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Linda - A Surprise Quickie
 

Linda had worked for me for two years.  She was my summer slave.  I was an oceanographer, or at least I was studying to be one.  I was summarizing the research of my superiors, the real scientists, and during the summer months the lab hired high school students as assistants.  Hence the term, ‘summer slave’.

Last year Linda was a typical teenage geeky kid complete with pimples, braces and some extra baggage from too many French fries.  This year, however, she was an eighteen-year old beauty that would be off to college in the fall.

She looked different, she smelled different, she acted different and she thought different.  Lucky for me, some of those thoughts and actions were overtly sexual.  As a red-blooded American boy of age twenty -three, I was more than amenable to sexual acts, overt or not.

Linda was always into short skirts and thankfully had not changed.  Last year when she would bend too far over a table I was greeted with a view of some kind of shorts or granny underwear.  This year it was panties, mostly shear and often mesh.  Neither hid her bush.  Linda bucked the trend and didn’t shave.  At least she didn’t shave it all.

Linda also had a nice set of tits.  She had always smashed them down and hidden them in baggy clothes.  This year she stuck them right for all to admire.  Low cut blouses, halter tops, mesh bras or should I say holsters, because they were that big.

The only thing the same about this girl was her name, her smile and her pretty brown eyes.  Linda was a little challenged in the height department.  She was only about five foot three.

I was having a lot of trouble concentrating since she came back to work last week.  He skirts were a tad shorter that last year and she always seemed to be showing her panties.  I could not figure out if this was carelessness or if she was trying to get a rise out of me.

I knew her sexual history fairly well.  I wish I didn’t but working together people talk and Linda had lots of problems with her boyfriends.  That rack of hers was a major attractant.  The boys loved her knockers.  Easy to understand that and hard to blame them.  They lined up to get into her pants and she was always struggling with should she or shouldn’t she.  Since I was barely twenty-one when she was first assigned to me, she didn’t view me as entirely an adult and felt a little freer to talk to me.

I kept telling her I didn’t want to know some of the details of her love life, but she just kept spilling her guts.  Should she do oral or not?  Take off her bra or not?  Then it was fingering.  She loved it, but it made her feel cheap.  Finally, there was the big question she wrestled with for a long time - oral.  We never got to the biggest question.

She wasn’t talking about her sex life this year and every time I glimpsed her sexy panties, I wondered how it all turned out.  Was it cock time yet?   We must have passed through some relationship barrier.  I got the feeling my friend status had shifted to big brother or possibly to stud.  Her whole attitude toward me had changed.

One day we were working away, and I was standing up on a counter top, putting some paperwork on the tip top shelf.  She was bringing me the stacks of data sheets. I would bend down and grab them and put them on the top shelves.  She would retrieve some more and so on.  There were a ton of data reports, so it took about fifteen minutes to get it all done.

Each time she reached up to hand me a stack, she crushed her tits into my legs.  I thought the first time it was an accident, but then she kept doing it.  I tried to think about the geometry of our task and to determine if that was a necessary consequence of what we were doing.  I could find no logical reason for her to push her tits into my legs, except that they were close, and she just felt like it.

Linda really had a nice set and any man would have noticed.  But with her smashing them against me every half minute or so, I was getting aroused.  Very aroused.  It was summer, and the lab is casual, so I was wearing a pair of jean shorts.  I was above her and those jean shorts didn’t exactly hide everything from below.  Plus, I was sporting a raging hard on from her activities.  Every time she held up a stack, she smashed her tits into my legs and then looked directly up at my bulging crotch.  She had to know.  Didn’t she?  She was teasing me.  Right?  But what if she wasn’t.  I wanted to call her on it.  Hell, I wanted to jump down and sink my dick into her.  But caution prevailed, and I just kept stacking the data sheets.

Two days later she was sitting on that same counter wearing an extremely short skirt and a white blouse.  The blouse was not entirely opaque, and her bra was thin mesh.  I could see through the bra under her blouse and watch her huge nipples swell against the material.

I stopped right in front of her.  My eyes taking her all in.  She knew I was eye fucking her and she starred right back.

