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1. Five MILFs Bent Over at Once: A First Anal Sex Wife Swap Orgy by Ellie North

The idea came up out of nowhere but all of our kids were at summer camp and suddenly we decided to have a real, old fashioned swinger sex key party.  The four other wives and I sent our husbands out and got doled up.  We figured on surprising them when they got home.  Unfortunately, we got a little grabby ourselves.  The men arrived and the keys never got drawn.  Instead, the whole thing turned into an orgy!  Suddenly, I was sleeping with all five husbands and so were my four wives. That wasn’t it, either!  The husbands decided it was a good time to take something they’d always wanted.  I not only had my first lesbian sex but I also had my first anal sex!

How Elizabeth, Susie, and I ended up bent over the bed at the same time, I’ll never know.  Sure, Alice and Joanie were busy with each other, and their moans were sexy as hell, but it was kind of interesting that the rest of us didn’t pair off so much as we just all ended up in the same situation with all five husbands eyeing the three of us.  It was so damned weird because when we planned the whole thing, the idea was that it would be a good old fashioned key party.  That meant we put our keychains in a bowl and the men picked one each and slept with the wife who owned the keys.  That was the plan.  It probably would have worked, too, if we hadn’t all been wearing the sexiest lingerie we could come up with before we pulled any keys out of the bowl.

The five of us all lived on Oak Court, which was a beautiful little cul-de-sac with beautiful picket fences and exactly five houses. Three of us—Alice, Suzie, and me—grew up right in the houses we owned now.  The other two moved in just four years before but we loved them just like they’d grown up with us.  We were five women in our thirties, and we were about as close as friends could be.  Our husbands and kids got along as well, and it was Elizabeth who first suggested the three week summer camp.  She was sending her eleven year old daughter there and everyone else pretty much decided to do the same with our own kids.  So, we were suddenly faced with three weeks of freedom from the kids and we decided as a group to enjoy the hell out of the time.

Of course, we thought that meant late nights and drinking when we first decided on camp.  We were all good friends but other than some college lesbian experimentation Alice once admitted to Suzie and me, we were pretty plain vanilla. Also, we were all pretty damned traditional.  Hell, we were all house wives.  Sure, we all had college degrees and three of the four of us had home-based businesses but we’d decided to stay home and raise our kids.  We weren’t swingers by any stretch of the imagination.  We were wives with husbands and children.  Sure, we were excited about some playtime away from the kids but none of us were thinking about some kind of orgy.  At least I know I wasn’t.

As the day approached when we’d drop off the kids, we ended up planning to carpool all together in two vans.  We owned one and Elizabeth and her husband owned the other.  We dropped the kids off and then ate at a little café only a mile away from the camp.  There, we split up so that all the wives were in one van and the husbands in the other.

Seven hours.

That was how long it took to drive from the camp to our cul-de-sac.

It only took five hours for us to decide to have a key party.

We spent the rest of the drive talking about how fun it was going to be.

The suggestion came in the strangest way.  We were driving past a playground and there were swings.  A few kids were there and Elizabeth misspoke.  She said, “Look at the cute little swingers.”  Ordinarily, it wouldn’t really have meant anything but Alice started laughing like crazy, which of course got the rest of us laughing and then all of us making corny jokes like wondering out loud if they belonged to a swing club and such.  When the laughter finally died down, Suzie admitted that she sometimes fantasized about swing clubs and stuff like that.  That, of course, led to sex conversations and by the end of it, we all pretty much admitted that we fantasized about more than just sleeping with our husbands.

Suzie said she was going to talk to her husband about trying it sometime.  Everyone else said the same thing but I was just trying to fit in, frankly.  I guessed Alice was doing the same.  The other two could have been serious about their desires but who knew?  In any case, the conversation kept going and before long we were all talking about how we were going to bring things up to our husbands and the biggest sticking point, really, was the idea of finding a club and strangers.  From there, things progressed to potential solutions and before long the whole idea of a key party came up.  Alice said, “Well, it’s too bad we don’t know where those kinds of parties happen.”

Everyone was silent for a moment, and I thought the topic was going to just die out but then Joanie said, “Hey! What if we have a key party?” 

That led to a moment of shocked silence and then Alice surprised me and said, “We could do it at my house. I think I have the most bedrooms, right?  I could pick up one of those roll out mattresses for the den and we’d have five different beds.”

It was really odd the way we started talking about it like we were planning a barbecue.  Before I knew it, I was in charge of snacks, and we made it a point to ensure they weren’t too heavy given the activity we’d all be engaging in.  Joanie was assigned the drinks and Suzie was in charge of decorations—yeah, decorations.  Elizabeth and Alice were in charge of set up, which essentially meant fresh sheets and blankets on all the beds.  Somewhere in the middle of the conversation we all agreed to meet the next day to head out and find some sexy lingerie.  The weird thing about it all was that I was caught up in the whole thing just like it really was some normal get together as opposed to a plan to let my husband fuck one of my friends and let one of my friend’s husbands fuck me.

Maybe the craziest thing about all of this was that none of us bothered to consider how the men might react.  I certainly didn’t.  Instead, we talked about stockings and corsets and whether or not jewelry made lingerie hotter.  It was so damned strange because we all seemed to just accept that we were going to go through with this thing and none of us seemed to actually care that this was a really big deal.  We kind of treated it the same way we might have treated a barbecue.  Who was bringing the potato salad?  Who was bringing dessert?  Who was bringing the drinks?  It was all so damned matter of fact, and that was what made it so surreal.

The upshot of it all was that the next morning, we sent the boys all out to the golf course for eighteen holes and then we all gathered at Alice’s house to get ready.  We rushed out to get lingerie and then rushed back to her place.  Before long, we were all looking hot as hell.

And naked.

Really, for all intents and purposes we were.

We all wore corsets and stockings.

And that was it.

God!  I’d seen most of my friends naked at one time or another but never all of us at the same time, and never all of us in such a sexy situation.  Alice put a big glass salad bowl on the coffee table along with a sign that said SURPRISE BOYS! PUT KEYS HERE! and we all sat down, sipping wine and nervously waiting for our men.  It was while we were waiting when Suzie suddenly leaned over and said, “I’ve wanted to do this since the dorm room.”  A moment later her mouth was on mine and her hands were running over my body.  I was shocked but pleasantly shocked because I’d fantasized about being with Suzie or Alice off and on since we were teenagers.  I kissed her back eagerly, and when the kiss broke off, I saw Alice kissing Joanie and Elizabeth looking on kind of nervously.  I smiled at her and kind of giggled and then got up and went to her.  I’d never been so aggressive but I leaned over and kissed her and then I felt Suzie’s hands on my ass and her mouth on my neck as Elizabeth and I kissed.

And of course, that was when the men showed up.

The boys evidently didn't read anything past SURPRISE. Suddenly there were hands all over me and hands all over everyone else too.  I was pulled away and found myself on my knees.  I got just enough time to see Charles, my husband, kissing Suzie before my head was turned and a cock was pushed against my lips.  I looked up as the man guided it into my mouth.  It was Bobby, Elizabeth’s husband.  I was sucking on my best friend’s husband’s cock. It was exciting and scary all at once.  It was also nothing like what we’d planned.  We hadn’t expected things would be happening this way in front of each other. Of course, we also hadn’t expected to do a huge lesbian experiment right before the boys showed up.

My best friend’s husband!

Jesus Christ!

Dear God, I was sucking on my best friend’s husband’s cock! I felt sudden terrible guilt that didn’t really make any logical sense given she was right there probably pleasing someone else’s husband.  It was also strange because I’d seen Charles kissing Suzie, and if the way Bobby and I got right to it was any indication, my own husband was busy getting blown or fucking or licking or something. I didn’t feel any jealousy about that, I realized, so it was likely Elizabeth didn’t either.  Nonetheless I felt terribly guilty about the whole thing.

But I still sucked on Bobby’s prick like I was some kind of nympho whore. I could hear moans and more happening all around me, and it was almost maddening because I desperately wanted to see what was going on but Bobby had his hand on the back of my head and thrust back and forth into my mouth so getting a look at anyone else was out of the question at the moment.  Thankfully, though, he changed the position himself. He pulled out of my mouth and lifted me to my feet before bending me over the couch and slipping into my pussy.  I saw Elizabeth right in front of me.  More accurately, I saw Elizabeth’s pussy right in front of me as she bounced on top of one of the guys.  I looked to the left and Charles had his cock in Joanie’s mouth while Frank, Suzie’s husband, fucked her. 

It was hard to keep track of all the action.  Elizabeth was pulled off by one of the other guys and the next thing I knew, my mouth was on his cock while Bobby fucked me.  Bobby stopped and I felt a tongue on my pussy but couldn’t see who it was.  Things went on like that, all of us changing position, until the men were kind of lined up and Suzie, Elizabeth, and I were on our knees as all five guys moved from one mouth to another and we all watched Alice licking Joanie’s pussy as she leaned back on a reclining chair with her legs spread widely.

Then, abruptly, Alice got up and grabbed Joanie’s hand.  She led her out of the living room, and there was no way we were going to let her get away with it.  The sight of them together was too hot.  I got up and followed and the other girls did as well.  Naturally, the men followed the tits and ass and we all ended up in Alice’s bedroom.  Joanie and Alice were already on the bed, and I moved forward to join them but hands on my waist stopped me. I turned my head. It was Alice’s husband Jacob.  He pushed me down so I was bent over the bed and then my pussy was filled up as I watched Alice and Joanie get into a sixty-nine position with Alice moaning on top as she licked Joanie’s pussy just inches away from my face.  I could have watched that forever but I did get a little distracted when Elizabeth ended up right next to me, also bent over.  I kissed her quickly and turned my attention back to the girls but then Suzie ended up on the other side of me and I had to kiss her.

One of the men, not my husband because I would have recognized his voice, said, “All these hot asses just lined up.”  Ordinarily, a comment like that would have offended me but under the circumstances it just turned me on.  I got even more turned on when I felt hands squeezing my ass cheeks. I turned my head and saw Bobby squeezing Elizabeth’s ass cheeks and a quick look in the other direction and saw Frank behind Suzie. I looked behind me. It was Charles. What kind of a situation was this that I’d find it a bit odd that each woman was paired up with her own husband?  The other two men waited in the wings and then I felt it.  Frank said, “Great idea, Chuck,” just as I did.

It was my husband’s cock.

It was up against the tiny opening of my ass.

Great idea, Chuck.  He’d been begging me for anal sex for as long as we’d been married.  All of us had discussed it.  We all had refused our husbands in that area.  Evidently, the best time for a husband to get what he wanted in that regard was when there was a spontaneous orgy instead of a measured situation with five one on one sexy adventures.  I didn’t know what to say although my mind told me to protest.  Elizabeth only got out, “Oh!” before her voice seemed to be squeezed out of her.  I turned my head and had just enough time to see my friend with her eyes opened wide in shock and her mouth half open in an expression of duress before my husband pushed his cock into my virgin hole.

It was crazy.  It was more than crazy.  I was still staring at Elizabeth, and I was pretty sure my face took on the exact expression she had.  I didn’t get say, “Oh,” though.  I couldn’t speak at all. It was like I’d lost the ability to make any noise at all. I heard a muffled yelp next to me and couldn’t come up with the strength or maybe the will to turn my head to see Suzie’s face.  The pain was incomprehensible. It was insane and yet somehow, it was sexy, too. I didn’t get the contradiction.  I just knew that the situation was exactly, that.  It hurt like hell but it was sexy. The sexiness didn’t make it hurt any less, and if I could make it stop, I would have, but it was still sexy.

I couldn’t make it stop.  If I could have communicated, I could have stopped it. Hell, all I’d have to do was ask but for some reason my mouth wasn’t obeying my brain. Instead, I just took it, and I stared at the face of Elizabeth as she took it and I oddly wished I could stare at Suzie’s face as well.  It was a strange and probably sadistic desire but it was there. I was also kind of pissed that Joanie and Alice didn’t have to deal with the anal sex the way the rest of us did.

Well, for about a second and a half.

That was how long it took for their husbands to pull them away from each other and bend them on the bed.  That was really incredible because they were directly opposite us.  I realized from the curious expressions on their faces that Joanie and Alice had no idea why we were grimacing.  They had no idea what was coming.  Why the hell did I like that?

Alice’s eyes opened wide first and then she groaned loudly as her husband pushed in.  I felt an unmistakable thrill and I even found myself moving my ass back on Charles’s cock despite the pain.  A moment later, Joanie cried out and she too understood the expressions on our faces. I felt sadistic but I moaned, “God, yes!” and was thankful they had no idea what had prompted the moan.  To that point, the men had moved very slowly but my outburst encouraged Charles and he began moving faster.  I was already turned on enough that the pain, while not diminishing, was nonetheless mitigated by growing pleasure.  Some of it came from the way my clit rubbed up against the edge of the mattress but a bunch of it came from knowing what the others were going through.

My moan had encouraged Charles.  I thought the other men were just encouraged by his increased speed.  They all began fucking quickly, slamming into their wives and making those who’d found their voices yelp. It was so astounding to see.  Joanie and Alice still looked like it hurt like hell. I turned my head. Elizabeth had her eyes closed and the expression on her face was strange.  I still hurt but I was pretty damned sure my face displayed pleasure.  Elizabeth’s mouth seemed to open and then squeeze shut like she was alternating between pain and pleasure.  I turned my head and saw Susan.  She looked happy now, like me, and she pushed back against her husband’s cock. I was close enough to her that I kind of bent my body over and put my mouth on hers.  She moaned as we kissed.

I was astounded that none of us had protested.  I wondered if the girls went along with it because all of us were doing it.  I supposed there was probably no motivation greater for me than the possibility that everyone might think I was the least sexy among my friends.  That wasn’t why I hadn’t protested. The pain had kept me from that.  Maybe it did that to all of us.  Who knew?  What I knew for sure was that I actually enjoyed the anal sex, even with the hurt it brought. Also, like a total bitch, I liked how it hurt the other women.

I didn’t want it to hurt them forever.

Well, I guess I did. I just wanted them to get into it like me, like somehow the pain would become worth it.

Then Charles said, “You guys gotta try my wife’s ass.”  Everyone pulled out and there were looks of relief all around.  A moment later, one of the other guys pushed into me. He was a bit rougher, so it hurt more but I still liked it.  The other girls seemed to think they were off the hook.  Only Susan looked disappointed. A moment later, her face looked happy again and the others looked disappointed as each guy chose another ass to fuck.  God!  The sight was incredible, and I immediately began moving again.  The men moved, too.  They seemed a hell of a lot more excited and before long, they switched again. I expected the others, at least everyone but Suzie, to protest.  Instead they all stared at me unhappily.

Suddenly I got it.

None of them could ask the men to stop as long as I was enjoying it.

For a brief moment, I felt sympathy and considered asking for things to stop.  That brief moment didn’t even last long enough to register.  Instead, I asked for the opposite. I moaned like a slut and moved my ass faster as I cried out, “God! Yes! Fuck my ass! God!”  Suzie joined in on the chorus, and the three others looked about as miserable as they could be.

But they didn’t stop things.  They couldn’t.  They couldn’t as long as Suzie and I were being sexy and hot.  So, they gritted their teeth and just took it as the men moved from one wife ass to the next and fucked each furiously. I couldn’t believe the whole thing turned me on, and I was reaching a point where the guilt about enjoying my friend’s discomfort was starting to overcome any excitement I had about it.

And then a miracle occurred.

I was staring at Michelle’s face, loving how she looked like the pain was horrible and simultaneously feeling terrible guilt about it. Suddenly, she screamed, “Fuck!” It was a long, drawn out scream, and Michelle didn’t often use profanity.  Everyone stopped moving.  Even Charles, who was in her ass at the time stopped moving.  Then, she added, “I’m fucking cumming!” and began slamming her ass back against my unmoving husband.

He didn’t remain unmoving for long. Charles tightened his grip on her waist and began fucking her forcefully. It was beyond sexy and any trace of pain was gone from her face. I couldn’t really understand why so far, the only one who’d cum was neither Suzie nor me. We were the two who enjoyed the anal sex!  God! I was so damned close and then Alice cried out and came as well.  That made all of the men move a hell of a lot faster, and then they switched up again.  I watched my husband move over to Joanie and slam hard into her. She looked like she was going to cry, and God help me, the look on her face did it for me. 

A cock slammed into my ass and I cried out and came, pleasure rushing through me in wave after wave and I moved my ass like crazy.  Then, because I just didn’t know what else to do and I felt guilty even with the orgasm, I kind of crawled forward and grabbed Joanie’s face. I kissed her and started talking as the guy behind me adjusted his position and fucked me harder. “Oh God, Joanie! You look so fucking sexy, Honey! Oh God, Charles, you must love her body. She’s so fucking hot. God!”  I figured playing on her sexiness would reinforce the whole reason she wasn’t protesting and maybe actually help her get over the edge.  She was stiff but gradually began kissing me back.  I heard moans and realized others were coming, and then Charles cried out and came.

The man in my ass came at the same time, and it flooded me with incredible slickness that made everything easier so now there was plenty of pleasure but none of the pain.  That was probably why Joanie came at that moment.  She moved her ass back against my husband and kissed me hard, lifting her hands up to hold onto my head. The whole bed was just moving bodies now, and when Joanie moaned unhappily against my kiss, I pulled back and realized my husband had pulled out of her ass.  Just like that, her ass empty was a disappointment.  My ass emptied a moment later but I just kept kissing Joanie. Ten minutes later, we were still softly making out until a spank landed on my ass and I pulled my head away to see Elizabeth.  “Come on, you two,” she said.  “We have to get cleaned up. The boys are taking us to dinner.”

I smiled and said, “Well, we certainly earned it.” 

She giggled and said, “We should make this a regular thing.”

I rolled my eyes. “Shall we just lock the kids in the closet every now and then?”

She smiled and said, “They go to school every day.”

They did.  Still, we never did it on a school day.  Instead, we got the kids on a Saturday program that had them out of the house from nine to five every weekend.  Something went on every Saturday although not all of us could make it every time.  That came later though.  See, we’d only used up one day of our summer camp created vacation.  All of the mothers were pretty damned sore when we picked the kids up from camp about twenty days later. 


2. Angela's Wild Side: MILF and the Jerk at the Night Club by Lora Lane

Whenever someone asks me to tell them something about myself, it's always fun to watch their faces. Most of them approach me as men looking to pick up a hot blonde girl for a wild night. So when I tell them I'm a divorced mother of two and a like to spend a lot of time at home, the excitement just drains out of them. For the few who are willing to push past my fun little facade however, my wild side waits to be unleashed upon them. One cute young stud sought to turn the tables on me the other week and what happened afterward is easily one of the wildest stories of my life.

Everyone has that moment in time when they allowed themselves to just let go and enjoy life for a little while. Be it a day, week or even a month, times like that usually end up being filled with regrets and a ton of great stories. You just have to omit the parts that embarrass you when retelling them over a good drink with friends who weren't witnesses to this wild period of time. I'm a little different than everyone else in stories like that however because I live life almost in reverse. I take a moment or a period of days here and there and act responsibly – or how the world suggests a responsible woman of my age should act – and spend the rest of my life raising hell.

Well, don't let me paint myself in too bad of a light. I am a mother of two great kids who split time between my house and their dad's house. If asked I would still tell anyone that the equal split between parents is probably not the best plan for the kids but I guess sometimes it works because it did with us. Randy and I always got along when we were apart and that continued well after we divorced. We always joke that the only thing we ever did wrong was to stop being friends, take things to that next level and then get married when I got pregnant. It works out for a lot of people I guess but it just didn't for us. Thankfully however we are still friends afterward and though it certainly is not a normal situation, everyone has made the best out of it and the kids have turned out fine so far. Of course the last few years before college and then college can change everything but Randy and I have a plan.

Anyway, regarding myself, I am a self-employed entrepreneur. That sounds better than telling people I run a very small clothing personalization business out of my house and stuff envelopes on the side. Hey, it pays the bills so what else could I ask for, right? What it also does is allow me to live life the way I want to. Sure, I temper it back a bit when it's my time with the kids because I really like spending time with them. The other half of the month when it's just me is when the hell raising happens.

A friend of mine once told me that the way I went after partners at clubs and bars bordered on predator-like behavior. I always shrug and put on a 'meh' expression when something like that is said but it really is pretty close to true. I've been called a cougar because I'm nearly forty years of age but I don't like that tag. I'd much rather be called a sensual-minded, hot body predator – a lover actually called me that once – than a cougar but I do understand where it comes from. Usually, unless something completely unexpected happens, I target younger men when I'm out. Nothing beats the passion of those young studs when coupled with my experience and it almost always turns into a great time.

In spite of being a mother of two and nearly the big four-zero, I have been able to keep myself in great condition thanks to my version of a home gym. This allows me to pull off a bit of a swerve when the guys don't quite know my age at first. By the time they have seen enough of me to understand that I've got a few years on them, they usually want me so badly that it only increases their level of desire. Sure, now and then I find a jerk who flips me off and tells me to take a hike when he understands how much older I am than him. Those guys are few and far between and aren't the type of guys I enjoy as partners anyway.

Interestingly enough, just the other night I ran up against one such jerk, or well, a jerk of a different kind. He had his hands all over me on the dance floor before he even saw my face. When he did see me, things only got more heated and I really thought the tall and mysterious hunk was going to be my latest conquest. After buying me a couple of drinks and spilling a conversation or two, I was ready to close the deal. About that time though, two people walked up to him and one of them whispered something in his ear. When he turned around I smirked and asked him if he was deserting me after all the hard work he put in, expecting him to say no. Instead he looked me straight in the eye with an expression that wasn't quite a smile, said he was just playing with me and walked off.

The way he said it left me believing that he was joking and that he was still going to come back later in the night and try to close the deal – something I had already decided would not work well for him – but he did not. Instead he didn't look back and I was left to wonder what exactly had happened. It was a very different situation for me and I'm a little ashamed to say that it made me want him a little bit more than I already did. I don't consider myself the kind of girl who wants someone more because I cannot have them but it sure seemed to be the case on that night.

A few days went by and I had basically forgotten all about him as I was out around during the day running a few errands. One of my busy pieces of business that day just happened to include a trip to a small local gym. A girlfriend of mine told me that their prices were great and that they also sold the supplements that I used for cheaper than the big box store that I normally purchased them from. It was the dead of summer so I wore white short-shorts, white sandals and a pink tank-top with white writing. My hair was up in a ponytail that was pulled through the pink and white hat I wore and I also had sunglasses on.

When I walked into the gym I heard a familiar voice helping someone off to one side. When he finished with them he came around to the front counter and I knew who he was before he asked if he could help me. It was the proud and handsome jerk from the club who had left me hanging. Thanks to the way I was dressed being so drastically different compared to when he had seen me previously, I knew he didn't recognize me. For a minute I planned to completely ignore him and only asked for the supplement on the shelf behind him but something about the way he cut his eyes up and down my body when he turned back around changed my mind.

“You're sure there is nothing else I can do for you?” he smirked proudly.

I put my finger to my lips for a moment and said, “Actually I have been thinking about joining a local gym. Could you give me a tour of the place?”

He smiled, “Yes I certainly can, pretty lady. Fill that little information card out and we will start over in that direction then work our way around to the locker room area.”

“Perfect,” I said with a double meaning that he clearly didn't understand at the time. After I filled out the card with name, email and address I went with him to start the tour. The weight room was very nice and it wasn't filled with a bunch of body builders, just normal people. It wasn't over crowded either which is also very nice. Along the front windows were the rows of bikes, ellipticals, stair steppers and other cardio machines. They were nice enough and they had plenty of them for the number of people in the place. He mentioned it was a little crowded in the early morning but that for the most part it looked about like it did right then.

The entire time he was showing me around he would take every chance he could to touch me. A brush against my side as he moved around a machine or a hand on the small of my back to lead me into another room. I knew what he was doing and it was playing right into my hands.

He stopped after a few minutes and asked, “What do you think so far?”

I looked at his tall and strong body and smirked, “I like everything I have seen.”

His brows raised, “Is that so? How about we check out the locker room area then and see what you like back there?”

I nodded and said that would be great and walked with him around the corner into the back corridor that led to the male and female locker rooms. He motioned to the male locker room area and then walked around to the far side and pointed at the female locker room. “You can go in and take a look if you want. We have a large locker area with plenty of free to use lockers, a sauna, hot tub and plenty of showers that never run out of hot water.”

“Really?” I asked, “Sounds pretty hot in there.”

He smiled, “Oh, it is.”

I opened the door and held it open suggestively for a moment, “I'll go take a look around then. Stay right there would you? I'd hate to get lost on my way out.”

“I won't move a muscle.”

“Great,” I said and walked inside, allowing the door to close behind me. Purposely I walked into the sauna area and stood there long enough for beads of sweat to form on my skin. I also waited just long enough for the only two women who were in there to leave before I went back to the door. Opening it, I saw him standing there and said, “I have a question about the sauna. There's nobody in here. Could you come in and help me real fast?”

He looked behind him and seemed to be weighing his options before turning and smiling widely, “Of course. Customer service is first here.”

“I can see that,” I said as I walked into the sauna and turned around. He was standing by the door and I walked right up to him. “Do the girls usually take their clothes off to sit in here?” Before he could answer I pulled my tank-top off over my head and dropped my shorts to the floor. It was a bit odd to stand there with my shoes, hat and sunglasses still on while the rest of my clothing was on the floor but it served the purpose. “Like this?”

“Well, almost,” he said with a smile.

“No,” I said as my hand went to his crotch and grabbed his swollen shaft, “I meant do you like me?”

He closed his eyes, “Hell yes.”

“Do you want me?” I asked as I ran my hand down his shaft through his shorts.

“Oh, hell yes,” he said.

I kept going for another few seconds and then leaned up towards his lips until he closed his eyes again and readied for a passionate kiss. Then I stepped over and pulled my shorts up and slipped my stretchy tank-top back on. Walking passed him I said, “Yes, this gym does seem like a good fit for me.”

“Hey!” he yelled, “Wait! What are you doing?”

“I want to think about it first is all, darling,” I smiled.

“No,” he said, “I meant what about this? What about what you were doing? Don't you want to...”

I stopped him with a finger to my lips as I walked back towards him. Then I finally took my sunglasses and hat off and shook my shoulder length blonde hair down. Realization struck him and his eyes went wide. I shrugged, “Oh that? I was just playing with you sweetie. You understand.”

He was stunned into silence except for quietly saying, “Holy freaking shit!”

“Yeah,” I said with a smile and a wink as I walked out and left the gym.

When I got home I felt like a billion dollars. My life isn't one lived by others standards anyway but suffice it to say this situation proved that I am not above revenge. I didn't even call up friends and tell them about it because frankly I hadn't said anything about his toying with me either. It was a non-issue and would have just faded away into nothingness if not for his checking me out at the counter. He is a player, a guy who thinks he is god's gift to every woman alive who thinks that he can have anyone he wants at any time.

In a strange way I could see a lot of my own attitude towards hot young guys in the attitude he had towards me. Some people might take that and make it into some kind of a teaching moment for themselves. Maybe that is the point where I should have seen the error of my ways. Like I said though, I don't pretend to be better than anyone else morally and I damn sure would never pretend that I would rather learn a life lesson than to teach one by sultry and sexy revenge. It was a good time and then, as I lay down to sleep that night, I could honestly say that the case was closed. He had learned his lesson and we had both probably had fun during the process.

At least I thought that was the end of it.

The next day I started the day as any normal Wednesday would start. My workout was looming as I drank my second cup of coffee in front of the computer reviewing orders. My robe covered my skimpy workout clothes that nobody ever saw. A sports bra and shorts so tight and short that I wouldn't consider wearing them in public for any reason served their purpose well. If I ever thought that I was getting out of shape to the point where I couldn't stand looking at myself in the mirror while wearing those clothes, I knew I needed to lose a few pounds and hit the workout harder.

I had just removed the robe, put the coffee cup on the kitchen counter and started towards the workout area of my modest little home when the doorbell rang. Most of the people who order customized clothing from me either send the clothes they have already purchased to me or allow me to order the base clothes before personalizing them. All that really meant was that the package delivery guy saw me a lot. Usually he would just put the packages under the covering by the front door. Occasionally there was a larger package or more packages and he needed to either get my signature or put some inside. Assuming it was him I casually opened the door in my bare feet and skimpy clothes.

“Hey Teddy,” I said without even looking up at him. The tall guy wearing tan shorts was all I needed to see to know it was him. I waved him after me, “Come on in and use the usual place. Lock the door after you're done would you?” Honestly, I know the package guy better than I know most members of my immediate family so I was shocked when I heard a different voice answer me.

“Which place is most usual for you pretty lady?”

That voice. I spun around and glared at the tall handsome guy from the gym, from the club. It really was him. “What the hell are you doing here?” For the first time in years I began to think that I shouldn't be quite so familiar with the package delivery guy. “How did you find me?”

He put his hands up, “Hey, relax would you? You expressed interest in the gym the other day and filled out that little card remember?” I nodded and he continued, “Well, there is a little box on the bottom that you can check if you don't want us to make a house call as a follow up. You didn't check that box and I just happened to volunteer to make the sales call rounds today. So,” he looked down at the card he was holding, “Angela, what is your usual place for me to put it?”

I started glaring at him and he knew the direction my mind was going and stepped forward with his hands held up, “Hey, seriously, Miss Copeland, I just want to say I'm sorry.”

“I already knew that,” I said.

“Good one,” he nodded, “But you know what I mean. The other day at the club I was a real jerk. I really was into you and everything but my pals were leaving and I didn't have a ride. I didn't want to assume that you and I were going to complete the night together so I had to leave. Seriously I had no choice.”

I shook my head, “You didn't think of just telling me that you had to leave?”

He shrugged with a boyish grin, “Well, that way is so normal and I like to have a little fun. The truth is that I have seen you there before and planned to walk up to you the next time I saw you and apologize.”

“Wow,” I looked down towards the floor and then back up to him, “What an idiot. I'd have slapped the shit out of you.”

He smiled, “Wouldn't have been the first time. Honestly, I'd rather have been slapped than to have you put me in a crunch like you did yesterday. Good lord, talk about blue balls.”

With a hand up I hid my smile by turning to one side, “Whoa, too much information, pal. You deserved it though. What were you thinking?” I started walking towards him.

“I don't think much when I'm around hot ass women like you, lady,” he answered.

“Did you think I was just one of the normal hot women you get to use and throw away?” I asked. He shrugged and looked a little uneasy as I walked all the way up to him and closed the door behind him. His eyes cut to one side and I could feel how nervous he was. However he thought this was going to go, it wasn't and he was uneasy to be sure. I glanced down his strong body and back up into his eyes with a steely gaze, “Do you have any idea what I was going to let you do to me that night?”

He bent his knees for a second and stood back up with a look almost like a child begging for candy, “I had a few wild hopes but nothing specific. God, I am so sorry.”

I raised my brows and nodded, “You should be. You're such an asshole.”

He nodded, “I am,” then closed his eyes and shook his head, “I really am.”

I shoved him back with more strength than he thought I had and he hit the door with his back, “What a huge asshole!” He nodded and I snarled, “Do you know what I like to do to guys like you? You jerky asshole!”

With a stiff shake of his head he cracked one eye open and lifted his hands towards his face as if he were going to stop a slap, “Not really.”

I pulled my hand back but instead of slapping him with it, reached forward and grabbed his shirt, “I like to fuck them like crazy.”

“You… huh?”

The look in his eyes changed four times in a few seconds as he went from being guarded to a little scared to curious to excited. I stepped back away from him and pulled my sports bra off over my head then quickly dropped my bottoms as well. Standing up completely naked in front of him, I put my hands out to the side, “Well? Are you man enough to…”

I never got the rest of the sentence out as he surged forward and lifted me quickly off of the floor, his lips clamping on mine in a sloppy embrace that was three parts passion and one part kiss. Somehow he took his shoes off on the way across the floor because by the time he sat me down on the counter, I was looking at the tall hunk of a man wearing only a shirt. He had dropped his shorts and boxers as he sat me down. He quickly ripped his shirt off and I smiled at his thunderous passion. “Well, well… what are you going to do with me?”

He shook his head with his eyes wide and jerked me off of the counter. There was no foreplay as he pulled me directly onto his shaft. It was a very tight fit and that was fine with me as I arched my back, grunting with the movements. Slowly his cock made entry into me and I began to get more and more wet. Of course the wetter I got the quicker he was able to move my body onto himself. Shortly he was holding me up and slamming his hips against mine hard and rough.

My arms were wrapped around his neck as he grunted against my breasts, teeth roughly gnawing at me as his fingers raked against my back. The entire thing was happening as fast as any sexual encounter I could remember but I wasn't concerned with time, only with how amazing it felt to have his barely in control stud of a body taking mine in such terrible passion.

Quickly he moved me over towards the couch and half sat, half dropped me down onto it. I smirked up at him before he spun me over. Raising myself up onto my feet, my hands propped against the couch cushions as I was bent over waiting for his next move. I didn't have to wait long. He grabbed my hips and jammed his cock inside of me. My breath caught in my throat so that a yelp came out of me as he shoved inside fast and hard.

He grabbed my hair with one hand and used the handful to jerk my hips hard against him, my head pulled back hard with each rough thrust. I felt my ever building orgasm surge forward as my desire for more of the same from him pushed me into another level of passion. He was so focused on ramming himself into me that I don't even know if he noticed when I exploded in climax and relaxed downward, my knees going weak and back arching. In response he reached under my stomach with his free hand and held my hips up so that he could keep up the pace by holding my hips and my hair.

Just when my strength started to return, he allowed me to drop all the way to the couch. I turned myself over to see him snarling over me with his cock in his hand directed towards my mouth. Nodding passionately I grabbed him and pulled him into my mouth. With one hand I squeezed the base of his shaft while I held to his balls with the other and pumped my lips over him. I knew he probably had planned on ramming himself into my mouth but there was something powerful about turning the tables on him and roughly taking his cock for myself.

He began to go weak in the knees shortly and I knew I could only push a little farther if I wanted to avoid him finishing before I was ready for him to. Finally he yelled and I stopped with my hand clasped around his shaft, still swollen and hungry for more. I glared up and him and moved over to one side of the couch. “Did I break you already?” I asked teasingly.

With a glare of his own he shook his head, “No way. I've got more for you!” He lifted me up in his arms and pulled me down so that my back was on the couch cushions. Kneeling down, he scooped up one leg in each hand and rammed himself into me hard and held himself fully inside. I groaned in anticipation as he made me wait before pulling back and beginning another hard and rough pace. My hips felt red and tender and stung with each thrust of his hips but I loved every moment of it.

There was no holding back at all from either of us as we yelled out as loud as we could seemingly with each thrust of his shaft into me. Finally the couch was going to break if we didn't bring it to a close but there was no way it was ending in a slow and gentle fashion. He rammed himself into me harder and faster, with unreal speed towards the end and then pulled out and looked down at my chest.

I put my hands on either side of my breasts and he laid his cock down between them. As I squeezed his shaft between my mounds, he yelled out loudly and came all over my upper chest, neck and face. His warm fluid washed over me and then it was finally over. My eyes fluttered open and I was able to stand in time to see him sitting on the other end of the couch completely spent. He looked up and shook his head, “Oh, my freaking god that was unreal!”

Teasingly I walked towards the hallway so that I could get cleaned up, “Just think how good it could have been if you would have gotten what I planned the other night.”

“No way,” he said with a wave of his hand as he stood and moved to put his clothes back on, “There is no way it could have been better than this.”

I walked back out with one of my older robes draped over me and smiled, “Darling, you have no idea what I'm capable of and now you may never know.”

He smiled as he turned around at the door and said, “Oh, come on, you enjoyed that as much as I did. You'll be back for more.”

With a teasing shrug I said, “Maybe.”

“I'll see you around the gym though, right?” he asked.

“Not a chance,” I smiled, “I was only interested in the supplements.”

“Let me give you my number and we can…” he started.

“You've already got mine,” I answered as I opened the door to several boxes resting just outside. “Call me sometime. I'll answer if I feel like it.” With a wink I shoved him passed the boxes, “And no, I do not need help getting these inside.”

As I got the rest of the boxes in the house it struck me that the delivery guy was probably just a little bit late that day. On more than one occasion he would have knocked on the door and asked to put that amount of boxes inside but he hadn't even knocked that day. With a little bit of a red flush on my cheeks I realized that the guy had probably planned to knock and heard my pleasure-filled screams. It wasn't that I was embarrassed that made me smile to myself but rather the thoughts running through my head that the handsome delivery guy might be thinking differently about me the next time I answer the door. Perhaps, I thought, I would answer the door in skimpy clothes or a robe next round of deliveries and just see what happened. It wasn't something that most people would plan but then I am far from being like most people.


3. A Class of Their Own: The Sexy Professor’s Gangbang with the Frat Guys by Kaylee Jones

Laura Cain is a brand-new college English professor and still getting used to the ropes.  When she is cornered one afternoon in her office by three sexy frat boys, she ends up getting a lesson of her own.

I was a brand-new professor, teaching my first classes out of graduate school.  As a new professor, I was only given the introductory classes.  And since my degrees were in English, I got to teach the basic Literature and Writing courses.  I was excited to finally be where I wanted to be, but I was less than enthused about a classroom full of hungover freshmen and football players who just needed the credit.  I was ready to teach excited young writers, but that was for more experienced professors.  It did not really make much sense, to give the inexperienced professors the class of rowdies but what could I do.

I still remember my first day getting ready.  I donned my brand-new suit and combed my hair into a tidy ponytail at the base of my neck.  I wore a little makeup just so I looked polished and grown-up.  I was glad my suit looked professional, and masked my figure just enough.

As a new addition to the teaching staff, I did not have a private office.  The tenured professors all got their own, but the three of us contractors had to share one large space.  It was fine for now, I was just excited to be there.

I had moved across the country for the job, but opportunities for brand-new professors were few and far between so I did not mind.  I had just graduated and was ready for a change so it worked out perfectly.  I was sharing a small two-bedroom apartment with another new professor, Alice.  We had met at an orientation meeting and discovered a mutual need for cheap lodging near campus.

As we got to know each other, we also discovered a mutual need for Mexican food and margaritas, so I was happy to have found her.  It always helps to have at least one friend.  Most of the professors in my department were stodgy old men with grandkids so it was hardly a social circle that sought out someone like me.

As I strolled around campus one afternoon to get a feel for the layout, it was hard to believe that just a couple of years ago, these students were me.  I had just graduated with my master’s degree, so at most I was maybe three years older than the oldest students.  Wearing jeans and a tee shirt, I still fit right in.  I did not want to stand out as a professor just yet.  Most of the students were very helpful when I asked about the locations of the cafeteria and the English building.

It was funny, even though I was now a professor instead of a student, I still could not walk up to the sexy football players or their bratty cheerleader girlfriends.  Maybe I just blended in a little too well with the glasses-wearing English majors.

Anyway, on my first day, I picked up my brand-new leather satchel, grinned at my own reflection, and headed off to campus to teach my first class.  Sure, I had helped out as a master’s student, but this time, I was on my own.

As I paced nervously at the front of the classroom, the students started filing in.  Some looked barely old enough to drive, and some of them looked like they were closer to my age.  The bright-eyed, eager students took the front row, and the hungover football players took the back row.  The middle started to fill with an assortment of regular students, frat boys, cheerleaders, and assorted others.  It was a full class, but then again, it was required for all majors at the university.

“Good morning,” I began, “My name is Professor Laura Cain and welcome to Writing 101.”

There was shuffling and murmuring, but I could not pick up anything in particular.

“Does everyone have their required textbook?”

Most heads bobbed up and down, but one fellow raised his hand with a smirk.

“They were all sold out,” he claimed.

“Really?  Because I was in the bookstore earlier today, and there were quite a few available.”

The class collectively giggled, and the guy shrugged, “Guess I’ll check again.”

“They are in the writing section, if you get lost.”  I did not mean to be sarcastic, it just slipped out sometimes.

The class tittered again, and the guy was now pouting in the third row.

“We will be doing a lot of reading and writing in this class, so buckle up,” I warned my students with a friendly smile.

“Can we write about anything we want?” It was one of the beefy football players in the back row.

“What did you have in mind?” I was just curious.

“What about sex?”

“Excuse me?”

“I said, what about sex?”

“What about it?  Because I’m afraid, I’ll have to decline if you are offering.”

The class guffawed as I mentally berated myself for my lack of filter.

“Naw, I meant can we write about it?”

“Oh well, that’s different.  If you feel that an intimacy scene is relevant to your story, I encourage you to include it.”  I thought it was a pretty good professor-y answer.

“Sex is always relevant, ma’am!”

This time, he got the giggles, and I had to hand it to him, he earned them.

I handed out the syllabi and dismissed the class early.  It was not uncommon on the first day, and I wanted to start off on the right foot.  As the classroom emptied, I noticed three frat boys hanging around.

“Can I help you?”

“Well,” one of them grinned, “we were hoping for some tutoring.”

“Tutoring?  We just started.”

“Don’t want to get behind,” he replied.

“Or maybe we do,” one of them smarted off as I felt his eyes rake over my rear end.

“I will have designated office hours for one-on-one assistance,” I tried to play it off as professionally as possible.

“Duly noted,” the eyeball-er grinned at me.

I waved the trio off and chalked the class up as a success.  I was meeting my roommate for coffee since we both had nine o’clock classes and wanted to compare notes.

****

It seemed that both my and her first days went great.  Her students were about the same mix as mine, except that statistics did not lend itself to references of sex during class discussions.  She giggled when I related the conversation to her, and berated herself for not choosing a more interesting topic for her life’s work.

“Oh, I can’t wait to read his first paper,” I laughed, “I’m sure it will be as raunchy and racy as he can make it.”

“No doubt!  A nineteen-year-old college boy who’s allowed to write about sex?  ‘Dear Penthouse’ is more like it!”

“In his dreams!” I mocked the boy’s enthusiasm.

We finished our coffee, and she headed off to her second session of the day, but I had an open schedule for the rest of the day.  I had not even set office hours yet, so I swung by my shared office space to see what the best schedule might be.  Luckily the other two occupants were there, so it was nice to meet some of the fellow professors in my field.  We compared class schedules and worked out a general office-hour routine that seemed to work for all of us.  After I set my textbook on my little corner desk, I headed home to relax for the afternoon.  I only had one session on Mondays and no office hours.  Besides, even if I had been given Mondays for hours, none of the students knew it yet.

Our apartment complex was just far enough away from the campus to be mostly free of loud college students, and with the pool calling my name, I was ready for my afternoon of swimming and sunning in about ten minutes.

While my business suit politely masked my figure, my swimsuit did not.  It was still the skimpy red string bikini of my college days, and I vowed to myself to hit the end-of-summer sales to replace it with something more ‘grown up’.  I gathered my book and my water bottle and headed down to the empty pool area.

I was about three chapters in when I heard an obnoxious male voice crowing at me from one of the balconies.

“Professor Cain!” the voice cried out.

I tried to hide behind my sunglasses and ignore him.

“Hey!  Professor Cain!” he yelled louder.

“What?” I finally barked back.

“Nice swimsuit!”

I peered over my sunglasses rim to see the face of one of the frat boys who had inquired about office hours.

Ugh, I thought to myself, really?  It had to be one of them?

I waved politely, but instantly threw on my tee shirt, gathered my belongings, and fled back to my apartment.  I moved as fast as I could without actually running.  I locked my door behind me, and released my breath with a whoosh.  I did not even realize I had been holding it until it exploded from my lips.

I stripped out of the bikini and immediately tossed it into the nearest trashcan.  I swore never to leave the house in something like that again, unless I was at least a thousand miles from campus.  I slipped back into the tee shirt and a pair of running shorts, and curled up on the couch to finish my book.

I know students take advantage of these free afternoons, and I figured I should too.  Mine would be fewer and farther between as the semester progressed.  Around noon, I wandered into the kitchen to get something to eat and returned with a small green salad.  It was unexciting, to say the least, but it filled me.  I spent the afternoon mostly asleep on the couch.  That night, Alice came home with more boring reports of statistics classes and we made dinner while a movie played in the background.

The next day was about the same.  My only class was slightly later in the morning, so right before it started, I stopped by my shared office and posted my office hours.  As I walked into the classroom in my nice suit, I could not help but notice someone lingering just around the corner from my office.  It was the frat boy from the other class, and from my apartment complex.  He was whispering to his two buddies and pointing in my direction.  I tried not to pay any attention, but it was hard since I still felt more like a student than a teacher.

I ended that class session early as well (it seemed only fair) and headed back to my office to pretend to work.  So far this professor job was pretty easy, but I had to make an effort.

When I arrived at the shared closet slash office, the three frat boys were waiting with very disarming grins on their clean-cut faces.

“Tim here says you have a very nice swim suit,” one of them was leaning up against the door frame.

“Tell Tim thank you,” I said, trying to squeeze past the trio.

But as soon as I unlocked the door, they all three pushed inside with me.  It was a little overwhelming, being surrounded by these muscular young men who seemed intent on staying very close to me.  They all smelled great, it was an intoxicating mix of cologne and cockiness.  Their arms were bulging at the sleeves, and their pecs stood out flatly against their polo shirts.  In short, it was everything I had dreamed of as a college girl, but never would have had a remote possibility.  Apparently, my chances were much better as a professor.  And the nearness of all of them just reminded me of how long it had been since I dated anyone.

“You’re welcome,” piped in a second voice.

“But you see,” the first voice continued, “Joey and I are jealous we didn’t get to see.”

“Boys, I really don’t think...”

“Aw c’mon, you showed Tim.”

“I did nothing of the sort.”

“Then how did he see it?”

“It was an accident,” I tried to defend my attire from yesterday.

“But I want to see it again,” the one who must have been Tim was lounging against my desk, staring at my clothed tits with a hungry grin on his face.

****

I felt the heat bloom in my belly the longer he stared at me, envisioning the bikini from yesterday.  I felt like prey in the middle of their trio.  Tim was a tall blonde all-American sort of guy, while Joey was a shorter dark-haired Italian.  The unnamed one was in between, with wavy brown hair and a very eager look on his face.

I tried to ease out of the group, but unfortunately, as I backed up, I ended up pressed against the bookcase against the wall.  Tim was slowly strolling towards me, and I knew he could see my chest starting to rise and fall faster.

“Professor?  You okay?  Your face looks flushed,” he grinned at me, winking at his counterparts.

“I-I’m fine, really,” I stuttered.

“You look almost as red as that little bikini…”

“How little was it?” the unnamed one piped in.

“Oh, Andy, it was tiny,” Tim bragged about what he had seen.

“Damn,” Andy and Joey muttered under their breath.

“I think these fellow deserve a peek too, Professor,” Tim had stopped just in front of me.

“I’m not so sure about that.”

“Not so sure?  Well, that leaves room for negotiation, doesn’t it?” Tim was smarter than I gave him credit for.

He pressed one of his palms against the wall behind my head so that our faces were inches apart.

“Tim, I really don’t…”

“Now, Professor,” he said softly, running his fingertips over my neck.

When he saw me shiver, he grinned and leaned forward until his lips were right against my ear.

“I really think they deserve a peek,” he whispered as his fingers trailed down to unfasten the top button of my blouse.

My eyes tracked his fingers as he popped open another one and from his vantage point, I knew that he could see the generous cleavage that swelled inside my lacy white bra.

“Damn, looks even better up close,” his eyes swirled dark blue as his fingers kept unfastening buttons.

When he came to the waistband of my skirt, he slid his hand inside my jacket and around my waist to pull me against him.

“Tim…” I had no idea what was going on, but the more attention he paid me, the less I cared about how wrong it was.

His warm lips left a trail of light kisses from my ear along my jawline until he paused right in front of my lips.  His fingers splayed out against my ass, and when he rubbed against me, I could feel just how much he liked messing with his professor.  His cock was thick behind the fly of his jeans, and my body yearned to be filled.  I was hazy and foggy with desire for this guy, and I had almost forgotten about the others.

“Tim?” Andy’s hesitant voice piped up from the room somewhere.

“Yeah?” he answered without ever taking his lips off my throat.

“You gotta share this time.”

Tim released me and stepped back so that Andy and Joey could see my open blouse and my lacy bra.

“Mmmm, nice,” Joey exhaled his approval.

Andy nodded, almost too excited to speak.

Tim firmly pulled me away from the wall and nestled his body behind me so that I was leaned up against his still swollen cock.

“That better?”

Both of the other guys nodded as Tim started to remove the rest of my clothing.  He was polite about it, laying my jacket and blouse over the back of my chair.  His fingers tickled my lower back as he fumbled with the zipper of my skirt.  I could feel the teeth vibrating as he slid it down and peeled just the top few inches open to reveal my smooth flat tummy.

He lightly pushed me forward, and I heard a low moan from behind me.

“You think the front is nice, you should see this side,” he bragged again to the other two over my shoulder.

His hands slid inside my skirt and gripped my ass tightly through my lace panties.  Both Andy and Joey were shuffling their feet, and when my eyes came to rest on their jeans, I could see why.  They were both sporting erections as Tim stripped me for them.

Tim raked his nails down the sides of my hips, taking the skirt to the floor.  I gingerly stepped out, leaving me in nothing but the white lace bra and panty set, and a pair of black stilettos.

“Oh damn,” Joey mumbled, adjusting himself right in front of me.

Tim was pressing his clothed cock against me, and I couldn’t help but wriggle against him.  His fingers dug into my hips as I swayed and gyrated my ass until he roughly pushed me forward and away from him.

“Tim?” I giggled.

“Yeah?” his voice was raspy when he responded.

“You okay back there?”

“Uh huh, just don’t want to be selfish,” he muttered a half-assed excuse.

Suddenly, just like that, the tables were turned.  I was in charge now, and I had three very nice college boys who seemed eager to please.

I walked forward in my lace and high heels, swaying my tits and ass as I moved.  The two in front of me were just staring as though I had stepped off the pages of one of their wrinkly porn magazines.  I could hear Tim trying to catch his breath behind me.

I giggled to myself when I remembered that little fact about college boys, they were eager to rise and eager to finish, but always rose again.

With a wink at Andy and Joey, I turned around, moved my clothing off my desk chair, and pulled it over in front of Tim.  I straddled the back of the seat towards Tim, leaving the curves of my ass spread out nicely under the lace and facing Andy and Joey.

Tim’s deep blue eyes were wide with interest, and I watched as he adjusted his swollen cock under his jeans.  I beckoned to him with one finger, and he stepped forward quickly, almost tripping over himself.  When he was right in front of me, I ran one fingernail down the front of his jeans, sending tiny vibrations through the material to his cock underneath.  He gasped and shivered as his hips thrust forward on their own.

“I hate to be the only one showing off here,” I grinned up at him.

“Ma’am?”

“Let’s see what we have to play with,” I gestured to his jeans.

He unzipped his jeans so fast I was worried he might injure himself, especially when I saw that he was not wearing underwear.  His thick cock bobbed out towards me, eagerly reaching for whatever I had to offer.  I ran my nails up the sensitive underside, relishing the shiver that coursed through his body.

“Been a while?” I teased the young man as I rolled his heavy balls in my hand.

“Uh huh, a little while.”

“How long?” I pressed my fingertips just underneath his sac.

“About a week?”

“Since you got laid?”

“Since anything,” he admitted, his cheeks flushing.

“Oh really…  This is a week?  Stored up just for me?”

He nodded, still embarrassed in front of his friends.  When I slid my warm wet mouth down his length, he groaned deep and loud, and I heard two zippers release behind me.

I held his warm shaft in my mouth and let my tongue flicker and dance over the sensitive spots under the head.  His fingers gripped the back railing of the chair tightly as I teased him.  I knew I had to tease lightly, or it would be over in seconds.  When I slid my lips back up his length, his knees buckled slightly.

With a loose and light grip, I stroked him absentmindedly as I turned around to check the other two.  They both had their cocks out and were stroking eagerly.

“Slow down, boys,” I giggled, waving at them to drop their cocks.

When they released their swollen shafts, the two dicks just bobbed in the air forlornly.

“Well, c’mere,” I beckoned to them.

They both shuffled forward eagerly, their pants gaping open to free their throbbing members.  Andy stood on one side of me, and Joey took the other.  I was surrounded by thick young cocks and their eager-to-please owners.

I released Tim’s erection, and he released the breath he had been holding in a whoosh.

“You just sit tight, big fella,” I kissed the tip of his cock.

I wrapped one hand around each of the others, letting their hot smooth flesh fill my hands.  I stroked them in unison, with a loose light grip just to torment them.  Just a few strokes before my fingers wandered down to tickle their sensitive aching balls.  Back and forth, a few strokes and then a light tickle.

Tim just watched with wide eyes as I tormented his two friends.  A few strokes and a few tickles, and then back again.  I kept this up, every so often reaching out to lick the underside of Tim’s cock.  After almost fifteen minutes, all three guys were panting and swearing and begging.

Andy seemed to be having the hardest time controlling himself; he kept grabbing my shoulder in a death grip as he struggled not to cum.

I finally relented for him first, and without warning, I sank his short but thick cock wholly into my mouth.

“Oh fuck,” he exhaled loudly, “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

I worked his shaft with my hand, sliding up and down quickly, while my mouth and tongue sucked and licked the swollen head.  After all that teasing, it did not take long for him to swell that final time.

I pulled my mouth off just moments before he went off.  I stroked his cock fast and hard until he exploded on my tits.  When he was finished, he staggered back to one of the other desks, and fell against it panting.

Joey was playing with himself when I turned his direction, and I giggled.

“That all you want, my Italian stud?”

He shook his head, “No ma’am, I just couldn’t help myself.”

“What about you Tim?  You just want to play with yourself too?”

“No!” the tall blonde man said emphatically.

I giggled, and reached for a tissue to clean myself up.

After I had dabbed my tits clean, I gestured to Tim, and he hurried out of his jeans and sat down on the chair for me.  With a flair I did not know I had, I stripped out of my bra and panties, and straddled his lap while still wearing my black high heels.  I let the tip of his cock lightly rub against my wetness, and he groaned loudly and tried to thrust upwards.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I pulled up away from him.

I beckoned to Joey, who was impatiently waiting his turn.  When he stepped forward, his cock was at the perfect height to slide right between my lips.  I worked my tongue down his length as he entered my mouth, and from the way he groaned almost painfully, I knew he wasn’t going to last long either.

I rested my body on Tim’s thighs, letting my wetness glide over his skin to torment him, while I worked on Joey’s cock.  He was longer than Andy but not quite as thick, so I could close my lips around him tightly while I sucked his cock.  I massaged and rolled his full balls as I drew my mouth back and forth along his shaft.  My tongue found every sensitive spot on his cock, and I loved the moans that spilled from his mouth.

“Oh fuck, yeah, yeah, aw man,” Joey groaned deep in his throat.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he suddenly burst out.

I pulled my mouth back from his cock and finished him off with just a couple of strokes, until he too left white jets all over my full tits.

Joey stumbled backwards to rest with Andy, and I turned my full attention to the man on whom I was sitting.

“Hi Tim,” I grinned down at him.

“Hey there Professor,” his tension had subsided just a little, and his cockiness had returned.

I glided my pussy along the length of his shaft slowly, making sure he was good and slippery for me.  His fingertips dug into my hips as he tried to dictate my motions but I fought his urgings.

He stared up at me, the torment evident in the need on his face, and I threaded my fingers through his soft blonde hair.  His nails raked up my back as he pulled me in for a hungry kiss.  His lips devoured mine, his tongue dancing inside my mouth just as I knew his cock wanted to do with my pussy.

As he focused on kissing me and teasing me back, I sunk his cock into my warm wet pussy.  His head fell back as he groaned loudly, and pulled me down against his thighs.

I leaned forward and whispered the words that I knew would send him into overdrive, “Fuck me college boy.”

His head snapped back up, and he growled at me, and thrust upwards with everything he had.  It had been so long since I was filled and I had picked the perfect cock for the job.  He was as long as Joey and as thick as Andy, and stretched me in ways that my body had forgotten.

His hips and mine found a fast and urgent rhythm together, and the room was filed with the wet sounds of his cock pounding my pussy.  I could feel the need bubbling inside and with an evil glint in his eye, Tim snuck one hand down between our writhing thrusting bodies.  When his thumb found my aching clit, it shoved me over the edge, and I groaned his name against his muscular shoulder.

When my pussy started squeezing and stroking his cock as I came, he let loose a stream of cuss words and filled my pussy with his seed.  Afterwards, I collapsed on top of him, and let his soothing hands stroke my naked body until we could breathe again.

****

Oddly enough, all three of those guys dropped my Writing 101 class the next day, but I was mostly grateful.  It would have just been awkward to see them in the classroom every day.  But once Tim had dropped the class, we did see each other every night.

When he would come to pick me up, Alice always gave us strange looks, but never said anything.  In addition to being a nice cock, Tim turned out to be a nice guy too.

Oh, and that football player who wanted to write about sex?  Every single one of his stories contained a raunchy sex scene.  But none of them lived up to what those boys and I did that afternoon in my office.  Truth is better than fiction!  And my truth was three very hot college guys.


4. Keeping Me Chaste: Lesbian Experience with My New Roommate by Sofia Miller

It’s difficult to be in college when you’re trying to save yourself for marriage.  It seemed everywhere I turned, people were giving in to temptation.  For years I’d endured roommates that were promiscuous, their animalistic noises keeping me up at night and distracting me from my school work.  But I was a good girl, and I was determined not to consummate my relationship with Gavin until after graduation when we would be married. That’s why I was so excited to move in with Elise, who was every bit as celibate as I was--though I was confused how she was able to withstand temptation.  She was easily the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen, and surely could have any man she wanted.  But she showed me a few tricks for keeping herself sane while she waited for Mr.  Right.  In fact, she showed me you don’t need a man at all to satisfy your desires!

I stayed in the dorms my first three years of college.  Unfortunately, the dorms were full of nonstop parties, late nights, and roommates who were constantly bringing boys home.  I couldn’t wait to get my first apartment, which I found online.  In fact, my last year in the dorms had been so bad, I took the first thing I could find, sight unseen.  It was a two bedroom near campus with a girl named Elise.  Her ad had read:

Homebody looking for same.  I like to cook and work on my box garden (there’s no outdoor space, but you do what you can!).  If you have a boyfriend, that’s fine, but I prefer that he not stay here--I’m a college student and do my studying at night.  If you are clean, quiet and responsible, this is the place for you!  Girls only, please. No pets (Landlord’s choice, not mine).

She sounded perfect and the price was right, so I jumped on it.  We talked on the phone for about half an hour, speaking easily like old friends, before I told her I would take it.  I wasn’t usually so impulsive, but the deadline was coming up to apply for student housing, and the idea of another year with nonstop orgies, parties, drugs and nonsense invading my living space was too much for me.  I was determined to graduate on time in the fall.  Then Gavin and I were going to get married in the summer and finally (finally!) I would get to make love for the first time.  But I had been clear with him:  I wouldn’t marry him until I had my degree.  It may have seemed old fashioned to wait for marriage, but I never cared much about being cool.  I was a good church going girl and I had standards I wouldn’t compromise.  “Don’t cast your pearls before swine,” my mother always said.  “Men will say or do anything to get in your pants.  Make sure he’s committed before you give yourself to him.”  Lucky for me, Gavin was willing to wait.

What my mother didn’t tell me is how hard it would be for me to wait.  I never let him get too fresh, but we did kiss a lot, and sometimes, feeling his tongue probing my mouth, his long tongue stroking my tongue firmly, I’d feel a heat begin to rise within me.  I’d feel myself begin to open up to him with longing as my head started to feel dizzy.  I’d shoo him away quickly, then spend a restless night pressing myself face down into my mattress, trying to quell the incessant tingling between my legs.  I’d wake up the next day to find my sheets kicked off, my panties damp.

The day I’d finally allow him to enter me nearly consumed my thoughts, but this was my last year of school, and I was determined to get a 4.0.  As I took my over-packed car over to what would be my very first apartment, I took solace in the fact that I wouldn’t be tormented by the sounds of loud, violent love-making coming from one dorm over.  I wouldn’t have to worry that my roommate--not knowing or not caring that I was there, trying to sleep--would climb into the bunk on top of mine with yet another new guy, saying to him, “Sssshhh--now you have to be quiet!” before the loud sucking noises and heavy breathing would start, the mattress gently creaking at first, but crescendoing to a point I worried they’d come crashing down on top of me as I lay there, bewildered, unable to do anything but pretend I couldn’t hear them, all the while that old familiar tingle building up between my legs again.  Finally, I would have peace.  If I could just get through this year, I’d be alright.

Elise answered the door in an oversized tank top that hung low and open over her ample breasts, jean cut-offs so short I could see the very tops of her thighs hugging her round hips and ass.  Her hair was thick, curly and dark, and piled loosely on top of her head as beads of sweat formed on her forehead and fell into her dark, thick brows.  She smiled broadly but exhaustedly at me.

“You’re Lauren!  I’m so glad you’re here, but I have bad news.  The central air is on the fritz.  I called the landlord, but he can’t fix it until he’s back in town next week.  It’s not usually like this, I swear!  But, come in!  Come in!”

She pulled me into the door by the arm and gave me a hug, her warm, moist arms pulling me in close like we were already close friends.  In spite of the heat, her hair smelled clean and floral.  As she pulled away, she fanned her face with her hands and walked into the living room, plopping down on an arm chair and throwing a long tan leg over the side, her legs spread wide, revealing the crest of her inner thigh as she did.  I could hardly blame her--it was like an oven.  The air hung thickly and dew had formed on the inside of the windows.

“Feel free to strip down--I know it’s unbearable in here.  This is your place, after all.  Make yourself comfortable!” she said, laying her head back, showing off her long swan neck.  She was perhaps the most stunning girl I’d ever met in real life.  Already I was a little worried that she might not live up to being the homebody she said she was.  Surely men must follow her everywhere she goes….

“We’ll start bringing in your stuff in a minute--I just can’t move right now,” she said.  “Take off that cardigan!  Feel free to lose the bra, too.  You must be burning up.  You’re built like me--I can’t stand to wear a bra in this heat.  It gets too sweaty underneath my breasts.”

She was right--my bra was drenched in sweat.  But having big breasts, I was always nervous going around without a bra--it drew too much attention.  Still, it was really hot, and this was my home now.  Something about how comfortable she was inspired me to get comfortable.  I took off my cardigan, my shoes and slid my bra off under my tee-shirt and felt instant relief.

“There you go.  Make yourself at home!  I’m so glad you’re here.  You seemed just perfect talking to you the other day.  I’ll just be relieved to have someone around whose whole life isn’t about sex.  My last roommate was a nightmare.  Oh!  I know what we need!”  She sprang up out of the chair and sprinted into the kitchen.

“I know what you mean,” I called after her.  “My last roommate, too.  She had no shame about bringing boys home.”

“I just want to be as comfortable as possible in my own home, you know?” she said, her hands cupping something I couldn’t see as she returned to the living room.  “With it being this hot, I don’t want to have to put on clothes just so some fratty douchebag I don’t know won’t stare at me.  I brought us some ice.  Put it down your shirt for instant relief,” she smiled, putting a few cubes in my hands.  It was so cold in the hot room, it burned my hands.  Holding a few cubes of her own, she slid her hand down the front of her shirt and rubbed her breasts soothingly, wet spots forming on her tank top.  “God, that’s better.”  I followed suit and while it was jarringly cold on my hot skin, it felt good in the steamy room.  She laid back on the arm chair in the same old position and rubbed the quickly melting cubes up her legs, smoothing the water in when the cube had disappeared in.

“So, where are the bedrooms?” I asked as I watched steam rise off of her legs.

“Well, this is my room, and that one’s yours,” she said, pointing beyond the wide open archway that ran halfway through the room.

“What do you mean?  The dining room?” I asked, confused.

“Well...no.  This is a railroad apartment,” she said.  “I thought I told you that?”

“No, you did…”  I didn’t realize what railroad meant.  But apparently it meant that one room ran right into another.

