
        
            
                
            
        

    
Turn Up the Heat:

Anal Sex, MILFs, Gangbangs,

Threesomes, Lesbian Sex, and More

Twenty-Five Explicit Erotica Stories

by

Ellie North, Lora Lane, Kaylee Jones,

Sofia Miller, and Riley Davis

All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form or by any means, including scanning, photocopying, or otherwise without prior written permission of the copyright holder. Copyright © 2016 DigiSmith Press

FREE GIFT!

Click here to sign up for our newsletter

and get a free Erotica Audio book!


Table of Contents
 

1. Katie’s Cuckold Husband: My Rough Interracial Anal Sex Revenge by Ellie North

2. Ms. Williams is Tied up at the Office: Hot First Time MILF Bondage Office Sex by Lora Lane

3. The Dressing Down of the Secretary: Gangbang Sex with My Co-Workers by Kaylee Jones

4. A Very Personal Assistant: Domination and Submission Lesbian Sex by Sofia Miller

5. Work and Playing Around: FFM Threesome with the New Secretary by Riley Davis

6. Jenny and the IT Guy: The MILF's Office Sex with a Young Stud by Ellie North

7. Cruising With Pamela: First Time Gangbang With Strangers by Lora Lane

8. The Sweet Bridal Suite: Having a Lesbian Stripper on my Wedding Night by Kaylee Jones

9. Stripped of My Modesty: MFM Threesome at the Strip Club by Sofia Miller

10. One Step At A Time: Anal Sex on My Wedding Night by Riley Davis

11. Gemma's One Last Trip: My Gangbang with Friends by Ellie North

12. Emma's Study Partner: First Time Lesbian Sex in Public by Lora Lane

13. The Double Service Garage: Interracial MFM Double Penetration Threesome by Kaylee Jones

14. Stephanie’s Initiation: My First Anal Sex and Bondage by Sofia Miller

15. My New Life Starts Tonight: A MILF's Revenge Sex by Riley Davis

16. Claire’s Best Friend: My College Lesbian Lover by Ellie North

17. The Queen MILF: Double Penetration Threesome by the Pool by Lora Lane

18. My Professor’s Office Hours: Anal Sex with My professor by Kaylee Jones

19. The MILF and The Groom: MILF Sex before the Wedding by Sofia Miller

20. Not Your Typical Frat Party: College Gangbang Sex Party with Strangers by Riley Davis

21. Sweet Bride to Slutty Swinger: My Hunger for Threesomes by Ellie North

22. Passing My Exam: First Time Anal Sex with the Professor by Lora Lane

23. Assisting the Boss: MILF Sex with The Assistant by Kaylee Jones

24. Ten Strangers On a Train: My First Rough Gangbang Sex in Public by Sofia Miller

25. My New Friend Lindsey: Maybe I'm a Lesbian by Riley Davis


1. Katie’s Cuckold Husband: My Rough Interracial Anal Sex Revenge by Ellie North

It’s not every day that your husband gives you the excuse to carry out sexual revenge against him. And this revenge is going to be extra special when I get my tightest entryway plundered by the biggest baddest man in our neighborhood. And the best part of all of this is that my husband would be there watching. I don’t know how he will react, but I am pretty sure that it will keep him away from that secretary he has been banging.

They say that one of the best pleasures in the world is having sex with someone you love.  But that pleasure pales in comparison to getting revenge against someone who has done you wrong. Especially when that person was once close to you. Maybe they told you that they love you and they would always be there for you. And then they do something stupid.

In my case, my husband Steve strayed. He is a high powered lawyer and of course has a cute young secretary that he probably talks to more than he talks to me.  Apparently they have been involved in a relationship the past few months. I found out by going through his phone one night when he came home drunk. The rage that boiled up within me was beyond description.  But it subsided when I began to see the true nature of what our relationship was destined to become - a competition.

This wasn’t a huge departure from how we met. He was a handsome baseball player in college, over six feet with a pretty decent body. I was a cheerleader, about five feet eight inches tall with a killer rack and legs. There was not one inch of my body that I wasn’t proud of. My husband loved hot athletic blondes, and that is exactly what he got. We were both popular and smart and could get anyone we wanted.  Because of this, we played hard to get with each other, knowing that part of our mutual attraction was our universal sex appeal. We would even flirt in front of each other when we first started dating. I Know that he liked to see that I was able to get any guy that I wanted and I liked to show off to him. He would do the same to me at times, though I was always less forgiving about it than he was.

But as we settled into our marriage, I become complacent. I started to believe that he was no longer the player that he used to be and that he would just stay at home and be sweet to me without me having to seduce him. For a while that worked. At least I thought it did. For all I know he could have been cheating on me for years. I didn’t care though, because I was going to get him back in such a powerful way that it would make up for anything that he had ever done to me.

You see, one thing that I had always kept from my husband was my asshole. I never thought anal sex would feel great in the first place and was not eager to experiment. I felt that Steve would get too big of a head if he could stick his cock into my anus whenever he wanted to. And this gave me a special kind of way to get back at him.

I waited one day for him to go come home. May plan was already in place.

“Honey, I’m home,” said Steve as he opened the door. Perfect timing.

“I’m in here my handsome man,” I said to him, making sure that he felt nothing was wrong before his world turned upside down.

“Sorry, I had to stay late at the office today. You know how it is. I have lots of important clients to take care of. The work just never ends. But fortunately it pays well,” he joked.

“That is great honey, I’m thankful that it pays so well. But sometimes I think that it goes to your head. Sometimes I think that you feel you are above the law, that you can get away with anything you want.”

“Honey, what are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about what you have been doing behind my back.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I think you know what I’m talking about, Steve.  Your cute little secretary sure does.  You should have deleted the text messages.”

“Honey, I can explain.  It’s not what you think.”

“There is no need to explain. I have arranged to take care of it actually.”

“How have you arranged to take care of it.  I don’t understand.”

“You don’t have to understand. All you have to do is watch.” My phone rang. “I just got a text message myself. But this text message is not from a little blonde girl. This message is from a big black man that I have arranged to come over tonight. He is outside waiting. I think I am going to let him know that now is the perfect time to come in.”

“What the fuck are you doing, Katie. You don’t have to react like this. We can talk this through.”

“I know we can. We can talk this through all you want after I have gotten even.”

The doorbell rang.

“Come in Jamaal.”

“You told Jamaal to come. Why him of all people?”

“Why don’t you like Jamaal. He is a very attractive man. And he has something that you don’t, that you never will. He has a huge dick. And tonight that dick is going to go someplace that yours never has. And if he does his job right, which I’m sure he will, that hole will never be the same for you.”

“You wouldn’t dare.”

“Why hello Jamaal. How are you doing this evening?”

“Pretty good,” he said. “Maybe a lot better if we are still going to do what we talked about.”

“We sure are Jamaal,” I assured him. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

Jamaal walked towards me licking his lips. He must be around 6 feet 4 inches tall and very muscular.

“Excuse me,” said Steve. “Do you really expect me to let you touch my wife in front of me.”

“It’s what she craves,” said Jamaal.

“I don’t care what she said. I am telling you that you are not about to have sex with my wife in front of me.”

Jamaal faced Steve and stood as tall as he could.  He was not right next to him and looked directly down at him. “You can be wherever you want when we have sex. You can watch and take notes, or you can be in the other room crying. I don’t really care. But you are not going to tell your wife what she can and can’t do.”

Steve cowered backwards in fear. “Katie this is fucked up, how can you do this to me?”

“You should have thought about that before you got with that floozy secretary. This is just the punishment that you deserve, nothing more and nothing less. Jamaal is the one who is honoring my wishes right now, not you.

“That may be the case, but this is just wrong on all levels,” pleaded Steve.

“Like I said, we can talk about this after it’s over. But this is going to happen whether you like it or not. I suggest that you at least get your money’s worth and watch. You might not be seeing my asshole penetrated for a long time.”

“Fuck this,” yelled Steve. But there was nothing that he could do. He sat down in a chair in the kitchen and looked more uneasy than I had ever seen him before. I was glad that I still had that kind of an effect on him. I couldn’t wait to see how he would react when I had a giant black dick inside of my tight asshole.

“Aright jamaal, you ready to get what you came for?” He came at me with a smile on his face.

“I’m more than ready. I have thought you were the hottest thing in this neighborhood for a long time. Wait, is dirty talk okay with your husband sitting right there?”

I smiled seductively. “No Jamaal, dirty talk is necessary.”

He liked the sound of that and grabbed my face. “Well if that’s the case than I am going to keep you well informed about how horny I am for you.” He kissed me and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes over to get a peek at my husband. He was watching us. I was somewhat surprised that he wasn’t in the other room crying, even if he did have a look on his face that made it seem like he was about to vomit.

“Oh yeah, Jamaal,” I said as I pulled back. “You are a really good kisser, better than anything that I’ve ever had before. You seem to be able to excite me in ways that nobody else has before.”

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” said Jamaal with the type of confidence that made a girl’s panties drop.

“Let’s get this shirt off of you. I want to see your body.” I pulled off his shirt and saw his ripped abs, shoulders and pecs. He had much more muscle definition than Steve did. I never told Steve, but I always preferred a guy to have a rock hard and defined body. And now I had it before me, and I was not going to let the moment go to waste. I kissed his chest and then down his stomach. His abs felt perfect on my lips and I knew that it would be hard to go back to Steve after enjoying Jamaal.

“That’s right, Katie, just go a little lower,” said Jamaal as I started unbuttoning his jeans.

I got his pants down and his briefs concealed what looked like a giant snake underneath. To be fair I had never actually seen Jamaal’s cock. I just assumed that it was massive because of how big of a person he was. And so when I saw how sexy it looked all coiled up and bulging out of his briefs, my pussy began to pulse and swell like never before. I pulled them down, and his cock sprang to life and almost hit me in the face. It must have been over ten inches long and so thick I couldn’t even wrap my hand around it. But I tried anyway. It hard and swollen in my hands. I put my lips to it and tried to fit it in, but it was too much at first.

“Thatta baby,” moaned Jamaal. “You are doing a really good job, just ease it in your mouth.”

“Don’t fucking talk to my wife like that,” said Steve.

We both looked over at him. I had a huge cock in my mouth and just smiled. “He can say whatever he wants honey. I like it. He is turning me on. Maybe you should take notes and you can do the same thing one day. If you’re lucky that is.”

“This is fucking bullshit,” said Steve.  “But whatever, carry on.”

Interesting that my husband would say that, I thought, but whatever indeed. “I tried to ease Steve’s fat cock down my throat more and more. I couldn’t take it all at once, but as I relaxed my jaw, it was beginning to fit. Finally it started to pass my lips. I could barely get it in my mouth at all with Jamaal. With Steve I could deep throat his cock all day. The difference between two was staggering, and it turned me on a lot.

“Yeah Katie, take it in,” moaned Jamaal. “You are doing such a good job with that big fat cock of mine. I’m surprised at how good you are at sucking your first big dick.” Jamaal looked over at Steve as he said.  Steve made no reply, for he knew that his cock could not stand up against Jamaal’s and he didn’t want to further embarrass himself.

I was stroking Jamaal’s cock with my hands as I was trying to slide more and more of it into my mouth. It was so thick that I didn’t know if I could get any more, but eventually the head of his cock hit the back of my throat.

“That’s it Katie, not let’s see if you can relax your throat and let me slide it down.”

Oh fuck, was he serious? That could never happen. But he kept pressing his dick against my throat. Then he grabbed the back of my head and started pulling it into his cock.

“I’ve done this before Katie, you are going to have to trust me. Relax your throat. Just let it happen.”

So I relaxed my throat and closed my eyes. The next thing I knew was Jamaal’s cock was being shoved down my throat. He didn’t go easy on me at all but rather wanted to introduce me to the land of giant cocks with a violent thrust. Even if I had a gag reflex it would not have mattered as his cock was so big and deep in my throat that all I could do was try to steady myself so he could slide it all the way in. Once it was all the way in, I felt like it reached all the way down to the bottom of my neck, to the top of chest. He then pulled it out and arched back for another thrust. This one was even more powerful than the last one. I could feel my neck bulging with each of the thrusts of his cock.

“You are doing perfect, Katie,” said Jamaal. “Most girls are not able to take a big cock like that. Just think how good you are going to do when we try anal.” He looked over at Steve again and smiled. “Your wife is really an amazing creature. It is a shame that she doesn’t get enough meat to work with on a daily basis.”

Steve just shook his head without responding. He knew that his meat was inadequate.

Finally, Jamaal took this cock out of my mouth. He then slapped me across the face with it a few times. It felt good to have such a strong and heavy piece of manhood slapping me. I felt dirty and turned on at the same time. I looked over at my husband while his meat was hitting my cheeks and he seemed transfixed on what was going on. Could he be enjoying this? Well if he was, then I was going to enjoy it more.

“I’m your slut, Jamaal. Tell your dirty slut what you want to her to do.”

“That’s what I like to hear from my well behaved dirty slut,” he said. “Why don’t you bend over and I can work on your holes for you a little bit.”

I took off my clothes as fast as I could and bent over for him. I was anxious to see which hole he was going to plug first. I definitely wanted to feel that nice juicy thick cock in all of them. Immediately Jamaal grabbed my ass and held it steady. His big fat cock kissed my tight asshole and I braced myself as I anticipated him plunging it in. But instead he slid his cock slowly into my pussy. The fit was tight and secure but I was able to take him because I was so wet. It was such a good sensation as my pink box devoured his anaconda cock.

“Fuck yeah,” moaned Jamaal. “You like that Steve?”

Fuck yeah was right. Jamaal started pounding me harder now. I loved how he was able to stretch my vaginal walls. Nobody had ever been able to do that before. Then I felt him put one of his fingers into my asshole.

“I’m getting you warmed up,” said Jamaal. “You are going to have to be extra horny and extra loose to take me in that small hole of yours.”

He wasn’t kidding. His finger slid slowly inside of my ass. Fortunately it was lubed from his saliva, but it still hurt as it was just so big inside of such a tiny hole. He kept pressing his finger deeper and deeper inside of me. I felt like he was touching the my stomach from the inside. Then he started moving in and out, fingering my asshole. It felt good at first, but then when he started curing his finger more, it started to feel great.

“Yeah Jamaal, that’s the spot,” I moaned. I looked up at my husband. He was such a bad boy and he deserved this. Part of me hoped that he didn’t shape up. I would love doing stuff like this on a regular basis.

Jamaal started pounding my pussy really hard now. The sound of his balls slapping against my ass was so fuckign sexy and I knew that my pussy was trying to suck the milk out of his healthy and lengthy cock. But the more he pounded my pussy, the more I craved that hard dick in my asshole. I knew it would be a tight fit and that it would probably hurt a lot, but it would be something that I had never experienced before, and I was always up for something new. Furthermore, it would be the forbidden fruit that I had always dangled in front of my husband. And to give it away to Jamaal was just so naughty of me that it made my pussy sopping wet.

I didn’t want to beg Jamaal for it. I wanted him to do it of his own initiative. I wanted to be manhandled by him the way that Steve never could. He was a bigger man, and in most ways more of a specimen of human nature. Fuck that turned me on.

Then Jamaal pulled his cock out of my pussy and pressed the head against my asshole again. “Ready or not, here I come,” he said.

Oh I was ready for that cock of his. I didn’t respond verbally, I just arched my ass up more to meet his throbbing cock. I felt the head press harder against my asshole. It was so wide and big that it didn’t even go inside at all but just felt like more pressure. His fingers weren’t even close to as big as his penis.

“This is going to hurt,” said Jamaal. “But I’ve done this before and you just need to trust me again. Relax yourself and let me enter your asshole. Make your husband proud. He is watching and wants to see you perform. Isn’t that right Steve?”

I loved it. Jamaal was getting really cocky with me. He was showing my husband how much of a man he was. I couldn’t wait for a true man to put his meat inside of my asshole. He pressed harder and put his weight on his dick and leaned into my hole. Fuck, it hurt so bad and still was not going inside at all. I thought there was no way at all that it would fit, and thought about just calling it quits and admitting that I couldn’t take his dick. I didn’t want to tear my asshole skin did I?

But I knew that I had come this far and I wanted to show my husband how much punishment he deserved. And plus, if my asshole ripped than that would mean that Jamaal was the only person that ever got to experience it when it was in its fully glory. That would be fun to lord over Steve.

Then Jamaal gave one final thrust, and his head pierced through my asshole. It was the most intense pain I had ever felt in my entire life. I felt like my entire being was being split into two. It felt like blood must have been gushing out of my ass. And the pain was not just acute and sharp, but deep and dull as his long pipe of a cock kept pushing deeper and deeper inside of my intestines. It was a tight fit all the way down and I felt like I was being skewered alive. I couldn’t believe how much different it felt than getting my pussy fucked. But as he continued to fuck me in the ass, I knew that the feeling was growing on me.

“You like watching this, Steve?” asked Jamaal.

Steve just shook his head. He was paying pretty close attention though and I wondered if he was being turned on. I wondered if he had a boner.

“Katie, you are doing such a good job. Most girls find that the first time doing anal hurts, but you are not only doing it for the first time, but for the first time with a giant cock.”

“Yeah and it fucking hurts like hell,” I said.

“Oh,” replied Jamaal. “Well you are doing a great job of putting up with the pain.”

Thanks, was all I could think to myself. The pain was becoming more and more bearable though. I reached back to feel my asshole and thought it burned and felt like it was being stretched, it was not bleeding. That was a good sign and relieved me of a lot of stress. I was then able to relax more and try and to enjoy the sensation of having a giant black cock sliding in and out of my tight asshole.

He was so deep in me now. His balls were slapping against my pussy which felt amazing. I could hear Jamaal grunting as he fucked my asshole harder and harder. His sweat was dripping off of his face and onto my back. Then, in one motion, he grabbed me and leaned back to lie on the ground. I was upright sitting on his cock in reverse cowgirl. Now his cock was like a huge staff that was impaling me in my asshole. I slowly slid down his cock from my own weight. It felt painful as it slid as no amount of lubrication could make up for how girthy his rod of iron was. I pressed up on the ground so that I wouldn’t slide all the way to the floor. Jamaal grabbed my hips and pressed me down on his cock all the way.

“Yeah, all the way down, Katie. You can take it,” he said to me trying to encourage me to be even more of a cock hero than I already was that night.  Now that I was sitting on his cock I could look right at my husband. I felt like I was in college again, teasing him. He was the star athlete and I was the most sought after girl, and I was showing him just how much I was in demand. I could tell that my husband must have been thinking the same things, as he was enjoying the view and followed me with his eyes as I went up and down on Jamaal’s foot long cock. Having my husband watch made my pussy so wet that it gushed all over Jamaal. He didn’t seem to mind as he started thrusting his hips more and really stabbing me in my asshole as hard as he could.

“Oh fuck Katie. I’m getting close to cumming,” Moaned Jamaal.

Fuck that was so hot to think about. I started rubbing my clit as I slid up and down his hard black dick. My orgasm was close as well, and looking at my husband made it easier to get over the edge.

“Oh fuck Jamaal, I’m going to cum,” I moaned. I had never cummed from anal before, but there was something about his dick in my ass that was driving me wild. Part of it was certainly the way that I was being violated that turned me on so much. But there was also just the raw please that I was starting to feel of having his hard cock so deep inside of me. I kept rubbing my clit faster and faster and the pleasure built more and more. “Fuck I’m cumming Jamaal, I’m cumming all over your fucking cock.” My pussy spasmed and contracted as I came and my anus squeezed his cock tight. I heard Jamaal moan from the sensation of having his cock in such a vice grip.

“Oh fuck, I can’t take it anymore,” said Jamaal. “I’m going to cum, get on your knees.”

On my knees? Who the fuck does Jamaal think he is? But I did exactly as he said. His confidence was such a turn on. He put his cock in my face, and it was raging hard from being inside of my asshole. He started stroking it vigorously as he was right on verge of cumming. “Oh fuck, I’m about to cum,” he moaned. “Hold still, I’m going to cum all over your face. ...Fuck.”

After he stroked his cock for a few more seconds, load after load of hot cum shot onto my face. My husband’s orgasms would usually last maybe four or five squirts, but Jamaal was going for 15. I couldn’t believe how much cum shot out of his dick. It got all over my forehead and my eyes and in my mouth and in my hair. Some of it dripped down my chin and onto my tits and some of it even dripped onto my legs. When he finished cumming I licked the last remaining drops off of the tip of his cock.

“That was fucking awesome,” said Jamaal. “You really are a cock hero.”

I smiled and appreciated the compliment. “Jamaal, thank you so much for coming over tonight,” I said with my face still covered in cum. “I think that you have done exactly what you were supposed and did it well. I think you for your service, but I think that I now need some privacy to talk to my husband.” I blew him a kiss as he left. Once he walked out the door I looked back over at my husband and smiled the most devious smile I could hatch up.

“So what do you think?”

“I think that you are sick and wrong to do that in front of me. You should be ashamed of yourself,” said Steve.

“I know you well enough to know that you don’t really mean all that,” I said. “I think that if you are honest with yourself you are envious of Jamaal and wish that you could please me like that.”

Steve didn’t say anything, but the fact that he didn’t immediately contradict me let me know that he agreed.

“Let me just tell you that what you saw is only a foretaste of what I could have every single night of the week if I wanted to. There are guys lined up for miles that would drop everything they have going on in their lives to get a chance to fill my holes with their meet. So I suggest that you stop taking me for granted. I suggest that you start treating me like you are lucky to have me and I suggest that you fire your little secretary. Is that clear?”

“Yes that is perfectly clear,” replied my husband. I knew that he would behave in the future...at least for a while.


2. Ms. Williams is Tied up at the Office: Hot First Time MILF Bondage Office Sex by Lora Lane

Owning and running a business of my own means that I love being in control and in charge most all of the time. The fact of the matter is that sometimes I need to feel a lack of control to really begin to get turned on in certain situations. Recently I found myself staring right at a perfect chance to release control in the best way possible, through bondage. Let me tell you that it was the absolute best night I have ever spent at the office and I will never forget what happened that night.

It turned out that my personal law firm is a bit smaller than I figured it would be when I determined to set time aside for myself. That led to me working double and triple normal hours to both search for cases and to work on those that I gathered to my company. I do have a bit of help in the form of two partners who both work hard. Each of them have families however and I never try to push them beyond the hours they wish to work as long as they pull their weight, which they do very well.

All that really means for me is that I end up often doing what I was doing one week ago on a Friday night: working late by myself and hating every single moment of it. To me, little seems closer to absolute torture than having to do hours of research on various subjects for hours and hours. The truth of the matter is that I probably could have finished what I had to do by around eight that evening if I had been productive but that was not the case.

I would stop for one reason or another about every thirty minutes. Whether checking my social media feeds, looking at national news, surfing the gossip site that I love to hate or many other things; I was wasting so much time that I wound up getting bored on the junk that I was doing because I was bored from working. So I found myself looking up a different kind of thing on the internet at my desktop computer.

This might be a good time to mention that I have a tendency to come down pretty hard on the smaller employees of mine who I find looking up nasty things like porn and the like. I don't police what my partners do because I trust them for the most part but they are each expected to keep a tight hold on what their respective helpers are doing. If I find someone doing something that I feel hurt the image of the firm, I come down hard on them.

So, yeah, that night I found myself playing the part of hypocrite and looking up some nasty stuff. What can I say? I was bored literally out of my mind. One temp we hired recently was busted looking at a bondage porn site in the middle of the afternoon a few weeks ago. I called the company that sent him to us and demanded another temp for the remainder of the term we needed one and refused to pay for the half of a day the guy spent looking up porn.

The thing is, I was the one that caught him and what he was looking at was so shocking that it grabbed my attention. Almost against my will and certainly against my better judgment, I found myself looking up other things on bondage and wondering how it might feel to have someone tie my hands and feet while they forced pleasure on me. The word 'forced' is interesting there because even the thought of being pleasured in such a way drives me crazy and I know it would not be against my will if it happened.

That leads me back to that night in particular. A few times since the temp had been caught, I had spent minutes here and there searching the subject that had come to interest me. Up until that night, I only saw little bits and pieces of good stuff but I never had enough motivation or time to get down to the really hot and heavy stuff. Lucky for me, that night I found nothing but time and motivation to look up whatever the lustier side of the world wide web had to offer.

Boy, did I ever find it. I don't remember the name of the site but it was one of those that streams videos that you have to pay for somewhere else online. I'm sure it's illegal somehow for the site to do that but I wasn't wearing my lawyer cap at the time so I sat forward in my office chair and clicked a video that interested me.

A blond with a curvy but attractive body had been hoisted up into some contraption that held her arms above her head and suspended her feet wide to each side a few inches above the floor. A big and burly man was whipping her backside with a riding crop and she was groaning as her skin turned pink. Her groans turned into yells of impassioned pain as her skin turned red. I couldn't tell where the pain stopped and the want in her eyes started and it was incredibly alluring to me.

The man stepped behind her and plunged his cock into her pussy while jerking her hair back roughly. Over and again he plunged himself into her and she cried in bliss as his hips crashed against her reddened ass with great force. Without realizing it my hand began to creep closer to my breasts and then to squeeze and massage them. I began to breathe heavier as passion began to rise inside of me and a warmth started to grow between my thighs. It wasn't until I said, "Fuck her harder," aloud that I snapped out of the little trance I had placed myself in.

Quickly I minimized the browser window and stood to walk around the office and try to get my mind off of what I had looked at. After a quick trip to powder my nose I went to the front desk and started filing some papers that needed filing. I have a great assistant who does a great job at filing such things but I needed something to do. Usually I am the slowest person in the office at the job but it went so fast that night that I went into another of the offices where a lot of paperwork was done and filed more stuff in there.

Finally I found myself with nothing else to do but sit down and get back to work at the computer. It was a great plan except that I really didn't want to and I knew if I went back to work right then that I would just end up wasting more time looking at some bondage or something online. Since I was in such an odd frame of mind I chose to do the only other thing that came to mind and get some fresh air.

The moment I walked outside the aroma of the nearby coffee shop struck my nose and I knew the perfect way to get myself back on task. It felt almost like one of those commercials where the scent of the fresh coffee beans leads the sleepy waking person to the kitchen except that I had to walk down the sidewalk instead of the hall and there were no relatives waiting when I arrived. The coffee was there though and I couldn't have been happier about it.

This isn't one of those big coffee places that have a billion stores all over the world for everyone to climb over themselves to get to. Instead it was a very small shop that charged two prices for the coffee they made because they didn't just claim their supplies were the best, they actually were. The difference is obvious to anyone who knows and I cannot even force myself to drink something from the big places with a goddess on their sign. I have nothing against people who love the places like that but this little local shop is the only one for me.

I decided a little sugar pick-me-up would do me good too so I bought a big chocolate chip cookie though I could only ever eat half of the monstrous thing. It took a while to finish that cup of coffee but I felt a thousand times better afterward. The cookie would be good later so, after wrapping it in a napkin and bag, I got a coffee to take with me and started walking back to my office.

After shuffling things around to free up one hand I opened the door and walked down the hall. Abruptly I stopped and placed the coffee and cookie on the counter there at the front desk and turned to lock the door. If I was going to get work done at that point it would go into the late night hours and I never worked too late with the door unlocked. For extra safety I locked all the deadbolt locks as well and turned to grab my stuff and head to my office.

For a small company it was a sizable office but I was ready to work by the time I walked all the way back to my office. I sat down at my desk facing the front of my office, not even glancing at the desktop where the computer was resting and starting reading through the case files, marking what needed further research and what looked like it was in good shape.

It took me a few minutes to create a clear path so that I knew exactly how much work was needed and what I needed to finish before the end of the night. To my surprise, after about thirty more minutes, I was in pretty good shape and only had another couple of hours worth of work to do in order to catch up. I hit it pretty hard for another few minutes and was well on my way to my goal when something chimed behind me. Without really thinking what it could be, I turned around to see that something had brought the computer up.

Apparently I hadn't put the machine as deep into sleep mode as I thought I had because there on the screen was the same website that was there before. Quickly I shut down the video of the man doing all kinds of wonderfully terrible things to the bound woman and planned to close the browser for good when something caught my eye.

There was an attractive woman with hair a shade lighter than dirty blonde in what could only be called a compromising position on an ad for another video. She looked to be fairly tall for a woman, probably middle forties and was in great condition. I'm not above being drawn to look in the direction of an attractive woman here or there but that wasn't what drew my attention to her. She reminded me of myself.

I have basically the same color hair though mine is a bit shorter than hers, resting just passed shoulder length. She might be a little taller than me but its close enough based on her build which is scary close to mine. She was trim and fit for someone in their forties and though my breasts are a tad smaller than hers, it only means I was able to retain more perkiness later into my adult years. She wasn't a doppelganger by any means but certainly could pass for my sister. The words plastered above her in the ad for her video really caught my attention.

Smoking Hot MILF Bound and Banged by Young Stud.

MILF. I'd heard the term once or twice around town when I actually had enough time to grab a few minutes of relaxation in a local bar. Once I could swear I overheard a couple of high school seniors talking about me in such a way at the local library. They were cute enough and probably over eighteen but there was little or no real interest from me, not to say that I am not attracted to younger men. I most certainly am and always have been, at least since I crossed over age thirty five some years ago.

Those thoughts served only to focus my attention on that video and I clicked on it. Instantly I knew this video would be much different from the other one that I got so into before my trip to the coffee shop. There was a feeling growing inside of me like I was watching myself. In the very least I found it extremely easy to imagine that what the hot young man was doing to her was actually being done to me.

He tied her wrists together behind her back and bound her all the way up to her elbows. Her feet each were tied to a bar that kept them spread wide apart and she was placed on a table where the guy moved her around into whatever position he wanted her in. Instead of moving right in to drive himself into her, he teased her with numerous little devices, driving her crazy with desire. Then he started to spank her with a paddle and I found my hand snaking under my skirt once again.

When he swatted her pinkish ass I grunted and when he snatched her hair to roughly move her around into the place he wanted her, I moaned loudly. I began telling him to take her, show her who was boss and began rubbing my pussy through my panties when he began fingering her pussy. She was maddened by the way he was teasing her and I was beginning to crave his shaft to move inside her as well.

"Do it," I said, "Fuck that pussy." When he pulled out his respectably sized cock I threw my head back and heaved a breathless, "Yes."

"Ms. Williams? I was just finishing up and I wondered if you wanted me to lock up..." the familiar voice paused before finishing, "After you. Uh, me. You lock up after me. No, I mean me lock up after myself. You're fine, I mean ....sorry. ...No, not like that. Holy shit, I sound like a fucking idiot."

My hands moved more quickly in those few seconds than they probably ever have before. I touched the power button for just long enough to make the screen go black and then turned the screen to one side as if Rodney hadn't already seen way more than I would have ever wanted anyone to see. I could tell that most of the stumbling he had done was after he turned away from my office, probably trying as hard as he could to somehow unsee what he had just seen. In one way I was thankful that he wanted to at least try to turn away from me but in another way I kind of wished he hadn't done so.

The office had never looked better than it had for the last six months that he had been cleaning it at the end of every week but that was not even close to his most admirable quality. Rodney was cleaning offices to work his way through the latter years of college but his work ethic and positive life goals weren't what was so great about him either. I spun my chair around after a third sigh finally settled my nerves to see him still standing in the doorway to my office facing the other direction. My eyes traveled down to where his too-tight jeans hugged his butt. And there it was: the most amazing quality about Rodney was his hard body.

"Rodney," I said in a somewhat husky tone of voice. I thought I could hide the way my body was still on fire from me having to stop in the middle of what I had been so feverishly doing but I was wrong. The way his name rolled off my tongue sounded like I was calling breathlessly to my favorite lover instead of the college guy, twenty years my junior who was standing in my office doorway.

He looked slowly over his shoulder towards me, keeping his impressive frame facing the other way, "Um… ma'am? Mmm Ms. Williams, um yes?"

"Turn around Rodney," I said in the same sultry voice.

"I," he stammered, "I didn't see anything. Honest I..."

"It's alright Rodney," I cleared my throat and forced a more standard tone of voice, "It's alright Rodney.               Please turn around. I'm not ashamed." It was a bald-faced lie but I have always been good at lying. To my surprise he didn't do what I said.

Instead he said, "I can't Ms. Williams."

"Sure you can Rodney," I assured him as I stood behind my desk, "Come on now. You don't want me to feel all weird about this. Turn around for me."

"No," he said, "It's not you. You being ashamed or embarrassed isn't the reason I can't turn around ma'am. I can't turn around because," he looked back in front of himself, towards the corridor wall, "Well, because I would be."

I shook my head at my foolishness. Here this kid was probably trying to get to a hot date or night out on the town and I was keeping him here by basically torturing him. With a heavy sigh I started across the office floor, slowly walking towards him, "That's fine Rodney. Go ahead and lock up for me and I'll feel safer okay? Thanks for the great job you do and I hope you will be okay continuing to keep this place pristine." My left hand grabbed his shoulder and eased him around towards me so I could offer my hand for him to shake. I looked down towards his hand but instead had my attention and my eyes drawn just to the side of his hand to the big, really big, bulge in his tight jeans. I stared at his erection and placed my hand to my suddenly heaving chest, "Oh, my, my. Rodney, is this what you meant?"

"Shit," he shook his head and seemed totally ruined. "I'm so sorry Ms. Williams! It's just you're so fucking hot and when I saw what I didn't see," he sighed, "I can't get the thought out of my mind. Fuck me, I sound like a fucking teenager." He turned and began walking towards the door so he could leave and probably never come back.

For a moment, maybe even two, I was okay with that. After all, I was quite embarrassed that the young man had walked in on me in such a situation. Who wouldn't be? At least, I had been until I walked over and noticed that he was ashamed because he hadn't been able to keep his erection a secret from me. Here I was thinking that he turned away because he couldn't stand looking at an older woman like me getting off to an internet video and he was actually turning away for his own very interesting reasons. That in fact had turned my shame and embarrassment completely around.

Rodney was a hot young man without a doubt. The thought of him, his thinking of me as being hot and the way that video made me feel still lingering around forced me to change my mind. Quickly I walked around the corner and began walking down the long hallway that led to the door but just as I rounded the bend, I heard the door close and knew I was too late.

Stopping around the area of the front desk allowed me a view of the hallway on the other side of the office and more importantly what was blocking it. Rodney was out of the office but he had left his equipment cart. He'd worked for me for six months and I knew damn well he wasn't about to leave that in the office – especially if he planned on not coming back. Trusting this to be true, I knew exactly what to do.

Before five minutes could pass, I heard a stiff knock at the door, followed by another and then the words, "Ms. Williams, can you please open the door. I need to get my gear."

It was so cute how he called his office cleaning supplies 'gear' and it made me smile from the office nearest his little cart as I called, "Its open Rodney. Please come in." I could barely stand the wait but the door opened shortly. I said, "Lock that behind you, would you? Can't be too careful."

He sounded like he was talking to himself as he came over to where he knew the cart was. Bless his handsome, studly heart, he was trying to convince himself to avoid going back to my office again. It made me even more glad that I had put my little plan into motion.

"Come on Rodney," he whispered to himself, "She's a successful business woman who probably gets all the sex she wants from other successful people. Why would she need you? Just get your shit and leave." He walked to the doorway and started gathering his stuff but was obviously looking for something. "Christ, where did I put that damn..."

"Looking for this?" I asked in a sultry voice from the back corner of the office he was standing next to.

He started and then looked quickly over towards me and nearly choked from the look of his face. Since I left him with no other viable options, he was standing there taking in the sight of me. I sat in the lush office chair in only my bra and panties with my legs crossed and propped on the desk and held his little spool of rope loosely in my fingers. I don't even know why he had the rope, had never seen him use it but always seen him making sure he kept it close. After several long seconds he finally saw the spool of rope in my hand.

"Oh, uh, yes. That's my spool," he said and then put his hand to his head and said something to himself that I couldn't make out clearly.

I stood and walked calmly around the desk towards the doorway. He took a quick half step back and I smiled, "It's okay Rodney. You want this don't you?"

"Fuck yes, I do."

I twirled the spool of rope in my fingers, glanced at it and then playfully back at him, "Are we still talking about your spool?"

"No ma'am. I mean, if that's what you meant then I..."

"What was it you said Rodney?" I asked in a sultry low tone of voice.

"Um, which time?"

"Back in my office doorway," I acted like I was thinking back to those tense moments as I walked closer to him.

"I don't know Ms. Williams. I don't know anything except," he looked down and took in all of my body, "Except damn you look hot."

"Well, thank you very much Rodney," I snapped my fingers and enjoyed the way he jumped slightly, "Oh I remember what it was." Running my fingernail down his cheek I brought my lips close to his and looked into his eyes, "Fuck me."

The moment I said those words were followed with me basically attacking him. My lips crashed into his and I licked across his cheek as my hand gripped his swollen erection through those sexy tight jeans. It took no longer than a minute of the sexual assault before he finally shoved his cart to one side, plunged his tongue between my lips and took charge of the kiss.

His hands were instantly all over my body and I loved every second of it. He lifted me up onto the edge of the desk and began to tug at my bra but I knew I had to stop him. Lightly I pushed him back and he looked at me like a lion must glare at prey held inches from its reach.

I smiled, "Do you want me Rodney?"

"Hell yes."

"I want you to but not like this," I said and could instantly see confusion on his face. Not wanting to ruin the mood I held up the spool of rope I had stolen from his cart, "I want you with this."

His eyes grew wide as he instantly understood. The video I had watched probably came back to his mind and he glanced at the rope and then back at me, "You sure?"

I glared at the ceiling and heaved a breathless, "God yes." As he began to get a couple of lengths of the rope off of the spool I took a few seconds to remove the rest of my clothing so that when he turned back around I was all his for the taking and he didn't hesitate for one second.

His movements were so sure and so quick that I wondered how many times he had done something like that with that spool of rope. It wasn't even that tough on my skin as he wrapped my wrists and forearms together firmly. He laid me back on the desk which I had already cleared and pulled my arms above my head before securing the rope off the top of the desk so that I couldn't move my arms more than a few inches. Next he wrapped a few strands of rope around my chest, framing my breasts tightly so they stood out and then ran that down between my legs. The rope wrapped around one thigh and then the other, then he secured it somehow to each corner of the desk so that I could not move. My body was stretched out on the large desk with my legs spread and my arms above me.

The level of desire I felt was already driving me crazy by the time he came over to me, having quickly shed the rest of his clothing as well. Instead of rushing himself all over me he suddenly seemed willing and able to take his time. First he squeezed my bound breasts, drawing a wonderful moan from me. He tightly squeezed my nipples and then bit one before switching and repeating the same on the other side.

After a few moments of that he drew his hand up between my legs and began running his hand across my already damp pussy. Like he had known me forever he worked me just the right way, going back and forth between roughly stroking me and then gently dragging his fingers across my pussy lips. The same was being done to my breasts and I thought I was about to cum before he even moved on to the next thing he was going to do.

Instead of driving me over that edge he pulled his hand away from my pussy, leaving me wanting so much more of his attention. My breasts and nipples he continued to work over before he rose up and kissed my lips gently. He then drug his tongue down my chest and circled it around my nipples. For the first time I jerked my arms and legs because I wanted to wrap my entire self around him but I couldn't move and that drove me even more crazy with desire.

I wanted him to take me so badly that I was groaning in need by the time his tongue was licking down my stomach with his hands on my inner thigh, squeezing and kneading perfectly. Finally his tongue went down all the way between my thighs and I jerked mightily at my bindings when he found my clit, flicking his tongue around it as his finger drove into my pussy quickly.

Yelling for him to keep going did plenty as he did just that and even more as he seemed to then dive between my thighs and sunk his tongue as deeply as it would go in my pussy. God it felt unbelievable and I didn't want it to stop for hours. I was his to work over, we both knew it and the only person who liked it more than Rodney was me.

When his tongue left my pussy lips I groaned in protest, though it still drove me wild as he paid close attention to my upper body, holding himself above me as he explored seemingly every inch of exposed skin. Then I felt his shaft hovering above me and I strained to look down to what he was about to do.

I groaned and moaned for him to shove his cock inside of me, to fuck me. He asked me if I wanted him to fuck me and I wasn't ashamed to nearly beg him to. He positioned the head of his big cock against my pussy lips and I tried hard to move myself onto him but I still couldn't move. It was only a few seconds of refusal but it drove me that much more crazy as he made me wait before he drove into me.

There was no hesitation and he didn't go slow at all. I was already wet and ready for his girth so he drove hard and fast inside of my pussy. His hips slapped against mine as he rammed into me and my body squeaked against the top of the desk. He leaned down and kissed my neck, nibbled on my ear and the rest of me as he kept pumping himself deep into me. The feel of him inside me was so hot and wet I knew I was about to cum like crazy.

He pushed and pushed, there was no hesitation this time as he couldn't hold back anymore. Over and again I climaxed, gushing more than I can ever remember while he masterfully shoved himself into my pussy.

I lost track of how many times I climaxed but after what felt like a timeless few minutes of perfect bliss he began to groan that he was close and I told him to cum in my mouth. He moved around the desk and I turned my head so that I could suck his hot and large shaft into my mouth as he gushed streams of cum down my throat and I swallowed every last drop of him.

He spasmed almost as much as I had seconds before and then pulled back and fell into the chair that thankfully was behind him. I think he would have fallen onto the floor otherwise. Quickly he freed me from the bondage and I patted him on the cheek, "I don't care if you have to stop cleaning this office building but you had better not think that is the last time you and I do this."

I don't know if he could actually talk right then but he smiled widely and nodded. What can I say? It was the hottest sex I had ever had at that point in my life. Every time I get the chance I try to repeat those acts and new ones with Rodney and he is even more willing than I am. That my friends is saying something.


3. The Dressing Down of the Secretary: Gangbang Sex with My Co-Workers by Kaylee Jones

When the boss asks shy little office manager Sherry to put on a party for the foremen of the construction company, she has no idea just what kind of party it will turn out to be.  But when the margaritas start flowing, all bets are off and so is Sherry’s little dress.

I was the one that no one noticed.  I chose loose-fitting clothing and long pants and loafers.  I pulled my hair back into nondescript ponytails and wore almost no makeup.  Most days I ended up eating lunch by myself in the breakroom with hardly a glance from any of the men I worked with.

I work in a construction company, and am the only woman in the office.  I handle everything from dispatching jobs to paying the utility bills.  I have been known to answer the phones as well, but mostly the calls are forwarded directly to the foremen’s cell phones which makes me much happier.  I only interacted when I had to, but I got my job done.  And I liked having my own private office with a door to keep out any occasional noise that rumbled through the warehouse area.

My home life was about as exciting as the work life I just described.  I am unmarried with one cat and I liked it that way.  It was quiet and tidy and neat, and I did not have to worry about what to fix for dinner.  I could make whatever it was that I wanted, from grilled chicken to microwave popcorn.  My favorite meals were usually Mexican food.  I could make a batch of tacos on Sunday night and pretty much eat that for dinner every night without having to cook again.  I liked cooking big batches of food on the weekends so I didn’t have to worry about it when I got home from work.  I could just heat up something and maybe dice a few fresh vegetables as toppings or a salad.  I even went so far as to pre-make my lunches on Sundays so that I could just grab and go on work mornings.

My weekends had nothing going on.  I grocery shopped, cooked, read, watched movies, and sometimes went to church.  It is not that I was anti-social, I just had nothing in my life that was conducive to meeting people or interacting with them.  Sure, sometimes my sister would push me to join a yoga class or a book club, but it was just easier by myself.

One morning when I got to work with my pre-packed turkey sandwich, the owner of the company was waiting for me.

“Good morning Mr. Alston,” I greeted him politely as always.

“Hello Sherry, good morning.  I was wondering, do you have a moment to chat?”

I nodded and followed him into his office.

“We were hoping to get your help with something,” he smiled from behind his massive oak desk.

“Certainly, how can I help?” I was never in the mindset of saying no.

“Well, we were hoping you could put together a little celebration for all of us for this weekend?  We’ve been having a great year so far, and I thought the guys could use a little fun.”

I nodded, “I’d be happy to.  Do you have anything specific in mind?  How about a budget?”

He rattled off a few details that he had been thinking about, gave me a rough number to target, and pretty much told me the plan was up to me.  It all sounded reasonable, and I was looking forward to doing something out of the ordinary.  Even if it meant I had to socialize and make small talk at the party.  I reassured myself that I could always just putter around with the party fixings to avoid conversation.

I got started that day.  Mr. Alston wanted something more casual than fancy.  After all, these were construction workers.  I found a great Mexican restaurant that had a private room available.  Their catering and bar prices seemed reasonable so I went ahead and signed the contract.  The room was technically free, but we had to hit a certain amount in food and alcohol.  I was pretty certain these big burly guys could handle putting away enough food and beer.

I perused the menu and picked all my favorites, keeping the guys in mind of course.  The Taco Bar looked easy enough, and everyone could put together their own meals instead of me figuring out each person’s special needs.  I also added a quesadilla platter, a salsa bar, guacamole, queso, rice and beans.  I was making myself hungry just planning the menu.  I also took care of several kegs of beer and a margarita machine.

I was not sure what exactly we were celebrating so I declined any sort of decorations package.  I figured a bunch of construction workers did not care about poufy crepe paper flowers anyway.

A few days later, Mr. Alston was back in the office so I ran everything by him just to cover my own ass.  It seemed safer.  He agreed to everything but did have me order a few bottles of tequila for good measure.

That night I was chatting with one of my few friends, and she had a hilarious suggestion.  She told me to go buy a terrifically slutty dress for the party just to see what the guys would do.  I laughed her off but that night I started thinking about it as I laid out my clothes for the next day.  I planned to wear a grey short sleeve turtleneck sweater and a pair of black slacks.  It was as boring as you could get.  I decided that maybe my crazy friend was right, maybe I could try something to knock their socks off.  I called her up and asked her to meet me after work to go shopping.  She jumped on the opportunity and we made plans to grab dinner and then hit the mall.

By the time work ended the next day, I was getting cold feet but I still wanted to meet her for dinner.  I figured that could buy me about an hour to talk her out of the idea.  I spent the entire meal trying to convince her to drop it, but she refused.  We ate our queso and argued; we ate our enchiladas and argued; we paid the check and argued.  And we ended up at the mall.

****

Amber ended up convincing me to buy a horribly slutty blue dress, cut down to here and up to there, if you know what I mean.  She was actually surprised when I took off my shapeless work top and slacks, that I do have a nice figure.  I tried to explain to her that I was not hiding anything in particular, I just did not feel the need to show everything off all the time.

She giggled, “You know, those construction guys are gonna flip over that dress.”

I knew she was right and it scared me a little.  I was grateful the party was on Saturday evening so I did not have to worry about changing in the tiny women’s restroom at the office slash warehouse.  I would have all day to lounge around in my comfy yoga pants and then I could get ready.  Amber offered to help me with my hair and makeup, but I declined.  Her input on the dress was enough; I opted to skip the all-out-hooker look.

On Friday, I re-confirmed all the reservations and arrangements with the venue and then confirmed the plans with Mr. Alston.  He said everything was good to go, but was unable to attend himself.  On my way home, I stopped at a nearby Indian restaurant since I was having Mexican food the next night.  I picked up enough saag paneer with rice and raita and naan bread to last a few meals.

I found one of my favorite movies on television and settled down in those comfortable yoga pants and tee shirt to enjoy my food and my entertainment.  My little calico cat curled up on the throw pillow next to me for the evening.  I realize it was not a particularly exciting evening for someone in their late twenties, but I liked the quiet.

The next day I got up at my regular work time, as always, and headed out to run my errands.  I stocked up on the groceries I wanted for the week and stopped off for a light brunch at the deli near the store.  After downing a few cups of coffee and a spinach omelet, I headed back home.  I would have all of Sunday to prep my food for the week, so I curled up on the couch with the kitten and nodded off.  I rationalized that the party that night was going to last longer than I would normally be awake.  I have no idea who I was justifying that to, other than myself.

When I woke up, I realized it was time to get ready.  I was still nervous about the dress and as I neatly folded my lounging clothes, I almost decided against it.  But I figured, what the hell, and hung it in the bathroom to steam smooth while I showered.

I shaved everything from the neck down.  With the tiny spaghetti straps and high hemline, I needed to be smooth.  And I figured since I was shaving everything else, why not the personal parts too.  After I finished shampooing and bathing, I wrapped my hair in a towel and smoothed cocoa butter into my skin.  I love the fresh chocolate scent.

While my skin absorbed the lotion, I pulled out my rather sparse makeup collection and tried to determine what look would be most appropriate for the skimpy tight dress.  I decided that minimal was best since anything over the top would be way too much.  I finished applying my face and uncoiled my hair from the towel.  I carefully blew it dry and smooth and let it tickle my shoulders.  I usually pulled it back at work so having it down was ‘fancy’ enough for me.

I slid the little blue dress on, and actually smiled at my reflection.  It accentuated my firm breasts nicely, and hugged the curves around my hips and butt.  I shook my head to make my hair move, and it really did not seem all that bad once I put the whole look together.  I slid my feet into the basic black heels and twirled once for the calico.

I arrived at the Mexican restaurant a little earlier than the start time in order to make sure everything looked okay.  The room was decorated simply with white linen tablecloths and colorful cloth napkins.  The bar section was already set up and they were bringing out the food as I walked in.  One of the young servers eyed me up and down with a grin, and I felt a little boost to my ego.  As long as no one laughed at my transformation, I would make it through the night.

When all of the guys started arriving however, it was a different story.  There was not a laugh out of any of them.  They all stared in wonder as I smiled and sashayed up to them in my dress.

“Sherry?” one of the foremen asked.

I nodded, “Hi Thomas, welcome.”

His eyes were wide in amazement and I don’t think they ever left the generous cleavage that peeked out from the top of my dress.

As they all looked at me little differently, I realized I was looking at them differently as well.  Thomas was tall and nicely built with wavy dark hair and flashing green eyes.  Rob was slimmer but still tightly muscled, sporting a shaved head and dark eyes.  Andy was average height but seemed to be made of solid muscle.  They were all the foremen.  Apparently their actual workers were not invited, which I thought was odd.  I hoped I had not over-ordered on the food and drinks.  As I watched the guys drain mugs of beer, I realized the alcohol would not be an issue.

Someone handed me my first margarita and the party began.  Since apparently I was going to be drinking, I loaded up my plate with chicken tacos, guacamole, and several of the different salsas. I finished my food about the time I finished my first margarita, and Thomas never left my elbow.  I was surprised that I found the attention flattering instead of annoying, and happily accepted the second drink.  By the third one, I was giggling and touching his arm.  By the fourth one, he had his arm around my waist and his hand firmly planted on my hip.

****

I’m not sure if it was the margaritas or just the restaurant, but the music started getting louder.  I could feel my hips starting to sway and Thomas moved behind me, resting both hands on my hips.

“This dress is unbelievable,” he whispered in my ear, making me shiver.

I wriggled my hips against him and feel the pressure of his enjoyment against my ass.  I slid up and down just a little, letting the swells of my ass stroke him just a little.  He groaned softly against my neck and I knew his eyes were looking straight down into my cleavage.

“Sherry, I never knew…” his voice trailed off as though he didn’t know how to politely finish his thought.

I leaned back against his chest and feel the solidity of him against my bare upper back.  He ground his swelling cock against me, and was running his hands up and down my hips.  It had been so long since I Had had sex, he felt good even through our mutual layers of clothing.  I could feel the short skirt of my dress inching up and his hands were slowing sneaking inside the hemline.  I had opted for a G-string because of the tightness and briefness of the dress, and his fingers were tickling my bare skin.

I kept rubbing my ass against his thick cock as the music continued and suddenly I found myself sandwiched between Thomas behind me and Rob in front of me.  I wrapped one arm around Rob’s waist to hold him closer and I threaded the other arm behind me to hold Thomas in place.

The thought of Amber flickered through my brain, and I was certain she would have gone insane to see me like that, grinding away between two burly construction workers who both seemed intent on touching every inch of my skin.

While Thomas’s hands continued to tickle under my dress, Rob’s thick fingers were gripping the outer curves of my breasts.  Andy walked in from his trip to the restroom and stared at the transformation of our little party. I met his surprised and curious eyes with my own and beckoned to him with one finger.  He nervously strolled up to our little trio and I leaned over to kiss him.

He responded immediately, his teeth nipping at my lower lip while his tongue demanded entrance between my lips.  I accepted his plundering exploration and tasted the tequila from the shots he had taken.

As I kissed Andy roughly, I felt Thomas’s lips on the back of my neck and I shivered.  When Rob’s mouth found the swell of my tits, I moaned softly and let them taste my skin.

“We need to get this off,” Thomas whispered hoarsely, tugging at the G-string under my dress.

I nodded and wiggled my hips as he slid it down my legs.  I delicately stepped out of it and said a silent prayer of thanks that I had thought to shave before coming out tonight.  When his fingers found the growing wetness between my thighs, he and I both moaned deeply.

He looked at Rob over my shoulder and they both nodded.  I heard Thomas’s slacks unzip and I reached behind to push his hand out of the way.

I slipped my fingers inside and felt the thickness of Thomas’s cock.  It was hard and hot and heavy in my grasp, and I stroked him lightly.  My small fingers barely fit around him, but I grasped him loosely as I stroked him.  His groans were deep and rhythmic from his chest.  I twisted my fingers around the head with each stroke, rubbing against the sensitive spot just below the head.  His body tightened up with each twist of my fingers.

Rob grabbed my other hand and pressed my palm against the hardness under his own fly.  I grinned at him and rubbed him roughly through his slacks.  His hips thrust against my hand as I rubbed him to full hardness inside his clothing.  I was able to even squeeze his balls lightly.  His eyes rolled back in his head as I jerked him through his slacks.

Andy had stopped kissing my lips and had moved on to licking the tops of my tits.  He yanked the spaghetti straps down from my shoulders and the top of the dress slowly slid to my waist, revealing my rather sizeable tits.  Andy fastened his mouth onto one while Rob zeroed in on the other.  I moaned loudly as they teased my already tight little nipples.  My hand was still working Thomas’s cock inside his pants and he was panting against the nape of my neck.

I finally released Thomas from his torment to let him calm back down a little and I reached out for both Andy and Rob.  They thrust their hips towards my hands and my palms found to hard cocks straining to escape.  I massaged both of them through their clothing until they were panting as well.

In a tangle of arms and legs, the three men slowly led me over to a chair and slowly pulled the rest of my dress down to the ground.  My generous breasts were already exposed, but when the dress slid past my trim waist and curvy hips, they all three hummed their approval.

Once I was completely naked, Thomas gently pressed me down into a seated position.  The cool pleather startled me when my warm bare skin touched it.  Thomas grinned as I shivered, and dropped to his knees in front of me.  With his big callused hands, he pressed my thighs apart while Rob and Andy took to standing on either side of me.

They slowly unfastened their slacks and pulled out their swollen cocks.  Rob’s was short but thick and Andy’s was long but without noticeable girth.  I grinned at both of them and reached out a hand toward each of them.  The two cocks felt warm and alive in my hands and I played with them.  I stroked them lightly and loosely, eliciting pained groans from both men.

Thomas’s hands were tickling my inner thighs and I squirmed in my chair.  But when his tongue nuzzled between my folds and found my aching clit, I squeezed both cocks firmly.  Both men yelped a little and I breathlessly apologized.  As further apology, I lightly tugged on Rob and he stepped close enough so that the tip of his cock brushed against my lips.

I licked his thick cock from base to tip and back again, and groaned loudly as Thomas did the same to my needy pussy.  Rob suddenly pushed his hips forward and thrust his cock into my mouth.  It was hot and throbbing against my warm wet tongue, and I let him bury himself down my throat.  My tongue wiggled around to flick over the sensitive ridges at the tip and he grunted as my slender fingers massaged his heavy balls.

I pulled off and grinned up at him as I hefted the pair.

“Been a while?” I giggled.

He nodded with a pained look on his face.  I bent down to run my tongue over the crinkled surface of his sack.  I pulled them into my mouth one at a time, suckling lightly and pulling them away from his body.  Few men can stand to have their balls played with and their cocks ignored, so as I tickled and teased his full load, he stroked his own cock.  Out of the corner of my eye, I realized Andy was stroking himself too.

Suddenly Thomas caught my aching little clit between his lips and flicked the tip of his tongue fast over the taut surface.  I released Rob’s sensitive package only moments before I erupted in the biggest climax I think I had had in years.  I pulled Thomas’s face against my body as I came and came.  Rob pointes his thick cock at my tits and kept stroking until the jets of his seed splashed over my tit.

Andy groaned and stopped stroking himself, trying to hold back.  I reached for him and he obliged by rubbing the swollen tip against my lips.  His cock was slimmer but longer so I was only able to slide half of it into my warm wet mouth.  He held my cheek with surprising gentleness as he slid his cock between my lips.  I reached up to massage his full load as well.  I could feel his cock pulsing against my tongue and his sack slowly tightened up against his body.  Within minutes he grunted and whipped his cock from my mouth.  He stroked it just a few more times and covered my other breast with his cum.

Both Andy and Rob shuffled over to a couple of chairs and sat down heavily.  Thomas on the other hand was still raring to go.  He stood up between my thighs and pulled me up from the chair so that I was pressed up against him.

“My turn,” he growled as he dragged me over to an empty table.

Thomas pressed my ass against the edge of the table and kissed me roughly, sinking his teeth into my lower lip as his hands gripped my quivering tits.  He suddenly released me and spun me around so that my bare ass was facing him, just like when we were dancing together.

His strong arm on my lower back pressed me down until I was bent over the table, squishing my tits into the scratchy linen tablecloth.  I could hear quiet comments from Andy and Rob but could not quite make out the words.  I assumed they were egging Thomas on since they seemed spent for the evening.

I heard was a soft metallic sound followed by the whoosh of moving fabric, then Thomas was buried inside me to the hilt.  I gasped and gripped the table until my knuckles turned white.  He was as thick as Rob but as long as Andy.  In short, he was huge. (so to speak, of course) His fingers bit into the flesh of my hips as he held me steady for the pounding.  His pelvis struck mine with force on each thrust and the edge of the table bit into my tummy.

Rob and Andy had shuffled over to watch and were urging their own cocks back to stiffness.

“Flip her over, man,” Rob leered at my upturned ass.

It took Thomas a moment to fully register that Rob was speaking to him.  I twisted around when he stopped, still buried inside me, to look at Rob confused.

“Let me see those tits again, flip her over,” Rob repeated.

Thomas pulled out slowly, letting me feel each thick inch of his cock.  I quickly spun back around but only to get Thomas back inside me as fast as possible.  As Thomas slid back in, Rob stood over me, still stroking his cock and rubbing it on my breast.

Andy was feeling left out at this point so he hurried over to the other side and offered his cock to my mouth.  I was moaning from Thomas’s hard plunging inside my needy pussy and the vibrations were driving Andy insane.  As Rob and Andy both came on my tits for the second time, my body gave in to Thomas’s thrusting and I groaned loudly as I came for the second time.  I soaked the nice linen tablecloth as my body gripped tightly to Thomas’s cock.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Thomas gasped, meaning only one thing.

He whipped his cock out at the last minute, and sprayed his sizeable load on my belly.  He collapsed forward, leaning over my spent body and panting for breath.

After several minutes, we all refocused our eyes and realized the situation we were in.  Should any of the restaurant employees have walked in at that moment, at minimum we would have been kicked out; at maximum, we could have been arrested.  We lucked out.

The men nicely gathered several napkins from the buffet table and soaked them in cool water.  Together they all cleaned me up and cooled me off.  I kissed each of them in turn, Thomas last and deep.

Andy, ever the smartass, quipped, “Guess we can tell Mr. Alston you plan a helluva party.”

We all chuckled and helped ourselves to a snack from the buffet.

****

We all got home safely that night, and I spent most of Sunday recovering from too much margarita and too much man.  I took a long hot bath and tried to restore my mental sanity from the craziness of the party.  The odd thing was, I had enjoyed myself.  I had never done anything like that in my life, let alone with three coworkers.  Hell, I could get fired for being the little plaything at the party if any of the guys reported me.  I did like Thomas though.  He was the sexiest one of the three and seemed to have a sweetness as well as a heat to him.

I was a little nervous headed into work on Monday, dressed back into my loose fitted blouses and unimpressive work slacks with my hair in its ponytail.  I was the first into the office which did not put me more at ease.  I stowed my lunchbox and made a fresh pot of coffee.  I poured my first cup of the day and headed back to my little office.  Thomas came in shortly afterwards with a sheepish grin on his face as he stood in my doorway.

“Sherry?” he asked.

“Yes Thomas?” I replied nervously.

“I-I-I… was, um, wondering…”

I regarded him with what I hoped was professional detachment.  Not aloof or snotty or anything, I just didn’t want to appear overeager.

“Would you go out with me on Friday?”

I blinked at him, not believing what I was hearing.  He shuffled his big feet and stared at the cracked tile floor.  His square jaw and stubbled cheeks were growing pink.  I stood up from behind my desk and walked over to him.  He was growing redder by the minute and I knew he was scared about what I was going to do.

I stopped directly in front of him and paused for a long moment.  Then I reached around behind him and pulled the door closed.  His muscled body tensed visibly as I turned my face up to meet his gaze.

I stood on my tiptoes and slid my hands up his solid chest, feeling the warmth of his body against my palms.  When my hands were threaded behind his neck, I kissed him firmly, right on his full lips.

“I thought you’d never ask.”


4. A Very Personal Assistant: Domination and Submission Lesbian Sex by Sofia Miller

Fresh out of college, I was eager to get myself a proper, grown-up job.  So when I saw that Hollywood producer and force to be reckoned with Maxine Powers was in need of a personal assistant, I wanted to make sure the job was mine.  She had a reputation for being demanding, and I was nervous going in, but I had no idea just how demanding she could be, nor how eager I would be to please her in every possible way!  I was inexperienced, sure, but my I was banking on my enthusiasm to carry me through her every humiliating demand! But the big test was yet to be determined:  Could a straight, sheltered girl like myself make her purr with happiness?  Or would I be tossed out on my innocent little behind?

I had just graduated from college, and after spending four years scooping ice cream part time to help pay for my books and tuition, I was so excited to interview for my first job that didn’t require wearing a tye-dyed shirt.  I was vying for the position of personal assistant to a high tier producer in Hollywood named Maxine Powers.

I’d done my research.  I knew she was famous for being precise, meticulous and demanding--but I also knew if she came to like and depend on me, she would be a powerful ally and my career would be set.  I was certain I could make myself indispensable, if given a chance.  But first, I needed to get past the interview.

I had blown my entire summer savings on what I thought was the perfect outfit:  A tailored tweed pencil skirt, a jacket to match and a tailored button up blouse accented with a beautiful, red silk scarf for a pop of color.  Underneath, I wore nude panty-hose under a cream colored body suit.  High-heeled Mary-Jane’s completed the look.   It was incredibly hot in my suit, and I wondered for a moment if perhaps I’d overdone it--but I wanted my outfit to shout, “I’m a professional.  I definitely did NOT spend my summer wearing a baseball cap, getting elbow deep in a vat of ice-cream for tourists.”  Looking in the mirror, I felt a bit like I was a little girl pretending to be a grown-up.  My long, wavy blonde hair was pulled up in a bun that I couldn’t quite get smooth.  I wondered if my lipstick was too dark, my eye-makeup too heavy.  I’d always been into a more natural look.  In college, I’d go to class in yoga pants and a tanktop, then change into my baggy tie-dyed tee shirt at work, only to strip it all off and jump into my bikini and head for the beach to decompress.  But now I was jumping into a world of high-powered people who made millions of dollars.  I wanted to fit in.  So I stood up straight and said to my reflection, “This outfit is you.  There’s no reason you can’t be the woman in this suit.  You can be anything Maxine Powers wants you to be.”  I grabbed the sensible, leather purse I’d spent far too much money on, and my resume, and was on my way.

The minute I got to Ms. Powers office, I realized I had played this all wrong.  The building was modern and filled with light--the walls nothing but large windows, the interior clean, white, and minimal with beautiful, exotic flower arrangements punctuating the lobby in pastel and neon exclamation points.  The receptionist was wearing what I could only describe as a cocktail dress:  A tight, dayglow orange, skin tight number that showed off her ample cleavage and long, tan legs.  I stuck out like a sore-thumb, looking so severe, corporate and uptight.  I thought I could detect a smirk on the receptionist’s face as she said, “Have a seat.  Ms.  Powers will see you in a moment.”

I sat uncomfortably in a low-slung, art deco arm chair--an Eames perhaps?  Gosh, even the furniture was intimidating in its clout.  It seemed designed to make me feel out of place.  It was difficult to sit up straight, the seat being so low, slanting upward in a way that splayed my legs up and open above me, my Mary Jane-clad feet dangling over the edge.  It was an interesting piece, but why on earth would she pick this chair for her waiting room?  It hardly made guests feel comfortable.  Who could go into her office feeling good about themselves after sitting in such a thing?  I wriggled around awkwardly in it, trying to find a way to at least make my feet touch the edge.  It’s true, I had a short frame--I was 5’2 and petite, though my breasts and ass were ample enough--but this should not have been so difficult, and I could hear the receptionist giggle at me a little as she leafed through a magazine.

