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For as long as I could remember, I
thought that married women that cheated on their husbands were
scum, crossing that unwritten line that all women were supposed to
know never to cross, never to sleep with, never to be with, never
to seduce another man while having another at home.

I always thought that they were in the
wrong, doing the wrong thing instead of trying to stay committed,
to work things out, to be the woman they were when they first got
married, but in hindsight, the more I thought about it, the more I
agreed.

For if I was secretly meeting another
man, allowing him to slip between my warm heavenly folds, to feel
the sweltering tightness of my insides grasping his cock, then
perhaps it was not me or them but it was you men once called
husbands that were in the wrong well before the other cock came
along.

For those years in which I lived in
marital bliss, using a battery operated machine, or my own damn
fingers to keep me sexually satisfied. I believed that someday the
man I married, the man I bore kids to, and I, was supposed to grow
old and die in each other’s arms would eventually become sexually
active again, yet sadly that seemed to be nothing more than a
fantasy and I started looking for a suitable fix.

It was shortly around that time when I
first met Quinn on the internet. We were the first of a new
generation, online chatting still in its infancy and the thought of
cybersex barely even a viable word.

After talking with him through an
online chat room for several months, I finally decided to take the
chance, to become a cheater, a cuckold, after not getting it from
my so-called husband for more than eight years. I wanted, I needed
to feel like a woman again, to be desired and ravished, to do the
things I dared not do when I was younger. I needed sex, rough,
hardcore; remember that feeling of fat, hard cock filling my vacant
pussy.

Thus, turning the corner into the hotel
bedroom our first night, I gazed into the large hazel eyes of the
slender, well-built example of man that sat in the velvet-cushioned
chair in the far corner.

The room was dark, but for the dim lit
shadows that danced upon the walls like lust-enchanted lovers from
the spice-scented candles sprayed randomly throughout the room.
Taking a step, I felt my stomach tighten with excitement and
anticipation as our eyes locked onto each other, his gaze tearing
through me like no other man had done before as I took in the sight
of his brown hair and slightly trimmed beard.

“To…Quinn,” I managed to
breathe, the images of him taking me for the first time feathered
through my mind like streaming sheets of lightning across a dark
lit sky. “I… I…,” I gasped as he stood up from the chair. His eyes
locked to mine, as he made no sounds, allowing the shadows fall
down around him like a menacing shroud over his finely sculpted
bare chest, which sent shivers throughout my body as I felt the
danger of his presence consume me. Yet secretly I yearned to feel
him pressing passionately against me, to feel the radiant warmth of
his flesh gliding softly over my own.

“Nice to…,” I gasped again,
as he moved slowly towards me, his black silk boxers fixed to him
like a second skin, allowing me to see the resolve of his manhood
rising, budging out towards me, forcing me to cast aside all doubt
and enjoy the moment, the sex, the feeling being made love to and
fucked hard again.

“Hello,” I breathed heavily,
only to suddenly feel his long, slender fingers pressing against my
lips as he continued to gaze into my sparkling blue eyes, his lips
passionately caressing mine as he pressed both his hands softly,
overwhelmingly against the sides of my face.

Yes, please…, I thought, feeling
aroused for the first time in what seemed forever. Yes, I thought
once more only to feel his lips pressing upon mine again, his sweet
honey like taste surrounding me, capturing me, forcing me to
acknowledge the pleasures of lust rolling through my body as I
succumbed to his hot escalading touch.

“Mm…Yes,” I moaned as I felt
my inhabitations fall away like shackles, hands pressing against
the silken strands of hair. Lips slipping eagerly into his, slowly
gliding my hands around his neck as Quinn stepped even closer into
my body, feeling me molding against him as he kissed me
deeply.

“Yes…,” I gasped once more,
fingers through his strands, tangling, only to feel him pressing
his long slender tongue into my mouth, sliding it easily between my
moist lips as he quickly rolled his over mine.

God yes, I cried to myself, intoxicated
by the senses reawaking after such a long hiatus throughout my body
as Quinn continued to work my tongue with his, all the while his
hands darted over me. Gliding playfully down the sides of my face
and to my hardening nipples, where he began to crush his hands into
my chest, feeling the fullness of my lavish, vibrant breasts
against his hands.

“Mm yes,” he growled as he
quickly scooped me up into his arms, carrying me into the bathroom
where I immediately saw another array of candles sprayed around the
room, centered on a deep two-person tub filled with spice-scented
bubbles and red rose peddles.

Placing me gently back onto my feet, he
gazed deeply into my eyes his hands pressed up against the sides of
my face, grazing the tips of his fingers across my luscious full
lips before trailing his fingers down my cheek to my velvet neck
and shoulders. Sliding his fingers under the straps of my silk
black dress, I could feel the velvet fabric slowly loosening from
my body until finally in one swift move it shadowed down me,
revealing more of my sharp curved flesh to his preying
sight.

“Beautiful,” Quinn whispered
as he looked away and towards my lightly tanned breasts, rolling
his thumb and forefinger across my hardening ripe nipples before
grasping my soft pillows into the palm of his hands, crushing them
hard yet mischievously against my chest.

“So beautiful,” he growled
once more only to push away, going down on his knees just in front
of me as he allowed his eyes to scroll further down the heavenly
sharpen curves of my body, quickly noticing the sharp curvature of
my stomach and the black silk panties, which covered my radiant
wetness from his view.

“So succulent,” he gasped
like a fallen whisper as he continued to gaze down at my divine
beauty, hypnotized by the dark blond pubic hairs that decorated the
lush mound of my dampness through the thin layer of black
fabric.

“You’re so beautiful,” he
smiled lifting my right leg, bathing it with small kisses. Gliding
his lips over my warm delicate flesh, his tongue rolled across me,
tasting my wholesomeness for the very first time.

Ever so slowly, ever so delicately he
pressed his hands up against my sides allowing his fingers to slide
gently under the straps of my silk panties before slowly sliding
them down my thighs. His eyes taking in every part of me, every
inch of my nakedness, until finally he gazed upon the drenching
wetness of my pussy.

It was here that he took in my scent,
the sweet tantalizing savor of my aroma filling his nostrils as he
slowly rolled my panties down my long slender thighs.

“Mm you smell so delicious,”
he whimpered, only to look up into my eyes as I gazed down at him,
unsure what to do next, embarrassed for the first time in such a
long while, as I stood naked, totally exposed to his every want,
his every desire.

Pulling me towards him, he rolled his
lips passionately over the sweltering moist lips of my opening,
tasting my insides for the first time as his tongue pressed deeply
into me.

“Mm, fuck,” I gasped to the
torment of pleasure suddenly pressed upon me as I raked my fingers
through the strands of hair, knees weakening to the feverish
assault, only to feel him slowly rolling his lips away from my
opening, before gliding back up my body, stopping just above my
breasts, his hands crushing them deeply into my chest.

“Into the tub Shayla,” he
hissed as he rolled his tongue over the contour of his glistening
wet lips.

Stepping into the bathtub, I could feel
the warm water washing over my heated flesh as the soapy bubbles
bathed playfully over me. I could feel the utter warmth of the
water glazing over my entire body, embracing me like a wild lover
as I gazed up at my true love; I felt the fullness of the water
drape over my naturally large breasts, forcing 38C’s to float up
towards the surface.

“What about you Quinn?” I
asked teasingly as I fluttered my eyes, only to see his black silk
boxers fall down around his ankles, eyes fixating on the object of
my desires as I rolled my head up towards his waist, knowing that
soon I would feel that cock inside me, cleaning out to cobwebs of
my long since neglected pussy.

Gazing ever so affectionately at his
penis, which hung roughly between his slim muscular thighs, the
long cylinder shaft-curving slight upwards as if desiring;
demanding the feel of my touch upon it. Slowly I watched as he
stepped into the bathtub, only to slowly bend down and sit
alongside me, his manhood slowly submerging under the water as he
gazed into my shimmering eyes.

“You liked seeing it didn’t
you?” He whispered into my ear as his lips pressed softly,
sensually over my flesh. “You liked seeing what’s going to be
slamming inside you soon didn’t you?” Quinn asked, “you want to
touch it don’t you?” he asked again, almost badgering me for my
answer.

Yet before I could answer his question,
before I could give my thoughts sound he pulled me into him,
rushing me so fast that within less than a second I felt the warmth
of his hard muscular flesh molding against my body, his lavish lips
draping over my own as he kissed me with all his desire.

Resting with my back against his chest,
silence quickly filled the room as we just sat there, both enjoying
the feeling each other’s warmth gliding over us as well as the top
of his cock lightly pressing between the opening of my
pussy.

Hooking one of his arms around me, he
held me firmly in his grasp, quickly rolling his hands up against
my hardening nipples as he again crushed my breast into my
chest.

It was only then in that moment, that I
saw it. Then that I noticed the still corked bottle of wine in his
other hand as he glided it down between my thighs. This should be
interesting, I thought, feeling the tip of the bottle pressing
against my opening.

