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John’s life was ordinary until he posted a photo. A thirst trap that threatens to break the internet. He never expected a part of his body to attract so much attention from the opposite sex.

First, it’s Sadie, an intern who’s happy to do whatever it takes to get the job. Forbidden fruit takes the form of his ex-wife’s best friend, who asks him for a drink and then ends up drinking a lot more than just something from the bar.

Even the people he’s hired to take care of his health in body and mind succumb to what he’s revealed. As John navigates the world of his new online fame, he discovers that being desired is more complicated than he ever imagined. One thing is certain: his life will never be the same.

It’s good to be the king.

This novella involves explicit sexual situations with a humorous twist and lots of happy endings! 18 plus only. One click now for a steamy erotic read that will keep the pages turning!


CHAPTER ONE

Even when I was married, I hated bars. And now that I was divorced and older, I hated them even more.

The place was the typical watering hole that Pete liked to frequent after his days on a job site dealing with contractors, and as soon as I felt the sticky floor under my feet, I cringed a bit. It smelled exactly like it looked, like old cigarettes and failure. But I’d promised to meet him and have a couple of drinks.

After all, it had been a few months since Tanya left. Well, I actually asked her to leave, and she happily accepted. We’d been drifting apart for years, and when it was finally done, there was a massive relief, but also a massive sense of failure. The person I wanted to commit my life to had grown away from me, and me from her.

I threw myself into work, started working out more and started seeing a therapist. All the things newly divorced guys were supposed to do, and it still felt really hollow going back to a quiet apartment after work was done. Dating wasn’t even on my radar, although I’d downloaded a couple of apps and then rapidly deleted them.

So many flakes, and so many women who just wanted a free meal. Tons of bad conversations, and texting wasn’t really my thing anyway. Neither was sitting in bars or over a table at a coffee shop. Plus, as soon as I told women what I did for work they immediately thought I was boring. I needed better hobbies, that was for sure. Or maybe just any hobby at all.

I was working on it, trying to figure out what kind of man I wanted to be in a post-divorce world. But parts of me still longed for that familiarity of somebody every night just being around. Even if our sex life had been basically non-existent. And there were other issues too, not just that.

Work was work, and there were still friends floating around, but a lot of them had drifted away. Single guys didn’t get a lot of chances to hang out with couples. Pete was chronically single and had been my buddy since college. When I was married, his lifestyle didn’t match mine, and frankly, it still didn’t. I knew he was always on the prowl, and that was probably why he picked a bar that was filled with desperate people our age.

He lifted a hand across the bar at a high-top table, and I quickly navigated past the pool table. The place was decently crowded, and I did notice that the servers were young and hot. Probably another reason he picked it. In fact, it definitely was, because when I reached the table, he was attempting to flirt with one of them.

“Hey, John. Welcome. Grace, this is my buddy John.”

The young server looked wholly unimpressed, but at least she wasn’t being rude about it. “Hi, John. What can I get you?”

I glanced at Pete’s pint glass. “Another one of those, I guess.”

“Thanks, Grace.” She walked away, her perky ass swaying in a pair of shorts that were downright sinful. Pete sighed. “God, these girls are getting more and more young every day.”

“That’s because you’re getting older.” I told him. “Jesus Pete, she could be your daughter.”

“Or my sugar baby.” He winked. “So, what’s going on with you? It’s been a while. You dug yourself into a hole and haven’t come out yet.”

“You know, just work. Stuff. Trying to get my head back on straight.”

Pete shook his head. “Man, Tanya really did a number on you. It’s been months!”

“Yeah, she did. When you think you have everything planned out and then suddenly realize you don’t know if you’re happy, it sucks.”

“I get it.” He nodded solemnly. It made me laugh.

“Come on, Pete. Your biggest problem is figuring out weekend plans.”

“Hey, I run a business. Sort of.” Pete ran a construction firm, but most of his work was done by other people. It made me jealous, because he was where I thought I was going to be ten years ago. He also got to work when he wanted to, not because a person told him he had to be at a desk from nine to five. “And, you made your choices, man. Gotta call you out on that one.”

“Yeah, and honestly, having the job now isn’t a bad thing. It takes my mind off things.”

The cute server arrived, smiling at me as she placed down a pint glass. Pete lifted his, and I took a gulp of the frosty beer. It tasted better than I expected. My eyes drifted to the young woman walking away, and Pete winked at me. “So, what about dating? I mean, you can’t be celibate, right?”

I sighed. “I guess I’m just not interested right now. It seems like a lot of effort.”

“The effort is part of the fun.” He laughed. “Plus, getting laid helps.”

“I know. And trust me, I’d like to. Just…”

“Just still feel like you’re cheating on your wife? Ex-wife, sorry.”

Thinking about sex was obviously on my mind, it just felt sort of foreign. How did you even think about dating when you’d been with the same person for fifteen years? “I’m just not ready.”

“Come on, man. You have to put yourself out there sometime.” Pete said. “You’re still young…ish. I mean, there’s lots of good looking sexy forty-year-olds out there.”

“Yeah, and they have kids and usually tons of baggage.” I sighed. “And it’s not like I’m going to be attracting anyone her age.” I waved at the server.

“Hey, that’s not true. Remember that twenty-five-year-old I dated for a couple of months last year?”

“Pete, come on. You took her out and paid for stuff. Did she even have sex with you?” I laughed. Pete was notorious for falling for women, and this one had scammed him out of some decent clothing and a lot of other gifts. When she told him she needed a new cell phone, that was the last straw.

He grimaced. “I got a hand job once. But that’s not the point. The point is, you’ll never know if you don’t put yourself out there and give it a shot. You need to move on, and the best way to do that is shake the rust off. You know, just find somebody to have some fun with.”

My therapist had been telling me it was okay to spend time working on myself so that when I decided I was ready, at least I’d be bringing a genuine version of myself to a relationship. It sounded kind of flaky, but it made sense. “It’s just not my thing, man. You enjoy yourself, but I’m not going to be your wingman.”

He raised his glass and pointed over my shoulder. A pair of older women who looked like they would fit in perfectly on the set of JAWS were at another high top, and they were definitely making eyes our way. “You sure? Might be fun to try it.”

I took a long drink. “Nope.”

“Fine.” He sighed. “But you’re not getting away from me that easy. Let’s get another.”

A second round turned into a third, and by the time I finally pulled the ripcord and got up to leave, I was happy I’d taken an Uber instead of driving. As soon as I headed out of the bar, I saw Pete head towards the table with the pair of ladies. Shaking my head, I chuckled to myself. He was just that kind of guy.

But I wasn’t. During the ride home, I checked my phone. Zero messages. And it wasn’t like I was on any type of dating app. Back to my apartment, alone.

I kept telling myself it was the way I wanted it, but unfortunately my mind wandered to my ex and how nice it was sometimes to just have someone greeting you when you walked in the door. Maybe I needed a cat or something.

Okay, water before bed for sure, otherwise I was going to have a massive headache in the morning. My apartment was sparse, a true bachelor pad. When I’d moved out of our family home, I had a couch, a television and a bed. Not much had been added since, to be honest. Except a PlayStation to zone out with video games once in a while.

After getting a glass of water, I thought about the cute server, and the way her tight shorts had hugged an absolutely perfect ass. Her top had been cut to let just a hint of cleavage spill out so that guys would obviously drool over her. It worked. Just thinking about her started to stir things inside me. After all, maybe I could just find a girlfriend who looked like that.

“Oh, come on, man. You’re dreaming.” I opened my Instagram and instantly the thirst traps sucked me in. Nubile young women of every shape and description, all because once I’d looked at a local fitness model. It was great for a distraction, and to make sure that I took care of things before I went to sleep. Unzipping my pants was the simple part. What wasn’t so easy was what was inside.

It sometimes felt like my penis was a problem.

Yeah, I know. Most guys would have been happy to have a problem like that. Something I’d dealt with since I grew up.

Even my ex always told me I was big. Sometimes, too big. It was an excuse she used frequently when she didn’t want to have sex. And there was no way we could ever do it without lube, unless she was wet enough, which was rare after the beginning of our relationship.

My libido was as high as any other man, and after our first multi-session night, I remembered she told me it couldn’t happen again. She was going to be one and done. It was a bit of an ego boost, to be honest. But after a year or two, the excuses started, and the frequency dropped to once a week.

After we got married, it dropped even more. By the time we finally separated, we’d had a dead bedroom for quite some time. Even after all that, it never crossed my mind to try sex with anyone else. I loved her dearly, and now that the prospect of meeting new women was looming, honestly, I was worried.

What if the same thing happened? What if a new woman I was dating looked at me and said they couldn’t handle it? It was in my mind almost like being too small, except the opposite.

Big dick problems. But in my inebriated state, I realized maybe it was time to just check on that whole idea. I mean, it was ridiculous that women didn’t like big dicks, right? And maybe I wasn’t as well endowed as I thought I was. There was only one way to find out, and a place where I’d get a truly honest appraisal.

The internet.

If I hadn’t been three pints deep, putting a picture of my penis on the internet would have seemed insane. It probably should have anyway, but I quickly managed to find a Reddit sub-forum dedicated to big penises. R/ratemypenis. Huh, Reddit wasn’t just for news after all. I’d never gone down that rabbit hole.

Clicking through a couple of posts felt weird. I was looking at other men’s erections, but what I was most interested in was the comments. Lots of the users were quite frank about their appraisals, whether it was good or bad. And everyone was damned polite as well.

Hmm.

Online, everything was anonymous, right? And I’d get a real appraisal of what I’d always been wondering about. Maybe even a bit of ego stroking. And possibly some offers from desperate women who might send me nude pictures. My drunken brain didn’t register how pathetic that was.

Okay, so how did one take a good dick pic? Was there a google search for that? I wasn’t about to type that into my search bar. But I had to get hard, of course, before I snapped a photo. Well, that part was easy.

I clicked over to a porn site I frequented when I was lonely and found a video that related to something I’d fantasized about. A lovely Latina woman with big breasts and a gorgeous ass that was happily stripping and talking about jerking off. Perfect.

It didn’t take long to stimulate myself into full rigid glory, and positioning the phone camera was easier than I thought. Did you take a straight shot, sideways, or what? And I definitely didn’t want to have my face involved. A three-quarter pose was probably best, so I looked thinner than I was.

Click.

The picture came out decent, and there was suddenly a picture of my penis on my camera roll. I was actually giggling to myself. It was so stupid to even be thinking about this, but I uploaded it anyway before I could change my mind. Live in the moment, right? That’s what my therapist told me a couple of times.  

I added a hashtag #sizeking to the picture, almost laughing at what I was about to do. It felt kind of freeing, putting a dick picture on the internet. Who knew, maybe it would result in some funny comments. I felt completely silly about it.

Clicking the upload button somehow felt freeing.

The picture went live, and I didn’t honestly know what to do. It was late, and the beer was definitely kicking in, so best to just hit the hay and see what the internet had to say tomorrow.

Heading into the bathroom, I brushed my teeth and popped a couple of ibuprofen so that my headache wouldn’t be too awful in the morning. It was a work night, after all. Sliding into bed, my body didn’t take long to conk out, and sleep came easily.

Although when I woke up in a haze, a lovely herd of elephants had trampled over my head. The ibuprofen didn’t really help, so I slammed back some more and started to make coffee. It was going to be a rough day. I wondered how Pete felt, and if he’d managed to take home one of those women he’d seen.

My hungover brain suddenly clicked in. Last night before bed, I’d taken a picture of myself and loaded it onto Reddit. Oh, yeah. It was easy to forget the stupid things you did while intoxicated. Well, might as well check to see if I’d gotten any feedback while drinking my coffee.

I opened my laptop and headed onto Reddit, where my usual news feed popped up right away. But when I saw the amount of notifications, I almost spat my coffee out. It was over 50. And when I clicked on the link, I saw that my post had been upvoted over 1,000 times and commented on a ton as well.

Jesus. I didn’t realize a simple dick picture could cause such a stir on the internet. Clicking on the thread, I started to look at the comments, but then I took a closer look at the picture I’d uploaded. Quickly, I realized that my grinning face was clearly in the shot.

My blood went cold. How the hell was my face in the picture? Shit. Had I really been that out of it? Oh, crap.

It wasn’t super clear, but if you knew me, then you’d be able to recognize me. Probably. Maybe? What if somebody at work saw it? Or somebody I knew?

“Shit…shit…shit.”

My heart started to pound as I saw that there had been over a hundred comments and a thousand likes. It had been on the forum for over six hours.

Damn, that’s a perfect dick.

Would love to have a ride on that.

Go Size King. Post more please!

I think he forgot to hide his face. But he’s cute.

That last comment made me almost panic. Lots of guys put their faces out there, but they didn’t have a professional reputation to protect. I had to figure out a way to get it down. Right away. Jesus, I’d possibly ruined my professional life, never mind my personal one. I could just imagine being known as the guy who uploaded a dick pic on the internet.

Clicking through the site, I accessed my profile and deleted the picture and the post. When it was finally gone, and I verified it was off the site, I calmed down a bit. No damage done. Letting out a breath, I stood up and paced nervously around the room.

Jesus, that had been stupid.

Well, at least it was gone.

Or so I thought.


CHAPTER TWO

My head was still hazy as I headed into work. A mundane job was exactly what I needed when I was hung over for the first time in a while. Sitting down at my desk, I managed to bury myself in the endless line of spreadsheets and reports that I was required to cull through. I’d only taken the stupid job because Tanya wanted me to have a steady paycheck, but it was pretty damned easy, and I didn’t mind it.

Weird to think when I’d met her, I had aspirations of being an entrepreneur. That ship had sailed a long time ago. But the job meant I could just keep my head down and be mindless, which I needed after three pints, and doing something as stupid as uploading a picture of my penis onto the internet.

After a couple of hours, my phone vibrated, and I laughed when I saw Pete’s name. I was sure there was probably a funny story from the two women he headed towards after I left the bar. Clicking my messages open, I froze and felt my heart leap into my throat.

John, is this you?

The picture I’d posted online came through on my phone, and I never thought I’d be receiving a dick pic, but there it was. My member was covered up with some sort of blurring, thankfully, but my blood went cold again. I quickly hit the call button. How the hell did he get it?

As soon as he answered, Pete was chuckling. “Dude, I know from the panic call that must be you! Holy shit!”

“Where did you get that?” I asked through gritted teeth. “I deleted it this morning.”

“Man, you must have been really messed up to post that online. But I gotta say, pretty impressive, my man. And don’t you know, the internet is forever? Probably somebody shared and downloaded it, and now it’s out there. With your face on it.”