I finally got myself perched on the edge of the chair, more squatting than sitting, careful not to put too much weight on the edge of the seat, lest it flip over with me in it.  My thigh muscles strained to hold me in this position, but I tried to make it look easy, smiling at the receptionist politely.  A full minute passed--an eternity of holding this position--and beads of sweat were beginning to form on my forehead.  Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, the door of Ms. Powers’ office flung open, but nobody appeared, only a voice that called out, “Send in Mandy Parker!”

“That’s your cue to go in,” the receptionist said.  “Good luck in there.”  At this point I couldn’t tell if she was smirking at me, or if that was the natural resting position of her face, but either way, her good luck wishes didn’t put me at ease.  I lifted myself up from the chair, my legs thanking me for the reprieve from squatting, and I attempted my best confident walk into Ms. Powers’ office.

“This is what you’re wearing?” was the first thing she said to me, her perfectly arched eyebrow cocked, disapprovingly.

“I mean...well...yes?”  I didn’t know what to say.  Of course it was what I was wearing but what could I do about it?

“This isn’t a law firm, this is Hollywood,” she said.  “Take it off.”

“Excuse me?”

“Take off your jacket.”

“Oh--yes, of course,” I said.  I hurriedly removed the tweed jacked, and was horrified to find that I’d sweated through my button up.  I held my arms at my sides in an effort to hide it.

“Let me see your resume,” she said, her manicured hand outstretched.  I handed it to her awkwardly, trying not to raise my arm.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake…” she said.  How had I gotten off on the wrong foot so quickly?  “You do have other clothes, don’t you?  You don’t always dress like an ancient math professor?”

“Yes--yes, of course!  I’m so sorry.  I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“It’s a small mistake.  But I can’t take you seriously when you refuse to even move your arms in that shirt.  It’s August, you’re burning up--take off your shirt and lose the heavy skirt.”

“You...you want me to….I’m sorry, I don’t understand--”

“The girl in that outfit is not someone I want to hire. You do want to get hired?”

“Yes.”

“Then make yourself comfortable and take it off.  I’m giving you a second chance here.”

I didn’t know what else to do--it seemed the choice was strip or leave.  I tried to unbutton my shirt, but my shaking hands fumbled with the buttons, suddenly seeming as though they were too big for the holes.  She watched me, somewhere between amused and annoyed, as my hands scrambled uselessly over the top button.

“I can’t seem to...I’m sorry--is this even necessary?”  I could feel my face turning red in humiliation and frustration.  A part of me simply wanted to run screaming from the room, but as though reading my thoughts, she moved behind me and closed the door.  I heard something like the click of a lock, and turned around.

“Are you nervous?”  she asked.

“Yes...yes, I’m extremely nervous,” I confessed.

“Have you ever been on a job interview before?”

“I mean...not really.  Not for a job like this.”

“There is no other job like this, so don’t worry about that.  There is no script.”  As she spoke, she came up to me and began unbuttoning my buttons, smoothly, nonchalantly, and with poise, like an elegant mother getting her daughter ready for a bath.  Once the buttons were undone, she came behind me and pulled it off of me, hanging it up on the coat rack near the door.

“There we are.  Nobody is going to disturb us now that I have the door locked.  So you can get as comfortable as you like.  Being nervous is no crime,” she said gently, and her tone comforted me greatly.  “So long as it doesn’t get in the way of your work.  And we’re here to determine if you can do the work.  Can you manage the skirt yourself?”  I nodded and  pulled it off, leaving me in the cream body suit, red scarf, hose and my Mary-Janes.

“That’s better.  In fact, that’s very cute.  It shows off your body nicely.,” she said, casually.  I felt a little exposed, having her appraise my body, but I had to admit I was deeply flattered.  She worked with the most beautiful actresses in film and television--and she thought I had a good body.  I started to relax a little bit.  “Now have a seat,” she commanded, and I did so.

“The ice cream shop--that’s your only work experience?”

“Well--I mean there was also the internship, and my work study,” I said.  The chair was just like the one outside.  It was like sitting in a bucket.  “I majored in arts management,” I inserted, trying desperately to get back in control of the situation.

“Well, that would be great if you were angling for my job--but you’re not there quite yet.  What I need is someone who can anticipate my needs.  I need someone who can get done anything and everything that I need done, whether it be of a professional or personal nature.  This is an extremely demanding position--it isn’t scooping ice cream.  Unless, of course, I want ice cream,” she smiled.

“I think you’d be surprised how demanding people who want ice cream can be,” I said.  To my immense relief she laughed.  It was surprisingly light and feminine and it sent a thrill up my spine.

“Fair enough,” she grinned.  I suddenly realized just how beautiful she was with her thick dark hair, cat eyes and cheshire smile.  It was easy to see how she’d gotten so far in the business.  She knew when to be harsh, when to be charming.  I imagined that men would probably give her anything they wanted for the hope of sleeping with her.  And who would blame them?  She wore an elegant, royal blue jumpsuit with a plunging neckline that showed off her perfect cleavage and showcased her fit curves.  From the outline of her nipples I determined she wasn’t wearing a bra.  I wondered if down below she was wearing any panties.  I wondered if her pussy was smooth and hairless--perfectly manicured like her nails?  Or was it a wild mass of thick hair like what she sported on her head?

“Are you listening to me?”

“Yes, of course,” I said, trying to reposition myself in my seat.

“So tell me, then, what would you do in that situation?”

I had no idea what she was talking about.  She had been talking and all I had done was stare at her incredible body.

“Whatever is necessary.  Anything asked of me,” I prayed this was an answer that would suffice.

“Really?  You would do anything asked of you?”

“Anything YOU asked of me,” I clarified.

She stood up and walked towards me, slowly.  She put her hands on each arm of my chair and stared me down.  The top of her jumpsuit fell open, and my eyes strained to take in all they could.

“So if I want you to strip down for him, you will?”

Strip down for whom?  What on earth was she talking about?  Why couldn’t I just listen to what she was saying, instead of focusing my attention on her skin, her flesh, the lines and shadows of her curves?  She was leaning forward even more now, and I thought I saw a glimpse of her pink areola…

“I...I trust your judgment, of course.  I’ve followed your career--you make such excellent choices.  I don’t believe you’d ask something of me that isn’t necessary.”

“What are you looking at?”

“What?”

“You  seem to be searching for something down my top,” she said, her eyebrow cocking again.  “Tell me something, Mandy,” she continued.  “Are you on this interview because you’re a dirty little lezzie who was hoping for a glimpse at my tits?”

“Oh my goodness--no!  I’m not--I mean--I have a boyfriend!” I said.

“Why does the idea offend you?  Don’t you like my tits?”  She pulled her top open just enough to give me a glimpse of her dark pink protrusions, pointing at me, begging me to kiss and suck them.

“I mean...of course--they’re beautiful,” I said, my cheeks getting hot.  “I’m...I think I’m getting a little bit uncomfortable.”

She looked down between my splayed open legs and smiled.  To my surprise, she put a warm hand on my panty-hose covered leg and gently pushed it open a little bit more.  I laid back in the strange chair, feeling her eyes scanning between my legs like lasers.

“I can see why.  You’re all wet down here...”  Then she pursed her thick, moist lips and blew coolly between my legs, the cold air hitting the wet crotch of my bodysuit and shocking me.

“Oh my goodness!” I cried out, and she laughed sadistically.

“Relax.  I always elicit that reaction,” she said.  And of course she did--there was something about her that was so compelling, you simply wanted to give her what she wanted.  I’d been here only a few minutes, but already she had managed to get me out of my clothes--had humiliated me, and the only thing I wanted was to find out what she wanted from me next.  I was scared--and exhilarated.  My heart was beating out of my chest.

“I’m just...I’m just a little nervous.  I think I’ve forgotten the question…”

“The question was:  If I asked you to strip down, would you do it?”

“I suppose...I suppose I already did,” I said, my heart racing.

“Why would you do that?”

“Because...because I want to do whatever I have to to please you.  I want to succeed.”

“Do you want to succeed in your career? Or do you want to succeed at pleasing me?”

“Aren’t they the same thing?”

“Yes, they are,” she said.  Then I watched as her head lowered down, her eyes still on mine, but her mouth achingly close to my pussy.  She breathed in deeply, and the feeling of air rushing between my legs made me dizzy.

“You’ve gushed right through your undergarments,” she said into my pussy.  “ Any assistant of mine has to stay presentable.  Get rid of them.” She stood up and stepped back, her arms folded, waiting for me to do as I was told.

It took a great amount of effort to get out of the chair--it was impossible to do gracefully, and I was wildly embarrassed having her watch me struggle.  But I was desperate to give her what she wanted, and after much effort,  I was finally up and standing.  She nodded at me to continue, and with shaking hands, I pulled down the straps of my body suit, my scarf still wrapped around my neck and draped over my perky, pointy breasts.  I pulled the suit down past my torso, then my panty-hose covered pussy, before dropping the suit and letting it fall to the floor.  I stepped out of it and kicked it aside, feeling suddenly free and happy, having been unleashed from my clothes.

“You’re a very pretty girl,” she said, circling me.  “Have you ever thought about being an actress?”

“No, not really.”

“That’s good.  I want my assistant completely devoted to me,” she breathed in my ear.  My nipples stiffened at once.

“Oh, I definitely would be,” I breathed as she moved behind me.  She tucked her thumbs into the band of my pantyhose and began pulling them down.  My legs shook a little as she pulled them to my ankles, stopping at my Mary Janes.

“Keep those hose right where they are,” she instructed.  I stood, a little wobbly, on legs tethered together with my own hosiery.

She continued to circle me as I stood there, too nervous to speak or move.  My whole body was running hot.  I had never been appraised this way before, and being appraised by such a gorgeous, powerful woman made me both insecure and filled with desire.  I found myself yearning for her to touch me, even as the thought of it frightened me.  I had never before found myself attracted to a woman.  My girlfriends and I had no qualms with stripping down around each other or going skinny dipping at the beach.  They were all beautiful girls, but we were only having innocent fun.  But Maxine’s grey eyes burned like hot, molten metal:  dangerous and foreboding, and yet I longed to submerge myself in those seductive pools, and let the burning metal of her envelope and trap me.  She seemed untouchable--and all that I wanted in the world was to be touched by her.  All I wanted was to touch her where she burned the hottest.  I was frightened and bewildered by my own lecherous, sapphic thoughts.

“You’re shaking,” she said, facing me.  “Do you think you can get anything done for me when you’re shaking like a leaf?”

“Yes,” I said--though she was right.  Even my voice was shaking.

She walked slowly towards me, and her red tipped finger grazed my inner thigh. It was all I could to not squirm and fall over.

“Do you think you have the experience required to do the job?”

“To be honest...I’m not entirely sure what the job is…” I said.

“The job is whatever I want at any time.  Do you think you can give me whatever I want at any time?” her finger trailed upward until it reached my slit, trailing lightly along the crest.

“I really want to…” I whispered.

“Do you think you can anticipate my needs?”  Her eyes were burning into mine.

“Yes, I think I can.”

“Tell me, what do you think it is that I need from you right now?”  Her lips curled up in a sinister smile and her eyes were laughing at me.  She could tell just how desperate I was for her.  God, any answer was sure to be the wrong one…

“You...you want me to worship your body…” I was practically gulping for air, I was so pathetic.

“Almost there, pet.  Right now, I just want to hear you beg for it.  Get on your knees.”

I fell to my knees upon her request, staring up at her.  When she started to pull down the straps of her top, pulling it down slowly until her beautiful, voluminous teardrops were hovering above me, I thought I just might pass out.  I wanted to suck on them so badly--I wanted to nurse on her dark pink nipples like an undernourished rodent at its feeder.  She saw my longing face, and let her red tipped fingers trail over her beautiful orbs, stopping at the nipples, pinching them enticingly.

“Please...please, let me…” I begged.

“Please let you what?” She pulled and stretched her nipples just to make my pussy ache and contract for her.

“Please, let me suck on your beautiful nipples.  Please, let me make you cum…”

“You think you can make me cum, pet?”

“I want to try.”

“There is no trying.  This is all or nothing.  If you can’t make me cum, you’re worthless to me--I’ll toss you out of here just as you are.  But if you can...I may decide to keep you around.  If you do an very good job, I may even give you a little reward.  You’re no good to my business.  But I’m willing to see if you have some sort of use.  Those are my terms.  Do you accept?”

“Yes.  Yes, please!”  I was squeezing my legs together hard, feeling my pussy pulsate and cream in my dirty nylons.  She leaned down to me, her dangling titty in my face.

“Suck on it, my little bitch,” she said, and I dove at it with my mouth, sucking as though my life depended on it.  Feeling her nub grow hard in my mouth made made the pit of my stomach drop out.  My pussy was literally aching, and I wanted to rub and soothe it so badly--though I didn’t dare.  I only focused on making her moan.  I simply had to make her moan.

“Good girl, keep sucking,” she encouraged. I let my tongue dance around her now engorged nipple, then--unable to help myself, wanting to feel it between my teeth--I gave it a little bite, eliciting a gasp of shock from her that thrilled me.

My joy was short-lived, however, as she grabbed the red scarf around my neck and yanked it, momentarily choking me, causing me to release my grasp.  She held the scarf firmly, then grabbed hold of my bun and yanked hard, causing me to cry out.

“You like biting, you little bitch?”  she said harshly.  “You like pain, do you?’  I knew I was in deep trouble.  I feared being thrown out of her office, naked, humiliated--but what I feared most is that I would never taste her skin again.

“I’m sorry...I’m so sorry!” I pleaded, tears springing to my eyes.

“You’re going to be,” she said, pulling me to my feet by the hair and pulling to her desk, my tethered legs causing me to nearly trip and fall.  “Put your head on the desk and your arms behind you,” she commanded, and I obeyed.

She pulled the scarf off of my neck and bound my hands behind me tightly.

“Now get on the desk.”  Her voice was low and sinister.  “On your back.”

I felt like a worm, writhing my way onto her desk, my feet and arms bound.  She watched me squirm without mercy, only telling me to hurry up.  I scrambled harder until finally I was laying on my back, crushing my bound arms beneath me.

I watched as she went around to the drawers beneath, and pulled something out, hidden in her hands.  It wasn’t until I felt a sharp, surging pain in my right nipple, then the left, that I realized they were clothespins.  I moaned in pain, my eyes wet, but even the unforgiving pain of those pins thrilled me--she had very nearly touched my breasts with her own hands!

“How does it feel, pet?”  she said.

“I’m sorry--I’m so sorry!”  the pain was excruciating.  But my pussy was contracting uncontrollably.  My hips began to buck.  She slapped my pussy hard with the flat of her hand in response.

“You are a horny, selfish, little bitch, aren’t you?  Even now, you can only think about your own pleasure.  What good are you to me?”

“I’ll be good.  I’ll be good, I promise!  I’ll give you anything you want!  I’ll make you cum, I’ll be so good, I swear!”  God, if only she would give me a second chance.

“What if I just send you home to your boyfriend like this?  What if I just dump you on his lawn and he sees what a pathetic girl you are?”

“No...no, I just want to be a good girl!” I cried.

“Why do you deserve another chance?” she asked, calmly as she took a clothespin between her thumb and forefinger and gently twisted it.  I yelped loudly like a kicked dog.

“Because...because I can lick your pussy--I can make you cum.  I can make you cum over and over again!  You’ll like it, I swear!”  I had no idea if this was true--I’d never done it before.  But I knew it was the only thing in the world that I wanted.

She slid her jumpsuit to the floor, revealing her perfect, smooth pussy and a decorative little landing strip pointing the way to the slick pinkness that lay between her puffy lips.  God, it drove me wild.  I wanted my tongue, my fingers, all of me inside of her.  I wanted to know what lay inside.

“An inexperienced little girl like you?  You think you can pleasure my pussy?  Do you know how many people would kill for the chance?”

“I can do it--I can do it, let me try!”

“You know your punishment will be harsh if you can’t, don’t you pet?” she said, climbing up on the table with grace.  Her knees were on either side of my face, and she faced my pained, squirming body.  Her gorgeous, ass, her slightly parted pussy was poised over my face, so close, so inviting.

“Sit down--I want to be your throne.  Please--god, sit on your throne!”

“That’s a good pet, “ she said, her pussy inching towards my mouth.  “You only get one more chance…” and then it was all dark.

My nose was buried in her asshole, which smelled earthy and musky, causing my whole body to shake.  Her pussy sat on my open, watering mouth, as I drove my tongue inside of her.  It was the best thing I’d ever tasted--clean and a little sweet, smooth and slick.  I longed for a flood--I longed to be drowned in her cream.

“Not too bad, pet, but I think you can do better…” she ground herself into my face as she grabbed the clothespins and pulled, stretching my nipples past capacity.  I pressed my legs together, hoping to soothe the yearning in my pussy.  With one hand, she spread my lips open.  With the other, she spanked my clit hard and fast, over and over and over.

“Bad girl!  You don’t get pleasure down there until I say you do!”  Each spank of my aching clitty only multiplied my yearning.  I flicked her clit fast with my tongue, then swirled my tongue around it as it grew stiff in my mouth.  I began to suck on it fiercely.

“Oh, that’s a hungry little slut!  Good, girl...good girl…” she was still composed, but I could feel from the viscous cream that was forming that I was on the right track.  “But that’s not all I want from you, little pet…”  She moved her ass forward until her plump cheeks enveloped my mouth.

“Lick my asshole, whore,” she said, and her words made my head spin.   I sucked and licked her rim ravenously, happy to taste the dirtiest part of her.  She let out a low little moan and I drove my tongue deep into my queen’s perfect, pink asshole.

“Good girl...good girl...I think you may get your reward after all, pet…” she said.  And with that, she parted my lips clinically, and with one little finger, she gently rubbed just my clitty, now hugely engorged.

I moaned loudly into her ass, and the vibrations pleased her.  She bore down on my face and rubbed me harder, faster.

“Don’t you dare cum, you little bitch.  Not until I tell you to!”  It was almost too much to bear--my pussy was gushing and contracting and I could feel the wave rising within me.  All at once she lifted her ass and came back down hard on my face, pussy first, and I tongue fucked her the way I wanted her to tongue fuck me.  My mouth was watering, but soon--oh, God, it was the best moment of little, sheltered life!--her pussy was gushing and a steady stream began to pour out of her and into my hungry mouth.

“Good girl...very good girl…” she said, thrusting onto my tongue over and over as she came.  As her body calmed down, she said, “That was almost good enough to let you have an orgasm yourself.  I think by next time, you might be able to earn one.” She hopped off the table as I lay there, my heartbeat reverberating through my whole body, my pussy contracting hopelessly, longing for the orgasm that it wouldn’t receive.

“Be back here at 6:30am.  You’ll do whatever the receptionist asks of you until 10am when I arrive.  And don’t bother showing up if you’re going to wear something as hideous as this again,” she said, tossing me my clothes.  “Congratulations.  Now get going.”

She went to the door and held it open for me.  I realized I wouldn’t be able to get dressed in her office.  Covered in her cream, clad in only my tights and Mary-Janes, I hugged my clothes tight to me and walked out of her office, the receptionist giggling as I walked out the door.


5. Work and Playing Around: FFM Threesome with the New Secretary by Riley Davis

I was happy with who I was and the job I had, and of course, my boyfriend. He was due for a promotion and we wanted to celebrate. The way he wanted to celebrate was something I'd never done before. But I agreed to anyways - his new secretary was extremely alluring.

A promotion.

That’s what Mike told me he was getting as he poured me a mixed drink. We experimented all the time with different spirits and drinks, but I was used to him having the job he had and vice versa. It was secure. Now I wasn’t sure where we were going and I wasn’t sure I liked the feeling of it. I had felt that as long as we could support ourselves, I could let go in other areas of my life and be free to do as I pleased. But now… I had a bunch of questions racing through my head as he spoke.

He seemed excited about it. He seemed like it was what he had been waiting for. But I just couldn’t help but feel terrified that our way of life was going to be compromised by a new schedule, new co-workers, maybe even a new horrible boss that would make them fight.

Did I forget to mention we worked in the same office?

“So, did you want to meet my new secretary?” he asked as he put the olive into my drink and handed it to me.

I took out the olive and ate it, then took a healthy gulp of the drink before I spoke. “Um… you have a secretary now?”

He nodded, beginning to pour his own drink. “Yeah. I really think you’ll like her. Tomorrow I have to go in and get everything finalized, so she’ll only be working for me after that. But isn’t this exciting? I’ll have more money and I’ll get to manage my own appointments… I like the freedom this offers.”

I didn’t. As a child, my parents could never hold a job for more than a year. I had been with my firm for five years, and working in the industry for more than that. Five years was a record for me and I was proud of myself. He’d been in the office for three, and had sped past me in one promotion. I wondered how, but I couldn’t complain. I liked my little cubicle. It was my own and I did whatever I wanted in it as long as I got the job done. It was relaxing and orderly. I appreciated the security it offered.

I and my boyfriend had always come home together after our shifts, and sometimes we’d grab supper on the way home. Sometimes we’d go home first, get dressed up, and then go out on a date. I liked that I could leave work at work and come home with a free space in my mind for whatever else I wanted to do. And he could do the same, but now that he was getting a promotion I wasn’t sure what would happen. I didn’t like the prospects.

But I didn’t want to rain on his parade, so all I asked was, “Will you still be coming home with me every night?”

He reached for me and kissed my hand. “Always. You won’t have to worry about that. Is the drink good?”

I smiled and took another sip. “That makes me feel better. Delicious.”

I couldn’t lie about that. At least he would still leave work at work and he’d focus on us or his hobbies when he came home. But what if his new secretary was attractive? I admitted, I felt a little jealous. I decided to meet her, just to help myself get rid of this nasty feeling. And anyways, if he cheated on me I would know about it – we did work at the same place, after all. He wasn’t that stupid… was he?

I hated feeling so insecure.

“I’ll come and see you tomorrow before lunch to meet your new boss and secretary then,” I said simply. My stomach began to rumble and I realized the pizza hadn’t been delivered yet. “Forty-five minutes… I’m hungry.”

As if on cue, our apartment bell buzzed. He dropped the stuff for his drink and rushed to the buzzer to let the pizza guy in. It seemed he was hungry as well. I chuckled and finished his drink for him as he greeted the pizza delivery guy and paid him. I recognized the pizza boy – he’d worked at the same place for over a year and had personally delivered to us many times.

I felt fat for all the food I ate yet I made up for it in the sweat I created on the treadmill. At least I kept myself in better shape than some – Michael hadn’t kept up his routine and was starting to get a belly. I made a mental note to remind him to start working out again soon.

He brought the pizza over and began to cut it. “Want to get the videos up?” he asked.

I nodded and went over to the TV, setting up the DVR. “I’m really looking forward to watching this,” I said and put the episode on pause.

He got us plates and brought both the pizza box and the plates over, then went to get his drink. “I’m really looking forward to the extra money my promotion will give me. We might actually be able to travel now!”

As much as I didn’t like the idea of having our schedule messed up, I admitted that going out of the country to see something completely different was appealing. I made the conscious choice to be happy for him because he seemed like if I had any objections, he would try his best to resolve them. “Where would you want to go?” I asked as he sat down.

He shrugged. “Wherever you want to go. Keeps things interesting, right?”

I smiled and pressed play. “Interesting, indeed.”

The next day and one hangover later, we arrived at the office a little late. I felt bad because I rarely was late for work, but I supposed that it would be all right as long as Michael’s new boss didn’t hate him. What a great first impression to make, though.

“Michael?” A skinny blonde woman came up to us as we entered the office. She was dressed in colorful professional clothing, something I wasn’t used to seeing. Most people dressed in gray or black, not purple.

“Hey, Sherry. Is the boss in right now?” Mike responded.

“He’s in a meeting right now but should be ready for you in a quick moment,” she answered simply. She acted more professional than she appeared.

She didn’t seem to notice I was with him so I cleared my throat softly, grabbing her attention. She looked up at me with her big green eyes. The look she gave me made me feel nervous. It was like she was scanning me for level of attractiveness. My face went red when I realized that’s exactly what she was doing.

“It’s n-nice to meet you. I’m Jessica,” I said, reaching my hand out to shake hers. “I hear you’re going to be Mike’s Secretary.”

A light of recognition appeared in her expression. “Oh, Jess? Mike’s told me a lot about you! It’s nice to finally meet you!” she chimed. Something in her look concerned me, though. It felt like there was a lot more behind her friendliness than just meeting someone they’d heard about.

Mike pulled me aside for a moment and spoke in a lower tone than normal. “What do you think of her?”

I wasn’t sure what to think of her, but I didn’t say that. “She’s okay, why?”

The look in his eyes betrayed it before he said it. “Do you want to try that threesome fantasy? I mean, you said you’d think about it, and now we might be able to. I mean, if she agrees.”

“I… I don’t know, Mike, I said it would have to be with someone that I trust.”

Right then, Sherry tapped Mike on the shoulder. “He’s ready to see you now.”

“We’ll talk about this after you play meet and greet with your new boss,” I said.

“Wish me luck.” he beamed, kissing me quickly on the lips. “I love you!”

The office grew quite after Michael disappeared. For several minutes I sat there next to Sherry’s desk. I decided to get some work done so I pulled out my laptop. We both were silent for a while until Sherry said, “So, that was a bit of a big thing to drop on you, eh?”

She put her pen down after quickly scrawling out signatures on documents and looked me in the eye. I closed my laptop to focus on her, deciding not to be intimidated by the look she was giving me. “So he already spoke to you about it then?”

“I could hear you guys talking.” She shrugged, and leaned back in her seat. “I’d do you, you’re cute.”

I blushed furiously when she said that. It must’ve been as red as a lobster. Sherry giggled.

“It’s okay, honey. You have time to think over it. Your man isn’t the kind to rush you on a decision that important.”

We finally got off the subject and chatted about other things like hobbies, hairstyles, and the latest episode of our favorite shows. I realized quickly that she wasn’t just some girl. She didn’t become a secretary with her looks. She had graduated with a Master’s degree, and the only reason she was a secretary right now is because she had only recently graduated. I knew she would climb quickly – she seemed like the easy-going type, but determined.

It was finally getting less awkward and I found some measure of trust in her when Mike popped back out of the office.

“Hell yes!” he celebrated, rushing to me and embracing me in his arms. It was for real now – Mike wasn’t just a cubicle jockey like me anymore. I wondered if he would be my boss. If so… things could get complicated fast. I didn’t like to be ordered around anywhere except the bedroom. I liked how relaxed my cubicle was. He wasn’t the type to let people slack off, though.

He urged us all to head to his new office. He wanted to see it with us both right away. We followed him hurriedly up the stairs and down a few hallways. I was in an area of the building I wasn’t familiar with now. I had always just stayed in the cubicle area, and by the coffee machine. This was where the higher-ups worked. I wondered just what kind of promotion he had received – it was certainly more than I’d anticipated. I decided now that he knew more about it and it was for certain, I would talk about it with him when we got home later.

He opened the door to his office and gestured for us to enter. I looked around. The room itself was rather bland with only his desk and chair sitting by the right wall with his new computer on top of it, but the view at the far wall was amazing because it was all one big window. We were only a few floors up but I could see a majority of the district from where I stood. For the first time I felt slightly jealous. “You get to work alone…” I muttered. I felt like I was being left behind.

Mike took my hand. “You can come up here and work whenever you like with me. I have authority to say you can now.”

I looked up at him. “So you really are my new boss?”

He smirked. “More like your servant under cover.”

Sherry coughed to catch our attention. “Nice place you’ve got here. I have to say, I’m jealous. But it’ll be my position pretty soon. And then some.”

I stared at her. Was she threatening my boyfriend?

Mike shrugged. “At least I’ll warm the seat for you before I go up a couple of floors.”

Sherry chuckled at that. “I like your sense of humor. So, shall we go and celebrate?”

I wasn’t sure what to think. At first she seemed nice, then she sounded like Mike’s rival, and then back to friendly. What exactly was going on here? I had to know. “What kind of celebrating will we be doing?” I asked.

Mike shrugged. “Whatever you two want, I suppose.”

I looked between them. They both gazed at me, expectant. They wanted me to decide what I wanted to do. I felt a little nervous but also satisfied that they could rely on me to pick out what to do. I took a few moments to ponder over what I wanted to do, and as I thought I could feel Sherry’s eyes boring into me. It made me feel rather hot actually and while I was hungry, it wasn’t like I couldn’t go and get some afterwards…

I looked at Mike. “Are you willing to skip work for a few hours?” I asked.

Mike shrugged. “As long as I get my work done later, I don’t think anyone will notice. Why, what’s on your mind, baby?”

Sherry smirked. “I don’t think it’s her mind that’s doing her thinking.”

I blushed furiously. “Well, um… not quite.” I smiled sheepishly.

Mike came over to me and put a comforting arm around my shoulder. “Then do you want to do what I suggested earlier?”

I couldn’t help but feel like if I didn’t I wouldn’t get another chance, and I would regret it. “Yeah. Let’s do it.”

Sherry took off her blazer and draped it over Mike’s chair. “I was just waiting for this ever since he mentioned it.”

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“Because I knew you’d agree. You seem like the type to do something crazy.”

Mike cleared his throat. “So… here and now?”

I shrugged. “As long as we won’t get caught.”

Mike smiled and went to his office door. He closed it and locked it. “No one should bother us – since I and Sherry are the only ones with the keys.”

It made me feel better so I took off my coat and put it on the chair as well. Mike wasn’t a shy guy so he stripped down to his underwear immediately, leaving his suit on the floor next to his desk. I felt my libido shoot up as soon as he showed off his skin. I had always been attracted to him, and now that we were trying something new it felt more exciting. Mike always kept things interesting for me and him.

Sherry didn’t seem shy either but she left her skirt and bra on. “Skirts are fun,” she said, approaching us. “Just like this will be.”

Mike and Sherry wasted no time in making me feel pleased. Mike lifted me onto the desk and kissed my neck, while Sherry climbed up behind me and began to undo my buttons while groping my tits aggressively. I wondered if they would just be focused on me the whole time, but I realized that was conceited of me. They both deserved pleasure of their own and I fully intended to deliver. But I wanted more as well… so I let them ravage me for a while.

Mike moved from my neck to my lips, making out with me. He stuck his tongue into my mouth, and I decided to use my own tongue, loving the taste of him so much. I closed my eyes, letting him ignite the burning embers of my sex drive. I reached one of my hands to his package and groped it, fondling him excitedly. He moaned into our kiss, his dick hardening at my touch.

I had almost forgotten Sherry was behind me, I was so deep in the moment. She pulled my shirt off and unclipped my bra, and I found myself quickly topless. It was then that Mike finally broke our kiss and took Sherry’s hand, pulling her to the front. His hand roamed to her clothed boob and squeezed it. I felt slightly abandoned, but before I could really focus on it his other hand roamed down my body and dug itself into my panties, softly rubbing my clitoris. I yelped a little, not expecting it so soon but I enjoyed it nonetheless, leaning my head backwards to slip back into the moment.

I heard Sherry moan and I peeked quickly to see what Mike was doing to her. His mouth was over her nipples, sucking it and licking it. I bit my lip, finding it really enjoyable to watch. He pulled his mouth off her breast and it made a soft popping noise. He stuck his tongue out and flicked the tip of the nipple, making her squirm in pleasure.

I found myself writhing as well. He’d been with me long enough that he knew exactly what to do with his fingers. He poked his middle one at the entrance of my pussy, but didn’t slip it in. It still felt so good because the entrance itself was a soft spot and my vagina became wet in such a short amount of time when he touched it that I found I was capable of dripping. He knew this and I knew he was going to make me wait for release.

Sherry was now the one groping his cock, and he moaned as she jerked him. She had taken the liberty of removing his underwear, and was now on her knees in front of him. Which meant she was between my legs. I couldn’t help but wonder if she would turn around and do anything to me once she was finished with him. Mostly because Mike was teasing my pussy and it was driving me crazy.

I wondered what it was like to eat a pussy and I wanted Sherry to give me access so I could find out. Still, I waited for her to be done, while Mike prodded my pussy with his finger but offering nothing more yet. So I took matters into my own hands and got off the desk and onto my knees. I put my own hand to my vagina and fingered myself while I and Sherry blew him.

He enjoyed this immensely, leaning his head back and groaning. He put his hands on the back of our heads, with the smile of a man who is living the ultimate fantasy.

“Fuck,” he sighed. “I knew this would be good but… fuck.”

We giggled softly together. Sherry’s tongue danced up his shaft while my lips drank the pre-cum dripping from his tip like a straw. I had tasted him so often that it became natural to me to swallow it all. Sperm was an acquired taste, and I had developed a love for it. I wondered if Sherry was enjoying it. She seemed to be, licking Mike’s cock like a lollipop and then fondling his balls with her fingers. She couldn’t seem to get enough.

A burning urge to feel Sherry grew as we toyed with his dick. My free hand roamed over to her leg, crawling toward the edge of her skirt. I could feel the heat radiating from underneath it. She was enjoying every moment of it and I felt the urge to touch and taste her becoming unbearable.

Just then I felt one of her hands sharply grip my butt, sending a shock up my spine. I yelped, glancing over at her and panting in anticipation. She smirked at me, and I felt those eyes pierce me. She knew I enjoyed her touch, and she squeezed my ass to make me wetter.

“Let me get under you, I need to taste!” I blurted. Sherry and Mike smiled at me in pleasured surprise. I wasn’t usually a vocal person about what I wanted in bed – Mike had always told me what to do and I did it. I never had any complaints because he always made sure I was satisfied.

Sherry obliged, spreading her legs in front of me and lifting up her skirt a little for easier access. I lied on my back beneath her. Looking up, I could see her voluminous breasts and her lips engulfing Mike’s throbbing cock. I took a look at my goal. She was entirely bare, almost glossy with her smoothness. She must’ve been waxed. It glistened with her pure excitement. I brought my lips to it, giving it a gentle kiss. It was sweet, with a slight musk to it. The flavor and matching scent set my heart pounding. I stopped holding back and dived right in, pressing my lips to her, sucking at her clitoris. Audible moans escaped her throat, muffled by the thick cock in her mouth. My tongue slipped out into her deep opening, twirling itself about and tasting every last detail of her insides. I found myself getting wetter at just the mere thought of pleasuring her. I found soon that I really wanted Mike’s cock inside me as I ate her out.

“Fuck…” Mike pulled Sherry’s head back, off of his cock. “I’m going to burst if you keep going like that.”

I smirked. “We wouldn’t want that too early.”

“Oh, Jess, baby, use your fingers for me and get up here!” Sherry chimed in, lacking much of her previous composure. She sat down and spread herself in front of me while I got into a doggy-style position. I rubbed her pussy a little before slipping my fingers inside her. I curled them and pumped her, and her moans became loud and clear.

I felt Mike prod my vagina from behind while I did this. His hands grabbed my ass, squeezing the cheeks, and he pulled on my hips aggressively. My pussy engulfed him in an instant and I let out a loud yelp of pleasure. Then he thrust inside me hard and fast, looking to make me come as quickly as possible. This was my favorite position and whenever I had a hard time finishing, he put me on my hands and knees and fucked me like an animal. I came within a few minutes usually, and this time was no exception.

To make myself last longer, I focused on eating Sherry’s clit and fucking her with my fingers. I wanted Mike to come with me so I tried my best to hold my own orgasm in. Sherry on the other hand, only writhed in pleasure as I sucked her clit and milked her g-spot. She didn’t seem concerned with holding back and soon she shuddered and squeezed around my fingers. My fingers were wet with her cum. I kept pumping her pussy until she squirted in my mouth, crying out my name. It had a unique taste and it didn’t smell like urine so I drank it all, licking my lips. I felt amazed with myself. I brought another woman to orgasm. I kept going, making her squirt a second time. For a moment she looked about to pass out, and she pushed me away to regain her composure briefly before she slipping underneath me to lick my pussy as well as Mike’s balls. She was satisfied, but it seemed she wanted to satisfy us both as well.

I didn’t hold back any more. I could feel the wetness of Sherry’s tongue flicking away at my clit and Mike’s thick cock slamming against my deepest spots and rubbing me in just the right way. And just like I wanted, Mike and I came together hard. I felt the waves of pleasure hit me, and then I felt the warmth of his semen explode into my pussy, coating the inside with a thick, gooey mess. My orgasm just milked the rest of him, squeezing it all out into me. He pumped my pussy for a moment more, making sure I was finished before pulling out of me.

I felt satisfied, but it seemed they were not. Mike stooped down and began eating me, slipping his tongue into my vagina. He’d never done that after he’d already come, so I let out a surprised moan. But I liked it. Being eaten by both of them… it just made me want to come again, and that’s exactly what I did a few moments later. I quivered on Mike’s tongue as he thrashed the inside of my pussy, while Sherry worked on my clit. Mike also took it upon himself to put a wet finger into my anus. We’d done anal before and I’d loved it so it only made me feel better as he finger-fucked my ass. Soon he was slamming it into me, and all I could do was take it.

Soon the pleasure grew to be too much for my body to handle and I exploded into the ultimate pleasure all over their faces. I felt the wetness on my thighs and I realized I’d squirted for the very first time. Mike kept going and Sherry was fingering herself as she ate me, moaning into my clitoris. I put my mouth over her pussy, desperate to taste her cum again. My body’s orgasm didn’t stop for anything and I found myself crying out as I squirted all of it into Mike’s face. He didn’t drink it – instead he let me make a mess on the floor and quench his face in it.

Within moments Sherry had come for a third time, though she didn’t squirt. Still, I felt her throb in pleasure and I sucked with delight on her clit until she finished her orgasm. Mike finally pulled his finger out of me and my orgasm faded, but he still licked up cum and his own sperm before sitting back with his hands on my ass, massaging it gently.

Sherry pulled from under me and sat in front of me, smiling. “How’d you like it?” she asked.

I only moaned a little through my closed mouth in response, unable to do anything but quiver in the aftershock of my massive orgasm. Mike scooted next to me and pulled me into his arms, hugging me while I recovered.

Sherry chuckled. “Maybe we could do this again sometime, the three of us. I mean, I have no intentions of getting in your way, it’s your relationship. But it was fun nonetheless.”

Mike shrugged, his sweat drying off quickly. “If Jessica wants to, I have no objectives.”

I panted my response. “I would love to.”

Before I could process what had happened, we were all dressed and tidied up. It was almost as if we all had a dream. A sexy, long-lasting, pleasurable dream.  We went back to work and didn’t speak of it for the rest of the day or week. People didn’t even notice what had happened and didn’t remark on anything, and I preferred it that way. I was glad no rumors were spreading to complicate things.

The only evidence left was the lipstick kiss marks on both sides of Mike’s neck, one purple and one red.


6. Jenny and the IT Guy: The MILF's Office Sex with a Young Stud by Ellie North

The corporate world can be a tough place to navigate. You find out at an early age that moving up is all about politics, and if you are a pretty girl like me you find out exactly what those type of politics are - the sexy kind. I was always great at leveraging my assets to move up in the business world. But when I got to the top in my thirties, there was no place to go. So what did I do next? The same thing that any other good corporate slut would do. I found a young boy to tutor and made sure that he knew how to move up in the world.

You know how when you are young you have a certain conception of what the world is going to be like. And then the rest of your life is finding out that you were wrong at every turn. I imagined that getting into the corporate world was going to give me some kind of meaning and purpose. I was in my early twenties, fresh out of an ivy league school when I started working in Wall Street. I had all of the charisma and charm and eagerness to conquer the world. And in some respects I did.

I started out as a secretary, of course. This was perfect for learning the office dynamics and plotting out a career path. I worked hard in those early days. I learned what each person wanted in their coffee and the moods they were in during different parts of the day. I was good at making people smile with a tossle of my hair or a wink. I knew that this was because I was young and beautiful, but I had to leverage every advantage that I had to move up. Sure enough, I was so valued as a secretary that I was eventually positioned to be the personal assistant to one of the most important people in the building.

This was great for a while. And this is where I really made a lot of connections and moved up in the world. I teased my boss with my sexuality but never let him have a taste. This is probably part of the reason that he treated me so well. I kept the carrot in front of him forever without letting him get it. I got promotion after promotion from him and other important people because of how well I was able to understand the male psyche. Essentially, the key to success is understanding what people want and luring them with it. Nobody was better at that than me.

Oscar Wilde once said, “The only thing worse than not getting what you want is getting it.” I think this might be true. I got everything I wanted from my job. I had respect from everyone and in my thirties I made it to a position that many women only dream of. I had my own office and was independent and powerful. But like Wilde predicted, it was nothing great. I missed the struggle of being young and thinking that getting to the top would offer me some kind of joy and contentment in life. But that was always just an illusion. Perhaps that was the carrot that my superiors held in front of me to get me to work hard.

Now I could take it easy, kick back in my office and let the new young recruits do the busy work. They would sweat and toil thinking that their work would amount to something fulfilling. I knew it wouldn’t and took joy in thinking about their futility. But what was left for me? I had put so much into my job that I had forgotten about what I really needed in life. There was more to life than status and money, right? There had to be. I thought about what had given me joy when I was younger and realized that it had to do with the more simple pleasures in life. I wished that I could go back to that, but my position in life seemed to preclude it.

But why should it? I should be allowed to pursue whatever I wanted. I knew that my thoughts would not turn off until I explored them further and saw if they would lead me to some kind of fulfilling pleasure. I had to know how to satisfy my desires and spice up my now boring life.

I was still just as beautiful as I was when I started off. I knew the importance of maintaining appearance. That is something that lot of women forget about and they end up getting left behind when they put on 50 pounds. I never did that. I was the same weight and had the same figure as a decade ago. In some ways I was more stylish and because of my success and confidence I thought that I must have been sexier than ever. But I hadn’t gotten laid in forever.

Guys must be intimidated by me.

That was it. I was sure there was no other reason. I mean, I still had it. Why should I even be concerned with this though. I am a powerful woman and I don’t need a guy to make me feel validated. Yeah, that is the kind of talk that makes women slaves and feel dependent. I am powerful and independent and nobody can take that away from me. The last thing I wanted to do was allow a man to have any kind of power over me.

As I was thinking these things, Jake, the IT guy walked into my office. “We are doing some upgrades on the computers. Is now a good time for me to take a look at yours and see what I can do.”

I thought nothing of it at first. “Sure go ahead, I will just go get some coffee while you check it out.” I got up from my chair and left the room. The feeling of power over Jake was palpable and I knew that I could get him to do anything that I wanted. When I got to the door I looked back. He must have been around 22 or 23 years old, fresh out of college. I was a full ten years older than him and in a position of authority but there was a definite attraction to him that I could not deny.

The coffee tasted better than usual and I wondered if it had anything to do with Jake. When I returned I saw that he was still in my office working.

“This is not going to take too long. The only thing is that I am going to have to come back tomorrow to finalize the installations. When would be a good time for me to do that?” asked Jake.

Coming back tomorrow was a good thing.  I liked having this guy around. I looked him up and down before responding - something that I had learned from experience made me seem more powerful and in control. Only this time I admired his muscular physique and strong jaw. He must have played sports in college. “You can come back at any time. How about in the morning if you can.”

“Sounds good,” said Jake as he turned to leave. He turned around, “I’m Jake by the way.”

“Nice to meet you, Jake,” I said. I had known that he existed but only in passing. There were a number of IT guys and I never thought anything of them. But this Jake. He looked so good as he walked away. Had every IT guy in the past introduced themselves like that? Was he trying to hit on me?

It had been so long since I had done anything sexual with a guy that it was hard for me to read the signs. I wanted him to have been hitting on me. I started to get hot thinking about it. Instinctively I looked around the office. There were no windows to the rooms in the building and the door could lock. Jake had to be in here tomorrow. The ideas kept running through my mind.

****

The next day at the office was no different than any other except for in my mind. And because of that I walked with extra enthusiasm. I got plenty of smiles from men that worked in the building and from the women too. Everyone loved me and they seemed to sense that I was in a particular good mood.

When I got to my office I made sure that coffee was set out as well as some cheese and crackers. I didn’t usually entertain IT guys, but it is never too late to be a good Samaritan. I looked at the clock. It was 10 A.M. and he was still not here. I tried to get some work done for the day so that I wouldn’t be bogged down. I figured that it was possible Jake would reduce my productivity. Suddenly there was a knock on the door. I immediately felt a twinge between my legs that I hadn’t felt in a long time.

“Come in,” I said.

“I’m here to follow up on the computer,” said Jake.

“Ah, yes,” I said. “I’ve been expecting you. I have some coffee for you if you want any and some snacks.”

“That is very considerate of you,” said Jake.

He worked away at the compute while I stood there feeling sort of awkward. Was everything in my mind or was there something between us. We had barely even talked at this point.

“Jake, where did you go to college if you don’t mind me asking.”

“University of Santa Barbara,” he said without stopping what he was working on. He didn’t seem to interested in a conversation.

“Did you know professor Schwarztmen?” I asked.

“Yeah…” he said without thinking about it. I made the name up. He clearly wasn’t paying much attention to me.

“Jake, why don’t you stop working on that for one second.”

He got up immediately and looked at me. “Do you need some privacy?”

“No that is not it all at all. Jake, I made up the name of the professor to see if you were paying any attention to me. But you clearly aren’t.”

“I’m sorry,” said Jake. “I have a lot of these computers to fix and I am just trying to go as fast as I can.”

I thought about his situation and thought some advice would be helpful. “Do you know what the most important rule for working your way up in the corporate world is, Jake?”

“Doing a good job and being efficient?”

“No,” I said with a bit of a laugh. “The most important thing is always politics. “I am going to help you out because you seem like a nice boy with good intentions.”

“What exactly do you mean by politics?” Jake looked puzzled.

“Haven’t you ever heard it said that a girl fucked her way to the top?”

“I’m not sure I follow. I mean I don’t do that sort of stuff. I wasn’t raised like that.”

“Oh Jake, you poor naive boy. You just don’t know the way of the world yet. It is not wrong to think about practical matters. It is the only way to be successful. You see, in any work environment there are two games being played. There is the game that is portrayed to the outside world and is the outermost layers. And then there is the game being played on the inside. People don’t need to know how office politics really work. And often new employees never find out. They just work hard for very little money and do the dirty work. But I’m going to help you out Jake. I’m going to teach you how to work your way up in this world?”

“Is that how you got here?” asked Jake.

“I didn’t have to do much fucking and sucking,” I replied. “I just flirted with the right people and let them think that they could have me if they played their cards right. Everyone wants something in this world. And you have to figure out what that is, own it, and then sell it at a high price. I know what you want Jake.”

“You know what I want? You don’t know anything about me.”

“I know what all men want. Aren’t you a man Jake?”

“Of course...but what does that say about me?”

I smiled at Jake in a way that I hadn’t smiled in years. For it was not that smile that a young secretary gives to her boss but the smile of an older woman who knows that she is about to get a young stud to perform for her. “I know that as a man you want to be in control and that working this job is probably eating away at you. You naturally want to move up the ranks in the company. And also, I know that as a man you want to put your cock inside of a hot woman. Isn’t that right Jake?”

Jake looked flustered as if he was about to leave. “What are you talking about. You can’t be like this, you are the vice president.”

“Exactly Jake, and that means that I can do whatever I want here. And I can promote whomever I want. Is that clear.”

“Yes, that is clear,” said Jake. “He started to regain his composure. I mean what did you have in mind as a way to help me out?”

“You are a lot smarter than that Jake,” I said. “You know exactly what I am getting at. You are a college graduate, think like one. What am I hinting at?”

“I think I know, but I don’t want to say it outloud. I don’t want to get fired. I need this job.”

“Jake, there are no windows to the other parts of the building. And you can lock the door and you are supposed to be here. There is nothing that could go wrong. No way for you to get caught. Besides, I have a lot to lose as well. Now go lock the door and come back here, or leave this room and we are done. It’s your choice.” I knew full well what he would choose. I didn’t doubt it for a second. And as he walked to go lock the door I felt my pussy begin to throb ever so slightly. It was much different than the anticipation that I felt before I would play with it. For this would be much better, this time I would have a young stud. Fuck.

“Okay, it’s locked,” said Jake as he came back. “Now I think that you have to get whatever you want to do started.”

“I knew you would say that,” I replied. I took off my top revealing my black bra that I picked out special for the day. “It goes well with my blonde hair, wouldn’t you say. The contrast is what is striking and to this point, no man has been able to resist.”

“It is striking,” said Jake with his mouth slightly agape. “I can’t believe that this is happening. I mean I just started working here and you are a very powerful woman…”

I walked up to Jake and put a finger to his lips to keep him from ruining things further. “Jake you need to quiet your mind. Don’t think about this as right or wrong. Don’t think about the consequences. Think about the experience. That is the only way to live in this world, the only way to survive the stresses of everyday life.” I whispered into his ear as a spoke and put my arm around his back to caress him. “There is something sacred about the office fuck that you don’t yet understand. It is never spoken about, and yet it is often the most cherished memory people have of their working lives.”

“Is that really true?”

“You tell me when this is over,” I said. “I started unbuttoning his shirt. He wasn’t wearing a stuffy suit that the older men wore to make themselves feel important. He was wearing a simple button up the was suitable for a smart kid that worked in IT. He was young enough to have the body to make it look good over his chiseled body. I couldn’t unbutton it fast enough. I had to see what youth looked like again.

“Is this just going to be like a one time thing or what?”

“You need to stop worrying about things,” I said as I finished unbuttoning him. His stomach was flat with noticeable muscularity. It wasn’t the bulging ripples of a gym monkey, but the youthful abs that are there for no other reason than a high metabolism and a healthy lifestyle. “Trust me, don’t ruin this moment. Savor it.” I began to unbutton his pants.

Jake closed his eyes after I mentioned that he should try to savor the moment. I was excited knowing that he was going to try to enjoy it now. His pants came off easy and his hard cock sprang up, bulging against his boxer briefs. “Wow, you are really packing there, Jake. I’m impressed.”

“Thanks?”

“No need to be shy, Jake. I am one of the most powerful people in this building and I am telling you that you are doing a great job at work today.” I pulled his briefs down and his cock sprung up even further. It was long and girthy with a well defined head that seemed to give the erect penis personality. “And now it seems that you are doing an even better job at work. Jake, you are really something else.”

“Yeah, I’m glad that you like it,” he said nervously.

I grabbed his cock and felt the heaviness in my hand. It was tender and soft and yet rock hard at the same time. I knew it would taste delicious. I pressed it against my lips and let it slide slowly into my mouth. I could hear Jake grown as it slid deeper and deeper. I wish I could talk to him in that moment. I would ask him how good it felt to have his cock deep into the vice president's mouth. But I was occupied. And the only thing on my mind was making that cock feel as good as possible.

“Fuck Jenny,” he said.

That’s right you bad IT boy, say my name. I wanted him to beg me to give him more pleasure. I wanted to completely alter his perception of reality - to rock his world. I slid his cock even deeper and felt it hit the back of my throat. I fondled his balls with my hand and slid his dick down my throat at the same time. I had deep throated guys before, but never a young stud like Jake. His dick was so smooth and felt amazing going down my throat. I couldn’t get enough of him and stuffed him down as fast as I could almost gagging.

“Fuck,” moaned Jake.

I don’t think he could say anymore. Tears filled my eyes as his cock continued to pound my throat. The best part was knowing how much pleasure I was giving a young stud.

He pulled his cock out of my throat. “Okay, I think I’m starting to understand what you want.” He grabbed me and turned me around and bent me over my own desk. He pulled down my skirt revealing my juicy ass - my favorite part of my body. Then he grabbed my panties and pulled them off slowly, delighting himself as he saw more and more of my skin. “I hope I am not overstepping my bounds.”

Not at all, I thought. But I couldn’t say it. The young stud was too much for me and I could barely think straight. He pressed me against my desk with force and power. Where did he get the nerve, doesn’t he know who I am. The next sensation was his hard cock pressing against my pussy. It wouldn't go in so easily. I was too tight for that. He pressed it and slid it from side to side making me dripping wet. And then he shoved it in. It felt so fucking good that I almost cried. But I had to maintain my composure. I didn’t want Jake to know that he could completely overpower me and make me putty in his hands. After all, I was much more powerful than him.

“I bet you like it like this,” he said. “I bet you like knowing that someone has the balls to bend you over your desk and fuck the shit out of you.”

He started pounding me harder and harder. His balls were slapping against my clit - a feeling that I love very much. The head of his cock felt so good sliding in and out of my vaginal walls. It was a tight fit and put a lot of pressure on my g-spot with every single stroke. The way that he moved his hips was different than other men that I had been with. It was much more fluid and each stroke was effortlessly firm. Fuck it felt so good.

“Now look who the boss is.”

Who the fuck does this guy think he is? But no sooner did that thought come then he started fucking me so hard and deep that I couldn’t even remember who I was let alone my position in the company. He got on top of the desk and propped my hips up higher and started fucking me like a wild animal. It was the most feral and raw fuck that I had ever experienced. His virility was driving me insane as it felt like each stroke of his cock was sending testosterone deep inside my pussy. Jake was coming alive and was no longer a polite IT guy. I could hardly take it anymore. If he kept fucking me like this any longer I would be completely dick drunk. It was the best feeling that I had ever had in my life and I could barely see straight. I barely remembered who was fucking me, all I could think about was the sensation. But then the name came to me and I remembered.

“Jake...Oh fuck Jake.”

“You like that Jenny. You like the way I am fucking you. Yeah, say my name like that.”

“Oh fuck,” I yelled louder. I didn’t care in that moment if everyone in the office knew what was happening. They only thing that they could be was jealous anyway. Jake fucked harder and harder with more and more confidence with every single stroke. He was taking me, the vice president of the company, and he was making me his bitch. And I loved it.

Jake grabbed me and carried me to the wall. He pressed me against it and started fucking me while I was propped up facing him. The sensation of being fucked by a wild young boy while I was off of the ground was too much for me to handle. My eyes were nearly bulging out of my head as they fought to take in what was happening. Jake was young and hot and fucking me with wild abandon. His muscles flexed and rippled with every single stroke. His hips pressed and into me harder and harder as if the desire to be inside my pussy was growing more and more compelling. He had to have me, he was hungry for me, he ached for me. And there was nothing more in the world that I loved more than being desired by a young stud. I needed Jake and he needed me. I thrust my hips to meet his cock as much as I could. The muscles in my body were tightening up but I didn’t care. I could barely keep track of what was going on. I felt spaceless and timeless and all I knew was that my whole body felt like it was going to explode in one perfect orgasm.

Suddenly he dropped me to the ground. “I’m about to cum. Suck me off and I’m going to cum all over your face.”

I had never had a guy cum on my face my entire life. I thought that it was a disgusting act. But even as the thoughts coursed through my mind I found myself sucking his delicious young cock. There would be no dissuading me from letting him shoot his man juices all over me. I wanted to see his cock explode and throb in ecstasy. I wanted to know that I could do that to him, that I was more than just a great executive. I had to know that I could make a young stud’s balls rumble. I sucked as hard and as lovingly as I could to impel his testicles to ejaculate their precious seed onto my face. I took his cock out and stroked him off. I knew that young stud loved a good firm grip and I made sure not to go easy on him. I was going to milk his cock for every last drop and lick it up like a kitten. I had to have his cum.

“I’m almost there. Keep stroking that cock. Yeah just like that.” he said.

I stroked it as fast and as hard as I could and looked directly up in into his eyes. “I want your cum you big hot stud. I want you to cum all over my pretty little face. I want you to make me your slut. How does that sound? Cum for me.”

“Oh fuck,” he yelled. Jake’s cock began to spasm in my hand. “I’m cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming.”

The cum shot out of his cock like a geyser. I couldn’t believe how warm it was. It smelled fresh and some of it dripped into my mouth and tasted even better. He kept shooting load after load. I had to close my eyes as it was pooling all over my face.

“That was incredible,” said Jake, panting and spent.

“Yeah, that was something else alright,” I said while my face was covered in cum. I licked off what I could and wiped it out of my eyes. I sat down in my chair, completely exhausted after the ordeal.

“So now what?” Jake asked.

“Well shit, I think you need to finish fixing my computer” I said. “Just because you fucked my brains out doesn’t mean that you get to slack off on the job.” I didn’t want Jake to think that just because he put me in my place and made me moan his name that he was the boss of me. He still had a lot of growing up to do.

“I thought you said something about moving up in the company?”

“Yeah, but that takes time and effort. I don’t think you realize how often you are going to have to do what you just did. Why don’t you come in tomorrow. That computer might need another update.”

“Oh sure.” Jake smiled at me. “What time works for you?”

“I think the morning hours are a good time.”

He finished up what he had to do on the computer and then left. I knew that I would see him the next morning. And I knew that we would be seeing a lot of each other. I just introduced Jake to the corporate world, and a good tutor always follows up with her students.


7. Cruising With Pamela: First Time Gangbang With Strangers by Lora Lane

Life is hard for certain but no matter how tough it gets there are always little moments of surprising joy that help you get through. Recently I found myself going through a divorce and in the wake of that in dire need of one such moment. A close friend of mine absolutely blew me away with the gift of a ticket for a Caribbean Cruise. The atmosphere itself, amazing as it was, pales in comparison to how awesome it was when I met a few guys who were in just as wild of a mood as I was one night. What happened will always be one of the sexiest things I've have ever done in my life.

No matter where you are in the world, if someone stood up and asked for a show of hands of those who have gone through a divorce, well over half of any number of gathered adults would have to raise their hands. True though that is, it somehow doesn't soften the blow when it happens to you personally. I found that out a year ago when things with my ex-husband Brian finally blew up beyond the point of hopeful repair.

My name is Pamela. I'm in my mid-thirties, enjoy sporting events, a few stiff drinks and a good time dancing from time to time. I never thought I would have to type those words into a date-finding software or say them out loud when I was registering for a singles retreat. Brian and I were fairly happy for a few years before things started to go down the wrong road. Even when he started leaning a little too heavily on the bottle, I had high hopes that I would never be that person.

Funny how a few nights of your life can shine a spotlight on several years of similar actions that you have found a way to ignore. Anyway, to make a long story short, I finally realized that Brian had to be kicked to the curb and I was about to be a divorced young woman. At least the two of us never had kids so I was able to make a completely clean break. It didn't make accepting the fact that I had to start the dating process over and all the baggage that goes with it any easier though.

Don't get me wrong. I wasn't the usual picture of a heart-broken bride. One week without having to save myself and even Brian from his antics was all I needed to wish that I had made the decision to leave a half of a decade earlier. I have a great set of friends who were apparently just waiting for me to break away so that they could prove just how wonderful they are and I'm forever thankful for all of them. It certainly made me feel less like I needed to wear a scarlet letter and more like a hot young woman who deserved to spend a few years stretching my single legs in the world around me.

Dana is one such friend and she quickly became my favorite friend one Saturday afternoon when we met for a drink. I could tell something was up because of the way she kept flashing her mischievous smile every other minute. Finally I felt like a frustrated poker player as I demanded that she show her cards and admit what she was keeping from me.

If I guessed for a million years I would have never imagined that she would have reached into her purse and pulled out an envelope with one of those cruise company's name on it. I told her it wouldn't be nice of her to put a coupon for a spa day in a cruise envelope but she shook her head and told me to open it. When I did and found a ticket for a Caribbean Cruise inside, I nearly fainted.

After minutes of me demanding to know how she afforded it she admitted that she couldn't take full credit. It had been her idea apparently and over half of the money had come from her but the rest had been collected from all of my friends along with a ton of spending money that would allow me to act and be treated like a queen the entire time I was on the boat. She smiled, hugged the shocked stillness out of me and told me I deserved it before ordering me to come shopping with her for proper sexy clothing. I couldn't just wear normal bathing suit's and clothing on a cruise like that, she insisted.

Within a few days of the start of the cruise I had a full wardrobe with me as Dana drove me to the spot where I needed to be in order to enjoy the best time of my life. That's what she called it and I found it difficult to even pretend to argue with her. What do you expect? I could pretend it wasn't freaking unbelievable but it absolutely was. From the moment I walked onto the huge boat to the first meal and everything in-between, I knew I was in for a time unlike anything I had ever been a part of in my entire life. Little did I know just how amazing it would be or how many new things I would experience during those several days cruising the beautiful Caribbean.

The sights were stunning. The sunsets, sunrises and beautiful view of the water was too gorgeous for words. There were also lots of other attractive things to fill my vision. Don't get me wrong. There were plenty of aging and older people on the cruise who were all enjoying the same things that I was without tempting me with all kinds of crazy sexy thoughts. There were also a ton of hot guys as well who each seemed to know I was happily staring at them when they walked passed my sunbathing form. I didn't exactly hide it though, so who could blame them?

All was pretty standard with me gawking at them and them gawking back for the first couple of days. Then I met a group of guys who changed the entire trip for the better, another thing I would have never thought possible. It all started innocently enough when five hot and tanned guys stalked passed me, making it obvious that they were enjoying the view. I tipped my sunglasses in the classic way and smiled at them as they passed.

If I had to guess, I would put them somewhere in their early thirties but who cares really. They were adults with experience gawking at good-looking girls when they had the chance and I was perfectly fine with being gawked at. I thought that would be the end of it just like the countless other times something similar had happened but I was wrong.

I'd gone dancing a couple of nights already and enjoyed the atmosphere and music greatly each time. That night however, when one of the songs ended and I walked towards a table to grab a drink and a breather, one of the guys from that group found himself standing near me.

“Well how about that?” he said with a grin, “Imagine us meeting you here.”

“Yeah,” I smiled widely and flung my long blonde hair behind my shoulder, “It's almost like we're all trapped on this big boat together or something.”

“I don't know about you,” he said as he took the liberty of sitting down across from me, “But I can think of a lot worse places to be trapped and a lot worse company to be trapped with.”

“Really?” I smiled, “So you're enjoying the other people on the cruise.”

His eyes grew wide, “Oh my god, you wouldn't believe this one girl my boys and I saw this afternoon.”

“Oh, no?”

“No,” he shook his head, “Long blonde hair, amazing body and a beautiful smile. God she is freaking drop dead gorgeous.

“She sounds amazing,” I teased.

“Yep,” he nodded, “Damn hot dancer too if I do say so myself. I can't even watch her without getting all hot and bothered.” He pulled the collar of his shirt out and blew out a heavy sigh.

His words surprised me and I let it show, “Is that so? Well I knew you were hot,” I slowly let my eyes travel down and up his firm and strong physique, “But hot and bothered.” Fanning myself I said, “Well, damn, that gets me all hot and bothered too.”

This time it was his turn to show a little surprise, “Oh, yeah? Well we can't have a pretty lady like yourself all hot and bothered now can we? Maybe I should bring one of my less handsome buddies over here so you'll cool off.”

I sat back in the tall chair and laughed while I sipped my drink then leaned forward and motioned for him to lean closer to me. When he was within a few inches I grasped his collar, licked my lips and whispered, “Bring them all.”

He was clearly one of those hot guys who always knew what to say and who probably had the entire scene played out in his mind of how he would approach me and eventually get me to dance, take a few more drinks and maybe invite him up for a nightcap. Rarely was a hunky guy like that ever shocked into silence but what I had said right then did the trick.

He stammered and stuttered for a second before his brows flew upwards and he silently mouthed, all of them? I nodded and he walked backwards away from my table with his finger up in an attempt to make sure I didn't leave. I had no intention of leaving but it was still fun to watch him trip over the table behind him and nearly fall.

It was obvious that he was trying to figure out what I meant and if I meant what he hoped that I meant. Nothing was going to be too difficult for the studly man if he played his cards right and the way he was stunned into clumsiness pretty much cemented that what I planned for him and his buddies was the right thing to plan.

Was it crazy?

Yes.

Was it the most insane idea I had ever had?

Yes.

Was it also the hottest I had ever felt, the most turned on I had ever been in my life?

Easily, yes, it was.

When they came over to my table as a group, they had all found their best macho smile, smirk or otherwise handsome expression. They clearly had decided that they could handle whatever method of fun I had in mind and were completely in control of themselves. Bless their hearts. They had no idea how crazy I was about to ask them to get and I couldn't hold back the little laugh I felt as I sipped my drink. One of them I hadn't spoken to yet took the initiative.

“Excuse me miss,” he began, sarcasm already clear in his tone. “My friend here seems to be a bit confused. He thought you asked for all five of us to come over here. I told him he must be mistaken so if you could just clear that up for us, we'll be on our way.”

I smiled at him and shook my head, “You're not going anywhere.”

“I'm not?”

I shook my head and sipped my drink.

“I'm not or all of us aren't? Because the rest of these guys are losers. I can tell you that for sure.” The guy I had talked to before punched him in the left shoulder while another guy shoved him in the back. The one that shoved him leaned down, “Let me show you other thugs how to do this. May I have this dance?”

