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1. The Backdoor Journalist: First Anal Sex with the Boss

In college, Lexi had majored in journalism despite all the warnings that she would never find a job.  And when she lands her first job as a junior editor, she is beyond excited!  When she meets her boss, Mr. Cole Greyson, excited doesn’t begin to cover her reaction.  While the job doesn’t pay very much, she soon learns that experience and exposure more than make up for anything else.

My first job after college!  I was so excited for my first day, I could hardly sleep.  My boyfriend was actually kind of angry with me because I was not even in the mood for sex the night before.  He was complaining about ‘blue balls’ but I just ignored him.  He can be so whiny about that sometimes.

I had majored in journalism and was lucky enough to get a job that started the fall after graduation.  It was perfect -- I got to enjoy one last summer of freedom but was already safe and secure in the knowledge that I had a job.  So many of my friends spent the summer waiting tables and looking for a real job, but I was set.

It turns out that the editor of a local magazine was a fellow graduate of my university, and he was in the market for a junior editor.  It really did not pay much, but I was not worried about that.  My guidance counselor told me that the experience and exposure would more than make up for it.  ‘Exposure’ turned out to be an interesting word choice from her, but I digress.

I showed up for my first day in my beautiful dove gray interview suit and a pale pink silk blouse.  I loved the way the combination worked for me and everyone said it fit me perfectly.  To make myself feel good and feel grown-up, I even wore my nice silk bra and matching panties underneath.  I do not own a lot of nice lingerie, but wearing the fancy matching set always made me feel like an adult.  That silly boyfriend of mine even tried to have a little fun before work, but I told him to shove it.

The receptionist at the front desk was very nice, and even walked me back to my little office.  It was more like a closet with a desk, but I had my very own office!  I was beyond thrilled!  I thanked her for her help and she scurried back to the front.  I pulled out a laptop from one of the drawers and set my purse down into the now-empty space.

She had also pointed out the breakroom as we walked so I headed over to get a cup of coffee.  It seemed like a good place to meet some of my new co-workers and to familiarize myself with the place.

It was a little before eight o’clock in the morning, so there was only one other person there.

“Hello there, I’m Lexi,” I introduced myself to the older woman.

“Helen,” she said gruffly and nearly broke two of my fingers with her grip.

“It’s my first day,” I bubbled.

“I can tell,” she chuckled, “no one dresses up like that around here except for Mr. Greyson.”

“Well, I wasn’t sure and I wanted to err on the side of nice,” I shrugged.

“Best invest in some comfortable slacks and loafers.  He’s going to have you running around like a chicken with your head cut off.  At least, that was how it worked for the last intern…” Helen sort of mumbled the last part.

“Oh ok, thanks.  I actually have not met him yet.  I was interviewed by human resources only.  I guess since he and I graduated from the same school, he wasn’t worried.”  I scuffed the toe of my high heel against the carpet and tried not to be worried.

Helen smiled wryly, “Aw honey, you just smile at him and everything will be A-Okay.”

I quirked one eyebrow at her but had no verbal response.  She shuffled off in her maxi skirt and plain loafers and I was left in the kitchen by myself, in my pencil skirt and high heels. I clicked my way back to my little office, only taking one wrong turn during the process.

I did happen to notice that while my office looked like a converted janitor’s closet, the one next to mine looked like it took up the remainder of the area.  The lights were off and the door was shut, but it was an enormous space that had at least one entire wall of windows.  We were located on the fifty-fifth floor, the top floor of the building.  It must be an amazing view from in there.  I did not have any idea what the rest of the space was actually for.

I sat behind my desk and plugged in the laptop.  When it booted, I was prompted to set my password so I used my standard one to start.  As I started to open my email and flip through the sparse files in the cabinet, I heard heavy footsteps in the corridor outside my office.  Suddenly the doorway went dark and I found myself looking at the sexiest, most handsome man I had ever seen in person.

He nearly had to duck to step inside, and his broad shoulders seemed to fill the entire space.  His dark hair was combed back in damp waves and his blue eyes glittered brightly.  His strong jaw was peppered with dark stubble and I had the sudden urge to run my fingertips over the scratchiness.

I rose from behind my desk on shaky knees and tried to walk around the desk.  I ended up stumbling on the trashcan that I failed to notice before, and landed with both of my palms flat against the hard planes of his pecs.

“Well hello there,” his voice rumbled deep in his chest.

“H-H-Hi, I’m Lexi,” I tried to recover gracefully, but my stupid high heels tripped me yet again and I fell back against his chest.

“I’m Cole Greyson,” his large hands gripped my shoulders and righted my body vertical again.

“I-I-I’m so sorry,” I stuttered.

“Quite alright, I like the personal introduction,” he grinned.

My heart calmed back down from making an ass of myself, but it sped right back up as he smiled down at me.  He smelled of Ivory soap and the outdoors and the entire experience was making me lightheaded and tingly.

I knew that it was going to be a long internship.

****

That first day ended up being rather long.  I had to sit through several hours of orientation, about the computer systems and the health insurance benefits and something about not harassing my fellow employees.  But every time Mr. Greyson walked by the conference room window, I had terrible thoughts of harassing them.  If it ever came to court, I would blame the human resource lady for planting suggestions.

I was released briefly for lunch, and made my way downstairs to the deli for a turkey sandwich.  I felt so grown-up in my suit and eating at this deli in the fancy office building.  Mr. Greyson’s personal assistant stopped by to introduce herself and to pick up his lunch.  She actually seemed nice, despite her big boobs and long blonde hair.  I guess he had a type.

When I returned from lunch, the human resources lady gave me a full tour of the office space.  Well, she showed me everything except the giant suite of an office that was concealing Mr. Greyson form my leering.

About three o’clock, I was released from my babysitter and returned to the quiet of my private office.  I read through a few introductory emails on my computer and looked through the sparse files in the drawers.  There were some outdated office memos and a few printed emails about meetings, but none of it was very helpful.  I did notice the memo about some kind of upcoming office function, but I paid no attention.  Towards the end of the day, Helen stopped by to see how my first day went.

“I guess it was alright.  I learned all about sexual harassment and dental insurance.  Oh, and I made an ass out of myself with Mr. Greyson.”

She grinned, “He has that effect on the younger women around here.  Me?  I’m too old for that nonsense.  But I can see why it affects kiddos like you.”

I shrugged, “It’s not that.  I tripped and fell against him.”

She laughed out loud, “Well there’s always the direct approach!”

“I didn’t do it on purpose!” I could feel my cheeks flush when I realized that she was implying I had done it intentionally.

“Oh I know, I’m just kidding.  Well, we’ll see you tomorrow.”

She headed out, and I started to pack up my purse to leave.

“Well…” the deep voice in the doorway startled me.

“Oh!  Mr. Greyson!”

“What?  No obligatory feel this time?”

My cheeks hurt they were so flushed and warm.

“Relax, it was just an accident.”

He walked over to perch on the corner of my desk, and his presence seemed to suck the oxygen right out of my lungs.

“How about a celebratory dinner?  On me?”

I fingered a loose strand of hair and nibbled my lower lip.

“D-D-Dinner?  Gee, I don’t…”

“A word of advice… It’s not good form to turn down the boss on your first day…”

I bit my lip this time, “Oh.  Well, okay then.”

When he grinned at my acceptance, my knees went weak.  His carefully combed hair was now in rakishly messy curls, and his blue eyes gleamed with a wicked light.  As we left the small space, he rested his large palm against my lower back and I think my tummy actually trembled at the heat of his touch.

His driver took us to a small Italian bistro with white linen tablecloths and candlelight.  I thought it was an odd place to take an intern on her first day.  He draped his suit jacket on the back of his chair and loosened the tie at his neck, unbuttoning the first button.  I tried not to stare at the dark curls peeking out at me.  But when the wine was poured and the gleam in his eyes brightened, I knew I was in trouble.

When he stretched back in his chair, I could see the flat pecs under his shirt, and I watched his biceps strain at the soft cotton of his sleeves.

“So tell me a little about yourself.”

“N-N-Not much to tell really.  I just graduated this past May, and am really excited to be working for you.”

He raised his eyebrows at my choice of words and I blushed yet again.  I was beginning to worry it was a permanent state around him.

“Well I do hope you can make it to our little party on Friday.  We’re celebrating a huge advertising win so I thought we could have a little fun.”

“Oh!  Um, sure, that sounds great.”

Was he asking me as a boss or like a date? I wondered.

“Feel free to bring your boyfriend, if you want.”  As a boss.

“Oh, well, um, maybe.”

“Single gal?”

I looked down at the table and fiddled with the tablecloth.

“Ah, I understand,” he winked at me.

My heart fluttered and I downed the rest of my wine.  The rest of the evening went smoothly.  Well, smoothly for him and awkwardly stupid for me.  But that is just what seemed to happen to me around him.  That night my boyfriend was rather eager to fuck me in my suit but I just brushed him off with a mumbled “I’m tired”.

After work the next day, I stopped at the store for a new outfit for Friday.  I figured the party was right after work, so I was aiming for something that would work under my suit for the daytime and then I could just slip out of my jacket for the party.  I found a stunning cranberry top that hugged tightly in all the right places, but actually looked quite demure with a jacket on.  It was low-cut by itself, but somehow the jacket pushed the neckline together just enough to be workplace presentable.  I spent money I didn’t really have, just to make an impression on my sexy boss.

For the rest of the week, I was nervous and anxious about the party.  I told my boyfriend there was a work function on Friday evening and not to wait up.  I declined to mention it was a party and I just was not inviting him.

****

The whole week took forever.  When Friday finally rolled around, I took extra care in the shower that morning to shave everything from the neck down.  I even put on a fancy push-up bra and matching thong, under my new maroon top and the grey suit with the slim pencil skirt.

My boyfriend eyed me up and down but this time did not even try to proposition me.  I thought it was odd, but since I had turned him down the last few times, maybe he was giving up.  Unfortunately, spending that much time around Mr. Greyson had really ramped up my libido.  I had been watching his tight muscles move under his tailored clothing, the way he ran his fingers through his dark hair when he was focused on something, the way his blue eyes lit up when he caught a glimpse of leg or cleavage.  I could not tell if he was just that way with me, or with all the young women in the office.  But either way, it was having an effect on me.

I was admittedly unfocused and unproductive for that entire day.  Luckily I had a private office so it was harder to tell that I was slacking off.  I think it was partly because I was still so new at the company , that I did not have a lot of work to get done.  But it was partly due to nerves about the event that evening.  Helen stopped by to say hello and that she was hoping I was staying afterwards.  I nodded ‘yes’ and she smiled.  She was an interesting lady but it was nice to have a friend.  I had not met many people but perhaps that would change at the party.

Around four o’clock, I noticed that there was a distinct hum of conversation in the hallways and I assumed people had stopped trying to feign productivity.  I pushed my door almost completely closed and took a moment to freshen up.  I ran a brush through my hair, powdered my nose and applied fresh lipstick.  Then I slipped out of the suit jacket and laid it nicely on the back of my chair.  I checked my reflection in my compact one more time, straightened my snug blouse over the push-up bra, and headed out into the hubbub.

Everyone seemed to be dressed in a modified version of business attire so I did not feel overdressed or underdressed.  They all seemed to be milling towards the large conference room so I joined the flow of people traffic.

“Oh hey there,” a young voice next to me spoke up.

I turned and looked at the speaker.  He was a young man, a few years older than me, and seemed to have his eyes glued on my breasts as they bounced under the tight silky top.

“Hi,” I purred, “I’m Lexi.”  It seemed that my hormones were in overdrive for all eligible-looking males now.

“I’m Thomas, I work in accounting over there,” he pointed down a hall I had not explored yet.

“Nice to meet you,” I smiled coyly.

He grinned, his eyes never leaving the top curves of my cleavage.  He was nice-looking, but after my week of Mr. Greyson, I was not ready to settle for an eager puppy.

The conference room had been mildly decorated, sort of like a high school prom with a ‘Congratulations’ banner and streamers.  The table itself looked much better.  It was covered with platters and tiers of fancy catered food, and the back credenza was lined with glasses and bottles of liquor.  When I saw the food, I realized that I had not eaten lunch and was suddenly ravenous.

I made my way through the crowd to load my plate with cocktail shrimp, cheese and crackers and strawberries, and several dips with fresh vegetables.  I was starving but I was not looking to make a pig out of myself.  I accepted a glass of red wine from a polite server and headed to a back corner to inhale my provisions.

I felt him before I saw or heard him.

“Lexi,” Mr. Greyson’s deep voice rumbled.

“Mr. Greyson” I squeaked.  Yes, that was the impression I was going for.  Forget sexy, sultry sophisticate; let’s try Minnie Mouse instead.

He lifted a strawberry from my plate, and I was mesmerized by the way his full lips entrapped the succulent fruit only a moment before his teeth freed the flesh from the stem.

“Tasty,” he whispered in my ear.

I felt the shivers trickle over my skin as his breath grazed my skin.  When I dared to look up at his piercing eyes, I felt them reach down inside and read every naughty thought I had had over the last week.  His eyes darkened as he stepped closer.  His hand barely grazed my lower back and I shivered again.

“How about a refill?” some random chipper voice piped in to our very intriguing conversation.

As the waitress broke the moment and refilled our wine glasses, I took the opportunity to pop a cocktail shrimp in my mouth.  It was not the sexiest thing to do in the moment, but I was still starving.  His gaze was focused on my mouth as I nibbled the shrimp and spicy cocktail sauce.

When the young woman wandered off, I half-expected his eyes to follow her little bubble butt, but I was shocked that they were still on my lips.

“I think we need more strawberries,” he winked.

I inhaled sharply and forgot to exhale until he sauntered off to the table for more fruit.  I downed the remaining food on my plate in his absence, realizing that inhaling food at a party was not sexy, but neither was a rumbling tummy.

He returned carrying a bottle of wine and a plate laden with fruit and cheese, and wearing a devilish grin.  I set my plate down on the back bar and smiled up at him.  Holding just the glass of wine it was easier to look appealing.

“How about we find a little more privacy?” he suggested.

I nodded and followed as he led me out of the conference room and back to his office.  He shut the door behind us and I gasped at the view from the wall of windows.

“It’s breathtaking!” I breathed.

“Yes, it is,” he rumbled as his hands slid around my waist from behind.

“Mr. Greyson!”

“I think you can call me Cole at this point,” he chuckled.

His fingers brushed against the nape of my neck as he moved my hair and I trembled.  When his lips touched my skin, I gasped at the surge of heat in my blood.

“I’ve been waiting for tonight all week,” he whispered.

“Why’s that?” I could barely speak as his hands spanned my quaking tummy.

His lips still trailed over my neck as he murmured, “I thought it would be odd to try this in the middle of a Wednesday.”

I laughed despite myself, and appreciated his sense of humor.  When his fingertips brushed the lower curve of my breasts, I shuddered.  His teeth closed firmly on my earlobe and I found myself pressing backwards against him.  It had only been moments since he touched me, but already I was turned on more than I got while having actual sex with my boyfriend.

He eased the hem of my top out of my skirt and let his fingers tickle my lower back.  I squirmed against him and could have sworn I felt his cock twitch.

“That ass has to be mine,” he groaned.

I turned to face him, letting my hands slide up his firm chest until they threaded around his neck.  His lips found mine at last and he devoured me.  His teeth nipped and his tongue plundered, and I let him take every inch.  He tasted like strawberries and red wine, and I was drunk on him.

While we kissed, he had apparently been moving us backwards because I suddenly felt the sharpness of his desk against my ass.  He easily lifted me up so that I was perched on the edge.  His hands stroked my inner thighs until my legs fell open to his intruding hips.  I locked my ankles around his waist and he made quick work of sliding my top off.

While his lips and tongue teased my already tight nipples through my satin bra, I felt the back his hand moving between us.  When I realized what he was doing, I almost came in my panties.  He was stroking himself as he teased my breasts.  I felt my bra clasp release and he tossed it aside.  His fingers pinched and rolled my nipples until they were so hard they ached.  My breath was coming in short gasps and I tried to push his hand out of the way so I could feel what was about to plunder my body.

He was hard and hot and thick in my hand and he quickly pulled my hand off.

“On your knees,” he groaned as he backed up a few steps.

I slid off the desk and dropped in front of him.  Up close, I was certain it was one of the largest cocks I had ever seen in real life.  It was throbbing, eager for me.  When I ran my tongue up the sensitive underside, he groaned and bucked towards me.

“Get it wet, make it soaking wet,” he ordered me.

I slid as much of him as I could deep in my throat and let my tongue dance over the pulsing head.  I tickled his swollen balls with my nails until he was groaning and thrusting into my mouth.  After a very few minutes, he withdrew himself and yanked me off the floor.

“Is that ass of yours a tight virgin?” he growled.

“Wait?  What?”

“I want to take that virgin ass of yours,” he rumbled as he spun me around.

He practically yanked the skirt off my body and kneaded my exposed ass, the thong leaving very little to the imagination.  He hooked his thumbs into the scant garment and whisked it away, leaving me naked except for my high heels.

When his fingers stroked over my wet pussy, I groaned and pressed against him. He found the aching nub inside my folds and rubbed it urgently, sending new waves of wet pleasure through my body.  He tickled my tight little asshole with those same wet fingers, and slowly slid one inside.  I gasped and wriggled against the invader.

“So fucking tight,” he groaned.

His finger left and I felt the head of his cock pressed against the same spot.  All the horniness in the world could not have erased my anxious nerves but I wanted him so badly that I steeled myself.

The pressure against me was enormous as he tried to penetrate but suddenly the head popped inside.  The pressure built as he kept sliding inside and I felt stretched in every direction.  When I felt his hips make contact with my ass, he paused to let me body adjust.

I was just getting used to the full feeling when his fingers slid around to the front of my body, and found the source of my ache.  He alternated between rubbing my clit and sliding inside me until I was a dripping quivering mess.  And as he continued to tease and torment me, his hips began to move.

The combination of all that stimulation was almost overwhelming.  I did not realize it had been so long since I had really been fucked but when he got going, I wanted more and more.

“Oh god,” I moaned, pressed back against him and pressing his hand against me.

“Fuck,” he moaned, “almost too tight.”

He pounded at me, long hard strokes that touched new places each time.  I felt him pause a couple of times and I grinned, knowing that he was trying to hold off.  It was the advantage of a ‘more experienced’ lover I suppose.

“I can’t…” he gasped.

With his fingers twisting and kneading inside me, and his cock plundering me from behind, I finally could not hold back my own climax.  I bucked and screamed and came all over his hand only moments before I felt his cock tighten and release inside me.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” he exhaled as he pumped the last few drops into my ass.

We collapsed forward onto his desk, searching for oxygen in the heated room.

The rest of the evening was spent lying naked on his leather couch while we polished off the bottle of wine and ate every single one of those strawberries.

****

For the next few months, Cole and I fucked almost every day.  It only took about three weeks before I dumped my boyfriend.  I just could not play the game anymore, and both men deserved better than me running around.  Over that time, I learned that Cole was just as accomplished at making me cum with his tongue.  I had never had a man take the time to make me hit three orgasms before even trying to get inside.

I also learned a few new blowjob tricks that I loved to practice on his gorgeous cock.  He loved to explode all over my tits while I stroked out every last drop.

But above everything else, he loved anal sex and I learned that I loved it too.  He was so good at stroking just that right place that it sent me over the edge every time.  Sometimes he liked to tease me, get me close and then change his rhythm just enough to prevent it.  But I also learned how to do the same to him.  Just when his cock would swell for that last thrust, I would tighten down my muscles and he could no longer thrust.  He would just growl and smack my ass until I released his cock.  But he always came a little harder when I did that.

It did end up tapering off, and I eventually got another magazine job that paid a little more.  We are no longer sleeping together, but we are still good friends.  My new boyfriend and his current girlfriend are terrific about it, and have no issues with the friendship.  We have all hung out together, and my boyfriend certainly reaps the advantages of everything I learned in my first job.  My guidance counselor in college was right -- “experience” was the way to go.


2. My Hottest Day Ever: Hot MILF Sex with the AC Repair Guy

When Brooke can no longer take her sweltering townhouse, she places a call to the air conditioning repair place.  While she makes a run to the grocery store for ice cream, the repairman arrives.  She was expecting the older overweight balding guy with the sagging jeans, but instead she opens her door to find a tall muscled young man eager to get to work.  He soon learns the advantage of an experienced woman, and she rediscovers the advantages of youth.

I kicked the window unit and yelled another string of cuss words at the nonfunctioning appliance.  It was mid-August and I was sweating up a storm.  Not only had my main air conditioning stopped working, but now my back up system, the window unit, had also died.  It may have been 88 degrees outside but inside it felt closer to 800 degrees.

I had already stripped down to a tiny little tank top and cut off shorts, and was tempted to lose the rest of my clothing except for the fact that the repairman would be there in a few hours.  I was not sure I would survive until he got here, but I guess I had no choice.

My townhouse was nice.  I had decorated it myself after my divorce and was very pleased with the outcome.  I had been sorely tempted to just rent forever so that I did not have to worry about things such as the air conditioning, but I guess regardless, I would have to face these things.  At least when I owned the place, I could get faster service than waiting on the maintenance guy from the complex to stop by, tell me the air conditioner is broken, and then he would call for the repair guy and I could wait indefinitely.  As the homeowner, I think I got higher priority.

Anyway, so here I am sweltering away in my townhouse waiting on the repair guy.  I am not looking forward to the visit.  These guys are usually around fifty and overweight with pants that sag in the back when they bend over.  Not attractive when you are already in a bad mood!

I am so glad that children have not entered my life just yet.  That would just be unbelievable to deal with at this point.  I am enjoying my single life immensely, and have no plans to settle back down in the near future.  Sure, I am on the backside of forty, but I still look damn good for my age.  I take care of myself at the gym, and for the most part, I make the right decisions about what I eat.  And I do still get the drooling stares whenever my friends and I frequent the bars.  But overall, I do not have a significant other.  I’m significant to myself!

I decided to run to the store while I wait.  It is only up the street and the company has my cell phone number should they need to reach me during the ten minutes I will be gone.  I may just go hide in one of the freezer cabinets but we will see when I get there.

I did not even bother to put on more clothing; I just grabbed my purse and cranked the A/C on in the car while I drove.  I did not end up climbing into the freezer section, but I did hold the door open longer than necessary while I was choosing my flavor of ice cream.  I ended up with the same one I pick every time, but I like to browse.  I grabbed the mint chocolate chip and clutched it to my chest as I carried it to the checkout counter.

I guess I did not look too bad, even in my state, because the young man at the register was definitely raking his eyes over my figure.  I grinned at him and placed the ice cream down, not realizing until it was too late that the cold container had caused my nipples to tighten up under the thin cotton tank top.

I blushed slightly and tried to slide behind the credit card machine in an effort to maintain some dignity.  It was too late, the teenager was already grinning goofily.  I paid for my ice cream and made a quick exit to the car.  By the time I got home, there was a repair van parking outside my unit and I breathed a sigh of relief as I pulled into the garage.

I hurried around to the front door and whipped it open, still clutching the bag with the ice cream.  I almost dropped my frozen treat when I found myself staring at a well-built young man.  He had to be several inches over six feet tall, not quite thirty with curly dark hair and sparkling brown eyes.  His white muscle shirt clung perfectly to his damp skin so that it outlined his flat pecs and his bulging biceps.  His jeans were just loose enough to sit low on his hip bones.  And while he looked a little nervous, he did seem to be looking back at me with the same appreciation so I grinned and held up the grocery sack.

“Ice cream?  It’s a little warm outside, and even warmer in here.”

“Ms. Andrews?” he stammered.

“Oh, you can call me Brooke.”

“Oh, ok.  Brooke, I’m here about the air conditioning?”

“Well come on in before the ice cream and I both melt right here!” I laughed and stepped aside.

When he brushed past me, he smelled of ivory soap and fresh cut grass.  I felt a warm thread tickle its way through my lower belly and I shivered slightly as I watched the muscles of his back bunch and twitch as he carried his tool box.

“I’m just going to stick this in the freezer, I’ll be right back.”

I sauntered off to the kitchen, making sure to put an extra little wiggle in my slim hips.

I returned quickly, offering him a cold bottle of water as I twisted the top off of my bottle.

“Thank you ma’am,” he smiled sheepishly.

“Oh don’t start ma’am-ing me.  I’m not that old yet!” I chuckled.

He nodded, “Got it.  Brooke.”

“Unit is this way,” I pointed down the hall to the utility closet, “and I would love it if you could take a look at my window unit while you’re here.”

As he followed me hurriedly, I could feel his eyes on the swell of my ass since the shorts barely covered the curves.  I bent over more than necessary to unlock the utility closet and I could have sworn I heard him inhale sharply as I did.

****

I took my sweet time, slightly swaying my hips back and forth in front of him.  When I finally got the door unlocked and turned around with a proud flourish, I found him shuffling anxiously and trying to look casual as he stared at the carpet.

“There you go, all open and ready,” I smiled at the nervous young man.

The little hallway was narrow and I made only the slightest effort to move out of his way, and he ended up grazing my full perky breasts with the side of his arm as he squeezed past me.  The nervous young man looked appropriately embarrassed but all it did for me was increase the temptation for more teasing.

