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For some reason, I have always had this
sexual weakness, a fetish I guess one could say, for a brave man in
uniform, be it the average man in the military to the lonely crime
fighting police officer. Even the strong fearless security guard
(yes I said fearless, know anyone else that would go into an empty,
allegedly haunted building night after night, without a weapon?). I
have always just had this thing about them. Don’t know why or how
it started really but even being the professional businesswoman I
am today, I would and oddly will drop my panties for any
hot-blooded man in uniform.

Fact, late one night, in the early
morning hours, I decided to go up to the top floor and enjoy the
use of the European-style shared sauna in the apartment building I
just moved into that was for the public use of all golden class
tenants. Going there that night was a last ditch attempt to
distress my body, and maybe if lucky finally get some much-needed
rest, which I hadn’t had since long before moving in.

Walking up to where the Sauna was, I
quickly noticed a pair of nicely folded clothing set in the far
corner of the changing room, thinking nothing of it at the time, I
continued on to the sauna. Opening the door, pillars of steam
bathed across me as I stepped inside only to make out the image of
another person in the room. A man, rough hard build, muscular, and
even more impressive, completely naked and shall I say well
developed and hung from what I could see hanging over the corner of
the bench. Apparently, at that late hour, he either didn’t see
reason for the swimsuit rules, or just didn’t care, and to be
honest I was more than all right with his anti-clothing
rules.

Something sexual inside me snapped, the
flash of the security uniform I saw just outside in the changing
room, and I found myself dropping to my knees in front of him.
Barely able to make out his face, my lush, moist lips less than an
inch from the tip of his growing, pulsating cock, blowing on it
with my breath before gazing up into his eyes, taking in the
hardened curves of his stomach and chest that I could see shadowing
under the steam around us.

“Mmm,” he grunted softly,
arching his head up against the back wall, as I ran the tips of my
fingers over the underside of his cock, flicking my thumb over the
intersection that connected the shaft to the head.

Loving the sexual sounds of his grown,
I pressed the tip of my tongue over his cockhead for the first
time. I was amazed with the taste, finding the salty, yet tangy
flavor to my liking as I flicked my tongue around the sponge like
head repeatedly.

“Mmmm yes,” I paused for a
quick moment, never taking my eyes off it, “It’s been so long since
I’ve had a hot, long cock in my mouth,” I said, smacking my lips.
“I know your cocks really sensitive right now so you can put your
hands on my shoulders for support.” I sighed, pressing his cock
upwards, getting a full look at the underside, as I glided the palm
of my other hand savagely under his balls, grasping them firmly in
my hand, I could feel how large they were, how full of cum, how
ready they were to release their load through his sack.

“Mmm,” he panted, giving in
to me, arching his head up towards the ceiling, planting his hands
firmly against my shoulders, allowing me to get a better angle, a
better sight at the fullness of my rock hard present. Tightening
his grasps on my shoulders as he lunged his hips forward, blowing a
thick load of clear pre-cum from the tip of his cock.

“Damn, don’t waste it,” I
hissed, wanting so much to take him in my mouth, so much to taste
his cum pumping down my throat, claiming me as his one and only
whore.

Running the tips of my fingers down the
shaft, tightening them around the base, I pressed my thumb against
the underside pumping his cock slowly at first, yet strongly in the
palm of my hands. Working him over as I increased the firmness of
my fists around him; increased the pace of each passing pump across
his length.

“Fuck…,” he whimpered,
slowly rocking his hips to my rhythm, increasing the flow, the
feeling of my hand, the pleasure of my heat against his body.
“Yes…,” he panted, enjoying every flick of my fingers upon
him.

“That’s good, keep doing
that,” I hissed, increasing the speed of my hand. Continuing to
flick my thumb over the underside of his cockhead, slowly massaging
his balls with my other hand, the heat of it all building inside
me, the wetness of my pussy flooding the bright pink
bikini.

“Do… do you,” I gasped,
flicking my fingers across his tip, “do you feel like you’re going
to explode?” I asked, feeling a slight change in his cock as I
continued to pump my hand over his manhood, tightening and
loosening my grip, feeing the pulsing of his blood racing through
it as if building up for an explosion.

“Mmm” was his only reply,
jerking his hips into my hands, he managed to gasp before arching
his head towards the ceiling, his fingers tightening around my
shoulders as his teeth tore into his bottom lip, driving against me
once more. I felt a large load of his creamy hot cum shoot out from
his cock, gushing out over my face as I continued to pump him off,
allowing him to shoot load after load of his frothy cum over my
face and shoulders. Wiping away his manliness from my face, I
secretly licked some of his cum from her lips, suddenly becoming
slightly inebriated, intoxicated by his savory flavor.

“That was good,” I gasped,
fully out of breath, my body feeling a little relaxed as he stood
up off the bench.

“Thanks for that, my break
is almost over,” he said walking out of the sauna, leaving me to
finish myself off with my own two hands.