I shook my head and sipped my drink.

He was surprised and the confusion they all showed made me feel that much more in control and that much more turned on at the same time. Another I hadn't spoken to yet surged forward, “You don't want to dance.” I kept my head shaking and my drink to my lips. “You don't want another drink because you already have one. You didn't just want to talk to one of us. Listen here sexy lady. What the hell do you want?”

He got shoved for his tone of voice but I heard the real meaning behind his question and finally stopped shaking my head and sipping my drink. Without a word I stood up and looked at each of them hungrily before turning and walking smoothly out of the room. I paused right at the door and turned around as if surprised that they weren't right behind me. When they saw my expression they stumbled over themselves to follow me out the door. I smiled and walked towards my room.

Occasionally I would stop and turn around to make sure they were following me and enjoy a little laugh at their boyish charm and how well it went with their manly and handsome good looks. Shortly I reached my room, opened the door and motioned with my finger for all of them to follow me inside.

I didn't wait to see if they would follow me into the room, instead choosing to quickly ready myself for them. I had worn a little sun dress that night because it looked great before the sun went down out on the deck and even better under the black lights of the dance floor. By the time the first two guys entered the room I was standing there in only my lace bra and panties twirling my hair in the fingers of my right hand.

One of them stepped fully inside the room and looked at me for a few seconds while the others poked their heads adorably around the corner and eased, almost stumbling into the room. “All of us?”

I smiled because his voice cracked in spite of how cool he was trying to look and sound. Nodding, I motioned them all inside and strutted towards them. They parted as I neared them and then walked through them and placed my hand on the door so I could close it. I shifted my hips around and propped one hand on my side as I locked the door with the other. Turning around, I leaned against the door and brought my finger up to my lips while the other hand was still propped on my hip. I slowly pointed at each of them as I tossed my hair behind my shoulders, “All of you.”

For the briefest of moments I wondered if anyone was going to make the first move. They were all cute and handsome in their own little ways so it really didn't matter who did it, just that someone did before the mood was ruined. Thankfully I only had a moment more to wait before the guy who walked through the doorway last walked through the other four and came to a stop in front of me. My eyebrows rose in a silent question, possibly even in a challenge. He responded by reaching behind me and unhooking my bra and tossing it to one side, even telling his buddy to hold it for a few minutes. I liked the attitude even before he lifted me by the waste and tossed me backwards onto the bed.

“Oh,” I said breathlessly, “What are you going to do to me?”

He shook his head, “Everything you want and more.” With that he reached for my panties and pulled them off, tossing them to one side as well. The other four guys seemed to finally understand what they were standing and watching and decided to join in. One came to each side of me and began massaging my breasts while I felt hands from the last two on my legs, slowly pulling them apart. I closed my eyes and began to sink into the feelings of erotic desire that were taking over.

It felt almost like a dream as so many hands worked my body over in what was easily the greatest foreplay I had ever experienced. When I asked them to follow me, I had already been in the mood for something sexy and crazy but I only thought I was turned on until that moment. One hand was in my hair which I love so very much while three were doing amazing things to my breasts and nipples. Already they were as hard as I could remember them ever being and goosebumps began to quickly cover my body.

Two hands were massaging my stomach and I assumed these belonged to the man who had made the first move. They had the ruggedly strong feeling that I noticed when he gently tossed me onto the bed. Whatever he thought he was doing, it was doing wonderful things for me as I began to ache and moan for his hands to move lower, shoving my hips upwards towards him. Further down four hands were rubbing my feet and lower legs and I felt like I was in the greatest erotic massage ever. It wasn't that they were polished as if they had this planned or had done it before that was so great. On the other hand it was the raw, unplanned and random way they touched me that was driving me absolutely crazy.

By the time the one between my legs allowed his hands to travel all the way down to my pussy, I was aching for it like never before. He moved his fingers around my slit, masterfully working me into more of a frenzy by the time he inserted one finger into me. I groaned to the ceiling with my eyes still closed. It hadn't just been a long time since someone touched me in that way. I had never been touched in that way by oh so many fingers at the same time. Orgasms had never come easy to me in the time I was married but I could already feel myself approaching that wonderful edge of ecstasy as he changed to inserting two fingers into me.

When I though it couldn't get any better, he used his fingers in a different way and then I felt his tongue licking up the length of my pussy. God it felt amazing and when coupled with the fingers touching me all over, was enough to moisten me just perfectly. I wanted him to stop licking me and shove his big cock into me right then and there but he made me wait. My hips rocked up into his face as I rode a wave of pleasure unlike anything I had ever known.

I began to groan louder and felt a number of fingers leave one of my breasts. For a moment I wondered who was leaving the party but it didn't last very long. The guy between my legs lifted his tongue away from my slit and I felt his swollen shaft poised at the damp entrance to my pussy. Everyone was moving around for a few moments before I felt hands on the side of my head. I looked up in want and desire and saw a big cock right in front of my eyes.

There were a few seconds when nothing happened and the anticipation grew incredibly before I could take it no longer. Reaching around the guy at my face, I pulled his cock forward and opened my mouth wide to accept his girth. He groaned loudly as I moaned over his shaft. At the same time I felt a big cock slide easily inside of my pussy. If that wasn't enough, I felt two more big cocks start rubbing against my nipples. The fifth guy was using his fingers to amazing things to my body so many places I wondered if there wasn't a sixth guy in the room.

The guy between my legs increased his pace as did the guy in my mouth. An orgasm built larger and faster inside of me and I knew I was going to have a huge climax. Before I got to that point however, they shifted around, rotating around me so that a different but just as wonderful cock filled my pussy while another was shoved into my mouth. The guys' moaning alone was loud enough to be heard rooms away but when my own pleasured grunts were added, I wondered how long we had before we gained attention that we didn't want.

Such thoughts faded quickly as they filled me quickly and solidly once again. Instead of feeling like someone being used for their pleasure, I felt like a goddess to whom they were giving pleasure and adoration. With each moment I felt a climax growing closer and this time it crashed over me before they switched positions. My hands went out wide as my energy was sapped from the effort but the guys knew just what to do. The next time around I kept one shaft in my lips and pussy while giving hand jobs on each side.

It was easily the most mindlessly erotic thing I could ever imagine and I almost couldn't believe it was happening to me, almost to the point of it feeling like a dream. If it was a dream, I knew I didn't want to wake up any time soon, if ever. The shaft filling my pussy next was large and the guy seemed to be more in a rush than the other two. His pace was so fast that the rough way my body was rammed forward and back allowed me to suck the shaft in my lips with no effort at all. An orgasm built quickly this time and slammed over me larger and more powerful than the one before.

The next two rotations were almost a blur as I was awash in fantasy, unable for a few minutes to tell the difference between reality and fantasy. Was I dreaming? For a few moments I was sure of it until I reminded myself that I could never dream of anything that great. When I thought it couldn't get any better, they began to move me around. One of them held me in his strong grasp and wrapped my legs around his waste. I locked my feet behind him and started to lower my pussy onto his cock.

He stopped me for a moment however until another guy behind me grabbed my back and supported me. When all of my weight was supported my the men around me, the shaft finally filled my pussy hard and fast. The slap of his hips against mine was loud and wet as he grunted with each and every thrust. Quickly he started groaning louder and I thought he was going to climax but he stopped and moved to one side while another shaft quickly replaced his.

The pace was fast and the thrusts were powerful as the second guy slammed himself into me, once again until he was yelling in near orgasmic bliss. He then moved and another filled me. The same thing continued and I had three more orgasms as they rotated around me faster and faster, each time taking themselves to the edge of blowing their load before moving on. For my part, I was lost in a state of pleasure unlike anything I had ever felt before and someone I knew I would never be able to duplicate the experience in the same way again.

Next they sat me on my knees on the bed. I knew that each of them were so close to a huge climax that they couldn't do much more so I thought they were going to blow their loads as a group and I was more than ready. Instead, they began to use their hands to pleasure me. One hand massaged my breasts while another pinched my nipple and yet another squeezed my ass. When one finger dove into my pussy, I collapsed back onto the bed in a heap of pleasure. Like a group of masterful lovers working as a machine, they worked me over until I had climaxed yet another time.

“Let's finish this,” one of them said.

I rose up expecting their warm fluid on my face but instead was moved around so that I was on all fours across the corner of the end of the bed. Looking up, I saw one guy standing in front of me with his shaft ready once again and looking back I saw the other four standing around me, one with his shaft near my pussy from behind. I moaned a breathless approval and they took me once again.

Two cocks shoved into me at the same time from opposite ends. The one in my mouth forcing my head up and the guy behind me pounding my pussy from behind. Before long they each were groaning as loud as I was and had to move, being replaced my two more. The pace was harder and faster this time but my pleasure only grew with each time they moved. My elbows started shaking as I felt another even more powerful orgasm building. The louder I moaned and yelped in pleasure, the harder and faster they rammed their hungry shafts into me.

When they switched again and another set of shafts filled me, I was slammed by the biggest and most powerful orgasm I have ever felt. My shaking elbows gave out completely and the guy in front had to support my frame. The sight of me in such pleasure forced each of the guys towards the edge of orgasm as well and they couldn't hold back any more. As their shafts left me, I rolled over onto my back on the bed and looked up to see all five hovering over my chest and face.

I smiled and rubbed my breasts as their warmness washed over my body. Each of them finally relaxed as well when it was all over and we just sat there for a long while. One of them spoke up first, “Holy hell, that was the hottest fucking thing I've ever done. You're amazing girl!”

“I'll second that,” another one said and they continued in much the same way all around me.

Finally I said, “Well, I just wanted you guys to come in and play a board game or something but I guess that will work.” They laughed around me and I added my own laughter to theirs. For a while we sat there and talked after I got cleaned up and dressed. None of them lived anywhere close to me and I knew I would probably never see them again once the cruise was over. I guess that is the way it is supposed to be though when you really think about it. I had the time of my life and felt like it would never be that way again, no matter how hard I tried.

One of the guys asked me for my social media information but I declined to give it to them. They were each a little disappointed in that until I asked my next question. “How many days do we have left on this ship guys?” They looked at each other and then back to me and we each knew what the other was thinking. Okay, so after the cruise life would go back to normal and I'd never see these hunks again. Until then I knew they were more than happy to keep seeing me and I was perfectly fine continuing to play the goddess.


8. The Sweet Bridal Suite: Having a Lesbian Stripper on my Wedding Night by Kaylee Jones

When Briana heads to Las Vegas a few days before her wedding, her friends take her out to celebrate in Vegas style.  Through no fault of hers, they wind up partying with another bachelorette group and end up in a strip club.  Much to Briana’s shock (and arousal), she receives her very first lap dance.  The stripper takes quite a liking to the pretty bride and crashes her wedding night in style.

I am not even sure where to start this story.  I do not know how it all transpired or how it came about, but it happened.  I swear!

It was a few days before the wedding, and my crazy friends all took me out for a bachelorette party.  It is not normally my thing really, but I had to go along.  It was my last chance to be crazy and single!  We had planned it ahead of time.  Since the wedding was in Las Vegas anyway, we all headed out a few days early to celebrate.  I was the first of our group to get married so everyone was very excited about the first bachelorette party.

That first night, we had a relatively sedate dinner, a few bottles of wine but nothing overboard.  Sure we were all dolled up in our sparkly finest for a night on the Vegas strip, but we had to pace ourselves.  Susan was wearing something she called a dress but I think I have worn bigger swimsuits.  Annie decided that she was best dressed in her short-shorts, tube top, and stripper heels.  I opted for a simple little dress and everyone called me the prude for keeping a little modesty.

After dinner, we all headed over to a nearby bar and dammit if they didn’t whip out all of those horrid accessories made for the bride to be.  They had the veil and the sash and several obnoxious pins and buttons that played music and flashed little red lights.  It was horrible but I tried to be a good sport.  After a couple of hours of wearing those things, we had been given more shots than any of us thought to count.  It was a very good thing that we did not have a rental car.

We stumbled from that bar into the next one and the cycle repeated.  In the second one, we even found another blushing bride so our group grew.  I am still not sure how it happened (I mostly blame the ladies that joined our party), but by about midnight we ended up in a strip club.

Not men stripping, mind you, women.  But I had had what felt like an entire bottle of vodka, so to me all of the ladies shaking their asses and jiggling their tits appeared to have four boobs and like eight legs.  There was a table full of guys near our group and they started with the drinks again.  I was so past gone I did not even pay attention.  But then the night took a turn I was not expecting.

One of the guys offered to buy me and the other bride lap dances if he could watch.  She and I were not seeing straight at all, and just giggled at the idea.  But he kept pushing and soon his friends and our friends were all encouraging us.  Eventually he and one of his friends made it happen, I am not sure how that works even now.

The pushy guy and one of his buddies led us two brides to a back room where there were two strippers waiting for us.  The slim blonde girl was wearing that fetishist schoolgirl outfit and the brunette was wearing a cheerleader version.  The shirts barely covered their large tits and the skirts did not even come close to covering their bare asses.

The guys lightly pushed us down onto a couch and sat down opposite us.  They made sure that they were not anywhere near us.  I guess in case our respective fiancées were in the vicinity.  The blonde sashayed her little ass up to me with a big grin and the brunette sat down on the lap of the other bride.

I had never really looked at women that way but when she straddled my lap and started dancing on top of me, it was pretty sexy.  The other bride looked like she was kind of getting into it too.

The blonde schoolgirl who was rubbing her tits against mine leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Your first lap dance?”

I nodded, too distracted by her hands on my hips.

“I like it when the girls wear skirts,” she whispered again.

With the combination of alcohol in my system and thumping music in my head, her breath on my skin was making me shiver.  My hands floated up to rest on her hips and she clapped her own hands over mine, pressing down into her own skin.  I gripped her harder as she ground into me.

She leaned back so that I could see her tanned flat stomach and then suddenly the little white button-down shirt was gone and her tits were bare.  At the time I was pretty sure they were fake, but suddenly I realized the guys’ obsession with boobs.  Watching hers jiggle and bounce in time with the music made me want to touch them.

She sat up and grinned at me as she slid my hands from her hips up her sides and around the outer curves of those bouncing globes.  I heard a strange groan from behind the dancing girl and peered around her to see the two guys adjusting themselves in their pants.

The stripper in my lap started fiddling with my skirt and then I felt her fingertips tickling my inner thighs.  I probably gasped but she could not have heard it over the music.  Her fingers kept inching up and up and up and I just kept squirming.  I really did not know what she had in mind, but I was pretty sure I did not want her to stop.

One finger barely grazed the cotton of my panties before it withdrew and I wanted more.  I had never slept with another woman in my life, never even kissed one, but I wanted her to touch me again.  Suddenly the song ended and the girl withdrew her hands and stood up off my lap.  I am certain I gave her that same pitiful puppy look that she gets from all of the guys.  But she leaned over and as she suckled at the pulse in my neck, I felt a tickle of something down the front of my dress before she was gone.  I looked up at the two guys who were staring wide-eyed with obvious tents in their pants.

The other bride and I linked arms and teetered out of the private room giggling and laughing.

****

After all of that, the two bridal groups decided to split and mine headed back to our hotel.  I was coming down from my buzz and starting to get very tired.  Besides, there was a different buzz happening between my thighs and I was grateful to have my own hotel room for the evening.

We all hugged good night and disappeared into our respective rooms.  Some of the gals were splitting room costs but since this was my wedding weekend, I opted to have my own.  They gave me a hard time but in the end, I got my way.

I stripped out of my dress and panties, leaving them in a pile on the floor and padded to the bathroom naked.  I took a nice warm shower to rinse off the feeling of Vegas dust, and slipped between the clean sheets in nothing but a clean pair of underwear.  As I lay there, letting the cool air conditioning soothe my skin, I remembered the feel of that stripped against my body.  She was curvy and soft and seemed to know exactly how to touch a woman.  Men never quite know that in the right detail.  Her fingers had been tickling up my inner thighs, and the feel of her lips on my neck was addicting.  Her breasts had bounced and wobbled in front of my face and I only got a small feel.

I remembered how soft yet firm her tits had felt, and how my lips had been so tempted to feel the puckered little pink nipples.  She had been wearing a tiny G-string but it was small enough that I knew she was shaved smooth.  I wondered what someone else’s pussy would feel like, would taste like.

As the thoughts crashed through my head, my swollen clit started pulsing.  I slid my hand inside my little silk panties, and was shocked to find that I was wet and slippery.  I rubbed my fingertips against my clit, trying to calm the need.  I remembered her fingers on my thighs and wondered what it would feel like to have those same fingers touching where I was touching.  The idea of her fingers tickling my pussy and rubbing my clit sent me through the roof with an explosive climax.  I shuddered and shivered, and finally passed out with thoughts of that sexy busty blonde.  All night I dreamed of her stretched out in the bed next to me while I explored every inch of her silky skin.

The next morning, I saw the scrap of paper laying amongst my clothing from the night before.  I picked it up and it had a phone number scrawled on it, in a woman’s handwriting.  It flooded back to me, it must be from the stripper.  Just before she left my lap, she had stuck something in the front of my dress.  I had forgotten to see what it was.  But it was her phone number.  My thighs tightened against each other and a faint pulse started throbbing in my pussy.  She had been hot, and she was handing out her phone number.  I only had a couple more days before I was headed off to the altar.  It was a now or never proposition.  So I called her.

“Hello?” her voice was smooth and throaty, just like it should have been.

“Um, hi.  You don’t know me, but you gave me your number last night at the club,” my heart was racing.

“Ohhh, hi there.  I remember you now.  You let me feel up under your skirt.”

I could hear the smile in her voice.

“Uh huh, that’s me.  Unless you do that with everyone,” I tried to be funny.

She giggled, “Well, most of my clients are men so they rarely wear skirts.  And no, I don’t touch them inside their clothing.  They pay well, but I like women.”

My face felt hot and it was spreading to the rest of my body.

“So, what are you doing in Vegas?”

“I’m here to get married,” I still couldn’t believe I was chatting up a stripper in the hopes of…  what, I didn’t know at the time.

“Oh!  Then we need to celebrate!  Can you get a night off from your friends?”

“Probably, I can tell them I need some time to get ready or something.”

“Perfect.  Can I take you to dinner tonight?”

“I’ll let you know.  Oh, and I’m Briana,” I offered.

“You can call me Tonya.”

We hung up, and I seriously doubted that was her real name.  My friends and I spent the day sunning by the pool and surprisingly enough they let me off for the night.  I hoped none of them knew I had a hot date.  That would just be awkward.

That night Tonya and I met at the bar she suggested.  She was wearing a dress that made the entire room drool, and you should have seen the looks on guy’s faces when she walked up to me and gave me a very intimate hug.  Her body pressed up against mine, with her hands lingering along the swell of my ass.

We had a nice chat through dinner but I have no idea what we talked about.  I was completely distracted by the fact that her hand tickled my thigh through the entire meal.  We headed out afterwards, arm-in-arm.  As soon as we got into a cab to go I-don’t-know-where, she was all over me and I just let her take over.

I’m shocked the cabbie didn’t crash the car, because he was watching as she was kissing me and running her hands over my tits and shoving my skirt up so she could tease around the edges of my thong.  Eventually, the cab pulled up in front of my hotel but I was so breathless and overcome with desire, I didn’t even notice.

“So can I come to the wedding tomorrow?” her voice sounded hoarse with her own need.

I nodded, too turned on to deny her anything.

“Just let me know when and where.”

****

By the time I got back up to my room that night, I was shivering from desire.  I stripped out of my clothing and stepped into the shower to let the cool water calm my aching body.  It was still hard to believe that I was getting married tomorrow and was incredibly turned on by this stripper, Tonya, tonight.  My friends would not have believed me if I could have found the guts to tell them.

As I lay between the silky hotel sheets, I slid my hand inside my panties and imagined her body against mine.  She was firm and soft at the same time, and I got the distinct impression she would be able to do things to me that I could not have even imagined.  I was quivering at the thought of her skin sliding against mine, and my climax hit me like a lightning bolt.  I passed out with thoughts of her in my head.

The next morning, I had a text from Tonya asking about the time and location of the wedding.  I sent it to her with trembling fingers and started off my wedding day with a throbbing between my thighs.  I had just gotten out of the shower when my friends started banging on the hotel room door.

“What?” I laughed as I yanked the door open.

I was met with a chorus of “Oh my gawds” and squeals as the group rushed in.  I knew that somewhere in the hotel was my fiancée since he had arrived in Vegas last night with his group.  The girls’ plan was to get brunch in my room via room service and then head to the on-site spa for hair and nails and makeup.  The wedding chapel was not far away so we did not have to worry much about traveling.

We ordered up a pile of croissants and fresh fruit along with several pots of coffee.  We all sat around in our plush white hotel robes and laughed the morning away.  I was not quite ready to give up my time with the girls but Rick, my fiancée, seemed to understand that I would still need them.  I certainly had no plans of asking him to give up his poker buddies after all.  Then again, I might be jealous if they ever hit a strip club, but for entirely different reasons than most people would think.

After a lazy morning, we all padded down to the spa still wearing our bathrobes for our appointments.  A couple of hours later we returned, all dolled up and still wrapped in plush white terrycloth.  They grabbed their clothes from their own rooms and piled into mine to get ready.  Another hour later, and we were all dressed.  I was in my simple white dress and they in their navy ones.  The concierge downstairs called my room to announce that the car service was there, so we headed out with one last group hug.

The chapel was adorable, and as we snuck into the small bridal room, we saw a few friends start to arrive.  I felt my heart beating faster when I saw Tonya slink in with her blonde mane flowing and her generous tits bouncing underneath her skimpy sundress.  All of the men’s eyes were following her every move and I grinned to myself.

The time finally came and my friends all trailed out one by one for the procession.  Then it was my turn.  Rick looked so handsome up there in his tuxedo, and I loved the way his dark eyes lit up when he saw me.  The vows were a blur and it was over before I knew it.  We sauntered out to the car waiting for us under a flurry of whoops and flower petals.  The reception was back at the hotel where everyone was staying, in one of their private little rooms, and our driver took the long way so that our guests would beat us there.  They all hugged us as we entered and Tonya squeezed me extra firmly.

It was party time now.  We had chosen a Mexican food buffet, so tacos were passed out and the margaritas started flowing.  Rick and I took our requisite spin on the dance floor to some slow song I didn’t recognize and then the dance music filled the room.

Rick was hanging out with his buddies in one corner when Tonya snuck up behind me.

“What is it about the virginal white dress?” she whispered in my ear.

I shivered and leaned back into her, her breath tickling my skin.

“And I plan to have you before your brand-new husband.  I’ll get you all nice and ready.”

I gasped softly as her hands slid over my ass and squeezed it lightly, out of sight to everyone.

“Come on,” she urged, tugging at my hand.

Everyone seemed distracted so I let her pull me out of the banquet room and into a large single-room bathroom.  As soon as she locked the door behind us, she pressed me up against it and kissed me hard.

“God, I’ve wanted you since I danced for you in the club,” she murmured against my lips.

I moaned softly and parted my lips to her invading tongue.  She nibbled my lower lip as her hands explored the contours of my breasts.  I was wearing a simple white slip dress, and she slid the straps off my shoulders to bury her face in my cleavage.  Her fingers rolled and pinched my nipples as she licked my flushed skin and I leaned my head back against the door for support.

As her lips closed around one tight little peak, her hands started working my skirt up towards my waist.

“Ooo, white panties even,” she grinned up at me as her fingers traced the outline of my slim thong.

As she continued to kiss my tits and squeeze my ass, she was slowing moving us over to the small bench against the wall.  With a firm push, I was sitting down with my legs spread around her.  She dropped to her knees in front of me and slowly ran her tongue up my inner thigh.  I gasped and wriggled as she grew closer to the very need she had created.  I could feel myself growing wetter and wetter inside my silk panties.

“Wait,” I pleaded breathlessly.

“What?” she blinked up at me, almost irritated at the interruption.

“Before we go any further, I h-have a request,” I stammered nervously.

“Yes?”

“Can I please touch you too?”

She grinned and straightened up so that her chest was right in front of me.  I tugged at the hem of her thin cotton tank top until her sizeable tits popped free.  I ran my fingers lightly over the outer curves and giggled when she shivered.

“Grab me,” she urged.

I closed my hands around them, letting my fingers pinch the taut little rosebud nipples.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, arching her back into my hands.

I kneaded them and finally bent over to pull one of my nipples into my mouth.  I flickered my tongue over the pebbly surface and loved the moan that she rewarded me with.  Back and forth, I tasted her flesh and teased her the way she had been tormenting me.

“I need to taste you,” she finally groaned breathlessly.

She dropped back down and licked my inner thigh again, this time letting her nose bump up against my soaking wet panties.

“Ohhh,” I moaned.

Tonya hooked her thumbs into the straps at my waist and she yanked those panties off with rough intention.  I pulled up my skirt to my waist so I could watch her beautiful face.  Her blue eyes glimmered and shone with desire for me and I was drunk on the feeling.

When her tongue worked its way between my slippery pussy lips, I groaned deeply and lost the ability to keep my eyes open.  The tip of her tongue teased my throbbing clit lightly, drawing little faint circles around it, barely dancing over the surface.  I wanted to reach down and press her face into my body but I gripped the edge of the bench for balance.  The circles grew harder and faster until I felt the most amazing surge inside.  I was within a hair of coming and she paused.

I groaned painfully but she only waited a moment before resuming the light delicate circles.  She slowly sped back up until I was so close and this time she did not stop.  She caught my clit between her lips and flicked her tongue over it hard and fast until I exploded.  I writhed on that bench and buried my hands in her wild blonde hair so I could pull her face against my dripping pussy.

Halfway through my thunderous climax, she slipped two fingers inside me and found a spot that I didn’t believe existed.  I think I screamed her name as I soaked her face and her hand.  Afterwards, she finally withdrew with a glossy grin on her face.

“God I love your pussy,” she said triumphantly.

I sagged on the bench, still breathless in wonder.  She rested her cheek on my thigh and stroked my skin lightly to calm me down.

“Can I taste you too?” I panted.

She chuckled, “Not all the straight girls offer.”

“I’ve never done it before, but I want to please you too.”

We squirmed and wriggled in the small space until she was sitting on the bench with her thighs spread and I was kneeling in front of her.  Her tight little skirt was pulled up to her waist and she was already missing her panties.

I kissed the velvety skin of her inner thighs, and relished the soft gasping moans that slipped from her talented lips.  She smelled of tart raspberries and feminine desire, and I wanted more.  She was indeed completely smooth and I tentatively pressed the flat of my tongue against her.

Her moans spurred me on and I buried my tongue between the slippery folds to find her swollen little clit.  I rubbed and flicked at it, loving the way her hips writhed and she buried one hand in my hair.  I sucked the tiny nub between my lips and flicked my tongue hard.  Tonya’s body went rigid and then I felt the flow of juices over my chin.  I kept flicking and sucking until she grunted and tried to wriggle away.  I rested my head on her thigh as she had done and she gently stroked a stray curl back from my cheek.

When we both finally stood up, she kissed me hard.  It was intoxicating to taste her on my own lips and to taste me on hers.  We straightened out our clothing and she helped me put my fancy hair-do back in place.  When I tried to grab my discarded white silk thong, she snatched it out of my hand with a grin.

“This I get to keep,” she winked.

I giggled as we opened the bathroom door.  Much to her surprise and my horror, my brand new husband was standing on the other side of the door waiting for me.

“I was wondering where you had gotten off to,” Rick said pointedly.

“I, uh, ahem, well…” I stammered as I felt my face go flush.

He leaned over to kiss me and I knew he could smell her on my lips.  He backed up and crossed his arms over his chest.

“She looks like a stripper,” he observed as he candidly looked Tonya up and down.

“I am,” she said proudly.

His face was expressionless as he looked from her to me and back again.  Then suddenly his face split into a huge grin.

“I’m so glad my new wife has good taste!”

I stared at him open-mouthed while Tonya erupted into laughter.

He squeezed in between us and wrapped an arm around each of our waists.  I stood stiffly against him until I looked down and realized that he was sporting a rather noticeable erection.

“What a wedding night this will be,” he declared as he escorted both of us to the elevator.

****

At first, I was admittedly more hesitant to share Tonya with Rick than to share Rick with Tonya but when I realized that she really was not interested in sleeping with any man let alone my husband, I calmed down just a little.  And on his very own wedding night, Rick got to fulfill two fantasies in one.  He had an amazing threesome with his brand-new wife and he (technically) bedded a stripper.

I had never seen him as hard as when he watched me go down on Tonya again.  He was stroking himself as he watched me play with her tits and tease her pussy.  I could hear him groaning as I buried my tongue inside her pussy.  By the time he entered me from behind, I thought he was going to pound her and I through the headboard.  After we all climaxed repeatedly, she made a polite exit but made sure we still had her phone number.

My husband and I have made an annual trip up to Las Vegas every year for our anniversary since then, and for the first few years, we always called Tonya to celebrate with us.  Last year, she did not respond and we sadly filed her away in our memory banks.

But besides that annual trip down memory lane, I had discovered that while I still love and desire my husband, I also enjoy the company of women.  Sometimes I get to play around on my own, but mostly we enjoy a swingers’ lifestyle together.  I was a little surprised that Rick took to it so readily, but he was truly amazed that I embraced it.  Recently, we have even begun partner swapping and not just inviting a woman as our third.  Rick was a little slower to accept another man fucking me, but the first time it just sort of happened and he was crazy aroused by it.

We have met some amazing lovers through the group, and made some terrific friends.  Besides getting to sleep with my sexy husband and a few hot women, I mostly enjoy spending time with other couples who “get it” and who understand that our marriage arrangement may not be made for everyone, but it is perfect for us.


9. Stripped of My Modesty: MFM Threesome at the Strip Club by Sofia Miller

If you’d told me I would one day be making my living dancing naked for strange men, I would have said you were crazy.  I’d always been the good girl--the straight A student.  In fact, I may have never found my way to a dark and dirty strip club if not for my sense of responsibility.  I wanted an education, and I wanted to pay for it all myself.  Little did I know that my first night on the job would change everything I knew about myself and what I wanted.  But how could I have foreseen that Jeff and Mitch would be my first customers?  How could I have known that deep down, I only really wanted one thing:  To manipulate men with my body and fill myself up with them!

Nobody thinks they’ll be a stripper when they grow up--least of all me.  I’d always been a shy, studious girl growing up.  It surprised everyone when I said I would put off going to college.  But I knew I wanted it completely paid for before I started.  So I spent a year working at a coffee shop and saving my money.  The next year, they promoted me to manager, and I saved even more.  But now I was twenty years old, and I still didn’t have nearly enough to pay for a year of college.  I realized I’d have to make money a whole lot faster.

So that’s how I found myself backstage, waiting to go on for my first ever strip tease in front of a big group of drunken men.  I was wearing a trench coat, and underneath, a 1950’s bullet bra, with pasties underneath, hugging my dark pink nipples.  I paired it with a high waisted, high cut thong that was thick in the front, but showed all of my backside, a cute little bow at the top of my crack--a naughty take on the time period.  Fishnet stockings were held up with garters, and my heels were higher than any I’d ever walked on before, let alone danced in.  My makeup was thick and my dark brown hair lay in loose, sexy tendrils.

“What’s under the trench?” a tall, dark-skinned goddess was standing completely naked, save for the smallest of thongs and red tassels adorning her nipples.  I pulled it open to show her, and she smiled.

“A little too burlesque for my taste, but they’ll love your body,” she said.  “Let’s see the tits.”

I opened up the front clasp on my big bullet bra, and my double d’s came tumbling out, the glittery pasties on my nipples sparkling in the light.

“Oh, you’ll do good, girl,” she said, giving the underside of my breasts a little feel and jiggle.  “I think you found your calling.”

I blushed when she put her hands on me.  Strangely enough, I found myself proud at her compliment.  I think you’ve found your calling.  I wanted to be good at this, I realized.  And suddenly I felt more nervous than I had before.

“That’s the end of my music--you’re up...uh…”

“Kitty Sapphire,” I said.  I had literally taken my name from the game people play to come up with stripper names.  My first pet had simply been called Kitty, and I grew up on Sapphire Lane.  It worked.

“Make ‘em yowl, Ms. Kitty,” she winked, pulling me from my chair as I reclasped my bra and hustling me towards the stage.

As I stumbled forward on my oversized heels, the music came up--an often requested Prince song--and the spotlight hit me.  It was difficult to see out into the audience but I could make out two gentlemen, not together, sitting at the stage.  The club bouncer stood by to one side, ready should I need him.

I walked on to stage, swaying my hips self-consciously.  I wondered if anyone could tell that my legs were shaking--my whole body was shaking with fright.  I’d never even performed a dance for my boyfriend, let alone for a room of strangers I didn’t know.  Desperately, I tried to mimic moves I’d seen in movies.  I’d untie my trench coat and give them a hint of my thigh here, turn around, pull it back and give them a peek at a bare butt cheek.  “That’s what I like…” one of the men in the front said, holding up a dollar bill.  I presented him with my leg, and he slid the dollar into my garter, letting his hand slide down my inner thigh after it left his hand.  I looked at the bouncer, who yelled, “I don’t move unless you call out ‘security’.  That’s what you do if you need me.”  I knew the men were technically not allowed to feel you up--even a lap dance was supposed to be hands free, but I didn’t want to be difficult.  A pro would just go with it, I told myself.  Besides, he didn’t seem like some dirty old man.  On closer look, I could tell he was young--about thirty, and very handsome.  So I leaned forward and blew him a flirtatious kiss before sauntering to center stage and sliding off my trench, revealing my lingerie and curvaceous body.

“Goddamnit…” the other man said, adjusting in his chair.  “Look at that gorgeous ass…”  Even in my “normal” life, wearing baggy sweaters and comfortable jeans, men could never take their eyes off of my ass.  It filled me with pride to see these men react to it in the proper setting.  I wasn’t just cute for a little nerd.  I could make the men squirm in their seats even when they were surrounded by other beautiful women.  I felt myself growing in confidence and power.  I turned around and wiggled my thick behind from side to side for him, then gave it a spank so he could watch it jiggle.

“What are you doing to me, beautiful?” he said, reaching into his wallet.  He pulled out a fifty and said, “What do I get for this?”

“My undying gratitude,” I said, walking towards him, a glint in my eye, enjoying my new role as untouchable sex goddess.

“Turn around, beautiful,” the man said.  He was older than the other man--perhaps 45--with a little salt and pepper in his hair and beard.  Still, he was fit and looked sophisticated in his suit.  I turned around and wiggled my ass some more as I waited for him to slide the fifty into my garter, but to my surprise, he trailed the fifty down my crack and then back up again, tickling me with it.  I let out an involuntary giggle.

“You like that, don’t you.  You like to be tickled riiiiight here...”  He continued brushing my ass with the bill and I bent over a little more for him. Give the customer what they want, after all.  But bending over only spread my cheeks apart, giving him a view of all that lay between my cheeks.  I felt his finger slide under my g-string and pull it far out, the front of my panties now pressing up between my pussy lips.  He lay the dollar bill between my cheeks and released the g-string, which snapped into my asshole harshly, securing the fifty dollar bill.

“Ah!” I said in surprise as the g-string hit me.  It sent a jolt through my body and I felt myself get warm and dizzy.  I looked to the bouncer, who looked bored.  I looked back to the man, who was smiling at me.

“You know what I think?” he said, as I danced seductively for him.

“What do you think?” I said, my voice low and teasing, my best “femme fatale.”

“I think you like how that felt.”

I was all ready to say something witty and sexy and distant back to him, but instead, I felt myself blushing at his words.  He was right--I did like how it felt--that sting on my tight little opening.  What’s more, I liked the sureness of his hands as he did it.  I liked the way his eyes took in my body.  To my utter surprise, I was no longer trembling with nerves, but with excitement.  I looked down between his thighs and saw a raging hard on pressing through his pants.  It made me proud.  I conjured that with my body… I wanted to see how else I could affect these men.

“Oh, yes, she liked it,” said the younger one, holding up another fifty.  “She wants to do it again.

I sauntered over to him, turned my back to him, then squatted down slowly, lowering my ass to his face level, my crevice spread open for him.  He tucked his finger under the g-string, placed a new 50 on top of the old one, then laid the g-string back down gently.  He let the tip of his thumb trace the g-string and press it into me, deep into my crack, until he reached my tight little cave, and his thumb began to enter, g-string with it.  I stood up quickly.

“You don’t get that for fifty dollars,” I said, wagging a finger at him, hoping he couldn’t see through my flimsy exterior.  The truth was his thumb pressing past the rim of my opening sent contractions through my pussy, it turned me on so much.  But I couldn’t be known as the girl who’d give it all up for nothing.  This was business.

“How much for a lap dance?” the man with salt and pepper hair said.

“$100 plus tip for fifteen minutes,” I said.  Asking for that kind of money made me very nervous.  Who did I think I was?  But to my surprise he pulled out three hundred dollar bills and held them up to me.  “A lap dance for me, and one for my new friend here--what’s your name?” he asked the young man.

“Jeff,” he said.

“I’m Mitch,” he said, shaking his hand.  He handed the money to me and said, “Do him first.  I want to watch.”

I’d been practicing my lap dance on a chair all week, but it was a bit trickier swinging my leg over a chair with a man in it, especially as he sat with his legs far apart.  Still, I managed it, and found myself sitting on top of a powerful erection that poked me right in my wet little hole until I readjusted, and his manhood slid up my pussy lips over my panties, pressing into my clitoris.  I began to grind on him, my stomach moving in waves, as my hands reached up to my bra and undid the clasp.  He leaned back in his chair and watched me unveil one breast, cover it up, and unveil the other, before shimmying out of my the straps that bound me, my breasts jiggling in his face, light bouncing off the glitter.

“You have something special,” he said, mesmerized by the disco ball effect my nipples were having.  I rubbed on his cock a little bit harder through his pants, feeling him stiffen even more.  But he wasn’t the only one.  I realized just how hard my nipples were becoming when I felt my left pastie begin to lift itself off of my skin, in spite of the adhesive that held it there.  It was now dangling from my long, hard, outstretched nipple.  With just his thumb and forefinger, he grabbed edge of my pasty and tugged, and it ripped from my nipple with a little pinch.  I sucked in an audible gasp.

“No--you’re not supposed to do that,” I said, as my pussy came crashing into his thick hard on.

“But you liked it,” he said, his eyes sparkling.  “How could I not give a goddess like yourself everything you like?”

I stood up a little, my legs spread wide, and lifted my bare breast to my mouth, giving it a little lick, and then giggling.  He lifted his pelvis until it found my pussy, and he began to grind up into me through my panties, which were inching to the side as he manipulated the fabric with his erection.  He was drawing all the blood to my clitty just as I was drawing all the blood to his cock, our movements completely in sync.  I could feel my brow starting to sweat and realized I needed to change things up before they went too far--I was having a hard time suppressing my moans.  I swung my leg over his and removed myself from his lap.  Then I positioned myself standing between his legs, my ass in his face, and brought it down on his straining pants, letting it press between my cheeks.  I instinctively squeezed my cheeks together and started lifting them up and down, stroking his cock with my ass through his khakis, feeling him grow and press aggressively into the fabric.

“That’s a strong ass, girly,” he said, his hands coming to embrace my hips.  I swatted them and said, “No touching,” and he withdrew.

“That’s okay--you don’t need my help.  You seem to know what you’re doing,” he said into my ear.  “I’ll let you take the lead.”

“That’s what I like,” I said, grasping and releasing his hard-on with my cheeks.   “I like to be completely in control of your cock.”

“Really, because I thought what you liked was a big fat cock tearing into your sweet little asshole,” he hummed into my ear.  Taking in the low rumble of his words in my ear,  I pressed down a little harder onto his khaki covered cock, letting it stretch my rim a bit.  My back arched as a hot wave of pleasure ran through me and came pouring out of my pussy, drenching my panties.  “I thought you you wanted me to unzip my pants.  I thought you wanted to feel my big mushroom head press into you…”

My hand reached up to my bare breast and began tweaking my nipple, sending more liquid hot waves to my frenzied, contracting pussy.

“Your drenching my cock, baby,” he said in my ear, and I let out a little moan, pressing onto him hard and squirming.  “You mean to tell me you don’t want to feel my cock?”  I stood up and turned around, placing my hands on his shoulders.  He was onto me--he could feel exactly how aroused I was. I couldn’t let him have the upper hand.

“You’ve been a lot of fun, but I think it’s time for your friend to get his dance.  But for another two hundred, I’ll let you give my titty a kiss goodbye.”  I traced my stiffened areola with my middle finger, invitingly.  I couldn’t believe how quickly I felt comfortable in this world.  I felt at once as though I had the freedom of not being myself, and like I’d never been more at home in my own skin.

He fished in his pocket until he found two hundreds, and he shoved them down the front of my panties where they lay against my mound.  His mouth lunged forward, and he began to suckle at my nipple hungrily, pulling it long with his teeth and swirling his tongue around it.  He sent me into a fit of moans.  I turned my head and watched the bouncer as he watched me, stone faced.  The man pulled his mouth off of my giant tit but kept his hand on it, looking me in the eye.

“Three hundred more dollars and you’ll give my cock a little farewell kiss.”  He was already unzipping his pants as he spoke, and before I could say no, I found myself hovering over the biggest, stiffest cock I’d ever seen.  It curved up slightly and came to big knob of a head, veins straining all around the thick shaft.  It was enormous.  I had planned to say no--I was going to say no--but somehow or other, when I opened my mouth, what I said was, “Now let’s see the money.”

He fished in his other pocket and pulled out a thick roll of bills, peeling off three hundreds for me.  I took the money and slid it into my garter belt.  Then I bent down to his cock, and gave the head a wet kiss.  My lips parted and wetted his slick mushroom head, and he let out sigh.  Then I kissed his cock deeper, letting my tongue explore the tip--I kissed it as I would the lips of a lover:  Gently, wetly, and tenderly.  When I tasted a hint of pre-cum, the tip of my tongue licked along his slit and I stood up as I licked my lips, appreciatively.

“It was a pleasure to meet your cock,” I said.  Then I set my sights on the older gentleman, Mitch.

“Have a seat,” he said, gesturing to his lap, and the giant tent that had formed in his tailored pants.

I straddled the refined gentleman and lowered myself down.  His cock felt even stronger than the last gentleman’s.  I looked into Mitch’s soulful eyes while in my periphery I saw Jeff slowly stroking himself as he watched me.  From down here in the audience, it was apparent there was no one else in sight--I knew these men were my only chance to make a haul.  If there had been more people, if it hadn’t have been my first night, I may have told him it was against the rules to jerk off in the club.  But it was hard to know what I would have done in that state.  I’d never been so aroused in my life, and in the back of my mind, I knew I wasn’t done having my fun with these gentleman by a long shot.  Mitch’s cock was hot, and I could feel his pulse beating in his groin as I rode him.  He was leaning back, watching our nether regions meet and part, meet and part, separated only by clothes.

“Do you shave your pussy, my dear?” he said, looking between my legs.

“My pussy is beautiful,” I leaned forward and whispered in his ear.

“I’d love to see it,” he said.

“A view of my pussy is worth a lot,” I said.

He pulled out three hundred dollars, and before I could accept his offer, he pulled my panties open and peered inside.  He pulled them down, revealing a tidy landing strip that pointed the way to where he wanted to be.  He traced the money down my landing strip, pulling my panties down farther and farther until the money reached my lips.  “Stand up,” he instructed.  “I trust for this money I get the full tour.”

The bouncer was looking at his watch, trying to see how long before quitting time.  I stood up and slid my thong down to just below my pussy.  My bare lips protruding.

“Open the door,” he said.  “I want to see inside.”

I took to fingers and pulled my lips up and spread them apart, showing him my dark pink runway.  My clit was straining to reach out to him, hoping to be touched.

“Turn around,” he commanded.  “Spread your legs and touch the ground.”

The way he commanded me sent a thrill up my spine.  I turned around and nudged my panties to the floor, stepping out of them as I spread my legs.  I lifted my long, wavy hair over my head, giving him a good view of my backside before I rolled down my spine, revealing more of my glistening undercarriage the closer my fingers got to the floor.  My legs were shaking in my 6 inch heels as I balanced on the tips of my fingers, exposing myself to Mitch.

“Do you accept gifts?” he asked.  “I’d love to give you a gift.”

“Of course,” I said to the floor.  Plenty of the other girls had received jewelry and lingerie from their regulars, and I was happy to already be finding men I could rely on.   I started to come back up to standing, but he stopped me.

“No, no--stay just like that.”

I bent back down, praying my legs would hold out.

“Did you know that your pussy is sighing with pleasure at me?” Mitch said.  I could tell he was close to me--I could feel his breath on my upper thighs.  “And just a little bit of cream is forming--your pussy loves attention.”

“What was your gift?” I asked.  The way he talked into my pussy was making me dizzy with desire.  I wasn’t sure if I could stop myself from taking things too far if he continued.

That’s when I felt something strong and thick and wet slide over my open pussy, and my legs really began to shake.  This was his present--soothing my engorged clit with his oh-so-skillful tongue.

“Fuck, you taste good,” he said between laps, plunging his tongue into me.  Truth be told, no one had ever licked my pussy before.  My high school boyfriend had been clumsy and prudish. The sensation of his hot tongue tip toeing up to my clit, flicking it quickly and then plunging deeply into me was more than I could bear.  My pussy clamped down on his tongue as I felt a hot stream begin to pour out of me--I was cumming.  Oh, god, I was cumming so hard I didn’t even realize I was squealing and moaning with excitement until my scream was muffled by Jeff’s cock entering my mouth.  I moaned into it until he reached the back of my throat and I gagged, my throat contracting and spitting over his thick cock.  It felt so good in my mouth, even as I gagged I didn’t release it, but only sucked it down further, trying to get as much of him into me as I could.

“Oh, God, yes…” Jeff sighed as I sucked his huge knob.  I felt him straining and surging in my mouth and I wanted even more.  But when Mitch’s tongue pulled back from my pussy and began inching up, up, up to the rim of my asshole, I had to release Jeff briefly as I sputtered and cried at the hot sensation of a tongue caressing my most forbidden part.  My body bucked and I heard myself cry out “Yes, yes, yes, yes--there!”

“Right here?” Mitch said teasingly, sliding a long finger into my small opening, and my back arched sharply as I gasped.

“Fuck...yes...please!” I cried.  I had no thoughts of money or business or propriety.  I only knew I needed more of that.  I needed him to plug me up and fill me to the brim.

But he had disappeared from behind me.  I heard the sound of pants hitting the floor as I continued sucking hungrily on Jeff’s incredible monster of a cock.  But then I heard Mitch’s voice say, “Come sit down.”  He was sitting on the stage, his legs spread, with a cock the size of my forearm standing straight up between them.  The tip was smooth and dark, waiting for me to take it inside of me.

But Jeff was lifting me up now.  I found myself suddenly pressed against him, torso to torso, my feet dangling in the air until I wrapped them around his waist.  He held me with one strong arm while he used his other hand to stuff his long rod into my slick wet pussy, entering me fully at once as I clamped down on him.  The way he curved hit my g-spot naturally, and I held onto him for dear life as shutters of electricity shot through me.

“You’ve got such a tight little pussy,” Jeff said, walking me towards Mitch.  “Do you think your sweet little asshole can take Mitch’s cock?”

I didn’t know the answer of if I could, only that somehow I would--I had to.

“Please--please, God, yes…” I moaned into Jeff’s shoulder as he lowered my ass down onto the tip of Mitch’s cock, which poked and prodded my virgin asshole teasingly.  Mitch pressed into my backside, slowly and steadily, as Jeff pressed from the front, going into my pussy so deep it hurt wonderfully.  My asshole was stretching bit by bit as more and more of Mitch entered me.  I didn’t think there could be anymore left of him, I felt so full and torn, but then the final push was sharp and deep and filled me further than I ever thought possible.  The two men began thrusting into me in unison, smashing my frantic body between them at a quicker and quicker pace.

“Do you feel what you’ve done to my cock with your tight little hole?” Mitch growled in my ear.  “Do you feel how it’s pulsating for you?” And I did.  I felt everything from all sides.  I felt the veins popping, I felt the blood surging, I felt the imminent flood that was building up inside both of them.  My body was a frenzy of sensation--their intimidating cocks could tear my insides apart, and still--still!--I wanted more of them, deeper, and deeper.  I loved feeling full with their heavy cocks.  I loved being smashed between their sweating, rigid bodies.  I loved feeling them breathe and groan into me.  I loved the way Jeff would squeeze and slap my giant breasts, making my whole body jerk in response.  My pussy and asshole were working in tandem, clenching and releasing, jerking their cocks wetly with a strength I didn’t know I had, as my body tried it’s best to devour these mighty rods whole.

“Fuck, girl...what are you doing to me?” Mitch said, his head snapping back as I bounced on his cock, trying to consume more of him--I would have consumed his whole body into mine if I could.  Jeff twisted his hips until he was pressing into my special spot unforgivingly, and a flood began to emerge from me again.

“Goddammit, goddammit!” I yelled as I pounded on his shoulders and grabbed his hair, snapping his head back.  But before I could truly finish, he cruelly extracted me from Mitch’s cock and laid down on the stage with me still attached, now straddling him.  I leaned forward, my breasts nearly smothering him, and I began to slam into him, hard and steady, lifting my ass up and down, until Mitch grabbed my cheeks roughly, spread them apart, and plowed between them again, kneeling behind me.

This was what I wanted.  My body sank heavily all the way down Jeff’s shaft as Mitch extended so far into my asshole I thought I might choke on his fat mushroom head.  They filled me to the pit of my stomach, and their hands had to hold me in place firmly to keep me from squirming too hard.  My body was a spastic, sweating mess as I bounced and shook and screamed.

“Yes, that’s it…” Jeff said as he felt my cream pour steadily onto his cock.  “Let it all out,” he twisted my nipple, sending a fresh wave through me.

Mitch was pounding my ass, now, his heavy balls slapping me as he pulled my long hair.  He slapped my cheeks and the sting felt good.

“Again!” I cried, and he spanked me hard, a burning sensation going through me.

“Fuck, harder!” I cried, and he spanked me like the bad little slut I’d become as the two fucked me hard and fast--so fast my breasts hurt from the sheer force of my bouncing.  I looked between my legs and watched the two cocks entering me at once, both slick with me as they emerged from my holes and disappeared into me again, over and over.  The sight of my own body taking these two monstrously huge cocks, watching as they tore me open and filled my body, the sudden realization that I was their little fucking whore and I fucking loved it pushed me over the edge and released all of my animal instincts at once.  I bit Jeff on the shoulder as I growled with pleasure, and he pulled my hair until my mouth released him.  All I could do was scream with ecstasy and madness as my body undulated on their probing, throbbing cocks.

Then I felt it.  A hot rush of fluid filled my asshole and come spurting back out of me, running down my legs, and I knew Mitch was cumming, hard.  That sudden rush of hot, viscous fluid made me squirt again all over Jeff’s cock, and he rubbed my throbbing clit to prolong it, an endless stream of fluid raining down on him as he manipulated me.  I wanted to feel him fill my pussy the way Mitch was filling my destroyed asshole.

“I want to feel you cum...I need your cum…” I was begging, and I felt him begin to let go.  His was a long, slow, steady stream that he started in my throbbing cunt, but he finished as he pulled out of me, giving himself a strong, hard pump and spraying me with his load, ropes of cum hitting my tits, my chin, my face, my mouth --which was open, hoping for a taste.  I felt electric with every spurt that landed on my hot skin.  Each rope of cum was a tribute to me.

I finally collapsed onto the stage, Mitch’s drained cock falling out of me.  I lay panting on the floor, my body hot and sticky with them.  I was a puddle, so spent I hadn’t the strength to sit upright.  They began to get up, gather their clothes and head for the door, but I heard a big heavy clearing of the throat coming from the bouncer.

“You’d better pay the lady properly before you go out that door, fellas,” he said menacingly.  “Empty your wallets.”

“Oh, of course, of course,” said Mitch as the two fetched their wallets.  They each pulled out a fistful of hundreds--roughly a thousand dollars each.  As I lay on the floor, they pressed the bills onto my body, using their cum for adhesive.

“We’ll definitely be back to see you again, young lady.” Said Mitch with a wink, and the two left me laying on the floor, a cummy mess.

“You made some pretty good loot your first time out,” the bouncer said.  “Don’t forget who takes care of you.  Now go get cleaned up.  You’re on again in fifteen minutes.  You’d better learn to save your energy.”

I gathered up my strength and pulled myself upright as my body began to calm down.  I plucked the hundreds from my body, and straightened the cum-soaked bills.  I get to do this again in fifteen minutes, I thought with a smile.  I get paid for this.  I thought about how lucky I was to do what I loved and make ungodly sums of money for it.  I had, indeed, found my calling.


10. One Step At A Time: Anal Sex on My Wedding Night by Riley Davis

It was the happiest day of my life. It was my wedding day and I couldn't have been more in love. That is, until we got to the bedroom. He had some kinky interests I didn't know about. But when did you ever truly know someone before getting married? And besides, it's not like I wasn't interested...

Sometimes the best ways to express love are the ways you never thought of. Going to a movie, out to dinner, or even to the beach together are all great ways to show you care about someone. But what about the unconventional methods? What about what goes on behind closed doors that no one likes talking about?

I found myself pondering this over dinner that night with my fiancé Erik. He’d been quiet all night, and normally when he did that there was something he needed to tell me. I hoped it wasn’t something for the worse – like telling me he didn’t love me anymore and wanted to break up. I felt anxious and I didn’t want to bring it up unless he was ready to tell me. So I resorted to small talk most of the night, but it was killing me. He barely responded to anything I said. It was like he was a completely different person.

At least the food was good, I thought to myself. They’d plated it perfectly and there was a generous portion. Most fancy restaurants didn’t give you a lot of food so I felt satisfied, at least in that way. I felt appreciative of the food during the long silences.

Most couples would’ve brought it up by now but Erik didn’t like to be prodded. I let him do it at his own pace, and he always seemed to reciprocate in kind by comforting me when I needed it. We knew we were there for each other, and that’s all that was really necessary.

Still, it was eating me up inside and I couldn’t wait for Erik to sort through it. No sooner had I thought that than he spoke. “Lizzy?” he said.

“Yes?” I said, a little more eagerly than I would’ve liked.

Erik chuckled a little at my unrest. “You look like you’ve just seen the most fascinating thing.”

“I… I just want to know.” I put my fork down and folded my hands together, feeling sheepish.

Erik already looked a little happier. “It’s… to do with the bedroom.”

“Our bedroom?”

We lived in a small apartment only big enough for us and our belongings, but it was good enough for us and I was happy to live there. I knew that soon we’d have to move somewhere else because we were getting married in a few days and after that we’d have to think about accommodating more people – children. But for the time being, it was enough.

Erik nodded at me. “Yeah, but… not the bedroom.”

I tilted my head, confused. I wished he would just be straight with me. “What do you mean exactly?”

“I want to try something new with you,” he said, looking me straight in the eye.

It began to dawn on me what he wanted and I relaxed. I sighed and laughed a little. “Oh, is that all? You scared me a little.”

Erik shrugged. “Sorry, I’m just not sure if you’ll want to try it.”

I had a sneaking suspicion what he wanted to ask me about. I was under no illusions that he was a vanilla man – when we first started dating and having sex, he slowly eased me into his more kinky side. I guessed this was just another kink, but maybe something I wasn’t so comfortable with. I made a mental note not to freak out at him for asking me. I wanted him to feel comfortable with me.

I began to eat again, feeling anxious but also excited at the idea of something new. “That depends. What do you want to try with me?”

He poked at his plate with his fork. “I… want to try anal with you.”

The words sank in and I wasn’t sure how to react. I chewed my food slowly as I contemplated the idea. Anal? We’d done some crazy things in the bedroom but I had always been afraid of anal. What if I leaked afterwards? What if I couldn’t control my bowels? What if something happened that was embarrassing? I wouldn’t ever be able to show my face to him again. Still, if it was something he wanted to do, he obviously wasn’t thinking about what might be embarrassing or gross about it… which honestly didn’t make me feel better.

So instead of focusing on that, I asked, “How would we do that?”

Erik sipped his wine. “I’ll get a bottle of lube. I’ll go slowly, and we’ll only do it after you’ve… gone number two, that way you won’t have to worry about what might happen.”

I guessed he’d been thinking for a while about it. “I just want to be safe. Can you do that for me?”

Erik reached a hand over and took mine, squeezing it. “I’d want nothing less for my bride.”

I smiled at him warmly. “I’m looking forward to being that.”

Erik picked up his wine glass and held it towards me. “To a life together.”

We clicked our glasses and then I wondered – did he want to try this on our wedding night? The question exited my mouth as soon as I finished drinking my wine.

He pondered it for a moment before shrugging. “If that’s what you want. It would certainly be an interesting start to our married life.”

“Indeed…” I kept my nose in my wine glass. “I’ll make my decision by then, in that case. But come prepared, okay?”

Erik smiled at me. “I always do.”

We finished our dinner and went to bed late making last minute wedding preparations. I couldn’t sleep very well for the next few nights wondering if I should do it with him. After all, it would start off our marriage in an interesting way. Perhaps it would foreshadow how exciting our life together would be. I wanted nothing more than for my life with Erik to be exciting and fruitful and happy.

As I dressed for my wedding that day with my friends and family, I made the decision to do it. After all, it’s not like I couldn’t stop him if I didn’t like it. I’d tried crazier things before with him, and he’d been nothing less than accommodating. So after my wedding, I would indulge his request and in the meantime, enjoy my day with him.

My wedding was everything I imagined it would be. Erik looked so handsome in his suit, and everyone that I loved was present. I couldn’t help but cry a little as we kissed for the first time as newlyweds. I was happy with him, and I would make every effort to make sure that our marriage was healthy and long-lived.

We danced and drank at the reception and ate until we were stuffed. Our wedding cake was actually a cheesecake and I couldn’t have been more excited to eat it. And to top it off, we had a live band. It was a true celebration and when he carried me into our bedroom that night, I couldn’t have thought of a better way to begin my new life with him.

He placed me on the bed and kneeled down in front of me to help me take off my shoes. I smiled down at him. “You’re being extra courteous today.”

He took my shoes off and rubbed my feet gently. “Well, you had a long day in heels. You deserve to relax.”

The massage sent pleasurable tingles through my skin and my muscles untangled themselves. “That’s good…”

He kept going for some time until I felt like I might fall asleep. When he finally did stop I felt like I’d been rudely awakened. The cold air rushed to my feet and the haze rushed from my eyes. I watched him stand up and go to the door, where a bottle of wine and some glasses waited for us. He popped the cork and poured, and then brought me my glass.

I sipped the wine and set it aside. I wasn’t really in the mood to drink or eat anymore. I set my gaze on him as he undid his tie and took off his blazer. He looked handsome in his suit but I would argue he looked even better out of it – he wasn’t the type to slack off at the gym. He had muscles and he wasn’t afraid to use them on me. His hair was slicked back right now, but he normally didn’t put gel in his hair. I preferred it when he wore it cleanly like it was now but I also appreciated it more because he didn’t do it often.

I took the veil off of my head and began undoing my hair. There were many pins in my hair with little flowers attached, and I’d had it in a loose up-do. It didn’t take me long to let my hair fall to my shoulders in loose curls. As I placed the pins on the end table, Erik sat next to me and put his arm around me.

“I still can’t believe that I get to see you every morning and every night…” he said. He took my hand and kissed it.

“Haven’t you already?” I giggled. “We live together.”

“But it’s different now, now we know it’s for real and forever.” He moved his hand to unzip my dress. “And this will be different too.”

I nodded and he unzipped me, then took off the straps and untied the front of my dress. I stood up and the dress just fell off easily, revealing the lingerie I was wearing underneath. He swallowed and his lips parted ever so slightly. “You are a goddess.”

I smiled at him and stepped out of the dress. I sat on his lap. My hands cupped his cheeks and I kissed him. “And you are my god.”

He roamed his hands down from my shoulders to my sides and my back, my skin feeling delicate and tingly after all the wine at the reception. I bit my lip and undid the buttons on his shirt. I was nervous for the first time in a long time, but I was also excited. It felt like my whole life had shifted perspective. I was now his wife, a new wife, and we were going to try something new. And it was going to mean something. Not that it hadn’t before, but for some reason it was more special tonight.

I pulled his shirt off and touched his chest, running my hands over his skin slowly so he could feel everything – the ring on my finger, the thumb I ran over his nipple, the creases in my palms. He inhaled softly and dove into my neck to bite it and kiss it. I moaned softly and he sucked on the skin, leaving a pronounced hickey. Not that I minded – I always loved having a way to show the world I had someone amazing.

He moved from my neck to my shoulder and to my collarbone, kissing and nibbling my frail skin. If he wanted to he could easily give me a bruise  but I doubted that was the kind of thing he wanted to do tonight. It would disrupt the soft, gentle, romantic mood that he’d set up for me. I liked that he was so attentive to my needs.

I let him do whatever he wanted with me as the minutes ticked by. My lingerie slowly slipped off as he tugged and he took the opportunity to put his mouth around one of my nipples, suckling and teasing it while he played with the other with his fingers. I voiced my pleasure without inhibitions, digging my fingers into his gel-locked hair. When I was done with him, his hair wouldn’t look so clean.

He didn’t seem to mind that I was making a mess of his hair, instead spurring me onwards by being more aggressive with his tongue around my nipple, moving to the other breast and giving it some attention. He squeezed my breast with his hand gently, then more roughly. I felt tingles go through my body and moaned softly.

After a few moments on my boobs he ran his hands down and began to move lower, kissing my stomach and nibbling, tugging on the skin with his teeth and leaving small marks wherever  his mouth went. I felt sexier than I had in a long time and savored the moment as he removed my panties slowly. He looked up at me as he did so and I saw the hungry look in his eyes. I nodded and he pulled them the rest of the way off, and then touched my thighs and vagina slowly, then squeezing a little, sending an electric shock up my spine. I gasped and lifted my hips. I wanted him so badly.

He obliged, putting his lips around my vagina and kissing it, licking it, sucking on it. He’d always been so good with his tongue and there were many times when he’d just do this for me and nothing else, not even to satisfy himself. I often reciprocated later on because having him eat me out made me hungry for him as well. I had a feeling I wouldn’t get a chance tonight, though.

He put his tongue inside me and I yelped in pleasure, arching myself into him. He kissed me more, sending tingles all over my body and igniting a fire in my pelvis. “Oh, fuck, Erik…”

He had always enjoyed hearing me say his name and this time was no exception. He moaned into my pussy. He reached his hands up, roaming my skin and starting a fire wherever he touched. I wanted him and I wanted him now. I took the hand closest to my breasts. “Fuck me…” I panted, my heart racing.

He let his tongue linger for a few more seconds before he pulled away, licking his lips. “Are you sure?” he asked. He had that look in his eyes. He was going to do anal and I had already agreed to it, but he still seemed unsure.

I decided to reassure him by flipping myself over onto my hands and knees and using both hands to spread my ass cheeks. “Give it to me, baby.”

He smiled at me and put his hands on my ass, letting me use my own to keep myself steady. He reached for the bottle of lube on the end table and put some on his hands, lathering up a finger, and put it to my anus. I cringed a little at the sensation. It was cold.

“Ready?” he asked. I nodded and he rubbed my anus with his finger first, getting it wet. I prepared myself for what came next by forcing myself to relax with deeper breaths. He prodded slowly, and then all at once. I felt like I was holding in something. It felt weird and invasive. I wasn’t sure I liked how it felt.

Then he began to move his finger to coat my anus with the lube and it started to feel good, spots being massaged that I didn’t know I had. I felt strange that it felt so good – I hadn’t expected it to and now I wasn’t sure I was comfortable with letting him know that because I was afraid of what would happen if I let go and something embarrassing happened down there. I felt conflicted.

His other hand ran along my back soothingly. “Relax. Nothing’s going to happen, okay?”

I realized my muscles had tensed up while I was thinking and he’d noticed the difference. I felt a little anxious but I wanted to go through with it like I said I would. “Is it okay?”

He kissed the small of my back. “Let go.”

He used that phrase whenever I was unsure and it always worked. It was like I needed permission from him to let go of my insecurities, which was strange because I was always so sure of myself in front of everyone else. Or at least that’s what I liked to believe. Either way, he moved his finger faster and I found myself lost in the feelings. I was taken and swept away by the pleasure, even though it felt strange at the same time.

He kept pace for a while, letting me feel the lube and his finger but soon he was pounding me with his hand and I could do nothing but enjoy it. It was like shockwave after shockwave rippled through my body. Soon, he slowed down and inserted another finger. I tensed up for a moment but he soothed me and soon it was back to the pleasure.

