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Lauren held up
her wine glass. She watched as the waiter spilled the red liquid
from the emerald bottle into it. As before, he filled it to the
exact same place.

As it was her
third glass of the evening, she felt a little giddy. She could feel
her inhibitions taking off their clothes and dancing naked in her
mind. The waiter smiled as he turned and left.

Leaning in
conspiratorially, Lauren motioned for Zach to lean in as well.

“Damn, he’s a
good waiter,” she said.

“I’ll drink to
that!” Zach said.

They lightly
tinked their two glasses together. Lauren took one sip, then
another. She couldn’t believe how well the date had gone so far.
She needed to remember to thank Amber, her best friend, for setting
it up.

Zach had been a
complete gentleman. He had a suit and tie on, and she could smell
the aftershave he’d used that day. It was light, not overpowering,
but still masculine. She’d told herself before he picked her up
that nothing was going to happen that night, but she wasn’t so sure
anymore.

“What’s so
funny?” Zach asked.

She looked at
his hair again. It was somewhat short, and done up in that
just-out-of-bed manner that had probably taken him an hour to
achieve.

It was worth
the effort.

Smiling,
letting her lips curve in the most seductive manner she could
manage, Lauren sent her foot on a quest. Zach’s eyebrows rose
slightly when he felt her toes against his calf.

Zach glanced
around the restaurant, making sure no one was looking. Careful and
slow, he put his fork back on his plate. He slipped that hand under
the white tablecloth. Little tingles traced their way up Lauren’s
leg as his fingertips brushed the smooth flesh around her
ankle.

Her breath
caught in her throat as his fingers started up her calf.

She got wet
when he squeezed the back of her knee just so. The sudden flow of
warmth in her body was not unlike taking a big swallow of wine.

Lauren let her
foot move up his leg. His smile grew as she touched his inner
thigh. She knew her toes were just about where he would be stiff.
She wondered whether he had gotten as hard as she was wet.

She’d chosen a
little black dress that exposed her cleavage, and her hair flowed
down to her shoulders, framing a long, graceful neck and a
sharp-featured face. She knew she was good looking.

Her toes
brushed against something thick and hard. They both smiled.
Apparently he found her good looking, too.

Winking at him,
Lauren pulled her foot back. She swallowed the rest of her wine in
one gulp and set the glass on the table. He followed suit.

He turned
around in his chair, waving for the waiter. Yes, I do like
him, she thought. Clearly, he was on the same wavelength.

In his car, her
heart fluttered faster and faster as they drew closer to her place.
Would she try to stop it at just a kiss? Should she invite him up
for a nightcap? She felt herself flush with heat as she thought of
her bedroom, and the things she kept in the lowest drawer of her
nightstand, behind her neatly folded panties.

“This is it,
right?” Zach said, pointing to her apartment building.

Rather than
driving to the front to drop her off, he pulled into a visitor
spot. She smiled at him.

“Aren’t we a
little presumptuous?” She asked coyly.

Zach killed the
engine. She found herself looking into his eyes. Her lips suddenly
went dry, and she licked them.

Zach’s eyes
flicked down to those full, red lips for a moment. He reached out
for her, slowly. The very tips of his fingers brushed up the side
of her neck. Lauren found the light tickling sensation arousing.
Her skin broke out in goosebumps at his touch.

He ran those
fingers to the back of her neck. Then he pulled, gently. Their lips
touched. Lauren felt her nipples stiffen.

All pretence of
manners flew out the exhaust of the car as they grabbed each other,
desperate for the heat promised by the other’s body.

After a few
desperate minutes, they parted, panting.

“I have more to
drink in my apartment,” Lauren said.

All she could
think of was the thing she kept in her dresser. Would he go for
it?

He pulled the
keys out of the ignition and shoved them into his pocket. They
raced to the entrance of the building, laughing like teenagers. An
older couple gave them an odd look as they pushed by them into the
foyer.

In the elevator
up to the eighth floor, she let him hold her close. He ran one
finger up under her dress. She grabbed his hand, letting him get
just a hint of the heat between her legs. He groaned, shuddering
against her.

She could
hardly put the key in the lock, her hands shook so much. Opening
the door, she flicked on the hall light.

