finally his feet. Once she had kissed each toe he said, "Good girl."


She nodded, "Thank you Master."


"Now go get me some coffee Slave and you can massage my feet until bedtime." He told her.


"Yes Master."


...The clink of the cups brought her back to the present. Now that they had drunk their coffee he was ready for bed.


When she got back to the living room she found it empty. Going to the bedroom she found him getting things ready in there. She spotted candles already lit, the crop was lying on the nightstand. She saw the nipple clamps, her vibrators and the ropes he liked to tie her up with.


Oh her Master had plans for her alright. She couldn't wait to see and feel what he had in store for her on their final night. Her pussy was getting wet already at the thought. One thing was for certain, it was going to be memorable.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Another Weekend - Friday Night


He studied her carefully as she drove towards the cabin. He loved her fine features and wavy blonde hair. He loved her. Recalling that filled him with deep satisfaction. He loved the beautiful, complex, challenging woman and he thought that she just might love him. In any event, she obviously liked him. A lot.


This was their first chance to head up to the cabin since late last fall. That trip had been full of the unexpected. On that trip, they had first made love with one another and lovemaking had filled the long weekend. In fact, they had included another couple in their lovemaking, Janet and Sam. Janet and Samantha.


It was a glorious day for the drive. Sometimes they passed the time in idle conversation, sometimes in companionable silence, each lost in thought. There was a tension between them though, Linda had gone off on one of her mysterious disappearances for more than the past month. He still had no idea what these signified but he wondered how she managed to get such good grades when she missed so many lectures. Just as with other times when she had dropped out of sight for an extended period, she had reappeared just as suddenly, all sweetness and light. He had almost resolved to move on, to admit that a relationship with her was never going to work out when she showed up asking him to spend the weekend at her cabin.


"It's so pretty up there in the Spring," she had pleaded. Her earnest, girlish show of want made him forget his growing resolve to break up with her. That and the prospect of lots of sex. They had made love many times since last Fall, but events simply made an extended session like that impossible. Now, as they neared the scene where that had occurred, he became agitated from anticipation.


Linda was no less filled with sexual tension than he was. In fact, as she drove onward, she too recalled their last visit to the cabin. She and Janet had had sexual encounters before that, starting when they were teenagers, but those had always been one-on-one. During her brief marriage, Linda's husband had insisted that she try a threesome with him and a groupie. In fact, he'd insisted more than once, including a different girl each time. He was really turned on by watching two women going down on one another so she had done plenty of sixty-nines and knew her way around women's pussies, yet Sam was the first woman other than Janet that she had eaten out because she wanted to.


She wanted to, not because he wanted her to do it. She had been enough in love with her ex back then that she willingly followed his lead, doing whatever she thought would please him. So she'd gone down on many girls before but for him rather than for herself or the other girl. She liked the taste of pussy just fine but she had really done it for him.


It was never enough, though. One time he had brought some guy home and insisted that she fuck the guy while he watched. That was too weird for her but she had finally relented. The guy was hung like a horse, by far the biggest dick she'd ever had inside her and that had turned her on enough that she got wet before he shoved it in. He was too rough with her and, worse, had blown his load in her after a dozen strokes or so, leaving her completely unsatisfied. He wouldn't go down on her once she was oozing with his come and neither would her husband. His idea of a good follow-up move was to try to fuck her in the ass.


It was a mode of sexuality she had considered before and thought it might be interesting, under the right conditions, but these weren't those. He ordered her onto her hands and knees and plunged straight into her well-stretched cunt, taking a few strokes to get lubed up. She didn't know what he had planned. Just as she was beginning to get into it, he pulled out of her pouting pussy, frustrating her enormously. She yelped in shock when he began to push his cockhead forcefully against her asshole. Damn! That had hurt, badly. She was so tense that he never really did get very far. The more insistent he became, the more she resisted his intrusion.


When his guest started laughing at him, he became so angry that he hit her. The violence proved to be a turn on for him and before the session was through a few minutes later, she was covered in welts and bruises. She still had a small scar on her cheek to remind her of that night.


She had cried inconsolably, seething with rage and humiliation while the two men laughed at her debasement. She left him a few days after that, moving back in with her folks. The whole incident had put her off men and off sex for a while. It set her foursquare against pain and humiliation as a part of sexuality. That wasn't sexy. Eventually, though, her needs reasserted themselves and she'd begun to date again.


The man in the passenger seat was her first really steady boyfriend since then. She found his willingness to follow her lead charming but she like the way he sometimes took charge too. She really liked the fact that he was usually a very patient lover. Sure, sometimes he wanted nothing more than a quickie -- slam, bam, thank you, ma'am and roll over and go to sleep. But at those times, she was happy to comply. Sometimes that sort of fucking was just what she wanted too. Other times he was slow and thoughtful. She was beginning to understand his conviction that there was a connection between love and fucking. She'd once thought so herself but experience had convinced her otherwise.


After the incident with her ex, she had been very hesitant to try anal sex again. She would let her lovers lick her there, which she really enjoyed, but could not tolerate to suggestion of penetration.


Even though her friend Janet sang praises of her own anal orgasms, Linda just wasn't prepared to see for herself. Actually, it was Janet who first introduced her to the pleasure of being rimmed. She thought back to several years ago. When they were still in high school, one night, after a frustrating date with an eager but inept boy, Linda invited Janet over so that she could vent. Janet was in a sexy mood and hearing tales of her straight friend's sexual frustration served to make her sympathetic and horny too. The two girls had kissed before, and even sucked each other's breasts once when comparing them, telling each other that it was just to see how they looked erect. Though they had often seen each other naked, especially in the hot tub, that night was the first time they moved on to real Sapphic sex.


Janet had made love with a few other women and was able to show off the skills she learned from them. After Linda had had one particularly powerful orgasm, Janet had ordered her onto her belly and begun to tongue Lind's bottom, slowly homing in on the opening at its center, so near and yet so far from the mouth of her pussy. Janet had kept up the tender tongue work while she played with Linda's aroused clitoris. The twin sensations eventually brought Linda to a convulsive, shattering orgasm. As the thrashing subsided, Janet returned to her task and all the way down from that incredible orgasm, she continued to lap at Linda's asshole, filling her friend with unfamiliar sensations. Still after her first, hurtful experience of penetration there, she remained reluctant to try it.


As in so many aspects of sexuality, she had eventually explored this too, with a highly skilled, experienced lover. He was far older than she was and his experience and patience were key in easing her into that exploration. After that, she was willing to let her lovers fuck her in the ass sometimes, though she never could relate to Janet's enthusiasm for the act. But many of the men she had sex with seemed to think it was the hottest trick in the book and frequently expressed their interest in trying it with her. She was willing to let them satisfy that urge with her as long as they were gentle and took it slow. Most complied with her wishes. Those who did not were never again blessed with Linda's considerable favors. Some guys just didn't know how good they had it until Linda quit fucking them.


She looked from the road to the man beside her. He was her first male lover in ages to be about her own age. She usually went for men who were much older than she was. For one thing, they were usually more patient and experienced. For another, they seldom imagined a long-term future with the lithe, sensual blonde and that's how she wanted it to be.


This guy was different from most of her contemporaries. Perhaps it was his brief, unhappy engagement that made him more mature than most. Then too, that probably also explained his inexperience and innocence. She found the combination deeply alluring and he proved to be an excellent student at her hands. She reached to touch him.


He was lost in his own thoughts but her touch brought him back to the here and now. Looking to her, he felt a thrill of lust and affection tingle its way down his spine to settle in his gut. He loved Linda and the thought of spending an uninterrupted weekend making love with her sent eager twinges pulsing through his genitals. It had been nearly five weeks since last they had been together and he was eager for more of her enthusiastic love making -- 'fucking,' he corrected himself.


She didn't like to call it 'making love.' She preferred the coarser Anglo-Saxon term for sex. He knew calling it 'fucking' instead of 'making love' helped her to keep her lovers -- sex partners - at a safe remove from her. She liked the act but claimed that the attendant emotions didn't interest her. He had a sense that she was deluding herself but that may have been a delusion of his own. He loved her and wished that she felt the same way about him. This unequal romance was deeply dissatisfying for him yet he could not help himself around her. When she was nearby, he was hers. The thought brought a dopey grin to his mouth.


"What? What is it?" Linda inquired.


"Nothing. Just that I love you."


"You do not love me. You're just equate great sex with love but they're not the same, you know."


She said it without the distress this subject often brought her but he decided to let it drop. He could see no percentage in getting her upset.


"I am hung up on ma . . . having sex," he caught himself. "On fucking with you." He stressed 'fucking,' and this seemed to satisfy her.


"Oh goody!" She sounded like a little girl. "I really want to too." She looked at him again, keeping half an eye on the empty highway before them, "If we have any clothes on this weekend I'm gonna be disappointed."


"What about now?"


"We're not at the cabin yet, silly! But if you want to take off your pants, I'll give you a hand job." She laughed but he knew she was serious.


Well, he wasn't that desperate for an orgasm. If he was gonna come around her, he wanted more than the companionship of her hand. He could jerk off by himself. He did find her offer of 'auto-eroticism' something of a turn-on, though.


"No thanks -- I'd rather save it up for later."


"I mean it. I'd like to wank your crank while we drive. It's been ages since I've done that. Besides, since when did you ever worry about saving any up? You come more than any guy I've ever fucked."


He smiled at her flattery and wondered if it were true. He'd let himself think so, for now.


"And when we do get to the cabin," she continued, matter-of-factly, "I want you to last until I come and that's not gonna happen if it's been six weeks since you've fucked."


"Since we fucked," he teased her. There hadn't been anyone else, of course, but he hoped to give her just a hint of doubt.


"Oh bub, you ain't foolin' me! You haven't been with anyone else since we met!" She grew serious for a moment, "But it's okay with me if you do. You know fidelity isn't my hang-up."


He did know and the though made him cringe inside.


She sensed his discomfort and assured him, "I haven't been fucking anyone else either . . . at least not without you." She thought back to their last trip to the cabin. "But don't let that stop you. You get a chance for a nice piece, go for it. With my blessings. Really. You should have what you want."


"Now just who would I . . . fuck?" he wanted to know. "Besides you?"


"What about Sara what's-her-name in Constitutional Law? You must have seen the way she looks at you. You could get in her pants in a heartbeat."


"I hadn't noticed."


"Of course you haven't! That girl creams her jeans whenever she sees you. That's one of the things I love about you, you're so clueless about some things!"


The word 'love' caught his attention but he realized that she'd said that she loves a 'thing' about him, not that she loved him per se.


"She's cute. You really should fuck her." She playfully slapped his thigh. "C'mon, slip those jeans off. I wanna play with that big fat cock of yours."


He considered her request. "Flattery, madame, will get you everywhere." He undid his belt and began to work his jeans down towards his ankles. This was an awkward maneuver in that small sports car but soon he was naked from his waist to his ankles. He was not, however, very erect. The situation was still a bit much for him.


She reached for his penis, saying, "Think of me straddling your face while I suck this bad boy all the way down."


Nothing.


She tried a different tactic. "Remember how you like fucking from behind? I'm ready for that just as soon as we get there."


This began to do the trick but he was still inhibited by the situation. 'What if a truck passed and saw her jerking him off? Then again, what if? Who cares? He grew harder.


"Remember how hot Janet was?" A little bit harder now. She continued, "Do you like the way Sam squirts when she comes? Isn't that hot?" She was making herself hot as she tried to arouse him. " You know, Janet and Sam are coming by for brunch tomorrow. You can watch her come again, if we're lucky." Her conversation at last was having the intended effect on him. He was now fully hard.


He was beyond caring about their surroundings. Now, all he wanted was to ejaculate -- nothing drawn-out or intense, just something to relieve the urgent pressure painfully building in his balls.


Happy to oblige, she stroked her right hand up and down his shaft with a firm, comfortable grip. She could feel the wetness pooling in her panties now. She stopped her stroking for a moment, bringing her hand back to unbuckle her own belt and loosen the button beneath. When she had adequate access she moved her hand to her crotch, slipping her long fingers as far into her pussy as she could, under the circumstances.


She wasn't going to distract herself from driving by diddling herself. She simply wanted to scoop up a bit of her secretions. She withdrew two fingers coated with her cream. She brought them to his face and drew them across his upper lip. She knew this could bring him to orgasm almost by itself.


The musky scent of her arousal did the trick. He became even harder and more eager to come. He grasped her hand and brought those fingers to his mouth. He sucked and licked her juices off her fingers and she found the attention intensely erotic.


She returned her right hand to his waiting cock and began to move it up and down the length of his erection, never taking her eyes off the road. She always wanted to do this, though in her mind it was the guy who was driving. This way was probably safer, she reflected. 'Safe sex,' she smiled. She smiled too because she loved the feeling of his hard prick in her hand and the promise it held to be inside her soon. She quickened her stroke.


This was not what he had in mind to end the five-week hiatus in their love-making but as he neared release, he couldn't have cared less. Not as intense as some of the sensations she knew how to give him, her hand job was nonetheless doing the trick. After a few minutes of her stimulation, coupled with the scent of her sex right under his nose, and he was ready to blow, big time.


He didn't stop to consider the mess and when it hit him, he simply spewed sperm on his shirt, her hand, his shorts, and the car seat. She continued to stroke, but more slowly and gently until she was sure he was spent. For now. She knew he'd be back up soon, with plenty of seed to shoot wherever she wanted it.


"There's some tissues in the glovebox," she informed him. Then she brought her gooey fingers to her lips and made a show of sucking his come off of them. She loved the effect that seeing her suck down semen had on guys and so she did it eagerly. After a discrete interval, she took a swig from the soda she had in the holder on her door and rinsed the taste down.


He made some success of cleaning up his mess and was now wrestling his pants back in place. She wished she could have bent down to help clean his lovely prick. She loved suckling on a deflating phallus after she'd made it squirt. She really liked to watch guys come and was sorry she could only half-watch this time. But she would see it again, and soon!


This guy came like a teenager. He wasn't the longest lasting lover she ever had. He had some stamina but not like some of the older guys she fucked. His saving grace was that he could be hard again so soon, ready to shoot another load. Their record for his orgasms was six in one day, but then they hadn't even been trying. She thought he could do more, though he assured her he was at his limit. She'd have to explore this issue further.


"You like?"


"Yeah. I like." He paused. "It's not as good as . . . fucking you . . . or as good as one of your awesome blowjobs. But it fills the bill." He grinned as he sighed his satisfaction with her efforts.


She smiled back at him. "I'm sure you'll have the opportunity to return the favor, Bub."


Not long after he'd finished putting his clothes back together, they came to the unpaved road that lead to the cabin. They bounced up the rutted road for almost half an hour before they reached the their final destination. In a four wheel drive, one could make much better speed but in her little sports car, she had to go very slowly to avoid the larger rocks.


At last they reached the large A-frame on the woody slope and began to unload the few things they brought with them. Linda brought more than one change of clothes, though she didn't plan on spending much time dressed. This weekend was for fucking. She was horny as hell and needed a lot of sex and soon. Her cunt was seeping with anticipation. He must be in the same boat, she figured, unless he'd found some other girl in her absence and that seemed unlikely. She was ambivalent at the thought of him with another woman. In her head, she knew that she ought to be okay with it but somewhere else deep inside of her disagreed. In fact, she felt a twinge of jealousy for this imagined competitor.


She needn't have worried. He was no cat about town. He only had sex with Linda. Well, with her present. He though back to their last visit to the cabin and the evening in the hot tub. He had thought that he could only make love -- have sex -- with Linda because he was so in love with her. Linda had taught him differently, however, by introducing him to her friend Janet.


He enthusiastically stepped up to the challenge when Janet asked Linda if she could fuck her man. His willingness to be so intimate with a near-stranger amazed him, even though Janet was marvelously sexy. She was a pretty, athletic woman with a rather erotic demeanor. The thought had his penis stirring, even though it's insistent demands had so recently been gratified. At times like that, it seemed he was just about all cock and balls. The brain had so little say then.