What I didn’t expect was for him to spread his fingers in my ass in an attempt to stretch me out. I realized what he was trying to do but I was already as ready as I could be. Still, opening me up like he was gave me a strange sense of submission that I liked and wanted more of. Perhaps if I had his cock I would feel even better and I began to get impatient. “Erik… give me…”

He knew exactly what I was talking about and obliged, withdrawing his fingers. Not a moment later, I felt the tip of his dick poking at my anus. Just the anticipation was getting me wet. “Give me it…”

He slathered more lube on, this time onto his cock, and prodded my ass with it. My vagina throbbed in response. I grew too eager and pushed back on his cock, slipping the tip inside me. He moaned in surprise and pleasure and it made me hotter. Having the tip of his cock inside my anus felt strange, but not any weirder than his fingers had been. The lube helped immensely and any pain I may have felt was significantly numbed, replaced by a pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before.

I let him take the lead then. He grabbed my hips and slowly penetrated me deeper, slipping his cock into me. It fit perfectly, as if it had been meant for it all along. I sighed in delight. “Oh that feels good…”

He didn’t need me to tell him to move his hips. He started slowly, but it was as intense as could be because what his fingers couldn’t reach, his cock massaged and it felt infinitely better than before. I could tell before he picked up the pace that I would be screaming with pleasure tonight. It felt strange as he pulled out, like I was going number two, but backwards when he went back in.

Soon, though, I didn’t notice that feeling – only the pleasure he gave me as he increased speed more and more, until he was pounding my ass. “Oh… fuck!” I cried. There were spots I didn’t even know existed that his cock had awakened inside of me and was quickly sending me to an early orgasm – a type of orgasm I’d never experienced before. My body was excited to know what it would feel like, so much so that when I looked down at my own body I found that my sheets were damp and my pussy was dripping wet.

His balls were hitting my clitoris in just the right way as he fucked me and within seconds my body was quivering with pleasure. I screamed his name as my orgasm ripped through me with a force I’d never experienced. My body responded by pushing itself to the limit, muscles contracting everywhere, especially in my pussy. I felt my own orgasm spray onto the sheets, getting my thighs wet with cum.

And he didn’t stop. He moaned as he felt my ass muscles squeeze around him but he kept thrusting into me like it was his last day on earth. My orgasm slowly faded but I felt the pleasure in my body begin to build up again, slowly but surely like the last time. I wondered briefly how many times I would come before Erik spanked me. I didn’t expect it so I yelped, but it added a new dimension that I truly enjoyed. “Oh, do that again!” I cried.

He smacked my ass again, harder this time so I was sure I would have a handprint later. It felt so good and I felt so alive. I was thankful that I was here having sex with such a gorgeous man. I felt lucky, but more than that I felt sexy and it turned me on even more to know that he thought so too.

He grabbed my shoulders and pulled me up so my back was against him, but he didn’t stop thrusting. The new angle offered a totally different sensation. His cock was tighter inside me now and every movement he made felt like he was doing it twice, escalating the pleasure tenfold. He tugged on my hair so my neck was accessible and bit me, leaving a wound so visible that people would think I was married to a vampire. I cried out in both pain and pleasure, loving the mixture of sensations.

He wrapped arms around me. “I’m getting close,” he whispered in my ear. The way he said it made me want it to happen even more than I already did. I reached up and gripped his hair tightly, pulling him to me for a deep kiss.

He kissed me as he came inside me, moaning into my mouth and sporadically pumping. I couldn’t have felt more satisfied if I tried. He fell down to the bed as his orgasm ended and carried me down with him. I panted heavily from the effort of it all and so was he. We both were sweating profusely but I was so glad we’d tried anal.

Laying in the afterglow, Erik kissed my forehead. “How did you like that?” he asked. He knew I’d loved it but he wanted to hear me say it so I obliged him.

“It was amazing.” I kissed his cheek and his nose and smiled. “I just wonder how it’s going to feel using the bathroom later.”

He chuckled. “It’ll be fine. I promise, we won’t do it often enough to mess with your bowel movements.”

I ran my hand across his cheek. I could feel his sperm leaking out, dripping down the side of my butt. It was rather uncomfortable. “Do you want to take a shower together?”

He nodded and sat up. “It sounds awesome.”

As we headed to the bathroom and started the warm water, I wondered what my anus looked like now. Before joining him behind the curtain I decided to check out of pure curiosity. It didn’t feel too much different, if a little sore. My anus didn’t look very different but I could see the inside more than usual. It was definitely spread out a little more. I wondered if it would go back to its original size. I wondered if I would have a hard time walking tomorrow when the muscles registered what had happened.

“The water’s great,” Erik said from the shower. “Are you ready?”

“Yeah.” I got in with him and wet my hair. The sweat on our bodies just slipped away down the drain and soon, after washing each other, I felt completely comfortable.

I smiled at him, holding him under the water spray. “I like how today has turned out. This is the best wedding I could’ve asked for.”

He kissed the top of my head. “I enjoyed it too. And when we get home… we get to plan our whole lives together.”

The thought of it both scared me and excited me. A whole lifetime… “So many years. Let’s take it one step at a time, shall we?” I said.

“One step at a time.” He nodded. “Let’s just enjoy our marriage as it is right now. I want it to stay this way.” He ran his hands along my body.

I nuzzled his neck. “The water is getting cold. I’m getting out.”

He turned off the water and helped me dry off and as we dressed for bed, I discovered I had a question to ask. I got into bed. “If you want it to stay the way it is, how come you married me? Marriage changes people.”

Erik climbed in next to me and wrapped an arm around my shoulder. “I married you because I want things to stay the same forever.”

I looked up at him. “But if we have kids, things will change.”

He shook his head. “That’s not what I’m talking about. Life will always change, people always change.”

He reached over to the lamp and turned out the lights. The room was pitch black now and all I could hear was his breath and his voice. He lied down and I put my head on his chest. “Then things won’t stay the same.”

He cuddled me close and I felt comfortable. I wondered then if we’d always sleep this way. We’d slept close together before. But again, marriage changes people.

But after a few moments in the dark, he finally answered me. I dozed so I barely heard the answer, but it didn’t lessen the impact at all and I fell asleep smiling.

“Things will stay the same because I will always love you. So no matter what happens, no matter how bad or good things get, you can come to me and be confident in that. You can rely on me. I will never stop loving you. So we can take things one step at a time or rush. It doesn’t matter how fast we go. You will always be loved – in sickness and in health.”


11. Gemma's One Last Trip: My Gangbang with Friends by Ellie North

Gemma is taking one last trip around Europe with her closes and dearest friends before giving the big “I Do” to the man she loves. Dillon, Nick, Tom, Ashton and Justin all want to send her off with one great last moment to remember them by, but how can you tell if that last special moment between friends is getting a little too personal? Gemma will realize part of her has always wanted each of her best friends; throwing caution to the wind, Gemma will explore her deepest, darkest fantasy in hopes none of it will ruin the friendships she’s worked so hard and long to keep.

“Did you get the tickets?”

“Yes.”

“Can I have mine?”

“No way, we said she was going to keep them all.”

“I can carry my own fucking train ticket if I feel like it, Dillon.”

“Why must you do this? Why do you have to go against what we already established was that smartest thing to do?”

“Just because Tom and Ashton can’t look out for themselves doesn’t mean the rest of us should be tied to them, does it?”

“No one is tied to anyone, stop being so dramatic. We are just walking across the station. Gemma, can you please reason with him?”

“Christ Dillon, just give him his damn ticket and let’s go.”

“No one’s talking to you, Nick.”

“Fine, she can keep the tickets. But if we get separated and someone misses the train…”

“That’s exactly what we are hoping to avoid, Justin, can you just stay close and stop turning this into a nightmare for everyone?”

“Why do you have to be so dramatic?”

“Ok,” I finally interjected, both arms raised like a referee in a game of Who’s Got The Bigger Dick, “Everybody needs to chill.”

The problem with traveling with all your closest and dearest male friends is that at some point, it all became a pissing contest. Everybody wanted to be in control, everybody wanted to be the alpha and, the sad fact was that none of them really had it in them when it came to staying on schedule and not wandering off alone. It was mostly a lot of fun, usually when we got to where we were supposed to go and all the stress of getting there melted away to leave room to just having a good time. The getting there part? That was the tough part; the part we kept struggling with.

I was used to playing mediator to all of their arguments and debates, it had started long before the trip and deep down, I always knew that I would be doing plenty of mediating while we were abroad on our European adventure. Most people did this when they were in their late teens or early twenties, when their spirits were completely audacious and less concerned with things like making rent and holding down a stable job. We had skipped out on it years ago and now, just a few months before I got married to the man of my dreams, we decided to make it out there with our economies at their best and our friendships well past that unbreakable seven year mark; we stayed at good hotels we wouldn’t have been able to afford in our twenties, drank the good liquor we hadn’t even heard of, ate at fancy places reserved for those with jobs and, when it was time to be hungover, we had the dark comforts of room service to rely on.

It wasn’t a bad version of that after-high school or post-university trip. In fact, we were convinced we had made a decided improvement on the whole European experience.

I knew there were a lot of raised brows, people didn’t expect a bride to be to run off with five men to Europe, but I didn’t really care what people expected. Malcolm understood. He understood he was marrying a woman with a bunch of male friends and, more importantly, he was confident enough to know where he stood amongst them. There was no question in my mind and how unflinchingly he trusted me when I said so was a bigger turn on than I could put into words. I knew there was a reason he promised not to ask too many questions if I didn’t give too many details and I think, in a way, it was a quiet arrangement between us: No questions asked, no complaints made.

We had forty-eight hours of train time ahead of us and I felt instantly soothed as Dillon and I made it into the first class double-sleeper we would be sharing from Paris to Moscow. It had been a fair toss of a coin and the rest of them were sharing a 4-bed that was just down a long corridor; other than the space, the winner of the coin toss had earned himself the fresh-aired comforts of sharing the tiny compartment with only one person – who also happened to be a girl. After a bad experience with our last hotel, there was no underestimating the beauty of this new adventure and the spotlessness our accommodations provided.

“So,” Dillon grinned mischievously, cornering me back against the window with an expression that was just serious enough for me to wonder if there was any truth to it, “we’re going to be having a lot of one on one here, should we start planning that one last torrid affair before you become the respectable Mrs. Johnson?”

Dillon and I had been friends since high school; he had always been reliable and an honest male opinion to all the complications my brain added to every single scenario, real or imaginary. We knew each other in the way that old friends who don’t talk often know each other: with that familiar know that only time can give and the calm relaxation of someone who knows there is never knowing someone completely. He’d been working as editor to an arts and leisure magazine for a couple of years now, and while it put his own artistic endeavors on pause, he was good at it. It made him feel productive and the pay, well, the pay wasn’t bad. Sure, he had needed to make a couple of business stops in London, but it wasn’t a bad deal. It was good for the ego and that confidence reflected itself in how he carried himself, and how attractive he looked.

“I’m not changing my name,” I laughed nervously, sliding away from him to continue hanging the jacket and dress I dug out of my bag wherever we stopped, just to make sure the damage of travel was minimal, “and I don’t think I want Fran after me if she ever finds out.”

“Hey, it’s been established,” he took a seat, “what happens on this trip, stays on this trip. Besides, if we are going to have all the night by ourselves, I am just suggesting possible activities; making sure you are not going into this marriage thing without having experiencing everything you should experience.”

“Oh yes, you are such a kind and considerate soul,” I quipped, moving to take the seat next to him, “whatever would I do without these selfless ways of yours? Where would I stand?”

I had to admit that there was something about the way he was looking at me that made me wonder if they were all in on this game, for sport, fun, or just to see how far my loyalty to my future husband extended when opportunity presented itself. It wouldn’t faze me if this was an isolated event, but it wasn’t.

It wasn’t like them though, was it? They knew me. They knew I came from a family that barely held itself together and now, years later, it was them who had replaced that drunken father and almost neglectful mom. It was them I had been most nervous about meeting Malcom, and them the people I had to thank as I embarked on the adventure of making my own home. My own family.

There had been Justin that night in London after everyone passed out in the living room of the apartment we rented in Leicester Square; how he’d played with my hair until he was fisting it tight in his hand as we kissed each other breathless. I stopped it just as his hand started sneaking between my legs, not because I didn’t want those thick callused fingers testing the wetness of my slit, but because I was supposed to be fateful to the man I was about to tie myself to for As Long As We Both Shall Live. This was supposed to at least be on my mind, and yet I found it hard to brush aside the thought that this was exactly what I was here for. To have one last hurrah with my friends before I traded my crazy party ways for a more adult lifestyle, one that wouldn’t allow as much time with my beloved, albeit problematic, friends.

Justin dated my younger sister, Jackie, for a couple of weeks before realizing he was more interested in hanging with me and the guys than he was in spending time with an often scantily clad girlfriend. A bond had been formed during hours spent sitting on the couch with me while he waited for Jackie to be ready, and eventually, he just decided he had much more in common with us than he did with her. Our friendship had always been easy, honest and a little uncomfortable to my sister – who still firmly believed Justin was and always would be in love with me.

I didn’t think this was about love, not the traditional kind anyway.

I agreed to masturbate with Justin that night; to masturbate for him while he masturbated for me. We sat on opposite sides of the couch, facing each other, my legs spread open for him to see my fully engorged lips as I touched myself. I bit down on my lip as he played with the uncircumcised head of his penis, pulling the skin back and moving his fist slow at first, then hard and fast until he pushed himself onto his knees to ejaculate on my pelvis. I jumped into the shower after and then slipped into bed. Aside for a few winks and smiles the morning after, we stayed away from discussions on what happened after that.

There was nothing to it, really. Two good friends who had done something not entirely right and had gone about it as respectfully as they could manage.

“You’re amazing, you know?” Dillon pulled me out of a trance.

“Stop it,” I nudged him, my cheeks flushed with the memory of Justin’s hard cock and the feeling of his cum on my smooth shaved skin.

“I’m just saying, I can see why Malcolm would want to put a ring on it, you know?”

“So eloquently put,” I laughed, relaxing into the soft massage his hand delivered to my shoulder, slipping forward, tracing along the clavicle exposed by the low cut I wore before diving in to brush his fingertips to my breast; a chill rushing up my spine, “What are you doing, Dillon?”

“I told you,” he said, turning his body to face me, using his fingers to tug on the collar of my shirt to expose the thin lace bra, my nipple hard beneath it, “I’m just making sure you don’t miss out on anything.”

I closed my eyes. His hands felt nice and rough and warm cool against the soft skin of my breast and I almost got lost in it again, like it had already happened more times than anyone should be comfortable with. It made me feel as bad as it made me figure, well, what the hell? If the roles were reversed and I had been a dude traveling with all his female friends, no one would begrudge me or be anything but impressed to find I bedded them all in a matter of weeks. I had to admit that I had accidentally assembled a good looking group of fellows to surround myself with. It wasn’t that they were all out of some sort of catalogue, but they were all interesting and attractive in their own ways.

Not that it made it okay – it was just so damn difficult to concentrate on anything when Dillon touched me like that…

It was just like the night Nick slipped into bed with me in Bologna. How he said nothing as he moved loser, sliding a hand between my legs as he began to grind into my ass, first slowly, his dick growing hard against the soft fabric of my pink panties and the cotton of his boxer briefs. He had placed a hand over my mouth, his fingers eventually pushing past my lips to be sucked diligently until I felt his cum sticking the fabric of my nightie to my back. His lips hot against the back of my neck as he muttered things about how everything was about to change; including the dynamic of our funny and incestuous little group.

Nick was a latecomer; a friend of Ashton’s that had joined the group after most of his life spent in Africa. He was an interesting guy, and most of the girls that came in contact with him had an instant physical reaction to his smile and charm. We rarely spoke, but that one conversation that happened every month or so was a good one. A life-altering one. There had always been certain chemistry between us but, like with the rest of them, a mix of time and circumstance turned him into part of a small family I wouldn’t hope to risk in my wildest, most careless dreams.

I knew it was wrong, but I found myself getting turned on by both the memory of what had already happened and Dillon’s knee, pressing hard against my crotch until we heard the unmistakable sounds of our friends barreling down towards us. I pushed him away on instinct and ended on the opposite side of the room, pretending to hang my jacket and dress all over again as they barged in without knocking – their bodies suddenly packed into the room as tightly as sardines.

****

Everything that happened after dinner was a bit of a blur. I knew there had been a lot of drinking and that there was something about drinking on a moving train that got you far more wasted, even if it was only in my head. I spent the night exchanging meaningful glances with Dillon, who was stuck between dissatisfied and worried about the lines that had already been crossed. It would have been awkward to explain that both Nick and Justin had received special treatment and at least managed release. Oddly enough, I felt like I owed him, and that strange feeling had mixed well with vodka and led to a hand job in someone else’s double-sleeper.

By the time we got to Warsaw, I was questioning how much I really wanted to marry Malcolm. Unsure of whether or not what my friends and I claimed was nothing but a goodbye of sorts, was actually both desire and natural unwillingness to marry, crashing out to the surface. And maybe I should pay attention to it as I allowed my body to melt into Tom’s in a slow dance to the music in a small portable speaker.

“I can’t believe you are really going through with this,” he said, his hand moving past its resting place at the small of my back, moving around my ass and then tugging the fabric of my skirt up to reveal lace panties, pawing at them and pushing them aside in an admirable effort to push his hand up between my legs.

“Tom, I….” I hesitated. I what exactly? I was starting to feel terrible about how many cum stains I had been forced to wash out of my clothes during this trip? I wasn’t sure that engaging in sexual behavior with all of my male friends, right before getting married, was right? I didn’t want to cheat on my future husband but I also wanted these moments with all of them? And how was I supposed to explain wanting these moments to anyone? Maybe I didn’t have to. Maybe these moments could just be that, stolen little snippets of time spent with a good friend before I got married.

I knew Tom through Ashton. Just like Dillon and I had become inseparable at times during high school, Tom had been inseparable my oldest and dearest friend. It was a friendship so old and strong that it didn’t really matter where which of us came from or how long we had been in each other’s lives. He was an architect like me, which enabled a strong codependency in a relationship that mostly blossomed while putting models together well into the crack of dawn.

“What?” He stopped, his hand firmly in place in case his determination was the factor that kept things going.

I spun in his arms, pressing my ass hard up against him, urging him on until I was pressed up against the wall with him right behind me, grinding until it got to be too much and he began jerking off furiously, the distance just enough for me to feel the shift of the head of his cock against my ass as he grunted heavily. His lips against the shell of my ear, the ring on his finger validating my choice in a way that perhaps should have stopped both of them, and when Tom failed to be the voice of reason, I decided it was the excuse I’d been looking for all along.

We met everyone else at the restaurant car, taking the seats across from the table where they sat. A few knowing glances were exchanged quickly, almost shamefully. This whole affair was undeniably wrong in more than one way and I couldn’t really pretend I didn’t see that. All of us were in relationships, all of us were good friends, and all of us thought of each other like family – which made it all feel a little weird, even I thought it wasn’t.

Still, there were parts of it that felt right. There was an undeniable chemistry between us all and while it was nothing special, it was the ingredient that made us work as a group. What made us all end tangled with each other and what significant others always had a problem with. We were attracted to each other independently, but also had a fetish for each other as a group. As friends standing the tests of time and doing things like this enormous trip.

If I was being honest, I wasn’t at all ashamed of it. I didn’t expect the world to understand why any of this made sense, but I also didn’t think it was the world’s business.

“Where were you guys?” Ashton asked, still oblivious to the fact that he was the only one who still hadn’t had a true one-on-one with the bride to be.

“Gemma took forever choosing that awful pant suit,” Tim blurted out as he glanced at me, his brow raised.

“I think she looks good,” Nick shrugged from his spot, reaching out for his glass of wine.

“We haven’t ordered,” Ashton said, reaching a couple of menus out to them, “we know what we want though, so maybe you guys can hurry and check those out. We devoured some cheeses already, but we are still pretty starved.”

They all nodded in agreement as Tom grabbed the menus and handed one to me, our hands lingering just long enough for Ashton to catch up with the whole thing.

I caught Ashton’s eyes about halfway through his rationalization of what was going on. I could see it all dawn on him; I could see the pieces falling together as he thought about long walks taken with one, disappearances with someone else and those late night showers that, he now realized, had more to do with my wanting to wash the filth off than they did with being refreshed. He tilted his head and I offered a small smile as the waiter left with our menus and orders.

It went unregistered, but there had been a bit of awkwardness between us during the rest of dinner. One by one they started to leave, determined to make it off the train in Moscow in one piece after the madness of the night before. It left me with Ashton, sitting across from each other, talking quietly with our bodies hunched over the table like children with a secret—which we had been often enough.

We were lifelong friends. We grew up next door from each other, his house my only escape plan for years. When we finally moved out, we moved out together and into the same apartment for two years. Then I moved out to be closer to work and he went to California for an assignment and stayed there up until a year ago, when he made it back in town. We always kept in touch, though; letters became emails and emails became endless Skype sessions and then we did all of them throughout the week.

“So were you waiting for me to make a move?” He asked, the dark cherries ready to sweeten the glass cups of Russian tea.

“No,” I shook my head, “I don’t know if you could say I was waiting for anything, none of this has been planned. Please don’t tell me you are going to lecture me.”

“No, of course not, I just…” He stopped, studying my face for a moment, as if deliberating if telling me the truth was worth the risk he was obviously taking.

“What?”

“No,” he waved a hand dismissively, “never mind, it’s not important.”

“Tell me,” I insisted, my hand reaching across the table to rest on his, fingers carefully caressing his knuckles. “Come on, what is it?”

“I just thought that if you were going to have one last adventure, well, that…” He took a drink, “I thought that I’d be the one. You know, because we always wondered if – or maybe it was just me wondering! Which is perfectly fine, I obviously misread the signs…”

“You didn’t, don’t be stupid, of course we always,” I paused, suddenly affected by the same stutter that had kept him from communicating coherent thoughts though this entire conversation, “I just thought it was best to leave it alone, I don’t know, I guess I was scared of it—scared of the magnitude of it. And now I am scared of it, but in a different way. I don’t know what having an adventure with you would do to my determination to marry Mal.”

“What did messing around with all of them do to your determination?”

“Nothing,” I lied.

The last thing I needed was to admit that this whole trip had put a decided question mark in a choice I had made with a conviction and commitment that made my future husband comfortable with this. He had obviously been wrong to be so, but I had always been a good liar. My facial expressions had these brief moments of truth that Ashton had been great at photographing since we were teenagers, and now, I was terrified to find he’d snapped a mental shot of that lie and the way my grip on his hands tightened with it.

“Then why should I be any different?”

He knew the answer to that, but answering frankly, the way he wanted me to, would only be granting a victory and admitting I was making a choice I was no longer too certain of.  I was too proud to back out of anything, even if that was an engagement that would shape the course of my entire life.

This wasn’t about doubts. This wasn’t about what could have been or about Ashton, the one that got away. I had been avoiding him because there was nothing friendly about our physical encounters. He was the person who reminded me that sometimes, no matter how badly you wanted it, it was impossible to bet on the safe choice.

Malcolm was a good and dependable man in ways Ashton and the rest of them could never be and, ultimately, that was the reason they had never even tried to make it work. They weren’t reliable enough to take care of their friendship, and neither of them was willing to take the hit of that kid of loss.

“Let’s go.” I stood, letting go of his hand and moving past the table and out of the empty restaurant car.

He followed me into one of the bathrooms where I got down on my knees, unzipped him, and pulled his dick out, already rock hard. His twitching and moaning helping me decide when to suck, when to lick, and when to deep throat him until he came in my mouth.

****

The presidential suite had three bedrooms and a panoramic view of the city; there was a Jacuzzi in one of the bedrooms, the bedroom I was to share with Justin according to yet another coin toss. It wasn’t entirely surprising when all of us ended in there, grabbing the bottles of wine from the table and then stripping down before jumping into the bubbling water. It was a tight fit, the tub was definitely not meant to fit six people and we were snuggled tightly against each other with wine spills making the water a very distressing shade of lilac.

It had all been playful enough, with water being splashed and pulling and tugging until there was a kiss. My lips and Ashton’s locking hard, as if all those years of pent up romance and desire had finally found an outlet and there was no letting go now. Tom moved in, perfectly comfortable with us both as he reached out and grabbed one of my breasts, massaging slowly, leaning in to suck my nipple into his mouth.

Justin moved closer from behind, kissing my neck and placing both hands flat on my stomach, pressing me back into him while Ashton’s hands on my hips pulled me back to him, my body brushing against their full-on erections. Nick pulled himself out of the water, sitting outside with his dick in his hand, watching us paw at each other in ways he undoubtedly wanted to join in. My eyes were on him briefly as he began jerking off.

It was Dillon who moved us on to the bedroom. None of it would have happened if it hadn’t been for him, really; carefully orchestrating our slipping out of the tub, soaking wet, dripping our way into the bedroom and tried not to slip. I turned to face them and disappeared onto my knees to find by four erections surrounding me. There was a moment of doubt that melted into deviance as I leaned in, taking Ashton into me mouth, Dillon in one hand and Tom in the other.

Nick continued to watch, sitting on the bed as Justin dropped to his back and slipped between my thighs like a car mechanic, reaching for my hips to pull me down, my wet cunt on his face, his tongue insatiably wonderful.

I sucked one cock after the next, trying to see if I could identify them without opening my eyes and looking up at their owners. I had always been fond of oral sex, but having four cocks to choose from while Nick ate me out with an enthusiasm that threatened to ruin this all for everyone else was an entirely different game. My body shook with building orgasm just as I was lifted up and pushed onto the bed on all four, my moans turning into a whines until I felt Dillon’s lubricated fingers push into my asshole. It was clumsy and hurried, a generous amount coating me as he pulled me back down onto his dick.

I moved back slowly, taking all of him in as he rested back on the pillows and tiled my body back with his. My head rolled back on his shoulder, my body relaxing into him as Nick moved on top of me, pushing my knees back and rocking forward to thrust into me slowly; his movements pushing me back into Dillon, who also began to move his hips; my cries silenced by Justin’s dick as he pushed it into my mouth, his hand gripping my hair as he began to face-fuck me with gusto.

Daylight caught us still going at it, with my pussy raw as I rode Ashton and sucked Tom off. The other three collapsed around them on the bed and the floor, the evidence of each of their orgasms smeared with sweat all over them and the pillows and sheets.

Tom’s cum was sweeter than I had expected and I swallowed, making him grip my head harder and thrust so hard into my throat I could feel it closing – as if I had been screaming for days. He collapsed to the side, leaving me with Ashton, the other bodies scattered around like casualties to a war only the two of us had survived. I began moving faster, through the pain of having been fucked hard by Dillon, diligently by Nick, hesitantly by Tom and viciously by Justin; I fucked him adoringly and he trembled with the movement of my hips, coming hard and without apology, while still inside me.

I enjoyed every moment of the passionate, lust-filled frolic and when I woke up later that morning, instead of feeling ashamed or embarrassed, I smiled to myself, thinking I might just do it all again, someday.


12. Emma's Study Partner: First Time Lesbian Sex in Public by Lora Lane

All you ever hear about now is that college is the time of your life when you are supposed to experience new and amazing things. That is especially supposed to be true when it comes to partying and sexual experiences. It never was the case for me though. No, I was going to be that student who focused completely on my studies almost all the time before graduating early and laughing at all the girls who partied instead of working hard. Then I met Lizzy. She is easily the most charismatic person I have ever met, beautiful as well and she showed me the most amazing night of my life that I will not soon forget.

College was always said to be the best time of my life. All throughout school it was something I was supposed to look forward to for wild times, great friends and even a little studying. The friends I had in high school didn't know me very well if they thought those things were what I planned to get out of college however. I decided to be a nurse on my fourth birthday when a kid choked after accidentally swallowing a toy. One of the parents was a nurse and saved his life right there in my living room. It didn't even slow down the party all that much. It was the coolest thing I had ever seen at that time and still ranks pretty high today.

From that point on I had tunnel vision. It was nursing or bust for me all throughout school. I tended to pay more attention to the subjects dealing with the human body than other things but I sure made certain to pass all of my classes with high enough grades so as to have my choice of a few good nursing programs. The one I finally settled upon was a combination of a local community college then to finish at a local four year college. It might seem like an odd coupling of schools but that tends to be the best way for nursing programs, especially when we have one of the best hospitals in the nation attached to the big school for the last years of the program.

I never dreamed of partying instead of studying. Sure, I went out with friends now and then. I don't want you to think I was a recluse or something. When it came to weekends where I had something serious to hit the books on however, I was nowhere near the fun scene. As a matter of fact the act of studying started to be fun for me after a while. I got to the point where I thought I had it all figured out and smirked at those who didn't understand how much fun throwing yourself at school and studying could really be.

It's kind of funny to look back now and have a little laugh at myself and how true I was to the cause during that time. I wasn't the perfect student but was probably as close as the school had to a perfectly attuned studying machine. The thing is, my grades weren't perfect at all so I kept trying to find new places to study and new ways to study. Little did I know at the time just how important of a decision that would end up being.

Not much was said about it at the time but I wasn't all that healthy when I was throwing myself at the books almost all the time. A friend of mine checked my levels just for fun and I wound up having to admit that the stress was getting to me. There wasn't anything that could be done about it of course but I at least was willing to admit that studying so much and giving nearly zero time to unwinding was not the best for my health. I was young though and when I graduated with honors I would have plenty of time to get my stress level down, or so I figured.

Then one day everything changed when a stunning girl walked into the coffee shop where I spent some free daytime hours hitting the books. She didn't just walk in though, she walked in and sat right next to me.

“Hi!” she said with a beautiful smile, “I'm Elizabeth. My friends call me Lizzy. We haven't met.”

I shook my head, unable to keep the smile from my face, “No, we haven't. Nice to meet you Elizabeth, I'm Emma.”

She shook her head with a sour expression on her face, “I told you my friends call me Lizzy. Get it right girl.”

“We just met though,” I said flippantly. “We aren't friends.”

“Oh, but we will be,” she said with certainty. “So, you may as well go ahead and call me Lizzy.”

I put my pen down and looked at her with a sideways glance, “Alright, Lizzy, let me ask you a question. How can you be so sure we are going to be friends? Do you know more about me than I do about you?”

She smiled and shrugged, “Guilty! I saw you weeks ago when I first transferred here and couldn't take my eyes off of you. Not only are you gorgeous with that long blonde hair – which you should wear down more by the way – and your long thin figure,” she looked me up and down, “You're also probably the best student in the program.”

“Hold on,” I still couldn't get the smile off of my face, “Are you trying to butter me up so that I'll help you study or something?”

“Hot damn, you're smart and psychic!” She finally let the smile fade a little bit but she had one of those faces that almost always looked pleasant whether she was smiling or not. “By the way I've never tried buttering someone up but if that's what you're into sweetie, we'll try it. Look,” she put her hands up, “I was tipped off to your brilliance by Professor Gwen. She said I should get to know you and see if I could learn from your studying habit's. The thing is,” she smiled sweetly, “No offense but I don't want your studying habit's. You never have any fun girl!”

“Fun will come later,” I said.

“Really? Do you have parents or grandparents?” she asked. “Because I do and I don't remember them having time to unwind and have fun very often. This is college Emma! You've got the studying thing down but you need to have some fun too or you'll explode. The way I figure it, we can help each other out. You help me study and I'll help you have some fun. What do you say?”

To make a long story short, I eventually somewhat reluctantly agreed to meet on neutral ground so to speak. She wanted to show me how to party and wanted me to want to show her how to study. While I had no interest in either at first, her smile was infectious and started to grow on me very quickly. I've never had any interest in girls, you know, romantically or anything but there was something about Lizzy that drew me to her. It was as if there was a big part of me that wanted everything she was offering, no matter how much the aloud and verbal part didn't.

Anyway, we wound up studying at a local pub. It certainly wasn't a coffee house or study hall but it also wasn't a bar. That way we had enough light to be able to study a little bit and could enjoy a drink and a little music in the process. For all of the planning I did to steer her towards studying and away from the drinking and music, she wound up convincing me to have a drink before she even considered looking at the books. I still probably wouldn't have had one if it weren't for her having threatened to start screaming that I drugged her drink. At first the threat didn't work but that was only because I didn't yet know just how crazy the girl was. She got as far as screaming help really loud before I relented and accepted a drink. To her credit, we did get some studying in after that.

The next meeting went a little more towards my comfort zone as she came to my place to hit the books in a more standard setting. I'm not a savage or anything so I had some bottled water out and a few snacks to get us through. It went pretty well at first with her answering a lot of my questions correctly and me doing much the same in return. After we had been at it for about an hour, she began to pace around the room. When I asked the next question she needed to answer, no answer was forthcoming.

“Do you ever just get bored studying like this?” Lizzy asked.

“Sure,” I said looking up from the bed where I had been laying on my stomach for much of the previous half hour. “We can take a break if you want. Grab some chips and a bottle of water.”

Lizzy walked over towards the counter that held the snacks. I doubted she ever ate any snacks like that considering the figure she kept. She was a few inches shorter than me with cropped brown hair and a perfect tan – the kind that looked more like she inherited it than got it from the sun. We hadn't really talked much about boys but I was certain she had at least one guy pawning over her. I got my share of looks when I went out but Lizzy was an entirely different story. She grabbed a bag of chips started to dig in. “Nah, it's not that I need a break so much. I just get tired of it. It's always been that way. I can study for a little while and it seems to stick pretty well but then I get distracted or bored and all my focus just leaves.”

Propping myself up on my arms, I asked, “What about when you hit the gym?”

“What about it?”

I smiled, “Do you get bored at the gym? If not maybe you could use the same mindset for studying. Work out your mind like you work out that hot body of yours.”

“You think I'm hot?” Lizzy asked with a smile.

“Uh, yeah,” I smirked, “Who doesn't? But that wasn't really the point, Lizzy.”

“Oh,” she swung back around and then teased a look back over her shoulder, “Are you sure? Because I think you're hot too.”

“Yes,” I nodded as I sat up on the bed, “I'm sure. Wait, you think I'm hot?”

“Well, hell yeah.” She came over and sat down next to me on the bed. “I know what you're getting at and the only thing I really don't get distracted doing is going out to dance, drink and party.”

I smiled, “That's why it worked so well the other night.”

She smiled back as she rubbed her shoulder against mine playfully, “Yeah. I could have told you that Emma. Dim the lights, put on some music and give me enough to drink for a light buzz and we'll study like crazy.” I looked down at the books to the side but she stopped me. “Oh, come on! Wait, isn't it my turn to ask a question anyway?”

I shrugged, “Maybe. You can go first.”

“Alright,” she said with a smile, “Have you ever kissed a girl?”

The question was more shocking than words could express but I turned my head to ask her what in the world she was thinking. I only got half of the first word out though because when my face turned towards hers, Lizzy grabbed the back of my head lightly and planted a kiss right on my lips. She held it there for a few seconds before we both pulled away and Lizzy said, “Never mind.”

My fingers traced my lips in stunned silence as I looked up again, “What the heck was that?”

She was looking down in the book then, acting like she was studying big time before looking up, “What, that? Good lord Emma I just couldn't stop myself. Haven't you ever wanted to kiss a girl before?”

“No!”

“Why not?”

“Well,” I thought about it for a moment before finishing, “I'm not sure but I haven't.”

“Was it all that terrible?”

With a shrug I admitted, “No, not really, but that isn't the point.”

“Oh it was just a little fun to mix things up,” Lizzy said with a wave of her hand. “Relax would you? Look how calm and focused I am now. That little bit of fun will get me another thirty minutes of good study time. Let's hit the books, girl!”

“I don't know,” I shook my head.

“Would you rather I sat across the room sweetie?”

That brought a laugh out, “No, of course not. I'm sorry it's just that I've never done that before.”

“I know,” she said with a smirk.

“You do? How?”

She winked, “Just trust me Emma. I know all kinds of interesting things. For instance,” she looked down in the book, “This bit about the clavicle – I knew that too.”

Part of me wanted to be angry with her in the worst way but I just couldn't be with her smile so sweet. Besides, what was the harm in what she had done? It wasn't the worst kiss ever and it wasn't the most meaningful one either. A little fun messing around and she was raring to go study some more. Maybe that was exactly what both of us needed. After all, my grades had gone up too in the short time Lizzy had been studying with me.

Between that time and the next time we met to study, Lizzy convinced me to go out with her one Friday night to a local bar. They were the kind of bar that didn't call themselves a bar as a way of suggesting that they were slightly higher quality and it worked for them. The lighting wasn't the black-light neon junk that I didn't like at the louder places and they had a live band instead of a DJ wanna be. They even had pretty good food for such a place which helped their case as well.

While we were waiting on an order of mozzarella sticks, the band started playing an old Prince song and Lizzy's eyes went wide. “Oh my god, you have to dance with me!” I started to shake my head, ready to tell her that I wasn't much of a dancer but she grabbed me by the hand and dragged me out there on the floor anyway. Everyone loved the song so the floor was full, though thankfully not too cramped, and I felt pretty comfortable just blending in with what everyone else was doing.

Lizzy had a bad habit of surprising me though and that night was no different. Just as I was getting into the movements, she walked up to me and started dancing against me in a more sultry way. She squatted and ran her hands along my sides then along hers as she danced her way back to standing. Then she turned and put her butt against my crotch and started grinding against me. I looked around expecting others to be looking at us but everyone was doing their own thing and paying us zero attention.

She turned around and danced against me face to face before leaning in to my ear, “Try it. Dance against me. It might be fun, you never know until you try.”

My options ran through my mind. Just a few weeks ago I wouldn't have even been there, much less entertain the idea of dancing a sexy dance with another girl. Still, it did happen and we were both pretty hot that night so I eventually shrugged and decided to go for it. I stepped back and she came towards me, thinking that I was refusing but I pushed her away with a wink and wagged my finger at her. It felt like I was in someone else's body the way I moved my hands along my chest and down my thighs but it also made me feel sexier than I ever had.

I danced around her in a quick circle, brushing my side along her butt and my hand along her thigh while I was at it. She smiled down at me and I smiled back up as I came around in front of her and ran my hands along her in the same way she had done to me. Her body was so amazing that even in my tall and toned body some referred to as model-like, I was envious. Finally I turned around and began to grind my hips against hers, just as the music started to slow and the song came to an end.

The others on the dance floor kept dancing for a minute and then started clapping in appreciation for the great performance as I stood and turned to Lizzy, aiming to let her know that it actually had been a lot of fun. When I turned around she was right in my face and brought her lips to mine again. This time we both had a couple of drinks in us and the kiss lasted longer than it had the time before. Lizzy even snaked her tongue out of her mouth for a second before the next song began and I pulled away.

We made our way over to the table next to the bar we were calling home for the evening and sat down in silence for a few seconds before Lizzy finally broke the silence. “I'm sorry Emma, I just couldn't help myself. God, that dance was amazing!”

“What?” I allowed my confusion to readily show.

“The kiss,” she answered, “I just couldn't stop myself from attacking you out there. Hopefully it didn't scare you too badly.”

I couldn't keep the smile from my face. The kiss was anything but scary. It coupled with the dance had been part of the sexiest moment of my entire life. “Lizzy, I didn't pull away because I didn't like it or because it was scary.”

She allowed an innocent grin, “No?”

I shook my head, “No way, it was more the other direction. I think I liked it too much. If anything scared me, it was that. Whether it was the few drinks I had or the way you looked when you danced, I'm not sure, but it was amazing.”

“Did it make your stomach feel all nervous and make you feel like you didn't know what you were going to do next?” Lizzy asked. “Almost like you couldn't believe the thoughts going through your head?”

“Yeah,” I said wide-eyed, “You ever felt that way?”

She smiled and nodded easily, “Yeah, a couple of times probably but nothing ever quite like that. It didn't scare me but I felt it for sure.”

As far as awkward silences go, the one that dragged out between Lizzy and me right then was pretty hefty. I didn't know exactly what was happening to me but I knew I was changing or that something inside of me was changing. I liked it, that much I was sure about but that was all I was certain of at that moment. It stopped soon enough though and the conversation turned back on when three guys came over to our table.

“Hey,” one of them said with a handsome smile, “You girls nearly lit that dance floor on fire out there. If you'd kept up I think someone would have called the fire department.” The guys behind him nodded and smiled as if they wished they had thought of something so clever to say. “You two want to get out of here and have a little fun?”

I smiled at Lizzy who was smiling back at me and then at the guys flirtatiously. They were cute enough, especially the one in the back and to the right but I really wasn't wanting to have anything in the way of a wild night with them. In the end however, especially with how much fun I was having easing out of my comfort zone lately, I decided to leave it up to Lizzy and shrugged in her direction.

She smiled at me and then winked at the guy in the front before standing and raising herself up to whisper in his ear. His smile was only equaled by that of the guys behind him who all figured they knew what was about to happen. If they did then they had something on me because I had no clue. Finally the guy's smile soured and he shook his head as he turned back to his confused friends saying something about how they could do better.

“What did you say to him?” I asked with a laugh after Lizzy sat back down.

She leaned in with a wide and mischievous smile, “I told him that he and his boys should go 'F' themselves with a big black dildo.” She broke out into big rolling laughter and I joined her. The rest of the night was nothing but the two of us teasing guys and having fun with each other before we finally went back to my place and crashed hard.

The next morning Lizzy left early after we had a little bite to eat and planned our next studying session. One thing both of us knew we wanted was to make sure we kept doing that because it was helping both of us. She was getting more focused on her studying and I was loosening up just enough. It was best for both of us so we agreed to meet at her place the next weekend and she promised to have a fun game planned that would help us have a blast while we hit the books.

The week that followed went pretty well for both my new best friend and me as things continued to improve at school. Professor Gwen even stopped both of us to let us know that she was proud of the work we were both doing – Lizzy to become a great student and me to become the perfect student. I told her she was being too kind but Lizzy slapped me on the rear and said 'good game girl'.

If someone had forced me to guess what was waiting when I pulled up to Lizzy's place that night, I wouldn't have been able to even try. She was so different from me in so many ways and that led to me being not only willing to go to her place and study but to me looking forward to it more than the weekend of fun the week before. Even if I had guessed, I would have been way off. When I walked in the door the lights were dim and music was playing.

“Come right in,” she said, “The game await's.”

“Lizzy,” I said skeptically, “What are you doing?”

“Don't worry,” she smiled as she waved me inside the rest of the way. “You'll like it because it involves studying and I'll like it because it will be wild fun. Everybody wins so relax would you? Come on and lay your stuff down. Take your shoes off too. What are you dressed up for anyway?”

I looked down at my t-shirt, bluejeans and socks and shoes and back up at her. She wore a long t-shirt that looked like a sleep shirt and I couldn't see anything else. I smiled, “Well, I couldn't very well drive in my skivvies Lizzy. What's the game tonight? I'm ready to study! What do you have for me?”

She smiled and I instantly felt nervous. It was that smile. The one she wore just before she surprised me with a kiss and just before she convinced me to do a dirty dancing impression against her. “Are you ready for real?”

“Yes!” I said with a big smile, “Bring it on girl!”

“You sure?”

“Yes!”

Lizzy pulled out the book of the subject we had planned to study that night and said, “Strip studying!”

With a smile and a twisted into one expression I said, “Be serious Lizzy.”

“Oh, Emma, I have never been more serious.”

“You're for real? Strip studying?”

“Scared?”

“With the way you're dressed?” I asked, “I'll win in one question.”

Lizzy lifted her shirt up revealing short shorts and a bra, “I've got a few layers here, same as you actually. So, unless you are afraid that I'll get more answers right than you, we should be good to go.”

For some reason I nodded and looked at her with a mock serious expression, “You're going down girl! Let's do this!”

The questions went back and forth for a few minutes before one of them was answered incorrectly and to my surprise it was me who sported the first wrong answer. Lizzy motioned to my shirt and told me to take it off. I hesitated for a moment and then shrugged and took it off.

“Woo!” she yelled, “Look at that sexy body of yours girl! Makes me want to lick whipped cream off of your chest or something. Oh, and also I'm winning.”

“Laugh it up, Lizzy,” I said. “I won't get another one wrong.”

But I did. The next two wrong answers belonged to me. Luckily I took my belt off with one of the wrong answers so the third incorrect response only had me removing my jeans. “I cannot believe this! You really have been hitting the books haven't you?”

Lizzy smiled at me, “Are you kidding? It meant I would get to see you like this so you bet I studied. You're so sexy, it's turning me on a little bit Emma. Good god.”

“Stop it,” I waved her off.

“I'm serious,” she said and then shook her head. “Back to the game though. I feel a wrong answer coming any minute now.” She had zero wrong answers. Luckily neither did I for a long time. It was probably a half hour before I got another answer wrong. Lizzy clapped her hands and begged me to take it off. Something about how excited she was about seeing my breasts made me want to but it wasn't enough for me to be willing to.

“I don't think I can,” I said.

Lizzy leaned up and walked towards me with an expression I hadn't quite seen on her face. She touched the center of my bra in the back where it fastened and said, “No? How about I do it for you?” Before I could say no or yes, since I hadn't decided yet, Lizzy removed my bra and tossed it over to one side. Her gaze found my breasts and looked back up to my eyes. “You're so damn sexy, Emma. God, I'm so horny for you right now.”

“Easy for you to say,” I quipped in spite of my nervousness. “You're still dressed.”

“Yeah,” she smiled and held her hand up to my face where a list of answers were written on a small sticky pad paper, “But I cheated. So, I guess that means I lose by forfeit.” She stepped back and pulled the large shirt off, then the bra and then the shorts in quick succession. My eyes traveled down to her perfect breasts, her flat stomach and back up to her face. “But wait,” she smiled a sultry grin, “This is still tied and by cheating, I lost. So you know what that means.” She bent down and dropped her panties to the floor then stood up completely naked before me.

I was speechless as her fingers went to her lips, then down to her nipple and then down between her legs. She began to rub herself slowly at first and then more quickly. My breath began to grow shorter as I could feel myself getting turned on too and my nipples were as hard as if ice had been rubbed across them for a few minutes each. “Lizzy.”

She didn't speak but she looked up at me as she continued to rub herself and then looked down between my legs expectantly. My hands instead went directly to my breasts as I felt my body screaming at me to pleasure myself. I pushed my breasts against each other and breathed heavily as I looked down towards her hand and what she was doing. My left hand snaked down the front of my body and under the edge of my panties before my nerves got the better of me and I stopped. “Lizzy, I don't think I can.”

Lizzy pulled her hand from between her legs and rubbed it up towards her breasts. She then put them into her mouth and licked them before moving to me and looking deep into my eyes, “No? How about I do it for you?” She moved her hand down to my panties and eased her fingers beneath the edge. When I didn't stop her she went lower and felt my thinly shaved pussy. “Just relax, Emma.”

My head rolled back to stare at the ceiling as her fingers began to go to work on me. She seemed to know just how to touch me and moved her fingers along and inside the edge of my pussy lips masterfully. I groaned and my knees grew weak when she pressed a finger into the edge of my damp pussy. Finally desire won out and I turned her face towards mine and kissed her hungrily. My tongue teased outward as she did the same and then squeezed my breast with her free hand.

Quickly she moved me back to the couch and I lay back with my thighs spread. Lizzy kissed her way up my inner thighs until she began to lick my pussy lips and I thought I was going to scream. It felt unlike anything I had ever experienced, since not only had I never been with a girl before but had also never had a guy go down on me.

Within a few minutes I was moaning loudly towards the ceiling and massaging my breasts as she worked on my pussy. Somewhere along the line she pulled my panties off the rest of the way and I allowed her to do whatever she wanted. When she moved her tongue away from my crotch I looked up, ready to demand she go back down. Then her hand cupped my lips again, this time pushing one finger deeper inside of me and moving quickly in and out.

My eyes grew wide. I knew something was building inside but it wasn't until then that it exploded out of me. My own juices dampened my thighs and pussy as she continued to work my body over like a lover only could. It was amazing enough that at last I shifted my weight upward and pushed her back so that I could return the favor. I copied much of what she had done and then instinct took over.

Lizzy started to buck her hips and yelp loudly before she pushed me back and shifted her pussy to meet mine directly. Our hips bucked as we rubbed our pussies against one another in the most erotic moment of my entire life. We both yelped and screamed loudly as orgasms built inside each of us. When everything climaxed all at once, I began to actually feel bad for the mess we were making but only colored in the bliss I was swimming in.

I don't know how long we lay there but eventually I moved over and grabbed the sticky note that she had written answers down on. When I got to looking at it, they didn't match many of the answers she gave. I rolled to my side and smiled at her, “Hey, you only cheated on one or two questions.”

She shrugged, “Yeah, I know. How could I know what questions you would choose to ask? I just wanted to try and insure that I would win, even if it meant cheating.”

“You planned all of this?” I asked.

“This?” she asked pointing at the couch, “No way girl. I just wanted to see that body of yours. The rest of this just happened all by it'self. Maybe we should try to keep our clothes on if we actually want to get some studying done from this point forward.”

“Yeah,” I smiled, “Maybe so.”

Lizzy has become my very best friend since that wild beginning to our friendship. We still enjoy each other in all kinds of ways from time to time and we still help each other study too. What can I say? I guess sometimes the right person comes along at just the right time. It certainly was the case for Lizzy and me.


13. The Double Service Garage: Interracial MFM Double Penetration Threesome by Kaylee Jones

Casey finds herself stranded on the side of the road yet again, and has to be towed to the nearest garage.  She can’t afford to fix this one and purchase a new one, but instead of having to make that difficult decision, the pair of hot mechanics give her a different kind of offer.

I hit the center of my steering wheel with my balled up fist so hard and so many times that my hand started to go numb.  I was stuck on the side of the highway yet again.  This old clunker car of mine was so close to death it was probably unsafe to actually drive on the roads.  I had been saving up for the down payment on a new one but had not hit my goal yet.  It looked like I was getting a new car regardless.  I punched up the tow truck company on my cell phone and hit the steering wheel one more time as it rang.

“Tow Jam.  How can we help you?” the grating voice pierced my eardrum.

“Yeah, I need a tow to the nearest garage.”

“Where are you located?”

I gave the curt dispatcher the highway number and the mile marker that I had stopped next to.

“Someone will be out as soon as possible.”

I thanked the woman and hung up with a heavy sigh.  It was sweltering outside and even hotter inside the enclosed car.  I rolled down the windows but there was no cross breeze so I finally got out so I could stand outside.  My cut off denim shorts and snug tank top were clinging to my damp skin and I received more than a couple of cat calls as cars whizzed past me.  I flipped off the last one since his remark was particularly vulgar.

I pulled my long hair back into a ponytail to let the air hit the back of my neck.  It really did not help since the air moving past me was the equivalent of trying to cool yourself down with a hair dryer on full blast.  Finally the tow truck drove past me at about five miles an hour and then backed up down the shoulder of the highway until it was parked in front of my car.

The guy who climbed out of the cab was like something from a scary movie but I was out of options.  I told him I just needed to get to the nearest mechanic, and felt the need to shower as his bloodshot eyes raked over my figure.  His sleazy grin was missing a few teeth and I was sorely tempted to ride in my car even as it was being towed, but I knew that was against the law.

I climbed into the cab and sat as close to the passenger door as I could.  Luckily the nearest garage was just over the hill so I had a short ride with the slime ball.  He dropped me and the car off at the garage and I handed him the requisite $50 cash.

I saw no one around so I stepped inside the waiting area and nearly fainted at the feel of air conditioning on my skin.  The tiles on the floor were grimy but I was tempted to lay down on them just for the coolness.

I dropped into one of the cracked pleather chairs and dug my phone out of my purse.  My best friend bemoaned my poor luck and said that she would take me out to dinner that night, depending on when I got finished.  I plugged the phone into the wall next to me, and stared unseeing at the cars racing on the television screen.

Mentally I was beating myself up for letting this car get me in this situation.  If my ex had not run off with his secretary and all of our cash, I would certainly be in a better spot financially.  But one morning, I had woken up to a note on the bathroom mirror and an empty checking account.  Luckily I already had a good job and a car that was paid off, so I was able to make it.  It just was not as comfortable a life as I had planned to have.

My best friend, Amber, had encouraged me to try exotic dancing in the evenings for extra cash but I brushed her off immediately.  I had a decent job at the law firm and was not looking to risk a stable career for a little cash.  To be honest though, I had considered the idea when she brought it up, but if I had given her any indication I was interested, she would not have let it go.  I was relatively certain I could have made some decent money, but my life was not so bad that I had to shake my tits for dollar bills.  Besides, just the thought of my ex walking in and seeing me was enough to keep me clothed.  So instead of grinding in a G-string, I was pouting in a mechanic’s shop.

I was at the turning point with the stupid car that I had to decide whether I spend my money on fixing it or I spend my money as the down payment on a new one.  With the assistance of my smartphone, I pulled up my bank account balances and made a mental note of what amount would be the breaking point.  I decided what the dollar figure was and toted my purse to the ladies’ room to refresh my flushed face.

I locked the door behind me and sighed heavily yet again.  The water from the sink was not cold but cool enough.  I splashed my face then held a damp cloth to the back of my neck.  It felt nice, especially when I stood under the air conditioner vent.

I did not realize that the combination of damp skin and cool air had stiffened my nipples under my thin cotton tank top until I stepped back out of the ladies’ room and found myself staring at two shirtless mechanics who were staring back at me.

I knew it had been awhile since I got laid but for some reason those two were the sexiest men I had seen in a very long time.

****

The taller one had deep dark eyes and skin the color of caramel with a few days’ worth of dark growth on his shaved head and his jaw line.  The shorter one was blue-eyed and blonde, with lighter skin but still nicely tanned.  Both of them were well-built with the muscular chests, bulging arms, and defined abs that come from hours of physical labor.  They were both staring at me hard.  Or more to the point, were staring at my chest.

“Oh!  Hi there,” I smiled nervously.

“Hey there,” the taller one had a deep voice that rumbled through the small space.  His hungry grin was gleaming white.

“Y’all work here?” I asked the stupidest question my brain could produce.

The shorter one grinned also, “We sure do.  You need some service?”

I could not help myself.  I raised one eyebrow at the loaded question and the blonde guy had the decency to look sheepish.

My eyes took in the muscular chest of the tall broad-shouldered guy and the tight compactness of the shorter one, and my whole body responded to the sight.  My heart did a little flip-flop in my chest and my thighs tightened against each other.

“Yes, I could use some servicing,” I retorted, flipping my ponytail over my shoulder.

The blonde guy’s eyes widen but the dark-skinned man just looks smug.

I cock one hip to the side, making sure to bounce my full tits under the thin cotton.  “What did you have in mind?”

I was mildly entertained by the eager blonde one but I was intrigued and definitely interested in the tall silent one.

“Well, miss, did you have a car with you?  We are mechanics.” The blonde one was a little too smart for his own good.

“No, it’s a hundred degrees outside so I thought I would just walk to the garage miles from my house,” my irritation at my circumstances was starting to slip out.

The taller one finally stepped forward, growing larger as he came closer.

“I’m Tyrese,” he offered his large hand for me to shake.

My delicate fingers were engulfed in his thick callused hands, “I’m Casey.”

“This is Bobby,” Tyrese gestured to the shorter of the pair with his thumb.

“Hi Bobby,” I smiled condescendingly to the overeager blonde.

“And yes, I do have a car that needs help.  Hell, it might just need an incinerator,” I rolled my eyes.

Tyrese grinned again, flashing those pearly white teeth, “We’ll check it out.”

I gave him a very obvious once-over with my own hungry eyes and nodded, “Just let me know.”

I dropped back into the tattered pleather chair and watched them walk out of the waiting area and back into the garage bay.  It was only twenty minutes later when Tyrese returned without Bobby.  He took a seat next to me, his large frame filling the seat and coming very close to touching me.

“Well Casey, your little guy out there is in deep trouble.”

He was so close that his voice rumbled in my ear and sent shivers down my spine.

“Crap.  I know.  What’s the damage?”  I ran my hand over the top of my head, smoothing the stray hairs back into the ponytail.

Not only was I in deep shit over the car situation but now I was distracted by this muscular man sitting very close to me and smelling strangely of mechanic’s garage mixed with Ivory soap.

“With parts and labor, we’re talking probably close to $1000 altogether.”

“Shit,” I sighed and studied my lean thighs as they stretched out from under my short denim cut offs.

“That bad?” he was closer now, the warm air from his mouth tickling my cheek.

I nodded, surprisingly close to tears.

Suddenly I found myself surrounded by the man’s bulging and corded arm as it rested across the back of my seat.

“Maybe arrangements could be made?” he said softly.

“Arrangements?  Like a payment plan?”

“Something like that.”

I finally looked up at him, his deep chocolate eyes glimmering brightly with copper fire.

“Like what?” I whispered softly, afraid of the answer.

He cupped the back of my neck with his large hand, eliciting a gasp from my lips and a stiffening in my spine.  As sexy as this shirtless hunk was, the idea of actually accepting what I thought he was offering was terrifying.

“I think you know.  You seem like a smart woman that has a lot to offer a man.”

“A man like you?” my eyes danced across the flat hard planes of his chest.

“Well, that’s the rub.  Bobby and me are partners.”

My eyes flew open, “You and Bobby?”

His laugh tickled down through the core of my body, “Not like that.  Business partners.  50-50 all the way.”

The reality hit me like a punch to the solar plexus.  My mind skittered through this plan of his – to offer up my very body to the two of them in return for assistance with the car.  My eyes went momentarily blurry and my heart stopped for a beat.  It was intriguing and scary all at the same time.  But when my eyes looked down at the snug jeans on Tyrese’s thighs, my pussy thumped for attention.

“Partners,” I whispered.

Tyrese nodded, “All the way.”

His hand still cupped the back of my neck.  I rested my fingertips lightly on his chest and looked him square in those deep dark eyes.

“You are all man, I can tell, but I’m not sure Bobby can keep up with us.”

Tyrese chuckled, “I can’t wait to tell him you said that.”

I shook my head violently, “No!  Don’t tell him!  Well, don’t tell him before.”

“Um, ‘before’?  So you like the arrangement plan?”

I nodded, “I’m definitely in need of service.”

****

Tyrese took my hand and pulled me from my chair.  Although his touch was gentle, his large hand completely engulfed mine as he led me to a small closed door behind the register area.  It opened into what was essentially a small two-bedroom apartment.  Bobby was lounging on the couch in the living area with a beer bottle in his hand and a shit-eating grin on his face.

“Payment plan I take it?” he motioned to Tyrese and me with his beer bottle.

“Do you both live here?” I was nervous about the whole set up because of my lack of experience.  I had no idea how something like this even worked.

Bobby nodded, “Sure do, saves on rent since we already pay for this place anyway.”

My skin was damp from the hot day and from my nervousness, and my thin cotton tank top was clinging to everything.  Bobby’s eyes were traveling slowly up and down my body as Tyrese clutched my hand tighter.

The tall coffee-skinned man leaned over to my ear and his warm breath tickled my hypersensitive skin.

“You see, Bobby here doesn’t know all that much about women.” I could hear the grin in his voice.

“Really?” I stage-whispered back, “Is he a complete virgin?”

Bobby set the bottle down on the coffee table with a clang.

“What are you two saying about me?  Is Tyrese lying about me?” his light brows knitted together.

“Oh he’s just telling me how you’re pretty inexperienced with women,” I giggled nervously.

“What???  I am not!”

“Hey now,” Tyrese dropped my hand to put both of his palms up in mock surrender, “I didn’t say that.  I said you didn’t know that much about women.  You’re not inexperienced, you just don’t know enough to keep one around for longer than one night.”

I laughed out loud since Tyrese’s explanation made Bobby look even worse.

“What the hell, man?” Bobby was approaching us in obvious anger.

Tyrese took a large step forward, placing himself between Bobby and me.

“Calm your little white ass down, I’m only joking.”

Bobby pouted as his eyes darted from my face to Tyrese’s and back.

“Why don’t you just sit back down and let’s make our new friend more comfortable instead of less?”

Bobby nodded and dropped back onto the couch still pouting.  Tyrese sat down next to him and pulled me to his lap, with his thick arm around my slender waist.  His fingers started lightly tickling up my side, causing me to giggle and squirm on top of him.  What I didn’t realize immediately was that as he was tickling, he was also raising my tank top up with each wiggle of his fingers.

“She’s got a nice rack,” Bobby said off-handedly as though I was not sitting right there.

“You ever seen a pair like these that are real?” I winked at Bobby as I ran my hands over my own still clothed tits.

He shook his head, unable to take his eyes off the three sets fingers that were exploring my body.  Tyrese slowly pulled the top up and off and tossed it to the side.

“Here you go, man, take a peek,” he cupped my full tits from underneath, holding them up for presentation.

Bobby grinned and had to adjust himself on the couch.  He tentatively reached out to touch one and but Tyrese swatted his hand away.

“For being an asshole earlier, you have to wait your turn.”

Tyrese easily spun me around until I was straddling his lap and facing him.

“Damn, they are nice,” he grinned at me as his hands slid up my firm stomach to cup them again, his callused thumbs lightly brushing the tips of my taut nipples.

I couldn’t stop the soft sigh from escaping my lips as I leaned into his touch, my body already aching for more than a casual brush.  He started to pinch them lightly and roll them in his fingertips.  My hips wriggled against him on their own and he sighed deeply.

“That’s it, pretty girl, wake him up,” he mumbled as he buried his face between my warm breasts.

I gyrated my hips on his lap harder, feeling a distinct bulge pressing against the crotch of my denim shorts.  I only had a G-string on underneath so there was little between us except two layers of cloths.

“He’s not awake?” I was genuinely surprised since he already felt rather large.

Tyrese grinned proudly, “Oh he’s just starting.  Whatever you feel is not even what I can give you.”

I started rubbing up and down against his cock under his work pants, his hands digging into my hips and pressing me down against himself.  My tits were bouncing right in front of his face and he caught one nipple between his lips and pinched roughly.  I gasped and moaned as his tongue flickered against the taut little nub.  Bobby was eyeing me hungrily but Tyrese paid him no attention.

I slipped one of my hands down between our bodies and slid my delicate little fingers along the growing bulge of his stiffening cock.

“Just like that,” he rumbled from deep in his chest, “oh just like that baby.”

I squeezed lightly, growing more and more nervous about where he intended for that monster to fit.  He pushed me slightly back so that I was leaning away from him, and his fingers started fidgeting with the fly of his pants.

“You ready to see what I have for such a pretty girl?”

I nodded eagerly, the pulse radiating through my entire body was getting more needy and more insistent.  He slowly peeled open his pants and revealed just a hint of the long thick cock that hid underneath.  I reached out, staring at the size, and ran my fingertips over the hot pulsing surface.

“Go ahead, baby girl, take him out and show him off,” he was leaned back on the couch to give me better access.

I slid off his lap to kneel between his thighs and slowly pulled his cock out into the light.  He was bigger than I had ever seen in real life and even Bobby seemed a little impressed at the sight of my slim fingers wrapped around the dark thickness.

I pressed his cock upwards to his own tummy and ran my tongue up the entire underside of his shaft, eliciting a deep groan from both men but mostly Tyrese.  I turned my head sideways and nibbled over the entire surface, my lips and tongue dancing lightly over him.

“Fuck, man,” Bobby exhaled appreciatively.

Tyrese chuckled, “You like what you see?  Cuz she really knows what she’s doing.”

I had a little trick up my sleeve that always drove every boyfriend crazy.  I pulled his work pants down further so that I had access to his sensitive swollen balls.  I dipped my head lower and with just two fingers pressing against the base of his cock so it rested on his stomach, I started running my tongue over his heavy sack.  I licked and sucked and nibbled every inch of the crinkled skin.

“Oh damn,” Tyrese groaned, “suck those baby.”

I pulled one into my mouth and sucked firmly, feeling the skin tighten and his body tense up.  I switched to the other one, this time lightly tickling my tongue over the surface.  Back and forth, I teased them and tormented him until he hit the point that all men do.  He started to stroke his own cock.  Most men can hardly tolerate having their nuts teased without contact on this cock.  He was no different.

I released both of his balls and grinned up at him, “They all do that eventually.”

He dropped his cock and looked almost sheepish at being caught.

I loosely gripped his cock with both hands and slid them up and down lightly.  Slowly, I tightened my grip and sped up my strokes until I was jerking him off completely.  His hips rose to meet my strokes but suddenly he yanked his cock away from me.

“Not yet, baby girl.  How about you see how Bobby’s doing over there?”

I looked over and the younger blonde man had his cock out and was stroking it as he watched us.

“He’s having a party by himself,” I giggled.

Tyrese stroked his large hand over my blonde ponytail, “Why don’t you go see if you can help him?”

I nodded and stood up to slowly peel the tiny jean shorts and G-string from my lower body.  They both eyed my nakedness like a starving man with a steak.  I crawled up on the couch onto all fours with my ass facing Tyrese and my mouth around Bobby’s cock.

“Oh fuck, fuck , fuck,” Bobby muttered as I engulfed his throbbing cock with my warm wet mouth.

I bobbed my head up and down, using my hand to stroke at the same time.  I almost lost my rhythm completely when I felt Tyrese shifting around behind me to lie underneath me and suddenly burying his tongue between my thighs.