“I’ll go grab
the wine,” she said.

She made her
way to the kitchen. She started opening a cupboard when she heard
the bed creak. Smiling, she closed the cupboard.

Putting on an
annoyed expression, she stood in the doorway to the bedroom. Zach
had turned on one of her bedside tiffany lamps. He reclined on his
side across the bed, supporting his head with his hand.

“Where’s the
wine?” He said.

He just smiled
at her put-on irritation.

She dropped it,
putting on a pouty face and pulling one of her shoulder straps
down. She had a better idea.

“It’s in that
drawer under the lamp... Behind my panties.”

She licked her
lips as she watched him roll onto his stomach. He had the kind of
ass that just begged to be squeezed. She couldn’t wait to do it. It
took a fair amount of restraint to keep from jumping him as he dug
through her intimates.

“In this box?”
He said.

“That’s the
one.”

Lauren sat on
one corner of the bed as he pulled the box out. It was a plain
white one for shoes.

“There’s wine
in here?” He said, frowning at the box.

Lauren went
onto her hands and knees on the bed. She slunk over to him like a
cat, wiggling her butt behind her. His eyes flicked down to her
cleavage and she smiled.

Grabbing him by
the shoulders, she pushed him down onto his back and straddled him.
He bulged against her sex, sending a shiver up her back. Putting
his hands against her stomach, he ran them up her body.

Grabbing her
shoulder straps again, Lauren pulled them down. Her firm and perky
breasts spilled out. She sucked in a breath as he throbbed against
her at the sight.

Grabbing his
hands, she pulled them up so that he cupped her breasts. He gritted
his teeth as he squeezed them. His fingers felt so strong on her.
He started out gently, but quickly progressed to squeezing harder
and faster. She moaned at the mix of pleasure and pain.

Then he played
with her nipples, squeezing and pinching them. He rolled them
around between his index fingers and thumbs as they stiffened more
at his touch.

“That feels so
nice...” Lauren said.

She’d moistened
her panties by that point. The friction of his rubbing bulge
against her drove fingers of ecstasy up her back. Grabbing his
hair, she pulled his head back. She kissed his exposed neck,
revelling in that light and musky aftershave he had on.

Zach’s hands
moved to her back, then down to her ass. He squeezed those cheeks,
too, then pushed her pussy harder against his bulge.

Letting her hot
breaths spill out across his neck, she worked her lips up to his
ear. She nibbled his earlobe for a moment, then let her full lips
brush against him. He shivered.

“Open the
box...” She whispered.

She grabbed it
and slid it down next to his head, leaning back at the same time.
He didn’t seem to want to stop squeezing her ass, so she pried his
fingers off her.

“What’s in it?”
He asked.

Grabbing the
knot of his tie, she undid it. She threw the silk around her own
neck, then began undoing his buttons. She giggled a little as she
exposed his chest. He was quite chiselled, and hairless. Putting
one hand under his shirt, she ran her fingers over one of his
nipples. It stiffened at her touch.

“Why don’t you
open it and find out? I think you’ll like what you find...”

To entice him
on, she pulled up the front of her dress to give him a look at the
lacy black transparent panties she wore. Again, his bulge flexed
against her.

Zach smiled as
he grabbed the box. He ripped off the lid and threw it on the floor
as Lauren continued undoing his buttons.

He pulled the
pink tissue paper out. It crinkled in his hands. Throwing that on
the floor as well, he reached in.

Lauren gasped,
grabbing and squeezing her breasts as he pulled out what was in the
box.

It was a long,
shiny strap-on dildo. It was shaped like a real cock, with bulging
veins and a ridge around the head.

Zach examined
it, his eyebrows crinkling together to make a small wrinkle between
them on his forehead.

He looked at
her questioningly. “Babe, I already have something big and hard for
you. I don’t think we’re going to need this...”

She stopped him
when he started to toss that on the floor as well. When he tried to
speak, she put her index finger on his lips. Lifting her hips
slightly, she put her other hand between her legs, right on his
bulge. He throbbed at her touch, and she smiled at the feelings of
heat and wetness his arousal made deep in her pussy.

“It’s not for
me,” was all she said.

