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Dedication

This book is dedicated to my muse of the last few months, Alexis.  This Novella was laying around as an unfinished and uninspired short story.  The heroine needed charm, charisma, and a playful streak.  I lacked the fire to provide them. Then I saw Alexis wear her white bikini and I instinctively knew that she was the perfect model for this tale. In addition to being drop-dead gorgeous, Alexis has a subtle sensuality, an elegant grace, and a sweet soul. All attributes I needed for my character.

No part of this story should be construed as a personal escapade from her life. I don’t put private sexual encounters on paper, except occasionally, some of my own. However, I often borrow the beauty, style, sexuality, and vibrance of women I know and infuse their traits into my characters.  I have found it makes for a better read.  So, I gave Alexis a few extra years and placed her in a stale marriage, the rest you’ll have to read.

Alexis thank you for being the model of sorts for Cassandra Granville.  You have rekindled some of my barely warm Author’s embers and fanned them back to flames. Thank you for gracing my pages and my life with your magic and your warmth.
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The One That Got Away


The One That Got Away

There is this guy that I fantasize about some nights. The ones when I’m unbelievably horny and my pussy itches like a mother fucker and my husband is snoring uselessly beside me. You know what I mean. The one that got away. He made you wet on sight but the time to tag up was never quite right. That guy. Every girl has one, I have several, but there is one that’s special. I start rubbing myself and he always seems to be there.  Broad shoulders, tight ass, washboard abs, and devastating eyes.  The kind of guy that will take you to the stars if he has the meat.  I’m not a hundred percent sure about that department, we never got intimate enough to know for certain, but I made him hard.  I could clearly see that, and once we slow danced at a party and he rubbed his business right up against mine. He sure hadn’t been short-changed, and I damn near fucked him in front of my boyfriend and his girlfriend.

He’s a regular visitor at the hour of the wolf. That’s three or four in the morning when you can’t get back to sleep and your mind is reviewing every fucking thing you’ve done wrong in your entire fucking life.  The deep throaty sounds of my husband’s snoring drive me out of bed to prowl empty rooms, look out the windows at the stillness of the night, and in general wrap myself in despair. I eventually settle into the most comfortable lazy-boy chair then slide my fingers into my panties and give my girl parts some attention. My juices start to flow, and there he is, standing in front of me, his eyes glued between my legs and flashing with the flames of desire.   He likes to watch. He likes to do a lot of things and I imagine them all.

That’s when I slip in my toy, and my pussy eagerly welcomes its old friend. A little U-shaped vibrator that amazingly stimulates both my clit and my wonderful G-spot. Then I lean back and my mind floats in a sea of carnal thoughts and conjures up all manner of naughty behavior. From time to time, I press the toy tighter against my clit or reposition the G-spot finger, but mostly it’s a hands-free ride.

It always ends the same way. I turn my head into the chair cushions to stifle my overpowering need to scream out as waves of sexual release pulse through me. Then I lay quietly as my body shakes, and my thighs spasm. But as my body recovers and regains its strength, the loneliness returns and brings with it a sexual desperation.

Masturbation offers a physical release, but it’s lonely and bereft of any emotional component.  Sex was made to share. A game for two or more players. I hunger for the presence of a lover. I miss the want in his eyes, the warmth of his kisses, the heat of his body, the desire in his roaming hands, the urgency of our dueling tongues, and the elixir of his cuming.  I live in a sexual desert, and I yearn for an oasis so that I can drink my fill.  An out of bounds place where anything goes and there are no consequences for any path I choose.

Anyway, ten years later my husband, Tim, drags him home. Yes, Mr. We Never Got a Chance standing right in my entryway. They ran into each other on a plane and reminisced about their college days.  He was stranded for the weekend. He lived on the opposite coast, but had meetings here, early Monday. So, instead of grabbing a hotel and eating alone, my husband suggested he stay with us.