A lot of the guys had seen me naked before, but it just wasn’t something that men commented on, especially in a locker room. “Crap. Pete, what the hell am I going to do? If anyone at work sees that, my reputation is shot.”

He laughed. “Not if they’re female. You should read some of the stuff women are saying about you. It’s actually making me jealous. I have a feeling you might suddenly start getting a lot of offers for dates. Or other things.”

“Where is it posted?”

“A few places I’ve found. But it’s all over other subs on Reddit too. Including a local one that’s definitely not safe for work.” My stomach turned into a knot. That meant people who lived in our city knew I lived there too. He chuckled again. “You’re going to be a popular dude.”

“Pete, this is insane! I can’t have that floating around out there.”

“Johnny. Relax. Man, if you only knew the amount of pussy you’re going to be wading in! You just have to get come confidence about it.”

“Not exactly reassuring.” I was starting to panic. “How do you scrub something off the internet?”

“You can’t. The internet is forever.” That’s what I’d always heard, but I never had to deal with the reality of the situation. “At least, I have no idea how.”

My heart was racing, and I was breaking a sweat. “Okay man, thanks for the heads up, but I have to figure out what the hell to do.”

“Do yourself a favor and take a look at your feedback. It’s amazing to see how much women appreciate a guy with your equipment.” Pete laughed again. “If you get any offers you don’t want, send them my way.”

I ended the call. Anxiety was creeping in strongly, and I could feel myself ramping up. This was precisely why I had a therapist, because often when something stressful happened, I had a hard time maintaining my composure and staying calm.

Logging back into my Reddit account, I saw there were half a dozen message requests and a ton of comments. Clicking through, my picture had been shared with a few more subreddits and like before, the comments were absolutely crazy. Even though most of them were nice to read, I didn’t know how to make sure I could get rid of the picture.

Googling how to get rid of a picture on the internet resulted in a few ideas, but a lot of them just reinforced what Pete had said. The internet was forever. Shit.

And it only made my mind race even faster. Was this a good thing, or a bad thing? I clicked into some of the message requests, and all of them were women with very flirtatious opening lines. One even had a picture attached of a middle-aged woman in lingerie who was virtually begging me for a live video of me jerking off.

Jesus. I had no idea that a simple picture could cause such a stir. I mean, the attention wasn’t terrible, was it? Although I kept thinking that if anyone at work found out, or God forbid any of my friends besides Pete, then I’d be a laughing stock.

Or maybe even my ex-wife. Her family didn’t talk to me anymore, but it wasn’t exactly on my agenda to have them know I broadcasted my dick on the internet.

I had to talk to somebody, and there was nobody I could talk to better than my therapist. Picking up my phone, I quickly shot her a text message.

Hi Celina – it’s John. I hope you might have a spot open this afternoon? I had something come up I really need to process.

Usually, she got back to me promptly, and today was no exception. It was a perk of her service that she was so open with her availability.

Come to the office at 4pm. I had a cancellation.

Amazing, thank you. See you then.

Just knowing I was going to speak to somebody about what happened that wasn’t anyone I knew personally was an immense relief.

The rest of the day, I tried hard not to think about it. But it was impossible, of course. Even when I walked into the break room for lunch or around the office, I wondered if anyone had seen the picture. If they had, it probably would have come up right away.

Could I get fired for something like that? Mental note: talk to a lawyer. Maybe. If it was needed. The whole thing was so ridiculous, honestly.

I still had to make sure I worked through the panic that was slowly rising and falling all day. That’s what Celina was for. By the time I arrived in her waiting room, the door was open, and I lifted a hand when I saw her waiting.

Celina ushered me into her familiar office. The waiting chair was something I was familiar with, and she always sat opposite me. I’d started working with her months ago after a referral from a friend, and I had to say, as distracting as she sometimes was, she was really good at her job.

Distracting because she was beautiful. Most of the time her black hair was up in a severe bun like it was today, but her facial features carried high cheekbones, gorgeous full lips, and her eyes were a deep brown. I didn’t know her age, but figured we were about the same. Most of the time, she wore nice blouses and pantsuits, dressed professionally, but always eye-catching. It was easy to look at her, because her eyes drew you in.

She opened her notebook. “Welcome. I could tell from your message it was sort of urgent, so I’m glad I had an opening. What’s going on?”

“I appreciate you seeing me on such short notice. Everything in here is confidential, right?” I asked, wringing my hands. She’d always reinforced confidentiality, and this was one subject I needed it for.

“Of course it is. You know that. What’s causing you so much distress, John?” She leaned forward, looking concerned. “I’ve never seen you like this before.”

“I did something stupid.” I told her. “And it might blow up in my face, and I don’t know what to do about it.”

Her brow wrinkled. “Nothing illegal, I hope?”

“No. Unless online nudity is illegal. I might have…uploaded a compromising picture of myself onto the internet, and now it’s gone…well, viral?”

“Like a picture for a dating app? Or you doing something silly?”

I took a deep breath. “Okay. So…I took a picture of myself. Naked. And uploaded it to a site where you get…certain parts of your body rated. I wanted to see what might happen.”

Celina nodded. “Okay. I’m assuming this was a sensitive part of your anatomy?”

It was amazing how calm she was about what I’d just said. She often hit the nail right on the head. “Yep.”

I saw her mouth twitch, and I didn’t blame her. Having a client confess that he’d put a picture of his dick online and was stressed about it probably wasn’t in the therapist handbook. “Okay, first things first. Is there any way this picture could do you any harm?”

“Well, I’m pretty sure if my boss saw it, they wouldn’t be super happy.”

“But it’s not something that can get you fired.”

“I don’t think so?”

“Professional side is fine then, at least anything major. And you’re not dating anyone seriously who might be upset you did that?”

I shook my head. “No. If I was, I wouldn’t have even thought about it.”

She leaned forward. “I want you to take a deep breath. Hold it for four seconds. Then let it out slowly.”

I did as she said, holding the breath, feeling it was difficult to do. But as soon as I let it out slowly, my body relaxed a little. “Do it again.” After the second time, I’d relaxed even more.

“Better?”

I nodded. “Yes. A bit. And you’re right, there isn’t any real harm that can come from having that picture out there. Except maybe public humiliation.”

“We often subscribe enhanced emotion to things because we think of worst-case scenarios. Let me ask you, are you ashamed of your body?”

That definitely wasn’t the case. “No. Honestly, no. I’m in decent shape for my age and this particular part of my anatomy actually got a lot of compliments.” I found myself chuckling. “Apparently it looks pretty good.”

Celina spread her hands. “I’d suggest maybe that’s something to be proud of, not something to be ashamed of. Right?”

After reading through the compliments, a lot of men had said they’d love to be the proud owner of a massive penis, and the women were definitely happy to see it. “Right.”

“So, like I’ve explained, anxiety is a normal thing when you push yourself out of your comfort zone. But it’s great that you went ahead and did that, in my opinion.”

If she knew what I’d done to push myself out of my comfort zone, she might have thought otherwise. But she was right. Maybe it wasn’t a bad thing that I was out there for the world to see. It’s not like anyone had texted me saying I was horrible. Yet. “It’s just…it feels strange to put myself out there.”

“Just like other scenarios you’ve told me about. Like finally having the conversation with your ex-wife about the fact you were unhappy. Right?”

I nodded. That conversation had felt horrible at the time, but now, months later, it had changed my life for the better. Even though I was alone, at least I had a chance to explore who I really was and do things I wanted to do. “Definitely.”

“Okay, then. Let’s talk about why you feel ashamed and get your thoughts in order, then.” Before I knew it, she was leading me through a couple of exercises. It was all designed to calm my anxious mind and make sure that if I started to let them take over, I had a way to interrupt them.

By the time the alarm dinged to finish the session, I almost wanted to hug her. “I can’t thank you enough, Celina. You’re the best.”

“That’s what I’m here for, John.” She was always very formal. As she stood up and smoothed down her skirt, I saw her eyes dart down just briefly. What was that?

Never mind. She was my therapist. And she’d helped me a lot. Shaking hands after paying her, I felt like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders as I exited her building.

When I got home, I was still thinking about what had happened, but I had calmed down. It was a good suggestion Celina had made to stay away from my phone and computer for the night, so I fired up my PlayStation and got engrossed in a new game instead. Although that only lasted for about an hour before I was curious what people were still saying about me.

Okay, time to dive in. I opened the app and began to read. Comment after comment, all of them incredibly sexual and complimentary. Some of them were even funny and made me chuckle. It wasn’t like people were calling me ugly. My private message requests had become virtually overloaded as well.

Finally managing to get myself somewhat sleepy, I stopped scrolling and reading. But the lingering thoughts remained. My apparently massive dick was public, and it remained to be seen what the long-term effects were going to be. Maybe nothing at all.

Maybe it would change my entire life.


CHAPTER THREE

My sleep had been fitful at best. All evening, I had been constantly checking online to see more messages and reactions to my picture. Celina had helped me realize and accept what was going on, and I was getting used to the idea of having my big sized dick out there for the world to see. But that didn’t make it any easier.

What if other friends saw it? Co-workers? Anyone else? I had no idea how people might react to me exhibiting that part of my anatomy, and even though my messages had quite a few offers from women to help me out with it, that wasn’t what I wanted. Strangers on the internet telling me they’d love to watch me jerk off wasn’t my style.

Although it was quite flattering. When I clicked through a couple of profiles, the women were damned attractive, which surprised me. A lot of them mentioned they were size queens, and when I Googled the term, it made me laugh.

Was that really me? I’d always known I was well endowed, but being able to claim a term about my anatomy made me laugh to myself. What did that make me, a size king? Or was that just a guy who liked big women?

Either way, I was calming down as time passed. Hopefully, it was just going to be a funny story that Pete and I could laugh about over drinks the next time we saw each other. Even though he’d mentioned the picture had been spread around, there was almost no chance anybody in my limited circle was going to see it.

Plus, I had an exciting morning ahead, something a little outside of the norm. One of my old friends from college had sent me some information about his daughter, who was looking for an internship because she had finished college that would hopefully lead to a permanent position.

I hadn’t seen Sadie since she was a young girl in high school, so it had been five years, but I was happy to help. She was coming to the office that morning to meet with me so I could do a mock interview and figure out if I could put in a good word for her to HR and get her at least an internship. That led to a job most of the time, if you were at all competent, and she seemed to be according to the resume she forwarded to me.

It was something different from the humdrum usual, so it was a great way to break up the week after everything that had happened. That day it was hard to keep my mind off what had happened, but quickly her appointment time arrived, and reception called me to let me know she’d arrived.

Sadie was sitting there at reception, and the first thing I saw was an incredibly hot outfit. Bordering on inappropriate, although I wasn’t about to argue with her choice. She looked like she’d dressed for the interview as a lovely schoolgirl.

Because she was so young, and honestly gorgeous, it was hard not to let my mind wander into areas it shouldn’t have. When she stood up, her tight sweater hugged her cute little breasts, tapering down to a flat stomach. Even her hair was in a ponytail, like she was about to take out a pencil and receive a lesson.

Damn. I hadn’t expected my friend’s daughter to look like such a smoke show. I’d met her a couple of years before when she had just graduated high school, but now she looked like someone stepping into a modeling shoot, not an IT firm. And a very provocative shoot at that.

She extended her hand. At least that was professional. “Hi, John. I’m so happy that you’re the one interviewing me.” Her skin was soft and touching her made my body react. Just being close to a gorgeous young girl wearing an outfit straight out of a porn fantasy had my mind racing right away.

I took a deep breath. “It’s no problem, Sadie. I’m just happy to give you the opportunity.”

“Thanks. I know my dad really appreciates it too.”

“We’ve been friends a long time. So, let’s head back to my office and we can talk there about everything.”

“Amazing.” She followed me through the main door and the maze of desks. Even though I didn’t enjoy my job, I was damned good at it and as a result, about six months before, I’d got promoted to a team lead position. It came with a small office, which was definitely a perk.

The room was dominated by my desk and computer, but there was enough room for a chair and at least the glass was frosted so nobody could see in unless they came to the door. I saw a bunch of heads poke up as Sadie walked by, and it wasn’t surprising at all.

Most of the guys on my floor probably rarely saw a young woman who was dressed like her unless they were watching internet porn at night. She was obviously looking around, and when some guys made eye contact, they popped back into their cubicles like groundhogs.

“Okay, here we are.” I said, ushering her in. “It’s not big, but it’s home.”

“This is great. It’s nice and intimate.” Sadie said, sitting down in the chair I offered. When she crossed her legs, I almost got caught staring. The skirt was sinfully positioned to show off her legs and heels. Okay, John. Keep your mind on the interview she’s here for.

“So, tell me about what you’ve been focusing on in school.” I began. We could keep the interview fairly casual. “It might help me direct you to the right person in the right department.”

“Mostly the software side, although I feel comfortable with a lot of development work. I know you do that type of thing, right?” her eyes were deep blue and more intense than I thought they might be. It was also hard to ignore her chest, because the sweater she was wearing was getting stretched beautifully over two gorgeous mounds.

“I do. At least, my team does. I don’t know how good I am at it, but at least they seem to be keeping me around.” I joked. “Do you really find that type of thing interesting?”

“I find lots of things interesting.” Her eyes met mine, and the words tumbled out, but there was a lilt to them. It made my cock stir. Was she flirting with me? “Including programming and stuff like that.”

“Have you given any thought to a career? Like what you’d really like to do?”

She smiled again, and it was a bit more seductive, just like the tone of her words. Her tongue slid out and wet her lips, and that made me groan inside.

“You know, I’d really love to work at a place like this. Especially under you.” Sadie said. “I think you could teach me a lot of things.”

“I’m flattered. But I’m usually not the type of guy who teaches the new hires.” I still couldn’t stop my eyes from wandering to her legs. It looked like if she uncrossed her legs, it would ride up and show me exactly what she wore underneath.

What color did I think her panties were? Black, to match the stockings? Innocent ones with patterns on them? Something lacy?

Okay, that line of thought really needed to stop. This girl wanted me to be her mentor, not a sex object. Jesus, she was my son’s age. And her father trusted me.

“Maybe I’m not talking about work.” She sighed. “From what I know about you, John, you have something you can show me.”

What the hell was she talking about? I was starting to get nervous.

I had to stay focused. Glancing at her top, there were two little points that had appeared. Was she even wearing a bra?

“Um, I have to say, I’m not sure what you’re talking about?” the conversation had gone suddenly in a direction I didn’t expect. But it was making me wonder if she had some kind of ulterior motive. And maybe it had nothing to do with getting the job.