From where I was standing, I had a full view of her panty covered crotch.  She was wearing a pair of beige mesh panties and I could see her dark pubic hairs through the thin material.   She had protruded labia lips that were clearly outlined by the thin material.  Some of her hairs were sticking through the mesh.

She knew I was looking, and she made no move to cover herself.

“You’ve grown up a lot” I said.

“Um Hum” she answered a smile on her face.  It was not a school girl smile.

Her pussy was calling to me.  I wanted to reach out and touch it.  To feel its warmth and caress its every crevice.

I took another step toward her, pressing my legs against the counter.  I put my hands around her waist and she slid her arms around my neck at about the same time.  I’m not sure who made the first move.  It was kind of mutual.  I pulled her to me and she slid toward me crotch to crotch. She locked her legs around smashing her pussy into my hard cock.

Our lips met and immediately went to tongue.  My hands roamed over her tits and she arched her back, pressing her balloon sized breasts hard against my palms.   I struggled with the buttons to open her blouse, then unsnapped her bra, freeing her fabulous melons.  They filled my hands and her nipples swelled even more.

Her tits were incredible. They must have weighed three pounds each and her nipples were especially sensitive.  I longed to slide my cock between those babies.

She broke the French kiss and worked her crotch against my cock.  I felt her breath on my ear as she whispered.  “Fuck me.  I want to feel your cock inside of me.”

I fumbled at my belt, her hands were at my zipper as my shorts fell to the floor.  Her hands darted down my briefs and wrapped around my cock.   She pulled it toward her urgently as she slid her hips a few more inches across the counter.

She rubbed my cock head up and down her slit, moaning with desire.  She pushed it in a little. She was gushing wet and I felt my rod parting her sweet pussy lips.  Fuck, she was going to be tight.  Then she gave a thrust with her hips and I drove my pelvis toward her at about the same time. 

“AHHHHHHHHHHH” She gasped and shifted her hips to give me maximum penetration.

“I knew it would be big” she groaned.  “Fuck me. Fuck me hard!”

Well that answered my question about how far she had gone.  I was silently thanked the local high school studs, because they had produced a first-class cock hound.  Linda was an animal, thrusting her hips and gyrating her ass.   It was obvious this was not her first time.  I pumped as hard and as deep as I could.

She shifted herself and again and moaned.  “Deeper!  Please go deeper.”

I picked her up off the counter and stood free standing with Linda impaled on my cock.

“Oh Ehhhhhhhh.  That feels great!”  She threw herself up and down on my shaft.  I was thrusting her cunt as much as possible, but the standing deal looks a lot better in porn movies than it works in real life.  There are actually several disadvantages to the technique.

I felt for a chair and sat down without ever losing contact with her.

I kind of dropped into a wooden straight chair with no sides.  We were falling backward and when my ass hit the chair, I stopped falling but Linda continued, and my cock went in really deep.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh Fuck. Jesus that’s deep” she gasp.

Linda began to pump with her legs pushing herself almost off of me and then letting herself fall back down my cock length before she slammed against my balls.

I was thrusting up like a mad man.  We were both groaning and panting and then she started to scream.  I clamped a hand over her mouth and she nodded and buried her head in my shoulder.  I felt her shudder and her movements slowed.

“I’m right behind you Linda” I whispered.  I actually used her name.  Not babe or Hun, but Linda.  That was weird.  Then I let go and sprayed my hot sperm deep inside her.

She reacted and held me tight.  I felt her cunt walls spasm, massaging my cock like a thousand tiny fingers.  I hoped to Christ she was on the pill.

Then we both started laughing.

We better get dressed I said.  If someone comes in here, we will both be fired, and I will get kicked out of school.

“I guess it’s pretty clear I wanted you” she said.

“Dido” I said

“That was a nice quickie and you are bigger than I thought, but I’m not done.  I want to fuck you a lot more” she announced.

“My, my.  The little high school girl has really grown up” I declared.

“Don’t tell anyone.  My mom still thinks I’m a virgin.”

