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Stripping for My Teacher

My name is Carla Wilson, but my stage name is Tammy Wild.  I am twenty-two years old and headed nowhere.  I was the prettiest girl in school and the head cheer leader.  Now I am a stripper in a low rent dive.  I take my clothes off for money and I rub men’s cocks with my butt and other body parts.  If they cum, I get a better tip.  

The sign on the wall says no touching, but that’s a joke.  The more touching the more money I make and I need to make money.  Most of the other girls are heavily into drugs and giving blow jobs and quick fucks in the parking lot.  I am not that far gone yet, but I have been tempted, especially when some smooth talking guys is waving hundred dollar bills at me.

One of these days I am going to cross that line and that will the beginning of the end.  For now, my superior body and face will keep the high tippers coming back.  But teasing only works for so long.  When my looks start to fade.  Not much, just enough to lose my teenage freshness or I add a few pounds.  Then it is slut city for me and selling my mouth and my pussy by the stroke.  I’ve seen it happen and I know where it leads and I am terrified.

Do it once or twice because you need the rent money or the food money and then it gets easier.  After that, it starts to wear on you.  You can no longer be choosy and you start taking on the old fat guys as well as the sweet young ones.  That’s when you need the coke or the meth or whatever is available.  Next comes that big step off the edge of life.

I am on stage wearing my cheer leading uniform.  I know the guys loved my jumps when I did this in high school and it made me wet to think that all the men were looking at my panties as I spun and twirled and did my high kicks and especially when I did my back flip.  How could they help but not get a full shot of my panty cover pussy when I tumbled over backward with legs spread.  It’s supposed to be all innocent fun, but every male in the audience knows what is really going on as do the cheer leaders.  We pretend innocence, but it’ s a power trip for a young girl to expose her womanly charms in a socially acceptable way.

If I walked out on the field and lifted my mini skirt to show my thong, I would be expelled.  But if I dress up in the regulation uniform and kick my legs high enough to stretch my cotton panties tight across my snatch, that is just part of the entertainment.  Who believes that shit?

We knew the boys were watching.  I and some of the other girls would have a contest to see who could show the most snatch and the most butt cheek.  Why do you think all those panties are always jammed up our ass crack?  That’s because we pull them up there just before we leave the locker room.  I used to get so wet and turned on exposing myself to the crowd that I had to diddle myself as soon as I got back into the locker room.  If I had a date right after, which I always did, I made my guy fuck me, before we even left the parking lot.  I was that turned on.

Now I am wearing the exact same cheer leader outfit for a bunch of horny men in a smoke filled room, but this time no panties at all.  Plus, I get to kneel at the rail and raise my skirt and give them a close up.  So close they can smell me.  In Mexico, they let the guys lick you at the rail.  Thank God we live in a civilized country.  If they want to lick me, they have to take me in the back room.

The crowd loves my cheer leading act.  I am one of the star billings.  They are also partial to my school girl routine.  Short pleated skirt, starched white see through blouse, knee high socks and pig tails.  I always get lots of tips with that outfit and when I work the floor in it and let them slip their hands up my thighs and touch my pussy.  I go home with a purse full of cash.

Sooner or later they are going to want more.  They are going to want to slip their cocks, instead of their hands, under those panties.  That thought excites me.  I get wet now when they touch me.  I want them to do more, but only some of them.  But I am trying to stay on this side of the line.  I need a way out, before desire or necessity pushes me so far, that I will never find my way back.

Sometimes it’s hard to see into the audience.  Last Thursday we had a full crowd and with the lights toward the stage and the room kept semi-dark so hands can stray without too many watchers.  I had no Idea he was in the audience.   It would not have made any difference if I did.  My routine is my routine and if you come to a strip club you expect to see girls strip.

I can’t just stop my act, because someone I know sits in the front row.  I’ve had that happen plenty of times.  Take a turn around the stage and see a familiar face from high school or junior college.  Not that I was there very long.  It doesn't change a thing.  I still slide to the rail and show them my pussy, if they have put money on bar.

Some of my old boy friends seem to think they deserve special privileges.  They can’t quite adjust to paying for something they used to get for free.  I usually charge them double because of their arrogance and then tease them mercilessly.  They always run out of here with their cocks on fire.  I try never to push them over the line.  I can usually tell when a guy’s gonna blow and I take those assholes right to the edge, then I stop and let them stew.  I get a kick out of thinking that they go home and fuck miss goody two shoes, while all the time they are thinking about pounding little old me.

This guy should not have been any different, but when I saw him I almost froze.  It took all my professionalism, if that word can even be applied to what I do, to continue my act.  He was one of my old high school teachers.  I barely passed his classes of course.  I barely pass all my courses.  Who has time to study when you are Miss Popular?

But this guy was different.  He really seemed to care.  He helped me a couple of times.  Gave me some hints on how to write a couple of papers and tutored a bunch of us after school.  He didn’t have to do that.  It wasn’t in his job description.  He also tried to give me some guidance more than once.  Warnings about life, which I totally ignored.  He even got me into community college after they had flatly rejected me.  That was a waste of his time.

I rewarded him by sitting in the front row with my two girlfriends and wearing the shortest, most out outrageous skirts we could find.  He was a good looking guy and we would take turns crossing and uncrossing our legs.  Whichever of us got him to pause in his lecture won the day.  He got pretty good at ignoring us so we switched to thongs and then to see through.  Once I came to class with no panties at all and that got his attention.  He had a lot of trouble with his lecture that day and looked at this notes about a dozen times.  I won twenty bucks that day from my girlfriends.