“There used to be some barn doors between the two rooms at one point.  But they came off the hinges a million years ago.  But don’t worry, we’ll put up a curtain or beads or something so you can have privacy.”

“Okay…” It wasn’t what I was expecting.  I was hoping to have some privacy for once.

“Are you mad?  I’m sorry, I didn’t realize I hadn’t made it clear.”

“No, of course not,” I said.  The plaintive look on her face was so innocent and pleading, I didn’t want to make her feel bad.  She was so happy I was here.  She was so hopeful and expectant as she looked at me.  I wanted to make her feel good.  What was a little privacy?  “It will be fun.  Like a nonstop sleepover.”

“I hope so,” she grinned.  “Let’s go get your stuff.”

It took us three hours to bring in and unpack my things, but finally I was home sweet home.  Unfortunately, home was like a sauna.  After Elise and I were done setting my dresser--the last big piece of furniture--in its new home, Elise pulled her top off, unveiling two perfectly round orbs with dark pink nipples like bullseyes adorning them.  “I’m gonna take a cold shower,” she said, dropping her shorts to reveal she’d been wearing no panites.  Only a tidy landing strip adorned her mound, pointing the way to two delicate lips that hid what lay between them, coyly.  I stared at her perfect body for what seemed like an eternity, but what must have only be a moment, before she sauntered off into the bathroom, her heart shaped ass swaying as she walked.  It was unbearably hot in the room, and growing hotter as I felt myself begin contracting wildly downstairs.  I flopped down on my newly made bed and pressed my legs together hard as I heard the water begin to run.  She was in there now, letting the water drip coolly down her body, those dark nipples growing hard.  There was nothing lascivious about her behavior--she was strictly innocent, stripping down in front of me out of sheer trust and comfort.  It was endearing, and without self-consciousness.

I thought about her smile and hug when greeting me.  She was so open and friendly--not like the snobbish, laughing girls from my dorm.  I wanted to hug her again.  I wanted to go into the shower, take off my clothes, and hug her tight to my body with no separation.  But as soon as the thought entered my mind, and I felt how damp and yearning it made me between my legs, I cast the thought aside.  I wanted closeness--what was wrong with that?  Probably a symptom of having denied myself my boyfriend’s body.  But still--I didn’t need to be thinking thoughts that made it harder for me to abstain.  “They only want one thing…” my mother’s voice echoed in my brain.  I loved Gavin.  I would hold out as long as I needed to if that’s what it took to keep him.  I found my backpack among my belongings, pulled out my physics text book, and tried my best to distract myself--tried my best to block out the sound of the rushing water coming from the shower and all that it implied.  I looked down and saw my own shirt was drenched with sweat, clinging to my protruding nipples.  In an impulsive moment, my hand pulled at the outstretched nub through my thin shirt and pulled hard.  A sharp, exhilarating pain went through me.

Outside, it began to rain, a low roll of thunder sounding menacingly.  Almost instantaneously, I could feel the air begin to cool.  Within minutes, my sweaty shirt felt cold against my body and I could feel my nipples stiffen.  But still, a strong heat was rising from below, as my eyes scanned formulas from my textbook, taking them in without any meaning attached.

“You’re soaked!” exclaimed Elise from behind me.  I turned and saw she was wearing a long, silk, burgundy robe that made her skin glow, goddess-like.  Her hair was wet and wavy, streaming down over her breasts and wetting her robe.  “It’s suddenly cold, huh?” she said, giving a little shiver to indicate the fact.

“Yeah, the rain came on pretty suddenly,” I agreed.

“Here, take that off and let me get you my flannel robe.  You’ll be a lot more comfortable,” she said, heading for her closet.

“No, I’m fine. That’s okay,” I deflected as she came up on me, holding the robe up.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable,” she said, turning around.  “I grew up in a house where we didn’t really care about seeing each other naked,” she explained, her back to me.  “I know some people didn’t grow up like that.  But you have nothing to be embarrassed about, you know.”

“I’m not embarrassed,” I said, defensively.  “You don’t have to turn around.”

She turned back towards me, a big smile on her face.  “Good,” she beamed.  “I just feel a lot more comfortable when everyone’s open.  I didn’t know what to do--I’d invited her to feel free to look--though I didn’t know why.  She was right:  I wasn’t accustomed to changing in front of people.  But something about her innocent smile told me it was alright, and so I lifted up my shirt timidly, and pulled it off.  My arm instinctively went to cover myself as the other unbuttoned my pants and dropped them to the ground.  I stepped out of them and reached for the robe.  She handed it to me and I slipped it on, unable to avoid letting my breasts show to her briefly in the process.

“Wait a second!” she said as I began to close the robe.  “Let me see something…”  She pulled the robe open and stared at my breasts.  I felt my face turn red under her gaze.

“What?” I said, a little sharply.

“You’re nipples are so pretty…” her hand reached out, and to my surprise, she touched my right nipple tenderly with her fingers.  “They’re so cute and light pink.  Mine are so dark and big it makes me embarrassed,” she said, opening her robe to show me.  “See?”

“I...I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I stammered.  “Yours are pretty, too.”

“I worry what a man would think of them,” she said.  “I know it’s lame, but I’m saving myself for marriage,” she said, rolling her eyes at herself.

“No--don’t be embarrassed!” I said.  “I am too.  I have a boyfriend, but we’ve never done it.  We’re waiting until I graduate to get married.”

“You’re getting married?  Oh, my God!  That’s exciting!” she said, sitting down on my bed.  “Tell me about him!”

“Oh…well, his name is Gavin,” I said.  I was blushing but I didn’t know why.

“Is he cute?”  She asked, giddily?
              “Yeah, he’s really cute,” I smiled.  Nobody had ever really asked me about him, before.  At least not a girlfriend.  Talking to Elise, I realized how starved I was for girlfriends to talk to.  “He’s really tall, and he has dark hair and dimples…”

“I love dimples…” she said, laying back.  “I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’ve had opportunities to have boyfriends before, but I just know they would only take advantage, you know?”

“Totally,” I nodded.

“So he doesn’t pressure you?”

“No...I mean, he clearly wants to…”

“Well, duh!” she laughed.  “You’re so pretty!”

“I don’t know…” I said, red-faced.

“Do you find it hard to say no?”

“Well--”

“Because even when guys flirt with me, sometimes I just want to...grab them?  You know?  I know if I had a boyfriend, I wouldn’t be able to resist, so I just don’t date anybody.  I don’t want to date anyone unless I’m sure they’re the one.  So you’re sure Gavin’s the one?”

“Yeah...I think so…”

“Tell me more about him.  How far have you guys gone?”

“We’ve mostly just kissed…”

“Is he a good kisser?”

“He’s an amazing kisser,” I smiled.

“And it doesn’t make you…” she lowered her voice, “horny?”

I started giggling when she said it.  I’d never even thought of it in those terms.  I just thought of myself as uncomfortable.

“Yeah...I guess he does…”

She got up and walked over to me, then kneeled on the ground at my feet, laying her head in my lap.  “I can’t wait until I can finally be with a man…” she said, and to my bewilderment, she pulled the bottom of her robe open and lazily let her hand run between her legs, absently stroking herself.  She sighed deeply as she her head laid smiling on my lap.  “Tell me more about him,” she said.  She was a little girl wanting to be told a bedtime story.  “Does he tell you you’re beautiful?”

“Yes,” I said, my hand stroking her wet, thick hair.  “He tells me he can’t wait to…” I trailed off.  I  was embarrassed to say it.

“What?”

“He can’t wait until we’re man and wife and he can...fuck me,” I giggled.

“Is it wrong of me to ask you about it?  Sorry, I have no boundaries,” she said, though her hand was still lazily stroking between her legs.

“No...I just...I try not to think about it.  I’m trying to be good and it makes me too…”

“Here, silly,” she said, taking my hand and placing it between my legs.  “It will make you feel better.”

“No, I don’t do that…” I said, pulling it away, though looking at her face between my legs looking up at me, the burning was getting more pronounced.

“Don’t you know how?”  she said.  “I had a girl at church camp show me how.  Just watch.”

Elise laid back on the floor and spread her legs open wide, her robe falling open.  Her down there opened up to me, slick and dark and pink, a protruding little button staring up at me.  She took her middle finger and started moving it back and forth while she looked at me smiling.  “Just do this.  It feels great.”

“I couldn’t…” I said, mesmerized.  A white cream was starting to build up as her finger circled over the little nub.  Her face was getting red.

“Of course you can!”  she said.  “Let me show you.”

She sat up and pressed my knees apart with her hands.  My legs began vibrating strangely at her touch.  She pulled open my lips wide with her fingers.  “See here?” she said, eyeing me between my legs.  “This little nub right here on your pussy?”  She pressed her finger onto my own little button and a hazy, vibrant wave of pleasure emanated from the spot.  “If you just rub it like this, it makes you feel better.”  Her finger began to wag back and forth on the spot, and I opened up my leg wider.  “It feels good, doesn’t it?’

“Yes…” I said.  I had never felt anything like it.  It made me squirm, it was too intense, and yet I wanted more of it.

“Where does he kiss you?” she asked.  “Has he ever kissed your pussy?”

I started giggling uncontrollably at her words and at the way she was tickling me.  “No, he’s never kissed my...pussy…” I said.

“Show me how he kisses you,” she said, pulling her hand away from me.  “Kiss me on my pussy…” she leaned back and spread her legs for me again, her glistening pussy staring up at me, open and expectant.

“I don’t know…” I said.”

“Please?  I just want to know what it feels like.”

I bent down between her legs nervously.  “Well, he kisses really softly like this,” I said, and I bent down and gave her wet pussy a soft little kiss.  She let out a little yelp when my lips made contact.  “But sometimes he gets worked up,” I continued.  “And he’ll stick his tongue in my mouth like this…”  I god down on the ground and kissed her pussy again, letting my lips part, and letting my tongue slide into her open hole.  It was slick and vaguely salty and tasted good as I slid my tongue in and out of her, swirling it around just the way Gavin did.  She started moaning loudly and a thick fluid started building inside of her, just the way sometimes my mouth would water when I Gavin kissed me.

“Mmmm...that feels so good.  God, he’s a good kisser,” she moaned as her hands grabbed my hair and pressed my face into her harder.  “Can I french kiss your pussy?”  She pushed my head back and looked into my eyes.  “I want you to feel it.”

She pushed me back until I was leaning against the chair and spread my legs.  “What do you think your wedding night is gonna be like?” she asked, before diving down between my legs and kissing me gently on my pussy lips, the tip of her tongue licking up and down each lip teasingly before she took my hard little nub in my mouth.  It was so much sensation I let out a yelp and lifted my head to meet her.  She swirled her tongue around my nub and then flicked it quickly.  She was a much better kisser than Gavin.  “What do you want him to do to you?”

“I just want him to fuck me,” I said, lifting my hips.  And then I felt something hard starting to press into me, and I realized it was her finger.

“Like this?” she said between licks.  Her finger drove deeply inside of me, and pressed into a little spot inside that made my leg shake with desire.

“Oh, God, yes…” I said.  “Only, I want him to fill me up…”

“Do you think he has a big cock?” she asked, sliding another finger inside of me.  It hurt a little, but still my pussy clamped down on her fingers encouragingly and it felt so good I had to pull my robe open.  I was too hot to be covered in fabric.  “Do you want him to suck on your perfect titties?”

As her fingers slid in and out of me, she climbed up next to me and took my breast in her mouth.  She sucked hard on my nipple, making it stretch long and hard as she flicked it with her tongue.  “I know I just want someone to lick my titties.  That’s what I always think about.”  Taking her cue, I reached out and took her big, dark nipple between my fingers.  Her protrusion was long and rigid, and I tweaked it, rolling it between my fingers as she sucked on me.

“Your pussy is so cute!” she said.  “It’s gushing with excitement!” she giggled, as she started finger fucking me faster.  She released my breast from her mouth and dove back down between my legs.  “Even your little asshole is perfect,” she said, pulling my cheeks apart and peering into me.  “It’s so pink, just like the rest of you!”  She stuck out her tongue and teased my rim and I jumped with excitement.  “Does it feel good when I kiss your cute little asshole?”

“Mmm-hmmm…” I moaned.  I couldn’t make words anymore.  Her wet tongue was flicking my asshole lightly and quickly, and then all at once she planted her wet open lips on it, slipping her strong tongue inside.  She withdrew, giggling.

“God, it tastes good, too!”

“Can I taste yours?” I asked.

She pulled away from me and got on all fours, her ass facing me, her legs spread enough that her dark little hole was visible.  Her cheeks were big and round, begging me to squeeze them, which I did, pulling them apart with two fistfulls of her fat in my grip.  She moaned deep and low and hungered her torso down lower in response, and I dove in, kissing her asshole passionately, as she began squirming.  I liked the way her ass wiggled in my face, and I don’t know what came over me, I slapped the fat of her cheek in response.

“Mmmmm...yes!” she cried.  And I slapped her again.  She backed her ass up onto my face in response.  Her back arched deeply, beautifully and I turned her over, wanting to see her face.  It was twisted up in pleasure as she looked up at me.  My pussy was clenching so hard it was beginning to ache.  I plunged my fingers inside of me as I looked down at her, and she did the same.

“Open yourself up so I can see your cute little pussy,” she said, and I splayed myself open for her.  Her hand grabbed her gorgeous round breast meanly and she let out a plaintive moan as she watched me.  “Rub your clitty fast for me,” she commanded, and I obeyed.  She mirrored my movements, and I watched her naughty little fuckhole begin to open up wide as she played with herself.

“Your little cunny is sighing at me,” she giggled.  “You really can’t wait for him to put his dick in your little fuckhole, huh?”

“Uh-huh…” I moaned.  I had to admit, I loved hearing her talk about my pussy (God, I loved hearing her say that word!) the way she did.  That’s exactly what I wanted it to be--it was my little fuckhole.

She pulled herself up on her knees, bent down, and kissed my mound while I played with my nub.  “Does it feel good to rub yourself like that?” she asked.  “Don’t you feel better?”

“I feel...I don’t know…”  And it was true.  It felt good, yes, it felt so good--and yet I’d never felt more uncomfortable.  I needed something.  I just didn’t know what.

“You need to cum,” she said, as though reading my thoughts.  “Lay down here next to me.

We layed next to each other and she pulled me close, our breasts pressing into one another as her hand found its way between my legs.

“Now I’m gonna make you cum while you tell me everything you’ve been wanting and denying yourself.”

“Oh, God…” I moaned.  “I want...God, sometimes I just want…”  How to put it into words?  “We kiss, and I feel him growing down there…”

“Mmm-hmmm…” she encouraged, sliding her finger in knuckle deep and rubbing that wonderful little spot inside of me with a “Come here” motion.

“And I just...Oh...Oh, God, I just want to feel it inside of...inside of my little fuckhole…”  At my words she started sliding her fingers in and out of me, deep and hard.  I clutched her breast for support and delighted in how she winced.  With her other hand, she shoved two fingers in my mouth, which I instinctively began sucking on, feeling like a baby with pacifier.

“Do you want to suck on his dick?  Do you want to be a little slut?” she asked sweetly.  Yes...God yes.  I wanted to be a little slut.  I opened my eyes and looked at her sweet expression.

“Can I sit on your face please?”  I begged.  “Can you lay back, and I’ll sit on your face while you tongue fuck me?  I want...I want…” She was plunging her fingers deep inside of me now.  “Mmmm….I want to look down at your gorgeous breasts shaking while I fuck your beautiful fucking face--Goddamnit!”  There was something building inside of now, but she pulled her fingers out of me suddenly, gave my engorged clitty a smack as she giggled.

“You are a horny little slut, aren’t you?” she laughed.  “Of course, darling.  Come sit down.  She laid back and I eagerly scrambled up to  her face, a knee on either side.  My pussy was hovering over her, but before I could make contact she said.  “But you have to promise to cum in my mouth, or you won’t feel good.  Promise me you’ll let me make you feel good?”  “To answer her I let myself plop down, smothering her with my pussy, her muffled moans as she licked me sending vibrations to my very core.

“You’re so good...you’re so good,” I said, as I rocked back and forth so fast I thought my tits would smack me in my face.  Looking down at her body, I watched as her hands tugged and pulled at her nipples, stretching them impossibly long, before one hand went down to her clit which she rubbed hard and fast.  Her legs were shaking as she moaned into me.  I knew she and I were both building to something, and I was scared and excited to see what it was.

“Elise...what’s happening…” I asked stupidly as I felt my pussy contract in quick succession.  I watched her body spastically contract and something spray out of her as she began screaming into me with so much abandon I thought her teeth might cut me--but watching her gorgeous body writhe around was enough to send me into a state of insanity.  Soon I was contracting with her, and I felt a stream of something pouring out of me.  I watched it spurt and her chin get drenched as she began furiously slapping my ass, prolonging my crazed stated, her tongue filling me, thick and fat and wet as I rolled my hips around and around.  And then all at once, I was drained.  Panting and weak, I slid off of her and onto the floor.  She came up behind me and kissed my neck sweetly as she hugged me, her pelvis hugging my ass, her hands hugging my breasts.

“Do you feel better?” she asked.

“Yes,” I sighed, then broke out into laughing.

“I’ll make sure to keep you on the straight and narrow,” she said.  “I’ll help you cum any time so you don’t ever have to give in to Gavin.

As I laid there, coming back to sanity, I realized I might never want to give in to Gavin.  The only thing I wanted was to feel Elise’s body pressed against mine.


5. The Bridesmaid Plus Two: A MFM Double Penetration Threesome by Riley Davis

I am a bridesmaid at my cousin’s wedding without a date. I see him from across the room and fall fast into his arms. Matthew moves quickly to make me feel like a princess. But in the light of the real world, I find another stranger who scorches my soul. Sebastian is everything that I should steer clear of. But I let him take me. It feels like heaven. Now I want more despite the consequences. Little do I know that Matthew is wise. And before the day is out I might have two lovers for the price of one.

I was playing a dangerous game.

He was the epitome of the golden boy. Blonde and lean with icy blue eyes that pierced my soul as soon as he met my gaze. The man first caught my gaze from across the room at my cousin’s Cynthia’s wedding. It was the last place in the world that I wanted to be. Always the bridesmaid without a proper date to turn me around the dance floor. I couldn’t quite believe that someone looking like him would also be in attendance alone. Lots of girls looked his way; some of the boys too for that matter. But for reasons that I had yet to comprehend, his stare settled on me. I swallowed hard around a sip of champagne and felt my cheeks flush from the bubbly as he sauntered towards me on long legs with his thin lips curled into a sweet smile. For one horrible moment I thought that I must be seeing things. There was no way he was actually approaching my side. But then, just like an angel from on high lowering his wings he sat down and tapped his long fingers against the tabletop.

“An observation,” he started. “Would you like to hear it?” I must have nodded because his lips parted and his voice continued to pour into my ears. “Out of all five girls on the altar, you wore the dress best of all.”

My blush intensified, and I told him that he should get his eyes examined. Those perfect crystal eyes…

“No way,” he crooned. “The way it hugs your hips. The décolletage just so.”

Was he gay? How did he know a term like that?

“My mom runs a dress shop,” he said. “On Hillside in Rutherford. You should come by sometime.”

“Is that the only reason you made your way over here?” I asked as the champagne made me bold. “Trying to drum up business?”

“That would be a bonus,” he said with a low laugh. “But I really wanted to ask you for the next dance.”

He extended his hand, and I felt my palm fit perfectly in the space of his grasp as he guided me towards the next slow dance on tap. My fingers were at his collar as he swirled a strong arm around my waist. Moving in time with the set of strings and the solitary piano, I felt the room start to slip away as he played the contour of my spine like eighty-eight eager keys. My moans were music as he rested his chin on my shoulder, and soon there was no sound but his soft whispers. I couldn’t remember how we left the dance floor for the balcony and the chill of the air on an October night. Desperate to meet his stare again, my eyes trailed down his face and settled on his mouth. Did I dare kiss him without so much as knowing his name? I nearly made the move when the band rang up a polka. Hating the fact that spell was broken, I leaned over the railing and looked down at the perfectly manicured lawn just tinged with frost, and I longed for another drink when he seized my shoulders and peered into my eyes. Even as I could sense him longing to speak, he held his tongue between his supple lips and nodded for me to utter the words dancing up my throat.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“Went to college with Greg,” he replied in a low voice. “Pretty sure I’m just here so he can get a gift out of me.”

“And he didn’t even bring my cousin to your mom’s shop,” I admitted.

“Wasn’t posh enough for Cynthia,” he said. Her loss. I inched closer to his chest imagined what his pecs would look like freed from the paisley tie and the sky blue button down shirt. My fingers were almost ready to unwrap him when I tilted my head to the side and hugged my own arms.

“But with no date?” I challenged. “That doesn’t make sense.”

“You’re honestly complaining?” he teased. “It doesn’t feel like your lucky night?”

“Cocky thing aren’t you?” I shot back.

“Wouldn’t you just love to know?” The bulge in his slacks told the tale, and I thought of finding a way back to the hotel without the benefit of the shuttle that was still hours off when he pushed a lock of hair behind my ear and let his touch linger on my face.

“Are you going to answer the question?” I challenged. He released a heavy sigh followed by a laugh.

“There’s no one special,” he said. “But I think that’s changing right about now.” Before I could offer anything in the way of a witty retort, he claimed my mouth in a fast kiss. His tongue met mine, and the tip traced the edges of my teeth as I clasped him to my heaving breast and no longer felt the chill in his strong arms.

“I have a room,” I offered. “I don’t usually do this, but---”

“I have a car,” he countered. “Can get us from Point A to Point B if we rush through the yellow lights.”

“Better not hurt me,” I warned.

“I’m saving that for later,” he hissed. More than ready to go, I clutched his arm and just heard Cynthia ready to toss her bouquet to all the single ladies in the room.

“You want to hang around for this?” he asked with a whisper that became a nip on my neck. No point; I never came away with the prize.

But maybe that was about to change.

“Let’s get out of here.”

He beat every yellow light in record time and parked his dark blue SVU before a small house with a set of narrow steps leading toward the porch. His hands just fumbled with the keys, and I steadied his moves as he hit the lock and granted us entrance. Barely taking in the sparse interior, I collapsed against him and finally made good on my desire to see his body bare. Tearing and tugging at his tie, his shirt his jacket, hard muscles hit my eyes under the rays of moonlight. He knew just how to press his hand against the path of my buttons, and I felt the dress feel away with no care for the strapless bra and the panties already damp with his body so close.

“Like a pro,” I whispered.

“Just you wait,” he purred. Pressing me into the nearest wall, he held me in place and mounted me with one slick thrust. I gasped as he filled me, and my teeth chattered as his throb didn’t make another move. But his hands searched my sides, and I nipped his lips in answer to his tender pinches. Straining up his frame, I tried to push him deeper when he set my hair free and ran a hand down my neck.

“You like?” he asked. Did I say yes? Did I just nod my head? Either way, he started to pursue me. His cock grew larger between my thighs, and I tried to wrap one leg around his when my climax exploded. Falling way from the wall and taking him down with me, we collapsed to the floor, and I rode him as he finished and gave me a contented sigh.

“Think you’ll be my plus one from here on out,” he groaned. Staying inside him until I curled to his side, I played with the fine hairs of his chest and let him hold me. His kisses were gentle as his arms became a blanket that granted new warmth, and I stroked his legs and marveled at his cock still brimming. Bowing down for a quick kiss, I wiped what was left of his cum from my mouth and cuddled into him with a sleepy smile.

“I never did catch your name,” I muttered.

“Matthew,” he answered.

“I like that,” I said. “I’m Joanna.”

“I know,” he said. I started to pull away from him when he grabbed my arms and would not let me leave his side.

“It was in the program,” he said with a wink.

“Oh,” I said. “Guess that’s alright then.”

“And so is this.” Matthew moved me back to his couch, and we reclined on the cushions. I wanted to stay like this. To wake up with him and do it all over again. But did he have the same idea? I fought the fear and found a dream when the moonlight turned into golden rays of the sun. He was still there, holding me, and I vacillated between staying and collecting my dress for the obligatory walk of shame when he captured my hand in his touch and stretched forward to kiss my eyes.

“You want some breakfast, Joanna?” he asked.

Now there was no turning back.

After two weeks of bliss, I was ready to meet him at his mother’s shop. Lillian seemed liked she wished me gone as soon as I slipped through the door.

“Matthew hardly knows you,” she stated. “So why are you the only thing that he talks about?” I should feel flattered. But my soul started to sink when he failed to answer my texts, and when the air was too full of chiffon and lace to breathe, I begged for a ladies’ room and slipped into a back alley.

“Crazy,” I muttered under my breath. “Why did I think that this was going to be different?”

“You talking to me?”

I was startled by the sight and the sound a muscled man with dark hair and light eyes. He flung a bag of trash into the nearest dumpster and walked a small circle around the place where I was trapped.

“No,” I said. “Just thinking out loud.” He pulled a stay cigarette from his pocket and brought a zippo lighter to life as he took a deep drag. In the failing light of the flame, I saw that his eyes were green and wondered what it would feel like to get lost him them. He puffed out of the corner of his mouth and stared me up and down with a smirk.

“Keep thinking,” he said. “What’s on your mind right now?” Swallowing hard without the benefit of champagne, I wondered where Matthew was and what his mother might think if she came out back and saw me giving this dark man the time of day.

But the streams of smoke leaving his lips seemed to form a lasso. Before I knew what was happening, I was close enough to smell the tobacco on his breath, and his eyes held me in a trance as he took a final pull and flung the cigarette away.

“You gonna answer my question or what?” he challenged. The stubble on his face tickled my nose. He didn’t stop to ask if he could or if I was down with it. His mouth just pressed into mine, and I made no effort to fight his kiss as he gathered me his hold and carried me to the edge of too much trash.

“What… what are you doing?” I asked. He didn’t say a word as he lifted my skirt and lowered his fly. I struggled against him for all of a second until he found my pussy wet and watering. His cock found me in fast. Even Matthew had not entered me with such ease, and I wanted to scream when he kissed me hard and pounded me into the bricks with a few quick thrusts. I savored the pain that carried pleasure and let him grind me into the concrete. My back bruised on impact, but I made no effort to fight him off as he brought me to a point where I wanted to scream. He captured my kiss and sucked the wail down his throat before pulling out with a cold grin. I struggled to pull my skirt over my quaking thighs as he zipped up and licked his lips.

“I’m Sebastian,” he said with a cold smirk. “I clean up around here. Come and find me again if you want to have some real fun.”

I was ready to tell him that I wanted the second round right then and there when the door to the shop cracked open. Matthew was there, bathed in shadows, and I hurried to hold him as Sebastian laughed.

“How’s it hanging, Matty?” he asked.

“You haven’t been sniffing around my girl have you?” Sebastian smirked and focused on my eyes. I couldn’t speak and just shivered in the alley until Matthew placed a soft kiss on the top of my head.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Sure,” I croaked. “I… I just needed a moment away from your mom.”

“Can hardly blame you for that.” Now I wanted nothing more than to get back inside so we could take our leave and move far away from the shop. Matthew steadied my steps, but I had to look back to see Sebastian dropping a slip of paper to the asphalt.

“One moment.” I feigned at looking for my phone even as I knew that it was safely tucked away in my purse. Pocketing the rumpled piece of paper quickly, I met Sebastian’s wink and felt his hand just on my wrist until he lengthened up again and smoothed his long fingers on the back of his slacks. Our eyes locked, and I could think of nothing else but another moment with him alone when Matthew grabbed my shoulder.

“Don’t mind my mom,” he said. “Can I take you to a late lunch?” Yes. Food might calm me, and we started to move away again when I looked back to see Sebastian’s smirk before he was gone. Matthew brushed his mother aside and took me to the nearest Thai restaurant. My noodles were untouched, but I sipped down two bubble teas and felt Matthew’s hand from under the table on my knee.

“You shouldn’t look so tense,” he said. “What really has you so bothered?” I shrugged and finally tucked into my plate so I could slurp down the noodles and try to think. Here was a man who was good to me in every way imaginable. So why did my mind keep turning back to a stranger who just expected me to come running? No way could I talk it out with Matthew, and I lied that I wasn’t feeling well when he dropped me off at my apartment and left me to my own devices. As soon as I was on my own, I dove for the phone and dialed Sebastian’s number. The call went right to voicemail two, three times and when I could no longer stand the sound of the incessant rings, I started to slip into sleep. Maybe it was all a dream that I would be better off forgetting. I would have to find a way to make it up to Matthew, and my mind turned around the idea until there was a knock at my door. I moved to answer without thinking and found Sebastian with his hands pressed into his pockets and wearing a teasing smile as his hips twirled towards me.

“What took you so long?” he smirked. My only answer was to seize him by his dark hair and drag him through the door. Sebastian never lost his footing as he swept me up in his arms. I tried to gesture in the general direction of my bed when he paused at the foot of the couch and turned me to my stomach.

“Look who’s been missing me,” he said as he pressed two fingers into my panties. Clenching around him with a desperate moan, I started to cum when he eased his fingers away and playfully pulled at my hair. “You dirty little thing. You let Matty take you out for eats then get so wet for me.”

This was crazy. It wasn’t like me. Hell, I couldn’t even score a proper date to Cynthia’s wedding. And then there was Matthew, and I was being all kinds of bad on account of a tall, dark stranger who fucked me raw beside a trash can and was so smug that he knew he could come back for more. Sebastian wouldn’t even give me the benefit of his eyes, but I stretched my hips to his as I heard the zipper of his fly sliding loose and felt the rock hard tip of his cock grazing my thighs.

“What would Matty say if I saw you like this? With me?” I tried to push the thought aside when I heard the sound of soft footsteps nearing my door. Shit. I’d left the damn thing open, and I shuddered at the thought that someone would see me like this, on my belly with Sebastian between my legs. Biting down on my lip and hoping that shadow drawing closer might just pass us by, I felt it coming closer and spied a pair of brown leather shoes hitting a single beam of moonlight. I would know those shoes, those legs, the slim hips that held their own kind of promise anywhere.

“Matthew?” I painfully gulped. There was no way to get a read on his face. His blue eyes were like glass that threatened to cut me with the force of his blink as he stepped into the room.

And he thought to close the door behind him.

“I knew it was something,” he said. “You were just too quiet.” Longing to leave the couch so I could cover my body and have a chance to explain, I glared in the wake of Sebastian’s laugh and waved my hands before my face.

“Matthew, I… I’m so sorry,” I started. “I…” But how the hell was I supposed to spin this? He had been nothing but sweet to me, and this was what I gave him in return. My face grew hot, and I thought that it might be better to fold in on myself and vanish from the face of the earth when Matthew touched his hand to my chin, his face still flat as he spoke.

“So maybe I wasn’t enough for you,” he continued. “Here I thought you were so sweet. But are you really down for anything?” I tried to tell him no. That it was a mistake. But Sebastian was up and reaching his hand under my blouse. Why couldn’t I keep from sighing at his touch?

“Joanna?” The sound of Matthew’s voice cut into my tortured reverie, and my lip quivered until he gave me a soft kiss. I kept my eyes open around his blue pools as he loosened his tie and looked over my shoulder.

“You could have told me,” he scolded Sebastian.

“It’s not like you’re always down to play, man.” The laugh that passed between them made my blood boil. Flicking my foot back, I hit Sebastian’s shin and heard him wince with a chuckle as I moved back to the door, ready to see them both out.

“So is that all this ever was?” I demanded. “Like a game that you could both play?” And in my mind that made sense. Because I really did look ridiculous in that awful bridesmaid’s dress.

“Joanna,” Matthew crooned. “You don’t understand.”

“I think I do,” I countered.

“Really?” Matthew challenged.  Because we both can’t get enough of you. Think we would say that about any girl?” Trying to process the compliment as my limbs trembled, I felt Matthew pull me closer to his chest. He nipped at my neck and eased my blouse away from my body. My breasts quivered as he worked his smooth hands around the catch, and I no longer felt the cold. He kissed his way down my sides, and lifted my skirt again. My cunt was wetter than ever, and I longed for his touch… for someone’s touch there as he lapped at my folds. He kissed my pussy in between every lick, and I forced my nails into his shoulders when he finally looked up. Matthew’s lips brimmed with my desire, and he started to lick it away when I fell into him and kissed him hard. Nearly knocking him over, I held him fast and knew my taste for the first time until I had to come up for air and saw him smiling.

“This can be everything,” he said. “Do you trust me?”

“I’m getting there,” I said. “Can I have a taste?” Matthew grinned when another hand hit my head and pulled me back so I could finally meet those green eyes.

“Right here, babe,” Sebastian said. His long cock throbbed, and I wondered how I would fit so much of him into my mouth when he didn’t wait for a yes or no. His cock parted my lips before they could speak. I tongued the underside of his shaft and felt his balls bouncing against my teeth. Only one way to grab even a few breaths of air, and I suckled him so I could sigh. God he looked hot when his body started to buckle, and I was ready to drink his cum down when he left me wanting more and spun me back into Matthew’s waiting arms.

“Feeling better now?” he asked.

“I… I need you… both of you… fuck.” Growing bold, I grabbed their hands and finally made my way back to my bed. Falling forward and fearing that I might faint, I shifted to my side and watched these two beautiful boys to undress. One so pale; the other dark with such coarse hair coating his chest. For one moment I didn’t think that I could do it. A girl like me just didn’t have two for the price of one, and I started to hide under the sheets when Sebastian took the lead and slipped to my side. He fondled me without speaking. But instead of his fingers, there was only the length of his cock.

And instead of my pussy, he spread my ass cheeks and dove in with a quick thrust that made me scream.

“Easy,” Sebastian soothed as he settled inside me. I felt as if I would break as I stretched back into his thrusts. “Never felt anything like this before, have you?” I shook my head and relished the pain along with the pleasure when Sebastian fell to his back. He kept me impaled on his cock, and I tried to touch his legs when Matthew’s hand were there to arrest my movements.

And his cock as just as ready.

“You’re here for both of us,” he said. Matthew said nothing else as he slipped between my thighs. I felt his length claim me slowly as Sebastian kept throbbing inside my ass.

“Here,” Matthew said with a quick kiss. “Come closer.” Should I even try to struggle? What would be the use, under the power of their cocks and their strong hands?

But maybe there was still a way to take control.

“Fuck me,” I said. “Show me that I don’t need to catch a bouquet to be happy.” Matthew seemed to catch my meaning right away, and he kissed my breasts. I savored every one of his touches and thought that it might be enough when Sebastian groaned underneath me.

“Problem?” I purred as I just stroked his cheek. He nipped at my nails and thrust forward until I was pressed between two lithe bodies. My hands tangled in my hair. Old instincts longed to ask too many questions.

Better to just tell them…

“This feels so good,” I said. “And you’re both looking at me.”

“Right here,” Matthew promised. He kissed me as lust filled my core. And his cock, his eyes only for me might have been enough.

But why shouldn’t I have more?

“Now you, Sebastian,” I said. “Finish.”

“You think that you can tell me what to do?” he challenged.

“Yes,” I said. “Because I feel you. And you… you want it just as much.” Sebastian narrowed his eyes around my words and gripped my hips. His hands came to rest just above Matthew’s, and the men moved in rhythm. I burst from both sides and clawed at Matthew’s chest as I leaned back to place a quick kiss on Sebastian’s cheek. Alternating the moves and wanting each man just as much, I reached the place where I could no longer kiss either boy. I could do nothing but melt between them. But I didn’t fall onto the sheets when Matthew was the one to slip to the pillows as he held me close. He looked so sweet. Why should I ever want anything---?

“Happy now that you’ve had your fun?” Sebastian asked as he slapped my ass. I flinched even as I relished the strike and twisted my head to look at him.

“You?” I challenged. “Because I… I could get down with this again if you just say yes.”

“Joanna…”

Matthew started to pull my body to his, and I kissed him quickly and nearly settled in the crook of his neck when I heard Sebastian’s light whimper and looked at him again.

“Yes?” I asked.

“What you said,” he shot back. “Do I get to sleep?” Matthew laughed into my ear, and his whisper laid the choice in my lap. I kept Sebastian in suspense for a few seconds until I opened my arms and held him at one side as Matthew kept lining my neck with small kisses.

“I like having you both,” I said. “You make me feel…” Wanting them to finish the thought I held my tongue and felt Sebastian peck my lips with a heavy sigh.

“Matty has the words,” he said as he started to fall asleep. I watched his eyelids flutter shut and hated the fact that he was going to stay silent when Matthew kissed my cheek.

“You are amazing,” he said. “We’ll keep you happy.” He drifted off and I sank deeper into their hold and felt safe when Sebastian roused. I feared that we would leave the bed when he curled closer to my side and stroked my cheek.

“Yes,” he started.

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“Always yes, Joanna. Next time you have somewhere special to be, we’ll both be there. And we’ll never look at anyone else.”

I smiled at the thought of that. The girl who couldn’t wrangle up one date would have a pair of princes at her side when there was another party.

And I would never share them.

“Go back to sleep, Sebastian,” I said. “You boys need your rest.”

I held him and felt his moans on my breasts as Matthew kept kissing my ears. In time there would be another wedding. Everyone would expect me there on my own. But the next time would be different, and I smiled at the idea as I fell asleep between the boys. Kissing Matthew’s eyes as I nuzzled Sebastian’s neck, I drifted into the dream of them and could do nothing but smile.


6. The Phone Number: MILFs Rough Revenge Sex with a Stranger by Ellie North

He thought I was joking when I told him I wanted him. So I searched through his things for proof he was cheating on me and found a number written in lipstick. It was obvious he was cheating - so I decided to get revenge. At least, it seemed like a good idea at the time.

“Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I hung up the phone and stretched, feeling stressed and achy. My husband Paul was at the coffee maker, pouring himself a cup. My son was at the kitchen table doing his homework. Even though there wasn’t any reason to be worried, I was. That seemed to come with adulthood. Worrying about bills, politics, and time all seemed to be staples of being an adult, not just a parent. Except then, you had to do the worrying for two or more people. In my case, thankfully, only two.

I got up and looked in the fridge. We had enough food to last us the month but for some reason I wasn’t in the mood for any of it. Typically I would be hungry by this time of day, but we couldn’t really cook anything – because our stove was broken. And that’s what the phone call was for.

“He said he should be here at nine tomorrow morning,” I said to my husband, closing the fridge door. “I don’t think you’ll be home, huh?”

“I’ll be at work until five tomorrow night. Sorry. But you’ll be here right?” He sipped his coffee to taste it and decided it needed more sugar so he dunked the spoon back into the sugar. I hated it when he did that because it made the sugar clump together, but today I didn’t pay it any mind. My mind was on other things.

I moved from the fridge and put my arms around him from behind. “Yeah, I’ll be here.”

I enjoyed holding my husband. He had a nice figure that made me feel like I was a perfect fit when he held me – like we were two pieces of a jigsaw puzzle that were meant to be together. I never bought into the whole ‘meant-to-be’ stuff, but it felt like it when he hugged me. Still, my mind wavered from a hug downward and my hand followed suit.

“Hmm?” He felt my hand drift down his waist to his pocket and I felt him squirm underneath my touch. I felt smug that I could still do this for him after years. I was still attractive and sexy clearly, and any man with eyes would know it. Especially him. “What are you doing there?”

I giggled at his curious tone. “Looking for something.”

He chuckled and turned around to face me. “You’ve got a great sense of humor.” He kissed me deeply and ran a hand through my hair. Sense of humor? Was grabbing my husband’s dick discreetly a joke to him?

He took his coffee then and sipped it while walking away from me. I watched him go. I was baffled that he could’ve ignored that blatant display of desire. Was he clueless or just getting back at me for something? I really couldn’t figure it out. My son had been there before during our displays of affection – of course we’d never done anything in front of him – but he’d never really rejected me quite like he had just now.

I sat down in the living room and decided to not think about it, deciding I was probably blowing it out of proportion. Maybe he just wasn’t in the mood. Maybe he had the runs. So instead of worrying about it, I decided to play some video games.

I played until I started to get a headache and that was the point I realized it was two in the damn morning and I hadn’t eaten. It had been a long time since I sat down for literal hours playing games but it felt nice to be able to do now that my son was older. I turned off the TV and went to get something quick to eat, and then quietly went up the stairs to my bedroom.

It was then I’d realized Paul hadn’t even kissed me good night, or for that matter talked to me at all afterwards. Was I that repulsive today? I’d done my makeup, taken a shower, I certainly wasn’t sick. What could’ve possibly given him the idea that it was okay pay no attention to me? I didn’t appreciate it at all.

When I got upstairs, my husband was still awake and sitting in bed reading on his tablet. I dressed into some pajamas, brushed my teeth and crawled into bed. I wanted to say something to him but for some reason, all the words I’d had for him had left me. I couldn’t say anything. So instead of saying anything to him, I leaned over and put my head on his shoulder in a desperate attempt for affection. But he didn’t even blink in my direction. Had I done something to garner this cold shoulder?

That was when I realized it wasn’t me. It was him – or rather, her. I realized that the fucker had been cheating on me. That would explain his strange behavior the past week. Today it had just been the most obvious. He’d slowly weaned himself off of my kisses, slowly started to disregard me more and more. I had shrugged it off on the fact that work had gotten hectic, perhaps he’d been tired. But no one purposely gets that distant that quickly without a good reason.

So I rolled over and went to sleep without a word, but inside I was both seething with anger and crying. I had no proof that he’d cheated on me, yet. But I knew it in my gut.

I spent that night tossing and turning, wondering what I’d done to deserve such a thing. Wondering where I went wrong, what I could’ve done differently. But no matter how many what ifs my mind conjured up for me to ponder about, the fact was that it had been his fault and not mine. He was the one who chose to go to someone else instead of talking to me about it. He was the one who ran instead of solving the problem.

By morning, I felt so exhausted with grief and anger that I didn’t even notice as my husband walked out the door at eight am without so much as a goodbye. Our son had already left for school at six, so I was alone in the house. And that was when I went through everything my husband owned for some sign that I’d been right.

The doorbell rang when I finally found the proof. I practically jumped out of my skin, knowing it would’ve happened at some point but being taken off guard anyways. I knew it was the repair man but I’d been afraid of getting caught going through his things.

I stood there in the coat closet. There it was - a phone number, written in lipstick. No professional person writes a phone number without a pen. Especially not a man.

I took the phone number and pocketed it. I wanted him to come to me asking where I put it, or search the house upside down for it. He would realize then that someone took it and he’d have to tell me. Or worse… I could just call the number myself.

Still, I had better things to do right now. I went to open the door and smiled widely at the man standing there. I noticed he was young, with the typical dress of a repairman but not unclean like I expected. His brown hair was combed back nicely, and his skin was flawless. “Hi, you must be the guy for our stove! Come on in.”

He nodded politely and walked inside, and headed straight for the kitchen. I followed him. “So what’s the problem with it?” he asked, getting right down to business.

“Nothing turns on, really. We’ve tried both the burners and the oven. But for some reason the oven light bulb works.”

He got right to work once I told him that and I went to the phone. I called the lipstick phone number, determined to find out if my husband really was cheating on me. Of course, no one answered. I got her answering machine. “Hello, this is Maggie. I’m busy, but I’ll call you if you leave your phone number. Have a nice day!”

She sounded like a beautiful person. A cheery person. Like everything I wanted to be but failed at every time. Maybe that’s why my husband cheated with her. I hung up before the machine kicked in. I didn’t want to talk to her if she wasn’t there. Knowing my husband, he was probably with her right now instead of at work. I looked over at the repair man. So why couldn’t I be with someone who could satisfy me too? My husband obviously didn’t want me anymore. So who’s to say I wanted him? There was a good-looking young man right in my kitchen.

I got up and went over to him. “So what’s your name?” I asked, hoping to start things off casually and move into it from there.

“Brian,” he said simply. A man of few words, he was.

“How’s it looking then?”

“Should be a simple fix.”

“I’m guessing you have appointments after this?” I asked, feeling the need to know if I would push for a quickie or if we could take our time.

He finally looked at me, seeming to catch on quickly. “I have one in the afternoon. Don’t worry, I’ll get it done right the first time.”

I smirked at him. “You do that.”

He slipped out from behind the stove and wiped off dust from his shirt. “So he’s a scumbag then?” he asked me.

“Extra,” I replied. I showed Brian the phone number.

He grimaced. “Ouch, in lipstick too. Careful, might be on his collar too.”

I chuckled and put the phone number back in my pocket. “Yeah, that’s probably what he’s gone to do now.”

“So what’s your plan?” Brian had a mischievous look in his eye. For someone with such a tame name, he didn’t feel so gentle in his mannerism. Quiet, maybe, but not tender. I liked it. It was a nice breath of fresh air from my husband. My husband, who was dutiful in his service to his family but apparently couldn’t be faithful to his wife.

“My plan is… revenge.” I felt like shoving it in his face when he came home. I knew it wouldn’t solve the problem, but it would make me feel better. Or maybe I could just keep it to myself and be smug about it when he finally confessed about his infidelity.

“Revenge sounds good,” he said, moving in closer to me. “Can I help?”

I put a hand on his chest. “Where would we carry out this… revenge?”

He put his hands on my shoulders. “Anywhere you want.”

I was about to cheat on my cheating husband with a young repair man who was probably better looking than me. The mother, the house wife. I was probably wrinkled in every place he didn’t find attractive – I was in my forties after all. My dirty blonde hair was well-taken care of; my skin was relatively blemish-free without makeup. I wore a full face today, but it was minimal because I was more focused on catching my lying husband. But still, he would get to brag that he fucked an older woman. Maybe that was enough for him.

I looked over at the empty kitchen table. “Why don’t we start here, since we’re here?”

He smirked at me and lifted me up onto the table with his strong arms. He didn’t seem to have any effort carrying me. Then he leaned in and kissed my cheek. I didn’t stop him, so he kissed my lips softly, then deeply. I wrapped my arms around his neck to make it more passionate. I felt like a teenager again. My stomach was going wild with butterflies and my pelvis was igniting into an inferno of anticipation and pleasure. I was also nervous, having not done it with anyone but my husband in almost twenty years, but I didn’t let that stop me. Revenge was sweet, sweeter than I’d expected. His lips tasted of cigars and wine.

I grabbed a hold of his shirt and unbuttoned it with clumsy fingers, desperate to get started. I felt like a starved animal. I and my husband hadn’t had sex in weeks, so I thought it was due to being too busy, or too tired from work. Now I realized he was too tired and busy with someone else. So I would get my release here and now, with an almost complete stranger, and someone much younger than me at that. It felt strange, but it also made me feel really good. I took his shirt off and let my hands roam across his bare skin. I felt hungry for more skin as soon as I touched it, needing more to touch and fondle.

He pulled my shirt over my head and went back to making out with me, his hands running over my body and slithering to my back to undo my bra. I didn’t even see where my shirt went and I didn’t care. My bra came off almost instantly to skillful hands, and I was genuinely impressed. My husband wasn’t able to do that until years later. He had needed to be taught how to please me. I had a feeling I wouldn’t need to teach Brian.

As expected, he knew exactly what to do with my breasts. I had never been the kind to like having my nipples sucked, so he simply flicked his tongue along them. It sent a shock through my system and I moaned out loud without inhibition. His other hand poked at my other nipple, making me unable to think of anything but the fact that I really wanted him.

I tugged on his shoulder to pull him up for a kiss and started undoing his pants. He took off the tool belt himself, having so much experience with that it practically slid off with his pants. His package was massive and I felt like I’d just hit the jackpot. My husband had always been less than average and while it got the job done, I always felt like there was something missing. I tried to get off the table and kneel but he stopped me and undid my pants. “The best revenge is enjoying it,” he said and removed my pants and panties in one motion. I barely noticed that they’d been there in the first place.

Then he pulled his underwear to the side – they were the type to have access for convenient things. It excited me to know that he could basically do it wherever and whenever he wanted. And that’s what he did. He slipped his massive cock into me slowly so I could feel all of it. There was no pain, only pleasure and I loved how full I was. He went in to the base and then moved slowly, then quickly picked up the pace. He pushed me down onto the table. My shoulders slammed against the wood and it hurt, but in a good way. I really liked how rough he was being with me and I urged him onwards with my moaning. “Oh yes, don’t stop! Pound me as hard as you can!”

I decided I wouldn’t stop comparing Brian and my husband. I wanted my husband to know how much better this complete stranger was at what he did – that is, if I even wanted to tell him. The best revenge is the one you don’t tell anyone. Maybe I wanted to keep just how good this was to myself.

Regardless of whether I told my husband or not, this was easily the best sex I’d ever had. I lifted myself up and tugged on Brian’s shoulders and kissed him deeply, and then moved to his ear and nibbled on his lobe before whispering, “Let’s go to the laundry room. I want to desecrate every room…”

He smirked and picked me up. “Where’s that?”

I pointed to a door close to the kitchen and he carried me in while still inside me, not breaking a single sweat. It was almost like he was used to fucking desperate wives. Not that I cared, I just wanted a really good orgasm.

He laid me up on the dryer and I decided I wanted it on so I pressed a couple of buttons and it began to vibrate. He moaned in response, loving the feeling of having that vibration up against his balls every time he thrust into me. It also pushed some pleasure spots for me, feeling my ass cheeks tingle in a good way and spreading to my pussy. I could feel myself getting there slowly, but not quite yet. I wanted to drag it on anyways, as long as I could. I wanted to milk this opportunity for everything it was worth.

He fucked me as hard as he seemed to want to, shoving it deep. He slowed down sometimes, and then sped up, varying the rhythm so that I could feel different things. He lifted a leg onto his shoulder and pushed me onto my side. The curve created a whole new sensation and sent a fire through my vagina. I bit my lip to stop a particularly loud moan but he shook his head at me. “Just scream if you want,” he said.

I smirked at him. “Is that what you want me to do? Scream your name?”

While still fucking me as hard as he could, he panted, “Yes.”

I decided I would save that for when I came, instead opting for my moaning and panting. It was nice to be able to let go, but I wanted to save it for that particular moment.

He licked a finger and put it to my clit, rubbing it in just the right way. I bit on a finger, moaning through it as more pleasure rocked through me. The vibration of the dryer, combined with his finger and his hard fucking, made the perfect combination for a quick orgasm.

Before he could finish me off, I stopped him. “Let’s go to my husband’s den and finish there,” I said with an evil tone. I smiled maliciously. I really hoped he noticed that someone was in there – he didn’t typically let our son in there, and he always confronted me when I went in there because it was his work station, which meant I had no reason to be in there. Of course, I’d come up with some excuse if I decided I didn’t want to tell him I cheated on him. But it was too good an opportunity to pass up.

We ran to the den. It was a dark room – Paul always kept the curtains closed if he wasn’t there because the sun faded the colour of his furniture. I turned on the light and leaned against his desk with my ass sticking out. “How’s this for a setting?”

Brian smirked at me and squeezed the cheeks. “Perfect.”

And then I let loose completely. He fucked me up against the desk so hard that everything rocked furiously. I cried out in pleasure and didn’t even notice as things fell off the desk. And once again, Brian reached around to touch my clit.

Within seconds, I was screaming his name in the throes of my orgasm. It felt better than it ever had and my legs were shaking. That was all it took for him to finish, blowing a load inside me. I counted myself lucky that I was on birth control, so I didn’t worry about it one bit. I enjoyed the warmth pouring inside me, rocking my hips against him to milk the rest. He moaned as I did so.

He finally pulled out and most of it dripped out of my pussy and onto the floor. It was carpet so it would be hard to get out but I could take care of it easily. I just felt so smug and happy about what I’d done. And he didn’t even have to know about it. And the best part of it was that I enjoyed it even more than I normally would.

I sighed and stood up straight, stretching a little but feeling wobbly and relaxed. “That was great.”

Brian smiled and put his underwear back in place. “I’ll get dressed so we don’t get caught like this.”

I pulled him in for another kiss, feeling cuddly. The last person I wanted to cuddle was my husband when he got home. “I guess you have to leave now?”

Brian shrugged. “I didn’t fix the stove but I have another appointment.”

I pouted. “Too bad you’ll have to come back then.”

He smirked at me. “Too bad indeed.”

We dressed back up and I set to work on getting the sperm out of the carpet. Brian left the stove as it was and left as if we’d had a one-night stand and he now had someone else to go and fuck. He probably did, truth be told.

I removed what I could and then put a little baking soda there to get rid of the smell, and then later on vacuumed it up. I put everything back where it was supposed to be from when I looked through all his stuff and put everything back on his desk and then ordered supper. I would’ve cooked it, but we didn’t have a working stove.

The first one in was my son, as usual. He said hello and went upstairs to his room. I thought how lucky I was to have a son like him – one that didn’t act up or have too many issues with school. He was a quiet boy, but I appreciated him all the same. I was sure someday someone else would too.

My husband came in right on time for supper to be finished and I laid it on the table. He put his suitcase on the couch and reached for me. I kissed him, but I felt disgusted doing it knowing he was probably kissing someone else. I just didn’t want him to suspect anything yet. “Looks good, love. Guess you didn’t feel like making anything?”

I grimaced. “Actually, when I tried to make something, it acted up and died again. I guess we’re going to have to call them back.”

He scowled. “And we paid for that? What a bunch of idiots. This time he’ll do it for free.”

Yes he did, I thought to myself. Still, he hadn’t noticed the number was missing. That was when he went into his den and then came out, looking annoyed. “Someone went into my den today, didn’t they?”

“Oh, yeah, I went in there because I wanted to check the electric bill. We need to pay that tomorrow too.” I was lying through my teeth, of course, but it was a believable lie, thankfully. I’d gone in before to do the same – we shared responsibility for the bills and he typically kept them all in one neat folder.

“But all of my stuff is off. Don’t tell me you needed ten pens and pencils?”

“None of them worked.” That one was actually true – my husband hoarded pens even though most of them were fucking useless, much like him sometimes. “Can you not find the number for the repair man?”

“No, oddly enough. I guess you still have it from when you called them.”

“I’ll call them tomorrow then. Let’s eat.”

We went through the entire night without any problems until he came to the bedroom later that night. “I had a number in my coat pocket, it’s gone.”

“I was meaning to ask you about it…” I produced it from my pocket. “Why is it written in lipstick?”

“Because that’s all she had with her,” he said, snatching it from me.

“Because professionals walk around without writing utensils?” I asked. I took my pajamas from the drawer and went into the bathroom to change.

“Sometimes, yes. She was going to interview me.”

“Interview you? Like she probably has been?” I quickly changed into my pajamas and took my hair out of its ponytail. I brushed it out slowly, from the ends first and then to the top of my head.

“What is that supposed to mean? I’m not cheating on you.”

He came into the bathroom and wrapped his arms around my waist. He kissed my neck. I felt worse than I ever had been in his presence. “You know I love you,” he said. I could practically see the lie dripping out of his lips.

I turned around. “Then why did you ignore me this morning? Slowly you’ve been pulling away from me.”

He looked confused. “Ignored? I was trying to follow up tonight just now. It’s just I knew our son was looking at us.”

“Since when were you embarrassed of us?” I said, feeling hurt. “We’ve always acted like that around him. He’s a kid; of course he’s going to get grossed out. It’s not like he watches us when we actually do things.”

“I don’t really want to talk about this right now,” he said, and walked out of the bathroom.

The next morning, he didn’t even speak to me. I didn’t understand what I’d said to make him so angry. He didn’t cuddle with me that night either, his back to me the whole time.

So I called the repair man again – it was Brian, and he said he’d be at my home in two hours. My husband left an hour later for work, and once again, I was alone.

I stared down the copy of the number I’d taken from the lipstick. He had the original, of course, taken from me so rudely. This time, I determined I would call and I would ask who she was. I would leave a message if she didn’t answer, and pray that she called back.

So I dialed the number into the phone and waited. It only rang twice before someone answered, and in that time I felt a knot in my stomach. He was cheating on me with someone. Or he wasn’t, and I’d made the biggest mistake of my life. Either way, I had to know. Either way, I had to live with myself. I decided I wouldn’t tell him just in case he wasn’t lying to me – I would live with the guilt if he wasn’t. I would forget it ever happened. It wouldn’t be fair to make him upset just because I’d made a mistake – right?

“Hello, this is Maggie.”

At first I’d thought it was the answering machine, but then her voice stopped. “Oh, hello?”

“Yes, who is this?”

Suddenly I felt lost. “I’m um… I’m Paul’s wife, who is this?”

“Oh! He talks so much about you. Why are you calling me today?”

“Well, I found the number in lipstick and… well, it looked suspicious.” I bit on my nail nervously.

“Sorry, we met in the coffee shop and that’s all I had. He hasn’t told you yet?”

“Told me what?”

“I’m treating him for erectile dysfunction. I used to be his regular doctor, but I moved offices so it’s been years since I’ve seen him.”

The doorbell rang and I dropped the phone.


7. Isabella's Clinical Fun: First Time Gangbang at the hospital by Lora Lane

During my time in nursing school, I've only met a few people who seem to thrive during clinicals and I hate each of them. Sure, they have their place and will be wonderful medical professionals but I need people who despise clinicals as much as I do when I am having to suffer through them. I was just so lucky. Not long ago and found myself making the rounds with a group of silly guys who were hell bent on messing with me every time they saw me. It made the week go faster and more enjoyable but at the end of the week, I had a little surprise in store for them that made it the best clinical week in history.

A few years ago when I decided that I was going to be a nurse or die trying, I didn't realize how much of a toss up it would be. At least during clinicals, it's seemingly been a really close race. Okay, that might be a tad dramatic but suffice it to say that the damn things are no fun. It's almost like the instructors just want to take our growing confidence in human anatomy and smash it under their collective heels. It's like they sit together in a room and plan how to tear us down. As if saying, oh you think you know something since you're almost finished with school? Well here, take a few days with older nurses showing you all the stuff you don't know and will never learn and then let me know how well you're doing.

What can I say? It's been a rough schedule of late. There was this one stint of time when I had a great group of fellow nursing students with me, most of whom were guys. These bunch of crazy guys were so off balance that they actually made it difficult on the ruling faction of nurses whose job it was to smash our confidence at that time. Once, an older nurse was asked a completely off the wall question by one of them and had no specific answer. It was the funniest damn thing I have ever seen and if not for fear of being slapped by the old hag, I'd have laughed right in her face.

I never thought that I would come to an end of one of those weeks and look back in wonder for having marginally enjoyed myself. Five guys were instrumental in that period of time, not only were they pretty good at our jobs but they were awesome at flirtatious fun as well. By the time the end of one week, in particular, came around, I was ready to give each and every one of them a huge and wet kiss on the lips. Part of me knew I couldn't do that while another part of me questioned just why in the heck I couldn't. Who was going to judge me for kissing a few guys all at the same time during the same day?

A few people might but who could care what those people thought? They probably weren't going through nursing school. It was about that time when those various thoughts were swimming through my mind that an absolutely crazy idea came to mind. It was so out of character for me or anyone I have known that I thought for a second the old hag instructors might have actually succeeded in ridding me of my sane mind. In the end, however, I decided to put together and plan and do something insane.

It took a little while to let all five of them know that I wanted to speak with them, at the same time in a private room located down an abandoned hospital corridor. When I knew they were each on board for a conversation, I made my way to the room, planning to blow every one of their little cute male minds with the idea that was settling down into mine.

I closed the door behind me and turned around to find all five of them standing there in the small, dimly lit room. Construction was ever present at the hospital, and that corridor had been off limits to visitors for some time. Nobody saw us go down that way so I wasn't worried about anyone finding us. Tim, Donny, Chris, Dave, and Tommy were looking at me with that macho indifference that they had been practicing for their entire college and high school lives, but I saw through it. There was a curiosity in their gaze to along with a base excitement in the room that was so thick it could be cut with a knife.

“What's the big idea Isabella?” Donny asked. He was tall, dark and handsome like he walked right off of a movie set. He had a confidence that was so hot it nearly made the room sweat just because he was there.

“Whatever do you mean?” I asked with a twirl of my hair.

“You know what he means,” Tim said with a grin that quickly faded as he looked around at the others, “She does right? If she doesn't know what you mean, then someone had better tell me. That's all I've got to say about it.” Ever the cut-up and class clown, Tim wasn't the most attractive guy in the group of five, but his sense of humor had been key in getting through the past few weeks. Tim, cute and funny, made me want to be a nurse just for the gift of laughter he brought to otherwise serious situations.

“Well,” I sheepishly said, cutting my eyes between them, “You guys have made the time with you some of the best days in my entire nursing school life. I thought maybe I could repay you in some small way.”

Dave nodded, “My fee is fifty bucks, cash preferred in two twenties and one ten.” He looked around at the others, “What? Should I up charge her because of that bedpan incident?”

“Definitely,” Chris said, “I'd say double it at least.”

Dave and Chris had apparently been the best of friends throughout the majority of their lives going all the way back to the later part of elementary school. Some joked that the two of them were closer than twins which would be funny if it weren't so true. They were solidly handsome guys in their own right. I can't imagine what one would act like without the other one but then again who would want to find out when they are both around all the time?

“Damn,” I pouted, “And me here without a lick of cash. What will I do?”

“Work it off,” Dave said and glanced at Chris who added his own thoughts.

“Yeah, we have a few piles of dirty dishes I think.”

Tommy walked forward and turned his back to me so that he was facing his buddies. His wide shoulders and tall frame blocked my view of the others completely. “Guys, we cannot ask this hot girl to work off the debts she has collected. We have no other option but to pardon her.”

Dave said, “The hell we pardon her. I will collect what I am owed dammit!” Chris nudged him and shushed him, and Dave winced a little before taking on his sarcastic, serious expression once again. “If she can't wash dishes then she is just going to have to pay us in some other way.”

I gently pushed Tommy back into line and said, “Can I make a suggestion?” They all nodded nearly in unison. I smiled, “How about a kiss for each of you?”

“Well, now,” Tim said, “That might work out quite well.”

“For you maybe,” Dave said, “I get at least two kisses after the bedpan thing, maybe three.”

“I get three if he gets three,” Chris said looking at me and pointing at Dave.

For a minute or two, I let them discuss the kisses among themselves. When it appeared, they were about to forget that I was in the room I chose to stop their playful disagreement dead in its tracks. In one fluid motion, I stepped forward so that I was standing in the middle of their little circle and removed my scrub top. When they noticed I was standing there topless, they immediately stopped and stared at me. Never let it be said that I don't like attention from hot guys. I bent over and removed my scrub pants then stood up and kicked my shoes off as well.

“I figured that would shut you up,” I said with a wide smile, turning so I could take in the eyes of each and every one of them. Already each of them could tell something special was going to happen in the next few minutes. There was a little uneasiness and even nervousness in their movements but that only matched the knot of butterflies that I felt flying in formation in my stomach. “Don't let your nervousness scare you off boys,” I said as I began to walk between them, “The most fun usually includes a few moments of uneasiness.”

My sultry gate found its way to Tim, and I planted a big wet kiss on his hungry lips that he eventually returned before I pulled away and moved over to Tommy and stood on my tip toes to give him an equally wet and hungry kiss. His strong arms wrapped around my bare back and started working on my bra but I stepped back and wagged my finger towards him, “There, there Tommy. What's your rush?” I followed his gaze down to his tented scrub pants and smiled, “Oh, I see.”

He wasn't the only tented one in the room, however, and I made my way over to Dave and Chris, who were standing right next to one another and put one hand on the back of each of their heads. First to Dave and then to Chris, I kissed them each quickly. Neither wanted the kiss to break so it was simple to give a much more passionate and wet kiss when I leaned back into each of them in turn. “Was it two or three?” I smiled teasingly.

“Three!” Chris yelled.

“Definitely three,” Dave said more calmly. “Damn, girl you are teasing us aren't you?”

I stepped over to Donny and gave him a longer kiss than any of the others had gotten because my level of desire for what was about to happen was growing by the second. My hand reached down and grabbed the swollen cock that was tenting Donny's pants then backed away to look at each of them again. “Teasing you?” I asked then reached my hands to remove my bra and dropped it to the floor after letting it dangle from one finger. My hands pressed my breasts together. “Does this look like a tease?”