Once all their gear was in and properly stowed, Linda announced that she was going to take a shower and began to strip in the middle of the main room, in front of the fieldstone fireplace.


He could watch her moves all day. Now, she stretched her lithe form as she removed her loose blouse, arms extended over her head. Her moves were languorous and smooth yet unselfconscious. She was undressing for her benefit rather than for show but she wanted him to keep his eyes on her just the same.


He would have even had she been quick and clumsy about taking off her clothes. He gazed appreciatively as she wiggled her designer jeans down the compelling curves of her hips and bottom. She stepped out of her jeans and kicked them aside in an effortless, fluid motion that seemed born of long practice. She repeated the process with her simple cotton panties, pastel pink this time. Later, she intended to try out the new lingerie she had packed.


She stood their naked and proud, easily striking a pose that showed her body to best advantage and was pleased by his fixation. "You joining me?" she asked him.


"I'd like that."


"Then take it off, buster. Take it all off!" she teased.


He gladly complied, much sloppier as he disrobed than she had been. He did not have her sensitivity about how one could best present oneself to a lover. She didn't mind, though. She liked his sexual naivete. He was no virgin when they met but she knew she would have a lot to teach him. Actually, she was surprised by just how much he did know. There was still more to teach him, however, and she was eager for the task.


When he had finished undressing, she walked over to him and hugged him, kissing him warmly, wetly, full on the mouth. Their kiss lasted for some time before she broke it off. She had long ago mastered kissing and was fairly well expecting the erection that rose between them. She smiled to see that she still had the knack. She reached for his cock and, grabbing it, lead him to the shower downstairs.


He was not going to go so easily. Surprising her, he swept her into his arms and carried her towards the bathroom. She had to release his dick to throw her arms around his neck and she squealed in her delight. She hadn't expected this but thought it was fun.


"Don't go throwing me in the lake," she admonished. She was referring to an incident last Fall, the last time he had carried her this way, down by the old boathouse. That had ended rather badly when he stumbled on a deck cleat. They ended up neck-deep in the frigid water of the lake.


This time, with no cleats to catch his foot on, he brought her safely to her destination.


Once the water was running hot (Janet had come by earlier in the day to fire up the water heater), they stepped under the luxurious stream. She tossed her blonde tresses back with a graceful flip of her head, allowing the steamy water to soak them before she began to shampoo her hair.


He reached for the bar of soap and tore off its cellophane wrapper. This was the fine Castilian kind that she preferred, claiming that almost anything else gave her a rash. He rubbed the bar across her stomach, lathering the gentle swells before moving has hands around to her fantastic backside. He soaped up her firm buns, losing himself in the feel of her curves. When he came to the alluring cleft between them, he gently trailed his fingers down until he was lathering her up and down her crack.


She loved his strong, almost rough strokes and was please that he liked her butt. She liked it too. When his fingers gently spread the lather around her anus, she flinched for just an instant before letting out an encouraging noise.


He gently stroked her anus while she made more soft sounds. He moved his other hand around to her front, intending to stroke her pussy. His progress was blocked by her hands, which were busily splashing water there. He passed the soap to her and in moments her sex was dripping with lather as the warm jets from the shower washed it away as fast as she could apply it. Shortly, she was satisfied with her cleansing and began to soap her arms and chest.


He pressed his finger against her anus, knowing that she liked the sensation of pressure there, while his free hand roved up to the gentle swell of her breasts and their large, pink nipples. As was his styles, he spent a great while tracing around the breast before moving on to the areole. He held off from the nipple until she insisted otherwise.


Now, with one of his hands playing gently with her bottom, she wanted the other squeezing her nipples and she said as much.


Glad not to have to guess her desires, he willingly obliged her.


She reveled in his attentions and the sensation of the warm water cascading down her body. After a short while, she turned her back to the shower stream and faced him. She worked her hands all over his body, making sure that she scrubbed every inch of him. She was careful to be sure that his cock and balls were thoroughly washed and then rinsed free of all traces of soap. Then, she knelt down before him and took his growing penis into her hot, wet mouth. She gripped his ass cheeks as she bobbed her head back and forth on his shaft, running her tongue up and over the veins and ridges, her lips brushing against his curly dark pubic hair.


He signaled his satisfaction with her efforts by letting out a low, throaty growl of approval.


This was met by her own sloppy sucking sounds as she brought the fat red head of his cock right to the back of her throat. She left off fondling his buns with one hand, moving it skillfully to his scrotum. She ever-so-gently dragged her long nails up and around his balls, eliciting his reflexive moan.


She kept this up for some time and he relished the attention, amazed that this erotic, complex woman should find him of such interest.


For her part, she was equally bemused that a nice, straight-laced, somewhat shy guy like him would so willingly follow where she lead. She sometimes felt unworthy of his attention and those thoughts upset her. At the present, however, she focused on sex, sucking him with as much of her considerable skill as she could muster. The act was exciting her nearly as much as it excited him and the tiny contractions travelling up and down her vagina were one result. She could also feel the growing wetness inside her, slicker and sweeter than any water could be.


He patted her gently on the back of the head, signaling that he was ready for a break. Her mouth and tongue were wonderful, offering sensations different from other sorts of stimulation and he knew that she would make him come right then if he let her. He wasn't quite ready yet. Long anticipation and repeated close calls made his orgasm better when it finally happened and he wanted that for the next one.


"That's incredible, Lin, but we oughtta save some for later." He grinned down at her.


She smiled lasciviously back at him, rubbing his penis against her cheek as she did so.


"What can I do for you?" he continued.


They were completely cleaned of any traces that the long drive had left and the water was still steaming hot. One of the luxuries of the cabin, which her folks had built for their large family, was that it had two water heaters. When everyone was up for Christmas, even now that her brother and sister were married and had kids, this meant that everyone could get a hot shower in the morning or after returning from the slopes. For now, the benefit was that they would not run out of hot water during their extended shower session.


Since coming back from the cabin last fall, they had not had as much time for sex as she liked. Their fucking had been worked in around their busy schedules, filling more than basic needs but still incomplete. Often, all they found the time or energy for was a pretty conventional fuck after returning from a long night in the stacks. Sometimes, there wasn't even time for him to go down on her or she was simply too tired for that much stimulation.


This weekend was going to be different. This weekend was for gourmet sex and plenty of it. She turned around, facing the spray again and placed one hand on each of her buns. Leaning forward a little, she slowly spread her cheeks apart until her asshole and cunt were in full view.


He stared at her puffy pink pussy lips and the darker pink star just above them. He knew what she wanted and was eager to please her as she had pleased him. He squatted down and lowered his face between her outspread thighs. He began to nibble at the inner lips of her pussy, following them all the way back to her anus. There, he gave her the warm, wet strokes of his tongue that she craved.


A strong shudder went through her as his tongue first made contact with her pink pucker. She loved being rimmed and even more with the warm water streaming all down her sinuous form. In the shower especially she was free of worries that she might not be clean enough 'down there.' She reached for her swelling clitoris and began to circle it vigorously with the fingers of her right hand. With her left, she twirled and softly tugged at her rising nipples.


They hadn't had the chance to do this in months. Not that he hadn't gone down on her in the meantime, but their lovemaking was never quite relaxed enough for them to go much beyond their basic routine. That offered them both a large measure of satisfaction of their needs but it had begun to seem slightly dull, predictable, uninspired.


Hearing her delighted moans, knowing that this gave her so much pleasure was an extraordinary turn-on for him and he lapped at her eagerly.


She was leaning against the tiles with one shoulder while she moved her left hand down to slide two fingers into her impatient pussy. Slowly she shoved them in and even more slowly withdrew them, dripping with juices that were quickly washed away in the warmth of the water running over her skin. As he picked up the pace of his licking, she increased the speed of her thrusts and of the fingers circling her pink marble of a clit.


She began to quiver rapidly, her legs almost refusing to hold her up. She had barely time to let out one explosive chuff when her orgasm overwhelmed her. It hit her so hard that she barely had the breath to make a sound, other than a low moan deep within her throat.


Her buns clenched and flexed and he kept his tongue in contact with her sensitive spot even as she thrashed and convulsed. She was lost in the sensations coming at once from her clit, her cunt, and her asshole, but also from deep within her throbbing belly. She slowed her fingers around her clit and with drew the two she had shoved far into her vagina, stretching her opening with the first part of her hand.


He eased up on his attention to her anus, flicking his tongue softly across the ridges and wiry golden hairs that adorned her cleft. His only disappointment was that he hadn't had the chance to suckle her fat, sensitive clit and taste the pungent cream that lubricated the walls of her pussy.


When she could take no more of his delightful attention, she sank to her knees, letting the water wash over her. He bent over her, leaning around until their mouths met is a tender kiss.


"Thank you," she whispered, "thank you." She leaned her head back against his broad shoulder.


He turned and, equally quietly told her, "Any time, Lin. Anytime." He felt rather smug that he had given her so much pleasure and helped her come so hard.


They stayed like that for several more minutes, his arms wrapped around her, feeling the soft rise and fall of her chest as her breath returned to normal, nuzzling her buns with his erection in a relaxed and undemanding way. Finally, the water began to run cool and Linda suggested they get out and dry off.


They made a game of toweling each other off, being careful not to rub too roughly on sensitive spots.


Later, after he had laid a fire, they made love by moon- and firelight and she taught him another way to please her. She in turn delighted him with her tight, slick canal bouncing up and down his aching dick as she straddled her lover. He reflexively matched her motion, seeking the release that he now needed so badly.


He was mesmerized by the way the firelight turned her golden pubic hair almost flaming red, and glistened off the beads of sweat forming on their skin. When she reached behind herself to fondle his balls, he came in convulsive spurts that seemed to fill her up and caused her walls to contract involuntarily around his swollen shaft. They both enjoyed that. A lot. He bucked and thrust as he came and she loved the feeling. She also loved to hear the feral noises he made when such an intense orgasm seized him. She nearly came herself from his thrashing against her engorged clitoris but she knew that getting the rest of the way would take too much out of her now, after that incredible climax in the shower.


After, she had softly sucked him clean, relishing the taste of her cunt juices mixed with his semen. This attention as he was immersed in the afterglow of orgasm only added to his satisfaction and relaxation. Soon, she pulled the old quilt over them and fell asleep beside him while he watched the orange flames dancing among to logs in the fireplace. At last, he too fell asleep, deeply, until dawn came through the plate glass windows that comprised the front wall of the cabin.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Little Oral Erin


As I opened the door I could hear the haunting voice of Sarah Brightman singing 'All I ask of you' from the Phantom Of The Opera. I knew it was going to be a great evening! Erin likes to set the mood with music and candlelight. Sure enough, as I rounded the corner into the living room, there she was, kneeling on the floor wearing nothing but a black, lacy bra encasing her generous young breasts and matching panties, barely hiding her meaty, already damp, pussy She turns her head to look and her face lights up as she sees me smiling down at her.. Erin is 20 years old. I am over 60, but we seem to be quite compatible.. We like the same music, movies, and foods. And other forms of entertainment


Erin is such a joy to have around. She is tall, a tad chubby by American standards (but I like my women to have a little substance!), young, enthusiastic, very pretty, with curly red hair that falls in ringlets about her face. Best of all, she adores me! Almost as much as I adore her! She tells me how good I make her feel, especially when she stands naked in front of me. She can see the love and lust in my eyes as I look her up and down, smiling slightly as my gaze rests upon her breasts, her mons, her face.


I tell her how lovely she looks and she blushes. I love making her blush, watching as her skin flushes, starting at her cheeks, running down her neck, spreading across her freckled chest and shoulders. From there I never know where it goes. My gaze always stops at her nipples. Her luscious nipples! Those pointy little pink buds that stick out from her creamy round breasts, just aching to be sucked.


She is so wise for a young woman, so innocent looking, yet so wicked and wanton. She knows just how to get me to do the things she wants, especially in bed. Just this morning, as I was walking out the door, she bounded up to me, her breasts bobbing, kissed me deeply on the lips, wishing me a good day. Before I could turn to go, she dipped two fingers into her pussy and smeared the fragrant juices onto my upper lip and nose. "Think about me." she said sweetly, "All day!"


And I did! I should have known she was up to something! "And what does my little vixen want?" I asked, dropping my briefcase and stepping up to her, my waist at the level of her head.


"You!" she whispered, unbuckling my belt and fishing my semi-hard cock from inside my pants. She smiled at the sight of the bulbous dusky pink head as it emerged from my trousers.


"What! Don't I get a peck on the cheek and a 'How was your day, dear?'" I teased as she gently pulled on my manhood, stroking it to full hardness.


Teasing me back, she replied, "I don't care how your day was. I'm only concerned with how your night is going to be!" She smiled up at me, then at my cock, leaning in and planting a wet, sloppy kiss on the head. "Did you have a tough day at work, sweety" she said, mockingly at my now fully erect manhood.


Looking back up into my eyes, she tells me to get comfy, have a seat in my leather easy chair, while she pours us some wine.


Having a good idea whats coming next, I doff my shoes, pants and boxers and take a seat. I jump a bit as the coolness of the leather reaches my balls as I sink into the overstuffed chair.


Erin returns with two glasses of white wine, her signal that that she wants to play with my cum before I get to play with her cunt. White wine means we eat, red means we fuck. She leans over, her breasts threatening to spill out of her bra. Seeing me look at the orbs, she shakes her shoulders, making her tits jiggle and roll. I smile at the show, thinking of how nice it would be to have my head between those warm, creamy, soft breasts.


"I know what you're thinking!" she says softly, "And it will have to wait! I need my protein!" Dropping again to her knees, she parts my legs, lifts my prick and buries her face in the crinkled skin of my scrotum. Inhaling the days sweat, she starts licking and moaning.


"Don't you want me to shower first?" I ask, scrunching down in the chair to give her better access.


"Unh Unh" she moans as she pops my left testicle into her mouth, rolling it around gently, massaging it with her tongue. The warmth of her mouth makes my cock twitch. She lets the little egg slide from her mouth, then slips the other one in, sucking gently.


"Oh God!" I moan softly, watching her as she washes my balls. Letting the orb go she slowly licks her way up the underside of my shaft. She is in no hurry. She knows exactly what she wants. And how she's going to get it! This whole evening is planned, so I just go with it. She will pleasure herself by pleasuring me. I, in turn will pleasure myself by pleasuring her.


She tickles the sensitive spot just under the crown of my cock with the tip of her tongue. It makes me squirm with pleasure. She sees this and continues, swirling her tongue all around my helmet. She squeezes my shaft, forcing a droplet of pre-cum to form at my slit. Smiling at her success, she purses her lips, taking the head and smearing the clear liquid gift that she has coaxed from me all over her lips, like lip gloss.


"Mmmmm!" she says, licking her lips, "I love the taste of your cock!" Ovalling her shiny lips, she envelopes the head, while teasing the slit with the tip of her tongue.


"And you look so damned sexy, sucking on it, girl" I reply, looking down at her through half closed eyes.


Her eyes brighten at the compliment and she engulf as much of me as she can without gagging, as a thank you for what I said. I resist the temptation to grab her head and fuck her face, although I'm sure she wouldn't mind it. Tonight is for her enjoyment.


She bobs up and down, slurping and drooling on my prick. I can feel my cockhead bump the back of her throat with each thrust.. My hips start to move in time with her head. My hands have an iron grip on the arms of the leather chair. I just can't help it. Her lips and tongue feel like velvet on my cock. I moan again!


She senses that I am close and pulls off. I open my eyes and look at her face. Silently, they plead for her to continue, to finish me, empty me.


"Patience!" she whispers "patience!" and she kisses her way down the shaft toward the balls that she denuded of hair yesterday. I had asked her why and she had told me that she didn't want any short and curlies to get in the way of our enjoyment.


Hefting them with her hand, she kisses each, licks all around, then pops them into her mouth again, still gently stroking my cock from base to head and back again. Gently sucking, she rolls the delicate organs around her mouth, careful that her teeth do no harm. Letting go, she slides up the shaft, like she's playing a harmonica, humming as she does so.