I had been around the stage a couple of times and I don’t remember seeing him.  I stripped off my panties and kicked them toward the back of the stage.  Then I leaned up against the pole and raise one leg until it touched my fore head.  My cunt was clearly displayed for all to see.  I did this on both sides of the stage and then the center, then turned upside down on the pole and spread my legs wide.  Anyone with a long enough cock could have fucked me right then and there.  

I did not see him until I knelt at the rail and there he was.  My legs were spread, my skirt was up and my cunt was about a foot from his face.  It wasn’t something he had not seen before, but this time I saw him drink in my aroma and that kind of shook me up.

He gave no sign of recognition and I wasn’t exactly in a position to say “Hi Mr.  Thompson how you been.  Remember me.  I’m Carla Wilson.”  So I went on with my act and when I came around again he had laid an extra twenty on the rail.

I was anxious to get out onto the floor so I decided not to change costumes and to work the floor in my cheer leader outfit.  I usually prefer something that shoes more cleavage.  I looked around for Mr. Thompson, but he had moved.  I took a spin around the floor and spotted him back in the corner.  The son of a bitch was getting a lap dance.  Shirley was working him in a beige baby doll.  Shirley is the only girl in the club with bigger tits than mine.  Why was I pissed?  He was perfectly within his rights to have a dance or a hundred dances from any or every girl in the place.  But I was upset that he did not wait for me.

I shrugged my shoulders and worked the floor asking for dances.  Two guys later I got a hit and the lucky guy really got worked over.  I’d show Thompson what he was missing.  But that was stupid.  Shirley had her tits in Thompson’s face and he could not even see where I was.

About ten minutes later I saw Shirley take the stage and worked my way over to Thompson.  “Would you like a dance” I asked.  “Thanks for the big tip when I was on the stage”.

“I enjoyed the show.   Your plumbing reminds me of someone”

“Don’t we all look the same down there?”

“Not as much as you would think”

“How good are your dances.  You are very beautiful, but I have learned that some of the prettiest girls don’t feel they have to touch as much.”

“You won’t be disappointed.  I promise.”

“Let's try one here on the floor and you can give me a hint of what I might expect if I take you into the VIP room.

The VIP room was for more expensive dances, with a lot more touches, which of course was not allowed.  The custom paid a surcharge for the VIP room and the dances were considerably more expensive.  I also had to pay a surcharge for taking a customer into the VIP.”

“You sound like you know the drill.  You must come here often.”

“No not that much.  Only a couple of times a month.”

“Buy me a drink?” I asked.  “I have a drink quota and if the customers don’t buy the drinks, I have to pay the till.”

“Why don’t we see how the dance goes?”

Damn.  He sure knew how the game was played.

“How long have you worked her?”

“About three months.”

“I’ve been in eight or nine times during that period. I must have just missed you.”

“I only work four nights.”  Thompson gave no sign that he knew who I was and his questions were standard John questions.

The music started and I popped up and stood between his legs.

He spread his legs and leaned back.  He was a regular alright.  He had done this before.   

I stood between his legs and got close enough for my leg to touch his groin. He was hard already.  Then I started to dance.  I flipped up my skirt and gave him a look at my panties.  Then even though it was against the rules out here in the main room, I shoved the hem of my panties aside and showed him my cooz.  Then I flipped in back in place and dropped my skirt.

I leaned in and pressed my body against his and ran up and down the length of his body.  My firm tits drilling hard into his chest and dragging over his cock when I swatted between his legs.  I put my hands on his thigh. They were warm and muscular.  I did not expect them to be so toned.  I ran my hands up and down his thighs, building the expectations that I was going for his cock, but always stopping short.  I dropped my head the pushed my scalp against his crotch and twisted my head.  My blond hair cascaded over his groin.

I spun and lifted my skirt and showed my ass.  I grabbed my panties and pulled them up between my crack, exposing most of my butt.  I bent over and let him see my ass, close up and proper.  Then I reached behind and pulled the bottom of my panties apart showing him my cunt, close enough for him to get a good whiff.

I spun and danced and then backed into him planting my ass right on his cock.  I wiggled a moment until his hard dick was perfectly aligned with my crack, then I worked my butt up and down, stroking his cock.  I could feel it get larger and I could feel him thrust against me.  Jesus I was dry humping my high school teacher and it was making me wet.  How fucked up is that?  Speaking of fucked up, what about him.  He was jamming his rod at me like a like I was his prom date.

I let him have a long session.  I thought he might cum, but this guy could hold it.  I remember watching that cock rise in class as I teased him from the front row, letting him look up my short skirts.  What a brat.  I spun around and did another body rub.  I locked eyes with him, save him my sexiest cum fuck me smile and rubbed my thigh hard against his rod.  Thompson never gave a sign of knowing me.  This guy was either as cool as James Bond or was clueless as to who I was.

The song ended and I plumped my ass down next to him.  He handed me two twenties.

“That for another dance?”

“No that’s for you.”

“What do you charge in the VIP room?”

“Fifty.”  I’d go in there for $40, but I always started with fifty.

“And the dances are better?”

“I take my panties off and you can see and smell all of me.  That is if you are into smelling.”  I smiled and winked.

“How about your top?”

“That comes off too.”

“Alright. Here's the deal.”

“There’s only one deal.  Fifty bucks” I corrected.

“I’ll pay you $100 for the first dance.  If it’s a good one, we will keep going.  If not.  That’s it.”

“You made out of money?”

“No, but I do pay for quality.  Both in the looks departments and in the contact department.  If you understand what I am saying?”

“Contact it is sweetheart.  Let’s go find a dark corner”, I smiled taking him by the hand and leading him through the VIP doorway.

We settled into a booth and I snuggled in beside him.  Next dance I said.  I want you to get your money’s worth.  I lay my hand on his thigh.  God he had great muscles in his legs.  I imagined pulling down his pants and kissing his thighs.  Jesus, I am such a whore.