As he bent over the air conditioning unit, I admired the firmness of his round little ass before I pressed tightly to his side as though I was actually interested in this antique piece of broken machinery.  As my breasts crushed against his bicep, I heard him inhale sharply and I grinned to myself.

“By the way,” I whispered in his ear, “I didn’t catch your name.”

He twitched as my breath tickled his skin, “Andy, ma’am.”

“Now what did I tell you about calling me ma’am?”

I straightened up quickly, making my breasts bounce under my thin tank top and put my hands on my hips.  He looked up at me and happened to be exactly at eye level with the swells of my cleavage.

He stared and stuttered, “Sorry.  Brooke.”

“That’s better, Andy.”  I cocked one hip out and smiled at him.

“So what seems to be the problem with this old thing?” I asked as though I would understand his answer.

“I think it’s just out of Freon.  I have some in my van.”  He had stood upright and was trying to stare over my shoulder to avoid looking at what I was so clearly offering him, but his eyes kept drifting down to the curve of my cleavage.

I nodded, “Sounds good.  I’ll be right here.”

He scurried off to collect whatever it was he had just mentioned.  I dashed to the kitchen and snatched an ice cube from the freezer.  I ran it over my flushed skin, leaving my collarbone glistening with moisture and my nipples taut under my thin cotton top.  I was becoming more and more convinced that I had to seduce this young man.

When he came back, I thought at first he was going to drop the sloshing container.  He gathered his focus and continued toward the hall closet.  I grinned and followed him again, running the ice cube over my cleavage until it melted completely.

It seemed a simple job of just filling some part of the air conditioning unit with the liquid.  He was finished in short order, and was able to crank the infernal device back on.

“You seem a little warm.  Can I offer you some of that ice cream I just picked up?”

He paused and gave me a long hard look.  I leaned back against the door frame, making sure all of my curves were revealed through my skimpy clothing.  My breasts were thrust out with their perky nipples clearly visible, my waist nice and trim, and the shorts barely covered my ass.  I was angled just perfectly for him to see every last inch of damp skin in my hot townhouse.  His eyes moved slowly from my neck, over my collarbone, down my breasts and stomach, and then all the way down my legs to my pink toenails.

Andy shoved his hands into his jeans pockets, causing them to sink lower on his slim hips.  The tee shirt was now untucked and I could just barely see the hint of his defined abs peeking out.  The shirt still clung to the flat hard planes of his chest and his biceps still threatened to split his sleeves in two.  The entire scene made me want to run my tongue over the definition of every muscle.

He cocked his head to the side and finally grinned at me.

“Sure thing, ma’am.” He emphasized the word ma’am.

I crossed my arms over my chest, accentuating my generous cleavage even further, and feigned anger.

“Now Andy, we talked about that.  Bad boys don’t get ice cream you know.”

He took a step closer and crossed his arms over his own chest.

“What do bad boys get instead?”

I wagged my finger at him and chuckled, “Now there’s the question of the hour.”

He flashed me a cocky grin and closed the gap between us.

“Maybe we can save the ice cream…” he whispered, only inches from my face.

My heart raced at the nearness of this sexy young man and the fact that he seemed willing to play whatever game I had started made my body tingle for his touch.  I rested my palm against his pec and looked up at him.  His body was firm and warm under my hand and I fought the urge to touch more of him.

“Are you old enough to handle me, Andy?” my voice sounded throaty to my own ears.

“Are you young enough to handle me, Brooke?” he retorted.

I burst out laughing at his brilliant response, and he cut my laughter short with a rough demanding kiss, pulling my hips firmly to his swelling cock.  I moaned softly and threaded one arm around his neck as I gyrated against him.

****

I slipped my hand down between our bodies and slowly ran my nails up the fly of his jeans.  Andy’s body shivered at the light tease so I kept at it.  I tickled and kneaded him through his clothing until the poor boy was panting hard enough to break the kiss.

“Geezus,” he breathed, taking a step back, “you’re gonna give me a heart attack or something.”

I grinned, “There is something to be said for experience, you know.”

He laughed, “So I’m learning.”

I winked and cocked my head to the side, “You want to challenge young blood against experience?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, I wonder if your muscular young body can withstand the tormenting of an experienced woman?”

His desire for sexual pleasure outweighed his good sense and he nodded eagerly.

“Whatever you can dish out, I can take.”

I grinned because he had no idea just how devilish I could be.

“What are the stakes?” he asked, looking a little nervous.

“Thirty minutes of whatever I want to do and you do not cum.  If you do cum before the timer goes off, you will be my naked handyman every Saturday for a month.”

He barked a surprised laugh, “Wow!  Ok then.  And what if I make it the thirty minutes?”

I knew he wouldn’t make it so I offered a similar prize, “Then I’ll be your naked maid every Saturday for a month.”

His eyes drank in my luscious curves and he nodded as eagerly as a little boy at Christmas.  I led him by the hand to the couch and pushed him down firmly.

“Wait here,” I instructed him and dashed off to the kitchen for the timer.

When I returned I set it for thirty minutes and grinned at him like a wolf who had found her first baby bunny.

“Anything I want to do?” I double-checked, just to make everything seem fair.

He nodded again, “Anything.”

I hooked my fingers into the hem of my tank top and slowly pulled it over my head.  I felt my breasts bounce free of the garment and I heard him gasp already.  I started to get excited at the prospect of my naked handyman.  I leaned over and brushed my nipples against his lips and pulled back just as he parted them to taste.

I slowly started to unzip my cutoff denim shorts and just as the top of my G-string peeked out, I turned around to finish.  By the time the shorts and G-string were around my ankles, I was bent over, giving him a perfect view of the firm curves of my ass and just a glimpse of my pussy.

I whirled back around to face him and slowly straddled his lap, rolling my hips against the bulge that was already pressing against the inside of his fly.  He moaned softly and slowly moved his hands to my hips.

“Uh, uh, uh, no touching.  Sit on your hands,” I ordered him.

He groaned but did as he was told.

I laughed, “C’mon, if you start touching, you’ll lose the game for yourself before I have a chance to have any fun.”

His cheeks flushed pink and he nodded.

I kept grinding and rubbing myself against him until I could wait no longer to see what I was feeling underneath me.  I slid my body down against his until I was kneeling between his parted thighs, and I unfastened the button and slowly unzipped his fly.  He squirmed at the tiny vibrations it sent rippling through his cock.

As soon as the zipper had cleared his cock, it bobbed out to greet me.  He was long and thick and hard already.  And he wasn’t wearing underwear!  No wonder I couldn’t see the waistband when his jeans rode low on his hips!

I tickled his shaft with my fingernails again, letting them drift slowly up and down, dancing back and forth.  He grunted and tried to thrust upwards but I pulled away so that he did not get the satisfaction of a good hard stroke.

When he sat still again, I reached underneath him and tickled his sensitive balls.  They felt weighty and full against my fingers.

“Hmm, how long has it been?” I mused out loud.

“Huh?  What?” he mumbled, completely distracted by the sensations on his aching parts.

“How long have you been storing this up?”  I bounced them lightly in my palm.

He looked sheepish, “A few days.  I haven’t had a chance to um, you know…”

“To what?” I fluttered my eyelashes at him innocently.

“You know… jerk off.”

“Ohhh, so no girlfriend in the picture?”

“No ma’am,” he admitted.

“Now I told you not to call me that,” I warned him, “this time there is a penalty for it.  You were warned.”

I released his aching balls and reached behind me to add five minutes to the timer.

“Ah c’mon,” he whined.

“You’ve been warned young man, and now there is a penalty to disobeying.  Five extra minutes to our game.”

His cock bobbed at me in mid-air and I wrapped my fingers around the base.  He groaned for me and tried to stroke himself with my hand by using his hips.  I loosened my grip so that all he got was a light little tickle stroke.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

“Give up yet?” I winked at him as I ran my tongue up the throbbing shaft.

He pounded the couch with his fist and shook his head, “No, fuck, no.”

Just as he managed to collect himself, I enveloped his entire cock with my mouth and stroked downwards with my lips.

“Ohhh damn….” he groaned loudly.

With my fingers rolling and massaging his full balls, I sucked and stroked his cock with my mouth.  My tongue danced lightly over the sensitive ridges until he was panting in time with my strokes.  I pulled off to give him a break, and just wrapped my lips around the head.  My tongue flicked against that most sensitive spot just under the tip while I sucked and his head fell back.

I suddenly released him and sat up straighter.  With his cock slick from my mouth, I guided the length between my full breasts and stroked him with my cleavage.  His eyes flew open to watch as the head peeked out again and again, over the top of my tits.  Every time it poked out, I flicked my tongue over it.

Out of the corner of my eye, I checked on the timer.  I still had fifteen minutes left; I had this in the bag.  I released his cock from my tits and buried it in my mouth.  With my hand and mouth moving in unison as one long tight wet tunnel, I stroked him.  My other hand rolled and tickled his balls until his hips could not sit still.

I slid my mouth down the underside to the base of his cock and slowly ran my lips over the tight skin that covered his aching sack.  He was hot and damp as I sucked them each in turn, letting my tongue flick and tickle lightly until his hips bucked hard.

I loosely draped my fingers around his cock again and looked him dead in the eye while I stroked lightly.

“Well big boy, what do we think of experience over youth?”

He panted and stared at me wild-eyed and pleading, “Oh fuck.”

I wrapped my mouth around the head of his throbbing cock and stroked him hard and fast, jerking him off quickly as my lips and tongue urged his climax forward.  I saw his balls tighten up towards his body and felt his cock surge thicker.  I pulled my mouth off just in time and as I stroked his thick hard cock, he growled and painted my tits with white jets of cum.  As his body rigidly shuddered against me, I stroked him thoroughly, squeezing firmly to make sure I milked out every drop.  He finally collapsed backwards, his limp cock sliding from my grasp.

His eyes slid over to the timer to find that there were still ten minutes remaining.  Even without the penalty I inflicted, he would have lost.

“Fuck,” he swore with a goofy grin.

“Your punishment starts now, Andy.  As my new naked handyman, you have your first task.”

“Wh-What’s that?”

“To give as good as you got.”

I rose off the floor, and lay back on the couch with my own thighs spread.

“Give me just a minute,” he chuckled.

“Oh no, no need to wait.  Your tongue is nicely warmed up I think.”

He grinned and fell to his knees between my smooth tanned thighs.  His nails raked up my skin until I could feel his warm breath against my wet pussy.  He kissed his way over my mound and down my inner thighs, giving just a little of the teasing I had subjected him too.  I suppose it was only fair but after playing with him for so long, I was ready for my own satisfaction.

He finally grazed my pussy with his mouth and my eyes fell shut.  When his tongue parted my outer lips and found the hard little button waiting for him, I groaned and buried my hand in his disheveled hair.  His tongue drew fast circles and flicked back and forth.  He slid two fingers inside my tight wetness just as he caught my clit in his lips.  As his fingers curled and his tongue flicked, I cried out and came as the stars in my eyes exploded.  He eased me down slowly and finally fell forward, resting his forehead on my thigh.

“At least you can give as good as you get,” I giggled.

“Now that I know I can deliver,” he lightly swatted the side of my ass.

The air conditioning was back on in force and I felt the cool air chilling my damp skin.

“So, how about that ice cream?” I offered.

He laughed in return, “Sure.  I forgot all about it.”

“Next time I may choose to lick mine off your body,” I hinted.

“Bring it on,” he boasted.

I returned from the kitchen, still naked, with two bowls and two spoons.

“You sure?” I challenged him.

I yanked his tee shirt up and found his muscles to be even more lick-able in full view.  I dripped just a few drops of melted ice cream onto his defined abs and he squealed.  I licked them off slowly and could see his cock starting to swell again.  I kept dripping and licking, watching him buck from the cold and then squirm from my tongue.  I dropped the cold liquid lower and lower until my mouth just barely grazed the side of his cock when I licked them off.  Within just a few moments, he was surging again.  Ah, the advantages of the younger man…

I set the bowls aside, and made quick work of removing the rest of his clothing.  He whipped his tee shirt off and shifted on the couch until I was able to slide his jeans off completely.  With a grin, I climbed on top of him and straddled his lap.

I teased him just a little, stroking him lightly with my fingers until he was rock hard and nudging at my wet pussy.  I eased down the length of him, and we both groaned at the snug fit.  I paused just a moment to let my body adjust to his sizeable girth but his eagerness did not allow me to wait long.  He was soon thrusting urgently with his hips and it spurred my body on.  I dug my nails into his shoulders for balance as my stiff nipples grazed his chest.  His hands dug into the smoothness of my ass as he repeatedly pulled me down on top of his cock.

“Oh God,” he groaned, his eyes rolling back in his head.

I slowed my speed and slid slowly, letting my entire pussy stroke and caress him.

“Fuck,” he blurted out and tried to pump faster.

I felt the heat building in my lower belly and my toes started tingling as he stretched me in ways I had not felt in years.  As his fingers rolled and pulled my aching nipples, the heat exploded and I came as my pussy clenched his cock.

He dug his fingers into the couch until I was finished and then flashed an urgent plea at me with his eyes.  I slipped off him quickly, and pumped my hand over his throbbing cock until he again painted my tits and my stomach with his white creamy jets.

As he panted for breath, I slipped delicately off to the kitchen to clean up and returned with two bottles of water and a great big grin.

“So, next Saturday good for you, my naked handyman?”

He nodded, “I’ll need that long to recover.”

I laughed as the cool air wafted over our damp skin.  It was so nice to have air conditioning again that we just laid there naked for the rest of the afternoon.

****

That afternoon, Andy did eventually get around to fixing my window unit as well after a nice cooling off period on the couch.  And we ordered in pizza for dinner that night.  He did follow through with his promise of being a naked handyman every Saturday for a month.  On the last Saturday of the month, I challenged him to another contest and I won yet again.  He succumbed to my striptease and blowjob in less than twenty minutes.  After two months of Saturday nakedness, we started officially dating and he became my full-time handyman.  He is planning to move in with me in the near future, but we have not made specific plans.

He still loves to make bets with me, but he almost always loses.  I guess he likes walking around my townhouse naked while I tease and harass him.  By the end of his visit, his cock is always hard and bobbing in the air.  And I am more than happy to take care of it for him.  But I do get a little housework out of it!  I’m trying to remember the last time he won a bet between us, and I honestly don’t know.  Maybe he just likes me getting him off as quick as I can.  But he is always the gentleman, and returns the favor.

As we’ve gotten to know each other, it turns out that he is a sweet young man in addition to his beautiful muscles and loveable cock.  Sometimes he will fix an entire picnic and surprise me, or I will take us out to dinner.  Someday he even wants to start his own business as a handyman instead of working for someone else.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m totally supportive of that goal, but I’ll admit that I did give him a hard time when he first told me.  Something about horny ladies in hot houses…  He just laughed, threw me over his shoulder, and carried me off to bed.

I was not looking for a relationship when I called the air conditioning repair company, but we never know what will fall into our laps.  Or more specifically, whose lap we will fall onto!


3. Just Enough Wood: A Lovely Little Gangbang with the Handymen

When a single mom sends her two kids off to the ex-husband for the weekend, she tends to revel in the peaceful quiet.  And when Allison gets that weekend to herself, she plans to spend every waking moment on herself.  She plans a morning at the spa on Saturday and brunch with her friends on Sunday.  What she never expected was that the afternoon with her handymen would turn out to be the romp of her life.

Not that I don’t love my kids, but when the ex-husband finally does come through for his weekend with them, I do tend to breathe a sigh of relief.  Sometimes it is nice to just not have to worry about entertaining anyone else and just to focus and worry about myself.  Single moms do not get that chance very often, so we have to embrace them when we can.

I planned for this particular weekend to be a combination of productivity and complete laziness.  Productivity was always part of the game, and I could not avoid that.  There was always something to do, from the house to the yard to the kids to the job.  But I had also scheduled some downtime to just lay around in my yoga pants and eat ice cream.

By the time I got home from work on Friday evening, the kids were already with their father, so I tossed my underwire bra into the hamper, added my suit to the pile that was overdue for a trip to the dry cleaners, and slipped into a tee shirt and yoga pants.

My email confirmed the plans for tomorrow, a spa appointment in the morning and the fence repair guys in the afternoon.  Sunday I had planned brunch with a few friends followed by a leisurely nap in the afternoon.  It was shaping up to be a fantastic weekend.  Then again, at that point, I had no idea just how fabulous it was going to be.

I ordered in Italian and within an hour or so, I was enjoying my Caprese salad with an antipasto platter and extra garlic toast.  And of course, I just had to enjoy it with a bottle of red wine.  What free-swinging single mom doesn’t like that!

I watched a couple of chick flick movies and called it a night.  The spa appointment was relatively early in the morning and I did not want to miss my opportunity.  I slipped between the cool sheets and contemplated a quick little climax, but opted for the extra sleep instead.

The next morning I slept in (highly unusual for a Saturday) and woke with a sleepy smile on my face.  I padded to the kitchen and poured my first cup of coffee, letting the warmth seep into my fingers and letting the fragrance tickle my nose.

After I finished my morning boost, I headed for the shower.  I let the hot water wash away my remaining drowsiness, and shaved my skin satin smooth.  I sighed happily after half an hour of indulging, since my showers were normally about five minutes long with at least one child banging on the bathroom door about some kind of emergency.

After I rubbed cocoa butter into my freshly shaven skin, I brushed my hair, slipped into a tee shirt and jeans, and shouldered my purse for the drive to the spa.  I was excited for my facial, massage, and pedicure, as well as the luncheon that came with the spa package deal.

The facial left me warm and drowsy, and the massage rendered me nearly unable to speak, much to my elation.  I stopped the pampering long enough to enjoy the chicken Caesar salad and sparkling white wine, and then headed over to have my feet taken care of.  I emerged from the spa feeling like a new woman, from the top of my massaged scalp to the tips of my shiny red toes.

I stopped at the grocery store on my way home for provisions for the remainder of the weekend, and headed home to take care of the fence repairmen that were stopping by later.  When I got home, I dished up some of the mint chocolate chip ice cream and settled onto the couch for a quiet movie marathon after changing into shorts.

After I finished my ice cream, I must have dozed off because the next thing I was aware of was the blank television screen and someone pounding on the front door.  I ran my fingers through my hair and headed to see who could be interrupting my peaceful afternoon.  I peered through the peephole and could see a white tee shirt stretched tightly over the broad muscled chest of a young man.

Oh yeah!  Fence guys!  I was totally expecting a handful of overweight redneck balding guys, not this very interesting young man.

I adjusted my boobs in my bra and smoothed my hair back down.  Despite the fact that I happened to have one kid in high school and one close behind, I actually kept myself in pretty good shape.  My boobs were full for my frame, and my waist and ass were trim and firm.  I took a deep breath to thrust my cleavage forward and pull open the door.

The young man is even better looking now that I have a full view.  The tee shirt is clinging to his muscular chest and looks like it might actually rip in two at the sleeves by the way his biceps are straining the seams.  His blonde hair is streaked by his time in the sun and his dark blue eyes gleam brightly as they rake over my body.

“We’re here to work on the fence, ma’am?” His blue eyes almost twinkle.

“We?” I asked, distracted by the golden boy in front of me.

He nodded his head backwards, and I noticed the other two coming up the sidewalk.  They were just as muscular, one with dark hair and features, the other a redhead.  I grinned, I was certainly going to enjoy the show this afternoon.

“If you need to, you can just park in the driveway out back.  My car is already in the garage.  I’m Allison by the way.”

I smiled at the young man at the door as I leaned against the doorframe and arched my back.  His young hormone-filled eyes started at my painted toes, traveled up my long smooth legs to the frayed hem of my cut-off denim shorts, and then over the swell of my full breasts under my tight tank top.  If he had been a cartoon, he would have had steam coming out of his ears I think.

He grinned up at me after a long moment, and nodded, “We’ll be in back.”

****

After about five minutes, I heard a large pickup truck in my drive way and peeked out the kitchen window.  They had pulled the truck in with the trailer full of tools and supplies, and I watched as the three well-built young men climbed out of the cab.  The one that had come to the door was pointing excitedly towards the house and I grinned to myself.

I watched as they stripped off their tee shirts to improve their already golden tans, and unloaded the wood for the fence.  I admired the way their biceps bulged when they lifted the long cedar planks.  I was glad I had just had the pool cleaned, and it looked refreshing even from inside my air conditioned house.

I stepped into the bathroom to run a brush through my hair and catch it back in a loose ponytail.  My skin still had that post-spa glow and I winked at my own reflection.

My tummy rumbled slightly as I headed back to the kitchen to peek out the windows again, and I decided to fix myself a snack.  As I pulled out the block of sharp white cheddar cheese and an apple, I noticed that I still had most of a twelve-pack of beer in the back of the fridge.  I’m sure the boys in my backyard would appreciate refreshments once they finished working.

I sliced up my snack and nibbled away while I watched some terribly cheesy reality show on television.  Every so often my eyes would slide over to the backyard, and could see them hauling the wood and nailing it in place.  The blonde-haired boy who had come to the door had an impressive Celtic design tattooed on his back while the other two had designed up and down their muscular arms.  The blonde and the brunette had impressive tans but the redhead just had a hint of color between his freckles.  When the two tanned ones would reach and stretch, their shorts would slide down just enough that I could see paler skin at their waists.

I’m sure the fence was coming along nicely, but I have to admit, I was not paying one bit of attention to their actual work.  Instead I was watching their young muscular bodies stretch and twist and tighten as they worked.  Until that afternoon, I did not realize just how long it had been since my last intimate encounter.

I had been divorced almost five years, but had only dated a few men in that time.  It just kept sliding to the bottom of the priority list, and these glistening buff young bodies were driving the point home.  I could feel a long-forgotten heat starting to build between my thighs, and I started to think that it was going to send me into a new adventure.

It looked like they were finishing up, and since it was almost five o’clock, I assumed that I was their last job of the day.  I slipped back into my bathroom and slipped into my black bikini before putting my shorts and tank top back on.  Then I stopped by the kitchen to grab the beer and headed to the back yard.

When I opened the door and stepped out, all three faced turned towards me and broke into leering grins.  At that point, I was not sure if it was me or the beer.

“You boys look hot,” I smiled as I held up the case.

They all nodded as their eyes drifted from my glossy red toes to my bobbing ponytail.

“Care for a refreshment?  Nice and cold.  You can also use the pool if you like.”

The redhead and the brunette looked to the blonde who nodded eagerly.  All three of them kicked off their work boots and dropped down to the deck to stick their feet in the water.  I passed out the beer, making sure to bend over generously for each one.  Each one got a very nice peek at my generous cleavage and my smooth legs.  By the time I sat down near them with my own beer, they were all three squirming just a little.

“Did you want to actually get in?” I gestured to the water as I leaned back and dangled my feet in the pool.

The other two looked to the blonde again, who looked a little nervous this time.

I laughed, “It’s quite alright, no one’s going to be sneaking up on us.  You can leave your shorts on if you prefer.”

I stood up and slowly pulled my tank top over my head, feeling my firm breasts bounce a little when they sprung free of the shirt.  As I stared at all three of them, I slowly unzipped the front of my cutoff denim shorts and slid them down my legs.  If I thought steam was coming from the blonde when he was standing in the doorway earlier, this time it probably would have been flames.  All three of them stared blatantly as my black string bikini slid into view.

I moved to the steps and walked down into the water with all three sets of eyes on me.  I had never felt sexier in my life as I sashayed my hips back and forth slowly.

“C’mon down,” I beckoned with a finger to the trio still frozen on my deck.

I cocked my head to one side and felt my ponytail tickle my shoulder.  The water felt cool around my legs and waist and the sun beat down on my back.  It seemed that all of my senses were on overdrive as I waited for them to make their move.

Finally the blonde stood up, gave me a crooked grin, and dove into the pool, splashing cool water over my warm skin.  He finally surfaced right in front of me and shook the water from his wet curls.

I stepped forward to press my breasts against his wet chest, and said in a soft low voice, “Isn’t that better?”

He nodded and slowly let one hand drift up to caress my hip under the water’s surface.  His fingers were cool from the water yet rough from his manual labor job.  I loved the combination and it made my skin tingle.

****

Feeling the eyes of the other two young men who still sat frozen on the edge of the pool, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his.  His fingertips dug into my hip as he returned my kiss, tentatively sweeping the tip of his tongue against my lower lip.  I ran my hand up his arm, feeling the bulge of his bicep and the twitch of his shoulder as I parted my lips to his exploring tongue.

He moaned softly as I rested my hand at the back of his neck, and somewhere in the vicinity of my lower belly, I could feel his body twitching against me.  I pressed my hips forward and was rewarded with a surge of heat from his body to mine.  And I distinctly felt the swelling of his cock between us.

The boy was eager, I’ll give him that.  I have to admit, that is one of the advantages of the twenty-something over the thirty-something – they can be ready to go in just a few heartbeats.  I rolled my hips against him and his natural instinct made his hips buck against mine.  He thrust his growing cock against my body, still blocked from any direct sensation by his shorts and my bikini bottom.