It's then that I notice she has unclasped her bra, and, shrugging her shoulders, frees her breasts from their lacy prison. Straightening up, she surrounds my spit soaked member with her glorious tits, sliding me up and down in the valley of her cleavage.. As my head emerges from between her breasts, she extends her tongueswiping it along the pre-cum oozing slit.


"Mmmmm! God, I love it when you do that" I groan as my hips thrust up and downward.


Between licks, she says, " I know ....That's why I do it ...cuz you love it."


Dropping her hands from her breasts, she frees my manhood, but only for a moment. Cupping my balls, she devours the head of my cock again. She is sucking harder now, taking me deeper, grazing my shaft with her teeth. My eyes close, but only for a moment. "Ohhhh fuck" I gruffly whisper, giving in to the need.


Unseen by me she has slipped a hand into the black panties, sinking two fingers into her wetness while continuing to feast on me. She groans almost constantly now. Her way of letting me know that it is time. My balls are soaked with drool, her head moving faster, bobbing up and down, her tongue caressing my crown.


I reach down with both hands, feeling her nipples against my palms, gently kneading the soft globes with the hard pebbled tips.


The fingers on the hand hefting my scrotum extend, teasing the sensitive skin behind. Extending further, her middle finger slips into my ass, wiggling, massaging.


That triggers my orgasm. Grunting, I lift my hips, feeding her all of me. Feeling my helmet bump the back of her throat. Involuntarily grasping at her nipples, pinching , pulling,. Feeling the rush of sperm as it courses its way from my balls up my shaft. My cock erupts, pumping warm liquid, spurting onto her tongue. Feeling her throat open and close as she swallows my gift.


The intensity subsides, as does my hardness. But that does not stop her. She continues to suck, to lick, wanting every last drop of my essence in her mouth. I'm on sensory overload, but grit my teeth until she is done.


She lifts off the flaccid tool, sits back on her haunches, turns her head slightly to the right, and smiles. With the smile opening her lips slightly, she lets a dribble of cum escape down her chin, stretching across the void between her face and her breast. Looking down to check her aim, she sees that she is right on. The drip of sperm hit the upper slope of her right breast and drizzled down to the raised flesh of her nipple. Dripped off, hung in the air for a moment and landed on her thigh


"Did you want something to eat?" she asked as she rose to kiss me and sip her wine.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Office Visitor


"Alex, you're 11 o'clock is here," his secretary called over the speaker of his phone. Alex raised his chair up from its current leaned back position and rubbed his eyes. He had been in meetings for the last three days and was so tired, that he had apparently forgotten this appointment. The chair settled to its position with a little thump and his eyes focused on his appointment book. He didn't have an 11 o'clock appointment.


"I don't have an 11 o'clock appointment," he retorted into his phone to the next room where his scatter brained secretary and his mystery visitor waited.


"She seems determined that you do," Alice had picked up the phone and was whispering into it now much to the amusement of the mystery guest who could still very much hear everything that she said. "She says she is from the region office and that this was scheduled months ago."


Alex wiped at his eyes again. "There isn't a region off...." he sighed, this would get him nowhere, "Ok, fine, send her in."


He could hear Alice rounding up his visitor. "Miss, he's right in here," he made out through the doorway but could not make out the rest. Another voice, deeper smoother replied to Alice.


Alice was the nicest old lady you would ever meet, but not the best at organization skills. Alex tried not to roll his eyes thinking that this was some sort of confusion on her behalf and that he would smile at the visitor and redirect her to the right building.


The door opened, Alice shuffled in with long legs following behind her. Alice smiled, and as his eyes moved up to take in the rest of his visitor his breath stopped.


"This is Mrs. Snow from the Region Office here for her interview," Alice shuffled her visitor in and towards the pair of oversized leather chairs that sat opposite of his desk.


Mrs. Snow sat down, smoothing her skirt as she settled into the chair. It was a very short skirt to wear as part of a business suit. The jacket of her suit was almost as long as the skirt. Her long legs crossed in front of her, and she bit her full bottom lip to hide a smile as Alex gawked at her.


Fortunately for Alex, Alice was too busy chatting about the new guest who apparently had made quite an impression on her to notice. She was busying herself around the desk with his scattered paperwork as he drank in the rest of his guest. Dark hair pulled up in a clip, white crisp shirt under a black form fitting suit, little silver glasses over huge blue eyes, red full lips moist now from nibbling, and a dimple in the cheek; all of this he took in within a second and his chest leaped.


"Thank you Alice, hold my calls until after lunch," Alex stood up from his desk and ushered his assistant out the door. This was slightly awkward due to the beginning bulge inside his khakis. Alice, still chatting happily about the sweet Mrs. Snow, went along as guided until she was out the door, and Alex locked it as it closed.


He pressed himself to the door, the silence becoming its own noise as he looked at his guest. She was leaning over the arm of the large chair smiled brightly at him, those eyes full of mischief.


"Hello Jess."


He couldn't believe she was there, and could not fathom how this was happening. He walked around to his desk afraid if he got near her she would disappear. "How did you get here?"


Jess smiled at him and unrolled from the chair moving to sit on the arm of it instead, and giving him an even better look at those legs. "I have my ways. Are you surprised?"


"Well yeah!" he blurted out then cleared his throat. "It's a good one."


Jess watched his face. He was turning a shade of red that almost matched the color of the chair she was sitting on. Just seeing him made her insides tremble. She tried to stay in control of herself so she could do what she had come to do. Slowly she undid the jacket, letting it slide down into the chair revealing a very tight white blouse pulled especially tight across her large breasts. He loved those breasts.


She stood up and began undoing the first two buttons of the shirt, "frequent flyer miles," she winked at him and came around the desk.


When she reached him, she used her leg to turn him to face her in his swivel chair. He was still frozen in surprise. Taking her knee, she pushed between his legs to open his wide enough for her to step between.


His hands slowly moved up her legs to rest on her hips. She was a lot taller than usual in the heels. He looked up at her, enjoying the view as the glasses slipped off and she undid her hair letting it fall in loose curls. His hands tightened.


She leaned into him, letting her breasts bump his nose then tilted his head up to see her face. "Is this a bad time?"


Alex grabbed her with both hands and pulled her to him as he stood up. His mouth found hers and began kissing her hard, passionately, licking at her lips until she opened for him and he began to suck on her tongue. His hands scooped under her ass and pressed her into his desk; random items falling down or off into the floor. A hand going to her breast, then again to her thigh, he was trying to take her all in at once. His mouth moved to begin kissing her neck, and she leaned back to undo her shirt while wrapping her legs around his hips, her heels catching on the chair to keep her there.


He kissed every area exposed by her as she undid the blouse until the shirt was pushed back exposing the lacy bra that held her breasts. He began to lick at her hard nipples and she pushed him back.


"Wait," she was breathing hard. Her mouth was swollen and lipstick smeared by him. He liked to see her this way. To know that it was his doing for her disheveled state. "Wait," she said again more in control and she pushed him down in the chair.


Alex did as he was told and watched her. He didn't know how much control he could keep over himself as she stood up between his legs again.


She slipped the blouse off and threw it on the chairs. Next she leaned down to Alex and put her hands on his knees, running them up to his thighs. Her eyes were dark with passion and she kissed him slowly, making him keep the same pace as her. She began to slide her body down the length of him until she was on her knees almost under his desk in front of him.


"Wait," she smiled a half smile and rested her chin on his stomach looking up at him, as her hands began to rub his arousal inside his pants. "I want to do this for you." She leaned back to undo his pants, and let her hands reach inside.


In a trance of amazement, Alex moved to help her take down his pants. She kept a hand on him at all times, moving up and down firm and slowly stroking him harder. He watched as she added her other hand to the first, moving them in opposite directions and up and down at the same time. The sensation was amazing, and he moved down in the chair to allow her better access.


Jess smiled at him, and slid her thumb across the head of him where a dot of precum had formed. She smoothed the fluid around the head of his penis then flicked her tongue across the tip.


Alex shut his eyes in response and arched back, "God Jess," he whispered with his hands digging into the arms of the chair and her mouth coming down to take in the length of him.


Her mouth was warm and wet. She began moving her lips up and down his shaft to match her hands. Each time a little more wet, each time a little further down. She used her tongue to trace the veins on the underside of his cock as she continued this motion.


Alex's knuckles turned white from gripping the chair trying not to make noise. Then his mind relaxed to the sensation, and his hands moved to touch her face and watch her give him pleasure with those beautiful full lips.


His hands encouraged her and she began to suck harder as she moved. She had moved her hands until she was able to take in almost the entire length of him into her mouth, the tip of him rubbing the back of her throat as she went down and up over and over again.


When his shaft was very wet, she replaced her mouth with her hands, moving them faster, and kissing the thumb he was using to rub her cheek. She smiled at him, "just relax," she whispered before taking him into her mouth again. This time she used her tongue to press at the little hole still leaking precum before taking the head into her mouth again and beginning her motions.


The feeling was amazing. Warm and full of surprise pleasures, Alex put his hands in her hair and followed the rhythm of her head.


With a little popping noise of her mouth leaving his cock, she looked up at him and placed one hand on his hand in her hair urging him to guide her head. She bent back down to take him in, and he began setting his own pace with his hands in her hair.


His hands held her hair tightly, pressing her face closer to his cock then pulling back. The sensation of guiding her made him almost lose control long before he wanted to do so. He set a pace faster than she was originally doing, and she took him in more, and sucked harder with each thrust. She liked having him in control of her and was loving being able to give him this pleasure.


Tension built and all Alex could think about was being inside of her. His hands slowed in her hair as he tried to gain some control. "Jess, "he ground out as she pulled away from his cock and began to lick at his balls. "Jess," he said more urgently, pulling her face back.


She stopped and stared at him for a moment. Her body was trembling with wanting him. She loved giving this to him, but the look on his face told her that what he wanted was what she was needed right then.


Slowly she stood up and took a step back from him. While he watched she reached under her skirt and slid down her panties, tucking them inside his shirt pocket after they were removed. He took them out and inhaled her scent as she grabbed his hand and pulled him to one of the large leather chairs and motioned for him to sit down.


Once he was sitting, she turned her back to him, and bent down exposing large round ass cheeks peeking from the material of the skirt. She began lifting up her skirt and moving back to sit in his lap at the same time. Alex slid down in the chair as she straddled his legs and using the arms of the chair lowered her body onto his waiting hardness.


She was so wet he slid in easy, but so aroused that she gripped him hard immediately inside of her and held in a moan as she began to ride him backwards in the chair. Her ass grinding down on him, she could feel the hair on his stomach tickle her cheeks.


He opened his legs, making her legs open further, and putting the weight of her on his thighs as she moved faster up and down on his cock. She leaned back, her arms flexing with keeping the rhythm and Alex moved a hand forward to rub against her clit as she rode him this way.


She almost cried out, pressing her lips tightly together to keep from making noises that he was inspiring in her. He was so large, that just taking him in would almost make her cum. Now his hand was rubbing against her throbbing nub, and she ground herself harder against him in response moving her body in little circles at the hips to enjoy the sensation of him even more.


Alex began using his legs, opening and closing them a little to increase or slow her rhythm until they were lost in trying to gain pleasure from the other. Alex felt his time coming and wrapped both hands around her hips trying to hold her into him even more.


With the tension building, he felt a need to take control of the situation, and he moved her to where she was standing again, as he followed close behind. Rough hands guided her down onto the desk, bending her over the polished wood top. The heels made her legs muscles arch as he slid the skirt up her ass and leaned down to bite her inner thigh.


His hand moved to slide fingers inside of her as he held her face down on the desk. He moved his fingers in and out of her fast and hard as he kissed her ass cheeks, and nipped at the flesh on the underside between cheek and thighs. When he could hear her building up to climax, he pulled her back and quickly thrust inside of her.


His cock slid in easy and his balls slapped her ass as he fucked her hard into the desk. Her hand was over her mouth holding in screams while his hands pulled at her hips giving him better access. Leaning in, he thrust into her hard a few last times, the items on his desk shaking as he came deep inside of her.


He held himself there for a moment, admiring her ass and getting himself under control. He pulled back and brought her down into his lap as he collapsed into the chair. She curled up into his arms and kissed him as their breathing slowed. He looked into her eyes and mouth "wow" at her and smiled.


A light knock on the door from Alice, "Is everything okay? I'm going to lunch. I heard noises."


Jess smiled at Alex and buried her face into his neck. He held her there, happier than he had been in a very long time. "Everything is fine Alice, why don't you take off early today. I think I might just do that too." He looked at Jess still in bra and rolled up skirt. "There are some things," he said just for her hearing, "that I need to take care of today."


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Benefits of Being Average


"Mmmm...you know, sometimes I wish your cock wasn't quite so long and thick!"


Talk about your backhanded compliments!


I looked up at my beautiful wife Liz, presently astride my hips, the cock in question buried lovingly in its favourite place. As our breathing slowly worked its way back to normal and our toes began to uncurl and relax, I rolled us over onto our sides and held her close.


"Sorry about that honey, it's not exactly something I have control over."


Liz chuckled, "I know baby, and trust me, I wouldn't want it any other way, it's just sometimes I miss.....you know."


I did know.


Now, don't the wrong idea here – yes, old Rex was bigger than most, but we're not talking mutant cock here; maybe a titch under 9 inches and thick with a head to match. I've never made a big deal of it like some guys; after all, it's not like I did anything to get it – just a lucky sperm I guess. I'm more proud of the fact that, at 47, I've lost 35 pounds, added a good chunk of muscle to my frame and can fit into the size 36 jeans I wore back in college. That took work and lots of it.


However, in the 18 years that Liz and I have been together, there's been one thing that I haven't been able to do for her in bed; something she really enjoyed before we met.


A nice, hard ass pounding.


We have done anal a few times, with varying degrees of success, but because of my size it's never been what Liz really wants. I can tell by her body language and her reactions when we are doing it, that it's pretty uncomfortable. And we've tried everything; toys to loosen her up, massage to relax her, EVERY kind of lube on the planet. Hell, if someone saw our "Toy box" they would think that we were lube testers, there must be a dozen different bottles in there. As I said, we can do it; it's just that Liz really craves getting pounded nice and hard – the kind of fucking that leaves you vaguely sore the next day. Unfortunately, all we can manage is a slow, tentative coupling that leaves her more than vaguely sore and frustrated, so we haven't tried it for a long time, but I knew it was something that she missed.


I thought long and hard (pun intended) about our predicament and all of my ideas led me down the same path.


Enter Peter


Peter Jarvis was a guy that we both knew from our health club. There was a fairly large, (20-25 people or so) loose group that had been at the club for quite a while and knew each other well enough to socialize. There were married couples, dating couples, single men, single women, straight, gay, younger, older – you get the picture; very diverse and very informal. Once or twice a year someone in the group would invite everyone over for a party – sometimes a special anniversary; sometimes a holiday. It was all very casual and relaxed which is why we enjoy the group (and the club) so much.


Peter fell into the single, straight guy category in our group. He was late 30's, had never married and, according to him, had never come all that close. The married women in the group were forever trying to fix him up with their sisters or co-workers and the single women in the group usually made it pretty clear that they would be interested in more than a friendship with him. I always admired Pete because he really seemed to have a sense of self. I recall him telling me that while he completely believed in marriage, he just couldn't see himself walking down the aisle. He enjoyed his freedom too much and readily admitted that he was too selfish with his time to get tied down. Pete had dated several of the women in the group (and let some of the wives set him up) and it always amazed me that when the relationships ended he and his former partner remained good friends – there was never any animosity.


So, with my guts churning, I dialled Peter's cell number from work, asked him if he could meet me for a beer at a local pub and left my last call that day and headed for the pub wondering what the hell I was thinking.


The churning didn't get any better when I spotted him in the corner booth, a sleeve of Tennant's in hand and one on the other side of the table, waiting for me. I'm sure he was curious why I called; we were good friends and all, but I can't recall ever meeting with him away from the club save for group parties.


"Hey Liam, how's it going my friend?" Peter greeted me with a warm handshake. "I took the great liberty of having them pull a Tennant's for you – I hope you don't mind!" he said with an exaggerated smile.