“Last year you were worried about letting a boy put his hand in your pants.  I guess you resolved that conflict” I observed.

“I guess” she teased.


Linda’s Mom – A Little Sexual Extortion
 

Linda was off the next few days and went to visit her new University.

I was deep in scientific thought when I heard a throaty female voice with a heavy southern accent.

“Are you Vincent Carter?”

I looked up to see a beautiful brunette standing in my doorway.  I had seen her around campus a few times and I always stopped to watch.  She was older, late thirties I guessed, but she was stunning.

“Yes” I answered.  I’m always leery when someone uses my full name.

“Do you know who I am?” she asked.  “I’m Shelly Evers.”

“You are Linda’s mother.  It is a pleasure to meet you.  Please come in” I said.

“Likewise, I think” she replied as she entered the office and sat in a chair opposite my desk.

She was sitting in the same chair that I fucked her daughter in.  I was glad we humans have a shitty sense of smell.  Another species would have read the room and I would be toast.

“What does that mean?” I asked. “The I think part?”

She was the executive secretary for one of the lab’s big mucky, mucks and her clothes were very secretarial.  That didn’t hide her beauty.  It just made her more stunning.  I could see where Linda got her giant tits.  But mom was taller, fuller bodied and more stretched out.  Her legs were long and elegant, and her calves had those dimpled muscles that make cocks stand out stiff.

I tried not to stare, but I was mentally undressing her.  Imaging what treasures she was hiding under her skirt.

“It means we have to talk about my daughter’s sexual obsession with you” she announced.

That brought my dick back to earth.

“I didn’t know she had a sexual obsession with me” I replied, hoping like hell I sounded sincere.

“My daughter is a virgin” she declared.

“Ok.  That is way too much information” I informed.

“She wants you to pop her cherry” she continued.

She sat with her hands folded in her lap. She seemed a little uncomfortable with the conversation.  But not half as uncomfortable as I was. She crossed and uncrossed her legs several times.  Her skirt was knee length, so she didn’t show much thigh, but what she did display was perfection.

I could see where Linda got her good looks.  This lady was pushing forty and was still a cock throbber.  There was a little wear around the face.  It had lost its youth but had exchanged it for a mature sexuality.  I have always been attracted to older women.  They have a sensuality about them that hits me right in the groin.  If you catch my drift.

This woman was no an exception, from my perspective she was smoking hot.  Long dark hair, soft brown eyes and jugs that could only be described as pendulous.  She wore conservative business attire that concealed a lot of her charms, but nothing could hide her massive mammaries.

“I feel like I’m way behind in this conversation.  Could you catch me up a bit” I asked?

“Sorry.  I assumed she had discussed this with you.”  God.  Even her voice was sexy.  I watched her red full lips form the words, her tongue darting here and there.  My cock was throbbing, and I could almost feel her lips moving up and down the length of my shaft.

“No, that would not be an appropriate conversation for the office and I have not seen her socially” I promised.

“As near as I can tell you have been a good friend to my daughter for a few years and have acted appropriately toward her in all your interactions.”

“I have tried.  She is a nice kid.”

“She is not a kid anymore.”

“I noticed that she has grown up a bit this year” I agreed.

“A bit is an understatement.   She thinks she is woman and wants you to complete the package.  So, to speak.”

“Oh” I answered, trying to be circumspect.

“So, what do you want from me?” I asked.

“I want you to refuse” she declared giving me a hard stare.

“In exchange for?” I asked.

That threw her, and she paused for a moment.  I could see her searching for the appropriate response.

“Because it is the right thing to do” she declared.

“You want me to refuse the charms of a beautiful eighteen-year old who is evidently into me, out of the goodness of my heart?” I asked.

“Yes.  That is exactly what I expect” she replied.

“That is a lot to ask of a red-blooded boy.  I’m not that much older that Linda.”  I noted.

“It would be a personal favor” she announced.

“A personal favor!  that sounds interesting” I mused.

“What about you.  How is your sex life?” I asked.

“I’m married” she declared.

“Linda and I talked a lot over the last two years.   I was under the impression you have been divorced at least five years” I replied.