“I’m wondering if there’s anything I can do for you to make sure I get the internship? I’m willing to do anything.” Her voice dropped a bit and had a lilt that made my groin tighten. A little bit flirtatious. A finger twined into her long hair and spun it. Okay, my online dating coach told me that was a clear sign of attraction.

But there was no way that was possible. Not with Sadie. Looking behind her, I saw that the office had mostly cleared out. She looked behind her as well, and when she walked to the door and shut it, I wondered exactly what she was up to. “Like I said, maybe this interview could be a bit different?”

Now I was feeling a bit of heat springing to my face. The implications were obvious, but I didn’t believe it was happening. “And what might that mean?”

She blushed. “I…um. Well, I have a confession to make.”

My spidey senses started tingling. “And what might that be?” We were alone, a closed door with a gorgeous young co-ed, and that was either a really bad thing, or a really good thing.

“Well, John…I kind of saw that you have a picture of yourself online? It’s you, right?”

My heart fell. Fuck. Was she about to blackmail me. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Deny it. Yeah, that was the best tactic. But the blooming red on my face gave it away instantly.

She shook her lovely hair and smiled. “Oh, okay. It’s definitely you. And you don’t need to be embarrassed at all. It’s an amazing picture. As soon as I saw it, I knew I was very happy you were doing my interview. That picture is crazy hot, John.”

Her legs uncrossed and she sat with them together. “Another thing about me maybe you don’t know is that I have a thing for older men. And especially ones who are really, really hung.”

My mouth was dry. Was this actually happening? “And from what I saw in that picture, you’re hiding a lot of yourself that I want to see.”

She smiled, as I continued to be speechless. Her lithe body stood up, and her posture took on something seductive as she almost posed in her outfit.

Hands took hold of her tight sweater, and she slid it up her body. My cock stiffened instantly, because there wasn’t anything on underneath it except a very lacy black bra that I could see right through. Two gorgeous small nipples were visible, and they looked perfectly small and round, with little peaks jutting out. “Maybe now you’re getting an idea of what I’m talking about?”

Even though I was instantly hard looking at probably the nicest pair of breasts I’d ever seen in my life, I knew that being in an office with her half naked wasn’t a good idea. At all. There were people less than twenty feet away, and anybody could have knocked on my door at any moment.

Like I was possessed, I stood up with shaking legs. Sadie was standing there, her lovely chest rising and falling with her breath as I approached. “Sadie.”

“John.” Her plump lips parted, and they were shiny with gloss now that I was closer to her. I wondered what flavor it might be. “Shall we get this interview started?”

“You’re being a little distracting.” I told her. If I got within arm’s reach, I was going to have to touch her, and my little head was rapidly filling with much, much more blood than my big one. “I don’t even know what to ask you.”

“Can I make some suggestions of things I think you might want to know?” she bit her lip seductively, and her nipples were like gorgeous little tips that were hard and eager to be felt under her bra. “Because I came very prepared.”

“I’d love to hear any suggestions.” My mouth was starting to get dry, and now that I was closer, there was a big tent at the front of my slacks. I’d had this office for a decade and never had anything sexual happen in it. I’d never even kissed anyone in it.

Guys always told stories, and we’d all watched the movies about it, but now this was like something straight out of a fantasy world. I almost wondered if there was a camera around and I was about to get busted being an idiot.

“I think you’d love to know if my panties match my bra.” She smiled. Shit, it was like she’d read my mind. Without having to ask, her hands went to the edges of her skirt and a zipper went down. It dropped around her ankles, and suddenly not only were thigh high stockings revealed, but a pair of black lace panties that matched the bra as well.

“See? I came fully prepared.”

I was definitely not prepared to experience a gorgeous young woman in her underwear and stockings standing in my office. Especially because she was applying for a job. What the hell was going on? Was I about to get busted taking advantage of a younger woman?

Maybe my ex-wife was setting me up somehow. Or somebody else. “Sadie…this is really inappropriate.”

I had to protest, right? Or try to make sure that I did enough that if anything happened between us, I had plausible deniability. Sure, that was it.

“It’s okay. I loooove being inappropriate.” She sighed. Her hand grazed her flat stomach, and I could see her belly button and her tanned skin. There was no hint of anything under her panties except the faint outline of an obviously shaved mound. “You can ask me anything. Anything at all.”

I still didn’t know what to say, but she jumped in yet again. “For example, if you asked me if I’d like to suck your big cock, the answer would be yes.”

My cock was happy to hear that. In fact, it twitched obviously against my zipper, begging to be released. “I just want to see if it’s as big as I saw in the picture. May I?”

Oh, damn. Had she somehow seen the picture that had floated around? And how could she possibly have known it was me? “I, uh…don’t know what to say.”

“Say you’ll unzip your pants and show me.” Her hand slid down her stomach and just grazed across her panties. “Because I’m standing here all horny. My panties are so wet right now. Want to feel them?” Her long legs spread slightly in her heels, and my brain officially turned off.

Okay, this was going to happen. How did one just show their dick off to a young woman? I’d never thought anything like this happened outside of porn movies. Standing up, I stepped to the side of my desk and grabbed my belt, unable to resist.

“Ooh, allow me.”

When Sadie stepped close, my dick was like a dowsing rod trying to break through my pants and head towards her incredible body. Once her lovely breasts were close enough, I could see freckles on the curves at the top. Her lips parted as she took hold of my belt. The fabric of my slacks was threatening to bust open. “Sadie. This is crazy. Are you sure about this?”

“Absolutely sure.” Her hand deftly undid the buckle, and then she reached and unhooked the clasp. As soon as she did, my cock almost sighed with relief at having more room. Her hand reached in, and I almost yelped when she slid past the waistband of my boxers and touched my bare cock. “Oh. Shit. Wow.”

I was about to say the same thing, but when her manicured fingers slid on my bare shaft, I gave a sharp gasp instead. There was a definite need to be quiet, but it was difficult when you had a gorgeous young woman’s hand on your bare erection. She unzipped my fly and then took my pants down, my cock flopping out of my pants.

“Holy shit. John. This is incredible.” Her eyes looked up into mine, and it was clear she wasn’t lying. When her hand returned to my shaft, it almost groaned with pleasure, fingers delicately circling my girth but unable to close. “It’s so big. Thick. Wow. I don’t even know if I can hold this.”

My ex-wife had often complained about how big I was, and it had actually been an impediment to our sex life. Especially towards the end, when she didn’t want to have sex at all. I hadn’t had a blowjob in years.

Now I had a gorgeous co-ed with my entire girthy shaft in her hand, talking about holding it. And she took it a step further as her hand ran up and down my shaft.

“Tell you what we’re going to do. I’ll suck your gorgeous big cock. And, you give me the internship. Paid.” Her hand squeezed my length, and I almost begged her to get started. The only hesitation was if anyone found out about how she’d gotten the position. “Deal?”

But considering the position she was currently in, I probably would have offered her a company car to keep going. “Deal.”

I’d never seen anything like a gorgeous co-ed dropping to her knees right in front of me except in porn. Her shiny eyes looked up at me as she leaned in, and feeling her breath on my cock made me gasp.

When her lips kissed the spongy head, my cock surged suddenly. It had been months since anyone had touched me at all, and nobody had ever kissed the head of my cock with obvious affection. “This is a gorgeous dick. I’m going to really enjoy this.” Kisses peppered my length. Her lips were soft and warm.

With those words, those cute button lips opened, and it was like she was trying to get her jaw to unhinge to accommodate my size. The glistening mouth slid over my head and instantly I felt a bolt of pleasure course through my entire body like I’d never felt before.

She sucked a couple of times and then gasped. “Holy shit. This is so big.” But then her mouth opened wider, and she sucked not only the head, but the first inch or two of my length. It was my turn to gasp at how good it felt. Her tongue tried to access my girth, but she couldn’t. Gasping, she relinquished the hold her mouth had. “My jaw is stretching so much.”

A hot tongue slid onto my head, around it, and then slid down one side of my shaft. I almost fell back into my desk, gasping. I had to be quiet, because alerting the office that my gorgeous interviewee was sucking my dick would have definitely gotten me fired. If the dick pic hadn’t already. Stuffing me back into her lips, she sucked again, this time moaning and making me vibrate with the intense sensation.

Looking down, her gorgeous blonde mane bobbed back and forth, and her head was positioned so that I could see her glossed lips moving up and down my shaft as she sucked. It was tight, wet and insanely hot, especially when she looked up at me and I could see the straining in her eyes because she was having a hard time with her mouth so stretched.

Because I hadn’t felt anything like it in a long time, my balls were straining to release everything. But it was as if she could sense it, and just as I was tightening up to explode, she slid her mouth off, gasping. “This cock is so amazing, John.” She kissed my shaft up and down, giving me lovely little ripples of delight, but then as soon as I managed to calm down a bit, her mouth opened again and she eased her sexy lips down my shaft.

The next time she came off, she looked up at me. “You can fuck my mouth. I love that. I want my mouth to be sore when we’re done.”

Jesus, just hearing that almost made me erupt. When she took me into her mouth again, I grabbed her gorgeous hair and, as she requested, fucked her mouth with little thrusts of my hips. Every time I pushed forward, she almost choked, and I stopped briefly. “Don’t stop.” She gasped. “It’s so fucking hot.”

Okay, then. The sensations were nothing I’d ever felt before. No woman had ever been so open to me with their oral pleasuring or felt so insanely good with her mouth wrapped around my girth. She was moaning softly in her throat, only stopping when my cock pushed deeper and cut off her breath. By the time she came off again, her eyes were watering, mascara running down her face.

It was making me throb. This young little vixen was purely about my pleasure, and she was genuinely enjoying my size, so much that she was smiling while gasping for breath.

Going the furthest down she could manage, several inches of my cock disappeared into her lips and the suction increased, hitting places I didn’t even know I had. I took a firm hold of her hair, feeling my balls tighten again, but this time there was no way I could stop.

“Oh my God…Sadie…I’m going to cum…” I gasped softly. Her mouth didn’t move, but it stopped as my balls contracted hard and my cock exploded into her sexy mouth. Thick ropes had to be filling her mouth, and she didn’t stop for a moment.

It was a load I’d been saving for quite some time, and to her credit, her throat flexed as she swallowed quickly, somehow managing to contain the tsunami of cum that I’d unleashed down her throat. The spurts felt like they were coming in waves, and my head spun with the intensity.

Once I was done and she’d licked off the last bead of white cream, she sighed and kissed the head of my cock. “Mmm…I knew it would taste good.” Looking up at me with her gorgeous blue eyes, it hit me I’d just gotten the best blowjob I’d ever had, and it was from a woman half my age who was definitely going to be working for my company.

“Sadie…you can’t say anything about this.” I begged. She just smiled as she stood up, wiping her mouth.

“Don’t worry, John. Your secret is safe with me. But I might want another sample of that another time. Once I pass my probation period. Assuming, of course, I have the position?”

Watching her slide her skirt back up and slip her sweater back over her head, it was insane to me that she was so casual about what she’d just done. Like her blowing me had never even happened.

“You have the position for sure.” I said, tucking myself back in and zipping myself up. “I’ll let HR know.”

“Yay!” she clapped her hands. “See? We both got something out of it. And…” her eyes drifted down. “…I’ve never seen a guy that big before, just so you know. It was amazing feeling it in my mouth.” Her hands clenched at her skirt. “Maybe another time I can feel it somewhere else?”

Hearing her say that made my cock stir, even though I’d been drained a minute before. Was this goddess really saying she wanted to have sex with me just because of my size? I knew it was a thing, especially based on the comments I’d read online, but I never suspected I’d meet a woman in real life who felt that way. “Let’s get you onboarded and then we’ll figure that out.”

“Perfect.” She stepped forward and took my hand, turning her cheek. “Kiss.”

Kissing her cheek felt soft, and smelling her perfume only made things stir even harder down below. As she smiled and flounced out, her skirt swirled, making me realize that the treasure she had below it might be something I could sample at a later time.

Walking through the cubicles again, it felt like everyone knew. A lot of looks and smiles as Sadie and I walked past, but there was no way anyone could know what happened.

The only thing I knew was that I was going to make sure she got the job. After all, having a chance to see her daily might mean the benefit plan at work got a lot stronger. If what she said was true, and she really wanted me because of my size, I’d just have to be careful that my job didn’t blow up in smoke.

Apparently, some women really liked what they’d seen. She wasn’t the only one. Just the only one I’d met in person.

Perhaps there were more.


CHAPTER FOUR

I was on cloud nine as I floated into the gym. Quickly changed and ready, I was definitely in the mood to push some serious weight around. As I approached the Personal Trainer desk, Daphne looked up and smiled at me. Every time she did, it took my breath away.

Her hair was shorter, with an elegant bob type cut that framed her cheeks. It was always impeccably styled, though. Because of the gym, she had to wear a uniform, but it was always a pair of black yoga pants, and those were tight enough on two muscular legs to make a lot of guys almost drop their weights if she was standing beside them.

And the tight shirt was always cut high on the arms, showing off biceps that had roundness and size, along with two gorgeous B cup breasts that defied all restraint keeping them in any type of sports bra. I’d seen her working out in just the bra before and the way her cleavage pushed together when she was squeezing her muscles was delectable.

Okay, it probably wasn’t a great idea to hire a trainer based on the fact you thought they were smoking hot, but I needed something to help motivate me, right? And being able to hang out with Daphne a couple of times a week while I worked out was worth it. Plus, she was dating one of the other trainers who was the size of a house, so I knew if I ever got inappropriate, he’d probably pop my head off like a dandelion.

“John, I have to say, always on time. And I can see that shirt is loose on you. You must have been a good boy with the diet this weekend.”

“I definitely was.” Plus, I’d already gotten in one unexpected cardio session that day. “And thanks. I’ve been trying.”

“It’s really making a difference. You’re filling out in all the right places but trimming down in others.” Daphne grinned. “Maybe we need to talk about stepping things up a bit.”

“Well, today I’m in the mood to push some serious weight around if you want?” I thought about Sadie and my cock stirred, and it was giving me a boost of testosterone. Seeing Daphne walk around from the desk in tight yoga pants also didn’t hurt. Eye candy didn’t even begin to describe her.

“Love it. Let’s head over to the power rack, then.” She led the way, and eyes turned in the gym when she walked by. I had a lovely view of a stunning butt in tight black pants, and even though I felt guilty taking a look because she was my trainer, it only fueled the hormone boost I’d gotten from my time with Sadie.

She checked her notes. “Okay, warmup with the bar. Want to shoot for 150 today? Your previous best is 145.”

“Let’s go heavier.” I eyed the bar, knowing that the amount of energy I was feeling I’d be able to rip through it. “Let’s go for 165.” Her eyebrows raised.