He slid both hands around my waist and clutched at me, his kisses deepening with urgency as he realized his advance was not being rebuffed but encouraged.  I could feel my nipples tightening as though they were attempting to pierce holes in the triangles of my string bikini top.  One of his hands slid up my stomach to lightly grasp the outer curve of my breast and I clasped my hand over his, pressing down into my flesh with his fingers.

As we continued to make out, I could hear anxious shuffling behind him and I peered over his shoulder to see the brunette and the redhead watching fervently, eyes wide and slight tents in their own shorts.  I closed my eyes again, and surrendered to the feeling of the young man’s explorations.

His fingers slipped inside my top and he pinched at my nipples until they were achingly stiff.  My hand slid down between our tightly pressed bodies until I barely grazed his hard cock.  He groaned almost painfully as I traced the outline through his khaki shorts.  His hips thrust and bumped against my hand but I continued to just tease him lightly.

He finally broke his mouth from mine to breath heavily, “Oh fuck.”

His head rolled back and his eyes fell to half-mast as I kept stroking him lightly through his clothing.  His cock felt thick and hard, and his balls were heavy against my palm.  I grinned over his shoulder to the other two who looked like they were about to come out of their skin.  I finally released the blonde from my gentle torment and swam over to the other two, leaving the first panting and squirming.

“You look a little lonely,” I commented with a devilish smile.

They nodded eagerly, despite the quick look of anxiety that flickered over their faces.

I swam up between the thighs of the dark-haired young man and slowly slid my palms up his thighs.  His legs parted further until I was pressed against the edge of the pool and only inches from his twitching hard-on.  I heard slight splashing behind me, and felt the blonde young man nestle against my ass as I slowly unzipped the shorts of the one in front of me.  The redhead looked like he was about to cry so I gave him a small wink and reached over to unzip him as well.  I certainly did not want to leave anyone out of the party.

Both boys’ cocks popped into view as soon as the unzipped shorts would allow.  I ran my tongue slowly up the brunette’s shorter but thicker cock as I reached over to stroke the redhead’s longer but thinner erection.

I bobbed my head slowly, tormenting with my tongue the same way I tormented with my hand earlier.  He was groaning and thrusting but I refused to grant him a firmer touch.  My hand closed loosely around the other exposed cock as I stroked gently.  Both young men were groaning and thrusting their hips towards me for more.  It was as though their every fantasy was coming true in the other room and they could only catch a glimpse through the blinds.

I was suddenly distracted and lost contact with both of them when I felt the ties of my bathing suit loosen and the tiny triangles of fabric drifted away in the water.  The young blonde man behind me had just removed my entire bathing suit.

I wriggled against him and discovered that he had removed his own shorts as well.  I could feel his cock pressing between the globes of my ass and he felt as thick as the brunette and as long as the redhead.  I cupped his hard-on in the crevice of my ass and slid my body up and down, stroking him smoothly.

His hips thrust against me and I angled my body just a little bit so that with his next thrust, just the tip was pressing against my aching opening.  His fingers gripped my hips firmly and he plowed into me.  I gasped and groaned and pushed back against him using the edge of the pool for leverage.

The dark-haired young man in front of me realized what was happening and he started stroking himself.  I grinned up at him and playfully yanked his hand away.

“That’s for me,” I giggled and enveloped him entirely with my mouth.

He gasped and groaned loudly as his fingers gripped the edge of the pool.  I maintained my balance with one hand on his thigh while my other hand reached out for the redhead next to me.  With one cock pounding my pussy, one buried in my throat, and one sliding between my fingers, I nearly climaxed right then.

While I kept tickling and teasing the redhead with my fingertips, I teased and tormented and stroked the thick cock in my mouth.  I used every trick I could remember, sucking firmly, letting my tongue dance over the sensitive spot just below the head, rolling his full balls between my fingers.  The poor guy never stood a chance.

“Shit shit shit,” he mumbled and I pulled my mouth off just in time.

I stroked his cock and massaged his balls through his climax, sending jets of cum over my tits.  I kept stroking until he shivered and pulled away from overstimulation.

I wrapped both hands around the hips of the boy behind me and together we moved over to the panting redhead who was about to start finishing himself off.  Without a word, I sunk my mouth over his longer cock until I felt the head touching the back of my throat.  He gasped and mumbled something before burying his fingers in my ponytail.

I sucked and licked like it was my last chance ever, and I could tell by tenseness of his thighs that he was moments away.  I did not let up, letting my tongue torment the most sensitive ridges until he lost his self-control.

“Oh fuuuuuck,” he groaned.

I sucked hard as I pulled off, and he gave himself the last few strokes, painting my tits with his jets as well.

The young man inside me had slowed significantly, to either watch the show or to make sure he did not shoot off too quickly.  I pulled my body off his cock and spun around in the water to look at him.  His face was a mixture of urgency and need and pleading.

I winked at him, “Don’t worry, we’re not done yet.”

He grinned and grabbed my hips to steady us in the water.  I leaned against the edge of the pool, right between the other two boys, and let him slide right back into my wet heat.  I could tell by his more leisurely pace that he was trying to slow his own climax down.  I relished being stretched and penetrated with such young vigor.  But I was going to need it hard and fast to get over my own edge.

My tits bounced and bobbed in the water, now completely clean of all the earlier results.  I pinched my own nipples and moaned as his hips kept pounding at me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the dark-haired young man’s cock starting to twitch again and I grinned.  Younger men may have a quicker trigger than older men, but they do bounce back quickly.  I reached over and started stroking him firmly, eliciting grunts and groans with each stroke.  The redhead, not to be outdone by his buddies, started stroking himself as well.

Just as those two were getting back to full hardness, the young blonde pounding away at my pussy began grunting unintelligible curse words and whipped his cock out of me just in time to pump his juices into the pool water.  He floated away from me, panting and spent.  I turned around to grin at the other two and beckoned at each of them as I swam away from the edge.

They stood, shucked their shorts, and dropped into the cool water.  I could tell that it seemed to shrink their cocks slightly, but I was not opposed to bringing them back to fullness.  I stroked teasingly, lightly and loosely, just enough to wake them back up.  Within minutes, they were both panting and thrusting into my palms.

I maneuvered the redhead behind me.  I wanted the thicker cock back in my pussy and the thinner cock in my ass.  They sandwiched me between their firm young bodies and slowly slid inside.  All three of us were breathing heavily and I leaned forward to urgently kiss the dark-haired young man who had claimed my pussy.

My whole body felt claimed and used, and I never wanted it to end.  I felt both of them stretching and filling me, rubbing and thrusting and grinding.  My tits rubbed against the chest of the one in front of me, and the other dug his nails into the swells of my ass.  I felt the heat building in my body as these two muscular young men pounded away, filling my body in every possible way.

The heat reached its boiling point and my body whole tightened and then shuddered as I fell over the climactic edge.  As my muscles twitched and clenched through the aftershocks, I heard both boys grunt as they pulled out and sprayed their juices into the water.

Afterwards, all three of them were just floating in the pool trying to catch their breath.  I laughed and reached over to the case of beer and popped a cold one.

“Thanks boys, I need to remember how much I like having work done to the house.  You all available again sometime?”

All three of them grinned drowsily at me, and floated around in the cool water while I sipped my beer.  The sun warmed our tired bodies and the cool pool water stroked our skin.  Eventually I did climb back out and get dressed but I let the boys enjoy the backyard for a while.  Eventually I heard mild splashing, the soft rustle of clothing, and a pickup truck rumbling away from the house.  They had even left most of the beer behind so I stuck it back in the fridge for the next handyman house project.

The next day I still went to brunch with a few friends, but I kept my naughty little secret to myself.  I was almost proud of just taking control and doing what I wanted to do, but you never really know how other people will react to news like that.  I guess it’s hard to work that into the conversation.

By the way, yesterday afternoon I had a lovely little gangbang in my pool with the handymen.  Who wants more orange juice?

****

All in all, it was a surprising and fun weekend.  I enjoyed my trip to the spa but I enjoyed the wake-up call even more.  I never did see those boys again, but the memories will stay with me forever.  I’d like to think they will all remember their sexy horny housewife too.  I mean, who would have thought that a scene like that could ever happen in real life?  But I’m here to tell you, the opportunities are there if you are willing to jump into the pool with both feet.

But it did awaken me to the fact that my life as a woman did not have to end simply because I was a single mom.  I had to make and take time for myself, including having a personal life of sorts.  The kids did return home by Monday evening and we went back to our normal routine of school and activities.  But I did start getting out more, dating men again (more age-appropriate I promise), and having a good time.  My girls seemed more understanding of the changes in my life than I was afraid of.  I’m not talking about running around having one-night stands or anything detrimental.  Goodness knows, that is not the example I was looking to set for them.  But I joined a book club to meet some other female friends my age; I started getting back into my yoga for my physical and mental health; and I even signed up for a dating site that catered to single parents.  My daughters actually seem to like this new mom better.  I guess when we take care of ourselves, we are a better person all the way around.

My ex-husband has even noticed a difference in the new me.  I can tell by the look in his eye whenever we exchange the girls.  It was a look I knew from when we first starting dating, but it had long since faded by the time we divorced.  With a glow in my cheek and a swing in my step, he was noticing now, but his chance had already come and gone.  In fact, it went right out the window when he ran off to Cancun with his secretary.  I suppose that after my experience I can understand the appeal of a twenty-something, but at least I waited until I was single and available.  Guess I won the contest though – I ended up with three of them!


4. My Life Lesson in the Classroom: First Lesbian Encounter with the Professor

When Liz is headed to college, she knows that she will be learning a lot in the next four years.  What she never expected was the lessons she learned from her sociology professor.  She learned not only about the people around her, but Dr. Melanie Andrews ends up educating her about a whole different part of life.

You know, everyone told me that college would be a life-changing experience but I had no idea just how changed I would be after my four years away.  Sure, I thought I was all grown up at 18 when I graduated high school and moved out, but what I learned in the next four years was more educational than the first eighteen years of my life.

My first year was a blur of meeting new people, trying to get from one class to another without getting lost, and drinking more beer out of Red Solo cups than I ever thought possible.  By the second year, I had my act more together and was starting to create my own place at the university.

As I started my sophomore year, I decided to major in sociology because I loved studying people and how they interact.  My friends and I in high school had always loved to people watch and make up little stories about them, so it seemed like a natural progression of my interest.  My mom and dad were a little unclear as to the career possibilities of such a degree, but I assured them that the right thing would come along by the time I needed to worry about that.

The summer after my sophomore year I actually started to get excited about school and my classes.  Now that I had all of the basics out of the way, I could really focus on what I wanted to study -- the study of people.  Somehow I managed to talk my parents into letting me stay in the town where the college was instead of coming home for the three-month break.  I guess I had hit some sort of maturity level that was suitable to them.

I spent that summer working as a lifeguard at a local pool, mostly yelling at kids not to run on the sidewalks and dodging annoying high school boys.  It was only a few years ago, but I struggled to remember what was so attractive about them back in my high school days.  Sure, I chased boys like the rest of the girls, but for the life of me, that summer I could not remember why.

While I spent my days perfecting my tan at the pool, I spent the evenings with a handful of gal pals that stayed in town as well.  It was not some wild and crazy summer really.  It felt more like we were settling in to some kind of grown-up routine.  We all had jobs during the day and hung out at night.  Sometimes we would go down to the lake for a cookout and a nice swim in the cool lake.  Sometimes we would just order in pizza at one of our apartments and rent movies for the night.  Other times we would stock up on way too much ice cream and play cards all night.  We talked about plans for future jobs and families, complained about the lack of dates, and generally just spent time together.  They were a drastically different group of young women than the friends I had had in high school, but perhaps it was sign of growing up and finding different souls to mesh with.  No drama, no headaches, and no boys.  It was actually one of the best summers of my life.

And while my friends were great, I also enjoyed some alone time.  I had dated a handful of guys since coming to college, and while all of them were, on paper, the type to take home to mom and dad, none of them really made me excited to get up in the morning.  So by that summer, I was not seeing anyone.  That left me free when everyone was occupied with jobs or summer school or whatever, so I got to spend some lovely evenings by myself.  I was not one to be afraid of alone time.  I discovered a fantastic hidden little Mexican restaurant with killer margaritas and amazing guacamole, and I got to watch all of my favorite movies without anyone laughing at my love of all things Disney and Broadway.  I felt comfortable with who I was and where my life seemed to be going.  Sure, I did not join a sorority or anything official while I was in school, but the group of friends I had developed was just as close as a group of sorority sisters ever would be.  At least, from what I can tell.

I knew my parents were more nervous about my sociology degree than my older brother’s accounting degree, but the idea of attending business classes and then doing that exact job for the rest of my life was enough to drag tears from my eyes.  There were services available on campus that could help with finding a job, and I had faith that once I took some of the upper classes I would find something that really sparked an interest.  With that information, I could then go to the guidance counselor and figure out a path.  A lot of adults might call that naïve, but I preferred the terms “hopeful” or “optimistic”.

****

By the time fall rolled around and my junior year began, I had a fabulous tan, real excitement in my blood, and a genuine grin on my face as I headed into my first advanced sociology class.

I have to confess that my grin and my confidence and my excitement all faltered when I walked into the classroom.  I admit that I was not bad to look at back then, on the shorter side, shoulder length hair, and trim figure from swimming all summer.  But the professor at the front of the classroom actually took my breath away.  Tall and muscular but lean; dark shiny curls, smooth creamy skin.  And she had just about the most perfect set of breasts I had ever seen in real life.  I lost the ability to make my lungs function and I walked on wobbly knees to a desk in the back of the room just to catch my breath.

I had no idea what was going on with me and why I felt like such a stupid schoolgirl just being in the same room with her.  Her legs seemed a mile long and my eyes enjoyed every inch of the trip until they stopped at the hemline of her charcoal grey pencil skirt.  When she turned around, that waterfall of dark curls bounced and gleamed in the fluorescent lights and her green eyes sparkled in my direction.

“Hey there,” she smiled.

My tummy erupted into angry butterflies when the melody of her Southern accent reached my ears.

“H-H-Hi,” I stuttered back.  At least my answer made me sound like the blooming idiot I had turned in to.

“Looks like you’re the first one,” she continued.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

“Why don’t you come on down?” she pointed to a desk right in front of her.

I nodded again, somehow having turned into a mute bobble-head doll.  I gathered my things and shuffled to the desk she had indicated.

When I sat down in front of her, I got a much better look at her long slender legs, her trim waist, and the way her full breasts filled out the slightly sheer white blouse.  The grey high heels made her calves more pronounced and my mind started inventing all sorts of strange random thoughts.  She must have been some kind of high school boy’s wet dream, but instead I was the one squirming while I gawked at her.  Her green eyes sparkled at me and I knew there was some kind of inside joke that I was missing.  She flashed me an odd smile, and I dropped my head down towards my notebook.

Shortly thereafter, a handful of other students started filing in and I was able to let my attention to this young new professor get absorbed by the background noise.  I recognized a few of them from my beginning sociology classes and I greeted them as warmly as my frazzled nerves would allow.

Right on time, the professor moved to close the door and my eyes followed each sway of her ass in that tight skirt.  I was pretty sure every pair of male eyes was doing the same but I did not dare look around to find out.  It was even worse when she strode back to the front of the classroom since her firm breasts bounced just enough under that sheer blouse for everyone to notice.

“I’m Dr. Andrews,” she introduced herself.

The classroom mumbled a weak and pathetic greeting.

“Gee, I hope y’all are more enthusiastic about the material than you are about me,” she smiled at her own joke.

Giggles smattered through the room and the mood seemed to be lightened.  My guess was that the boys were all thinking inappropriate thoughts about their teacher and the girls were all thinking that they disliked her because she was stunning.  Me, I guess I fell somewhere in between.

Since there were only about ten of us in the room, she made everyone move to the first few rows of desks.  Then we did the fun little icebreaker exercise that all students hate -- we went around the room to introduce ourselves, and share one fun fact about ourselves.

My turn came and I still did not trust my voice, but I could not be the only one who did not participate.

“Hi, I’m Liz and I used to breed Great Danes,” I shared with the group.

The ones who knew me laughed since it was the only fact I ever offered up and the others just sort of looked at me strangely.  What can I say, I love the big dopey dogs and so did my parents while I was growing up.  Even Dr. Andrews gave me half a smile when I shared, which thrilled me more than it should have.

She handed out her syllabi to everyone and had us read over it for any questions.  It looked pretty standard, lectures and tests and papers.  I had already purchased the textbook that had been listed for the class, but the paperwork did mention several other articles for additional reading.

She paced back and forth at the front of the classroom while we read through everything.  My eyes kept darting up to watch her calves flex and her hips sway as she moved.  When she walked away from me, I stared at her ass and when she walked towards me I gazed at her breasts.

I was so confused by my attention to her.  It did not make any sense.  I had spent the entire summer at the pool with tanned muscular young men but not a one of them turned my head.  But there I was, the first day back in school, and making eyes at my teacher.  What a bad stereotype I turned into!

“Well guys and gals, I think that’s enough time.  Were there any questions on the syllabus?”

Most of the students shook their heads except for one guy.  Every class had that one guy.  The one who would ask the stupid questions because they were only there for the grade, not to actually learn anything.

“Will those extra articles be on the tests?”

She quirked an eyebrow up at him and shook her head, “They are for your learning only.  But it could certainly help your understanding of the basic materials, so I’d say they would be helpful on the tests as well.”

He huffed his annoyance at her vague answer and I had to smirk.  She was a smart one.  When she walked by and noticed my smirk, she winked which sent the butterflies in my stomach into a tailspin.

“Well, I see no need to keep you all away from whatever afternoon plans you might have.  So let’s reconvene on Wednesday.  See y’all then!”

You could hear the smiles in the group, and everyone started packing up their belongings.  As I stuffed my notebook into my backpack, I realized that there was someone standing in front of me.  I did not see her so much as sense her, and the smell of her flowery powdery perfume tickle my nose.

“Can you stay for a few minutes, Liz?” she whispered softly.

I nodded again, reverting back to the bobble-head that she had apparently turned me into.  I clasped my hands together in my lap and waited for the room to empty.  Once everyone else had left, she perched herself on the edge of my desk and watched as my eyes traveled up the length of her silky smooth leg.  By the time my eyes traveled over her trim waist and the swell of her breasts and reached her face, she was grinning like a cat that just snared the mouse.

****

“You’re one of the prettiest women I’ve seen here on campus,” she whispered, that Southern accent just dripping honey.

I felt my cheeks bloom hot pink and I studied the fake wood grain of the surface of the desk.

“I’ve noticed that you’ve been staring at me this whole time.  Do I make you nervous?” she asked as she re-crossed her legs towards me.

“Y-Y-Yes,” I nodded.

“Why on earth do I make you nervous, hon?” she laughed lightly.

I shrugged, “I don’t know.”

I twisted my fingers together in my lap and tried not to look at her.  Unfortunately, by strategically avoiding her face, I ended up staring at the shadow that lay in the triangle of her upper thighs just underneath the hem of her skirt.  That did not help my situation.

“Liz?” she said softly, “Do you know why I make you nervous?”

I shook my head.

“Oh but I think you do.  You find me attractive,” her voice dropped an octave which seemed to resonate in parts of my body I had almost forgotten about.

I felt my cheeks darken with a new flush of heat and she laughed lightly.

“It’s okay, Liz, really.  I find you attractive as well.”

I looked up at her and took in the depth of her intense eyes.  They did not seem to be mocking me or challenging me.

She stood up off the desk and walked around to crouch down next to me.  Her light perfume was intoxicating and I could not stop my body from responding to her fingers on my bare knee.  Despite the fact that my sundress covered everything, I could not help but feel exposed when the goosebumps erupted over my skin.  Her fingers tickled my knee and I squirmed in my seat.

My whole body felt warm and flush at the nearness of this beautiful woman.  When she leaned forward and brushed her lips against mine, I gasped and dug my nails into my palms.  She pulled back to study my face and I guess she liked what she saw because she leaned forward again, and pressed her lips firmly against mine.

It was completely different than kissing a guy.  Her lips felt soft and warm and her skin was satin against mine, no stubble to scratch my face.  The tip of her tongue slid across my lower lip and the only thought in my head was that I wanted more.  I had never thought of being with another woman before, but as Dr. Andrews kissed me, I could think of nothing else.

I had limited sexual experience to begin with, but none of it had been all that thrilling.  In fact, kissing her for just a few minutes was heating my body in ways that actual sex had never accomplished.

Her fingertips were still tickling my knee as she deepened her kiss but her other hand had my full attention as it slid up my arm and over my shoulder to rest at the nape of my neck.

She finally broke the kiss to smile at me, “By the way, I’m Melanie.”

I laughed at the suddenness of her introduction.  She quirked that eyebrow at me and I shook my head.

“Sorry, that was just very sudden,” I admitted.

She rose to a standing position and pulled me up as well.  We would have been about the same height except she was still wearing those three-inch heels.  Because of her footwear, I found my face right up next to her neck.  Without thinking, I leaned forward and kissed her warm skin while I inhaled the scent of her.  It was mixed with powder and flowers and a honeyed musk that I vaguely recognized.  When her arms slid around my waist, I realized that my satin panties were slippery against my skin.

She held me against her body and I threaded my arms around her neck as I nibbled her ear.  Her full lips parted as she moaned softly and I darted my tongue along the curve of her throat.  As I slid my mouth over her collarbone, the loose fitting blouse moved with me, and I found more skin that needed my attention.  I kissed every inch that was available to me while she kept moaning and digging her nails into my lower back.

Suddenly she pulled away, and I was terrified that I had crossed some invisible line that I did not know existed.

Her smile eased my confusion and she led me by the hand to the teacher’s desk at the front of the room.

“Sit up there,” she motioned as she walked away to lock the classroom door.

I perched on the edge of the desk and swung my legs nervously.  She turned and stared at me with one hip cocked to the side.

“Oh Liz,” she murmured softly.

My legs stopped moving and anxiety started to creep into my thoughts.

She walked back over, slowly unbuttoning her blouse as she approached me.  By the time she was in front of me, she had lost the sheer white blouse and the lacy bra underneath.  Her breasts were large and firm and full, and they bounced slightly as she moved.  She watched me staring at them with a devilish smile.

She took my hand and gently placed it against one warm globe.  It felt soft yet firm, pliable and yielding to my touch.  I squeezed lightly and she nodded.

“Anything you want,” she breathed.

I raised my other hand and caressed the other one, letting my fingertips brush over her stiffening nipple.  She groaned and arched into my hands.  I watched, fascinated, as my fingers played with the tight pink tips.  I rolled them and tugged on them, and without even thinking about it, I lowered my head to taste them.

She pressed her hands against the back of my head and held me against her flesh as my tongue worked one nipple then the other.

“Oh god,” she exhaled softly.

I loved the way they felt between my lips, pebbly and firm but yielding slightly between my teeth and under my tongue.  The silky flesh of her breasts was warm beneath my fingers as I massaged their heaviness.  Her soft gasps let me know I was doing something right but suddenly she pulled away, her eyes glassy and her lips parted.

I was still perched on the edge of the desk but she firmly pushed me back so I was not wobbling to keep my balance.  She slid her trim hips between my thighs and stepped forward until she was pressed against the core of my body.  I was certain she could feel the heat radiating from my body.

As her lips found the pulse in my neck, she slid the straps of my sundress off my shoulders, tickling my arms as she worked them down.  The dress slid to my waist and she exhaled her approval when my breasts popped into view.  She buried her face between them while her fingers rolled and pinched my already stiff nipples.

I had never had anyone pay so much attention to them.  The boys I dated in high school and college had always just grabbed a handful of flesh and squeezed, but Melanie seemed intent on licking and nibbling every inch.  I was surprised at her exploration and how she found every sensitive part that I never knew existed.  My breath caught in my throat as short little gasps and I buried my hand in her soft curls to hold her against my body.

As she kissed her way down my smooth stomach, her hands crept up my inner thighs, sliding my dress with them until the entire garment was bunched around my waist.  She hooked her thumbs into the strings of my thong and slid it down until I was spread open and bare in front of her.

I could feel the cool air against my warm wetness and it made me shiver, especially as she knelt down in front of me.  Her breath warmed my flesh again and I gasped.

Her voice sounded like thick honey when she whispered, “Have you ever had someone go down on you?”

I nodded, “Uh-huh.”

“And did you enjoy it?”

“I guess.”  A couple of past boyfriends had tried but it had not really been all that interesting or pleasurable.

She chuckled, “If that’s your answer, then they weren’t doing it right.”

I flushed pink as she pushed me flat on the desk.  When her lips brushed against my wet pussy, I gasped but when her tongue slipped between the folds, I moaned.  It felt completely different than before.  She ran her tongue everywhere, tasting and licking and nibbling.  Before it had always been a clumsy effort with no real intent, but she was focused on enjoying my body and making sure I was enjoying the act.

I wrapped my fingers around the edge of the desk as she continued to tease me.  It was soft and gentle and torturous but I could have sworn I heard her moaning along with me.  My pulse pounded in my clit but I did not even know what I wanted.  I just needed more.

“Please,” I breathed into the room.

She raised her head with a wicked smile on her glossy lips, “Please what?”