There was no immediate answer and then one hand traveled down to the edge of my panties, and I pulled them down off one hip and then the other. With the same hand, I reached down between my thighs and rubbed my pussy, pushing the panties down to the floor in the process. Glancing around them, I licked my lips in hungry need, “Is this a tease?”

My nerves were at their height as the guys started removing their scrubs quickly and I knew they were each getting the message loud and clear. I didn't want to have sex with one of them. I wanted to do every single one of them at the same time. Never in my life did I imagine that a gangbang was going to be something I would take part in, to say nothing of actually planning one, but there I was just on the edge. As nervous as I was, I was double that excited as I anticipated what it would feel like. What would they do? Would they take me fast or slowly? My pussy was already wet and needy from my fingers rubbing against it, and I knew I was more ready than I would ever be. I had been calling the shots until that point, but I knew I only had one more demand to make.

Moving my hands out to either side of my body, I said, “Here I am boys. Take me. All of you.”

What they did next was more perfect than anything I could have imagined. Who knows how these things go until they actually experience one, right? Dave and Chris moved to the left of me, and Tim and Donny went to the other side. Tommy walked right up to me and lifted me into his strong grasp. He looked at me, and I thought for a second he was going to ask me what I wanted. I was glad he didn't though because I knew that I had already made that clear. He settled me down against him and my pussy lips started to encircle his swollen shaft. I leaned my head back and moaned loudly towards the ceiling. Chris moved in and started massaging my breast while Dave supported my back. Tim and Donny mirrored their position so that Donny was paying wonderful attention to my breast on that side and Tim was supporting my weight.

Able to relax myself into their strong and easy control, I just let myself go, and they leaned me backwards. My hands reached out to each side, and I found two cocks that were pulsing with hunger for me. I started to moan louder, and my hips started to jerk with each thrust as Tommy was now filling me completely. It wasn't long before my pumping my hands along their shafts turned into me looking towards them and opening my mouth wide. They knew just what to do as I quickly had a nice thick cock in my mouth and began to run my lips down the length of it.

For a few moments, I was lost in all of the sensations that were happening at the same time. A thick cock was being pumped into my wet pussy while hands were running all over my body, massaging my breasts and supporting my weight while another cock was in my mouth. It was already the most incredible series of feelings and emotions I had ever felt, and it was just getting started. I ran my lips down closer to the end of the shaft in front of me and squeezed my mouth hard onto it as I sucked slowly back off, licked the tip and then repeated down deep onto it.

Two fingers pinched my nipple on the right side, steeling my attention for a moment before a hand underneath me clamped hard onto my butt cheek and stole it right back. A loud grunt from between my legs was followed by several quick and hard thrusts, and my entire body was rocked back and forth with the force involved.

Then they stopped. My mind was so deeply involved in what was going on that I was shocked when the cock slipped out of my mouth and pussy at the same time. I groaned as I leaned forward to see them walking around me while still holding me up. Chris then appeared between my legs and they all rotated around so that a different cock was in my face. I smiled and plunged my lips down onto it as I clamped my hand around the base of it and the one on my other side. Just at the same time, Chris moaned in clear desire as he slid his shaft slowly inside of my moist pussy.

They ravaged me for ten minutes at least, my nipples and breasts overly stimulated but hungry for more, enjoyed the new techniques of all new fingers gripping them. The shaft in my mouth was slightly different sized, and I changed my movements based on the way he groaned the loudest. I wanted each cock that came before my lips to be put through as much pleasure as they were giving me and made that my goal. At that point, I knew it was working very well for each one of us.

Chris was a little smaller but moved harder and faster, slamming himself rougher against me so that it was his thrusts that determined much of how I was able to slide my lips across the cock in front of me. Abruptly I stopped and turned my head to the other side, taking in the shaft over there as deeply as I could and sucking back off. I was just getting used to the rhythm when they stopped again and moved around.

Looking up, I saw Dave between my thighs. He wasn't laughing or cutting up at all as he positioned his wonderful cock at my pussy and waited. I kept my head in the same direction, accepting the next cock that came to me. I wasn't even sure who it was, only that Dave was about to do something between my legs that I was going to enjoy quite a lot.

Instead of the slow entry that the other two had used, he shoved his shaft hard into me the first time, filling me up completely and keeping himself deep inside for a few seconds before pulling out and jamming inside once again. It got to where I couldn't use my lips the way I wanted to and instead pulled off and used my hands only while I yelled towards the ceiling. When they stopped and rotated again, it occurred to me that while that corridor was completely off limits, it wasn't all that far from one of the secondary walkways in the hospital.

Tim readied himself between my thighs as everyone else got into position and thrust himself into me steady but strong. His pace was easier, but he was a little bigger than the others had been, and it made me want their cocks inside of me that much more. As I moaned and groaned hungrily towards the ceiling once again, the thought that someone walking down that nearby corridor could possibly hear us made it that much better.

When the hands began to grasp and work over my breasts again, I could feel an orgasm building like none I had ever felt. My hands paid as much attention to the shafts to either side of me as they could, but I was getting lost in the desire for more and more cocks in my pussy. I wanted that orgasm to come to me faster and stronger than ever. I was so focused on humping Tim more powerfully than I had with the other three that their next rotation came as a surprise.

I wasn't doing without for long however as Donny walked up and began a blistering pace that was just exactly what I needed. My back arched as he thrust into me harder and faster, my hands bracing on the chests of the strong men to either side instead of focusing on their beautiful cocks. I stared at them as I rolled my head around and screamed for him to fuck me harder and faster then I told them, “I'm cumming!” I know someone had to have heard me, but I was far too gone to care. It had been easily the most powerful orgasm I had ever had, and I wanted nothing but more of it even though my strength was spent.

The guys seemed to know exactly what to do however as they set me on my hands and knees. Tommy got behind me as Dave got in front of me, each of their swollen cocks poised and ready. My neck was a little bit weak, but I didn't mind Dave lifting my head and placing my mouth around his shaft as Tommy began to fuck me hard from behind. Everything about the position was different and perfect as the other guy moved around me. Some of them touched me here and there while waiting their turn in the gangbang.

Tommy did me hard until he was breathing hard and then Dave moved around behind me, and Chris got into position in front of me. I saw a hint of a proud smile on Chris' face as the two longtime friends began to fill me from opposite ends at once, drawing pleasured groans from me even as I drew the same from them. My lips clamped to Chris' shaft as hard as my pussy lips clung to Dave's cock and suddenly I felt another orgasm building. The two of them were touching me all over while they were doing me so damn good and I thought they were going to bring me to another climax right then and there.

They moved around again however and Chris started ramming me hard from behind even before Donny got on his knees in front of me. I didn't mind one bit as his pace was harder and faster than it had been when he pumped me minutes before. Seemingly at once I felt the two of them begin to tense up more as their own climaxes grew closer and that was enough to drive me over the edge along with the awesome things they were doing to me.

My back slouched slightly as the second orgasm hit me and drove me to even higher levels of passion than I hoped for when the whole thing started. They were so good that I didn't want them to stop, but I also didn't want them to get finished just yet so they moved around. Instead of Donny getting behind me, however, Tim did, and the rest of them began touching me in as many places as they could. Eight hands roamed my body, and it felt like fifty-eight.

Fingers clinched my nipples on either side as strong hands massaged my breasts. At the same time, my stomach was being grazed slightly by someone's hands while a few more rubbed my ass. One of the guys was kissing my neck and beginning to lick and suck on my ear lobe as well. It felt like a quick spell of foreplay had broken out in the middle of the gangbang, and I loved every second of it. At one point both sides of my neck were being loved upon while my breasts were getting full attention. Tim was a regular stud behind me as he fucked me like he could go on forever.

Part of me really wished he would have just so that the others would continue paying such wonderful attention to my body. Finally, Tim began to tense up a bit, and Donny was ready to take me from behind after calming his jets a little bit. It was well worth the wait as his pace was slower and more steady but he filled me even better than any of the five of them had so far. It probably had to do with what was going on with the rest of the hands on my body at the time since they continued to adore me with every finger in the room.

Within a few minutes, they moved me again. This time, I was moved over to an old bed that was covered by a few sheets on the far side of the room. I lay back and spread my legs as Dave pulled me to the edge of the side so that my hips hung sightly off. He then became the first to shove his cock inside of me, but there was no hint of slowness or gentleness this time. He rammed himself inside of me so hard that the sound of his hips slapping against mine was likely loud enough for us to be found out if someone happened to listen closely.

He only stood there for a couple of minutes before moving off to one side, and Tommy filled me in much the same way. A third orgasm began to build as my groans of pleasure grew even stronger than before. Within a few minutes, he moved to the side and Tim stood there ready and willing. He grabbed my legs and rammed himself inside of me in the same way, grunts loud and filling the room every bit as much as my own. His pace was just as fast as the other two had been but he was somehow able to keep going longer and longer. I felt my orgasm right on the cusp of exploding just as he stopped in a burst of curses and walked to one side.

I looked up just to see Chris stepping up to be the next one in line. All of them were looking at me like I was some kind of sensual queen that they were thankful to have the chance to touch at all. At least that's the way it looked to me even as they filled my pussy with more cocks than I'd collectively had up until that point in one sexual experience.

Chris wasn't able to stick with it as long as Tim had been and I was blessed with more of Donny's wonderful shaft and the perfect way it seemed to fill me. Then again they all seemed to do that. God, it didn't matter what they did or who was doing it, as long as they kept going I was going to be screaming and driving myself crazy with desire. He was a little slower than the other four, but it wasn't any less intense as he pushed me up to the edge of that final huge orgasm before he was forced to stop.

They went around again and the more they drove me towards the edge of that climax, the larger it got. Each time around they were able to drive their cocks into me less and less time. Tim was the one who was driving into me when at long last the biggest and most explosive orgasm hit me. My mind went fuzzy for a few seconds until at last they lifted me and set me on my knees. I told them to cum all over me, and they stood in a circle ready to do just that.

Each of them, nearly at the exact same time, blew their hungry loads of warm cum onto my face, chest and even in my hair. My hands clasped my breasts, and I rubbed the wonderful sticky cum all over myself. It felt amazing as each of them slowly finished and began to sit down or lay down on the floor. Dave was the one that broke the silence after we had sat there for several minutes.

“Dammit girl,” he said in short breaths, “You don't owe us a fucking thing. Shit, that was unbelievable.”

“Got that shit right,” Chris said.

“Oh,” I smiled, “I never thought I did boys.” I knew they were just messing around anyway so I decided to add to the fun with a little playful banter. “All I did was use you all for the best sex of my life. One cock just doesn't do it for me anymore.” After all, there was no need for them to know that had been my first gangbang. They each laughed and said their own version of the same message which was basically that I had permission to use any of them I wanted for the foreseeable future.

I stood up and readied myself to clean up, looking back over my shoulder, “I know.” I blew them all a single kiss and left the room. It was a task to find a nearby room with enough sheets and running water to wash myself off, but when I finally did, I walked down the secondary corridor towards the student parking and heard a female voice from behind me.

“You just now leaving Isabella?”

Turning around, I saw one of the more mean instructors walking towards me. I found out as she walked near me that it was the end of her shift. It was funny that she seemed so nice when she wasn't on the floor, but I chalked it up to one of those odd things about clinicals. When we went our separate ways in the parking area, she said, “You're doing really well. I just want you to know that you kind of seem to be glowing right now. I guess you're really enjoying clinicals after all huh?”

I smiled knowingly at her and said, “You have no idea how much.” Then I walked to my car and left. By the time I got home, there were already texts from each of the guys bragging about how many times they made me climax. I let them have their fun with only one comeback as I told them their climaxes would have been lonely and one handed if I hadn't of been there. Yes, this was going to be a fun period of nursing school after all.


8. A Temporary Encounter: Lesbian Sex with a Co-Worker by Kaylee Jones

When Jenny first meets Andi, she cannot figure out why she is flustered and nervous around her.  After a series of botched encounters, Andi finally gets her alone outside the office but Jenny is still confused.  When Andi corners her in the office, all of the nerves flip into high gear and Jenny discovers just how convincing Andi can be.

I do not know why I remember the first time I saw Andi.  I mean, I know now that we made an impression on each other, but at the time I really did not know why I noticed her.  She was tall, slender but nicely muscular, with short dark brown hair and smiling green eyes.  It sounds all doe-eyed when I describe her, but that does not distract from the fact that that is what she looks like.

I was working as the office manager for a large warehouse.  Single at the time, I had just split up with my most recent boyfriend and was not in the mood to deal with anyone else.  I had moved out of his apartment and found one of my own.  It was small and not in a great part of town, but it was all mine, and that had a certain satisfaction.

I was pretty good at my job.  I worked around warehouse workers and learned very quickly to dress in baggy jeans and loose tee shirts to avoid any workplace discomfort.  I did not need any of those creepy old men making lewd comments like they did when I wore tank tops.  I stuck to the office space as much as possible, unless I needed something specific from the foreman.  I was in charge of the bookkeeping and front office, and that did keep me pretty busy.

My friends liked to go out any night of the week, and while I liked to have as much fun as the next single twenty-four year old, I also liked my job.  I had pretty much relegated my nights out to the weekend which did not always make my friends happy.  Most of them waited tables or tended bar so they had weird schedules.

Andi started working there about a year after I did.  I was walking through the warehouse looking for Robert, the foreman so that he could sign off on a few invoices when I rounded a corner and nearly head-butted the new girl.  Well, when I say head-butted, it would have been more like boob-butted since I am about 5 feet four inches, and she was almost six feet tall.  She let out some sort of screech as did I, and we jumped apart as though there was a giant spider between us.

“I-I-I’m sorry,” I stuttered, bending over to collect my scattered paperwork.

“No, my fault,” she answered, her voice smooth and rich as honey.

I giggled in spite of myself, “I’m Jenny by the way.”

“Andi.”

She reached her hand out to shake mine, and I got all flustered for some unknown reason.  Her green eyes were sparkling at me as though they knew a secret, and when I went to shake her hand, I lost my mind and dropped the papers again.  Now I looked like a real idiot.  But to make matters even better, we simultaneously bent down to collect them for the second time, and collided foreheads.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry.  Again,” now I am really tripping over my own tongue.

She took one giant step back and threw both hands in the air in mock surrender.

“I had no idea this was a hostile workplace,” she laughed.

I giggled again which only irritated me.  I am not a giggler by any stretch, and yet thirty seconds with this tall chick and I was falling all over myself.

I grabbed up the paperwork and clutched it to my chest.

“I really am sorry,” I blurted out as I turned and ran away from her.  I could feel her eyes following me as I disappeared around a stack of boxes, and I thanked whatever karma gods were watching that I did not trip over them.

I spent the rest of the afternoon holed up in my office pretending to catch up on paperwork.  I buzzed Robert’s office and asked him to come sign the invoices just so I did not run into her again.  Literally.

At five o’clock on the dot, I grabbed my purse and darted for the parking lot.  As I peeled out of my parking space in my slightly ‘antique’ Civic, I heard and felt a thump against my trunk.  I checked the rearview mirror and found an unknown black Jeep touching bumpers with me.  I sighed heavily and stepped out of my car.  When Andi stepped out of the Jeep, I nearly died on the spot.

“So is it me personally?  Or do you just not like brunettes?  Or are you anti-gay?” her lips were smiling but this time her eyes were not.

“Oh God, oh, I’m so sorry,” I babble at her for the third time in about four hours.

She bends down to check our bumpers, and I get a peek down the front of her snug white tank top.

“I don’t think there was any damage, so how about we call it even?” she suggested.

I nod, “Thank you, thank you so much.  I can’t really afford…”

I left my voice trail off, realizing that this poor victim of my clumsiness certainly is not interested in the details of my most recent breakup.

She strolls over to me as though she has all the time in the world.

“But now you have to buy me a beer,” she declares.

“A what?”

“You. Buy. Me. A. Beer.” She annunciates sarcastically.  “You are old enough to do that, right?”

“Yes!” I said emphatically and indignantly.

“Well then, follow me.  I know a place where you can find my favorite kind of beer.”

When I climbed back into my car, I rested my forehead on the steering wheel, wondering what sort of evil I had committed to have been given such a day.  I followed the Jeep out of the parking lot at a safe distance, and we ended up at a bar just a few miles away.

Andi held the door open politely for me (although it might have just been self-defense) and we walked into a dimly lit bar that was scattered with a few people.  When I realized that every single person in the room is female, I flashed back to her questions after the little parking lot bump and my heart stopped for a moment.

****

Andi glanced over at me and grinned at my squirming.

“You okay Gracie?”

I rolled my eyes at her and allowed my annoyance to momentarily overwhelm my nervousness just enough to let me swat her bare upper arm.  She laughed and gestured to a table in a far back corner.  I chose to think of it as protection rather than seclusion.

Andi held up two fingers to the bartender who brought over two frosty brown bottles of some unknown microbrew, and I smiled as I handed the stocky woman a $10 bill and waved her off when she said something about change.

“Just flashing that money all over the place?” Andi grinned at me as she took a long pull on her bottle.

I fingered the label on my bottle as thought I was intently studying this new brand, but I could feel Andi’s gaze burning through the top of my head.

“You really that nervous?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, “A little.”

“We don’t have to stay,” Andi offered politely.

“It’s fine.  Beer is beer, right?” I smiled, but I could feel my lips wavering.

“Right,” she said softly as her eyes started scanning around the room.

We finished our drinks in silence, with her looking everywhere but at me and with me picking at the damaged edge of the wooden table.

“Well, thanks for the beer,” she finally said, startling me out of my cocoon.

“Sure, it was the least I could do.  Sorry about today,” I shrugged as I tried to be nonchalant about seeing the inside of a lesbian bar for the first time.

Andi stood so I followed her lead, and we walked out in single file.

“See you tomorrow,” she waved casually as she climbed into her Jeep.

I slid behind the wheel of the Civic and waited until she was well down the street before I pulled out.  This was going to be very awkward at work now.  And I had no idea why I felt bad for the way things went.

The next few days really were awkward.  I do not know if she was doing it on purpose, but it seemed that every time I walked into the warehouse, I would catch a glimpse of her disappearing behind a stack of boxes or a huge shelving unit.  I just ignored it and tried to pretend it was just coincidence, but I really did not believe that.

Come Friday night, I thought I had made it through the week without further damaging our new employee or her belongings.  As I shut down my computer for the weekend, I looked around to make sure the office was clean enough for Monday morning.  I shouldered my purse and let out a yelp when I saw her silently standing in my doorway.

“You scared me!”

“Self-defense,” she grinned.

I rolled my eyes and fought the urge to swat her arm again.  I could still feel her warm skin under my fingers if I let my mind wander back.

“Everyone gone?” I asked.

“Why?  You gonna run me down again and don’t want witnesses?”

“C’mon, I said I was sorry.  And you said there was no damage.”

Andi laughed, “Yeah, I know, sorry.  And yes, everyone is gone.”

I suddenly felt very trapped and self-conscious with her barring my exit.  I shuffled my feet and leaned my ass against the corner my desk.  Andi walked slowly towards me, and I knew that making any sort of exit was going to look very bad now.  She stopped with her long legs standing on either side of mine, distinctly trapping me in place.

“Jenny?” she asked quietly, “Do I make you nervous?”

I nodded mutely.

“Why?  Do you not like gays?”

“N-N-no, it’s not that…” I stuttered, not even sure where to look.

“Then what is it?” she asked quietly.

I shrugged one shoulder, “I don’t know.”

She leaned slightly back and crossed her arms over her chest.  The white tank top accentuated her smooth golden tan and for the first time, I noticed the edges of a black tattoo peeking out from one of the straps.

“What do you think when you look at me?” she asked, startling me with a ‘pop quiz.'

“I-I don’t know, I don’t really know you.”

She shook her head, “I didn’t ask that.  What do you think when you look at me?”

I dragged my eyes away from the curious tattoo and finally looked her square in the eyes.  She was rattling me something awful, and I had no idea why.

“I don’t know.  You just make me nervous.”

Andi nodded, “I see.  Wonder why…”

I shrugged again, and looked away from her green eyes as they grew clouded with emotions that I did not recognize.  Suddenly she leaned forward and rested both palms on the desk next to my hips.  Now our faces were just inches apart, and I could see a faint scar above one eyebrow.  Her skin was smooth golden honey and looked like it would be warm to the touch.  Her green eyes were still swirling with questions and answers that I did not understand.  With her eyes still open and staring into mine, she closed the last few inches and faintly met my lips with hers.

I just sat there and blinked at her with our mouths pressed together chastely.  I felt her lips part slightly, and when her tongue tickled my lower lip, I squirmed.  She broke the lip touch and leaned to my ear.

“Do you want to know why you’re nervous?”

Her warm breath tickled my skin and I shivered.  She exhaled lightly against my neck, and I felt the goosebumps erupt down my arm.

“I think your body knows more about what you want than you do…” she spoke softly, and her voice trailed off into an expectant nothing.

I turned to look at her and this time the kiss was neither faint nor chaste.

****

It’s not that I have what you would call sexual hang-ups or anything, but I had no experience with another woman, only failed relationships with guys.  But when Andi’s mouth pressed against mine with a new kind of urgency, I was nervous to respond.  I didn’t know what to do or expect.

Her tongue teased at the crease of my closed lips, and I felt my body stiffen.  Her warm hands gripped mine, and it was surprisingly soothing.  She released my hands and swiftly lifted me so that I was sitting on the edge of my desk.  My legs naturally parted around her slender hips, and she seized the opportunity to wrap her arms around my waist.

I gasped as I felt her body against mine and when my lips parted, her tongue snuck in.  She tasted of sweetened coffee and spearmint, and her tongue felt good as it danced with mine.  My hands were still gripping the desk firmly as she held me tightly against her body.  I was not participating yet, but I was not pulling away.

Andi broke the kiss with a huff, “Are you really that uninterested?”

“I-It’s not that, I-I just…” my voice waivered as it trailed off.

“Have you ever been with a woman?” she asked softly.

I shook my head as my cheeks turned pink.

Her face softened into a smile, “Well the first step is to release the desk from its death grip.”

I looked down at my hands and giggled as my fingers slowly pried themselves off.  She carefully took my hands and placed them on her own waist.  Her body was muscled but still soft, very different from touching a man.  And my cheeks flushed again when I realized I liked how she felt.  Andi was studying my face and chuckled when she saw my discovery.

“See? Not so bad, right?”

I shook my head and slowly slid my hands around her waist until they met in the back.  Her tummy was pressed against the center of my body, and I fought the urge to squirm.  I wanted to touch more of her, but I was worried she would misread my wriggling.  Instead, I turned my face back up to hers and pulled her closer.

Andi leaned in and kissed me again, with the same urgency as the second one.  This time, I was better prepared for it, and succumbed to the fact that I liked it.

Her lips were soft despite the need I sensed yet her tongue demanded entrance again.  I yielded, letting hers dance against the smooth surface of my teeth and the twisting motions of my own tongue.

I was so focused on her mouth that I did not notice her hands moving down until they had snuck inside the hem of my loose tee shirt.  Her fingertips tickled my tummy, and I giggled against her mouth.

“Ticklish?” she whispered against my neck.

I nodded, and she wriggled her fingers against my tummy again, eliciting more giggles from me.

“What about now?”

Her teeth nipped the side of my throat as her fingernails lightly ran down my lower back, dipping just inside the waistband of my baggy jeans.  I shook my head no, feeling strangely turned on by her touch.  I was worried about liking it too much as my mind began to wonder about what else she had in mind.

Her mouth trailed from my throat to my neck and then my ear.  She kissed and sucked and nibbled and licked at the sensitive area just behind my ear until I was squirming for real.  The harder she pressed her tongue against my skin, the more I wanted.  Suddenly, in one of those flashbulb moments, I realized what she was previewing.  Instead of shrinking away from the thought, my body reacted to the idea by surging damp heat towards my pussy.  In my surprise and desire for her, I dug my nails into her back.  She sunk her teeth into the top of my shoulder roughly and I felt another surge of wet heat.

“Andi,” I whispered softly, letting my hands slide up her back to hold her tightly against myself.

“Jenny,” she replied, “are you sure about this?”

I nodded, “More.  Please.”

I arched into her as she raked her nails up my back and took my tee shirt with them.  She tossed the shirt to the floor and exhaled appreciatively when my full D-cups bounced into her view.

“Good God, where have you been hiding these?” she grinned hungrily.

I giggled and shrugged, “Under here I guess.”

She buried her face between them, letting my warm, soft flesh surround her.  Her adept fingers made quick work of my bra clasp, and I felt it release as my tits fell out of their bonds.  I looked down at the top of her head and was surprised to see that my nipples were taut pink rosebuds.  They usually weren’t responsive but without even touching them, she had made them ache for attention.

Her mouth closed around one while her fingertips grasped the other, and I moaned against her silky hair.  Her tongue flickered quickly over the tiny peak and again I flashed to what else she was implying.  I pulled her head against me as she pinched the other tightly.  I had never really been big on receiving oral, but suddenly my head was filled with thoughts of what she would do to the rest of my body if just my nipples strained for her touch.

With both hands still teasing and tormenting my aching nipples, she slowly kissed her way down my tummy.  I lay back as she moved until I was lying flat against the desk and her tongue was teasing just inside my waistband.

She finally released my tits but paused with her hands on the button of my jeans.

“Jenny?  Tell me no now if you want, but I beg you not to stop me if you let me continue.”

I ran my hand through her feathery brown hair, “Kiss me first.”

She obliged quickly, nearly lying on top of me as her mouth assaulted mine, teeth nipping and tongue making promises I only prayed she could keep.  When she pulled away, I realized that her hands had been busy too, and my jeans lay open between us.  She grinned when she saw the tiny peek of white lace.

Her mouth made a slow, tortuous journey down my neck, through the valley of my tits and down past my belly button to stop just at the top of the triangle of my G-string.  She swiped the tip of her tongue under the lace, eliciting a pained groan as she teased me.

I’m not sure what happened but something sparked in her, and she became urgently needy.  She tugged my jeans off and to the floor until I was wearing nothing but my tiny white lace G-string.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” she breathed, running her hands over my tits, down my smooth flat tummy, and over the swell of my hips.

She exhaled warmly at the damp spot on my panties, and I felt the flush of embarrassment that my arousal had been discovered.  My embarrassment dissolved into desire as she kissed her way up my inner thigh, slowly inching towards my anxious pussy.  She blew cool air against the wet spot and then slowly made her way down the other thigh.  By this time I was squirming and silently pleading with her and it was not from nervousness.  She kissed her way back up the delicate skin of my inner thigh and paused right above the core of my need.

“Tell me what you want,” she whispered softly.

“Oh, oh, please,” I urged her.

“Tell me,” she instructed again, kissing the tiny scrap of lace that separated her mouth from my pussy.

“There, oh, there, oh please,” I begged again.

She rubbed against me with her mouth, the lacy barrier driving me insane.  I wasn’t even aware that my hands were moving until I felt her hair twisted in my fingers.  She looked up from between my thighs with a delicious grin on her face.  She yanked my panties down so fast, it left a burning sensation on my skin.

When I felt her breath moving across my smooth wet flesh, I gasped and writhed on my desk.  And just to torment me further, she pressed my legs further apart and ran her tongue up and down my inner thighs.  Up and down, back and forth, each time inching closer to where I yearned to feel her.

“Ohhh,” I finally exhaled, longing to pull her against me.

She pressed her lips lightly against the closed lips of my pussy, kissing delicately around the sensitive flesh.  I felt her fingers firm against me as she held open my slippery folds and when her tongue finally found the aching source of my need, I bucked so hard I worried that I kicked her.

She swiped the tip of her tongue once across my stiff little clit and then slid down to bury it inside me.

“Oh God,” I moaned loudly, “please…”

When she returned to my clit, she was done with teasing my poor denied pussy.  She drew fast tight little circles over the swollen nub, urging me closer and closer to the edge.  As my body trembled with need, she caught my clit between her lips and flicked her stiffened tongue over the taut surface until I burst.  The sensations were almost overwhelming.  I wanted to push her away and pull her in at the same time.  I arched my back and buried my nails into her scalp, holding her against my pussy until the last shudder was wrenched from my body.

I finally fell back against the desk, panting for breath.  I had never cum from oral before, and I could hardly believe the intensity.  Thinking she would move up to hold me until the aftershocks wore off, I reached for her but instead she dodged my hands and returned her tongue to my overly sensitive flesh.

The quick little flicks were so intense, I tried to squirm away, but she held me fast in place, digging her fingers into my hips.  Just when it got to be right on the edge of painful, I was shocked when I fell into the abyss again.  I came even harder the second time, writhing and squirming on the desk and calling her name into the warm air around us.

When I faded back into reality, I realized that she was lying stretched out next to me on the desk, her fingers lightly stroking my skin.

“Holy hell,” I breathe softly.

She chuckles in response, “I knew you had another one in you.  I suspect there are even more looking for an escape.”

Her fingers dip down between my thighs, and I squirm at the thought of yet another one.

“But what about you?” I asked hesitantly.

“Don’t you worry about me,” she replied calmly.

“How do I please you?” I wanted to return the gift.

Andi propped herself up on her elbow and studied my face, “Pleasing you pleases me.”

“Andi, I want to return it, I want to.”

She slowly unfastens the button of her jeans and slides the zipper down.  I can see the waistband of her cotton panties hugging her chiseled stomach.  She took my hand gently and held it against her lower tummy.

Her skin was warm under my fingers, and I run them back and forth to feel the cuts of her abs.  Her stomach quivered under my touch, and I was emboldened to slide my hand inside the cotton briefs.

The heat radiated out from her pussy, and I could feel her smooth skin getting wetter as I inched southward.  I had no idea how to touch another woman, but I knew how to touch myself so I started with that thought.

She was shaven smooth like me, and so slippery under my fingertips.  Her breath caught in her throat as my fingers grazed underneath, along the outside of her pussy.

“You really don’t have to,” she whispered, her voice shaky with need.

“I want to, Andi,” I replied softly.

And I really did; I wanted to see the look on her face when I touched her.  I knew how she had made me feel, and I wanted to make her feel the same.

Her pussy was tightly closed, but as I ran my fingers up and down through the wetness, they grew puffy and opened to my touch.  When I slid one finger inside and found her swollen little nub, she gasped.  With every slow stroke against her, I could feel Andi’s pulse and breath quicken.

“Like that?” I whispered in her ear.

She shuddered as my breath tickled her skin, and I ran the tip of my tongue up the side of her neck as my finger dragged slowly across her clit.

“Oh God,” she moaned, clutching at my naked hip with her fingers.

She rolled onto her back on the desk, pulling me with her until I was lying on top of her with my hand still buried in her underwear.  Through her snug white tank top, I could see the impressions of her stiff nipples.  My fingertip settled on her throbbing clit as my teeth gently closed around one nipple.  As I rubbed tight fast circles, just like I like, I flicked my tongue hard against her tight nipple.

Her hands dug into my hips as she thrust up against me, and I felt her whole body quake when she came for me.  From my own experience masturbating, I eased off her clit slowly until I was fully stopped and out.  After I withdrew my hand, I stared her straight in the eyes and slowly ran my tongue over the fingers that held her taste.

She groaned low and deep in her chest as I sighed from the sweet taste of her pussy.  I nuzzled against her neck as she enveloped me in her long arms.

****

As it turned out, Andi was just a temporary employee at the warehouse for that week only.  But when I found out this potentially terrible news, I was actually quite excited.  After that Friday night in my office, I knew that I could not work around her and maintain my composure.  Instead, she found another more permanent position, and I discovered all kinds of new positions as her girlfriend.

I’m not saying I would never date a man again, but for now, I am quite content and quite satisfied as Andi’s girlfriend.  I was much less nervous the second time she took me to that bar.

And when I finally did learn how to please her with my tongue, I discovered that she had been right.  My body wanted something that my mind just didn’t know about.


9. Claire Plays Truth or Dare: MFM Double Penetration Threesome at a College Party by Sofia Miller

I had only ever been with one man when I went off to an all girl’s school for college.  John may not have been much, but he was a sweet boy--that is, until he left me unexpectedly, claiming a need to explore.  As though I hadn’t been aching for him to explore me more deeply the whole time we were together!  I tried to hide my hurt by throwing myself in my books, but when my roommate insisted I accompany her to a co-ed party nearby, I figured it was worth a try to put myself back out there.  I never anticipated just how far out there I’d put myself--but then, I hadn’t met Sean and Eric, two handsome, athletic boys who seemed to have a knack for making me admit my every filthy fantasy, and a better knack for making my fantasies come true!

“Do you want to go to this party with me in Boston?” my roommate, Sarah, asked me.  “There’s gonna be a lot of guys there!” she said with a smile.

It was our second year at Smith College.  I relished being surrounded by so many smart women and fostering that sense of sisterhood.  Besides, I had still been dating my high school boyfriend, John, who lived nearby and went to Amherst, so if I wanted male company, he was there for me.  Or he was until three months ago.  He had announced he wanted to “See what was out there.”  He was transferring schools, going across the country, and leaving me behind in the process.  The past few months I’d buried myself in my school work, and had tried to readjust to a world without men.  But I was starting to get a little antsy.  I was terrified of the proposition of going to a co-ed party and putting myself out there again.  My boyfriend and I had been together so long, I barely even knew how to flirt.  But my roommate had been on me to go out and rejoin the living, and she was right.  So I screwed up my courage, put on my cutest dress that showed off my long legs, and we jumped in her car to a party where I knew nobody.  It’s a good thing, I told myself.  I can be anyone I want to be with these people.

“Someone’s hoping to get lucky tonight,” Sarah said, letting her hand trail up my thigh, playfully, as she drove like a bat out of hell down the highway.  I closed my legs self consciously.  Sarah called herself a “LUG,” or “Lesbian Until Graduation.”  She would hit on anyone in the vicinity, and going to Smith, that meant ladies.  But mostly she was just perpetually horny, and I knew she was going to be bringing her A-Game to snag an honest-to-god cock tonight.  I, on the other hand, was always a bit prudish on the subject of sex.  She was always trying to get me to tell her the details of sex with John, and I’d just blush and laugh her off.

“But how is his cock?”  She’d ask, hungrily.  “Is it a fat one?  What about his tongue?  Does he tongue fuck you?’

“Sarah, please!” I’d yell.

“I’m just saying, if he doesn’t, plenty of people would,” she’d say, eyeing me between my legs.  “You don’t even know what you’ve got, do you?”

“I’m trying to study, here,” I’d say, and she’d finally drop it.  Though, I have to admit, I never did.  The truth was, sex with John was nice, and yet it always left me wanting more.  Later, I’d find myself walking down the street, and every man I’d encounter, I would suddenly think to myself, “I wonder what he’d be like in bed…” as I imagined him--any “him” and every “him”--ripping my clothes off and fucking me--really fucking me--before banishing the image from my head, feeling ashamed of mentally cheating on John in this way.  I told myself it was just natural curiosity.  John was the only man I’d ever been with.  Of course I was curious what other men were like.

But it was John who let his curiosity get the better of him first, and I was still reeling.  What if I was unable to hold the attention of other men, as I apparently had been unable to hold John’s?  What if it wasn’t John who was at fault sexually, but me?  What if he was the only man who could ever find me attractive?  I was scared to death.

“Sarah?” I said, as we flew down the highway.

“Yes, Claire?” she said with her traditional smirk.

“Tell me they won’t think I’m ugly.”

“Are you fucking kidding me? Bitch, I will pull this car over right now and finger you if that’s what you need.”

“I wasn’t enough for John…”

“John wasn’t enough for anybody,” she said, lighting a cigarette.  “You were gonna throw him over for someone who could fuck you right eventually, and he damn well knew it.  He beat you to the punch to spare his baby feelings.  You’re a fucking knockout, and if we weren’t trapped on Amazon Island, you would have found yourself a real man ages ago.  You’ll see tonight. I’ll be your wing woman, but I don’t think you’ll need it.  Fuck!” She dropped her cigarette on the crotch of her dress and desperately tried to put it out, swerving to avoid a car as she did.

“I mean...I’m not trying to go to bed with anybody,” I said, white knuckling the armrest as she regained her control of the car.  “I just...it would be nice to meet someone.”

Sarah laughed, “I think you’ll change your mind when you see who’s at the party.”

“Why?  Who’s gonna be at the party?”

“The Harvard rowing team,” she laughed.

“Jesus…”

“You don’t have to be a good girl all of the time, Claire.  You’re allowed to have fun.  Men are like calories.  It doesn’t count if you consume them when you’re out of town.”

“That’s not true.  And Boston is hardly out of town.”

“Pretend it’s true.  You’ll have a better time,” she said with a wink as she accelerated and we went sailing towards our destination.

We found ourself at an enormous, historic mansion.  People were standing around a keg in the front yard, as still more people spilled out onto the porch and upstairs balcony.  It was hard just to make our way inside, but once we were there, I could see what she meant.  The men here were all athletic, handsome, and full of machismo as they played beer pong and told loud stories.  I was intimidated, annoyed and aroused all at once by the scene.  I wondered if there was anybody here I could actually relate to.  I wondered if there was anyone here who would even notice me.

“Jordan!” squealed Sarah when she saw a man she knew.  He came over and hugged her, picking her up and whirling her around as he did so.

“Oh, you brought a friend, I see,” he said, smiling down at me.

“This is Claire,” she said.  “She’s the one I was telling you about.  Gorgeous, smart, needs to get fucked by someone with a giant cock, like yesterday.”

“Sarah!” I cried.  “I don’t know why she says things like that!” I said to Jordan.  “I just came to have fun.”

“Sarah likes to project her needs onto others,” he said, laughing.  “We’ll make sure you have fun.  Let me introduce you to some people.”  And with that, he took me by the hand and led me away from Sarah.  I turned back and she waved at me mischievously, smiling.  She was sending me off into the unknown without a safety net.

He led me down a long hallway, couples making out drunkenly all around us.  He opened up a bedroom door with a key, and I started to get nervous.  Was he expecting me just to jump into bed with him?  Where was he taking me?

“This is the only room you want to be in, I promise you,” he said, turning the handle.  Once inside, I realized I was at a poker game going on.

“Close the door,” a dark and brooding man said from the card table, keeping his eyes on his cards.  “I want to keep the riff-raff out.”

His hair was dark and thick, his heavy stubble made it seem as though he’d been playing this game for weeks.  His large hands dwarfed the cards he held.  His dark blue eyes stared into his hand, searching for meaning.

“This is Claire,” Jordan said.

The dark man looked up, and his cold eyes softened a bit when they fell on me.

“Did you want in on the next hand?” he said.

“Oh, I didn’t really bring any money.  But I’ll watch,” I said.

“Sit down,” he smiled.  “We can work something out.”  He pulled out the chair next to him, and I sat in it.  At the crowded table, I found myself dangerously close to him, and could feel the heat coming off of his body as his leg touched mine.  He didn’t move it, and my heart began to pound.

“I’m not entirely sure of the rules,” I said.

“It doesn’t matter.  New game,” he said, shuffling the cards.

“I’m Sean,” said the man to my right.  He was a big, fair-haired, football type.  “And that’s Eric,” he said gesturing to the dark and brooding man.

“We’re going on a beer run,” Jordan announced, throwing on his jacket.  “You need anything?”

“I think we’ve got everything we need,” Eric smiled at me, making me avert my eyes self consciously.  The room cleared out and Sean, Eric and I found ourselves alone.

“Looks like it will just be the three of us,” Sean said.  “Deal ‘em!”

“Since we’re not playing for money, we’re going to play truth or dare poker,” said Eric, dealing us each five cards.

“God, I haven’t played Truth or Dare since middle school,” I said, laughing.

“You have a truth, and you have a dare to start with,” he explained.  “You use these to bet.”

“This is going to get complicated,” I laughed.

“Hardly,” Sean said, putting his hand on mine and giving it a squeeze.  “It will be fun.”

“So I may open up with betting one truth.  You all see my truth.  But maybe you raise me a dare.”  Eric was looking me in the eyes as he explained, and I had a hard time listening to what he was saying.  Instead, I could only hear my own breath going in and out, as I tried to steady myself.  He was an intimidating figure--I wanted so badly to see him without this air of control he had.  I wanted to see him sweating, moaning, his eyes closing in rapture.  “If you lose the hand, you have to take the truths and dares you bet.  Make sense?”

“Sort of…” I said.  God, I was looking stupid. This surely wasn’t complicated, but how could I concentrate?

“You’ll get the hang of it,” Sean said in my ear.  He was such a contrast to Eric--muscular but round and jovial.  He was the kind of man you wanted to carry you around, throwing you over his shoulder fireman style.  If you curled up on his lap, he’d probably bounce you on his knee, joyfully and pat your bottom.  His presence was carefree and happy, and put me at ease.  “Let’s do a round, let you get the hang of it.”

I had a pair of sevens, but nothing else.  Eric bet a truth, Sean bet a truth, and so I did the same thing, though I knew I should have folded.  When we showed our cards, Eric was the winner with a full house.

“So I get to ask you guys each a truth, and I also have two more truths to bet with next time,” he explained.  “I’ll start with Sean.”  The two faced each other conspiratorially.  “I’ll do an easy one to start with.  “Sean, do you think Claire is attractive?”

Sean grinned wide and it made me laugh.  “If we’re really going to be truthful, I got hard as soon as she walked in the room,” he said.

“You did not!” I laughed.

“Please, in that dress?” he said.  “I think I can make out the outline of your nipples.  I can see they’re a little bit puffy, aren’t they?”

“Oh my goodness…” I said, my face turning red.  It was a cream colored dress, the fabric was thin, and it was strappy so I hadn’t worn a bra, but I never intended to look that naked.  My pink puffies made me a bit self-conscious, anyway.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” he said, putting his hand on my back, warming me with a soothing stroke.  “It’s beautiful.”

“Now it’s your turn, Claire,” Eric smiled sinisterly.  “Claire, what have you always wanted to do in bed that you’ve never done?”

“Oh, my goodness,” I said again, blushing.  His voice was so commanding, and I didn’t want to puss out, but I was already getting flustered by all of the attention.  “I guess...I guess I kind of like the idea of...oh, I can’t say it!”

“Nobody’s judging anyone here,” Sean said, his hand still stroking my back.

“I guess...I’ve always kind of liked the idea of being watched,” I said, putting my hands on my face, embarrassed.

“That’s a classic,” Eric said.  He looked me up and down and his eyes couldn’t be more probing if they were hands.  “I can understand why you’d want to show off.”

His words send warm waves through my body.  My shoulder strap fell down, and I didn’t correct it, wanting to encourage his gaze.  I knew I was asking for trouble, but I’d never experienced this before.  John had always felt awkward flirting with me.  He never made me feel like this.

Eric started dealing again and Sean moved his hand down to the small my back, letting it rest just above my ass.  I was warm all over, and nervous at what the next hand would bring.

“Dares are worth two truths,” said Eric.  “I’ll put in two truths.”

“Well, since dare is all that’s left for me, I’ll put in a dare,” Sean said.

“I’m in,” I said.  I had three jacks.  But when we turned our cards over, Eric won again with three aces.

“I think you’re cheating!” Sean said.

“I’m just that good,” Eric said.  “So, a dare for each of you…” he mused.  “Both of you, show the room the body part you’re most proud of.”

Sean smiled.  He stood up and began pulling off his shirt, revealing a toned, thick, broad chest.  Curly, dark red hair sprouted up across the expanse of him, and I wanted to run my hands through it.

“You’re going to have a harder time picking a favorite, I bet,” Sean said.

“This is...this is silly…” I laughed.  “I can’t do this.”  My head was swimming.  Could I really go showing two virtual strangers my body?  I could bring things to a halt right now, I realized.  I could get up and leave.  And yet, I stayed right where I was.

“You’re very nearly doing it already,” Eric said, his finger trailing the neckline of my dress, which had now fallen down so low on my cleavage, he was grazing a bit of my pink areola.  He looked me in the eyes as his finger lingered there.  My breath was beginning to quicken.  I said nothing--couldn’t say anything.  I couldn’t possibly tell him to keep going.  I couldn’t tell him to stop.  And so he acted on his own, gently pulling my dress down until my long, hard nipple was pointing right at him.  He stared at my breasts and smiled, pulling my other strap down and letting my dress fall down to my waist.  His thick fingers gently, gently, tugged on my hard nipple, stretching it, and I sighed.  “This is your favorite part?” he said, eyebrow cocked.  “Why is that?  Is it because it’s so responsive?  Or do you just like looking at your breasts in the mirror because they’re so gorgeous?”  He gave it a twist, and it shot a shockwave directly to my clitoris.  Sean came up on my other side and bent down.  He teased my other nipple with just the tip of his tongue.

“Look at how quickly it stiffens,” he said.  “You’re body is electric…”  He took my nipple in his mouth and sucked it hard, releasing it with a loud pop! That sent shockwaves through my body.   “But I bet you’re even more responsive somewhere else.  I don’t think this is your favorite part.”  He lifted up my skirt, revealing a nude colored thong that had ridden up between my pussy lips, and was clinging to the sopping wet runway that lay between them.  He tugged on my panties, pressing the fabric into my clitoris.  “I think this is the part you want us to see.”  He pulled the panties to the side and spread me open with his fingers.  My clit was so hard it was straining towards him, and he instinctively leaned down and kissed it wetly, sucking on it hard and releasing it with the same loud pop he’d performed on my hard puffy.  Then, mimicking my earlier fantasy of him, he started patting my pussy gently, spanking my clitty, each pat gentle but firm enough to make me want to feel him slamming into me.  I looked at Eric, who was watching the scene calmly, but with intent eyes.  I liked him watching my face turn red and screw up with desire as Sean teased my clit mercilessly.

“Look at this sloppy, gushing pussy,” Sean said gleefully.  “You are so much fun to tease.”

Hearing him talk about my pussy so crudely made me clench hard with desire.  Nobody had ever talked to me like that before.  Sure, they told me I was beautiful.  But his words were coarse and dirty and what I’d been longing for.

“I’m gonna cut you a deal,” Eric said, watching me buck under Sean’s hands.  “You only have to endure one more truth and one more dare.”

“Mmmm-hmmm…” was all I could manage to say.

“Truth:  I want you to describe to us every nasty fucking thing you want us to do to you.”

At this command to me, Sean started burying his face between my legs, and I felt his hot, strong tongue slide into me.  I’d never had anyone lick me down there before, and low moans started pouring out of me as my whole body began vibrating.  I couldn’t even think in words--didn’t know how to describe eloquently what I so desperately wanted.  Eric grabbed hold of my nipple and squeezed hard.  “Tell me…” he commanded.

“God, I want you to fuck my tits…” I moaned, surprising myself.  “Squeeze my puffies and...oh, God..I want to feel your cock.  Please!”  And suddenly I was being lifted up by Sean.  He placed me on his lap, my back to him.  He hitched up my skirt, grabbed hold of the lace thong, and with one movement ripped the lace open, giving him full access to my pussy.  I leaned back on his hard chest as his hands moved between my legs.  Before me, Eric was undressing, slowly, watching me get worked into a frenzy by Sean’s skilled fingers, which pressed into my clit as he diddled me mercilessly, intermittently spanking me.  I watched Eric strip down to his boxer briefs, a massive erection stretching the fabric, before he pulled them down, unleashing a cock that was almost fantastical in its size and girth.  He walked towards me and I leaned towards his massive dick, which was coming for my mouth.

“Get it good and wet,” he said, grabbing me by the hair as he guided himself into my watering mouth.  He managed to get all the way down my gagging, sputtering throat before withdrawing sharply and placing his fat one between my shaking tits.  He squeezed them together and began to jerk himself off with them, roughly, moaning as his fat head hit my chin with each thrust.  I was so focused on the feeling of his rigid rod between my tits, now aching under the pressure of his hands, and the intense look on his face as he watched himself thrusting, I didn’t even notice the way Sean’s hands were spreading my legs wider, searching further down, until he was toying with the rim of my virginal asshole.  With one hand, he thrust a finger into my open, pulsating pussy.  With the other, he thrust a finger into my other, tighter hole. And when he did, I cried out with pure sensation.  I felt his fingers press into me from both sides, and I began to squirm hard on him.  I was bucking with so much abandon, Eric was forced to relinquish my breasts, so he settled for sliding back into my moaning mouth.

“You are a dirty little slut, aren’t you?” Eric said.  Something no one had ever accused me of before, and I relished my new role, my mouth open wide, fighting to devour his cock even as my body was convulsing.  “Say it--say what you want.” He said.

After so many years of being treated with kid gloves, the truth was I knew exactly what I wanted.  I wanted to be brimming with cock.  I wanted them to fill me up and destroy me.  I wanted them to want my body so much, they would bury themselves in it, rip it open and take it as theirs.  I knew what I wanted.  What I didn’t know was how to say it.

And so instead, my hands started pawing frantically at Sean’s hard cock through his jeans, between my legs as I sucked on Eric.  I could feel his cock surging even through his jeans.

“Oh, what a good little slut you are,” Sean said, patting my pussy encouragingly.  “You want my cock, sweetheart?”

“Please--please, can I have your cock?” I asked plaintively.  He kissed up my neck, to my ear, and I felt his hot breath fill me.

“You can have anything you want, baby,” he said.  “Stand up for me.”  He was such a reassuring presence.  Eric’s cock was overpowering, but Sean made me feel like a spoiled little girl the way he talked to me.  I knew he’d take care of me and give me whatever I needed.  He gently lifted me up, and my mouth left Eric’s monster dick as I stood up.  I waited with baited breath as I watched him unzip his pants, pulling them down, boxers with them, to unveil a thick, fat cock with two taught, bulging balls propping it up as it pointed right at me.  “Come sit on my lap, baby,” he said, sitting back down and reaching out to me.

I straddled him on the chair, facing him this time, and he took one of my tits in his mouth and sucked sweetly on it as I tried to stuff his wide member inside of me.  Once his smooth, round head was past my opening, he slid in easily as I sat all the way down, feeling his balls pressing into my ass.  They were so full, all I wanted was to feel what was inside shooting through me, to relieve him of this terrible pressure.  And so I began instinctively to buck and writhe on him as he moaned beneath me, into my breasts as I leaned forward and let him bury his face in cleavage.  His fingers dug into the flesh of my ass and he began slamming up into me, faster and faster, until I bore down hard on him, my legs wrapped around him, leaning forward, wanting to feel the full length of him in my sopping, teeming pussy.

We were still for a moment as we felt each other--still enough for Eric to come up from behind me and begin slapping my ass hard as my pussy contracted on Sean’s powerful cock. Then all at once he pulled my hair, bringing my head back to his, and whispered in my ear.  “You never did tell me what you want.  And I’m not going to give it to you until you say it.”

“I want you to fuck me,” I said, but it wasn’t enough.  He pulled my hair harder and reached around to grab my nipple, meanly.

“It’s okay, honey,” Sean said, rubbing my throbbing clitty.  “Tell him what you want.”

“I want…” I started.  “God...I want you to tear into my ass, please--please!”  I was desperate now, and Sean hugged me to him sweetly as he slowly thrust into me.  I laid on his shoulder, my ass pointed at Eric as Sean soothed me with strong rod.  “I just want to be filled up.  I don’t want...I don’t want…please, don’t make me be good any more!  Just fuck me, just fuck me!”

Sean’s hands reached around to my ass and spread it open for Eric, who surprised me by bending down and licking it sweetly.  But it only made it sting the more when he began spanking me between my cheeks, interspersing his strikes with his finger digging into me, knuckle deep, and then withdrawing as quickly as they came.

“You need it badly, don’t you?” Eric said.  “You’re nothing but filthy fucking slut, aren’t you?”  He spanked my cheek hard, but his fingers held on.  And then all at once I felt the full strength of his cock burrowing into my tight hole--too tight to take him with ease.  It was so painful as I ripped open to receive him, I didn’t know if I could bear it, but Sean soothed my pain by kissing my neck all over, then sucking sweetly on my breasts, filling me with warmth, until finally the endless length of Eric was inside of me.  He held it there for just a moment, and let a hand trail tenderly down my spine, causing it to arch.  And that’s when he began slamming into me.

“Does it feel good?” Sean moaned.  “You like your cute little ass filled up with Eric?”  All I could do was squeeze his cock in response, causing him to let out a roar.  Did it feel good?  I remembered John and his tepid hands, his careful thrusts.  Now my body was filled with so much sensation I worried I would lose all control.  I only wished I had more.

“Are you gonna cum on my face?” I begged Sean.  “Please?  I want you to cover me.  I want him to...ah!...to fill me up…” I could barely speak between my ragged breaths.  He took my tit in his mouth again and bit it teasingly.

“Of course, darling,” he said with a smile as Eric put his strong arm around my neck, cradling my throat in the crook of his arm as he dug deep into me.  “I’ll cover you with my cum.  Good girl.  You’re taking him like such a good girl.  I love seeing you filled up like this.”  I grabbed Sean’s thick blonde hair and pulled his head back, looking in his eyes as I could feel Eric vibrating within me.  I wanted him to see my face.  I wanted him to see the moment of impact--the moment I was completely defiled.  I wanted a witness to my transformation.

When I felt the thick, viscous fluid shooting into me, I knew that was it for me.  I felt myself slide from Sean as I backed up hard into Eric, who was holding me now around the waist, filling me with his flood.  I was spastic and out of control as I pitched forward, only to be greeted with a hot stream from Sean spraying across my cheek, my forehead, my lips as he moaned, “Oh, you should see yourself.  You are so fucking gorgeous….”  As Eric’s was beginning to slow down with his stream, his nails dragged down my back, harshly.

“You’re a filthy fucking slut, is what you are,” he said.  “And you fucking love it.  Show me how much you love it.”

My hands grabbed my breast and cunt as I continued to writhe on his softening cock--I was unwilling to let him go, squeezing him with my ass.  But it was only a moment before I felt a thick cream slide out of me, the likes I’d never felt before.  Sean rubbed his cock on my face as cried out and growled animalistically, smearing his cum into my skin with his head.  As Eric withdrew, he dragged two fingers up my cream covered thighs, and smeared my emission on my gaping, pained rim, soothing me.  I fell to the ground, panting and shaking, no control over my muscles whatever.  The two looked down at me smiling as they slid their pants back on.

“So,” said Eric.  “I still have to give you a dare.”

Just then the door began to open, and Sarah came in with Jordan and some others I didn’t recognize, carrying beer and liquor with them.  All stopped at once as they stared at my cum covered body.  I lay on the floor, unable to move, wrecked and peaceful at the degradation I just endured.  I felt their eyes on me, taking me in, shock on their faces, and my hands instinctively went back to my aching pussy, playing in the puddle that laid between my legs.  Sarah’s face broke into a shocked, incredulous smile, one eyebrow cocked.  I smiled back at her.

“I think I have something in mind,” Eric said, as he went to the door and locked it.


10. Michelle Runs Away: My Lover’s Anal Sex Fantasy by Riley Davis

He is supposed to be mine. Charlie promised happiness beyond my wildest dreams. But now that he has put a ring on it, I feel more and more alone. And we never did get to the moment where I might fulfill his fantasy. I take off in the middle of the night, but as soon as he seeks me out, I am ready to give in and see where his mouth… his hands… where every part of him might lead.

“You’re working late? Again?”

It had been this way for far too long. Charlie had endless meetings to prepare for as his firm readied to see the ink dry on the contracts pertaining to the office plaza that would bring in more professionals and more rent than his powers that be could ever dream of. More often than not the deal seemed on the verge of slipping through their fingers, and the bidders’ war meant that he was up before I even turned my head towards his pillow. Days turned into nights. I stayed at home for long hours with dinner growing cold as I tried to sketch and kept glancing at the clock in anticipation of his return. At least in the early going, he entered our apartment, stripped off his jacket and his vest and let me touch him. Sometimes he had me out of my skirt before I could speak his name. Other times his body was too limp with fatigue to do anything but collapse against mine. But it was always something to hold him, to run my palm up his back until my fingers tangled in his dark hair just starting to show a few flecks of gray. The job was killing him. I told myself over and over again that he could leave it at the office when he was with me and my lips dotted his neck until he came inside me with a sharp thrust or simply fell into a deep sleep against my breast. Sometimes we picked at the dinner that I managed to prepare with my admittedly limited cooking skills. Other times we just held one another until the dawn of the next day broke.

But as of late he was still on eleven even when he managed to make his way back to my side.

“Got a breakfast with the boys from corporate,” he said as he barely met my stare and headed for the spare bedroom that we thought might serve as a nursery at some point in the not so distant future. Of course he’d have to at least come to our bed if there was even a chance of that happening and now he tended to fall asleep on the ratty old sofa rather than make his way back to me.

“So why come home at all then?” I challenged with my body bare under the light blue robe with little lavender flowers dotting the trim that used to drive him to the point where he would tear it from my flesh with the force of his teeth. Now I didn’t even get so much as a smile as he turned on his heel and hung his head.

“Are we really going to fight about this?” he asked. “Again?”

“You keeping count?” I asked. “I guess that’s something. We’ve been doing this for the better part of two weeks. When is it going to end?”

“When the deal is done,” he said in a weak and watery voice. The sight and the sound of his promise stirred something in my soul. Was he telling me the truth? I wanted to believe as much when his phone buzzed from the confines of his pocket, and he brushed me aside with a quick wave as he ducked into the spare room to take the call.

Sighing heavily as I listened to him yes his bosses to death, I glanced at a photograph of us on the end table. A testament to better days, Charlie smiled into my eyes without a trace of tension lining his brow. His large hand was on my hip, and the camera had just caught the first blast of a firework booming behind our linked bodies. That was the night when he had asked me to marry him with the promise that the New Year would be the best 365 days that either one of us would ever know. It was the clichéd cherry on top of the most delicious sundae, and he followed his words with deeds. The picture did not capture how we had left the party early and disappeared into our suite for the night. We didn’t stop to sing even one verse of Auld Lang Syne as he unzipped my dress and flipped me to the bed. If I touched my body under the robe, I could still recall the feel of his cock claiming me slowly as his kisses lined my neck and ultimately engulfed my lips as out tongues tangled together.  I would have married him right then and there if we could have found a minister in the mist of the afterglow. Charlie said that he wanted a big show and to see me decked out in lace. His hands were on my ass, and I could feel his desire brewing as he stroked my soft flesh.

It would have to wait. That would be my present to him once we were official.

But now it seemed like that moment was never going to arrive.

“You’re still awake?’ he asked. Charlie’s fingers furiously texted as he moved past me for a file in his abandoned briefcase. He groaned as he bowed down for the folder and started to return to his sanctuary when I bolted up and barred his way.

“Michelle, I don’t have time for games,” he said.

“You don’t have time for anything when it comes to me,” I spat in his face. “Is your work really so fascinating that it trumps this?” My hands quaked as I undid the tie on my robe and let the silk fall to my feet. Here was my body, naked and his for the taking. An audible sigh left his lips, and I took the chance to capture his hand in mine. Charlie’s fingers splayed against my sides, and I started to lean into his hold when he gingerly kissed the tip of my nose and still shook his head.

“Of course not,” he muttered in a thick voice. “And when it’s all said and done I’ll find a way to make it up to you.”

“I don’t want to wait until then,” I said as started to loosen his tie along with the buttons of his dress shirt. The fine hairs on his chest quivered as my lips ministered to his flesh, and my hands were at his belt when his fucking phone buzzed again.

“Leave it,” I moaned as I kissed his cheek and started to slide my tongue in his ear. Charlie swayed in my grasp, and I thought that I had him back despite the third ring when he pushed me away and smoothed his palm across his flushed face.

“I can’t, sweetheart. You understand.” He might have been speaking a foreign language as he turned his back on me and talked of contracts and figures and the victory well in hand. This wasn’t the man who had come to my class and shrugged off an entire day’s worth or work when we had just started dating. I loved his afternoon delights and the promise of more once the sun set. But if I couldn’t count on either one…

“Michelle? What the hell are you doing?”

“So you’re back in the world of the living,” I scoffed as I avoided his eyes and stuffed a few piles of clothes into my suitcase. “Better get back to the sound of your master’s voice. Don’t you have like another call or ten to make?”

His laugher made me cringe, and I kept packing as he circled the bed and sat on the edge. Charlie crossed his long legs, and I could feel his eyes on me when he suddenly reached for my wrist.

“Don’t be like this,” he tried to tease. “You knew what I did when you met me.”

“Only then it didn’t define you,” I said. “Do you really think that I’m just going to wait around until you remember that I’m here?”

“Kind of hard to ignore it when you’re in here making all this noise.” Maybe it was meant as a joke, but I wasn’t having it as I zipped the suitcase up and stepped into my sneakers.

“Let me get out of your hair then,” I said. “Last thing I want to do is distract you.”  I tried to pull away from him when Charlie tightened his grip.

“Don’t,” I said. “Not unless you mean it.” I bit my lip and wanted him to say the right words as he tilted my face to his.

“I mean for you to stay where you’re safe,” he said. “It’s far too late for you to be running around like a crazy person.”

“Excuse me?” I demanded. “Is that the reason you want me to hang close? So you don’t have to worry? What the hell, Charlie?” His eyes were like ice as he lifted my hand to his lips, but instead of a kiss he just breathed around the band on my finger with the single diamond that was supposed to signify his one true vow.

“I’d rather that my fiancée stayed out of trouble,” he said. “Is that really too much to ask?” And maybe it would have sounded sweet if he didn’t start to answer his phone again.

“Stop it!” I shrieked as I swatted the phone way and sent it flying into the wall.

“Are you out of your mind?” he asked. “I needed to take that.”

“And what about me?” I asked. “Or am I just supposed to wait here until you get around to remembering my name?”

“Don’t be such a child,” he sneered. “I have a job to do.” He bent down in search of his phone, and I wrestled him from behind until he towered over me and planted his palms on my shoulders.

“Can you just not?” he said. “I’m so sorry that I can’t service you like a stallion just because you’re bored.” His words struck a fresh chord, and I backed away from him and started to lift up the suitcase again when he ducked past me and blocked my way out.

“I’m sorry,” he started. “I didn’t mean---”

“But I did,” I said as I struggled to keep my tears at bay. “Nice to know how little you really think of me. Here.” Pulling the ring off my finger, I flung the diamond to his feet and slapped his face hard when he tried to stop me.

“For the record? It would have been nice to just matter a little. But at this rate you should just live in your office since that’s where your heart is obviously at.” Taking advantage of his stunned state to make my escape, I snagged the first taxi. Thoughts of phoning my sister flooded my mind, but Charlie had never been her favorite person. The last thing that I needed was a long line of I told you so, and I asked the driver to drop me off at the first available hotel. The man got what had to be the largest tip of his night as I checked in and fell to the unfamiliar bed. Sobbing as I curled my knees towards my chin, I wondered if Charlie had even left the apartment in search of me. The man was probably on to the next call, and I walked on heavy feet towards the tub. The bathwater steamed, and I undressed to lose myself in the suds when there was a light rap on the door.

“Yes?” I asked in a hoarse voice. When the answer from the other side was slow to come, I covered my body in a terrycloth robe courtesy of the hotel. Wondering if I should call for help as thoughts of burglars and men who might think me an easy mark entered my mind, I nearly reached for my phone when there was another knock.

“Michelle? Please open the door.” Not knowing how he had found me let alone made his way to my room, I was still drawn forward by the sound of his voice, and I undid the latch. The door shifted on its hinges to reveal Charlie rumpled and frowning. There was a red mark on his face from my slap, and I started to touch his skin when he plowed forward and kissed me hard.

“Charlie,” I gasped even as my arms found their way around his neck and I pulled him closer. So long without his touch had caused me to forget what it was to feel alive, and we stumbled together back towards the bed. As soon as my head hit the pillow, his lips started to work their way down my shoulders as he furiously tugged at the robe. His kisses ceased for all of a second, and I sighed at the feel of his warm breath just dotting my skin.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered between kisses. “And of course you matter. You’re everything to me.” As sweet as those words were to hear, I was not about to let him getting off so easily.

But the feel of his fingers on my thighs as he untied the robe was more than I could fight. His kiss dipped lower, and I moaned as his tongue circled my naval and he nipped at my middle.