I almost passed out when he walked through the door. He hadn’t changed a bit. Still studly as ever, and there I was, no makeup, my hair a mess, and wearing the dowdiest sweatshirt I owned. But I did have on a pair of glued-on short, shorts and his eyes went straight to my legs. More precisely, the juncture between them. Oh, God, he was getting hard. Despite my distress, I answered his arousal with a flood of my own. My panties had to be sopping. I was half afraid that I was going to drip or show a wet spot.

“We’re ordering in. What does everyone want?” I exclaimed! As I rushed for the safety of my bedroom.

I quickly changed into something more flattering. A short skirt and a top that gave him a peek at my tits. Not that they’re anything to brag about. The girl he married, now there was a set. Mine were tiny by comparison, but they are on a tall slender frame, which lends a kind of elegance to them. Despite their size, they do attract their share of male attention. I’ve been told they are a perfect match to my killer legs.

Both men exclaimed “WOW,” when I walked back into the room.

*****

Jefferson Stirling Price was tall, handsome, broad-shouldered, and blessed by the Blarney Stone. He was a natural-born lady killer and a hopelessly charming rogue.  He married a buxom blonde, mostly for her money, but the bloom had been off that rose for years and his real passion had always been tall brunettes.  Standing in Cassandra Granville’s hallway, he was astonished to see a brunet from his past, whom he remembered fondly.  She was one of the ones that got away.  More than once, when in need of stimulation, he’d envisioned the tall, lithe body of Classy Cassi, as he liked to call her, because of her class and style.  The way her face exploded with beauty when she smiled, her eyes sparkled with mischief, and her body flowed with a sensual grace when she moved. But his fondest memory was the way she crossed and uncrossed those long, elegant legs.  Powder blue panties came to mind. With legs that long and thighs that luscious, a girl couldn’t hope to hide all her secrets. Some enchanted male would always be looking, anxious to catch a glimpse of her covered or uncovered prize.

Her husband had sprung him on her with no warning and she’d been caught off guard. But she recovered quickly and a few minutes later, there was the Classy Cassi he used to know. His favorite fantasy girl.

She took his breath away and he held his bags in front of him to hide his excitement. The years had been kind to her, and she was every bit as alluring and captivating as she was in his dreams.

He wondered if the spark was still there. He knew it had been once. They both knew it. It was only chance that blocked at least one night of passion if not many.

Dinner had been both a delight and a little piece of hell. Cassi was so ravishing and alive. Her smile was intoxicating, her body magnificent. He couldn’t keep his eyes off of her and hoped her husband hadn’t noticed. Her nearness was torture.

She was his secret passion from the past. The one he could always rely on to give him release. The image he called forth when he needed to perform his marital duties. For a few years there, he even jokingly called his right hand, Cassi.  But now she was sitting a few feet away, laughing and smiling, sometimes squirming seductively, and bursting with sexual energy.  God, she had a body made for fucking and it filled Jefferson Stirling Price with an almost overwhelming lust that she was sure to notice.

Cassandra had carefully avoided eye contact with Price. She had spent too many hours thinking of him with her fingers down her panties. When her husband shot early and rolled off to sleep, Price was her go-to guy for her fingers.  She had an awful dread, that if she locked gazes with this man, all her intimate little secrets would come flowing out.

Cassandra was amazed at how little he had changed. He had some graying around the temples but was still broad-shouldered with no paunch. Not like the husbands in her crowd. They were all going to seed. Which was good in some ways because it limited their power to tempt.  Sexless marriages were hard enough, without enticing partners next door, or shirtless, working in their yards across the street.

They had finished dinner and moved to the deck chairs near the pool.  The sun was setting, and their house was on one of the many cliffs dotting the LA area. The view was spectacular.

“I love this California lifestyle,” Price said. “The northeast is either too hot or too cold. Lots of old money there though.”

“Wasn’t your wife from money?” Cassi teased.

“Wasn’t she the one with the big rack?” added Tim, more than a little sauced.

“Yes, both,” agreed Price.

“How’d that work out for you?” Jibed Cassi. At one time she’d felt abandoned by Price’s choice. It was an irrational irritation since it would have been Cassi stealing a man from her, not the other way around.