“I-I-I don’t know… Please… More…”

She chuckled again but when she returned her mouth to my pussy, it was different.  Her lips pressed against me and the tip of her tongue found the tiny throbbing nub.  I could not help but bury my hand in her curls and press her to me.  I think I felt her smile but it was a passing feeling as the sensations from her tongue overwhelmed my entire body.  I felt hot and cold, flush and needy, as though I could not get enough of whatever it was she was doing to me.

The tip of her tongue flicked and rubbed my aching clit until I could not breathe.

“Please… Melanie…” I begged, the words falling from my parted lips without my permission.

In a swift motion, Melanie buried two fingers inside me while her lips trapped my clit.  As her tongue flicked firmly, her fingers worked their way to a new spot deep inside me, one that sent hot shivers through my body.  As she licked and thrust, the heat inside my blood threatened to boil over.  I wriggled under the onslaught of sensations but Melanie did not relent.  She sucked firmly on my clit while her fingers continued to press against that spot inside.  Suddenly the bubbles inside hit a boiling point and I squealed as they released all at once.  Every muscle in my body tensed simultaneously and then melted into liquid fire.

Slowly Melanie eased the pressure from her tongue and fingers, and eventually stopped altogether.  My eyes were blurry as I tried to focus on the ceiling.  When my mind returned to my body, I realized that I had scooted backwards on the desk to lie flat and Melanie was curled up next to me, her fingers lightly stroking my hair.

“I-I-I…” I tried to speak.

“Please don’t tell me that was your first orgasm...” she giggled softly.

“Well, no, but…”

“But what?”

“But it was my first with someone else,” I admitted quietly.

Melanie’s Southern voice burst into laughter, “Oh my dear, I am so sorry to hear that!  But I am honored to have been the first!”

I felt my cheeks flush dark pink and I tried to turn away but she held me to her.

“No really, I’m just sorry that you had to wait this long but truly, I am thrilled to have been the first.”

“I don’t remotely know how to repay the pleasure,” I whispered in her ear.

“There will be time enough Liz,” she reassured me as I felt the sleepiness creeping over me.

I was grateful that she managed to keep me awake long enough to get dressed and shuffle back to my apartment across campus.  I missed the rest of my classes that day because once I reached my bed, I passed out completely.

****

It had taken only about an hour with her, but I was a changed woman after that.  That one afternoon with Melanie turned into a full-blown two-year affair, right up until I graduated from the university.  She did let me go easily, knowing that I was not meant to stay in that small college town forever.  I’m not sure that I could have been that mature about it had she not insisted.

About six months into our relationship, I did finally break the news to my friends and they were all surprisingly supportive.  You just never know how people will react when you tell them that (a) you are dating a professor or (b) you are dating a female, let alone (c) all of the above.

After I got my degree, I ended up going on to get masters (with a glowing recommendation from this one particular professor from undergrad school) and then moved into a career of professional counseling.  While my scenery changed over the years, my preferences never did.  After Melanie, I never dated another guy again.

Even though our intimate relationship ended when I graduated, I actually never lost touch.  We have remained close friends through the years and she did an amazing job of guiding me through the process of coming out.  Despite the fact that my first real relationship ever was with a woman, when I left school and left her, I was at loose ends on everything.

I will admit to slipping back to Melanie on more than one occasion, when I was between relationships.  I mean, really, can you ever 100 percent get over the one who was your first?  In some ways, all subsequent relationships are chasing that first experience.  That breathless moment of the first kiss, that thrilling heartbeat as you touch them for the first time.  It changed me and I never regretted leaving dick in the dust.


5. We Teased and Tormented My Cheating Husband: A Revenge FFM Threesome Story

When Suzanne catches her husband Jack in the act of cheating with his personal trainer, she comes unglued.  She tells him not to come home that night, and spends the evening trying to figure out what to do next.  When the personal trainer shows up at the house, her night takes an unexpected turn but then again, her life already has.

It was absolutely absurd, to be my age and irrationally jealous of the twenty-something floozy that my husband had been bonking for the last three months.  Well, three months at least.  Sure, I am no longer in my twenties but I have kept up my appearance and still consider myself on the better side of average-looking.  But to know that he has been running around with his bimbo personal trainer is just about enough to make me completely apart.

I found out about the affair purely by accident.  I knew he had an appointment with his trainer at the gym and he had accidently grabbed my gym bag by mistake, so I headed over there to exchange the bags.  Turns out, I wandered in at exactly the wrong moment.  It was ten in the morning and the place was oddly deserted.  She was sitting on the weight bench with her legs spread and his face was buried against her.

She looked properly flustered when I walked in, but her startled look dissolved into horror when he turned around and started stammering something about he was sorry.  I stiffened my spine and strode over to the pair of mortified adulterers.

“I don’t believe we’ve met,” I offered with an overly friendly smile, “I’m Charlotte, his wife.”

Even as he was trying to scramble away from her and she was snapping her thighs closed, I offered my hand to shake.  She took it gingerly, and shook it limply.

I shouldered the gym bag I was supposed to be exchanging and strode back out of the gym room.  As I let the door swing shut, I heard a shrill voice screeching.

“You’re fucking married!  You told me you were divorced!  Asshole!”

I tossed his gym bag in my backseat and leaned up against the side of my car and waited.  He came scrambling out of the gym as though she was tossing free weights at his head.  He skidded to a stop when he saw I was still there.  The expressions on his face flickered from embarrassment to anger to shame and back to anger.

“What the hell are you doing here anyway?”

“You grabbed my gym bag by mistake, but I suppose having the wrong clothing is irrelevant in regards to that particular workout.”  I managed to keep my voice level and calm; only through an act of God I am sure.

He shoved his hands into the pockets of his jeans and scuffed the toe of his sneaker on the concrete.  I crossed my arms over my chest and regarded him coolly.

“S-S-So now what?” he finally stuttered.

“I’m not really sure actually.  Do you have any suggestions?”

He stared down at the ground for a long moment.

“I don’t really know,” he finally whispered.

I could feel my heart pounding inside my chest but I willed my face to remain stoic and smooth.  His large dark eyes looked frightened so I suppose my calm and rational act was scaring him more than if I had been ranting and raving.

“Perhaps you can find somewhere to sleep tonight, and I will see you for breakfast tomorrow.”

I left that sentence hanging in mid-air, slid into my car, and pealed out from the parking lot.  I checked the rearview mirror and as I turned right onto the street, he was still standing in the parking lot bewildered and lost.

I managed to keep my sanity in check until I reached our townhouse.  As soon as I shut the door behind myself, I crumpled to the floor in tears.  While I was proud of holding it together in front of her and in front of him, it could not last forever.

As the darkness of evening crept in through the open windows, I finally dragged myself off the floor and into the shower.  After scrubbing myself pink, I slipped into yoga pants and a tee shirt and made some soup for dinner.  I had about twelve hours to figure out a plan of action, and I had no idea what I was going to do.

I am a successful lawyer and yet I had no thoughts about how to handle this situation.  I even thought about calling a friend, but I was not ready to tell anyone that my husband had been cheating on me. 

There was always the option of packing all of his stuff and kicking him out.  I was the breadwinner of the household so I did not have to worry myself with financial security.  He might have to, but then again, it was his actions that brought us to that point.

I could take him back without question, pending his promise to never do it again.  But that just seemed weak and overly forgiving for a strong woman such as myself.  And I was not sure I could really take him back into my house, my life, my bed.  Besides, there would always be leverage and I was not sure that I could handle that.  Honestly? I was afraid that I would forever hold it over his head for any real or perceived error.

Oh? You didn’t take out the trash?  Gee, were you too busy fucking someone?

As I contemplated all of the options, I was startled by a soft knock on the front door.  Surely he would be smart enough to wait until morning to return home.  He was probably surprised I had asked him to come home at all.  I was completely confused as to who on earth would be knocking at my door at that time of night.

It never occurred to me that I would see her face when I peeked through the peephole.

****

It was the blonde from the gym.  With her twenty-something smooth complexion and perky boobs, she just angered and annoyed me on principle.  She was shuffling her feet and juggling a heavy paper sack.  What the fuck was she doing at my front door?  I half-considered yelling obscenities to her through the closed door and threatening her with a lawsuit.

But my curiosity got the better of me instead.  I set my face into an expressionless void and opened the door.

Her eyes were red and puffy and she was running her palm over her glossy ponytail.

“I-I-I just had to apologize.  He told me he was divorced so I never knew.  I’m so sorry,” she blurted it all out as one long babbling sentence and started crying.

I sighed and gestured for her to come inside as I stepped out of the doorway.  She made it as far as the couch before collapsing.  The paper sack made a heavy thunking noise on the hardwood when she lost her grip on the handles.  I could see the corks of two wine bottles poking out of the top and I bit back a smirk.

I perched on the edge of the couch next to her and waited for her to grow quiet.  Her sobs finally melted into sniffling and she dabbed her eyes with her French manicured fingertips while peering up at me through thick lashes.

“It’s not an excuse,” she mumbled, “just an explanation.  I’m Annie, by the way.”

“I’m Suzanne.  And I know.  It sounds like he screwed us both.  So to speak,” I offered a wry smirk which she returned.

“S-S-So what do we do?”

I ran my fingers through my loose waves and shook my head.

“I’ve been trying to figure that out all night.  I told him to come back to the house for breakfast in the morning.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I think I’m going to open one of those,” I laughed as I pointed to the bottles of wine.

She nodded, “I was hoping you would.”

I carried the bag into the kitchen to uncork one of the bottles and discovered that the girl had also brought over some nibbles.  I arranged the vegetables and dill dip and cheese and crackers on two plates.  I set the platters and the wine on a tray along with two glasses and some napkins, and carried the whole spread back into the living room.

“So do you normally sleep with your clients?” I figured the time for politeness was long past, since I had seen her naked from the waist down with her thighs pressed against my husband’s ears.

“Actually no, he was the first.”

I laughed, “Figures.”

She shrugged, “But I’ve never dated a married man before; at least, not to my knowledge.  It’s always seemed like more trouble than it’s worth.”

“Well, it certainly explains the lack of activity in my bedroom lately.”

“I’m so sorry,” she whispered, her lower lip wobbling dangerously.

“Nah, I don’t think it’s your fault.  At first I was mad at you, but I should be mad at him.  I just don’t know what to do about it.”

“I don’t get it.  When I hear about guys that cheat on their wives, I always picture frumpy overweight housewives, but you’re not that at all.”

I actually blushed, “Oh, um, thanks.  I guess.”

“You seem like you take good care of yourself.  Do you work?”

“I make the money around here; I’m a lawyer.”

“Oh fuck, it figures.  You’re going to sue me.”

I laughed, “No, but I considered it.”

She drained the last of her glass and went to refill but the bottle was empty.  She produced the second bottle and waved it at me with a hopeful smile.

I jogged to the kitchen and when I returned, I could not help but notice just how attractive she was.  She was wearing tight gym shorts that barely covered her ass and a tight tank top that accentuated her generous breasts.  Her skin looked silky smooth and her hair shone in the lamplight.  Even her dark eyes intrigued me.  I was a little thrown by my observations, and tried to chalk them up to the lack of activity between my sheets.

“Can I tell you a secret?” she breathed as I poured her another glass of wine.

“Certainly.  I think the time for secrets is long gone.”

“He was not all that good in bed anyway.”

I nearly dropped the wine bottle as I doubled over with laughter.

“Oh?  You noticed that too?”

She nodded, “I normally don’t sleep with men at all.  Usually women.”

“Oh?” My curiosity was piqued and I could not help but become aware of a certain pulse in my own body as I sat down next to her on the couch.

“Yeah, most of my dates are women.”

“I see.  But you just thought you’d experiment with my husband?”

“He gave me some sob story about how he was divorced and his shrew of an ex-wife was never interesting or adventurous in the bedroom.”

She clapped her palm to her cheek, “Oh my gawd, I didn’t mean…”

“It’s okay, he’s probably right.  I mean, I guess I like sex and all, but I’ve never been all that thrilled with it.”

“Trust me, it was him.  He just was not that good.”

I leaned back into the couch cushions and closed my eyes.

“Are you okay?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, letting the strange thought drift through my brain.  Her palm felt warm on my thigh even through my yoga pants.  Her eyes glittered with a devilish gleam when I opened my eyes to look at her.

“You know…” she said conspiratorially, “we could probably invent an amazing payback together, if you’re interested.”

“What did you have in mind?”  I was trying to focus on her words and not her tickling fingertips on my knee.

She leaned over until I could feel her warm breath on my ear, “Turnabout is fair play you know.”

Her fingers inched higher on my inner thigh and I squirmed but did not pull away.

****

I shivered when I felt Annie’s soft lips brush against my ear.  Her hand kept teasing my leg which made my shivers intensify.  I could hear her softly laughing as her lips trailed from my ear down my neck.

“Suzanne?” she murmured quietly against the pulse that was fluttering in my neck.

“Yes, Annie?” I replied hesitantly.

“Have you figured out my revenge plan yet?”

I chuckled, “It’s becoming clearer.”

She withdrew her teasing lips and wandering hand and moved to straddle my lap.  I gasped in surprise, but lightly rested my hands on her slim hips.  Her tiny gym shorts rode up slightly, leaving the bottom curve of her ass exposed to my curious fingers.

She leaned down and brushed her lips along my jawline.

“Personally,” she whispered, “I think we should invite him over and make him watch.”

My mind was a little cloudy from the wine and the new experience, but I loved the idea.

“Just watch?” I asked.

“Maybe, at least at the beginning.  We’ll see how it goes.  But I’m more interested in you than him.”

She leaned to one side, still straddling my lap, as I reached for my cell phone.  I thumbed an invitation text message to Jack.

“What did you say?” she sighed as her arms threaded around my neck.

“I just said that if he was interested in talking about this, he could come over tonight.”

She smiled down at me, and pressed her lips to mine.  It was different than kissing a man.  Her lips were soft but insistent and her skin smelled sweetly soft.  I parted my lips to the insistence of her tongue and tasted the wine from earlier.  She pressed her upper body against me and my arms fit easily around her waist as we kissed.  I had no experience with women before, but she was starting to awaken an interest in me that I never knew existed.

I arched into her kiss and her hands slid down my sides until her fingertips were teasing up under the lower hem of my tee shirt.  I had not been expecting company, so I had not put on a bra after my shower.  When her hands brushed against the bottom curve of my breasts, I gasped and pressed forward into her touch.  Her touch was insistent yet tentative and I wanted more.

Annie moved her hands and started frantically tugging at my tee shirt, finally freeing it from my body and tossing it aside. Her tank top quickly followed suit.  Once we were both topless, she hugged me tightly and devoured my lips with her mouth.  I could taste an urgency in her and I raked my nails up her bare back until she groaned.

Just as I was learning the sensation of her breasts against mine, I heard a metallic scratching in the front door lock.  She broke away from my lips and grinned down at me evilly.  The game was afoot.  As the door swung open, she clasped me to her and kissed me passionately.  I was so overwhelmed by her desire for me that I almost forgot Jack entering the room.

He was still carrying my gym bag from our earlier mix-up, and it fell to the floor with a soft thunk.

“What the hell is going on?” he stammered.

Annie looked up from kissing me and grinned at him, “She wanted to see what the fuss was all about.”

He blinked at us, trying to figure out what the catch was.  His wife and his girlfriend were making out on the couch and he had been invited over to see.

She sat up, exposing my breasts and hers to his staring eyes.

“You screwed us both, Jack, and that’s not something we’re going to take lying down.  Well, I suspect that’s where this will end up, but you will regret it before the night is over.”

She stood up slowly, letting his eyes drift over us and took me by the hand.

“I think it’s time you showed me where the bedroom is,” she winked at me and shook her ass at Jack.

I led her down the hallway and heard Jack’s footsteps behind us.  He still seemed to be struck mute by the entire scene.  When we got there, her eyes flowed over the room and I could see a plan forming by the grin on her young face.

She directed Jack to the armchair in the corner, “You.  Get undressed and sit there.”

After she rifled through our closet, she returned with a handful of silk ties.

“These look sturdy enough,” she observed.

Once Jack was naked and sitting in the chair, the young curvy blonde proceeded to tie his wrists to the arms of the chair and his ankles to the legs of the chair.

“What the fuck?” he groaned, struggling against his unexpected bonds.

“Before we go any further, you need to see what it looks like to satisfy a woman.  Not only did you not tell me you were married, you didn’t tell your wife you were screwing around.  And we both happen to think you are less than sufficient in the sack.  So you need to take notes.”

I was still frozen in place as I watched and listened to her.  When she returned to me, she eagerly pushed me backwards on the bed and crawled on top.

She bent down to whisper in my ear, “He is about to come unglued you know.”

I grinned and nodded as I pulled the band to release her ponytail.  Her silky blonde hair fell down around our faces and I pulled her to me for a kiss.  My thighs parted to allow her closer and I felt her writhe excitedly against me.  Somewhere in the distance Jack groaned and banged the chair against the hardwood floors.  I wrapped my legs around her slim waist and dug my nails into her delicate skin as her tongue plundered my mouth.

As Annie kissed her over my breasts and down my stomach, I had to laugh to the look on Jack’s face.  He was twisting in his chair with a lewd erection bobbing between his legs.  When Annie dragged my yoga pants off, he started thrusting in mid-air.

My laughter faded and I lost all ability for conscious thought when I felt her lips on my inner thighs.  Going down on me was something that Jack had done when we were dating but it had long since been dropped out of our ten-minute monthly sex routine.  When Annie’s tongue found my aching little clit, I clenched the sheets and groaned loudly.  She slid two fingers inside my wetness while her tongue danced against me and my blood boiled with a long-forgotten need.  I groaned her name as my body convulsed through my climax.  It was the first one that someone else had given me in a very long time.

She slowly kissed her way back up my naked trembling body and I reached for her.  She straddled my thigh as I tasted myself on her lips and I could feel her wetness against my skin.

“I want to please you too,” I murmured against her warm neck.

She grinned down at me and together we rolled so that I was on top.  Her breasts beckoned to me and I sucked on the hard peak of her nipple.  When my fingers brushed against her smooth wet pussy, she bucked but wriggled away.

“Should we give him a break?” she giggled.

We both looked at the man tied to the chair.  His throbbing erection almost looked painful and his face was twisted in a grimace of need and want and lust.

“What do you say Jack?  You want to play too?” I asked with a coy little smirk.

He nodded vehemently like a little boy on Christmas morning.  I sashayed over to his and slowly freed him, one silk tie at a time.

“Tonight there is only one pussy available for you,” I warned him as I crawled back between Annie’s open legs.

“I know, I know,” his voice shook with pent-up frustration.

As I buried my tongue between the folds of Annie’s sweet little pussy, I felt him thrust inside me to the hilt in one motion.  Annie buried her fingers in my messy waves and pulled my face against her hot flesh.  My tongue found the tiny nub that was giving her so much torment and I flicked fast and hard.  I knew what it meant to need and want and I hoped I could deliver on my first attempt.

Jack was thrusting away like a rabbit in heat and I tried not to laugh.  Annie was groaning with every lick of my tongue and I focused on pleasuring her as much as she had me.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Jack babbled behind me.

I knew exactly what that meant, and I swiveled my hips sharply to one side.  His cock slipped out with a wet popping noise and he grunted at his thwarted orgasm.

“What the hell…”

“Not yet.  And don’t touch yourself.” I mumbled from the depths of Annie’s body.

Annie’s frustration got the better of her patience, and she forced my face back to her body.  I drew her hard clit between my lips and flickered hard against the taut surface until she bucked and arched in climax.  Her sweet juices ran down my chin and I lapped every drop I could.  Jack groaned and slammed his fist into the bed in frustration.

I kissed my way back up Annie’s smooth stomach and curled up into her body.  After she and I caught our breath, we sat up to look at my poor frustrated husband.  His stiff cock stuck straight out from his body and bobbed for attention.  She and I were unsuccessful in biting back our giggles.

“It’s not fucking funny!” he declared angrily.

“Oh really?” we answered simultaneously, “And what was fucking funny about cheating on both of us?”

His cock drooped slightly as his anger deflated.

Annie whispered in my ear and I nodded with another giggle.

“You think he can handle that?” I asked her conspiratorially.

She nodded and we crawled over to him together.  He watched suspiciously but did not back away.  The groan from his chest was almost unearthly when he felt our two tongues stroke up the sides of his cock.  We were both curious how long he could last, so we teased and tormented him as best we knew how.  We licked and nibbled and kissed his cock, never once sucking or stroking.  We tickled his aching balls with our fingernails and the tips of our tongues.

We took a break when we sensed he was at his limit, and made out on the bed.  Every so often one of us would reach out a lightly stroke him once and them return to stroking each other.

Jack was groaning and twitching terribly from our torment.  Annie and I were enjoying every moment.

“What the fuck?” he finally mumbled as his hand slowly crept up to his aching cock.

“Ah, ah, ah,” Annie wagged her finger at him as I swatted his hand away.

He grunted in frustration and pounded the disheveled bed with his fist.

“C’mon, what the hell is all this?”

Annie and I looked at each other and knelt on the bed in front of him.

“This is what happens when you mess around with two smart ladies,” I retorted, “your actions need to have consequences.”

Annie nodded, “You lied to both of us and cheated on both of us.”

He ran his fingers through his dark hair and looked away from us.

“Are you sorry yet?”

“Yes!  I was sorry this afternoon!”

“Of course you’re sorry you got caught,” I snipped, “but are you sorry you lied to both of us?”

“Yes!  I’m sorry!”

Annie ran her hand over my ass and squeezed lightly.  I giggled and squirmed but leaned over to kiss her one more time.  As we made out, her hand drifted up to massage his balls while mine drifted to stroking his cock.  He groaned as we teased him, thrusting his hips into my snug fist.

I broke the kiss and whispered loudly, “Do you think he’s had enough?”

Annie nodded and pulled me mouth back to hers with her free hand.  As we tasted each other’s lips, I felt her free hand drift down to tug lightly on my nipples.

Jack groaned as I teased her still slippery pussy with my fingertips, and his whole body tensed as the first splash hit our combined bodies.  The next one fell, and the next one as he came all over Annie and I while we kissed.

He fell to his knees on the floor and still covered in his release, Annie and I rolled onto the bed.  I buried my face between her thighs again and did not let up until she had soaked my tongue with her juices.  The three of us spent the night tangled up in the bed, sleeping off the excitement and newness of the evening.

****

Yes, my husband cheated on me and it changed my life, but hear me out.  About a week later, Annie moved in with us after several two-way and three-way conversations.  We now live as a trio, and share each other without guilt or apologies.

It is not a situation I ever expected to find myself in, at all.  But it turns out that while I may not like being with women exclusively, I do like Annie.  She has been amazingly patient with Jack and me while we figure things out.  And Jack has been surprisingly attentive to both of us.

While many men fantasize about having two women at once, most of them could not handle the reality of living in such a situation.  But he has stepped up like a real man.  He also seems to understand when she and I want to be alone together, although he almost always pouts for a little bit.  It is very rare for Annie to have sex with Jack on her own, but it does happen.  But it really is not cheating since I am fully aware of it.  We added a single bed in the home office in case any one of us wants to sleep alone.  It has worked very well, but three in a bed can get crowded when you actually want to sleep.

I have not told many people about our arrangement, most would not understand.  But who am I to turn down the desire and feelings that I have developed for Annie.  She is more than just a lover for either Jack or I.  It feels like a long-term arrangement, at least to me.  We shall see how it plays out when any of us want to start a family.  I almost like the idea of having a “sister mom” though.

But for now we are just having fun.  Oh but just so you know, every so often we do make Jack watch her and I without playing.  Just to remind him who is ultimately in charge.


6. The Backdoor Bride: Wedding Night Anal Sex

Charlotte and Chris are finally getting hitched.  They have been living together for a while, so Charlotte doesn’t really see the big deal about finalizing everything.  Her best friend almost seems more excited than she is.  After a beautiful ceremony and a fun reception with their friends and family, Charlotte and Chris sneak off to consummate their marriage.  Despite her adventurous past, there is one thing that she and Chris haven’t shared.  She had no idea that he was going to make her wedding night so special.

I smoothed the simple white lace dress down over my thighs and giggled to myself.  It seemed ironic that after all of my years of misbehavior, I was getting married.  And in white no less, the ultimate irony!  But I was lucky to have found Chris.  He knew all about my “less than discerning” past and did not care.

We were having a casual beach wedding with just a few friends and family.  My hair was partially caught back in a pearl clip so that the beach wind did not wreak too much havoc.  I did not even have all that much makeup on but I did not mind.  I was not the ‘Mary Kay with a spatula’ type anyway.

I slipped my pink painted toes into the white sandals and took one last glance at my reflection before heading out of my room.  I snuck over to my best friend’s room next door, tiptoeing carefully so that Chris did not realize I was out in the hall.  I did not want him to see me before the big entrance.  She heard my light tapping and threw open the door with a squeal.

“Charlotte!  You’re getting married today!” Amber was jumping up and down in her navy blue sundress.

I rolled my eyes, “What’s the big deal?  We’ve been living together for almost three years now.”

She waved her hands dismissively, “It’s a huge deal.  You’re getting freakin’ married!”

I laughed, “Yeah, I guess it is kind of a big deal.”

“You were the one that I never thought would settle down, and look at you!  All domesticated and everything.”