“You sure about that? I don’t want you complaining you can’t walk tomorrow.”

“Don’t worry. I won’t blame you.”

We warmed up, and then she loaded up the bar with what looked like an insane amount of weight. But once I got underneath it, my adrenaline was fueling me, and I managed to get four reps out of it.

“Damn, John. You had your Wheaties today!” Daphne laughed. “Great job!” I definitely had energy to spare. Being intimate with Sadie earlier was still on my mind, and it had also given me some confidence.

A woman half my age had happily satisfied herself with my massive dick. Maybe there were other women who felt the same way about well-endowed men. She wasn’t the only one.

The rest of the workout was mostly me grunting and her coaching, but by the time we were done, I was not only exhausted, but proud of myself. I was getting stronger for sure, and having Daphne beside me to inspire my lifts was the perfect incentive.

We walked back to the PT desk, and she gave me her usual high five. But there was something else I wanted to talk to her about.

“I was wondering if we could set a time to do that fashion consulting you told me about before? It’s time to update my wardrobe, and I need your expert opinion.”

Daphne had been trying to start a side hustle business for a while, doing fashion, and she definitely always seemed to have an impeccable eye for what worked. At least, on her own body. Every picture I saw on her social media looked amazing, and when I checked out a couple of videos of her talking about how men should dress, it all made sense.

The idea of dressing differently hadn’t crossed my mind much, but Pete was right. If I was going to start dating, maybe it was time to get some better clothes that fit properly.

“I’d love to! When are you free? We probably need a few hours to take you shopping, and I’ll send you a color chart as well so we can make sure everything looks amazing on you!” Her eyes almost sparkled with excitement, and the smile lit up her face.

“I’ll message you?” she nodded, and I could see she was genuinely excited. “And you have my email, so send me the color chart whenever you want.”

“Thanks, John! I’ll do that tonight!”

Once I was changed and headed home, I marveled at what a day it had been. Sadie in my office, Daphne helping me out with my wardrobe, and some new lifting records. I was barely going to be able to walk tomorrow, but it felt like a glow of confidence.

In a brief time, a lot of things had changed. And it couldn’t all be because I’d posted that picture of myself online.

Or could it? Doing something out of the norm had resulted, at least so far, in some pretty amazing events. Maybe it had been a good idea after all.

Making dinner, I found myself actually humming while listening to music. I hadn’t checked my Reddit in a while, but it didn’t matter anymore. What was out there was out there, and I wasn’t going to be able to change it. All I could do was enjoy whatever ride began to happen.

I heard my phone ding, and when I checked the text, my eyebrows raised. Anna? My ex-wife’s best friend. She had never reached out before.

The message was friendly enough. Hey, John. Hope you remember me!

No sense in not responding. Of course I do! Great to hear from you. Truly, it was.

Most of Tanya’s friends had completely ghosted me after our relationship ended, and Anna was no exception. I understood, because it was a loyalty thing. But seeing her name flash up on my texts made me wonder what she wanted.

Maybe it was to find out what I’d been up to so she could report back to Tanya. Which meant, maybe if I was in a good place, that Tanya wanted to talk.

But did I even want that? After everything that had happened that day so far, it was something out of a man’s fantasy world and I’d gotten some sexual relief I definitely needed. Wondering about Tanya had me too curious to pass up any sort of contact.

Wondering if you’re free for a drink later this week? It would be good to catch up.

There it was. Hmm. I thought for a moment, but Anna was always nice to me, and there was no downside at all to it. After all, getting out of my comfort zone was a good idea, right? Celina had done a great job bringing me down from my anxious thoughts.

Friday night I’m all yours. How about Trios? It’s been open for a while.

That sounds great. 8pm okay? It was followed by a smiley face.

I didn’t know how to speak emoji, so I kept it simple. See you then!

Anna and I going out for a drink? It felt slightly weird. What could be the motive behind it? There was only one way to find out.

The rest of my week passed fairly quickly, and I was happy to hear through HR that my recommendation for Sadie had been taken and she was now in the hiring process. Having her in the office all the time might have been a temptation I couldn’t resist, but I was planning on crossing that bridge when I came to it.

I could be professional, right? Even if I’d experienced carnal knowledge of a new employee, with the promise for more. Of course I could.

But my thoughts drifted often to my meeting with Anna. I checked out her social media a couple of times because we were still friends on Facebook. Seeing pictures of her with Tanya recently brought a pang of emotion as well. I didn’t know what to expect, but at the very least I’d probably get an update on my ex and get to know Anna a bit better as a single man.

After all, she was single too. And she’d always been a decent catch, her relationships had just never worked out for some reason.

When I walked into Trios, it was a pretty typical wine bar, and unlike the place I’d been with Pete, there was a proper bartender and no scantily clad servers. Good thing I’d wore a decent shirt, although it was my only one. Hopefully Daphne would be taking care of that soon, because our shopping trip was planned for Sunday.

I got there first and took a table so I could see the door. Anna was on time, and when she opened the door and walked in, I had to admit my body reacted. It was impossible not to when I saw what she was dressed like.

Anna had always been pretty damned attractive, but with the form fitting dress she was wearing and her hair styled, she looked absolutely gorgeous. Men’s heads turned as she walked past their tables, a couple of them even getting dirty looks from their partners.

Okay, so she was dressed to kill. What was the reason? Trying to tease me a bit so that when we talked about Tanya it would make me frustrated? She’d never been that type of woman before. In fact, she’d always been up front about everything, even messaging me after we split and telling me she didn’t hold anything against me.

Seeing her in that dress, it made me want to hold something against her. Namely, my entire body. She looked incredible as she nodded and slipped into the chair across the table. “Hey, John. I’m glad you decided to meet me.”

“No problem. And wow, you look amazing, Anna.”

She smiled, and it was genuine. “Thank you.” We ordered a couple of drinks, and I was waiting for her to start the conversation, but she seemed to be quite nervous. There was no need to be, or at least that’s what I thought. It was a bit weird, being out for drinks with your best friend’s ex-husband.

It was all small talk, for the most part. Like a massive elephant was hovering over our table, and I assumed that elephant was my ex-wife. I finally decided to confront it, because I was dying to know. “So…how’s Tanya doing? I haven’t spoken to her in a long time.”

Anna grimaced a bit. “Okay, I guess. She got a new job she’s really enjoying.”

“Oh. That’s good.” It instantly felt fake saying it, and Anna could tell. She chuckled to herself.

“You know, it’s okay to not talk about Tanya when we’re together.”

“I guess…I have to admit, this is a bit strange. I mean, it’s been months since we’ve spoken, and now we’re sitting here over drinks and you look like you stepped out of a modeling shoot.”

“Why, thank you. I really like this dress.” She smiled. Okay, that was a bit more friendly. “And I’m glad you like it too.”

“On you, it looks amazing.” I took a deep breath. “I always enjoying having you around.”

“A compliment? Wow, that’s pretty bold, John.” Anna laughed. “But…”

I waited. It was hopefully the moment where she was going to tell me what was really going on.

“There was an ulterior motive in asking you for a drink.” She paused. “God, this feels so weird.”

“I’m all ears.” With the way she looked, I was more than happy to be hanging out with her again. Plus, if we had a good time, it would probably get back to Tanya, and that would be entirely too satisfying. “What’s on your mind?”

Her face flushed and she looked away. “I, uh…oh, this is so weird. I saw your picture. The one you posted with your…” she waved at my crotch.

My blood went cold. Crap. But wait, if she was there to condemn me or make fun of me, she wouldn’t be dressed like a bombshell, and she certainly wouldn’t have invited me for a drink. That would have been easy to do another way.

Thinking about what Celina told me, I took a deep breath. It would be weird if this was bad, and I hadn’t done anything wrong. “Okay. So why are we here?”

She grabbed her glass and took another gulp. “Well. This is so crazy. But I never knew how…hot…you were before. I mean, I guess I never really saw you that way.”

Hot? That was new. “What way is that?”

Anna took a deep breath. “Sexually. Like, I haven’t been able to get your…you off my mind. Ever since I saw…it.”

Bingo. “I guess you never knew about that part of me before?”

“I mean, Tanya always told me how hung you were. But when I saw it was real, something happened inside me. I don’t know. I’ve never been with a man who’s so big, and I’ve always fantasized about it.” Her face was blushing bright red. “This is so silly. But I’ve always been a bit of a size queen. Like, I really love guys with big dicks. They’re so rare.”

She leaned forward and her dress threatened to fall open. Her breasts had always been totally legendary to me, because they were several cup sizes larger than my ex. “I have fantasies. I even have a dildo that’s huge, because I love feeling it stretch me out. I’ve just never felt the real thing before.”

“And…so what are you saying?” I had to confirm it, because just like with Sadie, my mind had already lost all ability to function. Was Anna really saying what I thought she was?

“I’m saying that I want you. Well, one part of you, anyway.” Her eyes drifted down. “And I mean, you’re a really hot guy in the first place. I just never would have made a move because of Tanya. But I just can’t resist after seeing your picture.”

Because of what we were talking about, my trousers were already tight. When I was with Tanya, Anna was kind of the forbidden fruit. The woman I’d check out all the time, especially when she was in a bathing suit, because her tits were legendary. Totally natural and massive.

I knew exactly what I had to do. Strike while the iron was hot, and also because I knew that if I waited much longer, I’d make a spectacle walking out of the bar because I’d be walking funny with a big tent in my pants. “Okay, then. Let’s get the bill and get the hell out of here. Somewhere we can be alone. Sound good?”

“I was hoping you might say that.” She smiled.

I waved at the bartender and tapped my card quickly. Anna didn’t resist as I took her hand and led her out of the restaurant. We walked quickly towards our respective cars. “Why don’t you follow me?” I offered.

“Why don’t I ride with you?” she said.

Even better.

I opened the passenger door and took her hand, guiding her into my car. My heart was beating like a drum, almost not believing that my ex-wife’s gorgeous best friend was about to come back to my place with some obvious implications.

Walking around the car, I slid into the driver’s seat and saw that she’d already unbuttoned a couple of buttons on the front of her dress. Her sexy big tits were cupped in a lacy bra that pushed them together, delicious cleavage being the immediate result.

Taking a good long look, she fingered the edge of her top. “Like what you see? I always noticed you staring at these when I was around.”

What did a guy say to that? “I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable.”

“I didn’t say it made me feel uncomfortable.” She sighed. “In fact, seeing you looking at them now is making me kind of horny. Maybe you should drive. Quickly.” Her legs spread a bit, and my eyes dropped to a flash of material between them.

I’d never peeled out of a parking lot before, but my tires laid some serious rubber as I gunned the engine of my sedan, making heads turn as we whipped by pedestrians.

Of course, as soon as we hit the main highway, brake lights emerged quickly in the distance. I had to slow down, and there was no way to get off and avoid it.

“Oh, no. This might take a bit.” I was drumming my fingers on the steering wheel. Crap. Just when I didn’t need traffic, of course there had to be some kind of accident. “Looks like an accident up ahead.”

“Hmm…” Anna smiled. “Head gives me an idea. And I don’t think I want to wait to see what you have to offer in the flesh.” Her hand slid across the console, and she cupped my bulge. The touch made me thicken even faster, and suddenly all my blood was being flushed between my legs.

Fingers squeezed me, and then her hands were unbuckling my belt as the car slowed right down. I looked around, and there were cars right beside us, but Anna didn’t care. Like with Sadie in my office, she was about to take control of things, and I wasn’t about to stop her.

But unlike Sadie, she didn’t take her time. My cock was thick and hard, and as soon as it was out Anna stuffed it straight into her mouth, moaning low in her throat. No words, just instantly sealing her wet mouth around my length and sucking like she was possessed.

Her head was bobbing up and down, the slick wetness making me gasp as I tried to navigate a lane change. If anyone looked inside the vehicle, they would have seen Anna’s gorgeous hair plunging up and down, and her moans of delight were echoing in the small space over the light music from the radio. “Mmm…mmm…mmm…”

I couldn’t take the intense suction and the way she was licking my shaft whenever she came up for air. We were also steadily creeping towards a couple of police officers directing traffic with flares, and they were taking a good solid look into every car that went by. “Uh…fuck…Anna…there’s…”

Even patting her on the head didn’t make her stop. In fact, all she did was start sucking harder. “Oh, shit…Anna…I’m going to cum if you keep going!” I gasped. It didn’t make a difference. She was obviously planning on draining me, and if I didn’t cum pretty quick, I was about to blast a bunch of throat yogurt into her mouth right in front of a police officer.

Was that even illegal? I guessed it would fall under the heading of distracted driving.

But as my cock swelled, she just held onto the seat, and I felt her throat open. My gasp was loud enough to be heard through the window, and my hips bucked up into her face, but she didn’t even pause as my cock exploded, shooting thick ropes of my cum down her throat.

“Oh, SHIT!” I gasped, feeling multiple pulses of cum and Anna’s mouth moving as she swallowed desperately. We were only feet away from the first police officer, and she quickly lifted her head, licking her lips and sliding back into her seat just in time. She’d made me cum in her mouth in about three minutes.

So stunned by what had just happened, I could only lift my hand as the police officer looked through the window. They didn’t stop us, but it took a moment to drive through the blockage and start increasing speed again. Anna curled up next to me as my cock softened slightly, her hands dancing over my length and keeping me semi-hard. “That was really fun. I hope you liked it.”

“I loved it.” I said, finally able to smile at her. “Never had it happen before.”

“I have a feeling we’re going to get a lot of firsts off your bucket list.” She said. “But right now, I want you to get me somewhere you can get that gigantic cock inside me, because I’m so wet I’m almost sliding off this seat.” She took my hand. “Feel.”

When my hand moved between her legs, I felt heat first, and then panties, but the material was like she’d been in a swimming pool. Rubbing lightly, she moaned into my ear. “Just make sure I get all of that nice, big dick in there stretching my pussy. I’m so horny right now I almost want to finger myself in the car.”

“Allow me.” I said, letting my fingers brush past the edges of her panties, and as soon as they touched her bare pussy, I felt how slick and hot it was. She gasped as two digits easily slid inside her and her hips pushed up against my hand.

I was finger fucking her while my cock was exposed on the highway, and I almost missed my exit.

“Fuuuuck…how much further to your place?” she moaned.

“Not far. But I need two hands on the wheel to get us there faster.” I pulled my fingers out of her, but quickly accelerated more, blowing through a couple of stop signs where there was no other traffic. Praying for no roving police officers, I managed to make it to my building. Before I got out of the car, I quickly stuffed my length back into my pants, hoping no security cameras could see. We virtually ran to the front door together.