“Love bites might get you everywhere,” I started, my resistance beginning to waver. “We still need to talk about---”

“There are far better uses for your mouth, Michelle.” Charlie shot up quickly and claimed my kiss again. Turnabout was fair play, and I bit down on his tongue

“Christ, Michelle!” he cried out as he took on the look of an injured man. My heart began to soften at the idea that I had actually caused him real harm when he flashed me a playful smirk. “You’re going to pay for that.”

“Oh yeah?” I challenged. And I had missed this, too. The way he bantered and teased and made me feel like I might match his quips. Ready to lay into him with the most cutting remark I could muster, he suddenly slid back down my legs. His teeth were gentle against my clit, but then his tongue hit my folds. He licked a sensitive spot, and I started to moan as he invaded my cunt. As he moved deeper, I was soaked to the skin and wanted to release down his throat when he backed off and just peppered my trembling thighs with tiny, playful kisses.

“Do you think that’s going to make me scream?” I asked in a low voice tinged with more of a pleading tone than I would have liked him to hear.

“If I stop going,” he said as he waggled his eyebrows. “Tell me that we’re okay first.”

“I… I can’t. Not just like that.” He couldn’t just kiss it and make it all better, and my heart pounded wildly when he drifted towards the edge of the bed. Through my bleary, wanting eyes, I watched him shudder, and then he turned on his heel. I wanted to leap forward and pull him back, but I shifted to my side and buried my head in the nearest pillow.

“What if… what if I told you that I’ll take a step back?” he whispered with his back to me. Lifting my head again, I saw his shoulders sag as I crawled through the sheets and grabbed his hand.

“Are you serious?” I asked. Charlie just looked back at me, and his smile was sweet as he laced his fingers around mine.

“I can’t lose you,” he said. “Seeing you walk out like that… running after you… it wasn’t easy to keep up.”

“You made it work,” I remarked.

“And I’ll do it all over again.”

He cupped my chin with one hand and stroked the line of my jaw before he leaned forward to kiss my nose. Maybe it was the longing ache between my legs, but I wanted to believe in every one of his words as I trailed my hand down his chest and slowly undid his buttons and wanted to get it right this time around.

“I didn’t mean to scare you,” I confessed.

“And I hated seeing you sad.” Our eyes locked, and I pressed my brow to his as my kisses fell against the hair on his chest. My hands were at his belt, unlooping the leather. With one caress, I felt his cock growing hard through his slacks. I needed nothing more than a single tug on his zipper, and I licked my lips and longed for a taste. He sucked on my earlobe, his whispers drizzling into my mind.

“How do we get it all back?” he asked.

“You were off to something of a good start,” I answered, and when I winked, Charlie stripped off the rest of his clothes. Returning out bodies to the bed, he spooned me in his embrace and kissed his way down my sides. His fingers made their way inside me, and Charlie pumped to the point where I was sure I would cum with just one look when he abandoned me again but still reached around to cradle my ass.

“I mean it,” he groaned as his cock began its plunge. I gasped and strained forward to kiss his taut arms when he moved quicker. The burning at the base of my core started as a dull flame unfanned for so long. For one moment I felt as if he was finding me for the first time, and I dug my nails into the foreign bed as he swiftly met my moment of climax. Grinding my hips against his throbbing pulse, I savored another quick kiss as he bowed his head. His hands traveled into my hair and tangled with the loose, sweat-soaked strands. Even if a small part of my soul didn’t entirely believe his words, there was no denying his body overwhelming my essence, and when I finally had no choice but to scream, Charlie lowered his ear to my mouth and seemed to drink in my sounds until he fell against my breasts.

“I… God, Charlie,” I started. “Were you always that good?”

“You should know,” he said as he traced tiny circles under my breasts and brought his lips to my nipples with each caress. My body relaxed under his touch, and I felt my eyes start to grown heavy with sleep when he suddenly pulled me up so he could peer into my eyes.

“And know his much, too,” he continued. “I won’t let you go. I’ll make you happy.”

“On your honor?” I teased. Charlie lifted his hand to my cheek, and he quickly swirled my pinkie finger around his and gave a gentle jerk.

“You have my word,” he said. “The job… it doesn’t have to be everything. That’s what you are, Michelle.” Burying my head in the crook of his neck, I listened to his heartbeat and smiled when his hands trickled towards the small of my back. Charlie rubbed a circle right there against my flesh, and again I felt sure that I would fall asleep in his embrace when my mind erupted around a Plan B.

“So are you,” I said on the back of a fresh kiss. “And maybe… maybe I shouldn’t have waited so long to give you your reward.” He tilted his head to one side as a bemused look crossed his face.

“What are you talking about?” he asked. Twisting in his arms until my back was to his front, I rolled my ass against his hips and felt his cock start to spring to life against my legs. I heard his breath hitch as I reached for his cock and captured his shaft in my hand. Pumping slowly, he was harder than I ever known him as I found his gaze and narrowed my eyes.

“We shouldn’t have to wait for our wedding night,” I hummed as I kissed his cheeks and started to sink back to the bed. Charlie eased me back to him so he could kiss my temple as he fondled my sides.

“You… you don’t have to do this, Michelle,” he said.

“Other parts of you are telling me a much different story,” I shot back. My hand was on his cock again, and I felt as if he would burst in my palm when he held back his lust and licked a path from my shoulders to the top of my neck. I eased him toward my ass. My body tensed without wanting to, and he started to burrow his way inside me when there was only his head in my hair as his lips searched for my cheeks.

“Only if you’re sure, Michelle,” he said. I could feel the frown forming across his lips and knew that he would never force me.

“Take me, Charlie,” I whispered. “Show me what it can feel like.” He grunted softly as he pulled his body away from my back. I quivered until he had one hand on my hip, and his other hand grazed my ass. He spread me wide and harmonized with my eager gasps until his cock was more than present.

“Point of no return,” I muttered through my chattering teeth.

“You sure you’re not scared?” he asked with a careful caress. I kissed and suckled two of his fingers in one shot.  Hoping that he felt my nod as I lacked the power to speak, I curved my back and wanted to know more when there was nothing but a light draft against my skin. Was he literally blowing smoke up my ass? Maybe. But his breath was like fire, and I leaned back to find his heat and felt ready to burst. My sharp shriek morphed into a moan, and I begged him to keep going.

“Anything you want, Michelle. Always.”  His tip circled my rim, and a small part of me feared that this would hurt. But Charlie’s slick stride quashed my fears. I had to gasp at the first point of contact, but as he moved deeper I wondered how he could be so long. Had my body been made for just this moment? My flesh enveloped his, and I started to writhe underneath him when Charlie's face was on my back. I wanted his kiss all over my flesh. His lips seemed to fade into the distance.

And there was only his cock.

“Michelle…” He spoke my name slowly, and I lacked the strength to look back as he hit me from the perfect angle. There was no pain as he swirled inside. His shaft shot forward at the beginning… or was it the end… of each smooth circle. I wasn’t keeping track of time when he started to surge. My hips tensed and wanted every inch of his flow, and his vibrations were matched only by my moans. Charlie rocked his hips and kissed my hair. My legs quivered until my ankles wrapped around his, and when he felt spent, I savored the feel of his cock still inside my ass. I relished the small kisses he sent up and down my spine until he nuzzled my neck and spoke softly.

“Was it worth the wait?” he asked.

“You… Charlie…” It was a struggle to speak, but I found his hand and held on as he brushed a few strands of hair from my face and slowly pulled out. The loss nearly brought me to tears, but just as quickly I was in his arms, and I kissed his pecs until I found his eyes again.

“I didn’t know what I was missing,” he said. “I could be with you like this every night.”

“Sounds like a plan, Charlie.” He had never taken me with such force, and I had to wonder if I would ever stand let alone walk again as he pulled the sheets over our linked bodies. Charlie kept touching my face and kissing my hair. There was no pain in the world of his lips, and I saw a pale light starting to fill the room as I snuggled into his chest.

“It’s almost morning,” I murmured. “What are we going to do about that?”

“Sleep in,” he suggested. “Got nowhere else I’d rather be. And we can do lunch when you’re up to it.” The thought filled me with hope, and I dreamt of him taking me over and over again until my mind pictured him leaving the bed and fixing his suit and tie over his frame. How could he leave me now? Was it all about the reward? Now that he thought he had earned it, was he going to go back to work and just expect that I would wait?

“Charlie, where are---?” My voice closed around the question, and I quavered when he was nowhere to be found. Had he played me? Tossing the sheets aside, my mind turned to packing and shutting him out if he ever dared to darken any door of mine ever again. My body was still bare when Charlie was right there in his wrinkled suit with a plastic bag of takeout dangling from his hand.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Where did you run off to?” I tried to make it sound as playful as possible, but he seemed to sense my fear as he lowered the bag to the edge of the bed and took me in his arms.

“Thought we could eat in,” he started. “You looked so sweet in bed. And I don’t want to share you.” Picking through the bag, I found a Styrofoam container of seasoned fries and two turkey avocado wraps. He did pick up on the little things when he had the time and the chance.

“Picnic in bed?” I suggested. “And then a bath. Water has to be cold by now. But if you’re staying…”

Charlie stripped to his skin, and sighed as the mattress dipped and he cuddled closer to my side. He fed me a few fries along with the first bite of the sandwich, and after he licked the crumbs away, I grabbed his face.

“No more fighting,” I said. “I get that your job is important.”

“Michelle, I---”

“But just keep me at the front of your mind,” I continued. “We won’t let it get to this place again and---”

“No. Because as soon as you’re up to it, we’re going down to City Hall and making this thing official.” I blinked fast in an effort to believe his words, and when he nodded so he could kiss me again, I knew that this moment would be different.

“Got all that vacation time locked and loaded,” he continued. “We can go anywhere in the world that you want.” I took a bite of the sandwich and smiled slowly before flashing him a smile.

“Or we can just go home and explore our new favorite pastime?” Charlie smiled at the suggestion, and I was ready for a honeymoon on a familiar shore when he eased me back to my stomach and curled into my side.

“My girl gets Paris or the islands,” he promised. “But that doesn’t mean that we can’t take a few days and have a good time right here on the home front.”

And as we finished our lunch and he helped me to dress, I couldn’t be sure what version of events I wanted most. But…

“Ready to go, bride?” he asked. We shared a kiss, and as we walked into the noon light of the new day, time and place did not matter.

As long as I could be his and never feel alone again.


11. I Crashed Her Party: A Gangbang with Strangers at a House Party by Ellie North

I've always been in a fight with her, ever since she took him from me. And now she had the nerve to leave me out? I wasn't about to take it lying down so I went to crash her party. What I didn't expect was for it to turn sexual, with me at the center of attention. What I expected even less was to enjoy it and make a new friend in the process

“Come on, doubles!” I said, rolling the dice aggressively. I blew into my hands for good luck, and then threw them across the table. One of the dice rolled and landed solidly on a six, while the other twirled and rocked, as if hanging in thin air just to taunt me. Then it landed on a five. I cursed and handed the stranger what I’d bet and left the table with my drink. Maybe I’d have better luck at the slots.

I occasionally came to the casino when time allowed – money wasn’t an issue because I came from a rich family who were very generous with me. Still, I preferred not to squander what I had so I limited my spending. Most days, anyways. Some days, I just decided I wanted to have fun and brought thousands with me. But I made it all back in interest at the end of the month. Being rich had its perks.

Tonight was one of those nights. I was still early at the casino, and my friends were all off playing on other machines, but I had a nice buzz going already, and I decided to go and join them. Luckily, one of them was sitting at the slots waiting for me.

“I knew you’d come here,” she said, flipping her gorgeous black hair over her shoulder. “Why do you bother with dice games, Melissa? You know you’re better at slots and cards.”

I shrugged, sitting next to her and shoving some cash into the slots. I lived for the thrill of not knowing, and the joy you got when you hit the jackpot. I may have self-control, but that didn’t mean I didn’t indulge in my vices at all. Slots and rollercoasters and drinks made with tequila. These were my vices, what my friends called the vice trio.

I used to share my excitement with someone else. He was someone I met in high school, and we’ve been together ever since – until he was stolen by someone else. She just swooped in and decided she wanted him, so she made him doubt me, spread rumors, and generally made people hate me. I was rich, so of course, I could've bribe people to make her look bad. But I didn’t. I wanted to come up with the perfect way to get even.

“By the way, that bitch that will not be named is having a massive house party tonight.”

Joanne was her name, and she was the one who stole my boyfriend. She was a beautiful woman for sure, and she could have any guy she wanted, but why did she have to choose my guy? She had the attitude of someone who honestly thought they could get away with murder, and I really wanted to put her in her place. This bitch couldn’t actually believe she could get away with not inviting the daughter of the richest man in town, right?

“Wow, she has balls,” I said. “Lucky I know where she lives.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to dress up like I’m red carpet ready and crash her pathetic little party.”

My friend smirked at me. “You’re pretty evil, but I love it. Hey, I’m out of a drink.”

She tapped her glass, and I gave her a couple of bills to go and fill up. I spoiled all of my friends, but her especially because she supported me the most. Good friends are hard to come by, so the saying goes, and it was true. No matter how picky I seemed to be with my friends, they all eventually turned on me when Joanne showed up to get a piece of her pie. She’d made extravagant promises to people, and I couldn’t fault them for abandoning me. But this person had not.

Her name was Emilia, and she was my best friend. She also shared my love for tequila. She didn’t like to gamble, but that also could be attributed to the fact she wasn’t rich like I was. Or maybe she just didn’t like that thrill. She was a bookworm, but I liked her company anyways. Sometimes you just wanted to be with someone quiet.

She came back with a full drink and gave me back the change. “Nah, keep it. Use it for more later,” I said. “Are you coming with me to the house party?”

She shook her head. “I have an exam. And for that matter, so do you. Shouldn’t you be studying?”

I was happy she was so concerned for me, but I had passed just fine up until now, so I wasn’t worried. I felt like I was a smart person. “I have a study guide, don’t worry. I’ll study after the party.”

“Okay, just be careful, some of the questions could be tricky.”

I shrugged and finished my drink, and finished playing the slots. I hadn’t won a single round of slots. I wondered if that was an omen of what was to come later, when I crashed her party. I hadn’t had much luck at anything today.

I stood up and went to the bar and ordered another drink. “I swear if she doesn’t feel jealous towards me, and Nathan’s jaw doesn’t drop at how fabulous I look, I will sue the shit out of my clothing designer.”

“I could help you dress?” Emilia chuckled. “Me, the poor person with the horrendous fashion choices.”

“That’s different, you can’t afford it,” I said. “Joanne somehow can afford all that even though her family isn’t rich.”

“It’s called keeping up with the Joneses. Just think of how much debt she must be in.”

It made me feel better to think that she was showing off, but all for nothing. I imagined her and her parents stressing over credit card bills and struggling to make ends meet with all those fancy things in between.

And I would prove to Joanne that all of her efforts to steal my life and ruin my reputation will have been for nothing.

****

The night of the party, I dressed in a sparkly sky blue dress that hugged me in all the right places and got a makeup artist to make sure my eyes looked absolutely stunning. When I looked in the mirror, I saw someone who had fabulous hair with silvery flower clips in her up-do, and green eyes that beckoned. I loved how I looked, and I liked to consider myself a good person. Anyways, who didn’t like to consider themselves well-meaning?

I left my house an hour after the party was supposed to have begun. I would arrive fashionably late, and hopefully, her party wasn’t doing too well, so I would have even more of a reason to crash it besides stealing the attention from her.

In order to further draw the party to myself, I arrived in a stretch limo. As expected, everyone in the front yard turned their eyes to me, and people left her house to see who was here. They hadn’t expected anyone important or special, so of course, they would be curious. I smiled as I left the car and waved to the people watching me. I felt like I was on the red carpet for real. The chauffeur who’d opened my door opened the trunk of the car and removed two kegs of alcohol, and with the help of another, dragged them inside. I couldn’t arrive to such a party empty-handed, now, could I?

With my matching clutch purse I walked inside like I owned her house – and in all technicality, I did. My father was the CEO of the town’s bank. I didn’t like to use it as an excuse to get any special treatment, though. But it was fun to flash around anyways, especially where Joanne was concerned. If she wanted to think she was better than me and act like a bitch, I would show her all the ways that she wasn’t better. This was just the beginning.

“Hey, what the hell are you doing here?” Joanne finally showed up and looked furious. She also looked like she’d gotten her outfit out of a dumpster. Her layers were ripped and atrocious, and even though she wore a cowboy hat, she didn’t get away with looking that way at all. Still, she tried. Her makeup was good, at least. I had to give credit where credit was due.

“I’m just so thankful you threw this party for me, Joanne!” I said, embracing her as if she’d actually done that. “It was so thoughtful of you.”

“What? This party was for me and my friends, not you!” She shoved me away.

I shrugged and opened my clutch purse. I reapplied my lipstick. “Well, still. It was so nice of you to invite me.”

“I didn’t…” Her eyes darkened in realization. “That’s why you’re here? Wow, I didn’t realize you were so petty, Melissa.”

“Petty is not inviting me to the biggest party in town because I’m your boyfriend’s ex, whom you stole by the way.”

I decided to ignore her after that and walked to where my chauffeurs had laid the alcohol kegs. I poured myself a drink and mixed it with the soda in the fridge. With the salt around the rim, it was the perfect drink. Then I began to mingle with the people, introducing myself to the party goers. I enjoyed meeting new people and developed a healthy buzz. I also met some familiar faces, but most of them disappeared when Joanne looked at them funny.

When my old boyfriend showed up to forcibly remove me because Joanne told him to, I felt hurt. He did everything she asked, including that? I still loved him, but was he really worth it if he would do that to me?

“It’s time to go, Melissa,” he said to me.

“No.” I handed him my purse and finished my drink, and then hiked up my dress. I wouldn’t be going without a fight. I was having fun so I decided then that Joanne wouldn’t get the satisfaction of being able to get rid of me.

I stepped up onto her dining table and addressed the party goers as I spoke. “I’d like to thank Joanne for having such a wonderful party and letting me talk to so many good people. Some of you may know me, but I know you know Joanne. She is a good person, but she is also deprived of love. So, to thank her for such a great party, I want all of you to give her some love!”

I raised my empty drink glass, and everyone cheered in response. Joanne was now put on the spot, and she couldn’t have me removed without looking like the villain, so I smiled at her to rub salt in her wound.

“You’re so pretty!” One of the party goers said. The voice was a man with beard stubble and a haze in his eyes. He was probably drunk off of his ass. “I can’t believe Joanne would invite someone like you, she doesn’t like people that are prettier than her!”

Ouch. Even to me, that stung harshly, and I felt bad for Joanne. I looked over at her and saw that her eyes had started to water. I hadn’t intended to make her cry, and I now felt the need to take the spotlight off of her. So in my drunken state, I did the only thing I thought to do. I took off my bra and a bottle cap, and launched the cap at the man’s head using my bra as a slingshot. It hit him in the head and left a small mark. He cried in pain and went down, but I was sure he was exaggerating. I smiled sheepishly at the crowd and then threw my bra into it. The men hooted at me. “Sorry, I guess I’m just not myself right now!”

I hopped off the table and rushed to Joanne, but not before snatching my purse from Nathan. Joanne had wiped her tears and looked smug again. “That was pretty stupid of you, Melissa.”

I scratched my head. “Yeah, I guess I had too much to drink.”

Joanne shrugged. “I’ll let you have your fun. You look dumb enough on your own without me trying to make you look it.”

She walked away with Nathan on her arm, and I felt, for the first time, free from him. I didn’t miss him today. It was liberating, and it made me want to do things that I would normally never do. I was free to do whatever I wanted. Watch TV all day, go out without him, date and have sex with someone else… or multiple people.

I looked around me and realized that one of the guys still had my bra. He was staring at me hungrily, almost as if I’d thrown a bone to a dog without any meat on it. I went up to him and kissed him heavily in a dare to be bold. The men who’d seen it happened cheered and continued to watch. In my drunken state, I didn’t care who was watching, so I became more aggressive. I felt an urge to have sex, there and then. They could pull out a camera and record, and I wouldn’t care.

After a moment of making out, he began to remove my dress, and I heard the hooting of the men watching. Off came my clothes and my boobs were bared to the world, not that I really gave a fuck. I was sexy, and they all knew it.

And of course, these men didn’t stop at my boobs. He took off everything I had on. Then he quickly talked to some of the guys, and they agreed to fill every hole I had, provided I didn’t put up a fight. I didn’t. In fact, the thought of being gangbanged at this party excited me, and I encouraged them. “Well, what are you waiting for then, boys?” I quickly poured myself one more drink before the main event. I couldn’t have my buzz going away prematurely, could I?

They grinned at me, and one of them took me by the arms and threw me onto the couch in the living room. Luckily I’d put my drink down first, and within seconds I had three guys fondling my body with both hands and several more taking their cocks out to jerk off at the sight of me being gangbanged by the others. My tits, my pussy, my mouth, everything was being touched and groped for their own pleasure, and it made me hot to know I could excite so many men, especially all at once.

Seconds later, one of the many men shoved his dick in my face. I eagerly grabbed onto it and sucked it. It was sweaty due to the number of people in the room, but I didn’t care. I just ignored the smell of it, focusing instead on the hands on my body. One of them began to finger me, and I felt a small burning sensation – I hadn’t had enough time to naturally lube up, so he spat on me and did it himself. They were an impatient bunch, weren’t they?

The cock in my mouth withdrew, and another guy took his place. This one was far less sweaty, so I focused on it a little more, hoping to make him cum on my face quickly. I don’t know what it was, but I had the urge to smear semen all over me. Maybe it was the alcohol.

Still, it didn’t take the men long to get me wet and within moments I was being pounded. I wondered if someone was taking a video of it. I wouldn’t mind if so – I could just bribe them to erase it and keep it for myself. People would do anything for a good cash bonus. And besides, even if everyone did see it, so what? It wasn’t like it wouldn’t be enjoyable to people. My parents told me they didn’t care what I did as long as I was safe. So this would be one of those times – at least the men were using condoms.

Either way, it felt really good and instead of thinking more about it I let myself get swept up in the moment. My pussy began to throb with pleasure as the cocks thrust, swapped, and thrust again. The men took turns in fucking me, and I almost forgot I was sucking someone off. I was quickly reminded when the back of my throat was sprayed with hot semen. I swallowed it all even though I had wanted it on my skin, more because I was taken off guard with it than anything else. It didn’t taste too great, but I didn’t mind. I would force the next guy to cum on my face.

Two more stepped up as the other guy disappeared and I sucked one off and jerked off the other. The men lifted me up so a guy could get underneath me, and another climbed on top of me. Both of them slipped inside me one at a time and even though I’d never watched it or fantasized about it, I was being double penetrated. And it was the hottest thing ever.

I heard a lot of moaning as our gangbang session went on, but I wasn’t put off by it. In fact, I was making my own noises on a guy’s cock and it seemed to make it feel better for him. I hoped I would have a warning from either of them before they came on my face. Otherwise, I would spit the semen out, and that wasn’t very graceful. Then again, since when was getting fucked by four guys and swapping between men graceful?

I knew I wouldn’t be having an orgasm tonight because they all were only interested in their own pleasure, but the fact that I was getting fucked by several men was still liberating and made me feel better than I had in months. So in a way, I was still getting what I needed and wanted, and that was better than I could probably say for Nathan. Joanne was probably bad at what she did.

I shook my head and sucked on the two cocks in front of me harder. I couldn’t be thinking about them. I was getting the ride of my life here. And I would enjoy it without any invasions. Hell, even if Joanne and Nathan were watching I betted they wanted to join. But I wouldn’t let them. This was my fantasy, and I was going to enjoy it.

The men inside me swapped again only this time, one of them decided to lube my anus and then slip himself inside that way. I was being double penetrated – but in a way, I hadn’t expected. I’d never done anal before, so it felt strange and a little painful. But I squeezed my eyes shut and took it, because who knew when I’d be able to try it again.

The men in front of me both started jerking themselves off, and I took that as a sign that they were close. Within seconds I had white stuff all over my face, dripping down my cheeks. I was glad it didn’t land anywhere near my mouth. I wiped the semen off and wiped it in the couch. Joanne would never know as long as she wasn’t watching, and I felt smug about it. And even if she was, sperm didn’t come out of fabric you couldn’t just throw in the wash easily. She’d have a hell of a time getting the smell out too.

Another two stepped up to get sucked, but the men underneath and above me forced me into a sitting position. I leaned forward over one of them, and the other squeezed my ass cheeks as they both prodded my holes teasingly, and then thrust into me. Girl on top was something I was used to doing, but I’d never had two men doing it to me. I felt thrilled and exhilarated. The two men I’d been sucking off leaned down for me to continue, which I did happily. I felt like I was giving a huge middle finger to the world. Those that had tried to hold me down and say I wasn’t good enough – I clearly was, for over a dozen men.

One of the guys fucking me pulled out and removed his condom. I felt liquid drip over my ass cheeks. Before I could register what was happening, another had taken his place. The guy underneath me panted heavily and then crawled out from under me. I knew he’d been wearing a condom, which he then decided to hold in front of me to show me how much he’d cum because of me. I grinned at him and continued with my sucking and fucking.

After that it felt like all of them came at once over me. Cumshot after cumshot landed on me, over my back and ass and even in my hair. I would have to take a shower after this, but being messy was part of the fun. And anyways, sperm was good for your skin, I’d heard.

I was just glad they were having fun and decided not to make me swallow it again. I reveled in the pleasure and just before the last guy came, I got onto my knees and stared up at him with a smirk on my face. He seemed to like it and spurted cum, past my face. He shot so far that when I glanced back, I could see it on the couch. I decided I liked it and gave his dick a kiss before he put it away.

Around me, the guys dispersed, and some had even passed out. I grinned to myself and grabbed some napkins to clean off. I couldn’t believe I had done that, and while I felt like an object because none of them said a word to me after they were done with me, I also felt free. I could do something like that and not feel bad about it. And none of them had forced me to do it; I had basically told them I wanted it.

I realized the guy I’d thrown my bra at still had it and he was nowhere to be found. And my panties were missing as well. I supposed they took them for souvenirs. I just hoped they wouldn’t show them off. I shrugged and pulled my dress back on and chugged down my drink. I picked up my purse and looked inside, checking my wallet especially. Nothing was missing except for my undergarments so I decided to go and find Joanne.

****

I pulled out a huge wad of cash when I found her. “Here. If anyone has a video of me, make them delete it. And tell them to give me back my bra and panties.”

Joanne’s eyes widened when she saw how much I’d given her. “Seriously? How can you trust me not to just run off with this money?”

I grimaced at her. “Please, you already ran off with my boyfriend. And if you do run off with the money or have that video spread I’ll have my dad on your ass anyways. So it’s really in your best interest right now not to be a cunt.”

Joanne swallowed hard, realizing the gravity of her situation. “Okay. And Melissa?”

I turned around, stumbling a little. My ass felt strange. “Yeah?”

“Nathan came to me, and I just decided I wanted him. We’re not friends so I figured it would be okay.”

I smirked and walked up to her. I patted her on the shoulder. “I don’t want the scumbag anyways. And if you have any videos of me removed, we will be friends.”

I called for my limo and went home then. When I got home, I showered and threw my dress to be dry cleaned. I was drunk as hell, but I had to tell my best friend. She had to know that I was completely free.

So in my bath robe, I called up Emilia. I knew she’d be up studying even though it was one in the morning.

True to form, she answered. “What’s up?”

“You won’t believe the night I’ve had,” I said as I fell on my bed and told her about everything – Joanne’s humiliation, my gangbang, the bribe.

“Jesus, Melissa. You’re really going nuts. Are you sure you don’t want to… slow down a bit? School is important and so is your life. You could’ve gotten hurt doing that.”

“I know you’re just concerned for me, and I appreciate it. But I had fun, and I’m not hurt or dead, so you don’t need to worry!” I giggled, feeling amused at how serious she always seemed to be. Emilia was that friend that brought carrot sticks for snacks to an amusement park. Always the responsible one, she never let her friends do anything stupid when she was around, even when she was drunk.

“Yeah I know.” I heard the smile on the other end of the phone. “I would’ve loved to see Joanne’s face.”

I smirked, remembering the tears and the fear in her eyes when I threatened her with my father. “It was absolutely priceless.”

The next morning, I didn’t see any videos of me and my bra and panties were returned to me so I took it as a good sign that Joanne had followed through on her promise. I decided I would call her after exams, but she called me first.

“I have money left over,” she said to me. “Do you want it back? It’s quite a lot... more money than I’ve ever seen, to be honest.”

“Well, I’m glad you didn’t have to use it all to bribe them,” I replied, sitting in the back of the car waiting to go home. “You can keep the money.”

“Really?! I mean… really?”

I smiled. “I guess you have debts to pay off so just put it on that.”

“I… really don’t know what to say, Mel.” I could almost hear her crying on the other end. Maybe her debts really were that bad. “I can’t take so much money…”

I waved it off. “We’re friends now, and besides, you earned it. Tell Nathan, I said hi, okay?”

“Thank you so much,” she said, her breath uneven and heavy.

“No… thank you.” I hung up then and felt good in myself. Not only had I done something liberating, but I'd also helped someone I once swore as an enemy.

Priceless indeed.


12. Sandy's New Girlfriend: First Time Lesbian Sex with a Friend by Lora Lane

Anyone who has ever slipped into one of life's deep ruts that allows only boring and repetitive day after day will appreciate what happened to me recently. I was in just such a rut and didn't even know it until I came across an email from an old friend of mine. She was in town and wanted to get together and catch up on what had been going on with me for the last several years. I hadn't seen her since I left the job I had right out of college and it seemed like a good time. Little did I know just how good of a time the two of us would have doing things I had never done in my life. It was quite amazing.

Every morning for as long as I can remember has started the exact same way. I wake up and start a pot of coffee before taking a shower. By the time my shower is done and I start getting ready for work, the coffee brewing has woken the cats up and both of them require attention. I sip my coffee as I ready myself for another grueling day behind a desk. When I finish stressing over a long work day, I barely have enough energy to get something to eat for dinner before vegging out in front of the television and then going to bed. I wake up and do it all again the next day.

We've all been there at one point or another I suppose, when one of life's repeatable ruts has gotten you into a pattern that it seems you cannot shake yourself from. Many times a short vacation or a wild weekend will be just what the doctor ordered to wriggle myself free of those ruts but sometimes it really drags on. Such was the case not long ago when I was down in the dumps.

Summer had ended weeks before and it was already far too cold to be considered autumn. The days were getting shorter and shorter and I needed a few days off from work so bad I could taste it. Unfortunately I had used all of my days that summer when my boyfriend wanted to take a trip to the mountains. That was just perfect for me, a regular beach bunny, to spend time in a colder climate during my only vacation of the year instead of working on my tan at the beach. Not only did the vacation take all of my days off for the rest of the year but it also ruined the relationship which was just another reason for the rut I was wearing out right about then.

I was in need of something to really shake things up for me in the worst way when I checked my email before work one morning. There was an email from someone named Vanessa with the subject line, 'Time to Catch Up'. My memory could only come up with one Vanessa in short order but the better part of a decade had passed since I had last seen her.  I clicked the email and sure enough it was from that Vanessa. It was pretty short and to the point.

Sandy! Hi girl, this is Vanessa from Guilders. Remember your lousy first job after college and that one friend who promised to keep in touch but never did? Yeah, well, that's me. Things at the old office are doing just fine and I've moved up enough to grab myself a few business trips now and then. When I saw one that came through your neck of the woods, I couldn't resist taking it. So, lets catch up while I'm in town! Don't wait or think too hard about it. Just reply and type 'yes'. We can work out a spot to meet then.

See ya soon girly,

Vanessa

It didn't take me long to agree to meet her and we agreed on that night at a local sports pub. It wasn't too obnoxiously loud and they had good deals on drinks for girls most nights. I figured it would be a perfect spot to catch up with my loveable old pal.

Vanessa had always been completely opposite from me. I'm average height and thin with great curves, long blonde hair and a solid tan. She is short and fair with brown hair and has always been just a little bit overweight where seemingly losing a simple fifteen to twenty pounds would make all the difference. Not that I would tell her that since she looked perfectly good enough, but still. She was a great friend for those years. Catching up would be a great time and it should be just the thing I need to shake myself completely from my little boring rut. Little did I know at the time just how right I was.

Just the idea that I was going to meet her and have a little fun on a Tuesday night of all nights, made the day fly by so much faster. One of my supervisors asked if I was open to working late and I actually was able to tell her that I couldn't because I had plans. It was wonderful to be able to say that and know that the plans I mentioned were real, not just me planning to not work late. You know what I mean.

Pharaoh’s is out of the big and busy area of the city by a few miles but not so far that it's a task to drive there. The atmosphere is great even if it's just a normal basketball night like it was that night. The fact that they had cheap drinks for girls like me on nights just like that one meant it was definitely on my short list of places to go if given the choice.

They had a large parking lot that sort of joined with a nearby fancy hotel but I parked in the front so that I could peek through the windows and pick out Vanessa. After going down the row twice in each direction, I figured she wasn't there yet and walked inside to wait. The view from the front door revealed three main television screens, one huge screen on the back wall near the main bar and two slightly smaller big screens on each side wall. On any big night with one big game, these three showed the same game. A normal sports night like that one brought a different game to each screen and still more on the smaller corner televisions around the place.

It was almost a perfect square with tall tables, small tables and booths scattered around and two bars; the main bar that ran the width of the place and one smaller one over to the far left. I never have cared to ask what the second bar is for but it's not a big deal to me anyway. I'd finally stood there for long enough to have someone come up to ask if I needed a seat and where I wanted to sit. As I started to answer, a female voice called my name from nearby.

“Sandy?”

I looked over to see a stunning brown haired woman about my age that was just barely familiar. I'd seen her through the window from my car but never could I have imagined that she was Vanessa, not that Vanessa. I glanced down at her and smiled, “Vanessa? Is that you?”

“The one and only,” she answered, “Wow, you look good, girl. Come sit down with me.” With a glance at the waitress she said, “Honey, we don't need a seat for her, only a couple of drink menus. You know,” she said looking back to me, “They have half off fruity drinks tonight for hot chicks like us?”

Finally I shook myself out of my silence and hoped that my jaw had not been hanging open the entire time, “My gosh, Vanessa, excuse me for saying so but you look amazing!”

“I know, right?” she said with a confident smile. “I changed the way I did everything a couple of years ago and the pounds came off and were replaced by lean,” she gestured at her arms and body and smiled, “Amazing-ness. I'm seriously still getting accustomed to it.”

“Well,” I waved my hand, “You weren't huge or anything.”

“I didn't think so either, girl, but damn would you look at me now?” she asked. “Not everyone has been a beauty queen since birth like you but as it turns out there was a hot chick underneath all of my padding the entire time.”

“Hey, stop,” I said, “I'm no beauty queen. You do look great though.”

“Who are you kidding?” she asked with a furrowed brow as the drink menus were laid down on the table in front of us. “I bet I could pick anyone in this place and they'd agree to sleep with you.” Before I could object she yelled, “Hey, you, waitress!” The girl turned around and Vanessa asked, “Look at this girl right here.” The waitress did so with a polite smile and I mouthed a quiet apology. Vanessa said, “Would you have sex with her tonight?”

The waitress looked back as stunned as I was at the question. I spoke up, “Vanessa! Honey, she stays drunk. Go on and don't worry about her. She's just a little crazy most of the time.” She smiled a polite smile that was full of nerves now and went back towards the bar.

“She would,” Vanessa said as she watched her go, “She'd do you.”

I couldn't stop myself from laughing at first but finally said, “Would you stop? Good god! I am shocked by how great you look but one thing I knew I could count on was you doing crazy stuff like that. Damn, girl, you're gonna get us thrown out.”

“Nah,” she waved her hand towards me, “They never throw out hot girls like us, especially when we are about to start ordering drinks. Oh, all of its on me by the way.”

“No way,” I shook my head.

“Yes way, ya slut. I already gave my credit card to them and told the lesbian waitress to put all drinks from this table on my tab. So, ha!” She started looking at her menu, “Don't worry about it, seriously, I'm all successful now and stuff. Whew, to hell these drinks are expensive.” I looked at her a little curious as to whether she was serious or not and she laughed, “Ah, you know me too well Sandy. Go ahead and get whatever you want. That's my ex's card anyway.”

“You're too much,” I said as I started to look at my menu as well. “So, you mentioned an ex. I have one of those as of a few months ago too. How have things been? Spill it.”

She took a few seconds to answer and I assumed she, like me, was studying the menu. Instead when I looked up towards her, she was fixated on me. “Sorry,” she said with a shake of her head and a nervous smile, “What did you ask me again? Oh, right, how have things been? Well, let me see. I've gotten a promotion, lost twenty-two and a half pounds – not that I'm counting – figured out that men are even bigger turds when you're a hot girl and then I came here to see you. The end. You?”

I smiled towards her, “Come on, I need a few details.”

“I'm not good with details,” she said.

“Okay, I get it. I'll start with the details. I can't remember if my vacation time was as precious to me back all those years ago as it is now but...”

She interrupted, “At least one week at the best beach you have the money to travel to as long as you have a couple of days left over for late year days off,” and finished with her hands questioningly out to the side.

“Nailed it,” I said, “But this year I sacrificed my vacation time, all of it, to go where he wanted to go and it was to the mountains.”

“Holy crap,” she said with a glance toward the menu, “Did you kill him?”

“Stopped myself just this side of murder,” I snarled, “But I at least dreamed about it. That was a damn good dream too. I can't believe how stupid I was to think that some random guy – sure I'd dated him for eight months but still – was worth me changing my entire vacation schedule. He wasn't.”

She pointed at me, “Something I've learned sweetie: they never are. So for me, it was worse than just a lost vacation to the beach. I mean, I know how big of a deal that is to you but it's not as bad as getting basically verbally abused by someone.”

“Oh, no!”

“Yep,” she nodded, “This guy thought just because he made me feel good a couple of times early on in our time together that he could just treat me like a bitch. Let me tell you something: he could not and found out real painfully that he could not.”

“Hunny, I'm so sorry.”

“Its fine Sandy, because I learned something about myself,” she said pointedly. “I am too good for any man to treat me that way any more at any time ever again. I'd rather go the rest of my life without seeing one in my life than to let someone treat me like that again. Heck,” she smiled, “I'd rather date you than any of them.”

She laughed but it seemed to hide some amount of nervousness. Still, I couldn't be so sure about her mannerisms so I thought nothing of it. For certain she was correct about that and she had every right to swear off relationships for a while. I wondered briefly if I had silently and even secretly done the same. There had not been so much as a blind date or a sexy chat online since I broke off with the last dud. To her comment I let out a simple, “I hear that. Lets see if we can get that waitress back over here, if you haven't scared her off completely.”

The sweet girl came back over fairly confidently to her credit. Clearly the comment from Vanessa having come from another girl had caught her off guard. Someone as attractive as her wasn't nearly dealing with her first customer flirtations on that night. “What can I get for you girls?” she asked looking at each of us in turn.

I pointed at the most attractive picture on the menu, “Right there, darling.”

“Sure thing,” she turned to Vanessa and was a tiny bit less comfortable, “And you miss?”

Vanessa, clearly noticing the same thing I did looked the girl up and down and ordered something I found it difficult to believe she thought she could get away with. I was already worried about driving back to my house with one of my drinks but that damn thing would make her driving straight up illegal. “Are you sure?” I asked but she nodded with a big smile.

“Coming right up,” the waitress said and then turned to me, “By the way. I'm sorry I was so shocked earlier by that question. I don't exactly do things like that with other girls but if I did, you'd certainly be hot enough for me.”

That time I knew my jaw was open wide as she turned and walked away. Vanessa slapped the table, “Ha! I knew it! What'd I tell you? I knew she was looking at you a little longer than she was at me. You should go over there and try to get her to switch teams for the night.”

“What?” I asked, “Are you insane? Vanessa, I'm straight too remember? I've never even considered sleeping with another girl. I damn sure am not going to try to take that young woman home with me. What are we going to do? Sit and watch TV or something? How much have you had to drink tonight?”

“Nothing yet,” she said playfully, “I'm just in kind of a crazy mood. Oh, and I call bullshit.”

“Huh?”

“You've never even considered lesbian sex one time?” she asked in a leaning whisper. “Bull! There has to have been at least one night in college or watching some porno with an old boyfriend that at least made you curious.”

“No,” I said with a stern voice but a hint of a smile crept onto my face.

“Uh, huh, I knew it!” she said victoriously. “Spill it!”

For the longest few seconds I debated with myself about what I should tell her. Our drinks arrived and I started sipping on mine as she took a sizable drink of hers. I could think of two different occasions where I – seemingly very out of character – found myself thinking about sex with another girl. At long last I decided to tell her about both.

“Well, alright, but you have to promise not to laugh,” I said.

She held up her hand with her fingers in some odd assembly, “Girl scout’s honor.”

“You were never a girl scout,” I laughed. “Anyway, some years ago a guy wanted to watch porn together. Right away I told him I didn't like that stuff but he begged me with big puppy-dog eyes and I gave in. It was horrible,” I said with a short laugh, “The way the women looked and the way the sex happened between them – at least on that porno in particular – was distasteful. But there was this one scene with two women going at it like crazy.”

“You liked it?” she accused.

With my palm quickly up facing her I said, “Didn't say that. I wouldn't go that far, no, but it was interesting because I'd never thought of it for real before that point. Sure, I had heard of it during college and such, that some girls liked to experiment or whatever, but never me. Just the things those girls did to each other in passion without being distasteful like the guys were in that particular movie made me think.”

“Yeah, yeah,” she waved, “More. I want more. When else did you think of it. That can't be the only time.”

“I never said there was more than one time,” I smiled.

“Right, but I can tell,” she finished her first drink and waved for another. “Go on, don't hold back on me.”

With a falsely heavy sigh I rolled my eyes and went on. “Okay there was this girlfriend of mine some time ago. She was a good friend who I spent a lot of time around back then and the more we got to know each other the more I realized that she never had a boyfriend. She always called me her best girlfriend, heck I just called her an old girlfriend, but it wasn't until she made a real pass at me that I understood it meant something different to her. I turned her down but I did think about it afterward. Who wouldn't? The what ifs? What if I had tried it? What would it feel like? You know?”

Vanessa took a drink of her second drink and winked, “Yes I certainly do know and it feels freaking awesome.”

She held my gaze for a few seconds and I felt like I should be able to see the light coming on above my head. “Wait, are you making a pass at me now? No, you're just screwing with me like you were with the waitress.”

“Why don't we get out of here?” she said. “Charge all of this to my card you have on file,” she yelled to the waitress then turned back to me. “It's crazy how fast they can set that up. Let's go.”

“Wait,” I said as I scrambled to my feet and helped her stand, “You can't drive in this condition. I don't even know if I should.”

With a wink Vanessa said, “I didn't book my room until I heard where you wanted to meet so my room is just right across the walkway there in the closest hotel. True I'm not feeling too good though. Will you walk me up there? You'll probably feel good enough to drive after the walk.”

It made sense so I told her I would and we made our way out the door and across the lot towards the hotel. The conversation was just as fun on the walk as it had been at the pub and I began to hope that she would make her way back through my town more often. We got to the room and Vanessa slid the card into the lock pretty easily and walked inside. She walked in steadily, put her purse down and turned the television on. After changing the channel to a music channel she tossed the remote onto the stand and started dancing.

Suddenly she didn't seem nearly as drunk as she had before. Something about the way she was dancing made me nervous even if it was attractive. “What are you doing?” I asked with a smile, feeling odd standing there with my purse watching my friend dance in front of me.

“You ever gotten a lap dance?” she asked.

“Come on, Vanessa,” I shrugged but then saw she wasn't going to stop. “No, I haven't but I'm okay. Really, lets just get you into bed and you can sleep this off.”

She walked up to me and draped her arms around my neck, her face close enough to mine for me to easily smell the fruity drink on her breath and feel the heat from her body. “Wanna hear something funny? I'm not as drunk as I pretended I was.” She licked her lips and danced back away from me again, her body moving really well to the rhythm of the music. Part of me wanted to join in but something was holding me back. Vanessa spun around and took her top off, throwing it towards me while spinning.

I caught it and tossed it to one side, “What's going on Vanessa? You sure act drunk. I think you're in denial.”

Dancing up close to me again she turned around and ground her hips against mine before turning and placing her nose against mine. “Am I? Maybe you are the one who is in denial.” She danced a few inches away from me and then said, “I didn't want you to walk me up here for my safety. I'm fine.”

Part of me knew where this was going and it struck me then that she was right. I was the one in denial if I was pretending that I hadn't noticed the various signs through the evening that she was – what – into me? Did she want to be with me like that?

“I see it in your eyes, Sandy,” Vanessa said, “You know what I want. The question is,” she came close to me and rubbed her body against mine before kissing me full on the lips, “Do you want the same?”

My breath began to come in shorter bursts and it suddenly felt ten degrees warmer in the room. I had never been with a girl before and even in those stories I told Vanessa earlier hadn't really wanted to. Something was different on that night however, whether it be the drink I randomly chose or the music or something else entirely. Either way, I found myself staring at her unable to really move or speak. I was afraid if I said something that it would be that part of me inside that for some reason was screaming for me to tell her I did want the same thing. At least then, for that night and that one time. My mouth opened but I closed it before words actually came out.

Vanessa danced back away from me again to where she was standing right next to the bed. She bent down and took her skirt off before twirling her hips and standing back up. Her ass gyrated towards me and she spanked herself as she licked her lips in my direction. “Come on, Sandy, at least take one hard crack at slapping my ass. It's the least you could do.”

I ran my hand through my hair, “I don't know, maybe.”

“Just walk up and swat my ass,” she said, “If you want me to stop after that, I'll let you leave.”

That seemed simple enough and it would give me a way out while giving her something that she apparently wanted. I nodded and walked up with a nervous smile. I drew my hand back as I approached her and started to bring it forward to give her a good stiff slap on her very attractive ass. Just as my hand almost struck her however, she spun around and grabbed my arm, using it to spin me so that she was then standing directly behind me. Her hands ran up under my top and she grasped my breasts. My chest heaved in desire, as stunned as my mind was by this turn of events.

She moved one hand down and cupped my crotch through my clothes and whispered in my ear, “How does that feel?”

Breath caught in my throat as I spurted a quiet answer, “Good.”

Her fingers kept working on my dampening pussy through my clothes while her other hand was doing wonderful things to my nipples. Each one was so hard then that I thought they were probably poking through my bra. Vanessa noticed that I hadn't stopped her yet and pulled my top off over my head. She quickly unsnapped my bra and dropped it to the floor as well before plunging her hand down my stomach and beneath my panties. I moved my hips and yelped, “Vanessa,” unsure of what to do.

She shushed in my ear and breathed against my neck as she said, “Just say stop if it doesn't feel good.”

I assumed she said that because she knew damn well it felt good. It felt better than good; unlike anything I truly had ever felt before. My head draped backwards and I didn't even know what her second hand was doing because her other hand was snaking across the folds of my pussy and it was driving me crazy. I breathlessly cursed towards the ceiling and she put one finger inside of me, weakening my knees.

“You feel good,” she said as my skirt fell to the floor. She inserted her finger farther inside of me and I began to moan despite all fears that came with doing something completely brand new. There was no way I was going to tell her to stop now. It felt too damn good for that.

She worked inside and outside of my pussy lips and I became extremely wet quickly. Her other hand reached up and pinched my nipple and squeezed my breast just as she started fingering me faster. It was enough of a shock to my already primed pussy that it pushed an orgasm out of me that I had barely felt building. “Damn,” I said as my knees tried to give out again.

Vanessa turned me around and planted her lips onto mine, this time in a kiss that was deep with passion and wet with plenty of tongue. It went on as her hands felt me all over and my hands started to feel her body as well. She pushed me back onto the bed and pulled my panties off over my legs before pushing my thighs open. I knew what was probably coming next so I put my head back and closed my eyes. When her tongue licked the outer lips of my pussy, my hips bucked with a shock of passion.

She pulled back and then went back in, using her tongue in even better ways than I have had the best male lovers do. It was incredible and I already felt another orgasm building. She rubbed my stomach and chest with one of her hands while her other fingered beneath where she was licking near my clit.

I began to moan so loud it surely felt like a scream to anyone who happened to be lucky enough to be in a nearby room. Quickly I started begging her for more and more. Finally another orgasm hit me and I threw my arms out to the side, “Holy hell! Oh my god, Vanessa.”

She rose up over me and rubbed her breasts as she removed her bra and kicked her own panties off. I had no idea what to do so I was more than thankful when she move up and hovered her pussy over my mouth. My hands grabbed her ass and slapped one side as I started to explore her nether lips with my tongue. She was even louder than me and kept telling me how great I was doing. It gave me the comfortable feeling that she had done before and knew just what to do next.

Her orgasm washed over my lips as she came hard with her hips rocking over my face. It had been the most amazing sex in recent memory for me but that was when I thought it was over. Vanessa rolled over to one side of the bed and pulled open the drawer on the bedside stand. She pulled out the longest, double-sided dildo I had ever seen. Of course I haven't seen many but still, it was huge. There was no hesitation at all as she crawled over to me and pushed the thing inside of me.

“Yes!” I yelled, “Faster.”

She pumped the large dildo into me harder and faster for a while before she stopped. I looked up in surprise and then saw her positioning her pussy on the other side of the double-sided, black and red toy. When it was inside of her wet pussy too, she shoved her hips against mine and both of us yelped to the ceiling. We rocked our hips against each other with the dildo rammed inside each of us. God, it could have gone on forever. Nothing has ever come close to the passion in that moment and I know I have never had that many orgasms.

Twice more I blew juices all over her sheets and she came once more herself until finally both of us relaxed back onto the bed. For a few minutes we just lay there before she sat up and smiled down at me, “See, it's really pretty good.”

I laughed, “That was way better than pretty good, Vanessa.”

She smirked, “I've had better.”

I knew she was joking by the smile on her face but still shoved her backwards. We had fun getting cleaned up afterward as well. By the time I woke up early so I could grab a change of clothes at my house before going into work, I was so happy that I couldn't have found that old rut I was in if it had GPS coordinates.

Vanessa promised she would come through on her way back to home and stop to see me again. I haven't told her this but I plan to get her to my house more often than that. She does live down south from where I am and there is a beach within a short drive of her place. All of that meant that I might have just found myself a new girlfriend, even if we just use each other for blisteringly hot lesbian sex and a ride to the beach now and then.


13. The Nympho gets a Surprise Visit: Horny MFM Double Penetration Threesome by Kaylee Jones

I love sex. So it was only natural when my boyfriend called me that we'd have a quickie, and that I'd agree to his threesome fantasy. What I didn't expect was for it to be so soon, and with his best friend of all people. Still, I agreed because I really wanted to get laid.

I clicked my vibrator on and it made a familiar buzzing sound. I had finished work an hour ago, had eaten supper, cleaned up, and now it was time for some… alone time. I had been waiting for this all day because work had been stressful and I’d woken up in a lovely mood but hadn’t had time to do anything about it. Now I would take my time pleasuring myself, and if anyone tried to interrupt me, I’d ignore them or cut them off for the night.

I turned on my laptop and went to look for some porn while I masturbated. There wasn’t a lot that I enjoyed – most of it was either fake or I just wasn’t into it. Oddly enough, I was into almost everything when it came to doing it. But it felt boring watching it. I wondered if that was just me or if almost every girl didn’t really like the porn they saw. It felt bland and uninspiring. I needed more than the context they gave me. I liked porn with a story to it. Then again, that was pretty hard to find so you had to go searching to the deepest corners of the net.

I decided then I didn’t want to watch any porn and just laid back and tried to think of something to get off to. I wasn’t a very imaginative person, so maybe that’s why I didn’t really enjoy porn without something concrete to it.

My phone rang just then. I felt irritated, but then I looked at the caller I.D. It was my boyfriend Josh, so I supposed I’d answer it. He could help me get off… right?

“Hey, baby,” I said in more normal a tone than I’d intended.

“Hey,” he said, panting a little. “Are you busy?”

I wondered why he seemed so flustered so I asked. “No, but why are you panting like you’re giving birth?”

I could practically hear the smirk on his face. “Well if you play your cards right you could be giving birth in nine months.”

Well, at least now I knew what kind of a mood he was in. “So tell me, where are you?”

“At home, without pants of course…”

I placed the vibrator on my pussy and let it pleasure me. I moaned into the phone to let him know exactly what I was doing and it seemed to please him. “Well… I suppose I’ll just have to describe to you everything I want to do to you.”

And that’s what he did. It had surprised me that he’d called for this and so suddenly, without warning, but I liked it. I liked it so much in fact that I was more turned on than I had been in a long time so that when he finally described to me what he would do my imagination went wild with possibilities, something that would never have happened with regular porn.

As he told me how he would fuck me in every manner, I put him on speaker phone and used both of my free hands – one to finger myself and another to hold the vibrator. I loved that he was taking the time to think of all these things. In a way I felt more special to him than I had in a while, even though he’d always treated me fairly. I liked how that felt, and it pushed me over the edge in moments. “I’m coming!”

I bit my lip as my vibrator rippled my orgasm through my body, stifling a loud moan. He growled at me in the sexiest way possible while I was coming. It extended my orgasm by a few seconds, but those seconds were precious and I savored them.

I came down quickly though, and I found myself feeling unsatisfied. I wanted more, but he wasn’t here to give me more. The phone sex wouldn’t finish me completely, I realized. I sighed a little in resignation and clicked my vibrator off.

“Why so down, babe?” he asked, sounding a little concerned at my sigh.

“It’s nothing,” I replied. I felt a little childish so I wanted to withdraw from him. I both wanted to be alone and not, wanting him to come over but not wanting to badger him for more. He probably had things he wanted to get done. “I can help finish you off though…”

“As tempting as that is, sweetheart… I don’t want to yet.”

I felt confused and slightly insulted but I let him explain. “And why is that?”

“See, I just wanted to know something. I know we’ve tried a lot of things, sexually, and… well, I want to try something new.”

I felt my excitement growing. “And what’s that?”

“A threesome.”

Suddenly I felt my excitement die. He couldn’t possibly have someone in mind yet, so it wouldn’t be tonight. I felt a little let down, but I didn’t want to show it. “With who?”

“You know Sean, right? My best friend is willing to do it. You like him?”

Did I know him? Yeah, he was an okay guy, but I wasn’t sure he was the type of guy I was into. Still, I would give it a try. I wasn’t uncomfortable around Sean so it wasn’t a terrible idea. “He’s a good choice. I’m game.”

I could hear him smile on the other end. “I’ll get everything settled then. I’ll see you?”

I felt even more disappointed that he was leaving without letting me finish him off but if he wanted to do it himself that was up to him. It probably had nothing to do with his opinion on me – he’d just asked me to do a threesome with him, for fuck’s sake. I couldn’t act like he didn’t find me attractive.

“Yeah, I’m looking forward to it.”

****

He hung up then and I found myself feeling lost. I put my vibrator away and went to the kitchen to get a snack – I wasn’t quite hungry, but I needed something to help me feel better about myself. I searched through my fridge, but I had no ice cream or cake. I searched through my pantry and decided on a box of chewy cookies. It tasted good enough to make me forget about what just happened, so I grabbed a quick drink and went back to my room to watch TV.

As I sat down and relaxed, I realized I had a craving for more than just cookies. I hoped Josh would hurry up with his threesome idea – I wanted to try it possibly on the weekend when I wasn’t working so I could enjoy it as long as possible. I wondered why he had bailed on me so suddenly, and I couldn’t help but feel like it had been me even though he’d suggested an idea that implied it wasn’t. Maybe he just had an emergency bathroom run or something. I couldn’t just assume he’d left me after that for no reason. There had to be a reason other than him not being interested… right?

As if on cue, my doorbell rang. I closed my laptop, a little irritated. Who could be showing up so fucking late at night, and without telling me? I planned to go off on them once they explained why they were there and slam the door in their face. I really didn’t appreciate strangers at my door for no reason.

I opened the door without bothering to peer through the peep hole. I wanted to deal with them without thinking about who it was because they were invading on my personal time. When I opened the door, however, I was greeted to the faces of two familiar men; Josh, with his boyish dewy face speckled with black facial hair, and Sean, with his blond hair and chiseled jaw. Sean was much taller, but he was also chubbier.

I couldn’t contain my surprise as I greeted them. “Oh, hello…”

I knew exactly why they were here because Josh had a tent pitched in his pants. He still hadn’t finished, I gathered. I stood there in pajamas that were nowhere near sexy and now I felt sheepish and nervous.

Still, they smiled at me, Sean with his lop-sided grin and Josh with his genuine wide smile. “How are you doing?” Josh asked.

“Fine, but… why?”

Josh shrugged. “You said you were up for it and you seemed down when I asked, so… we’re here to cheer you up with a new experience.”

Sean opened up then. “I hope you don’t mind that we’re here? Cuz I can…”

I motioned them into my apartment. “No, it’s fine! I just wasn’t expecting it so soon!” I felt excited to get started, and went over to the fridge to be a good host to my guests. “Do you want drinks?”

Josh closed the front door behind him and Sean picked a seat. He took off his t-shirt, folded it nicely and hung it over the side of the chair. Then he sat down. “Yeah, a soda would be nice.”

I pulled a can from the back of my fridge and handed it to Sean. Josh just went into my fridge and took what he wanted, but I didn’t mind. He was my boyfriend after all, he practically lived with me. I wondered then if we ever actually would. It would be a whole lot more convenient, and I would get to cuddle him every night. Not to mention, he would be closer to his work living with me. I made a mental note to ask about it at some point. Of course, I wouldn’t push him. I loved my alone time and empty house just as much as he probably did.

I took a wine cooler and sat down on the couch, feeling slightly nervous about what might happened. Josh joined me, and eventually Sean felt awkward sitting at the kitchen table alone so he sat down next to Josh. It was silent for a while but I didn’t mind it. It gave me time to sort out my thoughts on the situation.

“How do you want to do this?” Josh finally asked. “It’s really up to you.”

I shrugged. “It’s awkward so there’s no real good way to begin. Let’s just start when we’re ready. We’ll get into it, right?”

I didn’t like focusing on ifs or buts, or thinking of every possibility in the book. I liked my answers clear cut and the steps to them laid out in a blueprint for me. That’s probably why I had always been good at math, but math didn’t help you in relationships or the bedroom. So I just dove into it hoping for the best. It had worked for me so far, so why not today?

“Sounds like a great idea,” Sean said simply, and sipped his soda. “Getting right down to business, huh?”

Sean wasn’t the brightest person, but it wasn’t due to his blond hair as most might tease him for. He was on the autism spectrum, so you had to be pretty straight with him if you wanted anything. He didn’t typically pick up on social cues like other people and he had a hard time picking up on other people’s emotional states. It was even hard for him to read facial expressions. Still, he was a great guy and I didn’t think any less of him for it, or any less capable than anyone else I knew. I wondered just how capable he would be in bed. I also wondered if he experienced sex any differently. I guess I would find out.

****

Josh put down his drink and kissed me deeply, looking to get things started off quickly. I didn’t want Sean to be a third wheel of sorts so I climbed over Josh and put a hand on his cheek. “How are you feeling?” I asked him.

Sean looked thoughtful for a moment. “I really like the way you’re touching me, if that’s what you’re asking.”

It was good enough for me. I smiled and leaned in, and softly kissed him on the lips. I saw Josh smile out of the corner of my eye. Sean blushed a little, but he sprung a tent in his pants quickly. He put an arm around me, looking stranger than I’d seen him. The look in his eyes spoke of more than just lust but it didn’t make me feel uncomfortable. I wondered if Josh realized what it was. Heck, I wondered if I knew what it was. Nevertheless, I got on with it and removed my pajama top. Of course, I wasn’t wearing anything underneath so both of them admired my bare breasts for a striking moment.

Sean brought his hand up to touch and then it hung there, hesitating. Knowing what he needed, I took his hand and placed it on my boob. It was a strange feeling, this threesome. It certainly felt more intimate than I’d expected. Then again, maybe it was all in my head. But pretty soon, their heads would be in me. I chuckled to myself.

Josh placed one of his hands on my other boob and squeezed a little, while his other hand worked the lump in his pants. He was impatient, clearly. I didn’t want to make him wait – well, maybe a little, since he had made me wait for it. I decided I wanted to focus on my own pleasure since I hadn’t been satisfied completely earlier. So that’s what I did. I took Sean’s hand and I moved it downwards, slowly. Down my abdomen, the side of my body, my hip, my pelvis, until finally it reached its goal. He seemed to know exactly what to do there so he moved his hand methodically. I decided I liked it, and kept him there for a while.

Josh undid his pants, unable to wait any longer as he watched me being pleasured by his best friend. He pulled out his cock and started jerking it shamelessly. Sean didn’t seem to mind. In fact, it seemed to make him more excited. Perhaps it was the anticipation of the sex he would be getting momentarily.

It didn’t seem fair for only the two of us to be bared so I reached down and zipped Sean’s pants, feeling more bold than usual. I wondered if it was the lust or something different. I wouldn’t know what anything else it might be, so I pinned it on the lust and the lack of satisfaction.

Sean continued to touch me even as I did this, following the instructions given until told to stop. That was just the kind of person he was – he followed orders, and didn’t mind if it took a long time to do them. I doubted I would take a long time though, the way he skillfully moved his hand.

Both cocks out of their prison, I reached for them both and got down on my knees. They seemed to enjoy the attention and didn’t stop me from jerking off one and sucking off the other, alternating when I saw fit. Sean finally let himself enjoy it, moaning a little when my mouth engulfed him. I took him immediately as the quiet type, which I didn’t mind, as long as he wasn’t completely silent. Otherwise I might wonder if he’s enjoying it, and that would make me feel awkward.

Josh, of course, didn’t really care who heard him. He’d always been the vocal type, and it was hot to me so he’d never stopped. When I switched my mouth over to him, he leaned his head back and let out a long, low moan.

I continued doing this for a few moments, content to just get them off. When they decided enough was enough, though, they kneeled down and lifted me onto the couch with them. Josh placed me in Sean’s lap facing his best friend, and then climbed up behind me.

I didn’t have to wonder what their idea was. I felt the first cock, definitely Sean’s, slip into my vagina effortlessly. I could tell it was Sean’s because he was bigger than Josh – not that I really cared about the size. I just noticed the difference immediately. The second pushed its way past the first and stretched my pussy past what I’d thought possible. It hurt a little, and I let him know that with a soft yelp of distress. He slowed down his assault on me and let the natural lube of my vagina cover him, and then the pain subsided, replaced by this full feeling. I was fuller than I’d ever been in my life, not that I could remember ever doing something that could compare.

Both Sean and Josh started moving at the same time, as if they were reading each other’s minds. The full feeling became a feeling of having my entire uterus ignite in pleasure, every nook and cranny of my insides being rubbed in just the right way. I moaned as they slowly thrust, gently at first but Josh, ever the impatient type, sped up quickly. I had to push on him to get him to slow down again just so I could feel it. It’s not that he didn’t care about my pleasure – it’s that he got carried away with trying to get me to come.

Not that I could complain about that. I was glad he wasn’t a selfish lover and Sean didn’t seem to be either, keeping pace with Josh. Then he asked, “Should I do something else?”

I wasn’t sure how to respond. I felt amazing as it was, my clitoris rubbing against him and the two cocks inside me. Still, I didn’t want to give him an answer that would make him feel lost or useless. “Play with my nipples,” I instructed through pleasured pants, hoping that would satisfy him.

It seemed to, as his hands roamed from my hips to my tits, fondling my nipples softly and then pinching them occasionally. I liked the pinching, feeling a volt shoot through my upper torso every time he did it. I encouraged him by leaning in a little, giving him little room to move his hands.