“Hey, hey, hey.  I may be getting married but no one will ever domesticate me!”

I wagged my silver clutch at her and grinned.  She laughed with me and hugged me tight.  Amber and I had been best friends since the day we met when we were freshmen in high school and now we were in viewing range of thirty.  She was already married but no kids.  Her husband was not able to make the trip down to the Caymans because of work and I was sorry about that.  He was a great guy, and even better, got along perfectly with Chris.  The four of us had even discussed getting a duplex together once the craziness of the wedding was over.

I perched on the chair in her room while she finished getting ready and pondered the step I was about to take.  I had never really thought about certain aspects of getting married until recently.  Like the fact that Chris was the last man I would ever have sex with.  Not that the sex wasn’t great or anything, it was just weird to think that I would never again share my bed with anyone else.  How do married couples keep it interesting?  How do they keep it alive and hot and urgent?

I stared out the window into the curling ocean and let the thoughts roll through my mind like the waves.  Amber was bustling around the room but I was only vaguely aware of her presence.  Finally she lightly rested her fingertips on my shoulder and I jumped a little.

“Already dreaming of your honeymoon?” she giggled.

I laughed, “We’re just staying here.”

“So?  It’s still your honeymoon?  Everyone else will leave by tomorrow night and you’ll have Chris all to yourself.”  She wiggled her eyebrows at me suggestively.

I shook my head, “Nothing new under the sun there though.”

“Oh you just never know,” Amber winked and motioned towards the door, “but we need to get going.”

I nodded back and snatched up my clutch as we strolled towards the door.  She shouldered her tote bag and followed me out.  She was in charge of bringing everything I might need that did not fit into the little silver purse that I was carrying.  Plus she was in charge of the little silver purse during the ceremony.

On our way down to the beach, we stopped in the drawing room that would host our dinner afterwards.  The flowers were purple and white orchids and the table was dressed with simple white linen tablecloths and white china.  It looked so beautiful and elegant that it was hard to believe all of it was for a retired party girl like me.

“If they could only see me now,” I whispered to Amber.

“They would all be so jealous,” she wrapped her arm around my shoulder and squeezed.

I rested my cheek on the top of her head and hugged her back.

“I hope someone reminds Chris to put sunscreen on that shaved head of his,” I mused out loud.

She barked a quick laugh, “Already thinking like a wife!”

I goosed her ribs, making her squeal and run away.  I chased her through the fancy drawing room and started to feel more like myself instead of someone playing dress up for the day.

The beach setting was already set up as well, with the white wooden archway for us to stand under, and a white blanket for under our feet.  The ceremony would be short and sweet, so there were no chairs for the guests.  Since the entire group was so intimate anyway, Chris and I had opted not to have assigned attendants, and we just considered everyone there to be a part of the wedding party.

As the time approached, I started to get nervous.  I was pacing back and forth at the water’s edge, letting the soft white foam dampen my toes with each wave.  Amber just let me wander and sort out my thoughts.  I did not know why I was nervous.  It’s not like I was some eighteen-year-old virgin being sent off to an arranged marriage.  This was the man I had been living with, the man who had once convinced me to toss my halter top out of the car window in Louisiana on a road trip, the man who had carried my drunk ass up more steps than either of us cared to remember.

Would married life still be fun?  Would married sex still be interesting?

****

Chris looked so amazing when I came down the little aisle between our well-wishers.  He was wearing black linen slacks and a white linen button-down shirt, untucked since we were on the beach.  His shaved head sort of glistened in the sun but his dark sunglasses blocked my view of his incredible blue eyes.  I giggled just a little when I spied his bare feet peeking out from under the hem of his pants.  All I could think about was getting this done and making him carry me over the threshold to our little tropical hut.  His biceps bulged so nicely when he picked me up, and I loved to feel the muscles in his back twitching.  When we are just lounging around together, I like to trace the outlines of his tattoos but he always complains that it tickles.

The wedding itself went by in a blur, but I am pretty sure I am now Mrs. Chris Anderson.  He seems very excited about something so I think that’s what happened.  Amber warned me it would go quickly, but had no idea.

Our small group of celebrators moved into the drawing room for cocktails and food.  There were all kinds of fruity drinks floating around and I know I had my share.  Chris never left my side and seemed very focused on moving things along.  I thought he was being a little rude but I decided not to say anything to him.  After all, it was his wedding too.

After a few drinks, they quietly ushered all of us to the large round table for food.  When the shrimp cocktail bowls hit the table, everyone dug in excitedly.  We started with our fresh Caprese salad then the main dish arrived.  Chris and I had selected sautéed fish with vegetables and couscous.  We had to get all the seafood we could, we were on an island after all!  Instead of a traditional wedding cake, Chris and I had opted for something simpler.  Everyone got their very own little white cupcake served with two chocolate covered strawberries.  It was a wedding cake and a groom’s cake all on one little china plate.  The meal was perfect and we were all stuffed.

As the group was finishing off their coffee, Chris stretched his long arm around the back of my chair and leaned over to my ear.

“I can’t wait to get that dress off you,” he whispered.

His warm deep voice tickled my skin.

“Why, don’t you like it?” I giggled back.

“Oh it’s beautiful, but I think it would look even better hanging off the back of a chair in our room.”

His wicked grin was accompanied by a devilish gleam in his deep blue eyes and I shivered slightly.  He and I had been abstaining in the weeks leading up to the wedding, just to make it more special.  I greatly missed his touch.  He was easily one of the best lovers I had ever had, and I was missing our sex life.  His fingers were lightly tickling the back of my neck.  He knew just how to drive me crazy and it was working.  It made me want to rush right back to our hut but I also wanted the night to last forever.  I decided to drag it out just a little, and tease him back to make the waiting worthwhile.

I leaned over a little bit more and gave him a full view of my cleavage while my fingernails lightly raked over his muscular thigh.  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw his cock twitch under the thin linen material and I winked up at him.  He shook his head and started tickling lower on my back.

“Want to dance?” I asked him softly as the flute music filled the room.

He stood and helped me up gallantly.  As we made our way to the dance floor, everyone clapped for us newlyweds.  He swung me around in a circle to show me off and then clasped me close.  I could feel the warm solidness of his thick muscular frame and I wound my arms around his neck.  Our first dance was slow and sweet and perfect.

When that song ended, the rest of the group joined us on the small wooden dance floor and the music slid into more of a club sound.  Pretty soon, Chris had me pulled tightly against his body and was digging his fingers into my ass as my hips gyrated against his swelling cock.

“Linen doesn’t hide much,” I giggled.

He shook his head, “It will be an interesting exit.”

I laughed and ground into him more.  With the formalities passed and everyone just celebrating together, my thoughts of proper etiquette were slowly losing the battle against desire.  I pulled Chris’ face to mine and kissed him roughly.  To my excitement, he returned the urgency by raking his teeth against my lower lip.

The heat was rising in my body minute by minute and judging from his cock twitching against my belly, he was feeling it too.  I twirled around and pressed my ass backwards into him.  He responded by digging his fingers into my hips and pulling me tightly against himself.  His lips and tongue found those sensitive spots just behind my ear and I let out a soft moan.  I had missed him terribly.  After just a few songs, he was ready to leave.

His voice was raspy in my ear, “Let’s go.  I want you baby.”

I nodded and wriggled against him one more time before darting away from his attempted spanking.  We hugged and kissed everyone good night and everyone made the expected little jokes and giggles about where we were headed.  In a show of ridiculous machoism, Chris picked me up and flung me over his shoulder as we left the room.  I tried to tickle his sides in protest, but all that earned me was the missed spanking.  My ass tingled from his large palm and I nuzzled his neck to show my appreciation.

He did not put me down until we were in our little beachfront hut and he tossed me onto the huge king-size bed.

“Mrs. Anderson?” he addressed me formally, “are you ready for your husband?”

I leaned back on the bed and beckoned to him with one finger.  And he pounced.

****

Chris slowly raked his nails up my thighs, taking the hem of my dress with them.  When the dress finally inched up past my pussy he groaned at the sight of my little white lace G-string.

“You had this on all night?” he murmured as his lips tickled the seams of my panties.

“Uh huh,” I moaned, barely able to focus on anything besides the nearness of his mouth.

“Damn baby,” he grinned up at me as he hooked his thumbs into the strings across my hips and yanked the tiny clothing right off my body.

“Not that is doesn’t look great on you,” he laughed, “but it looks way better on the floor.”

“Oh Chris,” I sighed as I reached for him.

He tickled my inner thighs with his tongue as I squirmed.  I wriggled away from him with a grin, fighting every ounce of desire I had to feel his lips and tongue against my pussy.  He knew exactly how to get me off and he loved doing it.

“Where are you going baby?” he growled at me as he crawled further up on the bed.

“Uh, uh, uh, my turn first,” I wagged my finger at him with a giggle.

“Mmm, I like married life already,” he grinned.

I laughed, “It’s just to make it last longer.”

He pretended to pout as he slowly removed his shirt and pants.  It was no wonder I could see and feel his cock all night, he was not wearing underwear.

“You are a naughty boy!” I crowed as I stroked his stiff shaft with just my fingernails.

He groaned and fell back into the mound of feather pillows.  Based on the way his cock bobbed and reached for me, it seemed that he was missing me as much as I missed him.  I ran the tip of my tongue up the warm shaft and savored his moans like sweet and salty candy.  As my fingers lightly rolled and massaged his full balls, I teased and tickled the head of his cock with the tip of my tongue.

“Fuck, Charlotte,” he groaned deep in his big chest, “I’ve missed that mouth of yours.  And those hands…”

I stroked him with my lightly balled fist, edging his climax closer but only by a millimeter at a time.  His hips were twitching and bucking as he silently begged for more.  I loved having him in the palm of my hand, feeling the hard velvet of his cock as it slipped in and out of my hand.  I kept the loose grip still stroking but started to swirl the tip of my tongue over the sensitive head.

Just when I thought he was going to shove me off and finish the job with his own hand, I tightened my hand and enveloped his cock with my hot wet mouth.  Stroking my hand and mouth in unison, I let his cock slide in and out of the warm slippery tunnel.  I knew exactly how hard and fast he needed to get over the edge and I kept just shy of it.  I just loved keeping him right on the edge of exploding for as long as I could.  He sometimes got mad at me during, but he always forgave me after an ass-clenching orgasm.

“Oh god, oh god,” he mumbled, pumping his hips up into me.

His cock throbbed in my hand and the drops of pre-cum were soaking my tongue as I kept teasing and torturing my husband’s hard thick perfect cock.  I finally gave in to my poor squirming husband and hit the rhythm he needed.  I knew that combination of my warm snug fist and slippery hot mouth along with that perfect blend of speed and tightness would send him straight into oblivion.  His balls tightened between his legs and I felt the head of his cock swell even further.  His fingers dug into the bedspread as I felt the first jet hit the back of my throat.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he chanted as the jets spurted over my tongue and dripped down onto my lips.

He finally fell back into the pillows again, panting and grinning.

I rose up to kneel over his drained and naked body.  Slowly I started removing my white lace dress.  I almost felt virginal in it, except for the fact my brand-new husband was still reeling from the one of the best blowjobs of his life.

My unencumbered breasts popped into view, and he reached up to knead them.  My nipples were already stiff but his touch made them achingly hard.  He pinched and rolled them until I was mewing for more of him.

With his muscular build, he easily flipped me over and slid down between my naked thighs.  His strong hands pressed my legs apart and my back arched as his tongue found my aching clit.  It had been so long and I wanted him so badly.  I was so very glad that he was not tormenting me like I had him.  Chris flicked his tongue hard and fast against me, slowly twisting one thick finger inside my pussy.  When he held my clit between his lips and rubbed hard circles over it, my body tingled with the anticipation of an explosion.

“Oh, Chris, oh god,” I mumbled just before my whole body erupted.

I soaked his face, the bedspread, and probably the sheets underneath.  He gently slowed, easing me down from the explosion until I was shivering and grinning stupidly.

“God I’ve missed you,” he murmured softly against the pulse pounding in my throat.

“I need you inside me,” I admitted softly, “please baby?  Inside me?”

He thrust his hips against my body and I was suddenly aware that he was fully hard again.

I chuckled, “See?  Wifey knows what she’s doing!”

My sexy naked husband crawled on top of my humming body and slid into my warm wetness with very little resistance.  As typical of my body, I came again almost instantly.  I can usually have multiples when he’s given me such an amazing first one.  Suddenly, as my second one was finishing, I felt him withdraw from my body.

“Chris?  What are you doing?  Where are you going?”

He gently flipped me over so that his hard slippery cock was nestled between the smooth globes of my ass, and he bent over to whisper in my ear.

“Charlotte, I wanted tonight to be special.  And this is something you’ve asked for but I kept putting it off for this reason.  On our wedding night, I want to take your last remaining cherry.  It will belong to me forever, just like you.”

As he tickled my ear with his warm breath, I could feel his fingertip slowly circling my virgin asshole.

“Oh Chris,” I moaned, “really?  This is why you wanted to wait?”

To most people, it would seem odd to save anal sex for your wedding night.  But for some reason, that struck me as the most romantic thing he had ever done for me.  I felt my hips rise backwards to nudge his cock and he chuckled.

“I take it you want it?” his finger slowly slid inside my tight little hole.

“Oh god yes…”

My body tingled and hummed as he slowly inched his finger in and out.  I had wanted to try it for a while now and he always deferred.  I had assumed he just did not want to do it, but with one finger knuckle-deep in my ass and his other hand teasing my still aching clit, I knew just how wrong I was.

“Do women actually cum like this?” I asked quietly.

“I think so, I’ve never done it before either.”

“Oh baby,” I swooned.  We were each other’s firsts.

I heard the squirt of lube and then felt the cold gel against my little rosebud.  He stroked himself to lube up and then worked his slippery finger inside me, getting me nice and ready.  Then I felt the thick swollen head of his cock against the same opening and it made me momentarily nervous.  I tightened up and felt his other hand stroke my hair.

“My little virgin on our wedding night, so nervous and tense.”

He slipped his other hand underneath me and slowly worked his fingers into my needy pussy.  As I focused on how close his touch was already getting me to yet another orgasm, I felt his cockhead pop clear of the ring and slide inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed, trying to relax into the sensation.

I knew my husband was endowed but he felt enormous inside my virgin ass.

“Oh Chris you feel huge,” I sighed.

“Damn skippy baby, I am,” he laughed.

As his fingers slowly slid in and out of my pussy, his cock started to move.  It was an unreal feeling, to be filled in both places at once.  The strangest thought crossed my mind, that his fingers could probably feel his cock through me.  When that thought occurred to me and I really considered it, my whole body tightened with spasms and I came hard.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” he groaned as my body tightened around his hand and cock.

He kept working his hand until I eased down but his cock was not moving inside me anymore.

“Did I hurt you baby?” I worried.

“N-N-No, I had to stop moving or I was going to lose it,” he admitted.

I giggled, “Not ready just yet?”

“Not at all,” he grinned as he pulled out and we rolled around in the huge bed until I was straddling his hips.

“I want to see your face this time,” he looked up at me as together we guided his bobbing cock back to my ass.

I slowly slid down, letting him enter my tight channel inch by inch.  His hands rose up and clutched at my tits as my whole body engulfed him.  His palms pressed against the flesh of my breasts while his fingers pinched and rolled my taut nipples.

“You feel amazing,” he mumbled as he struggled with his self-control.

I gyrated my hips up and down and back and forth so that I was stroking his cock with my ass.  His eyes rolled back in his head and I fought back a giggle since he was the one who wanted to watch me.  I paused in my motions and his eyes flew open.

“You okay?” he wondered.

“Yes, but I thought you wanted to look at me,” I teased.

His tanned cheeks turned slightly pink, “I can’t help it, it feels amazing.”

“Your little virgin bride,” I giggled.

“I’m about to fuck the hell outta my bride,” he growled.

His hips thrust faster and faster until we were bouncing on the bed together.  My hand flew to my clit and I rubbed my aching little nub until my whole body quivered and I screamed his name as I climaxed again.

It was a different sort of climax than anything I had felt before.  When he sucks and flicks on my clit, it is sharp and intense and toe-curling.  When he is fucking my pussy, it is a roller coaster with one right after another like ocean waves so that I don’t know when one stops and the next one starts.  But this was a full body tingle sort of orgasm, like soft heat radiating out from where he was inside me and encompassing every inch of my body.

I could feel the inner muscles of my ass stroking and rubbing against him and then I felt that telltale tickle against my ass cheeks that told me his balls were tightening up to fill me.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he grunted.

I knew exactly what that meant and I raked my nails down his chest to push him over the edge.  I felt each jet of warm cum as it filled my tunnel and I stroked him with my body through every last drop.  I finally collapsed on top of him and sunk into his warm and sleepy embrace.

Everyone’s wedding night should feel that special.

****

Chris and I had an amazing honeymoon in the island and sometimes even left our little hut.  Well, of course we had to leave sometimes, we had to eat to keep up our strength.  Whenever we needed nourishment or a break, we would head to the little café for more of that amazing shrimp cocktail plus a fruit drink and then go sit under the palm trees in a hammock together.

Admittedly, after finishing our drinks and food, we always ended up fooling around until we both were ready to dash back to the hut to finish.  I had taken to wearing just sundresses with nothing underneath and as soon as Chris discovered that little fact, his hands would explore as much as he dared in public.  I even stroked him through his shorts until he was semi-hard.  He would murmur something terribly naughty in my ear and off we went.  I think in the course of our week there, we had sex on every possible surface in the hut.  One time we almost did not make it out of the hammock before it got too far, and he fingered me right there on the beach.  My moans mixed with the screeching of the seagulls until he was dragging me back to the room.

It was very hard to come back to reality, but married life is good.  And so far has eliminated all my fears of being boring, especially in bed.

It meant so much to me that Chris and I got to share something special on our wedding night but it has become a regular part of our sex life.  He seems to like the anal sex as much as I do, and by default it works as great birth control for now!  We’ve been experimenting with double penetration as well.  He goes absolutely crazy when he’s balls deep in my ass and the vibrator in my pussy kicks on.  I have to make sure I have a good grip on the headboard before I flick that switch.

Amber keeps harassing me about the strange little smile I wear some mornings but I can’t bring myself to tell her about my little secret.  Someday I will; she does know all the other secrets of my past.  But not this one, not yet.  For right now, having my husband’s cock up my ass is something that belongs to only me.


7. Cleaning Up Just to Get Dirty: The MILF Nurse and The Hot Biker

Annie was just going about her business at the hospital, making her nurse’s rounds and caring for her patients.  She was ‘warned’ about one particular new patient, but in her career she had seen it all so she was not worried.  The minute she lays eyes on the biker, Stone, her world gets rocked.  And then things heat up.

It was another long day at the hospital, moving from one drab room to the next.  Most people do not realize how exhausting it can be to take care of sick and injured patients all day long.  I stopped about halfway through my shift to eat my very dull frozen meal for lunch before returning to the list of patients that needed attending.

I had been doing this for almost fifteen years now, and that was just this shift…  I had taken care of all sorts of people, but this simple recovery wing was one of the easier ones.  The only way I found to liven up my work day was to wear my white nurse’s dress in a size too tight.  I loved the way the male patients would light up at the sight of me and their wives would just scowl in my direction.  It was not my fault I was blessed with ample cleavage and a nice firm behind.  Granted, it was my fault those features were accentuated by a push-up bra and a G-string.  But a working woman has to have her fun somehow.  And I always got the best reviews after my sponge baths.  Every so often I had a little fun with a lesbian, but that was a rare treat.  Most of the time it was just a harmless little boost to my ego and to the patient’s.  I mean, who hasn’t had the naughty nurse fantasy, right?  Now I don’t wear thigh high stockings and 4-inch heels, but that’s just not realistic.  I don’t wear hose at all!

“Hey, Annie,” one of my fellow nurses called out as I headed down the plain gray hallway.

“Oh, hi Charlotte,” I replied.

“You catch a look at the new guy in 608?”

“No, not yet.  I think he’s on the end of my list. I’ll swing by.”

“Take a good long look,” the younger woman grinned.

I furrowed my brow in confusion and moved to the first room on my afternoon list.  It was an older man who was recovering from a mild heart attack.  The look on his face when I strutted into his room gave me mild concern that he was headed into another heart attack right there.  His eyes raked over the swell of my breasts and curve of my hips.

“Mr. Thornton, how are we today?” I grinned brightly.

“Oh much better now.  Sponge bath time?”

I chuckled, “Not today.  Your chart says that you get to shower today and that you will be doing with a male attendant.”

He pouted, “That doesn’t sound nearly as fun.”

“Mr. Thornton!” I feigned insult and innocence, “What on earth would happen if I got this pretty white dress wet?”

His eyes widened and his hips twitched noticeably.

I laughed, “Seems that your blood flow is working just fine.”

I bent over him to check his IV port and made sure to give him an eyeful of cleavage for his efforts.  I swayed my hips for him as I left, feeling a little better about the day after his reactions.

The next room was a middle-aged woman who had recently had knee surgery.  I was much more business-like and to-the-point with her and she did not seem to have the same appreciation for my outfit as the previous patient.

For the next couple of hours, I moved from room to room as I harmlessly flirted with the male patients and calmly took care of the female ones.  I did have a good laugh in one room.  I tried so hard to flirt and be cute until finally the sweet man politely informed me that he was gay.  I ended up staying a little while longer than necessary just to chat with him.  The straight women always tried to rush me out and the straight men always tried to keep me there a little longer.  It was nice to just chat with someone about the weather and theatre and things.

Charlotte came bobbing up to me with about an hour left in my shift.

“Annie, did ya see him yet?  Did ya?” she inquired anxiously.

I laughed, “Down girl, we get guys in here all the time.  And no, I haven’t.”

“Oh we don’t get guys like this one very often…” she winked at me.

“What is so all-fired special about this patient?”

“He broke his leg in a motorcycle accident.”

“So?”

“So he needs sponge baths…”

I sighed loudly with irritation.  “Charlotte.  I don’t really care about one patient over the other.  I just spent a lovely half hour talking to the man in 617 and it was the best visit of the shift.  What is so special about a broken leg from a stupid motorcycle accident?”

Charlotte shook her head, “I’m about to leave but I’ll ask you about him again tomorrow.  Then we’ll see.”

I sighed and shook my head at the silly young thing.  Sure we got some interesting patients occasionally, but nothing to get worked up over.  A local television star maybe or some aging retired musician but none of that had ever really impressed me.

My pulse did speed up at the thought of a bad-ass motorcycle man but it was much less sexy when you thought about him hooked up to monitors and drooling on his pillow.  That is how most of my patients look.

I finally reached the end of my list and realized that the only patient I had left to check on was the motorcycle man in question.  I stopped at the breakroom for a glass of water and nearly slapped my own cheek for being so nervous.

Stupid Charlotte, I swore at my coworker, has me all nervous about checking on this guy.  He can’t be all that special.  No one is.

I knocked on the door and waited.

“Come in,” a deep voice rumbled from the other side.

I took a deep breath and swung the door open.  My tummy fluttered at the sight of him and I was in trouble.

****

I was sunk from the moment I laid eyes on his arms as they lay on the white hospital sheets.  They were scarily muscular, with tattoos covering almost every inch of skin.  His scalp was covered in the prickle of dark hair but judging from the tanned skin, he normally kept it shaved.  His eyes were closed but I expected that they would be piercing, right down to the core of my body.

He had one leg sticking out from under the sheets, and it was in a cast up to about mid-thigh.  The rest of him almost appears nude from the way the sheets were draped but that would be very strange.  He should at least be in a hospital gown.

I moved quietly around the room to check the monitors and the IV port.  As I bent over to check the heart beat display, I heard a rustle behind me.  I straightened up and whirled around in one fluid motion and found myself staring into the bluest eyes I had ever seen.

And I was right, they looked through my own eyes and down into the depths of me.  The golden tan on his face showed signs of hours in the sun but it was smooth and unlined.  He was grinning at me and I realized that I had nearly popped clean out of the top of my dress.

“Well hey there,” he drawled slowly.

“G-Good evening Mr. Bilstrom.”

“Now, now, call me Stone, everyone does.”

I nodded, “S-Sure.”

His eyes raked over my tight white dress, stopping much longer than necessary at the generous cleavage that was now visible above the top.  I kept an extra button unfastened all the time, and having ben bent over, my breasts were thrust up and forward over the top fastened one.

“So, Stone,” I tried to collect myself, “how are we doing today?”

He reached one arm up over his head to prop himself up and I watched as his bicep bunched and bulged with each motion.

“Much better now…”

The sheet had slipped down his body and I realized that he was distinctly not wearing his hospital gown.

“Um, Mr. Bilstrom?  Where is your gown?”

He dragged his eyes away from my cleavage to look down at his chest, and then back up at me.  I could not take my eyes off the flat hard planes of his chest or the hint of cut abs at his waist.  One of his pecs had a circle of names tattooed on it and I was curious about it but I could not ask.

“Got tired of wearing a dress,” he replied cheekily.

“That’s standard issue attire.  We can’t have you walking around the hospital nude.”

He twisted his lips into a wry grin, “Does it look like I’m walking anywhere right now?”

He pointed at the cast on his leg.