I moaned deeply when his tongue found my aching clit and Bobby moaned in response to the vibrations I created on his cock.

“Stop, stop, stop,” Bobby pleaded as I sucked and stroked him purposefully.

I let his cock go with a wet popping noise and wriggled my ass against Tyrese’s face.  His tongue rubbed and flicked over my clit until the tension in my body was nearly unbearable.  When I felt him suck at my clit and bury a thick finger inside me, the tension exploded.  I gasped and groaned and thrashed against him, soaking his hand and his face with my climax.

Tyrese pulled out from underneath me and resituated into a seated position, and seemed to have lost his pants.

“Now you’re all ready for this guy,” he was stroking his own cock again.

On wobbly knees, I cautiously straddled his lap again and eased my body down over his thick straining cock.

“Oh god, oh god,” I moaned as he filled and stretched me in so many new ways.

“Saddle up, Bobby” Tyrese groaned as my tight little pussy clenched around his thickness.

Bobby crouched behind me and nudged the tip of his cock at my asshole.

I wriggled against him and looked down into the intense gaze of his dark eyes.  He threaded one hand through the base of my ponytail and pulled me down towards him.  As his lips devoured mine, I felt Bobby pop past the tightness of my asshole.

I moaned against the plundering of Tyrese’s tongue.  My whole body tingled at the sensation of fullness, with Bobby balls-deep in my ass and Tyrese still stretching my pussy to capacity.  Our three bodies moved and circled and twisted together until we found a rhythm.  Both of them were thrusting into my body while I held on to Tyrese’s broad shoulders for support and balance.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Bobby muttered from behind me as he thrust his cock into my ass harder and harder.

Tyrese grasped my tits as they bounced, squeezing and rolling my nipples in his rough fingertips.

“God, she feels…” Tyrese grunted as my body continued to grasp and clench at his cock.

When my second climax of the afternoon ripped through my body, I thought I was going to expel both of them.  My muscles clenched tightly, squeezing at the two cocks that filled my ass and my pussy.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Bobby grunted from behind me, his thrusts getting rougher and more irregular.

“You about done back there, white boy,” Tyrese grinned at Bobby over my shoulder.

I felt Bobby pull out and then the jets of warm cum splattered over my gyrating ass.  I heard him sit down hard on the coffee table and pant for air.

Tyrese wrapped both arms around my waist and held me tightly to his muscular body.

“You’re all mine now, baby girl,” he whispered in my ear, half arrogantly and half possessively.

I circled his neck with both of my arms and held on as his hips pounded me, driving that thick cock deep inside my pussy.

“Oh fuck me, fuck me,” I pleaded, needing more and more of him by the second.

He lifted me off his cock and we scrambled around until I was leaned over the arm of the couch and he was kneeling on the couch behind me.  His callused hands grabbed my hips hard as he shoved his entire cock back inside my warm wet pussy.

His hips crashed into mine with every stroke and the apartment was filled with the sounds of wet hot sex.  Bobby looked nearly unconscious, laying backwards on the coffee table and staring at the ceiling.  I was so close to a third orgasm as I pushed off the arm of the couch for leverage backwards into Tyrese.

When his hand wrapped around to my pussy, I let out a strangled scream of overwhelming sensations.  He rubbed my clit and pounded me from behind until all I felt was the nearness of my climax.  It burst out of me and every muscle gripped at his cock.  He grunted once and whipped his cock out.  Moments later I felt the warm splashes of his cum splatter my ass again.

I fell forward onto the arm of the couch and lay stunned as I tried to catch my breath.  I felt a soft wet warmth on my skin and realized that someone was cleaning me off.  Tyrese and I collapsed into a seated position and I rested my cheek against his heaving chest with one leg draped over his lap.

****

After a few beers and a cool shower, I dressed and thanked them both.  Tyrese and I ordered a pizza, which I gratefully paid for, while Bobby ran out to actually repair my poor car.  I did pay them for the parts but they waived all the charges for the labor.  All in all, the afternoon actually turned out to my advantage.  I was a little embarrassed when Tyrese told Bobby my earlier comment that he couldn’t keep up.  But Bobby was still too google-eyed in his post-orgasmic state to really be mad.

I did not mind springing for the parts or the pizza, and I ended up getting the new car anyway.  Since he was in the business, Tyrese was able to finagle an amazing deal on just the car I had been saving for.

On a side note, while Bobby pouted for a long time afterwards, I ended up dating Tyrese.  He obviously knew how to handle a woman in bed, but it turns out, he was quite the gentleman actually.  I was surprised when he asked me for an official date.  I learned that the afternoon I spent with them was only the second time they had done that, but that Tyrese was in no way interested in sharing me again.

Bobby pouts sullenly like a little boy if I go over, so it is usually easier for Tyrese to come to my place.  If only there was a delicate way to show my boyfriend just exactly what Tyrese had to offer a willing


14. Stephanie’s Initiation: My First Anal Sex and Bondage by Sofia Miller

Stephanie isn’t just a good girl--she’s downright prudish.  She’d spent her life hiding her killer body behind unflattering clothes and spending more time with books than with men.  But when she finds a job at a strange and fantastical bookstore, she soon gets a very different kind of education than she’s used to.  In a secret room in the back of the store, she discovers a world of erotica that opens up her imagination to a world of backdoor fantasies and loss of sexual control!  It’s in this room that she meets James, a sly and sexy dom who promises to show her that dignity is no match for her body’s darkest desires!

It was my first week in working at Marty’s Rare Books, and I was still trying to get the hang of things.  I was a senior in college, studying English literature, and I was hoping my part time job would provide me access to works outside of the normal reading list.  Benjamin, the manager, had hired me on the spot, only barely looking at my resume.  I told him about my love of books and my own aspirations to be a writer, but to be honest, he barely seemed to be listening.  Instead, he simply looked me up down with a smile, taking in my frame from head to foot, and said, “Don’t worry, you’re hired.  You’ll definitely fit in here.”

I wasn’t sure what he meant at the time.  I’m an attractive girl, I suppose:  Wavy, wheat-colored hair, a scattering of light freckles on my face, a slender waist and curves that, I have to admit, are a bit dramatic.  But the attention of men always made me nervous.  I tend to hide my physique under heavy sweaters and jeans, pulling my thick hair back in a simple ponytail, as I had done on the day of my interview.  There were certainly plenty of other college girls in town who were pretty and put themselves more on display, if what he wanted was a good looking girl behind the counter.  Perhaps I just make a strong first impression, I told myself.  Perhaps he could simply see that I was hard-working, smart, and eager to please.

My rationale seemed confirmed when Benjamin gave me a new responsibility so quickly:  I would get to host the weekly book club meeting held on Friday nights at 10pm.

“Don’t worry, Stephanie,” he said to me, when I told him how nervous I was to be the center of attention.  “James always runs the meetings.  You’ll be there to sell people any books they want, to lock up at the end of the night...to make sure everyone’s as happy as they can be.”

“I can do that!” I exclaimed.  “Who’s James?”

“You’ll find out,” he said with a little laugh.  I couldn’t imagine what was so funny about what I’d said.  “I’ll show you where the meetings are held.”

Benjamin led me to the back where the storage room was.  He pushed back a shelf on wheels, and behind it there was a door, which he opened.

“I didn’t know there was another room back here,” I said, following him into the pitch dark room.  “Why such a secret spot for the book club?”

“It can be a rowdy group,” he said.  “This room is soundproof.”  He turned on the light, and I found myself in a beautiful library:  books stacked to the ceiling, leather arm chairs, even a fireplace.  Curiously, there also seemed to be what could only be a medieval torture rack.  It was wooden and at a 45 degree angle with restraints at the corners.

He said nothing as I walked around the room and took in the collection of books.  It didn’t take me long to realize that every book in the cavernous room had an erotic theme.  There were the kinds of bodice rippers you find in supermarkets; there were leather bound collections of erotica in every style of kink, most of which I’d never even heard of.  There were classics like The Marquis De Sade and Anais Nin.  There were coffee table books illustrating the Kama Sutra.  But my eyes were drawn to a book of photography on display, which sported a black and white picture of a fair haired woman on a serving plate, her blindfolded face and round breasts coming towards the camera, her hands tied behind her back, her plump ass up in the air, as the hands of naked men and women came in from the sides and grabbed her flesh, stretching her cheeks wide open.  A man behind her, clad all in black, a hungry look on his face, was unzipping his pants, a thick hard-on pressing through his jeans in perfect outline.  I looked back to the woman’s face.  Her dark, wet lips formed a Mona Lisa smile.

“She looks a bit like you,” a voice to my right said.  I looked up and saw a tall man with a cowboy’s chiseled features and stubble standing next to me, a half-cocked smile on his face, his green eyes warm and inviting.  “Is this the new girl?” he said to Benjamin.

“This is her,” Benjamin nodded.

“She’s just like you said she’d be,” the mysterious man said, looking me up and down.  My face grew hot and I could feel myself blushing under his gaze.  I looked down at the floor, trying to avoid his probing eyes which seemed to burn right through me.

“Stephanie, this is James,” Benjamin said.  “He’s the one who leads the book club.  He’s one of our favorite customers.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said to the floor.

“I understand you’ll be playing hostess tomorrow night,” James said, and his voice, low and gravelly, seemed reverberate through my entire body.

“Yes.”  It came out as a whisper, and I cleared my throat, forcing myself to look up and meet his gaze.  “I...I don’t know what the book is, though,” I said.

“You like this book?” he said, picking up the photography book that had caught my attention.

“I...I don’t know.  I haven’t looked at it.”

He smirked at me and I felt embarrassed.  I’d stared so brazenly at the picture and he’d seen me do it.

“Perhaps you should.  This will be the book, then.  Ben, will you ring this up for me?”

“But...it’s a photography book,” I stammered.  “And the other members--surely you already had something else picked out.”

“The others will follow my lead.  Don’t worry, pet,” he said, putting his hot hand on my shoulder.  The warmth from him spilled down my breasts, to the pit of my stomach, until I felt my cotton panties become hot and damp.  It was only a moment that he held me there, under his heavy hand and gaze, but it seemed to stretch on for an eternity, my heart pounding loudly, rhythmically, counting the seconds--and then his hand was gone, taking all of that lovely warmth with it, leaving me cold and alone.

Then he turned to Ben and said, “Now, show me this special edition you were telling me about,” and the two exited the room.  I stayed behind a moment, trying to regain the use of my trembling legs.  Looking at the book in my hands, I stared at the rolling hills  of the blindfolded woman’s ass, and the thick outline of a cock, looming ominously just beyond it.

My pussy involuntarily clenched as I took in the image, a wave of heat enveloping me. In my mind’s eye, I saw myself in this woman’s place, opening wide for this sinister stranger, but my desire was immediately replaced by a wave of shame.  Good girls don’t want that, I told myself.  I turned the book over, hiding the image from view, and followed Benjamin back to the front of the store.  James had already departed, and I found myself disappointed.  The rest of the work day dragged on in a haze of boredom and frustration.  I longed for the hour I could go home with my book.  I longed for the following night when I would see James again to discuss what was inside, even as my stomach tied itself in knots with fear and embarrassment at the very same prospect.

When at long last I was alone at my apartment, I took the book into my room, stripped down to my white tank top and panties, and slid into bed, the only illumination coming from the dim, nightstand lamp, as I drew a deep breath and opened the book.  On the first page was the woman from the cover, though barely recognizable in such a different context.  She was seated on a bus, wearing a lumpy blue sweater and jeans, her hair pulled back in a ponytail, the man from the cover sitting behind her and leaning slightly forward as though whispering in her ear.  Her eyes were fearful.

I flipped a few pages and found a photo of her departing the same bus, her sweater gone, her bra strap broken, one breast exposed, her nipple hard, a dazed and happy look on her face, the man standing tall behind her in his dark clothes, smiling.  I flipped through the pages some more and the photos became almost animated as she continued on her travels, losing articles of clothing as she went.  I stopped when I saw her on a stage, bent over a table, her hands behind her back, her legs spread wide, a spotlight illuminating her small, dark asshole, the man standing over her in a top hat, looking like a lion tamer, teasing the pale skin of her ass with a leather belt as her leg muscles strained.

It was unbearably hot under the covers, so I peeled them down and pulled off my shirt, my heavy breasts falling back and apart as my stiff nipples pointed towards the ceiling.  But it was down below where I was so wet--my panties were soaked completely through.  I let my hands feel between my legs to assess the mess I’d made, and a fresh stream gushed from me at my own touch, sliding down the length of my slit until it met my asshole in a wet kiss.

In high school, there had been a girl who had been caught in the bathroom touching herself, as she watched her face in the mirror.  They said she’d had three fingers all the way inside of her, a knee up on the sink, her panties on the floor, her face twisted in pleasure that looked like pain, moaning loudly and uninhibitedly when they’d found her.  I wondered at the time what had compelled her to do that in public--and at school no less? She was suspended and her reputation was ruined--the other girls made fun of her mercilessly for doing something so dirty.  Good girls had better self control than that.  I wanted to be a good girl.  So I was careful not to touch.

So it was a surprise to me, now, as my fingers involuntarily found their way between my legs, to find how slick and wet and pulsating it was, my pussy beating like a heart, pumping more thick cream out of me with every beat.

More surprising still was how my hand acted with such assurance as it followed the trickling stream down, between my cheeks and pressed fervently on the thick, strong rim of my most forbidden place, smearing the wetness into me.  My middle finger pressed until it began to give, my hips rising at my touch, but a panic consumed me and my hand fled the scene.  I turned over on my stomach and pressed my pelvis hard into the bed, trying to stifle the frantic, wild yearning that was now consuming every cell in my body.

I slammed the book shut and pulled the covers over my head.

“Running a little late,” James said.  He was standing in front of the bookstore with two women, one older in business attire, one younger in a waitress uniform, waiting for me as I sped-walked towards the door at 10:05pm in my blue sweater and jeans, hair pulled back in a ponytail.  My sleep had been fitful, my whole day had been off, and now I was running late, having changed my clothes a hundred different times in anticipation of the meeting.

“I like your outfit.  Expecting a reenactment?”

I realized I was dressed like the girl in the book and I went white.  What he must have thought I had in mind!

“You look just like her!” the waitress said when we reached the back room.  “It’s uncanny!”

“Oh, not that much…” I said, avoiding her gaze.

“No, you do!  Stand up and turn around!” she said, as she came towards me and pulled me to my feet, bringing me to the center of the circle of armchairs as the group looked me over.

“Even her body…” she said, marveling.  “You must have really enjoyed the book, I bet?” she said with a wink.

“It was...it was interesting…” I said uncomfortably.

“Did you wear the entire outfit?”  James asked, leaning casually on his chair.

“I don’t know what you mean…” I said.

“Let me see your bra,” the waitress cooed, beginning to lift up my shirt.  Bewildered, I turned to James, who only nodded.  Somehow his approval of the situation made it alright, and my shirt was lifted up over my head.

“Oh, it’s not really the same bra,” she said.  “But it’s pretty.”  She ran her hand over the white lace as I looked to James and he looked back.  The situation was so bewildering I didn’t know how to react, except to allow her to continue.

“You’ll have to excuse Jenna’s enthusiasm,” James said.  “We’re a pretty open group.  It can make newcomers uncomfortable.  But you’re not uncomfortable, are you Stephanie?”

“No, not at all,” I heard myself say.  I simply wanted to make James happy.

“Good, because you have nothing to be uncomfortable about.  You’re a very pretty girl, you know.”

“I don’t know…” I said, blushing.

“Do you mind if I make a small adjustment to your outfit?” he asked.

Without waiting for reply, he came up very close, and to my surprise, he pulled out a knife.  My heart began to race as he slid it under the left strap.  At once it snapped and my bra fell open, my breast now on display for the whole group.  I quickly covered it with my hand, fearful of the eyes on me, but James took my hand in his, and the warmth of him soothed my panic and I went still.  He peeled my hand from my chest, and looked at me admiringly.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” he said, his green eyes burning into me.  “I would never do that.  You do trust me, don’t you?”

“You know, this is what I loved about the book so much,” the business woman spoke up.  “It so beautifully captured that journey towards giving up control.  In the beginning we see her looking fearful, just like Stephanie looked a minute ago, but by the end, she comes to know how natural it all is--she’s free.  Don’t you agree, Stephanie?”

“I...yes.  Yes, I think I do.”

“Looking at you, looking at her--it’s such a shame to think about wasting such a pretty body,” she sighed, her eyes on my breasts.  I could feel the beating in my pussy begin again.  The stream was starting to trickle.  I felt dirty and ashamed and violently aroused by the bizarre situation.

“Would anyone like something to drink?” I said too loudly, desperate to break the tension.  “I’ll go get some drinks while you guys...discuss.”  I rushed out of the room to find the refrigerator in Benjamin’s office.  I opened the door and let the cold air come rushing around my hot skin as I attempted to calm down.  Obviously this was no book club.  I had to get out of here somehow, I knew that--and yet I didn’t move. Instead, I found beer and soda, and bent down for it slowly, arching my back like a pinup model, hoping James would soon come up behind me, admire me, make me stay...

“Are you too uncomfortable, Stephanie?”  It was James.  “Was it too much too soon?”

“No!  No...I.  I’m sorry.  I don’t...I don’t really know what’s expected of me.”  My hand was covering my breast again, and once again he peeled it back, and I let him, though his eyes stayed firmly on mine.

“Why are you pretending you want to cover yourself?” he said in a serious tone.  I felt a lump in my throat and I gulped.

“What do you--”

He grabbed my nipple between his fingers and gave it a little pinch, and I gasped with surprise.

“I only just met you,” he said, rolling my nipple in his electric fingers, “You hold the key here.  You could toss me out.  You could leave and lock me in if you wanted.”  He bent down and flicked my nipple with his tongue, and my whole body spasmed as I sighed.  “But you don’t.  So why are you playing coy when you’re obviously a little slut?”

“No, I’m...I’m not…”

“But you want to be.”

I stared at him.  He was right--God, he was right!  But I couldn’t say that.  This wasn’t who I was supposed to be--

“I want you to give up control, Stephanie.”

“I’m not sure if I can,” I whispered.  He pulled me to him roughly, my bare breast pressed against him, and he kissed me deeply until I felt my limbs go weak with desire.

“But you want to so badly…” he said into my ear.  I pressed myself into his body and an involuntary moan escaped my lips.  “I want to help you.  Do you trust me?”

“Yes...yes, I do,” I said breathlessly.  He placed his hand between my legs and pressed into my jeans.

“Your poor pussy wants to cum so badly.  I don’t want you to ignore what your body wants anymore, do you understand?”

“Yes...I think so…”

“I’m not sure you know how,” he said, rubbing my hot pussy into a frenzy.  “That’s why I want you to do everything I say.  Do you promise to do everything I say?”

“Yes,” I gulped.  It was pure insanity--I didn’t even know this man’s last name!  I had no reason to trust him so completely.  I only knew that I wanted more of what he was doing to me--that it was imperative that I relieve the tension that had been building since I first laid eyes on him.

“Leave the drinks.  Follow me,” he commanded, and I obeyed.

“Stephanie said she’d be happy to demonstrate,” he announced to the room, and they broke out into smiles all around.  I didn’t know what he was referring to.

“Stephanie, step out of your jeans for us, will you?”

With trembling hands I undid my jeans and pulled them down, revealing my pink cotton panties.  James walked towards me and pulled them down to the floor, his mouth dangerously close to me.  I felt the air rush between my legs as he breathed me in deeply, and again I felt the contractions in my pussy start, a fresh stream beginning to drip from me.

“We can see Stephanie needs to be fucked, but I don’t think you want to be fucked here…” James said, pressing a finger into my tight, wet hole, eliciting a bleating moan of pleasure from me, “...nearly as much as you want to be fucked here.”  He trailed his finger to my asshole and pressed inside sharply as I gasped.  In my shock I pulled forward, trying to escape his hand, but he grabbed me roughly by the arm.

“Stephanie.  I thought you were going to do everything I said?”

“I want to...I really want to please you,” I pleaded.

“And you will,” he said.  “You just need to be trained to accept what I give you.  But it won’t be easy.”

“Just like the woman in the book!” the older business woman exclaimed.  “It was so true to life!”

James was coming up behind me now, placing my hands behind my back.  The waitress, Jenna, handed him a white cotton rope, which he bound my hands with, tightly.  My whole body was shaking with anticipation.  I had no idea how I’d let myself get into this situation, and yet my body was screaming out that it was right.  If I left things in my own hands, I would never get what I so desperately needed--though I had to admit, even I didn’t know what that was.

“Where’s the spreader bar?” James asked the room.

“Oh--I think it’s under the rack,” said the business woman.  She got up and retrieved it, and suddenly I found this beautiful older woman, on her hands and knees between my legs as she attached shackles to my feet that spread my legs further than I thought they could go.  Now James was coming up behind me, his hands on my breasts, which he squeezed harshly, causing me to squirm and whimper.  I fell back against him, my legs unable to support me, spread as they were, and Jenna came up to lift the bar that spread me open.  The two of them carried me like this, helpless, to the card table in the corner, where I was placed and bent over, the weight of me crashing down heavily on my breasts, my ass on display for the room.  James grabbed the floor lamp and removed its shade, bringing it next to the table and illuminating me for the room.

“I have a question,” said the business woman said, lightly petting my ass cheek.  “Stephanie, has anyone ever played with your ass before?”

“No,” I said, breathing heavily.  All of these eyes on me sent a warm sensation to my pussy, and I wanted nothing more than to press my legs together, but instead my opening and closing contracting pussy was grasping desperately at my audience.

“Oh, this poor girl.  No wonder she’s creaming herself already,” said the business woman, as she slid a finger into my gaping open pussy.  My body twitched violently at her touch, uncomfortable and yearning as I was.  Her touch on my neglected pussy was like tickling:  It felt so good I couldn’t take it.  I yelled “Stop!” even as my body was begging for more.

But James wouldn’t stand for my protestations.  He undid his belt and smacked my bare ass with it, stinging me.  I winced.

“That was a warning,” he said.  “The next one will hurt.”  Then without warning, he plunged his tongue deep into my asshole, and I let out a howl.  I nearly fell over with my bucking and squirming, but was stopped when his belt came down three times with a Pop! Pop! Pop! On my fat cheek.

“You like my tongue in your ass, my little slut?” he asked, rubbing the leather on my burning, raw flesh.

“Yes, please…” I squeaked.

“Then hold still and take what I give to you.  No squirming.”

He placed his belt between my legs and rubbed my splayed open pussy with it.  He tapped my pussy lightly with the leather, coming down hard on my throbbing clit.  It was all I could do keep from flailing, but I worried what his belt would do to my pussy if it hit me with the force he’d given my ass.  He dragged it up my backside and gave me another, playful smack with it, before he placed it on the table, freeing his hands.  He spread me open and toyed with my rim with his long thick finger.

“Look how tight her young ass is,” he said to the group, who came up close and began pawing my cheeks as they got a closer look.  I could feel hot breath on my open asshole, and I thought my legs might break my restraints with their rigid trembling.  Even still, I wanted now to be open wider.  I wanted their hot breath to fill me.  I wanted their tongues to fill me.  I wanted, so desperately, to be fucked until I was ripped apart.  It was a feeling that was entirely new--I had never allowed myself to get to this place before.  But now my yearning was such that I would subject myself to anything so long as James fucked me.

So when he plunged two fingers into my tight hole, stretching me wider than I’d ever been stretched before, I ignored the sharp pain and took it, humming my way through the ripping, searing pain.  He slid out and in again, and with every thrust of his fingers, I relaxed and opened up more to him, my pain replaced with intense, unimaginable pleasure.

“She’s taking it like a good girl,” said Jenna, watching.

“I don’t know--look at her legs shake!” said the business woman.  “I don’t know if she can hold still much longer.

“Let’s see,” said James.  “Ruby, come over here and lick her rim while I fuck her with my hands.  Let’s see if she can take it.”

I knew now Ruby was the business woman.  The only thing I knew was that her tongue was soft and wet--watering, even--as she gently licked between my cheeks in rhythm with James’ fingers sliding in and out with increasing speed.  My pussy was in pain, it was so aroused, clenching so hard it made me sore.  I wanted more of him, more of Ruby’s tongue, more of everything.  I pressed my hard nipples into the table as hard as I could as my hips began to buck so wildly, I fell off the table face down on the floor.

“Uh-oh!” Jenna giggled.  James was standing over me now, a leg on either side of my back, as he faced my ass, belt in hand.  It came down hard on my cheeks, which shook as he beat my ass raw with his belt.  My legs spread as they were, occasionally his belt came down between my cheeks, stinging my already aching asshole.  Then he brought it down between my legs, spanking my pussy hard and fast with his belt as I cried out, secretly wishing he would never stop his punishment of me.

“Are you ready to submit?” he asked.  “Are you ready to admit what a filthy little slut you are?”

It was hard for me to imagine those words applying to me--I had tried so hard my whole life to avoid such a label.  And yet, my pussy gushed at his words.  It’s all that I wanted to be in the world.

“I want to,” I managed to say between my cries.  “Please, yes!”

At once the beatings stopped.  All was still and silent for a moment.  All I could see were the feet of the interested onlookers.  I heard the sound of a zipper being pulled.  James was standing in front of me now, but he soon began to kneel in front of me.  I lifted my head as well as I could and saw a long, thick organ in front of me--the first cock I’d ever seen in the flesh.  It was different than I’d imagined it to be.  I’d always heard that cocks were silly looking.  But this was strong, rigid, with a thick, smooth head that I wanted desperately to kiss and suck like a pacifier.

“Take my cock in your mouth,” he said, stroking my face. “Get it good and wet, because I’m going to fuck you with it.”

I opened my mouth, and he fed his huge member to me, inch by inch as he gave instructions.  “That’s a good girl.  Open your mouth a little wider...That’s it…” and soon he was sliding over my tongue towards the back of my throat.  At first I gagged on it, which sent me into a panic, but he grabbed me by the ponytail, looked me in the eyes, and held my head in place as he continued to slide down my throat, saying, “Wider...wider…”  Obeying his instructions, I was able to take him down my throat, though my eyes watered at the strain of the experience. I concentrated on his instructions.  Get his cock good and wet, I told myself.  So he can fuck you with it...

I could feel a surging vibration in his cock, and I began to suck on him, hopefully.  I felt this must be what it’s like when he’s almost ready, and affirming my instincts, he soon began to withdraw.  I knew he would soon be prying my ass open.  I was at once thrilled and terrified, unsure such a huge object could fit inside of me.

“It only hurts for a second,” Jenna leaned down and whispered.  “Then...oh, my goodness--I can’t wait to see you experience this for the first time!” She was giddy with excitement, and it soothed my fears.

The members of the club were clutching my ass cheeks, pulling them wide, and one by one, I felt their tongues slide between my cheeks, the group of them priming me for James, who was positioning himself between my splayed open legs.

“She tastes so good,” Ruby said, before diving back down and plunging into me.  I was moaning loudly, uninhibitedly now.

“Please, James…” I said.  “Please--please fuck my ass!”

“You’re really desperate for it, aren’t you?” James snickered.  “You really are a hungry little cunt.  Tell me exactly what you want and maybe I’ll give it to you.”

“Oh, God…” I moaned.  “I want...I want...I want your cock in my ass!  God, I want you to fill me up and fuck me.  Please, please fuck me!  Please tear my ass open and fill me with your fat, fucking cock!”

Jenna giggled.  “James, please!” she said.  “Put her out of her misery.”

That’s when I felt the head of him begin to push into me, slowly.  He head was fatter and wider than his fingers had been, and it hurt greatly when he finally pushed past my rim.  I screamed into the floor as Ruby stroked my hair, pulling my ponytail loose.  He inched his way in further, and I could feel myself ripping open.  But when I heard James began to breathe more heavily, I knew I wanted him even deeper inside of me, no matter the cost.

“Please, more!  Please!” I cried.  For a second I thought it may have been a mistake, because he plunged in mercilessly, tearing me open, and the pain was more than I thought I could bear.  But all at once the pain subsided, and I was able to feel the full girth of him bearing down on me, filling me up to bursting, and my head began to reel with pleasure, my body contracting, shaking vibrating.  As he pressed into me, my pussy was ground into the floor, and the pressure made me feel insane.  My body thrashed, even with my arms and legs bound, and he began pulling in and out of me, slow at first, but then quicker and quicker until he was slamming into me, his balls slapping up against my gushing pussy with every thrust.

“God, that’s beautiful,” Ruby said, lifting her skirt and pulling her panties to the floor.  She hitched up her skirt and sat down on the floor next to my face.  She spread her legs, lifted my head, and placed it in her lap.  “I want to feel you moaning into my pussy,” she said, and I obliged, unable to move, enjoying how my pleasure was making her own pussy gush with excitement.  Dignity suddenly seemed a ridiculous notion.  I wanted to be a dirty, fucking slut.  I wanted his cock plugging me up every which way.  I wanted to be brimming with sex.  I buried my face between Ruby’s legs and licked her between my moans as James fucked me, harder, rougher, deeper with every thrust, as he dug his fingers into my hips and said “You need a fat cock to destroy your tight little fuckhole, don’t you?”

Then all at once, he was still.  I felt the same surge in him I had when he had been fucking my virgin mouth.  And then a flooding stream went shooting into me as James roared with pleasure.  His thick cum came in gushing, endless spurts that came spilling out of my ass as he thrusted, running warmly down my thighs.  James began spanking my ass in his ecstasy, and that now familiar sting sent me over the edge.  I came along with him--my very first true orgasm.  A puddle began to form beneath me, and I felt strangely proud of the mess I made.

“Good girl…” Ruby stroked my hair breathlessly.  “Very good girl…” As James withdrew from my gaping asshole, I laid panting on the floor, unable to move.  I was a puddle, spent and useless.  I had never felt so good.

James rubbed my ass lovingly, then undid my shackles, though I continued to lay where I was.

“You did great!” Jenna said, pulling me to my feet and kissing me square on the lips.  “I was a lot more nervous my first time with James!” she said, and I realized that he had initiated all of them in this way.

I looked to James, who was beaming at me, proudly.  He put his hands on my shoulders, just as he did when I first met him, then bent down and kissed me sweetly on the lips.

“You are such a beautiful little whore,” he whispered in my ear, and I blushed.  It seemed a reaction I couldn’t overcome, even now.

I looked up into his shining eyes and said, “So what are we reading for next week?”


15. My New Life Starts Tonight: A MILF's Revenge Sex by Riley Davis

I was just out having fun with my best friend, eating at a restaurant. I didn't expect to find him there with a woman who couldn't have been more than twenty-five. I had thought I was important to him. I guess I wasn't; so I decided that day that he wasn't important to me. The young waiter at the restaurant suddenly became very attractive to me.

“I can’t believe he would do that!”

I took a sip of my wine, feeling smug. I’d just revealed to my best friend Kym that her favorite celebrity was coming to town – but to get married, not to perform for the public. She was actually annoyed by it and I felt like simultaneously the best and worst friend out there.

“Well, at least he’s coming right?” I said.

She growled at me as she stabbed her food with her fork. “I won’t be able to get any autographs or photos.”

“It’s his wedding, not yours.”

“I suppose so, but… couldn’t he get married in Hawaii like every other self-respecting filthy rich celebrity?” She stuffed the meat on her fork into her mouth.

My best friend was a beautiful lady, with flowing golden hair and eyes as blue as the sky. Her face was free of blemishes and fair, and she was dressed flawlessly as usual with her layered tank tops and denim jacket. I sometimes thought she was stuck in the nineties.

I on the other hand, had a scar on my stomach from a C-section and stretch marks everywhere. I had nice hair as well, I supposed, but it was brown and I hadn’t properly dyed it in three months. The roots were showing. I figured at least I knew how to do my makeup so that my face was presentable, maybe even somewhat attractive.

I shrugged and continued eating. “I wouldn’t know, I’m not rich. Unfortunately.”

“Well, you can thank your husband for getting you knocked up. You probably would’ve been making six digits by now if not for him.”

My best friend didn’t like my husband but she dealt with him for my sake. I was thankful to have a friend that tried to get along with everyone, even if she didn’t particularly fancy them.

“Speak of the devil,” she said. “Does he always have business dinners with women that attractive? Don’t look behind you.”

I dared to have a peek. There he was, with a woman who was probably still in college. She was flawless in every way appearance-wise and I found myself with a growing jealousy. I turned back and began eating so I wouldn’t immediately kill him.

The waiter came by just then. “Is everything alright, ladies?”

I nodded. “Although, could you perhaps bring the wine bottle?”

He smiled at me. “Right away.”

I began to eat faster, though my mind wasn’t on the food. Kym stared at them and shook her head. “What a scumbag. I knew he would do that to you eventually. And look at that, he’s not wearing his wedding ring!”

I felt humiliated and unimportant. I wished at that moment I had dumped his ass and dated someone else. Someone who would’ve treated me better. I wished for a better time in my life. I was being cheated on, in my direct vicinity. “I can’t believe he would do that…”

The waiter brought the wine bottle and refilled my glass, then left it on the table. “Enjoy, madam.”

“I most certainly will. Wait!” I said, and tugged on his sleeve.  I slipped the waiter some money. “You see that lovely couple over there?”

The waiter looked over at them. “Indeed. What would you have me do?”

“Just bring them some wine and tell them it’s from his wife.”

The waiter suddenly realized what was happening and an impish grin formed on his face. “Right away, madam.”

Kym stared at me. “Who are you? Where’s my best friend Gina?”

I smirked at her. “I’m not myself right now. I am angry and he is going to get what he deserves.”

I watched in amusement as I sipped my wine. The waiter brought them the drinks as told, and I saw a conversation in which he pointed at me and then walked away. I made sure to wave at him to further embarrass him. The woman who was with him stared at me in shock and then began to scream at him. She hit him several times with her clutch purse, swigged the wine down in one gulp, and stormed out of the restaurant.

I grinned at him maliciously as he came up to me. “What the hell was that, Gina?” he asked me.

“You have some nerve,” I said. “I know that wasn’t a business dinner.”

“And how would you know that?”

“She stormed off when she realized I was your wife.”

“Not to mention that outfit wasn’t professional of her,” Kym interjected. She pointed her fork at him with meat on it. “You’re a son of a bitch, you know that?”

He glared at Kym and then me with death in his eyes. “We’ll talk later, Gina.”

I smirked. “Hopefully with whips and chains.”

He went red in the face and opened his mouth, then realized he had no good comeback. He stormed out of the restaurant just like his mistress had. I burst out laughing and gulped down my wine. “That was the best. But I’m not done yet.”

Kym just stared at me like I’d sprouted a second head and then went back to eating, unwilling to question my behavior. Most likely because I was finally doing something about him and she didn’t want to jinx it.

I waved the waiter over and he came my way obediently after dealing with another customer. “Yes, is everything alright?”

“Everything is great. I was just wondering… did you have plans tonight when you get off work?”

He tilted his head. “No, but… you’re married.”

I shrugged. “Not for much longer. C’mon, let’s have some fun.”

The waiter debated it for a moment before writing his number on a napkin. “I get off at 9. Call me then and we’ll meet up.”

I tucked the napkin in my bra. “No problem, baby.”

The waiter rubbed his hands together and left the table. I sighed and chewed on my meat.

Kym shook her head at me. “I swear, you’re turning into me.”

I waved my fork. “That’s a bad thing? At least you have a decent boyfriend.”

She nodded, pondering that fact. “Yeah… I am pretty awesome.”

She said it with a straight face and it made me feel jealous of her effortless confidence. I had struggled with self-image issues for years, ever since the first zit sprouted on my face as a teenager. Not to mention the surprise pregnancy, and the fact that my husband didn’t help me feel any better about myself. Especially not after what I’d just caught him doing. He was a scumbag and I couldn’t wait to get rid of him. I didn’t even feel guilty or sad about what I did or what had happened. I was looking forward to being free.

But first, I’d fuck the waiter and then I’d flaunt it at him tonight. He’d yell at me and I’d just shrug him off, feeling smug. I was looking forward to having proper sex for the first time since I’d given birth. After that, my husband looked at me like I was the most disgusting thing he’d ever seen and I never felt comfortable having sex with him. It seemed he’d gone to get it elsewhere as a result. I blamed him completely for everything.

I decided to forget about what had happened for the remainder of the supper and dug into my food. After all, I couldn’t have amazing sex on an empty stomach. We also finished the wine bottle. I felt buzzed and happy, and after saying goodbye to Kym I pulled out my cell phone and called the waiter. It was ten minutes late, but I was sure he wouldn’t mind given that he was getting laid.

“Hello?”

“Hey. It’s me, Gina,” I said.

“Who?”

It was then I’d realized I hadn’t told him my name. “The woman at the restaurant. Her husband showed up with another woman?”

“Oh, yes!” I felt excited that he seemed happy to hear from me. “Gina is a pretty name.”

“Well, thanks. What’s yours so I can scream it tonight?” I said, feeling bold.

He chuckled. “Kai. My name is Kai.”

“Where should we meet, Kai?”

“There’s a nice hotel two blocks from here. I’ll come out and see you.”

We hung up and two minutes later the waiter came out of the restaurant not looking so much like a waiter anymore. He had his hair still perfectly combed but he wore jeans and a sweater, looking more normal and young than I’d expected him to. I wondered if he was in college, so I decided to ask him.

“I’m in my last year,” he said. “But since it’s summer I’m working for pocket money.”

“Pretty fancy restaurant for a summer job,” I said, walking with him to the hotel.

“Well yeah, but it pays well and I might stay there part-time when school starts. I won’t say no to it if that opportunity comes along.”

We spent the next ten minutes telling each other about ourselves and I felt like I could really bond with him, but sex was what I was more interested in. Especially if we were going to record it so I could taunt my husband with it. Kai seemed intrigued by the idea, and seemed excited to get on with the revenge sex. I saw a crazy side to him inside that prim and proper exterior and I liked it.

We bought the room for the night and we began kissing in the elevator as we went up alone. His lips were chapped a little but I didn’t mind it one bit – they wouldn’t be chapped anymore after I finished with him. I was interested in making a mess tonight, and he would help me make it.

We locked the door behind us and immediately, feverishly took off each other’s tops. I couldn’t wait to get on top of him. But before I could move to taking off his pants, he pulled out his phone. “Aren’t we recording this?” he asked.

I grinned and nodded. “Of course we are.”

He smirked and set up his phone, propping it up against the lamp and making sure the camera had a clear view of the bed. It didn’t take more than a minute and I found myself on top of the bed, being kissed with this younger male pinning me down. I felt sexy and free – for the first time in my life. When I’d had sex with my husband, I had always been nervous. For some reason, I could care less right now and I was so sure that Kai found me attractive. Besides, I couldn’t see a downside to him having sex with me. He would get to brag about it, and he had a more experienced woman so his pleasure would feel that much better. All of these thoughts and more put me in a state of mind where I could be bold and fearless with what happened tonight, even with a camera pointing at us. I wanted my husband to see a side of me he’d never gotten to see himself and feel green with jealousy.

Kai moved from my lips to my neck, kissing and sucking and nibbling on the delicate skin. It felt strange to have it from someone else and I also realized that my husband had been relatively selfish in bed. He’d never really focused on my pleasure – my orgasm was always more of a bonus than anything else. I hadn’t minded until now. Now I wanted my pleasure to be the focus and I gripped Kai’s hair, pushing him down to my boobs. He happily obliged, licking my nipples softly and squeezing my breasts with his hands. I just let myself lay back and enjoy it for once in my life.

He kissed my nipples and sucked on them for as long as he thought I needed to get hot, and I just let him take his time. I was in no rush to see my husband. But just when I thought Kai might not move from my breasts he licked slowly in between them and then kissed his way downward, over my stomach and down to my pelvis. My husband had never eaten me out and I was eager to know what it felt like.

He pulled my panties down slowly to make sure that the anticipation was thoroughly killing me. It was like he knew I’d never been eaten out. Then, he tossed them across the room and kissed my pelvis, and my outer lips. He was purposely staying away from my vagina to build my sex drive. Still, his lips on me felt soft and arousing. I liked it and I wanted more of it. But still he strayed from my clit, kissing my inner thighs, running his tongue along my outer lips. I was glad I hadn’t forgotten to get a wax down there. My husband hated pubic hair and had always managed his own quite well. But he made me manage my own as well and I figured after this I might as well let it grow out a little. I might like it that way.

After what felt like an eternity of giving the rest of my body attention, he finally put his mouth over my clitoris and sucked. His tongue slipped inside me and I felt my whole lower half explode into pleasure. I moaned my delight, digging my fingers into his hair. I couldn’t help but feel like he could do this all night and I could walk out contented.

In the bliss I had almost forgotten we were filming it and I felt a sudden urge to put on a good show at the same time as enjoying it. I pushed Kai off of me and got down on my knees, undoing his pants. I took his dick out and looked at it for the briefest of moments before putting it in my mouth. It looked larger than average, but it tasted much better than average. He wasn’t shaved or waxed, but I didn’t mind it because he still kept the area clean. It tasted different and better than my husband’s. I wondered if the fact that it was technically adultery and forbidden only made it feel better to me. It probably did.

He seemed surprised at my bold move but didn’t stop me, putting a hand on my head to guide the speed I sucked him off. I loved the feeling of having him in my mouth but I couldn’t seem to suck it all. I had only deep throated once in my life and it hadn’t been my husband but an old boyfriend of mine in college. I had loved doing that and I wondered if I could still do it. I decided I would try.

I opened my throat and breathed through my nose and took the rest of his cock into me. He moaned loudly as I did so, making me feel smug. I still had it, even after giving birth to kids and tending to an ungrateful husband. I could have anyone I wanted, I knew now. I didn’t have to stay with my husband.

I sucked on him ravenously, loving the freedom this offered me. And as I did so, I dared to stare into the camera for a moment. I felt like I was daring my husband to do better, even though after his little stunt I would never let him touch me again. I was clearly too good for him. He couldn’t handle someone like me. I felt sexually liberated and I became more aggressive.

“Oh… slow down or I’m going to come quickly,” Kai said, tugging on my hair and forcing me to slow down. He smiled down at me. “I mean, this isn’t all you want, right?”

I took my mouth off of him and smiled back. “Indeed. You’re so attentive.”

He took my hands and helped me up, then pushed me back towards the bed. “I can be even better than that.”

He climbed on top of me and rubbed his penis up against me, feeling how wet I’d become from all the foreplay. He inhaled and kissed my neck softly. I wondered what I smelled like to him. He smelled like the ocean; a fresh, warm scent that I wanted on me. I wrapped my arms around his neck. “I want you.”

He happily obliged and slipped inside me. My vagina expanded effortlessly in response, and I groaned in pleasure. I felt unexpectedly full and I liked it. I grinded against him, needing more of the feeling. His cock hit every spot inside of me that I could think of. I wrapped my legs around him and he started thrusting. I closed my eyes and just focused on the feeling. This was more than I’d ever gotten with my husband and I wanted to savor every moment until the end.

He kissed my lips and my neck and my breasts, and for an eternity I thought I could stay in this position forever, in bliss. I arched against him to feel more of his skin. It was strangely soft, but then again I’d grown used to feeling the wrinkled skin of a selfish man. I wondered if I was wrinkled. I looked down at myself but realized he was laying on me and had his nose in my hair, breathing heavily into my ear. Even if I wanted to, I wouldn’t be able to see myself and it wasn’t like it mattered to him. He was enjoying me regardless of how wrinkled I might be.

I laid my head back and let him fuck me, and my pussy grew more and more excited the more time that passed. It happened both so quickly and agonizingly slow, a combination I’d never felt before. I also felt relaxed – something I also wasn’t used to during sex. The pleasure came in wave after wave as he pounded me and I scratched his back with my newly manicured nails. It spurred him to move faster, rubbing my clitoris with his pelvis in just the right way and hitting the spots inside me with just enough strength to send me over the edge.

“Oh, Kai!”  I cried as I came hard, feeling myself clamp on his cock. He stopped only for the briefest of moments to feel me and then thrust that much harder, pounding the rest of my orgasm out of me. I felt so high and I didn’t want to come down. But still, a few seconds later I did, panting heavily.

But just when I thought the rest of the time would just be him getting off on me, he pulled out of me and leaned down, putting two of his middle fingers in me. I only had a second to wonder what he was doing before he began thrusting his fingers, stroking my g-spot in just the right way. But I also felt a massive urge to pee and I put a hand on his wrist. “No, I…”

He shook his head. “Don’t worry, you won’t.”

It was like he could read my mind and I felt immensely at ease. He put his mouth over my clit and I cried out again, feeling a different kind of orgasm quickly take over my body. I felt my body respond by pushing it out. The orgasm spread through me and at the same time pushed itself out of me, surrounding me with this pure bliss I had never before known. It felt like he fingered me for an eternity, just bringing all of this untapped pleasure to me. I could stay here if my stamina would allow me.

Eventually I felt my strength drain rapidly and I tried to tell him to stop but the words wouldn’t come up. “I…”

He seemed to know and slowed down, and then stopped. He took his fingers out and rubbed my vagina, giving me a nice afterglow pleasure. I felt like I was floating and I wanted to stay that way forever.

After a few moments, I found I could finally speak. “Wow, Kai. Where’d you learn to do that?”

He smiled at me and climbed over me, and kissed my lips. “I learned on my own over time.”

“Is that what they teach in college now?” I giggled.

He laughed and shrugged. “If you go into the right major.”

“And what do you study?”

“I’m in engineering.”

“Engineering… so you have to know all the parts to every single machine?” I gazed at his face, and swiped a stray hair from his face. He was really handsome.

“Not quite but that’s most of it,” he said. He took my hand and kissed it.

I blushed. No one had ever kissed my hand before and it felt insanely vulnerable and intimate to me. Butterflies were going wild in my stomach. I wanted to give him the same feeling. I moved from under him. “Do you want your reward?” I said with a smirk.

He got up and sat next to me. “I mean… if you insist. Are you up to it?”

I smirked and climbed over him, taking his cock into my hand. “More than up to it, baby.”

I jerked him off for a few moments and spat on it to lube it up. He laid back and enjoyed the pleasure so I decided to take my time with him, making every moment twice as long as it should be so he could feel the full extent of it. He seemed to really like that because he let out a long moan. His cock throbbed aggressively in my hand when I squeezed as I pulled up on it. He pushed his hips up and I took that as a sign he wanted more. I put my lips around the tip of his dick and sucked hard, and then let go, making a popping sound. I smirked at him and did it again.

“For some reason that’s really hot…” he muttered.

“I like eating lollipops,” I responded.

I gave it a lick and then sucked him off fully. He leaned his head back and groaned softly, his breath shallow. I decided I wasn’t satisfied with that and deep throated him again. I would swallow every last drop when it finally came.

His breath quickened considerably when I took him all into my mouth. He must’ve felt all the warmth and wetness, and I was eager to give him more of it. I put a hand on his balls as I sucked him off and fondled them gently, rubbing them and teasing them with my fingers.

That seemed to do the trick because within the next thirty seconds he was arching up into my mouth and spewing his cum down my throat. I didn’t expect it so quickly and gagged a little, but I swallowed every drop nonetheless. I made sure his cock was clean as he came down from his orgasm and then licked my lips.

“Damn, you’re good…” he sighed, laying his head back and closing his eyes. That sentence alone was enough to make me feel better about myself than I had in years. Add in all the sex and the orgasms I’d had and I felt ready to take on the fucking world.

I climbed over to lie next to him. “I try.”

The next few minutes were silent, with us just lying in the afterglow of the amazing sex. He pulled me into his arms and I laid my head on his chest. I wasn’t sure if I felt loved but I sure felt admired by him. Maybe someday I would find someone who truly loved me, and would stick with me through bad and good. But right now, I had to just figure out what I was going to do with my life after my husband. Because we sure as hell weren’t staying together.

“Ah, the camera,” Kai said. I had completely forgotten we’d been recording. He got up and turned off the camera. “It’s saved. I can send it to you so you can show your husband.”

He zipped up his pants and I dressed myself halfway decent. “Yeah. That bastard doesn’t know what’s coming for him. But while I’m getting the divorce set up, I need a place to stay. I’m not staying in the same house as that asshole.”

Kai shrugged. “You can stay with me. Do you have kids?”

I smiled at him and zipped up my dress. “Two. One’s in college and the other in high school. My husband can take care of them for the time being. Even if he’s a shit husband, he loves the kids.”

“That’s good to hear.” Kai put his shirt back on. “Well… can I get your number? Just so I can call you and…”

I put my hands on his cheeks. “You’re so sweet. I wish you were a little older, though. I don’t know if I can stay with… a younger man.”

He smirked at me and touched his hands to mine. “I think it’s a little late for reservations about younger people. And besides, it’s not like I live in a hovel.”

I tilted my head. “Don’t you live in a dorm like the other college kids?”

He shook his head. “I pay for a basement apartment. It’s a one and a half, only big enough for me. But I have a queen bed so it shouldn’t be a problem fitting you into it.”

I sighed. Such a small apartment and I had half a house’s worth of possessions. I’d have to leave a lot of stuff behind for a while but I decided that wouldn’t be a problem. As long as I could manage to get myself a bigger place. I felt lucky now that I went back to work once my kids hit middle school. I made enough income to get myself an apartment but there was no way I was going to stay the night with my husband.

“Okay, but only until I can get my own apartment. I’ll do my best to set my life up quickly.” I kissed him and picked up my purse. “I guess I’ll go and pick some stuff up and show my husband the video and then we’ll go home together?”

The thought made me really happy. Of course, I would probably spend more time at the house telling the kids what was going to happen, but I would finally be free. My husband wouldn’t be pleased but that made me feel even happier. He was going to get what he deserved.

He took my arm. “Number.”

“Oh! Right.”

I grabbed a pen from my purse and wrote my cell number on the inside of his hand. “I’ll be quick. Just tell me where you live and I’ll meet you there.”

He smiled. “How about I come with you instead?”

This guy was devious. Not only would that piss my husband off more, it would rub salt in his wound. My kids wouldn’t be happy to meet Kai, but I guessed they could forgive me given enough time. I just wanted my husband to suffer. I took Kai’s hand and we left the hotel.

“Let’s make him suffer,” I said.

Kai kissed my hand again. “We won’t even need to try.”


16. Claire’s Best Friend: My College Lesbian Lover by Ellie North

She was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen in my life.  We were both 20 years old, in our second year of college.  We played soccer together, and I loved checking her out in the shower.  But the best part was that she was my best friend.  If only she was into girls, or into me…

I had turned 20 a few weeks ago and thought about what that meant as I sat in my dorm room.  I meant that the host of things that most teenagers experience are now forever out of my grasp.  I grew up very conservatively and was always warned against hanging with the wrong crowd.  I felt that it stunted my growth in high school, but during my senior year I started figuring out how to present myself.  At first I started wearing a bit of makeup.  I never needed much, because my skin was always very clean and free of acne or blemishes.  But I was surprised to learn that the right touch can really make you glow, and people noticed.  Guys started treating me differently, and girls did too for that matter.

After I learned the power of just a basic use of makeup, I started expanding my wardrobe.  The first thing that I started doing was wearing more form fitting clothes.  I also started paying good money to buy name brand material that made a surprising difference.  Perhaps it was more just the confidence that it gave me.  But confidence is good, and I enjoyed not being such a conservative nerd.  Now I understood why girls spent so much time picking out what they wear.

I definitely had the body to go with my clothes too.  I was about five feet and seven inches tall, a bit above average for a girl.  It was a great height for soccer, and also for looking great in heels and tight dresses.  I was thin for an athlete, more on the lean muscle side than bulky.  I wasn’t sure if I could build big muscles even if I wanted to, and I was fine with that.  What I never struggled with was definition.  My back and stomach were tight and seemed to exude youthfulness and fitness.  My legs were long and slender, but surprisingly strong and flexible.  I loved my slender arms and hands.  They were very feminine, which was perfect for me, since I loved to play sports and work out, but I also loved to dress up and look like a lady.

I loved that I didn’t have to try too hard to keep my physique, and playing soccer definitely helped.  Other girls were jealous.  I told myself that must be the reason that I always had trouble making a lot of close friends.  The only best friend I had made was Jen.

She was a carefree girl that just seemed to have all of the gifts in life that most girls coveted.  And because we got along so well I figured that she thought I had those gifts too.  That was a good feeling.  And ever since I knew her, I always thought that beyond her sharp mind and social grace, her raw physical attributes stood out as utterly captivating.

She was almost exactly the same height as me with almost the exact same build.  Her eyes were green and so were mine.  The major difference was that I was blonde and she was brunette.  I know that people say that blondes have more fun, and some guys find them more attractive.  I can’t deny that being blonde is nice, but there is something about a sexy brunette to me.  When a brunette is hot, you know they are really hot.  And that was Jen.  She was the type of girl that made you do a double take.  The type of second look where you are convinced you saw an angel or a movie star or something else rare.  It was also the type of look where you tried to search her body for a flaw that would make you feel better about yourself.  But you would never find it.  Her body was absolute perfection.

We showered together all the time after soccer practices, so I knew all too well how perfect her body was.  I hoped that she couldn’t tell that my pussy was getting wet in the shower.  Luckily the water running down my body probably masked it.  They way her body moved, and the way her muscles glistened in the shower were my favorite things in college to that point.  I always tried to shower next to her; I’m sure she just thought I enjoyed talking to her.

I made sure that it was not just in the shower where we hung out.  It was easy to be a really sweet and good friend to her, because I just enjoyed being around her so much.  She was kind too, and to be honest, a lot like me.  We found out pretty soon that we were kindred spirits in a way.  My only fear was that she would catch on how much I love showering next to her, and how much I love being with her and touching her.  I hoped that she would always just think of us as amazing best friends that were really close.  For more to happen between us, for us to get sexual, that was just a dream, and I didn’t put much stock in hoping it would happen.

I imagined what it would be like if Jen was with me in bed.  We had never roomed together because we spend so much time with each other anyway that we felt it was good to have time apart.  At least that’s what I said to her, hoping to keep some semblance of normalcy.  I didn’t want to know I wanted to fall asleep next to her every night.   But I wished now that I could have her with me.  I took a deep breath and closed my eyes.  She had such soft skin, and every time we hugged I got goosebumps.  I always took occasion to touch her as much as I could.  I’m sure that she just thought I was fun and playful.  But the truth of it is that it sent a pulse of pleasure through my body, and sometimes it made me wet.

I took off my shirt and pants and laid on top of my covers in my bra and panties.  I was very confident in how I looked now, and the feeling of being almost naked while thinking about my best friend turned me on even more.  My legs were toned and the muscles rippled underneath my skin as I stretched out and got comfortable.  My breasts felt perfect in my hands.  They were my favorite size, a small C cup that was perhaps just a bit more than a handful.  What made them really great though was their perkiness.

The only girl I knew that wasn’t jealous of them was Jen.  Her boobs were amazing.  They were the only boobs I knew that could simultaneously have all of the positive attributes of a good rack.  They were cute and firm with nice pink nipples, but they were also large enough to not be considered small.  When she wore a shirt they pressed out enough to grab your attention, and when she wore anything showing cleavage it was hard to look at her in the eyes, because they were attracted to her boobs as a particle of iron is attracted to a lodestone.  She could wear a bikini, or a dress, or a tank top at the gym and look like it was designed just for her.  I guessed they were C’s but just a bit larger than mine.  I think every girl secretly hated her, but also wanted to fuck her...I know I did.

I massaged over my panties.  My pussy was tight and small.  I knew that it was beautiful from the way that girls looked at me in the locker room.  They would glance at it from the side, thinking I didn’t notice.  But I also knew because I looked at myself in the mirror and spread my legs to adore it.  It was perfect I thought, with symmetrical lips that were tucked away behind youth and tight skin.  It was a shame that I had never met anyone that could adore it with me.  I wanted someone that could appreciate its beauty.

Again Jen didn’t seem to be jealous of it the way the other girls were.  Her pussy looked like a tiny slit when we were in the shower together.  It looked like there was just nothing there at all, unless you really looked close.  There was  nice space between her thighs too, as if to frame her pussy.  I wondered often about how tight it was and how much she could take with it.  I Imagined that it would be like a vice grip.  As I imagined that, I started to pick up the pace on my own clit.  I put my finger underneath my panties to rev up the sensation.  I was already wet just thinking about my best friend.  I didn’t know if it was her perfect body that sent me over the edge, or if it was her sweet and carefree personality. Maybe it was that I felt that she was truly my best friend that cared about me.  I didn’t care either, because all I knew is the feeling that thinking about her gave me.  I was comforted in bed with merely the thought of her touch and her gaze.  To be able to share these feelings with her would be heaven.

Suddenly there was a knock on the door.  Who could that be? My roommate would have just walked in since she had a key.  I got up and hoped that it would be someone I wanted to see.

“Hey Claire,” said Jen after I opened the door.

My heart skipped a beat.  “Hey Jen,” I said.  “I thought that you were going out with Justin tonight.”

“Oh yeah, about that...,” said Jen as she trailed off.  She jumped on my bed and sprawled out, nothing that was unusual for her.  “...I just don’t think that is going to work.”

“I’m so sorry...Jen.  That stinks, I know you were hopeful about him.”

“No, it’s okay,” said Jen.  “I am not sure that he is my type.”

“Not your type?  I know you well enough to know what you are into.  I thought Justin fit the bill perfectly.”

“It’s not that,” said Jen as she paused to look at me.  She gestured for me to lay down in the bed next to her.  “It’s that I’m just not sure if guys are right for me.  I don’t know if that makes sense at all.”

I laid down next to her and my heart began to beat faster when her words registered with me.  “Oh yeah, and why do you think that,” I asked, trying to be as sweet as I could be.

“I feel like no matter what, a guy can never really get me.  Like a guy is never going to be able to understand what it’s like to be me.  They have different desires and a different view on life.  There’s just no way to feel intimate with them.”

“I totally know what you mean,” I said as I grabbed her hand to give a reassuring squeeze.

“You do?”

“Of course.  You don’t see me dating a bunch of guys do you?  They always try to hit on me, but I’m just not interested.”

“I’ve noticed that,” said Jen.  “Then what are you interested in?”

I knew I had a chance to tell her how I felt about her, but I couldn’t get the words out.  “I am interested in closeness.”

“So am I,” she said squeezing my hand.  “Why haven’t we talked about this before.  I bet we have a lot in common when it comes to how we see relationships.  I think that we are both looking for the same things.”

We turned to look at each other, I into her deep green eyes, and her into mine.  We had felt connected before, but knowing that we felt the same way about relationships, and making eye contact with her, it was as if we were best friends in a way that I had always hoped for.  “I think that you might be right, Jen,” I said as I leaned into her.  My heart was now racing so fast I felt that it might explode.  She leaned into me and I went for it.  We kissed, and it felt so amazing, but I jerked back.  The conservative instinct of my upbringing was kicking in and I needed a second to readjust my thinking.

“What is wrong?” Asked Jen. “I’m sorry, we shouldn’t have done that.”

“No, it’s okay Jen.” I said as I looked at her beautiful face.  She had sharp features that were making me melt in her presence.  I knew that my desire for her would soon be beyond the power of opposition.  “I just didn’t expect that.  I need a second.”

“Okay,” said Jen.

We looked at each other intently and seemed to devour one another with our gaze.  I had seen Jen in the locker room many times before after a soccer match.  I knew that her body was toned and athletic.  I knew that her skin was soft.  But the knowledge wasn’t enough.  A touch wasn’t enough.  I knew that I needed more, that I could not be satisfied.  “Jen, I just have to tell you before we go on.  I have been attracted to you for a long time, and this is just a lot for me to take in.”

“I have felt the same way,” said Jen, as she took my face in her hands and began making out with me.  She pulled back.  “Since the day that I met you I have wanted you.”

Hearing her say that made my pussy quiver.  Her lips were soft on mine.  We rubbed our cheeks together and my body felt light and intoxicated by her scent.  I couldn’t stop myself anymore, and pushed her down onto the bed.  “I want to make you happy.”

Jen smiled at me as I started taking off her dress.  It was tight on her body and I needed her help.  Finally when it was off and I could see her lingerie underneath, I laid on top of her and continued making out with her.  The skin on skin made me feel warm and energized, like I was a fully sexual being.  Our bodies grinded against each other and we intertwined our legs.

“This is so nice,” said Jen.

Hearing that she was enjoying herself made me even more horny and I pressed my pelvis into hers and felt her wet panties against mine.  Our breasts were pressing against each other and our breathing was in rhythm.  My crotch was now burning up as I knew that I needed Jen more than anything in the world right now.  I needed her to attend to my sexual desires.

“Take these off,” I told Jen pointing to my bra and panties.  She didn’t hesitate and immediately began to unhook my bra and then kiss me down my stomach.  “You make me feel so good Jen.”

She just looked up at me and smiled.  I wasn’t sure if she had ever been with another girl before, and I didn’t care.  I knew that her mouth and tongue on my clit would be heaven no matter what.  She pulled down my panties and then began to kiss around my inner thighs.  “You look perfect.  Your pussy is so sweet looking.  I can’t wait to get down there and eat it up.  But first, let me get you squirming.  I want your pussy dripping and swelling for me.

“You are teasing me,” I said.  She was too busy to respond and continued to lick and kiss my inner thighs and lightly scratch them.  Then she began to kiss around my pussy and when she did this I felt I couldn’t take it anymore.  I thrust my hips up to meet her mouth but she just kissed right beside my pussy.  “Please Jen.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” she said.  “I want you to beg for it.   I want you to want me, Claire.  Because I want you.  I don’t want you holding anything back from me.”

“I’m not going to hold anything back,” I told Jen.  “I have been hoping that this day would come for a long time.”

Jen grabbed my hips to keep them steady.  “trust me,” she said.  Jen looked up at me and smiled.  “You are in good hands.  I want to make you feel good.”

I did what she said and I stopped squirming.  And sure enough, Jen kissed my pussy.  I was the best feeling I had ever had.  She then began to rub and play with it with her fingers.  She pulled back my lips and exposed my eager clit.  When her tongue touched it directly for the first time I thought I was die from the ecstasy.  “Fuck.”

“You like that,” asked Jen as she spoke for the first time since she started attending to my pussy.

“Fuck yeah,” I moaned.  I arched my hips up to meet her tongue.  She licked deftly and delicately on and around my clit.  Then she began to lap at my pussy and stick her tongue inside my vagina.  I loved the feeling of being invaded by her.  I wanted more of her.

Jen continued to lick and suck on my clit.  Then she put two fingers in my pussy and began rubbing g-spot directly.  I was impressed that she didn’t have any trouble finding it.  But then again, she was a girl, and not only that, she was my best friend.  “You are super tight, Claire,” she said.

“I know.  I’ve never been with a guy, so I should be pretty tight down there.”

Jen started to lick and suck on my clit while she fingered my pussy.  She licked and fingered in and out and then slowed down to rub my g-spot.  I grabbed the sheets of my bed to brace myself as I could feel my orgasm rumbling inside of me. “I’m about to fucking cum,” I moaned.”  I squeezed my legs together around Jen’s head and held her in place as she licked and finger fucked me.  “I’m cumming Jen.”

She began to slide her fingers in and out of me as fast as she could. She finger fucked me in a rage and gave me a massive orgasm. I cried out in pleasure as my pussy spasmed on her finger.  I felt contraction after powerful contraction in my body that sent waves of pleasure to my extremities.  My pussy clenched down on Jen’s finger, wanting to suck on it and make love to it.  I moaned and then grabbed Jen’s finger to take it out of my now super sensitive pussy.

“How was that,” she asked.

“Come here,” is all I could say.  Jen kissed me and I lapped the pussy juices up off of her face.  They tasted so good and pure, the type of juices that come from a powerful orgasm.  “Now it’s your turn.”

I pushed Jen over and looked at her body.  She was about as tall as me, and her body was lean and tan.  She had an athletic muscularity that made her a great soccer player, and now I discovered, a great lover as well.  But her muscle definition was never so pronounced that it made her seem any less feminine.  To some, and to me, it made her distinctly Jen, the hottest girl in school.

“I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time,” I said as I kissed her neck and down to her breasts.  I couldn’t stop smiling as I began to lick Jen’s breasts.  I had imagined doing so many times, but to actually be doing it was beyond comprehension.  Her perky breasts were so soft, supple and perky.  Her nipples were puffy and erect.  I kissed her stomach and down her perfect athletic body.  My pussy was throbbing wet as I was living my fantasy.  I got to her inner thighs and as I kissed her I could hear soft moans.  They were the sounds of a goddess and I knew I couldn’t wait a second longer to get to her juicy pussy.  Licking her juices was like tasting ambrosia from Olympus.