Then they started to move faster and I didn’t stop them then, my body no longer requiring foreplay. I just wanted to be fucked now by both of them and have a massive orgasm. I was focused on the pleasure, but now I felt I was just as impatient as Josh in my lust. I started grinding on them, moving my clit against their skin to encourage my own climax. They didn’t object – in fact, Josh took a hold of my ass cheeks and spanked me, knowing I loved it. I moaned loudly in response. It stung in a good way but it didn’t hurt because my ass was the fattest part of me. I knew that Josh loved how easy it was to grab me there.

Between Sean playing with my sensitive nipples and Josh smacking my backside it didn’t take me long to get closer to my orgasm, especially with them fucking me quicker and quicker every moment. It was hard for them to move like they normally would, but as long as it felt amazing to me, it didn’t seem to bother them much, if at all. They were so into it – especially Sean, who had moved from pinching my nipples to nibbling on them with his teeth and kissing my breasts all over.

Josh leaned over and whispered into my ear, “Shall we try a new position?”

I nodded, eager to discover what he had in store for me. They quickly set to work on lifting me off of Sean’s lap and they placed me on the carpet with my ass in the air, next to the couch so it would be easier for me to remain that way. Sean clambered over me then and didn’t even wait before shoving his cock into me. I moaned in uninhibited pleasure, the angle just perfect for what I wanted.

Josh got over me and put his dick in my mouth. I sucked eagerly while still voicing how good I felt, the vibrations helping him along in his effort to come. I didn’t even need to use my hands on him – he just fucked my mouth as if I were his toy and I loved it.

I wondered then just how long they’d been planning this because it seemed that Sean knew exactly what to do to me. Then again, Josh was a pretty good leader and he probably explained everything about me on the way to my apartment in short fashion. What I liked, what I didn’t like, what I absolutely could not do without – Sean seemed to know it all and I commended Josh on making sure my first time with another person was enjoyable. I didn’t want it to end, but at some point, it had to. I had lost track of time and I was reaching the end of my pleasure limit.

When Sean finally decided to lick his index finger and his thumb and pinch my clitoris with them, I came and I came so hard I thought I would pass out. He didn’t let go for long moments and during them I arched my hips and gripped whatever I could with my fists, groaning onto Josh’s cock as my pussy contracted around Sean’s. It was pure heaven, and I didn’t want to come down.

Josh came first and I tasted it at the back of my throat only just a moment before I heard Sean moan. His penis throbbed inside me and his thrust grew sporadic. I felt something warm cover my insides and I felt prideful that I could get him to do that. Sean didn’t like losing control of anything – so for him to lose control like that, was a huge accomplishment.

I swallowed all of Josh’s cum, something I was used to doing by now but I couldn’t complain about the taste. He tasted better than most, due to his healthier diet. When he finally removed himself from my mouth, I found that his cock was completely clean, without a single drop of cum on it. I felt good that I could do a good clean up.

Sean sat on the couch then and Josh helped me onto my feet, handing me some tissue. “I’m sure you’ll need it.”

“Thanks,” I said, taking it and wiping off with it. I was glad I had an IUD – another fact I’m sure Josh told him. If I hadn’t, I would’ve made him wear a condom. Then again, I would probably go for a test later on, just to make sure his best friend didn’t give me something.

Still, it was the best sex I’d had in a long time and so I couldn’t complain about what I got. I sighed as my body finally started to calm down and I felt oddly satisfied with what happened. I found that I wouldn’t mind doing it again with the same people. I finally pulled my clothes back on, and we all sat down together again, feeling both sweaty and comfortable at the same time.

“So, how’d you like it?” Josh asked us both. “No complaints?”

I shook my head, and when I looked over at Sean he seemed to have a dazed look in his eyes. I wasn’t sure if he was tired or what. “Are you okay?”

Sean nodded. “It was great.”

Simple as that. Sean wasn’t big on describing anything, and I was satisfied with his answer. I decided I didn’t want anyone to go home just yet so I went to my linen closet. “Hey, do you guys want to watch a movie?”

Josh smiled. “Pizza and beer?”

That seemed to wake Sean’s mind up. “How would we order pizza? It’s almost two in the morning.”

“Pays off to live in the big city,” Josh replied and took out his cell phone. “I know a place that delivers twenty-four seven.”

I realized just how quickly we’d moved on from the sex to the next thing. I carried a massive blanket over for the three of us. “Would you guys want to try that again sometime?” I asked, feeling a little shy now to bring it back up since they were all excited about food and movies.

Sean smiled at me then, something I didn’t expect. “I would definitely do it again.”

I blushed. “With Josh too right?”

“Yeah. You’re both really good at it.”

Josh smirked at his best friend. “Maybe we will do it again then. It’s up to Tess. I’ll order the pizza now.” He zoned out from the conversation, dialing the pizza place and waiting for an answer.

I took the empty bottles and put them on my counter, and then took out three beers for us and uncapped them. “I have to thank you for tonight Sean. It was probably a big thing for you to do.”

Sean shrugged. “It made me nervous but… isn’t that normal to have sex with someone you’ve never done it with?”

“Yeah, you have a point.” I brought the beers over. Josh nodded his thanks as I handed him his and Sean spoke it. I sat in between them curled up in the blanket. “It just feels strange now because it feels like we’ve already forgotten it.”

“Maybe that’s just a sign that we’re comfortable with each other,” Sean said, and took a sip of his beer. “I wouldn’t have been able to do that with anyone else.”

I smiled and leaned my head on his shoulder. “You’re right.” I got comfortable then and put my feet in Josh’s lap and leaned on Sean’s arm. He didn’t object to it, but I still had to ask. “Are you okay with this?”

“Yes.”

Josh finally got off the phone and put it away. “It’ll be ten minutes to cook and five minutes to deliver. I got half cheese and half all-dressed. Large.”

I leaned over and kissed him. “Thanks. So, what movie do you guys want to watch?”

****

As we decided on a movie and put it on and waited for our food, I looked at both of them and realized that while I loved Josh, Sean definitely liked me. It might present a problem for doing it again but I wanted to. I supposed that would just have to be something for us to talk about in the future if we ever did try and do it again. I wasn’t opposed to a three-way relationship if Josh and Sean weren’t. I mean, why would Josh and Sean be best friends if they didn’t like each other in some way?

The doorbell rang, taking me out of my thoughts. “Pizza!” I cried and bounded off the couch. I was starving.

Josh answered the door and paid the guy, then placed the box on the table. Sean came over and stood next to me, looking like he was about to drool as well. Josh placed pizza on plates for us and handed them to us, one cheese for me and one all-dressed for Sean. He took one of each for himself. “Dig in!” He said it as enthusiastically as if it were his birthday cake, and I was quickly reminded of how they dug in onto me earlier.

None of us hesitated on it and none of us regretted it the next morning.


14. Deliveries in the Rear: First Time Anal Sex with a Stranger by Sofia Miller

I’d always been such a work-a-holic, I never had time for myself.  It had gotten to the point I wasn’t even sure who I was or what I wanted.  That’s why I was so excited to finally have a house of my own, where I could discover just who I was when I wasn’t meeting someone else’s demands. But it wasn’t until I got an unexpected package from a handsome delivery man that I discovered my true self was a dark and dirty girl with an insatiable appetite.   I don’t know what came over me, but from the moment I met him, I knew I’d be exploring my most hidden fantasies with him--and that I’d let him explore the most forbidden parts of my body!

It was early in the morning, and I was enjoying a cup of coffee on the back porch.  The high, rose covered walls that surrounded me gave me privacy and protection from the outside world, so I was able to sit on my porch swing clad in only my short, silk nightgown and no panties without fear of being spied upon.  I had just bought my very first home, and I’d done it all on my own.  After years of focusing intently on my job, working my way up, scrimping and saving, (and doing it all at the expense of having any kind of love life) I had finally reached my goal:  Affording a house, free and clear, all just for me.  The movers had come and gone, everything had been set in its rightful place, and I was home.

After years of living with roommates, I relished this newfound freedom.  I pulled a leg up onto the swing, casually, and let the other dangle over the side, fully exposed and without a care in the world.  I’d grown up in a somewhat prudish household, and while some of my past roommates didn’t seem to mind meandering from the bathroom to their bedroom clad in nothing at all, their breasts swinging and bouncing as they walked, their pussies not even covered by hair, which they routinely waxed away, the idea of anyone’s eyes on my body always made me very nervous.  I had never even made love with the lights on.  But then, making love at all was a situation that rarely presented itself.  I didn’t believe in office romances, and that was where I spent most of my time.  There simply wasn’t enough time to build a relationship with a man strong enough that I felt I could be my true self.  True, a number of men had tried--I saw the way they looked at me.  But their eyes made me nervous.  I never knew how to act around them, and so my approach was to simply focus on the task at hand.  There’d be time enough for me later.

The fact was, after taking a week off from work to get settled in my new home, I came to realize even I didn’t know who my true self was.  So sitting there, my legs spread, my pussy open to the world, sent a thrill through me, even if there was no one to see me.  Perhaps, I could be uncensored.  Here, in my new home, I didn’t have to be or do anything that didn’t please me.  So I opened my legs up wider, letting my hand trail up my open thigh, letting the feeling of my own body be my guide.  It was an experiment in “Who I could possibly be,” and I was eager to explore it.  That eagerness presented itself in a heat that began to rise from my open pussy and fill me as I sat there, enjoying a warm breeze that rushed past and tickled my exposed clit.  I decided to soothe it with my finger, letting it slide down between my parted lips and pet the stiffening nub.  I pumped my dangling leg back and forth a little to set the swing in motion, gliding back and forth as my pussy grew damp at my touch.

My mind began to wander as I laid my head back and closed my eyes.  I thought back to my old roommate--the one with the large, pendulous breasts that she let hang free long after she was done with her shower, never in a rush to get dressed.  I thought about how she’d bring home boys and squeal loudly from her room when they fucked her, never seeming to care that everyone else in the house could hear her screams, could hear the slapping sounds of her getting pounded from behind.  I always felt it was simply rude to expose us to her private moments.  But I had to admit, I was a little jealous of her.  I had never even felt anything that made me want to howl like that, and I wondered if I would be able to let myself sound that animalistic if I ever did.  But here, on my own porch, with no one around, could I be that free?  One hand found my own ample breast, pulling the fabric aside and exposing it.  The tips of my fingers skated along my areola, which began to prune under my touch as the nipple became long and hard.  I was holding my breath, as I always did, always careful not to let out a peep.  But, feeling brave, I opened my mouth and let it out, and was surprised to hear the breath released as a deep moan.  The sound of my own voice made my pussy clench hard with delight, and I let two fingers find their way inside, coaxing more unfamiliar and gutteral moans from me, as they slid slowly in and out.  I felt self-conscious at first, but once I opened my mouth, I found I couldn’t control the pitch or sound, nor could I stop the moans from coming, and after a minute, I began to enjoy the sound of my own voice.

The swing was moving faster now, my ass digging in and guiding the swing back and forth.  As it reared up and came zipping back down, I imagined myself descending upon a long, thick cock in the same manner, sitting atop a man who was looking up at me in the morning light, seeing my body, taking it all in.  In my mind, his face was rapturous and I was proud.  My pussy had become a sloppy, wet mess that dripped down my fingers.

“Are you Melissa?” A deep voice said and my eyes flew open.  Standing before me was a man in a brown uniform carrying a package.  He was tall with tan arms, dark hair, and a knowing, casual smile.  “No one answered the door.  I need you to sign for this.”

“How did you get in here?”  I asked, hurriedly covering my breast and closing my legs.  He had caught me breathless and red-faced.  The one time in my life I decided to let loose and I’d been caught, and now, with that smile--was he laughing at me?  I was mortified.  “How long have you been here?”

“Didn’t you want to me to watch you?” he smirked.  His dark blue eyes seemed to look right through me and read every hidden, erotic thought I’d ever had.  I felt my chest and face grow hot, and he laughed a little as he watched me blush.  He had a familiarity that I found disarming.  He was casual--as though this was just another day on the job.   “Isn’t that why you left the gate open?”

“I didn’t realize the gate was open,” I said averting my eyes, flustered.  “I’ll sign for the package and then you can leave.”

“You don’t want me to leave,” he said.  “You want me to watch you.”  He stood tall and calm before me, perfectly at ease, whereas I was trying desperately to tug my skirt down, my body an uncomfortable mass of arousal and embarrassment. A smile spread across his face.  “Your hot little cunt wants to be watched.”

No one had ever spoken to me like that before, and I could feel my clit straining towards him in agreement as my cheeks burned.

“I...I think you should leave,” I said, uncertainly.

He considered my statement for a moment, then shrugged and said, “I think if you lift up your skirt, I’ll see just how wet you are.”  I couldn’t believe his audacity. And yet, as though he’d conjured it himself, I felt a wet stream come seeping out of me at his words.  What would happen if I went with it--lifted my skirt, showed this stranger my hot little cunt, as he called it?  I stared up at his self assured face.  He looked at me as though he knew things about me even I didn’t.  He had an air of authority about him.  He could see that his words were having an effect on me, and he nodded at me slowly, encouragingly, and said, “Show me.”

As though under a spell, I obediently lifted the fabric that only barely covered my pussy to begin with and spread my unsteady legs for him.  I breathed fast with nerves as he bent down close to my pussy for a look.  He was the first man to ever look at my pussy so attentively.  He examined it clinically, breathing me in, his eyes roaming up and down the length of my slit. I watched him watching me, and wondered if he could see how my violently my pussy was contracting.  He lifted his gaze to meet mine and said, “Go ahead.  It’s okay.  Give your pussy what it needs.”

“I…” I didn’t know what to say.  I didn’t know how to react.  He set down the package and came towards me.  His hand went between my legs, finding my clit immediately, and he pressed in softly, rubbing gentle circles around and over it, as I took in a sharp gasp of breath.  His eyes didn’t leave mine.  “That.  That’s what your pussy needs, isn’t it?”  Then to my surprise, he gave my clit a series of little spanking taps, each one a shockwave of pleasure that caused me to emit shrill staccato grunts that rose in pitch with every tap.  “Like this, baby.  Do this.”  He took my hand and replaced his with it.  My hand was shaking--my whole body was shaking--but I wanted to feel that sensation again.  I began spanking my own clit the way he showed me to do while he stood back and watched me, arms folded, soberly considering my performance.  “That’s a good girl,” he said, approvingly.  “Does it feel good?”

“Yes…” I let out in a hissing moan.

“Now, what else does your gushing cunt want?”

It was a question that I’d never much thought about before.  I only knew in this moment that it wanted to be stuffed full, and so I inserted two fingers, and then a third, stretching myself wide, and began cramming them in and out of myself, wishing they would go in deeper, but enjoying how stretched wide they made me.  It was hard to make out his reaction as I looked up to his face.  He only nodded, stone faced, but as my eyes fell, I saw on his perfectly composed body that his cock was pressing against his pants.  It spurred me on, seeing him grow with excitement along with me, and I let out a sigh as I struggled to get my fingers in knuckle deep.  It was overwhelming, the feeling of this stranger watching me.  I was terrified of what he might think--but his encouraging nods, his straining cock, egged me on.

“What else do you want to show me?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean.  Don’t be embarrassed.  I want to see.  So show me.”

“Show you...show you what?”  I was confused and felt almost drunk in this insane moment in my life.

“Show me where you want me to put my cock.”  He began to unzip his shorts, and a long, straight, venous cock sprang out, which curved up ever so slightly just before the pronounced head of it.  I had never seen anything like it.  I rubbed my clitty as I stared at it, sighing.  “I can see what horny little slut you are” he said--something I’d never been accused of before.  “Now show me where you want me to fuck you.”

Things were going too far.  This was a stranger--I didn’t even know his name.  And yet I was already doing things I never in a million years thought I would do.  I couldn’t let him fuck me with that enormous cock.  I couldn’t take my eyes off of it.  Then I watched as he slowly passed his hand over the length of it, rubbing it lightly.  I wanted to feel it, too--my pussy gulped desperately for it.  But, no I had to put a stop to this.  He had to go.  And I was going to tell him that.  If only I could form words, but all I could do was moan loudly.

He came towards me and pulled my nightgown off of me entirely in one motion, taking my nipple in his fingers and squeezing it roughly.  “You want it so badly and you can’t even say it,” he whispered in my ear.  “I want to give you what you want. But you have to admit it, first.”  His fingers felt so good rolling my nipple between them and I began to squirm.

“I shouldn’t…” I sighed, but then he leaned down and sucked on my nipple hard, making my whole spine arch, before releasing it with a loud smack, rubbing his thumb over the wetted protrusion.

“But you want to.”

“This isn’t like me…”

“This is exactly like you.  And you know it.”

“I want…”

He reached between my legs, his hand bypassing my pussy, his forearm pressing into my wet slit as his middle finger found my asshole and pressed in sharply and I gasped, grinding onto his muscular arm.

“Yes…” I moaned.  “There….”

With a swiftness he pulled me off of the swing, sat down and bent me over his knee, my writhing, bucking ass staring up at him as he rubbed and slapped my cheeks, grabbing handfuls of my flesh firmly, pulling me open, before giving me another good, hard slap.  Every time he slapped my ass, the sting of it comforted me--confirmed that I was every bit the bad little slut I felt like right now, and that he would give me exactly what I needed.  I raised my ass, wanting another, and he delivered a burning blow that made me cry out in both pain and pleasure, before he soothed it with the flat of his hand.

I could feel his hard cock poking me in the gut beneath me, and I was nearly at the point of madness as he teased my ass cheeks with his hands.  For the first time in my life it was excruciatingly clear what I wanted.  I wanted to be filled up with him, bursting with his cock, his hands, his tongue.  My ass wriggled around, trying to coax him to end my misery.  My heart began to beat wildly as he took his hands, and spread my ass cheeks so far apart my asshole was straining open, then I felt a thick wet stream of his spit hit me squarely between my cheeks, and I nearly fell off of his lap for squirming.  The hot wet spit pooled on my rim, and it was all I could do to keep from demanding that he fuck me.

“What a sweet little asshole,” he said, taking his finger and rubbing his spit into my rim.  “How is it that a horny little slut like you hasn’t ever had her asshole good and fucked before?”

“Please...please…” I begged.  It was the only word I could form.

“Show me what you want me to do.”  He pulled one of my arms behind me and placed my hand between my cheeks.  I had never touched myself there before, but it didn’t stop me from pressing a finger just past my rim, nervous but excited.

“You know you want more than that,” he said.  “Keep going.”  He held me open, squeezing and pinching my cheeks as my finger slid in further and further until I was as far in as I could go.  I pulled the finger in and out, but it wasn’t enough.  I wanted more.  I struggled to raise my ass, coaxing my finger in further, but I was still only a wriggling, frustrated mess, flailing about on his lap as I whimpered pitifully.

“Poor baby,” he said, stroking my hair, sympathetically.  “You need my big cock in your ass, don’t you?”

“Uh-huh…” I moaned pathetically.

“Get down on your knees then,” he instructed.  “Finger fuck your tight little asshole for me while you wet my cock.”

He guided me to my knees as he stood before me, his cock reaching out for my mouth, the tip of it slightly slick with precum.  I opened my mouth and he guided himself in, holding my head in place as he filled my mouth, sliding past my tongue and all the way to the back of my throat.  I gagged a bit on him, choking and spitting even as I moaned, my finger still sliding in and out of me.  But still he slid in further, going down my throat, which opened up to let him in.  He grunted primitively as he began sliding in and out of my mouth, slowly at first and then picking up speed.  I sucked him hungrily, and when the tip of him threatened to leave my lips, I sucked harder, beckoning him to stay as I swirled my tongue around and around his fat mushroom head.  When I finally released him, he took his hard cock in his hands and slapped me across the tits with it.

“You are a hungry little slut, aren’t you?”  He said, stroking himself teasingly in my face.  “Put your face on the floor and another finger in your ass.”

I did as I was told, pressing my face and breasts into the cool wood of the porch, my ass lifted in the air, two fingers inside.  He came up behind me and took the arm I was using to steady myself and pulled it behind me.  Now my full weight was smashing my breasts into the floor as I slid two new fingers in, both hands now filling my ass, stretching the hole open.  He spit into it and I cried out, plunging my fingers in deep.  I heard his close hit the floor.  As he came up behind me close, I prayed for him to press himself into my aching asshole, but instead I felt that mushroom head tease back and forth over my wet slit.  Holding his cock, he began spanking my clit with the head of him, rhythmically, as I felt my pussy begin to gush anew.  Even the pain of my weight bearing down on my face and tits couldn’t detract from the waves of pleasure that were shooting through my body with every tap, every thrust of my fingers.

Then, without warning, he plunged his cock into my cunt, hard and deep.  I felt the curve of him press into my g-spot and my body began to quake, my hands slipping away from my asshole under the pressure of it all.  But he was calm, taking my hands and putting them back in their rightful place as he began to thrust, holding onto my hips, pulling me back and forth on his rigid rod.  My pussy was clenching and releasing, pulling him into me as I drenched his cock with my continuous stream of ecstasy.  He went in so deep, I worried he may rip me apart, and yet, my body couldn’t help but buck, couldn’t help but ache for more, more, more.

“Still not satisfied, my little slut, are you?” he said, slapping my ass and driving into me so harshly I could feel it in the pit of my stomach.  “I know what you want.  But not until you say it.”

“Fuck me there,” I growled into the floor.

“Fuck you where?”  He wouldn’t let it go.

“Goddamnit, take your fat fucking cock and fuck my ass.  Please!”  I cried.  I had lost myself entirely to sensation.  I needed him to tear my ass apart.  Nothing else in the world mattered in that moment.

But instead of fulfilling my request, he pulled my fingers out of me and flung them aside.  He withdrew his cock from me and I felt empty and ravenously unfulfilled.  It was torturous, having been brought so close and then denied.

“Please!  Please!”  I begged.  “I’ll do anything!”

He spanked my ass hard, three times, in quick succession.  “I don’t think you can handle my cock in that virgin asshole of yours,” he said.  “Do you?”

“Yes--yes, I can take it,” I pleaded.  “I want to try.  Please?”

He rubbed the tip of his cock on my asshole, sending tremors through me.  Then, ever so gently, he pushed just the tip inside of me.  It was so fat and thick, it stretched me wider than even my fingers had done.  He withdrew and pressed in again, his mushroom head catching on the rim every time he entered.  The sensation on the rim of my asshole was powerful and made my straining legs shake.  He picked up the pace, and then pressed in harder, letting a little bit of his wide shaft inside, and I cried out in pain, feeling myself tear open to allow him in.

“What a good little slut you are,” he said, rubbing my ass tenderly, and then reaching around and patting my pussy.  I felt warm with his praise, and I wanted to please him even more.

“I can take all of you--I want to take every last inch of your cock.”

He withdrew and I once again felt that painful void.

“If I fill you up, I won’t show any mercy,” he said.  “But that’s exactly what an anal slut like you wants, isn’t it?”

“God, give it to me!” I cried, and he plunged in all at once, sending me reeling in pain and pleasure.  I let out a primal scream as I felt the whole heft of him fill me again and again, his balls slapping harshly on my pulsating pussy.

“What would your friends think if they saw what a dirty girl you are?” he said, thrusting into me.  I felt his cock vibrating with pleasure inside of me, growing more and more rigid with every thrust.  Feeling how much he loved fucking my ass was almost as good as the pleasure he was giving to me.  I reached behind and spread my cheeks open with my hands.

“I don’t care,” I said, and I meant it.  They could all be watching for all I cared.  In fact, I would relish their shocked faces, their nervous glances, their stiffening cocks, hardening nipples, as they watched me getting my fill, aghast, appalled, aroused, and wishing they were me.  His cock inside of me, working its way into my deepest part, filling me to overflowing--that was all I cared about.  He could fuck me on my desk with boss’ mother watching and I would only say, “Yes, yes, yes…”

He wrapped his massive arm around my waist.  His cock still inside of me, he lifted me up with ease, standing and bringing me to the swing, where he sat down, me sitting on his cock, my legs splayed out on either side of him, in a painfully wide stance.  In this position, he filled me even more.  As we started to swing back and forth, I began to bounce, and I imagined my mouth as the peak of a volcano as I hissed and cried out, warning of what was to come.  I wanted to make him erupt with so much cum I could taste it.

He slapped and squeezed my titties, pulling the nipples long and twisting them as he thrust up into me, each thrust accompanied by a low grunt.  I could feel him growing hot beneath me, his own body, before so composed, so calm, so in control, begin to get worked up into a sweat.  He was losing his control, and I took over, swirling my hips around and around, clasping and pulling his cock with my ass as his grunts became moans.  He leaned his hot forehead into my back and said, “You beautiful slut...what are you doing to me?”

I leaned forward, feeling his cock press against the back wall of my deep tunnel, and reached between his legs.  I gently petted his balls as he sighed at my touch.  Then I spontaneously gave them a tug, causing his body to buck.  His cock came pounding into me, and I giggled delightedly at his response to me.

“I thought you’d never done this before,” he said, pulling me to him and letting his hand go between my legs now, teasing my clit.  “You’re a natural little whore, aren’t you?”

But I couldn’t focus on his deliciously crude words about me, I could only feel the unmitigated sensation of his fingers manipulating my pussy expertly.  He began thrusting again as one finger delicately tapped and rubbed my pronounced clit.  I could feel the wave coming.  All reason or sanity was gone, my grasp of language obliterated as I began speaking in tongues, my moans wavering, my voice breaking, my body gyrating and convulsing wildly, as he lifted his hips higher and higher with every thrust until I felt his cock my split me right in two.

Somehow I found myself standing, with him behind me, my fingers touching the ground as he grabbed my hips and slammed into me over and over again, his breath growing faster, his cock straining.  He would be cumming soon, and I longed for him to fill me up.  Just the thought of it pushed me over the edge and a long, thick stream of me came pouring out, sliding down my legs, drenching his balls as they slapped against my creaming pussy.

This time I didn’t need prompting.  I didn’t need him to instruct me.  I could state clearly exactly what it was I wanted.  “Fill my ass with your cum!” I demanded.  And he met my demand with repeated shots of thick cum that came in explosive fits like an assault rifle. Each burst of him came with a cry of ecstasy, the sound of which prolonged my own orgasm.   I felt his emission come spurting back out of me, so full was I with his load.

At long last, he had finished. He withdrew, panting from me as my legs buckled beneath me, and I found myself on the ground, sweating, lifeless in a pool of our cum.  He squeezed the tip of him, releasing one last little spurt which landed on my stomach as I stared up at him.  I watched as he put his clothes back on, smirking down at the mess he’d made of me.  He picked up his delivery notice.

“I still need you to sign this,” he said with a smile.

“I’m expecting another package next week,” I said, taking his pen and scribbling nonsensically on his pad.

“For a woman as demanding as you?”  he said.  “I might need a friend to help me deliver it.”

He exited through the gate from which he came without another word as I continued to lay there, the morning light shining on my glistening, cum-covered body.  Already, I was giddy thinking about next week and what new things I would discover about myself with the help of this delivery man and his friend.


15. Painting the Guest House: The Lonely MILF and the Young Painter by Riley Davis

I was ready for the next chapter. Jerry and I brought our only child to college. Now we were supposed to be together in quiet moments. But Jerry had other ideas. And none of them included me. Pushing him away as my heart broke, I wondered if I would ever be able to define the word happy without him. But the boy that came around to paint the guest house was lean and lithe. He gave me other ideas. And I would be a fool to pass them up.

I woke up and didn’t remember what went down

At first.

I was a wife who made a home for a husband and a little girl just off for an adventure at college. Melissa was all smiles as we dropped her off at her dorm. She quickly learned that she had so many things in common with her roommate, a redhead with dark-rimmed glasses who showed off her vintage vinyl with a turntable to boot. Suddenly Melissa’s massive CD collection counted for next to nothing, and I almost said that I could have shown her a record or two when Jerry gripped my arm and said that we should leave her to find her own way. I cried as we drove back home, stopping for a quick bite to eat before my eyes started to grow heavy. But as he helped me into the house and I was ready to turn down the sheets and find a good dream, Jerry stopped me at the foot of the stairs with a stern, sad look in his eyes.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Missy is set up,” he started. “It’s a good thing.”

“The house feels empty without her,” I admitted.

“And before… Caroline?”

Thinking that he needed a warm hug, I started to fold my arms around his neck when he pushed back and gripped my hands.

“Jerry? Is something wrong?”

“We need to talk.”

Trying to tell him that I wasn’t up to planning our next phase, I yawned and wanted him to carry me up to bed when he sat me on the edge of the sofa and started to pace the room.

“Don’t look so worried, babe,” I muttered. “Maybe we’re old and bent, but at least we’ll do it together.

“No. No, we won’t.” I started to laugh when he perched on the armchair and pressed his palms together.

“Jerry, what are you saying?” His sigh was heavy, and I started to move towards him, thinking that all I had to do was take him into my arms and wipe any worries away when he begged me back and slowly shook his head.

“We’ve been playing at this for too long,” he said. “I made a promise to myself to see it through for Missy’s sake.”

“For Missy’s...”

“But she’s going to be alright. And I can’t stay where I’m drowning.”

He might have been speaking in tongues. Since when did pressing his suits and keeping him healthy with creative salads amount to holding his head underwater? I bit down on my lip and prepared for him to say that it was just a joke of that we could talk it out when he pulled his phone from his pocket and flipped to a photo of taut blonde without so much as one wrinkle lining her face.

“Who’s she?” I asked even as I did not want to know the answer.

“Her name is Gwen,” he started. “She was a temp at the office. And I… I don’t know. It just happened.”

“What did?” I demanded. My blood ran cold as my eyes turned dry, and the sight of him shrugging his shoulders filled me with fury as I slapped his arm and watched the phone and the image of his blonde beauty fall to the floor.

“She makes me fell alive again,” Jerry said. “I didn’t mean for it to happen. But now that we don’t have Melissa to worry about---”

“Stop it,” I said.

“You have to realize that it hasn’t been right with us for a long time.”

“I said stop talking!” Slamming my foot to the carpet, I kicked off one shoe and limped to the other end of the room as I glanced out the window. The guest house still needed a fresh coat of paint. Jerry swore that he made arrangements for that. But what was the point if we weren’t going to host friends and Melissa’s eventual family while he scratched an itch?

“You’re going to leave me for her?” I murmured into the glass.

“Caroline, please believe me when I say that I never meant to hurt---”

“Just answer the fucking question!” I whipped back around to see him standing at the center of the room. Thinning hair. A tiny paunch just starting to poke over his belt. These were all the little things that I found endearing. Because I thought that no one could love the imperfections better. How the hell did he spin it with Gwen? It had to be the money, and I wanted to tell him that he would be left with less than nothing when she wised up and bled him dry.

But I sank back to the sofa and started to sob as I watched him move up the steps. That was it? He wasn’t going to dignify me with an answer? I swayed between wanting to run after him and slip deeper into the cushions when he suddenly reappeared with a suitcase packed and his coat slung over his arm.

“Yes, Caroline,” he confessed. “I’m going to be with Gwen. And I’m going to be happy.”

“You weren’t with me?” I asked, hating the pitiful tone in my voice as he shook his head.

“Not for some time,” he said. “Of course you… you can keep the house. And I’ll see that you get your regular monthly allowance.”

“Don’t do me any favors, you asshole!” Finding my discarded shoe, I flung the pump towards his head and watched him duck before he stood tall again and clicked his tongue.

“Maybe if you’d been that passionate before time things could have been different.” He left without another word, and I wondered if this was just a bad dream. Maybe I would wake up to find that he was just helping me from the car after the college trip, but the sound of his motor revving up as he sped off into the night confirmed all of my worst fears. Twisting my wedding band around my finger as I stood again, I opened the front door to find the driveway abandoned. Stumbling back into the house, I poured a shot of vodka from the bar that he wanted as a focal point. I choked the stinging taste down and longed for the comfort of my bed. The room still smelled of his piney cologne, and I saw the closet door open, revealing the loss of his suits along with the man. My head was spinning, and I fell to the pillows. Hating myself for crying, I punched his side of the bed over and over again until my strength was spent and sleep found its way into my brain. But I didn’t dream. Everything was only black.

Until I woke, the next morning and reality sank in.

Twisting in the sheets, I thought of staying in bed for the better part of the day and into the next night. No point in getting up without the need to fix someone’s breakfast. Or try to look pretty for. Resigned to a lonely day, I felt my stomach grumble and thought that I should still eat even if there were no table to set. Heading downstairs in a ratty robe and nothing else, I intended to scramble some egg whites for a healthy omelet. Screw it. I’d have the yolks and all, and I set some bacon on the skillet to sizzle when there was a knock at the door.

It wouldn’t be Jerry. He could let himself back in if the mood struck him. I made a mental note to change the locks as I opened the door with a glare.

“Yes? What do you…?”

Standing before me was a lean boy in tight jeans and a sleeveless t-shirt. His toned arms carried a pail full of brushes and a can of unopened paint.

“Sorry, ma’am,” he started. “Did I like, catch you in the middle of something?”

“Wouldn’t that be nice?” I said. “And you are?”

“I… I’m Scott,” he said. “I’m here to paint the place you got going on out back.” Had I known that he was coming today of all days and far too early to boot, I would have canceled at the crack of dawn before turning on my side and trying to sleep. Why did I have to be the only one that was miserable? Maybe it was monstrous, but I could still poke holes in his sails and watch him slink off to the sidelines.

“Change of plans, honey,” I said. “Your services are no longer required.” Ready to slam the door for maximum dramatic effect, Scott surprised me when he simply smiled through a sigh.

“Your choice,” he said. “But I’ve already been paid in advance.” Why would Jerry make that move without even seeing the boy’s work? I almost laughed when the cold truth hit me in the face like a sharp smack.

Because he knew always knew that he was leaving and thought he was doing me a favor by tying up this last loose end.

“So what?” I demanded, wanting to sound like a high-riding bitch. “I’m giving you a chance to take the money and run for no work. What red-blooded man would pass that up?”

“Not this one,” he said. That was a switch, and his crystal blue eyes pierced my stare. “I could come back around later to give you a refund or give you your dime’s worth.” My eyes trailed down his sides, and I imagined his legs lean and strong.

“Or I could get the job done and we’ll call it even.”

Even as the boy smiled, I sensed that he just wanted to get on with the task at hand, and I was too tired to argue as I fished the keys to the guest house from the nearest drawer and forced them forward.

“Fine,” I said. “Do your thing. Just try not to leave too much of a mess afterwards.” Scott nearly turned on his heel when he looked back and shot me a sad smile.

“Are you sure?” he asked. “I mean if it’s a problem, I could talk to your husband and---”

“He does not live here anymore,” I said. “Either you take orders from me or just go and don’t come back.” The boy started to speak again when he nodded and looked to the guest house.

“Feel free to check in,” he said. “I’ll get down to work.” Scott sauntered off, and I admired him moving away almost as much as I liked the look of him up close. Wasn’t there a time when I had turned heads? I didn’t have to pick Jerry, to settle on him because he seemed safe. Scott did not look back, and I resigned myself to my makeshift lumberjack breakfast when the phone rang. Why we still even had a house phone was almost beyond me, but I picked up the receiver as I swallowed a mouthful of eggs.

“Hello?” I started.

“Mom?”

The sound of Melissa’s voice pulled me out of my own head, and I slipped to the barstool as I clutched the phone and listened hard for the sound of her voice.

“Hi, honey,” I started. “Are you settling in?”

“It’s great, Mom,” she continued. “There was a mixer last night.”

“Listen to you sounding like such an old lady.”

“They still call them that, Mom,” Melissa whined. “How are you holding up?”

“House seems kind of quiet without you but---”

“That’s not what I’m talking about.” My guard went up, and I wondered how she knew as I tried to talk fast in an effort to lessen the blow.

But Melissa cut me off at the pass.

“Daddy called me,” she confessed. “He said that he wanted me to hear it from him.”

“He did?” I demanded as I gripped my fork so hard that I thought it might shatter in my hand.

“No worries, Mom,” she continued. “Like I told him that it was not right, and I wasn’t going to get behind it no matter what he said.”

Grateful to have her on my side, I started to sniffle and tried to keep it from turning into a full-bodied wail when Melissa urged me to listen.

“Mom, it’s a shitty thing,” Melissa said. “I wouldn’t let him tell me otherwise. And I’m not going to forgive him anytime soon.”

Another mother would have told her child to keep her anger at bay. Jerry was still her father, and that demanded a certain amount of respect. But as hard as I tried, my mouth could not form the words, and I sighed as Melissa urged me to listen.

“I can come home,” she suggested. “If that’s what you---”

“Not a chance,” I said. “This is your time. And I want you to make the most of it.”

Melissa stayed silent, and I feared that she would not take me at my word when she finally sighed.

“Then I’ll trust you, Mom. And I want you to find a way to be happy.”

We ended the call, and I pushed my plate aside. The guest house was so close, and there was a beautiful boy right there for the taking. I pictured the lonely bed we hadn’t gotten around to removing and the one chair that could have found its way out before our minds turned to Melissa. The place was so close to bare.

But I quickly thought of a way to fill it up.

Hovering in the doorway, I glanced back at the main house. What was waiting for me back there? Breakfast getting cold and the deafening silence? I could crawl back into bed and cry my eyes out.

Or I could take a play from Jerry’s playbook of mid-crises.

“Ma’am?” Scott looked up startled as I closed the door and turned the lock. Taking a few steps towards him, I circled the boy and wanted to see more of his chest as I pulled up a chair and sat slowly.

“Aren’t you warm?”  I asked. “It’s hot in here this morning.”

“Haven’t hardly had the chance to break a sweat, ma’am,” he answered.

“First things first; my name is Caroline. When you call me ma’am, it makes me feel like an old lady.” Scott smirked and started to tear off his shirt with a wink as he dipped his paintbrush into the pail.

“You don’t look old to me, Caroline,” he crooned. “Are you here to watch me work or what?” Loosening the tie on my robe, I slowly uncrossed my legs and saw him sneaking a peek at my cunt as I leaned forward in the chair.

“Or what,” I shot back. “I’ll try this again; you are wearing far too much clothing.” In a flash, the shirt was gone, and I marveled in his broad chest, smooth and glistening, the rays of sunlight just passing through the window hitting his skin.

“Better?” he asked.

“Much.” Scott denied me the curve of his lips, but the slope of his back caused my breath to shudder. I fixed my gaze on his ass as he caressed the wall with gentle, smooth strokes. Watching him work sent my hand under my robe, and I could I could feel my pussy growing wet as he stretched to the tips of his large feet and carefully caressed the corner under the molding. He bent down to douse the bristles of the brush again, I longed to cradle his ass and squeeze his tight bottom though the clinging denim when he whipped back around and saw me salivating.

“Is this what you’re paying for?” he asked. Scott hitched his fingers into his waistband, and I caught the briefest glimpse of his toned hips before standing tall.

“You really just want to paint?” I asked. My breasts started to poke through the folds of my robe, and I imagined that he would want me when I saw myself in a stray mirror. Who was I kidding? If a man looking like Jerry wouldn’t want me, what business did I have imagining that this boy would…?

“Care to give me a hand?” Scott’s voice was low and thick, and he guided me towards the wall.

“Now the trick is to reach high and don’t break your stride,” he continued. “You never want it to look like it was any work at all.” It felt nothing like labor as Scott pushed my arm to the wall. Too short to meet the molding, I strained and stopped just short of the ceiling as Scott lifted me off my feet and helped me finish the move before turning me around in his arms.

“Nice,” he said. “Sure you’re never done this before?” His breath washed over my flushed face, and I shook my head as my free hand trailed up his bare chest.

“Not like this,” I said. My mind flashed to painting the walls of Melissa’s nursery in the days when we still had to do everything for ourselves and for each other. Jerry never held my waist and helped me hit the ceiling. We covered with the imperfections with a border of rainbows. I almost laughed at what seemed like a metaphor for our entire marriage as Scott started to push me deeper into the wet paint.

“Won’t that spoil it?” I asked.

“Of course, you’re right,” he said. Damn! I had ruined the moment by calling on his skill as a craftsman, and I wished I might have sounded more alluring when Scott dropped the paint brush and clutched my collar.

“You’ll just have to put it in the wash or whatever,” he said. “Here.” He tore the fabric away from my body, and I started to cover my quivering frame when he forced my arms over my head. I felt the sleek paint that had yet to dry leaving an imprint on my back, my thighs, and I wished for his kiss when he leaned into my neck with a whisper.

“Want to get a little messy with me?” he teased.

So much for him seeming like a nice boy. But it was glorious. His lips started down my throat and lingered over my breasts. Scott surrounded my nipple with his kiss, and I tried to leave the wall in search of his embrace when he forced me back again and looked up into my eyes.

“We could get into a lot of trouble,” he said. I started to ask him why when he buried his head between my legs and started to kiss my thighs. Wondering how I would stay standing and how his large hand kept my wrists in place, I gasped when he relinquished his hold and grabbed my hips. Inching closer to his mouth, I ground my nails into his shoulders and felt his tongue caressing my cunt. He swirled in a small circle that fixed on a fine point, and my body opened to let him inside.

“No trouble at all,” I moaned as he pumped my pussy with his mouth. His teeth just nipped the edges of my lust, but there was no hint of pain as my desired flooded his tongue, and I wanted to cum when he pushed back and found his footing.

“Why did you stop?” I asked. “What’s wrong with me?”

“Ma’am, I---”

“I told you that it’s Caroline!” Feeling old and unable to tempt him even if I was naked and hidden behind closed doors, I started to reach for my robe when he pulled me to his chest and ran his fingers through my hair.

“Sorry,” he said as he lightly kissed my cheek. “But a lady like you just deserves so much more.” Narrowing my eyes and wondering if I had heard him right, I started to speak when he gagged me with his kiss. His tongue brimmed with my taste, and I melted into his mouth as he lifted me off the ground. Wrapping my legs around his long limbs, I clung to his frame and intensified the kiss as he carried me towards the lone bed in the corner. He seemed to hesitate at the edge of the mattress, and my courage nearly gave out again when he lowered me to the sheets and stood after a quick kiss.

“I’m on the clock, Caroline,” he said. “Do I have your permission to like, get even more comfortable?”

“You don’t have to ask me that,” I assured him.

“Just trying to be polite.”

“That’s the last thing that I want, Scott.” The boy nodded his head and unzipped his fly. Of course, he went commando. His cock hit the air in its entire glorious length, and I strained to my knees to touch his shaft. Scott stayed firm under my hand, and I stroked his slick piece as he wrenched my head back and peered into my eyes.

“So we won’t do polite,” he said. “How about another kiss?” He held my head down, and I moaned in anticipation as I kissed his cock. My mouth longed for more, and I parted my lips to take him inside. He bubbled on my tongue, and I started to lick the underside of his massive shaft. Scott kept me in place as I sucked him like a parched soul on the desert in search of ice, but a burning fire stared to pour down my throat when he pushed me back and tightened his hold on my hair.

“What’s up?” I challenged as his cum dribbled from my lips. “Am I that bad?”

“If anything you’re too good,” he said. “But I’m all about the mutual transaction.”

Scott flung me to the other end of the of bed, and I wanted to paint that wall with his hands, his cock when he joined me on the mattress and hung over me as he cracked his knuckles over his head.

“So you want to touch me again?” I asked.

“Sounds like a start.”

Scott drifted down to my body. One hand held the back of my head as he spread my thighs with his free set of fingers. If his tongue had seemed strong, his finger was the next level.  Grinding into his touch as I grazed my nails down his chest, my core started to simmer, and I was on the verge of exploding when he abandoned me again and slipped into the pillows.

“You… you don’t play fair,” I managed as I tried to catch my breath.

“Oh, I don’t know about that.” Licking his fingers clean, Scott smiled and held his cock. I tried to meet his touch when he waved me off and slowly shook his head. “Like the way you taste is telling another story.”

Suspended in place as he curled his hands behind his head, I trembled on the bed and stared to cover my body with my arms when he snapped his fingers.

“Don’t do that,” he said. “I want to look at you.”

Obliging as I granted his request, I felt trapped in his gaze until he moved to his knees and crawled close.

“And I want to be inside you,” he said. “In the best way.”

Kissing him quickly, I swiftly fell to my back and let him press my palms into the sheets. He pushed my legs apart, and his cock teased my cunt. I moaned at even the faintest nearness of him, and he calmed me with one hand on my side as he kissed my hair and found my ear.

“You want more?” he asked. Nodding and unable to speak, I felt his cock burrowing into my cunt. My hips lifted off the bed as he seemed to slam his way towards my soul. Scott rested inside me and smoothed his fingers across my face when he started to pulse. To throb. I gripped the sheets and felt like I was falling through the floor when he lifted me towards his thighs. My arms snaked around his waist, and I barely kissed his nose when he fell back to the bed.

“Move for me, Caroline.”

Straddling him as I trembled, I gripped his hands and kept them close as my hips moved in time with his pulse. Every time I thought I would burst, Scott held back and let me linger around his length. I wanted him to consume me, and I twisted into his cock until a gasp left his lips. Ready for his scream as my body started to break, he stunned me with a sharp kiss. His mouth was as soft as his cock was strong, and I clasped both as I collapsed around him. My arms were everywhere, and he stopped my thrashing and eased me into his chest.

“I would have done that for free,” he sighed into my hair. “God you feel so good.” He made no move to leave me as we lay down. Even as his cock softened against, inside my cunt, his hands kept marking my body with his touch. I stretched to meet each stroke of his fingers and paused when he kissed my lips and trailed his hand across my cheek,

“Even for an old lady?” I asked.

“I never got that,” Scott confessed. “Just thought that you were hot from the word go.”

He pulled out but wrapped his arms and legs around mine. Hot? That was a word reserved for Melissa and her peers. But his voice seemed in earnest, and I cupped his chin as I stared into his eyes.

“Hot?” I echoed. “You’re sure that’s the word you want to use.”

“No.”

Scott left the bed before I could keep him close. Fearing that I had broken the spell, I begged him to come back. My eyes caught nothing but his back, and I wondered if that was the last I would see of that splendid sight when he returned to the foot of the bed with his paint brush and a piece of tarp torn from the floor.

“I want to say beautiful,” he continued. “Because that’s what you are.”

He kissed me again, and I tossed my arms around his shoulders before coming to rest in the crook of his neck.

“You don’t know how much I needed to hear that,” I whispered.

“Maybe we can make it a regular thing,” he said.

“I… I think I like the sound of that.” He sat me up on the edge of the bed and kissed my cheek, the paint dribbling to the floor before he brought the brush against the other side of my face.

“I can’t draw your picture,” he confessed. “I’d like to, but---”

“I’m happy to be your canvas, Scott.” He smiled as he slathered my body with the paint, and when I was an array other colors inside and out, he climbed back to the bed. Holding me with dripping arms, I felt him moving inside me again and exhaled a quick breath.

“All good, Caroline?” he asked.

“I… yes,” I assured him. “For the first time… in a long time… I think I’m really happy.”


16. An Experiment in the Park: First Time Lesbian Sex in Public by Ellie North

I see the same girl at the College library every day. I'm a huge reader, and she studies a lot. One day, I decide to talk to her and we find out we're very compatible friends. When we go to a mutual friend's movie night, we find out we're even more compatible in a very different way.

Reading is a great way to travel, to learn, and to meet new people. At least, that’s how I’ve always seen it. Some of the most romantic relationships in the world started in a library – not that I could name any, because I read fiction. But this girl – she was always studying, taking notes, writing things down. She could probably name a few famous relationships. Heck, she could probably tell me anything I wanted to know. I always saw her learning something different, and she was famous around the University for being a genius. Because of her smarts, she wasn’t required to go to class except for exams or tests.

She always studied in the same room as me. I was a freshman, so I’d only just started coming to the library. There she was, day one of the University, working her ass off. Now it was the second semester. She almost always arrived without fail except on holidays or weekends. She stayed for four hours tops, and then went home to eat or… well, whatever geniuses did when at home. I loved to read so when I finished my homework or classes I came to the library. I didn’t even bother checking most of the books I read out – I always finished it before the day was out. But I was fascinated by this genius girl. How could she manage to do that, every day, without exhausting herself?

So that day, I decided to talk to her. She came in at the same time, as expected. I sat there, reading my book, but I heard her lay her backpack down and start taking her things out to study. So I marked my page and closed my book. I walked over to her and sat down in front of her before she had a chance to start.

Then I got to really look at her face. She seemed like a fragile sort of person, but able to hold her own in a scientific or political debate of some sort. She had soft facial features and a round face, like a child, but with an adult twist on it. Her stick straight, dark red hair was tied back with a large hair clip to keep it out of her face as she worked. I wondered if she even had time to manage her looks with how often she came here to study. Then again, I did the same thing, and I looked just fine. I showered my bland brown hair every so often, and I did my makeup sometimes – not that I really thought I looked good in or out of makeup with my sharp, masculine features.

She didn’t even acknowledge the fact that I was there and set right to work, flipping through pages and writing things down at lightning speeds. I couldn’t even keep up with her so I just cleared my throat to get her attention.

She didn’t seem to notice I’d done it. “Hello?” I said, hoping to say something would catch her attention.

She blinked and stopped for a moment, as if wondering whether there were a ghost in her midst. Then she continued, blatantly ignoring that I was there.

I took her hand to stop her writing. “Excuse me?”

She finally looked up, not pulling her hand away. “Oh. Hello,” she said. It genuinely seemed like she hadn’t known I was there. I guess she really got into her work.

“My name is Lily. What’s yours?” I asked, hoping to get formalities out of the way quickly.

“Um… Dana.” She looked like she didn’t know what to do or say to me, but she was also completely relaxed, as if the words would come to her as she spoke to me. Confident, but somehow awkward at the same time. What a strange girl.

I let go of her hand and sat back down. “Well, that wasn’t so hard. What are you working on?”

She looked down at her work, and then back up at me. She then launched into a tangent I didn’t understand about science and math for all of five minutes before she realized I probably wasn’t as smart as her and then told me what it meant in a simpler way. Even that I didn’t really understand, but I nodded my approval anyways to make her feel better. I wondered if I should be studying with her, if only to get a grasp on what she said.

“Do you watch any movies to learn this stuff?” I asked, desperately trying to change the subject without seeming too obvious.

“I don’t like watching movies to learn… they’re for stories and good acting, aren’t they? I mean, documentaries are different, but I don’t like those. They take too long to put out information. I could read the movie script just as well in ten minutes and learn the same amount.”

I found I had common ground with her there and pursued it, hopeful to establish a friendship. “What kind of movies do you like then?”

She smiled a little then. “I like chick flicks or sci-fi movies. I guess we all have a sort of guilty pleasure.”

“Yeah. My friend whom we all just call Orc because he loves RPG video games; he’s having a movie night this weekend. I’m really looking forward to it.” I leaned back in my chair, feeling more relaxed now.

“Orc? I know him. He sits in the back of my chemistry class. He likes to sleep. But I make sure to group with him so he doesn’t fall behind.” She laid her pencil down, and I wondered for a moment whether I’d done a good or a bad thing in stopping her studying just to talk with her.

“Oh! Are you going to his movie night too then?”

She smiled sheepishly. “I didn’t know he was having one. But I suppose we could go together?”

I grinned widely at her. “It’s a date then!”

She blushed then. “I didn’t realize that’s what you were asking of me…”

“Oh! It was just a form of expression, although if you’d like to consider it a date, you could.”

“Oh…” She seemed both a little disappointed and also relieved. “Then I will consider it friendly until it becomes otherwise, I suppose.”

We talked back and forth for the remaining duration of her stay at the library, and we found many common interests – including but not limited to a love for spicy foods, hatred for amusement parks, and a love of wine. I decided that when we went to the movie night, I would bring a bottle for her.

When her time was up, and she seemed to know on instinct rather than looking at the time, she put her books away. And then she pulled out her phone and looked at the time. “Is it time to leave already?” she asked, to herself rather than to me.

“It was nice meeting you,” I said, standing up. “And I look forward to seeing you this weekend.”

She smiled at me and put her phone away. She put her backpack on. “Likewise. See you then!”

The rest of the week passed by too slowly for my liking. While we both met at the library at the same time every day, neither of us really approached the other. She was content to lose herself in her studies, and I didn’t feel it necessary to push a relationship if there was one there waiting to blossom. I figured, if one would happen, it would happen at movie night. Still, I was anxious to spend time with her, and I wondered if I was really interested in her as a friend. I acted like I always did when I had a crush on someone.

As I rang the doorbell to Orc’s house on the night, I realized that’s exactly what I had for her, and it suddenly switched my perspective on things. While I really did want a relationship with her, she didn’t seem to allude to the fact that she wanted one, but she didn’t insinuate that she didn’t want one either. In fact, in her words, she’d said that she’d consider it friendly until it became otherwise. Which meant that at any point in time, I could try and move it further than just a friendly hangout… right?

Dana came up behind me as I waited for Orc to answer. “Hello there,” she said. “Good to see you again.”

“Are you always so formal in your speech?” I asked her.

“This isn’t the way people normally speak?” She blushed. She seemed lost now, and I felt bad for asking it and making her feel like the odd person out. I also wondered just how much contact she had with people. Probably not very much outside of the classroom, considering her awkward social skills.

“Well, not exactly, but there’s nothing wrong with the way you talk.” I rang the doorbell again. “Come on, we know you’re in there, Orc! Let us in!”

I heard some shuffling inside the house, and the screen door finally swung open. “Sorry, had my headphones on. Come in, fragile little elves!”

I pouted but said nothing. I was used to his antics, and to be honest, he wasn’t all that wrong about Dana and me being fragile and little. Dana couldn’t have been more than five feet, and I was only a few inches above her. Still, I had a stockier figure than she.

But Orc – he had a figure that towered over us. At six feet and seven inches, we looked like children standing next to him. He even had the deep voice you’d expect of a mean race of the fantasy world. He had a thick beard and a head full of dark brown hair, well-groomed and trimmed. Despite his intimidating appearance, I had never found him to be an angry or unhappy man. In fact, he was nothing less than completely hospitable and friendly to everyone he met. I supposed that the description of a gentle giant would apply to Orc. I’d never seen him use his size to his advantage – in fact, many times I saw him shrink himself so he would appear less scary to others.

We made ourselves comfortable in his living room. Two others were already there talking and nodded towards us as we sat down. The first was a young bald male with a small beer belly, and the other, another male with the best and softest-looking hair I’d ever seen on a guy. I greeted them with a friendly smile.

“Hey,” the blond said. “Name’s Mac. Are you two gay as well?”

I realized that they were dating and being put in the spotlight made me feel uncomfortable. I looked at Dana, who was avoiding eye contact at all, with anyone. She seemed extremely uncomfortable and didn’t say a word in response.

I shook my head to them and leaned over to Dana. “Hey… are you okay?”

“My parents wouldn’t approve…”

Oh. I found that even if we did date, we’d have to keep it a secret. At least, until she moved out of her parents’ house. They wouldn’t accept it. A sad reality, but no less true. I put a hand on her shoulder. “We don’t have to stay if you don’t want to.”

“No, let’s… let’s watch the movies.”

Orc came in with drinks and cups, and I wondered how he could carry all of it by himself. He laid them all on the table in front of us. I remembered the wine and took it out of my bag. “Here, let’s share!” I said.

“Great! Pick a movie guys, I’ll get the food. Keep getting to know each other… hey, is she okay?”

Orc went over to Dana and knelt in front of her. He was still taller even though he was trying his best to appear smaller. “What’s the matter little lady?”

Her eyes watered up a little, and I felt my heart drop. Maybe I hadn’t said the right thing to help her feel better. I wished I was better at comforting people, but I had always been better at cheering them up.

“I feel sad because I’m gay, and my parents would never approve… and being here reminded me of that.”

I realized then why she studied so hard. Her parents must have such high expectations of her, that failing anything wasn’t an option. I guessed they were also a religious type, since I never typically met an atheist or agnostic who hated gay people. But they could’ve been atheist – I was just going off of my own experience. I sighed and put my arm around her. “It’s okay. We’re all friends here, and we’ll keep the homosexuality on the down low, so your parents won’t know. Right, guys?”

I looked around the room, and they nodded. Orc pounded his chest with a fist. “I swear it on my honor, your parents will never know you are friends with fags!”

Dana giggled then, and I felt a lot better for her. “Are you always so dramatic, Orc?”

He scratched his head. “Was it?”

She made a gap with her thumb and index finger. “Tiny bit.”

Orc smiled at her and stood up. “It’s okay, theatrics never hurt anyone. Ready to watch, guys?”

We switched on the TV and Orc went to the kitchen. He brought out a bunch of snacks – chips, popcorn, chicken wings with three different types of sauce, and an odd plate of veggies with ranch dipping. Dana reached for the veggies first – which I wasn’t surprised about. I guessed her parents were also strict with her diet. Still, I didn’t say anything and let the movie play.

While we watched, I noticed Dana look at me from time to time. I wondered what she was thinking, so I decided to whisper in her ear. “What’s the matter? Is there something on my face?”

“I’ve… never really kissed a girl,” she admitted suddenly.

I blushed a little. “Did you want to try?”

Dana nodded. “I mean… I’ll understand if you don’t want to, because we just met… but…”

I didn’t give her a chance to continue speaking. I didn’t understand what she was going through, but I knew that I had to find out if I was gay or not and I wanted to do anything to help her feel better. I highly suspected that I was at least bisexual. So, without waiting, I pressed my lips against hers.

It was soft and, unlike any kiss I’d ever gotten from a man. It was gentle, but not without its passion. But it was a different sort of passion, a more tender and caring sort rather than a desperate, craving kind. I found I liked it more than kissing a guy and got into it. Dana didn’t stop me, and she kissed me back. We remained that way until we were out of breath – which was to say, not very long, because she took my breath away from me.

When I finally came out of the trance, I realized that they’d stopped the movie and were smiling at us. I blushed, and Dana hid inside my sleeve. “Didn’t your parents ever tell you it’s rude to stare?” Even as I spoke, I smiled.

They pretended they didn’t see anything, and we continued the movie to its end without any more interruptions. After the movie, though, Dana got up to leave. I stared at her. “There are still more movies, though?”

She shook her head. “I have to go… I can’t keep my parents waiting. I have a Curfew, and it takes time to walk home…”

I got up from my seat and put on my jacket. “Then let me walk you home, Dana. It’s dangerous to go alone.”

“Take this!” Orc handed me a bag of the snacks he’d brought along with two unopened cans of soda. “Good luck on the mid-terms, squirts. We’ll hang out again, right?” He looked at Dana as he spoke.

She nodded. “I’m sorry for leaving so early. I will help you study if you need, Orc. Just come to the school library.”

Orc kneeled and pulled her into a hug. “Thanks to you and your little genius mind, I’ll pass everything and understand it all. I can’t ever thank you enough.”

I smiled at the exchange and let Dana say goodbye to the other two. She apologized to them for her outburst, to which they responded, “Don’t ever be sorry for how you feel.”

I waved my goodbyes to them and followed Dana out the front door. Dana had put her can of soda in her bag, underneath all of the rest of her things. She’d barely touched the snacks at all. I had a suspicion Orc knew about her dietary restrictions. None of the rest of us touched the veggies except for her.

I put an arm around her. “Hey. I’ll be here when you’re not at home, and maybe you can teach me a few things, yeah? You have a support group now. Your parents won’t be able to hold you hostage forever.”

Dana looked down at the ground. “They’re paying for my education… I can’t leave until I graduate college.”

I frowned. “Well, then we’ll just try and make it as bearable for you as possible.”

She nodded at me. “Thank you…”

I stopped her then and kissed her again. “We’re not home yet, so we can do as we please. How long do you have?”

She checked her phone. “About twenty minutes before they start to worry…”

I took her hand. “Then I want to make it the best twenty minutes of your life. Do you trust me?”

“Yes… are we going someplace… to make love?” She asked.

I blushed furiously. “That’s a bit fast, but… if you want to?”

She covered her face. “I’m sorry, I just assumed…”

I laughed out loud at her silly expression. “Don’t worry. Let’s go then.”

I led her to a large park not far from where we were, with a playground, a large field for soccer, and a river passing through on the side. No one was in this park, so I decided it would be a good place to explore our sexuality. She followed me to a place in the playground that was relatively hidden by the slides and walls. There, she put down her bag. I was glad that the playground was mostly devoid of wood chips or sand except for where the swings were. No one likes getting any of that in their undergarments.

She shifted uncomfortably as I put down the bag of snacks and soda. “So… how do lesbians do it?” she asked, rather bluntly. I didn’t expect it from her, but I refrained from laughing, biting my lip.

I took her hands. “Why don’t I just show you?”

She waited for me to make a move so I did. I scooped her into my arms and kissed her deeply. Never in a million years would I have dreamed that talking to her in the library would have led to this. But I was so glad that I did.

Slowly, I ran my hands from her back to her sides, and down to her hips, and then to her ass cheeks. I massaged them, which she seemed to enjoy, arching into me. She finally brought her arms up to embrace me, and it urged me onward. I felt pressed for time, but I forced myself to slow down on her, knowing it was her first time so I wasn’t allowed to rush it. Besides… I could do a lot with twenty minutes.

I roamed my hands up to her shirt, and dug my hands underneath to feel her bare skin and also to remove it. She lifted her arms, and I pulled her shirt over her head, and put it on top of her purse. I took off my jacket and threw it aside, as well as my own shirt. I only gave myself a brief moment to examine her body before making out with her again. Her breasts were bigger than her shirt had let me see, and her waist was smaller than I’d expected. There was a lot about her that was hidden to the world, it seemed.

Her skin felt softer than I’d expected – and with the way she ate, I guessed she would have glowing skin underneath all of her clothes. I let myself enjoy it, roaming my lips from her mouth to her jaw and neck, taking in her scent. She had the faintest smell of smoke coming out of her hair. I guessed her parents smoked. But there was also a distinct fresh scent of apple and wood, something that made me want to eat her.

So I decided that’s what I would do. If she couldn’t pleasure me or she was too shy to, then I could at least make her feel amazing before bringing her home. I unbuttoned her pants and slowly pulled them down, taking her panties with them, my kisses roaming lower and lower with every second. She stepped out of them as I reached the bottom, and I tossed them aside.

She was unshaven, but trimmed, and it was managed well. She blushed as I looked at her pussy. I looked up at her eyes, placing my hands on her legs. “Come here and lay down for me…”

She nodded and did as I told her to. I pushed her legs open, and kissed her pelvis. “Are you okay?” I asked, unwilling to go further without making sure she wasn’t just indulging me.

“I’m… fine…” she said, squeezing her eyes shut. “I’m just nervous…”

It was normal, so I decided it would be better to get her mind off of it and get into it. “Just let me know if you want to stop, okay?”

“Okay…”

I placed a finger on her clit and rubbed a little, first in circular motions, then up and down, and then side to side, testing her reactions. She bit her lip to stifle a moan with the last motion, so I kept doing that, except with my tongue. She tried her hardest to stay quiet, panting here and there. I was glad she was enjoying it, though.

Her vagina got wetter with every passing moment, encouraging me to keep going until she came. I decided my tongue wasn’t enough and prodded her entrance with a finger. She tensed up a little, so I pulled away. “You alright?”

“I’m… not used to anything being in there…” Her face was flushed red with pleasure and her eyes a little glazed.

“Do you want to try it?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Not… this time…”

I liked that she heavily implied that she wanted me to do this again. Then again, I wondered if we would have a next time so I wanted to feel her against me for as long as I could. So I removed the rest of my clothing and got on top of her. She didn’t stop me, only gave me a questioning look.

“You wanted to know how lesbian sex worked, right…?” I said, feeling lustful.

She nodded without words.

I placed my thigh in between her legs and sat on hers. I knew there were many different ways to do it, but this one offered the most contact in my opinion. At least, just from watching stuff online and reading. I realized just how gay I actually was, to the point where I wondered how it worked and read up on it. And if it wasn’t for Dana, I would never have known.

I began to move my body, rubbing our respective genitals with each other’s thighs. From anyone outside, it might have looked strange. But to the both of us, it just felt amazing, and we enjoyed the journey to our orgasm.

That was when I lost track of time, lost in the feeling. I made out with her as she moved with me, a mutual effort to climax that I didn’t expect her to perform. She was forever surprising me. I liked that I could always rely on her to be unpredictable. My days were spent reading and being predictable.