As soon as we were in the elevator, she eyed me hungrily and I took that as an invitation. I didn’t even care that she’d swallowed my load only minutes before, kissing her hard and pushing her back against the mirrored wall. Her leg came up, and she moaned into my mouth, giving me as much as I was giving her as my hands happily roamed across the dress I’d been dying to rip off her all evening long.

She hissed into my ear. “I want that big dick to fuck me so hard, John. I want a sore pussy full of cum. You can do anything you want to me.”

I had no idea she was such a sex kitten, but I was damned sure going to reap the rewards. As soon as the elevator door opened, I pulled her towards my door, unlocking it as fast as possible. Once we were inside, I couldn’t control myself. The door slammed, and then I slammed her up against it, kissing her again and plunging my hands into her hair.

My length was rock hard again, and when she started to grind her mound into me, I knew I wanted to get her naked as fast as possible. We were beyond any type of seduction. This was pure lust, and all I had to do was make sure I didn’t tear her dress. “Bedroom?”

“Too far.” She moaned. “Living room.” I smiled and pulled her towards my meager couch, but the décor didn’t seem to matter in the slightest. What mattered was pulling her on top of me, her hips settling down on my lap as we started to kiss passionately again. I took hold of her dress, and she raised her arms, allowing me to slip it over her head.

As I suspected, the lingerie underneath was lacy and sexy as hell, but she quickly unhooked her bra and the lovely tits I’d admired many times popped into view. They were big and full, and her nipples were lovely little round peaks that begged to be sucked. Which is exactly what I did.

“Oh, fuck. I’m fucking soaked. I need that dick inside me.” She moaned. “Take it out again. And I hope you know I’m going to fuck you all night.”

I let her stand up, quickly undoing my belt and unzipping, then just as quickly my pants were around my ankles. Her panties came down, and I almost drooled at the lovely bushy slit that appeared. My thick length jutted straight up, and as Anna eyed it hungrily, she straddled me again.

As she put me against her entrance, I felt nothing but wet heat as my head rubbed back and forth. It was a good thing she’d already drained me in the car, because if she hadn’t, I might have blown prematurely. As it was, she was the first woman I was going to be inside since Tanya, and I couldn’t wait.

Sinking down, she let out a long shuddering sigh. “Mmmmmmmm…holy shit, that’s fucking big.” A few inches pushed into the tightest tunnel I’d ever felt, and I was coated with juices right away, but she paused, taking a deep breath. “It feels so fucking goooooodddd…”

Kissing her chest, I let her enjoy easing down my length, my eyes almost rolling back into my head every time she moved. The sensation was like a tight, warm cloth sliding down my shaft, teasing my length but gripping at the same time. “Fuuuuucccckkk…” she moaned again, lifting up and easing a couple of more inches in. “You’re going to fucking ruin my pussy, John. I’ve never felt anything like you.”

“Keep going.” I encouraged her. “Take it all.” It was like somebody else was saying the words, but the thrill and rush of seeing her sexy body moving, her hips writhing to take more of my inches inside, along with the way her pussy was coating my dick, was driving me wild. I felt like steel as she continued her relentless movement, finally sinking all the way down with a shuddering moan.

“Jeeeesssssuussss…oh my God, it feels so fucking BIG!”

Her mouth met mine as she ground her hips, and her tongue slid against mine as she continued to moan and move on top of me.

It was difficult to even think with how good she felt wrapped around me. Our bodies started to move as we both moaned and she bounced on my lap, her sexy, firm ass slapping on my thighs. There was no need to change positions at all, especially because I knew it was only the first time of what was definitely going to be more than one round.

Anna was moaning things in my ear I’d never heard before. “So fucking good. Fuck me, John. Make me cum with that massive big dick. Make my pussy stretch!”

Dirty talk was something I’d never heard before, and it was only making it even more intense to hear how much she was enjoying fucking me.

Her sexy breasts were smothering my face, and it was making me crazy as her thick body bounced on top of me. I kissed and licked at them, tasting the sweat on her gorgeous skin as she gasped with every movement. “Fuck…fuck…so fucking BIG…you’re filling me up so good, baby!”

Baby? I hadn’t been called that for quite some time, but I didn’t care.

“I think…I think I’m going to cum…holy shit…” she gasped. “Just like that. Don’t stop fucking me!”

I wasn’t about to. But when her pussy started to pulse around my length, I could only clench at the couch cushions to try to stop my dick from exploding inside her. She let out a loud wail, and suddenly my dick was coated with wet heat as her sexy body shuddered on top of me. “OOOOOHHHHHHHH!”

There was no way I could hold on. “Anna…fuck…I’m going to cum…” I didn’t know if she wanted me to cum inside her, but unless she got off me, it was inevitable.

“I want your cum in my pussy, baby. Give me all your cum!” Anna gasped. She began to push back into me, and then when her hips started to move up and down at the same time, it was like a hand had grabbed me by the cock head and was teasing it, making me rocket towards my second orgasm of the evening.

“OOOOHHHHH! FUUUUUUUCCCCCKKK!” I bellowed, gripping her sexy ass and letting my cock push deep into her. My cock jetted a load of cream into her tight tunnel that rivaled the one from before. Except this time, it wasn’t getting swallowed, it was being blasted into her tight pussy.

Panting on top of me, she curled into my neck and let me finish draining myself into her pussy. A sigh came from her as her lips kissed my neck. “Goddamn, John. That was so fucking amazing. I hate to tell you, but I’m going to want you to fuck me a lot from now on.”

“I somehow don’t imagine that will be a problem.” I laughed underneath her.

As soon as our lips met again and we started kissing with passion, her sexy breasts pressing against my chest, it was like we went from just fucking to something different.

I couldn’t get enough of her. My ex-wife’s best friend had suddenly become my lover, and not just a lover, but a horny woman who wanted every inch of me inside her as much as possible.

Sliding herself down, her breasts rubbed against my cock and had no trouble coaxing it back to life for a third round, which we did in the bedroom while she screamed out my name. Her ass was just as incredible as I thought it would be from behind, and when my cock finally gave her a third load of my cum, I had to take a break.

Lying in bed with her, we both laughed together. It was free and natural and felt actually pretty damned good. By the time she decided she needed to go home, there was a connection with her I’d never even suspected. And it wasn’t just about the sex, although she made me promise that I’d see her again soon. That was a promise I was more than happy to keep.

Another encounter I hadn’t expected. And one that added a second lovely woman to my sex life, thanks to my massive dick.

Damn, I should have posted it sooner.


CHAPTER FIVE

After what had taken place with Anna the other night, I was still on cloud nine. We’d been messaging frequently since, trying to find time to set up another date. She promised we would do something fun this time before she jumped my bones. I couldn’t imagine the steam coming out of my ex-wife’s ears if I started dating her best friend, but at that point, I didn’t really care.

The day was going to be a lot of fun, because it was the day I was meeting Daphne to go over my wardrobe and take me shopping. After my date with Anna, it had become glaringly obvious that I needed more than one shirt to go out in. Plus, my pants were basically boring work stuff, and I barely had any casual stuff.

Like most guys, shopping wasn’t exactly high on my agenda. But shopping with a beautiful woman made it much more appealing, especially because I knew she was an expert. Plus, she would give me feedback about what looked good without worrying about hurting my feelings. We had that kind of relationship in the gym, so there was no reason to think it wouldn’t extend outside into the world of clothing choices.

I put on my usual jeans and t-shirt causal combination, although I did try to style my hair a bit. Even though I knew nothing would happen with Daphne, especially because she had a boyfriend, I didn’t want her to be embarrassed walking around with me.

She’d texted me an address to pick her up that wasn’t far from the gym, so it was easy to find. When she walked out of her condo building, it was strange to see her in something other than gym attire, but she looked incredible.

A lovely short yellow summer dress hugged her body, the color sparkling in the sunlight. Her hair was down instead of in her usual ponytail, framing her gorgeous face, and with makeup on, she looked completely different. Like a model had stepped out of the building and was approaching my car on chunky heels.

I quickly got out and opened her door with a smile. “Good morning.”

“Such a gentleman.” She said, smiling. Damn, she looked amazing. When she slid into my passenger seat, a flash of legs made things tighten down below quickly. I even smelled a bit of vanilla, which didn’t help matters.

“Okay, off to the mall.” We pulled away from the building and headed towards the large mall not too far away. The plan she’d suggested was to hit a few stores and check my sizing, then look for proper outfits and any other things I might want.

Daphne was quiet, but we still managed to chat a bit about the gym. “I hope it isn’t too weird doing this outside of your usual work.”

“No, I love this!” she reassured me. “I’m hoping someday to get into fashion properly, so if I ever want a testimonial, I hope I can get one. Pretty sure there’s a market for guys like who just want to spruce their wardrobe up.” I instantly thought of Pete and what he would need to dress better and laughed to myself. Although if he saw Daphne dressed like she was, he’d probably buy out the whole mall just to try to impress her.

“Is your boyfriend okay with you hanging out with me outside of the gym? I don’t want to step on anyone’s toes. And his toes are pretty big.” I joked.

Her eyes turned away quickly. “He’s uh…not my boyfriend anymore.”

“Oh, crap. What? Did something happen?” I couldn’t imagine any guy would be dumb enough to break up with her. But now I knew why she was being quieter.

“Yeah, I caught him with another girl. Sexting, they even went on a date. He tried to deny it, but I had all the messages. So, I dumped him. It just happened a few days ago.”

“Jesus, what an idiot.” I said, “I’m so sorry. Anything I can do to help?”

She flushed a bit. “You’re sweet. But no. I’m just moving on. That asshole doesn’t know what he just lost.”

“Nope. And if he could see you in that dress, he’d know what a moron he is.”

Did that really come out of my mouth? It was flirting to be sure, and I immediately wondered if I should take it back. “Sorry. We’re here to shop.”

She didn’t reply, just looking straight ahead, so I gunned the engine, and we quickly arrived at the mall. The plan she’d outlined was to find my style based on the color scheme that fit my skin tone and build and then get a couple of pieces together that I could wear on dates when I wanted to.

Her suggestions of colors were a bit different from what I would have normally picked, but I was open-minded and ready to give anything a shot.

“Are there any stores that you think kind of fit your style?” she asked after we parked and entered the big bustling structure. “And please don’t say Eddie Bauer.”

“Ed-” Crap. “Um…not really? I get jeans at The Gap, usually? Or Wal-Mart.”

She laughed and took my arm, linking her muscular one through mine. “Oh, my. We have such delights to show you.”

“Did you just quote Hellraiser to me?” I laughed. “That’s one of my favorite scary movies ever.”

“I love it! And I love a good scary movie, too.” She nodded, leading me towards a store that looked far fancier than anything I’d ever been inside. “Let’s start here. One size at one store can differ from another. And we’re not going the cheap route today, just so you know.”

Allowing her to lead me was part of the idea, and having a gorgeous young woman on my arm was a wonderful way to spend the day. “Totally fine with me. I trust you.”

At that, she batted her eyes, and I almost melted, wanting to just hold her hand. Her arm would have to do. We walked into the first store and I tried to resist the urge to check price tags. “What types of things did you want to try on today?”

“I guess clothes I could wear on a date. Decent stuff, but some of it casual as well?”

She headed towards a rack of shirts with collars, which were wholly unfamiliar to me outside of work stuff. A lot of them had colorful patterns on them. “Okay. We’ll try a medium and a large and figure out which one shows you best. We want decent fit first.”

Before I knew it, I had a pile of clothing in my hands and was herded towards a changing room. Putting the first combination on, the pants were tight, but I didn’t know if that was supposed to be the case. Another problem was, after seeing Daphne in her cute dress, my little head was starting to get excited a bit, and the tight pants rubbing against me didn’t help.

Shit. I had an obvious erection. Taking a deep breath, I just hoped she wouldn’t notice and stepped out. Daphne was standing in the area with mirrors. “Okay. What do you think?”

“Mmm. Way too tight down below.” Her eyes dropped, and I instantly felt eyes staring straight at my package. But the look stayed, and suddenly I saw her lips part and her eyebrows twitch. What was that?

“Um. Try on the next one. Bigger pant size.” She turned away quickly, and I hustled back into the change room.

When I emerged this time, the pants fit a lot better, and the shirt wasn’t my normal style, but she smiled instantly. “That looks great! How does it feel?” Walking towards me, she smoothed her hands down the shirt and having her so close, I felt my loins aching to point towards her like a dowsing rod. Turning me to face the mirror, she also ran her hands along the beltline, almost making me squeak with the closeness to my nether regions. “See, the fit is way better. This looks fantastic on you.”

“Thanks. I guess this is a keeper?”

“Definitely.” She smiled at me, her gorgeous lips only about a foot from mine. If I’d stepped forward, my throbbing bulge would have almost impaled her dress. “I hope you feel good in it, because you look really good.”

“Really?” I was blushing fully at the compliment. “Okay, gorgeous woman telling me I look good. That’s enough for me.”

I was flirting. And not only flirting, but she’d definitely checked out my bulge in the tighter pants. Maybe today was going to lead towards something more intimate.

Once we had that outfit purchased, we moved on to the next store, which was more casual. Again, there was a selection of clothing, but Daphne also picked up a couple of bathing suits. “You need something stylish for outdoors stuff, right? Might as well cover that as well.”

The problem was, the bathing suits she picked were styled like in Europe. Much tighter than the traditional ones I was used to. And as soon as I put one on, I knew there was no way I could even step out of the room. My length was completely outlined in the suit. “Um…I don’t really know about this style?” I called.

“Come out and show me!” she called, “I’ll be the judge of that.”

Another deep breath was needed. Walking out past the curtain, I felt completely exposed. Daphne’s eyes went straight to my crotch. Fuck. It was like I was smuggling a big sausage in my shorts, and having her staring at me didn’t help matters any. Like being in grade school with a boner in front of the hot teacher.

“I think it fits great. You can really tell your workouts are paying off. What’s the problem?” her eyes kept staring at my clearly outlined length, and I had to turn away, because it was only getting worse the more she looked at me.

“No problem. As long as you like it.” I finally said. “A beautiful woman is the best judge.”

“You’re so sweet, John.” She smiled. “Nobody ever calls me beautiful.”

“Are you kidding? You’re gorgeous.” I was trying not to be obvious that I was crushing on her, but it was impossible. Plus, I was standing there with a full erection barely contained by a tight piece of material. It was obvious how hot I thought she was. “Sorry. I’m being dumb.”

“It’s not dumb, John. I appreciate it.” When she stepped closer again, my cock literally flexed in the tight trunks I was wearing. Her hands moved forward, and I almost thought she was going to touch me, which would have made me scream like a little girl. It even made me take a step backwards.