“That feels so fucking good, Claire,” said Jen as she looked down at me with a smile.  Her gaze penetrated me and warmed me, making my juices flow.  I lapped at her tight pussy and put my fingers inside, trying to find her g-spot.  She found mine so easily that I wanted to return the favor.  Finally I found it and massaged the spongy upper wall of her pussy.  I was pressing a button that opened the floodgates of ecstasy to my best friend.  Jen looked at me in a way that made me know this would not be the last time we would be doing this.  I finger fucked her harder now, wanting to bring her to the edge of orgasm.  But I didn’t want her to cum...not yet.

“I’m getting so fucking close,” said Jen.

“Tell me when you are right on the verge of cumming,” I said.

I finger fucked her harder, trying to look into her eyes to see when the pleasure was swelling up inside of her.  I could see her pupils dilate as she tried to take in the moment, and right before she got to the point of no return, I pulled out my fingers.

“Don’t stop,” said Jen.

“I want to have a huge orgasm together,” I told her.  “I want to scissor you.”

“Claire, what has gotten into you.  I never knew you had such a dirty mind.”

“I do for you.”

Jen smiled and spread her legs for me, inviting my pussy in.  I positioned myself and then moved my pussy right next to hers. “I’ve always wanted to do this,” I said.  “It seems so hot.”

“Then do it,” said Jen as she grabbed my hips and pulled me into her pussy.

When our pussy lips touched gasped at the pleasure.  “You are so wet, Jen.”

“So are you.  This feels so fucking good.”

“Keep rubbing your pussy on me, babe.”  We were both rubbing our juices together trying to make sure that our clits touched and kissed.  It felt smooth and squishy.  “I love the sound that it makes,” I said.  The wet, soft, slapping sound made my pussy feel like it was going to gush open.

“Fuck,” said Jen.  “I need to do this more often.”

“Fuck yeah we do,” I said.  I started pounding into her pussy harder now.  “Do you like it like that?”

“Yeah, I want you to fuck me rough like that,” said Jen.  “I want you to ravage me.”

I was so fucking turned on by her words.  I started pounding my snatch into her harder and harder grinding as fast as I could.  I grabbed her hips and pulled her into me closer. She looked so good with her head back moaning in delight.  “Fuck Jen.  I have always wanted to do this with you.”

She picked up her pace and we found a healthy rhythm of grinding and pressing our pussies together.  I could feel the athleticism in her body through her pussy; like every single muscle was focused on the gyrations and sensations between her legs.  Seeing her body squirm and spasm was as erotic as the physical feeling of her lips sliding against mine.  There were now beads of sweat forming on her soft tight skin, making her look even more streamlined and sexy.  I grabbed her legs and then her hips.  I grabbed her ass and realized I could not get enough of her.  Every inch of her felt soft, smooth, wet, and delicious.  It was as if her body was dripping sex and I needed all of it.  I pounded harder into her, and was losing touch with where I was and how long we had been fucking.  All I knew was that I was within the moment that I had longed for.

“I’m getting so fucking close to cumming,” moaned Jen, louder than before.  “I don’t care if the whole fucking dorm hears me.  Oh fuck.”

“I’m close too,” I said as I opened my eyes and lifted my head up.  I met Jen’s gaze and knew she was in another world of pleasure as I was.  “Cum with me.”

We both pounded each other and our bodies arched and tightened.  I grabbed the bed sheets with one hand and squeezed Jen’s leg with another hand. I felt the rumbling of the orgasm deep in my core and then my pussy exploded in bliss and release.  “Fuck, I’m cumming Jen.  I’m fucking cumming for you baby.”

“I’m cumming too,” she said as she pressed her pussy into me even harder this time.

Wave after wave of warm pleasure and erotic release emanated out from my pussy and through my body.  I felt like I was floating off of the bed as the sensation so enraptured me.  The pulses started to slow down and I laid back on the bed, exhausted.  I could barely move a muscle, as it took so much out of me to have such an intense orgasm.  My release was so complete that I felt in that moment more satisfied than I ever had in my life; as if I needed nothing else in the world to feel completed.  And then, after a few seconds of closing my eyes in comfort and the after flow of an orgasm, I opened them to see Jen’s face right above mine, smiling.

“How was that for you?”  She asked.

“Amazing,” I said.  I grabbed her face and pulled her into me.  Now it was not to fulfill the sexual tension, but to thank the girl that made my body feel so good.  “You are perfect,” I told her.

“You are,” whispered Jen.

In that moment we were not college students or soccer players but lovers that had combined into one entity to experience the full measure of pleasures available to those who dare to explore them.  Our kisses were tender and passionate and the skin on skin touch of her body seemed to release hormones into mine that made me know I would be looking at Jen in a different light.

“We should do this in the locker room after practice sometime,” I said.

“That’s a little scandalous, don’t you think?”

“Yes, but it suits us.”

“Oh?”

I smiled at her.  “Because we are different and I want to experience every pleasure possible with you.  I think that what we have been looking for; that deep connection and bond of love is right here.  We don’t have to look anymore.”

“I agree,” said Jen.  She kissed me.

I tried to speak again, but she put a finger to my lips to silence me and then kissed me more.  Our bodies communicated more than my words could.  And so we both rested in each other’s arms, content that we were home, that we could be at rest with each other.


17. The Queen MILF: Double Penetration Threesome by the Pool by Lora Lane

We have all seen these sexy older moms running around making themselves into obvious sex objects as they hunt for a young stud to sex up. I am not that way. No, I am way more lethal than those obvious MILFs, as the term goes. When I see someone I want to make mine, I go about it in such a way that they think they are hunting me when truthfully I have wrapped them around my finger the entire time. Its never been more successful than a few weeks ago at my vacation home when a group of college graduates rented for the weekend. What an amazing weekend it was. 

Who doesn't love a vacation home? I know I love the one that I purchased some years ago with divorce settlement money. Instead of paying me a ton of money every month, my asshole ex decided he would rather offer me a lump sum. It didn't buy him forgiveness for being unfaithful to be sure but it certainly gave me the chance to up my lifestyle quite a bit and rather quickly.

A little background would be good here. My name is Jenna. I am a fairly standard girl, just a bit older than the young chicks. Having just turned forty a year ago and still looking pretty good, people ask me if I work out all the time or what diet I follow. The truth of the matter is easy to explain but difficult for many to hear. I am just one of those people who can basically eat what I want and stay in good shape.

Don't get me wrong, I walk and swim and stay active quite a lot of the time but the healthy and sleek body I sport has nothing to do with spending hours in the gym. I just have better things to do than run like a hamster on a wheel for a few hours every day. You know what I mean? If I spent as much time as a lot of fit people my age do on such things, I would have way less time for my favorite things like spending time at my vacation home.

God I love that place. Truth be told, it might as well be my regular home and that loft apartment back in the city my vacation home since I spend the majority of my time at the vacation spot. The beach is near but I rarely go there since I live here most of the year. I do have a couple of kids, both in their early twenties, who come down to the house now and then with some friends. Mostly though, it's just me and peacefulness as I veg out in my little paradise.

Sure, I work now and then but I do that online and don't have to punch a clock anymore. Yes, it's as marvelous as it sounds. There are a ton of things I love to do around the vacation spot but by far my most favorite happens when young guys come around. Sometimes friends of friends send their young folks here with my permission. I don't allow any families to stay at the house, and certainly nobody under age since my kids are grown, so anyone who comes around here looking for a bunch of fun is a prime target.

Let me explain that a little bit. We have all heard the term MILF by now. I have been called such a name but only usually after I have a prize winner on the hook. Yes, I love going after younger men almost all of the time. Yes, it excites me to match my overcharged libido with the crazy and nutty horniness of a young buck who is so dripping with sexual energy it just makes me want to... well, you get the picture.

So, sure, I am a MILF but not one of these bleach blonde bimbos jogging down the beaches in my too-small bikini and over-tanned skin. Those are so obvious it pains me to see them. Those chicks might be somewhat lethal to a horny young man but I am much more subtle and twice as deadly – so to speak.

Recently I heard from my cousin that a friend of one of her best friends wanted to send her kids and their friends – a group college graduates – to the beach for a celebration weekend. She wanted them to be able to rent my place for that particular weekend and hoped I would offer a discount on the standard condo rate in the area. A smile formed on my face and I told her not to worry about the payment. I told her that there was room for the six young folks she wanted to have sent and that we would worry about rent later. For the young men and women to feel free to celebrate was what was most important after all. Well, that was second most important to me. But don't let me get ahead of myself.

It was a fairly standard weekend when they showed up and I was inside the house wearing a normal beach getup. Just a pair of shorts with a sleeveless shirt with my favorite pair of flip-flops. A large taxi – one of the many in the area which use vans as part of their line of cabs – showed up and they all filed out. It's just like a bunch of people in their early twenties to think they didn't need a car at the beach. I saw them taking in the size of the condo and the scenery all around it and picked out three of the guys right from the start. Any one of the three would be perfect for me to play with and when the doorbell chimed I said aloud, “Game on.”

A lesser woman with zero self respect might have answered the door in skimpy clothing to get the guys attention on sexual things immediately but not me. You have to know these guys to play the game the right way. For example: nobody needs to make a twenty three year old guy think about sex. His little mind is on women all day and every day. Since he is already thinking about such things, I can use a much more subtle approach.

They know I own the place by the time they get here so I can intimidate them more than a little bit. I have more money than they think they will ever have and they can only hope to one day have a beach house like the one I live in. It's a perfect way to set the tone and get them to admire me as a powerful woman. That is step one and it is extremely easy to complete. From the moment they stepped into the house, I had gone past that step with all three of them.

There was no need to flaunt my long dark hair or style it perfectly so I simply was wearing a cap with a ponytail out the back of it as I showed them around. “This is the kitchen area if you choose to prepare yourselves any food.”

“You don't do the cooking for us?”

I glanced around at the studly young man and laughed, “Aren't you cute. There is food in the pantry and the fridge if you should want to eat what is there. I only ask that you replace anything you use all of while you are here. Can you handle that darling?”

He opened his mouth to say something cute and smart but I turned and walked away from him before he could finish, “The backdoor to the patio and pool area is over there on the other side of the south living area.” I stopped and turned back to one of the other guys, “It's just through the double glass doors honey. Don't let my having called it the south living area confuse you.”

I turned and kept walking before he could respond as well and the girls of the group began to chuckle about how much they liked me. A confident woman of power and grace who they hoped to be like one day is what I was going for but not for their approval of course. My targets were the young men the entire time and by the time I had finished the tour, they were each understanding that I was a capable, confident and assured older woman who they could not even flirt with if I didn't allow it. That of course meant I was perfectly where I wanted to be with each of the three of them.

By the time the evening came around, I had noticed one of them ogling a little too much after one of the girls that was along for the trip. That crossed him off of my list of targets. I can't make time for a little puppy of a guy who wants to pawn after a girl like that. My targets need to be unafraid and even a little bit unstable when it comes to older women. The other two guys were still prime candidates by the time the next day rolled around.

It was time for step two of my three step plan to sexual release as they all talked about what they should do for the day. The one guy only wanted to do what the girl of his dreams wanted to do of course but the others were mixed up about either wanting to walk down to the beach of hang out by the pool. I sauntered through the room and gained instant attention not only because of the precedent I set the day before but also because of the way I was dressed.

Instead of the modest ensemble I was wearing when they arrived, I was wearing a perfectly standard two piece built for rest and relaxation by the pool. A little sash around my waist, sandals and a simple braid down my back completed the look. The day before the guys saw me as being in charge and well above them but this time when they saw me they noticed how fit I was. Their eyes were drawn to my flat stomach, my beautiful creamy skin and my well managed hair. Sure, they took at my belly button ring and upon pondering what it suggested about me, glanced downward from there.

I, of course, pretended not to notice and went on about making sure the guys stayed right where they were. “You can run down to the beach if you want but the closest three public spots will cost you a few dollars and are still a healthy walk. Besides, you can't get in the water right now. The tide is in and the jellies, sharks and other marine life are in with it. Purple flags all around and some purple with red. I mean you can get in if you want but don't expect to do so without taking on a great deal of pain. On the other hand, my pool is large with a huge deep end and two diving boards. You gals can even lay out if you want, though I would understand the appeal of laying on the beach. I just can't stand how sand gets,” I absently brushed my hand along my upper thigh, “Everywhere. Anyway,” I grabbed a water bottle and banana, “It's an easy choice for me. I'll be by the pool.” Quickly I peeled the banana and took a bite that was a little too big to be normal but only just so and looked at the guys after chewing it, “Maybe I'll see you out there.”

As I walked out they were stunned into silence for one reason or another which was exactly where I wanted them. The two who I still wanted a piece of noticed everything I wanted them to notice; the belly button ring, the toned stomach and creamy skin and the large bite of the banana after I drew my hand slowly up my thigh. Step two – to shift the guys from randomly thinking about sex to thinking about sex with me – was well under way.

Laying out by the pool was something of a norm for me but I couldn't stand baking in the sun all day like some girls, all of the girls who were along on the college grad trip, liked to do. I prefer to not get skin cancer and also to not look like a saddle bag from way too much sun exposure so I only spend a few minutes at a time actually laying out, preferring to actually swim in my pool as well. Two of the guys walked out the back door and it was the two I wanted most.

Glancing over I lifted my sunglasses and smiled, “You two couldn't convince the others to come out with you?” They shrugged and said no as I lay there looking glorious in the sunlight. “Well,” I pouted just a little bit to exaggerate the point, “Damn. I guess you two will be the only ones to have fun.”

They nodded and began walking around to find a spot to set their stuff down. Unsurprisingly they chose a spot across the pool from me and went about ridding themselves of their shirts as they prepared to dive in the deep end. I bit my bottom lip in anticipation of what I wanted with the two studs. They were built well but not like body-builders, just like I liked them. Slowly I sat up and began to rub some sunscreen on but not just any sunscreen. This stuff was the best I could get my hands on, acting like a basic shield from the sun as long as I reapplied it each time I took a dip or every hour or so that I was outside.

That was all well and good but the reason I liked it, the real reason, was because it made my skin shine like a trophy in the gleaming sun. The guys took notice as they were swimming and goofing off in the pool. Boys would be boys and within a few minutes they were throwing a football back and forth and paying nearly no attention to me at all. I decided that just would not do so I stood up, placed my sunglasses on the chair and made my way to the diving board.

“Look out below,” I said sweetly and dove straight into the water – modestly straight anyway – within three feet of them. By the time I swam back to the surface, I was fifteen feet away and standing in four feet of perfectly blue water and said, “I'm open.”

They glanced at each other with a quick grin and I knew they caught the double meaning that I wanted them to latch onto. Still the one with the ball tossed it in my direction and I caught it. The guy who hadn't thrown it put his hands up as if waiting for me to throw it back but instead I put it behind my back and winked, “You want it?”

“No way!” one of them said with a smile.

“Come and get it,” I said suggestively.

It took them a minute but they dove under the water and began swimming towards me. Under the water I parted my legs a little wider than shoulder width in case either of them swam with their eyes open. Shortly they both popped up, cleared their eyes and brushed their short hair back. They were standing six inches or so apart and standing there grinning like I was just going to hand it over. I smiled tossed the ball far across the pool, gaining grunts of pretend frustration from the two of them. I walked between them then asking, “What?” I made sure my butt rubbed firmly against one of them and my breasts easily across the other as I squeezed between them. “Did you just expect me to give it to you?”

“Holy shit,” the one I was glaring at who also received the brush of my breasts said as I swam towards the ball. It was perfect to that point and I knew I had them right where I wanted them. They were thinking about sex and sex with me more importantly so I did what I knew I had to do: I got out of the pool. Leaving the ball and both guys behind, I just walked up the ladder and over to my layout chair, placed my sunglasses back on and allowed the sun to dry me for a couple of minutes.

Behind the protected shield of my sunglasses I glanced at them and could see they were uncertain of what to do next. They really hoped I would stay in the water and mix it up with them some more but they also were too independent and proud to pawn after me so they had to choose. Either try to ignore me and have fun or make a move. Because of the precedent I set the day before, I was the one in charge so neither of them made a move. I knew they wouldn't. They needed a little bit more of a push before they crossed that line.

I sat up and grabbed my towel to dry off a bit before squirting some of my sunscreen out into my hand. Slowly I rubbed it all over me until my skin was glistening once again. They were trying to make it look like they weren't trying to look but I knew they were and I loved it. Step two was complete and successful which led me to the final step.

With a sigh I whined, “Damn, why does it have to be so hot?” I began fanning myself with my hand and grabbed my phone, “I thought it was supposed to cool off this afternoon. Have to recheck this forecast.” I wasn't really pointing my comments at either of them but they knew I was speaking in general to them.

“It's not so hot if you are in the water,” one of them said.

“Yeah,” the other piped in, “It's nice and cool in here.”

Their attempt to get me back in was admirable but not what I wanted so I waved them off as my face began to get frustrated. I started glaring at my phone and grumbling, “Come on you stupid thing! Come on! What the hell?”

I glanced over at them and pretended as if I had just remembered there was someone else outside with me, “Oh, I'm sorry. My phone won't unlock for some reason. I think it might be the sunscreen on my hands. Sorry, don't mind me.” I kept trying in frustration to unlock it as they looked at each other and decided to help.

That was the key. I had been in control, a sexual object to them and now I completed the third stage by acting like a damsel in distress. Bless their little studly hearts, they just couldn't resist helping me out in a time of need. They were as predictable as they were dripping with sex appeal. Both of them ran out of the pool, one of them remembering to dry his hands off even. When they arrived beside me I acted surprised, “What? What's wrong? Was I talking to my phone out loud again?”

“No,” one stammered for a minute, “I thought maybe I could help you unlock your phone. I'm pretty good with them.”

“Yeah,” the other one said, “We both worked our way through college at the phone store.” The first one glared back like he had wished the other hadn't of said anything but nodded when he turned back around.

“True enough,” he said, “I can probably help you.”

“Oh,” I breathed deeply and handed my phone over to him, “Thank you. I just forget how to work it sometimes when it gets so hot out here.” I stood up and waited for his response which I knew was going to come very quickly.

He smiled, “Here's the problem.” He showed it to me and indicated the message on the front, “You have to put in your code to unlock it. Maybe it's the sunscreen like you said. I can put it in for you if you want.”

“You would do that for me?” I placed my hand on my chest and heaved a breath, “Thank you so much. Oh, you have no idea how long it would have taken me to realize that was the only problem. Please, go ahead and unlock it for me.”

He laughed, “Well, you'll have to tell me the code if you want me to unlock it.”

“Oh,” I laughed as if I hadn't known that, “Of course. It's one of those with numbers and letters. Do you know how to do that?”

“Yes,” he smiled as if it should have been obvious.

“Okay, well don't tell anyone now,” I pointed my finger at him and then placed both hands on my hips, “Its I, L, 2, F.” I smirked as he put the code in and watched as he realized what the other already had. Both began to grin at the code and the one in back asked the question I wanted him so badly to ask.

“What does that stand for?” he grinned widely as the guy in front glared around at him.

“Dude! What the fuck? Be cool bro!” He turned back around, “I'm sorry about him. Here's your phone.”

“Oh, no,” I waved my hand at him and eyed them both over my sunglasses, “I don't mind at all. It means,” I paused and looked down sheepishly.

“What?” they asked at the same time and then hit each other at the same time as if to admonish one another.

“Well, it's a little embarrassing,” I shrugged, “But we're all adults here right? I shouldn't be ashamed of telling you two.”

“No,” the one in front said.

“We won't tell anyone,” the one behind him smiled, “We promise.”

“Okay,” I grinned and felt a perfect blushing rise to my cheeks at just the perfect time as I looked up at them, “I'll tell you. I like to fuck.”

Their reactions were instant as they smiled and whispered things to each other. When they turned around toward me again however I was not blushing at all. I was staring straight through them as they both stopped laughing and stood there looking back at me. “What's the problem fellas? Don't you like to?” I took a step forward and each of them stepped backwards.

“Um,” one stammered, “Like to,” he cleared his throat, “To what?”

I traced my finger down his chest and traced another finger down the other stud's chest then looked at them each, “Don't you like to fuck?”

With a wide smile I could tell each of them were getting very aroused very quickly. One answered, “Hell yes.” The other nodded, “Yes, I do!”

I moved my hand down each of their chest, down each of their stomachs, grabbed each of their swollen cocks and stared at them both, “Well, then, what are you waiting for?” Neither of them needed any more pushing than that.

Like a rushing wind I could feel the desire in the air around us thicken and I knew it was happening. I am just about average height and both of these studs were at least six foot so I turned to one of them and jumped onto him. He caught me as I wrapped my arms and legs around him and the other one began to work on my bathing suit top. I ground my hips and my crotch onto the one I jumped on as I nibbled and licked at his ear. His cock felt so good rubbing against me but I had two guys to work on so I put my feet on the ground and assisted in removing my top. I then bent over and took my bottoms off too while each of them quickly rid themselves of their suits.

I backed up into one while grabbing the other one's arm and pulling him closer to me. They sandwiched me perfectly, each cock rubbing against me and forcing my already pumping desire to overflow. I bit on his ear as well before getting to my knees and grabbing both of their shafts. They stood in front of me as I knelt and began pumping my fist along each cock. I couldn't wait to get their hungry shafts into my mouth and quickly began taking one of them in. As I sucked on his shaft hard and fast, I pumped on the other shaft with my other hand.

Over and over I bobbed up and down on his cock before I finally switched and took in the other one. Each of them were moaning as if they had never been in such ecstasy before and I figured they probably hadn't. I went on for a good five minutes, stopping only when I wanted to ensure they didn't cum too quickly. Still on my knees, having stopped sucking each of them, I took my hands off as well and looked up at them eagerly. “Don't just stand there,” I said breathlessly, “Take me.”

That's all they needed to hear as I quickly felt myself getting pushed down to the ground. We were in a shaded area so the concrete wasn't too hot but I doubt it would have mattered even if it was. One of them spread my thighs and dove into my pussy with his lips like he was a master craftsman who knew exactly what he wanted to do. Quickly I began to moan loudly as he ate my pussy perfectly, licking my clit and working me over while the other stud was massaging and suckling my breasts.

Four hands and two sets of lips were all over my breasts, pussy and the rest of me and I closed my eyes and soaked it in. Quickly I felt an orgasm building and didn't have to wait long before it crashed over me. I grabbed the head between my thighs and pulled him closer, wrapping my legs around him and raising my hips off of the ground with the force of the climax. I dropped quickly back to the ground and already felt another building.

The guy between my thighs stopped and moved up to my breasts while the other quickly and eagerly dove down from the side to begin licking me over well. He shoved my thighs out wider than the other guy had and forced his tongue quickly where he wanted it to go. “Yes,” I panted at the way he was taking me and the other guy was biting on my nipple just the way I wanted him to, “God yes!”

They could have kept doing that forever as far as I cared but when they moved me again, it was all for the best. The one who had first dived between my thighs positioned himself between my thighs again but this time had his swollen cock in his hand. He lowered himself onto me and shoved into my wet and accepting pussy slow and steady. While he did that the second guy moved to my face again, turned my head sideways and shoved his cock into my mouth forcefully. If I could have screamed yes again I would have. I loved the way they were doing what they wanted to me and making it feel so damn good.

I quickly crashed over another orgasm and they moved around again. The first one more easily entered my mouth with his cock while I felt the second guy shove one of my thighs to the ground and pick the other leg up to his shoulder. He grunted as he shoved in hard and began to pump himself against my pussy so perfectly that I groaned onto the cock of the first guy. He was slapping his cock into my pussy so hard that the beach bunnies might have heard the crashing of our hips together and I loved every moment of it.

Before I was ready for them to, they moved again but they were doing what they wanted with me and that was just what I wanted from them. The second and more forceful of the two lifted me into his arms with me facing away from him. He held my thighs apart and I wondered briefly what he was doing but I didn't have to wonder for long. I felt his shaft split my ass cheeks and threw my head back against his shoulder. When he pushed into me anally, I felt another orgasm slam over me but I wanted more. I reached blindly and grabbed the first guy and pulled him into me. He got the picture and shoved his cock hard into my pussy at the same time the second was pumping himself into my ass.

Suddenly they were both slamming inside of me at the exact same time and doing so hard and fast. I yelped and screamed in pleasure as they gave me all I could ever have dreamed of getting from the two of them. More and more they fucked me and plunged me hard over the precipice of the biggest orgasm yet. When they did, they set me down onto my knees and each of them directed a huge load of cum onto my chest and my face.

They each quickly fell to their backs as if they had expended the last of their life energy to pleasure me and I loved it as I stood and dove into the pool, using it to rinse their cum off of me. Slowly I stood, still naked out of the pool and walked over to them. They each breathlessly looked up and the first one said, “Oh my god, I can't believe that just fucking happened.”

I smiled as I wrapped a towel around myself and winked at them, “Silly boys. I had you right where I wanted you from the moment you walked in. You never had a choice. It was fun fellas. See you next time.”

With that said, I left their slack jawed and exhausted selves laying there in blissful wonder as I walked inside to shower and clean up. Yes, I hunted them and yes, I wanted them for their bodies. Is that so bad? Am I a MILF? Perhaps you could say that but if there were a bunch of them walking around, I could not be placed in the same category as the other MILFs. If they are regular gals who like to take pleasure from younger guys then I, Jenna, am the queen.


18. My Professor’s Office Hours: Anal Sex with My professor by Kaylee Jones

When Abbie and her friends start dishing about the sexiest professors, Abbie wins the contest hands down with her Dr. Evans.  She confesses that he has been making eyes at her and her friends tell her she should go for it.  Abbie is not the girl for that job; she is pretty shy around boys overall, let alone her tall dark and handsome English Literature professor.  But she gets herself into hot water after a steamy lecture and may end up opening that door after all.

We were all sitting around finishing the red wine to celebrate Amy’s birthday when the topic came up of who had the sexiest professor.  Amy giggled when she talked about Dr. Anderson from Psychology and Suzanne swooned just a little when she brought up Dr. Phillips from her Statistics class.  But I won hands down when I said that I had Dr. Evans for English Literature.

They all knew exactly who I was talking about.  Dr. Evans was well over six feet tall, broad shoulders, muscular arms and chest, with dark wavy hair and deep blue eyes.  Just about the perfect hero from any of the novels we were reading that semester.  What I declined to mention was that he had been flirting around with me for the first few weeks of class.

Now I am not normally the girl who gets the flirtations.  Well, I do not think I get them, despite what my friends say.  They all tell me that so-and-so was making eyes at me, or some random guy in the bar was checking me out.  But I never picked up on it.  For some reason, this gorgeous and educated man had set his sights on me.  And he had been so obvious about it that even I noticed.

“So Abbie,” Amy was still giggling, “tell us more about this Dr. Evans.”

I felt my cheeks flush and I looked away.  I did not know why I was embarrassed; it was probably due to the fact that he had noticed me and I was not sure what to do with that.

“Oh look, she’s all embarrassed,” Suzanne chimed in.

“Quit it, he’s just one of my professors.”

“But he’s gorgeous!” they both cried.

“Well, yeah, I know.  And so do all the other girls in his classes.  Not to mention a few of the guys.”

They laughed, “Who wouldn’t notice him?  Gawd, he’s straight out of a movie or something.”

The fact was that while I was not a virgin, I actually had very little experience with guys.  I had certainly never dated anyone as sexy as Dr. Evans, or someone that much older than me.  He was not old really, late twenties I think.  But still, that was about six years older than me.  And I had absolutely no idea how to handle the fact that he was my professor.  Luckily, I was at least smart enough to notice that he was not wearing a wedding ring.  That would have been a layer of complication that I just could not handle.

Amy nudged me with her foot, “See?  She’s all swoony thinking about him.”

“Shut up, I am not!”

“Oh really?  What was I just talking about?”

“Ummm, your birthday present from Andrew?”

They both burst into laughter, “Not a clue!”

I sighed and rolled over to my tummy on the floor.

“Weren’t we going to watch a movie or something?” I tried to change the subject.

“No way, not now.  What’s with you and this Dr. Evans?  You got all distracted after you brought him up.”

“Nothing, it’s nothing,” I felt my cheeks redden as I lied.

“Bullshit!” Suzanne cried, “Spill it!”

“Well,” I dug my nails into my palms as I debated whether or not to tell them.

“C’mon, we’ll keep your dirty little secret.  Do you fantasize about him when you’re all alone?”

“Gawd Amy, shut up!  No!  But I think he’s been hitting on me!”

“What???” they both cried out and fell backwards into the couch cushions.

“You know me, I wouldn’t make that up.  But he’s been hinting around about the fact I need to visit him during office hours and stuff.”

“Well, how are you doing in the class?” Suzanne asked the obvious question.

“I’ve got an A, so I know I don’t need tutoring.”

“Maybe he wants to tutor you in something else,” Amy wiggled her eyebrows up and down when she made her suggestion.

“Oh my gawd!  No!” It was what I had been thinking but it sounded terrible when someone else said it out loud.

“C’mon, college is for having fun and trying new things.  Trying on a new professor who happens to look like walking sex?  Now that you have to try!  For us!” Suzanne was incorrigible.

“No!  I’m not going to sleep with him just so you can hear about it!”

“Really?  Then why are you going to sleep with him?” Amy thought she was pretty funny.

“I’m not going to!  That’s terrible!  He’s my teacher!”

“Oh, Dr. Evans, touch me here,” Amy grabbed her own breast.

“Geez, knock it off.”  I was getting more and more horrified that I had even brought it up.

Suzanne patted my arm, “It’s okay, we’re just giving you shit.  Besides, what’s the harm in a little fantasy.  You should totally imagine him next time you’re by yourself under the sheets.”

I slugged down the rest of my glass of wine, “Been there, done that.”

They stared open-mouthed at me for my confession.

“Well, how could you not?  Especially if he’s been offering private sessions.” Amy nodded authoritatively.

“Besides, you haven’t had a boyfriend in a while,” she added.

“Yeah, thanks for reminding me.  Maybe that’s why I think he’s hitting on me.  Wishful thinking.  But man, he puts all these silly college boys to shame though.  Strutting around in those khakis and polo shirts, looking like his biceps will rip the sleeves in half.  Grinning that sparkly white smile and winking at me with those eyes.”

“Winking???  He actually winked at you?” Suzanne was floored.

“Yeah, a few times at the end of class.  When he was reminding me of his office hours.”

“Oh you have got to check this out!” Amy was getting more and more adamant as she poured another glass of wine.

We eventually finished our last bottle and I was eager to escape to my room.  Thinking about Dr. Evans all night while getting tipsy had left me rather lonely and just a little horny.  I took the edge off my terribly naughty thoughts with my favorite vibrator, but it mostly left me wondering about the reality of what everyone seemed to be suggesting.

****

The next day I had English Literature which was extra awkward.  I tried not to make eye contact as I entered the lecture hall, and I took a seat in the last row possible.  Until class began, I tried to make myself look busy with shuffling papers and flipping through the book.  The whole time I could feel his piercing blue eyes on me but I never looked up.  Eventually everyone else arrived, and I could more easily blend in.

And of course today we were talking about sex scenes in classic literature.  Holy crap, was I in trouble.  I did not even check the syllabus; I should have skipped class today.  We were going to be discussing how some classic authors handled intimate scenes in their writing.  Some of these excerpts were even banned in the United States!  And this sex god of a professor was going to be talking about them for the next two hours.  Everyone around me seemed very excited about the lecture today but I was just mortified.

I thought to myself, If he calls on me, I hope I just have an aneurism and die on the spot.

It started off tamely enough, with illusions and hints and subtlety which I could breathe through.  I had done the readings the weekend before but just had not put it all together since my conversation with Amy and Suzanne the night before.

His rich deep voice rang out and filled the room as he talked about innuendo and indirect ways to write about sex.  It was almost too much for a room full of college coeds who were, in turn, full of raging hormones.  The guys were nudging each other with sharp elbow jabs and the girls just grinned up at Dr. Evans with goofy smiles on their faces.  I was trying not to make eye contact with anyone in the room, especially Dr. Evans.

Several students made snide and filthy remarks as Dr. Evans lectured but he tried to brush them aside and stay focused.

Eventually his discussion came to one particular passage about a young woman submitting to her tutor’s advances, and of course I chose that moment to look at the front of the room.  Dr. Evans stopped his pacing and looked directly at me.  Even from nearly fifty feet away, I could feel the meaningful intent in his gaze.  The heat soaked right through my eyes and into the very core of my body, pooling in a damp warmth between my thighs.

“Ms. Gayle, do you have anything to add to this discussion?”

My head snapped up from my notebook and my cheeks burned with embarrassment.

“N-No, sir,” I stuttered, eliciting giggles and guffaws from the rest of the room.

He nodded with a smug little smile, and continued to discuss the euphemisms that authors used for cock and pussy.  It was horribly mortifying to be singled out in this topic in particular.  And even worse, I realized that I liked his attention.  Granted, I did not like his attention in front of the rest of the class, but I suddenly realized that Amy and Suzanne had been right.  I wanted this man.

I tried to focus on taking notes from his lecture, but it is very difficult to concentrate when you are writing things like “penis equals staff, rod, manhood”.  Those are not the notes your parents thought you would be taking in college.

When he finally reached the end of his lecture, he leaned against the edge of the long table and regarded the classroom with an arrogant grin.

“Anyone curious what the assignment will be?” he gestured to the students.

Everyone’s eyes darted around to each other but no one spoke up.

“We are a Literature class.  We are going to write!” he commanded.

“By next class, you will have written a three page sex scene using none of the traditional words or descriptions.  You have to write the entire thing in innuendo and subtlety.  You have to pass the censors!”

The room released a collective giggle then a unanimous groan.  I started stuffing my notebook and papers into my backpack but I did not move fast enough.  Before I even realized what had happened, I was the only student left in the place.  And Dr. Evans was waiting patiently at the front of the room, still leaning on the table with his arms crossed over his muscular chest.  Grinning at me and waiting for me to pass by him on my way out.  I took a deep breath, shouldered my backpack, and headed in his direction.

“Abbie?” he asked quietly when I got within arm’s reach.

“Yes, Dr. Evans?” I was embarrassed by the shaking in my voice.

“You seemed particularly disinterested in my lecture today, and you sat in the back of the classroom which is highly unusual.  If you are an English major like your file says, then I would think you’d be more interested in these classes.”

“Oh I am.  I like our writing exercises.” I shuffled my toe against the floor and looked down at my hands.

“Perhaps you can swing by my office to discuss this lack of interest?  I have office hours until this afternoon, if you don’t have anywhere else to be.”

I tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear and sighed heavily.  I was in trouble now, and to decline an invitation from a professor in my major was a very bad idea.

“O-Ok, I can follow you.”

When he stood up, I realized just how tall he was next to me.  I almost came to his pecs, which were nicely pronounced in his royal blue polo shirt.  He rested one large hand against my lower back and I trembled slightly at the heat of his touch.

“Right this way,” he whispered in my ear.

His warm breath tickled down inside me and I knew that I was going to give in to whatever he had in mind.

****

I was grateful that the corridors were empty of students as Dr. Evans and I headed to his office.  I had never been to a professor’s office before so I was not sure what to expect, let alone what to expect from this professor in particular.

The shabby wooden door was relatively small with one frosted glass window that bore his name.  Dr. Evans unlocked the door and held it open for me.  He nearly had to duck to enter the room after me.  I was shocked at the décor.  It was a modest square room but beautifully outfitted, with a deep red throw rug in the center topped with three chocolate brown leather arm chairs surrounding a coffee table, and a reasonable size desk in the corner.  There was even a small table, a microwave, and a dorm fridge in the opposite corner.  Two of the walls were lined from floor to ceiling with full bookshelves.  The reading area certainly was the focal point of the room, followed by the bookshelves.  I guess it all made sense for an English Literature professor though.

Dr. Evans smiled down at me and gestured to the chairs in the middle of the room.

“Have a seat, Abbie,” his lips smiling politely but his eyes flashing something naughtier.

As I perched on one chair, he dropped into the one next to me and stretched out his long legs with a sigh.

“So… can you tell me why you were disinterested in my lecture today?”

I nibbled on my lower lip while I shook my head, and could not meet the intensity of his deep blue gaze.

He sat forward in his chair, resting his forearms across his muscular thighs.

“Abbie, come now, are you uncomfortable with the topic of sex?”

I gasped quietly and felt my infernal cheeks redden.

He chuckled, “Perhaps that is it then.”

“N-No, sir, it’s not that…” I stuttered.

“Well?  If you are comfortable with discussing sex, then what could it be?  Other students?”

I shook my head again, willing the butterflies in my stomach to sit still.

He leaned over until his face was merely inches from my own.

“Is it me?” he asked quietly.

My cheeks must have darkened again because he chuckled softly.  But it was not a friendly little laugh, it was deep and dark and full of the innuendo he had lectured about.

“That’s the answer, isn’t it?  It’s me.  Do I make you nervous?”  As he asked, his fingers trailed slowly up my bare arm.

I felt the goosebumps trickle over my flesh in the wake of his touch.

“I do, don’t I?”

This one-sided conversation was getting a little weird but I hardly knew how to participate so I kept my silence.  I was regretting the simple little sundress I had worn but the look in his eyes told me that he approved of my clothing.  I knew that the chill of his office was soon going to have an effect on my nipples and I prayed that they would stay masked under my clothes.  I glanced down at my own chest and realized that I was already wrong.

His fingertips tickled back up my arm and slowly tucked a stray strand of hair behind my ear.

“If you are thinking that I have been inappropriately noticing you,” he whispered, “you are correct.  I can’t seem to keep my eyes off you.”

I twisted my hands in my lap and still refused to meet his eyes.

His hand cupped the back of my neck warmly and he turned my face towards him.  His eyes shimmered darkly with a passion I had never seen before.  His full lips quirked up in a suggestive smile and I felt the heat spreading from his palm into the core of my body.  College boys were not this powerful; they were more interested in beer and a quick roll in the upstairs bedroom.

His fingers laced into my silky hair and he pulled me closer until I could feel his breath against my lips.  He paused for that long intense moment before a first kiss, then he claimed my mouth as his own.  His lips met mine, his teeth nipped softly, his tongue demanded access inside, and I granted it to him willingly.  The wet heat was pooling between my thighs as his other hand slowly caressed the outside of my thigh.

He finally broke away from my mouth and knelt in front of me with both hands cupping my shoulders.

“You tell me to stop and we walk away,” he said, “but I will only make that offer once.”

I nodded my understanding and in response, I skimmed my hands up his flat pecs and laced them around his neck.  He grinned hungrily and slid his hands down my sides to grip my waist firmly.

His mouth brushed mine lightly before trailing across my jawline and down my collarbone.  As he nibbled and licked along the tops of my cleavage, he worked the straps of my dress down until my full braless breasts slid into view.  He exhaled sharply just before burying his stubbled face between my curves, his fingers rolling and pinching my stiff nipples until they ached under his touch.

My thin dress pooled around my waist as his mouth moved further south.  His fingers still tormented my sensitive nipples as his tongue laved spiraling circles down my tummy just on top of the waistband to my thong.

He roughly shoved the skirt of my dress up to meet the top half until the entire garment was bunched around my waist.  With a hungry and lecherous grin, he hooked his thumbs into my panties and slid them down my thighs.

With his biceps twitching, he lifted my slim thighs to his shoulders and left a trail of damp kisses from my knee to my needy pussy.  The wet heat coiled and curled through my body and left damp droplets on the smooth shaven skin in front of his hungry mouth.

His breath tickled my wet skin and I squirmed as he breathed slowly, coolness when he inhaled and warmness when he exhaled.  By the time he slipped his tongue between my wet folds, I gasped and slid closer to him on the chair.  His tongue played no games as it tormented my clit.  He circled and flicked and nibbled lightly.

“Oh god,” I moaned as I buried my hands in his thick wavy hair.

I could hear and feel him hum a response against my skin and I pressed my body against the teasing tongue.  The heat bubbled and swirled under my skin, rising and swelling and spreading, until I dug my fingers into his shoulders and silently begged for release.

He held my swollen little nub between his lips and flicked his tongue hard and fast until the heat exploded into light.  I groaned and whined and whimpered as I came, digging my heels into his back and holding his face against me.

When he finally surfaced and stood back up, he flashed me a slippery grin and slowly drew me up to stand in front of him.  My dress slipped completely off my body and he maneuvered us around so that he was in front of the chair.

He slowly removed his polo shirt, revealing the flat hard planes of his pecs, the rippled cuts of his abs, and the swell of his biceps.  When he unzipped his khaki slacks, his thick swollen cock bobbed out eagerly.

I reached out hesitantly and paused.  When I stopped, his large hand engulfed mine and wrapped it around his needy erection.  I stroked him lightly and loosely, his deep groans spurring me on.

“Oh like that, Abbie, just like that, not too fast,” his voice rumbled in his chest.

He was already giving me little drops of fluid, and his hot velvet skin slid easily in my delicate hand.  My grip tightened as I stroked him faster, my other hand moving gingerly to massage his heavy balls.

“Oh shit, no, stop,” he growled, pulling his cock from my grip.

I giggled, “What is it, Dr. Evans?”

He chuckled, “I have other plans for that ripe little body of yours.”

He sat down in the buttery leather chair and pulled me down on top of his lap.  I could feel his stiff cock nestled between the rounded curves of my ass and I wiggled against it.  He looked up at me, stroking the hair from my face.

“You’ve got the idea,” he grinned.

I must have looked startled because he chuckled.

“It’s quite alright, best birth control there is you know, and I’ll be gentle.”

He reached into a hidden drawer of coffee table and pulled out a small tube of lubrication.  He squirted some on two fingers and slowly worked them over my tight little rosebud.

“Is this your first time?” he asked softly as his finger started to invade my body.

I nodded, afraid to breathe at the pressure he was creating.

“Oh god,” he groaned, “that’s so fucking hot.  I get to pop that little virgin cherry ass of yours.”

I nodded again, wriggling as the pressure of another finger stretched me further.

“Can you feel how hard that makes me?” he thrust his hips up against me so that his cock slid between my ass cheeks.

He offered me a generous dab of the lube and I reached behind me to stroke him lightly, rubbing my fingers against that sensitive ridge just under his swollen head.

“Oh fuck, c’mere,” he growled.

His biceps flexed as he lifted my hips up and nudged my tight little ass hole with the thick head of his cock.

“You aren’t going to fit,” I whispered shakily.

He smiled gently, “I’ll go slow.”

He eased my entire body down against his swollen cock, the pressure almost unbearable as he pushed to break the seal then suddenly he was inside my body.  He eased me down further, my body clenching and gripping at his thickness as I gasped.  He stretched and filled me in ways I had never felt before in my life.

When I felt his pelvis contact my ass, he waited until my body adjusted to the thickness of his invasion.  I smiled nervously and he kissed me.  His tongue invaded my mouth as his cock invaded my ass and I moaned softly, my hips starting to squirm on their own.

He slowly raised me up and then lowered me down again, stroking his own cock with my entire body.  The heat that he ignited was different, it was not sharp and urgent like his tongue but slow and steady in building.  I started moving my hips without his guidance and he leaned back in the chair to let me take the lead.

“Oh fuck, you are so tight,” he groaned as I fucked his cock with my ass.

“Just like that?” I panted breathlessly.

“Oh yeah baby, god, like that,” he spurred me on with thrusts of his hips.

As our bodies sped up, we found the rhythm and he grunted with every thrust.  I felt a strange tickle against my ass and I realized that his full balls were tightening up to his body.  His edge was getting closer and I intentionally slowed my strokes.

“Oh gawd,” he moaned, gripping the arms of the chair.

As I slowly rode his throbbing cock with my tight little virgin ass, I started to rub my throbbing clit in front of him.  He grinned at me and pinched my nipples, thrusting his hips urgently upwards.

He released my taut little peaks and dug his fingers into my hips, moving my body faster and harder around his cock.  He was stroking himself off using my body and I loved it.  I rubbed my clit furiously as he filled my ass and suddenly he shoved himself hard inside me and I felt the hot jets of his cum fill my tunnel.  I groaned, feeling a warm electricity flood my body as I clenched and spasmed around his cock through my own climax.

Eventually we collapsed together, panting for air in a his small stuffy office.

“Dr. Evans?” I asked nervously.

He stroked my hair from my face as I lay against his chest, “What is it Abbie?”

“Do you do this a lot?”

He laughed, his whole body vibrating with the sound and motion.

“Thanks a lot you little brat!  And no, I can honestly say I have never ass-fucked a student before.”

I giggled, “So I was your first in a way too?”

He shifted in the chair so that we were face to face.

“Yes, and I’d like to imagine that this was only the first of many.”

I curled back into him without an answer, because I had none.

****

By the end of that semester, Dr. Evans had given me an entirely unexpected education.  Not only did it turn out I loved anal sex, but he was amazing at traditional sex too.  And his tongue could curl your toes.  I was already acing his class, so the fact I got an A by Christmas had nothing to do with our extracurricular activities.  Just before the Christmas break, I got a phone call from him, asking me to meet him in his office.

I was a little nervous, afraid he was going to break it off or something.  As it turns out, he made the more romantic gesture I had ever received.  With a slightly bashful smile, he actually asked me out on a date.

“Since you are technically not my student any more, we can make things official.  Can I take you to dinner and a movie?”

I grinned and jumped into his muscular arms.

“But just so you know, professor, I don’t necessarily sleep with guys on a first date.” I giggled coyly.

“Oh, well, I can be very convincing, you know,” he set me back down on the floor.

“Why professor!  Do you plan to seduce me?” I batted my eyelashes innocently.

He wrapped his thick fingers around my delicate wrist and yanked me over to one of his chairs.  He sat down abruptly and bent me over his lap.  I felt a slight breeze as he flipped up my skirt and I yelped loudly when his palm landed heavily on my bare ass.

“Oh I will do much more than seduce you my little Abbie,” he threatened excitedly.

I wriggled against his stiffening cock, “Oh professor, no.”

We did not end up on our date that night, he ended up taking me on his desk within minutes of the spanking.

After the class was officially over, I did tell Amy and Suzanne about my professor.  They were angry at first that I had been keeping the secret, and then flabbergasted at the idea.  But pretty soon they were harassing me about all the gory juicy dirty details.  And I gave them most of them.
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I only wanted what was best for my daughter.  She was young, naive, and marrying Mike,  the kind of man that could be dangerous to a good girl like her:  Handsome, athletic, with the kind of magnetism that can bend any woman to his whims.  When I slipped into his room to talk an hour before his wedding to my daughter, I swear, I had the best of intentions.  But somehow, once I was in a room alone with him, I was the one who had to be careful not to succumb to his considerable powers.  He may have been much younger than me, but under his gaze, I felt like a girl of twenty again.  And once he put his hands on me, I knew I was the one who wouldn’t be able to resist giving into his lusty demands.  Sure, it was wrong, but Mike and I shared something he couldn’t share with my pristine daughter:  An animal lust and insatiable appetite that can only be satisfied between a young virile man and an experienced woman with the know-how to bring him breathless to his knees!

It was almost time.  My beautiful daughter, Jennifer, was set to marry Mike within the hour.  Twenty was far too young to be getting married, if you asked me, but Jennifer didn’t and so it was my job to support her.  Still, though, I worried about her well-being.  Jennifer had always been a very good girl:  Straight A’s, every teacher’s pet, always home by curfew, and if she was to be believed (and I had no reason not to), still a virgin on her wedding day.  I was glad my girl was so responsible--but inexperienced as she was, how was she to know when a man was treating her unfairly?  Mike was only twenty-two himself.  I doubted seriously he had much experience with the art of compromise.  And Jennifer, always wanting to keep the peace, always wanting to make people happy, might get taken advantage of if she wasn’t careful.  She didn’t know what all was out there, and I wanted to make sure she hadn’t settled for something beneath her.

So, as Jennifer sipped champagne nervously and touched up her makeup with the help of her bridesmaids, I went down to where Mike and his groomsmen were getting ready.  It was my last chance to have a talk with him before he would take my daughter.  I was going to make sure he knew how to treat her right.

I heard laughter on the other side of the door, “Cheers!” and glasses clinking.  I knocked on the door, and Mike answered, wearing his tuxedo pants, but no shirt, his suspenders dangling at his sides, his well-sculpted chest and stomach glistening in the light.  It was no wonder Jennifer had fallen madly in love with him:  He was tall, good looking, broad shouldered and with strong arms, his face was chiseled in a way more mature than his years, but he had a bright smile, which he greeted me with now, that was so pure, innocent and joyful, I nearly started giggling like a schoolgirl when he invited me in.  He was, in short, dangerous to any young woman.

“Hey, everyone, this is Jennifer’s beautiful mother!”  The three other gentlemen greeted me hello.  I wondered how much champagne they’d had to drink, as they didn’t even try to hide the way they looked me up and down.  Still, though, I was used to it.  From the time I was very young, men had a hard time keeping their eyes (or hands) off of me.  The women in my family were all like me:  Tall, curvy, with ample breasts and hips and a naturally cinched in waist.  Our hair was thick, our cheekbones high, and in my forty-five years, the attention men showered on me had never dwindled, even as the crows feet were beginning to form at the corners of my eyes, and grey started to streak my raven hair.  Jennifer, though she was more fair like her dad, had inherited many of my attributes.  All the more reason to make sure she didn’t give them away too soon and to the wrong man.  I, myself, hadn’t given myself to a man since my husband passed.  I was waiting for someone to awaken that spark in me again, and so far, no one had.

“Come in and have a drink with us!” said one of the groomsmen, rushing to get me a glass of champagne, which he handed to me with a little bow of his head.

“Thank you, boys, but I actually came here to have a little heart to heart with Mike,” I said with a smile.  “Would you mind if we had the room?”

“Oh, of course not!” they each cried in their own way, as they picked up their things, winked at Mike, and began making their exits.

“I don’t want to take too much of your time,” I said, sitting down and crossing my legs.  My dress was a red, silk wrap dress that came just above my knees, and when I crossed my legs, my thigh peaked out from the fabric.  It was, perhaps, a bit revealing for a wedding, the way it hugged my curves and showed my cleavage, but Mother-Of-The-Bride dresses were always so thick and doubty.  For the simplicity of this dress, it was dramatic enough for the occasion.  Besides, the more intimidated Mike was by me, the better.  A glimpse of my thigh usually did the trick when it came to bending men to my desires.  “You’re about to take my baby away from me, so this is our last chance to talk.”

“Of course!” he said with a smile, topping off his champagne and offering me some more.  My glass was full, so I downed it and held it out to him.  “Jennifer’s a very special girl.”

“Yes, she is,” I said.  “So I wonder why you haven’t even bothered to get dressed yet on your wedding day.  You’re walking down the aisle in less than an hour.  Were you just going to throw something on last minute?”

“I wanted to make sure I didn’t spill anything or get it wrinkled.  It’s hanging up over there.  Don’t worry, Mrs. Watkins.  I wouldn’t do anything to screw this up.”

“Really?” I asked with a casually cold tone.  “Is it true that Jennifer is still a virgin?”

He blushed bashfully and it showed his age.  “Yes--to my knowledge, she is still a virgin,” he said, nearly giggling.

“Are you?’

“Mrs. Watkins…”  he shook his head.  Clearly he was uncomfortable talking about sex with me.

“It’s alright Mike,” I said, taking his hand.  “You’re an adult. There aren’t any wrong answers.  I just want to understand you a little bit better.”

“What don’t you understand?”

“I suppose I don’t quite trust the notion that a man like yourself has waited faithfully for two years when he could be with any woman he wanted to be.”  I hadn’t meant to say that.  It was definitely not in my plan to flatter his physique, or do anything that would give him more power than he already had.  It had simply flown out of my mouth.  But then, it was the truth, after all.  And it was something that needed answering.  “So I’m wondering if you’re also a virgin.  I’m wondering if you’ve cheated on my daughter.”

“I’m not a virgin…” he said carefully.  “But that was before your daughter.  I haven’t cheated on her.”

“Why not?”  I wanted to hear his reasons.  I wanted to hear if it sounded sincere.

“Because I’ve never met a woman more desirable than Jen,” he said.  “I haven’t met anyone that turned me on as much as she does.  Maybe if I had it would be more difficult.  But as it is, she was obviously worth waiting for.”

It wasn’t the answer I expected at all, but it sounded like an honest one.  I wondered what had happened to that bashfulness of his.  Suddenly he was talking about desire and being turned on--I felt there was a dual personality to Mike:  The one that was young and inexperienced, and the one that was capable and ready to dive into manhood.  He was teetering on the edge, and seeing this flash virility sent a surge through my body.  I adjusted in my chair.

“You really haven’t met any other woman that turned you on?”

“Not anyone...not anyone that is available to me.”

“But if you did, you wouldn’t mind cheating on my daughter?”

“Mrs. Watkins...I just know that I love Jen, and I want to be with her.  I know that someone like her doesn’t come around very often.”

“But it must have been hard waiting.  It must have been difficult to not do something you so badly wanted to do.”  I didn’t know why I was pushing him in this direction.  I came in here to talk about fidelity and honor and being good to your wife and not taking her for granted.  But I wanted to know.  I wanted to know how this gorgeous boy, sitting so sexily on the edge of the sofa, drinking champagne with his shirt off, looking like a young Marlon Brando and with just as much animalistic draw to him--how on earth had this man been able to stave off temptation?  I imagined girls must throw themselves at him all of the time.  They must do things for him they wouldn’t do for some other, ordinary boy.  How had poor Jennifer held out?  A part of me applauded her, and a part of me thought she was crazy.  What if things hadn’t ended with marriage?  How was she willing to let go of the chance to feel his big, strong hands on her body? My own body felt drawn to them even now--wanted to feel their strength on my breasts, my hips, my ass... Perhaps she was frigid.  Perhaps she didn’t like boys at all.  These were the only explanations I could come up with for her ability to keep her legs closed all of this time.  If I had been in in her shoes, I would have buried myself in his lap the first night.  I would have unwrapped him like a present and consumed whatever I found inside.  It was getting hot in the room.  I downed my champagne to cool myself, and he expertly poured me another.

“It was difficult, but you know how it is,” he said, smiling at me.  “Jennifer said you never did date again after your husband died.”

It was true.  That had been four years ago, and I hadn’t seen anyone.  It wasn’t for lack of suitors or because I wasn’t longing for intimacy.  But none of them had held a candle to my husband.  My husband had been a true man:  Strong, handsome, capable, fair.  He wanted the best for me, but always got his as well.  There was a glimmer of my husband’s appeal in Mike.  Perhaps there was hope for him.

“I suppose I think it’s different for a man,” the champagne was making me warm all over.  I leaned back in the chair and sighed, letting my legs part a little.  “You all seem a lot less discriminating.”

“We’re not all like that,” he assured me.  “I don’t want sex to be just sex.  I want it to be with someone special.  With a woman like you or a woman like Jennifer…”

A woman like you or a woman like Jennifer...Was I the woman who hadn’t been available that had tempted him?

“How was it with the girls before Jennifer?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

“It was...it was nice, I guess…”

“But did you make them cum?”

“Mrs. Watkins!”  There was that blushing smile again.  He was adorable in his youth.  I stood up and walked over to him.  I cupped his face in my hands and looked into his eyes.

“I’m not going to bite you,” I said.  “I just want to make sure you’re capable of making my daughter as happy as possible.  I don’t want to find out years from now that she’s never experienced an orgasm or that you’ve made her come to believe that you don’t have to do any of the work in the bedroom.  Women in my family don’t have to settle for that.”

“I believe you,” he gulped.  “And I would never ask her to.”

“You’re only twenty-two,” I said.  “Do you even know how to please a woman?”

He was sweating now.  He turned in his chair and tried to surreptitiously adjust himself, and I realized he was sporting an erection--one he couldn’t have hidden if he’d tried, it pressed so urgently at his pants.

“The women I was with before always seemed to like what I did.  Mrs.  Watkins, I need you to leave right now,” he said, standing, turning his back to me.

“Excuse me?”

“Do we have to have this conversation now?”  he pleaded.  “I can’t have this conversation with you right now.”

“You’ve never had any conversation with me,” I snapped back.  “I haven’t gotten to know you at all--you simply come and pick up Jennifer and leave as quickly as you came!”

“I can’t be around you at all, don’t you understand?”  To my surprise, he was breathing hard, facing me, his hard-on plain as day.  “Every time I see you, I go insane.  Jennifer’s a lot like you, but you have something else...something carnal about you.  You have to go--I can’t see you.  If you stay here I’m going to untie your dress.  If you stay here, you won’t have any doubts about my abilities to please a woman.”

All I could hear was my own heartbeat and Mike’s breathing.  The air between us was electric.  We stood there, staring at each other, neither able to move, lest we move towards each other.

“You’re not leaving,” he said.

“I...I can’t.”

He walked slowly towards me, and I knew it was coming.  There was nothing I could do to stop it.  He reached forward and untied my dress.  It slid off in one movement, revealing my high top panties and push up bra.  It had been four years since a man had seen me like this.  I suddenly found myself worried that I wouldn’t be enough--a feeling I’d never had before.  I worried he’d realize my age and be turned off.  I wish I’d worn better lingerie.  But he let his hand pass over his cock through his pants and let out a groan as he eyed my body hungrily, before he fell to his knees, leaned forward and growled into my pussy through my cotton panties, sending incredible vibrations through me.  I moaned along with him.

“Your pussy smells better than I ever imagined,” he said, peeling my panties down and allowing me to step out of them.  “I have to taste it…” and with that he plunged his tongue between my pussy lips, a bolt of electricity stemming from the tip of his tongue travelled up my spine, causing me to arch my back and gasp.  He let his tongue slide all the way up inside of me, filling me up, before sliding the tip out and up to my clit, which he licked in small, pointed circles, making my legs shake as I stood before him in my high, stiletto heels.

“We shouldn’t...Mike...we shouldn’t…” I moaned as he licked my pussy, but even as I said it I was letting my hand fall down to my mound so I could spread myself open for him.  I put my hand on the back of his head and pressed him into me.  He began to suck my throbbing clit as an vibrations surged through my pussy.

“Why did you come in here?” he asked as he stood up and unclasped my bra, my breasts staring up at him, wanting him to take them in his mouth and hands.

“I wanted to talk to you,” I said, and he reached forward and grabbed my heavy breast, squeezing it roughly.

“That’s not why you came in here and you know it.”  He was walking me backwards towards the couch now, until I fell backwards into it.  He twisted my nipple sharply.  “What did you want when you came here?”

“I...I wanted to know if you would be able to please my daughter,” I said, though it sounded so stupid now.

“You’re daughter? He asked, as he unzipped his pants and let them fall to the ground.  His cock was stretching his boxer briefs so far, it would almost be comical if I didn’t ache for him so badly.

“Me,” I said.  “I wanted to know if you could please me.”

“That’s a nice way of putting it,” he said, sliding two thick, long fingers inside of me.  Even his hands were so big they were hard to take, though I was up for the task.  “I think you wanted me to fuck your hot, neglected cunt.  Isn’t that right?”  He pulled the fingers out, covered in my cream, and sucked them clean.

He was unzipping his pants now.  I knew this was the point of no return, but he was right.  I had wanted him from the first day he’d come by the house and said, “I’m looking for Jennifer.”   I wanted desperately to know what he was packing, and it now here it was, springing out of his pants at full attention, thicker and longer than I’d ever given him credit for, his mushroom head slick with precum, letting me know how badly he’d wanted me, too.

“The first time I saw you,” he said as rubbed the length of my slit with his fingers, “The only thing I wanted was to see those gorgeous tits of yours bouncing as you sat on my cock.  The only thing I wanted was to hear you beg for me.”  His hand was sliding back now, his finger finding its way to the rim of my asshole, and he played with it mercilessly, lightly tracing it with his finger, pressing at the rim, pulling back.  Then he plunged in deeply, making me gasp.  “You seem so cool and poised and sophisticated.  But I could tell.  I could tell what you wanted…” he was knuckle deep now.  “The only thing I wanted was to feel your cum running down my shaft…” His voice was a low growl that sent shivers through me.  “I wanted to make you forget you’d ever had a husband.”  His fat thumb was rolling over my engorged clit as he slowly, painstakingly, finger fucked my tight asshole.

“You don’t...you don’t think I’m too old for you?” I asked, voice trembling.  With his other hand he grabbed a handful of my breast, thumbing the nipple.

“Does that feel good?’ he asked.

“Oh, God, yes…” I whispered.

“Then that’s all that matters,” he said, as he bent down and flicked my cunt with his tongue, “God, you taste so good…”  My pussy was contracting hard and fast, aching for him to fill me with his massive shaft.

“Give me your cock,” I demanded.  My hand was grasping for it desperately.

“Do you want me to fuck you with it?’ he asked, stroking himself, teasing me.

“No,” I said, watching him.  “I want to wrap my lips around it.”  I cocked my eyebrow and he groaned as he palmed his slick head.  “I want to see you reach your full potential.”

I pulled myself off the couch and sat him down where I had been.  I wrapped my thumb and forefinger around his shaft to hold it in place, not quite making it all the way around.  I looked him in the eyes, and then bent down to gently kiss his head.  I could feel him twitch in my hands.

“Now, if I’m very good to your cock,” I said, as I stuck out my tongue and licked up the length of him, letting my wet tongue dance on the tip of him, “You have to be a good boy and fuck me senseless with it.  Do you promise?” I said, taking his head into my mouth and sucking on it, gently.

“Oh, yes…” was all he could muster as he laid back and sighed.  I could see his stomach muscles contracting with anticipation.

I dragged my wet tongue the long journey from the base of his shaft up to the tip.  His cock was so rigid and strong as I traced the veins of him I thought they might burst, but he held steady as I swirled my tongue around the vast landscape of him.  My fingers found their way to his heavy sack, which I fondled and tickled as he squirmed at my touch, trying desperately to keep his composure.  Then slowly, slowly, I found my way to the space behind his balls that led to his firm ass and pressed in as he let out a moan, uninhibited.  Encouraged, I went further back, and slid my finger inside of his darkest part as his cock began its journey past my lips, over my tongue and towards the back of my throat.  His shaft was so thick it stretched my mouth wide to take him inside.  As he felt the watering mouth around him, he couldn’t contain himself anymore, and he thrust in deeply, making me gag, before he continued down my throat choking me.  He was grunting and moaning with every thrust as I sucked him, and I was pleased to find I still had the skills that made any man--even a man as young and virile as Mike--beholden to my powers.  I gave his balls a gentle squeeze and he stopped cold, his body stiffened, and a flood of his cum came pouring into my mouth, unexpectedly.  It came in oceanic waves as he began pumping away again, expelling every possible drop as I sucked it down hungrily.  His hands held my head and pulled my hair with abandon as he roared loudly, until finally he seemed relieved, though his incredible cock was still hard as he withdrew.

He stood back from me, then fell to his knees in exhaustion.  The sight of his sweating, spent body, the taste of him in my mouth, the feeling of it on my lips, awakened an insatiable appetite in me I hadn’t felt in years, and with no hint of shame or self-consciousness, I began to touch myself as I watched him.  My hands roamed over my breasts and tugged my hard nipples before trailing down to my pounding, hungry pussy.  I splayed myself open wide and revealed my tidy, pink opening to him, where my fingers felt cream forming.  I longed for him to fill me up, and unable to wait, I my fingers plunged in, two at a time, and I fingerfucked myself for Mike as he watched, wide-eyed at my wantonness.  I loved watching him watch me--the hungry look in his eye, the way his cock grew strong again before my eyes.  He was a tiger stalking it’s prey:  Powerful, muscular, steadfast in his desire.  His own hand found his cock and began to stroke in my rhythms.  With the other, he helped me by holding me open, freeing my hand to twist my nipples as I sighed and bucked.  He spit directly on my clit, and the hot wetness spurred me on.

“Fuck me, Mike.  Please!”  but he was way ahead of me.  His cock entered me, and wet and open as I was, he stretched me wider than I thought possible, making me nearly panic under the stress, but I wanted him so badly, I simply did all I could to open myself up to him.  I could feel his cock surging and vibrating within me, and wondered how it was possible that he could be so ready again so soon after filling me to the brim with his cum.

“Do you have any idea what you do to me?” he whispered low in my ear.  His hand was in my hair, holding my head down even as my back arched wildly.  “And you…God, you need my big cock, don’t you?”

“Yes…” I pleaded.

“You need to be fucked like the slut you really are.  How did you waste this body for so long?  I can never stop fucking you…”  He was balls deep in me, each thrust seeming impossibly deeper than before.  My pussy held on for dear life, gripping him so firmly I thought I could snap his cock in half.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop…” I pleaded as I felt the dam break and my cream came gushing down in spurts around his slick member.

“That’s it.  Good girl…” he encouraged, his hands sliding to my ass and spreading me open.  Then two fingers came sliding into me, sending me into a deeper wave of pleasure as I thrashed underneath him.  He pumped me slowly, steadily, letting my pussy feel every inch of him, letting my clit relish the moment of contact with his pelvis as he ground into me.  I wrapped my legs around his waist, opening my ass up more to him, but he took things further by turning me over on my stomach and plowing into me hard and fast as he slapped my ass unforgivingly.