“I… I’m ready for this,” I
gasped, feeling Quinn adjusting himself behind me, feeling them
both sliding into me. Felt both my seductive lover and the green
wine bottle gliding into both my ass and my pussy at the same time.
“Fuck…,” I gasped to the unadulterated feeling of pleasure swelling
up inside me, the tip of his cock sliding into my tight ass, while
at the same time felt the head of the wine bottle exploring me,
breaking me open from the other end.

“Oh… Oh God,” I yelped to
those pleasures long forgotten, those bursts of excitement that
overtook my shell as I felt his other hand slowly gliding up the
side of my body, racking it across my aroused nipples as his lips
pressing feverishly against the back of my shoulders.

“Fuck… YES!” I cried as I
felt him roll the wine bottle slowly back into my pussy, playing
with me as it rolled only an inch into me before sliding slowly
out, allowing me to take the full length of his cock into my tight
ass.

“This… This isn’t fair,” I
hissed as I rolled my hands behind me. Thrashing my nails into his
chest as I began to feel small waves of warm water splashing around
my hips feeling him plunging into my backside as he rolled his
other off the wine bottle, and up towards my other breast, again
rolling his fingers over my aroused nipples.

“Quickly my flower,” Quinn
gasped as he again pressed an array of small baby kisses over the
back of my shoulders. “Quick, turn around and let me take you,” he
gasped only to watch as I raised my hips off his, allowing his cock
to slither out of my ass, before pressing back into him.

Gazing into his charming hazel eyes, I
felt overwhelmed with the desire to taste him, sitting down into
his lap, rolling my legs along his hips as I molded my lips over
his. Tasting his savory flavor once more, I could feel him moaning
in delight as he wrapped his arms around me, pulling me closer to
his body as the hot, soapy water covering both our damp bodies made
them extremely slippery.

“Mm… yes,” I heard Quinn
gasp as my breasts slide over his chest, his mouth wrapping around
my aroused nipples as he slurped the savory flavor of my flesh with
his tongue, devouring my sweet erotic taste as I cooed to the
onslaught of erotic pleasures rolling through me.

“Fuck yes,” I whimpered like
a teenage virgin, his cock slapping against my inner thigh, he
continued to roll his lips over my flesh. Hands gliding down the
sides of my body, before lashing tightly onto the ripen cheeks of
my ass, holding me in places as he gazed back up at me, telling me
with his seductive, shimmer eyes what he desired from
me.

My entire body tensed under his arms as
he pulled me into him, allowing me to line the opening of my pussy
with his large and thick shaft.

“Fuck yes, it’s been so
long,” I gasped, feeling the outer lips of my pussy spread apart
and around his cock, causing us both intense pleasures that neither
could find words to describe. For even under the bath water I could
feel the heat of my core engulfing him, the warmth of my body
consuming him like the blaze of an immortal fire. It was here that
I could feel him reaching more deeply inside me than anyone, even
my husband, had ever touched before.

In a back and forth motion, I began to
grind my pussy against him, riding him like a horse in heat,
feeling cock, his hard long spear, impaling me repeatedly. Oh, how
long I had dreamed of this day, how long had I waited for the right
man to come along and take me hard and rough, make me feel like a
woman in love, in lust once more.

“SHIT!” I heard Quinn gasp
in an almost defining hiss, breaking me from my thoughts as I gazed
down at him, only to see the red hue masking over his face. “Fuck I
am so close,” he panted only to roll the tips of his fingers over
my nipples once more, this time squeezing them roughly, as he
continued to slam his cock deeply into my pussy.

The head of his cock becoming more and
more sensitive as the tight, seemingly untouched walls of my pussy
rubbed against him. “FUCK, Yes, I’ve needed this so damn much!” he
hissed once more, before rolling his lips forcefully over mine,
sucking them into his mouth as his tongue lashed out between my
lips, separating them as it pressed feverishly against my
tongue.

“MMMM!” he moaned loudly as
I felt him grow bigger inside me, before blowing his load into my
opening, filling me with his hot juices as he pumped more and more
of his seed into me, more of his love deeply inside me, claiming my
pussy as his; claiming his lover as his and his alone.
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It was a few weeks later when we met up
again. Quinn coming out to see me, telling his family he would be
gone for the night for a business trip and me alone at the house,
my alleged husband off on a trip of his own.

It was Quinn’s idea to use the camera,
his idea to catch on film my confession, the story of how I lost my
virginity. Quinn’s idea to use the tape as his own personal
gratification tool, something he would use between trips, times
that we shared apart, living the life, the lie of two happily
married couples, married to the wrong spouses.

“So…,” Quinn said as he sat
at the foot of the bed, dressed in a black robe, gazing at the
screen of the video camera.

“I know you may think this
is redundant, but speak into the camera and tell it your name,” he
said, turning his head, eyes revolving around my blond hair as I
blushed slightly to his deep shimmering eyes.

“My… My name,” I giggled a
bit camera shy, I could feel the cheeks of my face brimming a rose
crimson hue, before regaining my composure, again gazing back into
the camera, my stunning, azure blue eyes shimmering in the dim
light as I spoke softly. “My name is Shayla,” I hissed
softly.

“Shayla,” such a pretty
name, Quinn sighed, gently brushing one of his hands down the side
of my face.

“Is it really?” I asked,
biting my bottom lip, my eyes nervously twitching from
side-to-side.

“Yes, yes it is,” he smiled.
“Shayla is Gaelic, meaning “from the fairy place,” the place where
all fairies of our world dwell.” He said.

“I… I didn’t know that,” I
breathed deeply, batting my eyes.

“When is your birthday?” he
asked with a dark almost airless breath.

“None of your business,” I
stated, gazing back into the camera.

“Okay, so how old are you?”
he asked.

“It’s not polite to ask a
woman her age” I sighed softly.

“I know, but still, you’re
too beautiful, too sensual to be over 30,” Quinn hissed.

“Is that right?” I asked,
giggling, the heat, the tension in the room growing with each
passing second.

“So then, Shayla, being a
hot, sexy woman, do you know why you’re here with me sitting on the
foot of this bed half naked? He asked, his voice
darkening.

“Yes… yes I do,” I giggled,
finding it hard to keep a straight face, knowing what was about to
happen in the next few moments.

“Good,” he hissed, “Looking
into the camera can you tell all our viewers what that might be?”
he asked playfully.

“I’m here to get spanked
rough and hard, suck cock, get my pussy plowed, and get a good,
rough cervix hit.” I hissed, gazing deeply into the lens of the
camera.

“And you will… trust me you
most fucking will,” Quinn growled like a sex-crazed creature of the
night, his hands shaking with anticipation, wanting to feel me from
deep inside again as he gently stroked the large bulge just under
his robe.

“But first, tell me, for a
woman of your age, how many times have you been fucked to
satisfaction?” he asked bluntly.

“Once…,” I replied
shyly.

“Seriously?” the man shot
back, “You’ve got to be joking.” He sighed, licking his
lips.

“No…,” I sighed, looking
away, “Up until recently, I thought the female orgasm was nothing
more than myth.” I gasped.

“I have to ask,” He paused,
his voice soft and perplexed, “Why do you want to have sex now and
like this, you know BDSM can be rough and traumatic, making you do
things those that have had only normal, vanilla sex, would never
imagine.” Quinn smiled.

“Experience,” I sighed,
“that and I’ve always had a darkness in me to be fucked like a
whore, dominated by the first man to take me over the edge.” I
said, as an odd power a sexual urge slamming through my
body.

“I see,” he hissed. Suddenly
coming at me, pulling me from the bed before throwing me stomach
first on top of it, my firm golden tanned ass sticking out over the
raised robe.

Smack, I felt the first sting bite into
my ass; the situation quickly becoming all too real when the paddle
spanked against my butt cheeks, the pain was crimson, vibrant,
alive. I could feel the welts forming, the rise of my flesh boiling
up, as the thin lacquered paddle struck me hard and
fast.

Before I had time to respond, time to
react, time to tense my ass for the next bruising assault, I felt
the second blow.

Smack, the sound of the wooden paddle
slapping my ass echoed throughout the room, followed by the smooth
intensity of the pain.

“Fuuuuuck,” I cried, closing
my eyes, riding out each new smack as the third quickly followed,
and the fourth, fifth and sixth all within less than a few
seconds.

“Fuck… yes,” I exhaled
heavily, biting on my bottom lip, the deliciously fast, fervent
pain filling my body to its max, it was all I could do to keep from
crying out at the bite of the smooth wood.

I was amazed as to how fast the
situation moved, how I was talking, giggling in front of the camera
mere moments ago, to now, flat on my stomach, being spanked hard
and rough like some sort or white trash whore. Yet still I could
feel a part of me getting into the mood. It was the first time
anyone had struck my bottom so hard, so heavily, that I could feel
myself warming up, becoming aroused by the pain.

“Mm… perfection,” he hissed
darkly, His hands suddenly upon me, bruising hard beneath my arms,
roping himself around my body and scooping me up in one fluid
movement before driving my body back down into the bedspread.
Spanking my ass quickly once more with his hand as it made contact
with my inner thighs, flesh slapping against flesh.