“Um. Okay, let’s get this and then move on. One more stop is all I think I need?”

“No problem. I know just the place.” She smiled. Her eyes darted down again and then she finally let me disappear back into the change room. When I eased the tight trunks off my dick, I almost breathed a sigh of relief. Even if she’d noticed my erection, she hadn’t said anything. It took me a moment to get dressed and pay for the clothes.

“You’re going to look so good when we’re done.” Daphne smiled. Linking her arm in mine, we walked through the mall, almost making me think we looked like a couple, even though she was totally out of my league. “And I think you’ll really like this next place.”

It was another store with really nice clothing, more opulent than the others. Checking price tags, I gulped because it was definitely going to stretch my budget. But I trusted Daphne.

“You sure about this?”

“Totally sure. You need some stuff that will really show off your physique. So I’m going to ask you to get out of your comfort zone a bit.” She pulled a pair of pants out that were straight legged and felt like they might be a bit tight again. “This style is really hot right now.”

We piled on some other things and she led me into the back area. It was more secluded, and the change rooms were real rooms with doors, although small like the other places. “Okay, head inside and try on the pants first.” Daphne said.

Right before she let me walk inside, she leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. I was surprised, but gave her a broad smile. “Thanks. I couldn’t have done this without you.”

“I’m just happy to see you so confident.” She said, her gorgeous eyes meeting mine. It almost felt like I could kiss her lips when she parted them, but that would definitely be stepping way over a line. I headed into the change room and closed the door.

Taking a deep breath, I took my shirt off. Not bad, to be honest. All the working out actually had paid off in spades, and I was finally happy in my own skin. Especially now that I was getting lots of attention from women. Having a decent wardrobe was just going to seal the deal.

Daphne slipped into the change room quietly, startling me. I quickly looked behind her to see if the clerks saw her as she closed the door. “Don’t worry. They won’t even know. I just wanted to get a good look at how the clothes fit.” It wasn’t a big space, and she was only a few feet away from me taking my clothes off.

“Um…okay.” I undid my pants, facing away from her. The key problem was that there was something stretching out my boxer briefs, just like the bathing suit had stretched in the other change room. Except in this one, we were alone in a tiny space.

“We really need to get you some new underwear as well. I’ll be right back.” She opened the door and was gone, and I breathed a sigh of relief. It was hard enough shopping with a gorgeous woman, but changing in front of her wasn’t something my little head could process, and my erection didn’t seem to want to go anywhere. Even though I was begging it to, it just got in the way as I slid the pair of pants on and did them up.

Damn. The pants actually fit properly. And, they looked fantastic. The cut made me look streamlined, and the crotch area was roomy enough to fit everything properly, even though I was somewhat aroused from being so close to Daphne.

The door opened again, and Daphne snuck back into the room. Taking one look at me, she almost squealed with delight. “Oh! Those look SO good on you! I knew it.”

I turned and even looked at my formerly non-existent butt, which suddenly had some shape to it. “Have to admit, I’m impressed.”

She held up a package of boxer briefs. “These are cut nicely. You should try them on with those pants.” Ripping open the package, she pulled out a pair. “Here, take the pants off and put these on underneath.”

Standing there with the shorts in her hands, I was slightly dumbfounded. “Uh…okay. Shouldn’t you leave, though?”

“Why?” she asked innocently. “Oh, come on. I need to see how everything fits.”

The dress she was wearing suddenly seemed extra small, and even though we knew each other really well from the gym, this was a whole different level. Much more intimate. And that didn’t help my cock, which was already happy to have a mind of its own and throbbing under my new pants.

She still wasn’t moving. Okay then, if that was how she wanted to play it. I unzipped the pants and slid them down, and her eyes immediately darted to my already stretched briefs. There was an instinct to hide myself, but then I suddenly realized that if she wanted to, she could have left.

So maybe, just maybe, there was a chance something was happening that meant more than her just consulting my wardrobe. After all, there had been some pretty interesting flirting going on. And all day, she’d been behaving like a date, not just somebody I hired.

Taking a deep breath, I thought about all the times I’d seen her in tight yoga pants and shorts, and how much I’d fantasized about her gorgeous ass and flat stomach. My dick got even thicker and longer. If I was going to expose myself to her, it might as well be at full mast, right?

I took down my underwear and let myself pop out entirely. No shame, she’d asked for it. Right? And even though I suspected she might, Daphne didn’t turn away. Instead, she took a good, solid look. “Oh. My. Wow.” The length almost touched her across the small space. If she just reached out a hand, it would be easy to touch.

There was no way I was going to ignore the fact I was rock hard in front of her. “I kind of wasn’t expecting this, and I don’t know if I should apologize. But I figured maybe you’d want to know how you make me feel.” I said.

“Is that even…real? Holy shit.” She said, and when she bit her lip, it made me twitch down below. She giggled as soon as I did. “Okay. Yes, it’s real. John, you’re hung like…a fucking horse?”

“So I’ve been told.” It was odd to me we were standing in the small space talking about my cock, but it was definitely the element in the room that I wanted attention for. “Apparently it’s made the rounds on the internet and I’m a bit of an anomaly.”

“It’s…Jesus.” She laughed under her breath. “Okay though, why don’t you put the underwear on already. That’s…” her words cut off, and I saw her bite her lip.

The spell was broken. Okay, all she wanted to do was to see me trying stuff on. Fair enough. I took the underwear and slipped them up my legs, but the problem was my long cock wasn’t covered my them. No matter which way I positioned them, part of my dick was sticking out. Either up above the waistband, or through one side. “I guess they don’t fit. You can see why I wear looser underwear.”

“Yeah. I definitely can.” Daphne stepped forward. “Maybe if I make an adjustment?”

What did that mean? But before I could even ask, she slid her hand onto the front of the tight material. The fingertip grazed my cock head and made me gasp in surprise. “Sorry. Hard to navigate around that.”

“Don’t apologize. It’s part of the job, right?” I said. My body was shaking, but the fact Daphne was touching my erect penis was insane to think about. She was close enough that I could reach out and touch her, and like it was possessed, my hand crept forward and slid onto her waist. “In fact, it feels really good.”

She looked down again, and now she was so close that there was barely a couple of inches between us. “Maybe there’s a better way to adjust this.”

Without warning, her hand sneaked inside my underwear, and suddenly her fingers wrapped around my girth. I almost gasped loudly, except that I realized where we were. Even though one of the hottest women I knew had her hand wrapped around my length, I had to be quiet about it.

Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Yes, I think we can definitely take care of this.” The fingers slid up my length and teased the head, then skimmed lightly back down. My balls contracted, my entire body tense with need at her touch. I leaned forward, and took a liberty, letting my breath hit her neck, then my lips.

Instead of recoiling in horror, she sighed and tightened her grip. Her lovely lips turned to face me, and I was quickly kissing my lovely personal trainer. With passion, to boot. Her tongue pressed against my mouth, and I happily let it in.

The hand on her waist was moving as we started to kiss intensely. I moved it down her hip and when it slid across the curve of her ass, she virtually melted into me, pressing her body against mine.

Finally, we broke the kiss. She looked at me as if she was breathless. “This is so naughty.” But her hand didn’t move. “It’s turning me on. And this is a very big dick, John.”

“I think you can see you’re having the same effect on me.” She looked down, and I quickly took a moment to slip the underwear off my cock, finally allowing it to bob freely.

“Oh, fuck…it’s huge.” Daphne locked lips with me again, and now her hand took a firm hold of at least half of my shaft, stroking it. I cupped her ass cheek and squeezed it the same way, enjoying how firm and incredibly round it felt. Seeing it was one thing, but touching it was something I’d fantasized about constantly.

“It’s getting pretty warm in here, and I don’t have any clothes on.” I somehow couldn’t find the courage to ask her to take her dress off. Turns out I didn’t need to.

“Okay, we’re doing this.” Her hands went to the hem of her summer dress, and she lifted it over her incredible body, revealing a lovely white bra and panty set. The cups of her bra were full, and her body was toned, with skin that glowed in the bright light above us. Now that her dress was gone, my hand could grab her bare ass, and I felt my cock flex between us.

Her lips found mine again, and she pushed me towards the wall opposite to the bench where my clothes lay. Suddenly sitting down in front of me, her hand tugged my cock forward, and I couldn’t stifle a gasp as her mouth slid onto my dick. The sensation sent shockwaves through my body, and as soon as she had my head in her lips, she sucked hard and moaned in her throat. My entire being vibrated, having to clutch onto the walls. “Fuck!”

The lovely Daphne was not only mostly naked but blowing me like nobody ever had before. She came off and moaned. “It’s stretching my mouth. Holy shit, I don’t think I can take it all.”

But damn, did she ever try. Stuffing my cock back into her lips, she got a few inches deeper, and her tongue was hot and wet against me as she began to suck again, my eyes almost rolling back in my head at how insanely good it felt. There were no words to describe how her mouth felt besides heavenly.

And she was enjoying herself. Every time her mouth left me, she’d look up, smiling and start licking my head and shaft, purring like a cat with some delicious milk. And milk was what I was rapidly going to be filling her mouth with if she just kept up what she was doing.

Giving me a couple of strokes, she stood up and kissed me hard. “Ready, John? Sit down. I want to feel that monster inside me. I’m fucking dying to feel it.”

As if I was going to say no. Switching places, I sat on the bench and Daphne quickly undid her bra, her lovely full tits popping free. They were capped with quarter sized nipples, pink and perfect. I didn’t know what she had planned, but I quickly tugged her onto my lap and took a sample of her incredible tits. Slipping one into my mouth, I gently sucked and felt her hand running through my hair.

“God, yes. Holy shit, this is crazy. But I can’t wait to fuck you.”

Pushing my mouth away, she stood up again and turned away, grabbing her panties to one side and bending over. I’d rarely seen a pussy so gorgeous, even though I’d seen my share lately. Her lips were slick already, perfect, full and open. The tiny little asshole winked above her slit as she backed herself up and then sat down on my lap.

My cock was jutting straight up, and she sat down on it, and her pussy felt like silk settling down, even though it was making my entire body do backflips with how tight she was. I’d never felt anything so amazing as she eased herself inch by inch down my length. A fist was shoved into her mouth to stifle her moans, but even then she mewled around it.

The view was perfect. It was her gorgeous ass cheeks sucking at my cock, her pussy clamping onto me like a vise, and even the thin strip of her damp panties rubbed against my shaft. It was virtually impossible not to blow my load inside her within a few seconds of feeling Daphne fucking me.

A little squeal escaped her. “Oh, shit. So big. Holy crap, John.” Her hips began to move and suddenly she leaned back, allowing me to cup her tits as her pussy muscles clutched at my length and I felt my cock head pressing against her cervix. I was deep inside her, that was for sure. “It feels so fucking amazing.”

Cupping her tits in my hands, I let her rock herself on me with whatever pace she wanted. It was intense, her little moans quiet but still echoing in the small room. The best part was the mirror on one wall, so we could both watch ourselves fucking. Sounds of our bodies slapping together and my fast breath combined with her little moans were like a symphony of erotic lust.

Taking hold of her sexy hips, I got into a rhythm I could manage without exploding. Still deep inside her wet pussy, I felt her muscles gripping and sucking at me, her body shaking. Little low guttural gasps began, and she leaned forward, pressing her pussy tightly down on my entire length.

A hand grabbed my knee, and she quivered violently, letting out a low shuddering moan, but at the same time her pussy got insanely wet and her muscles squeezed me. I was blown away at the fact she’d just had an orgasm while riding me in a change room.

She paused, dropping all the way down and engulfing me with tight heat. But then suddenly, her muscles felt like they were massaging me.

A knock came at the door. “Sir? Is everything okay in there?” Daphne looked back at me and started to flex her pussy, the tight tunnel milking my dick.

“I think I’m okay, thanks.” I stammered in a high pitched squeal. They probably were wondering where the girl I’d walked in with was.

“You’ve been in there a while. Are you sure you don’t need anything else?”

I couldn’t take it anymore. My balls tightened and Daphne looked at me in the mirror, grinning like she knew exactly what was about to happen. “I’m…FIIIIINE!”

My cock released what felt like a fire hose of cum into her tight pussy, and I gasped. Right away I knew I’d possibly given us away, and even though my dick was shooting rope after rope of cum into her gorgeous tight pussy, I had to say something.

Finally, I gathered my voice as my cock emptied inside her pussy, and Daphne kept grinding on me to get it all inside her. “It’s all good. I’m good.”

“Okay, then.”

Daphne’s grin was broad as she started to grind her pussy on top of me again. “Get it all out. I want to feel it all inside me.”

Turning her head, our lips met in a lusty, tongue filled kiss as I let myself finish whatever was left being milked out of my cock into her. It was one of the most insane sex sessions I could have possibly imagined, and it was with a woman I never thought would give me the time of day. Never mind fuck my brains out.

She sighed as she stood up, and I was happy to see my length glistening with her juices. Her panties adjusted quickly back into place. “Holy shit. I’m not going to be able to walk out of this mall.” Her ass flexed in front of me as she bent over to retrieve her clothes.

I was still sitting there, stunned, as she redid her bra and pulled her dress over her head. “Okay. Now we need to get the heck out of here without getting arrested.”

She headed out of the room first, and then I exited behind her. The glare the girl attending the change rooms gave us could have killed at a distance, but Daphne linked her arm into mine as I approached the sales counter and quickly paid for the pants. My cheeks burned the entire time, although Daphne didn’t seem to care at all.

“I’ve never done anything like that. Ever.” I admitted, as we walked out of the store with a big bag.

“I have a confession to make. I loooove risky sex.” She linked her arm into mine again. “In fact, one of my biggest fantasies is to fuck somebody at the gym. Like maybe a client?”

That made my ears and my dick perk up quite a bit, and when I looked at her, I almost couldn’t believe my luck. She laughed, and we quickly headed towards another store. I could still smell her sweet perfume in my nose, and continuing shopping with her seemed like the most natural thing in the world.

If this type of behavior continued, it was going to make my ego inflate into the size of the Hindenburg, but I wasn’t about to stop anything from happening. So far it had resulted in three encounters with three amazing women, and all because I’d been brave enough to put a big part of myself out on the internet. Now it was just a matter of seeing where things led.

So far, it led into a whole new world. One I was embracing with every fiber of my being.


CHAPTER SIX

When Daphne and I separated that day, she made me promise to take pictures in my outfits at home. “And…if you want to send me some others, I wouldn’t complain.” She smiled. “Maybe we can meet up again soon? Outside of the gym?”