Zach’s eyes
widened. He tried to get up. She squeezed his shaft, making him
gasp. He fell back on the bed.

“Don’t you want
to fuck me, Zach?” She asked.

His cock
pulsing against her grip was all the answer she needed. She took
her finger off his lips, then leaned her face in close. She kissed
him, letting her tongue trail along his lips for a moment. He
groaned, trying to grind his cock against her grip.

“That’s good.
Because I want to fuck you. Since I know that you’re a gentleman, I
know you’ll let me go first. Won’t you, Zachy-boy?”

Zach’s fingers
squeezed around the rubber shaft of the dildo. He looked from it to
the beautiful woman squeezing his cock as she straddled his lap. He
swallowed. His lips slowly parted from each other, and his eyes
flicked from side to side.



Lauren saw that
he needed more convincing. Letting go of his shaft, she put her
nails on his bare chest. Digging them in, she drew them down his
torso. She left long, red streaks behind her.

Zach arched his
back, gritting his teeth and closing his eyes.

She waited
until his body relaxed under hers.

“Well?” She
said, swaying her torso a little to make her breasts bounce for
him.

He swallowed
again, heavily this time.

“Yes,” he
said.

Smiling, Lauren
got off him. She grabbed the box and strap-on away from him. He’d
forgotten the tube of lube in the box, which she pulled out before
discarding the cardboard.

Standing up by
the foot of the bed, Lauren stripped off her panties and dress.
Zach’s hungry eyes devoured her naked flesh, and he strained
against his slacks.

“Your turn,”
she said. She twirled her finger at him.

Zach jumped off
the bed. He threw his jacket to the floor, then yanked his shirt
out of his pants and threw that down as well. He hesitated with his
belt, but all it took to get him started again was a look at her
flushed chest and breasts.

He pulled his
slacks down along with his briefs. His cock, long and thick, sprang
up. She smiled. It was almost as big as the strap-on.

“Now get on the
bed, on your hands and knees,” she said, spinning her finger in a
circle to make sure he got the point.

Zach swallowed
heavily. He shook visibly as he climbed onto the bed. Lauren came
up behind him, standing between his feet, which hung off the foot
of the bed. He really did have a magnificent ass. She grabbed his
cheeks, amazed at how firm they felt. His whole body flexed as she
toyed with him.

Her fingers
made their way up to his shoulder blades. She pressed them into his
flesh, then ran her nails all the way down to the small of his
back. He sucked in a breath through his teeth. The sound made
Lauren’s pussy juice, and she shivered.

She pried his
ass cheeks apart. Working up some saliva, she spat down onto his
little wrinkled rosebud.

Grabbing the
dildo, she used the very end of it to massage her saliva into his
flesh. He tensed up again, gripping the dildo tightly between his
cheeks.

“Shh...” Lauren
said, soothing him.

She reached
between his legs, grabbing his shaft. She stroked it a few times.
It quivered in her grip and he relaxed.

Then Lauren
strapped the dildo on. Grabbing the tube, she popped open the lid.
Zach flinched at the sound. She squeezed out a few good dollops,
one onto the tip, and one onto the shaft. She rubbed the lube in,
making the dildo extra slippery.

“You make me so
fucking wet...” Lauren said as she grabbed the dildo and guided it
between his cheeks.

Again, he
jerked at the touch of the rubber to his asshole. She spanked his
ass, leaving a red hand print behind.

“Relax,” she
said.

Taking a
breath, he did. He let his head hang down and breathed quickly as
she pushed against his tightness.

She needed to
go slowly. When she saw him begin opening up around the tip, his
asshole stretching, she stopped. Getting a good grip on the shaft,
she started rubbing in very small circles. Zach’s shoulders
heaved.

Reaching
between his legs again, she found his cock even harder than before.
Stroking his cock, she pushed against the dildo. He flexed in her
hand as more of the tip disappeared into him.

Putting more
lube on the dildo helped. More of the head slipped in.

Then Lauren
gave him her first real thrust. He yelped as the entire head
disappeared into his asshole. His body quivered, and his cock
swelled and got so hard that she thought he might come.

“Yeah, that’s a
good boy. You like it, don’t you?” She said, smacking his ass
playfully.