“Which?” answered Price, “The tits or the cash?”

“Both,” pressed Cassi.

“Well, the tits lost their allure, but the cash didn’t,” he announced.

Cassi smiled and had a retort ready, but it never came out. That’s when she caught his eye and they locked for an extended period. Neither of them wanted to look away. Cassi was convinced that he could see right into her soul. Know all of her secrets and hidden lusts. Discover that she was defenseless against him. That he could have her, just for the asking.

But it seemed to Price that he had just given Cassi the upper hand. She had to know his desire for her, a decade of wanting and dreaming and yearning for her touch. In Price’s world, knowing how much she is desired, gives a woman too much power, and in that one fervid glance, Price had surrendered his self-assurance.  He had dealt the cards, now it was Cassi’s hand to play.

Her husband, Tim, was oblivious to the moment and blind to the chemistry passing between them. His only concern was refilling his glass from the pitcher sitting beside him on the pool deck. Cassi’s choice was to flee. I think I’ll go for a dip,” she announced. Price watched her go, her ass swinging seductively, more and more upper thigh on display as she climbed the porch stairs to the upper level.

“Nice ass, huh?” Slurred Tim, breaking Price’s concentration.

Price held up his glass. “To nice asses,” he said, and they toasted.

*****

Cassi was a basket of anxieties. She had a beautiful home, great kids, a successful career, and a good marriage, even if Tim had quit ringing her bell. Now Mister Hot Stuff was here to ruin it all. Sticking her vibrator on high and thinking about him was a lot different than slipping her panties off and giving him a ride. It wasn’t fair. She hadn’t been laid in three months if you can even count the night Tim fizzled out, and she was so horny she was climbing the walls.  She had the willpower to fend off the amorous husbands of her friends, and the studly college kid that delivered her groceries.  Even the gorgeous pool boy / part-time actor that Eileen Ramsburger couldn’t stop raving about. But Price was too much. She would just pretend to be sick and stay in her bedroom all weekend.

*****

Price was sitting at the perfect angle to watch Cassi come onto the porch.  She took his breath away. Tall and stately in a white Bikini, her hips swaying like a Samba dancer, her long dark hair cascading over her bare shoulders. She was an erotic vision descending from wherever the gods made perfect women.

She had his attention, Cassi could see that plain, and Price let out a low whistle, right in front of her nearby husband. “So much for my willpower,” she thought. Outside she was a cool beauty that shed men’s attention like a windshield throws off rain.  But inside, she was in emotional chaos. Fear and sexual need and the effects of forced celibacy were all in conflict and robbing her of her normal prudence and good judgment. She was like a moth drawn to a flame, and Jefferson Stirling Price was a full-blown forest fire.

Cassi could feel his eye on her every step. Dread nagged at her, and her stomach was doing flip-flops from the panic that gripped her.  But there was another Cassi. One that longed to be a woman just once more. One that yearned to be wanted, craved to be touched and caressed and ached to be possessed by a powerful man.  Oh, it had been so long since that other Cassi had spread her legs for a man that truly hungered for her.  Actually, desired her, not just emptying into her because she was convenient, or masturbating into her, out of habit.

Cassi smiled beguilingly as she descended the stairs but avoided eye contact.  She walked right past her husband and Price, then went straight to the pool.  She knew Price’s gaze was locked on her butt and she gave her ass a little extra swing. Not enough to make it obvious, but enough to arouse any male past puberty. 

Cassi was pushing thirty, but she’d worked hard to keep her body tight.  Especially her butt. God knows how many flexes she’d done on that damn machine, but it showed, and her efforts were on full display for Price.

Cassi swam seven laps, her mind in continuous turmoil as to what comes next?  She could let Price make his move. There was no mystery down that path. They’d fuck all night. Alternatively, she could run back upstairs and hide in her bedroom. Even if she ran, would it do any good? Her husband was either passed out drunk or soon would be. It would be her and Price alone. She knew that Price would find her no matter where she ran. Besides, more than half of her wanted to be caught.