Damn, maybe I was going to need to find a new trainer. We had a session booked for a couple of days later I was definitely looking forward to. I just hoped it wouldn’t be weird.

All this new attention was so strange. It was definitely boosting my confidence, but it still made me wonder if these women all liked me for me, or just a certain part of my anatomy.

But did that even matter? Like Pete had told me when we met, maybe it was just a time where I could sit back and enjoy the ride and see where it took me. As Celina had said, I wasn’t doing anything wrong, and I certainly wasn’t hurting anyone’s feelings.

At least, that’s what I thought until reception called me two days later and told me there was someone waiting for me. My cock stirred, wondering if it was Sadie, here to enjoy another interview. If it was, I was going to have to find a boardroom or something for us to meet in, because my office was way too risky.

When I walked out to reception though, my heart almost stopped. My ex-wife Tanya was sitting there, and as soon as she saw me, her dark expression clouded even more.

“Tanya? What are you doing here?”

“I knew you wouldn’t be able to duck my messages at work if I just showed up.” Just seeing her felt like a pit in my stomach. All the memories of our time together came flooding back. “We need to talk. Now.”

“Um…okay. Let’s go outside.” I escorted her through the revolving door to the front area where all the smokers congregated. Thankfully, it was just after lunch, so nobody was there. “I didn’t get any messages?”

“Yeah, because I’m blocked.” She said. “But this isn’t about that.”

My happiness felt like a bubble that burst. I’d been completely on a high since my encounter with Daphne and all my newfound confidence. “So then, what do you want?”

“Are you trying to humiliate me, John?”

“Humiliate you? What do you mean?”

“I mean, Anna told me what happened between you two.” She paused. “I knew something was up with her, and she finally came out with it. You had sex with my best friend?”

I held up my hands. “Hey. She’s a consenting adult, and she’s the one that reached out to me. I wasn’t expecting anything like that to happen.”

Tanya frowned. “Sure. Right.”

That made me angry. “Hey, you know what? It doesn’t matter what you think. You’re the one who never wanted to…”

“To what?” her eyes flashed. “Fuck you? Yeah, Anna told me all about that. She said you were insane in bed. Like she’s obsessed with you now. And apparently, you’re some kind of internet celebrity now because of your dick? What the fuck, John? I don’t even know you anymore!”

With everything she was saying, the old me would have just apologized. And tried to backpedal. Be embarrassed. That was the old me. The new me had something else to say, and it needed to be said.

“Tanya, we’re not together anymore. And part of the reason we’re not is because of our sex life. I’m making changes to myself and parts of my life, and I’m doing amazing. Whatever you think I’m doing wrong, I honestly don’t give a crap. It’s none of your goddamned business anymore.”

Her eye flashed again, and it was the usual feeling of when I stood up for myself. She always had a way of making me feeling guilty about it, and if that didn’t work then she’d start trying to manipulate me. We’d been together for long enough that I knew all her tricks, but she probably didn’t know they weren’t going to work anymore.

“Listen, you’re just not the man I thought you were. Anyone who can put a picture of their penis on the internet and be proud of it isn’t a man I want to be involved with.”

That made me laugh. “Good. Because we’re not. And that picture of my penis made your best friend not only ask to meet with me, but fuck me all night long. So maybe if you have an issue, you should bring it up with her.”

It looked like steam was about to come out of her ears. “Just don’t fuck my friends. And don’t bother contacting me otherwise.”

“You’re the one who walked in here, last I checked. I wasn’t even thinking about you.” There was an urge to add while Anna and I were in bed but that was just needlessly mean. Not the type of man I wanted to be. “So don’t worry. I’m going to be quite happy if we never speak again.”

Her eyes filled with tears. Now it was going to come. The manipulation side of things. “John. What happened to you? I mean, you’re a good man, I know it. This isn’t like you.”

Again, it was impossible to stop my laughter. “What, happy? You never wanted me to be happy, Tanya. You wanted me to be somebody you could control and who would do whatever the hell you wanted. I’m not that man anymore. And yes, I have a fantastic dick and I’m proud of it.”

As fast as the sympathetic look crossed her face, it was erased and replaced with anger. “Fine. Fuck you. See you never.”

“Bye.” I kept eye contact until she turned with a huff and stalked away.

My mind was racing. What had I just done? I’d completely destroyed any thought that I might get back what we had before. And even though it wasn’t all good, she was still somebody I cared about deeply. Maybe there was a way to create a new life with her, one that would work with the new life that had suddenly been thrust upon me.

Eyes darting all over the place, I started to breathe harder and felt my heart pounding. Shit. I knew this feeling. It was a panic attack, ready to hit like a freight train.

Grabbing my phone, I quickly dialed Celine’s number, hoping that she was in between clients and able to pick up. When her voice came on the line, I breathed a sigh of relief. “John? Is everything okay?”

“No. It’s not. Something just happened and I feel like I’m about to have a panic attack. Are you free this afternoon at all?”

“I’ll make myself free. Give me a second.” I heard her say something to someone in the background. “My last session opened up. Come at 4pm. Is that soon enough?”

Just knowing I was going to be able to see her calmed me down a bit. “That’s great. Thank you. I’ll see you then.”

My mind could barely concentrate on anything all afternoon. The clock was marching along like a turtle. I’d destroyed any idea that Tanya would ever want to get back together with me, and that felt terrible. Plus, I’d obviously hurt her feelings. And done something so insanely out of character for me.

Was this entire lifestyle even a good idea? It was a hell of a ride, but like I’d thought previously, it might affect me in a really bad way. The sex was great, but was it worth my reputation?

All of this was whirring through my mind like a hamster on a wheel as I drove to Celina’s office and quickly parked. Taking a deep breath, I walked inside to see her office door open. She greeted me quickly. “Come in, John.”

“Thank you so much for seeing me again on short notice.” I sat down, wringing my hands again. It felt like déjà vu from my last visit, barely a week ago. “Something happened. My ex-wife showed up at my work and confronted me about something.”

“Oh.” She looked concerned. “So I’m assuming it was not a positive interaction?”

“Not at all. She told me off. And basically, told me she never wanted to see me again.”

“Do you mind telling me what it was about?”

I paused, and a blush came to my face. “I uh…slept with her best friend.”

“I see.” Celina said, pausing for a moment. “Is her best friend single? Like did you coerce her in any way or manipulate her?”

“Of course not. In fact, she was the one that initiated it.”

Celina spread her hands. “Well then, we need to take your mind off things. Get that anxious mind calmed down a bit. My first question I want you to ask yourself is, did you do anything wrong?”

There was a straightforward answer to that. “No. I’m a single man, enjoying my life, and just because I had sex with her best friend and she was jealous isn’t my fault.”

“Take a look at the items on the windowsill and tell me what you see.” She’d used the calming method before when I showed up out of sorts, and it never failed to work.

“Blue ball. Red cube. Yellow duck. Green yo-yo.”

“Take a deep breath and do it again.” My eyes were focused on the small items.

I inhaled carefully, holding it for a count of four and then let out the breath. “Blue ball. Red cube. Yellow duck. Green yo-yo.”

“Perfect. Now, I know you’ve been through quite a bit lately with all your adventures.”

My eyes turned back towards her, but it was impossible not to notice she’d undone a couple of buttons on her blouse. Suddenly a line of cleavage had appeared. If there was any debate over how impressive her breasts were in my mind before, now it was gone. She reached up and undid something in her hair, and when it spilled over her shoulders, the dark mane was wavy and looked incredibly sensual. “I think maybe we should get to the root cause of the matter.”

I took a deep breath, suddenly feeling like the energy in the room had changed. “The root cause?”

“Your massive penis. I’m assuming that’s what this is all about?” Celina said it so nonchalantly I almost didn’t realize it. “There are probably a lot of women who have gotten very interested in you since it was revealed. Including your ex-wife’s friend?”

“And others.” I admitted. “It’s almost become a problem.”

“I rarely hear men say that sex is a problem.” Her fingers drifted to her blouse again, and it opened slightly more. When she slid her fingers through her hair, I remembered hearing that it was a subconscious sign women were nervous. Or turned on. “Tell me about it.”

She really wanted to hear about my sex life? And was it possibly getting my lovely therapist aroused to hear about my adventures? Celina was stunning on a bad day, and as much as I’d enjoyed my time with all the ladies who had come out of the woodwork, I’d probably fantasized about her the most.

“Well, it started at work. One of the new interns applying for a position offered me sexual favors to hire her.”

“And, did you do it?”

I nodded, and she asked another question that made my eyebrows twitch. “What exactly happened?”

So, she wanted to hear about it. “She gave me a blowjob. In my office.”

“Did she have trouble getting you into her mouth?”

“She said it stretched her mouth out. Her jaw was going to be sore.”

“I see.” Celina said. “And what else has happened?” Her legs were moving, almost as if she was a cricket rubbing them together.

“My personal shopper and I had sex in a change room at the mall. She’s also my personal trainer.” I admitted. Thinking about everything that had happened was stirring things between my legs, as much as I’d been very stressed when I walked into her office. And it seemed like Celina was getting turned on.

“How did you have sex?”

“She made me sit down on the bench and then rode me. So we could look at each other in the mirror. It was really hot.” Telling her the little details was only making matters even more erotic. “She let me cum inside her unprotected.”

Her lips parted, and she licked them. “Mmm…that’s very interesting. Any other encounters?”

“Well, the final one I told you about with my wife’s best friend. But maybe I forgot to tell you she gave me a blowjob in the car. And we almost got caught. Then we went back to my place.”

“Did you fuck her more than once? Twice?” Her legs obviously parted, and her hand slid her skirt up slightly. The fact she used the work fuck spoke volumes.

“Three times. I lost track. We barely made it into the living room the first time.”

“You have a good rebound time. It must mean you’re in good shape.” Celina challenged. “I can see how a lot of women would find that very appealing.” Her hand was clutching at the edge of her skirt.

It was obvious now that this session was taking a turn I hadn’t expected. But I definitely wanted to make something happen if it was possible. Celina was gorgeous, and I had a feeling that buried underneath her professional demeanor, there was something much more intense inside.

Time to confront what was happening. “Celina, I’m starting to get the feeling that there’s more to our conversation than just therapy?”

She blinked, but then she looked away, then back at me. Like she was finally going to reveal what the true motivation was behind what we were talking about.

A sigh came. “Okay, John. I know this is wholly unprofessional of me. And after this session, if you need to, we can source you another therapist. But I can’t ignore what’s been going through my mind about you.”

Was this for real? It felt like another dream. “And what’s that?” I croaked.

“After our last session when you revealed everything about your new internet fame, I had to research it myself. And I saw your picture.”

The cock that was at three quarters mast achieved full rigidity. “You saw me? You liked what you saw?”

She bit her lip. “I did. And apparently like many other women, I haven’t been able to think about anything else.” Her legs spread just a bit, showing me that there were stockings underneath her skirt. “When you called me to book a session, I knew I had to do something, or it was going to drive me crazy. Like I said, this is so unlike me, but I’ve never experienced feelings like this before.”

It wasn’t like I hadn’t fantasized about her as well. She was gorgeous on a bad day, with striking features and lips that were already moist. Never mind the long legs that were currently moving up and down with anxious energy.

“I have a confession to make to you, and this is something I normally don’t share with clients.” she continued.

“I’m all ears.”

“My struggles with mental health in the past have been due to…hypersexuality.” I could see her hands twitching. “Normally I can easily control it, but after seeing your…penis…it triggered something inside me.”

Now my pants were feeling very tight, especially when she licked her lips, making them moist. “And what might that be?”

“Well, to be purely clinical about it, hypersexual people need regular sexual satisfaction, but it’s compulsive. So, it tends to lend itself to risky situations that can cause problems in one’s personal life. Like what I’m doing right now. I’m risking my therapist’s license by being this inappropriate.”

Her legs spread even more, and now I could see a tan pair of panties underneath her skirt. “But I can’t control it. Ever since I saw how big you are, I’ve been masturbating constantly. Three times a day.”

“But if I don’t say anything to anyone, you’re not at risk, right?” I leaned back, enjoying that her eyes drifted right away to the tent my cock was poking into my slacks. “What if I promise not to reveal your secret?”

“There’s so many feelings going through me right now.” She moaned. “But all I can think about is how much I want to see that massive cock. I’m so wet already, and have been ever since I knew you were coming in. This is completely unlike me, and I really hope that you won’t betray my trust.”

“I won’t. But I don’t think it’s unlike you at all.” I suddenly realized what type of power my new endowment was giving me. It had lingered in the back of my mind, and I’d been spending a lot of time rejecting it as if it wasn’t real.

But now I had yet another gorgeous woman sitting in front of me confessing that my cock drove her wild with desire, and I needed to accept that it was a part of me, and therefore was something I should enjoy, not something I needed to feel bad about.

In an ironic way, perhaps what Celina was doing was helping me just as much as the therapy did. Without even trying, she’d unlocked something inside me that needed to be unlocked.

“In fact, I think you really want to be a dirty little slut. That’s why you always dress so prim and proper with your hair up like that, but you know exactly how sexy you are. I bet you love teasing men in that chair, and then you go home and think about how much they want you and masturbate.”

Her mouth opened, and she gave out a little sigh, closing her eyes. “How did you know?” The gorgeous legs spread wider, and now I could see a very clear damp spot on the panties she was showing me. “See how wet I am already?”

“I do. And I’ll tell you what you’re going to do.” She nodded, biting her lip. “You’re going to take those panties off slowly. Then you’re going to rub your pussy and show me how sexy you can be. If you’re a good girl, I’ll take my cock out and let you see it.”

“Oh, my God…” she moaned and licked her lips. “Yes, please. I can be a good girl.”

It was insane to me how natural it felt to tell her what to do. So far, I’d let the women take the lead with all my spontaneous sexual encounters, because there hadn’t been enough confidence in me. Plus, I couldn’t believe it was happening. Now, it was as if I knew exactly what to say to Celina to drive her wild, and it was working.

“Stand up and take your panties off.” I commanded, even though I was trying not to let my voice tremble. My cock was like steel in my pants, threatening to break through the fabric, especially when she stood up on shaky legs and slowly inched up her skirt. The same skirt that always drove me crazy in previous sessions.

The skirt reached the tops of her lace stockings, and she was trembling as her fingers hooked into the sides and started to slide them down. Right away, I saw she was bare underneath them. And there was something else there. “Do you have a piercing?”

She nodded, still trembling. “Yes. I have my labia pierced. It adds to the sensations I feel when I’m masturbating.”

I’d never seen one before, and it immediately flew to the top of my bucket list to check out. The panties quickly came down her legs and dropped to the floor. “Pick them up and give them to me.”