“Fu…fuck,” I sighed,
slightly fearful as to how close his strike came from hitting the
outer lips of my pussy. I could not help but to think it, to wonder
how painful, how it would hurt if his fingers slapped deeply
against those slick, throbbing wet lips.

“Mm you’re shaking like a
leaf, Shayla,” he hissed, “I can almost taste the fear in you.”
Quinn growled. “Feel the pleasures of the pain,” he grunted
hungrily as if getting off on my pain.

That’s right, I thought. He promised me
pleasure. He promised me pain, the feeling of being alive more
sexually than ever before. I thought.

“Spread those thighs,” he
commanded in one soft, simple sentence.

“I… that is,” I froze for a
moment, unsure if this was really what I wanted, fear welling up
inside me at the last step of rebellion. He promised you the true
thrills of sex, the voice in the back of my head screamed out, He
promised you the greatest feeling of life’s emotion.

“Spread your thighs, pet,”
he hissed once more, still as calm, cool and unruffled as he had
the first time. It took everything I had to show him no fear,
everything I had inside me to not scream at him, tell him that I
didn’t think I could take anymore, that I wasn’t sure I could
handle the pain, the erotic pleasures he wanted to bestow upon me,
or those feelings I so longed to embellish.

“Spread your thighs, open
them wide my prize,” he hissed, I could feel his eyes burning into
the back of my head, yet I felt no anger from him, nor any reason
to fear him further. The pain in my ass subsiding as I widened my
thighs, giving into his request, the cool chill of the room
entering me from between my damp lips, only to feel him strike upon
my ass once more with his rough bare hand.

“Fu… fuuuck!” I cried, tears
dwindling from the corner of my eyes, down my cheeks, pooling just
below my chin. I could feel his fingers slapping against my firm
rounds like small spiked sticks, landing with hard, jarring,
mind-blowing smacks against my flesh.

Quickly he beat my ass repeatedly with
his hand, slapping, striking his hand up and down my ass, making
sure to beat across the back of my thighs, bruising his ripe,
delicious peach. I could hear his breathing become ragged, matching
mine almost perfectly and that synchronization caused something to
click in my mind.

I pulled my legs apart, only to find
myself crying harder as he used his fingers to flick and slap the
inside of my thighs. It burned with each sharp impact. I could feel
the tickle of moisture further up; almost smell the scent of my
arousal in the air.

“Yes… yes,” I whimpered, the
sound of my own voice sounding like a vulnerable, delicate woman, a
lady too innocent, too proper and respected to be getting off;
becoming aroused by sexual torture, the spanking of my ass to a
deviant man.

"My sweet peach." I heard Quinn growl
darkly, his fingers digging into my flesh, kneading hard against my
right ass cheek. There was a blooming force behind his touch,
direct contrast to the whisper I felt against the inside of one
thigh, something hard was being grazed along the skin there,
closing in on that center of heat. It rubbed against my swollen
lips and I recognized the thin, rounded edges, as it moved like a
knife's blade against my wet flesh.

“Fuck no way,” I gasped,
moaning slightly, my surprising voice and erotic moan encouraging
him to continue as the handle of the wooden paddle slipped inside
of me, wide, flat and smooth.

Odd as it was, I welcomed it, enjoyed
the feel of its touch inside me, strong, hard, and firm. The need
to be filled, to feel something full, strong, and hard within me
was a throbbing my body longed for. Pinned by his weight to the
mattress, the rolling of my hips was awkward and difficult but I
managed. It was undeniable, the compulsion to thrust back against
that invading object, to match each plunging stroke until my sweet
oil coated the wood, my skin, and his hand.

“Shit… fuck,” I growled and
squirmed beneath him. Faster and faster, he worked the paddle into
and against me, harder and harder, it grinded into my pussy,
fucking me like a live animal, ramming deep into me causing a fired
deep inside my cunt, and then, then I felt it.

Felt the bond of pressure coiled deep
in my belly spreading, loosening. My entire being burning up, ready
to explode as I pushed myself hard against that wooden shaft and
screamed into the bed with everything I had left inside me, all my
strength being set free in one huge eruption. I came hard, fast,
and quick. My insides stung, and I loved it. The feeling of it all,
the powerful building up of emotions and pleasures, I loved it all,
every second, every moment. The bed rocked a little as he swung
himself off me, gently disengaging the paddle, licking my sweetened
juices with the tip of his tongue before casting it aside so that
his hands were free to gather me in.

I was spent, practically dead to the
world and couldn’t bring myself to move. Even taking the slightest
of breath seemed a torturous chore.

“Mm,” he hissed smiling
darkly, leaning in close to me before grasping my lobe with his
lips, sucking on before nibbling at it with his teeth, licking me
gently.

“Shayla,” he whispered.
"Don’t think you’re camera shy anymore." He hissed, gazing into my
eyes as the camera in his other hand came back into my
view
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“So… Shayla,” Quinn paused,
zooming the camera in on me before continuing his question. “Tell
me a little about yourself,” he said.

“Like, what is it you want
to know?” I asked.

“Describe yourself,” he
said. “Sell yourself to the camera, tell me the stuff I want know
about you before jacking off to you later,” Quinn said.

“Well… let’s see.” I paused,
“I weigh about 112 pounds, stand about 5’ 5”, have a pair tight,
well curved 36 C cup breasts and everything on me is very much
homegrown. I like exercising, biking, running, yoga, boxing, and so
on. I’m a natural blond with all the right curves and the attitude
at times to put it to good use.” I giggled slightly allowing my
jugs to jiggle wildly from my chest. “Oh and I also love getting
pounded, getting fucked, having sex, that kind of thing.” I
added.

“Very good… very good,
especially that last part” Quinn hissed. “Now tell me, When was the
first time you gave it up to another man? He asked
bluntly.

“Well… my first time with
man was several years ago with my boss at the pizza place I worked
at.” I hissed, feeling my face turning a bright red as I
spoke.

“It was on a Saturday, the
early morning shift, we were the only two people there, making the
dough for the upcoming day.” I sighed; slowly freeing my legs from
my grasps, fingers feather across my inner thighs cracking them
open ever so slightly, revealing my see through thong panties to
the video camera.

“How, How old were you?”
Quinn interrupted.

“I think I just turned 18,”
I said, swallowing hard before going on.

“It happened so fast… so
fast I really didn’t have a chance to think about what was going
on.” I said as my breath drew slightly heavier, more erotic,
“Instead I just allowed my body to be used as his fuck
toy.”

“What happened?” Quinn
asked, “Where were you when this took place?”

“I was,” I paused,
moistening my lips with the tip of my tongue, “I was in the
supervisor’s office, the room was no bigger than an average broom
closet, just enough space to have a computer, a desk and chair,
file cabinet and cleaning supplies.” She hissed.

“And?”

“And he just came upon me,
opening the door, which caused me to jump up, standing next to him,
against his chest as he shut the door on the both of
us.”

“What happened then?” Quinn
asked, watching me from the bedside, the tips of my fingers
scrolling down my sculpted stomach, zeroing in on the gate, the
heavenly moistened box between my thighs.

“I don’t know how, but
he…,”

“He what Shayla?”

“He was able to get my pants
and panties down around my thighs, my pants falling to the wayside
as my panties clung around my left ankle. I could feel him… his
lips, his heated breath rattling me from deep inside.

“How could you feel him like
that?” Quinn asked, widening the shot of the camera before walking
up to me, eyes wide open as he fell down between my open thighs, my
eyes shimmering deeply as Quinn pulled away my panties, rolling
them slowly down my thighs before widening me again, this time
pushing the tips of his fingers deeply inside my hot, tight
wetness.

“He was close… between my
thighs, his mouth and tongue,” I gasped midsentence, suddenly
feeling his face against my drenching pussy.

“Mmmm yes like that… just
like that,” I panted, my voice turning ragged and rough as Quinn
began circling his tongue lightly over my clitoris, with small
butterfly licks.

“Oh god yes, lick it harder…
please… just like that,” I hissed, my hands raking down into his
locks of hair, pulling him deeper into me, forcing my pussy roughly
into his face.

“Mmm,” Quinn moaned deeply
between my damp thighs, lips locking onto my clit, fingers jabbing
in and out of my pussy.

“What did he do next?” Quinn
asked.

“Ugh God… he… he knew I was
close… so close, and he hooked his fingers,” I grunted loudly,
unable to finish my train of thought.

“I see, he touched your
special spot,” Quinn hissed, lashing his tongue back and forth
against my clitoris, before slamming his index and middle fingers
deep into my wetness, hooking his middle finger inside me, dragging
the tip across the roof, across my G-spot.

“Ugh… Fuck yeah just like
that,” I gasped, suddenly locking my thighs around his head and
over his shoulders, trapping Quinn against me as I felt my pussy
tighten all around him, knowing that within those next few moments
his face was going to be plastered with my sweet, hot
nectar.