Actually lately, I have been really good, almost celibate.  In high school I fucked damn near everyone who had the courage to ask.  They didn’t come right out and say “Carla do you want to fuck?”.  However, they did ask me out and have the balls to put their hands on my private areas or even more brazen to put my hands on theirs.  What can I say?  I lost my virginity at an early age and discovered how marvelous a cock could make me feel.  Fucking and cheer leading seemed to be the only things I did well, so I went for it.

The music started and I stood in front of him, my thigh pressing against his.  I tossed my top and my tits swung free.  I have D cups as firm as any I have ever seen and they stick straight out like some invisible bra was holding them there.  I twisted and turned and swayed to the music and my jugs bounced around. Thompson was mesmerized.   He licked his lips.

“Don’t touch them where the bouncer can see” I warned.  When I bend down put your hand in your lap and you can palm them all you want.  I bent into him and was partially hidden by the booth.  His hand closed around my breast and found my nipples.  He hands were soft and gentle, like those of an expert lover.  I did not expect that.  He played with my nipples and they stood up for him like hard little nuggets.

I stood up and spun around, then leaned back in.  I held my right breast in my hand and brushed the nipple over his lips.  His mouth opened and he sucked in much of my breast and somehow worked my nipple with his tongue while it was deep in his mouth.   No one had ever done that before.  I have always had sensitive tits. Touch my tits and you are more than have way to a home run.  

I pulled back and spun around, looking at him puzzled.  My nipples were puffed and hard as little rocks.  They actually pulsed and throbbed.  

I gave a quick look at the bouncer and skinned off my panties and handed them to Thompson.  Hide those I said. “I am not supposed to be bottomless off the stage, but with the skirt, no one can tell.”

I did a body rub, smashing my tits into his chest and grinding my crotch into his.  The only thing between us was his thin shirt and pants.  I gyrated my ass, finding just the right position to massage his cock with my cunt lips and gave him several humps.  Then I slip my body down the full length of his keeping firm pressure against him the whole time.  As I squatted between his legs, I paused and rubbed his cock with my tits and finished by running both hands over his hard cock and up and down its length.

I spun and swayed and backed my ass right down on his cock.  At the last minute I flicked my skirt out of the way and nestled his hard cock between my bare ass cheeks.  Then I rode him and gave him the grind of his life.  He thrust back against me and did a little grinding of his own.  I pumped my ass in rhythm with the music and I heard him groaning with every beat.  

I worked his cock as long as I could without getting in trouble.  We are technically supposed to be dancing and if all you do is jack someone off with your ass, that is not considered dancing.  Most guys would have cut loose and blown their loads, but Thompson met me stroke for stroke.  I was beginning to wonder what he would be like in bed.  A girl could use a guy that could keep it hard.  Most of the guys I’ve fucked give out pretty early, leaving me hanging.  That’s why on occasion in high school, I took them two or three at a time.

I danced in close facing him and guided his hand to my thigh, just under the hem of my skirt.  “Touch me” I whispered.  “I want you to touch me.”  I pleaded.

Thompson ran his hand up my thigh, caressing my legs with his soft, supple hands.  He brushed his knuckle across my curls, then ran a finger the length of my labia.  He pushed one, then two fingers up into me and I moaned for him.  Only part of it was an act.  

I thrust my pelvis toward him and fucked his fingers a few strokes.  Actually, quite a few strokes and much longer than I should have.  I pulled his hand out and pushed it to his lips.  We locked eyes as he tasted me.  I put my thumb in his mouth, which I never do and had him suck on it.  His mouth was gentle, like his touch.

I remembered watching him in class when his dick got hard from my, and my friends’, shenanigans.  He was not a handsome man, but he was a hunk in the physical department.  He had a pleasant, but average face with nose that was the wrong shape and eyes set way to far apart.  However, he was built like a human tank.  Large shoulders, bursting biceps and thick legs that were all muscle.   He looked like the kind of guy that could hold a girl in the air and fucker her silly, without her feet ever touching the floor.  Which was a fantasy that my high school girl friends and I speculated on more than once.  

Even the football players were afraid him.   None of them every gave him any shit.   I heard the fullback say one time.  “Are you kidding. Thompson could pick us both up and knock our heads together.  The guy is a fucking wall of muscle.”

Between his tender touch and my high school fantasies I was getting a little out of control.  My snatch was flowing and my nipples throbbing.  God I need a stiff cock and there was one right in front of me.  All I had to do was unzip his pants and jump on.  I was sure I would have had time to get my rocks off before we both got arrested and I got fired.  Probably both of us fired.  I don’t think the school board would be too understanding “Prominent teacher caught fucking ex-student in local strip bar”.  Not a good career move for either of us.

“Scoot down” I whispered and leaned in close.  I raised my skirt and dangled my pussy in front of his face then pushed it right up against his lips.  I felt his tongue run the length of my gnash several times then dart inside of me.  God I was really skirting the legal line.  I wanted to pull back, but it felt so damn good.  It took all my will power to pull away and let my skirt drop.  What I really wanted to do was hold that tongue ridge and let me fuck his face.

I twirled around again and backed into him like I was going to grind his cock again.  But just before contact, I slipped my hand behind me and grabbed his cock through his pants.  I pumped my ass like I was grinding him, but I was really giving him a hand job.  My long fingers working every bit of his cock that I could reach.  

Thompson was groaning like a man about to lose it and I increased my pressure and my speed.  In just a few strokes I felt him tense, his cock throbbing against my hand.   A pool of moisture spread over the front of his pants and I pumped his cock until every drop was squeezed out.  

“Sorry he said.  Blushing a little.”

“Don’t worry about it.  It was my fault.  I got carried away.”