Cassi stepped out of the pool. Price’s gaze followed her every move. She bent and grabbed a towel, then leaned slightly to the left, letting her long hair fall provocatively down that side as she dried herself.  Price’s gaze followed the towel as it caressed her lovely body.  Then she straightened, looked directly at Price, and pulled her bottoms up tight, stretching the thin material over her vulva, so as to outline her womanhood.  She knew the moment he saw her camel toe. His eyes widened in a dead giveaway. It thrilled her to taunt him and being in control calmed her. She wondered how long that would last.

Then she turned and walked toward the hot tub. She only had a thong in the rear, and it had completely disappeared up her ass crack, exposing all of her butt cheeks.  Instinctively she knew Price was touching himself and it gave her a delicious tingle.  “Eat your heart out baby,” she thought.  “If we’re going to do this. I’m going to be in control. At least at the start.”

Price set his drink down and reached out to touch Tim. No response. He rose and lifted Tim’s arm in the air. It dropped like a stone. Then he helped Tim out of the chair and laid him out on the lounging chair and covered him with a large, dry beach towel. Then he filled two glasses from the pitcher and walked over to Cassandra.

She was lounging in the tub, water up to her neck, her long legs stretched out in front of her, partly spread. Price slowly took in her beauty, his eyes appreciating every inch of her enchanting curves. She smiled as if thanking him for the unsaid compliments.  Then he knelt and handed her a full glass of whatever Tim had mixed up.

“Aren’t you coming in,” she teased.

“I didn’t bring a suit,” he answered.

“This is California. They’re optional,” she replied, giving him an impish smile as she unhooked her top and tossed it on the pool deck.  Then she arched her back and stretched.

“I remember wanting to touch those so badly,” he declared, his tone wistful.

“You tried a couple of times. Almost succeeded, as I remember.”

“Not long enough to savor the moment, but enough to haunt me for a lifetime.”

“Are you telling me you still fantasize about me?”

“It’s been known to happen.”

“Bullshit. You have a beautiful wife with enormous tits. What would you want with mine.”

“Yours are perfect and they come with the rest of you,” he opined. His tone was serious, not at all playful.

“I’d forgotten about that silver tongue of yours. How many of us have you charmed out of their panties? I seem to remember you left quite a trail of broken hearts.”

“We’ve all had our youthful follies,” Price opined wistfully.

“So, am I the one that got away, or the one you didn’t get?  There is a difference you know.”

“I don’t know. You’re the one I think about most often. Maybe I should have married you instead.”

“More bullshit. Tell me that after we fuck, then I might believe it.”

“Are we going to fuck?”

“I don’t know yet.”

“So, you’ve been completely faithful to Tim? No hanky panky with anyone?”

“I’ve thought about it. Never found anyone worth the risk. I like my life too much.” 

“Tim keeping you that satisfied?”

“Not at all. I haven’t been laid in months,” Cassandra announced, counting on her fingers, and popping up one digit after another. “Let’s see. Not counting unfinished business, probably nine, ten months.”

“Good God. Damn, Girl!”  Cassi could see Price’s prick visibly throbbing and flexing in his pants and he touched himself for a moment. The thought of her sexual frustration overwhelmed him.

“Horry women, excite you?” she taunted.

“A favorite fantasy subject, not being properly serviced does. Yes, it does,” he asserted. “Most definitely!”

“There you do again. Does that line really work?”

“What line?”

“The I fantasize about you, line.”

“You don’t fantasize?”

“No, I do. I’d go crazy without it.”

“And?”

“And I have a toy. A little U-shaped gadget that gets me in two places at once.”

“And that works?”

“Like a charm.”

“You don’t miss the rest?”

“The rest what?”

“The closeness. The intimacy of being touched. The feel of your lover, the thrill of being desired, the smell and heat of your partner, and a warm wet mouth on your clit or slit.  You have to miss that,” Price insisted.

“I’m beginning to,” Cassandra replied. “Keep talking.”