"Man, you were taking a HUGE risk there, buddy! The last time I drank one of these, it must have been, oh god, like at least 16 hours ago! I'm sure I can manage," I said with a wink and a tip of my glass – "Cheers!"


"Thanks for meeting me, Pete – I didn't know what your schedule was like", I started.


"No problem, you caught me on a fairly light day," he replied, "I have to admit though, I was a bit surprised that you weren't calling me to set up a squash rematch."


I chuckled, "Well, we can certainly do that too, but I wanted to talk to you about something else."


"Of course, what's up – nothing wrong I hope?"


"No, not at all."


God, it felt as if I had just eaten a whole box of soda biscuits. My mouth was dry, my insides were shaking like crazy and I could barely look him in the face. I pushed on, "Eyes on the Prize" and all that.


I said to him, "I was wondering if you would like to spend an evening with Liz and I sometime soon?"


"Um, well sure Liam, I'd love to – Liz is a fantastic cook and I really enjoy your company."


I could tell he was kind of confused and why wouldn't he be. I could have asked him for dinner over the phone for Chrissakes!


"Ah, well, dinner would be part of it, but when I said spend the evening, I meant, "spend the evening." I could feel the colour draining from my face with every word I spoke.


Mercifully, Pete looked at me and forced me to be more clear. "Liam, you and I have known each other for a long time. I could take what you just said many ways but I don't want to make any assumptions so you are going to have to spell it out for me."


That was enough to clear my head and quit beating around the bush. I started, "You're right and I apologize. The thing is, I have zero complaints about mine and Liz's sex life, but there is one thing that she craves that I can't give her and I was hoping that you might be able to help us out."


"What's that?" Pete said, seemingly unfazed by my admission.


"Well, the truth is, whenever we do anal, it's really not all that comfortable for her and it was something she really enjoyed before we met, so I feel sometimes like I'm letting her down."


Pete smiled, "I have to admit, that while I don't make a habit of checking guys out, I've noticed you in the change room at the club and remembered thinking that you have probably left a few women sore in your day."


So far, this wasn't the disaster that I'd feared it might be. "I prefer to think that I left them satisfied, but yeah, I guess a few have had a bit of a hitch in their step the next morning. To be honest, I don't know what the big deal is, it's not like I had anything to do with it!"


"True," Pete replied," and I have to respect you for that. You are very modest in the change room, not like Tom Pickard – hell; he parades that thing around like a trophy! But, you didn't call me so we could talk about your junk did we? Tell me exactly what you had in mind for Liz."


Again, I gulped and summoned up all my courage. "Well, as I said, she's told me that before we met she really enjoyed anal sex – and liked it best when it was hard and a bit on the rough side."


Then it hit me. Here I was giving some of the most intimate details of my life to a guy that could easily just laugh at me or worse, broadcast it among my social circle. I immediately stopped and Peter must have seen the panicked look on my face.


"Liam, buddy, I want you to know that this conversation goes no further than the two of us – I hope you know that. I have never been one to gossip or kiss and tell and I'm not about to start."


I thought back to the many times I had heard guys in the locker room trying to get Pete to talk about a girl within our group that he was dating. He would always smile and politely, but clearly say that it was none of their business. He would maintain the same attitude even if the girl left the group and moved away – he seemed to be a consummate gentleman and it made my panic subside considerably.


"I know Pete, and I respect you for that. That's a good part of the reason that I thought of you when this idea kept popping into my head."


"Oh, what were there other reasons?"


"Well, first, you are single. I have no desire to bring another couple or a married man into this. Second, Liz really likes you and I'm sure if I can ever get her to agree to this, she would feel comfortable around you and third; like you, while I don't go around checking out others guys' junk, when I've seen you, I think that you would allow Liz to enjoy herself and not be uncomfortable."


Pete laughed, "Thanks...I think! But wait a minute, are you telling me that Liz doesn't know that we are talking?


I replied, "No, because you were the only guy that I would consider, I figured that if you weren't interested, it would be a non-starter and I wouldn't even broach the subject with her. If you are interested, then I would figure out a way to approach her and go from there."


I looked him the face and said, "Well, what do you think – you interested?"


Pete smiled and replied, "A guy wants me to have sex with his beautiful wife – anal sex no less – I'd be crazy if I wasn't interested. Having said that, it's not quite that simple – mind if I ask you some questions and set some conditions before I commit?"


"Of course, I said, I would have misjudged you if you didn't."


"Well, first, how did you see this whole thing playing out? To be honest, I think that you should be there – I would feel weird being with Liz by myself."


"That's exactly my thinking as well and I think that she would feel better if I was there and she could see I was ok with it all."


"Cool, second, I think that we should go somewhere very anonymous – like at least a couple of hours away so no-one accidently catches us walking into a hotel together."


"Well, two for two – I was thinking somewhere in Collingwood – there are lots of hotels and resorts up there that are very private – how's that sound."


"Fine by me, but most importantly, I really need to get a comfort level that this tryst of ours will stay completely between the three of us. I work very hard at being a gentleman, with a good reputation and I don't want that to be ruined because of a drunken, boozy slip of the tongue at this year's Christmas party."


I looked at Pete incredulously, "Jesus man, get out of my head! I'm in the same boat – that's the last thing I would want to come out. Liz and I are very private about our lives and we don't like people knowing our business. Pete, you know that there are no guarantees in life, but I can tell you that keeping this between us three is just as important to Liz and me as it is to you."


"Ok, fair enough. Liam, this conversation would not have gotten even this far if I didn't believe what you just said. I've always admired how you and Liz completely respect each other and never air your dirty laundry among the group like some of the others do. So...let's say I say yes – what happens next?"


"Well", I replied, "My idea is to bring it up to Liz and see what she thinks. Knowing her she will either kill me or kiss me – there won't be an in-between – and then I can call you and let you know either way."


"However you want to do it is fine – for my part I can tell you this. Until I hear something from you, you won't hear anything from me. This conversation never happened – fair enough?"


"Sure – sounds good." Then it hit me. "Does this mean that you are saying yes?"


Pete smiled, "Give it some thought man – if you weren't married to Liz and her husband gave you a chance to take her ass – what you say! Seriously, in a twisted way, I really admire that what you are willing to do to make your wife happy. I'm only happy I might be able to help out. Now, I gotta go – I have a date."


We shook hands and Pete left – hell, the bastard even paid for my beer! I sat there and finished my beer and attempted to digest what I'd just done. At the end of the day, I really hadn't done anything; I really trusted Pete when he said that the conversation never happened unless I took it further. Now all I had to do was figure out how I was going to talk to Liz about this. One thing I knew for sure – I had gone this far today so it was now or never.


I took my last swallow of Tennant's and headed home for what I'm sure was going to be a very interesting conversation.


Emma was thankfully at a friend's working on homework when I arrived so all the false courage I had screwed together on my way home wouldn't go wasted. I was determined to see if this was going to work or end today – otherwise it would be in the back of my mind every waking minute until I did.


"Hey babe," I said to Liz when I found her in the kitchen preparing dinner. "How was the battle today?"


"Better now that I can spend the rest of the day with you, my love", she replied. "How was your day?"


"Well, it was pretty normal until the very end." With that, Liz turned to me and with a raised eyebrow said, "Oh? Do tell."


I walked over to the stove and turned off the elements and looked at my loving wife and said, "I have something I really need to talk to you about, right now, but I need two things from you before I start. First, I need you to know that nothing is wrong – everything is perfectly fine and second, you need to let me completely finish before you start talking – can you do that for me?"


Liz looked concerned, "Um, ok, I guess..but I have to tell you, with a start like that you are making it hard for me to believe that there is nothing wrong."


"Baby, believe me there isn't, but you are going to have to patient. What I have to talk to you about isn't exactly easy for me. Please just trust me."


"Of course I do my love. Whatever this is I can tell it's not easy for you – so you have my undivided attention." Liz took my hand and took me into the living room where we could sit and talk.


I started, "It's really, really important that you let me finish without interrupting me – and believe me – you will want to. When I'm done if you want to yell, talk, laugh, whatever, fill your boots, but please don't say anything until I'm done."


I swear this next part came out without me taking a breath – it was like some stream-of-consciousness thing but at least it came out and I said everything I wanted to say. I continued, "Look, I know that you would never, ever complain about something like this, but I know that deep down if you were going to be completely honest with me, you miss not being able to have really good anal sex."


As I said this, her mouth popped open as if to speak but she remembered what I said and let me continue.


"We both know that I can't make my dick any smaller and we both know that that's the one thing that makes it tough for you. I know that you aren't comfortable when we try and I know that I've tried EVERYTHING to make it better, but unless we try something different, it ain't going to happen. You may think it's stupid, but I've given this whole situation a lot of thought and came to one conclusion – the only way you are going to be able to scratch that itch is for us to have someone else come in and do what I can't do."


This time, the eyebrows popped up and her mouth opened but she was able to suppress the urge to interrupt.


"Trust me, it's not something that thrills me, but what is more important to me than anything else in the world is making you happy and this is one area I can't do that by myself. So..after a lot of thought I settled on the perfect person to assist me in making you happy so today I called him and met Pete Jarvis for a beer after work and asked if he would consider spending a night with us."


With that, the eyebrows popped, the mouth opened and her hand raised as if she was about to say something. It killed her, but she let me continue.


I smiled, "I'm almost done, so hang in there. Pete and I had a very frank discussion and he is as concerned about his privacy and reputation as we are. Also, I think that you know and trust me enough to know that I would never approach you with this unless I truly believed it would be a good thing. Pete has agreed to join us, but only if you are completely in agreement and neither you nor I will ever hear a thing about it again from him unless we bring it up. "


"Now, the last thing before I finish and let you have at it. I want you to know that this whole thing was initiated by me – not Pete. I know that this is way out of the norm for either of us – believe me I know. And finally, whatever you decide, it will not change the fact either way that I love you with every piece of my heart and it won't change one bit how I feel about you. The ball is totally in your court; if you want to continue, fine; if not, it stops here and I will never bring it up again."


I finally exhaled, "There, I'm done now; and I really appreciate you letting me finish. I know it killed you. Have at me!"


I seriously had no idea how she was going to react and for once I honestly could not read her expression. I'll admit that when she quickly stood up and came towards me, I wasn't completely sure she wasn't going to slap my face.


Then, she surprised me.


She threw herself on my lap, took my face between her hands and gave me the sweetest, most wonderful kiss I could have imagined. Of all the things I could come up with, this was definitely not one of them.


Liz looked me straight in the eye," You crazy, silly, wonderful man. I can never believe how much my happiness means to you. My god, to be willing to do this, I can't tell you what this means to me!"


"Honey," I said, "Your happiness is always important to me. Like I said, it frustrates me that I can't give you this and I know that you miss it – don't tell me you don't – so I just figured that would be the only way around it."


"I can't deny that sometimes I do miss it, but baby, it was certainly not a problem. But tell me, why do you think Peter is the right guy?"


"Well, like I said, he's a gentleman, I truly believe he can be trusted to keep it between the three of us and from the observations I've made, he would "fit" the bill nicely."


The last comment brought a smile from Liz. "Oh honey," she said, "You fit me nicely!"


"I know, but not in one spot. Listen, I know that I dropped this into your lap and I would bet that your head is spinning right now. Take all the time to think about it that you need."


"God, it does sound so naughty and so perfect and Pete really is a nice man."


Being the salesman I am, I know a "buying signal" when I hear one, so I decided to go for the close. "Does that mean you want to do this?"


"No, it means that I am going to give it some serious thought over the next little while. It also means one other thing."


"What's that?"


"It means that all of this talk has me so fucking horny that you need to take me upstairs and fuck me right now!"


I didn't need to be told twice.


I grabbed her hand and fairly dragged my beautiful wife up the stairs and into our bedroom. It had been many years since we had been this turned on and in this much of a hurry to rip our clothes off and get into bed. As soon as we were naked, Liz pushed me onto our bed, promptly climbed on top of me and without delay buried my cock inside her.


The simultaneous "Ahhhh's" that came from both of us soon gave way to serious fucking. Liz put her hands on my chest., grabbed a handful of hair and flesh and started bouncing on Rex like there was no tomorrow. I reached under and grabbed her tits and roughly pinched and twisted her nipples, something she likes when she is on the edge of control.


"God DAMN I love your cock baby!" she cried. I decided to up the ante. I reached down and grabbed her juicy, beautiful ass and pulled her down hard onto my cock every time she descended on my shaft. Then I put my finger in my mouth, wet it and reached behind her and pushed it into her ass!


Her eyes flew open, her mouth followed suit. She said upright on my cock and finger and allowed me to bury my slick digit deep inside her tight hole.


"Imagine that's Pete's cock inside you," I hissed. "Does it feel good to have a cock in your ass baby?"


She almost looked possessed, "Oh, fuck yes!!!! Fuck me Pete, bury that cock in my ass and fuck me hard!" I honestly don't know if she was just playing along for my sake or was totally into imagining that Pete was there. All I know is that about 30 seconds after I started fingering her ass, her pussy went into full-on seizure as she came. Liz doesn't cum all the time when we have intercourse, but every time I feel her pussy spasming around Rex, I'm good for about two shoves and then I'm painting her insides – this time was no different. She was gushing, I was gushing, this was going to make one colossal wetspot – glad it was on her side!


A few minutes later after the endorphin rush subsided, we lay tangled together talking.


"So," Liz teased, "You've actually been checking out other guys' junk!"


I laughed, "No, just one guy's. As I said before, if Pete wasn't into it, I wasn't even going to mention it to you. I know that you are "ok" with us not doing anal sex, but I wasn't "ok" with you not being able to get what you wanted. Having said that, Pete was the one and only guy I felt comfortable with. So, I checked him out, discretely. "


"And?"


"Well, if soft is any indication, he is very average. If he would have been like me or if he would have been really small, I wouldn't have done anything because that would have defeated the purpose."


"Average, eh? Well, sometimes average is ok. I also understand why you are ok with him. In all the years we've known him, he's always been a complete gentleman – no gutter jokes, no innuendo and you never hear him talk about the girls he dates."


"Exactly, that's why I figured he was the one and only choice."


"And he's into it?"


"Baby, you don't know how desirable and hot you are. Any man would jump at the opportunity that I presented Pete."


Liz blushed," You say that all the time – thank you babe – you always make me feel so special."


"Well, take all the time to think about it you need – I won't bug you about it – I know better!"


"Eighteen years of putting up with me will do that to a guy!"


And I was true to my word. It KILLED me to not ask her about it every day, but I didn't. I knew she needed time to process it and think about it and after a few days it wasn't in my every waking thought. Pete, too, was good as his word. He never said anything at the gym, even when we were alone in the locker room or walking out to the parking lot. In fact, I laughed to myself thinking it was as if it never happened.


Liz, Emma and I text each other quite frequently – "Can you pick me up?" "Can you pick up milk?" "Be home in an hour" – that type of thing. So, when my phone buzzed with a text from Liz I wasn't surprised, but when I read it, I was puzzled.


"Let's go for it."


Being the idiotic, slow man that I am, I had no idea what she meant, so my reply was "????"


A few minutes later came her reply. "Don't ANALyze it so much, figure it out Mr. ABOVE average!"


Immediately my heart started racing and my mouth went dry (or started to water – not sure which!) I immediately dialled her number, but being the nasty women she can be, she didn't answer – just to make me crazy. I had to call someone, so I dialled Peter praying to God that he would answer. I had to talk to someone about this!


"Hey Liam, what's up?" he answered, obviously seeing my name on call display.


"We're on!" I blurted


Pete chuckled, "I was wondering how long Liz could wait to tell you – I bet her no more than 2 days – she didn't last 18 hours!"


"Wha...wait....you knew already?"


"Yes, buddy, I knew last night when we were playing squash. Liz and I had a coffee yesterday morning and a very good talk. I think she just needed to get a couple of things straight in her head and after she said we were on, but that she was going to make you wait a while. The fact that I won the bet means I get to pick the restaurant in Collingwood. To be honest, I think it was also a bit of test for me to see if I would say anything to you last night, which, I'm sure you will report to Liz that I was true to my word."