The music stopped and I sat down.  “Buy me a drink so we can talk?” I asked.

“I can do that.”

He signaled a waitress with some secret hand code and leaned back into the booth.

“So what got you so excited?”  

A bunch of things.

“Not my dashing good looks?”

“You’re not so bad.  I love you muscles.”

“That was not the kind of dance a guy gets from you every time, is it?

“Fuck no.  Excuse me.  I am trying to clean up my language.  No.  Like I said.  I got carried away.”

“What was different?”

“For one, I don’t let guys stick their tongues in my snatch.”

“Well then Thank You.  You tasted marvelous.”

“That’s sweet.”

“I also don’t usually do the hand job finale.  Somehow it just seemed appropriate.”

“Anything else?”

“I do let guys finger me, only my regulars and not during every dance.  I usually make them build up to that.  Like after five or six dance, when I have a couple of hundred of their dollars in my pocket.”

“I see.”

“I know that makes me a whore, sort of.  I used to let guys fuck me for just a smile.  From that perspective, I have improved a lot.”

He laughed.

“I am not judging you Clara.”

There it was.  He laid the big bomb on me.  He did know who I was.  Should I be mad that I let him feel me up and let me give him a hand job, even if it was through his pants?  Should I be pissed?  I was a little, but it did not seem fair.  Christ I was dancing as Tammy Wild.

Would I have done that if I knew, he knew, I was Clara?  Or would I have gone even further?  I was so fucking confused.

“When did you know?”

“I’d recognize that sweet cooz of yours anywhere.  You showed it to me enough.”

“I was kind of a brat.  Huh!”

“You were a total brat.  I went home many times and relieved myself because of you.  I fact, I started coming to places like this, because you were driving me nuts.”

“For real?  You’re not shittin me!”

“No I am telling you the absolute truth.  You came in one day with no panties and gave me a show for an hour.  I had a lot of trouble finishing my lecture that day and had a raging hard on.”

“I remember.  I watched it grow.”

“I know.  The bigger it got the more flagrant you became.”

“I was just having fun.  I was a pretty empty headed bimbo in those days.”

“The minute school I over I drove across the county line to Ernie's Line Shack.  This place was not opened yet.  I had never been in a place like this.  The dancers were pretty bad.  Fat and overweight, but the waitress was a hot brunette with long legs and a short skirt.  There weren’t many customers.  I gave he a big tip and she gave me a big smile and we talked for a while.  Eventually I slipped her a couple of hundred dollar bills and we went to the motel next door and fucked until dawn.”

“What happened then? Did you see her again?”

“I dropped in a couple of times and we ended up in the rack every time, but she had a husband and he was getting suspicious.  Even showed up at the bar.  So we cooled it.”

“So where you thinking of her or me when you slipped it in?”

“Still the scamp aren’t you?”

“Kind of.  Answer my question.”

“I was thinking of you for most of the first night.   After that it was her.”

“Fair enough” I said.

“I am going to be one soon.  I need to dance for you quick or have you waited until after my set.”

“Can’t I have to grade some papers.”

“Well you come back and see me?”

“Of course.”

“Are you here on Monday?  I’d come back tomorrow, but I know how crazy this place is on the week end.”

“Your right.  I make most of my money on the weekends.”

“Promise me Monday.  I ‘ll wear my school girl outfit.”

“That’s just what I need.  For someone to see me playing with you in your school girl costume.”

“I really need to talk to you.  You are the only person that ever really cared what would happen to me.  I know you tried to help me, but I was too young and stupid to listen.  I don’t want to end up dancing here in ten years, blowing guys in the parking lot.  Please help me!”

“I will Carla. I will.  I will see you Monday and we’ll talk it all out.  In the meanwhile, here is my cell number.  Call me anytime.”

“Thanks Mr.  Thompson.”  

“I had my tongue up your snatch and you pumped cum into my pants.  I think Gary is probably appropriate from now on.”

She smiled and laughed “See you Monday.”

“I promise” he answered.

……………………………………………..

Monday the strip club was practically deserted.  The girls were sitting around with no one to dance for.  I was working the stage with one spectator.  I wore my school girl outfit and the guy was shoveling out dollar bills like there was a hole in his pocket.  I was topless and panty less beneath my skirt, giving my audience a great view of my love patch.

When the music stopped I went up to Thompson and tried to drag him into the back.  He looked around and said.  Why don't we get out of here?  You're not going to make any money tonight.  Have you eaten?”

“No.  Give me a minute and we'll go.”

……………………………………………

I opted for fast food.  There really was not a decent place to eat close by.  “Sorry, this is not how I imaged our first date, but I was starving.”

“Is this a date?”

“Could be if you play your cards right” I smiled seductively.

We found a quiet corner, where we could talk.  

“I have a solution” he said “come live with me.”

“You want me to be a kept woman?”

“No I want to offer you a safe place to live rent free while you go back to school.  I will help you with your classes, if needed.  You will have your own room and as much freedom as you want.”

“Are you going to want to fuck me?”

“As often as I can” he smiled, an easy smile.  Not creepy, just gentle.

“That’s the only string?”

“It’s not really a string.  If we are not sexually compatible or I don’t turn you on, the deal still stands, minus the fucking part.”

“Oh you certainly turn me on and I am living like a monk now anyway.  I don’t meet any decent guys at the club.  They just want a free roll around.  No strings attached and no money exchanged.  Fuck em.”

“You’ll help me get back to school so I have some skills?  I interviewed for some office jobs.  They were all the same.  I can't keyboard or take dictation or work a computer.  They wanted to put me out front at the reception desk.  They wanted me to smile and answer the phone and probably fuck the boss in the conference room all for $7.50 an hour.  I said no!”