She scratched my back as she got closer to her climax, and then almost immediately after arched against me. I kept pleasuring her until she came down from her orgasm. I felt her pussy throb against me, and I felt satisfied, even though I hadn’t finished.

“Do you… need me to…?” she asked, trailing off. I knew exactly what she was asking, though.

I shook my head and laid it on her shoulder. “You don’t need to do anything for me… you are enough.”

“If we had more time… I wouldn’t hesitate to help.” She held me tighter then. “Can I just hold you for a while…?”

I wondered how much time we actually had left and fished through my pants for my phone, staying on top of Dana as I did so. Three minutes until we had to keep going…

I didn’t say anything, but we cuddled, letting the sweat dry up and the blood drain from our sex organs. I felt better than I had in months. “Dana?”

“Yes…?”

“Will we have to hide our relationship from everyone?” I asked, still unsure of what exactly I and Dana were.

“Sex is sex, but… love is love. I want to get to know you better before we are official. But… that doesn’t mean this meant nothing…”

“You didn’t answer the question.” I chuckled, knowing she was avoiding the question. I already knew the answer to it anyways.

“Yes… someone might see us and word might get back to my parents…”

I nodded, and our time being up, I stood up and got dressed. “It’s okay. We can be together when you’re ready, and in the meantime, Orc and the others are there for you. It’s a safe place.”

She seemed to feel a lot better having her clothes on. I guessed that was just natural – no one liked being naked in front of an almost complete stranger. I still couldn’t believe what had just happened. She was far more direct and naughty than I’d given her credit for.

Fully clothed now, we began walking again. I wanted to hold hands, but I knew it wouldn’t be a good idea. Most of the rest of the trip was silent. We were both in our own thoughts, and before I knew it, I stood on her porch, waving goodnight to her.

“Can I have your phone number?” she asked. “For… study groups.”

I glanced at the window and saw her father looking out at us. I decided to wave as I took her phone and put my number into it. “There you go. I’ll see you at school then?”

She smiled at me politely. “Indeed. And thank you for the movies.”

We shook hands, and it felt completely unnatural, but necessary. And then she went inside, and I was left alone on the porch. I stood there for a moment, wondering if any of it really happened.

That same night, I got a text from her while sitting in bed.

“Monday afternoon for study group… you in?”

I felt like it was code because I didn’t want to think that she’d already forgotten what happened. Maybe her parents checked her phone, and she was being careful. Either way, whether we would be girlfriends or just friends, I wanted to see her again. I wanted to get to know her better.

“I’m in.”


17. Keira Works a Double: Double Penetration Threesome Sex at the Workplace by Lora Lane

When I was growing up I could always count on a few things to happen when one of my parents worked a double shift. Dinner would be messed up, bedtime would be out of whack and we would eat out after payday because of the double-time pay rate. Every now and then I have to work a double shift myself and other than extra pay, I can basically on count on being exhausted for a week. That wasn't the case recently however when I worked a double with two other guys. What happened was anything but extra work but I still got paid double, if you know what I mean.

If someone asked me what kind of person I was two weeks ago, I would have said something normal and boring. I might have mentioned that I basically wake up, get ready, go to work, come home and go to sleep then repeat. Seriously there was very little excitement around me or my normal everyday life. Sure, my work as a graphic artist can be entertaining now and then and throwing that out there gets a decent reaction from those who don't know what it means. Basically I show up, sit behind a neat looking desk all day and draw stuff, both digitally and on paper, until my hand is about to fall off and then I go home to get ready and do it all again.

Sure, I have had a few boyfriends and I go out with my friends once or twice a month but we usually end up sitting around talking about how boring our lives are until we get sick of each other and then go our separate ways. I don't mean for it to sound depressing or anything and I do get a few weeks of vacation each year that I usually spend at the beach or somewhere else nice. The truth is however that since the wilder days of college a few years ago, there hasn't been much to talk about.

All of that changed for me recently however when I got a promotion. At first I thought the best part was going to be the pay raise that it afforded me, which I hoped would make the extra hours being a project manager would bring well worth it. For the first month that definitely was the case, until one night when I had a huge project that got turned upside down a couple of days before it was due for presentation.

The first thing I did was to panic, run into my boss's office and tell him that I couldn't do it. A lot of help he was. All he did was to tell me that he wouldn't have given me the job if I couldn't get the work done and tell me to back to work. Next on my agenda was to plan for grabbing a few good people that I knew I could trust to get the job done. I settled on two of my long-time coworkers in the old department and begged them to help me work a double shift to get the job ready for presentation. After promising to make sure they got double-time pay for their work and ensuring them that I would be fully responsible for the final product, they agreed.

I allowed myself a little bit of a sigh of relief and even began to think that the extra work wouldn't be that difficult at all with both of those guys helping me. There was one thing I didn't plan on however: jealousy. Each of them were up for the position that I had been given and one of them had been working there a couple of years longer than I had. Truth be told, if either of them were as serious about work as they were partying on every single weekend, they each would probably have been given the spot instead of me.

The first sign of a problem came within the first thirty minutes that we were the only ones in the office. Travis is one of the best artist in the world probably but he has that strange artistic mind and sometimes needs to be directed in order to get properly motivated. I figured the best thing I could do for him was to just tell him what I wanted him to do and let him get to work while I figured out how to split the rest of the work up with Adrian. To his credit, Travis didn't complain at all when I gave him his marching orders. Adrian was another story.

“You can't just tell him what to do,” he said with a stern expression. “What? You think just because you got the big money and the corner office that you can just order us around like a couple of grunts?”

“Adrian,” I pointed at a cubical not twenty feet away, “I my office is right there. Besides, Travis didn't seem to mind and is already working, so what's the big deal?”

“The big deal,” he answered, “Is that you've gotten too hot for your tight skirts since you got this damn promotion. Hell, I remember when you first walked into this place with your hot ass swaying from one side to the other.”

I put my palm on my forehead, “Come on, Adrian. Don't do this. I need you tonight. Please give it a rest and you can bust my balls all next week, I swear.”

He looked down at my crotch, “Bust your what? I thought all you had down there was the qualifications for the promotion you were given.”

That was the wrong thing to say to me at the end of a tiring week with a load of stress on my shoulders. I exploded, “Alright, that's enough of your shit Adrian! You wouldn't talk to any other project manager that way and I will be damned if I'm going to let you talk to me that way! If you do not want to help me tonight then get the hell out and I'll call two other artists to take your place! Go on, get out if all you can do is accuse me of sleeping my way to the top.”

“Keira,” he started with a sheepish glance towards the floor.

“No,” I said with a face as red as the fire that was about ready to burst from my ears, “Go on, get the hell out and talk your shit somewhere else. If you weren't so focused on skirt chasing and trying to get the next girl in your bed, you'd have been promoted five years ago and you know it. So go ahead and find some bimbo to put on your big… ego.”

“Keira, I'm sorry,” he said, “I shouldn't have said that. Wait, my what?”

My face was still red but part of the reason was what had nearly slipped out of my mouth while I was ready to literally bite his cocky stupid head off. I covered it up about as well as I could by flippantly waving my arms at him and delivering orders, “Never mind that! You have two choices, Adrian. Either get to work on something that Travis isn't working on or get the hell out. Choose quickly. I'll be in my corner office.”

I half stomped the several feet from where I had been standing to my desk, sat down and turned around to face in the direction opposite Travis and Adrian. To his credit, Adrian actually did what I asked him to do. He was an incredible artist and partnered with the odd and quiet Travis, who was more the creator to his workhorse, they made quite the team. I could hear them discussing the various parts of the project behind me and it was a good thing that they indeed did make a great team because I was getting nothing done.

Ego? His big ego? I said to myself. Could I have been more awkward if I had deliberately tried? My mind traveled back to a scene not far from the trio of desks burning the early evening oil that night; the break room.

Margo, Trina and I were all drinking our morning coffee when two girls we didn't usually talk to came into the room laughing as they looked at something on one of their phones. At first we ignored them but when our eavesdropping resulted in talk of a sexual nature, we had to find out more. As usual, Trina was the one who volunteered to do the embarrassing work. The girl would do anything. She borders on having an insane level of nerve in such situations.

We watched as she walked towards the coffee pot and took a ridiculous turn around where the girls were talking to get there. She bumped into one of them and said, “Oh, excuse me. Say, what the heck are you girls laughing about over here? You know break room etiquette, don't you?” They looked at her with that deer-in-the-headlights kind of stare and Trina said, “You can't walk in here secretly laughing about something for more than three and a half minutes without telling the others in the room what its about.”

They seemed to think about it for a few seconds before one said, “No way, that's not a rule.” The other agreed, “Yeah, that's not true at all.”

Trina shrugged and snatched the phone from the one who was holding it, “Shut up and gimme this.” She looked at it and didn't laugh, but rather smiled and dropped her jaw. “Oh my god, that's amazing.” She looked up at the girls, “Is this a video?” They nodded and she pressed the screen with her forefinger. The sound was turned way down but Trina's face was enough to get Margo and me interested so we jumped up and crowded closer to the three of them.

The video showed a strong and lean male body in the shower. It seemed to be in someone's home and I began to wonder if it wasn't some kind of voyeur video. “Hold on guys,” I said stepping back, “We shouldn't look at that.”

About that time a female voice could be heard from the tiny speakers saying something. Margo said for them to turn it up a little bit and Trina did the honors. We all listened in.

“...what are you doing in here?” the male voice asked playfully. “I told you I would be right out.”

“Oh yeah,” the female said, “But I couldn't wait any longer. I wanted to see you like this so that I could remember it forever.”

The sound of a shower curtain moving across a shower bar preceded the man's voice again, “Whoa, babe, are you taking a video of this? You are aren't you?”

“You have a problem with that stud? God look how big your dick is,” she said, “I should sell this to some website somewhere.”

“Show it to whoever you want as long as I get sixty percent,” he said. “You want me to give you a little action?”

“Yeah, baby,” she said, “Stroke that monster cock for me. Make it stand up proud and strong.”

As the video continued, I began to realize that the male voice in the video was familiar and curiosity got the better of me. I moved back over so that I could see and was stunned by two things at the same time. It was a monster cock but not only that, our coworker Adrian was the man it belonged to. My hand went to my mouth as I couldn't believe that could really be him. He was such an ass and I really hated the partying stories he always came in telling on Monday mornings but as soon as I saw the video, I began to wonder if all those stories were actually true.

Ever since that morning, I have been unable to get the image of Adrian stroking his cock in the shower out of my mind. I don't think about it all the time or anything but if the two of us have some kind of a long discussion or especially an argument of some kind, poof, the big dick pops into my mind. More than a few times I have found myself alone at home on a Friday night, wondering what Adrian might be doing to some poor slut somewhere. As much as I hated the thought on the surface, it excited me deep down.

Those nights usually ended up with me grabbing a few of my toys from the side table near my bed and pleasuring myself. I would slide one dildo down and rub my pussy with it while I used a different toy against my ass and then into the crack. Then with a lot of lube, I would insert the one into my ass before returning attention to my pussy. Both of them working together as I lay on the bed with the worst thoughts of things a jerk like Adrian could do to me always got my juices flowing within minutes. I would cum as I imagined Adrian ordering me to. He would say cum Keira, Keira, Keira cum now…

“Keira! For gods sake have you gone deaf?”

I turned around with a violent start, taken so by surprise by Adrian's voice that I hadn't bothered to notice the position of my hands until afterward. Glancing down at my right hand on my breast and my left dangling between my thighs, I was left with little choice but to pretend everything was fine. “What? What do you want? Aren't you supposed to be working?” I had high hopes that at the very least our argument from earlier would restart but I wasn't so fortunate.

“Nice try,” he said with a knowing smile, “But aren't you supposed to be working too?”

“I,” unable to hold his stare, I glanced around at my desk, “Was just thinking about the project and was about to start putting some ideas to paper.”

“Uh, huh,” he smiled, “I wasn't aware this was one of those kind of projects.”

“What? Its not,” I said defensively.

“Right,” he said, “Then why did you have your hands all over yourself?” Before I could answer his expression changed and he nodded, “Oh, I know. I understand what happened now.”

It seemed odd to just sit there and wait for him to correctly guess that I had been daydreaming about him doing crazy things to me so I decided to at least stand up and pretend to be ignorant, “I don't now what you're getting at Adrian but we probably shouldn't talk about it.”

“Uh, huh,” he smiled, “You've seen it, haven't you?”

“No!” I said a little too forcefully, “Well, I don't know what you're...”

“Earlier when you paused and awkwardly said I had a big ego, you were about to talk about that video that went around the office of me and Bridget from accounting.”

I frowned, “Bridget? She wasn't in this one.” He smiled widely just before I realized he had tricked me into the admission. “Shit,” I said with my head in my hands, “So what? You're a sleaze. The video just proves it. I'm sure its terribly embarrassing for you. What's the big deal?”

“Its not too bad but me being a sleaze isn't all it proves,” he smirked. “For what its worth, I'd let the entire world watch the damn thing if I could get a quick glimpse at your body in the shower.” He looked me up and down, winked and walked back to where Travis was still working away.

My body? Was he serious? I am certain that I am far from the best looking girl in the office and I damn sure am not Adrian's type. I'm only five feet five inches, trim but not the skinniest girl in the office and my curves fit me well but I'm not a poster girl for thirty-six, twenty-four, thirty six or anything. No, he was teasing me, trying to make me feel defensive because I had been touching myself when I turned around. Unless, he was serious. What then? Was it possible that he, like me, was right at that moment thinking of the dirty things he could do to me? “Focus,” I told myself in a whisper as I turned away from the guys and paced back towards the far wall, “This is Adrian you're talking about; the worst creep in the entire building. Get it together girl. He can't be that good in bed.”

“You'll never know until you try.”

“Christ!” I yelped as I spun around to find him once again standing behind me, “What are you a time traveler or something? Stop sneaking up on me!”

He smiled, “Travis and I have finished with the concept work and he wanted you to see it. I want you for something completely different. I mean, I have for a while but now that I know you are curious about me too, its all I can think about. Don't you want to find out how well we really work together?”

Yes, oh yes how I really did but I wasn't about to say it to his face. So, I lied, “Nope, not even a little bit. Let me see your designs.” I tried to walk passed him but he grabbed my shoulder and spun me around to face him. “What? What are you doing?” His eyes looked a little more lovely from that distance I realized and I also noticed that I wasn't trying to pull away. Was he going to kiss me? Did I want him to? Yes, I did. He leaned in and I closed my eyes.

“Concept work,” he said.

My eyes popped open and I fixed my lips with a lick that hopefully made the way I had them puckered easily forgettable, “Huh?”

“There not designs,” he smirked knowingly yet again, “Its concept work that should make the final product easily completable as long as you approve.”

I noticed the way he smiled and I knew exactly what he was thinking. The pain in the ass was happy with the way he had me off balance and was enjoying making a sultry fool of me. I shoved him backwards, “Ass!” then turned and walked towards Travis.

“You do have a great ass,” Adrian said but that time I didn't turn around. I didn't even want to all that bad. Instead I walked right up to the desk Travis was dutifully working behind and propped my hands down to see their work.

“These are amazing,” I said as I shuffled through them. “I can't believe you got all of this concept work done so fast.”

“You really do,” Travis said.

“Right,” I said absently but then shook my head, “Wait, what?”

“You have a great ass,” he said and then shamelessly looked down my blouse which was hanging down, revealing my bra and then some, “Great breasts too.”

“See,” Adrian said from behind me, “Even Travis wants to fuck your brains out and he is supposed to be a nice guy. Can't blame me when everyone else is thinking it too.”

I felt his hand on my ass just before I turned around to slap him across the face, “Don't you talk to me that way!”

“What?” he asked, “Sorry. Its true. You don't think yourself the hottest chick in the office and dammit if that doesn't make you even more irresistible.”

“Yep,” Travis said in his odd manner behind me.

I glanced back at him and then to Adrian again. His face was pink on one side from the slap which made me feel bad. Why had I slapped him anyway? He was just giving voice to what I had been thinking about when he walked up on me twice that evening. My breath was a little quick as I touched his face and winced, “Sorry. Its not your fault that you bring dirty thoughts to my mind.” A thought struck me and I felt just comfortable enough in the odd situation to go ahead and ask Adrian, “Do, um, I bring dirty thoughts to your mind?”

“Yes,” Travis said from behind me, “Dirty but not unsanitary.”

I smiled as Adrian said, “Are you kidding? I've thought about fucking you so many times its unbelievable. That video you saw,” he said, “I've stroked my big cock many times imagining your body against mine.”

“Really?” I asked suddenly breathless, “Oh my.” Looking around I said, “And here we are all alone in the office.” I nibbled on my bottom lip and suddenly threw myself against Adrian. He didn't even take a step back, standing strong as if he had expected me to jump his bones in just that way. My lips crashed against his in a passionate exchange that could barely be called a kiss, our tongues dancing and wildly exploring one another as he held me strong. Travis' hands reached around and grabbed my breasts. I leaned back against him for a second and ordered, “Tear it off.”

I half expected him to have a problem with that but he was more than willing. The buttons went flying as he ripped the blouse from me, my skirt riding higher on my highs naturally by the way I wrapped my legs around Adrian.

“You want to do this?” he asked.

“Shut up and fuck me,” I ordered.

“You're the boss,” he said and sat me down long enough for the two of us to remove my panties, him dragging them down and me stepping cleanly out of them as I removed my bra.

The guys were taking their clothes off too and I stared at Adrian, “You're damn right I'm the boss. Now fuck me like a dirty slut.” I lifted myself up to the edge of the desk behind me and Travis, being Travis, quickly stacked the concept work and moved it to one side before he pulled me back down to the desk, so that my back was against it with my head hanging off of one side and my legs hanging off of the other, and began squeezing my tits together. “Put your dick between my tits,” I ordered.

Travis was just tall enough and the desk just low enough to make it happen and I squeezed his sizable shaft with my plump breasts, nipples as hard as stone already. Down by my hips Adrian was moving his tongue around my pussy in a teasing way. I began to shove my hips up towards him and groan in need. “I want your big cock inside of me Adrian,” I said in a whisper as I licked Travis' ball sack, drawing a moan from him too.

Adrian said, “I won't stick it if I won't lick it, boss lady.” He licked my pussy lips as his finger worked over my pussy and then my clit.

I groaned, “Asshole!”

“You know it,” he said.

The sensation of both of them wanting me as bad as I had ever wanted them and acting on it was turning me on and getting me even more wet than the masterful way Adrian was lapping up my pussy. God it felt so good I thought I was going to explode right then. Instead Adrian stood up and I felt his big cock at my hungry pussy lips. My thighs were already spread wide but I opened them up even wider as I pushed Travis back off of my breasts for a moment. Raising my head, I had to get a look at his big cock before he plunged it into me. “Yes,” I said, “Fuck me with that big cock or you're fired.”

One of my hands clamped onto my breast while the other reached and snatched Travis' cock and drug it over to my lips. I squeezed the base of it as I wrapped my mouth around the tip and licked around it. Then I plunged my mouth down onto him and sucked hard on the way back off of him, groaning as Adrian began a steady pace with his wonderful cock driving into and filling my pussy.

My hands went from their previous positions to the desk as I began to lift my hips up to get just the perfect feeling of Adrian inside of me. Travis took the moment to grab my face and begin to shove his cock into my mouth faster and harder. If I could have I would have ordered him to go even harder. I had always dreamed of being treated like a dirty slut by Adrian and now I was getting double what I even thought about with the two of them.

Groans and moans of pleasure from all three of us filled the office, echoing off of the walls as we each drove each other to another level of excitement moment by moment. Each of them slowed their pace then at the same time and I enjoyed the unique feeling of being filled by two cocks at the same time. Just when I thought it couldn't get any better, Adrian lifted me up into his strong arms and told Travis to sit on the edge of the desk. “You okay with double?”

My eyes grew wide at the suggestion, “You mean...” I knew exactly what he meant and I was more than okay with it. I nodded and he sat me down carefully onto Travis' shaft which was already lubed up. It made me wonder for a second if these two had done this together before but I didn't care one way or the other. Whereas Adrian filled my pussy perfectly with his massive cock, the fit was just as tight or tighter with Travis in me from behind.

Adrian grabbed my knees and pushed my thighs out even wider than they were before and positioned himself perfectly at my pussy. When he entered me and they both began to slide into and out of me at once, I thought I was going to pass out. It hurt at first but the pleasure way overrode the pain and within moments I was screaming for all I was worth like the sluttiest woman ever. It was like every single one of my wildest sexual dreams was coming true at the same time but only double what they had been in my mind.

They each got faster as they shoved inside of me and my arms propped or grabbed onto anything they could hold as an orgasm crashed over me. They only increased pace as I nearly fell back onto Travis with my strength fading. It was incredible to feel their need to shove into me and as they each began to approach orgasm too, I knew I was going to have another one. I was on the pill so I told them both, “Cum inside of me! Both of you! Oh god, I'm cumming again!”

I'd never had two orgasms in the same sexual encounter and didn't always even have one, depending on the partner. Now I was going twice and my second came at nearly the exact same time as Adrian blew his massive load into me. Travis came in my ass and I thought I was going to die. Even if I had, it would have been the best way to go.

After the huge climax, I might have blacked out or just laid there brainlessly for a few minutes. I can't be sure but when I finally sat up, the two guys were also laying out in their chairs, still breathing hard. “Oh my freaking god,” Adrian said, “That was fucking amazing, Keira.”

Travis was seemingly nonverbal at the moment but nodded and groaned his agreement. I smiled, “You're both unbelievable. I've never had anything like that before.”

“You were awesome,” Adrian said, “I've never had anyone so hot and, shit, it was just incredible. We need to do that again.”

“Oh, come on,” I said, “You mean to tell me the stud of the office has never had anyone as good as little ole me?”

He looked at me with what was probably the most serious expression I'd ever seen on his face, “Never, ever, had anyone even close to as hot as you. God, I would fuck you again right now if I could stand up. Or, well, if this would stand up.”

I laughed, “As if I'd have you.”

“Oh, you would...”

He was right and we both knew it. It was the first time that anything like that had ever happened for me, sure, but I had a really good feeling that it wouldn't be nearly the last time. I simply could not wait for the next time Adrian and I, and even Travis, could have fun again. The sooner the better.


18. Sierra's Hot Night: First Time Anal Sex with a Stranger by Kaylee Jones

I had a good life. Good family, great boyfriend (or so I thought), the best of friends and a full ride to Brown University. It was the same as every Friday night when me and my best friend Jewel made our way into the fraternity house. Same kind of party, same music and same people. It used to be the best times of my life but all that changed one night. The night I met Jeremiah everything changed. He changed me in one night. From the girl next door to the fiery vixen in bed. Now I can’t get enough. He shows me a passion that I never knew excited and things about my body that made my head spin. When the night is over will I be able to go back to the way I was or am I changed forever?

It was the same way every Friday night. I sighed as my hands slid the skirt onto my hips. Tonight was going to be no different than any other weekend. Don’t get me wrong, I loved to party. And party I did well, but it was the same party and the same people every weekend. I would soon become bored with it and have Jay take me to his place or sometimes even just bring me home. My long dark hair was left down tonight. I looked at the dark blue eyes staring back at me in the mirror and smiled. No curls in my hair tonight. I just didn’t really care that much.

The loud pounding on the door made me alert to the people outside waiting just before Jewel ran into the room.

“Come on girl. Time to go.”

“I’m coming.”

I followed her out with a laugh. I knew I really couldn’t complain about my life. Who wouldn’t be happy? I had everything that most girls could dream of. Great parents, great boyfriend, head cheerleader of a profound university and great friends. I always just seemed to click with people. It was my personality. It was something that I was good at. Making friends.

The house was loud when we got there, and most of the yard was filled with people and kegs. Then again that’s how every fraternity party started. It was how it ended that let you know if it was good or not.

I thought about Jay then. He has been my boyfriend going on two years now. I felt like it was standard for the two of us to be together. It was a cliché that somehow was always true. Star football player and head cheerleader. He was a good guy and good in bed but not someone that I could see myself with for the rest of my life. This was just college after all. I was there to surprise him. I walked beside Jewel as we made our way in. Looking from the left to the right I scanned the place but didn’t see Jay.

I felt a feeling come over me then. Like someone was watching me. A shiver ran through my body fiercely with the realization that something was not right. I let my eyes travel around the room then, and that’s when I saw him. There was a guy who was leaning against the wall and staring at me. His eyes were piercing as his stare became more intent. I moved behind some people suddenly and obstructed his view.

My curiosity is always one of my downfalls as I leaned out from behind the girl I had snuck behind. There he was in the same spot with the same intense stare. For some reason, I didn’t feel alarmed. I knew I should. I mean here was a guy who was staring me down in a way that should make you feel violated. Instead, it was a sudden rush. I turned to find Jewel and saw her smiling at me.

“Hey. That guy over there is staring me down.” I indicated slightly with a slight wave to my head.

“What guy?”

“The one over there in the black shirt and jeans with the intense looking stare.”

“Huh, I don’t know what you’re talking about. There is no guy over there.”

My head swam around to look, and sure enough, the guy was gone. “He was just right there.”

“Yeah. I think you should go upstairs and find your boyfriend honey. You must be having withdraws.”

Laughing and agreeing with her, I made my way to the stairs. Jay wasn’t downstairs so I knew that he must be upstairs somewhere. I stopped and scanned the room again. Something was pulling me towards the stranger I saw.

“Looking for me?” The words were but a whisper into my ear as he spoke softly. It was like a caress against my ear.

Turning I looked at my new stalker. My mouth hung open for a minute, and I watched his eyes drop to my lips before coming back to my eyes. “I knew you were real.”

He chuckled. It was a deep laugh filled with mystery. “Yes, honey. I am very real. I could show you just how real if you let me.”

“I uh, I have to find my boyfriend.” The words slipped from my mouth as I spoke.

“Are you sure. I could make you scream like he never could.”

“I huh, yeah. I gotta go.” I felt my feet begin to move away. I don’t know why I tried to hurry up the steps. Maybe it was because he was intimidating or maybe it was the shocking truth that I wanted to stay there and let him do all the things that we were currently thinking of at that moment. I wanted him to make me scream. My eyes met his as I tried to draw in the ragged breaths. It was almost too much as I saw his eyes travel down my bare legs to my feet and then back up again. I felt a shiver run through me again at the look. It wasn’t one of fear or revulsion however but one of something much more intoxicating.

Turning I hurried up the stairs but not before I heard him call to me. “I’ll be around if you change your mind.” I didn’t say anything just continued up the stairs.

****

I made it to Jay’s door and was so overwhelmed that I didn’t even knock. His door like always was unlocked and I pushed right in. The room was dark and thinking he was asleep I quickly flipped on the switch. Light flooded the room and shone on a face that was not my boyfriends. It was Jessie Sinclair. She was on top of Jay fucking the hell out of him. They were oblivious to me standing there as his hands roughly brought her down on top of him again and again. It took them a bit before she turned and looked at the door. Her bare tits were shaking continuously as she froze. They seemed to have a mind of their own. Her eyes were wide as they looked at me and then I looked down at Jay. He looked at me with shock.

“I thought you weren’t coming tonight?” He whispered. He acted like I hadn’t just walked in on him fucking my co-cheerleader. It was like I just walked in on him studying.

“Yeah. Apparently.”

“Well. You can join us.”

My eyes widened as he said the words to me. Realizing what he had said he lifted Jessie up and put her on the bed beside him before rising from the bed. I looked down at his still hard cock. The same cock that I had rode just like that multiple times. I looked back up at him and cocked my head to the side. “Seriously?”

“Look babe, you couldn’t have believed that you were the only one. I mean I am a star football player after all.”

“Yeah and an asshole. You know what that’s fine. There are plenty more where you came from. I can find dick anywhere.”

“Wait a minute.”

“Sorry. I gotta go.” I turned from him and made my way out into the hallway. I couldn’t’ believe I had been so stupid. I should have known better. I heard a yell from behind me. Something about us being together for appearance and I couldn’t’ screw it up. I didn’t care at that moment. I wanted to get as far away from there as I could.

Walking down the stairs, I told Jewel I was leaving. Her concern was on her face as she asked me what was wrong. She followed my stare to where Jay stood at the stairs in a pair of jogging shorts looking at us.

“Come on. Let’s get out of here.” I turned to see my mystery man and smiling I took his outstretched hand. I followed him outside and to his car before getting inside. I don’t know why I went with him. I didn’t even know him. He could be some weird psycho for all I knew but at the moment I wasn’t’ thinking.

Nothing was said as we pulled into a housing complex. He pushed a button for a garage to open and as we came around the corner he pulled into the garage of a townhouse. The lights suddenly flickered on inside as the garage door began to shut.

I felt my eyes widen as I looked at him, finally realizing what was going on and what I was doing.

“No need to worry. Tonight I am going to take your mind off of everything. No need to be alarmed. I will not hurt you.” He slid from the car and held my door open. As I stepped out, I finally realized that we had just ridden in a really nice Porsche. “Just a car. Come on.”

We went inside of the townhouse. It was as expensive and impressive as his car had been. He pulled me into the kitchen and quickly grabbed a bottle of wine before pouring us both a drink. I could feel my insides begin to shiver with anticipation. What was he going to do to me? He handed me the glass and then came around behind me. His hand was warm where it slid around my waist.

“You have an amazing body. I have seen you at the games and watched how you kick your legs up.”

“Yes.” I felt my breathing begin to catch. The wine was forgotten in the glass until I felt it at my lips as he pushed it against them.

“I want you to drink the wine. It will loosen you up.”

“Loosen me up for what?” My eyes looked at him again.

“For what I have planned.”

“And what is that?”

“I plan on fucking you. Slow, then fast and hard. I want to hear you scream. Loud.” His hands were slowly creeping up and down my back and touching me while his words made their way to my ears. He tipped the glass up to my lips again, and I gulped the contents into my body. I watched as he filled it again and I gulped the second glass as well.

His hand was warm as it slid across my shoulders then down my arm to engulf my hand and help sit the now empty glass on the counter. He turned me then, and I felt his hand grab my ass and bring me close to him His lips dropped to mine. He kissed me hard. I wore a small thong that was made of lace and could feel the heat of his hands as they slowly grasped my ass in a firm grip. His kiss was intoxicating as his tongue made sweep after sweep in my mouth.

“The minute I saw you tonight I wanted nothing more than to bend you over that couch and fuck you. My dick has been hard all night for you. Now I will finally feel what it’s like.”

“Oh god. Yes.”

“Spread your legs open.” His breath was hot as he whispered against my neck. I did as he commanded and then gasped when I felt his fingers slide up my pussy to my clit. It sizzled with the intense need I was finally feeling. Nothing else mattered at that moment. I wanted him. The thrill of not knowing him and being in a strange place mingled with the desire that his fingers were causing making me pant with the sensations. “Tell me what you want.”

“You.”

“What do you want from me. Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me.”

“What else. Do you want my mouth?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“My breasts.”

He stepped back away from me then, and I stared at him with a shocked expression. Was this some kind of joke to him? Get me all hot and bothered and then just back off. He stood there for a minute and smiled at me before taking another step back. “Take off your clothes.”

My eyes widened at the demanding voice. Slowly my hand went to my shirt, and I lifted it above my head before letting it drop to the floor. His eyes immediately went to my heaving breasts as I tried to catch my breath. The lace bra that I wore matched the thongs and left little to the imagination. Slowly my hands went to my skirt, and I slowly slid the zipper down and felt the material slide against my legs before it fell to the floor at my feet.

His hands went to the shirt he wore and lifted it up over his head and then he tossed it to the floor. I watched the muscles in his abdomen move as he dropped his hands to the button of his jeans. Slowly he slipped it down and pushed his jeans down his legs. He stood in his boxer briefs and I saw the outline of his cock through the fabric. It was apparently large, and I felt my breath catch as he made his way toward me. He looked like a predator then, and I gasped yet again when his arm wrapped around my waist and brought me close to him again. His fingers made quick work of the latch on my bra and my panties and within seconds I was standing there completely naked.    

His hand slid against my clit again, and I felt my knees almost buckle out from under me. His arm wrapped behind my knees and lifted me to carry me to what was the bedroom I assumed. I stood in front of a massive bed then. I didn’t pay much attention to the things around me. My focus was on the man in front of me as he leaned forward and wrapped a tongue around my nipple. I felt a sharp intense feeling shot straight to my pussy, and I began to clench the muscles there in need. His fingers soon found my clit and he pinched it lightly then sunk a finger inside me. The moan escaped my lips then, and I felt my head fall back as he sucked a nipple hard into his mouth. He gave attention to the first nipple and then the other. Over and over he brought me closer and closer to my need. My body burned with an intensity I had never found before.

My shoulders felt his hands as they grasped them right before he pushed me back onto the mattress. He wasted no time spreading my legs wide. I felt the embarrassment of being on display like this to a man I didn’t know but when I tried to shut my legs he chuckled and pushed them wider still. His tongue licked along the inside of my thigh before it came to my pussy and licked my slit over and over. When I thought I would go insane, he slipped a finger inside me again and moved it in and out of my body. I was to the point of orgasm when he continued to thrust into me over and over, faster and harder. Finally, I felt his mouth suck my clit so hard that I saw stars in my orgasm. It hit me full force as I saw him rise up and kiss me.

My body began to stretch around his large cock as he then eased inside me a little at a time. When he was fully inside me, I sighed and then he began to move. Over and over he began to slam into me. Every movement brought me closer to the headboard as I slid on the sheets. He stood in front of me and smiled then as his hands rested on the inside of my thighs and pushed me open wide to his thrusts. He watched as his cock disappeared inside me over and over. Suddenly he stopped and flipped me over.

“Have you ever had someone fuck you in the ass sweetness?”

“No.” I felt myself joke as he slammed into my pussy again. He began to move inside me again, and I moaned and clawed at the bed searching for my orgasm.

“Tonight will be your first then.”

I felt panic rise inside me then. I had never had anal sex before. I had always been afraid of it. I was told how bad it hurt. I didn’t know if it was something I wanted to do or not but I realized that he wanted it. I felt him pull from me then. “I don’t know.” I looked back and knew the fear was in my eyes.

“I will be gentle. Believe me, it is an experience that you will never forget.” I really didn’t know if that was a good thing or bad thing. Before I could say another word, his mouth was on me again from behind and the minute his tongue licked my clit I was gone again.

I felt a coolness touch my back then and slide down the crack of my ass. It was cold and felt funny at first. He stood again and slipped inside me. As he began to move slowly in my pussy, I felt his finger slowly circle the small hole at the back. My head dropped to the bed. I felt my fear turn to anticipation and realized then that it was something that I wanted to try now. The moment his finger slipped into my ass, I jolted. It wasn’t unpleasant just different, and I gasped at the intense feeling.

I felt one finger turn to two and then somehow he was stretching me wide. It was a deep kind of pressure then, and I felt my head drop back down again. I felt the tip of his cock at my entrance then right before he began to slide inside me.

“Breath in and out slowly.”

I did as he said and then gasp at the burning pain that seemed to radiate from my ass then. I tried to breathe and coughed in a deep breath.

“Just breath.”

I felt the burning sensation slowly disappear and then his fingers were on my clit again causing me to moan into the bed under my face. I felt my body begin to respond to him slowly pushing in and out of my body. I felt the intense need begin to burn through me then and unable to control myself, I pushed back against him. His moan was deep and filled with longing as I began to push back harder and harder against him.

“Come on baby. Push back against me. That’s it, take it all in. God, you are tight.” His words caused me to smile slightly as my body began to swirl into an array of sensations. I felt the orgasm building again. It was right there.

His hands gripped my hips and then I felt him slamming into me hard and fast. My body shook, and my teeth chattered against each other as he thrust so hard there were smacking sounds. I groaned and begged for more. I didn’t know what I was saying at that point and didn’t really care. I just wanted the orgasm and fast. When it hit me, I went completely still. I felt my body stiffen and saw the kaleidoscope of stars behind my closed eyelids. The pleasure was so intense that my body shook with it. It was like small volcanoes were setting off in my body as I fell into the orgasm. Over and over my body seemed to convulse around the large cock that was still thrusting in my ass.

I heard him yell out just before I felt his release inside me. His hands were still gripping me tightly around the hips when he finally seemed to calm. He was leaning his head against my back and then stood behind me. As I felt him slide out from me, I felt burning and soreness there, but it was worth it. His arms slid around me as I stood up and he led me to the massive shower in his bathroom where we started to wash each other. Amongst washing each other and the small caresses given to the other, I felt warm towards this man I didn’t even know. I may not know him. Then I stopped.

“I don’t even know your name.”

“Jeremiah.”

“I am Sierra.”

“I know.”

I looked at him for a moment. I wondered if I should be alarmed that he knew who I was, and then I remembered that he had seen me cheer. He obviously knew who I was. I felt cheated however that I didn’t know who he was at all. “So who are you, Jeremiah?”

“I am the man that has been waiting for you.”

“What do you mean waiting for me?”

“I have been waiting for you to see the dumbass you were with could never make you feel the way you should feel.”

“And how is that?”

“Cherished. Not to mention, he couldn’t give you the orgasm that I can give you.”

I thought about it for a moment and knew he was right. I had never had an orgasm as intense as the one I just had. It was amazing and mind blowing. I didn’t know how long that we were in the shower, but I turned and smiled at him a while later. My hands made their way across his chest slowly, caressing it lightly before I leaned forward and kissed his chest lightly before taking his nipple in my mouth and sucking it hard as he had me.

“Don’t start something unless you plan on finishing it.”

I winked at him then.

“Finish it then.” I felt his hands on my shoulders, and he pushed me gently. Dropping to my knees, I wrapped my hands around his already hard cock and tightened my grip.

Moving my hands up and down his length, I watched as he leaned forward and braced both his hands against the shower wall.

“Lick it.” My tongue peeked out to lick along the head of his penis, picking up the dribble of pre-cum there.

At his gasp, I smiled. This is what it felt like to be in complete control. I had him where I wanted him. Within my grasp, literally. My tongue came out to run along the ridge under the head. I knew that it was a sensitive spot and at him moan I knew I had done well. I was pushing every technique I had ever used on him. My hands worked up and down his cock as my tongue ran from the base of his cock all the way up to the top. Over and over I did it.

“Suck it into your mouth now. Take it in.” I opened my mouth wide and braced myself as he thrust into my mouth so hard it hit the back of my throat. I gagged slightly before relaxing my muscles there. I grasped his hips as he began to move in and out of my mouth. “Suck it.” My mouth closed around his length as I began to suck him as hard as I could. He continued to move inside my mouth. “I want to fuck your throat. Let me in.” I relaxed my muscles then and let him slide into my throat. It took a minute or two to get past the gagging, but I finally did it. He began to thrust harder and harder, slamming against my lips. It was almost too much, and then he pulled from my mouth and picked me up to brace me against the wall.

He didn’t waste a moment or hesitate as he slammed into me in one powerful thrust. Over and over he slammed into me until I was screaming with need. When he finally came and my third orgasm hit it was almost simultaneously. We sighed with pleasure at last. I felt him wash us both off then dry us both off before carrying me to the bed.

****

My body felt like a spaghetti noodle then. I had never had so many intense orgasms in my life.  I was languid and couldn’t erase the smile that suddenly seemed plastered to my face. It was a permanent marker that night as I curled under the blankets. I felt him curl into me on the bed and soon I didn’t remember anything as I fell fast asleep. It was some time later that I awoke alone in the bed.

I moved from the bed then, feeling the soreness in my body and saw the note that laid on the table in the dining room.

Sierra,

Thank you for a wonderful night. It definitely will be remembered. I have instructed my driver to take you home when you wake. He is waiting outside. Take your time and fix something to eat before you go. It was more than nice meeting you and getting to know you. You are more than I could have ever imagined you would be.

J.

I stared at the letter for a few minutes. I really didn’t know what to take from it. Was that it? Was he done with me? I felt cheap and used all of a sudden, but I couldn’t deny the things I had felt. It was a night that I would remember then I laughed as I remembered that those were the same words he had said to me the night before when we met. I sighed before wrapping the sheet tighter around myself and making my way to the fridge. He did say eat something and I was suddenly starving. I looked at all the food that seemed to pour from the fridge and then looked to the cabinets. The man must eat an awful lot. After eating a hearty breakfast of eggs, bacon, hash browns and toast I made my way to the bathroom to shower again. After dressing, I went to the door and down the front steps. Sure enough, there was a car and driver waiting for me.

The ride home was quiet. The only thing said was me giving him my address. I realized then that my life was different now. I felt free and wasn’t’ tied down anymore. Whether it was from the sex last night or breaking up with Jay, I didn’t know. It was funny that I hadn’t even thought of Jay once the night before. Although I could still feel that I was sore, I knew that my mystery man was right. It was an experience that I would never forget. 


19. Begging Ms. Miller: The MILF and the Young College Stud by Sofia Miller

I was really worried about my student Kyle.  He was a freshman in college, and already failing.  He had a bright future ahead of him as an athlete, but first he had to pass remedial freshmen English, and for some reason, he couldn’t seem to concentrate on the material.  After yet another failed test, I decided I’d have to proactive and give him some after school tutoring.  It never occurred to me that the cause of his distraction was my body--after all, I was more than twice his age!  But once I knew he was a slave to his desire, I realized I held the key to turning him into a good boy and a good student.

Kyle’s test was, yet again, a total disaster.  He clearly hadn’t read Romeo and Juliet, which most of the test dealt with.  His grasp of grammar was limited at best.  But still, I had faith in this kid and wanted to see him succeed.  It was his first year in college, and he was taking my remedial  English class that mostly catered to the athletes.  But even taking things at a slower pace, he was in danger of losing his scholarship.

Where Kyle was more gifted was football.  In fact, his coach was constantly undermining my attempts to tutor Kyle, even pulling him out of class on more than one occasion for practice.  But I had seen this too many times:  A gifted athlete forgoes his studies, either loses their scholarship and drops out, or graduates by the skin of their teeth, only to injure themselves early on, with no other skills to fall back on.  I wanted Kyle to be different.  I didn’t want to see him waste his potential.

As it was, it didn’t look like he’d be making it out of his first year of college if drastic action wasn’t taken.  He was already on academic probation.  If he failed my class, that was the end.  It was hard to tell why I had such a vested interest in Kyle.  Plenty of dumb jocks who didn’t care about literature had come before him, and I’d never had any problem failing them.  But there was something about the sweet way Kyle would smile at me in class, his dimples disarming my usual strict demeanor, and all in spite of getting consistently bad marks from me, that made me feel for him. There was something about watching his powerful body move across the field that made me ache at the possibility that he may ruin it all before he got started.

I looked at the clock.  It was my free period, last period, and it was five minutes until Kyle would come in to talk to me about how to better his grade.  For some reason, I was strangely nervous.  I shouldn’t have been--there was nothing at stake for me.  And I wasn’t some high school girl.  Surely I wasn’t intimidated by his good looks or strong physique.  Afterall, I was forty-three.  I had been married and divorced.  I had two children.  I had had a life.  This was simply some kid who was struggling in my class and didn’t have a clue about the consequences.  And yet, I found myself frequently pulling my compact out of my purse, checking whether my makeup was straight, checking whether or not my age was starting to betray me.  Turning my head this way and that as I looked at my reflection, I was satisfied.  I’d always had good bone structure, and I kept a healthy diet.  The truth was, while my crows feet and a bit of gray here and there betrayed my age, altogether I looked as good as I ever had.  In fact, as the years advanced and my figure filled out ever so slightly, it only helped to accentuate my curves and make me more womanly.  I unbuttoned my shirt by two buttons, thought the better of it, and buttoned it up by one.  I chastised myself for caring at all.

Perhaps it was the way Kyle would look at me as I lectured.  His eyes always seemed to penetrate my conservative, school teacher clothes.  His mouth was always in a slight smile, his eyes rapturous as he watched me.  That’s why I was always surprised when test after test, he had made no improvement.  He always seemed so interested in me, and yet he apparently hadn’t registered a word of my lecture.

But it couldn’t possibly be that he was suffering from a crush on me.  I’d seen how the boys could let their libidos distract them from their studies, but he seemed to only have eyes for me.  I wasn’t blind--I always knew I was attractive. Even as I was settling into middle age, my curves were still as soft and round as they ever were, my tummy flat, my cheekbones high.  But still, I was always perceived as too bookish or too stern for most men.  And I was too shy to let my own feelings be known.  Especially after my divorce.  I just assumed that part of my life was over.

Yes, it had to be mere projection on my part, which horrified me.  True, he was technically of age (19), but he was my student.  And yet I couldn’t help but watch him intently at the football games and the way his body moved.  I couldn’t help but feel myself begin to blush when he’d look at me with those permanently smiling eyes of him.  And more than once, Kyle had come to me in my dreams, tugging at my skirt and crawling underneath, filling me up between my legs.  I’d wake with my alarm before satisfaction every time, my pussy clenched and aching with desire.

I checked my mirror one more time, putting it away quickly when I heard the door opening.  Kyle stepped inside, wearing gym shorts and a sweaty tee-shirt.  He must have just come from practice.  His tan skin was glistening, and his muscles were still taught with activity.

“You wanted to see me?”  he asked, still in the door.

“Yes, Kyle.  Come in and have a seat.”  He came in and sat at his desk, while I sat perched on top of mine, looking down on him.  “How do you think you did on your test, Kyle?’

“That bad, huh?”  He sounded defeated, and my heart hurts for him.  But I did my best to remain cool and collected.  He didn’t need coddling, he needed to get his act together.

“Did you read the play at all?”

“I started to…” he said, trailing off.

“We need to figure something out, Kyle. You’re going to fail.”

A look of panic came over his face.  I wanted to kiss him and say it would all be alright, but I held firm.

“I can’t fail, Ms. Miller.  I’m being scouted.”

“You have to pay attention to your studies.  It can’t all be about football.  Now, I know the language is difficult,” I continued.  “But I did my best to give you all of the tools you need in class to comprehend it.  And yet, it’s like you haven’t heard a word I’ve said.”

“I’m trying hard...you don’t even know how hard I’m trying,” Kyle pleaded.  “I swear, I’m not dumb.”

“I don’t think you’re dumb, Kyle.  But I also can’t believe you’re trying as hard as you can.”

“I guess I’ve just had other things on my mind,” he said, his eyes scanning me up and down.

“Football?”  I asked, trying to ignore his probing eyes.

“Among other things…” he replied.

“Well, let me ask you this,” I said, standing up, trying to get out from under his gaze.  “Football is a fairly complicated game.  I know I don’t understand all of the rules.  But you do.  What made that easy for you to comprehend?”

“I don’t know,” he said, with a frustrated sigh.  “That doesn’t feel like school.  That just feels like...I don’t know, you learn it by doing it, you know?  You can just feel it out.”

“Okay then, that’s a good start.  So let’s take down the artifice, then.  I’m not Ms. Miller.  I’m Susan.  Let’s try and feel out the play.”

“I don’t even know what they’re saying,” he said.  “Maybe I am just dumb.”

“Don’t say that.”  My voice was tender--a little more familiar than I meant, but then, if he was perhaps intimidated by me, by the material, maybe a motherly tone wasn’t so bad.  “What are these other things you have on your mind?  This is a safe space.  Are you having problems at home?”

“No…” he trailed off.  He stared out the window, his eyes peeking back at me temporarily.

“Kyle, you have to help me out here if I’m going to help you.  I need to know--”

“I’m just so amped up, you know?” he exclaimed with a force I usually only saw on the field.  “The coach has us on this program to help us be more aggressive, but it’s so frustrating!  I can’t concentrate, and I don’t know why you have to wear that skirt,” he said, inexplicably.  I looked down at my pencil skirt.  It was gray and of a modest length, coming just below my knees.  I didn’t know what he was talking about.

“Kyle...are you talking about drugs?  Is there something I need to know about the coach?”

“No, it’s not that…”  his face was anxious and guilty.  “I can’t talk about it.  Look, maybe I can just do some extra credit?  It’s not a big deal.  I’ll get my stuff together, and I can make it up.”

“It seems like it is a big deal.  You’re in grave danger academically.  This matters--it matters to your future.  I want to help you,” I said, coming towards him and taking his hand in an impulsive moment.  It was hot and strong, and he took mine back for a moment, but thought the better of it, withdrawing quickly.

“It’s just this program we’re on.  We’re winning games, but I’m walking around all day amped up, and I can handle it in my other classes, but not around you.”

“What is this program?  Why can’t you handle it around me?”

“Because you’re always wearing these skirts, and you get so excited when you talk and I get all of these thoughts…”  He wasn’t making any sense, and he knew it.  He shook his head.  “Okay, so the coach thinks…”

“What?”  I truly had no idea where this was going.

“The coach thinks that we’ll play more aggressively...if we don’t…”  He was having a hard time talking.  I knew I could be a hard ass, and whatever it was, he was having a hard time telling me.  I knelt down beside him and put my hand reassuringly on his knee.

“Kyle, it’s okay,” I said, looking up into his eyes.  I smiled and to my surprise, he blushed a little.  “Right now I’m your friend.  You can tell me anything.”

He was silent for a moment as he looked at me, debating whether to open his mouth.

“It’s embarrassing,” he finally said.

“Go on.”

He leaned forward and lowered his voice.  “The coach told us we’d have an edge if we didn’t jack off.  No porn, no sex, no touching--that’s what he says.  And he’s right--I get so pent up I get on the field, and I just kick everyone’s asses.  It’s the only release I have.”

“He said that?  That seems really inappropriate.”

“He wants us to do our best, you know?  But Jesus Christ, Ms. Miller.  I get in this class, and that skirt hugs your ass so hard, and your shirt’s always just about to pop open, and I think ‘Man, if I could rip it right off.  I just want to...Jesus, ma’am, I’m sorry... I’m really sorry.  But that’s the truth.  It’s the only thing I can think about.  I don’t care about Romeo and Juliet.  I just care about pulling up your skirt and--Jesus, I’m sorry.”  He looked at once ravenous and miserable.  “You see why I can’t concentrate?  You see what I mean when I say I’m trying as hard as I can?  But even now…” he trailed off, holding back all that was inside of him.

I was flabbergasted.  I didn’t know what to say.  All I knew is that I desperately wanted to know how he had planned to finish those half voiced thoughts.  I just want to...what?  I just care about pulling up your skirt and...what?

“Kyle...I never meant to...distract you.  I’m old enough to be your mother--you know that.”

“When you bend down, I can see the outline of your panties, and I just wonder…”

“You wonder what?” I shouldn’t have asked.  I shouldn’t have encouraged him.

“I wonder if they’re wet. I wonder if they’re clinging to you.  Goddamnit, I can’t think about anything else.”

“Okay...these are natural feelings,” I said, trying to get control.  “But we have to find a way for you to overcome them.”

“But you look at me like….do you?  Do you get wet thinking about me?”

“Kyle, this is inappropriate…”

“You’re sweating,” he said, staring at my reddened chest. He was right.  It was suddenly unbearably hot.  My panties were soaked through, and it was all I could do to try and quiet the tremor that was building inside of me.

“This is a bizarre conversation…” I said, flustered.

“Look,” he commanded, getting out of his chair and gesturing to his gym shorts. He had an incredible erection pressing through the thin fabric.  I could see the entire shape of his cock, long and fat and strong.  I could even make out where his shaft met a round, smooth mushroom head, so thin was the fabric.  “How am I supposed to concentrate?  When you lecture, I can’t hear a word you say.  I just picture your mouth working on my cock.  It’s always been like that, but now I can’t even masturbate and study later.”

“I think I understand,” I said.  Suddenly his grades made sense.  In the past, I could tell he had read the material, but he never seemed to know anything about my lectures--which was always strange, given his rapt attention.  “I think you just need to...relieve yourself before you come to class.”

“The coach will kill me.”

“He may be your coach, but I’m your professor.  He’s not the only one you need to please.”

“You want me to stroke my cock?” he asked, his eyes on mine, intense.  “Is that what you’re saying?”

The air was electric between us.  I couldn’t keep my eyes off of his straining cock, his hand poised over it.  There was no denying now that I wanted him.  I couldn’t brush off the thoughts I’d been having any longer.  It was apparent in the heat rising up through my body, in my stiffening nipples, in my breath, which was growing heavy.

“It’s the only way,” I said.  “Let’s relieve your poor cock, and then I’ll teach you the material.”

“Oh, God,” he said, pulling his cock out of his shorts and stroking it lightly, the first touch it had apparently had in weeks.

“That’s a good boy,” I said, sitting back down on the desk and watching him as he slowly, lightly, began stroking up and down.  “Tell me what it is you normally think about when you’re stroking yourself.”

“Mmm...I think about you bent over your desk,” he said.  “Let me see your wet panties, Ms. Miller.  Please,” he begged, letting his palm pass over the slick mushroom head.

I don’t know what was coming over me, but I found myself turning around and bending over my desk.  I felt his eyes on the crevice of my cheeks and was suddenly aware that he was right--this skirt hugged my curves quite tightly.  I began to inch my skirt up over my round hips until my white cotton panties were visible.  I leaned over as far as I could and tugged the panties up until he could see the growing wet spot that had been forming since the moment he walked in.

“Fuck, your cunt is sopping wet…” he said, coming up behind me and pressing the head of his cock into the damp spot, groaning as he stroked himself.

“Don’t fuck me, Kyle. It would be inappropriate.  Only stroke yourself,” I commanded.

“I just want to feel how wet you are,” he said, rubbing his head on me faster.  He tried to push my panties to the side with the tip of his cock, but I looked over my shoulder at him and gave him a stern look.

“Ah, ah, ah,” I said.  “I want to help you, Kyle, but not if you misbehave.”  I was relishing my sudden newfound dominance.  I loved the helpless look on his face.  “But if you’re a good boy, and you stroke yourself just how I want you to, I may let you taste me.”

“Yes, please…” he said.

“I want to watch you squeeze tightly, firmly, slowly, all the way up to the tip.  Don’t cum.”  I instructed.

He did as he was told, sighing as he did so.

“Does that feel good, Kyle?” I asked, as he started to work his way back down.

“You have no idea.”

“If I show you my hard little nipples, is it going to be too much for you?  I can’t have you cumming too soon.  If you’re going to be able to concentrate, you’ll have to cum very hard first, so I want you good and primed.  Do you want to see?”

“Dear God, yes…” me moaned.  I began unbuttoning my shirt slowly as I watched his young face grow red with desire, beads of sweat forming on his forehead.  I removed the button up, reached behind me, and undid the clasp of the big white bra that held my pendulous, double d breasts, which came tumbling out as I let my bra slide to the floor.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he said, starting to stroke himself faster.  In a move that even surprised me, I reached down and grabbed him by the hair firmly, but not pulling.

“I didn’t tell you to stroke faster,” I said, a sinister smile forming on my lips.  “Do you see how hard you’ve gotten my nipples, Kyle?  I need you to suck on them.”

“Yes ma’am,” he said obediently, taking my breast in his mouth and sucking hard on my nipple, causing it to ache.

“Oh, good boy…” I moaned, my hand still holding him by his thick hair.  I may just let you taste my pussy,” I encouraged, pressing my breasts in his face, smothering him.

“I’ve never tasted a pussy before,” he said.

“I’ll teach you how,” I reassured him, standing up and pulling off my skirt and panties, letting him see my fine, neat bush that just barely covered my protruding lips.  “Come.  Get on your knees.”

He kneeled before me, his steel cock in his hand.  I pulled my pussy apart with two fingers, letting him see where it was dark pink and glistening.  My eager clitty stood at attention.

“First, lean forward and breathe in my cunt.  I want just your fingers to lightly graze your cock while you do.”  Sex, which always seemed so awkward to me, suddenly seemed so natural when I approached it as a teacher.  I loved having my eager pupil do exactly as I told him, and doing it so well.  He leaned forward, his knows millimeters from my pussy, and breathed in so deeply I could feel the air rushing around me.  All the while, his fingers were sliding up his shaft, and I could tell from his face that the tease of it was excruciating.

“Do you like how my pussy smells?” I asked, sweetly.

“I want to lick it so badly,” he said, begging.  “I want to fuck you, Ms. Miller.  God, please, can I fuck you?”

“You can tongue fuck me,” I said.  “But first, stick out your tongue and tickle my clit with it.  That’s this little nub,” I said, taking my manicured finger and rubbing my clit lightly, quickly, then giving it a little tap, tap, tap to show him exactly where it was.  “Right there.  Go ahead.”

He stuck out his tongue and took over for my finger, licking my clitty tenderly with slow, strong strokes, moaning as he did.  I was just as turned on by his desperate arousal, as he teased his cock and my clit at the same time, as I was by his thick, wet tongue rubbing my clit into a frenzy.

“Goddamnit,” he growled into me, his frustration becoming too much for him.  He roughly grabbed my legs and spread them wide open as he plunged his tongue into my cunt, kissing and licking my pussy lips between deep, quick thrusts with his tongue inside of me.  He was devouring my gushing little fuckhole, licking up the stream of pleasure that was rushing out of me.

“Kyle!” I cried out, my hips bucking.  I’d lost control to his talented tongue. He took two fingers and thrust them into me, tickling my g-spot as he sucked on my clit.

“Your pussy is so responsive,” he said in awe, his lips glistening with me.  He sucked on my clit again, releasing it with a wet smack.  “Look how excited your clit is.”  He was an eager student, happy to learn and explore.  To prove it, he turned me over, spread my cheeks wide, and began to lick my rim with the same gusto, plunging his tongue in deeply.  “God, you taste good everywhere,” he groaned into my ass, before diving back in with satisfied little moans.

“Oh, good boy... “ I said.  “Eat my tight little asshole.”  He surprised me by slapping my ass, leaning back and watching it jiggle, before grabbing the two mounds of fat with his fists, pulling them open, and giving the length of my crevice a long, strong stroke with his tongue.

“Yessss…” I hissed.  “Be a good boy and put your fingers in my dirty little hole.” I said, feeling my power growing again.  He took one thick finger and gently poked my rim, letting just the tip inside, then down to the joint, then plunging in all the way to the knuckle, sliding in and out with the full length of his finger.

“Goddamnit, you’re so tight, Ms. Miller,” he said, watching my ass with rapt attention.  “I want to fuck you here so badly.”

“Just wait...wait... “ I said, feeling his finger fill me up.

“You’re torturing me with your body…” he pleaded.

“Sit on the desk,” I said.  “I want to give you something.”

He hopped up on the desk eagerly, his straight dick standing tall.  I stood up and walked up between his legs, peering down at it.  I lifted my gaze to his pleading eyes as my fingers began lightly grazing his shaft, feeling every vein surge with pleasure.

“Tell me what you imagine me doing to your cock when you’re stroking yourself,” I said, gently petting his shaft.

“Mmm...Ms. Miller…” he breathed.  “I think about you sucking my cock down your throat.”

I bent down and gave the tip of his cock a sweet, wet kiss with just a hint of tongue.  His dick jumped in response.

“I think about you sitting on my cock and bouncing up and down, squeezing it with your pussy…”

I wrapped my hand around his shaft and started stroking it firmly and steadily.

“Please, Ms. Miller.  Please…” he begged.  This big strapping man, who could knock down any man with the sheer force of his powerful body, was begging me for mercy.

“You know what I think about?” I said, teasingly, as I stuck out my tongue and swirled it around his head, tasting a bit of his precum.  “I think about you slamming me up against the wall and nearly splitting me in two with your giant fucking cock,” I whispered.

He looked into my eyes as I hovered over his cock.  He seemed to not know what to do.  I smiled mischievously and took the tip of him into my mouth, sucking at it loudly, and then releasing it with a little peck right on his slit.  He watched me as I did, breathing hard, the tension building, before he finally grabbed me hard by the hair, pulled back my head and bit my neck, hoisting me up, my legs wrapping around his waist, as he walked me over to my desk and laid me down on it.  He grabbed my tit roughly and then spanked the nipple hard, one breast and then the other, working his way down. Smacking the side of my ass, and then my spread open pussy.  With his thumbs he spread me open, spit onto my already wet pussy, and rubbed it into my clitty.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he growled.

“Kyle…” I moaned, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

“You know you need me to fuck you,” he said in a low voice.  “You need my cock badly.  I’ll walk out of here right now.”

He started towards the door, and a panic came over me.

“Wait!”  I cried.  “Please!”

“Please, what?”  He asked, his hand on the knob.

“Please, fuck me.  Please, please fuck me!”  I begged, genuinely.  He strode up to me and entered me in one motion, giving me the full length of him.  I felt full with his cock, which pressed so hard and deep into me it hurt.

“Goddamnit, please….fuck me, fuck me fuck me!”

He slid in and out, slowly at first, teasing me the way I’d teased him.  My pussy contracted violently around his cock, and he let out a howl of excitement, before leaning over me and slamming into my open, wet pussy, again and again.

“I want to feel you cum all over my cock, Ms. Miller,” he said, pressing in and twisting his hips in a way that made my entire body heave and buck as I moaned.  “Are you gonna be a good girl and cum all over my cock?”

“Yes...Oh, God, yes…” It was already happening as his cock dug inside of me.  My pussy opened up, and I felt a flood begin to pour out of me as my pussy sucked and grasped at his cock with every contraction.  The stream seemed endless, beginning anew with his every thrust.  He grabbed my breast and squeezed hard.  That’s when I felt his own stream begin--a mighty surge of cum came pouring into me as he roared loudly.

“Good boy--fill me up…” I whispered.

“Ms. Miller...you’re such a dirty little slut,” he countered as one final burst of cum entered me with a growling groan.  He collapsed on the floor in a panting sweaty mess as I was left laying there on the table.  I sat up and looked down at his spent body, and he looked back at me.  I put my fingers between my legs and slid them inside, feeling his hot, slick emission inside of me.  I pulled them out and smiled at Kyle as I put my fingers in my mouth, sucking them clean.  Kyle let out a joyful laugh.

“Ms. Miller...what are you doing to me?”  he said.

“I guess you were right.  I guess I am a dirty little slut,” I smiled.  “Now put on your clothes and let's dig into the material.  If you do well enough, I might let you fuck me again.”

“What’s the play about, again?” he asked skeptically.  “Puppy love?”

“It’s about two people who want to fuck so badly they destroy themselves,” I said with a laugh.  “I think you’ll like it.”


20. Annie's Rebound: MMMF Revenge Gangbang by Riley Davis

It was supposed to be a magical time with the boy I loved, home on summer break. But Matt betrays me with a pretty young thing, and he has no way to explain it away when I catch him the act. Hurt and angry, I join my friend at a local bar. There I meet a stranger with piercing blue eyes. Ethan says all the right things, and I show him what I can do with a real man. But when his friends come into the mix, might I be able to do so much more?

I could hardly believe what I was seeing.

Getting off work early was something that simply did not happen. Not even on a Friday in the thick of summer. But the phones were dead since well before lunch, and George finally conceded the point. No one was in the market for a landscaping bid at the start of a long weekend, and he finally grumbled under his breath that we could take off if we didn’t have anything else to do. There were always other things to do. Filing and checking the supply closet for inventory and the like. But Beatrice beat me to the punch and wiped her hands together before planting her palms on her desk.

“No work for the wicked here!” she chirped. That got another gripe out of George, but he relented at 1:30 and told us to be on our way.

“And don’t go getting into trouble, girls,” he said before we were even out the door. Beatrice turned on her heel and flashed him her sweetest smile.

“No way we would ever do that.”

But as soon we hit the parking lot, her lips swerved into a smirk as she grabbed my arm.

“Want to go get a drink?” she asked. I cast a quick glance at my watch and softly shook my head.

“It’s hardly happy hour, Bea.”

“Has to be 5 o’clock somewhere,” she said. “Come on; live a little.” In my mind, that meant taking the time to hurry home to Matt. He was on summer break, crashing at my place as he tried to find a job. Sometimes it bothered me that he wouldn’t just stand behind a register or wait on tables. I was footing the rent, the utilities and everything in between for two. But he had worked hard all semester. Maybe there was nothing wrong with letting him loll around a little bit. He was always sweet to come home to.