As she bent forward, her blouse gaped and when the panties came into my hand, a scent wafted into my nose. Pure musk, and I realized it was her pussy. The material was so damp I could have wrung it out. “Now that you’re closer, I want to see you first.”

No words came from her as she pulled her skirt up again. Now that she was basically between my legs, I had a close view of her folds. They were virtually dripping with dew, puffy and full, and the circular piercing inside one lip was far too tempting to resist. “You’re such a good girl, Celina. Did you know that?”

Her legs shuddered visibly. “Are you going to be my slut from now on?”

“You’re…oh my God, I’ve never done anything like this before. I need to see your cock. Please.” She begged, and it only made me harder to hear. The power dynamic had changed completely, and it was driving me crazy to know I had complete control over her at that moment. “Please. I’m begging you.”

As much as I wanted to continue teasing her, a deal was a deal. “Go back and sit in your chair.”

With her skirt still hiked, she stepped backwards in her heels and sat down while I stood up. Her eyes were almost feral in their hungry look, staring straight at the massive bulge in my pants. I slowly undid my belt, then the clasp of my pants. Unlike my other encounters, this was all under my control, and it was absolutely incredible. “Say please again.”

Her lips spread, and she licked them again. “Please. Please take it out. I want to see it. I need to see it.” Leaning forward, it was like her eyes were fixated on what was under my pants, and it made me feel somehow powerful. The dynamic between us was completely flipped.

Slowly, I took down my pants and boxer briefs and when my cock popped free, it was long, hard and completely full. Her eyes actually widened, and her legs spread. “Oh…my…God. John…that’s so incredible.”

My eyes glanced at her pussy and there was a lovely sheen of wetness there through her spread legs. Her hair was trimmed into a neat little heart-shaped mound above her slit. I wrapped my hand around my cock. I’d never jerked off for a woman before, but I knew it would drive her absolutely wild.

Stroking it gently, I felt the rush of being free and exposed, and the way her eyes were devouring me made it even better. “See how hard you make me, Celina?”

Now it was her turn. She leaned back a bit, her hand drifting between her legs and when she touched her bare pussy, the lips separated and she pushed a manicured finger inside herself, moaning at the same time. “You’re so fucking big. And hard. I never thought it would look like that.”

“You’re making me want to jerk off, looking at you. Would you like that?”

She nodded quickly. “Oh, yes, please. But…” she started to undo her blouse buttons. “I’d rather be the one doing it. Can I touch you? I want to touch it. Please.”

It was crazy, the way she was leaning forward and literally begging me to touch my cock, but it was only getting me even harder. Her blouse quickly came off, and as I’d suspected, her breasts were full, cupped inside a lacy bra that was transparent. Her nipples were hard and big, and she tossed the blouse aside.

Stepping towards her, I held my dick up, unbelieving at how hard I was. Even with the other women, I’d never felt like I was in such a powerful position, and that was making my heart race and my cock throb. Celina slid her hand up my thigh and then when she grazed it over my balls, I gasped with the intense shock of pleasure I felt.

Opening her fingers, she circled them around my base. “Yes. Wow. My God, it’s so fucking big I can’t even get my hand around it. Oh…my.” And I quickly saw it was true. She couldn’t close her hand, but that didn’t stop her from running her fingers down my shaft and when she touched the sensitive head, I gasped and a little bead of precum leaked out of me.

Honestly, if she’d started stroking me, I would have exploded in about thirty seconds. Maybe less. But without warning, her mouth darted forward, and she licked the bead of precum away, and instantly my balls tightened. “Ah…wow…”

She sighed, her eyes fixated on my cock. “What do you want to do, John? You can ask me for anything right now. I’m willing to do anything as long as I can pleasure you.”

“I want to watch you suck me.” I told her. My dick in her hand felt like steel. “While you look into my eyes and tell me how much you love it.”

Her lips parted and circled my head, and she moaned as my spongy tip slid into her wet mouth, sucking gently. “It’s stretching me. It’s so fucking delicious, John.” She moaned. Taking a couple of inches more, Celina turned her eyes up to mine, making sure I could see the desire in them as she tried to take me even deeper.

Pulling off, she gave a gasp. “I love feeling it so big and hard in my mouth. Please give me all of it. Choke me with it. I want to feel you cut off my breath until I’m begging you to stop.”

Damn. But if that’s what my lovely therapist wanted, it was what she was going to get. I took hold of her long hair, sliding my dick past her lips, but this time it was harder and when I felt her tense, I didn’t hold back. Pushing deeper, I saw strain in her eyes and her cheeks bulged, starting to turn red.

A tear ran down from one eye and as I kept a firm hold of her hair and kept pushing, she choked, and her hands drummed at my legs. It felt like too much, but when I released her and she finally took a breathy moment, she moaned. “Fuck, yes. I love to be used like a slut. And I’m going to be your slut from now on, John.” Her makeup was running.

The way my heart was pumping was like nothing I’d ever felt before. Maybe she’d unlocked some kind of secret desire I had to be dominant or have a woman begging me to use her. When I shoved my cock back into her lips and she moaned again, I fucked her throat even deeper until she was beating her hands against my legs, and only then did I stop.

“I’m soaked.” She spread her legs. “Do you want to see how wet your big dick is making me?”

“Show me.” I stepped back, and Celina spread her legs again to show me that her slit was dripping with lovely clear wetness, and it puddled onto the chair below her.

“Take your blouse off.” It was only a moment, and she was quickly in front of me wearing only a skirt. Her skin glowed with desire, and her tits were perfect.

I stepped forward towards the chair she was in and leaned in to kiss her neck. Inhaling her scent, I knew exactly what I wanted to do. “You’re going to get fucked so hard. Like the slut you are.” My thumbs ran down her incredible globes and she shuddered under my touch.

“Just tell me how.” She begged. “Please. I need that dick in my pussy.” Fingers disappeared inside her again, this time two, and she started to finger fuck herself in front of me, like she’d lost all control.

“On your couch. From behind.” I motioned for her to get into position, and she virtually scrambled into position, sliding her skirt over her ass and showing me with spread legs that her hairy pussy was sopping wet and ready for me. Approaching and cupping her gorgeous ass, I took a moment and slipped a finger between her cheeks, rubbing her asshole.

That elicited a loud gasp. I’d never had anal sex before, but she turned to me with wide eyes as I started to play with her there. “Are you going to fuck me in the ass, John? I’ve never had anything that big in there, but I’ll try. For you. I want to give all of me to you.”

“Another time.” I stepped closer, letting my cock rub up and down her wet slit, and when I felt her heat envelop me, I pushed forward. It was like the softest silky wetness I’d ever felt sliding around me, and she was tight as a drum. The walls cupped my length like a tight hand, and when I pushed deep, she gasped with a lovely little squeal.

Her head dropped, and she pushed back into me. “Fuck. Me. Deep. I want it, John. That big, fat dick fucking my pussy until I can’t walk!”

The dirty talk was just making me want her more. Grabbing her hips, I started to thrust hard like she requested, until the room was filled with sounds of slapping skin, our combined grunts and her lovely little moans of pleasure. Wet noises came from her pussy, and the gushing juices coated my cock with white cream. It was glorious to watch her give herself to me.

I could only hope there was nobody in the waiting area, because they would have heard a porn movie playing out in real life behind Celina’s office door, and I didn’t give a rat’s ass if anyone heard us.

“Oh, fuck! Fuck meeeeee…God, I love that big fat cock stretching out my pussy!” she hissed. Spanking her sexy ass felt natural, and when I let my hand crack against her ass cheek, it rang out in the small room, and I felt another lovely little gush coating my cock.

Still thrusting, Celina put her head down and her gasps started to get faster and higher pitched. “Shit…yes…yes…oh, fuck John…I’m going to fucking…I’m going to fucking CUM!”

My thrusting was relentless. Something about her was driving me wild, and I felt no need to join her. At least, not yet. But what was even hotter was when I felt ripples massage my length, and then even more wetness gushed forth, coating my girthy dick and dripping out of her. She let out a loud wail of what had to be orgasmic release, and cum squirted from her pussy, like she couldn’t contain what was going on inside her, thanks to me.

I massaged her ass cheeks and ran my hand down her back. “That was very nice, Celina. I really love watching you cum.”

A purr escaped her, and her head turned to look at me. “You know what I would love, John?”

I shook my head, pausing inside her and feeling her muscles pulsing around me. “I want the same thing. To watch you jerk that big cock. And I want you to cum all over my tits. Claim my body for your own.”

Damn. Just hearing the words sent a shudder straight down my spine, and I was more than happy to provide what she wanted. Pulling out, I stepped back as she turned around. Her hair was wild, and her chest was heaving, with perfect hard nipples pointing straight at me. She looked like a goddess of sensuality.

Her hand quickly rubbed her slick pussy, and because my cock was coated with her, it was easy to stroke myself firmly, looking down at her. “You’re my fucking size king, baby.” She moaned. “The ultimate lover. And I’m going to be your willing size queen from now on. You can have me anywhere, anytime. I’m all yours as long as your big cock is all mine.”

“Tell me you love my cock.” I sped up my hand, knowing it wasn’t going to take much to explode. Her heaving breasts were tantalizing, and I was already well on my way. Her hand was making wet noises between her legs.

“Fuck, it’s so beautiful, John. I can’t wait to see you cum. Give it all to me, baby.” Her hand sped up, and so did mine. My balls tightened, telling me I was close to climaxing, and it was going to be a massive eruption. Two fingers slipped into her wet slit, and she feverishly finger fucked her pussy.

“Oh my God…Celina…I’m going to cum…”

“Wait for me, John. I’m going to cum again too!” she gasped. Her hand made wet noises inside her, and her pussy suddenly let go of another quick spurt of orgasmic bliss as she shuddered and sighed again, a lovely high-pitched moan wailing from her mouth.

My cock tightened, and I kept pumping as my dick released. Thick ropes of white cum exploded all over her naked upper body. I aimed at her spectacular tits, and when the cumshots went higher, one hit her neck, dripping down her lovely dark skin. The volume was like I’d taken a white paintbrush and splashed it over her body. “OH, FUCK!” I gasped, letting myself enjoy the sight of my cock covering a gorgeous woman with my cum.

The lovely big tits were covered in white, and she quickly lifted one to her mouth, still moaning and playing with her wet folds while she licked a thick strip of my seed off her skin. I was still dripping little beads, and when I scooped one up with my finger and offered it to her, she cleaned it off with her tongue.

Leaning forward, she offered me her lips, and I gave her a long, passionate kiss that made my legs shake. The sexual chemistry between us was like nothing I’d ever experienced before, even after my frenzy with Anna. I was going to have a hard time navigating the idea that more than one woman wanted me, that was for sure.

Her tongue lustily slid against mine as she moaned, and our hands roamed again. Her sticky tits felt amazing as I rubbed my cream into them.

The timer went off suddenly, breaking the spell that had us both panting for breath after what had just happened. She looked at it, wild-eyed and then gasped. “Oh, no! My next client is probably outside! Quick, we need to get dressed!”

Jesus, I could only hope they hadn’t shown up early and heard anything through the door. Like she read my mind, as she buttoned her blouse, Celina winked at me. “Don’t worry. It’s all soundproof.” I let out a breath of relief.

Almost like it never happened, her clothes were back on as soon as mine were and she quickly smoothed her clothes and adjusted her hair. “Ready?” I nodded, and she opened the door, letting me walk out. “See you soon.”

I always tried not to make eye contact with the waiting patient, and today was no exception. Walking out, my body was still shaking after what had taken place. The passion and sexual chemistry between us was unmistakable, and there was no way it wasn’t just as strong on her side.

We just hadn’t had a chance to talk afterwards. The urge was to call her, message her or anything. But once I had a moment to think about it, the ball was in her court. If she wanted to pursue something, like she’d said, then she could reach out.

After all, my dance card was rapidly filling up. Anna, Celina, and even Sadie possibly in the office, plus it wasn’t like there weren’t a few other offers on the table. All because I’d posted a picture online and now, I was suddenly experiencing a total change to my life I never could have expected.

But it was time to embrace it. Like she always did, Tanya tried to make me feel bad about it. There was no need to. I wasn’t doing anything wrong, like Celina had told me. In fact, I was doing something right, which was enjoying my life and the opportunities that had been suddenly thrust upon me.

Instead of heading straight home, I stopped at a coffee shop and got a decadent drink. It felt like I needed to replace some calories. Smiling at the young barista, she smiled back, and it felt wonderful to be relaxed for the first time in a couple of weeks.

Still, once I got home, it was impossible not to think about Celina. And Anna as well. Was there going to be a problem with dating both of them at the same time? I had no idea, but I needed to find out.

I ordered a pizza and fired up my game console again, trying to remove any whizzing thoughts with distraction. All I could hope was that Celina would reach out eventually.

When I checked my email before going to bed, there was a message in my inbox from her, and I clicked on it with a sense of dread. No way she was keeping me on as a client after that spectacle, and I had no idea how I was going to find another therapist. But when I read the content, I quickly realized I had nothing to worry about.

John,

I’ve had some time to process what happened today, and I want to reassure you that confidentiality is of the utmost importance to me. What happens in my office stays between you and I.

However, I also want to continue what we explored. Even more so. I can’t get you out of my mind, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. As such, I will be referring you to another therapist I trust. A male therapist. And then I hope you are free this weekend so we can meet on a personal level.

Please let me know your thoughts. And I’ve included a picture to show you I’m serious.

Celina

There was a picture attached, and when I clicked on it my cock sprung to life. It was Celina, obviously in her bed, but she was completely naked with a dildo buried inside her sexy pussy. I could only imagine how insane the first time we had sex was going to be, and I quickly typed a response with a shaking hand.

Hi Celina,

I’m happy to hear from you and definitely want to continue exploring. I’m absolutely free this weekend and will accept any referral to another therapist.

I thought about it quickly, and if she could send a picture, then so could I. Looking at her insanely desirable body with a dildo buried inside her wetness, I stroked myself until I was rock hard again, then snapped a decent picture. Attaching it to the message was easy.

I hope you know what you’re getting yourself into. Because I’m already planning to fuck you all night long.

John

Before I could even think about it, I hit the send button. It was time to stop second guessing what was happening and start enjoying it. The man I’d been a couple of weeks before had been unconfident, ashamed, and guilty about everything. Now, it was time to embrace my newfound persona and begin to enjoy the fact that I had something a lot of women wanted.

My ex-wife could just deal with it. Even though it had taken something completely out of character for me, I was starting to get happier about my situation.

Being a size king was going to be something I could get used to.

THE END
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