I loved the punishment of his body on mine--the sting of his hands, his cock going so deep I thought he may rupture me.  I was so spent I was unable to move, and yet he was still pulling a steady stream of excitement from between my legs.  I his every touch, thrust, moan, drop of sweat that fell made me cum, again and again.  But as his fingers entered my ass again, and he began to pet my insides with the tips of his fingers, it sent a jolt through me so intense it gave me new energy.  I sprang up on all fours and began backing up into his fingers and cock.  Gone was any notion of control.  I would do anything to be filled up by this strong, young man.  I was a bucking, wild, sweating animal, and we were doing the most natural thing in the world. To us. But a knock on the door reminded me of the human world.

“Mike?”  It was Jennifer’s voice.  We froze, his fingers still inside of me, the length of his cock filling me.  I felt his fast heartbeat pulsing in his still cock, and it made my pussy contract involuntarily.  He flattened me onto the couch with his body and put his hands over my mouth to stop my moans.

“Don’t come in--I can’t see you before the wedding!” Mike called.  His cock twitched and I squirmed.  The incessant heartbeat pounding in the veins of cock were making me twist with excitement.

“I just wanted to tell you how much I’m looking forward to tonight,” Jennifer said, giggling.

“Me, too,” Mike said.  To my surprise, he started slowly, slowly, thrusting in and out of me.  “I’m looking forward to feeling your body...to your tight, wet, pussy wrapped around my cock…” he thrust in deeper and I silently screamed into his palm.  “I want to feel your cum dripping down my cock…”

“Mike...what are you doing in there?”  Jennifer asked.  “Are you...are you jerking off?” she lowered her voice.

“I want you to tell me you belong to my cock,” he growled in my ear, and I nodded.

“I...well, I belong to you, of course!”  Jennifer said, confused.  “I’m...I’m gonna go get ready--I’ll see you when I walk down the aisle!”

“You beautiful bitch!” he cried as he slammed his cock into me hard, again and again, filling me with his load, this one as great as his last, his scream deeper and more primitive.  The feeling of him filling my pussy made my whole body spasm and sputter, and the more I held in my moans, the more my body acted out my pleasure.  He pulled out even as he was still cumming, and finished on my tits, my stomach my mound.

“You are so sexy,” he said, smearing his cum on my pink nipples.  I smiled.  I hadn’t felt so much like who I really was in years.  But as reality came creeping back in, I realized that I had just betrayed my daughter.  I realized I would never be able to feel like this again.

“Mike...the wedding…” I said, but he just leaned down and kissed me.

“That’s right--we need to get ready,” he said, getting up and pulling on his pants.

“But what are we going to do?”  I asked.

“I thought you were the woman with all of the answers,” he said, smiling.  “We’re going to do whatever it is that you want to do, of course.  But I think we both know what it is you want to do.”

“I...I have some work that needs doing in the garage,” I smiled.  “When you come back from your honeymoon, do you think you could help me with it?”

“I think Jennifer would insist I do.”

“I really want what’s best for her...no, this can’t happen--” I started, but he stopped me with a hand on my breast and his mouth on mine and I was vibrating once again.

“Jennifer will have everything she deserves in life,” he said.  “But you were right, Mrs. Watkins.  She’s a very good girl.   I have needs--needs that would destroy her.  But you thrive on it, don’t you?  With her, I’ll be the king to her queen.  With you…” he bit me on the shoulder, hard enough to sting.  “We can be base.  We can be what we were made to be…”  He twisted my nipple, hard, then licked it soothingly.  “I wish you didn’t ever have to get dressed.  Don’t clean up.  I want to know I’m still on you while you’re sitting in the audience.”

It was wrong, but I knew I would obey.  The idea of spending the whole day covered in him was too much to resist.  I slid on my clothes over my sticky body.  It was time for the wedding to start.  In moments, Mike would be bound to my daughter--and bound to me--forever.  I was wet with the possibilities.


20. Not Your Typical Frat Party: College Gangbang Sex Party with Strangers by Riley Davis

I've been a college student for a while; I thought I'd seen everything. The frat parties, staying up all night studying for a test, going to class in pajamas. The typical stuff. But when I moved in my college's coed dorm for a new semester, I realized there was much more under the surface - a whole new world of sex I'd never explored - but was about to.

I entered my dorm room feeling out of breath but free. I carried the final box in and placed it on the floor. My dorm mates were also moving in, some with roommates, some on their own. I was one of those who chose to pay a little more for a room to myself. The last two years I hadn’t been able to afford it but due to my amazing grades, I got more than I expected in my financial aid this year. I felt far less burdened than I had been the years previously. Yes, everything was going my way and I hoped it would stay that way for a while at least. Long enough to get a good grade on my finals.

I nodded to myself and decided to get acquainted with everyone now that everything I had was in my room. It wouldn’t take more than a few hours to unpack everything anyways. I walked outside and knocked on the door next to my own. I would be sharing a bathroom with this person – I might as well at least know their name, right?

I was answered almost immediately to a laughing male with an incredibly handsome face. He already had laugh lines under his deeply green eyes and he had dimples in his cheeks. I had a feeling I would like him, simply because he was a guy who liked to smile. So I smiled back at him. “Hi! I’m Lexie, I’m your dorm mate.”

I held out my hand and he took it. “Vincent. I’m sure we’ll get along just fine as long as the bathroom stays clean. Say, you have nice brown eyes.”

“I completely understand,” I said. “Back when I had roommates, we took turns cleaning the bathroom every week. And… brown eyes are boring.”

“Hey, Vince, are you coming or what?” The voice came from inside of the room. It was male and higher-pitched but smooth, reminding me of Ryan Reynolds.

“Yeah, just gimmie a sec; I’m talking to my new dorm mate!”

“Oh, really? Lemme see!” He said it in such a way that made me wonder if he wasn’t actually a child.

Vincent got nudged aside by a guy who appeared to be the same age as him but had the eyes of a curious kitten. Big, cute, and made me want to pinch his cheeks. “Wow, she’s cute!”

I smiled at him too, feeling a little confused. “Thanks. You too.”

“Sorry, sorry. Name’s Tyler.” He nudged Vincent again to grab his attention. “Hey, we should invite her!”

Vincent looked at his friend as if he were crazy. “We can’t invite a complete stranger to that, we don’t know if she’s into that sort of thing.”

“Into what?” I asked, genuinely curious. “I’m into a lot of things.”

Vincent turned his attention to me. “It’s a party but… it’s not really your typical frat party, okay?”

I couldn’t help but smile at how innocent he thought I was. “Please, I’ve been to every frat party under the sun. There’s nothing you can surprise me with.”

Tyler was practically bouncing with glee. “See? She can handle it, let’s take her!”

Vincent shrugged. “If you’re willing to go. Here, let me write down the address…”

He went into his room and came back with a neatly written post it note with the address and the date the party was taking place on it. I took it and immediately knew exactly where it was. It was an inconspicuous club in the nightlife part of the city – hidden much like the better clubs I’d been to. I’d never been there personally but I knew many people who’d had the time of their lives there. They never really told me details, though. I figured that was just the alcohol working on their memory.

I put the post it note in my pocket. “Thanks. Should we meet somewhere before we go?”

Vincent nodded. “Let’s meet at the restaurant on the corner where the place is and have some supper first. Don’t want to party on an empty stomach, do we?”

I smiled. “Of course not.”

A small silence fell and I realized my time was up. “Well, I suppose I’ll get to unpacking now. It was nice meeting you guys!”

I walked back to my dorm room wondering what I’d gotten myself into. I decided I would go and I would go looking my absolute best – in the little black dress that left little to the imagination and fabulous high heels. Luckily for me, I had many of those.

I unpacked my stuff for a total of three hours then I went to shower and came out feeling tired but also accomplished. Everything I needed to do had been done and class was still a few days away – I would go to the party tomorrow night and come back feeling good about myself and all partied out, so that way I could focus on my schoolwork. I went to bed loving the plan and feeling confident it would all go my way.

The next day I woke up at noon and felt extremely well-rested for the night ahead. I laid out my outfits – one for the day and one when I would come back and get ready for the party. I decided to do my makeup light and then just layer it on later, saving on time. And after a delicious, filling lunch, I felt like I could take on the world. I was feeling good about myself and about my life, so that when the night finally came around I walked to the corner to meet Vincent and Tyler, there was no turning back and I didn’t want to.

They were more casually dressed than I but I didn’t let that make me feel awkward. We shook hands and went inside to eat. I was starving by that point because I had forgotten to eat since I’d woken up.

I was definitely overdressed for this restaurant and people seemed to like staring for the entire time we were there. I felt for the first time how conceited I might have been. I sighed as I ordered from the menu and then we sat to eat. Vincent had remained mostly silent for the duration, but about halfway through our meal he seemed to be itching to say something to me so I asked, “What’s wrong?”

He looked up from his meal. His mouth was half-full but he looked like whatever he was about to say would be crucial to the enjoyment of my night. He swallowed. “I should let you know you’re probably not going to be wearing those clothes very long.”

Suddenly I felt put on the spot and vulnerable. I blinked at him. “What do you mean?”

Tyler leaned over, saying it as bluntly as he possibly could. “It’s a sex party, Lexie.”

That was news to me but for some reason it didn’t really feel like anything that would keep me from going. I had expected something worse. “By sex party, you mean a gangbang, right?”

Tyler and Vincent both nodded at the same time.

There was nothing in me telling me it would be dangerous – they had been open and honest with me about it before I’d gone in, and was letting me make the decision on my own. And wasn’t that the most important part of it anyways? Getting to enjoy it for yourself?

I looked at the plates in front of me. We were all finished eating so I stood up and straightened my dress. I might as well go in there looking like a hot piece of ass. “Ready, ladies?” I asked, trying to lighten the mood.

Vincent laughed but Tyler seemed to ignore it. “Yeah. Let’s go,” Vincent said. He wrapped an arm around my shoulder and rubbed it reassuringly. “Don’t worry. Everyone will understand if you want to leave.”

I nodded, feeling a little better about it because I was with friendly people. I felt the hesitation melt away as we walked down the street, my heels clicking on the pavement. There was no breeze, but it was slightly chilly for me. I decided to enjoy that while I could because once at the party, I had a feeling I’d be sweating a lot.

As we came to the front door of the attraction Vincent stopped me. “Just thought of it now, are you on birth control?”

I nodded. “IUD.”

“Okay. We will be using condoms for STDs anyways, but it’s nice to know there’s a backup if it breaks. Peace of mind, you know?”

I totally agreed because I wasn’t ready for a child and it was always a question at the back of my mind during sex – what if the birth control failed? Two methods of birth control quieted that little voice and I would be able to enjoy myself fully.

“Ready?” Tyler asked. I realized then that Tyler hadn’t said much all night but I had a feeling his mouth would be running once the party started. He seemed like a dirty talker. Not that I minded – I did enjoy some dirty talking myself.

“Yep, let’s rock,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt. Fake it until you make it, right?

Vincent opened the door for me and I stepped inside. Tyler went in behind me and Vincent last. Inside there was nothing but a long staircase leading down, and another leading up. Tyler nudged me in the direction leading down. Once at the bottom, there was a hallway that turned a corner. I heard music coming from that direction and I suddenly felt excited. Music, most likely booze, and sex in every one of my holes… I inhaled sharply at the thought and moved a little quicker.

There was a bouncer at the door to the party and asked for identification. We all presented it and we were inside in a moment’s time. The music got ten times louder so I noted that this place had really good soundproofing. And really good décor – red carpet, dark walls, and disco lights. The bar was on the left and there were two hallways leading to several rooms.

It seemed people had already started the party hours earlier because there were people getting dressed here and there and some were leaving, both male and female, but more were coming in. And those who were already in were enjoying themselves thoroughly. Most were completely clothed and drinking at the bar, mingling with strangers and probably looking for their next good fuck. Those who were not were rushing to the back rooms where they could have sex in peace behind a locked door. I noticed a big sign beside a closed door indicating that behind it was the public room for sex. Some glanced in that direction nervously but none had the balls to go inside yet.

I decided then that I would get a strong drink and go in immediately. Luckily, I hadn’t brought anything I couldn’t tuck into my pushup bra – money, identification, and keys. I didn’t need much to have a good time.

Upon ordering a tequila shot and downing it immediately, I joined Vincent and Tyler by the door. “So, how is this going to go down? Do we do it with each other?” I asked, feeling a little lost but knowing that wouldn’t matter in ten minutes when the drinks kicked in.

Tyler opened the door and peeked inside. “Well it looks like some people are finishing up but there’s a group in there that’s just getting started.”

“How many?” Vincent asked, though he didn’t seem too interested in the actual number.

“A girl and four guys. You ready?” Tyler stared at me as though he were daring me to go in.

I nodded and Vincent opened the door for me. As I stepped in I saw what I expected to see and heard all of it. People were sucking and fucking on almost every available surface and the moans they made melded together in a sexual symphony. The room was surprisingly cool for all the people sweating in it. And despite how out of place I felt, I was excited to get started. I looked at Vincent and Tyler and they were already taking off their shirts.

“Is that how fast we’re doing this?” I asked.

Tyler shrugged and left his shirt with Vincent’s in a neat pile by the door where the rest of the clothes were. The two of them weren’t bad looking under their clothing. Vincent had a forming six pack, barely noticeable. Tyler had a small stomach, but it was endearing its own way. I had the urge to poke his belly button but he’d probably get angry at me for it and I didn’t want to ruin the mood.

Vincent tapped my shoulder and motioned for me to follow him. Tyler didn’t need any sort of indication because he was already ahead of us. He seemed eager to get started – not that I could blame him. Vincent coughed to catch the group’s attention. The girl looked up at the sudden intrusion, her bra half-off, and in doing so the guys took notice of us.

“May we join you?” Vincent asked in more polite a manner than I’d expected for a place like this. But he didn’t seem like an aggressive person. I couldn’t fault him for it. I myself wasn’t a very forward person normally. In fact, if I didn’t feel like it was necessary to acquaint myself with people I would be sharing a dorm with I probably wouldn’t have come to this party. I wouldn’t have introduced myself to them at all.

The girl smiled at us in an inviting way and nodded, patting the couch. The guys shrugged and made some room for us. I found myself hesitating to move, feeling my nerves kick into high gear. I was going to do this and it was going to be the first time I would do it with more than one person at a time. I was excited but also scared.

They all seemed to notice and Tyler reached his hand out first to me, and then the girl. “Don’t worry, we’ll have fun,” he said. I took his hand because I believed him. I took hers because I believed she could be someone I could trust. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust the others – it was that I didn’t know them. They were strangers. So was Tyler, to be frank, but he seemed the most honest.

And just like that, I found myself kissing a girl with two guys I didn’t even know the name of on top of me roaming their hands over my body. I was excited and I felt freer than I had since I started college and moved out to my own place.

I dove into the moment with ease and my dress came off, though I wasn’t sure who was behind me taking it off. I continued to kiss the girl in front of me and found I enjoyed her soft lips on mine. I wondered how the rest of her skin felt so I roamed my lips downward, kissing her neck, her collarbone, and the tops of her breasts. She smelled like jasmine and slight sweat. I liked it and desired more.

But before I could get too eager with where my lips were going one of the men tugged on my hair and pulled my head backwards. When he whispered in my ear I realized it was Tyler. “I hope you’re ready because I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll be limping tomorrow – and there’s more where that came from.”

The thought normally would’ve scared me but tonight it made me wet. More guys I didn’t know about crowded, ready to give me whatever they decided I should have. I wanted him to give me that and I moaned a little to show him my desire for it. He smirked and pulled back from me, letting go of my hair. I heard pants coming off from multiple men. The anticipation of what they would do next was killing me – I wanted whatever they were going to do to me and it felt out of character for me.

They wasted no time in pouncing on each of us  – two girls and six or more guys, all fondling each other, all getting hot and very horny. I found that Tyler and Vincent had invited more than a few friends. Our corner of the public sex room was growing full and ready to be pleased by the two of us. There had to be more than a dozen men here. I felt excited but also slightly overwhelmed.

I was pushed off of the girl by one of the men and shoved into position to be fucked. Missionary for now but I assumed I’d be in many positions tonight. My panties were tugged off and the man who’d tugged me immediately dug in to eat me out, most likely to lube me up for what came next. Regardless, it felt amazing and I let out a yelp of pleasure. He didn’t eat me like most men. He went and ate me, with all he had. My lips and clit were in his mouth and his tongue was inside me, French-kissing my pussy and sucking it in just the right way.

It wasn’t long before the first cock came out, and was shoved into my face as I was being eaten out. On instinct, I grabbed it and began to jerk it off. He pulled my head to him and forced me to suck on him. I moaned as he fucked my mouth and I aggressively sucked in response to him.

The guy eating me out finally stopped and stood up, his cock up and ready to fill me up. My eyes glanced over to it. It was a pretty massive dick but that only made it better. He grabbed my legs and forced them apart so that I was wide open, and without saying a word, shoved himself into me until my pussy was completely full. I moaned in response, loving the feeling of it.

Within moments another dick was shoved into my face and I was jerking two men off, sucking one off and then the other. I noticed Vincent wasn’t in the group, or at least he wasn’t visible yet. Tyler was off to the side, jerking off and waiting his turn. His cock was bigger than I thought it would be. But one of my biggest fantasies was being realized so I wasn’t concerned with his size.

And then, another guy nudged me over so he could slip underneath me. I knew exactly where this was going and I couldn’t help but feel giddy. I could feel myself getting closer with every thrust but I needed more. I wanted much more. I felt like I could go all night.

I felt his cock prod my anus, testing how tight I was. It was already considerably lubed up from how wet I was, so it wasn’t hard to tell it would slip in easy. The stranger leaned over to talk in my ear. “Ever done anal, lady?”

I had to admit, I’d never tried it. But there was a first time for everything. “Just do it, baby,” I said quickly. The two men in my face withdrew and two more men came in to be pleasured. I was more than happy to oblige.

Not needing more than spoken consent he slowly pushed himself in. At first it felt really strange but once he got all the way in and started moving I realized there was a whole new world of pleasure I wish I had explored earlier. There were spots inside me I didn’t even know were there and I loved it. My whole body felt amazing and I didn’t want to leave yet. Which was good, since these men had no intentions of letting me yet.

I was surprised when a strange taste began to fill my mouth and I realized one of the men had finished off early. I didn’t expect it but I swallowed it eagerly. I smirked up at him as he pulled away from me and I opened my mouth to show him there was nothing left. “Dirty girl…” he muttered before he slipped out of the group, still watching me.

Tyler decided then to take his chance and slipped in, shoving his cock into my mouth. His aggression took me off guard and I gagged on it, spitting up a little. He smirked at me. “Take it all.”

I obeyed, sucking it hard as he fucked my mouth, making me gag multiple times. With the cocks inside my pussy and ass, I felt completely full. I loved that feeling.

Cock after cock slipped inside me one after the other, taking turns in enjoying my body. I was more than happy to please them. After all, they’d been so generous with their own bodies in giving them to me. I sucked and fucked the night away and I didn’t even know what time it was. I didn’t care.

Tyler was the only one who stayed in my mouth, asserting his dominance and letting the other guys take their turns with my mouth one by one instead. It felt hot in its own way and I couldn’t help but think Tyler would be an amazing fuck on his own. Maybe I’d have to see later, if he was open to doing it with me again.

After all the dicks inside me I began to feel myself reach a breaking point and when I hit it, I just exploded. My orgasm was stronger than it had ever been and it ripped through my body, sending my body arching upwards as far as it would go. It pushed me to the limits of my stamina. I moaned loudly onto the shaft I was sucking, and almost immediately after I tasted his sweet cum. I swallowed again, though I struggled in my uncontrollable state.

“Oh baby, she’s coming!” I heard one of them shout in excitement. I felt a little smug that I could get them to react that way. I felt the sweat all over me, slippery as ice. But somehow these guys still kept an iron grip on me, fucking me as hard as they could. It felt so good but my body was running out of stamina. I didn’t know how much longer I could keep it up.

Luckily for me the men around me couldn’t keep it up either, including Tyler. I knew not even he could go all night but he had some amazing stamina nonetheless. They began to moan louder and one announced his ejaculation just before it hit me in the face. I squeezed my eyes shut and took it like a champ, not really minding how cold it felt. I gave it a good lick and moved onto the next guy, who was just as ready as the last to spray all over my face. I stuck out my tongue to catch some of it and swallowed it, reveling in the attention and the pleasure. I wanted more.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna come inside you…”

The man fucking my pussy grew sporadic, moaning. I bit my lip and grinded myself against him, encouraging him. He slipped out of me and let the next guy go in. I was going to have multiple loads in my pussy and I couldn’t complain. I wondered if any of them would decide to finish in my ass but the question was soon answered when the next guy shoved it in and aggressively pounded my cheeks away to his orgasm. The pleasure from all of it was wracking my body and I hope there wouldn’t be too many more men to please because I was beginning to feel overwhelmed.

Five more guys came inside me and three more in my face before finally, Tyler was the only one left. He leaned over me. “I told you I was going to fuck the shit out of you.”

He straightened up and pulled me to him, then immediately began pounding his hips to mine, making me weak but also gasping with pleasure because his cock was hitting all the right spots. I couldn’t even do anything but sit back and enjoy the ride.

“You like that, you bad girl?” he said, slapping the side of my ass.

I nodded, moaning out my pleasure. I could feel another orgasm coming to me quickly.

Tyler licked his fingers and placed them on my clitoris, rubbing me and within seconds I felt the pleasure explode from me, making me quiver. It wasn’t quite the orgasm I’d had earlier but it was still better than any I got on my own. Tyler seemed to enjoy it, moaning his pleasure and pounding the rest of my orgasm out of me.

It wasn’t until after I finished that I realized Tyler had finished with me. Not that I could complain, given how amazing it was. I laid there for a few moments. My sweat was slick and I probably smelled to high heavens but it had been worth every second.

I looked over at Tyler. “I’m glad you two invited me.”

He was already getting dressed. He was back to his childish self. “Well, it was no problem. I’m glad you enjoyed it.” He winked at me.

I sat up, leaving myself naked for the time being. “Did you enjoy it?”

He nodded and stood up. “But the important part was you did. Do you need help getting dressed?” He smirked at me. I smiled and shook my head. “Alright. I’m going outside for a smoke.”

I dressed myself quickly, grabbed my things and went to the bathroom to clean off. It wasn’t a huge job, considering most of it I’d swallowed or was inside of me. After that I followed Tyler outside, but I found no sign of him. Instead, Vincent was standing by the wall alone, smoking a cigar. He smiled at me as I came out. “So, did you have fun?”

I felt cold now that the sweat was drying up. “Where were you?” I asked, deciding to dodge the question because I felt awkward.

“I left once you guys started. Gangbangs aren’t my thing. Tyler just drags me along because it’s his thing and he thinks I have some oppressed side to me. I was just at the bar having some shots.” He shrugged and puffed his cigar.

I nodded, not saying much more. I was actually kind of glad he hadn’t been watching me.

“So. Do you want to go binge watch some Netflix at my place?” Vincent said, pleasing me with the change of subject. He stomped out his cigar and put his hands in his sweater, waiting for my reply.

“That sounds like an awesome idea. But a shower first,” I said, walking with him back to our dorms.

“Can I join you?” He smirked at me. I blinked at him, not expecting him to be so forward. “What? You were having sex in there; I couldn’t help but let my mind wander to your naked body now and then.”

I nudged him a little. “I’m tired, leave me alone.”

He raised his eyebrows at me. “I didn’t say I wanted to have sex with you.”

I was about to speak when I realized he hadn’t. I had just assumed. I made a face at him. “Well… I’m sure your hair looks dumb wet.”

He laughed at me. “It does.”

I shifted my weight as we walked, realizing I’d regret it if I didn’t let him go with me. Only a day to know him… but I liked him. He had a nice attitude. “But I bet the rest of you looks nice,” I said.

Vincent smiled down at me and I knew that tonight would be comfortable and quiet. “I bet you look good in fluffy sweaters.”

Correction – tonight would be amazing.


21. Sweet Bride to Slutty Swinger: My Hunger for Threesomes by Ellie North

Megan is an innocent woman who has limited experience with men. She is the smart type who dates nice guys and enjoys ties with a close-knit, Christian family. She spends most of her spare time with her close friend who is the uncanny opposite of her. Megan has always envied her friend, Rita’s, lack of inhibition. But she doesn’t believe she could ever step outside her own norms. An encounter at the car wash changes all of this. She meets a man who unlocks something within her that she never knew existed. She is eager to explore this thing but does not want to betray her values. She begins to question who she really is and embarks on a change in lifestyle in a bid to get to know her sexual side better.

At first I didn’t think I’d actually go through with it. We were leaning against the sink, doing the dishes, when he comes out and says something like that. I didn’t know whether to be offended, horrified or intrigued. He had a tiny glint in his eye, as if he was remembering something he once did – and loved. I wondered then how much I knew about this man. We’d been together for two years and only then did I find out about this. I had no idea he even preferred it. And to what? To what we do together in the privacy of our home? So I picked up the phone and called my best friend, Rita.

She met me at the Bella Rosa, our favorite restaurant. I chose one of the tables placed just outside. It was almost noon when she showed up ten minutes late. She waved excitedly, strawberry blond hair flowing in the breeze. The short white skirt high above her knees revealed long legs that stretched on forever, beautifully waxed and shining olive. It seemed ages before she finally arrived at my table, kissed me on either cheek and plopped herself into a seat opposite mine. Five minutes later, I was pouring my heart out.

“I mean, how do I know I’m not marrying a total stranger?” I was saying.

“Megan ---.”

“Okay, so maybe I’m overreacting but this is Jason we’re talking about. It’s completely out of character for him to suggest something like that, let alone for our night.”

“He wants to do something you’ve never done before to make your night special. It’s kind of romantic.”

“Romantic!” I couldn’t believe she’d just said that. Whose side was she on, anyway?

“Look. All I’m saying is keep an open mind.”

“It’s our wedding night. I could keep an open mind but that’s just going too far.”

“Megan, you’re such a prude.”

We shared a piece of cheesecake just for the occasion. I know I shouldn’t have done that just days before my wedding but I didn’t care at that point.

I thought about what Rita said all the way home. Was I really being a prude? What does that mean nowadays, anyway? Is this what the twenty-first century wife is expected to be like? I’m supposed to agree to every sexual whim that comes his way because I’m ‘liberal’ and ‘sexually expressive’?

Questions floated around in my head as I struggled with a situation that had never even crossed my mind until now. I was raised in a close-knit, Christian family where we say ‘praise God’ every time someone says there wasn’t much traffic on their way home, or when the sun comes up and it’s a beautiful day. We never talk about sex at home. We don’t even masturbate – as far as I know. We had a talk about it at church once. I was about fourteen when my mother got some parents together and held a meeting for all the young girls blossoming into women. Quite firmly, we were told how sinful and unclean oral sex was. And anyone who is tempted to masturbate should embark on a fast in order to crucify the desires of the flesh. Having sex with more than one person at a time wasn’t even on the agenda.

If it wasn’t for college, I’m pretty sure I would never have got my cherry popped. Thanks to that fine rite of passage – and a ton of alcohol, I found my sexual self. Or at least I began to. I tried a few things but nothing too outrageous. While Rita studied and vociferously applied the lessons of the Karma Sutra, I perfected my missionary position with the class nerd. I liked that nerd but the fact still remains: we didn’t do much. We went our separate ways after graduation. And then came Jason.

I met Jason at the car wash. He’d just bought it with the inheritance from an uncle and was walking around like a king admiring his kingdom. I was thinking how arrogant he must be when I caught his eye. He stopped in his tracks and looked at me like I was the only person around for miles. It was as if he had just spied treasure and was gearing himself up to retrieve it. I watched as he approached me. When he came within an arm’s length of me, he halted and looked me up and down. Meanwhile, I was seething at the nerve of this boisterous man. How dare he look at me like this? Then he spoke. His words were none other than a request to take me out to dinner that night.

“I have better things to do,” I said.

I had to pass the car wash on my way to and from work every day. So that wasn’t the last time I saw him. With time, he developed a charming approach. Once, he even made a sign and posted himself facing the road when he knew I’d be driving by. The sign said Will You Merry Me? I laughed and parked in front of the car wash.

“So I’m guessing English isn’t your strong point,” I quipped.

He frowned comically, “Why do you say that?”

“Your spelling is quite interesting, for one.”

“Oh? Did I spell something wrong?”

Playing along, I pointed to ‘Merry’.

“It’s exactly the way I want it,” he said wryly.

“Is it?”

“Yes. Unless you want me to ask you something else. Something in particular…”

That exchange turned into our first official conversation. Countless dates followed: trips to fancy restaurants, amusement park rides, double dates with Rita and her numerous suitors. A year later, we moved in together. And a year after that, we were engaged. My mother was so pleased about what she likes to call my ‘betrothal’, that she immediately offered to send me looking for a wedding gown and a wedding planner the very next day. I didn’t even know what I wanted to look like. She has this idea that Jason is a sweet boy who will take good care of me and help me raise nice, church going kids. But after he made his ‘special request’ for our wedding night, I wasn’t so sure anymore.

***

We got married in the local cathedral like everyone else does where I come from. The reception was held in the town hall. There were relatives who came and slapped Jason on the back, telling me what a good young man he seemed to be. I laughed at the irony because I know him better than that. As we cut the cake in front of everyone, he leaned in and whispered, “I can’t wait until tonight.”

The wedding reception was winding down and I wasn’t feeling tired at all. I was feeling nervous, strangely like a sheep being led to slaughter but excited at the same time. I gripped my champagne glass, clammy hands sticking to the surface. Looking out over the crowd, my eyes found Rita. She had her pink bridesmaid dress on. Strapless dresses are her thing. Strapless and short. So that’s what she wore on the big day. There she was, dancing with a cousin of mine. A bit too close for comfort but this was Rita after all. I marveled at how relaxed she appeared to be, despite what she was about to do. For a moment, I considered how stupid it might be to give my new husband access to such a tempting woman. But better someone I’ve known for years than a complete stranger off the streets.

As soon as the reception was over, Jason took me by the waist and ushered me to the car waiting for us outside. He had a devilish grin on his face as he asked me, “Are you ready?” I nodded shyly while he held the door open for me. Lowering myself into my seat, I gathered my princess dress around me. He closed my door and walked round to his seat, winking at me as he walked past the windshield.

We drove to a classy hotel in total silence. Jason was clearly highly anticipating the evening. He kept reaching for my hand and stroking it sensually. If my dress hadn’t been getting in the way, his hand would have made it all the way up my thighs. We finally arrived at the hotel and checked in. A few guests beamed at the newlyweds on our way to the room we had booked for the night. Knees practically knocking together, I stepped through the door he held open for me.

A scene of red rose petals strewn over the bed, champagne in ice buckets and a sweet, creamy aroma filling the air greeted me. I turned to Jason, touched by such a display of sentimentality. I suddenly felt even more aware of his presence. I touched the buttons on his shirt, freeing him of the fabric with each button. Pulling the shirt out of his pants, my hands travelled up the middle of his torso and down again as I finished undressing him. Finally, when our clothes were lying in heaps on the floor, I took his hand and led him to the bathroom. I’ve always preferred to take a shower before we make love so I was beginning to relax as we stepped into our usual routine. We’d only been in the shower five minutes before I heard the door bang. I jumped and Jason smiled at me mischievously. She was here.

***

I grabbed a towel off a rack as I stepped out of the shower, while Jason walked back into the bedroom casually. His body gleamed with the crystals of water dripping down his skin. His manhood erect and in plain view, he held out his hands to the newcomer.

“Welcome! And let the games begin,” he said theatrically.

Rita smiled coyly, her eyes trained between his legs. She slid her handbag off her shoulder and tossed it into a corner. I watched as Jason took the lead. He stepped up to her and took her face between his hands. Looking deep into her eyes, he rested his forehead against hers and lowered his lips onto her own. She didn’t resist or try to regain control. She just complied quietly, naturally. I watched his lips brush against hers, tongue finding its way into her mouth. His tongue grazed hers patiently at first, then more urgently, for what seemed like hours. As he came up for air, he bit her lip playfully while she glanced sideways at me and smiled a sexy invitation that made me wet between the thighs. Somehow, watching the two of them had flipped a switch in me. I was ready to follow the tide, wherever it took me.

Now, Jason stepped back from Rita.

“Take your clothes off,” he commanded.

He walked over to me and took me by the hands, asking me to rise to my feet without speaking. I stood up and let him pull the towel from around me. It fell to the floor. He began to caress me, his fingers tracing a line down my chin, down my throat, across my breasts. When he reached my left nipple, he raised his other hand to my right nipple and then changed his mind. He took his hands away from my body, while disappointment coursed through me. I was aching to feel his hands all over my body. He walked around me until he was standing directly behind me, turned me so that I was facing Rita and suddenly cupped my breasts violently. We watched as Rita finished undressing. Jason had my nipples gripped between his thumbs and index fingers now. Each time Rita got closer to nakedness, he pulled on my nipples even harder. As Rita threw her black lace panties, the last garment, on the floor, Jason pulled harder. I gasped at the pain but I didn’t dare tell him to stop. As he let go, I relaxed visibly. Jason had taken on a slightly sinister glare now. His eyes glowed with lust as he soaked in the presence of two naked women, his for the taking.

Rita was standing in the middle of the room, touching herself enticingly.

“Sit over there and show me your pussy,” Jason said motioning to a comfy chair opposite the bed.

Rita settled herself in the chair, parting her legs widely so that we could see the shaved lips between them.

“You know what to do,” Jason prodded, keeping his eyes on me but talking to Rita.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Rita reach between her legs and begin to rub the sensitive bud until she moaned softly. He then pulled a long, black piece of cloth from behind the pillow with which he tied my wrists above my head and dragged me by my ankles until I lay on the bed on my back, facing Rita as she took herself to ecstasy. Then I felt him part my legs and a tongue reached inside me. Jason’s lips and tongue moved upwards, licking and sucking until I felt the heat rise between my legs. After a few moments, two fingers intruded deep inside me and began moving in and out. At first they were gentle and slow. Then Jason turned me around, adjusted my bonds so that my wrists were tied securely behind my back and raised my hips into the air. My knees resting on the bed, I felt the fingers penetrating then retreating, again and then again. Until they were moving persistently and impossibly fast. I began to moan at this friction.

“You like that huh, bitch?” he said viciously, then paused for some seconds.

He returned with a vengeance. A hand - dripping wet – lay between my butt cheeks while the other helped his fingers move in and out of me. Then one of the wet fingers pried itself into my ass-hole and stayed there while I began to writhe. I couldn’t keep still as his fingers repeatedly ploughed into me—first two, then three, then four. And somehow I could feel his eyes fixed on Rita, who was crying out opposite us on the sofa. As I began to cum, he set the wet hand free and slapped my butt. Resting a foot against my head, he plunged his hard cock into me and fucked me hard. It was as if I no longer responded appropriately to pain. I wasn’t even thinking like myself anymore. Every time he hit me, my body pulsed with pleasure. Rita and I reached that hallowed place at the same time. He let me get there, then he withdrew and pulled me upright by my arm. With a handful of my hair in his fist, he lifted me so that I sat on my legs, then he freed my wrists.

His crooked finger motioned Rita to the bed as he lay on his back. He wasn’t even going to give us time to catch a breath.

“Come here. I want to taste that pussy,” he said to me and held me in place on his face.

Meanwhile, Rita climbed on top of him and slid him inside her. Her eyes were shut as she began to rotate her hips against his pelvis. I watched her intently as her mouth opened slightly. She ground against him, steering his hard member against secret places inside of her that only she knew well. Primal groans left that mouth as she moved slightly faster. I wondered how long it would take her before he took her to the highest point of pleasure. One, I counted, as she bore down on him with both her hands against his chest. Two. Her round-shaped olive breasts bounced up and down, sweat snaking its way between them and towards the blond-tinged triangle. Three, I pushed down on him, rubbing my clit faster against his tongue. I could barely take the sensation. My legs began to tremble, feeling a massive orgasm invade every inch of my body.

“Fuck, Jason,” I said uncharacteristically.

Four. Rita was almost shouting at the top of her breath as she rose to reveal a substantial amount of Jason’s bursting cock, leaving only the tip of his dick inside her, then quickly dropped back onto him. Five. Jason brought his hands around my hips and rocked me over his tongue, working me over until I could barely think straight.

“Oh yes…” I sighed.

Rita’s eyes flicked open. We watched each other’s bodies as we rocked back and forth on top of Jason. There was nothing else in the world. No one else existed. Our bodies vibrated with the intensity of our flesh grinding together. And Jason erupted inside Rita’s wet core while she rode him to oblivion. He groaned inside my pussy as he enjoyed his orgasm.

We rolled off his body afterwards and lay by his side. Rita’s foot lay against his cheek while her other leg curved into a V, exposing her cum-sodden pussy. He turned his head so that he got a better view of her and then dipped his finger into the wet pink flesh. Scooping his cum up in the crook of his finger, he brought it to my lips and I licked it away, almost greedily. Returning his fingers to Rita, he passively pushed them inside her and kept them there – still - while he kissed me lazily. His other arm was draped across my shoulders, allowing him to stroke my hair.

As his fingers came alive, teasing her, Rita moved her hips so that she rubbed more vigorously against them. She wanted more now. Jason pulled his fingers out of her without warning and got up from the bed. He strode towards the chair. Sitting down, he watched us expectantly.

“Get on with it,” he said.

Rising to the challenge, Rita moved towards me and began nibbling on my skin, from the spot between my breasts until she reached my lips. She then took me by the waist so that I knelt down on one knee on the bed. Her face lodged itself between my legs for a few seconds while her hand clutched my breast. Taking me by surprise, I found myself on my stomach crying out while she buried her head between my ass cheeks. She slapped my ass while I struggled to control the impulses that invaded my body. I was almost terrified by my orgasm this time. Jason remained in his seat, pulling at his cock while Rita persisted.

When she finally stopped, I perceived Jason handing her something. I turned around to see her securing a strap-on around her waist. It was moist as it pointed straight at me. Pulling me up so that I rested on all fours, Rita was inside me in seconds. I could feel her thrusting hard as my ass pounded against her. She fucked me so good I couldn’t really feel my body anymore. All I could do was to hold on to the sheets for dear life until I trembled uncontrollably. Eventually, I managed to rest one shoulder on the bed and began to rub my clit while Rita hammered into me. I lost count of which orgasm this was. Never had my body experienced such intensity, let alone in one night. Rita slowed down to bring my body back to earth. Jason had walked over to us. He held my head down against the bed while he ran his hand over the length of his cock. I felt him explode all over my back, letting out a manly sigh.

When it was all over, we lay sprawled across the bed, exhausted. All the doubts I had harbored now seemed so ridiculous. In fact, I had almost missed out on the best experience of my life.

After the night I had, it’s easy to see why I woke up later than usual the next morning. The first thing that I heard was the swish of the shower. Jason. A smile spread over my face as I thought about the night before. I looked around to see if Rita was still here. She was gone. Her handbag had disappeared from the corner it was thrown into the night before. Her clothes were nowhere to be seen. She must have left to give us some space. I suppose that’s where the honey moon began.

The next few weeks went by so quickly. Most of the time we didn’t even know which day it was. Because we couldn’t keep our hands off each other, we stayed in our hotel room in Venice all day long. The first night, Jason tied me to the bed and wrapped his hand around my throat while he fucked me in the ass. I talk like that now. Because there’s no other way to express what goes on when I’m in the throes of that kind of passion. It’s vicious, it’s raw, it’s wild. And I love it. That night, he bellowed like an animal as he pounded my head against the bed. Then he tied my hands to the bars at the foot of the bed, sliding his dick into my mouth and deep into my throat. My jaw hurt when I tried to chew on my breakfast the next morning. I laughed it off.

***

It turns out threesomes – or foursomes - with friends have become a way of life for Jason and I. Of course, we make sure that these are friends we can trust. There’s always Rita and whoever she’s seeing at the moment. We like visiting our friends in different parts of the world who want to try it. Travel was already a big part of our lives and we had made great friends all over the world, so why not spread the love while we’re at it?

I’m seeing my mother today. She wants to know ‘how things are going with the marriage’. It’s a fine day at Bella Rosa. At my usual table, I wait for her while I read raunchy texts from Jason. He changes the topic to something more social. He’s found a new couple he’d like to experiment with. The problem is they’re local. I tell him I’m worried about word getting around. But I know he’s not bothered about what people will say. For my sake, he relents and starts to talk about another prospective couple. They live a few towns away. When I ask him to describe them to me, he sends me a picture of a man in the shower. The man is muscular and seems quite tall even in the picture.

His cock is standing at attention, while a female-looking finger touches the tip -as if to accentuate how beautifully-endowed the man is. I can’t see his face. I am entranced for a moment since now I recognize a quality cock when I see one. I let Jason know I’m quite pleased so far. We move on to the woman. In her picture, she lies on her back on a low bed. She is reading a magazine so that her face is covered. Tanned breasts peek from under the magazine. I find myself wondering if they like to lie nude in the sun because they hardly have any tan lines. The woman has her legs spread; her hand holds the lips apart to reveal the pink, fleshy paradise Jason and I would love to explore. Her legs look smooth and shapely with well-defined calves. I already can’t wait to get my hands on them.

My mother arrives just when I’ve enlarged the man’s picture to take a better look at his balls. (I love balls. And the rounder and bigger they are, the better.) I didn’t hear her coming. So she’s standing right above me, about to peer at the screen to see what’s keeping me so distracted. I jump when I see a shadow moving over my mobile phone. A few seconds more and we both would have been staring at an anonymous man’s balls.

I slam the phone face down on the table, getting to my feet to embrace my mother. She is five foot five, about my height, with thick gray hair styled into a bob. There is everything motherly and Christian about her, whatever that means. It’s just the feeling people get when they’re around her. So when she asks about my life with Jason and what we get up to on our travels, I tell her we just like to be someplace strange. We’ve both made drastic changes in our lives so that we have the time and means to travel. Jason hired a seasoned manager at the car wash so that he doesn’t have to worry about things while he’s gone. I gave up my job as a nurse at the hospital to become a freelance marketing medical writer. My explanation seems to suffice as she contentedly changes the subject to my dad and his recent medical checkup.

After my meeting with my mother, I text Jason a thumbs up emoticon. We’ll be meeting with the new couple during the weekend.

***

“Maybe we should just stick to the people we already know,” Jason was suggesting.

We had just driven miles to visit our new ‘friends’. But the visit hadn’t gone as expected. The couple were younger than we thought. Too young, to be precise. I looked over at Jason while he drove us home and he looked back at me. We laughed. It was the first mistake we had made during our sexual discoveries. We were pleased to have remained undeterred by it, though. That meant we were at peace with what we were doing. At least that’s the philosophical or spiritual spin that I tried to put on it. Despite my evolution, I hadn’t changed completely. Jason thought I should stop trying to figure everything out and go with the flow.

As we made our way home, I planted a wet kiss on his cheek then pressed my lips against his neck. Spreading my fingers against his chest, my hand wandered down, down to his belt. I began to unfasten the belt.

“You’ll get us killed,” Jason laughed.

He’s a particularly careful driver.

“Well, it would be a good way to die, wouldn’t it?”

My voice had grown husky and seductive. As my warm breath landed on the bare skin of his neck, I could feel his heartbeat quicken. I proceeded to loosen his belt and unzipped his pants.

“Megan…,” he managed to groan when I pressed my hand into his boxers.

“Sshh,” I replied smoothly.

I deftly freed his member from the restrictions of his boxers. Bending low in my seat, I leaned into his lap and placed my mouth over the tip of his manhood. I could feel Jason’s muscles tense up as the sensation travelled through his body. I began to suck his cock, shoving it as deep into my mouth as it would go. Then I released it part-way to allow my hand to move against him. He could hardly handle the combination of my hand and my wet mouth, now. I spied the first signs of cum and licked it all away, savoring the slightly salty taste of the warm liquid.

“Mmm,” I said, letting him know how good he tasted.

He grew harder as I quickened the movement of my hand. I pumped faster and sucked greedily as I felt him begin to cum. He had been slowing the car more and more as he drew closer to his climax, fearing that he’d veer of the road if he didn’t slow down. He finally parked the car at the side of the road and threw his head back against the seat just before he exploded in my mouth. As the last drop made its way down my throat, I sat up in the passenger seat and licked the remains off my lips triumphantly. Jason was breathing hard and trying his best to suppress a smile as he berated my recklessness.

“You’re welcome,” I responded.

We made it safely back home after he banished me to the backseat a few miles down the road. I was still feeling frisky. So I kept touching him, caressing his thighs and running my hand through his hair. It wasn’t too long after we arrived that we found ourselves entangled in bed. Afterwards, he fell asleep on my shoulder while I thought about dinner. The sweet smell of sex lingered in our bedroom. I was thinking about something along the lines of mac and cheese for dinner. But I changed my mind when I realized I had no intention of making a meal. Settling on pizza, I slithered from under Jason’s body and picked up my jeans from the floor. I located my mobile phone in the left pocket and dialed the local pizza place to order. Chicken and mushroom with extra cheese. Those are the toppings we swear by. I like to add pineapple as well but Jason says that’s just gross.

The pizza arrived in good time. As I opened the door, a twenty-something with piercing blue eyes and great teeth materialized and asked the relevant questions. Or at least I think he did because I wasn’t really listening as much as I was looking. I took the pizza from him and handed him the money. Then he noticed me lingering on the threshold. He looked up questioningly. And a light came on just as he ‘got it’. The piercing blue eyes fell to my nose, my lips, my neck, the top of my breasts. And then he caught himself. Smiling nervously, he turned on his heel and walked back to his car.

My disappointment at his self-discipline may have shown, because, when he got to his car and pulled the door open, he paused to take one more look at me – except he started from the bottom going up this time. I knew I’d see him again - in different circumstances – when he finally looked into my eyes with pure need in his. Then, he was gone.


22. Passing My Exam: First Time Anal Sex with the Professor by Lora Lane

Nobody ever said college was easy but it would have been nice if at least one person would have said how difficult it can be. Most of us have been in a tight spot where a grade had to be brought up or the course was as good as repeated. I found myself in that situation recently in my Anatomy class. When I decided to make use of all of my god-given gifts to improve the grade, my professor gifted me with an experience I will easily never forget.

I want to become a registered nurse. The words sound so good when they come out for the first time or even for the first few years of the decision but when the rubber hits the road and college gets tough, it's easy to begin to wonder how crazy a person must be to choose such a major. That was the case with me at least as, at the age of twenty-three, I recently found myself at a crossroad in my college career.

My name is Maria and yes, I am a nursing major. How could I not be a nursing major? Literally five members of my immediate family – including my mother and worse of all my older sister – are nurses. So of course I wanted to be a nurse for most of my childhood. If only it was as easy as playing doctor with a stuffed animal in the playroom of the house I grew up in. News flash: It isn't that easy. It's actually very difficult. Sure, part of me knew it had to be difficult to learn how to do the things nurses do but at the same time, I always sort of figured it was in my blood and that it would come easier to me than it did to others. I'll never forget the first time I bragged, during my first year at college, that this nursing school stuff was easy for me.

My mother looked at me – still wearing her scrubs from her shift that day – and said, “Maria honey, you do have nursing in your blood. You will come easily into the day to day grind of being a nurse but you are wrong. The only thing harder than the job itself is getting through nursing school in the first place.” I must have looked at her like she was crazy but she only smiled and continued, “When you want to quit and are certain you would be better off on another career path – any other career path – but you find a way to persevere is when you really will hit your stride.”

She had said the last part with her fist clinched and her gaze stern as if it was the most proud thing she had ever said in her entire life. I was even younger and dumber then than they say I am now though and while I respected and smiled to her face, in my mind I wondered how she ever figured I would be ready to quit nursing school. Me? Surely she said that to make Isabella – my older sister – feel better after she had such a tough time in college.

Boy was I wrong.

The first few semesters weren't all that bad but I was already getting a little more realistic about how difficult school might indeed be. The big wake-up call – the first one at least – came oddly enough with Anatomy.

On the surface I didn't think that was going to be too bad but the first few weeks started off really bad and with so much to study and keep track of, I just couldn't catch up. To make a long story short, I was failing as we approached finals and scrambling to figure out what I could do to bring my grade up. I didn't need it to be an A but I sure didn't need to have to ace the final to pass the course because I knew that I wouldn't ace the final. Repeating the course was out of the question too if there was anything I could do about it. Everything came to a head one afternoon when my girls and I were studying at a campus coffee cafe.

Katie, Jaime and Lacy were still asking each other questions long after I had zoned out; my attention lost somewhere between thoughts of what I could do and the swirl of cream resting on top of my little coffee drink.

“You aren't the only one who has struggled this semester, Maria,” Jaime said, effectively snapping me out of my little zone.

“Right,” I said, “Just the only one who hasn't dropped a class yet.”

Katie shrugged, “I have had to drop two already and it wasn't that big of a deal to just make them up. It'd be better to drop than outright fail.”

I shook my head, “Dropping isn't an option any more than failing is. I kind of have to carry the family pride onward with this thing.”

Lacy smiled, “That's crazy Maria. Your family would understand if you needed to drop a class. It's just one freaking class.”

Jaime said, “I don't know about that Lacy. My family has a long history of nurses as well and I know the kind of pressure Maria feels. It's easy to say that she would be better off to just drop the class – I basically just said it myself – but you have to see this from her point of view. It's a tough spot Maria. I would be willing to study with you if you thought it would help.” She shrugged and brushed a lock of blond hair out of her face, “I've never really been good at studying in groups but I would be willing to try it for you if you want.”

It felt so good to hear a voice of reason coming to my defense in the matter that I almost agreed too quickly to her offer. Jaime was a lot like me in that she felt pressure that I felt from family but that was where the similarities ended. She is way taller and blonder than me but getting passed the physical stuff is easy. The fact is that she is brilliant. Everyone knows it and it is why she doesn't study well in groups. Someone who basically has a photographic memory certainly doesn't understand how best to help someone like me. Before I could translate her feel-good defense of me into a better idea, my other friend sat down with a few cookies.

Beth distributed the cookies around the table after straddling her chair in the least lady-like mannerism I had seen since the last slutty looking thing she did. “I don't know why you're worried about this grade girl,” she said not even looking at me. “You're gorgeous with that smooth dark hair and perfect brown eyes. What you lack in height you more than make up for in the shape of your body.”

I smirked at her, “Well thanks for the compliments Bethie but how is that supposed to relate to my course problem?”

Katie palmed her forehead, Lacy rolled her eyes wildly and Jaime sighed before saying, “Damn I wish you hadn't of asked Maria.”

Beth glanced at them and flipped her palm towards them as she looked over at me, “Ignore the ugly ducklings girlie. You want a better grade in Anatomy? I hear professor hot stuff is more than willing to work out special deals with the pretty girls like you and me.”

“You can't be serious!” I said.

She shrugged, “Judge me all you want Maria but you shouldn't knock it until you've tried it.”

“You are serious!”

Beth turned on me then, “Maria, get your head out of your ass for a second. You are going to be a fine nurse and we all know it. Why let something like this dumb class hold you back, especially when it is going to cause an issue with your family? Wear something that is just a little too sexy to be modest but that doesn't break the dress code, walk into his office when no one is around and bring the subject up. From what I hear, he will do the rest. Lord, I would let him do all kinds of crazy things to me for nothing.”

“That puts him in plenty of company,” Jaime said.

“Laugh it up gals,” Beth said finally as she stood up and gathered her things. “I have a class to get to.”

“Really?” Katie asked our wild friend. “A class at this time of day?”

Beth winked, “Or something like it Katie girl. See you sluts later. Think about it Maria.”

She left and the other three spent five minutes giving me all the reasons that what Bethie had suggested was crazy and below me. I had already thought of every one of their reasons plus a few more however. What I had not thought of was actually taking what she said seriously.

Oh it was crazy. Let there be no doubt about that and I certainly never actually entertained the thought of sleeping with a professor to get a passing grade. I'd never had to even dream of such a thing.   Still, this was a very unique situation. I needed to pass and honestly didn't think I was going to. Dropping wasn't an option. Could I even do what Bethie suggested? Most things she did or at least talked about doing were way more wild than anything I would ever consider in my wildest dreams but if I am honest, Professor Smith is completely different. More than once I had day dreamed in his class or even had dreams at night of him doing all kinds of things to me.

He was a hot guy. Sure, he was older but not quite old enough to claim to be my father's age. Plus, he looked like he was no older than his early thirties. Everyone knew he was single or at least all the girls did. I was single at the time as I planned to be all through college. There was only one reason that I wouldn't want to break certain rules with that man. He was the professor of the course I needed help in. I couldn't. Never could I actually do that, I told myself. By the time my head hit the pillow that night however, several other thoughts had run through my head.

I pictured myself standing in his office, looking way up at his tall and handsome frame. He acted shocked at my proposal but then rushed me and took me, on his desk and the table in his office. It was magical in every way. Another time I proposed a trade of sexual favors for better grades and he refused but grabbed my shapely body before I could walk completely out the door and had his way with me. The last dream included him coming to me with the proposal instead of the other way around. I didn't even pretend to refuse before we were crashing into each other full of passion and desire. It was so real that I woke up in a sweat with my fingers between my thighs, in need of a slightly longer shower than normal.

When I left for class that morning, I had made up my mind to seriously consider finding something of a deal or trade with Professor Smith. For a starting point I sent him an email suggesting that I was worried about my grades with the finals approaching, asking to talk to him after his classes. Actually the first thing I did that morning was to wear something slightly different than normal. I wore a shorter skirt than normal that was borderline against the rules with stockings and garters that looked like simple panty hose to everyone but the man I would make sure to sit right in front of before I crossed my legs in a very Bethie-like way. My little cute sweater didn't show midriff according to the rules – unless I raised my arms above my head.

With no experience planning such things, I thought I did a really good job and I felt super-confident about the idea all day up until about ten minutes before he had asked me to come to his office. That was when the second guessing started and when my conscience began to call me dirty names. Still, I couldn't very well cancel at that point, so I decided to go through with it after all.

Sitting there outside his office door, I was more than a bundle of nerves. I was completely beside myself. Was I really about to offer sex for better grades? I doubt Bethie had even actually done it and she was the only person I had ever known that might come close. What did this say about me as a person? Countless things were going through my mind before he asked for me to come in with that beautifully deep voice.

At that point my mind nearly went completely blank.

“I am so glad you asked to meet with me Maria,” Professor Smith started as he sat on the other side of his desk and I stood rigidly on my side. He gestured to the chair in front of me, “Please have a seat.”

It only occurred to me then that I was standing there like a complete idiot so I sighed a little too hard and walked around to the front of the chair and sat down. I cleared my throat a bit, “Yes, thanks for being willing to see me Professor. I'm failing your class.” My hand stopped from palming against my forehead only by sheer force of will at the stupid way I was acting.

I had talked with this man countless times over the semester and had zero problem mixing up conversation with him even though he was such a beautiful man. Now, because I was there for a certain embarrassing reason no doubt, I was acting like a bumbling fool. At the time I was debating on whether or not I should just stand up and run from the office screaming or pretend he wasn't there. Neither seemed like a good option.

Luckily he was as good of a person inside as he was outside and had mercy on me with a gentle smile, “Maria, I know you are failing but it's really not that bad. Sure it might take a great score on your final to bring the grade up but you can do that if you apply yourself. I know you can.”

I shook my head, “No I can't. I mean, my best is what you have seen so far Professor Smith. I have been applying myself and it's just not working. Maybe I have brain damage or something that causes me to only be able to remember a certain number of things.”

He laughed, “Right, that must be it.”

Suddenly I was on the defensive as I scowled, “Why are you laughing? It's not funny! I could lose my dream and the support of my family because of this one little class and you're laughing! Seriously? It's not funny dammit.”

His laughter stopped abruptly but his wonderful smile remained. “Please forgive me Maria. I didn't mean for it to seem that I was laughing at you.”

“Well it did,” I scowled, “It did seem that way.”

“I know,” he still smiled somehow, “It's not funny that you're failing Maria. It's funny that you see yourself on the brink of losing everything and I know it's not that way. You're not on the edge of losing your dream, sweetie, you're on the edge of claiming that dream once and for all.”

My scowl faded, replaced by a look that matched the puzzled feeling that I felt inside, “You are as crazy as you are a handsome Professor. I'm not about to claim anything but an application at a fast food place. That's my next career choice.”

Wait – did he just call me sweetie? Did I just call him handsome?

“You are so funny Maria,” he said. “Let me explain myself. Do you know how long I have been doing this?”

“Couldn't have been more than five minutes,” I shrugged.

He pinched the bridge of his nose with his fingers – apparently to stifle a laugh, “No, dear, I meant teaching here at this college. Do you know how long I've been a college professor?” I shrugged again and he continued, “Ten years. That's a long time to teach students like yourself. Countless students have come through this course on their way to one major or another. On more than one occasion I have seen someone come in here and drop the class without another word. Others have come in and bragged about their position only to fail before the end of the semester. But of all those students over all those years, I can only think of a handful that were on par with you.”

Suddenly I was smiling from ear to ear as I tilted my head sheepishly, “Really?” Why had I come to his office again? About that time I completely lost track of what I was supposed to be doing there and was pulled into his commentary on me. “How do you mean?”

“Look,” he gestured towards me, “You could do anything in the world you wanted to do Maria. You're smart. You're beautiful. Anything you wanted could be yours in an instant but you drive towards the goal of being a nurse instead. Is there anything you have ever really striven for that you have failed to claim as yours? I seriously doubt it.”

I was pretty much lost in him by that time. Had he just said I was beautiful? Led on by his masterful comments, I suddenly remembered an entire string of things in my life that I had been able to achieve just when I thought I wouldn't be able to do so. Was he right? Maybe he was right. I didn't need to come in here and sleep my way to a passing grade, I realized. Success was out there for me in another way. The problem only being that I wasn't sure how to achieve it.

Professor Smith came around his desk and sat on the edge in front of me, “Let me help you Maria. I know some parts of this class can be surprisingly difficult for the best students like yourself and I never want to see you fail. This is something I have seen before and I think I know how to help you study so that you can both bring your grade up and ace the final. What do you say?”

I hugged my binder to my chest with a grin up towards him, “Sure. What do I need to do?”

He rose and walked towards the door, leading me there by my hand which he had grabbed on the way across. “Come by my office at four o'clock every Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday and I'll study with you for an hour or so. It'll help you learn the best way to be able to retain what you hear in the class and score much better on tests. Let's bring those scores up to a level worthy of you, Maria.”

I nodded and hugged him as I left, “Thank you so much.” His eyes might have taken in part of my intentionally sexy wardrobe then but I didn't think much of it. “I'll start coming by next week. We don't have a lot of time but you've helped me believe that I can do this. Thank you again.” I waved and smiled on the way out, feeling about a million times better than I thought I would leaving that office.

For the next few weeks I went to his office three times each week and spent hours upon hours pouring over the information we had covered earlier in the course and the stuff we were going over at that time as well. It was like a switch had been flipped somewhere in me and suddenly I was getting everything about the class. It struck me that such help might be what most professors were capable of but I didn't really think so. Smith was special in more ways than just his looks and obviously was worthy of a lot more respect than for some girl to walk in and offer to sleep her way to a passing grade.

Maybe other girls had tried that on him and it didn't work or maybe he never even considered me in that way, only as a student that needed help passing. There were times over the course of the weeks that we touched hands a little too warmly or passed glances a little too long but nothing came of it as we studied. It got to the point that I would either high-five him or hug him tightly each time I left his office.

By the time the final month of the semester came around, my grade had been lifted to the point where I could respect it myself. I would still need to take the final and make a decent grade in order to pass but it wasn't like before. Now I felt sure that I could pass the test and I knew the course was something I had mastered instead of the other way around.

My gal pals teased me a time or two about the extra time I was spending with Smith but they knew truthfully enough that I wasn't doing anything wrong. I wouldn't have cared if they had thought that though. He was a great help to me when I needed it most and I would remember what he was doing when I walked across the stage when nursing school was all over in a few years.

The final came and I was ready, more than ready; I was anxious to get my hands on the thing and teach it who was boss! I didn't even worry about whether I was going to pass by that point, just how close I would come to acing it perfectly. Professor Smith called me to a meeting at his office soon after the final, before I got the grade and I hoped against hope that he was so excited about the results that he wanted to tell me to my face how well I had done.

Nothing could have ruined my mood when I walked up to his office door except of course for the fact that he didn't answer when I knocked. At first I didn't know what to do but I decided in the end to wait for a few minutes. There was no way to get in touch with him right there other than to call his office number and I wasn't about to do that while standing right outside.

The extra time to think served to make me a little bit nervous for many reasons. Was he going to tell me that I failed? It was possible that he would want to tell me to my face after the two of us had put so much work in. About that time I heard the lock on his office door flip and the door opened. A guy from my class I didn't know by name stormed out the door all red faced, clearly upset as he stomped down the corridor.

That didn't help one little bit. Smith was calling the students who failed in and I was next in line. Finally I decided that I might as well just walk away and get the news later but a voice behind me stopped me.

“Maria!” the professor said, “I'm so glad you came.” I had stopped and turned around by then so he motioned inside his office, “Please come in.”

He seemed pleasant enough so I shrugged, smiled that smile that I had a hard time keeping off of my face around him and walked inside, “Excuse me. Thanks.” Maybe I shouldn't have excused myself passed him but oh well. He locked the door and I didn't think twice about it since the same lock had been flipped for the guy before me.

Professor Smith walked from the door to the edge of the desk where he sat, bringing him almost down to my height. The pleasant look was gone, replaced by one that I could not read for the life of me. Was it good news? Decent news? Terrible news? Maybe I forgot to write my name at the top of the short essay section. Could it be that simple? I stood about a foot from him, fidgeting and anxiously rubbing my fingers together.

“Maria,” he said, keeping the same unreadable expression.

“Yes?” I smiled – my brows raised in hope. When he didn't answer for what felt like a solid thirty seconds I threw my hands down at my sides and yelled. “Oh, god please tell me! Just tell me! I can't take it!”

He tossed a pencil he had been flicking around to one side of the room, “You aced the final.”

I stood absolutely stunned in front of him, my chest heaving slowly as I tried to make sense of what I thought he said. Had he said what I thought he said? Was that possible?

He smiled and threw his hands out wide, “Maria! You passed! You passed with plenty of room to spare!”

All at once I let myself believe the truth of what I had heard and I must have completely lost my mind because I leaped forward, wrapping my arms around Professor Smith. My momentum drove him down to the desk as I squeezed his strong chest as tightly as I could against mine. My legs even wrapped around his a little bit as I basically attacked the man. Before I knew what I was doing, I kissed his cheek, grabbed his hair and went to kiss his cheek again. Instead he turned his head and my lips planted directly onto his. My hips moved upward involuntarily and then I quickly shoved myself backwards off of him.

He sat up as I stood there in disbelief. I had wanted to thank him, but I was driven past the point of normal restraint by the relief that flooded through my mind and body. He already taken his sports coat off before I arrived and my advances had seemingly tore a couple of buttons open on his shirt. The look on his face was different than any I had ever seen before and I had no idea what to do. I was mortified at the thought of what he must be thinking.

“Professor,” I shifted my feet nervously around and pleaded, “I am so sorry. I...” I closed my eyes for a moment to compose myself, “I don't know what happened. Something... I'm so sorry.” Before he could answer I turned towards the door and began trying to unlock it so I could run home, or whatever I had to do to forget my shame. Suddenly I felt his hand on my shoulder and moving down to my hand.

In my ear he whispered, “Don't be.”

His breath was warm on my ear and neck as his hand went back up my arm, drawing a shiver from me. I turned my head, flinging my long black hair to one side and saw that his shirt was now completely open. Before I could overcome my heavy breathing to speak, he put a finger to my lips and made a shushing sound as he smiled.

It felt like the best dream I had ever had as he turned me around and lowered his lips to mine for a warm and wet kiss. I dragged his shirt the rest of the way off of him and ran my hands down his chest until I reached for the bulge in his pants. He was pulling the light sweater upwards and I let him pull it completely off of me. I pushed him backwards towards the desk and dragged his pants down as he sat back against his desk. My lips crashed against his, then dragged kisses down his chest and stomach before wrapping around his swollen cock.

The passion in the room was unbelievable as I pumped my lips and hand up and down him, drawing a manly moan of pleasure from him. Before long he couldn't take it anymore and pulled me up, shifting around me so that he was behind me and I was bent over the desk. I moaned a low and lustful, “Yes...” as he dragged my skirt and panties down, exposing my butt and my pussy to him.

Quickly he pushed inside of me and the instant he did, the passion rose in me and a surprising quick orgasm crashed over me. I supported myself on the desk as he pumped in and out, movements made easier by my first climax. He knew exactly how to move against me and how to touch my breasts and worked my body over better than any of my few boyfriends could ever have hoped to.