"Well, it would only be the truth. God, this is surreal. What happens now?"


I would suggest we pick a date fairly soon. We don't want buyer's remorse setting in do we?"


I chuckled, "Hell, if I know Liz, there won't be any of that. What's your schedule like coming up?"


Ten days later on a beautiful spring Saturday evening the three of us met at a great (and expensive – thanks Pete!) restaurant in the village in Collingwood. To the gym group Pete was at a conference for business and Liz and I were visiting her folks for the weekend – Emma happily ensconced at her friend's for a sleepover. I was nervous as hell, Pete seemed ok, maybe a little amped-up and Liz was completely relaxed and serene. I shouldn't have been surprised. Liz is one of those people that take awhile to come to a major decision. She will fret and stew and roll it over in her head, do her "due diligence" and think non-stop. But, once she makes up her mind, there is absolutely no looking back – it's full steam ahead. She was dressed in such a typical "Liz" way. Her blouse was snug, but not tight, with just enough of a hint of her heavenly cleavage that you were tempted to try to sneak a peak. Her black pants clung to her strong, shapely thighs and nice, big firm butt – earned by thousands and thousands of lunges up and down the corridors of the gym. And, in her typical "less is more" way, she had applied a minimal amount of makeup and had was wearing just enough Ralph Lauren "Blue" to make you want to bury your nose in her decolletage.


We were all very mindful of what we were eating. Nothing too heavy that would cause drowsiness; and not too much wine to dull the senses. We talked about everything and talked about nothing. Pete sat on one side of the booth with Liz and I opposite him. I even began to relax a bit until our desserts were nearing completion, when the reason we were here came flooding back into my consciousness.


Then Liz said, "Well, I guess we should get the cheque and go, we have a very busy evening ahead of us," her eyes gleaming. My racing mind was temporarily detoured when we got the bill. "Holy shit!" I quietly exclaimed, clapping Pete good-naturedly on the back. "Remind me never to lose a bet to you!"


Just then Liz said, "Oh, I think Peter deserves it, seeing what he is providing for us tonight."


I couldn't have agreed more.


I had booked us into a great resort in the area and was lucky enough to be able to get one of their private cottages that was completely away from the main building. It was right on the water with a gorgeous view of Georgian Bay and was very, very secluded. Liz and I had checked-in and taken our things to the room just before we went to the restaurant and as we headed to the cars after I dropped a mortgage payment for dinner, Liz said to me, "Honey, I'm going to ride back to the cabin with Pete in case we get split up so he doesn't get lost." When I looked at her quizzically she just laughed and said, "Don't worry, you won't miss a thing."


To this day I couldn't tell you if I ran over anyone or anything driving the 10 kilometres back to the cabin, because I think that I spent the entire time looking in the rear-view. While I couldn't see anything for sure, based on Pete's death grip on the steering wheel, the absence of Liz's hands in view and the lump in his dress pants when we got out of the car, I might have missed something!


My thoughts were immediately brought back to the present when Pete opened the trunk of his car and lifted out his overnight bag and a portable massage table! Liz looked at me and smiled, "I'm liking this more and more all the time!"


Pete laughed, "I thought maybe this might be a welcome addition to the evening."


We opened the cabin and Pete whistled, "Whoa, guys, this is beautiful." And it was. Separate small kitchen and dining area, a living room with TV and huge picture window overlooking the water and a huge bedroom with a patio door leading to a deck over the bay. The bedroom was finished off with a wood-burning fireplace, huge king-size bed with duvet and a large ensuite bathroom. When we had checked in, we had started a fire and closed to glass doors and put candles out around the room, which Liz now was in the process of lighting. It was a beautiful spring night, but being early in the year and this close to the water, I was glad we had put on the fire. After all, we probably weren't going to have much in the way of clothing to keep us warm!


I had no idea how to start all of this, so I went into the kitchen and dug out the cheese and fruit-tray we had brought with us and carried it into the bedroom with two bottles of wine – a great Sancerre white from France and our favourite red – Marquis de Riscal Rioja from Spain. I noticed that Liz had put on our favourite "fucking music" CD into the player by the bed – John Coltrane and asked either if they wanted some wine – both agreed. I went off to get the corkscrew and three glasses and stopped in my tracks upon entering the room. Pete and Liz were slowly dancing to "Soul Eyes" from the CD. They were very close, but not hanging on each other – just two people enjoying the great music. I busied myself opening the wine and the food and after pouring us all a glass they came over to me, each took one and we clinked them together.


Pete was the first to speak, "A toast – to two wonderful people, two great friends and to the benefits of being average!" We all had a good laugh about this and I was noticing that my nervous energy was gradually dissipating. I attributed this to the fact that Liz seemed so calm and sure of herself. I figured is she was ok, I had no reason to be – hell it was my idea in the first place.


We made small talk for a bit, drank some wine and ate some of the fruit and cheese until Liz excused herself to use the bathroom. After she left, Pete said to me very quietly, "Are you still ok with all of this?" And I truly was – I simply smiled, nodded and put my hand on his shoulder and said, "It's all good my friend, it's all good."


Just then, Liz emerged from the bathroom and Pete and I damn near dropped our glasses. She had taken off all of her clothes and came into the room wearing a very sheer wrap. Underneath she was braless so her beautiful 36D tits were begging to be stared at and she was wearing a hot pink thong – fuck she looked sooo hot!


"Wow" was all Pete could say – I could manage less than that.


Liz smiled demurely, "Ever since I saw you brought a massage table I've been thinking about four strong, masculine hands on me and can't wait any longer. Pete, would you set up your table for us please?"


I was impressed by the table once it was up. Wide, solid and sturdy, unlike many others I'd seen. Pete positioned it so it was at the foot of the bed in the same orientation, so the head was facing the bed and the opposite end was facing the patio door overlooking the water. There was just enough room to comfortably move between the bed and the table. To finish it off, there was a sheepskin pad covered by a sheet – it all looked very professional.


"Wow, Pete," I said, "Are you a masseur on the side?"


He smiled, "No, but a former lady friend and I once took a course in massage and I bought this table then. I don't get to use it too much, but it comes in handy once in a while."


Then he said, "Well, Liz, your boytoys await your instructions!"


With just the slightest hint of modest self-consciousness, Liz removed her wrap and lay down on the table. When she was comfortable, she said, "I'd love you both to work on me, but I would be more comfortable if I wasn't the only one almost naked!"


It was at that precise moment I mentally patted myself on the back for all of the hard work I had put in at the gym in the past few months. While far from having a washboard stomach I had lost any hint of "droop", my chest was nicely defined and my arms and shoulders were getting good and thick – as was another part of me! Likewise, Pete had always kept himself in great shape; possessing the long, lean beach volleyball player body developed from doing just that. I was certainly bulkier than he was, but I wasn't feeling self-conscious or embarrassed at all. In fact, if anything I probably looked more masculine, at least in my opinion, since I had a newly "manscaped" hairy chest and arms while Pete was almost hairless.


Once we got down to our skivvies (both of us choosing boxer briefs) Liz looked at us and whistled, "Mmmm, look at all that manflesh! I am a very, very lucky girl! I can't wait to have these men looking after me!"


Pete then produced a small, insulated bag from his suitcase and opened it, revealing a bottle of massage oil. "I warmed it up before I left and put it in here so it would be just right for when we wanted to use it." With that, he went to one side of Liz, I to the other. He squirted some of the oil on his hands and offered the bottle to me, and we went to work on my beautiful wife.


She was a vision.


So feminine, so soft where she needed to be, so firm where it mattered. We worked her back, kneading the knots and kinks out of her shoulders and neck. Alternatively working on her upper torso and the small of her back. Liz must have been really into it because I could already see her telltale signs of arousal; long sighs, a low, husky giggle from deep in her throat that drives me crazy, her hips moving just a little. "Oh guys, you are making me feel sooo good, sooo special," she sighed. "I'm in heaven!"


Pete then moved up to the end of the table between Liz and the bed so he could work on her neck where he found a lot of kinks. I moved to the opposite end and started to massage her legs where she often carries a lot of pain. I moved up and down her legs, squeezing and kneading and emboldened, I nudged her legs apart, which she willingly agreed to, giving me access to her pussy, which, judging by the damp spot on her thong, led me to believe was quite wet already. Sensing that she was ready, I reached up and dragged the thong down and off Liz's legs, her beautiful shaved pussy glistening, waiting for attention. After giving her juicy butt some deep squeezes I tentatively pushed a finger into her overheated core.


I needn't have been so gentle.


"Fuck yessssss," was her answer to my non-verbal question. I continued to work one, then two, then three fingers into her and was so totally into it that it took me a moment to figure out the origin of the odd sounds coming from elsewhere in the room. When I looked up from Liz's beautiful pussy to see their origin, my already engorged cock immediately turned rock hard in my underwear. Liz had dragged Pete's boxers down his legs and was now sucking his cock like a champ!


"Oh my god babe," I panted, "that is so fucking hot!" Peter looked at me with just a hint of apprehension in his eyes. I guess to him it was the last hurdle to cross. It was one thing to see your wife dancing with another man, quite another to see her being massaged by another man, but watching her suck his cock? That's the ultimate test and when he saw that I was more than ok with it he smiled, winked and said, "No wonder you always have a smile on your face, she's amazing! But I'm feeling a bit greedy here – would you like to trade places?"


I just nodded, my eyes on fire with lust. As Pete withdrew his cock from her mouth Liz smiled, "Mmmm, sure didn't taste average! Liam, why don't you join me on the bed here and get more comfortable." And with that she crawled off of the table and onto the bed looking for all the world like a cat in heat. While I walked over to the edge of the bed, Pete moved the table to the other side of the room. He turned back just as Liz was pulling my boxers down and as she did, Rex plopped out and smacked her right in the face.


"Jesus Christ!" Pete exclaimed, "That sure as hell isn't average!" I smiled sheepishly thinking that this was the first male besides me to ever see old Rex in full action posture. I crawled up onto the bed, leaned back against the headboard and spread my legs to let Liz have her way with me. She attacked my cock with abandon. Sucking me, licking me, sucking my balls, deepthroating a good chunk of me – even teasing my asshole with her tongue and finger from time to time. Pete then crawled up on the foot of the bed and started to weave some magic of his own on Liz. Running his tongue all around her feet, licking the insides of her ankles, sucking her toes. (Did she tell him that this drives her crazy or did he just instinctively know?) With all of her hot buttons being hit Liz was animal on my cock. It was like she couldn't get enough of it, jamming her mouth down on it, trying to deepthroat me, gagging occasionally. All of the events of this evening had the cum nearing the boiling point in my nuts and I was starting to get that familiar, rusty tingle that signals an impending eruption.


By now, Pete had gently moved Liz from lying on her stomach to being on her knees – giving him easier access to heaven. I saw him use his legs to spread hers, lewdly, and get between them and he then placed his mouth directly on Liz's vulva. Even if I hadn't seen it, I would have known exactly when it happened because of the deep guttural moan that vibrated around my cock as it was lodged in Liz's throat. She looked up at me through lust-hazed eyes and said, "Oh Liam, he's eating my pussy and it feels sooo good." Pete was going to town on my wife's dripping snatch. Sucking her engorged outer lips into his mouth, running his tongue up and down her entire slit, tickling her clit and teasing her "taint" with his nose. This was causing Liz to bob up and down on my cock like a piston; her saliva was dripping down my shaft and coating my balls and I knew I was in a losing battle to keep my cum to myself. The end of the battle came shortly after she suddenly pulled off me and looked right at me, eyes wide in wonder and said, "Awww babe, he's got his tongue in my ass! Oh my fucking god, he's got his tongue in my ass! Peter you might have an average cock, but there is nothing average about that tongue!"


That did it.


Launch codes were entered, the "Clear for takeoff" signal came – and so did I. Liz was just about to take my cock back into her mouth when I saved her the trouble. Spurt after spurt of cum exploded from my cock and splashed onto her face and tits. I was so deep in spasm I couldn't even moan; my mouth was just hanging open in silent scream. As the spasms subsided, Liz smiled and lovingly took old Rex back into her mouth to clean him up.


It was at that moment that my wife had the first cock other than mine enter her pussy since we got together. Pete's timing was perfect; he slid his cock into her and started slow, deliberate strokes while Liz happily licked me. Pete leaned forward, over Liz and send to her, "My god Liz, you are perfect. So feminine, so soft, so beautiful. It's an honour to be able to have you like this." Liz's thanks consisted of her wonderful, throaty hum with my cock in her mouth. But before she could do more, her heavenly mouth was suddenly gone from around me. I heard a small gasp escape from her and looked up to see that Pete had a handful of her sumptuous, tawny mane of hair and had pulled her head back and leaned forward to hiss into her ear.


"But," he started, "You might be beautiful, you might be feminine and you might think it's fun to play around like this, but I'm going to fuck your ass and I'm going to fuck your ass hard. You better get ready for a good hard pounding because it's coming right now."


I looked into my wife's eyes and saw nothing but raw, all-consuming lust. Peter had hit just the right note. Forceful, dominating and assertive without being humiliating, disrespectful or full of cliche. Man he was good.


With that, he pulled his cock from Liz's pussy, grabbed a bottle of lube that he had brought to the bed with him coated his cock to its slick best. He then slathered some of the lube into Liz's backdoor and for good measure leaned over and spat on it and rubbed the saliva all around her inviting rosebud.


Liz was panting, overwhelmed with lust, waiting for what was to come next and she didn't have to wait long. Pete resumed his position between her legs and rubbed his lube-slick cock up and down her slit and rested the head right up against her asshole. She had a death-grip on my thighs as she awaited the Pete's cock. I knew the exact moment that this cock breached her sphincter because just her nails almost drew blood on my legs as it popped inside of her. Despite an almost overwhelming desire to bury his turgid cock into her in one thrust, Pete was patient, letting Liz relax and accept him.


His patience does have limits though and once he was completely buried inside her, Pete again grabbed her hair, pulled her head back so her back was arched lewdly and hissed into her ear, "You ready to get this beautiful ass pounded baby?"


Liz was only able to breathlessly reply, "Fuck yes, fuck me hard – now!"


With that Peter withdrew almost completely from Liz's ass and then gunned his hips forward, the front of his thighs making a lewd smacking sound against the backs of hers. That started a frenzy of all-out ass-fucking, with Pete groaning and panting and Liz grunting with every one of Pete's thrusts and saying, "Oh fuck yes...it's better than I remembered....I missed this.....fuck me harder Pete!"


While they never changed positions from him behind her, Pete was a very imaginative and active lover to Liz. First, simply taking her doggie, then squatting over her and feeding his cock down into her, then with one foot flat on the bed. Every new angle sent Liz into greater heights of pleasure. Both of them were working on this fuck hard! Pete pistoning his cock forward into Liz and Liz pushing her ass equally hard back onto Pete's cock. Both of them were glistening with sweat as Pete neared his orgasm. Liz had had a series of orgasms during their fucking and now looked back at Pete and said, "Come on Lover, cum in my ass! Fill my ass with your fucking cum!"


That was all it took. Pete grabbed Liz's hips and drove into her one more time and held himself deeply inside her and yelled "FUCK YES!!!!!!!!!!!!" and emptied his balls into my willing wife's ass. The two of them remained coupled for at least a minute as if they were glued together. Their assorted moans and groans lasted quite a while as the sheer passion of their fucking started to subside. During their session I had moved to the side of the bed to let Liz concentrate fully on the pleasure Pete was giving her (and she him) but now she looked at me with lust-addled eyes and pulled away from Pete. His cock slipped out of her ass with a soft "pop" and she crawled on the bed toward me. While far from being upset or jealous at what I had just witnessed (Hell – Rex was at attention again already), Liz just seemed to know that I needed her right there, right now. Once she got over to me on the bed, the pushed me flat on my back, straddled my hips and impaled herself in one motion on my cock.