“You need real skills.  Accounting, computer programming, digital marketing, engineering, chemistry, molecular biology, law.  Something with earning power.  Unfortunately, that is a lengthy process and a lot of work.”

“You are going to get to fuck me for a long time” I smiled.

“I can live with that.”

“Can I tell you a secret?”

“Sure.”

“I am soaking wet.  When can we start?”

“Did you get enough to eat?”

“Yes.”

As we were leaving the restaurant, I put my arm around him and whispered.  “I'm finally going to find out.”

“Find out what?”

“My girlfriends and I had a bet.  You have such a great body, we all wondered how big your dick was.”

“Your right.  You are going to find out, very soon.” he said, pulling me in close.

….......................................

Gary had a nice little house and he kept it spotless.  Most of the guys I fuck are real slobs and we have to push junk off the bed or couch before we can get down to it. 

There were several pictures around the house of a very beautiful woman.  Sultry would be the best description.  “Who’s that?” I asked.

“My wife.  She was killed by a drunk driver a few years ago.”

“I am so sorry” I said, hoping that I sounded sincere.  Now I really did feel like a shit for teasing him so much.

“This is your room.”

“It cute.”

“Where is your bedroom?”

“Right here” he answered opening the door to a homey room and the bed was actually made.  I am not sure I ever got fucked in a made bed.  Oh yeah, I forgot that I fucked John Evers in Mr. and Mrs. Conner’s bed when I was babysitting.

He walked across the room and took a picture off the dresser and put it in a drawer then turned to me.  I reached behind my back and unzipped my dress and let it fall to the floor.  His eyes devoured me as I also unclipped my bra and tossed it aside.  I approached him slowly wearing a pair of black, low slung panties and a pair of black hold-up nylons. 

Our eyes locked.  I wanted to take a glance at this crotch, but I did not want to break our gaze.  It was half lust and half romance and I could feel my moisture flowing.  God I was hot and the quicker I got him inside of me, the better.

I slipped my arms around his neck and kissed him gently.  I never lost eye contact, until the last second.  His lips were soft and yielding and I pressed my tits into his chest as my body flowed into him.  I wanted him to feel the intensity of my emotions.  I had always been a little hot for this guy, but his gentleness, his strength of character and his pure maleness were drawing me in deeper.  I was experiencing new emotions.  Gary was not just someone to scratch the itch in my hot box.  There was something else going on.  

Our kiss was heated, torrid, but I kept my tongue to myself.  He was a great kisser and despite the fire raging in the rest of my body, I took my time and savored the romance of the moment.  But it was not long before passion took over and our tongues were swirling around one another like lovers anxious to merge. 

Our darting tongues broke the spell and our hands moved urgently, insistently.  His hands were warm and strong and seared my skin as they caressed my back and traveled to my ass.  He cupped both butt cheeks and pulled he in hard.  My cunt ached for the stiffness it felt and I pulled him toward the bed, my fingers clawing at this zipper.

His pants were off and also his shorts by the time we fell on the bed.  I grasp his cock like it was mine now and I would never let it go.   We lay kissing, our mouths and tongues could not get enough.  I stroked his dick with one hand and cupped his balls with the other.  He groaned at my touch.  He better groan.  If there is one thing I know, it is how to handle a cock.

The guy was no slouch with his own hands and they were all over me, but he soon concentrated on my pussy and quickly pushed his fingers inside.  Jesus, he had big hands. Oh fuck, he sure knew how to use them too.  My cunt was his playground and he found all my secret pleasure spots. 

His fingers were not only thick, they were long and when he caressed my g-spot I came in spasms.  God, we had barely started and I was already flowing like a river.  He rubbed one finger across my anus and circled it.  He had both hands working on my pubic area and I was more inflamed than I can ever remember.

I took his hand and stopped him.  “No foreplay.  Don’t tease me.  I need you.  Just fuck me.  No.  Scratch that.  Make love to me” I whispered as I guided him in.

I have fucked a lot of guys, but this was special.  His dick did not match his massive body, but it was thick and longer than average.  I had had bigger.  Shit I used to specialize in bigger.  But he was going to be just right.

I put him in an inch or so and he moved it slowly.  Teasing me with his girth.  My cunt flowed over it, aching for it.  God, this was not me.  I was the ‘ram it in’ girl.  

Give it to me stud, then pump your ass.  That was my style.  

But what Gary was doing was fucking wonderful.  Oh God! My cunt pushed itself onto him gradually, like a garden slug climbing a pole.  Inch by luscious inch.  Slowly it slid in deeper and deeper, my pussy walls flowing over it with exquisite pleasure.  I spread my legs out as wide as possible, relishing the feel of him, desire building within me and overwhelming every part of me.  

It wasn’t his size.  I have had bigger.  It was how he did it and how it felt.  It was like an introduction to something that would be there for me.  Like unwrapping a special present.  Oh fuck, he was all the way in and he was deeper than I expected.  This was going to be fun.

Part of me was disappointed that the initial penetration was over.  It had been exhilarating.  But when he started to move, Oh my God.  That is when I really caught fire.

Gary pulled it out a little faster than it went in.  He withdrew it right to the tip.  He was barely in me when he gradually eased it back in.  Faster this time, but not by much.  Oh God, every inch of my cunt channel was screaming and I moaned loudly.  “AHHHHHHHHHH”.  My sounds were long and drawn out,  perfectly in time to his penetration. 

Then, he did it again and again and again.  Each time my moans synchronized perfectly with the speed of his fucking.  I don’t know how long we did that, but I remember cuming at least three times.

Finally, I could not take it anymore and I covered his ear with my mouth, my hot breath seeping deep into his ear canal.   “Fuck me hard darling.  Fuck me real hard!” I whispered.  My voice low and desperate.