And I was about to give him the best of surprises so early in the day.

“Rain check,” I told Beatrice. “But I’ll bet I’ll have a story and a half to tell come Tuesday morning.” She crinkled her nose as I ducked into my Camry. Pushing the gear into drive, I turned the corner at Eyeland Avenue and cut across Route 10 in a quick bid for home. Barely up the driveway, I had to smile at the sight of his rusted Mustang unmoved from the morning. Was he having a late lunch or playing Xbox? My sweet boy. I skipped up the steps and expected to find him sitting on the edge of the couch.

Nothing but the cushion slightly out of place and the blue screen of death pouring through the HD monitor.

“Matt?”

My voice was barely above a whisper. But he had to be here. No way he would have taken off on foot. Matt was not the type to walk when he could ride. Was he sleeping in? At nearly two 0’clock in the afternoon? I had half a mind to wake him up and tell him that finals were over, and now he could take me to lunch. Or rather the other way around when the sound of his voice shifting into a groan made me smile. How did he know I was near? I started to take the stairs two at a time when another moan, far lighter in tone, mingled with the sound of his voice.

Was that…? No. It had to be from TV in the bedroom. He had fallen asleep to Fallon. Maybe it was just Days of Our Lives and Hope trying to move on in the wake of Bo’s demise. Check that. Days would be over and done at this point on the clock sands in the hourglass aside.

And I had clicked the set off before I left for work.

Regaining the ability to move, I hurried to the landing and then the bedroom. The door was already cracked, and I pushed it open with the smallest pump of my fist.

It was a scene worthy of any soap opera.

Matt was on his back with his legs curled around a pair of creamy limbs. I could make out nothing but tangled trails of blonde hair brushing against his bare chest. The stranger’s pert ass turned in time with his hands, and they sighed together as he arched towards her and ran his hands down her back. My tongue tied, and I couldn’t find the strength to move as I watched Matt push the girl’s golden locks aside. Was she even of age? She looked like a child caught in his embrace, but she giggled against him and accepted his kiss as my hand found one of the many empty beer bottles on the bedside table.

“Matthew!”

This would be right out of a soap opera, too.

Shattering the bottle against the alarm clock that he never used, I saw the girl break away from him with a terrified squeal. She tried to cover her body with the Egyptian cotton sheets that I had finagled on clearance. Not every girl two years out of high school got the chance to blow money on a degree she might never use.

“Annie?” Matt cried out. “What the hell?”

“I could ask you the same fucking question!” Charging towards him as I wielded the broken bottle like a weapon, I barely scratched his hand when he bolted up and forced me to the floor. My sweating palm worked to keep the bottle poised, but he managed to pry it out of my grasp, and it crashed to the other side of the room as he pinned my arms at my sides.

“Are you crazy or something?” he demanded. “You could have really hurt me!”

“What do you call this?” I said as I struggled underneath him. “I come home to surprise you and I… I see this!” The blonde girl was already collecting her clothes. A tiny pair of shorts that barely covered her ass and a sheer white tee. She could not be more than sixteen, and I was ready to call Matt out for lying down with jailbait when his hand surrounded my chin.

“It’s not what you think,” he swore.

“Then what is it?” I asked as I tried to fight back the tears longing to flow down my cheeks. His lips curled into a sad smile, and I flinched as he buried his head in my neck.

“I was just blowing off some steam, baby” he purred. “It gets lonely around here without you.” His kisses started at my hairline and trailed down my flushed cheeks. Did I dare to believe him? Maybe this was the sort of thing that a business major did on campus in an effort to maintain his sanity.

But thinking that brought scores of other girls to the forefront of my mind, and I let my body grow limp until I could kick up and slam my foot right between his legs.

“You bitch!” Matt wailed as he stumbled back to the bed. His hands rubbed the offending organ without the benefit of his briefs, and I struggled to my feet and stared down at him with my trembling hands on my hips.

“Get out,” I hissed. I gave him a few short seconds to recover his senses, and when the clearing of his throat became a laugh, I started pulling his clothing from the drawers and stuffing them into his suitcase.

“Annie… come on now,” he protested.

“Hurry up so you can catch your little whore,” I said. “Maybe you can help her with her college application. Planning to have her in the dorm right next to yours?” Before he could answer, I tossed him the one pair of jeans that I had failed to pack and stood in the doorway to watch him dress.

“So you’re really doing this to me?” he asked. “I came back to spend the summer with you.”

“Guess I blinked and missed it,” I said. “Now get out before I find that bottle and cut off something that you really can’t live without.”

Matt grimaced at my threat, and I caught a whiff of my shampoo as he pushed past me.

“Did you shower with her?” I demanded.

“I did all kinds of things that you never let me do,” he sneered. “So it’s your loss. And when you figure out how much you fucked up, don’t come crying to me.”

Matt closed the door and left me alone in the tainted bedroom. Stumbling back to the sheets, I nearly sank into the softness when the stench of his sweat, her sweat, and my shampoo made me gag. Stripping the bed as I choked the bile down, I looked down at the naked mattress with a heaving heart and collapsed without wanting to. I brought my knees to my chin and wept for thinking that he was my one and only. What if George hadn’t let us out well ahead of time? I might have never known what he was up to in my bed.

But having the truth smack me in the face didn’t make it hurt any less.

“Have some fun, Annie! After today you have totally earned it!”

I nursed a glass of vodka mixed with far too much cranberry juice and an extra helping of ice. Beatrice was already holding court at the bar when I found my footing and dialed her up. She listened to my sad story and gave me the obligatory oh honey before sighing from the other end of the phone. Her next order was for me to slither into something black and slinky and try to catch up with her when it came to the third or seventh round of drinks.  Beatrice already had her shoes off and was dancing on tabletops. I tried to smile as I gave her a half-hearted toast. But my mind kept drifting back to the fact that Matt was happily getting his rocks off with a child. And I was doomed to stumble home with a wicked hangover that would cruelly carry me through the extended weekend on the horizon.

“Can I get you a refill?”

Hardly realizing that I had drained my glass dry, I turned my head to see a dark-haired man with blue eyes smiling down at me. His hand was on my shoulder, and I made no move to shrug him off as he assumed the seat at my side.

“I can get my own drink,” I said. My legs wobbled as I tried to stand, and the man steadied me with one hand on my back.

“Can’t a guy be friendly?” he asked. “Where’s the harm in that?”

“No doubt you have a sweet little piece of tail that couldn’t get pass the bouncer,” I said. His eyebrows lifted, and I wanted to run away from the laugh that seemed on the verge of leaving his lips when he grasped my arms and stared into my eyes.

“Just you,” he said. “And you’re already on the inside.” My eyelids lowered, and I felt his fingers moving up the short black skirt that I had no business wearing when he suddenly stopped and smiled softly.

“If I moved too fast too soon, then I’m sorry,” he said. “But you are the prettiest girl in the joint.” Our heads turned as one to see Beatrice downing shots from a fat man’s shoe. She had all but forgotten my presence, but I still tilted my head in her direction.

“My friend is game for anything,” I said.

“And you?” he asked. His arm tightened around my waist, as I gasped as he pulled me close to his chest and sighed into my hair. He smelled of the forest just after the rain, and I pushed back to catch my breath.

“I… do you really want to know the truth?” I challenged.

“Color me all kinds of intrigued.” I couldn’t do it right here, and I seized his hand and guided him towards the first dark corner. His blue eyes still sparkled from the space of the shadows, and I reached for the hand he laid on my shoulder as I bowed my head to kiss his long fingers.

“Now you have to tell me the rest of the story,” he whispered.

“Do I?” Suckling his finger and letting my throat open as the end of his nail teased the roof of my mouth, I thought of Matt playing with his new toy under a pretty pink canopy bed. How would he swing the need to stay with her until fall as her parents kept watch? But maybe there was no one around to care. That should suit him to a tee, and I was ready to polish off one last drink when the mystery man pulled his hand from my mouth.

And replaced it with the warmth of his lips.

His kiss was stronger than the vodka doused with so much red juice. My arms worked their way around his neck, and I pulled him closer and only broke free to exhale and run my fingers through his hair.

“It’s… it’s like this,” I said. “My boyfriend traded me in for a younger model.”

“Do they come any younger than you?” he asked. My cheeks blushed at the compliment, and I started to nod my head when he pulled me close to his side and kissed my brow.

“Don’t answer that,” he said. “Just come with me.” Nodding again as I hung off his arm, we walked back through the heart of the bar. Beatrice saw us and gave me the thumbs up sign as the man led me out into the night. A light breeze fluttered through the air, and I shivered until the stranger folded me under his arm and shot me a sweet smile.

“Leave it to me,” he continued. “I know just the thing to warm you up.” He winked as we moved closer to his car, and he started to open the passenger’s door when I turned in his hold and pressed my palms to his broad chest.

“Wait,” I said. “We… where exactly are we going?”

“Thought I’d take you somewhere a little more private,” he answered as he waggled his eyebrows. “Isn’t that what you want?” My hand traveled past his shoulders and up the length of his neck before settling on his stubbled cheek. I felt his smile and mirrored his grin as I leaned towards his ear.

“Do you always do this with girls you just met?” I asked.

“Do you always follow a stranger wherever he wants to lead you?” He had me there, and my cheeks reddened as I swallowed hard and decided to be bold. Maybe for the first time in my life.

“First time for everything,” I said. “But I’d like to at least know your name.” His smile grew wider, and I felt the lust starting to pool between my legs as he nipped at my hair and his husky voice washed over my skin.

“I’m Ethan,” he offered. Letting his name sink in, I grazed my fingernails against his prickly cheek.

“Does it cut both ways?” he asked. My name left my lips in a breathless whisper, and he started to ease me into his car when I shot up straight and gripped his collar with trembling hands.

“Something else?” he challenged. Nothing but Matt’s words ringing in my mind.

I did all kinds of things that you never let me do.

Maybe it was my rage or the feel of his lips caressing the space just below my ears. But I flung my arms around his neck and kissed him hard. His breath raced down my throat, and I swirled away from the door until my ass crushed against his headlights.

“Slow down there, princess,” he purred. “I wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself.”

“Then get me off the ground.” Our eyes locked, and I watched the split second of worry flicker across his eyes as I lifted my black skirt. Ethan’s head tilted to one side, and I stayed in suspense until he finally seemed to catch my meeting.

“So you’re a wild little thing,” he teased. “But whatever the lady wants.” His arms were strong as he centered me on the hood of his car. Falling back with my hands spilling over my head, I wriggled out of my panties and moaned in anticipation as he climbed on top of me. Before I could reach for his belt, Ethan lowered is fly, and his cock poked out. Long and sleek and throbbing even as we had yet to touch, I arched my hips in search of his shaft.

“Wait,” he ordered. “Best make sure that you’re good and ready.”

Two long fingers made their way inside me with supreme ease. My pussy melted around him, and I groaned for more as he began a slow stroke that made me as wet as a baby seal bobbing in the surf. My muscles started to tighten, the climax about to rush through my veins when I suddenly shot up and cupped his chin in my hands.

“Wait!” I demanded. “I want… I need more.”

“Like this?” he teased as he took his cock in his hand. Nodding my head as I spread my legs to mount him, my pussy was more than good and ready for the lunge of his shaft. Maybe I gasped around the first few inches, but then the feel of him sinking inside me brought a sigh of contentment to my lips. Ethan lingered as my desperate fingers worked their way around the buttons of his shirt, and I pinched his hard flesh as he twisted against my pussy. When I felt sure that I would cum and longed to scream my desire, Ethan gagged me with his lips, and I moaned into his mouth. My legs locked around his thighs, and he pounded me through his own climax before breaking away with a heavy sigh on my shoulder. Reaching around his back to hold him close, I waited with his cock still buried in my cunt until he raised his head and met my eyes.

“Nice,” he whispered.

“Just nice?” I asked.

“Hey, it’s… it’s not like I didn’t get that you were hot. But who knew you could do that!” I didn’t know it myself, and I draped my arms over his shoulders. Hating the feel of him pulling out as he tucked his cock back into his pants, I nipped at his neck again and licked my way towards his ear.

“That better not be it, boy,” I said. “I’m down for so much more than one lay.”

“Listen to you,” he teased even as he stayed in my arms and leaned into my tongue. “You ready to go again so soon?”

“And you’re not?” I challenged. My fingers stroked his cock through his pants. He was not quite hard when a pair of sharp wolf whistles shattered our moment.

“What you got going on there, man?” the bigger of the two, blonde and broad-shouldered asked. His shorter friend with jet black hair and olive-colored skin stood close to his friend with a smirk on his face. Would Ethan turn his back to me and try to hide me from the rest of the world? Would he back off and say that it was one and done so he could hang with his buddies and get his drink back on? My soul started to sag as my heart pounded wildly in my chest.

And Ethan held my hand tight as he told his friends to keep moving.

“For real, man?” the blonde continued. “Not gonna share the wealth?” I sighed as he shook his head, but my mind suddenly went into overdrive. Ethan wanted me again; his friends longed for a piece of the action. Was it more than getting back at Matt that caused me to lean over Ethan’s shoulders as I crooked one finger in his friends’ direction?

“There’s… I’m more than enough to go around,” I said. “This way.” Clutching Ethan’s hand, I led him to a picnic table buried in the woods just behind the bar. The full moon hanging overhead bathed the scene in a surreal silvery light, and I looked back to see three pairs of hungry eyes focused on no one but me.

“Nice,” the blonde said as he pulled his shirt out of his slacks and over his head. “This is what I’m talking about.” His silent friend did nothing but nod, and I saw Ethan hesitate as I stretched to the tips of my toes and grabbed his face.

“I want you to watch,” I purred.

“Watch?” he questioned.

“Consider it a preview of all the things I’m going to do to you.” His heart started to race under my fingers, and as I removed my black dress I felt no shame in the open air. The blonde licked his lips and moved closer. He started to ease my legs apart when I fell to my knees with a smirk on my face.

“Big boy like you might crush me,” I started. “But I can think of another way to make you feel so good.”

His cock was heavy in my hand, and I rubbed the length towards the tip as I parted my lips. Licking the underside of his shaft, I pictured Matt’s release dribbling down my chin before I got anything close to a proper taste. And he wondered why I wasn’t game for anything in his arms? This cock vibrated against my tongue, and I relished the sensation of this man staying hard as I started to suckle. His balls brushed against my teeth, and I opened my throat as I caught a glimpse of Ethan. With wide blue eyes, he stared slack-jawed as I brought his friend to the verge and suddenly let his cock slip against my cheek. The blonde seized the sides of my head, and Ethan sprang into action as he narrowed his eyes.

“My girl is the one in charge,” he warned.

“Ethan, you don’t really think that---”

“Listen or I won’t finish you off,” I said.” His gaze softened as his cock stayed hard, and as soon as he bowed his fair head, I went down on him again. The smacking of my tongue against his shaft was only rivaled by the groans leaving his lips, and I started to drink his cum when their silent friend made his way to my back

“Nothing like a live wire,” he said. My pussy tightened as I prepared for the feel of him taking me from behind when a warm stream of spit trickled down my ass. Nearly biting down on the blonde’s cock, his friend forced his cock between my ass cheeks. For a second I started to whimper when Ethan placed his hand on my shoulder.

“You were going to show me everything,” he reminded me. I could only manage the faintest of nods as my ass expanded to take the second cock in. The pain only lasted for a moment until another pair of hands was on my hips. Steady in another stranger’s hold, I pushed back and started to move in time with the fierce thrusts. Any pain was replaced by a tingle that settled in the pit of my stomach, and I nearly buckled in the flash of passing headlight. What the hell was I really doing? On the dirt as two men without names took me from both sides? Maybe Matt was right about me; as good as it felt from every angle I quivered until Ethan was on his knees and peered hard into my eyes.

“You better be up for encores, Annie,” he said. “A girl like you only comes around once in a lifetime.”

At the end of his words, the blonde finally burst, and I left him weak and wanting more. Still panting as I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, I leaned in to kiss Ethan as another stream of cum made its way into my body. Ethan seemed to move in time with the climax, and he stroked my cunt. This time, I took the release around his hand, and when his friend pushed back, I collapsed into Ethan’s waiting arms.

“That… was… a surprise,” his smaller friend said as he stood and zipped up. Peering over Ethan’s shoulder, I watched his friends staring at one another in shock, but they stood suspended in a single beam of moonlight as Ethan helped me to my feet and helped me back into my dress.

“That’s all you get,” Ethan said. “She’s mine for the rest of the night.”

“A lot longer than that I hope,” I said. His friends laughed, but I still linked my arm in Ethan’s, needing his stance to keep me upright. “But how about one more drink for the road?”

“I’m buying!” his friends said in unison, and as they walked off I found Ethan’s ear.

“You can have whatever you want,” I promised. “I haven’t felt this good in… well maybe ever.” That brought a smile to his face, and we were nearly back inside the bar when I spied Beatrice on her next round of shots. Even she wouldn’t make my moves, and I smiled at my dirty little secret when a familiar voice spun my head around.

“Annie?”

Matt was there with a puppy dog stare and a clenched jaw. He grunted at Ethan before fixing his eyes on mine.

“Annie, I… can we just talk, baby?” he pleaded.

“Matt, there’s nothing to talk about,” I insisted.

“I fucked up,” he continued. “I get that. But we’ve been through too much to---”

“You want me to get rid of him, Annie?” Ethan asked.

“You and what army, asshole!” Just like that, his friends appeared in the doorway with our drinks in their hands. Matt audibly gulped, and I savored the feeling that I had an actual army at my back. My legs were wobbly, but I stepped to Matt and faintly patted his cheek.

“Your little girl let you down?” I asked.

“She… I mean it wasn’t the same at her parents’ house.” That elicited a laugh from my small crowd, and I inched toward his ear and lowered my voice to a pale whisper.

“Here’s hoping you’ll find someone that will be content with the backseat of your car,” I said. “Because you’re not going to darken my door ever again.” Turning my back for what I hoped would be the last time I snatched a drink from the blonde’s hand and downed it in one swig. Ready to return to the bar and see where the rest of this night might take me, I paused at the sound of Ethan’s voice.

“You have no idea what you passed up, kid,” he told Matt. Leaving my ex in the dust, Ethan’s arm surrounded my waist, and I walked back into the dim lights as I snuggled into his neck with a smile.

“Thank God for long weekends,” I said. He winked as he kissed the top of my head.

“A gift we won’t waste.”


21. Kate’s Revenge Movie: MFM Threesome Sex with Strangers by Ellie North

Kate has only ever been with her husband, and she thought the feeling was mutual. Lately he’s been distant, working on his dream of breaking into the film industry, but she put up with it because it felt like the right thing to do. What she discovers is that Gary has been with other women—most recently a prostitute named Harmony… on their couch.  Kate’s best friend Sharon takes matters into her own hands, sweeping her off to a girl’s night in her sexiest black dress. Once out, Kate attracts the attention of two sexy strangers at the bar. What follows is a night that the three of them won’t forget—and that her husband will wish he could.

“Sharon, I’m going to have to call you back. I’m just on my way out of the office and Gary needs me to pick up some writing supplies for him on my way home.”

I balanced the phone on one shoulder as I attempted to unlock my car. Fumbling with my key in the lock a few times, I cursed myself for not getting a car with automatic locks. Meanwhile, Sharon continued blabbering into my ear.

“Writing supplies? You mean Doritos and ranch dip?”

She took my silence as confirmation.

“Does he still think he’s going to get that big break soon? Honey, somebody’s going to have to tell him that he’s just not talented.”

I stifled a snort and was able to successfully spear my key into the lock and open the door. Sitting down in the driver’s seat, I took the phone into my hand. 
“That’s not very nice, Shar,” I chastised. “You know that his dream was always filmmaking, even when we were teenagers.”

“But at least in high school the bum had a job.”

I shoved my key in the ignition and attempted to make a grab for the seatbelt with one hand. 
“He and I made a deal—he got to take a year off when he got his dad’s inheritance as long as he promised that he’d be back to work after if he had no success.”

I leaned back in my seat, sighing. I was getting really tired of having this conversation—with Sharon, with my parents, with my brother… I couldn’t remember the last time someone had asked about Gary without asking when he was going to get his shit together.

“Yes and that would be fine,” Sharon continued. “Except that the inheritance ran out three months ago.” 
“And the year is nearly up so it doesn’t really matter,” I countered.

Deep inside I knew that I shouldn’t be defending him. After all—Sharon was completely right. The money had run out, god knows how, and I had been paying the bills for the past few months. At first I hadn’t minded. After all, Gary and I had been together since we were sixteen. He was my first. I was scared of what would happen if I put my foot down. To me it seemed a lot easier just to wait until the year was up and go from there.

“I’m just worried about you, Kate.”

Her voice was so sincere that it nearly hurt.

“I know,” I said, trying to sound strong.

“I really have to go now though. I’ll call you later on. Can you remember to send me that muffin recipe?” I asked.

She murmured her assent and we exchanged goodbyes. I took a deep breath, fighting back the anxiety that had been building inside of me since Gary had first told me that his account had run dry. Something about it hadn’t seemed right. I pulled out of the parking lot and headed towards the highway. Something about my conversation with Sharon made me decide to skip the snack run for Gary and head straight home.

He had left his job as a corporate accountant to follow his dream, and to a point (hence our agreement) I had decided to be supportive of that. No, he wasn’t the most talented screenplay writer, nor was he particularly good at directing; but I had decided to be there for the man that I’d been with for nearly ten years. That’s marriage, isn’t it?

So, about nine months ago he had purchased a fancy video camera, a new laptop, and a host of other things that I couldn’t recognize and hadn’t seen him use since. During the first few weeks he had tapped away at his computer almost constantly, and when I got home from work each evening he would tell me excitedly about all the scenarios he envisioned; all the possibilities he had created.

Sometime before the money ran out, Gary’s enthusiasm seemed to as well. I asked him if he wanted to end the year early but he insisted he still had work to do. He begged me to take care of the bills for his final months and, since I’m a sucker for his big blue eyes, that’s what I had been doing since.

I knew it was stupid. I knew that I should have put my foot down; but I made a promise to him after his father died, and I intended to follow it through. More than that, I had made a vow to him on our wedding day that I truly believed in—and as difficult as he was these days I was looking forward to getting back the man I had married.

I pulled into the driveway of our home, not bothering to lock the car behind me as I made my way to the front door. Gary would probably just request that I head back out once he saw that I was empty-handed. The front door was locked, which was strange because he didn’t usually bother locking it when he was inside. I unlatched the door and stepped in. I didn’t immediately hear Gary call out to my so I assumed he was in the living room with his headphones in. He liked to listen to ocean sounds when he was blocked.

I dropped my keys on the floor in surprise when I entered the living room and saw my husband, butt naked, being ridden on the chaise by an equally naked blonde.  The clanging noise pulled the pair out of their sexual reverie almost immediately. The blonde, for her part, seemed pretty calm about the whole thing. She wordlessly disengaged herself from him and began to make quick work of dressing herself. Gary, on the other hand, was not so calm.

“Kate!” he sputtered. “It’s not what it looks like!”

After my initial shock wore off, my anger rose. He clambered over to the side of the couch closest to me, fixing me with beseeching eyes.

“Are you serious?” I yelled. “It’s not what it looks like? You’re going to pull that shit on me?”

The blonde was dressed now, and she sidled back up to Gary.

“I need my envelope,” she stated evenly.

Gary’s face turned beet red. He sheepishly stood from the couch and walked over to his discarded jeans, pulling an envelope from the back pocket. After handing it to the girl she beamed at him and excused herself from the house. I was furious.

“You hired a prostitute?” 
“I need Harmony for my writing process, I swear it’s just sex! And I’ve never taken her in our bed!”

I exploded. I made it known to Gary, in no uncertain terms, that he was to vacate the premises immediately and not come back anytime soon. He had always been a coward, and he got out of there with his tail between his legs faster than you could say the word “divorce.” Once he had left I collapsed onto the couch, exhausted. Then I remembered what had happened on that couch, and I made a noise of frustration while I moved to the couch on the other side of the room. It was then that my phone rang.

“I couldn’t remember—did you want the recipe for the blueberry muffins or those oat ones I made you a couple weeks ago?” Sharon asked before I even had a chance to say “hello.”

I collapsed into tears. The weight of what I had just witnessed—the end of my marriage—hit me like a ton of bricks. On the other end of the line I could hear Sharon sputtering.

“Katie! Katie no, don’t cry. You can have both recipes if you want. I’ll send both…” 
“No,” I managed to sniffle out. “It’s not that. Gary cheated on me.”

A string of expletives from the other end of the line blasted into my ear. I held it further away while I waited for her to calm down.

“Did you know the girl?” she asked after a couple long minutes of very creative uses of the word “fuck.”

“No, she was—“

My voice choked up and I took a second to breathe before continuing.

“She was a prostitute named Harmoooonnny,” I wailed.

After a few more moments of making my ears red, Sharon came up with a plan.

“Katie—Katie listen honey—go up to your bedroom, grab that super sexy dress that we bought a few months ago (you know, the one that Gary got all pissed about?) and meet me at my apartment as soon as you can.”

“Why?” I hiccupped.

“Because we’re going to get shitfaced and make bad decisions.” 
 

***

I showed up at Sharon’s house not more than twenty minutes after our phone call ended. I had my wallet and keys clutched in my left hand, and the dress and a pair of black patent pumps in my right. I walked straight in. Sharon and I had no boundaries.  I found her sitting in front of a mirror in her bedroom, applying generous amounts of eye makeup.

“I still don’t know if this is a good idea,” I said, sighing, as I walked in.

Sharon turned to me and grinned. 
“Of course it is! You need to do everything you can right now to get back at that scumbag. Not only does that mean you’re going to take his ass down in divorce court, but you’re going to prove that he hasn’t broken you.”

Though I wasn’t sure why exactly I had to prove that tonight, I certainly saw her point. After all, Gary had been using my money to buy prostitutes for the past god knows how long. It would only be letting him win if I didn’t take back the power that he stole from me.

“So when does this drinking start?”

Sharon thrust her fists in the air victoriously.

“That’s the spirit!” she said. “Though we can’t actually start until we get to the bar. I don’t have anything in the house. I drank my last bottle of emergency wine when I was watching Survivor last night.”

“Right.” 
“Go get in your dress!” she insisted. “And put on some damn makeup!”

I did as I was instructed. Once I was done I admired the finished product. My dress was a relatively short and tight black little number. It hugged my curves like a lover, stretching across my moderately sized breasts and round backside in a way that could only be considered flattering. It had a wide, open neckline that, while it didn’t show any cleavage, exposed the majority of my shoulders.

My eye makeup had been irreparably damaged by the day’s events so I washed off the remainder of it and started fresh. I used some of Sharon’s eyeliner and mascara, though decided that I should leave it at that. After all, whom was I trying to impress?

I chortled to myself at this thought. I couldn’t even seduce my husband. We hadn’t made love in over a month. He was never in the mood—now I knew why. To be honest I was kind of glad. After all, who knows what kind of infections he could have been carrying? After I donned my pumps I smiled at my reflection in Sharon’s wall-length mirror. I looked great; shambled marriage be damned.

“I mean, I would have gone with a little more makeup but your T and A situation looks great,” admired Sharon when I presented myself to her.

“Thanks!”

I grinned. I was actually excited to see what the night would have to offer. It had been so long since I’d gone out and had a good girl’s night. Sharon called a cab to come pick us up. It arrived in only a few minutes.

“I can’t wait to get a drink,” I said as we piled into the back seat. 
“You and me both, sister,” she agreed.

Sharon directed the cab driver to a bar just outside of the downtown core. When I asked why we weren’t just going downtown, Sharon explained that they had the best sangria in the city. I couldn’t fight that logic.

We arrived just before eight o’clock. When we walked through the doors it felt as though all the negativity of the day, and even that of the months before it, was washed away from me. Though it was a Friday, the bar wasn’t very lively. I wasn’t bothered. I didn’t expect much for this early in the evening, anyways. All that mattered was that I was out and I was sticking it to Gary.

Sharon and I took a table by the wall where we could people watch. The waitress brought around menus and we ordered some fries and big pitcher of sangria. Once she was gone, Sharon dragged her eyes around the room.

“What about him?” she asked, gesturing to a guy in plaid playing pool on the other side of the room. 
“What about him?” I asked incredulously.

“Well, he’d be a good rebound prospect. He’s hot too, and taller than Gary.” 
I furrowed my brow and stared at my friend. 
“I’m sorry—was this outing just a way to get me to hop on some random guy?”

She smiled innocently. 
“Sharon! I literally just found out that my husband was cheating on me.” 
“And?”

“What makes you think I’m just going to go sleep with a stranger? I’ve never even slept with another person!” I chastised.

Nonetheless, as I said it I couldn’t help but feel a stir in my loins just thinking about the idea of taking home a stranger; making love to him in our bed while the pictures of the two of us on the wall watched. I tried to reign myself in.

“Where the hell are our drinks?” I asked impatiently.

Sharon shot me a knowing smile. She had always been able to read me like a book. She excused herself to the bathroom and I took the opportunity to pull out my phone and check to see if I maybe Gary had texted. It wasn’t that I wanted to forgive him; I just wanted to feel like maybe he realized the extent of his actions. To my surprise, he had texted me.

Staying at Dave’s 2night. Sry about earlier, I hope u can understand.

Understand? Understand? The only thing to be understood in this scenario was that he was going to get his ass kicked! I tried to swallow my rage. Sharon slid back into her seat just as I was about to get up and look for her, and she had a devious grin on her face. 
“Do you see those guys over there?” she asked, pointing in the direction of the pool table again.

One of the guys she was referring to was the one she had pointed out earlier. He was tall, and had the look of an unkempt, yet delicious lumberjack. His hair was a pile of messy brown curls and his jaw was covered in a thin layer of scruff. He gave me what I can only describe as bedroom eyes when I looked over. My stomach did a nervous flip.

His friend was a little bit shorter and blonde. He looked sweet, almost like what I would imagine a cherub to look like. In fact, the two were practically opposites. Where the dark one was muscular, the blonde one was thin and wiry. One wore a plaid shirt and beaten up jeans, the other wore a crisp grey suit that he had removed the tie from and unbuttoned at the top. They were both undeniably hot. 
“Yes, I can see them. I hope you’re asking because you know I need to go to the optometrist soon.” 
“Much more fun, actually,” she replied, practically giddy. “I chatted to them on my way to the bathroom and they’re interested.” 
“Which one do I get?” I asked, suddenly forgetting that I was supposed to be the unwilling party in this particular game.

“That’s the thing…” 
I gave Sharon a sharp glance. She shrugged to me and gave the two of them a conspiratorial wink.

“Spit it out,” I demanded. 
“You get both of them.” 
I cocked my head to the side in confusion.

“What do you mean I get both?” 
And then it dawned on me. I widened my eyes in surprise and turned to glance at the guys again. They were both chuckling, staring right back at me. I turned to Sharon quickly.

“Sharon, that’s crazy!” 
“Is it?” she questioned. “Because, in my mind, if I found my dickhead husband cheating on me with a prostitute he bought with the money that I gave him to work on his shitty films, I’d probably want to get back at him in any way I could. And let’s be honest—what better way than to get double-teamed by a pair of total hotties who are probably dynamite in the sack?” 
I opened my mouth to protest but then stopped. I found myself unexpectedly aroused by the thought of both of their mouths on my body. I gave them another look, a more evaluating one. Sharon noticed my change in demeanor.

“I’m going to go bring them over,” she said saucily.

Just as she got up the sangria arrived, and I poured myself a glass enthusiastically while I watched her lead them over to our table. Just as I went to bring a glass of the beverage to my lips, Sharon snatched it away.

“Nuh-uh honey,” she said, sipping on it herself. “You’re going to want to remember what happens tonight. In detail.” 
I gulped. What had I gotten myself into?

***

I fumbled with my keys, trying to find the one that would unlock my front door. I was shaking, and I couldn’t tell whether it was from the anticipation or the anxiety. After chatting with the two guys at the bar for a bit, finding them both to be exceedingly polite and charming, we had bid Sharon adieu and grabbed a taxi back to suburbia.

Aaron, the blonde one, was an architect. Jackson, the brunette, was a carpenter who did work occasionally for Aaron’s firm. They had been friends for years and, apparently, shared an interest in… well… sharing.

When I struggled for more than a couple moments with my keys I felt a warm, solid hand grab my hand to steady it. 
“Relax,” Jackson’s dulcet voice whispered into my ear. He was behind me, one arm reaching around my side to help steady my hand, the other snaking up around my middle. Oh lord did that feel good. I managed to get the key in the lock and swung the door inwards. The house was empty. We stepped inside and I heard the Aaron close the door behind him. I spun around to face them.

“I’ve never done this before,” I explained.

Heat spread up my face in my awkward embarrassment. Interestingly, that’s not the only place heat was spreading. Aaron and Jackson both chuckled darkly.

“We’re going to take good care of you,” Aaron promised. 
I watched their approach; both of them taking measured steps towards me like predators stalking their prey. I stood my ground, despite my instincts urging me to flee. No, I told myself. I’m going to enjoy the company of these two nice men.

Then they were upon me. Jackson took my face in his hands, lowering his mouth to mine. As he did I felt Aaron behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist and depositing kisses along my neck and shoulder. I shivered. It thrilled me that I was going to one-up Gary. If only he could watch.

Suddenly, and idea struck me. He could watch. I pulled my face away from Jackson’s.

“How would you guys feel about making a little video?” I asked in what I hoped came across as a sultry tone. I could feel Aaron laugh into the tender flesh of my neck, and Jackson smirked down at me. 
“I think that sounds like a great idea,” he said, covering my mouth with his once more.

I moaned in pleasure, overwhelmed by the sensation of so many hands on me. Aaron moved his hands up to cup my breasts as he nibbled at my earlobe, and he pressed his body tight against mine. I could feel his bulge hardening, and I ground my butt back against it. He growled in pleasure. Jackson deepened the kiss and moved his hands from my face to my hips, then to the bottom of my skirt.

“Camera!” I managed to moan. 
I dipped away from the two men, stepping into the living room quickly to grab the video camera that Gary had left on the coffee table. I opened it and checked the memory and the battery. It was good to go—and so was I. The apprehension that had simmered in me before was gone. It had been replaced with a burning desire; one that I was sure I would need two men to fill. How convenient. 
I re-entered the foyer, where Aaron and Jackson both stared at me with hungry eyes. I handed Aaron the camera and then grabbed one of their hands in each of mine, leading them up the stairs to the bedroom.

Once there I flicked on the light. I saw Aaron set up the camcorder on the top of the closet, pushing the button to record after he had adjusted it so we could see ourselves on the flipped screen. The angle was perfect; the whole bedroom laid out in the flickering digital image. Our large king-size bed, which Gary had allegedly preserved from his dalliances, looked tantalizingly inviting. 
I was about to ask “what now” but the men answered my question before it had a chance to leave my lips. Aaron moved in front of me and devoured my lips, running his hands through my hair and pulling in a way that caused electricity to tingle across my scalp. Jackson was behind me, his mouth leaving fiery kisses along my neck. I groaned into Aaron’s mouth and he chuckled. Jackson wound his arms around my waist and continued where he had left off before—with the bottom of my dress. 
He bunched the material up around my waist, running his fingers across the smooth skin of my exposed belly. Then his hand sunk below the top of my panties. I nearly cried out. His touch was invigorating. He probed my folds with his fingers, running them up and down my slit. I rocked forward against them, trying to press them further inside, but he held my hip firmly with his other hand so that I couldn’t. Aaron thrust his tongue into my mouth, eliciting yet another moan from me.

Trapped between them, I was enveloped by their smell and heat. It was a heady combination of Jackson’s musk and the almost vanilla-like smell of Aaron’s cologne. While Jackson had tasted like cigarettes and whiskey, Aaron’s mouth was minty and cool. The combination of the two was sending my head in a spin. 
Jackson finally delved his fingers into my sex, rubbing my clit with the pad of his thumb as he stroked the delicate flesh of my opening with his index finger.

“You’re so wet,” he growled into my ear.

I trembled in pleasure.

“I think we’re going to have fun with this one,” Aaron murmured between kisses. 
“I meant it when I said I’d never been with two men before,” I clarified. 
“Then we’ll make sure you get the full experience.” 
With that, I felt Jackson begin to undo my zipper. In a moment my dress slid to the floor. I reached out and tentatively began to unbutton Aaron’s shirt as he regarded me with burning eyes. I smiled, suddenly feeling incredibly sexy. I disposed of his shirt, revealing the smooth light skin underneath. I could feel Jackson pulling off his shirt behind me, and then I was pressed back up against his chest. I could feel his wiry chest hair scrape across my skin. It gave me goose bumps.

I felt a gentle pressure on my shoulders and dropped to my knees in response. I found myself looking up at the two men, both in front of me now, as they undid their pants and stepped out of them, as well as their underwear. I gasped as they revealed their engorged cocks. Aaron’s was the larger; probably about eight inches with a slight upwards curve. Jackson’s was a more modest six or so, and unlike Aaron he had a fairly substantial amount of hair around the area. Both looked incredible.

“Take off your bra,” Jackson instructed, stroking himself slightly.

I did as he said. My nipples puckered on contact with the cool air, and I looked up at the two of them expectantly. 
“Open your mouth.”

I followed Aaron’s command heedlessly, and he brought his member to my lips. Looking up at him, I licked the tip. He shivered and I smiled. Then I ran my tongue along it, grasping his thighs in my hands. Jackson came to stand beside him and I turned my head to lick his as well. After I spent some time there I turned back to Aaron, reaching up a hand to take his balls in my palm as I took him into my mouth. He tasted salty in the best of ways. I applied a light suction and began to work his shaft with the hand not cupping his sack. He grunted in response and I upped my pace, swirling my tongue around the tip and sucking him for all I could.

I turned back to Jackson. My eyes sought his, which were half-lidded in desire, and I gave him the same treatment I had his friend. As he was a bit smaller I was able to fit more of him in my mouth, and I pressed my nose against his stomach in attempt to get all of him in. I felt Aaron kneel down beside me and begin to suckle on my breasts. His hands traced along my thighs and rubbed my mound through the cotton fabric of my panties.

I moaned, and the vibrations that sent along Jackson’s shaft caused him to moan too. He pulled back and I suddenly felt myself lifted onto the bed, where Aaron laid me on my back with my head hanging over the end. Jackson repositioned himself so that the head of his penis was at my lips again, and then he thrust slowly down my throat.

In that position I was able to take even more of him without gagging, and I timed my breathing with his thrusts. Aaron, now on the bed, pulled my panties off and nestled himself between my thighs. His tongue traced the outer edges of my lips and my breath hitched. Then, with all traces of delicacy gone, he thrust his tongue between my folds and began to lick.

The feeling of having my throat filled with Jackson’s dick as Aaron’s tongue explored me was incredible. I could already feel an orgasm building, which was strange as Gary had never been able to make me cum. I moaned and Jackson growled, thrusting further down my throat. I think he must have been close because he suddenly pulled out and kneeled beside the bed, taking my nipple into his mouth. That was what pushed over the edge. 
My orgasm surged through my like wildfire, lighting each and every nerve ending in my body. I bucked against Aaron and then collapsed in a pool of pleasure, breathing heavily as I descended from my cloud.

“I think she’s ready,” I heard Aaron say. 
“Do you want front or back?” asked Jackson.

“Front,” Aaron said after a moment of deliberation.

Wait… Front or back?

“You guys aren’t going to… are you?” I asked, snapping my head up and nearly knocking Jackson’s head in the process. Aaron shot me a cheeky grin from between my legs.

“We said we’d give you the full experience,” he explained. 
I wasn’t sure. But then I remembered the camera on the chest of drawers, and how I had never let Gary have anal sex with me. It was resolved. 
“Let’s do it,” I said, all steely determination.

They exchanged grins and assisted me up. Aaron lied back on the bed, his member sticking up towards the ceiling, and I began to climb onto him. When my entrance was above the tip of his cock, he held my hips and began to lower me down onto him. I had never been so filled by Gary, and the way his penis curved upwards had it slide across my g-spot in a way that felt incredible. I moaned.

When Aaron was fully sheathed inside of me, I felt Jackson move behind me. He pushed me down against Aaron’s chest and I kissed him to help me relax. I felt Jackson lubricate my puckered asshole with his saliva, and I inhaled sharply.

“Relax,” Jackson said.

As it had the first time he said it, his assurance soothed me. I allowed myself to relax and felt him press his weight on top of me as he adjusted himself at my opening. Then I felt the head of his penis began to push at the ring of muscles there. It hurt a little, but he managed to push through the resistance before the pain became unbearable.

Once he had gotten past the muscles of my sphincter, Jackson continued sliding inside of me. The feeling of both of them filling me was intense. I had never felt anything like it. We stayed like that for a moment as I adjusted to the sensation of being filled in both holes. Then, when they sensed that I was ready, the two began to move.

Aaron pulled at my hips and rocked me against him, deepening our kiss and rubbing his hands across my back. Jackson had his hands on my waist, digging his fingers into my skin. He thrust in time with Aaron. I could hear him grunt with each thrust as he sunk deeper and deeper within me.

All the sensations of pain that I had felt initially were now gone. They were replaced by the feeling of another orgasm building within me. It was just so erotic—being so completely stuffed by these men, feeling each inch of them inside of me. I found myself pushing back, bringing up the tempo more and more with each thrust. I wanted them to pound me, to let loose in a wild and primal way. They responded to my enthusiasm in turn. Soon we were a frenzy of movement, and panting, and groaning—straining towards each of our orgasms. 
Jackson came first. He pulled me back against him with such force that I thought he might actually rip me away from Aaron. Feeling that raw passion as he held himself inside of me, while he spilled his seed, caused my own orgasm to rip through me. I cried out in pleasure, as wave after wave passed over me in quick succession. The walls of my vaginal canal contracted repeatedly. The feeling of me milking his cock must have sent Aaron into oblivion too, as he suddenly seized up and squeezed me to him in a vice grip and let out a long groan. I felt his cock spasm inside of me, forcing his load up towards my cervix.

We all sat like that for a few moments, catching our breath. Jackson planted one last kiss on my shoulder before he rose from the bed, sliding out of my ass. I took the opportunity to roll over onto my back beside Aaron, still panting and flushed. I turned my head to look at Aaron, who winked at me before scooting off of the bed as well. I watched them as they redressed, feeling incredibly satisfied.

“Can I leave my card?” Aaron asked as he finished the last few buttons of his shirt.

“That depends,” I drawled. “Can I reach both of you that way?” 
Aaron smirked and made a show of placing a business card beside the still-recording camera. I laughed. I had completely forgotten that was there.

***

“So?” Sophie’s voice screeched through the phone.

It was morning, and I had slept all night in the most comfortable state of exhaustion. I held my coffee cup in one hand, and was attempting to make toast with the other, while I held the phone propped on my shoulder.

“Well, it was an experience,” I said, chuckling.

“Going to Disneyland is an experience, babe. What you did last night was on a whole other level!” 
I snorted, finally relenting and putting the cup down so I could properly butter my toast.

“You’re right, I suppose,” I said. “It’s certainly something I would do again. Though there’s only one thing I’m going to be able to experience once.”

“And what’s that?” 
I took a bite out of my buttered toast, triumphant.

“The look on Gary’s face when he goes to review his latest footage.”


22. Courtney's New Friends: First Time Anal Sex Revenge in Public by Lora Lane

College is supposed to be the period in your life when you sow your wild oats or something like that but I have never been one to do that. I always viewed myself as the serious college kid on a quick path to early graduation while laughing at those who chose to party instead of study. There was even a solid boyfriend of a few years to keep me from the more wild urges of college life. Then he cheated on me, blamed me for his cheating and started publicly dating one of my former best friends. It's funny how a few turns in life can flip things upside down and how having a passion for revenge can change everything.

The Cram and Crush Cafe and Coffee Club is the place to be at the little college that I have called home for the better part of the last few years. Some people like to call it other things like the 5C or the Quint-Cee but no matter what it is called, it is where you go to either grab a coffee, talk with friends, cram with friends for an exam or get a good bite to eat. One day in particular I was sitting over in a corner booth by myself when a friend of mine walked up and sat down in silence. The silence rang out for a few seconds before he spoke at last.

“How's it going Court?”

“It's going as well as ever Fran,” I smirked.

He put his hands up, “Right, fair enough. I know you don't like it when people shorten your name. How are things Courtney? Is that better?”

“Much better,” I answered with a smile, “I am doing just fine. Can I still call you Fran?”

“Not if you want me to stick around,” he said.

I glanced down at the book I had been pretending to read when he walked up and said, “Fran. Fran. Fran. Fran. Fran.”

He sighed and ran his hand through his hair, “Alright, now, that's just mean Courtney. I'm over here trying to help you feel better and...”

“Who said I need to feel better Fran?”

“Come on,” he said sheepishly, “After what that dickhead Kyle did to you, I imagine...”

“You imagine wrong,” I said directly. “I'm not broken, okay? It was a total dick move to cheat on me with Lacey, somehow publicly find a way to blame it on me and then start going out with the slut. Is that what you want to hear? Yes, he is a punk. I hate his guts right now which is why I don't want to fucking talk about it! Go away and find someone else to give charity to, alright? I don't need anyone and I don't want anyone. I'll be fine in a few weeks and then you can feel free to walk up to be without having your head bitten off. Now go away.”

With a heavy sigh he stood up, “Okay, I'll leave you alone. I'm sorry for bringing it up. You have my number if you need to chat about anything though.”

I had pulled my phone out by then and while still looking down at it answered by saying, “Fran. Fran. Fran.”

He laughed a little and then left. I waited until he was outside the cafe and out of sight before I hit send on the text I was working on.

Thanks for caring Franklin, really, I mean it. I'm just not ready to deal with all of that yet. I promise to let you make fun of my coffee choice for a half hour for the way I treated you in here. Just not right now. Sorry… love ya. C.

I know him well enough to know that he would read it and send a quick reply but also that if he had gotten it while he was still in the doorway of the cafe that he would have turned around and wanted to discuss it. Franklin is a good friend, the kind of guy that would be able to take me to a dance or even a party, have a ton of fun with me and even buy me a drink without expecting a single thing in return. We've been friends since the third grade and I can't imagine how college life would have been if he would have gone somewhere else. Still, while it was sweet of him to think that I needed help, that I needed to be somehow carried out of the depression that Kyle had put me into; nothing could be further from the truth.

It all had a huge impact on me to be sure but I wasn't sad or lonely and I damn sure wasn't depressed. What I was, was pissed off and gearing for revenge. One reason that I didn't want to talk to Franklin or any of my other close friends about that was because I knew they would probably try to talk me out of it. They would all give me a ton of reasons why I shouldn't take the route of getting revenge and they would probably talk me out of it successfully. That is why none of them knew what I was really planning to do. For that kind of thing I needed my brand new friend who had patiently waited for Franklin to leave before approaching.

Sheila walked over to the table looking like she was half drunk. Short and stocky with long brown hair and brown eyes, wearing clothing that looked like it was taken from her big brother's drawer, the girl was the exact opposite of me. I'm five feet six inches tall and lean with modest curves. I have short blonde hair, stylish just above my shoulders, green eyes and I always dress to impress even when I'm trying to look like I'm not dressing to impress. You know what I mean.

She smacked her gum as she sat down, “Don't suppose you could hook me up with that hunk of meat that just walked out of here?”

“I think he's dating someone,” I lied. Nothing against Sheila – and to be sure I wouldn't stand in the way if she and Franklin decided to hook up all on their own – but I sure wasn't about to be the one to go out and set them up. “He is a great guy though.”

“You want something to eat or just get right down to what I know?” she asked.

I smiled at the way she was acting, “Christ, Sheila, you don't have to act like we're running moonshine whiskey in Hazard County. We're talking about getting me in on this party you mentioned the other day. I'd invite myself but I think that is kind of frowned upon even by this crowd.” I noticed the way she was looking at me and winced, “No offense.”

“Don't worry about it sweet thing,” Sheila said, “I don't hang out with these people either so I get what you're saying. Look, it's not a nice and sweet kind of party so I'm going to ask you this again but only one more time. Are you sure you want to go to this place? I get why you want to show your face there – at least I think I do, but you really should think twice about this.”

Without even a second thought I quickly said, “I'm sure. God, I really thought you wouldn't jump on the 'take care of Courtney' bandwagon. I can take care of myself. I know several people who are going to be there and I will be fine.”

“You men like this Kyle douche and Lacey cum on my facey?”

“You got it,” I yelped a loud laugh, “They'll be there but they aren't the ones I'm talking about.”

She looked at me in an odd way and finally stopped smacking her gum, “What are you playing at here blondie?”

“Lay off the detective shows Sheila,” I picked up my books and stood by the table. “Are you going to text me the information and stuff or what?”

She reached down into her pocket and fished out a little slip of folded paper. When she saw me rolling my eyes she shook her head, “It's not what you think. This is the way the people running the party wanted it done so that only certain people would get invited and actually arrive. You know how things blow up over phones, texts and social media. This way they know who is going to come and who isn't.” I started to walk away but she grabbed my hand and whispered, “No pun intended.”

I smiled and put the folded paper into my pocket before leaving the cafe. All in all I felt pretty good about my decision to wiggle and finagle my way into a party invite for a party I normally wouldn't be caught dead going to. So, the truth of the matter is that it's a sex party. At least that is what the people who are talking about going are calling it. Basically it's supposed to work like a normal party except that instead of there being a possible result of hooking up with someone before the end of the night, it's a near certainty. And yes, that fact coupled with the fact that Kyle and Lacey are going to be there are all the reasons I am going. Well, it might actually be fun over and above the planned revenge on Kyle and Lacey.

The thing is, not only would I usually not go to this kind of party but usually I wouldn't go to a normal college party. I'm just not that kind of girl. Don't get me wrong, I'm not a pure innocent virgin or anything like that, just the kind of girl who keeps a boyfriend all the way through high school and college before making the big choice of whether or not to keep him and marry him or dump him and move on afterward.

What? I'm a planner.

Well, needless to say, by this point it's clear that nothing has gone according to my original plan. So, like any wounded and angry young college girl hot enough to turn heads in most rooms I walk through, I changed my plan to one of gut churning revenge. This is the part where I'm supposed to say that I dread planning it and that I really hate that I am going through with it but that isn't true at all. Actually, it feels good to explore this side of myself for a change. That's part of the reason that I keep shunning my normal sweet friends. Maybe this entire situation is going to open me up to all kinds of new experiences that I either would have had to wait for a divorce or the end of college to get to. I am aware that it all could just as easily blow up in my face as well but when it comes to this particular plot of sultry, gut churning, sexy revenge; I'm trying to stay positive.

Anyway, according to the information on the little slip of paper Sheila handed me – which I instantly took a picture of with my phone because I knew I was going to lose it – I had exactly three days to plan for exactly what I wanted to do at that party and take measures to let them know that I would be there. There were two primary goals that I had in mind. First was to do something incredibly wild and enjoyable that I would remember for the rest of my life and second was to stick Kyle and Lacey's faces directly in it. At one time I hoped to be able to actually shove Kyle's little general into a blender but that was in the first few hours after I found out about his cheating. I generally am not a violent person so I scratched that plan.

By the time party night came around, I was all decked out and ready to put on a show. I honestly worried a little bit about running into someone that knew me well, like my mother or something. She surely would have put the way I was dressed together with the fact that she hadn't heard from me in a while and considered me a kidnap victim turned out to collect – if you know what I mean. Yeah, I had to shop at one of those spots where strippers get their stage outfits to hit the mark I was really going for. It was bad, but oh so good at the same time.

My hair was slicked back into a stiff ponytail. The black hair band that I used to bind it matched the tight black mini skirt I was wearing. We're talking about an ultra-mini here, not just one of those sort-of mini skirts. With my long legs, the result was perfect. I wore a red leather top that basically looked like a flashy bra and left very little to the imagination. The high heeled black boots that came to just below my knee finished the look to perfection. When I found out that I couldn't simply rent or borrow an outfit from the place, I couldn't bring myself to buy the thigh-high boots. I mean, maybe I could reuse the outfit for a sexy Halloween party some year in the future but I could never stomach wearing those thigh-high's again.

I drove up to the area where I was directed by the information I was given and looked at the old house they were using. It was a dark night but I could tell the décor was impressive by anyone's standard who appreciated ancient décor at all. After fearing that I would be going to a sex party at some abandoned downtown back alley, this house looked amazing. Walking to the door took a minor bit of courage because I knew the guy standing there. He was an old friend of Kyle's who I usually got along fine with. Unfortunately he was a long and true enough friend of Kyle's that he had to believe every piece of garbage story that came out about me after the breakup. When he saw me his jaw dropped and he looked around at the door. He was so flustered that he didn't even ask for proof that I was invited to the party at all.

“Hi, Jerry. Are you just going to stare or are you going to open the door for a lady?” I asked.

His hand jerked towards the door and he said, “Shit, sorry Courtney. Goddamn you look as hot as hell. Boy, when Kyle sees you he is going to wish he had never even seen Lacey.”

As I stepped passed him I stopped and acted surprised, “Kyle's here?” I asked with a sensual wink.

Kyle and I had dated for plenty long enough for Jerry to know what that look meant. In spite of the way I was dressed and the out of character party I was walking into, I was completely in control. His smile faded, “Oh shit. You're gonna fuck him up aren't you?”

I leaned in to him, “You think you've got what it takes to stop me, Jerry?”

Something in his eyes changed and he snarled a little bit as he whispered, “Fuck that. You know what Courtney? That bastard deserves it. Get his ass good.”

“Oh,” I nodded with a confident smile, “I will.” With a peck to his lips as out of character as the way I was acting, I said, “See you inside Jerry. Don't be a stranger.” Instantly I was reminded of something I heard about Jerry and his sexual habits and I blushed a little bit at the thought but pushed it out of my mind. Once I was passed him I finally breathed a sigh of relief. Everything was going way better than I thought it would and I was putting on a performance that should win me a Grammy. It was still a little nerve-wracking but every move I made towards my goal made it that much easier and I was actually starting to like the way I was dressed and acting. When I spotted Kyle and Lacey, I relaxed completely.

I planned to avoid them as long as I possibly could, until the moment was just perfect and I wanted all eyes on me. That was still a while off so I made my way into another part of the house and began to mingle, searching the entire time for the right person. After two drinks that clearly were stronger than advertized, I saw the person I had been looking for originally. Although with a glance back towards Jerry at the door and another thought about what I had heard, I began to consider making a small alteration to my plan; one that would make it even more underhanded and devastating to Kyle.

Several of the guys there – and a few of the girls – were interested in getting to know me better. At that party, getting to know me had nothing to do with conversation but I still made the rounds talking to a few different friends of Kyle and Lacey along with others I didn't know at all. When I finally allowed myself to be seen by the two of them, it was Lacey who spoke to me first.

“Courtney?” she said in disbelief, “What the hell are you doing here?”

“I could ask you the same thing, Lacey,” I answered, “But I won't because I really don't feel like talking to you right now. It's nothing personal really, just the fact that seeing you makes me want to throw up three days worth of meals right in your face and then force you to swallow.” With a glance at Kyle then back to her I titled my head to one side, “You do swallow, don't you?” I directed my full attention to my ex and said, “Kyle,” then continued after a sarcastic wave, “Now, I understand exactly why you are here. At least the two of you are ready to enjoy an open relationship right?” With a glance back at Lacey I asked, “You are aware it will be an open one right? Ah, who am I kidding? You're thighs stay open more often than the 7-11 on the corner.”

“Courtney,” Kyle said in a tone that suggested he was ready for the charade to stop, “You've made your point, okay?”

“Oh,” I held my finger up towards him, “I haven't actually; not yet. That's the thing you don't understand. I'm not here to see you, Kyle.”

“Oh, no?” he smiled, trying to act calmer than he was, “Could have fooled me.”

“No,” I smirked and winked, “I'm here to be seen by you.” With that said, I leaned in and whispered a secret into his ear, one of which only he would truly understand the magnitude.

He laughed rudely in my face, “Now I know you're just screwing around. That will never happen, not here, not with these people, not a chance.”

“Maybe you're right, Kyle. Maybe I am in way over my head,” I said with a smile, “Or maybe this is going exactly like I planned.” I swung my hips suggestively as I walked away from him and towards the door. Jerry had walked back inside by that point and I made my way over to him.

His nerves were easy to read when I was walking up. He had no idea what I wanted but he knew something was about to happen that might just be a big deal. Considering the kind of party we were attending and the look in my eyes as I approached, good ole Jerry was beginning to understand all to well by the time I brushed my hand over his shoulder and whispered in his ear.

“How would you like to have a little fun Jerry?” I asked. “I know you've always liked me. A girl always knows. It's okay though because I like you too. One time your ex-girl Briena told us about how it was to be with you and I half to admit, Jerry, I was turned on.”

“Y… you were?” he whispered back.

“Hell, yeah, I was,” I said. “So many times when Kyle was being his normal, boring self in bed, I wondered what it would be like to be with you. God, I'm getting wet right now just talking about it.”

“Huh? Really?” he asked.

I turned him around so that he was facing me and so that his back was to the crowd of people, some of whom were watching closely while others went about their own business. “Oh, yeah, I want you Jerry. I want you to do to me what you did to Briena.”

His eyes went wide, “Holy shit. You do?” He quickly undressed me with his eyes, having them travel down and back up my slutty costume and finally settling back on my eyes, “I don't know, Courtney.”

I made stuck my bottom lip out and grabbed his collar, “Oh, come on, Jerry. Don't you want to?” Before he answered I leaned in and kissed his lips and licked up the side of his cheek, “Don't you want me?” I felt his crotch and his shaft was rock hard. My eyes settled on his once again and I took my bottom lip between my teeth before leaning in to whisper, “Fuck me Jerry.”

For a second I thought he was going to cum right there on the spot. To be sure, I had succeeded in convincing him to take me in just the way I wanted. Quickly I led him to a room that someone I had mingled with mentioned as being available for on the spot hook-ups. We didn't even close the door all the way. Sure, part of me thought that it might be embarrassing to be heard by the people at the party or even seen, since someone could simply open the door, but after seducing him the way I had, I was so hot for Jerry by that point that I didn't think twice about it.

I pushed him over by the bed that was in the dimly lit room and pulled my skirt up to reveal that I wasn't wearing panties. Jerry started pulling his clothes off faster than a superhero in a phone booth while I unzipped and removed the little top I was wearing. Walking over with lust in my eyes, I shoved him down onto the bed and crawled on top of him. His big cock was so hard, I couldn't resist taking it fully into my mouth.

My hand clamped around the base and I played with his balls while my tongue swirled around the tip before plunging down and sucking hard back up his length. He was more on fire for me than anyone had ever been and it was driving me crazy with lust for him. I began to bob my head down and up faster and he grabbed my hair more out of passion than to shove me onto him.

When he began to wriggle and moan louder, I stopped and squeezed his shaft as I looked at him. “I want you inside of me.” Lifting my hips up, I settled my wet pussy down over his big dick. My hands went to my breasts and I squeezed them as my eyes closed and I groaned towards the ceiling. At my own chosen pace, I lifted my pussy off of him and eased back down. His hands hungrily groped my ass as I rode him like the stud he clearly was.

We may as well have been in a penthouse suite for all I cared about the cracked doorway. I didn't hold back at all, allowing myself to be driven to and passed any previous sexual experience that I'd ever had. For all his modesty around girls, Jerry knew exactly what to do and when. I'd had a few orgasms in my years with Kyle but nothing like the one that hit me as I was riding this wonderful cock. The moment it washed over me I settled my hips completely onto him but he wasn't finished yet.

Instead he took control and I let him. Moving me to the bed he pushed my thighs out wide and touched my wet pussy folds, drawing a loud moan from me. He then slid his cock into me and started quickly moving in and out. He was fucking me good and he knew it. There was no pause in his movements or hesitation in his face as I looked up at him. He was fully into it and I knew all I had to do from that point on was to enjoy the amazing ride. Over and again he plunged into me and the more he did, the louder I screamed in pleasure. I was lost to the moment as my hips raised and my back arched with the surge of another orgasm.

Jerry leaned over and began to suck on my nipples as he slowed his pace a little. That was fine by me because I damn sure didn't want him to finish any time soon. I don't know how long he took me in that position but every second of it was bliss. When he lifted me up and asked me, “You ready?” I nodded breathlessly and got on all fours in front of him.

“Do it, Jerry. Fuck me.”

He slid his fingers between my ass cheeks and began to work one finger into me. No one had ever been allowed to even ask me for anal sex before. Kyle had always talked about dreaming that one day he would know what anal felt like but it was never on the table at all for the two of us. Only in my vengeful mindset did I even consider it an option. Now that Jerry had already given me the sex of my life, I couldn't have been happier that I had decided to play the part of a slut out for revenge on that night.

Using the plentiful cum from my pussy to lubricate the area, Jerry continued to push my cheeks apart and push his finger inside of me. I groaned at the brand new sensations brought on by literally every millimeter of movement. It felt amazing and unlike anything I had ever imagined. More and more he stretched me with a full finger as he squeezed my ass cheek with his other hand.

When his fingers pulled out of me, I braced my elbows on the bed and waited impatiently. He put the tip of his cock in the edge and I thought I was going to faint. “Oh my god, Jerry. Holy...” I didn't finish as he pushed farther inside and my sentence turned to a yelp of pleasure. I slapped the bed sheets with one hand and grabbed the bed rail with the other, “Fuck my ass! Yes! Now! Oh fuck...” I breathed the words out as he pushed farther inside.

When at last he pulled out and pushed back in, I fell flat on the bed for a second. Words failed me but I was making plenty of noise as he fucked me so damn good. If I had known how good Jerry was at that, I would have cheated on Kyle years ago. The thought made me smile until I heard something at the door. I had completely forgotten about the door being cracked open but now it was farther open with a few people looking inside. Two of them were masturbating to the sight of me getting fucked anally and the another was Kyle, who was looking on in stunned silence.

I had no time to consider the fool at all, instead focusing on the amazing things Jerry was doing to me. Now his pace was quicker and he was yelling with each thrust as if he were in the throes of death itself. His groans even surpassed my own for a while and I knew he must be getting close to cumming. My head flung back and he grabbed my shoulders to push harder and faster into me. I loudly said, “Not yet Jerry! Don't you dare!”

He yelled as he forced himself to hold back his climax and instead slam into me faster and harder as if he were in a lustful rage. “Oh, shit!” he yelled, “I can't hold it!”

“Longer! Please, not yet!” I begged as another much more powerful orgasm was building inside of me.  Finally he pushed inside and held himself there before slowly pulling back and thrusting inside again. When he desperately grabbed underneath me and squeezed the hell out of my tits, the orgasm claimed me and I collapsed onto the bed, somehow able to turn half way over with my shoulders flat on the bed, myself facing Jerry while my hips and legs were turned to one side.

He couldn't even begin to hold out any longer and blew a huge load of cum all over me. The warm salty fluid felt like heaven as I began to rub it all over my naked body. Jerry was so exhausted that he fell backwards onto the edge of the bed and then slid off, bouncing onto the hard floor. I wanted to ask if he was okay but I couldn't even think of how to move, much less speak.

I don't know how long I lay there in the afterglow of the best sex of my life, only that when I finally rolled to the edge of the bed, Jerry was laying there on the floor with his eyes open. “You still alive?”

He blinked and looked at me, “Not sure. I'm pretty sure this is what heaven must feel like. Holy crap, girl, you're fucking amazing. Kyle's a fucking moron.”

“Who?” I smiled.

He smiled back and said, “Right. This was about revenge right? I don't care. Want revenge again sometime?”

I sat up and then sank down onto the floor where I straddled him, my hands raking softly over his chest. “Kyle who? I won't lie, Jerry, this was about revenge to begin with. What you just did with me though,” I shook my head, “Kyle was never half man enough to bring that out of me. You're the one that's amazing.”

“No,” he smiled, “You are.”

“You,” I said playfully.