Shortly another orgasm began to build but he pulled out of my pussy, drawing a groan from me. I didn't have to wait long however for him to shove his finger in my anus. At first I was shocked at the feeling. Nobody had ever done anal with me before. The odd first feelings quickly gave way to a new kind of pleasure that I began to love. My groans of pleasure filled the room as he added another finger and began to work my tight hole open.

Within a few minutes I was begging him to shove his big cock in me. He used my own juices to lubricate the opening and slowly began to push inside my ass. My breath caught in my throat as he took his time, drawing out the first anal pleasures of my life into blessed long moments of bliss. As he shoved farther inside of me I slapped my hands on the desk as the orgasm began to build again and I yelled, “Oh, god yes! Yes... this feels so good.”

Slowly he began a pace, shoving inside and holding my hair as he drove deeper and deeper. It was the best thing I had ever felt in my life and I only wanted him to keep going. Lucky for me, he did just that. Farther and longer he pushed against me, driving his hard cock into my anus with feverish thrusts. I couldn't hold back my yelps of pleasure and I didn't want to even for a moment.

Finally after I lost count of the times orgasms sapped my strength, he began to groan louder and pulled out. I felt his warm cum shoot out onto my ass cheeks and my legs and couldn't stop my hips from bucking another few times. Slowly I turned over and lay still atop his desk, completely drained of energy and feeling better than I ever thought I could.

For my first anal experience, I never could have asked any better. I stayed in his office for a while, talking about several things including when we might have another meeting and what wonderful things we might do. Finally, redressed and feeling like a billion dollars, I left his office with my head held high. He had voiced surprise over what had happened, saying that he couldn't stop the desire he felt after I jumped onto him. But he was so glad I had.

It made me smile that he didn't seem to know that I had actually entertained the idea of trading sexual favors for a passing grade. That little private knowledge would remain mine from that day until this, when I finally put voice to the most amazingly passionate experience of my young life. When I soon walk across that stage to accept my degree, it might surpass what I felt walking away from Professor Smith's office that day. Honestly though, I kind of doubt it.


23. Assisting the Boss: MILF Sex with The Assistant by Kaylee Jones

Clara Greyson is a self-admitted bitch and is not ashamed about it.  She blatantly hired Cole as her assistant because of his charm and dashing good looks.  When they sneak out of the company party together, she ends up with an entirely different Cole than she ever expected.

I was a bitch.  I know that sounds harsh, but there it is.  There is no sugar-coating it and quite frankly, I was not apologetic about it either.  I was not the fun snarky smart-ass bitch that people like to hang out with.  I was the teeth-bared, claws-extended, drawing-blood kind of bitch.

When I got my promotion to vice president, I took my job seriously and everyone under me paid the price.  My subordinates, the production room staff, the marketing flunkies, everyone.  But no one more so than my assistant.  Looking back, I am amazed that he did not report me or at minimum quit the job.  But he stuck it out like a trooper.

He was recently out of college and looking for his first job.  I hired him directly myself but mostly because of the way he looked in a suit.  And I liked the idea of being a female executive with a young male assistant running my errands.  I realize that if the roles were reversed, it would be misogynistic and sexist, but it did not feel that way when I was in charge.

Cole was in his early twenties, dark hair that he wore combed straight back, and flashing green eyes that always looked like he was hiding a secret.  It turns out he was, but I did not know that when I hired him.

I had been with the bank for almost ten years when I finally got the vice president position.  I had worked the long hard hours that were required and my boss finally got noticed.  Or more to the point, my boss got his own promotion and left me in charge.  I suppose it is a compliment but I thought it was way overdue personally.

I knew that my reputation was not flattering but I was on my way up the ladder and I did not care.  In my earlier years, I might have been known to let my looks carry me forward but the years were creeping up and I had to rely more and more on cutthroat tactics and ruthless abilities.  I am certain that my stiletto heels and tight French twist only added fuel to the rumor fire.

On Cole’s first day, he showed up promptly at 7:45 in the morning with his suit and tie and I whipped him straight to work.  Within the first hour, he was filing, fetching coffee, scheduling meetings, and logging sales calls.  I was mildly impressed that he did not even balk once.  I sent him out to pick up my lunch at one o’clock sharp and admittedly he did get the complicated order correct.  When I returned from my last meeting, it was a few minutes past five and I did notice that he was already gone.  Since he was an hourly employee, I was not certain whether I appreciated his attention to cost control or whether I was upset that he clocked out without waiting for me to return.  But since he had been there since before eight, I did not waste too much time thinking about it.  After all, I was a busy executive and had no time to worry about such things.

As per my routine, I packed up at five thirty sharp, arrived at the gym at six on the dot, and finished my spin class at seven.  I was home by seven thirty to heat up the meal left by my private chef and had finished eating by eight o’clock.  I showered and dried my hair before finally crawling between my sheets at nine.  I operated by my clock and by my schedule.

Everyone does need a slight deviation and mine happened at night when I was alone.  Despite my buttoned-up suits and flawless French twists, at night I slept with my hair down and I read trashy graphic romance novels.  It was my escape and I did not share it with anyone.  Granted, part of the addiction might have been the lack of male companionship in almost a year.  But dating just was not a priority to me.  It seemed like such a waste of time and resources, not to mention the fact that my life revolved around my career and I certainly was not going to date anyone from work.  At that stage, who would have wanted me anyway?

Seriously, the comments that I heard about my Prada handbag all referred to a movie about the devil carrying one.  That was not conducive to flirtatious lunches and giggling over drinks after work.  Luckily, the idea of either of those activities almost turned my stomach.

On Cole’s second day at work, he again arrived slightly before eight and was ready to go.  I cracked the whip to his surprisingly nice ass, and put him straight to work.  I was buried in a report that I had to turn in when he stopped in at 11:30 sharp.

“Ms. Greyson?” he asked politely.

“What is it?” I snapped, my head barely moving from the papers in front of me.

“Same lunch as yesterday?”

I nodded and waved him off.  He returned in about twenty minutes with the exact same meal, down to the special substitutions I usually asked for.  I was mildly impressed as I handed him a $20 to cover the cost.

This time at five o’clock, I was still in my office so he stopped in before he left.

“Ms. Greyson?  Is there anything else?”

“No, Cole, but thank you.” I tried to soften since he was still new.

He nodded, and I noticed a smirk on his lips.

“You have something to say?” I challenged.

“No ma’am, nothing at all.”

His dark hair seemed slightly disheveled and there was that glimmer in his green eyes that hinted of a secret.  I narrowed my own eyes at him but did not push the issue.

“Did you put the company function on my calendar?” I asked instead.

“Yes, ma’am.  This Friday at the club on the top floor.”

“Excellent, thank you.” I returned to my report as a silent dismissal.

****

I did not pay Cole much attention for the rest of the week as I banged out my own work.  I knew that he probably had questions, being his first week, but I just did not seem to have the time.  Well, in retrospect, I simply did not make the time.  But in the moment, it felt like I did not have the time to waste.

On Thursday after work I actually skipped my spin class and headed to the spa instead.  I was not normally a spa kind of woman, but in honor of the company function the following evening, I got my fingernails and toenails painted and a lovely bikini wax.  I had forgotten just how badly those hurt, and nearly punched the attendant before I realized that it would have smudged my nail polish.  I considered getting my hair blown out as well, but opted to skip that so that I could shampoo and shower in the morning.

By the time I got home, I was feeling pretty fancy.  I ate the last remaining meal from my chef stash and slipped between the covers at nine, right on time.  I read a few chapters of my trashy romance novel and realized that, to my embarrassment, I had hired an assistant that closely resembled the descriptions of the main male character in my favorite series.  Granted, the character in the book was a swashbuckling pirate hell bent on capturing the innocent princess, but the physical descriptions fit Cole to a T.

I even suspected that under his pressed suit and crisp button down shirts, he was actually quite built.  He struck me as a guy who spent a lot of time at the gym, probably just to gawk at the scantily clad girls.  He probably had no issues getting dates.  I was a little surprised that a young man of his education and with his looks was working as an assistant but what did I know.  I could barely remember his last name.

But the scene in the book was making me remember the way his strong jaw tensed when he seemed annoyed with me, and the way his emerald eyes always looked slightly devious.  I finished the section of the book, and lay back on my 600-count Egyptian cotton sheets.  They felt cool and soft against my bare skin and I closed my eyes with thoughts of a naked Cole hovering over me.  I felt something in my core that I had not felt in a very long time, desire for another person.

The next morning was the day of the party and I am afraid I was a little more abrupt with Cole than necessary, probably more from embarrassment than anything.  I ordered him around and barely made eye contact with the unflappable young man.  I had carefully selected my outfit for the day.  I normally wore traditional suits with high-necked blouses underneath.  I had done a 180 from my earlier days and was determined not to be taken for my looks any more.  But I had chosen a buttoned blouse today and a suit that rode a little higher on my thighs than normal.  I felt almost sexy in my lacy push-up bra and matching thong.  The peep toe pumps accentuated my glossy pink toenails as well.  But sitting behind my desk, I know that all Cole could see was the buttoned blouse, long-sleeved suit jacket and prim bun in my hair.

Around four o’clock, Cole poked his head in tentatively, “Are you ready for the party ma’am?”

I looked up from my computer, startled at the time.

“Yes, just give me five more minutes.  And please shut the door on your way out.”

He silently pulled the door closed and I whipped out my purse.  I shook my bun down into loose waves over my shoulders and carefully laid the suit jacket out on the back of my chair.  In front of the full-length mirror on the back of my office door, I unfastened two buttons on my blouse and regarded the peek of cleavage.  I then unfastened one more and grinned at the swell of my full tits. I swiped on creamy red lipstick and ran my fingers through my hair one more time before rearranging my boobs for maximum effect.  The skirt hugged my hips snugly and I shimmied just a little to make sure everything was in place.

When I opened the door back up, Cole was standing there waiting patiently.  His green eyes widened when he saw me, and his gaze raked over every inch of my body in this new outfit.  I walked up to him with a grin, and rested my palm flat on his chest.  He had shed his suit jacket as well, and his chest as firm as I had expected, and I could feel a certain heat radiating out from his body.  He had even rolled up his shirt sleeves, revealing muscled forearms and just the hint of a tattoo peeking out from one sleeve.

“You taking me to the party then?”

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” he nodded eagerly.

I tossed my hair over my shoulder and spun on my tiny stiletto heels.  I could feel his eyes on my swaying ass as I walked in front of him.  I knew I had a nice firm rear and the thong made sure there was very little clothing to hide each motion.  The elevator door closed silently around us and I cocked my head to the side to regard him coolly.

“So, Cole, how was your first week?”

“Busy,” he chuckled, “but good.”

“We didn’t run you off yet?”

“No Clara, you haven’t,” he emphasized the word indicating me.

“Maybe I need to try harder?”

Cole crossed his arms over his muscled chest and his eyes suddenly flickered from eager young man to something darker but I could not put my finger on it.

“If you feel the need,” he replied smoothly.

“I need a lot of things,” I smarted back before realizing what I had just said.

He smirked but smartly did not respond.

****

I could feel Cole’s eyes on me during the entire ride to the top floor but we rode in awkward silence.  Once the doors opened to reveal the party, I tightened up when I felt his warm hand on my lower back as he escorted me from the elevator.  The thin silk of my shirt did nothing to ease the heat from his body and I felt his fingers slide slightly lower than my waist.  I tried not to respond but the dampness was collecting between my thighs and I was mortified to be aroused by my assistant.

Our first stop was the bar on our right.  He ordered a dirty martini with a sly grin in my direction and I demanded a tumbler of Scotch neat.  I knew that too much would not help my situation but I needed at least a little something to take the edge off.  We wandered over to the tables of food.  With drinks in one hand and small loaded plates in the other, we headed to a dimly lit corner and found a table.

We aimed for the back corner of the back table, and ended up sitting next to each other with a view to survey the entire room.

“So, boss, fill me in on who we’re looking at,” Cole dipped a shrimp into the cocktail sauce and sunk his teeth into it.

I chuckled as I took another swallow of my Scotch.  It slid down my throat with a burning warmth and I felt my fingers starting to tingle.  I knew I had to go easy and focus on the food rather than the alcohol.

“Her there?  In the skintight red dress?  She’ll sleep with any penis in the room,” I giggled as the Scotch started to seep into my bloodstream.

“Hmm, maybe I’ll have to chat with her,” he grinned at me.

I stiffened my spine and felt a chilly edge tickle over my skin when I realized that I did not want him chatting up the slut of the company.  I wanted him chatting up this slut, me.  His eyes darkened again as he witnessed my reaction.

“Or we can just drink ourselves stupid and gossip about everyone,” he gestured to my nearly empty tumbler.

“I need more,” I nodded.

He waved down a wandering waiter and ordered refills for both of us.  By the time we finished the second round, I was extremely aware that our thighs were pressed together and that his arm was slung over the back of my chair.  I was grateful for the dim lighting and was ready for whatever the rest of the night was going to bring.  I had not been laid in months and it seemed that tonight needed to be the night.

“I think it’s time to get going,” he mumbled softly.

His warm breath tickled as he whispered in my ear and I shivered, my nipples tightening from his nearness.  We abandoned our glasses and plates and made a hasty exit to the elevators.  We returned to our floor and I was just about to gather my things and head home when he appeared, leaning sideways against the door frame.

His arms were crossed and his green eyes glittered like diamonds.

“It’s not time for you to leave yet,” he said coolly and calmly.

“Excuse me?  This is my office and I can leave whenever I want to.”

I had my purse on my shoulder and my jacket slung over one arm.

“No, you may not.”

I raised one eyebrow at him and cocked my head to the side, trying to understand what he was getting at.  He stepped forward into my office and shut the door behind him.  With a practices flip of his fingers, he even managed to lock it without looking.

“Cole?  What the hell are you doing?”

“I think you need to learn a little lesson, boss,” he called me that sarcastically now.

“A lesson?  Who the hell do you think you are?”

He strode purposefully towards me, yanked the things from my arms, and pushed me backwards against my desk.  The sharp edge bit into my ass and I blinked at him.  He stepped forward again and managed to wrestle his hips between my thighs, pinning me in place.

Without so much as a warning, he rested both palms flat on the desk and kissed me hard.  His lips pressed against my mouth, his tongue demanding entrance between my lips, and his teeth grasping roughly at my lower lip.  I let out a muffled gasp but made no effort to push him off.  Instead, I locked my ankles around his waist, letting the points of my stilettos dig into his ass, and kissed him back.

He finally broke free and growls in my ear, “I’m the boss now.”

I nodded, too surprised by the change and the conquering to argue with him.

He raked his nails up the outside of my thighs and withdrew them just as sharply, dragging my thong with them.  His hand buried itself between my thighs and when he feels the slippery wetness of my smoothly shaven pussy, he grins at me.

“You been waiting for this?  Hmm?  Are you the real slut of the office?”

He laid his palm flat against my pussy and massaged large circles over my flesh.  Tormenting and teasing the throbbing need buried within my folds.

“Oh I think you are.  I think you’ve been waiting for me all week, boss lady,” the twinge of his sarcasm was lost in my building arousal.

My breath was escaping in small faint gasps as he teased my pussy.  His teeth left tiny tingling bite marks down my throat until his nose was buried in my cleavage.  He dipped just one single fingertip between my pussy lips causing me to gasp loudly and then withdrew completely.

He made quick work of the remaining buttons on my blouse and yanked the garment open to expose my full ripe tits.  He stepped back to look at my flushed face and chest, my heaving boobs, and my spread thighs.

“No one pictures this when you are on those rampages in your meetings,” he grinned evilly.

“Now, boss lady, strip for me.”  He dropped into one of my office chairs and lounged backwards with his legs spread.

I tossed my hair and tried to catch my breath.  It was my moment to regain control and I had to reestablish who the boss was.

I stood up from the desk and slowly approached him, swaying my hips and staring him down.  I peeled off the rest of my blouse and my lacy push-up bra, letting my aching tits swing freely.  I stood just in front of him, spun around on my sharp heels and slowly unzipped my skirt, letting it slide down my ass until I was naked except for the spike-heeled shoes.

“Well damn,” he exhaled sharply, “Now get me hard and suck my cock.”

I turned back towards him, pressing his knees together so that I could straddle his lap.  I felt the stiffness of his cock underneath his crisp slacks and I rubbed my wet pussy against the swell.  I pressed my tits up against his chest as I gyrated my hips, feeling his cock twitch beneath me.  I finally slid my body down his until I was kneeling in front of him.

I reached for the fly of his slacks and he slapped my hand away sharply.  He grinned down at my upturned face and slowly unzipped his own pants.  His cock bobbed out eagerly, thick and long and ready for attention.

I excelled at cock sucking and I was determined to show him every last skill.  I pressed his length upwards against his stomach and ran my tongue over the underside of his shaft, flicking my tongue sharply over the opening at the tip.  I released my firm grip on his shaft and let it flop stiffly on his shirt.

I ran my tongue over his heavy balls, flicking and suckling lightly.  There is hardly a man alive who can tolerate having his balls played with while his cock goes untouched.  I sucked one of his swollen balls into my mouth, running my tongue over the crinkled surface in rapid little circles, then switching to the other.  As my fingers massaged the sensitive area just behind the sack, he groaned loudly.  And then right on cue, started stroking his own cock.

“I told you to suck my cock boss,” he released it with a downward motion, causing the shaft to smack me on the cheek.

I grinned up at him and engulfed his entire shaft into my hot wet mouth and let my tongue dance over his hot skin as I slid down.

“Holy shit,” he exhaled loudly.

I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and slowly slid the warm wet tunnel up and down, massaging his balls with my other hand.  I worked his entire cock with my hand and mouth, sucking and stroking firmly, dragging him to the edge of pleasure.  Suddenly, he yanked his hips backwards, pulling his cock from my grip with a wet popping noise.

“On the desk,” he grunted at me.

I perched my naked ass on the edge of the desk and he dropped his pants as he stood up.  His legs were lean and muscled, and they flexed as he stepped between my spread thighs.  He raked his nails up my inner thighs and I squirmed at the sharp lines of pain.  His fingers teased and rubbed at the outer lips of my pussy, tickling and stroking lightly.  I gasped in rhythm with his touch and was near begging him for more.

He stared as my breasts rose and fell with each shallow breath, and he pinched my nipple hard, twisting it roughly between his fingers.

“Oh!” I finally cried out in surprise.

“Don’t cum until I tell you,” he ordered.

I bit my lower lip and nodded.

I agreed easily because since his teasing was driving me crazy but did not push me closer to the edge.  As I finished nodding, he drove two fingers deep inside my slick wetness.  I gripped the edge of the desk until my knuckles turned white and my eyes closed to half-mast.

“Don’t cum for me,” he warned, continuing to drive his fingers in and out of my pussy.

I tried to think of something else, anything else, to keep myself from violating my orders.  But just when I thought I had distracted myself, his thumb landed on my clit and pressed firm tiny circles around my throbbing nub.  He kept finger-fucking me roughly and tormenting my needy swollen clit until I could not think straight.  My smooth stomach trembled as my peak grew close and he watched with rapt attention.

Just when I knew I could not hold it off, when the need and the teasing hit the breaking point, he withdrew his hand completely.

“Oh, no, please,” I did not intend to beg but the words just slipped out.

He roughly pulled me down off the desk and whirled me around so that I had to brace myself with my palms flat on the surface.  He grabbed my hips, his fingers digging in to my skin, and pulled my ass backwards so that I was bent in half.

His hand slid between my thighs again and pushed against my clit, rubbing and flicking until I was squirming against him.  I felt the edge of my climax pressing against my skin from the inside and again, just when I could not hold it back, he withdrew his hand and buried his cock inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned and rested my forehead on the desk between my hands.

“Exactly,” he grunted as his hips bucked forwards against my ass.

And he pounded me.  He fucked me.  He drove his hips into my body.  He shoved his thick hard cock so far inside me, I think he touched new places.  His hands twisted in my hair and pulled until my back arched and my ass struck his pelvis with each stroke.

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

I tightened up my inner muscles, squeezing at his cock to force the cum out.  I gyrated my hips against him, massaging his orgasm to the surface.

He leaned over my back and growled in my ear, “Cum with me.”

I screamed something unintelligible and came harder than I ever had.  I am amazed I did not force his cock out of my body with the muscle spasms, but he shot jet after jet inside me, slamming his hips into the quivering cheeks of my ass.

After he was drained, he collapsed forward to rest his forehead against my gleaming skin.

****

Surprisingly enough, no one heard or caught us.  In retrospect, we probably both should have lost our jobs for fucking like that in my office.  We continued to play it off for quite a while.  By day, Cole remained my sweet doting assistant.  And by night, he was master of my pussy.  But if anyone noticed at all, they never reported it.

Eventually we realized that there was more going on than simple fucking, and we altered half of our relationship.  He found another position at the bank, and in turn, I found all new positions in which to tease and torment him.

It was part of our game -- to run into each other in the breakroom.  I would tilt my head to the side, exposing the soft underside of my throat that he liked to bite.  He would casually rub his palms together like he did before he spanked my ass.  If we had several of these encounters during the day, then that evening was really on fire.  Those nights, I would show up at his apartment and he would bend me over the table as soon as I walked in.  He loved to fuck me while I still wore my suit.  He just yanked the panties out from underneath and went to town.

One day in particular, for his birthday I think, I stopped by his desk while he was away.  I left a tiny black G-string in his chair so that he knew I was spending the rest of the day naked and wet under my suit.  When I saw him in the breakroom that afternoon, he had to adjust himself when I sashayed past him.  That night I had to suck him off before he would even touch me.

I have since learned that he is actually into the lifestyle, and we are looking forward to our first outing as a couple to one of the clubs next weekend.  I am excited to see what Cole is really about.


24. Ten Strangers On a Train: My First Rough Gangbang Sex in Public by Sofia Miller

When I found a handsome man sleeping next to me on my first train ride across the country, I have to admit, my mind wandered through the possibilities of what could happen between us.  But I knew I couldn’t possibly give in to temptation with a stranger I would never see again!  I had always been a very good, upstanding young woman.  That’s why when he reached out and grabbed my leg as he was sleeping, I assumed he was just  having an innocent dream. I wouldn’t want to wake him after all.   It never occur to me that he would actually be warming me up until I was forced to give up my inhibitions and let loose with him and his friends.  Nor did it occur to me that maybe my goody-two-shoe ways had been holding me back from being the wanton woman I truly was!

The train was racing across the western landscape like a bullet, and I was taking in the scenery and vibrations as they whirred past and through me.  The sun was rising up ahead as we travelled east, illuminating the face of the sleeping man next to me, revealing his five o’clock shadow and heavy, chiseled features.  His hair was thick and dark, his skin an olive tone--or so it seemed in the amber glow of morning.

It was my first train ride.  I was going coast to coast and we were somewhere in Arizona.  The man had been let on sometime in the night while I had slept in my coach seat.  I was thrilled at the romance of the train and it’s associations with mystery and strangers.  I wondered where this handsome man was going.  What was the mystery behind him?

As for myself, I wasn’t so mysterious.  I was on my way to visit my aunt in New Hampshire.  She was in poor health and I was her only niece.  Though I was 20 years old, I still lived with my mother in southern California, and she had urged me to go visit her on her birthday.  “Go see her, Kelly.  It might be the last time you see her…”  The truth was, my aunt and I had never had a deep connection--I hadn’t seen her since I was a child, but my mom thought it might do her good to have some company.  And I was a good girl who always did as she was told.

The train hit a bump and we were momentarily jostled.  My whole seat lifted up and the skirt of my sundress got caught beneath me, riding up and revealing my legs all the way up to my panties.  The man shifted and murmured, then curled up in the fetal position in his chair.  Turning to me sleepily, he placed a hot hand on my naked inner thigh, giving it a squeeze for comfort, and fell back asleep, his enormous hand encompassing my flesh.

After the initial shock of his skin touching mine, his strong hand felt comforting on my thigh.  I knew the proper thing was to wake him, ask him to unhand me.  But he was sleeping so soundly and I didn’t want to embarrass the poor man.  Besides, the train was cold and he was warm, and my thigh enjoyed his caress.  I wonder who he’s reaching out for in his dreams…I thought, and briefly envisioned his hands growing until he had the whole of my naked body in them, warming me from head to toe the way he was warming my upper thigh.  He smiled in his sleep, as his hand lazily squeezed and released me, squeezed and released me.  He looked so innocent in his blissful dream, I smoothed the hair that had fallen over his brow to the side, and he surprised me by opening his eyes at once:  Two deep blue pools that so sucked me in,  I thought I might drown in them.

“Good morning,” he said, not removing his hand from my thigh, but rather, giving it another little squeeze.

“Good morning…” I couldn’t help but giggle at his strange audaciousness.  “I’m not sure how this happened, but you seem to have gotten hold of my thigh while you were sleeping.”

“Lucky me,” he said, sliding it upwards just a little, his finger dangerously close to my high cut panties.  I had never experienced something so brazen in my life, and I felt myself grow damp with excitement.  The tips of his fingers dug into me, possessively, and I couldn’t tell the difference between the rumble of the train and my own heated vibrations.  “What a wonderful way to wake up.”

I looked around to see if anyone was seeing what this stranger was doing to me, but all I could see were the tops of heads--presumably sleeping ones--behind the tall, blue seats.  How was I supposed to handle this situation?  His touch was making me nervous--the only man I’d ever been with was my high school boyfriend.  We had known each other all our lives and he was chronically paranoid about public displays of affection.  Who was this man?

“Listen...I don’t mean to be mean, but...I don’t even know you…” I tried to reason with him.

“I’m sorry.  Does my hand not feel good?”

“Well...it does feel good, but--”

“So you like my hand on your thigh?”

“It’s…it’s very warm, yes…but--”

“Is it warm here?”  He slid his hand up under my skirt and pressed his hot palm right into my cotton panties.  I let out a sharp gasp.

“Shhhh….” he cautioned.  “Does that feel good?”

The butt of his palm was pressing into me in steady beats, pulsating with my own heart beat, which sent a current rushing to my center with every pounding.  I found myself spreading my legs a little bit to give him access as my breathing grew ragged and I said, “Oh, my goodness...Oh, my goodness….Oh, my goodness....”

“Yes, that must feel very good,” he smiled, moving the butt of his palm in slow circles into me.

“Why are you doing this?”  I asked, breathily.

“Because it’s what you want me to do,” he replied, simply, pulling my panties to the side and plunging two fingers in sharply.  I let out a surprised moan that was sure to wake the entire car.  My pussy grew hot and contracted around his thick fingers, grasping them tightly, not letting go, though in my head I knew this was dangerous.  My pussy released and then gulped again, pulling his fingers in deeper.   He smiled at me and said, “Your pussy wants it so badly you can taste it.”  He withdrew his two long, thick fingers and put them in my face, cream covered and glistening.  “Here, taste it.”  I opened my mouth like a good girl and took the fingers in, sucking my cream off of them and enjoying the taste.  He pried them from my mouth, reached under my skirt with two hands, and with one jerk ripped my cotton panties in half, displaying me for anyone to see, my flowing skirt hitched up around my waist.  The air-conditioning blasted my raging hot pussy with a shock. All I could do was cry out and giggle uncontrollably.

“I don’t know what’s come over me!”  I said.  “I don’t do things like this.  I’m not a slut, I swear!”

“That’s why you need to be fucked so desperately, don’t you?  You’ve always been such a good girl.”

“Yes!”  I cried.  It was very important to me that he know this wasn’t like me.

“Then tell me,” he said sinisterly, “Why are you showing your pussy to me like a little whore?”

“I don’t, I don’t know…”  And I didn’t know.  I only knew his eyes felt good roaming over my pussy.

“Spread open your hot little cunt for me.  I want to see you.” he demanded.  I did as I was told, spreading my shaking legs for him, and then demurely, blushingly pulling my pink pussy lips open for him, a damp, well trimmed lip in each hand, giving him a view of my slick, neat twat.  He laughed loudly at my willingness.

“You ARE a good girl.  You always do everything you’re told to do?”

“I guess I’m a people pleaser,” I said, averting my eyes, a little embarrassed.

“That’s good,” he said, cocking an eyebrow.  “You’re also a slut.  Say it.”

“I...uh…” When he said the word “slut,” it sent blood rushing to my pussy and I felt I might overheat.  I’d been warned my whole life not to act this way--why did it thrill me so much to hear him call me that?

“Your cunt is practically gushing already, you want it so badly,” he said, sliding one finger inside of me, lifting it up and down to demonstrate how wide open and ready I was for a deep, hard fucking.  “You know what you are.”

“I’m a slut…” his finger coaxing the words from me as it pressed into my g-spot and lingered.  My voice sounded unfamiliar to me--deeper, throatier.

“Look at this gaping, wet pussy,” he said to the brawny, ginger man across the aisle, and all at once I was aware that we, of course, were not alone, and nobody was sleeping.  Rather, they were all watching this stranger--I didn’t even know his name!--finger my openly displayed pussy.  I also became aware for the first time, that I was the only female on this train car.  As heads turned to me, I saw that there were big athletic men of every variety.  Some of them were sporting matching jerseys--I realized they must be some sort of sports team, on the train as a group.  His finger tap, tap, tapped at my special spot, and my body bucked and contracted, squirming and happy at the possibilities.  I was a kid on Christmas Eve, unable to stay still in their bed.

“I’ve never seen a more eager pussy,” the ginger said.  He got out of his chair and crouched next to me.  “Give me a feel?” he begged of the dark, mysterious man finger fucking me.  Then the ginger slid a finger in alongside his friends’, then two, and now four fingers were spreading me wide and I didn’t know which ones belonged to whom.  “God, it’s fucking gorgeous.”

“You want to get fucked, don’t you little girl?” the dark and mysterious man fingering me said as he unbuttoned his pants.

“She wants to get fucked sideways in her dirty little hole...”  cried the blonde man who had been sitting beside the ginger, pulling out a springy, erect prick, which he began to tug as he peered inside of me.

Dark and Mysterious unzipped and unleashed an impossibly huge cock, which he began to stroke as he continued petting my kitty, grunting all the way.  I laid back with wide eyes, staring at his beast while his fingers elicited moans from me.  Even just two of his massive fingers was a lot for me to take.  His cock both frightened and aroused me with its strength and girth--he was raging hard.  Yes, I wanted him to fuck me sideways with it.

“What are you looking at?” he asked, as his hand withdrew from my pussy and reached up to the top of my dress, which he ripped open by yanking down on it, popping off the buttons that held it together.  He grabbed a hold of my bare, fat, round tit and kneaded it as he continued to stroke his ever-growing manhood.

“Your fat cock…” I sighed, pulling my pussy open wider and rubbing my clitty as The Ginger methodically slid three fingers in and out at a quickening pace.  I played with myself as the men all watched me, teasing my clitty, letting the fingers of one hand dip in and out and around my hole where the ginger’s hand was, while the other hand splayed me open. I looked up and saw a man peering over the seat at me, the sound of his fapping in rhythm with The Ginger’s fingers, which were now in rhythm with the train.  I loved the idea of all of their cocks growing big and strong in unison--and all for me.  I wanted them all for me.  I opened myself up wider and heard their grunts turn into low growls.  I punished my poor clitty with fast, hard fingers, occasionally slapping the aching nub as I heard them encourage, “That’s it...yes, good girl...you beautiful slut…”

“My fat cock, huh?  Tell me more about it,” Dark and Mysterious said, twisting my long, hard nipple and holding on with a vice grip.

“It’s thick, mmm, and strong and--ah!-- could go in sooo deeeep, oh God, pleeeease….” I moaned, feeling like a hungry, wounded animal.

“It could go in where, so deep?”

“It could split open my tight, wet pussy….or in my mouth, all the way down my throat till I gagged…” my voice was rising with pleasure.  “Between my tits...up, up, up my dirty little asshole… God, I just want to be fucked!”

He came towards me with his enormous member and rubbed the throbbing mushroom head on my slick, little pussy, teasingly.   Then he dragged it down and poked the rim of my virginal asshole before dragging it back up again, threatening to enter me.  His cock was so wide I wasn’t sure if I could take it, but God, how I wanted to try.

“You can’t leave out your other new friends,” he said, slapping my pussy with his heavy mallet of a cock.  “Get on your hands and knees.”

He pulled me harshly by my nipples and dragged me from my chair, leading me to the aisle where I got down on all fours.  I looked up and saw the blonde one coming at me with his upward pointing cock, and I opened my mouth to receive him.  He deep throated me hard and fast, pounding the back of my throat, and I gagged and spit copiously around his venous, eager dick.  I didn’t know a cock could go so far down my throat, but with every pounding, all eight inches of him disappeared down my throat, right down to the base.  My eyes were full of tears from the impact, but I kept on sucking, wanting to be a good girl and make him cum like I knew he needed to.  I felt two hands paddling my ass like a drum, hard, as he slammed into me again and again, grunting hard and fast.  Then one sweet, careful finger made its way into my tight little asshole, untouched until this moment, and I moaned into Blondie’s surging cock.

“She likes it,” I heard the Dark and Mysterious one say.  “”Look how her pussy is dripping…” and another finger slid into my hole as I howled into Blondie’s dick.  My moans were cut short with gurling as all at once, he shot his load with a swiftness down my throat.  I worried I would drown, he came so much and so hard as he held my head firmly on his dick and continued pumping, with a slower and slower rhythm, until his sack was drained and the contents of him were dribbling down my chin.

“Get her on her back,” said Dark and Mysterious.  “I want to see those perky tits bounce.”  Multiple hands took to the task of lifting me and turning me over onto my back, though I was so bewildered it was impossible to know how exactly it happened.  What I did know was that two men, who had not made their presence known prior, were now each sucking on one of my tits, sending hot waves straight to my clitoris.  I grabbed their heads and pressed them onto me, encouraging them to suck harder, which they did, pulling and tugging at me with their teeth, then soothing away the pain with their tongues.  All at once I felt a long, stiff cock slip effortlessly into me slowly, teasing me, then all at once in a hard slam, his balls hitting me with a “Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!”  Then nothing--just stillness on his end as I bucked and heaved violently on his cock, trying to suck it further into me with my grasping wet pussy, but him only sliding out slowly, cruelly.  I opened my eyes and saw it was The Ginger, and he was coming towards me with his cock covered in my thick cream., which he smeared all over my face before he fed it gently into my mouth for me to suckle on lovingly.  II pawed at his dangling, heavy balls as I took him down.  One of the boys who had been sucking my tits was now straddling my torso, laying his long knob between my breasts.  He smashed them together and began to fuck my titties, his dark, pronounced head emerging from between my cleavage on every beat, more engorged and dripping with every thrust.  I couldn’t wait to feel his cum pool on my skin.  The thought made me suck the ginger harder and he let out a yelp of pleasure.

But now my legs were being spread wider than they were ever meant to go by hands I didn’t recognize.  Dark and Mysterious was between them, stroking his monster two handed--the only way you could adequately stroke a cock that big.  Then he brought it down hard on my pussy again and again and again, as I cried out, “Yes...please!” with every beating the tip of his cock gave my aching clitty.

I was taking the Ginger deeply down my throat now.  In such a short time I had become an expert on deep-throating, and he was reaping the benefits, his sensitive cock leaping and jumping for joy in my mouth each time the tip touched the back of my throat.  By breasts were being pulled and pushed by the strength of the cock between them, and I couldn’t quite see past the man straddling me to know what was happening to my pussy.  All I knew was hands and fingers and tongues were now caressing it, warming it up, making it drip with happiness, readying it for what was to come.  The train was heaving with sounds:  the whirring of the engine, the chugging of the wheels, the ragged, gasping breaths, the grunting and fapping all around me, my squealing moans of pleasure, and the lapping and sucking of mouths between my legs and all over me.

The man between my breasts suddenly slapped them both hard and squeezed them with all of his might.  A hot jet stream of cum hit me under my chin, spraying me like a fire hose as I continued sucking The Ginger’s fat head.  It dripped down my chin, down my neck, and pooled in the valley of my clavicle, cum covering me from my upper chest to my face.  The Ginger’s eyes lit up as he saw the spectacle of cum hitting me, and he began to thrust into my mouth, gripping my hair firmly.

There was somebody else straddling my chest now, sticking their cock between my breasts as the last man had done.  But before he could even properly get himself settled, I felt a what I knew had to be the Dark and Mysterious one’s cock tearing into my pussy in one piercing thrust.

I may as well have been a virgin until this moment--my one and only boyfriend was nothing compared to this powerhouse of a cock, which tore through me in a flood of both pain and pleasure.  This thing was a creature unto itself:  ferocious, unforgiving, undulating and pulsating, searching, responsive and insatiable--his cock had qualities that were entirely its own, which I came to know as it invaded and conquered my pussy.

“You fucking bitch, you feel so fucking good…” he said, thrusting into me, and I realized that he, too, was powerless against what I held between my legs as much as I was powerless against what he held between his.  I groaned into the ginger’s cock as he howled with every thrust.  The new man between my breasts shot his load--much faster than the last one had, and Dark and Mysterious was quick to toss him out of the way once he was done.  He dipped his hand in the pool of cum collected on my chest, and smeared it around and around my face, my lips, my tits, until I was glossy from the bust up.  “You love it, you little slut.  You love being covered in strange cum, don’t you…” he said as he pushed into me so deep I thought he may split me in two.

The ginger, who had been keeping himself on the edge for a while, pulled out and slapped me across the face with his steel rod of a cock.  He got up and laid down next to me, gently shoving me and the mysterious one onto our sides.  I wrapped my legs around Dark and Mysterious, and the Ginger seized my twerked out behind, shoving his cock into my asshole, sandwiching me between the two giant men.

I remember at the harsh stabbing of my virgin asshole, I screamed out in pain.  But my scream was stopped with another cock in my mouth--whose, I don’t know.  Everyone was circling me now, perched on chairs, standing over me, all jerking off, all threatening to let go and carry me away in a flood of their cum.  The Mysterious One and the Ginger were both slamming into me now, but the pain was nothing I couldn’t handle.  I enjoyed being filled to the brim with these massive cocks--I wanted more.  In my mind there were two cocks in my ass and pussy and mouth, one in each hand, a cock between my tits, cocks in my ears and nostrils--I wanted the fantastical, I wanted to be filled up, I wanted to be plugged up to bursting with these magnificent cocks.

The sharp pain in my asshole went away when I relaxed--allowing myself to be the sticky, gaping mess I had become as these men had torn me apart.  And as I relaxed, so came the wave that had been building inside of me, but had been warded off with nerves and fears.  My senses came alive with the taste of salty skin, the feel of veins popping inside of my sloppy, dripping pussy and ass, the smell of sweat and cum, the sounds of animalistic gasps and grunts and cries and howls and moans and the sight of these cocks surrounding me, pumping away just for me, as suddenly, one by one, each fountain cock was turned on and a tempest of cum rained down upon me.

These men were sharp shooters and their aim was very targeted.  I first was hit in the forehead, assassin style, and I had to close my eyes to keep it from dripping down and burning them--though soon I would learn this was useless.  Next there was a spray up my right cheek, and then up the other.  Someone was rubbing one out on the bottom of my foot, tickling me, making me squirm, until hot jizz glazed my sole.  My tits seemed to be hit all at once as rope after rope after rope of sticky white cum hit me from all sides on my tender and sensitive tits.  The cock in my mouth suddenly went from rhythmic thrusting to one, deep thrust, my head held in place at the base of his cock, and I began to fill with what seemed like an endless supply of cum, swallowing it down as fast as I could, but still finding I couldn’t quite contain it as it spilled out of my mouth and even came out of my nose, burning my sinuses.  Ginger and Dark and Mysterious leaned back, expertly avoiding the fray, allowing themselves to be the last men standing.

They thrust into me back and forth, my hips feeling they may break under the pressure, but loving it just the same.  It was The Ginger who gave in first.  He started by digging his fingernails into my hips and pulling me harshly onto his dick until the base of him was tearing at me anew.  Then I felt a warmth in the pit of my stomach, and as he let out a long sigh, I knew this was it:  He was filling my once pristine asshole with his load.  He pulled out midway through and finished between my cheeks, allowing his stickiness to drip from my behind.

I was a sweating, cummy, exhausted whore of a mess, but I knew I couldn’t stop until I’d finished off the man who started it all.  I looked him in the eyes, and dipped my finger in the pool of cum between my breasts, licking it up and smiling.  “But I want more…” I begged, batting my eyelashes.  I knew exactly what I was doing.  Far from making me feel degraded, the shower of cum had felt rejuvenating to me.  I was a powerful goddess and snake charmer, and I wanted his dark and mysterious load.

He smeared his thumb across my face, collecting more of his friend’s tribute to me, and fed it to me sweetly.  I sucked his thumb as though it were candy coated.

“You are a cum-hungry little bitch, aren’t you?” he said.

“And you’re going to give me what I want,” I countered.

“Tickets!  Get your tickets out!”  The door between the cars had slid open, and in the doorway was a train employee, big and rotund in his uniform, ready to take our tickets, but not ready for the bukkake mess that laid before him:  Men with their dicks still in hand, me in my torn clothing, covered in cum.  Dark and Mysterious’ tree trunk of a cock extended towards me for all to see.

“What in the world…” was all he could manage as he stood there, dumbfounded. “Ma’am--ma’am are you alright?  What have these men done to you?”

“I’m more interested in what you’re going to do to me…” I said, sitting him down in my chair and getting down on my knees before him.  “Will you please, please, pretty please let me suck your cock, conductor?”

“What in the…” he began again, but I was already unzipping his pants and pulling him out.  He wouldn’t say no. He couldn’t say no.  I knew what I wanted and I would have it. I would have them all.

“You really are a good girl,” Dark and Mysterious said, entering me from behind while I sucked Tubby’s cock.  “You really are a thirsty little cunt.”

“God, yes…” I agreed, jerking his cock with my pussy.

“Your pussy wants a drink of cum so badly…” he said, smacking my ass hard, making me buck.

“God, yes…” I repeated, suckling on the Conductor’s cock, making pre-cum squirt out as he said, Oh! Oh! OH!

“You don’t get a drink of cum until I feel you squirt all over my big, hard cock.  It’s your turn to cum now.”  His fingers reached around me and started rubbing my clitty as he entered me again and again, smoothly and gently, letting me feel his every vein, letting me enjoy his pulsations.  “You’re gonna squirt, you dirty slut,” he said into my ear as I moaned into the conductor’s cock.

“I think….I think...Oh, man...I’m gonna cum soon!”  The conductor was sweating bullets and his face was turning red.

“You hear that, whore?  You’d better cum soon or I’m not gonna let you taste his cum.”

But it was too late, the conductor was cumming. And the taste of his cum combined with the feel of Dark and Mysterious’ hands and cock sent me into a full body spasm I couldn’t begin to control, and which didn’t end for several minutes as I moaned and screamed and writhed and gushed so much onto Dark and Mysterious’ cock, he was very nearly as sticky as I was.  Every time I thought I was done, he would squeeze my nipple or pinch my clit, or slam into me deeply, and i began again, to feel a primal scream rise up within me as the men chanted, “Slut! Slut! Slut!” happily and with encouragement.

And then I came one final time:  When Dark and Mysterious whispered in my ear, “Now, it’s my turn…” and I felt his cum balloon and swell inside of me, hot and fast and rushing like a geyser spring.

“What in the world…” the conductor asked again as he watched us both wriggle uncontrollably and scream like animals.  He pulled out at the last minute and shot square between the eyes with his cum, wiping the tip of his cock off on my lips.

“You fucking slut…” he said, panting and winded.  “Look at the mess you’ve made.”

“Be a dear and clean it up,” I said, wiping the cum from my lips on my hand and licking it up like cat.  “I’m spent.”  I curled up in my window seat and kicked myself clean, thinking with glee that the train ride still had several days to go.  Who knew what else might happen.


25. My New Friend Lindsey: Maybe I'm a Lesbian by Riley Davis

My nights are always chaotic. But somehow, I find my job boring. I can't stand the yelling and the sticky counters, or how sweaty I always seem to be at the end of the night even though all I do is serve drinks. At a strip club. But my nights were about to change drastically when a lovely lady sits at the bar and expresses interest in me. I believed I was straight once. Now I wasn't so sure.

Friends. They’re there for you when you’re down, they laugh with you, they are happy for you when you find love or get the dream job. At least, that’s what they’re supposed to be.

My name is Alice and I have no friends. Not because I didn’t want them – but after I had them, I decided they weren’t worth the effort. The friends I’d had over my life had caused me nothing but problems and drama. I didn’t care much for them. They had talked behind my back, slandered my reputation, and even got me in trouble with the police when they decided I wasn’t doing well enough according to them. But the joke was on them because I had done nothing wrong. They, however, had gotten caught with drugs. So it all worked out in the end for me. I graduated high school and forgot about them, went to community college for a certification in bartending, and got my first job… at a strip club.

Oh, I’m not a stripper. I’m a bartender. But I decided quickly in my first week that it was a slum. The floors were always slippery, the dishes always sticky even after being washed five times, and the bathrooms always dirty. I wasn’t happy working this job but it was all I had for now. I decided to apply for another job at a higher establishment once I got some experience under my belt. Only… eight more months to go before a whole year of experience could be put on my resume.

It’s not that I hated bartending. I loved it. It’s that you always meet someone who hits on you, or tries to hurt you, or causes trouble for the other patrons. The only good thing about this place was the bouncer. He was a burly guy, not afraid to punch someone’s face in if he needed to. If anyone could be considered my friend it would be that guy. We talked a lot during break times, but we never invited each other out. I preferred it that way. When I went home, all I wanted to do was curl up in bed and sleep. And then when I woke up, relax with my computer of course.

Only five more hours until I could go home and pass out on my bed. The bar was extra loud on weekends and it was a Saturday. Men were hooting and whistling from every corner of the club, throwing bills at the strippers on the stages. I tried to ignore them daily but I couldn’t help but feel like most men were actually a little gross. I’d had my first kiss when I was fourteen. He’d actually been a really good kisser – if I had had any interest in him at all, that is. After him, I didn’t really try again until I was seventeen. It had been nice but it was far less exciting than I’d expected. Normally when you find someone you really like, people describe it as fireworks. You’re supposed to not be able to stop thinking about them. At least, that’s all I’ve ever seen and heard about teenage love. But I hadn’t been like that. It was a good relationship for how long it lasted but I just didn’t feel the urge to have sex with him or be more than friends, quite frankly. I wondered if there was something wrong with me. Maybe I just didn’t like sex, and there was nothing wrong with that… right?

My thoughts were wiped cleaned when a man rudely interrupted me absentmindedly cleaning the counter of crumbs and spilled drink. “Hey, good lookin’,” he slurred. “Can I get another one of them cocktails?”

He could barely hold his balance even while holding onto the counter and leaning on a chair. He was a weekly regular. He looked like a hobo – unshaven, no haircut, and dirty clothes. Normally he looked a little better, but I guessed tonight was extra bad for him. Still, I decided enough was enough for him. “Go home, Travis,” I said. “You need sleep. Your wife probably misses you.”

He growled at my refusal and leaned in a little on me. I scowled. “My wife hates me, why the hell would that bitch miss me? She’s the cheating scum-“

“Go home and work things out with your wife,” I said, cutting him off. I wasn’t in the mood for another one of his self-pity monologues tonight. “And shave that beard, you look gross. No wonder she cheated on you.”

I didn’t have a scrap of sympathy for him. I probably sounded too harsh, and I certainly hoped he would sober up and fix things. I just didn’t have the energy to deal with him yet again. But instead of grumbling and walking away, Travis decided to start yelling at me. “What do you know?! You don’t have anybody! You don’t know what it’s like to work for twenty years and find out she’s boning some freak!”

Travis had gotten up and made his way behind the bar in a threatening manner. I backed up, feeling a little scared now. I saw the bouncer come inside, hearing Travis screaming from all the way out there. I breathed a sigh of relief and folded my arms. “Turn around and walk away or you’re in for it.”

Travis grabbed my arm and pulled me in. “Maybe I should have some revenge on that wife of mine, you’re pretty enough…”

The bouncer rushed over to me and grabbed Travis’ collar, yanking him off of me. “Time for you to go, asshole.”

He took Travis by both arms and led him outside. He’d probably call Travis a cab, because he was nice like that – but we had a zero violence policy here. I would never see Travis again. Still, I hoped for the best for him and his wife. I also hoped his wife had a weapon ready when he got home.

I rubbed my arm, feeling the sting. Even though Travis had been drunk, he was strong. I didn’t like feeling that powerless. I decided then that maybe it was in my best interest to take self-defense classes. Nasty people were everywhere.

“Not a great shift, huh?”

I turned around to face a lady that hadn’t been there when Travis was around. She had big brown eyes and matching hair, but that didn’t make her boring. She had a mystery about her and the brown colors served to give me an image of a tree. Deep rooted and unmoving, but still bore fruit and gave it out freely. I had always had a love of the outdoors but never really got outside much. Perhaps it was because while I loved nature, I hated bugs.

I stumbled over my words a bit as I spoke and I felt clumsy and embarrassed. “Oh, um, yeah. Creepy bastard.”

She smirked at me. “Long island tea.”

My bartending brain kicked into gear and I began mixing her drink. “Don’t you mean a long island iced tea?”

She shrugged. “I don’t like my drinks with ice. Waters it down.”

She was the first person I’d met who objected to ice in their drink. I dumped out the ice I’d immediately put in the glass through force of habit and redid it. While I mixed, she spoke to me. I couldn’t help but feel a little miffed that I had to listen to someone else. I wondered how many drinks it would take her to start whining about how bad her life was.

“The only reason I’m here is because I lost a bet.”

She left it at that but I didn’t feel the need to ask what kind of a bet it was. “That sucks,” I muttered, pouring in the rest of the drink and sticking a straw in it. I gave it to her and went back to cleaning my bar. I hoped she wouldn’t elaborate on it.

She didn’t, but I could feel her eyes on me as I went back and forth, trying desperately to erase some of the gunk. I was a clean person and to work in such disastrous conditions was more than I could handle. Still, it was a job and I couldn’t complain. I had it made, technically speaking. I was a fully-functioning adult – who didn’t have sex nor care to.

I wondered again about that. Was I really an asexual or had I just not found the right person? Most guys were the same to me and all looked the same. They all wore the same things – a polo shirt and shorts, a baggy t-shirt and jeans, or a suit. In other words, they were slobs or they were put together to the point where they weren’t capable of loving anyone. Of course, I didn’t get that just from the way they were dressed. I wasn’t that shallow. I got to know the guys. I just typically matched their personality with their outfits because it was the easiest way to know what type of guy to avoid. Most guys with the same types of personality wore the same things. I felt strange, alienating ninety-eight percent of the male population because they all looked the same. But I figured it was better that way.

“Maybe you’re a lesbian.”

I couldn’t tell if that was my own voice wondering it or someone pointing it out. I blinked and looked over at the lady still sitting at the counter and realized she’d been watching me the whole time and had also said it. Was I really that obvious?

“Do I look like a lesbian?” I asked, genuinely wanting to know. I wore my hair short and wavy, and my clothing was layered and casual chic. I liked to look fancy but effortlessly so. I cared about how I appeared to other people, at least in public. In my house I honestly preferred to wear fuzzy pajamas that were nice and warm in winter or nothing at all in summer. In between wasn’t an option for me.

“You looked like you were contemplating all of your life choices so I just made a guess,” she said, sipping on her drink. It was already half gone.

“Do you drink those as fast as you make guesses?” I asked, sincerely impressed with her rate of drinking.

“No, it’s just extra good this time for some reason.” She smiled at me in a way I’d never seen before so I blushed. “Maybe it’s the bartender.”

I realized then that she was a lesbian. Of course, why hadn’t I thought of that? A straight woman wouldn’t come to a woman’s strip club without a reason, like for their boyfriends or losing a bet. I was suddenly interested in what kind of a bet it was. “So you said you lost a bet,” I said. “Was it really so bad that it landed you in this dump?”

“Well, to be honest, it was a fun bet. We were playing drunk monopoly one day a few weeks ago and we made a bet that whoever loses has to treat the winner to a place of their choice. There were six people playing. I’m the last person to treat said friend. He really won in more ways than just that board game.”

She flipped her hair over her shoulder and drank more. It went down at an alarming rate.

“That was some bet,” I said. “Why’d you all agree to that?”

“Because it was technically a win-win for everyone,” she responded. “Every time someone got a card to put money in the middle of the board, we just put shots in and at the end the winner had to drink them all. Not all in one night, since there were more than thirty shots. We agreed to have him drink them while we were treating him. He’s drinking like six shots tonight alone. Have I mentioned he’s a hilarious drunk?”

“I’ve never heard of something like that. Are you always that crazy?”

She shrugged and sipped the rest of her drink down. “Wanna find out?”

She was hitting on me. I didn’t know how to feel about it but I felt like she was challenging me; challenging me to find out if I was a lesbian myself, to find out just how crazy she was, and betting that I wouldn’t be able to. She had a look in her eyes that told me she expected me to refuse. But because she expected it, obviously, I couldn’t do that.

“When do you go home?” I asked her. “Or would you rather come to my place? It’s a dump, by the way. Shitty apartment for a shitty bartender working at a shitty bar.”

She laughed a little. I’d said ‘shitty’ three times in a row so I wasn’t sure what she found funny. “My place then. I’ll be sure to send my friend home in a cab before this shitty strip club closes so we can go home together. By the way, my name is Lindsey.”

Lindsey. It rolled off my tongue with ease and I found I liked it. It matched her perfectly.

I appreciated the concern she had for her friend. At least she wouldn’t abandon him for me. As a bartender, I’d seen quite a few people just leave the club and strand their friends or acquaintances. I tried to stay out of people’s businesses but I tried to make sure they got home safely either way. I may not have friends but that didn’t mean I couldn’t be a nice person. Generally speaking, anyways.

The night passed slowly and the anticipation was killing me. I served many more people that night, thankfully without any more incidents. The clock ticked away and the club didn’t get any quieter even as it was just minutes to closing time. Eventually the bouncer came and announced that it was time for everyone to pack up and leave, and that was my queue to close the bar. Everyone had exactly ten minutes to leave before the bouncer would forcefully remove them. Some people tried to order one more drink, but I refused and cleaned up instead. They left but not without cussing me out. I didn’t really care. I was used to it.

I cleaned myself up in the bathroom and took my purse, ready to get on with my night. Lindsey was outside waiting for me. I said good night to the bouncer and got into my car. Lindsey sat in the passenger’s seat, making it clear she only took public transport so she didn’t have a car of her own. I didn’t mind that. She told me where she lived and I started driving there.

“So, Lindsey,” I started, hoping to get a conversation in before I discovered if I was a lesbian or not. “What do you do?”

She chuckled. “It’s not an interview. But if you must know, I work at a sex shop.”

“That must be pretty hilarious.”

She watched the buildings go by as she spoke. “Actually, it’s kind of boring. You’d be surprised how empty a sex shop can be.”

“Do you buy from your own store?” I asked.

“Sometimes. I have a goodie drawer just like anyone else.” She smirked at me. “Would you like to see them when we get there?”

I suddenly felt uncomfortable. “I-I don’t know…”

She patted my shoulder. “It’s not like I’m going to use them on you. Relax a bit.”

I forced myself to relax, and as we pulled up to her apartment and entered, I wondered why I was so nervous. Perhaps it was because I wasn’t used to being with someone I was genuinely interested in. I’d hated people for most of my life so to have someone that could help me discover something about myself and be a good person at the same time… it was anxiety-inducing. Still, I didn’t want to let that stop me. So I didn’t let it.

I put my purse on her coffee table as she went to the kitchen. “I got water, juice, milk, and soda. And rose wine. Which one?” she asked.

“Soda,” I responded, looking around and feeling slightly out of place. Her apartment was clean, and she had pretty pictures and posters up on her walls. I had metal band posters and clothes everywhere. But it was my special space and I was happy with it. She clearly had hers as well.

She popped a can and handed it to me. I sipped it as I looked around. “Nice place. How do you clean it?”

“It’s called a broom and a duster,” she said, popping her own soda. We clinked cans and drank. “It’s not hard to do laundry either but I don’t like separating it.”

“Amen. Speaking of laundry…” I looked down at myself. My jeans were covered in spills. “I guess I need to get on that tomorrow.”

Lindsey shrugged. “I think you look fine the way you are. So, want to see my goodies? If only to laugh at how ridiculous their names are.”

“Sure.”

We made our way to her room, where she sat on the bed and opened the top drawer for her end table. Inside, there were three different vibrators, all different attachments and sizes, a massager, and a butt plug. I felt repulsed by the plug but that was less because she used it and more because I didn’t want it in my own ass. I tried anal once – never again.

“This one’s glow-in-the-dark,” she said, picking up a vibe that had a small rubber pole attached in front for massaging the clitoris. “You should see how it looks in the dark sometime. It’s both funny and scary.”

“How can sex be so casual and humorous to you?” I asked suddenly, before I could even comprehend my thoughts. “Hasn’t it ever been special to you?”

Lindsey put the vibrator back and closed the drawer. Her face went dead serious. “I’ve only ever had one lover and it was a girl. It was a serious relationship that lasted three years. That was two years ago now. Sex is special, but it hasn’t been special for a long time for me.”

The sentence came out of my mouth before I could stop myself. “Do you want me to make it special for you?”

I blushed furiously, unable to believe I’d just said that. But at the same time… it was a good opportunity to experiment. Maybe I’d just been looking for the wrong kind of person. Maybe I didn’t like guys at all.

She smiled and scooted closer. “I mean, we only just met… but I could try.”

I fumbled over my next words. “I’ve… never had sex with a woman before.”

“That’s okay. You can let me do most of the work then. I’ll show you how.”

She leaned in, then stopped and waited. I realized she was silently asking me for permission, so I gave it by closing the distance between us. Our lips pressed together softly at first, and I felt my pelvis instantly light on fire. Her lips were so smooth and almost slippery. Her lip balm tasted like chocolate, even though her breath smelled like vodka. The mixture of tastes made me want more, to find out what the rest of her was like. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me in for a deeper, more aggressive kiss.

I found myself underneath her within moments, taking in her scent. My vagina began to throb with excitement and anticipation. I felt nervous more than anything but I let her do what she wanted with me. I needed to know more.

She soon moved from my lips to other parts of my body, slowly working my skin with her lips. My shoulders and neck, my collarbone, and then she had to remove my shirt to gain access to my breasts. With every kiss and nibble she made it felt like the patch of skin jumped up to greet her lips, igniting with passion. I hadn’t felt better in my life.

She removed my bra and began to fondle my boobs with her hands, squeezing and rubbing. Her thumbs ran over my nipples and a shock went through my system. I moaned out loud, but quickly stifled myself in embarrassment.

She smirked. “Don’t worry about it, no one’s listening.”

Besides you, I thought inwardly. Still, it was enough to help me relax. Her hands moved downward again, to my stomach. She rubbed it soothingly and my skin reacted, muscles untying and flames spreading. I arched into her touch a little, wanting her to touch me even further down.

She obliged and removed my pants. I quickly decided it wasn’t fair for her to be fully clothed so after she was finished I leaned forward and undid her buttons. She smiled and let me remove all of her clothing without a word. She closed her eyes as I did so, and it made me wonder if it was pleasant for her as well. She was so beautiful and interesting. I wanted her to feel amazing.

She leaned her naked body over my legs then and put her mouth to my thighs, kissing around my vagina. I could feel that I was already so wet for her. She took her time with me, so much so that it was agonizing. I wanted her to taste me so badly. “Please,” I panted out.

Then she obliged, putting her mouth carefully over my lips and kissing them. She licked it, and I gasped in pleasure. Then she poked my entrance with her tongue and slipped it inside. She moved a little just to stimulate my clit, but she looked like she was having the most delicious thing she’d ever taste.

I closed my eyes, taking in the pleasure. I couldn’t believe I was having sex with a woman but at the same time, it made sense. My whole life had been spent trying to make it work with men and I’d felt nothing. Now though… now it felt amazing and I felt like I’d been introduced to cloud nine. I loved it, and I doubted I would ever go back to men.

She ate me out for a while, making sure that my pussy was nice and engorged. Then she slipped over me, more than I’d expected, and showed me just how wet she was just from pleasuring me and hearing me voice it. It looked absolutely stunning and I kissed her pussy, to which she responded with a surprised, pleasured yelp. I bit my lip and did it again, more passionately this time. Then she let herself sit and I ate her out that way. I loved the musky scent and the sweet taste. In fact, I found I couldn’t get enough of it.

She let me eat her for a moment, but then she pulled away. “Move a little,” she said. “So I can get in between.”

I did as she asked and she lifted one of my legs, slipping one of her thighs between mine. She kissed me then and began to rub against me. I felt her clit on my left thigh but that only made me hotter. I felt her skin against me, hoping to pleasure me to orgasm. The friction was amazing and the rest of the night passed in a pleasured haze.

She moved her hips, making sure her thigh was against my pussy and that hers was against my thigh. I thought this might be what they call scissoring but I wasn’t sure. Either way, it felt fucking amazing and I moved with her, letting the sexual inferno take me away.

With each moment that passed my pleasure climbed. She panted and I smelled the vodka on her breath but I didn’t care. I kissed her aggressively, tasting it as well. I felt like I was high, knowing only what was happening in this moment with her. It felt special indeed. I probably wouldn’t have felt this way with a man and it made me feel like she’d chosen me to be with her. While I realized it was probably only a one night stand, it would be a night I would never forget.

She shifted over me and leaned back. She then pressed our pussies together, wet as they were. I inhaled sharply, not expecting the sensation. She rubbed us together and it felt even better than what she’d already been doing. The sensation of her lips and her clit against mine was unlike anything I’d experienced with a man. I bit my lip, feeling myself get closer with every passing second that we pressed against each other.

“Oh… I’m coming!” she said through her heavy breathing. I felt her pussy contract against me and it in turn pushed me over the edge. We finished together, the waves of pleasure so high for a moment in time, and then back to normal as if it had never happened. It ended so quickly I felt disappointed for a moment, until I saw her smiling at me with hazy eyes.

“What?” I panted.

“You definitely are a lesbian,” she said. She moved herself so that she was next to me and held my hand. I hadn’t held anyone’s hand since high school so it felt strange. But in the moment it also felt really nice.

“I guess so,” I muttered. The sweat was drying up quickly and the orgasm had tired me out, so that I felt sleep weigh down on my eyes quickly. “I wonder why I haven’t figured it out until now…”

She cuddled up against me and I obliged, wrapping my arms around her. It felt nice to have someone to hold for once. “Maybe because you haven’t found the right woman…”

Or any woman for that matter. I guess I forgot – I don’t have any friends.

We fell asleep like that without any more words and I woke up in the morning wondering where I was before I remembered what happened. Lindsey was already up and getting ready for her work. She had showered already and her hair was blow-dried, and now she was applying a fresh coat of makeup. Normally I would wake up in the afternoon but her moving had woken me.

Meanwhile, I could still taste the vagina in my mouth from last night in paste form. I got up and dressed myself quickly, and decided to go home before I showered. I didn’t have to go to work for another ten hours, so I took my time. I met Lindsey in the living room when she came out of the bathroom.

“Hey,” I said. “Already up and ready, I see.”

She smiled at me. “Hi. I actually expected you to leave without talking to me.”

I looked at her seriously, feeling slightly insulted but understanding why she felt that way. “Why would I do that? Wasn’t it supposed to be special?” I smirked at her then.

She looked down at the ground, her face going red. “Well… yes. And um, I have to go soon, but… here.”

She pulled out a marker and wrote her number on my wrist. I watched her blushing face as she did so. God, she was so pretty. Why hadn’t I ever realized or seen her before?

“There. If you want to see me again, just call. We’ll um… do something special again?” She smiled sheepishly.

“Depends. What do you consider special?” I asked. I waited for the marker to dry before pulling down my sleeve.

“I don’t know… what we did last night.”

I picked up my purse. “Well… I guess I’ll see you later then. I’ll call you later.”

Disappointment flashed across her eyes. She wasn’t used to anyone actually calling her when they said that. Typical of people. They get what they want and then they leave. “Okay.”

I put a finger on her chin and kissed her softly. It sent butterflies exploding through my body but I loved how it felt. “I’ll call you.”

I left her house and drove home, and when I got there I showered and brushed my teeth. I wondered over what had happened. Had it really been special because I liked her or had it been special because she had been my first and I had just discovered something about myself?

I tried to imagine what it would be like doing that with another woman, or living without Lindsey. And for the first time, I didn’t like it. I wanted her in my life.

So when I was sure she was out of work, I called. And she answered.

“Hello?” she said, unaware of the person on the other end.

“Hey, it’s Alice,” I replied.

“Oh! Hey, what’s up?”

“Oh, nothing…” I felt nervous to ask, but I forced myself through it. After all, what’s the worst she could say if she wanted something special? “Would you like to go on a date soon?”

And after that, I went to work and asked the bouncer if he wanted to hang out sometime. His response was, “I was wondering when we were going to be real friends.”

I guess having people around wasn’t so bad.
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