“Your nipples are hard,” he observed, and they were indeed noticeably erect. Two ridged buds, half the size of her fingertips, right in the middle of two perfect cones. They looked like they might burst.

“It’s the warm water. They always get hard in the hot tub.”

“It’s not me?”

“Perish the thought.”

“That’s arousal,” Price argued.

“You might be right. Your cock seems to think so,” suggested Cassi looking at his crotch. His pants were ballooning like a test. That looks painful. You got a snake in there?”

“Half a snake,” he replied.

“Well, that’s probably enough for me,” Cassandra laughed, her stern, disinterested stares blossoming into one of her beautiful smiles.

“I have a problem and you have a problem. What are we going to do about it?” Price declared.

“I don’t know yet about mine?” Cassi opined solemnly.

“But I think Tim has a machine for yours. Probably needs to be cleaned, but you're welcome to it,” she offered with a smile, mischief dancing in her eyes.  “Of course, I would have to watch. Make sure you don’t break it.”

“I didn’t remember you as such a ball breaker,” judged Price.

“I wasn’t. I was hot for you, but you wouldn’t take any chances. I offered to take you outside. I would have fucked your brains out, then sucked you dry. That was your chance, and you blew it.”

“You were serious about that? I thought you were teasing me,” Price protested.

“Bullshit. A man like you can smell a woman in heat. You should have called my bluff. You would have gotten lucky and not had to guess about me all those lonely nights. But you were afraid of Miss big bucks. Super tits might get mad. You chose money over sex, was that a good trade?”

“Unfortunately, it is always a good trade,” Price admitted.

“You probably made the right choice. You would have gotten tired of fucking me.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Everyone does. Love may last, but the sex gets old, sooner or later the lust wains, the eye wanders, and the body yearns.  It’s the human condition. Nature programmed us to spread our seed.  Both of us.”

“So, what’s the moral of that wisdom?”

“Isn’t it obvious?”

“Not to me,” Price admitted.

She had finished her drink and set it down on the deck then turned back to face Price. “Fuck whenever you can,” Cassandra decreed. “Then hope it doesn’t fuck up the rest of your life.”

“Can I get you another drink?” offered Price.

“I’ve had two of those already. Do you think I’ll give in after a third?”

“Yes.”

Cassandra laughed. “You might be right. But if we’re going to fuck, I want to remember that fabulous cock of yours. I’ve never had half a snake. Isn’t it time you got it out? It might make your case?”

“You’ve been sneaking peeks at it all night.”

“Couldn’t miss it. It’s been pointing right at me all night.”

Price reached down and skinned off his shirt.

“You’ve kept in shape,” Cassi commented. “This might be fun.”

Then Price dropped his pants and underwear, then kicked them aside.

“Impressive. The stiffness I mean. I could hand a bucket of nails off of that thing. But you look ridiculous in your socks. Deep six those before I lose the mood,” she teased.

She watched Price step into the tub, her eyes never left his cock, until it disappeared below the bubbles.

Price moved closer to her, their legs and hips touching, and he slipped an arm around her shoulders.

“This your big seduction move?” asked Cassandra, blocking his kiss with her glass.”

“You don’t strike me as a girl that wants to talk all night,”

“Usually not!”

“Your thighs have always driven me wild. I think about your beautiful smile and captivating eyes, but I always end up at your thighs. Right here.” Price reached down and wrapped his hand around her leg high on the left thigh. High enough that his hand was less than half an inch from her pussy. He could feel her thigh muscles tense and respond to his touch. He squeezed them lovingly and caressed her inner thigh flesh, thinking about all the times he had imagined kissing them and then burying his face between them.   Cassandra made no move to stop him as he kneaded her flesh.  Arousal crept up her leg, along with his hand.

“That’s where I want to kiss you,” he declared.

“Oh really,” she leaned into him like she was going to kiss him but ducked her head and gave him a quick snuggle to his neck instead.

“I usually prefer my lovers to be dead on,” she quipped, giving him a tantalizing smile.  “I consider that spot a near miss.”