“Is this our first fight?” he smirked up at me, still clearly exhausted.

“I think so,” I answered.

“Then you win,” he closed his eyes with a smile. “I'm too tired to argue.”

I told him that I was too and lay down next to him. At least being on the other side of the bed gave us a little bit of privacy from the open door. Kyle had stormed off sometime between the time I noticed that we were being watched and when I looked back after it was all over. Hopefully he learned a lesson from all of it but I did whether he learned anything or not. My new friends, and new man, were about to see a brand new normal for Courtney, and it was one that I planned not to write home about.


23. My Tattooed Biker Rescue: MILF Sex with a Biker by Kaylee Jones

When Annie starts to rebuild her life after her divorce, she expands her horizons to include some new friends.  One of her friends offers a lovely weekend getaway, and Annie jumps on the opportunity.  When she runs into car trouble on her way home, she surprises herself by what she jumps on next.

It had been almost five years since my divorce, and I was still no closer to finding a new companion.  Well, I do have three companions at home, but my mother does not exactly get excited about my two cats and the new kitten.  I cannot go to a family function without her bringing up the divorce or the lack of a suitable replacement.  I do not really mind being single I guess, it would just be nice to have some company.

I married young, straight out of college.  We had been married almost fifteen years when I caught him with his secretary.  It seemed like a bad movie.  But there he was, going at it with her right on his desk when I surprised him for lunch one day.  It took me almost a month before I could eat mid-day again.

So now I am just past my fortieth birthday and single with three cats.  That is the recipe for a pitiful old maid if I have ever heard one.  I ended up getting a job at a local accounting firm, processing invoices and such.  It was not a bad place to spend my days, it just was not very exciting either.  I signed up at a gym to get myself back in shape.  Everyone there has been very nice as I learn my way around things.  I also joined a book club to meet some female friends, and that turned out rather well.  We meet once a month, and about once a week I meet at least one of them for dinner somewhere.  I have never had a large group of friends, so it is nice to have someone to get dinner with.

Everyone in my family knows why I left Charles, and I have mostly gotten over the embarrassment.  At first, I thought it was because our, ahem, sex life was rather plain.  But I have since learned that it does not really matter; if a man wants to cheat, he will cheat regardless.  My mother makes veiled references of my inadequacies as a wife, but I really try hard to push them out of my mind.

My sister, the younger one who has already produced four grandchildren for my mother, recommended that I needed to join a church to find the ‘right’ kind of man.  I liked the idea and found one near my house that seemed okay.  It even had a singles’ group which I was considering joining.  I attend the Sunday School lessons and the regular services, but I am not brave enough to join some singles’ group just yet.

Anyway, I do enjoy my nice quiet little life with my apartment and my cats and my job.  My car is in need of replacement, but I do not want to spend the money just yet.  I have been saving up for a nice down payment to keep the monthly payments low, and I am not there yet.  So far it has kept me running to work and to the grocery store, but it will not last forever.

One of my book club friends recently suggested that we get away for a weekend to her aunt’s cabin out by the lake.  There is a small desert just outside of town, and the lake is just on the other side of it.  There really are not any other towns around, but we can take the supplies that we need.

Samantha went through a similar divorce about a year before mine, and we have become good friends so I agreed.  I rarely did anything on my weekends other than errands and laundry and church, so something different sounded nice.  I even took the Monday off which was almost unheard of.  I figured that even though Samantha had to be back at her job on Monday, I never took days off and could use it to catch up on the things I would not get done over the weekend.  She offered to let me stay at the cabin until Monday morning, but I have not decided about that just yet.

Samantha was planning to drive up Friday morning after stopping at the grocery store, and I would meet her up there that night after I got off of work.  I was pretty excited since I had not traveled since the divorce and I always enjoyed it.

I made arrangements for my neighbor to watch the cats for the days I was gone and on Thursday night after work I packed a small overnight bag with some clothes for hiking and a swimsuit since Samantha said there was a small pool in the backyard of the cabin.

About mid-day on Friday, Samantha called me from the cabin all excited.

“Oh, Annie!  It’s so much nicer than I remember!  I think my aunt had it remodeled or something.  I can’t wait for you to get here.  I think I’ve gotten all the groceries we need, but if you want something specific, you are more than welcome to bring it with you.”

I had planned to take a couple bottles of wine, so I let her know.

“That will go great with the spaghetti and garlic bread,” she commented.  I could hear the smile in her voice.

I told her I was going to try and sneak out a little early to beat the traffic, and she teased me a little.

“You are such a bad influence, Annie,” she laughed.

“I am not!  You are for making me sneak out!”

We sounded like two sixteen-year-old girls instead of two women in the forties, but I did not mind; it was fun to be silly again.

I did manage to shut down about thirty minutes early, and drove out of the parking lot wearing a huge grin.  About three hours later, I was still wearing it when I saw this quote little cabin of Samantha’s aunt.  What she really should have called it was ‘the summer getaway if you can spend a million dollars on a second house’.  It was insanely large and gorgeous, and the ‘small pool’ appeared to be Olympic sized.  When I dropped my bag in the foyer, I just spun around staring with my mouth open.

****

“Samantha,” I breathed, “this is incredible!”

She laughed, “I know!  I didn’t want to oversell it, but I love this place!  They’re, um, loaded.”

I ran my hand over the polished marble staircase railing and just stared up at the enormous crystal chandelier.

“Are there, um, servants?” I whispered softly, suddenly self-conscious.

Samantha giggled as her red curls bobbed, “Yes, but normally only when my aunt and uncle are here.  So we have the run of the place this weekend.”

“Party time!” I laughed.

Samantha waved a wine bottle at me, “Let’s get started!”

“Oh, you have to give me the tour first.”

She pointed down one long corridor, “Fine, let’s start in the kitchen so I can grab a couple of wine glasses.”

We headed down the hallway as I studied the artwork on the walls, but I stopped short when I came to the kitchen.  It was easily larger than my entire apartment, and outfitted in granite and stainless and marble.  The kitchen section was almost the size of a commercial kitchen, and that did not include the eating area in the back.  It looked more like a closed-in patio, with live greenery everywhere, and a wall of windows that overlooked the back garden.

After she opened the wine, and poured two healthy glasses, we headed back down the hallway to finish my tour.  She took me to the library, the study, the office, the formal dining and living rooms, and then finally we headed up the huge winding staircase.  Upstairs were mostly bedrooms with a large game room space at the landing.  I chose one decorated in soft shades of blue and cream.  I was afraid to even set my beat-up overnight case down for fear of leaving a smudge.

“Are you really going to cook dinner in that monstrosity of a kitchen?” I chuckled.

“I’m going to try.  If they don’t have something I need, then I must not need it.”

“Good point!”

“But first, let’s hit the pool and finish this bottle off!”

She scurried off to her room, and we both changed.  About ten minutes later, we emerged from our rooms ready to spend the last few daylight hours in the cool water.  We splashed around in the pool, finished off the first bottle of the evening, and let the sun finally dwindle down into the horizon.  The temperature dropped dramatically once the sun disappeared, so we headed back inside to figure out dinner.  In short order, we had prepped a large loaf of garlic bread, a huge pot of spaghetti, and a nice dinner salad.  We made our plates and carried them back out to the patio with another bottle of wine.

“So Annie, what do you think?” Samantha grinned at me.

“I could get used to this life, especially if it came with the servants to cook and clean.  Because I’m sure as hell not cleaning this entire place.”

“Oh the staff will prep it right before they come out to visit the next time.”

“Must be nice,” I sighed, suddenly sad over my tidy little apartment and dull little life.

“Can I ask you a question?” Samantha startled me out of my dreariness.

“Sure,” I replied, not really thinking about what she might have in mind.

“Have you dated since your divorce?”

“What?  No, not really.  A few dinners and a couple of movies, but that’s about it.  Why?  Have you?”

“Not really.  I think you and I have been single for about the same amount of time, right?”

“Five years?  Yeah.”

“It’s hard at our age.  I mean, we have good jobs, take care of ourselves, watch our figures.  Why is it so hard?”

“All the worthwhile guys are dating 20-year-olds,” I mumbled.

“Oh?  That what happened?”

“Yeah.”

“Me too, his personal trainer.”

I laughed, “Mine was the secretary.”

We finished the rest of our delicious meal in peaceful silence, and headed off to bed after the second bottle of wine was demolished.  Saturday and most of Sunday were about the same, too much wine, too much delicious food, and a lot of time in the pool and on the patio.  As Sunday was winding down, I regretted not being able to stay longer.

“Well, listen, why don’t you stay tonight and go home tomorrow?  I told my aunt we might do that.  I have to be back at work, but you said you took Monday off,” Samantha generously offered me another night of escape.

I accepted her generous offer, and we discussed how I could lock up when I left the following day.  After an early supper, Samantha headed back to reality.  I tidied up a little, and then took the last bottle of wine and a book out to the patio.  I did not end up reading one single word; I just stared out into the desert landscape with the lake shimmering under the moon.  I finally dragged myself away from the oasis and slipped into bed.  The next morning, I washed and folded my linens, and left them neatly on the bed.  After I did another walk-through to make sure we left no messes, I locked up and slipped the key into my purse to return to Samantha.  I also made a note of the address, so that I could send a thank-you note to her aunt and uncle.

My car rattled unnervingly when I started it up, and I made a promise to myself to start the process of getting a new one.  I was hoping it would have lasted a little longer, but I could not take the risk of getting stranded somewhere.

I got about halfway between the house and the city when my car gave me one final death rattle, and rolled to a stop in the middle of the desert highway.  I sighed heavily and banged my fist on the steering wheel.  It was a horrible end to a perfect weekend.

I looked around at my circumstances, and found myself literally stranded in the middle of nowhere.  I was in no condition to walk the 90 miles back to the lake house nor was I interested in walking the 90 or so miles to the city.  Off to the right side of the highway was a grove of trees, and I knew that had to be better than sitting in the car baking in the sun.

I shouldered my purse and stepped out of the car into the blistering sun.  I grabbed the two bottles of water and stuck them in my purse to keep them as cool as possible.  The sun beat down on my bare shoulders, and my sundress was already sticking to my skin.  There was not even a breeze to help the heat.

I clicked the remote attached to my keys to lock the car and laughed out loud at my own stupidity.  Hell, if someone wanted to take the damn thing with me sitting right there, I would let them.  If it got stolen, I would get full value from my insurance company.  I walked over to the straggly trees and dropped to the ground to figure out a plan.

My cell phone was fully charged, but reception seemed to be spotty.  I dialed in a request for assistance to my AAA chapter, and was told it would be several hours until someone could get out there.  I sighed heavily again, and settled in for the wait.

About twenty minutes into my vigil, I heard a loud rumble coming from the direction of the lake house.  By the time I could actually see anything in the glare of the sun, the silhouetted figure was in front of me.

****

“Geez!  Watch it!” I hollered as the dust flew up around the motorcycle.

A deep voice chuckled as I stood up to defend myself.  Once I was eye to eye with the leather-clad individual, I realized that this was not a good situation.  I was a middle-aged woman stranded in the middle of nowhere, and now I had been found by a tattooed, black leather covered biker.  I was never going to see my kittens again.

He kicked the stand down and swung his leg over the bike with his helmet still on.  All I could see were two very muscular tanned arms covered with black ink designs.  The black leather vest hung loosely over a tight white tank top, and his broad chest stood out like a brick wall.  The black leather pants hugged his legs all the way down to his dirt-covered biker boots.

“No, please, I…” I stuttered at him while my mind raced for a reason for him not to kill me right then and there.

“Relax lady, I’m not going to hurt you,” the deep voice rumbled again.

I clutched my purse to my chest and inhaled the dusty air deeply.

“You stuck out here?”

“Yes, but help is on the way.  You better just keep moving, mister.”

He pulled his helmet off and my fingers dug into my purse.  He was gorgeous, and it had been a long time since I had experienced the closeness of a man.  His brown hair was slicked back from wearing the helmet, and his blue eyes glittered darkly at me.  When he stepped closer, I could smell the dust from the road and a faint whiff of musky cologne.  At least he didn’t smell filthy.

“Keep moving?  I don’t think I can just leave a pretty lady out here by herself.  Who knows who might come along.”

I raised one eyebrow at him sarcastically and was rewarded with another chuckle, his white teeth flashing brightly against his smooth tan cheeks.  He could not have been more than twenty-five years old.

“Maybe I should just keep you company, in case a ne’er-do-well rides by or something.”

I giggled as I looked him up and down.  I felt his gaze do the same but much slower, over the swell of my breasts under the clinging damp sundress, my trim waist, and the outward curve of my hips.

“We can just sit and chat,” he offered politely, but his voice held something I no longer recognized.

I nodded and sat back down cautiously.

“So how did a pretty thing like you end up out here alone?” he sat down right up next to me, his long legs stretched out in front.

“I-I was headed back home from a weekend away.”

“A weekend away?  Out here in the desert?”

“No, over there by the lake,” I pointed in the direction of the house.

“Ah, those fancy houses back there.  I was just in the neighborhood.”  He laughed as he tucked his leather gloves into a pocket of the vest.

My eyes scanned him up and down, but he only laughed louder.

“I wasn’t robbing the place, if that’s what you’re trying to figure out.”

I shook my head, “No, of course not.  I can see where you would just blend right in out there.”

My sarcastic tendencies had surfaced, and I had always known that someday they would get me in trouble.  Now they were going to get me killed.

He leaned closer to me, his minty breath tickling my neck, “Just what do you think of me?”

“I-I-I don’t know,” I stammered, “I’ve never met a biker before.”

He laughed, “Young lady, I think you need to get out more.”

My cheeks flushed, and I looked down at the purse in my lap.

“What?” he wanted to know.

“My friend was just telling me the same thing.”

“Oh really?  Why’s that?”

“I haven’t really dated since my divorce.  And the last few years of the marriage were rather, ahem, lonely.  At least, once he found his little secretary.”  I had no idea why I was telling this hot young man about the fact my husband had not shown interest in me since he had hired that secretary.

“You’re serious?  Looking like that and you can’t get a date?”

I let my eyes wander over my own body in disbelief.

“What are you talking about?  No one wants a middle-aged divorcee.”

“I don’t know,” he grinned, leaning back against the tree and tugging me into the crook of his arm, “I’m not much into the ditzy girls my age.”

I felt the heat of his body pressed against mine, and it awoke certain parts of my own body.  I was mortified to feel turned on by this nice young man’s kind words.  When I looked up at him to protest what he was saying, I suddenly found myself staring into a very direct gaze.  And before I knew what was happening, I felt his warm lips against mine.

They were surprisingly soft, but the kiss was insistent.  His tongue tickled my lower lip and demanded access.  I heard a soft moan as my lips parted for him.  His arm was still wrapped around my bare shoulders, and his fingers were slightly rough against my skin.  His other hand clasped the back of my neck and held me in place while his tongue plundered my mouth.

He slid both hands down my sides until they rested on my waist and he pulled at my body until I found myself straddling his lap.  I gasped quietly as he buried one hand in my damp tangled hair and held my face within inches of his.

“Ma’am, tell me ‘no’ and I’ll be gone.  I have no intention of taking something you don’t want to give.”

I studied his young, eager face and saw no signs of force there.  His hips moved slightly underneath me, and I felt his interest in me pressing up against my panties.

“But if you don’t tell me ‘no’, I’m going to make you scream until all the cops from five counties show up to find out what’s going on,” his cocky grin was what did me in.

I wound my hands around the back of his neck and pulled his mouth to mine again, letting his tongue dance with mine as his hands roamed over my body.

“Stand up,” he growled, startling me.

I stood over him with my legs resting on the outside of his.  He raked his nails up my thighs until he was able to hook his thumbs in the strings of my bikini panties.  I gasped when he yanked them down, feeling the hot desert air against my wet flesh.

His fingertips dug into the flesh of my ass as he urged me to step forward.  I gasped as I shuffled forward.  I was pretty certain what he had in mind, and to be perfectly honest, my ex-husband hadn’t done that since before the wedding.  With my legs parted around his head, he buried his face under my skirt.

His lips were surprisingly soft against my inner thighs as he kissed upwards from my knee.  I shivered when his warm breath tickled my wetness and then he left a damp trail of nipping kisses down the other thigh.

I squirmed at his teasing but could not bring myself to ask for anything.  Instead, I braced myself against the rough bark of the tree and parted my legs further.  I could almost hear him grin at my silent plea.

His smiling face popped out from under my skirt, “What does the lady have in mind?”

My cheeks reddened at his direct question, and I could not answer him.

With a devilish wink, he disappeared back under the skirt of my sundress, and I gasped when I felt his tongue find its target.  I grasped the tree trunk tightly with both hands as he swirled and flicked his tongue over my aching clit.  I felt my knees buckle as he pressed harder against, my wetness making his tongue slippery against me.  I had never been very responsive to oral, but within minutes I felt my blood boiling and my tummy trembling.  He pressed harder, his urgency matching mine, and suddenly I burst.  I tensed and shuddered, digging my nails into the bark of the tree.

As he eased me down from the explosion, his hands gripped my hips tightly, and he pulled me back down to his lap.  I was filled with a desperate need to feel him inside me, and in my haste, I struggled with the zipper on his tight leather pants.

He shoved the sundress straps down from my shoulders and buried his face between my heaving tits.  His hands pressed them together to form a deep valley of cleavage, and his teeth and tongue teased from one tight little nipple to the other.

I finally freed the fly of his pants and his swollen cock bobbed free into my hand.  He was thicker than any man I had ever been with, and I ran my fingers over him lightly in amazement.

“You like what you see?” he whispered hotly in my ear.

I nodded, still teasing him lightly with just my fingertips.  He thrust his hips upward for more contact, but I giggled and just keep playing with him.

“C’mon,” he growled at me.

With just my nails, I lightly tickled his heavy balls, hefting their weight and rolling them back and forth.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned as his head fell backwards out of my cleavage.

The skin was smooth and hot to the touch, and his entire shaft throbbed as my fingers enclosed it.  His hips thrust up again as I held my hand steady.  He was jerking himself off with my hand, and it felt so filthy and fun.

With a soft smack, he slapped my hand away and frantically tried to guide my hips to align his cock with my pussy.  I gyrated my hips, letting my slippery wetness lubricate both of us until we were sliding against each other like a pair of teenagers.  With one lucky thrust of his hips, he impaled me hard.

“Oh God,” I groaned as he filled me, stretching me in ways that I had never felt.

His lips closed tightly onto one of my aching nipples, and I arched into him, grinding my hips against his.  I could feel his nails digging into the flesh of my ass as he held me down tightly onto his cock.  I shifted my hips just a little, and he groaned against my throat.

“Please,” I pleaded with my muscular biker.

His head snapped up as though I startled him with my presence, and his eyes widened with excitement.  Without warning, he thrust hard up inside me, and I bounced on his lap.  His gaze fixated on my bouncing tits as we slammed our hips together over and over.

I felt his cock swell inside me, and suddenly he lifted me up off his lap at the same time he pulled his pelvis downward.  When I felt his thick cock leave my body, I felt empty and needy.

“Turn around,” he ordered roughly, his voice catching in his throat.

Desperate to have him back inside me, I scrambled around until I was on my hands and knees facing the highway itself.  I heard him shuffling around behind me, and then suddenly he was filling me again.  This time, it was smoother without the delicious texture of his cock, and I realized he had sheathed himself.

He gripped my hipbones hard and pounded into me.

“Fuck,” he breathed raggedly.

With his hips angled down, the swollen head of his massive cock rubbed just the right way, and I felt my whole body surge with heat and need.

“There,” I begged, “just like that…”

The flat of his palm struck my upturned ass sharply, and I gasped, loving the sensation mixture of pain and pleasure.

His thrusts were faster and more urgent, losing his rhythm as his end neared.  I pushed my hips backwards against him, and he lunged into me once more.  I shrieked and clawed at the dirt beneath me as I exploded.  I felt his cock swell even thicker inside me.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he announced his impending explosion.

I reached back underneath us and massaged his swinging balls firmly, and his hips slammed against me as he exploded inside the safety of my body.

In the desert heat and dust, we were both panting and sweaty and dirty, but when he collapsed forward onto me, I did not want him to move.

We had just collected ourselves and had rinsed the worst of the dirt away with a warm bottle of water when the AAA assistance vehicle pulled into view.  My biker stud tucked my panties into his pants pocket with a wicked grin, and walked with me to greet the intruder.

****

My vehicle was declared Dead on Arrival, and we eventually had it towed to the nearest junkyard.  Despite the strange look from the AAA representative, I declined his offer for a ride and opted for the bitch seat of the bike instead.  I had grabbed my overnight case from the trunk of my car just before it was towed away, so I slung it across my body and let it rest against my ass.

When I wrapped my arms around the biker’s trim waist, my hands drifted a little further south than they should have.  With my tits pressed up against his back and my naked pussy just inches from his rumbling motor, his cock was already waking back up.

Before we took off, he leaned back and told me that we would be going to his parents’ house for the night until we could come up with a better plan.

Imagine my abject shock when we finally pulled up in front of the house I had just spent the weekend at.  After one more round of steamy hot fucking in the swimming pool, we discovered that Steele was Samantha’s cousin, and parents owned that very lake house.


24. Hell’s Filthy Angel: First Time Gangbang at a Biker Bar by Sofia Miller

I never thought I’d see my hometown again.  I’d fled years ago to the big city looking for adventure.  But what I found, instead, was a boring investment banker who left me feeling restless.  So when my first boyfriend called me, begging me to come home, I found myself driving like mad to meet him at the old pub.  I was surprised to find the pub had been turned into a biker bar--but not as surprised as I was to find the patrons so welcoming.  It seemed I was going to get the adventure I so desperately needed--at the hands of a group of rough and hardened riders!

I was a little bit perturbed to see my hometown again.  It was exactly as I remembered it, only more desolate.  I’d come here to meet up with John, my old high school boyfriend.  After we got out of school, I’d left, and he’d stayed to marry the girl he broke up with me for.  They had just gotten divorced, and surprise, surprise, he called me.  He told me he had been a fool--his whole marriage had been a mistake--If only he had stayed with me! He cried.  He asked me if I could come home for a visit.  He really needed to see me.  He needed a kind, familiar face.

I don’t know what made him think my face would be kind or familiar.  I’d moved to the city right after we broke up and I didn’t look back.  Our hometown was always too small for me, and in the city I became the woman I was supposed to be.  I wasn’t some little girl anymore who would fawn on him anymore.  I was a sophisticated woman who could have any man I desired.

So what on earth had I been thinking when I heard myself say, “Yes, I think I can make it next weekend?”  What was it that compelled me to extract myself from the well-toned arms of a wealthy investment banker, saying, “I have to visit a friend back home.  I’ll see you on Monday,” and then escape out the door, to my car, and gun it all the way to my old stomping grounds?

However tumultuous our relationship had been, John was always showing me new things.  He had been my first kiss. His hands had been the first to touch me in my most sensitive places:  His hands sliding under my bra, his mouth kissing down my stomach as he slid down my jeans and panties; his eyes had been the first to see what lay between my legs, spread it open, and manipulate it into frenzied ecstasy.  He was the first to see fluid gush out from inside of me as he rubbed my clit with his fingers and say, “My, God, your pussy is so beautiful…”  He was the first to pierce me open with a big, thick rod and make me understand how much pleasure a small amount of pain can yield.  We bickered, and fought, and by the end I knew he was too childish for me--that I needed a grown man.  But he also had a child’s wonder, and made me feel new things every time he thrust into me.

And I needed something new.  My investment banker was sweet and handsome and adequate in bed, but predictable.  He treated me with respect, and we never fought.  But he also satisfied me only enough to make me want something a little more.  John was not the man for me, and I’d never make that mistake again.  But I wasn’t here to comfort him or be his friend. I knew he was bad for me--I just wanted to feel the way I always felt when I was with him--alive and uncertain of what would come next; purring and wet at the possibilities.  I was here to sit on his rigid cock until I felt good and full with him.  If it made him feel better that he’d failed at his marriage, then that would be my gift to him.

He’d told me to meet him at the Felix St. Pub.  But when I went to where I was sure the pub had been, it had been replaced by a no-name bar a bit darker and seedier, three Harley’s parked outside.  I circled the block several times, thinking I simply remembered the layout of the town wrong, but there was nothing.  The streets were desolate, and I realized it was no wonder he would have to import a woman from out of town to comfort him.  The biker bar was the only place open on a Sunday in deserted downtown.  And so, not knowing what else to do, I parked and went inside.

The bar itself was empty, save for the barkeep, a broad-chested lumber jack type, wearing flannel and sporting a long beard.  He towered over the three patrons, all in motorcycle jackets, none of them John.  I knew they belonged to the Harley’s parked outside--the only vehicles on the road aside from mine.

“I’ll have a gin and tonic, please,” I said, sitting down on a bar stool one away from the gentlemen.  I pulled out my card.

“It’s cash only,” said the barkeep as he washed a glass lazily.

“I--oh, dear.  I don’t have cash.  Is there an ATM?”

“I tell you what I’ll do,” said the barkeep.  “I’ll set you up a tab.”

“Oh, but I’m not from here,” I protested.

“We can work it out,” the barkeep smiled.

“Hell, nobody else is coming in today,” a man at the far end of the bar said in a deep baritone.  “Let’s call this a private party, and I’ll supply the drinks.  What do you say, gentlemen?”

I looked down the bar and got a good look at my fellow patrons.  They were rugged and hard, though handsome in the face.  Next to me was a big man with broad shoulders and a thick head of light brown hair and stubble.  Next to him was a man a little bit older, salt and pepper, probably in his forties.  Though he was still in great shape.  I could see his muscles bulging out from his fitted black tee-shirt.  I found my gaze dropping between his legs, the outline of his thick member bulging against his worn in jeans.  On the far end of the bar, I saw the man who had offered to buy the drinks.  He was bigger than the other two by far, a clean shaven scalp, intimidatingly big arms, and chest.  But he had a warm smile.

“Are you even old enough to be in here?” asked the man next to me asked, skeptically.

It was an easy mistake to make.  I was very petite--about 5’1, with long, naturally blonde hair and freckles that made me look like I was a teenager.  My frame was small, but my breasts were full and heavy, and my behind pronounced and round.  I’d developed early, and when I was a young girl, men always thought I was older.  Now that I was 24, they thought I was still in high school.  I showed the bartender my ID.

“Alice Harper,” he said.  “I’m Greg.  She’s of age, alright.  But you’re not from around here.”

“No, I’m from out of town.”

“Then we’ll go easy on you,” the giant at the end said.  “I’m Bruce.  This is Steve,” he said, gesturing to the salt and pepper man.  “That there is Joe,” he said of the man next to me.  “Want to join our little party?”

I wasn’t an idiot--I knew this was the making of trouble.  But somehow I was thrilled at the idea of drinking with these strangers.  From the look of them, they weren’t the types to let you dip out early.  But still, my eyes kept getting pulled down to the fat sausage that was resting between Steve’s legs.  My pussy grew warm when Greg went to the door and shrugged, nonverbally asking me if he should lock us in with each other.  I knew I was going to say yes.

“Sure,” I smiled.  “It could be fun.”

Bartender Greg locked the door and turned the sign to closed.  He went back behind the counter, pulled out a bottle of tequila and four shot glasses.

“So, those are your Harley’s out there, then huh?” I said, as Greg poured me a shot.  I downed it and felt my chest grow warm.  I sputtered and coughed a bit, and Joe put his hand on my back, soothingly.

“Easy there.  That stuff will knock you on your ass if you aren’t careful,” he grinned.  “Yeah, these guys have been riding together for years.  I just got my first bike.”

“He’s figuring it out,” Bruce smirked.

“What got you into motorcycles?” I asked, as Greg poured me another.

“It’s just a great feeling taking control of such a powerful machine,” Joe said, taking his shot smoothly.  “Ever ridden on one?”

“No,” I said laughing.  “I don’t think I even know anyone with a motorcycle.”

“We’re not the crowd you typically run with, I take it?” Joe smiled.

“I’m tired of the crowd I typically run with,” I said, throwing back my second shot.  The room was getting warm and I unbuttoned my shirt a little bit.

“Well, in that case, we need to get you on one of the bikes.  If you’re looking for new experiences.  I think you’d look good riding on a motorcycle, don’t you guys think?”

“You’ll have to pardon Joe,” Steve said.  “We don’t usually get women as beautiful as you in here.  He’s a little over-eager.”

“No, I’d love to ride a motorcycle one day.  It sounds like fun.”  I was already feeling the effects of the tequila in the stuffy little bar.  I was feeling loose and my lips slid easily into a smile as I looked at these men.  “What do you do for a living?” I asked, Joe.

“We all work together at the leather tannery,” he said.  “That’s how we met.  But I’m more interested in you.  What brings you down this way?”

I suddenly remembered John was waiting for me somewhere.  What would these guys do if I told them what brought me down this way was a constant, yearning need between my legs that wouldn’t let up--that had brought me against my better judgment to a place I had vowed to never return to?

“I was looking for a new experience, I guess.”

“And here you are, having one.  Cheers,” said Joe.  We all raised our shot glasses.

“Cheers,” I echoed, and we downed our tequila in unison.

“I did the same thing when my wife died last year,” Steve said.  “Went to a nearby town where I didn’t know anybody.  Tried to do something to make me forget.  It’s man troubles, isn’t it?”

“Something like that…” I said.

“What kind of man would give you trouble?” asked Joe earnestly, his handsome face smiling sweetly.  “A beautiful woman like you shouldn’t have any troubles at all.”

“I bet a beautiful woman like you attracts all kinds of troubles,” said Bruce from the end of the bar, evenly, his eyes smirking.

“Hardly,” I countered, bashfully.

“Oh--so that’s the trouble then.”  Bruce said with a little laugh, then nodded to Greg, indicating he wanted another round.  A part of me was worried at his assumption about me.  That I must have come here to have a few drinks with these men because I was looking for trouble.  But I had to admit, my pussy grew warm with the possibilities of being locked in here with them.  I took another shot, and then decided that was sufficient.

“I’ve had enough, thanks,” I told Greg.  He set a glass of water down for me, encouraging me to stay in spite of coming to the end of my drinks.  I attempted to gulp it down--the room was so hot--there didn’t seem to be any air conditioning, and my body had grown warmer with every shot--but instead it spilled and landed with a cold splash on my breasts, my nipples stiffening in reaction.

“Did you come in here to torture us?”  Steve asked.  “How can I be a gentleman when you’re holding your own wet tee shirt contest?”

I laughed as I attempted to dry my shirt with a napkin.  But I was enjoying their eyes on me, and knowing that they were turned on by my faux pas.  I tried to see out of the corner of my eye if Bruce was also watching me, but I couldn’t do so without being obvious.  I put down the napkin.

“So what do you do for fun in here?”  I asked, changing the subject.  I looked to Bruce and he nodded at the pool table.

“You play?”

“Not very well.”

“Don’t worry.  We’ll tell you what to do,” he said with a smile that sent electric shivers through my body.

The four of us walked over to the pool table, and they began expertly chalking their cues and racking up.

“Steve and Joe versus Alice and me,” said Bruce.  “Joe, you break.”

Joe leaned over the table, lined up his shot, and sent the cue ball sailing into the perfectly formed triangle of orbs, which at the point of impact scattered across the table, two solid covered balls falling into the corner pocket one right after the other.  He continued his turn, sinking three more before missing on the six ball.  Bruce blew on the tip of his cue, and took his turn, sinking five of our solids.  But when he attempted to make his ball jump over a solid to make his shot, he missed by mere millimeters.  Next Steve was up.

Bruce leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Steve is good, but he always chokes on the 8 ball.  It will be up to you.  You just do as I say.”  I nodded, watching Steve as he sunk a ball into the side pocket, a ball into the corner pocket, and then started lining up to attempt to put the 8 ball in the same pocket.  The shot was at a tricky angle, and he stared at it considering for a long time.  While Steve’s attentions were elsewhere, Bruce’s hand came up to my shirt and began unbuttoned two more buttons, letting my blouse fall open to reveal my ample cleavage.

“What are you doing?” I whispered.

“Go stand by that pocket and lean over,” he said.  “He’ll miss for sure.”

A smile spread across my face, and I did as I was told, going over to the corner pocket and leaning over it.

“Oh, no fair!” Steve cried.

“It’s fair,” Bruce said.  “If you could make the shot you wouldn’t be worried about it.”

Steve wiped his forehead and leaned down, one eye squinted, taking aim.  I leaned forward a little bit more, and I could feel my nipples start to peek out over my demi-bra, though I tried not to look down, keeping my eyes on Steve as he took aim.  Unable to take the pressure anymore, he hastily took his shot and missed by a mile.  He shook his head as Bruce and I laughed.

“Good girl,” he said, patting my back.  “Now, let me position you.”  He placed his enormous hands on my hips and stood behind me, moving me to the right spot.  Then to my surprise, he lowered himself down below my skirt and pressed his hands warmly into my inner thighs, indicating I should spread my legs apart, which I did.

“You’re a tiny little thing,” he said, standing back up.  “You’re gonna have to bend way over this table to make that shot.”

He was right.  I could barely reach it, and I was distracted by my skirt riding up in the back and the heat coming off of Bruce as he stood behind me.

“It’s okay, girly.  Just a little more,” he said, pressing his hand into my back, making me bend forward just a little more until my breasts were laying on the table and I was on my tippy toes.  “Now, you just have to barely tap it.”

Barely tapping it was all I could do, but the ball went in, albeit extremely slowly.

“Good girl,” he said, gently pulling me off the table by the hips.  “You’re good at taking instructions,” he said into my ear, his hands still on my hips.  The vibrations of his deep voice went all the way through me, and I felt a wetness begin to form between my legs.  “Now, come stand over here.”

He led me to the other side of the corner I was at.  This time the shot was even further than the last one.

“Are you sure?  There must be a better place to reach the ball.”

“But this is the better angle,” he said.  Again, he stood behind me, closer this time, and his pelvis pressed into me, and I could feel that he was hard.  I spread my legs the way he showed me and bent over the table, pressing myself into his hard cock.  It was hard to concentrate--and harder still when his hand once again found its way between my legs, and he began lifting my left leg as he said, “Put your knee up on the table and you can just barely reach it.”

I lifted my leg as he rolled my skirt up to the waist, giving me more freedom of movement.  He pressed himself into my cheeks, only a thin g-string standing between his cock and my ass.  I was breathing hard, now, as I lay on the table exposed.

“This is a tricky shot,” Bruce said, his hands on my ass.  “But you just have to slide this cue between your fingers way back, and then hit the ball right on the left side of the number as hard as you can and it will go in.  You can do it,” he assured me.

I slid the cue back, lined up my shot, and hit the ball hard.  To my utter surprise, the ball went in smoothly.

“You’re a natural,” Bruce said, pulling me upright and kissing me on the neck as his hands went up and cupped my breasts, pulling my shirt all the way open and pulling my bra down, exposing my breasts fully.  “Isn’t she, boys?”

“She sure is,” Joe said, his hand rubbing his hard-on through his jeans.

Bruce turned me around and I found myself staring up into his hardened face, my breasts exposed, the nipples grazing his stomach as he towered over me.  He ran one hand down my breast, down my stomach, where my skirt was still cinched up, and down between my legs, plunging a finger inside of me, thrilling me.  This was what I wanted. I wanted someone who would take control and take me to new places.  And his thick, long finger, working its way into my dripping wet pussy was hitting me in places my boyfriend’s cock never could.

“Only the eight ball left, girly,” he said.  “If you get it in, you’re gonna get a big reward.  Can you do it?”

“Yes,” I sighed.  He turned me back around and slapped my ass with a good hard smack.  The eight ball was lined up with the corner pocket.  An easy shot.  Except just beyond it, Steve was unzipping his pants.  He pulled out an enormous cock and began stroking it, my eyes glued to him.

“Tit for tat,” he said, palming his round mushroom head and smiling.  “Try not to lose your concentration.”

I gulped and leaned over the table, my body shaking with desire, trying desperately to line up the cue.  Joe was coming up behind me, his cue in hand.  He ran it up between my spread legs, bringing the thick end of it up between my cheeks, nudging the rim of my asshole.

“Hold steady,” he said, nudging my rim just enough for the cue to enter me.  I let out a sigh.  “It’s an easy shot.”

I pulled back the cue as I felt Joe’s cue slide into me more.  My legs began to shake, I knew I had to make the shot fast or I would be overcome.  I hit the cue ball with force and the eight ball ricocheted off the corner and went straight into the pocket.  I pitched forward on the table, hoping Joe would continue fucking my ass with the cue, but instead he withdrew and flipped me over on my back.

“I think she was sharking us,” Joe said.

“She won fair and square,” Bruce said.  “And now you boys need to give her a reward.”

Joe smiled hungrily at me and dove down between my legs, plunging his tongue into my slick pussy as I began to moan.  His tongue was thick and strong, pushing into me, only withdrawing to swirl around hard little clitty as I spread my legs as far as I could.  Steve climbed up on the table and took my tit in his mouth, sucking hungrily on my nipple.  Bruce stood back and watched me squirm and writhe on the table, contentedly, while I prayed he would soon come over and fill me with his cock.

“Turn her over.  Get her ready,” Bruce instructed, and I found myself being flipped onto my stomach as Steve began fingering my pussy and Joe began tongue fucking my aching asshole, soothingly.

“Mmmm...you taste so fucking good,” Joe said, his mouth buried in my ass.

“Don’t hog that beautiful ass,” Steve said, pushing Joe aside and licking me expertly, grabbing a handful of my ass and squeezing harshly.

“Now you tell us what you want, darlin’,” Bruce said.

“I want your cock…” I moaned.  And at my command, Steve climbed back up on the table nimbly and turned me back over.  Placing his knees on either side of my face, he fed me his cock and began fucking my eager mouth with it, reaching the back of my throat and continuing down as a spit and gagged--but it only spurred him on.  I opened up my throat and took him easily now, even raising my head up and down in rhythm with him.  I was so enamored with the strong, pulsing cock in my mouth, it came as quite a surprise when I felt Joe plunge into my open, gushing pussy.  I moaned loudly into Steve and he pumped faster in response.

Bruce was approaching slowly now.  “Get up Steve,” said Bruce.  “Stand her up.”

Steve withdrew and Joe lifted me up, pulling me to a standing position.  He held me from behind, his cock resting in a standing position between my cheeks, his arms under mine, presenting me to Bruce, who looked me up and down.

“Goddamn, girly…” he said, taking me in with his eyes.  “What are we going to do with you?”

His head dove down to my breasts and he took my nipple in his mouth, pulling and stretching it with his teeth painfully, and I loved it.

“You’re a little bitty thing,” he said, unzipping his pants.  “Do you think you can take it?”  He pulled out the biggest cock I’ve ever seen, so fat and long it looked as though it might split me in two.  I knew I wanted it inside of me.

“Yes...God yes…” I begged.  Bruce picked up my legs and held them at his sides.  All at once he plunged into me hard, his huge rod ripping through me.  I cried out in pain, but it soon gave way to pleasure as he began thrusting into me, as Joe held me under the arms, his hands grabbing and pulling at my breasts as Bruce pounded me with fast deep thrusts.

“Your pussy is gushing girl,” Bruce said.  “You need it so fucking bad…”

“More…” I moaned.

“Listen to this cock hungry little slut,” Joe said, slapping my tits.  “Bruce, the girl wants more.”

“Let’s give her what she wants,” Bruce said withdrawing his cock, leaving me open and wet, as my legs fell to the ground.  But Joe was sitting down on the pool table, me with him, he lifted my ass up and brought it back down, my asshole meeting the tip of his cock.  He slid in with one push, filling me up.  He put his hands on my hips and started bouncing me up and down as he grunted below me.

“Such a tight little asshole for such a dirty little slut…” he said, thrusting up deeply into my asshole.  He grabbed my legs and spread them wide as Bruce came up between them, his mighty cock in hand.  I was moaning and sweating uncontrollably, looking at Bruce as he looked at me, being fucked like the filthy whore I truly was.  I bounced with more gusto, wanting him to see how good I was at taking cock, hoping he would fill me even more.  But I lost eye contact as Joe started leaning back, pulling me with him, our legs dangling over the side.  Looking up, I found Steve stroking his cock, hovering over me.  I watched as it descended upon me and filled my mouth again.

“Good girl,” Bruce said.  “Suck that cock all the way down.”  God, I loved having him watch me take these men, knowing he was growing harder as he watched, having a witness to all of the dirty thoughts I’d been pent up with for so long.

Joe’s cock was stretching me wide and filling me to bursting, but still, I wasn’t full.  I tried desperately to cry out for Bruce to fuck me, but it came out only muffled groaning into Steve’s thrusting cock.

“What’s that, girly?  I can’t hear what it is that you want?”  Bruce teased.  It was awful--he knew what I wanted--what I needed so desperately, but he was enjoying humiliating me by making me beg.

“Cnnnn...Cnnnnk…” I moaned into Steve’s fat surging cock.  And then all at once a wave of cum was filling my mouth--long ropes of sticky white cum that overflowed from my lips no matter how fast I tried to suck it down.  Steve roared as he came in my mouth, his hand pulling my hair as he did so.  He finally withdrew, rubbing the tip of his cock on my cum covered lips, and Joe pushed us back up to a sitting position.

“Now what was it you wanted?”  Bruce smirked.

“Cock...Please, give me your cock!”  I cried, cum dribbling down my chin.  He didn’t waste time.  He thrust into my pussy as Joe began fucking my ass harder and harder.  I was sandwiched between these men, getting pounded from both sides, there cocks slamming into me in unison and shaking me to the core.  I felt my orgasm coming.  I knew I was going to lose all control.  I began to quake and scream violently as fluid poured from between my legs.

“Yes, you love getting fucked sideways, don’t you?”  Joe said.

“Fill me up...I want your cum…” I demanded.  I clenched him hard with my asshole and he groaned loudly in my ear.

“You beautiful fucking bitch…” he said as I felt him shoot his load deep inside of me, a rushing, hot surge that delighted me.

“You are a cum-hungry little whore,” Bruce said, smiling calmly even as he thrusted.  Joe’s cock was beginning to retreat, and Bruce picked up the slack by slamming into my abused pussy hard and fast.

“Please...please…” I begged.  And he knew exactly what I wanted.  He withdrew from my pussy and sprayed me down with long ropes of cum that crossed my stomach, my breasts, my face.

When at last he was spent, Joe stood up and withdrew his cock from me as I slid to the floor and lay lifeless and spent, cum seeping out of my gaping asshole.

“Your tab’s up to $46.00, Bruce,” Greg called from behind the bar.  He slid on his pants and walked over to the bar to pay it.

“I hope you have a good time while you’re in town,” Bruce called to my limp body.  “You deserve the best.”  With a little head nod, he gestured to the other two and that it was time to go.  Joe picked me up and sat me on the pool table.  He kissed me sweetly on the forehead.

“Do you feel good?” he asked.

“I got exactly what I came here for,” I said, a goofy, post coital grin on my face.  He smiled back.

“Safe travels,” said Steve, zipping up.  And the three of them walked to the door and unlocked it, making their exit as I sat destroyed and happy on the pool table.  Just as I was contemplating gathering the strength to put my clothes on, I saw John walk through the door.  He saw me and his mouth fell open as he took in the scene:  Me, uncovered, save for a sheen of cum, sweating, spent, and happy.  I pulled my skirt on, pulled my bra up, and walked right past him to my car.  I’d already gotten what I needed.


25. Sharon’s Smile: My Lesbian Office Crush by Riley Davis

She was the enemy. Terrified that she was a spy of some sort in the space of our tiny office, I was still drawn to her at first glance. Trusting her was another matter altogether. I already had one friend at work and had sadly lost another. But Sharon wanted to share secrets as soon as we were alone. I shouldn’t believe in her. She was a stranger. But one gallant gesture and my body was in her arms. Where would this lead? And what might I become in the swirl of her embrace?

“Cassie? A word if you have a sec?”

Lina entered our office at the back before the words even left Andrea’s lips. Through her glasses, I saw Lina’s blue eyes narrow and her tight lips curl into a sneer as she slowly shook her head. The ad was placed three weeks prior for someone new to join the cubby that was the agency’s so-called HR department. Round one of interviews took place off site leaving us to wonder just what kind of person was going to come into the mix to replace Margaret now that her maternity leave was well under way.

Our speculations ran wild.

Would it be a seasoned veteran who’d see our little piece of the world as slumming it and lord the fact over us at every chance? Maybe it would be a kid barely out of college that Andrea secured on the cheap which would only add to our workload. In the moments when Lina and I walked out together and lingered in between our cars, we consistently bemoaned the fact that no one was consulting us. Because who the hell were we? Just the two employees with five years of combined experience. Why should we have word one when it came to who was going to join us in the trenches?

But on this Wednesday morning, the worm turned.  A promising candidate rose to the top of the list above the unseen others, and now Andrea was giving us a chance to get a glimpse. Lina said that it was merely a formality; when Andrea made her mind up, there was little to no hope of swaying her in any other direction. Still, I gave Lina a hopeful nod and turned the corner for Andrea’s domain.

“Please close the door behind you, Cassie,” Andrea said. Like I needed to be told that. The boss lady lived for the idea that she was a queen on a swiveling throne, and this was her chamber of secrets. Obeying the order, I turned my head to see an olive-skinned woman with jet black hair sans smile. She wore a smart green suit that revealed her knees. Her legs seemed to go on for miles before ending in a pair of black pumps. How tall would she appear when I finally got the chance to see her upright?

“Take a seat, Cassie,” Andrea said as she pointed to the other chair before her desk, a red oak masterpiece that was meant to make the rest of us feel like peasants in our tiny tables courtesy of a sale at Staples. Swallowing past the lump in my throat, I settled in the less than comfortable seat. For one second I thought of crossing my leg, but for some reason, my knees kept knocking. Better to just press my legs together and fold my hands in my lap. Was I nervous to sit so close to someone looking like this?  The white shell under her emerald blazer just revealed her heart-shaped cleavage. Suddenly my sweater and formless black skirt made me feel like someone who had just wandered off the street in search of a cup of coffee. And the fact that the stranger simply would not grin was not helping matters.

“Cassie,” Andrea continued. “This is Sharon Tyler. She’s going to take over for Margaret.”

Mind made up. No surprise there. I slowly extended my arm in search of her hand, and when our fingers locked, I savored the soft feel of her flesh. The fine points of her manicured nails that just grazed my palm. It was far from a strong handshake. My father always said that a weak handshake was a sign of someone that needed a stiff drink and a reality check. Because they weren’t no special and in no way better or worse than the person being snubbed with the limp wrist. I’d always taken some comfort in that and told myself that I was the stronger person for it. But Sharon Tyler seemed strong despite the softness of her touch. Doubting every lesson that I had ever been taught, I sank deeper into my chair and focused on Andrea as her text messages demanded the woman’s total attention. At least we were on the equal ground of shared suspense. Sharon and I waited in silence until Andrea flung her phone aside and sighed so dramatically that one would have thought she had just received word of some modern version of the Black Plague working its way towards her door.

“Stephanie is in the nurse’s office,” Andrea sighed.

“Oh is she… does she still have that stomach thing?” I asked.

“So she says,” Andrea answered. “Now I’m going to have to go home and deal with it.” The woman did not move, and I cast a sideways glance in Sharon’s direction. Did her dark eyes grow a little wider at the fact that Andrea would rather be anywhere else than at her ailing daughter’s side? Just as quickly her visage returned to stone, and Andrea left her desk to pace around the room. Barely five feet tall even in her heels, I had to wonder why she had allowed Sharon to make it to the final round. Lina always said that she kept plainer, poorer women in her service so that she could feel better about herself. Not that I could blame her; the man that she had married (if he could be called that) was known to frequent Glitter off of Route 10 for a lap dance. And sometimes more. Part of me couldn’t help but feel bad for her.

“Guess I have to make this quick,” Andrea started. “Sharon is starting tomorrow. Cassie, Lina can fill you in.”

So much for her pretending that I even had a say. Just like that, my sympathies were ready to follow her out of the building with her stumpy legs and the jangle of her keys.

“Just see to it that she fills out the necessary paperwork,” Andrea called over her shoulder. “I have to deal with this now.” Andrea left without closing the door, and I stayed frozen to my chair when Sharon suddenly leaned closer. The jasmine scent of her perfume flooded my nose, and I slightly turned my head to gaze into her eyes.

“Is she always like that?” Sharon asked.

“I…” My tongue tied in my mouth. Did I dare speak the whole truth and nothing but? Maybe on paper, she was meant to be my peer. But what if she was a plant? Margaret had told me stories over drinks. Of Andrea calling her in for private conferences and hoping that she would roll on me or Lina. Not Margaret. Never Margaret. She was too loyal. And the fact that we had started within a week of one another linked our fates. Until she had to find a mate and have that baby.

Stop it! You’re happy for her! You---

“Are you even listening to me, Cassie?”

Shaken from my reverie by the sound of her voice, I watched Sharon’s scarlet lips part. Her ivory teeth were as the perfect as the rest of her, and I began to relax when her fingers firmly wrapped around my arm.

Nothing weak about her touch now.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I can hear you.”

“Good,” Sharon said. “Because I don’t trust her…” Now her voice trailed off, and I watched her without blinking as she finally assumed her full height. I had no idea how she balanced her lean body on the heels, and when she closed the door, I sat transfixed as she stretched against the length of the wood just above the brass handle and played with a single strand of her ebony hair.

“Andrea is an odd one,” I admitted. “But I can give you some pointers.”

“A spoiled brat who can’t face reality and tries to avoid it at all costs. Ten bucks, she calls someone to pick her daughter up from school so she can lose herself in a bottle of red wine.”

How had she sized Andrea up so quickly? Stunned, I struggled to my feet and stretched towards her eyes when she reached for my chin. Her glossy nails grazed my cheek, and I couldn’t keep from trembling when she leaned closer to my ear.

“It’s the other one that I’m worried about,” she whispered.

“Who?” I asked.

“Lina. I think that she wants to divide and conquer. Andrea says that you were close with my predecessor.”

“I… sure,” I sputtered. “Margaret was… she is my friend.”

“But she’s not here anymore,” Sharon remarked. “And Lina said that I needed to keep an eye on you if I was going to get ahead.”

No. That didn’t make sense. Lina was like our mother hen. She kept the bowls on her desk brimming with chocolates and covered whenever either Margaret or I were running late.

“If there’s a snake in the grass, I think I’m looking right at it,” I said. “Now will you let me by.”

It wasn’t a question, and I was trapped in Sharon’s hold until she finally stepped to the side and turned the brass handle.

“Isn’t there the matter of my paperwork?” she challenged when I was almost out of Andrea’s office. Resigned to having to work with her and deciding on the spot that I would loathe every moment of it, I reluctantly copied her two forms of ID and pushed an I-9 and then a W-4 under her hands. Sharon took her time with the signature, and all the info meant to rest above it. When she was done, I told her that I would hold the copies until she came back.

“So I can show you how we make our files,” I said. Lina laughed lightly from her desk, but I knew she had my back when Sharon stood again and smoothed her hands down her skirt.

“I’ll see you tomorrow then,” Sharon said. “Maybe I can show you a few things, too.” She was barely gone when I gripped Lina’s arm.

“You will not believe what she---!”

“Don’t pay her any mind,” Lina said. “We have to stick together.”

And we did just that when I grudgingly showed Sharon how to put a file together and trained her on the in-house software. Every time she asked a question, my mind searched for the hidden meanings behind her words, and Lina and I were careful to keep quiet until she stepped out.

“She’s up to something,” I said.

“Probably,” Lina mused. “Do you have the Rutherford file?”

Handing it over, I moved towards the window and watched Sharon pace below. She made a call, and I wondered if she was reporting to Andrea and started to say as much when Lina laughed and started to leave her desk.

“Problem?” I asked.

“With the socials,” Lina said. “I knew there was a reason that the salesmen were a little hotter under the collar than usual.”

Andrea brushed past our door, and I could hardly believe Lina’s words when she moved into her office. And shut the door. A point of fact the Rutherford files were Margaret’s terrain. So maybe we took on a little more of her workload as the baby grew bigger in her belly. But then the baby came earlier than expected and Lina was supposed to…

“Where’s your better half?” Sharon asked as soon as she returned.

“I… I’m  not sure that---”

“Cassie!”

The bellow from behind the wall sent me on what felt like a death march, and I entered Andrea’s office to find Lina’s hands pressed to her ample hips as Andrea flicked through the pages.

“Did you okay this?” Andrea demanded.

“I... well…”

It would have been easy to throw Margaret to the wolves since she wasn’t nearby to defend herself. But I swallowed hard and failed to move as Lina seemed to let the mask fall and swayed where she stood.

“Looks like Margaret really was helping to carry the load,” Lina remarked. “It’s a good thing that you have someone else in the mix to get us back on the right track.”

I couldn’t breathe as my friend’s words sank in, and my hands grew clammy at my sides as Andrea moved to what there was in the way of her so-called height and poked one finger into my chest.

“I always thought that you girls spent too much time laughing,” Andrea fumed. “Mark my words that you will be put on notice for---”

“Andrea?”

Turning my head with a gasp, I saw Sharon in her long blue skirt and sheer gray top leaning into the doorframe.

“From what I’ve learned in one short morning, this was Lina’s file,” Sharon started. “Maybe it was too much for her to handle when you were suddenly a woman down.”

Lina fumed and started forward when Andrea waved one hand in the air and finally made like a boss.

“This does look like your handwriting, Lina,” she remarked. “Care to explain that?”

“I…” Lina turned red and shuffled in her slacks until Andrea slammed her palms down on the desk and gritted her teeth.

“I just want one thing in my life to work!” she wailed. “Now fix this! I… I have to look in on Stephanie.”

As Andrea abandoned her office again, I moved closer to Sharon’s side and glared at Lina as she fluttered her eyelashes.

“Just trying to keep you girls on your toes,” Lina said with a hoarse laugh. “You won’t hold that against me will you?”

I wanted to ram her like a mad bull and ask after what other lies she had told when Sharon took my hand firmly in hers.

“Of course not,” Sharon said. “But you’ll play nice, or you’ll have to deal with both of us.”

Lina shrank and hurried out until there was only me and Sharon in the office once again. I couldn’t meet her eyes when she winded one arm around my waist and found my ear.

“Stay late,” she said. “I want to talk to you.”

Failing to even eat my salad as the lunch hour came and went, I watched Lina sweat and seethe until she retired at the end of the day. Hurrying towards the largest window, I watched her car pull away from the lot and pressed my brow to the glass of the quiet office.

“Cassie?”

The feel of Sharon’s hand hit the small of my back, and I eased into her fingers and sighed as her nails pushed into my sweater. My spine tingled, and her light whistle hit my ears as her free hand found my hair. My bun, such as it was, fell into her hand, and Sharon pushed my hair aside so she could press her lips to my neck.

“I’m sorry if it was a shock,” she started. “But I couldn’t let her sell you out when you did nothing wrong.” Her lips nipped my neck, and I wanted to escape into her embrace when I whipped around and found her dark eyes.

“You could have told me before my head was on the chopping block,” I challenged.

“I tried to,” Sharon reminded me. “You weren’t having it.”

Bowing my head as I realized that she was right, I blinked back a few tears and wanted nothing more than to make my way home and crawl into my bed. Managing a few steps, I felt Sharon turning me back towards her breasts.

“I…”

I wanted to tear off her top and dive into her folds. But maybe she was still having me on. Lifting my head with a shudder, I started to calculate the distance between her body and my purse. Managing a few steps, I nearly tripped when Sharon was right there with her long arms and her soft voice.

“Careful or you’ll fall,” she cooed. Turning around in the soft space of her embrace, I felt her warm breath of my cheeks and searched for her lips when I suddenly dialed back and just lay my head on her arm.

“I… I’m not usually like this,” I told her. Maybe I could be if she kept stroking my back and rubbing perfect circles past my sweater. This one was green, and I started to pull the wool over my head when Sharon captured my hands and kissed my fingers.

“Take a chance,” she said. Sharon followed her words by nipping my gnarled nails. Did I nod? I must have made some kind of move. Before I knew what was happening, I was in Andrea’s office.

“We… we shouldn’t be…”

“I think that you’ve earned this.”

Sharon pushed the papers aside and pressed me deeper into the red oak. My sweater was gone. Mt skirt was quick to follow. She crawled down my limbs without so much as a shred of nylon, and I groaned at the feel of her lips pushing into my knee. Her kiss was soft, but her smile returned to bite into my flesh. I blanched and almost kicked her away.

“Shhh, Cassie.”

The sound of her voice soothed me, and I let her tongue lick up my thighs until she was at my cunt. My panties were soaked under the wind of her breath, but my hands were of no use as she worked her fingers under the band.

“Here. I’ll help you along.” Sharon kissed the edges of my sad silk. I suddenly wanted it to be lace of something even better when she laid my body bare and stretched up to gaze down at me.

“The nicest thing that I’ve ever seen on this desk,” she muttered. “Did Andrea ever ask you to close the door for other reasons?” she asked. I could hardly stifle a laugh and tried to speak when Sharon captured my lips and kissed me hard. Suckling her tongue, I felt my hips straining away from the red oak. Sharon nearly met my mouth when she suddenly backed away and stood tall against the closed door.

“What about Lina?” I asked.

“I don’t think she’ll cause us anymore trouble,” Sharon assured me. “Look at me.” She didn’t need to say that a second time, and I pressed my body up on my elbows. Kicking off her heels but still standing tall, Sharon flung her top over her head. The hint of her cleavage was nothing compared to the complete sight of her breasts. Of course, she would be wearing lace, and I longed to touch her nipples through the black mesh when she shimmied out of her skirt.

“Oh my God,” I murmured. She was naked from the waist down, her cunt perfectly trimmed as she inched back to the desk. My fingers trembled as I tried to touch her, but Sharon held my wrists over my head with one hand as she straddled my quaking body atop the desk.

“I go first,” she said. My panties became a memory, and my hips buckled when she had me exposed. Her free hand caressed my damp folds, and she leaned into my neck with a gentle kiss that made me moan. Wrapping one ankle around her leg, I felt her breath buzzing inside me and felt as if I would cum under the force of her whispers and nothing else.

“Not so fast, Cassie,” Sharon warned. The heat of her moan was swiftly replaced by her finger. Pushing into my pussy, Sharon spread my folds and traced random circles into my cunt. She kept nearing the point where my pleasure would burst before curving left. Then right and back again. Wondering how long she could keep this up, I could no longer suppress a groan and kicked at her heel.

“You like it rough?” Sharon asked. “That’s a surprise.”

“So… so is this,” I said. “Please, Sharon, I---”

“Like this?” she challenged cutting me off. She suddenly released my wrists and flipped me to my stomach. Gasping as I gripped the edge of the desk, I felt her lips poised at the rim of my ass. Her tongue darted in and out, and I was ready to giggle if this was her idea of rough when Sharon eased what felt like her entire hand in my ass. Twisting around the delicious pain, I scratched the surface of the desk with my nails and whimpered against the feel of her slender wrist moving deeper.

“No!” I finally cried out. “I want to touch you.” Sharon relented, and I hardly had the chance to catch my ragged breath when she turned me to my back and peered down at me with those impossibly dark eyes.

“Do you think you’ll know what I like?” she challenged. Her limber body hovered over mine, and she bathed my sides with kisses, her caresses a sharp contrast to the thrust of her fist. Was she writing her code into my skin? Taking a chance on the signal, I arched up in search of her lips. Kissing her like my life would come to a stop without her air drifting into my lungs, I dared to bring one arm around her neck. My hand slowly trailed down her back and fondled the curve of her ass.

“Are you going to give me a taste of my own medicine?” Sharon teased.

“I… I could,” I told her. “But I think… I know I need you here.” Slipping between her thighs, I found her cunt as wet and wanting as mine. No time to paint pictures on her pussy, I slid inside her and let my fingers rest against her damp walls for only a split second. The feel of her body buzzing sent my lips to her hair, and I kissed the shimmering black strands as she started to move in time to my touch.

“Have you done this before?” Sharon asked.

“Not with another girl,” I confessed. The sound of her laugher made me want to take the words back, but she soothed me with another kiss and dragged her lips to my ear.

“Then how are you so… fuck, Cassie.” My soul floated at the feel of her lust starting to drip down my fingers, and I flashed to too many nights in my lonely bed. Wanting to touch someone like this and see her smile.

“I… I practiced by pretending that I was touching you.”

Hating the way that came out, I tried to bite the words back when her kiss met my mouth. Drifting into the warmth of her tender pecks, I closed my eyes and let my world go dark with nothing but the feel of her body reminding me that this wasn’t a dream.

“Should I be flattered?” Sharon asked. Did I nod my head? I couldn’t be sure and gasped as she twisted her head to lick the nape of my neck.

“Can I show you something besides the rough stuff?” she asked.

“Only if… please don’t leave me wanting more,” I begged.

“So bold,” Sharon crooned. “But you’ve been such a good girl. Here.” Her hand returned to my pussy. For an awful second, I feared that she was going to swirl her fingers and keep me in suspense. But Sharon mirrored my moves and pumped with a gentle lunge. My body quaked, and Andrea’s desk seemed sure to shatter as I kept up with her pace. Tiny beads of sweat dotted her forehead, and her perfect nails punctured my pussy as I could no longer hold out.

“Like that,” I whined. “Right there.” The rush hit me like a warm wave, and I started to melt into red oak when she pushed my body deeper into her finger.

“You can return the favor,” Sharon said in a soft voice. But my hand, like the rest of my body, was shaking far too much. Abandoning her cunt as I took her into my arms, my hungry kiss trailed down her torso. In one rash movement,  I buried my head between her things and felt my mouth water. Her lust was near enough to lap up, but I kissed her instead. My lips pursed against her pussy, and I inhaled her scent of jasmine, fainter now that it was so late in the day, but no less intoxicating as I glanced up to see her dark eyes narrowed. Sharon ran her fingers through my hair and nodded for me to finish.

“But I… I don’t want to this end,” I admitted.

“Who says it will?” she soothed. “It’s just the start. Why would you think I was going anywhere?”

“Because… because no one stays here forever,” I said.

“No one until me.”

Believing her words and the blaze in her eyes as her gaze grew wider, I drifted back into her folds and let my tongue consume her cunt. Forget the need for her air in my lungs; I craved her desire dotting my teeth and drizzling down my throat. Gripping her hips as I explored her body and heard her gasp at the moment of release, I hid in the smooth warmth of her hips. For the longest time, there was nothing but the tremor of her flesh against my cheeks. Slowly, she pulled at my fallen hair and brought my face to hers.

“We do have one problem, though,” she said. “You get that right?” Not wanting to hear whatever she might say next, I tried to rest my head on the pillow that was her breasts. Sharon let me linger there for a short second before returning my eyes to the space of her stare.

“What?” I finally asked.

“It’s just… how the hell are we going to keep a straight face the next time Andrea has us behind closed doors?” Blinking until I caught the meaning of her joke, I finally laughed and folded her into my embrace, my kiss soft on her cheek as she helped me to sit up.

“It won’t be easy,” I admitted. “Will take every ounce of my strength to not rip your clothes off with my teeth.”

“Save it for next time,” Sharon cooed.

She dressed me slowly and stepped back into her clothes. Even though my legs wobbled, I felt ready to brave the night under her arm, and once we were outside, Sharon nodded towards my car.

“You drive,” she said.

“You’re just going to leave your car here?” I asked.

“We’ll call it a carpool for the likes of Lina,” she continued. “Let’s say you take me to your place and make us some dinner.” Frowning as my brow crinkled, I started to buckle up as she sat at my side.

“Wait,” Sharon cautioned.

“What?” I asked. Her head fell onto my lap, and she lifted up my skirt. As she pushed into my panties, I started to sigh.

“How about you let me return the favor first?” Her smile surrounded my cunt, and I leaned back in the seat. Stroking her hair, I couldn’t wait to see where the night might lead. The next day would prove a struggle to keep my hands to myself….

…but I believed her when she said that she wasn’t going anywhere.
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