I giggled nervously, “Very true.”

How had I been reduced to a simpering teenager in his presence?  I was going to kill Annie when I saw her the next day.  She had totally set me up and she had been totally right about him.

I checked his chart and internally groaned deeply.  He was scheduled for a sponge bath that day.  I ran my hand over my ponytail and looked at him again.

“So how did you injure your leg?” I asked out of curiosity.

“Ah.  Laid down the bike on a ride.  I’ve been recouping in a different hospital but they moved me over here last night for rehab.  Guess I’m in for the long haul, even after this comes off.”  He patted his large palm against the cast.

“Sounds like it,” I nodded.

“Sponge bath day?” he grinned, “I do keep track you know.  Every other day it seems.”

I nodded, “Today’s the day.”

He pushed the sheet all the way down to just below his navel.  As I stood and stared, I could see the smattering of dark hair spread out on his smooth chest, and the line of curls that trailed from his navel down below the sheet.  The thin sheet was draped casually across his groin but I was intensely aware of the outlines underneath it.  And it looked shockingly generous even covered.

He appeared to be nearly ten years younger than me, but he was still leering at me as I fumbled with my paperwork.

“I-I-I’ll be right back, I need to get my things.”

“Hurry back,” he grinned and threw his second arm behind his head with the first one.

I closed the door to his room when I left, and found myself panting in the hallway.  A nurse I did not know strolled by and looked at me strangely but I let her think whatever she wanted to think.  I was overcome with completely inappropriate lust for my patient.

From the closet, I collected a washcloth, a basin, and some liquid soap for the bath.  Normally I didn’t mind this portion of my job, but for some reason he made me more nervous than the little old ladies who were nearly overcome with embarrassment.  I knew how to handle them.  What I did not know how to handle was this horny biker who seemed to be coming on to me.  I loaded all the supplies on a cart and headed back to Stone’s room.

When I reentered the room, he was still reclining on the bed and had propped it up for a better angle.

“Make sure that water is nice and warm,” he cautioned.

“Oh?  No cold showers today?” I could not stop the words from spilling out of my lips.

He quirked one eyebrow up at me and waited for me to backpedal on my statement.  I stood my ground and stared him down, determined to win back the upper hand in this situation.

He grinned at me, “I’d prefer not, but thank you.”

I pushed the cart to the side of his bed and felt his eyes watching every move my generous curves made.  This was going to be one for the memory banks, I could just tell.

****

Stone grinned at me as I started arranging the items for the sponge bath.  I lifted the basin to the sink and waited for the water to warm up.  The idea of a cold sponge bath made me giggle, but I did not think that would make the patient happy.  And besides, I did not necessarily want this sexy guy to cool back down.

Once the water was warm to the touch, I filled the basin and carefully carried it back.  I was not careful enough, however, and by the time I reached the side of the bed, I had sloshed just enough on the front of my white dress to make it slightly transparent.  My cheeks felt flush when I met his gaze, and he just laid there with those muscular arms propped up behind his head, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

I squirted some of the liquid soap into the basin and dunked the washcloth.  As I swirled the water around to lather the soap, I of course managed to slosh just a little bit more on my dress.

“Who’s getting the bath here?” he chuckled, pointing at the front of my dress.

I flushed a deeper shade of pink, and tried to think of anything but the way he was leering at my now see-through dress.  It was clinging damply to my breasts and pressing up against the lace of my bra.  My nipples felt tight and I was certain he could see them.

I finally withdrew the washcloth from the basin and wrung it out slightly.  I brushed the warm cloth over his chest and felt the hardness of his muscles under my touch.

“Oh you can do better than that,” he smirked, pulling his arms from behind his head.

I dunked the cloth again and started massaging it onto one of his arms more thoroughly.  His bicep flexed and I jumped just a little.

“Are you always this nervous?  You must be a piece of work around the old men.”

“I am not!  And they are usually dressed!”

He laughed, “Fair enough.  But I’m not the dress wearing type.”

Without even thinking it through, I leaned across his body to wash his other arm.  My breasts were pressed against his chest and he felt warm underneath me.  I finished that arm quickly, and moved to his chest.

“Wh-Wh-What is the circle for?” I asked tentatively as I rubbed the rough cloth over his skin.

“Oh that?  It’s the names of club members who’ve died.”

“Club members?”

“Yeah, the country club.  We like to golf.”

I jerked my head up to look at him, and he laughed.

“Biker club babe, biker club.”

“Ohhh,” I mumbled feeling like a complete idiot.

I slowly moved the cloth down his hard chest to the cut abs of his stomach.  He was leaning back on the stack of pillows and closely watching my hands.  The sheet stopped just at the top of his pubic bone, and my hands stopped there as well.  I moved to the other side of him and started washing the good leg after pulling the sheet back delicately.

My hands moved higher and higher as I bathed him, and I could not help but notice that his legs were slowly moving further apart.  And I could not stop my eyes from settling briefly on the outline of something between his thighs.  Either the sheet was very flattering or he was one of the most endowed men I had ever seen in person.  I stopped just shy of his hip bone, but my eyes lingered at his long muscular leg sticking out from the thin hospital sheet.

I moved to the exposed foot of his broken leg and washed it gently, trying not to disturb the injured limb.  I finally finished and rinsed the cloth in the basin.

“What about the rest of me?”

His gaze made my body flush and warm and I fidgeted with the cloth in the basin.

“The rest of you?”

“Oh yes, I need to be thoroughly bathed.”

He had now parted his legs as far as they would go.

“We, ah, we don’t bathe everything.”

He stared at the translucent dress clinging to my full breasts and slowly dragged his eyes to my face.

“I don’t think most of them are done as a wet tee shirt contest either.”

I gasped and tried to cover myself, but in my infinite wisdom, I chose to cover myself with the soaking wet washcloth.

“Holy hell,” he breathed.

The dress was now soaking wet and clinging to every curve, my dark pink nipples very apparent through the thin dress and the lace bra.  This time I was certain I saw his cock twitch under the sheet.

“God they’re amazing,” he muttered as one arm reached out towards me.

Watching this muscular biker reach for my body sent the heat spiraling through my core until it throbbed between my thighs.  I could not stop myself from stepping forward into his touch.  His thick fingers were surprisingly gentle as they slowly traced the outside curves.

“Come here,” he growled, reaching out with the other hand.

When I leaned forward over him, he ran both palms over the front of my dress until they met at the nape of my neck.  He pulled me down to him and kissed me hungrily.  His teeth nipped at my lower lip and his tongue demanded entrance.  I heard myself moan as I granted him access and felt his plunder my mouth.

One hand kept my mouth against his while the other slid down my back and dug in to my ass firmly.  He devoured my mouth as my tits pressed up against his bare chest.  I could feel the heat from his body seeping into mine, and it was all spiraling down to my pussy.

My hands were still clenched at my side and I finally gave in.  I ran my fingertips over his chest and felt him quiver.  I locked my fingers behind his neck and pulled him to me.

He groaned and slid his mouth down my jawline to my neck.  Stone nibbled the pulse that pounded in my neck and I moaned softly against his ear.

I suddenly heard shuffling outside the door and I snapped back away from him.  I scurried to lock the door and took a deep breath before turning around to face him.  He beckoned to me with one finger and a devilish grin.

I had collected just enough of my wits to see clearly that this gorgeous hunk of a biker wanted me.  And he was trapped in that bed for me to enjoy.

I tossed my ponytail and grinned as I slowly walked back to him.  With each step, I unfastened another button on the dress.  He leaned back and watched the slow striptease while one hand lightly squeezed his growing cock.

When I reached the side of his bed, I was wearing nothing but the lace bra and matching G-string.  I popped the sides of his bed down and crawled on top to straddle his hips.  I ground lightly against the thickness between his thighs and he groaned deeply.

“Oh jeezus,” he muttered.

“Has it been long?” I winked innocently.

“You don’t want to know.”

I laughed and slipped one hand between our bodies to feel his thickness.

As I tormented him through the sheet, I asked again, “Tell me…”

“Almost two weeks, since my accident.”

“Not even one chance to touch yourself?”

“No, the damn nurses wouldn’t leave me alone!”

I laughed, “And here I am!  Should I leave you to your own devices?”

“Oh god, no, please…  you have to…”

“I have to what?”

“Help me out…”

I sat up just enough to pull the sheet down further and his cock sat long and thick against his thigh.  His sack looked full and heavy and swollen.  I ran my fingernails over the length of his shaft and tickled his balls.

“Oh fuck,” his lips twisted at the tormenting touch.

I tickled and teased every inch of him, never lingering too long in one spot.  As I slowly and loosely stroked him, his nails raked up my back, making me arch towards him.  He flicked the clasp of my bra loose and my full firm breasts popped loose.  He grabbed the nape of my neck roughly and pulled me forward to clasp one stiff nipple in his lips.  As he licked and sucked, I could feel it grow tighter in his mouth.  He teased them back and forth until I lost my focus on his cock and let it slip from my hand.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” he pleaded.

I kissed his hard, letting my stiff nipples rake against his chest as I slid down his body.  Nestled between his thighs, I could see just how hard he was.  It was bobbing in the air, begging for attention.

I held his cock against his lower stomach and ran my tongue from the base to the tip.  His groans spurred me on and I licked again and again.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, gripping the mattress.

I licked every inch until he was slippery and hard in my fist, and I stroked him while my mouth latched to the head.  I flicked my tongue over the sensitive spot just under the ridge and sucked firmly.  My other hand kept kneading and tickling his heavy balls until his hips started to buck.

“Oh god, oh fuck,” he groaned.

I felt his sack tighten up towards his body and the head of his cock swelled and pulsed.  I sunk my mouth as far down as I could and stroked him faster until I felt the first jet hit my tongue.  I milked and stroked every last drop down my throat until he flopped backwards onto the bed, panting for air.

“C’mere,” he reached for my bare shoulder.

I inched back up his body, letting him feel my silky skin slide against his.  When I ran my tongue over his salty neck, he started reaching and grabbing and twisting at my body.  I finally gave in to whatever he was trying, and found myself straddling his face and looking at his feet.

“Take it off,” he growled at me.

I wriggled my hips until the G-string slid free and I tossed it to the corner of the room.  His hands grabbed my hips roughly and pulled me against his face.  When his lips pressed against my wetness, I writhed against him, eager for pleasure of my own.

His tongue slipped easily between my folds and I groaned when he found my throbbing little nub.  He teased my ache, sliding from my clit to my opening and back again.  Never staying in one place long enough to help the urgent throbbing he had started.

“Oh god,” I moaned softly, urgently rubbing against his face to find what I needed.

His hands reached up and one of them grasped my ass cheek roughly while the other pinched and rolled my nipples.  They seemed directly connected to my aching clit and I arched my back for more.  He finally caught my clit between his teeth and flicked the tip of his tongue over the taut swollen surface until I bucked and dug my nails into his heaving chest.  This time he didn’t let up, and as he flicked he slid two fingers deep inside my slippery wetness.

“Fuck me,” I begged as I squirmed my hips against the onslaught of sensations.

He rubbed his tongue harder and pounded his fingers inside me, urging me on, shoving me closer and closer to climax.  I could hardly breathe as I scaled the peak.  He finally stuffed three fingers into my tight warm wetness and curled them just right against that textured little place inside.

“There, there, there,” I chanted, praying he would keep doing it.

And within moments, the stars swirling behind my eyes exploded into light and I soaked the poor guy’s face and hand and chest with my climax.  I could feel my body clenching and clutching at his fingers as my clit contracted under his tongue.

“Oh god, oh Stone,” I cried out, clutching at his hips as I writhed.

When I fell back from the peak, I twisted and slipped in the bed until I was curled up next to his good side.  Our hearts pounded as we caught our breath and he leisurely wrapped one muscled arm around my waist.

****

So admittedly, that was easily one of the hottest sexual experiences of my life.  I say “one of” not to diminish it in any way, but to highlight that the first time is always a little more special than the others.  The other experience that tops the list was when Stone got out of the hospital and his leg was completely mended…

Oh?  Did I not mention that his special sponge baths became a regular thing?  Charlotte was so mad when I was assigned to be his only nurse but I sure didn’t mind.

The day after that first one, she came bounding up to me bubbling over about him.  Through a pure miracle, I managed to keep the smirk off my face as I told her he was no big deal.  She scoffed at me and stormed off in a huff but I did not really care at that point.

I was not there the day Stone got released but he called me before he had even left the parking lot.  His buddies had driven up there to meet him, and he told them to drop him at my apartment before making any other stops.

He walked in, with only a slight limp, and proceeded to drag me off to the bedroom.  I had touched and tasted his cock so many times, I was literally dripping to feel him inside me and that sweet tattooed muscular man did not disappoint.  He filled and stretched me in so many ways, I still get tingles thinking about it.

By the time he slid inside me that first evening, it had been nearly a month since he had had sex and the grin on his face lit up my world.  He took me three times that night, and twice more in the morning.  We fucked in the bed, on the couch, in the kitchen, and in the shower.

It has been a few months now, and we are still seeing each other.  I was a little nervous to get involved with someone who was a confirmed member of a biker gang, but everyone has turned out to be super great.  They love to hear the story about the first time Stone and I met, and I can always see a few twitching cocks when we tell it.

Sometimes one of the cheekier members will ask if I still have the nurse’s outfit and I just smile primly.  But I think the grin on Stone’s face gives it away every time.


8. A Night to Remember: The College Party Gangbang

When Lacey runs into a blast from her past, she agrees to meet him for drinks.  As she recounts out loud the last time they were together, the memories and the wine combine between them for a combustible reunion.

As I wandered aimlessly up and down the aisles of the grocery store staring at the easy dinner options, I realized just how tired I was.  It had been a long day at the law firm and I was ready to be braless and stiletto-less.  My heels were clicking their way over the tiles when I heard a long-forgotten voice behind me.

“Lacey?”

I turned around on my high heels, confused and curious, and strode back towards him.

“Thomas?  What the hell are you doing here?”

“I just transferred here for a job.  Holy hell, I can’t believe it’s you.”

I chuckled, it had been such a long time since I had even thought about him, not to mention that last night together.  He still looked good, maybe even better with age.  His dark hair and blue eyes were a killer combination and the slight crinkling of his eyes added humor and experience to his handsome face.

“Seriously, I cannot believe I just ran into you in the produce department.  What the hell have you been up to?”

He was as flabbergasted as I was, but I seemed to be at a loss for words.

“I, ah, just picking up dinner.  Work has been hectic lately.”

“Where do you work nowadays?”

I grinned, knowing how unbelievable my answer was going to be to him.  “I’m a criminal defense lawyer.”

It was Thomas’s turn to lose the power of speech.

Laughingly I patted him on the shoulder, “It’s okay.  No one believed it could happen.”

“N-N-No, it’s not that.  I just, well, you know…”

“Yeah, I’m just lucky that social media didn’t exist when I was in college.  I’d be screwed nowadays.  Back then we were at least smart enough not to take pictures of our stupidity.”

He laughed that same booming, contagious laugh, “It wasn’t all stupid, was it?”

I shook my head, “Nah, not that.  You know what I mean.”

“Yeah.  Well, maybe we can grab drinks or dinner sometime.”

“I’d like that,” I replied, my mind still reeling with memories.

“Are you… attached?” he stubbed his toe against a crack in the tile floor.

“It’s just dinner,” I reminded him gently.

“Yeah, I know, I got it.”

“Oh!  You said you transferred here for work?  What do you do?” I asked to be polite more than anything.

His cheeks flushed pink, “District attorney’s office, prosecutor.”

My entirely terrible day vanished as I burst in to laughter.

“Oh my god, what are the chances of that!” I was stunned.

“About the same as us running into each other over the premade salad bowls.”

We ended up exchanging business cards and heading off in our own directions.  I was ninety-nine percent certain that he was as lost in his memories as I was in mine.

That night as I ate my premade chicken Caesar salad and finished my second glass of red wine, one by one the memories ignited in my brain.  Thomas and I had been long-time casual buddies in college.  It was basically a “friends with benefits” situation, and we always respected the other when one of us found a significant other.  But when we were both single, we gravitated towards each other.  We had never really discussed becoming more.  It was almost as though we did not want to ruin what we had by making a mountain out of a molehill.

I fell asleep that night remembering the way his unshaven scruff scratched my inner thighs and the way his tongue knew exactly how to tease me to the edge then plummet me into the depths of pleasure.  I was not sure if the tingling came from the memories or the fact that I really had not dated anyone in several very long months.

The next day I woke up vaguely frustrated but headed off to work anyway.  Around lunchtime, Thomas texted me.

[[So, tomorrow’s Friday.  You planning a premade dinner again?  Or could I convince you of something more?]]

I laughed and typed my response.

[[I could be convinced.]]

We made plans to meet at a little Spanish restaurant about halfway between our respective work places.  It was certainly way too early in the process to negotiate for a meeting spot closer to one of our residences.  Besides, he had not mentioned whether he was single or not.  For all I knew, he had a wife and seven kids at home.  I had been so surprised to see him, I had not thought to check for a ring.

I became a little embarrassed that I was even thinking those things.  But in my defense, while he and I had shared a unique friendship, it had always come back to the sex.  It was what bound us together back then, so perhaps it was natural to focus on it now.  Then again, maybe it had just been too long since my last non-battery orgasm.

The next morning, I took a little more care than normal with my preparations.  I shaved my legs and bikini area satin smooth in the shower, and inhaled the cocoa butter scent deeply as I massaged it over my skin.  Over my matching lace bra and panties, I selected a suit and a fitted blouse that could be buttoned up for work, and buttoned down for dinner.  I also made sure to blow dry my wavy hair straight so that it hung silkily over my shoulders.  As an added bonus, I stuck a red lipstick in my purse to touch up.

After I finished my caseload for the day, I stepped into the bathroom to run a comb through my hair, powder my nose, and swipe on the red lipstick.  I left all the buttons done until I reached my car.  I laid my suit jacket over the backseat and unfastened an extra button, making sure my generous cleavage was peeking out just enough to catch his eyes.  He always did love my full firm breasts.

Thomas was waiting for me when I strolled in, and from the look on his face, I already had every bit of his attention.  The tapas place was arranged distinctively, with large oversized loveseats and coffee tables instead of traditional tables and chairs.  I sat down across from him, making sure to bend over a little further than necessary as I arranged my snug pencil skirt.  His eyes were fixed on the swells of my breasts, and I knew the evening was already mine to own.

****

Shortly after I sat down, the waitress stopped by with a carafe and glasses as well as several small tapas that Thomas had already ordered.

“Ah, you remember,” I smiled and winked.

He had ordered red sangria filled with fresh cut fruit, a platter of cheese and olives and cured meats, and a tiny dish of marinated mushrooms.  The young woman poured the first glasses and set everything down on the table between Thomas and me.  When he and I had been in college, we had experimented making our own sangria and every single attempt failed miserably.

I sipped the sparkling fruity drink and popped a mushroom in my mouth.  His eyes seemed to watch my every move, and I knew instantly that I could control where this evening ended.

“So, are you attached or unattached?” I approached the question head-on.

“Um, recently unattached actually.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.  Divorce?”

“Nah, just living together.  But it was headed that direction.  She just wasn’t willing to move when I got the job here.”

“That sucks.  But her loss.”  He was being too vague for me to determine whether he was truly saddened by the loss.

“Definitely not mine,” he grimaced, “she was horrible in sack but I didn’t have the heart to tell her that.  In every other way, she was great.  Would have made a great sidekick should I run for DA someday.”

“Sidekick?  Oh Thomas, surely that’s not what you want in a wife.”

He rolled his eyes, “So many answers, so little time.”

I leaned forward, making sure to angle down just enough for him to have a clear shot down the front of my blouse.

“Like what?” I asked breathily.

“Lacey, Lacey, Lacey.  If we do now what we used to do, I’ll probably have a heart attack.”

I sat back and laughed, “Thomas, we are not that old!”

“Yes, I know, but we were that crazy!”

I poured myself another glass of sangria and piled cured salami and manchego cheese onto a toasted slice of bread.  As I savored the combination of flavors, I regarded him calmly.

“You really have aged well, Thomas.”

“Ah, thanks.  You were always dynamite Lacey, and still are.  I fantasize about those…”  he gestured vaguely towards me.

I fluttered my eyelashes and feigned innocence, “Who?  Me?  Fantasized about what?”

He gestured again, slightly embarrassed.

I gingerly opened my blouse and thrust my firm breasts forward, “You mean these?”

He nodded and grinned, “Never thought I’d get to see them again though.”

“The night is young,” I whispered throatily.

He shook his head, “Give a lonely guy some relief.  It’s been way too long and you look way too good.  You have to play nice.”

I set my glass down on the coffee table and looked him squarely in the eyes.  Then, as he sat and stared, I slowly stood up and walked over to his loveseat, and sat down next to him, sliding right up next to him until our thighs were pressed together.

“How nice do you want me to be?”

He groaned and I swear I saw a twitching beneath the fly of his slacks.  And believe me, if his cock wants to gain some attention, all it has to do is ask.  Despite his seemingly innocent nice-guy exterior, Thomas is hung like a horse, knows exactly what to do with it, and loves to get creative.

The waitress stopped by to check on us, and we ordered another carafe as well as more food.  If I was going to keep drinking like this, I would need some substance to go with it.  While we waited for the next tray of goodies, I went back to teasing Thomas.  I ran my fingertips up his thigh and squeezed his leg gently.

There is something comfortable about an old lover, you know exactly what will get them revving and raring to go.  With Thomas, it was teasing -- tons and tons of teasing until he was about to soak his pants.  Then you back off just long enough to let him retreat from the edge, and then bam, he was pounding you into the headboard.

“Lacey?  What are you doing?” he moaned softly in my ear.

“You still like that, Thomas?  When I drive you insane with the tickling?”

I wiggled my fingers against his inner thigh to make my point.  He shifted in his seat, and I could see the distinct outline of his cock starting to grow.

“God almighty, I forgot how crazy you used to make me.”

I laughed, “I think I still remember some of my old tricks.”

“Heaven help me then, I’m in my thirties now, not my twenties.”

I leaned over and whispered in his ear, “I may have even learned a few new ones, like how to keep you right on the edge even longer than before, just begging for relief.”

He squirmed in his seat and tried to nonchalantly rearrange his swelling cock.  I ran the tip of my tongue up the curve of his ear and he groaned deep in his chest.

“But the best tease I can think of won’t even require me touching you.  And that’s got to be worse than anything, right?”

He nodded, and looked a little nervous.  I ran one fingertip up the length of his cock and he shivered.  And then he looked very surprised when I moved back over to the other loveseat.

“See?  I can’t reach you from here.  But I promise to have you begging for my tickling before we finish the next pitcher.”

Just then the waitress set down the next round of drinks and food, and was confused by Thomas’s apparent case of anxiety.

“Thank you sweetie, appreciate it,” I greeted the young woman to cover for Thomas’s muteness.

“So are you curious about this new non-touching tease?”  I whispered.

He nodded even as his eyes darted around the room.  Luckily the place was relatively empty, because I was about to steam it up hardcore.

“I’m going to tell you how I remember the night before our college graduation.  Do you remember that night?”

He nodded eagerly, adjusting himself again.

“Then how about you hear it from these soft red lips of mine?”

****

Before I launched into my memories of that night, I drained my glass of sangria and smiled leisurely at Thomas.  He seemed to be waiting on pins and needles for my recounting of the evening.  I could feel the beginning of a tingle through my bloodstream as the memories flooded back in.

“We had all finished our exams and were ready to celebrate.  After at least a week of all-nighters, most of us were slap-happy before the party even started.  Someone had ordered a keg, and a pile of pizzas.  Back then, I thought it was odd that everyone hit the pizza first then the beer.  I guess as college students, we were always on the lookout for free food.

“The group was mostly business administration students from our classes.  We had all been together for the last four years, and it was bittersweet to be celebrating the end of an era.”

Thomas nodded as he drew out the memories from his own mental Rolodex.  I continued as he smiled at the thoughts he was having.

“After we demolished about half of the pizzas, someone finally tapped the keg and started handing out the cheap plastic cups filled with cheap beer.  We ended up congregating in the backyard, around the pool with the music blaring.

“Thomas, do you remember Suzanne?  She was always the first one to get wasted.”

I laughed as he nodded enthusiastically.  I suppose he was eager to remember her because when she got wasted, she tended to lose clothing.

“And that night was no different.  About an hour after we started into the keg, she was dancing around the edge of the pool without her shirt.  All of the boys were getting tipsy and leering in the direction of her generous cleavage.  She liked to highlight her God-given assets with lacy push-ups bras and a lot of bouncing around.”

Thomas was grinning as he recalled the petite blonde jumping around to the music, her breasts threatening to bounce clear of her bra altogether.

“So it was going along like any number of college parties to be found on any number of college campuses.  Eventually someone got tired of the warmish, flat beer and opened up the liquor bar.  I think I can recall bottles of Everclear, Jose Cuervo, and probably Jager as well.  Who knows at this point...  All I can remember was drinking my fair share of whatever they were pouring.  You were right there next to me that whole time.”

I laughed again as Thomas blushed slightly.

“You were always right there, weren’t you?  Oh that’s right, that night was the night to end all nights, wasn’t it?”