“Fuck… Fuck yes, yes,” I
screamed aloud, flooding his mouth, his face with my spicy nectar
as he continued to lick and finger me to oblivion.

“Mmmm, what happened next?”
Quinn asked as I released his heard from my grasps, gazing up into
my shimmering blue eyes.

“What else did he do to
you?” Quinn asked, “He didn’t just lick you out and left you there
like that, he had to do something more right?”

“He… he stood up, eyes
locked to mine as he licked his lips,” I panted watching him as he
stood up in front of me, mimicking my every word.

“And?” He asked, reaching
out for my hand, as I stood upright, my sweat glazed body close to
his.

“His hands pressed against
my shoulders, before cascading down my body, fingers gently gliding
across my nipples.” I gasped as he too placed his hands on my
shoulders, gliding the tips of his fingers over the erotic rounds
of my tits, pinching my nipples with his nails.

“And then?”

“Then he… his hands ran down
my sides, cupping my ass in his hands, he lifted me up, his body
pressing, molding into mine, before sliding his long, fat cock,
balls deep into me.” I gasped, my head jerking upward towards the
ceiling as Quinn picked me up and without so much as a word slammed
his cock deep into my tight, wet inferno.

“Ugh fuck yes,” I cringed,
as he walked me up against the dresser, lowering the firm rounds of
my ass cheeks on the top, just a few feet from the bed, still in
view of the camera.

“How did it feel?” He asked,
holding himself inside me, I could feel my pussy constricting
around his shaft.

“What,” I panted, gazing
questionably into his eyes.

“How did it feel being
taken,” Quinn asked, “How does it feel with my cock inside you
now?”

“Please… please don’t tease
me, I need it now, my pussy is hurting for a fuck, you have to
move, you have to fuck me now!” I demanded.

“How did it feel?” Quinn
asked again, holding himself inside me, I could feel my insides
heating up around him even more, my pussy dripping more wet by the
second.

“It felt, it feels like I’m
alive, fucking and getting fucked, makes me feel like I’m buzzing,
as my entire body becomes one huge orgasm.” I gasped, wrapping my
thighs around his hips. “There’s nothing better than being a woman,
and getting fucked by a man, feeling his body pounding into me and
watching his facial expressions as I tighten my pussy around him,
forcing him to blow his hot thick load into me… it’s the closest
thing to heaven on earth.” I said.

“Mm,” Quinn grunted, slowly
rolling his hips in and out of me, pumping his cock deep in and out
of my tightness, enjoying my erotic sounds, my moans, my grunts as
he moved faster and harder.

“There’s nothing better than
being a man giving it hard and rough to a woman so in need to be
fucked,” Quinn hissed, feeling me tightening even more around his
shaft.

“Fuck already?” I
gasped.

“Cumming?” Quinn asked,
watching me bite my bottom lip as if to tell him I was
close.

“Yes, yes, oh god yes! My
god I’m going to cum!” I yelled, my entire body shaking under
him.

“Then do it Shayla, do it,
cum for me baby, plaster your nectar on my cock! Show me how much
of a slut for cock you are.” He grunted tightening his cock as he
continued to fuck me hard and fast.

“Fuck… fuck, fuck, fuck,” I
gasped, as my orgasm hit first, washing over my body, Quinn could
feel me breaking way, my entire body tensing up around him as he
too let loose a second later, exploding insider me as we both cried
out, bodies shaking as our orgasms tore through each other’s
body.

“Was it like that,” he
whispered, kissing me.

“No… not at all,” I grunted,
“this was much, much better.” I sighed, pushing him away slightly
from my lips as he continued to squirt a few smaller loads inside
me.

“Mm,” he sighed, rolling his
lips over my right earlobe, “that’s it for the interview, but would
you mind going another round or so?” he asked.

“Please,” I whimpered, as
Quinn pulled away from me, his cock still fully erect.

“On the bed?” He
asked.

“Sure, how bouts up my ass?”
I replied. “I’ve always wanted to take a good fat cock up my
ass.”

“Hmmm,” Quinn gasped,
licking his lips, “What would you say about take a trip to
Charlotte?” he asked.

 


4.

 


“It… it tickles,” I mumbled
as I stroked my hands through Quinn’s brown hair, tangling my
fingers into his thick locks, pressing my bare hips closer to his
mouth, the warmth of his breath rolling over me as he continued to
drive his long tongue over the lower part of my body.

“Ahh,” he sighed as he took
in a deep breath of my intoxicating scent, allowing my sweet aroma
to fill his lungs fully. “This truly is your first time doing
this,” he breathed deeply, allowing his lips to press over my damp
opening as he rolled his arms up my tanned body, cupping my covered
breasts in the palm of his hands.

“I…I…” I panted, gliding the
tip of my tongue over my lips, “Getting eaten out while drive on
the expressway, yeah, I’d say this is my first time.” I gasped only
to hear him laugh evilly as he pressed into me, causing me to gasp
as a sudden white light shot through my mind, forcing me to roll my
eyes back into heard, “ugh… yes… yes,” I panted, nearly clipping a
car in the other lane.

“At our age it’s good to
still have sexual firsts,” Tim hissed, just before pulling away
from me only to flick the tip of his tongue like a leather strap
over my aroused clitoris.

“Fu…,” I grunted, teeth
grinding across my bottom lip as I glided one of my hands from the
steering wheel and up my body, grasping onto my breasts, nails
lashing over the tip of my nipple.

“Maybe,” I giggled, driving
my hips upward, widening myself even more, and allowing him to
drill the tip of his serpent like tongue even further into
me.

“Come now, for what we are
it’s good to confess at times,” Quinn snarled, draping his lips
over my hot velvet opening.

“Oh… Oh yes, Quinn… yes,” I
howled, as I felt the tip of his tongue striking deeply inside,
pressing just outside the front wall of my cervix, before slowly
slithering back across the rear wall and lashing in small rounded
circles.

 

“Yes… yes,” I gasped,
placing both my hands on the steering wheel, feelings unlike any
other I had felt feathered through my mind as I fell back against
the seat.

“Yesssss, Fuck yes,” she
cried, my high-pitched voice echoing through the car as I grazed my
nails across his shoulders, slicing into his firm, taut flesh as he
continued his attack.

“Mm, you like this so much
don’t you lover?” Quinn growled, gazing into my eyes from between
my thighs, his stare sending waves; cool shivers of lust through me
as I gasped to his deepening voice. His lips lashing over my
drenching slit repeatedly, as his tongue continued to barrel in and
out, each new stab, each new strike sending waves of torment, waves
of pleasure through my small frame.

“Oh, yes… yes Quinn,” I
panted, biting into my bottom lip as I momentarily thrashed my head
back against the headrest. I could feel the cool night breeze
brushing over me through the open windows, as Quinn continued to
take more and more of me.

“Ohhhh… yes,” I gasped, legs
quivering uncontrollably as I myself slipping, my body feeling as
if it had fallen off a cliff, as if a wave of pure pleasure had
washed over me, bathing me in its passion, its furry.

“Yes… ha… yes,” I breathed
deeply, giving into the dark sharp pain that rattle through my
body, the pleasures continuing to stab through me continually like
gigantic waves crashing against the shore, my mind was melting to
the inferno of pleasures that overtook all senses.

“Mmm, yes… yes that’s it
Shayla give it to me,” I heard Quinn growl as the tip of his tongue
lashed like a broken whip across the sides of my clitoris, sending
shockwaves of pleasure through my body, forcing me to cum harder
than I had ever dreamed possible.

“Fu… Fuck yes,” I gasped,
feeling my hot sweet nectar splashing out between my open thighs,
only to quickly feel the cool warm lash of his tongue across my
flesh, lapping up my nectar, my sweetened fluids as it burst from
deep inside my body.

“Mm, yes, that was the
best,” Quinn gasped as I slowly came down from my sexual high,
continuously feeling the long slow licks of his tongue pressing
over me, lapping up my sweet tangy nectar as his lips pressed
softly over my slit again and again, keeping me aroused and at the
ready.

“Quinn,” I gasped, falling
back against the seat as I watched him continuing to lick me dry,
the rigidness of his tongue sending slight, cascading feelings of
pleasure through me with each flick.

My breathing slightly heavy as I called
him again, “QUINN!” I paused taking another few deep breaths, my
stomach caving inward as I continue to force myself to speak.
“Quinn, why was that the best?” I managed to ask, eyes gazing down
into his as he rolled his tongue over his lips, glazing them over
with the sweeten tang of my flavor as I tried my best to keep my
eye on both him and the road.

“Oh my, hot beautiful
Shayla,” he hissed, wrapping his arms around my legs, the tips of
his fingers grazing across the back of my ass as he continued to
lick the last bit of my nectar from me between my inner thighs. “I
love the way you squirm under me when my tongue is so deep inside
you,” he gasped.