“You don’t want a warm-up. Experience the sweet anxiety of what comes next?” Price asked.

“Not as long as he, or she, is quick about it. I hate waiting.”

Price froze for a moment, pondering this new piece of information.

Cassandra just smiled and took a swallow of her drink.

She had to turn slightly to grab the glass and Price took the opportunity to move his hand, and the side of his fingers brushed between her legs. Cassandra looked him in the eye. Her expression was non-committal. Half smiling; half serious. It was not a go signal, but it wasn’t a stop, either.

He turned his hand and pressed it against her pussy through her suit. He could feel her opening under the thin material. Her only response was to meet his gaze. Then he traced his finger along the length of her slit. Starting deep under her butt, then pulling upward, gliding along the groove between her labia.

Cassandra stiffened visibly. That was definitely a line, she thought. Her eyes grew serious, but they were hard to read. Was she thinking about stopping him, or encouraging him? Price was uncertain, so he repeated the motions, down, then up again, with more pressure.

Cassandra spread her legs a little wider and pressed her hips against his hands.

“Why don’t you slip those off,” he suggested.

Without a word or a change in expression, Cassandra raised her perfect ass off the seat and slid her bottoms off. They floated away in the bubbles.

Cassandra spread her legs again, giving Price full access.

Price slipped a thumb into her opening; the rest of his fingers slid along her ass crack. She raised her ass off the seat, letting him play at whatever he had planned.  Price thumb fucked her slowly, moving his thumb around inside her, brushing against her vaginal walls, searching for any spots that brought a response.  He found a few. The signal was in her eyes and her movements as she flexed her hips to meet his assault.  His index finger was gliding along her ass crack with every thrust and rubbing her butt hole as it glided past.

It had been years since Cassandra had done any ass play and she suddenly remembered the added stimulation that it could provide.  She’d never been an up-the-ass girl, but she had fond memories of limited anal exploration, and that all came flooding back into her memory, adding to her growing arousal.

She was getting close. That was quick she thought, but then Price pulled out. Cassandra barely had time to protest when he replaced his thumb with two fingers, then three on the next thrust, and all four a few strokes later. Cassandra spread her legs wide and threw her hips at Price’s hand.  His thrusts were slow at first but quickly built in intensity until his hand was pounding into her with a primal ferocity that made Cassandra grab the sides of the hot tub with both hands and hang on. 

“Oh, God! I’m gonna cum,” she shouted, not worrying if it woke her sleeping husband.

“Fuck! Fuck!” Cassandra let out a screech, that she was sure the neighbors would hear.  Her orgasm was a strong one and it left her breathless. Price tried to stroke her gently. But she pushed him away.

“You were supposed to do that years ago.” She accused, between gasps and grabbing deep breaths.

“I know. I was a coward,” he admitted.

“You wanted that bitch’s money. How’d that work out for you.” She asked, still sucking in air.

“The money is great, but it didn’t take long to tire of her.”

“Bastard,” she exclaimed.

Without saying a word, Cassandra repositioned herself on the edge of the tub. Turned off the bubbles and spread her legs wide, presenting herself to Price.

She didn’t say a word, but Price could tell she was looking at his body under the water. Price approached her, thinking about the geometry of the situation, and decided that if he stood on one of the seats his cock and her pussy would be approximately the same height.

But when he tried it, Cassandra reached out and grabbed his cock. She ran her hands over it, luxuriating in the feel of a strange cock, his cock.  God, how many times had she imagined doing this?  It wasn’t as big as it was in her dreams, but it would do. She jacked it several times, then let it go.

“Nice and hard. Keep it that way,” she ordered. Then Cassi reached up and grabbed his hair on the top of his head and pulled his face down to her waiting opening.

As his mouth began to play Cassandra felt the wet warmth of Price’s tongue sliding along the sweet flesh of the groove between her labia lips, then it teased her opening. Like his finger fucks, he started slowly, then accelerated to a crescendo, that left her breathless and her knuckles white from grasping the side of the hot tub.  As her orgasm began to build, Price moved his mouth to her bud.  It was gorged with blood flow and as stiff as an eraser. Price sucked it into his mouth and pumped it in and out between his lips.  Then replaced his mouth with his fingers and rubbed her clit with his thumb while he teased and taunted her opening with his lips and tongue. 