“My husband left us, but we are still married” she assured.

“I’m sorry, but five years is a long time” I remarked.

“Yes, it is” she agreed.

You are an extremely beautiful and sensual woman.  I have trouble believing you have been five years without some guy knocking at your door” I observed.

“They knocked, no one answered” she replied.

“My! My!” I said.  I could tell she was getting stressed with all the personal questions.  Her face colored a little and her breathing picked up.

“We are getting off the point.  Will you do it?” she demanded.

“You mean; will I not do it?” I corrected.

“Yes!” she answered.  Her voice more than a little testy.

“My father used to say.  The best way to keep a bull inside his own fence is to make sure he has cows of his own” I declared.

“I don’t understand” she asked, folding her arms under her marvelous tits.

I stared openly, I wanted a peek at her nipples in the worst way.

“In plain English. You have a beautiful young daughter, but her mom is the real prize.  I love older woman.  Why would I chase after your daughter when I could be spending my time with you” I announced?  I tried to hold eye contact with her, but she dropped her head and took several deep breaths and I definitely caught some nipple pushes.  Maybe she was getting a little turned-on by my advances or maybe not.

“You want me to fuck you, so you won’t fuck my daughter?”  she inquired.  Her voice shaking a little.

“Well I was not going to put it that way” I said.

“What other way is there to put it?” she demanded.  God she was beautiful when all the blood rushed to her face.

I thought for a moment.  “There probably is not a better way” I replied.

“Fuck off!” She exclaimed and left abruptly.  Even in the few steps to the door, her ass swung in a sexy, saucy role.

*****

The next day I saw Shelly going up the stairs as I was going down and she immediately gave me a glare.  She was a vision and I was looking up at her with a nice view up her skirt.  A usual she was dressed very business-like, but her skirt was tight over her ass and I could swear she was wearing nylons and garters.  In the age of panty hose who does that if they are not trying to get laid?

I called to her and she stopped at the top landing.  “A word please” I asked.

“I have arranged to have Linda transferred.  If she has the kinds of feelings you describe, I should not be her direct supervisor” I said.

“Thank you” she replied coldly.

“But I don’t want any misunderstandings.  If she comes looking for me.  I’m not making any promises.  We are both of legal age.  She is no longer a high school student and no longer my employee” I announced.

“Well at least that is something. Thank you for that much” she said and continued up the stairs.

*****

Later that week, I again found Shelly standing in my doorway.  This time she didn’t ask for entry; she just waltzed in and stood opposite me at the edge of my desk.  I was seated and my looking up at her was giving her a psychological advantage.

“Please sit” I offered.

“I will stand” she declared.  There was steal in her voice.

“My daughter seems to still have her obsession with you.  I had hoped that transferring her would have solved the problem.” she stated, looking as sexy as ever.

“Has Linda been here?” she asked.

“She has stopped by a few times” I confirmed.  “Just to flirt a little.”

The was a long pause.  She took several deep breaths, almost heaves and her huge tits swelled under her blouse.  Then she looked up, her face flush.

“I have changed my mind” she announced.

“About what?” I asked.

“You know exactly about what.  Don’t be coy. About your offer” she replied.

“I lay off Linda and you and I go at it instead” I said.  “Is that what you are saying?”

“If that is how you want to put it” she agreed.

“No deal if you just lay there.  I like my women responsive” I said.

“Quite the stud, are you?” she quipped. There was venom in her tone.

“I like to give as good as I get. Has it really been five years?” I responded.

“Yes” she confirmed.

“Then I look forward to breaking your dry spell” I announced.

“How do we work this?” she asked.

“Let start with a nice romantic dinner.”

“I said I would fuck you, not play girlfriend” she spat back at me.

“All right then.  Give me a date and I will arrange a hotel room” I said.

“Tomorrow night” she responded quickly.  “Let’s get it over with.”

“Perfect.  I will call you with the time and place” I answered.

“Wear what you wore the other day on the stairs.  Monday, I think it was.  Black three-quarter length skirt, white blouse. Very business-like.  Make sure it is everything you wore or no deal.”