“I love the way you scream
and cuss as I take you to pleasures you have yet know but… But most
of all,” he gasped, licking his lips one more. “Most of all I love
your taste, the sweetness of your heated nectar as it shoots out
from you and into my mouth, the feeling of your pussy as it moves
around my lips… it… it,” he paused, taking a deep breath, “It makes
me so fucking hard.” He howled, smirking and arching his eyebrows
at me as he sat back into the passenger seat; allow me to get a
full view of his hardened member.

“We need to find a fucking
rest stop,” I hissed, finding it hard to look away from his hard
thick cock.

 


5.

 


It was just the two of us that night at
the rest stop. Me on my knees in front of our car, the emergency
lights flashing on the two of us as I boldly unzipped Quinn’s
pants, grasped his hard cock and began sucking him off in some
farming town late that night.

The thrill, the excitement of being
caught, arrested, or worse, burned me up inside as the idea, the
thought of passerby’s honking their horns, cheering, yelling their
approval, taking video’s at the site of me sucking Quinn’s long,
hard cock in public making me more wet than ever before.

Fingers tangling roughly through my
long locks of golden blond hair, I could feel his every moment,
every twitch of his body, of his approval inside my mouth, gazing
up at Quinn’s handsome, muscular toned body standing in front of
me, his shimmering green eyes locking onto mine as he groaned in
approval.

“Yes… Shayla,” he scuffed,
tightening himself into my mouth, the tip of his cock growing
massively in size and girth as he continued to drive his fingers
through my hair.

“Mm...,” I moaned, unable to
stop, unable to pull away, loving the feeling of a hot cock inside
my mouth.

“Mmmmmmmmm,” I moaned, this
time in a long and purposely drawn out echo, gliding my lush, moist
lips less than an inch from tip of his pulsating cock. Blowing on
it with the warmth of my breath, locking my eyes to his, taking in
the hardened curves of his stomach and chest that I could see
shadowing under his off grey t-shirt.

“Fuck…,” he grunted, arching
his head, the bangs of his brown hair fell in front of his right
eye, as I ran the tips of my fingers over the underside of his
cock. Flicking my thumb over the juncture that connected the shaft
to the head, his knees recoiled slightly before again standing
firmly, allowing me to glide one of my hands up the back of his
thigh before cupping his lush firm ass cheek into my
hand.

“Mm,” I grunted as I pressed
the tip of my tongue across his cockhead, oddly finding the taste
of his meat stick; the salty, yet sweet tangy flavor to my liking
as I flicked my tongue around the sponge like head
repeatedly.

“Mm yes,” I paused for a
quick moment, releasing him from my mouth, never taking my eyes off
his cock, “your dick taste so yummy I can’t get enough,” I said, in
a girly high-pitched squeal. Smacking my lips together before
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 deep
into my hot, wet mouth.

“FUCKING HELL,” Quinn
panted, giving in to me, stepping into me as he arched his head up
towards the sky, allowing me to get a better angle, a better sight
at the fullness of my rock hard present. “Fuck… Fuck you’re… you’re
awesome,” he hissed, tightening his grasps on my shoulders as he
lunged his hips forward, blowing a thick load of clear, sweet
pre-cum from the tip of his cock.

“Mm,” I hissed, wanting so
much take as much of his cock as possible into my mouth, wanting so
much to taste his cum, feel him pumping down my throat, claiming me
as his one and only fuck bitch.

“Please… Please,” Quinn
begged, wanting to feel my hands upon him once more, needing to
feel the warmth of my fingers.

“With pleasure,” I hissed
sharply, running the tips down the shaft, tightening them around
the base as I pressed my thumb against the underside, pumping his
meat slowly at first, yet strongly in the palm of my tightening
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... Yes Shayla,” 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… please… please,” he panted, enjoying every flick of my
fingers upon him.

“Of course baby… I need this
so much more than you,” I thought as I increased the speed of my
hand. Continuing to flick my thumb over his underside, slowly
massaging his balls with my other hand, the heat of it all building
inside me, the wetness of my slightly used pussy flooding my thong
panties between my inner thighs.

“Do… do you,” I gasped,
flicking my fingers across his tip, eyes locking onto each other’s,
“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.

“Yeah… YES!” he cried,
jerking his hips into my hands, “I… I think I’m close,” he managed
to gasp before arching his head towards the sky once more, his
fingers tightening around my shoulders as his teeth tore into his
bottom lip, driving against me once more.

“Yes… God fucking yes,” he
cried out; his voice echoing around us as 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 foamy cum over my face and shoulders.

“Hell yeah,” I gasped,
quickly gliding my tongue like a spoon around his cock, sucking and
licking away the heated remains of his cream, suddenly becoming
slightly inebriated, intoxicated by his savory flavor.

“Fuck, your turn Shayla,”
Quinn gasped as he broke away from me, sliding one of his hands
between my open thighs. Picking me up before I could get a word in
and slamming me back against the hood of the car, widening my
thighs, aligning the opening of my soaking hot pussy with the tip
of his cock.

“Is this… Is this really…,”
I gasped, unable to finish my question as I felt the tip of his
hard, raw cock sliding into my pussy, the tightness of my body
shuddered through him as he sank into me bit by bit, inch by rough,
jagged inch.

“FU… FUCK!” We both gasped,
to the sudden onslaught of pleasure running through both our
bodies.

“Fuck… fuck yes,” I panted,
feeling one of his hands running down my shoulders. Quickly
latching his fingers over my large breasts, while driving the other
up against one of my ass cheeks, holding it firmly in his hands as
he pressed his lips up against the side of my neck, lashing the tip
of his tongue down around one of my earlobes, taking me like never
before.

“Yes… yes,” I jerked my
body, feeling him sinking further into me, “I want it all,” I
panted, feeling every bit of him sinking inside my tightness,
pressing up against ever wall of my pussy. Stretching me further
than he had ever had before, opening me up to new feelings,
awakening me to sensations of pleasure I thought I would never know
again, of fulfillment as I felt his sack slapping across my
ass.

“OH… Oh God yes,” he panted.
“I… I can’t believe you took it all this time,” Quinn gasped,
draping his fingers across the round of my ass while his index
finger danced around the border of my asshole, dipping into my ass
from time to time, as I continued to hold him deep inside
me.

“Let… let yourself go baby,
I’m a woman, not some little chick you’ve fucked in the past,” I
breathed deeply wanting to feel him go all out inside me, needed to
be broken, taken, devoured and ravaged. For him to take every part
of my pussy and stir it up inside me, to forget that I had ever
been fucked by the prick I married.

“Please Quinn, break me up
inside, tear my pussy, rip me up,” I grunted, rocking my body into
him, pulling myself away from his cock, before slamming back into
him repeatedly, each slam become more and more intense, more erotic
as I pressed my breasts into his grasp, allowing his tongue to
trail across the nape of my neck. Just give in to the pleasure,
give into the need, I thought, trying to gain the upper hand. To be
free of anything holding me back and for him to give in to his
desires, to let go of his fear of our surroundings, to break away
from his mental blockage and free the rage of lust building inside
us both.

“Yes…,” he gasped, I could
feel my body letting go, the tension being set free upon me as he
slammed up into me with all the strength he had, practically
growling at me from the feeling of my tight pussy around
him.

“That’s it… give into it,
make me a woman again, fuck me hard, like man should fuck his
lover,” I panted, arching my head up for a moment as waves of
pleasure beyond mortal words washed across my body, sending chills
of lust down my spine as I felt him lunging up into my tightness
again and again.

Within seconds, the area around us
echoed with sounds of hot, uncontrolled sex. The wet slapping of a
hot ass being pounded against the hood of my car, the low-pitched
moans and heavy sighs of deepening breath mixed with high-pitched
grunts and panting, the slurping sounds of my pussy being fucked
hard and fast by a thick cock, all of it, all the sounds of our
fucking overshadowing the natural sounds around us. Until finally
in a loud grunt, a roar that shuddered through my entire body, I
heard my lover, the Good Samaritan that came to my rescue, the man
I claimed as my true love cry out.

“Fuuuccckkkk, Shayla, I’m
Cumming… I’m cumming hard in your tight...” He warned, attempting
to pull out, before finding that I had wrapped my thighs tightly
around his ass, preventing his escape. “Fuck, I’m…,” he cried,
slamming into me with all he had left.

Needing to feel his cum inside me, to
feel the heated lust of his rage, the pleasures of his torment
shooting like an arrow into my tight wetness. It was then that I
could feel it inside me, then that I could feel the heavy throbbing
of his cock, his scorching cum shooting into me, filling my pussy
to the brim. Then that I could feel him flooding me with all he
had, thrusting more and more of his creamy filling into me,
grunting into my ear, with each new thrust, flooding my body with
his pain, with his torment, as it sprayed out between my inner
thighs, pooling around the hood of the car below.

“Fuck….Fuck!” Quinn dropped
forward, his chest brushing firmly against my breasts through his
sweat-soaked t-shirt as shockwaves of lust continued to pour
through him. Forcing him to jerk his hips into me ever so slightly,
like passionate jolts of lightning, ejecting more of his lust into
my body as he grunted once more into my ear, until finally, with a
final grunt of pleasure, the throbbing of his cock died down to
almost nothing.