Later the next night, just shortly
after it turned midnight, he walked right into my locked apartment,
rolling the key to my door around his index finger as I stood there
in only my panties.

“What… how did you,” I asked
wanted to know how he got in as I cupped my own large breasts into
my hands.

“Security has all the keys
to the doors just in case we ever need to get in,” he
said.

“I… I see,” finding it a bit
disturbing and yet oddly exciting that he could come into my
apartment whenever he wanted.

“So… Sarah is it?” he asked
saying my name for the first time.

 

“Yes and you are,” I
asked.

“Hmm,” shouldn’t you have
asked me my name before you assaulted me by giving me one of the
best blow jobs I’ve even had?” he asked smiling evilly as he took a
few steps towards me. “It’s Mark, my name is Mark,” he
said.

“Mark… huh… best blow you
ever had?” I said, smiling dropping my hands, the tips of my thumbs
pressing just under the elastic band of my panties.

“Yeah, best blow I’ve ever
had… Sarah,” he said before suddenly pushing me back, forcing me to
fall back into the padded large chair just behind me. “What… what
are you,” I tried to ask, only to watch him as he tossed away his
security jacket, quickly unbuttoning his shirt before dropping down
onto his knees just inches in front of my open thighs.

“Returning the favor of
course,” Mark, gasped his fingers rolling over the sides of my
panties. Pulling them down my ankles, only to smell my wetness, my
spicy sent on them as he pressed them up against his nose, inhaling
deeply. “Spicy, so, so spicy,” Mark hissed, licking his lips before
ramming his head between my open thighs, his tongue and lips were
pressing against my pussy with a sudden blitz attack.

Shit,” I whispered to myself, taking a
deep, deep breath as I felt the base of Marks tongue press roughly
against my damp outer lips, forcing me to moan uncontrollably to
the pleasures building up inside my core.

“Yessss…,” I hissed, amazed
to the feeling of his studded tongue upon me, only to feel him
licking my outer opening, his tongue, lashing over my outer lips
like a viper to his prey, I quickly became engulfed with erotic
pleasures. In one large circle, one large roll, his lips brushed
hungrily across my clit, sending shockwaves of dirty pleasures
through my body as he continued to place small baby kisses against
my outer lips. His tongue darting at me, lashing out every time he
opened his lips, like the snake he was, forcing me to moan to the
pleasures of lust.

Pressing even deeply against me, into
me, he began to blow vigorously against my opening, his warm breath
lighting a fire deep inside me. A flame that grew more and more as
he continued. I became slight embarrassed as he gazed deeply at my
pussy, before rolling his hands up to my breasts, gasping them
roughly with his fingers. His nails piercing over my flesh as his
thumb and forefinger rolled over the tip, he began squeezing them
tight, firmly in his fingers, causing a slight pain of heated lust
to shoot through me. I could feel Mark’s breath upon my moist
opening as his lips pressed boldly into me once more, forcing me to
twitch to the sudden assault upon my body.

“Fuck Mark…,” I gasped
arching my hips towards him as I arched my back and ass forward,
trying as best I could to force more of his hot wet mouth inside my
drenching hot, wet pussy.

“Eat me… please… please,” I
hissed, begging him to take me. Beckoning to my pleads he gently
steered his tongue to the bottom of my pussy, pressing it firmly
against my moist lips as he rolled them teasingly up the entire
opening, until the tip of his tongue was caressing my
clitoris.

It was then that I felt him. Then that
he pressed his lips firmly over my soft mound. His tongue sloping
back down as he applied more pressure against me, slowly; teasingly
gliding his slick warm tongue back up and letting the tip cascade
across my clitoris even more. All the while, he kept gazing deeply
into my eyes. I could feel his gaze upon me, causing me to blush as
an intense heat massed over my face, my entire body boiling
over.

Gasping for breath, I opened my mouth
as I gazed deeply into his heated eyes. The sheer site of his
half-naked body, of his tongue inches from my opening, his eyes
upon me, rolling over me, taking me, etching my nakedness into his
mind forever, excited me even more as I jerked my head up across
the pillow top.

I could feel the cool chill of small
beads dancing down my body as I squealed to the consuming pleasure
he brought upon me. Pushing my hips even further up to his hot
mouth, I wanted… I needed to feel as much of his mouth, his tongue
and lips, all that he had to offer against me… inside
me.

“Yes… Fuck yes,” I growled
like grown woman in heat, a bitch needing to feel more of him, more
of my man, my sex crazed lover upon me.

“Devour that pussy,” I
growled even more as screams of pleasure mixed with lust escaped my
lips. Suddenly I heard him moan slightly, knowing that it was
time.

“Time for the real fun,” he
growled as I whimpered in delight, remembering the feelings of
intense lust mixed with pleasure when we had talked about doing
this before… hours before, driving home, holding each other’s hand
as lovers for the first time.

