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I’d driven around for what seemed like
forever, and I was really on the brink of tears. It had been a hard
decision to move to a completely new town, and even harder to leave
my jerk of an ex-boyfriend when I caught him cheating on me. I was
twenty-four years old, and I needed a new start. I had a bit of
money saved up, and I had a master’s degree in physical fitness and
a training certification, so I knew I could get a personal training
job at a gym and build up a client base. Only I was having no luck
at all finding the damned place! I was already five minutes late to
my appointment and the damned number just wasn’t on the street. I
think all the emotions about the move and my ex were getting the
best of me, but I finally pulled into a little shopping complex and
turned the engine off.

I started for a hole in the wall
restaurant when I saw a big handwritten sign on a suite in the
complex. It said “GYM” and my heart started to beat faster. They
must have been doing something with the signage. I was dressed in
workout clothes because I was supposed to do a training session for
one of the managers as an interview, but I adjusted my hair as well
as I could and made sure my resume was neatly tucked in my purse. I
stepped into an empty foyer. There were some motivational posters
on the wall about pushing limits, never giving up, and visualizing
success. There was a reception counter as well, but nobody was
there. Two double doors stood on an opposite wall, and a plaque on
one said, “Gym Access.” I took a deep breath and walked
in.

I stepped into the gym and almost
immediately stopped dead in my tracks – I couldn’t believe what I
was looking at. Right in front of me, just thirty feet away, a
beautiful, slender blonde goddess was naked. On the floor was a
massive body-builder and she was just lifting her leg over his
body, about to sit down on him. I couldn’t believe it! And it got
even stranger because when she sat down, I watched her take her
hand and guide his cock into her; but the strangest thing was that
he didn’t go into her pussy. Instead, I watched her push that cock
into her tiny little asshole. It was impossible! The man was a
giant and his cock was just as thick as the rest of his body, but
she climbed on top of him, put her hands on his shoulders and began
moaning. Her feet were on his thighs and she just began bouncing
herself up and down on him. I stood there staring and I was a
little paralyzed. It took me a good minute or so of watching her
with her head thrown back; her mouth open wide as she moaned,
leaning backwards against him; her hands on his shoulders, her
heels on his thighs, her ass bouncing up and down and looking
impossibly stretched out around that giant cock, before I ever
realized they might see me.

When I did realize, my face flushed
bright red. But I just couldn’t bring myself to back away. And then
it was crazy because the man underneath her began pushing fast up
and into her, so that her slow and even bouncing was replaced by
frantic thrusts from him. I watched her whole body bouncing on top
of him; I watched his cock pushing in and out of her ass with
absolute abandon. She couldn’t hold her back anymore so she lifted
it up, and if her eyes hadn’t been closed she would have been
starring right at me as she moaned over and over again in strange
yelps.

I was fixated on the sight of that
cock pushing into her ass. I could see her beautiful little pink
pussy and the strange thing – his cock was so big that it made her
pussy seem comparably tiny above that stretched out hole. It was
bizarre, like an impossible thing. But I couldn’t tear my eyes
away.

I felt an unmistakable and growing
desire between my own legs. I’d never had anal sex before, so the
sight of this massive man slamming into this tiny girl, over and
over and over, should’ve scared me but instead it turned me
on!

They kept fucking for a while and then
the man reached up and pulled her off. I started to back away, but
they didn’t see me. The girl ended up on the mat next to the man
and then it was her little pink mouth on his cock. It was amazing;
it was like watching a supermodel – her little tiny nose right
above that massive shaft going into her lips. She was only able to
get a couple of inches in because of how wide the girth was, but he
held the back of her head and pushed up into her mouth over and
over. And then he backed away. He moved behind her and while she
was on her side, he lifted up one of her legs and slammed hard into
her ass from behind. I watched as she hooked her leg over his knee
and he began fucking her fast, kissing her neck, biting her ear and
slamming that massive cock over and over into her ass.

I was frantic now. I desperately
needed to get off, and if I could have torn my eyes away from the
live porn scene I had stumbled upon, you can bet I would have. I
knew that I’d be imaging this while I masturbated for many nights
in the near future. But it wasn’t over yet and I couldn’t take my
eyes off of it! I watched that cock rhythmically moving in and out,
in and out; I watched her little pussy and I wondered how empty it
must feel; how desperately she must’ve wanted some kind of
stimulation there.

I watched his hands holding tight onto
one of her toned, shapely legs and the other on one of her breasts.
I watched her licking her lips as he pushed in and out of her ass.
And then I watched her eyes open.

I stood there in terror as they grew
wide when she discovered me watching. The man hadn’t stopped, he
was still fucking her hard and fast, but her eyes were now fixed
firmly on me, and then she did something I certainly hadn’t
expected. She smiled and licked her lips again, and then she
mouthed the words, “Come here.”

I don’t know why the hell I did it,
but I did. When I got close, she tugged on my sweatpants until I
was on my knees in front of her. Then without a word, she reached
out and grabbed the back of my head and pulled me down between her
legs. I could see that cock pushing in and out of her ass much more
closely now. The pressure on the back of my head pushed me right up
to her pussy. I’d never been with a woman before. Like any girl, I
suppose I’d thought of it, but I’d never done it. So instead of
immediately licking her pussy, I moved my tongue downward and
licked at the massive shaft as it pushed in and out of her asshole.
I moved up and sucked on the balls, the guy groaned and I thought I
heard her say something like, “We have a guest,” but all I knew was
that I was incredibly turned on.