“What does that mean?” she asked.

“Including the same underwear” I said. Looking directly into her eyes.

“What do you know about my underwear?” she demanded.

“Just an educated guess” I answered.

“You are an asshole” she exclaimed.

“You are not the first to make that observation” I replied.  “Do we have a deal?”

“Yes!” she said and left without a further word.

She was even more beautiful when she was pissed.  My cock had been aching for this day.


Stoking Shelly’s Fires

The big night finally came, and I waited anxiously for Shelly Evers.  I was really nervous.  My obsession for older woman was very real and she was my ideal playmate.  I knew she wasn’t really into my little game, but I was hoping that after she got a few orgasms under her belt, she would not see me as such a monster.

She walked into the hotel room as stiff as a dead seal rolled up on the beach.

“How are we going to do this?” she demanded.  No joy of sex in this broad.

“I thought we would take our time and get to know one another. Do you want a drink?” I asked.

“Yes, thank you” she said.

I handed her a glass of Sangria and she took a quick gulp.

“You look lovely tonight” I observed.

“Let’s cut the chit chat.  If you are going to fuck me, just do it”.

“What are you going to do, jump on the bed and spread your legs?” I asked mockingly.

“Yes” she replied.

“Is that how you did it with your husband?”

“Pretty much” she replied.  It was obvious she had not spent her day thinking about my hot cock.

“Was your husband your first?”

“Yes”

“You have never enjoyed sex, have you?”

“No.  So, let’s just get it over with.”

“Well this is my reward, and I want to enjoy it.” I said.

“Good luck with that” she mumbled in a low voice.

“Lean against the dresser over there and drop you skirt” I instructed. “Just your skirt.  Keep everything else on.”

She did as she was told, moving with a sensual grace that made my dick ache.  I took in the view slowly as I soaked in her beauty.  Her long nylon clad legs were perfectly sculptured, and the white flesh of her upper, inner thigh looked almost virginal.  I crossed the room and ran my hands slowly along her inner thigh, starting just above the stocking tops.  She gasp when I pressed my fingers between her legs, gently massaging her opening through her panties.

“Why would a woman who has not had sex in five years wear a garter belt to work?” I asked.

“They make me feel desirable” she replied dropping her eyes as if ashamed.

“Don’t you realize how sexy you are?” I asked.

“I’m almost forty and I’m way past sexy” she declared.

“You are so wrong” I announced.  “You are a beautiful, desirable woman.”

I slipped a hand inside her black panties and ran my fingers along her opening.  It was starting to moisten. Not by much, but there was some flow.  She was unshaven, and her vaginal area was covered in black curly hairs.  I longed to put my mouth on it.

“I love nylons and garters” I whispered softly as my hands gently explored her womanhood.

“I lost my virginity to an older woman that wore garters.  Of course, that was way before panty hose were invented.  Her name was Milly.  She was a waitress and I was a busboy.  She was a young mother with two kids to raise and her husband had been killed in an accident.  I worked until 2:00 AM and she would often give me a ride home.”

“She was a nice lady.  It gets cold that time of night during Nebraska winters. She had an old beat up Ford, 1953 or 54 with a stick shift.  Her skirt always showed the tops of her nylons as she clutched to change gears. It made me hard. I wanted Mille so badly.”

I kept my voice low and let my warm breath play against her ear as I told my story.  My fingers stroked her opening languidly, but insistently.  She was getting wetter as I spoke.  I didn’t know if it was the story or my fingers, so I kept both going.

“Millie knew I wanted her, but she played it cool and never gave me any encouragement.  But the night I turned eighteen, she took my hand and slid it up her leg and under her skirt.  She was warm and wet.  It was the first time I ever touched a woman.”

She was getting wetter and I pushed inside of her and curled my fingers against the front wall of her cunt.  Her moisture was flowing more freely, and she was sighing quietly as I squeezed her labia lips between my fingers.

“Millie showed me where to touch a woman and how to bring her off with my hands.  She came for me three times before she guided my cock into her and taught me how to use it properly, so that it pleases a woman.”