He nodded and his cheeks flushed darker as I goaded him.

“What was it you said?  ‘This night might be our last chance, Lacey’ I think was what you said.”

He shrugged, either trying to avoid answering or truly not remembering.  He seemed a little embarrassed at my recounting.

“Anyway, I remember looking at your blue eyes and thinking you were right.  I gulped down one last shot of whatever alcohol was in my glass and dragged you by the hand upstairs.  Your hands never left my hips as I swayed up to one of the bedrooms, and I think they had started to sneak under my miniskirt before we reached the halfway point.

“We fell into one of the open doors and you kicked it shut behind us.  We were pawing at each other, tugging at the clothes that were suddenly in the way of skin to skin contact.  You exhaled loudly when I finally got my little tank top off because you had already noticed that I was braless underneath.  I had nice firm full tits and you nearly fell over yourself to get to them.

“You ran your hands over the outer curves, lightly brushing my nipples with your thumbs.  I don’t know if it was the cool breeze from the air conditioning or your touch, but they stiffened immediately.  You bowed your head to them, and ran your tongue over the tight little peaks.

I looked up briefly and saw Thomas squirming in his seat just a little.  I winked at him and shifted in my seat to give him a better view of the breasts in question.

“Oh you loved playing with them.  I guess you always did when we fooled around together, but you just seemed particularly enraptured by their appearance that night.  I tugged at the hem of your polo shirt and finally got it off once you were willing to release my tit for a second.  I pulled you close and felt your warm skin tingle when your chest touched mine.

“As we hungrily made out, I heard the door open behind you.  I was not too concerned, perhaps someone didn’t realize that a closed door meant occupied.  However I momentarily looked up and saw Steve standing there in nothing but his khaki shorts.  He had the most amazing upper body definition, and his abs looked lickable in the state I was in.  I could even see that sexy V leading down into his waistband.  You bowed your head back to my bouncing boobs.  The beer and the shots had converged in my system, and I could not stop myself from reaching for the sexy guy staring at us.

“Steve slowly walked towards us and slid around behind me.  You briefly looked up from my nipples but were eager to return to them.  As your teeth nipped one aching tip, I felt Steve’s hands slide around my bare waist and starting fiddling with the zipper on my skirt.

“God, I could feel the heat from both of you radiating through me, warming me to my core and soaking the little thong I had on.

“He unfastened just the top button of my denim skirt and slipped one hand inside.  I felt his teeth on my neck and ear as he started to torment me under my clothes.  With your lips and tongue you were driving me crazy from the front and he was teasing my throbbing pussy from behind.  He was pressed so close to my ass that I could feel his stiff cock through our clothes.  I kept one hand on the back of your head and reached around with the other to pull him even closer.  I wriggled my hips against you both and felt both cocks surge against me.

“As Steve was sliding his fingers inside my wet thong and against my slippery smooth pussy, I heard the door open yet again.”

Thomas had shifted in his seat to cross his legs in a vain attempt to hide the raging erection he was now sporting.  I popped a mushroom into my mouth and fluttered my eyelashes at him.

“Thomas?  You okay?”

He nodded and covered his crotch with his hands.

“Maybe I should sit over there for the rest of the story?”

He looked half nervous and half excited.  I grinned and walked around the coffee table to slide in right up next to him.  My fingers tickled the inside of his thigh, all the way up but stopping just short to actually touching his aching cock.  He squirmed against my hip and I tickled down the other thigh.

“Dammit,” he whispered, “you’re gonna get us kicked out of here.”

I giggled in his ear, “For sitting next to you?  Or for driving you so crazy you’d let me blow you right here?”

I saw his cock twitch when I said that last part.

“Now where was I?  Oh yes, you were sucking on my tits and Steve was fingering me when Miles walked in.  Miles took one look at the scene and started to step back out.  I opened my eyes and beckoned to him.  I needed to feel his gleaming caramel skin and bulging biceps against my body in that moment.  He approached us cautiously, and I leaned over to kiss him hungrily.

“By now you were on your knees in front of me and trying to get my skirt off.  You looked a little startled to see a hand already there, but it didn’t stop you from yanking the skirt and the thong off my body.  Steve started walking backwards towards the bed and you followed on your knees.  When Steve sat down, I realized that at some point he had lost his shorts and I was pressed up against a very hard, very eager cock.

“He angled my hips just right until I was impaled on his throbbing hard-on and we situated so that my legs were draped open and over his spread thighs.  As his cock drove in and out of me, your tongue found my pussy.  You sucked and flicked my clit until I was moaning and writhing.

“Miles was standing over me with his shorts unfastened and I leaned over to lick his straining cock.  It was hot in my mouth and pulsing with need.  I wrapped my hand around the base to steady him and enveloped him wetly with my mouth.  I let my tongue swirl and dance over the sensitive head until he was groaning for me.

“Steve was still thrusting up into me with reckless abandon and you my sweet Thomas were sucking on my aching little clit.  Suddenly I heard Steve muttering ‘fuck, fuck, fuck’ and I quickly withdrew his cock from my body.  I bent over double, still stroking and licking Miles’ cock, when I felt the warm splashes from Steve’s cum.  He fell back on the bed and I let go of Miles who groaned deeply.

“He pleaded with me to continue, asking ‘Where you going sweetness?’.  I just giggled at him and readjusted our little group while Steve recovered.  I pushed you back on the floor and you wriggled out of your shorts as fast as you could just before straddled your body.  I felt your eager cock pressing up against the swells of my ass and I wriggled just to tease you.”

Thomas’s eyes were wide at this point in the story, but I am not sure if that was from his straining erection, his raging hormonal memory, or my fingers tickling his heavy balls through his slacks.

“I finally impaled myself on you and started riding vigorously.  Miles moved so that I could again reach his cock and he slid that thick monster back into my mouth.  I kept sucking and stroking him as I rode you.  I could feel him throbbing hotly against my swirling tongue while your cock pulsed deep inside my pussy.

“Miles started grunting rhythmically and pulled out quickly.  I sat back and he moved around to the side of you, and stroked his raging cock until his jets splashed over my bouncing tits.  He sweetly wiped them off with his big hands and flopped onto the bed with a groan.

“I looked down at you, Thomas, and your eyes were huge.  I slowed my bouncing and started to ride you with a different intent.  I moved slow and steady, rocking and swaying my hips, making sure to keep you right on the edge.  You kept trying to thrust up into me harder and faster but I kept up my tortuous pace.

“Your nails were digging into my ass as you struggled to maintain your cool but when I reached around and tickled your heavy aching balls, you bucked up into me and groaned.  I pulled off and crawled across the floor on my hands and knees, swaying my hips at you in invitation.  You scrambled to your knees and drove your cock back into my dripping pussy.

“Damn, you fucked me and fucked me, pulling my hips back against your pelvis with every thrust until I screamed and exploded.  You held on for just one more moment then whipped out of me and stroked it just once or twice until you spurted all over my ass.  I know we had had sex before, but there was something insane that night.  Maybe it was the other two guys, I don’t know.”

Thomas looked very anxious as I finished my story and I giggled.  I let my fingers run up his shaft with the weight of a feather and I thought he was going to cum in his pants.

“Should we get out of here?” I whispered in his ear, my finger still tickling the shaft of his raging erection.

He nodded and we nearly ran out of there, after paying our bill of course.

****

I followed him to his place and it was almost a duplicate of that eager young man from college.  He yanked me inside his apartment and started tugging at my clothes.  I wriggled away from him and sunk to my knees.

“You’ll last all of five seconds in this state and I want a little more than that.”

Right there in the entry way, I blew my college friend.  I sucked and licked his cock while I rolled his balls in my fingers, taking a few moments to tease and torment his raging need.  I had him cursing and pleading and with a grin, I swallowed every drop he gave me.  He gave it to me with a loud grunting yell.  When he finished he roughly pushed me into the living room and had me on the couch in minutes.  As soon as I spread my thighs, he was between them, sliding my panties off and sucking at my clit in the same motion.  I groaned and writhed for only minutes before I screamed his name and exploded all over his poor face.  We eventually made it to the bedroom and fucked for the entire night.  I did everything to him that I had done to all those guys that night at the end of college.  Now Thomas got all of my attention.

That night was about five years ago, and we are still insane for each other.  We joke around about tracking down Steve and Miles, but it is only in jest.  Although I will admit that since all of those memories have returned, I sometimes touch myself with thoughts of that night.

Apparently we were not ready for each other in college, but when we reconnected, it was time.  Some things do get better with age.


9. Office Party with a Twist: Lesbian Sex with the Boss

Gina is becoming more and more aware of the strange little looks from her assistant, Cathy.  She finally puts together what those looks mean, and she pushed the boundaries just a little.  Will Cathy take the bait or is Gina just imagining everything?

I was bound and determined to finish one last report before I left that evening, but all day long things just kept coming up and interrupting my entire thought process.  It was starting to drive me insane, and I was about to call it a day when my new assistant softly knocked on the doorframe of my office.

“Hiya boss,” she grinned.

I waved halfheartedly and sighed heavily.

“Boss?” the young woman knitted her brows together.

I smiled weakly and beckoned her to enter.

“I’m sorry, it’s not you, Cathy.  Just been one of those days.”

She nodded as she perched on the edge of the chair in front of my desk, “It seemed that way, Gina.  Anything I can do to help?”

I studied her young face, its smooth skin, bright eyes, and full lips.  I found her intriguing and I had no idea why.  She wore men’s slacks and button-downs, and kept her hair closely cropped.  She certainly did not look like any other assistant I had ever had, but she was smart and competent and eager to please.

She’s not a damn cocker spaniel, I chastised myself, she is your very sweet and capable assistant.  We just don’t pay attention to the odd looks she gives you when you think you aren’t paying attention…

“Well, I was trying to finish this last report before I headed out, but I just think I’m better off facing it fresh in the morning,” I finally replied.

“That makes sense.  Is it anything I can help with?”

“No, that’s very kind of you to offer but I think I have to handle it myself.”

She nodded, “If you want to stay, let me know and I can stay too.  We can order dinner and knock it out.”

I laughed, “So to speak?”

Her cheeks flushed pink and she studied her black oxfords sheepishly.

“I’m only joking, but I appreciate the offer.”

She headed out for the evening, and I decided to take half of her advice.  I ordered in dinner from a nearby Italian restaurant that actually delivered, and set about the task at hand.  I was yanked out of my spreadsheet by the jangling phone and I darted to the lobby to retrieve my long-overdue meal.  When the scent of fresh garlic bread hit my nose, I realized that I had not had lunch.  I tipped the delivery boy generously and carried my overstuffed bag back to my office.

I spread out the containers on my desk and surveyed my feast.  I was grateful to be the only one in the office since I had ordered so much food.  The antipasto plate looked amazing, and my Caprese salad was calling my name.  As I chewed a bit of one of the garlic knots, I topped a thin cracker with slices of prosciutto, a wedge of provolone, and thin strips of roasted red peppers.  I was not too concerned about working late; after all I was salary and had no one waiting at home other than my little kitten.

I repeatedly try to tell myself that these were just the years to focus on my career, but I was just hesitant to admit to myself or anyone else that I was just not interested in dating.  I had signed up on several of the dating sites.  I suppose my picture was nice enough, and my profile garnered me a little attention.  But the few dates I had been on were so terribly boring that I found my spreadsheets more titillating.

It was so bad that I even dreaded going home for the holidays to face the questions from my three married sisters.  Not that I didn’t love my family or the insane brood of nieces and nephews, but I was just in a different place than everyone else on the planet.  I liked my cozy little life.  I had a tidy two-bedroom, a sweet cat, a good job, and the ability to do whatever I wanted within reason.

I was halfway through my Caprese salad when I realized that I had completely spaced out from my spreadsheet with all my ruminations.  I refocused my eyes as the balsamic-soaked mozzarella eased my growling tummy.

By the time I polished off the marinated mushrooms, prosciutto, and provolone, I was finished.  I fired off the final presentation and packed up for the evening.  There really was no one left in the office besides myself, so I headed out without having to wish anyone a saccharine good night.

As I opened the door to my inviting little apartment, my poor little cat screeched to the entire complex that she was overdue for dinner.  I laughed as I set down my purse and laptop bag, and walked immediately into the kitchen to open a can of her favorite wet food as an apology.  She wolfed it down as I changed into a tee shirt and yoga pants.  It was still relatively early, so I poured myself a glass of red wine and curled up on the couch to watch television.  As soon as I selected a terrible movie from the 80s that was already about half-way through, my content little fur baby curled up in my lap to accept my apology.

About an hour later, the credits rolled and I gathered a very sleepy ball of fur so that we could head to bed.  I deposited her on the bed then washed my face and brushed my teeth.  When I returned to the bedroom, I laughed when I saw that she had opted to sleep on my pillow for the night.  I pulled an extra one out of the closet and stretched out next to her, dozing off as she purred happily in my ear.  As I drifted off, the strangest thoughts floated through my mind.  I was seeing Cathy’s face over mine, her smooth skin warm against my own and her green eyes dancing at whatever my other hand was doing.

****

I was a little nervous to see Cathy the next morning, given my thoughts from the previous night.  My dreams had extended from those thoughts and were even less appropriate for a boss about her assistant.

I arrived early, but still not earlier than her, and I strode purposefully into my office.

“I have to finish that report,” I clipped off each word.

She looked at me curiously, but did not respond.

I shut my office door behind me to keep up the pretense of being busy, and sank into my chair behind my desk.  I rested my cool hands against my warm forehead and took several deep breaths.  I stayed hidden in my office for the next several hours, afraid to look Cathy in the eye.  She had done nothing wrong except give me a few odd glances.  Sure, those glances happened to be at bare legs or my blouse when I bent over but that didn’t mean anything.  Right?

Just before lunchtime, I took a deep breath and finally emerged to pick up a sandwich downstairs.  As I headed to the elevator bank, I caught a whiff of Cathy’s cologne and realized that she was following me.

“II you’re busy, I can run get your lunch,” she offered.

I stopped and turned towards her, “I appreciate that, but I can use the break.”

She nodded and kept walking with me.

“You okay, boss?” she smiled.

“Yeah, just busy lately.”

“Dinner in the office last night?” she asked with a smirk.

I nodded, “How did you know?”

“Saw the receipt on your desk this morning while I was tidying up.”

“Ah, I don’t hide my secrets very well, do I?”

She looked at me sideways and wiggled her eyebrows, “Such as?”

It was my turn to flush pink, “T-Too many hours in the office.”

“Uh huh,” she nodded but I could tell she did not believe me.

We rode in the elevator together in awkward silence as I stood ramrod straight and she lounged against the wall of the car.

She finally broke the silence, “So… you looking forward to the office party on Friday night?”

“What?  Oh shit, is that this week?” I had completely forgotten about the event.

She chuckled, “Yup, just after work here in the office on Friday.”

“Well crap.  Yeah, I guess I’m going but obviously not looking forward to it.”

“Why’s that?  Open bar you know…”

“Oh that’s never a good idea at a work function,” I cautioned the younger woman.

“No?  What do you think might happen?”

Cathy crossed her arms over her chest and I could not help but notice the way her arms filled out the shirt sleeves.  Her figure was muscular but trim, and despite the fact that she wore her shirts loose, she seemed to have nice curves underneath.

My heart thudded in my chest at the idea of looking at her that way.  Not just the fact that she was my assistant, but she was another woman period.  It made me nervous but I can’t say that it bothered me.  The entire scenario was new to me, and from the little gleam in Cathy’s eyes, she seemed to know something that I was still unaware of.

The elevator finally came to a halt, and we headed our separate ways to forage for food.  I beat her back to the office, and shut my door again.  My body felt flush and my heart was racing.  And she was the cause.

The rest of the day went uneventfully.  Well as uneventfully as it can when your entire world is in question.  But the work part, now that was uneventful.

I curled up with my kitten that night and asked her the question that had been rolling around in my mind all afternoon.

What is going on with me and Cathy?

Silly little ball of fur just looked up at me and squeaked.

For the rest of the week, I tried to just button up everything and stay professional.  But Cathy was not helping.  She seemed extra attentive those days, and it just made me more and more nervous.  And her eyes were definitely wandering.  On Thursday I even tested my suspicions, and wore a skirt that was a little shorter than normal.  When I sat down, it easily rose to mid-thigh on my toned legs.  That day she really was in my office quite a bit.  She was very careful not to be too obvious, but she made a point to stand next to me when we spoke rather than across from me.  And her eyes did wander to my exposed thighs frequently.  It made my heart flutter and my skin tingle.

That evening I headed out right on time to run a few errands before the party the next day.  I stopped a bought a new blouse for under my suit.  It was not quite professional enough to wear on its own, but would be fine under a jacket.  It was dark blue and fitted to perfectly hug my firm breasts.  It had several buttons up the front, so for day time I could make it more modest.  And for the party, I could make it less modest.  I also stopped and had my toenails painted shiny bright red.  They would look amazing in the pair of peep toe heels that I rarely wore.

I was going to push the girl to the limits and see what happened.

All day Friday, I played it cool.  I had the extra button done up to hide the cleavage that my push-up bra produced and I kept my feet tucked under my desk to hide my bare toes.  Cathy was dressed nicely in her black slacks and maroon button-down, and it looked as though she had taken a little extra time with her feathery brown hair.

At five o’clock, she poked her head in to my office.

“You ready, boss?”

“Sure, just give me five minutes.”

She nodded and disappeared back around the corner.

I slipped out of my jacket and ran a brush through my hair before popping one additional button loose.  I dabbed on a slick pink lip gloss and grinned at my reflection in the compact mirror.  It was a now-or-never moment.

****

When I stepped out of my office, Cathy’s eyes went wide as they scanned my revamped outfit.  The dark blue silky top hugged the curves of my breasts and with the additional button unfastened, I was showing a generous amount of cleavage.  My skirt skimmed over the swell of my hips and stopped about mid-thigh.  My shiny red toenails peeked out of my high-heeled sandals.  She shuffled nervously in place with a goofy grin on her full lips.

“Shall we?” I grinned at her with my hip cocked to one side.

She nodded eagerly and gestured to the conference room with a sweep of her arm.

The room was not really decorated, but the table was covered with an amazing spread of delectable food, and the back credenza was covered in liquor, wine, and mixers.  Cathy and I hit the food first, loading down our plates with cheese cubes, fresh fruit, marinated mushrooms, shrimp salad, and crostini.  We stopped at the ‘bar’ next to grab a glass of wine.

We huddled into a corner and watched the room.  Everyone was milling around aimlessly and making the kind of small talk you make with people you see every day.

“Wow, this is really awkward,” I whispered to Cathy.  She smirked back at me.

“Want to make our own party?” she whispered back.

I looked into her green eyes for a long moment and nodded.  She grinned and snatched two open bottles of red wine from the counter and we crept out with our food and our complimentary wine.  We ended up heading back to my office where we spread out our bounty on my desk after shutting my door.  We both took up seats in the chairs outside of my desk area.  It seemed entirely too formal for me to sit actually at my desk.  She set one bottle in front of me and one in front of herself.

“What?  No straws?” I joked.

She laughed, “Drink it straight.  So to speak…”

I paused mid-swig to stare at her, confused and intrigued by her pun.  Her cheeks flushed but she did not look away.  I set the bottle down and took a deep breath.

“Any assumptions you are making are true,” she offered.

I raised one eyebrow at her, “What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean,” she dodged the question.

“Cathy, what are you trying to say?”

She set her bottle down and leaned over with her forearms resting on her knees.  She was still avoiding the direct question.  I think I jumped a little when I felt her fingertips graze my leg.

“Gina,” she breathed softly.

I held my breath but could not make myself pull away from her touch.  It sent tingling ripples from the point of contact throughout my entire body.  Her fingers slid higher and I shivered at her whisper touch.  She was openly caressing my leg now, stroking softly from my knee to the hem of my skirt.  I suppose she was brazened by my lack of distress.

My whole body was alive with radiating heat, and it was starting to collect in my core.

“Cathy?” I asked quietly.

“What is it?”

“What are we doing?  I-I-I’ve never…”

She nodded, “I know.”

Cathy moved to kneel between my parted thighs and slowly threaded one hand to the nape of my neck.  When I felt her mouth touch mine, I sighed and parted my lips to her exploring tongue.  She felt soft and tasted of red wine.  I wrapped my arms around her shoulders and returned her tentative passion.

She sighed softly into my mouth just as her hands crept up the outside of my thighs.  She had nearly pushed my skirt to my waist and I was grateful to have worn nice panties.  They were red lace to match my bra.  She paused and pulled back from kissing me.

“Cathy?” I was worried I had done something wrong.

“I just have to see these,” she grinned as she unfastened the remaining buttons that held my silky top against me.

When she slid the blouse off my shoulders, she exhaled loudly.

“God, they are amazing,” she breathed as she ran her hands lightly over the outer curves of my breasts.

Unconsciously, I arched my back into her hands and her fingers gripped my full breasts firmly, her thumbs taunting my taut nipples through the lace, rubbing the scratchy material against my sensitive flesh.

She raked her nails around my ribs until she reached the clasp and with one practiced flick, she popped my bra open.  I wriggled out of the lingerie and as it fell away from my skin, she fell forward to nuzzle against the warmth.  I laced my fingers through her hair and held her against my body as her tongue teased my nipples back and forth.

“Cathy,” I moaned softly, relishing the feel of her soft skin against mine.

While most guys like breasts, they tend to make quick work of them during sex and prefer to move on to the main course.  Cathy, however, took her time.  She was attentive in her teasing, urging each tight rosebud to a diamond-hard point before sliding to the other one.  Back and forth she tormented them until I was writhing in my chair.  Finally, she wrapped her hands around the soft globes as she kissed her way down my smooth flat tummy.  I leaned back against the chair and slid slightly forward, my legs now nearly wrapped around her completely.

When her licks and kisses reached the waistband of my skirt, she stopped and bent over to the floor.  I felt her tongue brush against my calf and I squirmed from the tickling.  She slowly licked and nibbled her way up one leg and back down the other, then repeated it all over again.

I could feel my heart pounding and the heat in my bloodstream was nearly boiling over.  The top of her nose lightly nuzzled the wet spot on my red lace panties and I bucked.

“Oh god,” I murmured.

She paused in her torment and looked up at me.

“Gina?  Are you sure?”

I nodded since there was no way we were getting out of this now.

Cathy hooked her thumbs into the strings on my hips and slid the damp lace down until I was spread out and bare in front of her.  She tossed the panties somewhere and again I was grateful for personal maintenance.  I knew that I was smooth and silky save the small triangle at the top.

She kissed the joint of my thigh, mere millimeters from my throbbing pussy.  Back and forth, from side to side, rendering it very difficult for me to breathe.  I finally felt her tongue swipe lightly up the smooth lips of my pussy and I groaned loudly.  She licked and nibbled every drop, every fold, until I was digging my nails into the arm of the chair.

The tip of her tongue grazed my aching clit and I had to bite back a scream.  She flicked and circled and teased.  My legs were shaking and my tummy trembled as she slowly worked me towards the edge of the cliff.  I felt her shift and was close to begging her not to stop until I felt her slide two fingers deep inside my wetness.

She curled and twisted them inside me, pressing against that soft ridge within me.  When she found that spot, she rubbed just as she caught my taut little clit between her lips.  As her fingers pushed against me from the inside, she flicked her tongue against the swollen surface hard and fast.  I teetered on the edge, enjoying everything almost enough that I did not want to finish.

But then it exploded out of me.  I bucked and writhed and dug my fingers into her scalp as I soaked her face and the chair.  I’m sure I mewed and groaned but I can’t remember from the force of it.

She eased me down slowly and withdrew with a goofy grin.  Cathy rose up to her knees and stroked my hair out of my eyes gently.

“Oh god,” I moaned, fighting to find oxygen in the very warm room.

She nuzzled my neck and I clasped my hand to the back of her head to hold her against my body.

“Wh-Wh-What can I do for you?” I muttered hazily.

She chuckled softly, “Nothing at all.”

“No, I must.  You made me feel amazing.  I want to do the same for you.”

She kissed my throat and stroked my tummy as she whispered back, “Are you sure?”

I nodded, running my fingers through her feathery soft hair.

“I’ve just never…” I admitted quietly.

“We’ll start slow,” she grinned at me.

She moved back to her chair and suddenly I was awake and alive with wanting to please her.  I crouched down in front of her, still wearing nothing but my skirt and heels.

“God, that outfit is killing me,” she moaned.

I pressed my palms against her legs and slowly ran them up her thighs.

“What do you like?” I wanted to know how to please her best.

She partially sat up and unbuttoned her shirt, letting it slide off her arms.  I knew she was toned, but I loved the slight bulge of her biceps and her taut stomach.  Her breasts swelled under her tank top, small and perky and perfect.  I ran my hands over everything I could touch and she quivered beneath me.

When I raked my nails up under her undershirt, she groaned and arched into me.  I was surprised when I felt the lower curve of her bare breasts.

“No bra?” I giggled.

“Nah, I don’t have enough to make it worthwhile.”

I shoved the shirt up to her neck and engulfed one stiff nipple in my mouth, teasing and tormenting her the way she had done to me.

“Oh they are perfect,” I whispered as I moved from one to the other.