He could feel Cassandra tense and her thighs tighten, those signals just made him increase the speed and intensity of his oral assault.  Suddenly she screamed again.

“Oh God!” she cried out, several times, not giving her husband or the neighbors the slightest thought.

Then Cassandra clamped her legs together and locked her long legs behind his shoulders. At the same time, she wrapped her arms around his head and pulled his mouth tight against her, then leaned into him, resting her bent-over body on his head.

Price had trouble breathing, but he’d been here before and just kept lapping at her vaginal entrance.  Cassi let go of his head and flung her body around, thrashing, twisting and all the time thrusting her pussy against his eager mouth until her spasms ceased. Her orgasm was more intense than any she’d had since college.

When she finally released Price, he raised his head, and he couldn’t avoid the look of pride. His lips and facial features glistened with her juices, and she leaned toward him and kissed him. Their tongues teased and taunted. Jockeying for position, searching, probing. It was a tender kiss, with no urgency. Two lovers with all night to explore and learn and arouse and satiate.

When they broke the kiss, Cassandra pushed his head back down between her legs.

“Give me another,” she pleaded, then lay back on the deck and let Price do his magic.

After a few moments of complete sexual bliss, Cassandra had another hard cum. She was starting to grade her orgasms with Price like earthquakes and hurricanes on a geometric scale. Each level being ten times higher than the previous. This one was a six. A little down from the last one at 6.5.  She dropped back into the tub, pushing him back onto a seat. Then she grabbed his cock. He was still up but had lost some of his stiffness. It hardened quickly under her eager touch, and she threw her leg over his lap and lowered herself onto it.  Cassie teased her opening before full penetration, by sliding his cockhead along her slit. 

“Oh God, that is delicious!” she moaned, and she thought, but did not say, “I’ve wanted that for so long.  Dreamed about it so many nights. Oh Fuck, I love it when a man first slides it in. His cock stretching my pussy lips, announcing that it’s pleasure time!”

Cassandra increased her movements, relishing the feel of his pole. Basking in the sensation of how it spread her and caressed her vaginal opening as it slid past.  Her long wait was over, and it felt absolutely marvelous.

Price looked into her eyes and cupped the back of her neck, running his hands through her long hair.

“Go, Baby, go!” he whispered, and he felt her entire body increase its urgency. “Cum for me Sweet Cassi,” he urged, his voice low and intimate.

To him, it was a fantasy come true.  He had held his phantom Cassi countless times. Dreaming of how her pussy would close around him, cling to his maleness, fling itself at his shaft. He imagined how their bodies would merge, sharing their intimacy and their need for one another.  

He moved his hands to her breasts, cupped one softly in each hand, and pulled them to his mouth.

Price’s explosion racked his body and Cassandra reveled in the way his cock twitched and throbbed as it shot its warm load deep into her. She squeezed it with her cunt muscles, begging it not to shrivel. But it dropped out of her, and she collapsed in his arms and rested.   She could feel his heartbeat, or maybe it was hers.   They lapsed into long, extended kisses and fierce body hugs that conveyed their need for one another. There were still roaring passions, left undampened.

A few minutes later she felt a flicker of life in his cock as it stirred against her butt.  Cassandra reached down and coaxed it back to life. Then she mounted him again.

“I’m going to play,” she declared. “Your job is to keep it hard.”

“I’ll try,” he laughed.

If you’ve never fucked in a hot tub, put one in your future. There is something about the warm water that facilitates an extended erection. Being a suburban California girl, Cassandra was familiar with the medicinal combination of warm water and a stiff cock, and she was determined to ride Price dry before she let him go.

Price kept himself hard for twenty minutes and Cassi had lost count of her orgasms. Of course, it helped that this was his second shot, and that Cassandra changed the tempo periodically and squeezed the base of his cock when he got close. Once she even reached down under him and pressed her finger into his emergency shut-off button.