I reached down to rub at myself but
before I got there, her hand did. And as I watched that cock
pushing in and out of her ass, I felt her hands pulling at my
sweatpants and then reaching inside; her fingers made their way to
my pussy. I was so wet that her fingers slid in easily. Her other
hand reached for my head and lifted me, pressing my face against
her pussy so that I had no choice but to lick at it. I pushed my
tongue out experimentally and I have to admit, it was an incredibly
erotic thrill when my tongue met her folds.

She tasted so musky and sweet; I
licked and did my best to give her pleasure as her fingers worked
on me. The man in her ass hadn’t slowed his pace at all. Her
fingers worked furiously and I found myself pushing back against
them at the same pace that the man pushed into her ass. I licked
her pussy eagerly, sticking my tongue in and out, and it was really
strange because when my tongue was in her pussy, I could feel the
shaft of that cock pushing up against it.

I did as much as I could over and
over, trying my best to make her cum, feeling myself getting closer
and closer to orgasm by the second. And then her hand on my head
grew tighter and I heard her scream, “Oh Jesus Christ, I’m cumming!
Fuck! Fuck!”

 

The man in her ass pounded furiously
as she came and I did my best to keep licking at her hole which was
now gushing juices into my mouth, but I was too far gone because
her fingers had done their trick and just a second or so after she
came, I came myself, crying out against her cunt, grinding my hips
furiously onto her fingers. It was the most incredible feeling, and
I couldn’t believe it was all thanks to two strangers whose names I
didn’t even know!

But I had and I certainly wasn’t
regretting it; and as if to punctuate that thought, the man slammed
forward two or three more times. I watched his cock bury itself in
her ass, and then he was pulling out. I didn’t know what he was
doing until I felt his hands on my head and suddenly that giant
thing was up against my mouth. There was no way I could take it in,
but evidently no one told him that, because as I came around her
fingers and listened to her moans, that cock pushed right past my
lips. I felt it against my tongue and then it was breaking forward;
he kept pushing in until he reached the back of my throat, and I
gagged uncontrollably. I felt his cock swell in my mouth right
before he began spurting his warm, salty load down my throat,
holding me in place while she cried out, “Swallow!
Swallow!”

I swallowed it down and it wasn’t
until after I had that I realized I had just taken that cock
straight out of someone’s ass and into my mouth. It didn’t make the
orgasm any less strong. I sucked for a few more second and then I
felt the woman’s fingers withdraw from my pussy, sending another
delicious thrill through me.

Then she was adjusting my sweatpants
and the man was pulling his cock out of my mouth. They really
didn’t say anything. She stood up, walked a few feet away to where
she had evidently left her clothes, and started getting dressed.
The man walked a little bit further away and did the same. I sat
there on the floor watching the two of them as they got dressed
without a word. When they were fully dressed, the man simply walked
out of the gym and the girl followed him. At the door she stopped,
turned around, licked her lips and winked at me.

Well, there was no fucking way on
Earth I was going to get any more of a workout done, so I gathered
my stuff and got my clothes on. I wobbled out to the front counter,
and the man and the woman were standing and looking at some
spreadsheets. She smiled at me brightly and walked up to me. “Are
you looking for a new place to work out?”

I didn’t know what the
hell to say. I didn’t know her name and she’s just had her fingers
in my pussy. I’d just taken a cock down my throat, a cock that came
out of her ass. What do you say in a situation like that?
Yes, please, but how are your shower
facilities? She saw the confusion on my
face and giggled.

“I’m Sheryl, and this is my husband
Greg. We probably should have kept that door locked. We don’t open
for another two weeks. Were you looking for Build A
Body?”

I nodded. “I…I was supposed to do a
personal training session for an interview.” I shrugged. No way I’d
get that job now.

Sheryl smiled. “You’re new in town,
huh?” I nodded and she said, “There are two Penhall streets,
Honey.” She could see the disappointment in my face. “You know,
we’ll need a personal trainer for the launch. Why don’t you
interview with us.”

I brightened a little at that, and she
led me into a little office behind the counter. I reached into my
bag for my resume. She reached out and stopped me, her hand
touching mine and giving me a little thrill. “We don’t care about
your experience.”

I heard Greg’s voice from behind as
his body pressed up against mine. His cock was hard again and
pressing at my ass through my sweat pants. “We do care about
experiencing you, though.”














Did you like this story? Do you like
your erotica explicit and hardcore? Are you more interested in
getting down to business than doing market analysis? You can be
sure that my stories are all about the sex and how the lovely girls
involved react to it. My very explicit romance stories can be found
on Amazon, but you can also connect with me on Facebook and learn
about upcoming releases and special deals.

When you subscribe to my
page, I’ll send you a story exclusive to my Facebook fans. Go ahead
and click here to subscribe: 
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Nancy-Brockton/450689558329605.

You can bet I’ll appreciate it, and
I’ll make sure those stories keep coming!
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