I spent a long time caressing her vaginal area, massaging her clit and thrusting my fingers inside of her. 

She put her hands on the dresser to brace herself and began to sigh deeply.  Her cunt opened up and her fluids were flowing liberally.  I was slowly finger fucking her with two fingers and then slipped in three as she opened a little more widely.  I tried to work her clit with my thumb, but it was hard to keep constant contact. 

I reached down with my other hand and rubbed her clit.  She was panting and moaning and pushing her mound into my hand. 

“Oh God” she whimpered shaking suddenly.

I took her hand and guided her to the bed and pulled off her panties. She lay with her legs spread and I dropped my pants.  Her eyes went to my cock as it sprang out and stood straight up.

“How big is that?” she asked with some alarm in her voice.

“A tad over nine inches, but it is thick” I said.

“You measured it?” she asked a little awe in her voice.

“No, but an admirer did” I said.

I could see on her face that she thought I was going to just jump onto her.  Instead I dropped to my knees and buried my face in her mound hair, my lips searching for her opening.

“No, No.  That’s dirty!” she exclaimed.

“Hush” I said, pushing my tongue into her and holding her down with my weight on her legs.

Shelly’s snatch was overflowing with fluid and she tasted a lot like Millie.  An older woman tastes different from young fresh pussy.  They have a richer, thicker taste, like a Burgundy wine versus a light red Claret.  The MILF has more body.

I didn’t want to just fuck this woman, I wanted her to make love to me and I figured my best shot was to release those years of self-imposed sexual repression.  So, I dug in and used every trick I knew to bring her off.

It didn’t take her long to become a real fan of oral sex.  At least the pussy licking variety.  She came once with my tongue inside of her and once again while I teased her clit with my lips and teeth. But her favorite part seemed to be getting fingered while her clit was licked.  That brought her off twice, maybe three times.  One was hard to tell.

When I stood up my cock was sticking out like a policeman’s nightstick and she was staring at it with new found appreciation.  She didn’t move her legs.  She left them spread wantonly, her pussy soaked in its own juices. 

As I crawled on to the bed and her body welcomed me and her hands guided my stiff cock to the target. 

“I want your inside me” she urged.  “Fuck me, Fuck me, you bastard!”

Her warmth and wetness enveloped the head of my rod.  I wanted to relish the entry, but she slammed her pelvis against me and her pussy sucked me in to the hilt.

“Oh God!” she cried loudly “that is in so incredible.”

“Fuck me, fuck me!” she pleaded working her cunt up and down my shaft, her pelvis was leaping off the bed, chasing my cock.

I had awakened a tiger, and know I had to keep from shooting early.  Her ardor was infectious, and my first impulse was to return her stroke for stroke and fuck like hell.  But I knew that was the road to a quick shot and a slow comeback, so I paced myself and did everything I could think of to forestall my own climax.

She was warm and wet and so fucking tight, but I found an angle that minimized my pleasure and pumped her like a crazy man.  It worked.

“AHhhhhhhhhhhh” she went off like a skyrocket.

I reached down between us and stroked her clit and she went off a second time.

After that she was uncontrollable, and I rode her missionary style with deep, powerful thrusts until we both came again.  She was absolutely frantic for another climax.  She wrapped her legs around my waist and pushed my ass into her on every down stroke.  Her pussy was leaping off the mattress, jumping up to meet my lunges.

She could not get enough of my cock.  She was moaning and whimpering constantly, and we were both panting and gasping for breath. I felt my cum building and I rammed my cock in as deep as possible and shot my load.  She felt my sperm flood her channel and pushed her opening up against me and held it there.  Her cunt tightened around me.  She didn’t want to let it go, but eventually I softened and slipped out.

We lay gasping, sucking in air. No one spoke for more than a minute.

“That was incredible.  I have never climaxed like that.  I have hardly ever climaxed at all” she said.

I rolled toward her and kissed her lovingly.  My hands wandered to her breasts and I unbuttoned her blouse and massaged her breasts through her lace bra.  Her nipples were huge and swollen.  I thumbed them through the mesh and pinched them gently.  She sighed and pushed her breast into my palm as I pushed back firmly.