My hand teased one while my tongue tasted the warmth of her skin.  Finally I ran my lips down her flat stomach, feeling the slight ripples of her abs.

“You are gorgeous,” I breathed.

She flushed pink and could not meet my admiring gaze.

I fumbled a little with her belt and slacks, but she helped me along.  She wriggled her slim hips as I yanked her pants and underwear off in one swoop.  I bowed my head to taste her but she squirmed away.

“Another time,” she mumbled and slowly guided my hand to her wetness.

She felt smooth and warm and slippery under my fingers.  Despite my toe-curling orgasm from just a little earlier, I was very aroused to feel how much she was turned on.  I slid my fingers around in the wetness, making her hips shimmy and buck.  I must have been teasing her something fierce although that was not my intention at the time.

I felt the tiny nub yearning for attention and I massaged it lightly, eliciting a beautiful moan from her lips as her eyes closed.  I felt her tight hot opening and slowly slid one finger inside her.  I marveled at the feel of her pussy muscles clenching against my invading finger, as though they did not want me to ever leave her body.

I slid my finger back and forth, watching as her hips started to buck in rhythm.  My thumb naturally fell against her swollen clit and I managed to rub it while I fingered her.  Cathy was making the most amazing little gasping noises, and they were growing quicker and quicker.  I did not know what to watch for but suddenly her body went rigid and the muscles gripped my finger tightly as she groaned from deep in her chest.  When her body fell back into the chair, I slowly withdrew and rested my head on her chest as she had done with me.

After we both came back to our senses, we struggled back into our clothing and surveyed the food and wine.

“I’m starving,” I blurted out.

She laughed loudly, “So am I!  Let’s finish this and go get some real food.”

I looked at her and brushed a stray hair from her forehead.  As I studied her young face and sparkling green eyes, I could not help but kiss her.

“It’s a date…  But I think we got it backwards.”

She laughed as she popped a strawberry in her mouth.

****

So as you can obviously tell, Cathy’s and my first date was a touch unorthodox.  Not to mention she was my assistant and I was her direct boss.  After we finished the food from the party, we ended up at a wonderful little Mexican place and spent several hours actually getting to know each other over tacos and guacamole.  Luckily that had been a Friday night so we both had the weekend to think things through.

On Monday morning, she strolled into my office acting surprisingly normal.

“Good morning,” I smiled up at her.

She shut the office door behind her.

“Cathy?  Really?  Now?”

She laughed, “No, I do have some self-control.  It’s difficult not to rip your clothes off, but I’m a big girl, I can deal with it.”

I laughed.  I liked and appreciated the fact that she was dealing with it directly, instead of acting like Friday night had never happened.

“So now what?” I addressed her just as directly.

“I think I might apply for a different position here at the bank.”

“What?  Why?  Because of me?”  I was horrified to think I had run her off.

“Yes, because of you.  I want to keep seeing you, and I think it would be best if we didn’t work directly together.  I want to ask you out, formally and officially.  Will you have dinner with me?”

I stared at this attractive young woman who was clamoring to date me.  And for the life of me, I could not invent a reason to say no.  I didn’t want to.  I wanted to go out to dinner with her; I wanted to laugh myself silly at the movies with her; I wanted to make her pancakes on Sunday mornings.  Those were the thoughts that I had spent my weekend with.  It was not a straight or gay thing; it simply boiled down to the fact that I wanted to spend more time with her.  Yes, I did want to hold her hostage in my bedroom until she begged me to stop pleasuring her.  But mostly I just wanted to get to know her more.  But I knew it was way too soon to blurt all of that out.  So I went with the simple answer.

“Then I accept,” I grinned.


10. A Dual Doctorate: MFM Threesome Sex with College Professors

When Stacey discovers she is struggling in her Economics class, her friends try to persuade her to ask for extra credit from the pair of professors.  She balks and argues with them, but finally gives in because her education is paramount to her.  She approaches the professors and is given the option for an extra credit assignment.  What the assignment is will blow her, and them, away!

Normally, I’m a good student.  I study hard, I do my readings, and I turn everything in on time.  I have no idea why I was struggling so badly in my Economics class.  Maybe it was the fact that both of the tag-team professors were drop-dead gorgeous.  Dr. Franklin was tall and blonde and lean with a tingling Australian accent.  Dr. Anderson was shorter, with dark hair, a very muscular build, and a honeyed Southern accent.  All the girls in class were just goggle-eyed over them.  And I was no exception.  I was doing the homework and the readings, but I was just never focused on Economics in class.  It seemed like such a boring and dry topic for those two sexy men to be so interested in.

Truth be told, despite my firm body and trim build and flowing hair, I am a very good and disciplined student.  Most teachers and professors write me off the minute they see the bouncing ponytail and sparkling eyes.  But I have a pretty good brain and I am not afraid to use it.  I get a personal thrill from letting them think all of their stupid stereotypes and them blowing them out of the water when I turn out to be smart, witty, and intelligent.  My Chemistry and Calculus professors were amazed.  Writing is less of a gift so my English teacher was not as amazed as the others.

I was a cheerleader in high school and also top ten percent of my graduating class.  You do not find that combination very often.  But that was why the Economics class was so frustrating!  I knew that I was living up to whatever stereotypes they thought about me.  And that irritated the hell out of me.

I was moaning to my friends one Friday night.

“C’mon, I’m not stupid.  I know what they think of me, and I hate that I’m proving them right!”

Suzanne laughed at me, “Oh come off it Stacey.  Just because you have a B plus instead of an A, the world is not coming to an end.”

“But it will ruin my grade point average!”

“Do they offer extra credit?” Allison asked as she reached for the onion dip and potato chips.

“Oh you should hear the jokes about it.  The girls are downright raunchy, worse than most frat boys.  But I don’t know if they actually do offer legitimate credit.” I whined.

“I have got to see these guys that have all the girls on campus tied up in knots,” Suzanne mused about sneaking into my class.

“They’re gorgeous,” Allison breathed, “I’ve seen them around.”

“Are they gay?” Suzanne asked.

“What?  No!  Why would you think that?”  I was horrified at the idea that my two fantasies were more into each other than us college co-eds.

“Well, they’re always together, aren’t they?”

“Guys that gorgeous can’t be gay,” I protested again.

Suzanne and Allison both stared at me as though I was speaking ancient Gaelic.

”Oh.  Yeah.  Right.”  I remembered the stereotypes.

We were chowing down on chips and dip, Hershey’s Kisses, popcorn, and the remnants of a pizza as we indulged in our weekly movie night.  I loved the fact that my friends were like me, decently attractive but also smart.  I guess we stuck together because of that.  We had all been assigned to the same floor our Freshman year, and since this was our Junior year now, we had a three bedroom apartment off-campus together.

I was majoring in Political Science and minoring in Business Administration, Suzanne was studying Pre-Med, and Allison was in Pre-Law.  We were quite the trio.  None of us were currently dating anyone, although between the three of us I think we had found ever loser boyfriend at the university.  We had had horrible luck and commiserated regularly about it.

“Well, you should ask about extra credit during office hours sometime,” Suzanne was still trying to be helpful.

“God, I act like an idiot around them.  I can’t be in the same small room with both of them, I’d lose my mind I think.”

Suzanne laughed and Allison threw a pillow at me.

“Ow!  Hey!”  I did not see the need for violence in the conversation.

“It doesn’t hurt to ask.  Maybe you can go with another student or talk to their teaching assistant or something.”

I sighed heavily, “I don’t want to think about it anymore.  I’d rather watch Matthew McConaughey on my Friday night than discuss Economics.”

They laughed and settled into the couch with me, passing over the platter of cheese and crackers.  We watched several hours of brainless action movies with shirtless biceps before being too sleepy to carry on.  Luckily it was the weekend so we headed to our rooms to sleep off the week of studying.

The rest of the weekend was uneventful really, except for a few more conversations about what I was going to do.  I think Suzanne and Allison were getting annoyed with my obsession, but if I wanted to get into the Master’s program I had my eye on, I needed an A in that Economics class.  Sometime Saturday afternoon, we all separated to catch up on homework.  We tried to get it done on Saturday so that we could enjoy our Sundays together.

Over a spinach frittata and too many mimosas at Sunday brunch, they finally convinced me to just talk to the professors.  I was so nervous about being in a small space with both of those gorgeous men with their spine-tingling accents that I was beside myself come Sunday night.  But I knew that I had to just bite the bullet and face them.  After all, they were just men.  Hot men.  Sexy men.

Crap, I was in trouble.

****

On Monday, I spent a little extra time getting ready for my Economics class.  Normally I just shower, pull my hair into a ponytail, and head out in a tee shirt and either shorts or jeans.  That day, when I was planning to beg for a better grade or extra credit, I took a few extra minutes to style my hair down over my shoulders, dab on a little makeup, and choose a cute sundress.

I showed up to class right on time, and could have sworn that Dr. Franklin was looking at me a little more intensely than normal.  My heart beat faster inside my chest and I ducked my head quickly.  I found a seat in the back of the classroom and waited for class to begin.

His rich Australian accent filled the room once everyone had arrived.  He was blathering on about something Economics-related but I was entirely too distracted by my nervousness and by the way his blue polo shirt accentuated his eyes and his tanned toned arms.  My mind wandered to whether other parts of him were as long as those arms and I pinched my own arm to snap myself out of such thoughts.

We all handed in our papers from the weekend and Dr. Franklin’s fingers brushed mine when he took my paper.  I could feel the tingle spreading from my hand straight down between my thighs.  The fact his eyes were drifting to my cleavage did not help.  I was starting to question my choice of attire but when he smiled at me, I forgot the rest of the world.

“See me after class?” he whispered softly, the twang in his words tingling my body yet again.

I nodded, suddenly nervous again.  Did he realize that I desperately needed his help to improve my grade?  Was I that terrible at the topic that he was so good at?  What on earth did he want to see me about? I mean, I knew that I needed to see him.  But what was on his mind?

We finished the lecture for the day and he reviewed the reading assignments for the next class period.  I was grateful to have the syllabus with me because I am afraid I did not hear a word he said from the time he asked to see me.  He eventually dismisses everyone with a pointed look straight at me.

Luckily, I did not have another class immediately following that one, so I slowly packed up my things, letting all of my classmates exit the room first.  I shouldered my backpack and headed down to the lecture podium at the front where he was waiting.

“You wanted to see me, Dr. Franklin?” I asked hesitantly.

“Yes, Stacey, I would like to talk with you.  Shall we step into our office?” He gestured to the hallway.

I followed him out of the room, my heart pounding against the inside of my rib cage and my stomach dropping to the vicinity of my toes.

He held open the classroom door and then the office door.  I had never been inside a professor’s office before.  It was plainer than I expected, and set up for two since he did have a teaching partner.  Dr. Anderson was seated behind his desk and he looked up with a grin.

“Stacey, glad you could join us,” he drawled.

Dr. Franklin stepped behind his own desk and I perched on the edge of a chair that sat between the two desks.

“Wh-What is it?  Am I in trouble?” I twisted my hands in my lap and flitted my eyes from one gorgeous face to the other.

They both laughed, “Not at all.  We just wanted to talk to you about your grade.”

“A-Actually, I was going to ask you about that as well.”

“Oh?  We just wanted to tell you that you have the highest grade in your class.”

“I do?  I mean, wow.”

“But what did you want to ask us?”

They were both leaned forward on their elbows, Dr. Franklin’s blonde curls falling over his forehead and Dr. Anderson’s biceps bulging in his button-down shirt.

“I was wondering…” I stammered, “do you offer extra credit?”

They both looked at me with astonishment.  “What?  We just said…”

“I know, but this is the only B I have.  And I’m trying to get into a very competitive Master’s program.  I’d really appreciate earning an A.”

They looked at each other and then back at me.

“Earning?  What did you have in mind?” Dr. Anderson drawled.

“Extra credit?  An extra report or paper?  I’m willing to do the work.”

“How much work?” Dr. Franklin asked as he rose and walked over to my chair.

“As much as it takes,” I admitted honestly.

He crouched down next to me, so close that I could feel his warm breath against my shoulder.

“Really.  As much as it takes.  Do you hear that, Dr. Anderson?  She wants to earn it.”

Dr. Anderson grinned at me hungrily, “Well I think we can arrange something.”

Dr. Franklin brushed his fingertips up my arm and smiled at the ripple of goosebumps.

“Dr. Franklin?”

I was confused by the turn of events, and a little scared.  But mostly, his touch and the nearness of him was making me feel my heartbeat between my thighs.

“Yes, Stacey?”

“Wh-What are you doing?”

“I think we can discuss you earning that A.”

I turned to face him as the realization of what he was implying sank in.  His arm was now stretched across the back of my chair and I could see the glint of something in his deep blue eyes.

“Earn how?” I asked, afraid I already knew the answer.

His arm dropped to my shoulders and his hand buried itself in the silky hair at the nape of my neck.  He pulled me close and when I felt his lips against mine, it confirmed what he was offering.

My heart pounded and I could feel my panties dampening.  But when his tongue grazed my mouth, I sighed and parted my lips to grant him entrance.  I felt his teeth lightly close on my lower lip and my hand moved out of instinct to rest against the back of his head.

His other arm closed around my waist and I was committed to letting this gorgeous man have his way with me.

****

As Dr. Franklin’s tongue plundered my mouth, I became aware of Dr. Anderson moving in the room.  Then I felt Dr. Anderson’s warm lips against the side of my neck.  He kissed and licked his way up my neck and nibbled on my ear, making me squirm and sigh into Dr. Franklin’s mouth.

“Aye, this one is nice and ready for us,” Dr. Anderson whispered in his sexy drawl, his warm breath giving me goosebumps down my other arm.

Dr. Franklin moved in front of me and slowly pressed my thighs apart as he moved between them.  He tickled my sensitive inner thighs with his fingertips as Dr. Anderson slipped the straps of my sundress off my shoulders.  My firm full breasts slowly peeked into view and as Dr. Franklin’s tormenting fingers reached the hem of my dress, Dr. Anderson bowed his head to my collarbone.

With Dr. Franklin’s hands starting to inch up under my skirt and Dr. Anderson’s lips nearing my taut nipples, I couldn’t help but squirm in my chair.  When Dr. Anderson’s tongue swiped over one aching little peak, Dr. Franklin hooked his thumbs into the strings of my panties and slid them right off my legs.

I gasped at both and moaned softly as Dr. Franklin started kissing his way up my thighs.  I could feel the heat starting to pool in my core and the dampness was getting wetter by the minute.  Dr. Anderson sucked firmly on one of my nipples while he rolled the other in his fingertips.  Just then, I felt Dr. Franklin’s warm breath against my wetness and my thighs fell further apart all on their own.

Dr. Anderson bent fully over Dr. Franklin and grasped my heaving breasts firmly, rolling both taut little rosebud nipples tightly just as I felt Dr. Franklin’s tongue caress my slippery wetness.  I gasped and groaned and squirmed under the attention and sunk into the chair.

His tongue quickly found my throbbing swollen clit and he flicked quickly over the surface.  As he rubbed in tiny firm circles, I felt the heat surge in my body.  I could not reach around Dr. Anderson’s broad shoulders though I desperately wanted to pull Dr. Franklin tightly against my aching pussy.  As I hit my explosion, Dr. Anderson pressed his lips to mine to stifle the scream that erupted out of my mouth.  I moaned against his tongue’s assault and pressed my pussy against the scratchy stubble on Dr. Franklin’s chin.

“Oh god, oh god,” I moaned as they both backed off.

“Oy, I think she’s ready for us now,” Dr. Franklin grinned up at me with glossy lips.

I felt one finger slide gently inside me and I pushed down against him for more.

“Oh and she’s nice and tight too,” he commented to Dr. Anderson.

They left me panting in the chair while they both stood up and quickly undressed.  Dr. Franklin’s cock was just as he was, long and narrow and made to reach all new depths inside me.  Dr. Anderson’s swollen cock was built like him, shorter but thicker, ready to stretch me and fill me.  I reached out for both of them and they stepped towards me, one on each side.

I slowly wrapped my delicate fingers around each cock and stroked them tentatively, eliciting pleased moans from both of them.  As I stroked Dr. Franklin’s throbbing shaft lightly, I reached underneath to heft Dr. Anderson’s swollen balls, tickling them lightly with my fingertips.  They both thrust their hips forward towards me.  My own need lessened slightly, I took the opportunity to tease them both.  I tickled both sets of full balls and stroked each shaft lightly and loosely.  Each one in turn got a nice long wet lick from base to tip and back again as I alternated from the longer one to the thicker one.

As I wrapped my lips around the sensitive tip of Dr. Anderson’s cockhead, Dr. Franklin slowly started rubbing his over my generous cleavage.  He teased and tickled my nipples with the head of his cock until I pulled him to me and wrapped my mouth around as much as I could take.  He slowly fucked my mouth, sliding back and forth while I stroked Dr. Anderson.

I stroked one cock while I licked the other and switched again.  The velvet skin felt hot on my tongue and I licked everywhere I could reach.

I released them both and lightly scratched their hanging balls.

“It seems like it might have been a while,” I giggled, hefting the weight in my small palms.

“Maybe a little while, yeah, we’ve been waiting on the right student,” Dr. Franklin grinned at me.

“You saved it up for a student?”

“Oh yeah, especially one with a tight little body like yours.  I’ll bet no one will ever make you feel the way we can…” Dr. Anderson was tempting me with just his words.

I sucked them again, one by one, and stroked the one that was not sliding over my tongue.

“Oh god,” Dr. Franklin moaned in his down-under accent, “we’ve got to move on, I’m getting too close too fast.”

“I need to be inside you,” Dr. Anderson ordered in a clipped Southern demand.

They helped me out of my chair and nearly yanked the dress from my body.  My firm breasts were tipped with tight pink nipples and my ass curved invitingly away from my trim waist.  Their four hands roamed and caressed and grabbed and tickled everywhere at once until they finally pulled me away from the chair and led me to Dr. Anderson’s desk.

Dr. Anderson balanced his bare ass against the edge of the desk and carefully guided me towards him.  I rose to my tip-toes and rubbed my wet pussy against the throbbing tip of his cock and we both groaned.  He guided my hips down and I felt the thick swollen head enter me.  He was thicker than any previous boyfriend and I gasped as he kept inching inside me.  He stretched me in so many new ways and I grabbed his shoulders for balance as he worked the last inch of his cock inside my pussy.

He paused for a long moment, letting my body adjust to his generous girth, before slowly sliding back out.  I felt empty and needy when he withdrew almost completely and sighed contentedly when he slid back in.

“Oh god, you’re so thick,” I murmured as I rested my forehead on his muscular chest.

“That’s a girl, you love how thick my cock is inside your wet little pussy.”

“Oh I do Dr. Anderson, oh my god.”

He slowly began to slide in and out, his fingers gripped my ass hard as he leveraged my body up and down, back and forth.  Every few strokes he would hold me down against him, letting my clit grind against his wiry public hair.

“God, you were right,” he breathed to Dr. Franklin, “so fucking tight.”

I heard a strange noise behind me and suddenly felt something cold on my tight little asshole.

“Are you a virgin back here?” Dr. Franklin asked softly, rubbing his finger against the puckered little opening.

I nodded, too focused on the thick cock in my pussy to concentrate on what he was asking.

“Oh you won’t be any more, it’s all mine today,” I could hear the grin in his voice.

I squirmed when I realized what he meant but all that did was pop his finger inside.  He rubbed slowly in and out, loosening and warming it for his cock.  I was glad he was the thinner of the two.

He slowly worked a second finger in, preparing me slowly.  As Dr. Anderson kept thrusting in and out of me, I slowly lost track of time.  The heat was surging inside me again and I started to moan in small gasps.

“Oh god, cum for me little one,” Dr. Anderson breathed against my bouncing tits.

“Oh that will get her nice and ready for me,” Dr. Franklin’s voice barely pierced my rising pleasure.

His fingers kept sliding in and out of my ass as the thick cock in my pussy drove me closer and closer to the edge.

“Oh god, oh fuck,” I moaned louder.

Dr. Franklin’s other hand reached around and found at my clit, pressing and rubbing as the cock filled my pussy and the fingers filled my ass.

“Oh fuck,” I yelled as I exploded for the second time.

As I came back down, I felt the hand at my clit disappear and a sudden fullness at my asshole.  Without much warning, he was inside me.  Just a couple of inches but I felt completely and utterly full of cock.  He slowly inched his hips forward while Dr. Anderson held perfectly still inside my pussy.  Finally I felt his hips bump against my ass and I was fully penetrated.  My ass was full of Dr. Franklin and my pussy was full of Dr. Anderson.

They grinned at each other over my shoulder and started to move in rhythm.

“Oh my god,” I could hardly speak from the sensations.

They moved in and out of me, entering me and emptying me in cycle.  I was on fire from the inside out as they pierced and stretched and filled me.  I tried to moan and beg for more but my voice was ragged with need.  They thrust hard and rough into me and pulled out achingly slow.  Again and again they impaled me and retreated.

“God, she’s so tight,” one of them murmured, I’m not even sure which one.

“Damn man, she is,” the other answered.

Suddenly Dr. Franklin behind me started moving faster, urgently thrusting in and out of my virgin little ass desperately.

“Shit, fuck, fuck,” he mumbled as I felt his pelvis slam into my ass hard.

Moments later, his cock pulsed inside me and I felt the warm jets of his seed fill my insides.  Dr. Anderson waited politely for his friend to finish and when Dr. Franklin breathlessly withdrew from my body, Dr. Anderson slowly withdrew from my body to lie on the desk.  I climbed on top, eager to have him back inside me for more.  As soon as I straddled his trim waist, I slid my hot wet pussy back down over his cock.  His hands dug in to my ass cheeks sharply and he started pumping me like it was his last fuck on earth.

“Oh god, yes, yes,” I urged him on, “fuck me with that thick cock of yours doctor, there, there, yes.”

Dr. Franklin had collapsed into the chair between the desk but was watching intently.

I leaned forward, mashing my tits into Dr. Anderson’s chest and leveraging my entire body to fuck him back.  The sounds of our slippery sweat skin slapping against each other filled the room.  With each down thrust, I ground my clit against his pubic bone.

“Yes, yes, yes, there baby, there,” he chanted.

I furiously rode his throbbing cock, slamming my body against his with each thrust of his hips.  Finally, as I felt the head of his cock swell inside me, I ground down against him and reached back to tug on his balls firmly, pulling them down and away from his body.

“Oh fuck!” he groaned as the orgasm was halted moments before release.

“After me,” I ordered roughly.

He grinned and nodded, “Yes ma’am.”

I clenched my muscles around his aching frustrated cock and massaged him with my insides.

“Oh damn, what are you…” his eyes were wide.

I rolled my hips in a slow circle, grinding my clit against him and keeping him on that edge.

“Oh god, please, fuck me,” he pleaded for release.

I bounced and rode him angrily until the heat inside my bloodstream exploded into thousands of lightning bolts.  I screamed and arched my back as he gritted his teeth to hold his back.

“Oh fuck, shit, baby,” he started mumbling urgently.

I hopped off and sank down between his thighs to stroke him.  I latched my lips tightly over his cockhead, sucking and swirling my tongue as I stroked the pulsing shaft.  His hands twisted my hair as I felt the first jet hit the back of my throat, followed by several more.

He finally collapsed back onto the desk, panting and cursing at me with a grin.

I was naked and sweaty, my pussy dripping and my hair a mess as I hopped off the desk.  I slowly leaned over deliberately to slide my sundress back on, leaving my panties on the floor underneath Dr. Franklin in the chair.

“So boys, did I earn my extra credit?”

“You bet your ‘A’ you did.”

****

I nailed that Economics class just like I nailed both of them.  And I did get into that Master’s program I wanted so badly.  But the most surprising part was that I ended up dating the pair of them, together as a trio, for the rest of my time in college.  My friends always wondered why I never had a boyfriend and I would just smile because I knew that I had two.

As college ended, I realized that the little arrangement was nice for a young college girl but would be frowned upon for three grown adult professionals.  I had a long talk with Dr. Anderson and Dr. Franklin, Paul and Robert respectively, just before graduation.  They understood and were very sorry to hear that I was moving on.

“Not sure we’ll ever have a student like you again,” Paul said wistfully.

“Ain’t no one like me boys,” I grinned at them and kissed them both passionately.

When I graduated with my Master’s degree, with honors of course, they both attended and applauded wildly.  We did have one last celebration that night, just the three of us.  Over breakfast, I made my confession that I had been holding on to for years.

“Paul and Robert,” I started, “I’m not sure how to say this.  You two have been some of my closest friends and advisors, even without the mind-numbing orgasms.”

We all laughed.

“But I’m afraid I have a confession, and I don’t feel right waiting any longer.  Last night was the last time.  I can no longer pretend.”

Both men looked confused and concerned.

“Robert, you have always been sweet and attentive and I can never repay you for that.  But I am in love with Paul I’m afraid.”

They both stared, wide-eyed.

Robert smiled sweetly, “I guess we should let you in on a conversation we had on the way down here for your graduation.”

I cocked my head to the side and waited.

“While I do care for you and love you in a special way, I don’t love you that way,” Robert said kindly, “but Paul does.”
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