For the longest time she didn't say a word, choosing instead to bounce on my erection in a slow, steady cadence. It was like she was completely consumed by lust. She sat completely upright, her head thrown back, one hand squeezing her beautiful tits and alternatively pinching her nipples, the other strumming away at her engorged clit. Eventually she seemed to calm down enough to enable her to speak. She leaned down, with one hand on either side of my head and gave me exactly what I needed. A deep, very intimate kiss – not lustful, but completely loving. I knew right then, that Liz was still all mine and the last shred of worry I had just drifted away.


"Liam, darling," she said, "Thank you for giving this to me, Peter was beyond wonderful."


Just then, I felt the bed shift and saw Pete behind Liz and he leaned forward and whispered into her ear, "What do you mean WAS? I'm not close to being done with yet. An ass like that can't be fucked just once! As a matter of fact, this average cock is going to have that ass again right now – hope you like to have two cocks in you at once."


This was completely uncharted territory for Liz. I looked up at her and cocked an eyebrow, silently saying, "Are you ok with this?" A slightly furrowed brow accompanied by a vigorous nodding of Liz's head told me that while she was willing, she was a little worried. I'd read (and seen) enough porn to know that getting "DP'd" successfully was all about the beginning. I stopped pushing up into Liz and pulled her down to me for a kiss, hoping to distract her even slightly from the initial discomfort. Her breath, once again, caught as Pete's cock popped past the ring of muscle, but since she had already been fucked and fucked hard, she was able to take his cock almost immediately, despite having her pussy filled completely.


"There you go, you horny slut! How does it feel to have two cocks in you at once?"


"Oh my god. I can't believe I'm doing this. I feel like such a tramp. I feel sooo fucking nasty. Pound me you fuckers! Pound me as hard as you can!"


Very quickly Peter and I found a very comfortable rhythm. Him on the withdrawal as I was pushing in; me pulling out as he was thrusting. Because we had both cum so recently, we both had pretty good control, despite the extraordinary circumstances. I mean it's not every day you DP your wife! I will admit too, that, as much as I wanted Liz to have this, feeling my junk rub up against another guy's junk took some getting used to. I wasn't weirded out or anything, but geez, you can't blame a guy for feeling a bit awkard!


For her part, Liz was in absolute heaven. She soon figured out that the best thing for her to do was to simply lie on my chest and let herself be fucked. Plainly and simply, she was being taken, a plaything for Pete and I and she willing gave herself to us. We fucked, and then we fucked some more. There weren't a lot of words exchanged between the three of us, just a lot of moaning and groaning. The room was filled with scent of lust – there was a whole lot of fucking going on! Occasionally Liz would breathlessly gasp, "Sooo good, so fucking good!" This was work too! I was sweating, Liz was sweating and poor Pete, without the aid of something to support him was sweating so badly it was dripping off his chin onto Liz's back. All of a sudden I looked at Liz when I heard a familiar sound. It's a throaty gasp she makes when she's got a great orgasm brewing. I had a feeling I was going to see one like this sometime tonight – and it was on its way. Her eyes glazed over and her mouth was slack-jawed – frozen in a silent scream and her orgasm fought for release.


Then it hit.


Because she was on top of me, I could feel her thighs begin to quiver. This was basically followed by what could only be described as something akin to a seizure. Her head snapped back, just barely missing Pete's face, her whole body started to shake, her asshole clamped down on Pete's cock and her pussy was in full-blown spasm on my cock. Her voice was a simply, high-pitched scream that only intensified as her orgasm continued. It seemed to last for hours, but in truth, it was more like a full minute of sheer bliss. I have never seen anything so raw and completely sexy in my entire life. We had released her inner slut and she was "all-in." As the waves of her pleasure finally started to subside, Pete and I instinctively both knew how to finish this unbelievable fucking. He pulled out of her, I pulled her off of my cock and rolled her off of me and we both knelt on either side of her frantically stroking our cocks.


"Yes! Yes! YES! Cum for me you fuckers! Cover me with your hot cum! Spunk this fucking slut with every drop you've got!"


That did it for me. The cum blasted out of my cock like a water from a fire hose. The first shot hit her right in the chin, the second on her throat and the rest on her heavenly tits. This was all Pete needed and he came soon after, painting the rest of her body from just below her breasts right down to her still-twitching pussy with another 6 or 7 blasts. We then both collapsed on either side of the vessel that had just provided us with such pleasure. All three of us were panting like we had just run a full-out sprint – and in a lot of ways we had. I looked at Liz and she was about the sexiest mess I have ever seen. Her hair was tousled everywhere, her whole body was red and flushed from exertion and she was covered from chin to pussy in two huge loads of cum.


"Oh my god, I can't believe I just did that!" she panted as her breathing began to return to normal. From there it got quite a bit surreal as we all lay there talking about what just happened. I was struggling just a tiny bit as to what had just taken place. Had I opened a Pandora's box? Deep down, I honestly didn't think so, but I thought to myself I wouldn't be normal if the thought didn't cross my mind.


Finally, Liz looked down at herself and said, "Wow, I'm quite the site – Liam, I really need to have a shower, would you like to join me?" I smiled and said, "You really need to ask?" With that she took my hand and looked at Pete and said, "Excuse us for a while Pete!" and led me to the bathroom. It was just what we needed. We needed to reconnect and see in each other's eyes that we were both ok with this evening. I soaped Liz all over; she did the same to me, unbelievably coaxing another erection out of me. We talked, reassuring each other that we were fine. It occurred to me that if this was really bothering me, why was Rex ready for another round? Obviously it meant that I was secure with Liz and I and I need not worry. We got out of the shower and dried off and donned the bathrobes that were in the room. Pete looked up at us as we entered the bedroom and said, "Well, I best not be the only frousy one in the room!" and padded off to the bathroom to have his own shower.


I collapsed on the huge bed and lay there, with the evening's events playing through my mind. Very quickly it seemed, fatigue got the better of me and I drifted off to sleep.


"Honey?...Baby?....Liam Honey, wake up! I don't want you to miss this." I heard Liz's voice through the cloud of my drowsiness, but I also heard the insistent slap of skin and skin and some gasps and moans and immediately my senses were alert. I looked up to see Pete with his cock buried once again in Liz's ass!


Pete looked at me with a sheepish grin and Liz looked at me almost apologetically. "Baby, you fell asleep and when Peter got out of the shower we got talking about our night and well.... I just had to one more time. I didn't want to do it without you watching so I woke you up."


I didn't mind a bit. In fact, this time, with all three of us more in control and not out of our minds in lust, it was a pleasure to watch them. This was fucking because they wanted to – what happened earlier was fucking because they needed to; such was the urgency of their lust. I got off the bed and sat in the nearby chair and simply observed. This sex was for pure pleasure – it was affectionate but not really intimate. Two people simply enjoying the pleasure of the flesh. It occurred to me that if you could reproduce this exactly, then couples would not have fights over infidelity. In this moment I truly knew that Liz loved me but was enjoying what Pete could provide for her. But these moments are fleeting and exceedingly rare. Jealousies, feelings and insecurities will always get in the way. I even doubted that we would ever reproduce this with Pete (although I couldn't completely close that door right now.) So, I enjoyed it while it lasted. Their coupling was very athletic, elegant and a HUGE turn-on. They fucked doggie-style, then moved to Liz on her back. Eventually Pete rolled onto his back and Liz sat astride his hips happily bouncing on his cock. As Pete's lust started to build, he took the lead and put Liz on her back with her legs in the air and he fucked her in the pile-driver position, bringing groans of appreciate from his lover.


They must have fucked non-stop for almost 15 minutes when Pete placed Liz on the edge of the bed and he stood behind her, feet on the floor. He spread her legs and got between them and pushed his cock into her ass from behind. Then he started to hammer into Liz with hard insistent thrusts. As his orgasm approached, he once-again reached up and grabbed her hair and pulled her head back, this time more for effect then anything else and announced that he was going to cum.


"Yes, Pete, yes! Cum for me lover!" Liz screamed. With one last thrust, Pete grabbed her hips, threw his head back and bellowed, "Fuuuuucccccckkkk!" as he came for the third time this evening in my wife's ass.


It had been quite a show and the most appreciative person in the room seemed to be old Rex who was achingly like a stone. Liz looked over at me, crawled off the bed and walked over to where I was sitting and extended her hand. "Well, my love, it's time for me to give you back a little of what you've given me!" I took her hand, not knowing what she meant until she lead me to the patio door that opened to deck of our cabin. Liz knows how much I love fucking outdoors but rarely allows it at home, always being worried that the neighbours will catch us. However, with this secluded cabin on a cool night in a place where no one knew us AND with what had happened already, she was ready to go.


She simply walked over to the railing of the deck, raised one leg up onto it, looked over her shoulder and said, "I've had my fill of average cock for the night, come on you fucking stud, give me that big, fat monster I love inside me so much!" She didn't have to wait more than about 2 seconds as I shed the robe, dipped my hips and jammed my cock into her dripping pussy in one hard thrust.


"Fuck yes!" Liz screamed and for once it was me that was temporarily worried about getting caught. But then, I didn't care and set to the task of giving my wife the fucking of her life. It was a very quiet, very still night and I'm sure you could hear our bodies slapping together and our moans and groans all around the area, from the other cabins around the bends in the shore right back to the main hotel. But honestly, we didn't care.


We fucked with great abandon for quite awhile and as I started to get close to cumming, Liz sensed my impending explosion.


"Yeah baby, cum for me, cum for me so I can have you inside me the rest of the night."


That did it for me and as my nuts emptied for the third time in about 5 hours I literally bellowed, "Fuck Yes!!!!!!!" and honestly didn't give a damn who heard. I led Liz back into the room where we saw Pete lying on the bed sound asleep. We both collapsed there too, with Liz between us and fell asleep without saying another word.


I had no idea how long we had slept, but I was awoken by an insistent knocking at the cabin door. I got up and nearly went to the door naked, but remembered at the last moment and slipped on a robe and stumbled groggily out of the bedroom, closing the door behind me and opened the door to the cabin. Standing there was a staff member from the resort with a large tray and he announced "room service". When I told him that we hadn't ordered anything he said to me, "Yes sir, I know, but apparently a gentleman came to the front desk earlier this morning and ordered it for you and asked that when we deliver it, we should also pass this envelope on to you." After thanking the man and giving him a tip, I went into the bedroom and discovered only Liz on the bed, slowly coming out of her deep sleep. In my haste to get to the door I hadn't even noticed that Pete had left! I awoke Liz and after stretching (and after silently telling Rex this wasn't the time!) we went into the dining area to see what was for breakfast.


The tray contained a feast of bacon, eggs, ham, toast, pancakes, coffee and juice. Not surprisingly we were famished but wondered where Pete was, although we had our suspicions. These suspicions were answered when I opened the envelope and read it aloud to Liz.


"Liz and Liam:


I woke up early like I usually do, but much, much sorer then I'm used to! To be honest, seeing Liz lying there gave me some really, really naughty ideas, but I do have some things back in the city that I need to get to today, so I thought it best to give you guys some privacy. I want you to know that last night was beyond amazing. Liam, thank you for approaching me with this idea. While I'd like nothing more than to tell all my friends about the amazing night I just spent, it will never go beyond the three of us. Liz, you are one amazing, sexy beautiful woman and Liam is extremely lucky to have you. Thank you for being so open last night. To you both, I think it's no secret that I've stayed away from marriage; however the love and respect that you both have for one another gives me hope that maybe one day I'll be able to find the same thing – you guys are a great example of what marriage should be. I hope that last night was everything you had hoped for.


See you at the gym


Your "average" friend.


Pete."


With that, I looked at the next page, which contained the receipt for the accommodation and breakfast both paid for by Pete. I shook my head. Pete was anything but average in my books.


Liz looked at me as we finished our plates and said, "Honey, are you ok? Are we ok? I want you to know that last night was incredible, but you are the one for me – so, please tell me, are you ok with what happened last night and with what I did?"


My answer was to stand up from the table, with Rex poking through my robe and saying, "Baby, does this answer your question?"


Liz threw her head back and let out her low, sexy laugh, "I guess it does – what time is checkout?"


My reply to her? "Oh, in about 3 orgasms!" And we ran like kids to the bedroom.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Heartless


"Breakfast," you say casually, as if we're going out to eat, as if you're not standing here with your hands rudely shoved up my blouse, my bra askew, twisting my nipples so brutally hard that I'm on tiptoe, clutching your arm for support, eyes screwed shut, my entire body vibrating.


You've reduced me to two piercing points of feeling. The pain is exquisite.


It's all fun and games to you, toying with me, dangling me on the border of bliss and never letting me pass over.


Last night you jammed a dildo in my pussy while you callously raped my ass, cruelly pulling out before I reached my peak, stifling my complaints with your swollen dick. I pleaded with you to let me swallow, but you withheld that prize, falling asleep without conscience, leaving me wanting, unable to sleep.


When you woke this morning, your unjust cock rising with the sun, I thought you'd reward me. I more than deserved it. I had no qualms straddling you to take my rightful due. You owed me that.


Presumptuous of me.


Throwing me off, you made me pay for my mistake, confining me to the bed with my ankles trussed over my head. You were a machine, spanking my ass and thighs, my senses focused on your merciless gaze, the loud thwack of your hand, the heated tingle spreading in my flesh, warm and welcome at first, quickly becoming discomfort then outrage.


You smacked me relentlessly until my skin darkened from red to purple and I writhed in torment, appalled at the sick kinks in both of us that brought us to this.


When you untied my ankles I wailed as the blood rushed back to my feet, pins and needles prickling me as you spread me wide and attacked my bald pussy, hitting harder than ever, like beating a puddle given that I was dripping with the need to come.


How arrogant and superior you are when I'm frenzied and raw, weeping tears of defeat, begging to be fucked.


Of course you deprived me.


You made me get dressed, supervising to stop me from touching myself. My panties were soaked the second I put them on. My thighs were tender, slicked and slippery. Now I have bed hair and a seeping wet spot on the back of my skirt, in no condition to leave the house, but you know that. You've no plans to take me anywhere.


Releasing my nipples, you snap my bra back in place, the pain subsiding, the relief so intense I almost topple over.


One look from you and I know what 'breakfast' means. I don't need to be told to get down on my knees; I'm automatically there, mouth open like a baby bird, a slut-faced blow-up doll. Once I aspired to be loved, but these days I'm resigned to being nothing but a cum receptacle.


I've always savoured giving you head (one thing I truly die for), but somewhere along the line tenderness has been lost and I mourn for it. I want to taste you, I do, but it scares me that there'll be no sweet kiss at the end of it, no release for me. I wonder with more frequency lately why I let you abuse me.


Shirt off, belt and pants open, you come to me exposed, erect, strong and dangerous.


Every time I see you like this my doubts fade, my blood boils, and my juices flow.


You're always thinking – the wheels turning on some deep thought - and you're the master of self-control. I live for the moments when your foundations shatter, when the voice in your head blanks to white noise, instinct overwhelming you. Only then do I feel that we're equals, that you're just as much at the mercy of your sex as I am.


It's an intense turn-on for me, inciting you to that animal state, seeing the unguarded hunger on your face when you forget everything except the pursuit of orgasm.


Fisting my hair in your hands, you ram your cock between my lips, surging to the back of my throat, fast and punishing. I'm gagging, looking up into your eyes, tears streaming down my face. Feeding on my misery, you grow bigger in my mouth, backing me up until my head hits the wall. You hold me captive, slamming your cock into me over and over. All I can do is hold my throat open and suck harder, my tongue flickering over you, urging you to finish quickly.


Body seizing, you pull out and pump yourself, spurting white hot fluid all over my face, deliberately missing my mouth. Wiping your priceless deposit off my cheek, I'm desperate to taste you, but your hand tightens around my wrist and you whip my fingers away, cleaning them off on my skirt.


"Fuck you," I sputter. God damn you. I'm hurt, insulted, infuriated. You're lucky I don't jump up and plant my knee in your balls. I'm over it. I've had enough of your bullshit.


Standing on wobbly legs I turn my back on you, stumbling towards the bathroom.