“You are beautiful” I said as I lowered my mouth to her cleavage and slipped my hand behind her back to unhook her bra.

She had a great pair of knockers and I immediately sucked them into my mouth.  I spent a lot of time on those tits.  I wanted to fuck them, but I was afraid that was too much for the first time.  I finished by sucking her nipples while my hand massaged her opening and diddling her with a three-finger thrust.  She climaxed again and grabbed my hair and pressed my mouth hard against her tit.

“That was not what I expected” she said starting to rise.

I pulled her back down onto the bed.  “Where are you going” I asked.

“Aren’t we done?” she answered.

I kissed her softly, pulling her whole body into mine.  “We are just getting started” I whispered in her ear.

She reached down and stroked my cock. “You are getting hard again” she exclaimed.

“I know” I replied.  “You want to be on top this time?” I winked.

“God yes” she answered slipping out of her blouse, completely nude save for her nylons.


Shelly’s Back for More

The next morning Shelly showed up in my office during her ten o’clock break.

She stood in the doorway looking tentative.

“Come in and lock the door if you want” I said.

She paused and then flicked the button on the knob. 

“I feel shameless” she said.  “Can I see you again?”

“Of course,” I said.  “I desperately want to make love to you again.”

“That’s a relief!  I was afraid you would reject me.  I was such a bitch and so inept at the sex thing.”

“Only before you came” I replied with a wink.

I rose and came around the desk and pushed her against the wall.

“We can’t” she warned.  “I’m on my break and need to get back.”

“This will not take long” I said leaning in and kissing her softly.

My hand unbuttoned her blouse and massaged her right breast.  He bra was lace and mesh and her nipples swelled.  I slid my hand inside and freed her tit.

“Oh God.  Don’t crease the blouse” she pleaded.

I sucked her breast into my mouth and teased the nipple with my teeth and tongue.  My other hand trailed down her body and pulled up her skirt until I could rub her mound.

“Oh fuck” she moaned. 

Shelly was already wet, and I put three fingers up her snatch and pumped furiously.

It didn’t take her long to cum. She started to scream but bit her lip instead.  I had to catch her, or she would have collapsed when her legs went limp.

“I can see you tomorrow night” I said as she put herself back together.

“I would like that” she answered.

“So, would I” I replied.


Linda’s Back for More

That afternoon Linda called and wanted to know if I was free.  I told her to meet me at the old boat house at the far end of the lab and be prepared to go swimming. 

The marine lab was a sprawling complex spread over hundreds of acres of beachfront at the mouth of the York River.  My 32-foot sloop was anchored about 40 yards off shore near the boat house.  An area of the lab that got little traffic.

Linda showed up sexy as always, in a short skirt and a blue blouse that showed a ton of cleavage. 

“Are we going swimming” she asked.

Pointing out toward my boat, I said “I had to move it and I’m looking for a new mooring.  In the meantime, I anchored it out there.  The problem is that my dinghy is in for repair.  The only way to get out to the boat is to swim.”

“And we are going to the boat why?” she asked.

“I thought I would cook us dinner and you said you wanted some alone time” I replied.

“Alone time is exactly what I need.  Dinner is optional” she answered.

Linda looked around.  We were alone on that part of the beach.  She skinned off her blouse and dropped her skirt.  I took them and put them in the bag I had brought.  She was magnificent in pink panties and a matching lace bra that barely held her breasts in.

“I brought a bikini, but I can swim in these” she declared, basking in my gaze.  I could not take my eyes off of her and she loved it.

I took off my shirt and dropped my jean shorts.  I had prudently worn briefs.  Linda reached out immediately and squeezed my cock.

“Later” I said stuffing our clothes into a waterproof bag.  We waded into the water and swam side by side.  The water was warm, and the moon light danced across the water. 

When we go to the boat ladder, Linda went up first.  He panties were soaking wet and had turned fully transparent. I was right behind her with an unbelievable view of her sweet, young ass.  It was all I could do not to reach out and bite a succulent cheek.