Then she
stopped laughing and gritted her teeth. She had to hold onto the
shaft of the dildo as she guided it deeper into his tight, virgin
ass. About a third of the way in, she stopped.

“Take a
breath,” she told him.

When he did,
she pulled back. She smiled as his body tensed. His asshole had
pulled along the slick shaft as well, slightly puckered out. She
ran the tip of her thumb along that ring of stretched flesh. His
cock flexed in her hand and she started stroking him again.

Pulling back on
his cock until her hand hit his balls, she drove the dildo in with
a powerful thrust. He whined as half its length pushed into
him.

Unable to
control herself anymore at the sight of him stretching around her
toy, she pulled back and jammed forward mercilessly. The whole bed
shook, the headboard slamming against the wall from the force of
her thrusts.

Zach just let
out one long, continuous moan.

Each time she
jammed the dildo into him, she ran her hand up to the head of his
cock. When she pulled back, she pulled her fingers back until they
touched his balls.

As her
thrusting grew more even, his little whimpers and whines of pain
transformed. She could hear the pleasure in them, then. The sounds
drove her to near madness. Her pussy got so wet that she could feel
her juices running down her inner thighs.

They both got
hot and sweaty.

Lauren took her
hand off the dildo and put it between her legs. She pushed two
fingers into her sopping pussy. Her walls gripped around her right
away as she rubbed against their slickness.

She threw her
head back as her electric fingers sent sparks up her back. The
sudden sensations made her thrusting more ragged, more desperate.
She could feel Zach swelling and hardening in her grip.

“Come for me,
Zach. Come while I fuck your tight little asshole... Come for me,
baby,” Lauren said, her teeth clenched and her lips puckered
out.

Zach made a
noise deep in his throat. He slammed his hips backward, taking in
the entirety of the dildo.

A ball of pure
ecstasy seemed to explode in Lauren’s pussy. Her walls clenched up
around her rubbing fingers.

She pulled the
dildo most of the way out, then buried it all the way in. She
jerked Zach’s cock as fast as she could.

All the muscles
in his back tensed, and he arched his head back.

“Oh, fuck!”
Zach yelled.

His cock jerked
in her stroking fingers. She could hear his spurts of hot cum
splashing onto her bed. There was so much. She just kept stroking
him as she jammed her fingers in and out of herself.

Her pussy began
squelching; she got so wet during her orgasm. Her toes tried to
curl against the floor, and her vision tunnelled.

“That’s it!
Come for me!” Lauren screamed to both Zach and herself.

Zach’s asshole
held the thick dildo tightly in his body as he moaned from the
strength of his climax.

“Yes! Yes!”
Lauren screamed as waves of heat moved through her body from her
tight little pussy.

When Zach’s
cock stopped jerking in her hand, she stopped stroking him. She
caught her breath, her whole body flushed red from her heat and
lust. He began relaxing, and she slowly pulled out the lubed-up
dildo. His asshole remained open, gaping at her, for a few moments.
Looking at it sent another tingle up her back.

Her fingers
came out of her pussy absolutely sopping wet with her juices. She
licked them clean, savoring her taste.

Zach shook as
he fell over onto his side. His formerly done-up hair was all
slicked with sweat, and beads of the hot and salty water flowed
down his face. He looked at her, unable to speak, as his chest and
shoulders heaved.

Lauren undid
the buckle holding the dildo to her. She let the rubber shaft drop
to the floor. She felt sore right where the back of it had been
pressing against her pubic bone. Looking down at her mound, she
knew there’d be a nice bruise on that spot when she woke up.

She crawled up
onto the bed, grabbing Zach’s head and resting it against her
breasts. She stroked his hair as they both recovered.

He looked up at
her, and she smiled down at him.

“So, are you
ready to fuck me now?” Lauren asked.

Zach squeezed
her thigh. He swallowed a few times and licked his lips before
finally getting the ability to speak back.

“Tomorrow,” he
said.

She squealed in
delight as he pushed her down onto the bed and spooned her from
behind. His softening shaft throbbed gently against the cleft of
her ass.

As the
exhaustion took her, she wondered how he would wake her up. She
hoped it would be with that big cock of his.
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