“Thank you,” I hissed;
gazing deeply into his eyes, I gasped.

“Thank me? Thank you,” Quinn
sighed, gliding my thighs back to the cracked cement in front of my
car, allowing me to stand once more as I buried my head into his
chest, taking in the manly scent of my one and only true
love.

Early that morning, after we slept a
bit in the car, Quinn and I noticed there were these little ponds
with ducks around them and benches that you could sit near one of
the walking trails at the rest stop. Therefore, we decided to get
some fresh air, and stretch our legs a bit before getting back into
the stuffy, slightly cramped car.

It was actually somewhat nice to walk
with my man around this rather larger pond in the far and strangely
isolated area of the park that had a wooden dock and a gazebo that
you could walk almost halfway out into the pond and feel the cool
morning breeze rush through you. It was great though odd at the
same time I thought.

Quinn and I walked out there as I
wrapped my arms around him holding on to his side, I could hear the
pounding of his heart through his chest.

The warmth of his body through his
lightly tanned t-shift, the morning breeze rushing through me as we
just stood there looking out across the pond, and the wind causing
small, slight waves to roll across the water, smacking up against
the dock.

I have to be honest and say that it was
the most romantic moment in my life up to that moment, and though
we didn’t say a word to each other it was like everything was said
all at once when we looked deeply into each other’s
eyes.

Neither of us said a word to the other
as we began to kiss passionately, his hands gliding all over my
body, the heat between us was so incredible. I still to this day
don’t know how to put everything into words, the greatest feelings
in the world rushing through me as I saw the reflection of the moon
in the water around us. The gently chirping of the crickets in the
background mixed with the flapping wings of the geese that
continued to swim past us unaffected by our motions and the slight
grunting, sighing sounds of pleasure made by my lover filling the
mix. God It was so unreal and yet amazing, so romantic, so, so
perfect, Quinn and I of course had sex several times before that
moment but this time it didn’t feel like just sex at all, this time
it was pure, hot, love.

Never before had I felt like that with
anyone and honestly, I never want to feel like that with anyone
else but Quinn. He means so much to me. In the short time that I
have been with him, I have fallen deeply in love with him.
Nevertheless, the whole thing was but a moment, and life had to
continue, but at least I knew then that he was, is the perfect man
for me.

 


6.

 


“Are you… are you allergic
to nuts by chance,” Quinn asked, as I sat on private, enclosed
balcony attached to our hotel room, reading a magazine.

“That depends,” I smiled,
unable to resist the temptation. “I like my nuts big, round, and
salty. Something I can latch on to or play with for hours on end.”
I giggled, winking at him as I licked my lips.

“Funny…,” Quinn breathed
deeply as if trying to block out certain images I may have placed
in his mind, “I’ll have to remember that later on tonight.
Seriously though I need to know before we begin, are you allergic
to nuts, Walnuts in particular.” He asked.

“No… Why do you ask,” I
giggled a bit more, trying to figure out what he was up to while
trying to keep things light.

“Good… that’s very good; I
should have asked that a while ago but....” Quinn said, blushing
lightly as he handed me a full body towel, never finishing that
train of thought.

“You’re going to need this.”
He paused for a moment, looking back into my eyes as he held some
sort of odd white jar in his other hand.

“I’m going to start your
bath; I need you to get undressed in the bathroom once I’m done
adding the mix.” Quinn said.

“The mix?” I asked, a bit
confused, as I took the towel.

“It’s going to be a slightly
warm, whipped coca bath with a little milk in it to help the prep,
and vitalize your skin,” He said. “Just get in it and let the coca
soak into your body, but don’t stay in there any longer than ten
minutes or so,” he smiled, licking his lips.

“When you’re done; wrap
yourself with the towel and meet me in the bedroom,” Quinn sighed,
walking towards the bathroom.

Sounds somewhat kinky, I thought before
walking behind him, watching him fill the tub with the coca
mix.

A few moments later I was resting naked
in the bath full of what looked like some sort of latte, it was all
foamy and chocolaty.

Soaking in the tub for only a few
minutes, I could already sense the aroma, the scent of creamy milk
chocolate seeping through the small pours of my entire body. It was
one of the weirdest, yet oddly stimulating baths I had ever taken,
knowing that the liquid chocolate concoction was pooling over every
centimeter of my breasts and vaginal area.

What made this experience even more
exhilarating, more profound was the taste. The bath water tasted
like a hot milk double-chocolate latte.

I was quickly becoming so relaxed that
I could have melted right there in the tub, this was the first time
in my life I felt so delicious, so sexy, sensual and strangely
edible all at once, and yet, this was just the beginning of his
surprise.

“Hey,” I heard Quinn’s deep,
penetrating voice on the other side of the bathroom door. “It’s
time to towel yourself dry, and come to the living room,” he
sighed. Walking away from the door, I could hear him walking back
towards the Bedroom.

Getting out of the tub, I reached for
the soft, warm for the dryer, cotton towel he gave me, wrapping it
tightly around my body, quickly sweeping my fingers through my
hair, trying my best to make it look somewhat decent, somewhat
attractive before walking back out.

When I was ready, I reached for the
handle of the door, taking a deep breath as my thoughts wandered. I
could feel small bolts of excitement passing through me, unsure as
to what was to come next.

Opening the bathroom door, I
immediately noticed the darkness stretching down the hallway that
lead into the bedroom, illuminated ever slightly by these small
domed candles filling the darkened void as I walked slowly out of
the bathroom.

Quickly becoming intoxicated by the
vanilla and chocolate-scented candles, lighting up the dim path,
amazed at seeing Quinn standing along one side of the bed, which
was covered in soft white towels.

“Beautiful,” Quinn hissed,
licking his lips as a sudden burst of heat shot through my body,
the tenderness of his thoughts, the shimmer of his eyes consuming
me, saying it all within his gaze. I felt so alive at that moment,
so excited, aroused and sexy as I continued to look into his gaze
from across the room.

“Shayla,” Quinn hissed, “If
you could get on the bed and lay on your stomach,” he paused. “I
can… I can begin the full body treatment.”

“Oh of course,” I smiled,
swaying my hips from side-to-side as I approached the bed, eyes
locked on to his as I purposely dropped my towel less than a few
feet away, exposing the soft, sharp rounds of my firm. “Oh... darn,
it fell off,” I said shyly, slowly stretching, combing my fingers
through my wet locks of hair, watching to see if he was man enough
to look; courageous enough to allow a brief moment of temptation to
take over his thoughts. To allow the sensual heat building up
inside me to fill him as well.

“Shayla…,” Quinn hissed, his
eyes scrolling down my body, the sexual tension between us quickly
heating the room with each passing second.

“Yes, Quinn.” I giggled
slightly, acting as innocent as I could, before sucking one of my
fingers slowly into my mouth, loving the fact that his face had
suddenly blushed.

“Can you… can you please get
on the bed now,” he gasped with an odd high-pitched voice, turning
away from me.

“Sure,” I breathed deeply,
giggling at him from inside as I turned around. Hopping up on the
soft cushioned towels, doing as Quinn instructed, I straddled both
sides, before rested on my stomach, exposing my bareback and ass,
to the man I loved more than anything in this world.

“Okay, you can look now,” I
giggled, sensually slurring my words.

“Great,” Quinn breathed a
slight sigh of relief as he turned back around, our eye locking
back onto each other as he looked down at me.

“So what’s next?” I asked,
flaring my eyebrows. “Is this the part where the nuts come in?” I
asked playfully, biting down on the edge of my bottom lip, gazing
up at him as he tried his best to remain composed. God how I loved
watching him, watching the strain in his body and his eyes the
fight going on between them as he did his best to stay professional
and not allow his desires, his wants and needs take
over.

“Well, ah… No,” he paused
for a moment, taking a deep, deep breath, before placing a large
white bowl on my back. “Keeping with the chocolate theme, I’m going
to apply some of this Moor Mud.” He said, before quickly pouring
the dark sludge across my shoulders and back, “across your
backside.” He added.

“What… what the hell is that
stuff,” I panted, “What is it going to do to me?” I asked, a bit
put off by the idea of having some sort of chocolate mud slowly
seeping down my shoulders, back and the crack of my ass.

“It’s mud extracted from a
local Bog, mixed with dark Chocolate, other chocolate properties
and sensual oils,” Quinn answered.

“A… a bog?” I asked,
wondering what Quinn had put all over my back.

“Over several hundred years,
trees, and bark from around the area have slowly, with the help of
the current waters, transformed into a rich dark mud.” He said,
pausing before brushing the tips of his fingers gently across my
spine.

“This mud is rich in
minerals, organic oils, amino acids, waxes, hormones, vitamins and
other natural antibiotics, proven to be great on the skin.” Quinn
said, as I quickly became hypnotized by his touch, the feeling of
his fingers pressing the soft, dark mud over my shoulders and
arms.