As we climbed on board, Linda turned, and her bra was equally transparent.  She had large areola and her nipples were clearly outline in the thin material of her bra.  But her bush was what really set me off.  Her dark hairs puffed out her panties and peeked out the edges.  She was sexy as hell and I stretched out my hand and massaged the crotch of her panties.

She came into my arms eagerly and shoved both hands down my briefs.  One hand grabbed my cock and the other my balls.  She turned her head up and sought my mouth, leading with her tongue.

She was good with her hands.  Very good and it was all I could do not to explode.

“Wait a minute” I said digging through the clothes bag and retrieving a large ring that I slipped over my penis.

“What is that?” Linda asked.

“That is a cock ring and it helps me stay up” I explained.

“What a wonderful invention” she cooed unfastening her bra.  “Now come fuck me and we can test it out.”

I laid her down on some deck cushions and ripped her panties off with one hard tug, then slid my cock in deep.

“Oh my god” she screamed and began to pump her pussy up to meet my thrusts.

We fucked like crazy and the cock ring did its work.  I stayed hard through four of her orgasms and Linda was close to exhaustion when we finally came together.

“Jesus! I love that thing” announced Linda when she caught her breath.

“You said something about feeding me” she asked.

I checked the fridge and it was still cold.  I fired up the engine to recharge the batteries and give us some more light. 

When I came back on deck, Linda was wearing her blue shirt and nothing else.  “I need to talk to you about this” I said.  “It would not be good for either one of us if anyone found out we were fucking.  Especially your mom.  She works for one of the deans.”

“I agree” she replied.

While we were talking, I hung the hibachi grill over the side rail and arranged the charcoal in a pile.

“That will take about forty minutes to get hot enough for the steaks” I said, turning to Linda.

She looked at me with a mischievous grin and opened her shirt.  “Would you like a titty fuck?” she asked.


Epilogue

My second time with Shelly was one of the best fucks of my life.  She was voracious and damn near insatiable.  Her moisture flowed like slow drizzle and her cunt was warm and eager and her breasts swelled so much I was afraid they would burst.  She was really into getting eaten and very demanding when I went down on her.  I fucked her on her back, from the rear and then she climbed on top and loved the control she had.  I also teased her ass and I knew that it would swallow my cock one day soon.  The best part was the titty fuck.  We did it with me sitting in a chair and she sucked and licked every drop of me when I shot my wad.

After our nights in the hotel room Shelly and I fucked two or three times a week.  I could not afford a lot of hotel rooms, so we met at her place or mine.  Linda was too busy with her social life, to give too much thought to her mother’s frequent disappearances during the week.  Linda and I were still fucking, but not on a regular basis.   She called every once and a while wanting a quick or a long romp.  We weren’t lovers, but we were fuck buddies.  Keeping Linda and her mom apart and our activities secret took some juggling every once and awhile.

Once she got into it, Shelly was the better fuck.  Linda was eager and could only be described as sex obsessed, but Shelly was driven.  Sex became a drug to her and I started to worry if she was going to tear my dick off some night with her gyrations.  She chased her climaxes like her life depended on it.  It was like she was on a quest for the perfect orgasm and when she had it, she was off in search of a bigger more powerful one.

Linda gave the better titty fuck.  The geometry was just in her favor.  Her breasts were bigger, and they swallowed my cock like a willing mouth.  Plus, she was always more lubricated.  Don’t know if she sweated more or if my pre-cum was greater, but Linda’s tits were always a slicker slide.  She would push those babies together.  They were so fucking soft against my cock.   Always just the right pressure and on every upstroke her mouth was waiting.  Linda was a titty fuck pro and I’m sure the college boys were real fans.

Eventually summer was over, and Linda was off to college.  That left Shelly and I all to ourselves.  There were other girls around the lab and I joined them up for some occasional action here and there, but Linda’s mom was my steady supply for the quite a while.  Because of the age difference and the fact that she was the private secretary of one of the department heads, we kept our relationship on the down low.

*****
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