That’s when I felt just how massive his body really was.  He pounded into me with a ferocity that bordered on frightening.  His power was incredible and my pussy pulsed and spasmed and clamped around his moving member like it was trying to hold it in place.  Only to have it torn from its grip with an exquisitely torturous pleasure.  

I wanted him in even deeper and I grabbed a pillow and stuck it under my ass on his upswing.  Jesus Oh fuck, he went in deep when he came back down.  Between the force of his stroke and my higher and less yielding position he broke new ground inside me and sent shards of intense pleasure coursing through me. 

I threw my legs around him and held on tight. I thought he was going to tear my little body apart, but I was willing to let him, if it was going to feel this good the whole time.  We fucked and fucked and fucked. I slammed my cunt up to meet his awesome assault and only stopped when I came. Which happed a lot.

I was starting to think the guy didn’t have any sperm in him.  That he was just going to fuck me to death and still be dry.  But he finally let go.  He was on a down stroke and I felt a warmth course through me, deep inside.  His cock pulsed and throbbed and I threw my head back and clinched my teeth and dug my nails into his ass and screamed my fucking head off.

By the time I was done cuming, my cunt had coxed out all of his load and he was lying beside me limp.  I touched it and said “aaaww” and made a face.

Gary laughed.

I raised up on my side and he caressed my tits and took one of them in his mouth.

“So what’s the deal now?  Can you get it up again or are we done?  Not that it wasn’t great.  In fact it was incredible.  But is there more?” I asked, my eyes twinkly at him.  All the time I was stroking his dick and it was starting to show some interest.

“Why don’t you find out” he said, pushing my head toward his soft member.

I put my mouth on it and did a few tricks.  It responded to my skills, which are considerable, and was hard in no time.  I rolled over and pulled him toward me and guided his dick between my breasts.

“I bet you have been wanting a titty fuck for a long time” I declared.

No one in the world gives a better jug tug that I do.  I love the feel of a cock sliding along the side of my soft breasts and I love the feel of its head repeatedly slipping between my lips as they grab for it each time.  And I really love the taste of the finish as that white milky nectar collects in my mouth then then flows down my throat.  

I gave him the best breast ride of his life, but I didn’t let him cum.  I wanted that big boy inside me at least one more time.  When he started to jerk and moan from my carnal talents, I clamped down hard on the base of his dick.  Rolled him over and hopped right on.

“Do you have a cock ring” I asked, pumping my ass slowly up and down over his hardness.

“No.”

“We will have to get one” I smiled.

God he was fun to ride.  I don’t ever remember enjoying sex quite so much as playing cowgirl on Mr. Thompson.  Now it was my turn to guide him in and out slowly, or pound my ass down over that marvelously hard cock in a staccato crescendo of my own.  I came several times during my ride and he hung in there for me, keeping it rock hard as I played and perverted. 

Gary lay back, watching me.  He spent a lot of time on my tits.  He had big strong hands and he squeezed a little hard sometimes, but they were mostly gentle.  Periodically I would lean in and dangle them in his face, as I let his hardness slide along the rear of my vaginal wall.

While I was up there, squeezing his wonderfully thick cock with my love muscle, I did some exploring of my own.  He had incredible muscles.  His biceps were huge and I rubbed them lovingly.  I put both hands on his chest and felt them give just a little as I put my weight on them.  I traced my palms along his shoulders and down to his abs.  No flab anywhere. 

“How did you get so ripped?” I asked moving my pussy up and down his length languidly.

“Some of it is natural, but I hit the weights pretty hard sometimes.”

“Well whatever you are doing, it is sure working” I said.  “All the girls wanted to fuck you.”

“And now you are.”

“And now I am” I gave my cunt muscles a little squeeze and he smiled and twitched inside of me.

“Just a little love hug” I declared continuing my ride and speeding up the tempo.

I reached down and guide his hand to my clit and showed him just where to rub and press, then I pumped like hell.

“I can’t hold it darling” he whispered.  “Darling” that was a nice word.  I liked it.   I pumped him harder and faster and he erupted in just a few more strokes.  God that man carried a load.  I thought the force of his ejaculation was going to shoot me right off of him like an amateur rocket.

When I came my big one, it synced with his and I literally convulsed and fell off of him.  I lay panting on the bed beside him for a long time.  I stretched one hand out to touch his chest and rest it there lovingly, then I passed out.

………………………..

We fucked all night.  Dozing and reaching desperately for one another, then repeating the cycle.  

I awoke to the smell of bacon and followed my nose to the kitchen.  Gary had breakfast ready.

I leaned in the doorway and said “Good morning, lover” I don’t think I had ever called anyone lover before.

He looked at me with both tenderness and lust.  I had borrowed a shirt from his closet and it was my only attire.  Most of my long toned legs were on display and I did not quite hit all the buttons when I slipped it on.  He was looking at me just as I hoped.  It was like a scene from a movie and I knew I was going to be OK.  


If you enjoyed this story, please leave a review at amazon.com

Other stories by Johnson Stiff include the following:

Taking the Supper Club Wives (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance Howard decides he has to break out of the yuppie mold and change his life.  As a first step he decides to seduce all seven wives of in his monthly supper club.  One by one he plans their seduction and enjoys their carnal gifts.  To Lance’s surprise, some conquests are much easier than he imagined and the most difficult targets turned out to be the most willing rides.     (There are seven books in the Supper Club Wives series, issued as #1- Beth; #2-Jenny; #3- Page; #4-Sarah; #5-Cheryl; #6-Monica; #7-Trudy)

Taking the Niece  (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  Ryan and Melanie Phillips are young, well to do and into sexual games.  Melanie’s niece Cheryl is almost as beautiful as Melanie, but she has a younger, fresher body.  Cheryl has turned eighteen and is now old enough to play with the adults.  Cheryl has always been hot for Ryan.  Is the stage set for sexual tension or adventure?