“Thus, the mud has been
known to improve the texture and tone of the skin, re-mineralizing
and revitalizing the body and helps the body alleviate the pain in
joints and muscles.” Quinn added as I slipped from reality for a
moment feeling his warm, soft hands, brushing down across the sides
of my hips, slightly gazing over the rounds of my ass, before
sloping down my inner thighs.

“Mm, oh… oh Quinn,” I gasped
to the pleasure, the last thing I could remember was the odd array
of lights flashing through my mind, the heat inside me bathing
across my body in sharp, intense, orgasmic waves, before the world
around me turned to a darkness of pure, adult pleasure.

----

A few hours later, I came to, waking up
on my bed. Scented chocolate candles flickering around the room,
filling it with its delicious scents.

“What… what the,” I gasped,
feeling the smoothness of my own flesh, the soft, unusually limber
silkiness of my skin as I ran the tips of my fingers gently over my
body.

“Quinn… Quinn did you… did
you touch… while I was out cold” I gasped to the thought. Memories
of a long forgotten feeling bathing over me as images of Quinn’s
hands and soft fingers gliding over my breasts, stomach and pussy,
filled the void of my mind.

“Did you… did you touch me,”
I sighed, wishing I was awake to feel it, awake to remember the
softness of his fingers caressing my heated body.

I can honestly say, with utmost
certainty that the chocolate, spa treatment I received that night
was one of the most erotic, sensual and relaxing things I have yet
to experience to this date.

Damn that was so, so hot.

---

It was the last night of our Charlotte
vacation, the last night to fulfill those long awaited fantasies,
second chances as Quinn and I found an isolated, and semi-private
spot along the shore, drinking, laughing and relaxing, prepare each
other for the erotic night of sexual bliss. The night was hot and a
little humid; the weather so far that year had been abnormal,
warming up to summer like conditions in late May, well before the
beginning of summer, and blistering well into the month of
August.

Walking quickly along the water’s edge,
I could feel the incoming tide and the wet sand slipping between my
toes as my heart began to beat wildly. Quinn, holding my hand in
his as they we walked a far distance, never saying a word; until we
were both sure it was only the two of us standing alone in the
dark, on the shoreline, amongst a small enclave of
rocks.

“Let’s… let’s get naked and
skinny dip.” Quinn said, breaking the silence before pulling off
his t-shirt and shorts, until all that was left on him was a tight
pair light blue bikini underwear, the large bulge of his manhood,
pressing out across the tight fabric, forcing me to bite my bottom
lip with fervor of its glimmering sight.

“I…I,” I paused only to
watch him run out into the water, his slim, hardened body sinking
between the waves until he resurfaced a few yards away from the
beach.

“Come on baby,” Quinn
howled, going under the waves once more before coming up, this time
flinging his underwear at me.

“This is our last chance
before we both have to become responsible middle-aged adults for a
while. It’s our last chance, to get things right, to do the
exciting, out of this world things we’ve always wanted to try” he
sighed, walking back towards the shoreline before stopping in front
of me. The dark blue waves washing over his hips, presenting vivid
flashes of his hardened cock.

“Damn it,” I gasped walking
into the lake, a sudden bought of courage slamming through me as I
undid the ties to my bikini. “You’re so fucking right,” I sighed,
walking up to him as he stood waist deep in the water, our hips
mere inches from each other, before pulling my bottoms out of the
water with one of my hands, only to cover his face with
it.

“Mm, yes,” Quinn growled
softly, his eyes locked onto my azure orbs as he placed his hand
over my bikini, deeply inhaling my feminine erotic aroma. “Your
scent is so… so hot and erotic,” he whispered. Pulling my bottom
slowly away from his face he held them in front of me for a moment
longer, before rolling the tip of his long narrow tongue over the
insides, licking the silky fabric slowly up and down as if he was
licking, devouring my pussy with his tongue. “And taste so sweet,”
he whispered.

It was then, in a mere fraction of a
second he rushed me again, like all those times before. His strong,
sweet lips sucking on mine, as both his hands began kneading my
soft rounded breasts, forcing me to sigh, to gasp to the sudden
rush of pleasure overtaking my senses. No man before him had ever
started things in such an aggressively hot, erotic way and the
rush, the sheer pleasure of it all always seemed to get me in the
right mood.

“Yes… yes Quinn… do it… do
it,” I whimpered, enticing him to follow his hunger, his
instinctual passion and desires to feast upon my body, to savagely
and brutality take me, devour me like a sex crazed
beast.

“Please… Quinn,” I begged,
scrolling one of my hands through his long locks of crimson-brown
hair, all the while continuing to gaze deeply into his emerald
lustrous eyes. “Do it… do it,” I gasped, feeling the tips of his
fingers flick across my hardened nipples before sliding down my
side and into the water below.

“Yes…, Please,” I moaned,
feeling his tips gliding across my bare inner thigh before touching
my hot spot. “Fuck… fuck yes,” I gasped, jerking my head up to the
moonlit skies, mouth dropping open to the mind blowing pleasure as
an uncontrollable urge rushed through me.

“Quinn… Please,” I gasped,
gazing back into his eyes, his fingers ravishing my pussy for what
felt like the first time in my life. For the first time ever, she
could feel every flick, every long, drawn out rub from his fingers
as they continued to penetrate me repeatedly.

“Quinn,” I sighed, trying to
find the breath I needed to continue. “Quinn please, inside me,
stick that beast inside me,” I gasped, wanting to feel the strength
of my man, the powerful thrust of my lover ravishing, devouring,
claiming my insides once more. “Please… please baby please, fuck my
pussy, ram that cock inside me,” I gasped once more, this time
roping one of my long, slender thighs over the back of his leg,
feeling the full length of his hard, thick cock pushing across my
hot, drenching opening.

Suddenly, before I knew what was
happening, I found myself back near the shoreline. The cool chill
of the ocean skimming against my boiling hot thighs as the weight
of my lover draped over my sweat glazed body.

“Yes… yes Quinn,” I sighed,
feeling him widening me, prepping me for the fucking I so deserved,
the fucking I so wanted and needed. Draping one of my limbs over
the top of his shoulder, he slowly eased his cock closer and closer
to my hot, tight opening.

Slowly, ever slowly, I could feel Quinn
pushing into me, the head of his cock pressing up against my wet
slit, slithering into my tightness before suddenly stopping halfway
inside, the very tip of his cock the only part of him penetrating
me.

“This… this is where the
excitement really begins, this is where the desires of our past
become real,” Quinn whispered softly into my ear. Holding me
closely as one of his hands continued to caress my plump breast,
tips of his fingers clasping my perky rosy nipple, his other hand
rallying support for what was to come as he reached across my ass,
clutching my cheek firmly in his grasp.

Adorning his lips over me, he kissed me
deeply, passionately, before digging the tips of his nails into
both my ass and breast at the same time while simultaneously
slamming the full weight, the full, merciless thrust of his cock
inside me, barreling into me, attempting to break me open with one
penetrating deep thrust.

“Fuuuuuuuck… fuck yeah,” I
wept, almost screaming, tears raining down my face as I felt like a
virgin again, my cherry popping, as a pained pleasure rushed over
me. “Yeah… yes,” I gasped, heaving heavily for breath, as Quinn
sank even deeper inside my pussy.

“Harder… Faster, baby,” I
panted, beads of sweat consuming, massing over my entire body, as I
watched his head rise and lower across the backdrop of the
moonlight, the distant stars shimmering above the both of us. All
the while, I could feel all of him upon me, inside me, taking me,
consuming me like a real man should when taking his
woman.

“OH… oh, right there, right
fucking there,” I, gasped, digging my nails into his bare chest as
the head of his cock rubbed heavily across the ceiling of my pussy
causing a unfathomable, sensual sensation.

“Right there… baby right
there,” I gasped again and just like that Quinn was pumping into me
faster and harder with each renewed thrust, whispering my name
against the side of my ear, telling me how much he loved me,
desired me, and wanted to fuck me, every time he hit that exact
spot.

“Fu…Fuck yeah baby,” I
gasped over and over again, unsure how much more I could take
before finally feeling the onslaught of pleasure, before the waves
of passion, the inclination of longing over took my mind and
body.

“Shayla, you are so damn
tight, tighter than ever… I’m sorry,” Quinn, inhaled gazing deeply
into my eyes, as he continued his pace inside me, slamming into me
rougher and faster, amazed as to how he suddenly grew even larger
inside me than ever before.

“I…I’m going to fucking
blow,” Quinn grunted, his head thrashing all around as his nails
dug deeply into my breasts, forcing a pained, yet highly intense
orgasm to flash across my body. “Fuck… yes, oh God… yes Shayla, I
love you,” Quinn cringed, holding his breath, slamming into his
woman with all his weight as I felt a sudden gush of scotching hot
semen spraying deeply inside my womb.

The sensation, the feeling of his seed
plunging deeply inside, forced another wave of pleasure to bathe
over me, forcing a muffled scream of passion into his strong,
muscular chest.