“What the fuck was that?” Price jumped when she jammed her finger hard into him just below his scrotum.

“You don’t know about that?”

“No, what?”

That cools you down but keeps you hard. Just stops you from shooting. That’s a girl's best friend,” she teased.

“You do that to your husband?”

“Not anymore. His problem is starting,” she informed as she threw her head back and focused on the feel of him filling her.

“How do you live with that? A woman with your appetites.”

“I have a vibrator and I think of you a lot,” she replied.

“You're not shitting me?” he asked. All the time Cassandra was riding his cock, changing the angle of penetration, switching the intensity. Speeding up or slowing down, depending on how close she was to cuming again.

“No. You’re my one that got away. There are a few others, but you’re my primary. Some nights it's just you and me and my electric friend. I’ve fucked you seven ways from…. Oh, God!”

Cassi didn’t finish her sentence. Another orgasm racked her, and she clung to Price in quiet desperation.

Then she got off of Price.

“Don’t I get to cum,” he complained.

“We’re moving to the guest room. I want to be fucked proper, in a bed. Do you have any Viagra?”

“Yes.”

“Take two,” she demanded.

Price watched her pick up her suit and walk away from him toward the stairs. Her beautiful body completely nude. Her tall, lithe frame an erotic siren calling to him, and impossible to ignore.

“What about you husband?” Price asked.

“Leave him there. That's how I get away with this. “I’ll be back in my bed by dawn and I’m going to give him hell for getting drunk and leaving me to listen to your boring life stories all evening. He’ll never challenge me after that, even if he does suspect something happened,” Cassandra called over her shoulder as she climbed the stairs.

She took a quick peek behind her and flashed Price an alluring smile, then ordered. “Better hurry. I might start without you.”

*******

It was beginning to grey outside when Cassie crawled into her own bed and collapsed.  She’d been limping the last few steps, every muscle in her body was sore.  Their sex had gotten violent in the night, both had been anxious to pack ten years of yearning into a few hours of fucking.  Tim was still stretched out by the pool, sleeping soundly when Cassie pulled the covers up around her, gave her battered pussy one last rub, and instantly fell sound asleep.

Price had been insatiable.  He’d managed two more shots, and he pounded into her with a ruthless ferocity that provoked Cassie’s own pent-up desires.   Together, they had been overcome with a carnal rage and flew and tore at each like two jungle cats, lost in the ancient act of rutting.  Price had grabbed her hair and pulled her to him, then plunged his hard cock roughly into her waiting mouth, then face fucked her with a primal intensity.  She had drawn blood, clawing his back and butt.   Throughout the night, all Cassie wanted was one more of his power thrusts into her wet pussy. Then another and another and another.  She lived for his cock splitting her opening and his body clinging to hers.  It was her whole world.

When Price’s cock gave out, Cassie grabbed a couple of dildos from her secret drawer.  She lay spread-legged on her back, while Price worked her pussy into a frenzy using a device that hit both her G-spot and her clit at the same time.  Cassie returned the favor, by sucking his balls and simultaneously jacking his cock.  Every few strokes she’d run her thumb across his pee hole and Price would jerk and moan and that would inspire Cassie to tighten her grip and jack faster. 

When he was ready to shoot, she finished by sucking on his cockhead.  Price groaned and spasmed in a less than satisfying mini-cum.  The soldier was dead, Cassie had fucked him dry, and she sadly licked off the last few drops of his virility. 

Cassie rolled onto her stomach, legs spread, exhaustion overtaking her.  Price teased her soaking pussy with his fingers and mouth, then slid in a dildo and brought her off one last time, while kissing her back and neck lovingly.  Neither wanted the night to end.

*****

If you enjoyed this story, please leave me a review.

You may also like the Jack Straw Adult Noir Adventures.  Patterned after the thrillers of the 1950s, they offer a unique read, sprinkled with plenty of spice.  The full series is available at Amazon.com.
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