“Mmm… Yes right there Mark,”
I purred as I felt the long wet ridges of his tongue pressing into
my outer wet pussy lips, rolling tediously over the outline of my
cunt before slowly… ever so slowly, gliding up to my clitoris. It
was here that I felt it, here when I could feel the cool yet warm
sensation of his tongue consuming my insides, forcing me to scream
in all out delight, as the world around me seemed to die off in a
void of darkness. All that I could feel at that moment was his
hunger. His warmth and touch upon my most sensitive
area.

“Yes… Fu… yes,” I panted
repeatedly, my voice becoming coarse as tears poured down like
drops of rain from the sides of my face, saturating the pillowed
top as I dug the tip of my sharpen nails into the armrest,
enchanted by the pleasure that rolled through me with each savage
flick of his tongue.

“OH God ye… yes, MARK… yes
it’s yours, my pussy is yours,” I gasped hysterically again, my
body being submerged in a great inferno of intense pleasure as he
finished writing his name upon my clitoris with the tip of his
tongue.

“That’s it my, love, my best
cocksucker forever,” Mark moaned deeply as he stared into my eyes
for a moment, locking onto mine as I continued to stare evilly into
his. I knew he could see the vile crimson flames of my longing, of
my lust for him as he continued to drive his tongue into
me.

Laughing almost sarcastically he looked
away from me, only to drive his head back between my melting
thighs, Thrashing his head into me like a hungered beast, a sex
crazed monster, a vile demon longing for hard, dirty sex. Mark
continued to devour me from the inside, stirring his tongue deep
inside my cunt, while kissing my pussy with his mouth and
lips.

“FUUUUUCCCCKKK!” I hissed
unable to control the feelings flashing through me once more. “Eat
my pussy Marky, eat me out, eat me raw,” I gasped, quickly holding
my breath as a feeling like never before rushed through my virgin
body, for the first time I could feel his entire tongue slithering
like a serpent deep inside me, rolling all around me until suddenly
he did something I never thought possible.

Turning his tongue over my clit, he
began to slip his head back and forth between my open thighs,
letting me make love to his tongue with my clitoris as he suddenly
slammed his long thick fingers inside me. Rolling them in small
figure eights over my g-spot, his nails dragged across my inner
walls only to apply a deep amount of pressure when he came to the
cross section of the eight. All the while, his other hand snaked
backed up my body, grasping my breasts as his fingers hungrily
caressed my pink hardened nipples, pinching them so hard and tight
it felt like he was trying to milk me dry.

“Fuuuuccckkkk,” I panted,
gasping a quick breath, before holding it again, I could feel
myself building, the pleasures continuing to rattle its way down
through my body, forcing me to buckle under him as I tightened my
legs around his head, suffocating him against my cunt, needing more
of him against me.

“More… I need so much more,”
I gasped again, as I tried to force his entire face inside my
pussy, wanting to drown him into the fire of my wetness, the
inferno of lust and desire blazing down to the core of my very
existence.

“Fuck… fuck,” Waves of
pleasure built up inside me as they quickly overtook my thoughts,
my senses. The pleasures hammering through me more intense than
anything I had ever experienced, as each wave, each thrust of his
face into me. Each flick of his tongue felt like a giant explosion
inside me, building up; filling me with more pleasure than my body,
my mind ever dared or dreamed possible.

“FUUUUCK YES!” I screamed,
as Mark sucked me into his mouth once more, his lush wet tongue
probing my clit, thrashing against it several times before
releasing it. Rolling his tongue quickly over my inner lips, he
pressed them upon me once more, again sucking me back into his
mouth, darting at my clit repeatedly.

“Yes… fuck!” I cried as I
rolled my hands over his arms, digging my nails as hard as I could
into his tight flesh as I bit into my bottom lip, piercing my lip
with my teeth as wave upon wave of intensity finally boiled over
the surface. The golden flames of our lust, the passion thriving
deeply inside us breaking through our bodies, mixing with each
other as he consumed me like never before, taking me to heights of
passion; ecstasy I had never known existed. Forcing me to slam my
hips into his face, wanting, needed all of him inside
me.

“Yes… Shit, YESSSS,” I
cried, unable to hold myself back anymore as the heat within me
bellowed out, the passion inside me splashing over me like a
thunderstorm as I finally felt myself falling over the edge.
Thrashing my pussy over his face repeatedly, wanting him to devour
my entire body I came deeply into his mouth, my heavenly nectar
shooting into him as he licked me dry.

“Mmm, lick me dry baby, lick
me dry baby,” I hissed in deep seeded pleasure, as I began to feel
a bit light headed, the room around me spinning. I felt as though I
had reached the finally state of nirvana. Falling back against the
heavily soaked headrest my head resting against the sweat covered
pillow as he continued to lick every bit of my nectar from inside
me. I could feel his body shadowing over me as I fell asleep to the
continued thrashing of his tongue upon me.

After an anonymous oral encounter in a
sauna at her new apartment building, Sarah finds herself enjoying
the nightlife, being stalked by her personal, sex-crazed
bodyguard.
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