“Shit… so…sorry,” Quinn
breathed deeply, the pleasured feeling of his release quickening
through his entire body as he tightened his cock before pulling it
out of me only to squirt another couple loads of his hot, creamy
cum all over my breasts and face.

Unable to stop myself, I rolled the tip
of my fingers down across my breasts, scooping up a large puddle of
his heated nectar before sucking it deeply into my mouth, tasting
the man that had just taken me to a new state of
nirvana.

“Salty… but oh so fucking
damn good,” I moaned, Quinn’s sensual, manly flavor causing shivers
of lust to cringe through me as he watched.

“Tasty?” Quinn asked
playfully enjoying the site of his woman swallowing his sperm;
sliding across my body before resting back against the damp wet
sand, the cool ocean water still washing over our lower limbs as I
came up on his side, resting on top of him, feeling the length of
his half erected cock rubbing across my inner thigh.

“Think… think you can go
again?” I asked as I licked my tongue slowly over the contour of my
lips, again tasting the remains of his manly taste, while
simultaneously gliding the tips of my fingers over his length
before pressing my middle finger across the underside of Quinn’s
cock head.

“Think?” Quinn asked, “I
know I can,” he growled, despite what some may think men in their
Forties are at the prime of my sexual peak; I can go for days if
you want me to.” He gasped, climbing on top of me, before making
his way slowly down my body, his lips suckling my flesh with erotic
kisses before finally sliding between my hot, wet inner
thighs.

“Fuck… yes,” I gasped, the
tip of his tongue whipping across my clitoris as his fingers sank
back inside me, my pussy growing wet with anticipation as he
devoured me from the inside, feasting upon my body.

It was early the next morning that we
awoke in each other’s arms, the early morning sum breaking across
the sea, glimmering rays of light shining down on our naked bodies…
oddly, we were no longer on an isolated beach, but at least no one
turned us in.

 


7. Eleven Months Later

 


Standing above him, I could feel his
heated stare upon me. My nipples hardening to his gaze as I thought
about the effect I was having on him at that moment. For the first
time in what felt forever I felt sexy, erotic, and a bit slutty,
excitement mixed with my own perverted thoughts raced through my
mind as I licked my lips to what was about to come.

Still---I wanted more—more than just
his eyes upon me. More than just erotic thoughts roaming his mind,
I wanted desire; I wanted his touch, his warmth, I wanted
everything that only he; the man I loved could give.

“Quinn,” I gasped, reaching
down towards him, our fingers intertwined with each other, forcing
a jolt of excitement to pass through me as I thought about his firm
warm hands upon me, images; waking dreams flashing through my
thoughts as I saw him slowly exploring my body. Fingers and lips
exploring the sheltered, forbidden areas long since forgotten, I
moaned slightly to those erotic thoughts; desire. “It’s been so
long since we’ve been together,” I gasped.

“Shayla,” Quinn sighed,
“I’ve missed you so damn much,” he said, his eyes shining up at me
as if surprised by my sudden display, tears of joy gliding down the
sides of his face.

“Shhh, quiet baby,” I
gasped, standing off to the side of the bed, my feet between his
open thighs, my fully aroused breasts mere feet from his hands.
“Me,” I hissed, sighing deeply, “too.” I said.

“Mm Shayla,” Quinn groaned
for the first time, his eyes traveling down my chest, taking in
each centimeter of my taut flesh as I slowly pulled my tank top
down, revealing the black lace bra.

“Shayla,” he said slowly,
still not reaching out to touch me.

“Do it,” I wanted to
say—there was nothing I wanted more at that moment than to feel his
hands on me, feel the man I knew, to tear off my bra and do what I
wanted him to do since the moment I first knew I was in love.
Please, please Quinn… do it, take me, claim my body as yours again,
I thought to myself.

It was as if he could read my mind, or
maybe my desire to be taken, to be touched by him was just written
all over my face, all over my body. However, still, he did not
reach out, just leaned backwards against the bed and smiled at my
half-naked body.

“Mm… you like this baby?” I
asked, watching him as I spoke, “Now how about my skirt,” I asked
playfully, becoming totally incapacitated, totally aroused as he
continued to gaze at me without saying a word and yet his eyes were
screaming for me to continue.

“Mm,” I purred, sliding my
skirt slowly down my smooth shaved, thighs. Taking a jagged, rough
breath, I tried to slide the skirt down as slowly as sensually as I
could, wanting to tease him, force him to become the man, the
sexually charged beast I knew him to be, as well as maybe allow him
to etch every part of my soon to be naked body forever in his
mind.

“Shayla baby,” Quinn sighed,
his voice spiky and sharp. I could feel his eyes following my
fingers as I pulled my black leather skirt down my
thighs.

“You have such a beautiful
body… you haven’t changed a bit, baby,” Quinn growled, the heat,
the lust inside him slowly building.

Looking down at him, I blushed shyly,
all this time, since that time of the chocolate massage, this was
probably the most erotic, and the most sensual I had ever
felt.

“What… what do you want me
to say?” I asked innocently.

“You liked bending over in
front of me all those times didn’t you?” His voice was strong,
firm. “You liked teasing me all the time with that tight round butt
of your right?”

“I… I,” I smiled, the heat,
the power of his words, melting me down to my core.

“I…,” I sighed, nodding to
him, eyes wide with desire.

“Say it,” Quinn growled,
still not reaching out for me, yet still, holding my body with his
eyes. I couldn’t have moved a muscle if I wanted to.

My voice came out like half a moan when
I finally managed to form a word. “Yes—” I breathed deeply,
instantly feeling my breasts straining against the lace fabric of
my bra as I tried to control each breath.

“Yes, what?” Quinn growled,
his demeanor changing, becoming rougher, manlier with each
breath.

“Yes, I gasped” wanting him
so badly; wanting to give him anything he desired, willingly giving
in to anything he requested, anything he demanded from me. “I
liked… I liked teasing you.” I gasped, catching my breath. Surprise
breaking through my haze of lust. I bit my lip.

“Get on your knees.” Quinn
hissed like a fiend, his eyes locking onto mine as he continued to
stare me down as if I were some sort of prey and he the
hunter.

“What?” I inquired, unsure
of his intentions, yet knowing, whatever he wanted, whatever
perverted thought or idea he had dancing through his mind at that
moment that I was more than willing, more than wanting to
fulfill.

“On your knees,” Quinn
hissed darkly, his voice rough, deep and coarse as he gazed at me.
God I was getting so hot, so elated, and so ready that I did not
hesitate with his command.

Sinking slowly onto the floor so that
my breasts were level with legs, his hands inches from my body, I
could feel the heaviness, the tension building around us until it
was almost unbearable.

“What do you want, Shayla?”
he asked.

My body was on fire, an inferno of lust
and desire. Feelings running through me unlike any I felt before, I
became a slave to him, a lover to his gaze, I was like a born again
virgin, unable to make a decision for myself, unable to think what
I wanted so much, his power over me coming full circle. “Please—” I
whimpered, leaning forwards between his thighs, pressing them open.
“I want you—touch me, please Quinn… I’ve wanted you to touch me for
so long.”

A satisfied expression flickered across
his face as he reached slowly up towards my breasts, the tips of
his firm fingers sliding under the straps of my bra. I could feel
him grazing the underside of my breasts as a slow, almost demonic
smile formed upon his face, causing me to tremble to his erotic
touch.

“Please—yes Quinn.” I
groaned, arching my back so that my breast filled his palm. “I need
you.” I leaned forward and touched my lips to his neck, pressing my
body into his with as much force as I could muster.

I felt him draw in a quick breath, and
then something in him seemed to snap. His hand on my breast turned
hard and probing, rolling my nipple between his fingers and sending
shivers down my entire body.

“Mm yes my love,” Quinn
hissed raking his other hand over my stomach, sliding it underneath
my panties to grip my butt and pull me closer.

“Yes… Quinn---yes,” I
surrendered completely, my body filled with sweet relief as he drew
me towards him, my panties gliding down my thighs with one fluid
motion, gathering around my ankles.

Roughly, his other hand pinched my
nipple, as I moaned with encouragement. It felt like live, exposed
wires on my skin everywhere he touched me and I could not get
enough of him. It was as if a sudden pause in my life had happened
as I felt him touch me.

He raked a hand through my hair,
peeling my mouth off his neck, and with both hands, he lifted me
from my kneeling position and pressed me backwards into the bed,
pulling my panties off entirely and spreading my legs before him. I
arched backwards, wanting his hands on me, wanting his mouth all
over me.

“What do you want, Shayla. I
need to hear you say it, to know one last time you’re okay?” he
repeated, dragging his mouth down my neck. I felt his teeth scrape
against my throat as he moved his mouth to my breast, his tongue
melting my flesh with each movement.

“I want you—” I cried,
barely able form words. “I want you. Please Quinn… I want only you…
please,” I begged, knowing at that moment that no matter what the
years ahead of us had in store. At that moment, at the second I was
loved and in love forever and ever.
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