You're right you know. Why would I want to swallow the cum of an iceberg, an unmoved, heartless pig? I'll wash you off, I'll scrub off every toxic drop, and if you ever try to face fuck me again, you'll get a guillotine of teeth. (Little do you know how much I'll suffer, far more than you, to be denied the taste and wonder of your cock in my mouth, at least, the way that I like it).


"What did you say to me?"


I freeze at the menace in your tone. I could repent but the damage is done, it's too late to take back my disrespect. I could bolt, but with the dead lock keys hidden, there's nowhere to run. A switch flips on in my head, a subconscious need to provoke you further. The more I push you, the hotter you get, the higher the chance that you'll lose your way and cave in to me, conceding me that elusive orgasm.


Then there's the terrifying, yet alluring, possibility that one day your beatings will go too far. It's all part of the rush.


Without looking at you, I reply, "What I said, was 'fuck you', but what I really meant to say was, fuck you, you cold-hearted, sadistic piece of shit." Put that mouthful in your Piecepipe and smoke it. I'll teach you for thinking I'm submissive.


There's a flurry of air behind me, and then you're on me, dragging me by the hair into the kitchen, pinning me face down on the table, holding me there while you rip my skirt and panties down.


Not saying a word, you release me and walk out.


It's an illusion of freedom, designed to put me in my place. Why cry and carry on when I'd the opportunity to walk away whenever I wanted? You're so devious. You know me too well. You know there are elements of anticipation and excitement building in me as I wonder what depraved punishment you have in store.


I know the rules.


Stepping out of my panties, I spread my legs so wide that my buttocks are stretched apart, my muscles starting to ache, the strain on my body amplifying every hurt and ill you've already inflicted.


The house is cold and silent. The minutes tick away while I stand absolutely still with my genitalia on display, open and vulnerable, my cheek pressed against the table, waiting.


After what seems an eternity you return, cool and aloof, hiding something behind your back. Before I can guess what it is you penetrate me with your fingers, slipping so easily into me that I'm embarrassed and ashamed. I can protest all I want but my pussy doesn't lie.


Impaling me on your hand you tell me what a dirty mouth I have, what a wet little slut I am, a leech who wants to suck you dry. The whole world knows I'm a bad girl, a dirty whore, a nymphomaniac cunt who thinks too highly of herself . . . everything derogatory you can think of.


With your inventive mind the debasements are endless.


It destroys me to hear you call me filthy names, particularly while you're manipulating me, making me ooze into your palm, lending credence to your words. Gripping the table, I wriggle and squirm, humiliated, transported to the most soul-destroying recess in my mind.


Your fingers withdraw from me, replaced with the arctic burn of your nasty tool, the icy fullness of the steel dildo you made especially for me, crudely rammed into my snatch, right to the hilt. Every cruel node you adorned it with tortures my inner passage as you twist the evil thing inside me, leaving me painfully sensitised and breathless.


I wish you'd taped my mouth, anything to stop the strangled moans of longing and anguish that spill out of me. I want your cock, the real thing, you inside me, you fingering my clit, you making me explode, please Master, please god, pleeease.


As if you could care less what I want.


Wrenching my chin up, you slip your fingers into my mouth, smearing my slut juice all over my lips, forcing me to lick your hand clean while you're fucking me like a corkscrew with your evil toy. Just enough, just enough to bring me to the cliff and leave me hanging there before ripping the dildo out of me and deep-throating me with it.


I'm a sobbing, quivering mess when you throw the dildo aside and land the first deadly blow.


Oh my god, my god, my god, my fucking god, you have never been so pitiless, never hit me with something as vicious or sharp as metal. My head hits the table as your belt welts my skin, the buckle cutting into my bruised ass, the pain so acute that, in screaming, I bite my tongue, blood filling my mouth with a distinctive tang. You've taken to me with your open hand, your whip, but this...this is beyond pleasure or pain.


This is annihilation.


You flay me a second and a third time, and I'm shocked to realise that the choked, tortured sounds echoing off the walls in the kitchen are coming from me. My mind clears and I suddenly detest you with a passion I've never felt for my worst enemies, fueling my determination to never let you win.


It won't be me who calls a halt to this.


Rage sustains me through the following hit - only just - but the beating is too much. My body breaks into a cold sweat and my soul cracks wide open. Flinching away to avoid the next blow, I succeed only in ramming my pelvic bones into the table's edge, adding more contusions to my body and worst of all, elevating your wrath. How dare I try to ease my suffering?


Drawing your arm back as far as possible, your belt whistles through the air as you bring it down hard across my buttocks in the most despicable, inhumane stroke of them all.


It's over for me.


Slumping to the floor, my body and mind shrieking, I'm scarcely able to curl into a foetal ball, past knowing who I am, no longer caring what happens to me. Right now I would gladly face death and embrace oblivion, anything to evade the profound devastation you induce in me.


You look down at me, really look at me, an expression crossing your face that my hazed, confused brain can't comprehend.


It could be remorse for breaking your plaything.


It could be triumph.


Then you're on the floor with me, rolling me on to my back, pushing my limp legs aside as you run your tongue through my sopping pussy. My bodyweight presses down on my wounds, and I howl from the shock of it, but the tiles are cool and soothing, numbing my burning, bloody skin. My body is so overwrought I can see the poetry of your head between my legs but I can't feel your mouth. I cant feel a thing until your lips and teeth latch on to my clitoris.


That's all I need.


All the pent up emotions and the knife edge of frustration you've balanced me on for days, implodes inside me. Powerless, I thrust my hips into your face and let go, endlessly pulsing around your fingers wedged in my pussy, your tongue working its way into my ass as my spend goes on forever.


My total surrender sends you over the edge, flying into the abyss.


I can't believe you're hard again, hauling me on top of you, drilling your way into me with my pussy fighting to expel you. Holding me tight, you fuck me right through my climax, lifting me and slamming me down on your cock like a rag doll, my body anesthetised but my pussy on fire, my cries incoherent, close to madness. You're frenetic now, wrenching apart my blouse, buttons flying everywhere as you maul my tits, your hips levering up into me.


I can't escape you and I can't remember the reasons I wanted to. All that matters is that you're inside me, filling me up, out of control, just as much a slave as I am. Your loss of self revives me. Biting hard on your throat, sucking your neck, I claw at your back, leaving my own savage marks as you drive into me one last time, your body jerking in tandem with mine when you flood my tight passage with semen.


Collapsing against you, I fold my body into yours, reluctant to let you go as silence descends over us. Schizophrenic I know. A moment ago I wanted to leave you, maim you, die, but now I'm struck with the irrational necessity of keeping you close, dreading the moment when you withdraw from me in body, mind, and spirit. It's almost as if you've given up a secret part of yourself and you resent me for taking it.


This is the telling moment for me, the switch from craving sex to feeling used, full of despair, needy for approval, searching for some kind of meaning in all this because without it I'm left with utter emptiness.


For some reason I can't fathom, now is one of those rare moments when your cock fades away, but you, you are still with me. Helping me to my feet, you support me to the bedroom. I'm not used to consideration. It plays havoc with my head, but it's an implicit part of your charm, like lightning spearing through storm clouds.


Cautiously I crawl on the bed, easing myself down on my stomach, exhausted, my body flaming in agony. I've no spirit left to cry; I've already given you an ocean.


Handing me painkillers to swallow, you wash my injuries and salve my skin, rubbing my back to gentle me whenever you touch a tender spot. It stuns me that your comforting hands were capable of such barbaric treatment.


I don't know what you think or feel when you clean the six cuts where your belt buckle drew blood. Nor when you lift my hips off the bed and plunge your face between my legs, slowly lapping every drop of your own salty cum from me.


This simple act (if I wasn't so tired and sore), makes me yearn to have you back inside me all over again.


When I least expect it you brush my hair off my face and gift me the longest, sweetest kiss, finally letting me taste you, all of you. Your kiss is a silent communion: It's you understanding the ordeal you've put me through and just how deeply you value my capitulation.


I know your dirty little secret.


You're not as heartless as you pretend to be, and that, dear one, is why I keep coming back.


The End.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Demon Hunters


The lost girl felt stirrings within the Dream. They were coming now. The Three.


Malcolm Gerstein turned the ghostmobile into the driveway of the abandoned cider mill, stealing one last glimpse of Persephone's ample cleavage in the rearview mirror, before setting the parking breaks on the van.


For her part, Persephone Orisha continued to stare at the blond curls cascading down the nape of Dante Hades' neck, if that even was his real name. She was beginning to doubt it. He was so neat though. She would never regret taking an internship with the Exploration Channel's Demon Hunters show as part of her senior independent study at Vassar. If she hadn't, she would never have met Dante. The show wasn't even carried on basic cable - it was on like channel 413 or something like that, but that didn't matter. She was in love with Dante, even if she was too shy to make a move on him. She knew he at least noticed her (and what heterosexual man didn't?). She saw it in his stolen glances, his subtle return of her smiles.


Dante opened the passenger door of the van and stepped out onto the moss-devoured tarmac. He beheld the ancient vine-covered stone building before him. So this was the fabled Innsbruck Cider Mill, opened in 1873, abandoned forever in 1917. The edifice that probably caused the suicide of one prominent early psychical researcher (Edmund Gurney) in 1888, and drove another mad for a period of several months (that being one James Hyslop, the founder of the American Society for Psychical Research). Well, ghosts weren't so tough anymore. In fact, they never seemed to show up at all these days, something that wasn't helping the ratings of Demon Hunters or Dante's prospects for ever finding a real job.


He walked around to the back of the van to help Malcolm unload the equipment. He handed Malcolm the digital camera. He prayed that Malcolm would put his thumb over the lens again, the way he had back in Amityville. They needed a couple of unexplained luminous orbs on this shoot, needed them badly after the most recent fiasco in Alabama.


"What's this?" he asked Malcolm, after picking up an unfamiliar piece of equipment.


"You like that/" Malcolm replied. "That's an old E-Meter. I ordered it from the Scientology website because it has all these cool knobs and dials. It's supposed to tell you if you are an operating thetan, which is like a perfect spiritual being or something like that. Look, it comes with this totally rad three-pen chart recorder, which makes a lot of scratchy noises and beeps and stuff. I figure we can easily shoot ten minutes of this thing beeping and scratching. The fans are gonna love it."


"And its scientific validity?"


"Dude, you have to be kidding me!"


Dante rolled his eyes and asked, "OK, what else do we have."


"The usual, infrared goggles, spot cameras, recording equipment, one outmoded magnetometer, two thermistors, and one standard-issue Schmidt random event generator," said Malcolm, pushing his nerd glasses back up his nose. "Oh, and I brought this, in case the action gets slow." He showed Dante an unopened Hasbro glow-in-the-dark Ouija board, fresh from amazon.com.


"I sure as hell hope it doesn't get that slow," Dante muttered as he watched Malcolm attempt to haul the TV camera out of the bed of the van, his beer gut bouncing with each strain of his "muscles."


"Here, forget that – just set up the tripod," Dante said, as he took the camera from Malcolm's sweaty paws.


The dark spirit floating in the Dream-ether of the mill would also have rolled her eyes, if she had any. These guys were even bigger imbeciles than that crew back in 1976. Oh well, flesh was flesh, and she hadn't worn a human body in quite some time. She could almost taste the delights that were in store for her.


Dante gave Persephone a wink and signaled to Malcolm to begin rolling the camera. He raised his hand mike and began the introductory spiel.


"This is your intrepid ghostbuster Dante Hades. Welcome to Demon Hunters. I am standing before the infamous old Innsbruck Cider Mill in Avon, Connecticut. The windows you see before you have been boarded up and shuttered since 1917, when the mill was abruptly shut down and abandoned forever, allegedly due to paranormal activity."


Malcolm panned the camera across the stone edifice, zooming on rotting boards, then following the creek that ran behind mill, which was barely visible because it was overgrown with swamp grass and cattails. Then he slowly panned back to Dante, carefully framing the picture to ensure that his pecs and biceps, so prominent beneath his black Demon Hunters tee shirt, would be clearly visible to the female audience (and possibly the gay male audience as well, although the consultants they had hired on the cheap did not provide much in the way of a demographic breakdown when it came to sexual orientation). Just to make sure his bases were covered, he zoomed out a little bit to show the bulge of Dante's package and his large quadriceps muscles. To boost their ratings up above zero and avoid cancellation, they might have to resort to shooting a sweat lodge ceremony with both Dante's and Persephone's buck-naked moist bodies fully exposed, Malcolm thought. He would have to raise that idea at the next production meeting. Of course to avoid a ratings killer, Malcolm's body would remain where it belonged, behind the camera.


Malcolm suddenly become aware that in his digression, he had subconsciously swept the camera to focus on Persephone's humongous breasts, which were even at that very moment valiantly struggling to set themselves free from her halter top. To appear purposeful, he lingered there for only a second, then panned up to focus on her deep dark eyes, her dimples and her lustrous long black hair. This intern thing was definitely working out he thought, licking his lips. The ratings would definitely turn northward if he kept taking shots like this. Reluctantly, he turned the camera once again in Dante's direction.


"As already mentioned, this old mill is famous in the annals of psychical research for causing the suicide of one prominent early investigator into the paranormal and causing another to lapse into madness for months after he spent just one night here," Dante continued. "In the 1930s, a group of college kids camping out in the mill mysteriously disappeared, never to be seen again, and three decades later a man and a woman seemingly engaged in a romantic tryst were found floating in the creek in back of me. Many others have died here.


"Many of the visitors to the mill report catching a brief glimpse of a young woman in nineteenth century garb, who disappears when you look directly at her. Often these visitors report that they were in the process of falling asleep just prior to the vision.


"Legend has it that the ghost is the spirit of Mary Thompson, a young mill worker who one night 1876 offered her favors to the entire mill crew, taunting each man as he finished. Mary Thompson was beaten to death for her troubles, and her body was never found. As a result, her spirit lives on in this place, a hungry ghost seeking justice, or more likely vengeance."


Demon-Mary rose from the Dream, called forth by the sound of her name. She would extract her vengeance again tonight. She felt the darkness within her rising, her will gathering its strength for the coming ordeal.


After several hours of playing with the ouija board while wearing infrared goggles and using the E-meter to test each other's spiritual achievements, our scantily clad intrepid investigators turned in early, early being around 2 AM for them. To Malcolm and Persephone's consternation, each slept alone, in order to cover the entire building in case anything began to happen.


They all dreamed. This was moment the demon had been waiting for. Now she could wear their flesh, defile it and drive them mad. Not to mention eating the rest of Persephone's Big Mac. It had been fourteen years since she had last known the ecstasies of fast food.


She slipped into the dream of the fat one. He was busily fucking Persephone in the ass and did not notice her as she stood behind him. How easy it would be to take him now, but the idea of wearing his jiggling flesh truly repulsed her. She would rather ride the body of one of pigs that lived down the lane. No, she would wet-dream the girl instead.


She slithered out of Malcolm's disgusting dream and floated across the Dreamscape until she found the girl's dream. Predictably enough, she was still getting fucked in the ass. But this time it was Dante who was doing the honors. These mortals would never learn the truth. There is but one Dream and we each wear different masks within it.


Demon-Mary tapped Dante's shoulder, as if she were cutting in on him in a waltz. He disappeared into a mist of droplets, and she now had the girl all to herself. She softly slid up and down Persephone's naked back, her erect nipples tracing lightly over the girl's soft young skin. She kept up the fucking movement, even though she was missing a vital part. Persephone didn't seem to mind, as Mary began to lick the swan-like nape of her neck, moving her wet cunt up and down the small of Persephone's back. Her tongue meandered forward to Persephone's earlobe, which the ghost began to lick furiously, sucking it, letting her tongue role around inside the folds of her ear, then back to her earlobe as she continued to slide her wet crotch up and down Persephone's back. She reached out with her hand and interlaced her fingers with Persephone's fingers and moved her tongue softly to her beautiful dark eyes, tracing the contours of her eyelids before turning Persephone's head to the side to grant her tongue access to Persephone's mouth, then swirling her tongue around Persephone's sensually full lips. She gently urged Persephone's mouth to open and then Persephone's now eager tongue met her own, sliding over it to slither into the dark spirit's own mouth, running its way along her teeth, fiercely exploring the wet inner linings of her cheeks. The girl turned and wrapped her arms around her, pulling her tightly against her as her tongue continued to dart in and out of her mouth. She felt Persephone's hand reaching down to cover her mound, her fingers teasing her clitoris, dancing circles around it so that her astral body was writhing in denied ecstasy until Persephone plunged three fingers into her dripping cunt and began to fuck it in earnest, as she continued to probe the demon's mouth with her frantic tongue.