The Stripper Next Door   Julie Cox, the sweet girl next door and baby sitter to my two boys has turned into a stunningly attractive woman and is paying her way through college working at the local gentlemen’s club.   She has also made it clear that her sexual preference is me.   Julie is still a virgin, but if I don’t give in to Julie’s sexual demands, she will start passing her favors around at the strip joint.  To complicate matters, Julie’s best friend, who is even more strikingly sensual that Julie, is looking to turn Julie’s and my passion, into a three-way.

Taken in Cancun A few days in Cancun and Rachel Kate was a new woman.  She and Steven, happily married for fifteen years, were hoping to recharge their marriage with romantic nights in an exotic setting.  Steven spent the entire trip in the bathroom suffering from a common ailment of Mexican travelers and Rachel was forced to find her romance elsewhere.  On the flight home Steven remembers little of the trip, except the inside of his hotel bath room.  Rachel, however, has vivid memories of three lovers in as many days.  Will their lives ever be the same?

MILF at the Pawn Shop Stanley Gibbs inherited a small pawn shop and was just squeaking by, when he discovered the power of the personal discount.  Pawns can get pretty expensive and some of the local women have discovered that if they pawn with Stanley, they can often skip a few payments.  Stanley is an understanding fellow and if money is tight, he is willing to make special arrangements in the backroom for his over eighteen female borrowers.

The Girl in the Short Skirt    Ashley Gibbs is a sexy young lady that loves to wear short skirts that show off her legs.  But what happens when she attracts more attention than she wants?  Ashley can’t stop thinking about the bad boy that followers her up the stairs every morning at work and the blatant way he looks up her dress.  What’s a girl to do?  Spread her legs or go shopping for a pant suit?

Taken by the Photographer (A Players Erotic Adventure.)  The beautiful and enticing Melanie Phillips has her sights set on the handsome photographer Jason Scott, but she won’t make it easy for him.  He is used to women fawning over him and raising their skirts at this smile.   If he wants Melanie, he will need to act like a man and take her.

Double or Nothing (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is obsessed with the dark eyed little brunette that works in his office, but the busty young blonde at the reception desk also has his motor running.  Lance doesn’t always play by the rules.  Can he parlay the seduction of one, into a game with three players?

MILF-Ville USA.  (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance goes to a sleepy farm and ranch town in western Nebraska to appraise some local land for irrigation partnerships.  He soon discovers that he is fresh meat for the local unfulfilled woman.  With a new eager body in his bed every night, sometimes two, will Lance make it out of town before the local cowboys discover that he has gotten into their private stash.

Punishing Kathy   Kathy is nineteen and a bit of an exhibitionist.  She interns at a powerful wall street firm and teasing the boss with her short skirts is one of her kinks.  Quite unintentionally, Kathy has made a few regulatory transgressions and jail could be in her future.  Because of the high cost of sexual harassment law suits, her boss has a rule about handling the help. However, pretty Kathy is no in a position to complain.  Will her troubles disappear if she lets him do more than look at her perfect ass?   (This is a short one – 2800 words – a Quick, but Hot Read).

Protecting Linda    Vincent Carter is a grad student and his high school assistant, Linda, returned for a third year of internship all grown up and ready to play.  Linda’s mom, a luscious MILF is out to protect Linda’s virtue and offers herself as a substitute for Vincent’s carnal drives.  Vincent, being a bit of a cad, but a dedicated swordsman, decides to enjoy them both.  All he has to do is keep mother and daughter from comparing notes.

Unfinished Business   Lance Howard had the same executive assistant for ten years and not a day went by that he did not dream of ravaging her hard body, squeezing her lush round breasts and pummeling the treasure between her long toned legs. 

Tonight was her going-away party and Rennie and Lance were having a quiet drink to reminisce. Recollections quickly turned to regret and before long their bodies were making up for lost time - Trying to cram ten years of abstinence and pent up desire into a few hours of raw unrestrained carnal lust. 

Join Lance and Rennie in their journey down memory lane. Some of their shared history is strictly adult fare.

My Barber the MILF   Kay Linsey was a beautiful MILF going through a rough patch and trying to make ends meet cutting hair.  Alone, divorcing and celibate, her lush body ached for attention.  Jim was her best friend’s son, home from college.  She had known Jim since he was a child, but the man standing in front of her was tall, muscular, legal and sexy as hell.  When Kay learns that she was Jim’s first fantasy she gives him more than a haircut.

Her Husband was Away   Linda had worked for her boss for a year or more.  She was the perfect employee and their relationship was strictly professional until her husband stayed too long out of town.  Linda was a good girl, faithful and chaste.  However, she was also a woman with intense sexual hungers and daily needs.  A fortnight without was her limit so she went looking for penetration.  Her boss would never be the same.   

Doing Barbie   Jim and Barbie shared a bond.  In the midst of some family distress, they ended up sleeping side-by-side at the tender age of eighteen.  They were, of course, quickly sharing more than a bed room. As adults they took separate paths, but they periodically revisited their lusty roots.  When Carol, Barbie’s little sister, came of age, she was eager to compete with her big sister for the carnal attentions of Jim.  Nicole, mother of Carol and Barbie, was a stunning, but aging MILF.   Her daughters had inherited her beauty, but the mold was still the master.  Weary of older and unfulfilling men, Nicole decided her daughters should not have all the fun, especially where intimacy with Jim was concerned.