Dream-Persephone rolled their bodies over so that her naked body covered the demon's own, warming the lost girl's cold body with her own living heat. She moved her tongue from the demon's mouth and slid it over her chin and down the demon's exposed and vulnerable neck. She licked her way down the demon's body, stopping to suck and tease each of the demon's hard nipples, bringing them to pleasure and releasing them over and over again. She spread her hand to knead both of the demon's sizable breasts, squeezing them tightly and hard, as she continued her oral odyssey down the lost girl's body. Persephone's soft hair spilled upon the demon's naked torso as she licked her way down to her mons veneris.The demon arched her body, grinding it against Persephone's mouth. "Eat me," she whispered. "Eat me."


Persephone was only too happy to oblige, her mouth engulfing the demon's clit, her tongue lapping it with renewed violence. She nipped it with her lips, pulling it up and then releasing it over and over again, until the demon's moans of denied pleasure filled the Dreamscape. When the demon's frenzy was at its peak, Persephone denied her no longer and opened her with her tongue, her lips pressed against the moist lips of the Mary's vagina, her tongue probing deeply, moving faster and faster in a fucking motion as her fingers continued to rub and tease her clit. She reached out with her other hand, tracing the crack of the demon's ass as her tongue swirled around her nether lips. She plunged her tongue deeply into the demon's cunt, and Demon-Mary arched her back, her hands coming down to force Persephone's face tightly against her cunt as she cried out in her final throes and turned herself into the Devil's rain, a cloud of acid vapor that poured itself into Persephone's mouth, burning its way down her esophagus and into the very core of her being.


Demon-Mary reveled in the sensation of true flesh surrounding her as she rose from the mattress. She could feel the girl waking, futilely struggling to regain control of her physical body. It belonged to Mary now. She began to strip the clothes from the wench's luscious body. The next two tasks required that she be sky-clad.


Persephone hoped that she was not awake. She watched her arms as they stripped her body. She tried to regain control, but to no avail. The demon was in her every thought, her body obeying only the demon's bidding as the foul spirit rode her like a horse. She could feel the taste of death inside her.


Demon-Mary ran her hands up and down Persephone's naked flesh, which she now owned. The pleasure was so much more intense than dream pleasure. She circled her fingers around Persephone's areolas, the crowns of her magnificent breasts. The pleasure was indescribable. She ran her right hand down Persephone's taut tummy and plunged her fingers into Persephone's still-dripping cunt. The pleasure of actual flesh was so intense that she cried out softly as she plunged her whole hand into Persephone's cunt, moving it in and out violently. She longed for more. Over a century as pure spirit was far too long a time.


Oh well, she had a job to do. Two actually. The first less pleasant than the second, but necessary nonetheless. She had no desire to ride Malcolm's flesh. She would take him in the waking state. She saw the items she needed in the supply room and went to get them. No more psychokinesis for her. She could simply pick them up this time.


Malcolm Gerstein awoke with a start as he felt his balls being seized. He looked down to see, incredibly enough, a naked Persephone Orisha cupping his balls through his denim pants. She squeezed them and rubbed them with her right hand as her left traveled up to his already swollen cock, which she began stroke up and down, all the time maintaining her grip on his balls, which she continued to squeeze and press as though they were a tube of toothpaste and she was trying to force the drop of jism out of them. To increase the analogy, she began to run those luscious full lips along the length of his throbbing shaft as she began to unzip him, taking him eagerly in her mouth when his cock sprang free.


He must be dreaming Malcolm thought, but he knew all too well that he was awake.


Persephone's mouth relinquished his cock temporarily to say, "I see you looking at me. I know what you want. I have always wanted it too. But I have to feel safe. Will you obey my every command?"


Malcolm nodded enthusiastically.


"Strip," she said. Malcolm quickly complied.


"Now put this around your neck," she said, handing him the noose.


Malcolm complied, and she quickly drew the noose tight, barely permitting Malcolm to breathe.


Then she straddled the rope and lay down in the prone position, pulling Malcolm's head against her buttocks. "Lick me. Up and down my crack," she commanded.


Malcolm took one of her firm buttocks in each of his hands, then jammed his tongue deeply into her ass and began to move his head up and down the length of her crack, from the dimple at the top to the dripping cunt below, on each pass stopping to run his tongue around the bud of her anus, flicking it in and out of her asshole as she pulled him firmly against her with the rope. He flattened his tongue against her crack and ran it up and down its length as hard and as fast as he could, then plunged it deeply into her anus as he felt her body tauten, push back hard against his tongue, impaling it deeper. Then she softly cried out, and her whole body shuddered in orgasm.


He though he could hear her weeping softly. "It has been so long," she whispered. "I had forgotten what its feels like to know true pleasure."


Malcolm's head, which had been resting softly on Persephone's ass, was suddenly yanked down to her cunt, as Persephone's ass rose quickly and his mouth was forced mercilessly against her nether lips. He began to lap them like a hungry wolf and Mary / Persephone yanked on the rope tightly so that his face was buried in her crotch.


"Eat me like a dog," she commanded. He reached around with his hand and fingered her clit, circling it, teasing it, then rubbing it violently as he thrust his tongue in and out of her vagina, slurping its walls as he continued to massage her clit. Demon Mary shuddered as she came, the organism ricocheting through her body, sending waves of pleasure to every corner of the luscious body she rode.


She released the rope and lifted her ass and told him, "Now shove that cock into me. It's what you've been longing to do, right? Shove it all the way in. But you are not allowed to come yet. I'll tell you when it is time, and we will come together. I have a special treat in store for you."


Malcolm stood and shoved his throbbing cock as hard as he could into Persephone's dripping cunt. She shuddered in response. He pulled most of the way out and then violently shoved it in again, up to the hilt. He began to fuck her in earnest, with Persephone's ass matching his every thrust, increasing the pleasure exponentially. Her hand reached under to seize his balls, which she began to squeeze and rotate as he continued to pump into her.


"Grab my tits," she told him, and he reached under her to take those magnificent globes in his hands, squeezing and flattening them and using them as reins as he continued to thrust his cock violently in and our of her cunt.


"Now lick my back," she commanded, and he lowered his mouth to her naked spine and licked her delectable young skin up and down as he continued to squeeze her tits and pound his shaft in and out of her. He did not know how he was going to refrain from coming. He could fell her tunnel walls beginning to contract around his cock and he shoved it in up to the hilt, feeling her whole body tremble and shake as she came over and over again. Then she collapsed against the mattress, with Malcolm's naked body covering her. They rested that way for a while, Malcolm's flesh pressed against her lovely back, his hands beneath her, still caressing her tits, teasing her nipples.


After she had time to catch her breath, demon-Mary whispered, "It is time for that special treat I was telling you about. Stand up and don't move." Malcolm complied, standing at attention with his arms at his side. Mary / Penelope walked behind him and took something off the table.


"Do not turn around," she told him as she came up behind him. "Now put your arms behind you. We are going to play a little game. You like games, don't you Malcolm?"


She took his hand, placing them behind his back as she bound them with electrical cable. "Now the real fun begins," she whispered. "I am going to give you the blow job of your life. A blow job to die for. Now just stand on the chair, so that I can have easy access to that beautiful cock and those luscious balls of yours. I hate kneeling."


Malcolm climbed up on the chair. She tightened the noose around his neck and threw the rope up over the pipe. She pulled on it until it was taut, straining Malcolm's neck so that he was forced to stand on his tiptoes. She then tightly wrapped it around the cleat in the wall.


"What's this?" Malcolm asked, trembling.


"I'm sure you have heard of autoerotic asphyxiation," Mary said. "This is going to be even better. This is going to be heteroerotic asphyxiation. Much more fun."


"But isn't that what killed David Carradine?" Malcolm asked."


"Don't worry, silly. David Carradine was 72 years old. You are much younger. Plus, if this little trick allowed our Kung Fu friend to get off at the age of 72, just imagine what it is going to do for you."


Demon-Mary took Malcolm's shaft in her hand and began running her lips up and down its length, teasing it with her flickering tongue. She cupped his balls in her hand, and squeezed and released them as she continued to run her talented mouth up and down his shaft, then around and around its sensitive hood. When she could feel his trembling and knew he was ready, she engulfed his prick with her mouth, running it along the inner linings of her cheeks, licking it with her tongue, then curling that tongue around his cock as she began to bob her head quickly up and down on his shaft, teasing his anus with one hand and squeezing his balls with the other until she could sense his trembling, could feel the orgasm rising from the very center of his being as she brutally squeezed his aching balls, violently impaled her mouth on his cock, shoved her finger all the way up his ass, and kicked the chair out from underneath him.


He came in a torrent in her mouth, wave after wave of jism pouring down Persephone's throat, his aching balls leaping in her hand as they poured their contents into her mouth in what surely was the biggest explosion since the Big Bang.


The demon watched Malcolm's now lifeless body as it swung like a pendulum from the pipe. One down and one to go, she thought.


Persephone began to struggle against the demon's will as her body began to sashay down the corridor in the direction of the mill room, where Dante lay sleeping on the portable mattress on the floor. She knew what the demon intended to do and there seemed to be no way to stop her.


Demon-Mary saw what she was looking for: our intrepid investigator and star of tonight's show, Mr. Dante Hades, famous ghostbuster and fearless investigator of the paranormal and soon to be her willing puppet. She would wear male flesh at last and see if its pleasures were all that they were cracked up to be. Most men that she had ever met were led around by their 'nads. Literally. She would soon become the most famous ghost of all, the spirit who took permanent possession of cable TV's foremost investigator of all things preternatural.


Persephone's heart, tucked away in the deep recesses of the demon's mind, leapt at the sight of Dante's body. The smooth skin of his muscular chest, rising with each breath, almost glowed in the moonlight. She had always dreamed of this moment, but not like this. Not with her body ridden by a fiend and bent on the destruction of the only man she loved.


Dante stirred as Mary / Persephone lay down next to him. Mustn't wake him, the demon thought. She could only take him in the Dream, where all rules and natural laws were suspended.


She traced the smooth flesh of his chest, feeling his hardness, gently tracing Persephone's fingertip around his nipple, then cupping his pecs, and running her fingers up and down his hard chest. She lay close to him, pressing her lips against his exposed neck, flicking her tongue out and licking that neck from top to bottom, then, traveling up to his ear, taking his earlobe gently into her mouth, tugging gently on it as her hand traveled down Dante's abs and entered his shorts. He was already rock hard from the dream state and began to stir. She gently grabbed his cock and slowly began squeezing it and then releasing it in a continuous cycle, then traced her way down its eight-inch length with her fingertips. She needed that cock embedded in her flesh, not her dream body. She reached down to cup Dante's balls as she continued to glide her fingertips up and down his shaft, lightly tracing each vein, teasing the hood, running her fingers around the tip and feeling the attar of his precum as she brought her hand to her mouth to taste it.


Dante began to stir and she grabbed his cock tightly, as if it were a powerful talisman that she did not want to lose. She wanted to feel that cock in real flesh, not in the Dream, which was only a pale shadow of Reality. Then, as soon as she was done, she would ride Dante's body and feel the ecstasy that male organ was capable of bestowing on its owner. She would fuck Persephone's chained naked body over and over, showing no mercy as she pummeled it savagely with Dante's magnificent organ, watching the slut's tears as they fell upon the stone ground of the mill, hearing her sobs as she knew that there would be no release, that no savior would come for her.


Dante's eyes popped open as she squeezed his cock a might too hard in her reveries. He saw Persephone's beautiful dark eyes returning his stare, but they seemed somehow strangely cold, frozen. Her soft luxurious hair spilled onto his naked chest, feeling like the touch of a feather broom. He smiled at her and pulled her naked torso down to his. At last. He had been waiting for this moment, fantasizing about it every since she joined the team six months ago.


He reached out to her swanlike neck and pulled her closer to his face. She kissed him softly at first, then teased his lips apart with her tongue, then ran that tongue along the inner walls of his cheeks, over his teeth, then over Dante's tongue. She increased the pressure on his cock, squeezing it with her right hand even as her lips and tongue traced their way over his ear and down his neck, then down his arching torso to engulf his magnificent cock. She began to bob Persephone's mouth up and down Dante's organ as he strained upward to meet her oral cunt. Demon Mary then began to ram Persephone's mouth down on Dante's shaft, and Persephone (but not the demon) felt the pain each time it crashed again into the back of her throat.


She squeezed his balls hard, as she lifted her mouth from him. "I want you to fuck me like a dog., like the slut bitch I am. I want you to pound me wide open, split me in half so that I can't walk for a month. Use me in ways this poor worthless cunt has never imagined. Give me what I deserve."


Dante was somewhat taken aback by Persephone's sudden zest for all things bestial. But never one to look a gift horse in the mouth, Dante obliged by mounting her proffered ass. This was not the way he had imagined their first act of copulation, but Persephone evidently had unplumbed depths that he had never suspected. He was only too glad to plumb them.


He shoved his cock in her slowly, moving it almost tenderly as first as he reached out to grab her fabled breasts, licking his way up her bare back as her rammed his cock into her harder and harder, a sweat breaking out in his brow as he pounded her and pounded her. She reached back and squeezed his balls mercilessly, and he shoved his shaft up to the hilt and his balls jumped in her viselike grip and poured their contents into her eagerly waiting womb in a torrent.


That's when he saw Malcolm, standing by the door, looking as pale as Jacob Marley's ghost, with blackened eyes and bruises around his neck, which still sported the noose that had released him from this world.


Dante bestowed upon Malcolm's shade their standard greeting. "What up?"


"That bitch Kung-Fued me."


"That's nasty, dude. But it really doesn't sound like her," Dante said to the hallucination before him. If spending fifteen years working as a professional ghostbuster had taught Dante one lesson, it was this: there ain't no such thing as ghosts. They sure did help pay the bills, though.


Ergo, the Malcolm thing was not real. Dante was dreaming.


Right then demon Persephone turned her head back to confront Dante. It was black, like an insect's head, with one side charred and sporting an eyeball hanging from an empty socket. He saw a second Persephone clinging like a wallflower to the stone wall behind her.


"I ate her, in a dream," the second Persephone said. "She poured herself into me, and now she has my body. I'm in there, floating, but I can't do anything."


Well, all kinds of strange shit happens in dreams, Malcolm thought. So he Heimliched the demon-Persephone, still impaled on his cock. A foul-smelling sulphuric haze streamed out of her mouth and began to condense on the floor. It rose up, assuming the form of a naked girl (and a pretty fine one at that when you considered her zombie status and personal history).


Dante felt someone shaking him violently. It was Persephone, a real and delightfully naked Persephone with no signs of lingering possession.


"Dante, you have to wake up," she said. She can only get you when you are asleep.


Dante grunted as he rose. He looked around for Malcolm and the demon. He saw nothing but empty space. "Malcolm?" he asked Persephone.


"No," she said pointing at the swinging corpse in the next room. "We have to leave. Now."


So that much was true. Persephone gathered her clothes as he tugged on his own. They ran for the door. Dante took one look back at the swinging corpse of Malcolm Gerstein. They were going to have some 'splaining to do.


The lost girl floated in the Dream as she heard the van retreating into the distance. Just as before, she would wait alone, through the centuries if necessary, until she could once again find a place in the sun.


Well maybe not exactly alone. She looked over at Malcolm's naked body, chained spread-eagled on the dream bed. He seemed to be actually enjoying this. A lot. They both grinned as she floated over to join him.


The End.
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