Blonde in Need   Cheryl Rivers is a brilliant scientist with the body of a model and the sexual appetite of a porn star.  Her husband Tim is obsessed with avoiding the draft and is eating himself into oblivion, so that he can exceed the weight limit for armed service.   His ploy will keep him out of the Viet Nam jungle, but it is also keeping him out of Cheryl’s bed.  Vincent Carter, however, their fellow graduate student, is lean and desirable and close by and judging from the bulge in his speedo’s, packing exactly what Cheryl needs.  

Someone to Trade   If you are into brunettes, Maria Lee is your fantasy come to life.  Five eight or nine, long luscious legs, oversized breasts that hold themselves up as if by magic, bronze skin tone, waist length straight black hair, flashing black eyes, the high cheek bones of a fashion model and lips that were made to swallow a cock.  Maria is a walking wet dream.  Pure sex on the hoof and she loves to fuck.

The only problem with Maria is that she is married to my best friend, Jeff.  Imagine my joy when I discovered they were swingers.  Unfortunately for me, I am single and I have no one to trade.

Snowbound with Two MILFs   Lance Howard had seduced all the wives in his yuppie supper club.  Two years later a blizzard lands him and two of his previous conquests in close proximity.  How better to pass the time than with some intimate amusements. Lust is always an unpredictable mistress and threesomes have a way of nurturing hidden lesbian appetites.  When Lance and his two MILFs touch passions long buried they unleash desires and yearnings that can never be forgotten.      

MILF Twins   January and Julie are stunning brunettes.  They are hot, sexy and absolutely identical.  Jan has always been the more adventuress.  Divorced and jilted by her lover for a bi-sexual male, Jan envisions a future less eventful than her past.     However, after years of a stale marriage and an underperforming spouse, Julie yearns for some carnal exploits of her own.  

They switched in high school and they switched in college, why not switch again.  Julie realizes that she can live her every fantasy and have any man she wants.  Also she has to do is act like her sister, literally.

Every Girl Has Her Price    Candy is dandy, liquor is quicker, but cash is the fastest of all. Jonathan Fritz is a financial analyst and he knows how to value a transaction.  His hobby is tempting god girls to be bad for a couple of hours.  Just long enough to spend some quality time with Jonathan and his private parts.  He does not waste his energy on romance or courting rituals.  That is not his strong suit.  Jonathan goes straight to a girl’s weakness, her need for cash.

The Stud Club    Ellen Freez is a strikingly beautiful brunette of thirty-six with a filthy rich husband and the lifestyle of the rich and famous.   She is traveling with her sexy, but naïve, eighteen-year-old niece who is fresh out of small town America.    Ellen wants her niece to experience a master lover, but Ellen also has needs of her own.   Fortunately, Ellen is a lifetime member of the ‘Stud Club’, a secret organization offering well-endowed lovers worldwide.

Taking the Babysitters (A Players Erotic Adventure.) Ryan and Melanie Phillips have a family vacation planned to Acapulco.  They decide to take a babysitter along so they can have some free time to play.  The Phillips have two regular sitters and when Ryan announces that one of them will be accompanying them to Mexico, they both make it clear, with their intimate charms, that they are eager to be chosen.  Unable to decide, Ryan invites both.  Is Ryan headed for trouble or paradise?  

Taken by the Tag Team Rafe is hunk of a man with a jumbo member and a fleet of sports cars, but he is tongue tied in front of women.  Freddie can’t hold a job, but is devilishly charming and gets more action than a rock star.  Rafe and Freddie formed a tag team.  Rafe fronts the money and the lifestyle and Freddie ropes in the women, paying special attention to hotties who are keen for oversized meat.  Freddie has never lived so well and Rafe has never slept so well.  What could possibly go wrong?

The Imitation Masseuse (A Lance Howard Erotic Adventure.)  Lance is absolutely smitten by a stunning blonde he sees every morning, but all attempts to meet her go astray. Desperate, Lance takes a crash course in massage techniques and then shows up at the girl’s door, massage table and accompanying oils in hand, pretending that she is the winner of a free therapeutic massage.   Will she let him through the door?   If she does, will Lance get to rub more than her back?

My Hot Wife’s Dark Desire   Staci Roan’s career as a television reporter was flagging, until she treated her viewers to a peek at her white silk panties at the juncture of her long sexy legs.  As planned her ratings shot up, but so did her libido.  It excited Staci to display her personal charms.  However, when she flashed her guest Howard Winthrop, the black football all-star, turned billionaire and world class womanizer, Staci’s innocent teasing quickly turned into carnal cravings.    The lovely Staci had secretly longed to be taken by a handsome black man and to be completely dominated.   Howard Winthrop was as big and black and as dominate as they come and he found Staci, irresistible.

Melting the Ice Queen   Hillary Stone is a beautiful enticing woman, but she is also the neighborhood prude.  She dresses conservatively, shuns male advances and fakes her orgasms.  Hillary is especially scornful of bad boy Chuck Thane.  

Handsome, rugged, charming and unconventional Chuck is every woman’s fantasy.  Chuck thinks Hillary ‘dost protest too much’ and that beneath her icy exterior, burns a carnal flame aching to be fanned.  One evening at a friendly suburban gathering, Chuck pulls the lovely Hillary aside and takes a few inappropriate liberties.   Hillary has never been in the arms of a man like Chuck and her distain, quickly turns to overwhelming desire as passions, long suppressed transforms Hillary from prig to frenzied participant. 

Taking the French Planter’s Grand Daughter   War is a poor place for romance, but sometimes love is where you find it.  When Daniel Porter burst through the doors of the old French plantation house he was expecting a squad of VC, not a frightened girl.  Battle weary and no longer the man who left Iowa eight months before, can the carnal charms of the enemy save his soul?  (A collaboration of Johnson Stiff and Rex Torrid.)

The above stories are either in print or coming soon.   Please check with amazon.com for availability.
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