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The Baptist Girl

Author: Andy G.
Taken from ww.eroticstories.com

The Temple Street Baptist Church was a small Church in Mastersonville. 

Josh Henderson had been attending the Church for several years and knew almost everyone there.  He had recently suffered a very difficult 

divorce after his wife left him for someone she met in the Internet.  

Now he was alone and while he gave a good appearance he was rather 

resentful toward the world and had become a cynic. 

"Hi, Sally," Josh said as he walked into the Church. 

"Hi, Josh," Sally responded.  Sally had been going to Temple Street

Baptist just about all of her 38 years of life.   Sally, her husband, 

Jack and Josh and his wife had been good friends.  They were all 

shocked at what she had done. 

"What's going on?" Josh quizzed. 

"Not much, I am looking for someone to go to a meeting with me.  It is

related to the board we are on and I hope you can go," Sally explained. 

"When is it?" 

"It is two weeks from Monday and last two days.  I know it is short

noticed but can you go?" Sally almost begged. 

"Why can't Jack go?" 

"Oh he is got to work," she explained. 

"I think I would be able to take off those days," Josh said. 

"I sure would appreciate it," Sally said. 

Josh picked Sally up at 6:00 am so they could make the 3 hour trip to

Convention and attend the conference.  Sally was prompt and they left 

on time. 

During the drive Sally and Josh talked about a lot of things.  They were

enjoying each others company and having a good time.  The conversation 

eventually moved to Josh's past marital problems with his ex-wife Jan. 

"You Jan had some really strange ideas but we did have a lot of fun,"

Josh said. 

"I always liked Jan.  I could not believe all the stuff that happened." 

"Yeah, I should have known something would happen.  I shouldn't tell you

but she had a few quirks but I have to admit some of them were really 

fun," Josh explained. 

"What do you mean?" Sally was now curious. 

"Well, I don't know exactly how to say this.  She had a few different

kinds of ideas about what was fun in the, you know, bedroom should I 

say," Josh said. 

"Oh, I see," Sally said feeling embarrassed over the direction that the

conversation had gone.  However, she was still curious. 

"I don't want offend you," Josh said noticing Sally was uncomfortable. 

"Oh you're not offending me.   If you need to talk about it I

understand," Sally said trying not to sound uncomfortable. 

"Well I missed a lot of things about Jan but I have to admit I miss the

fun we had in the bedroom.  She was quite a character and enjoyed, 

let's just say she enjoyed a little spanking every now and then," Josh 

said wondering what kind of reaction Sally would have.  Josh had 

noticed that while Sally was little overweight she was pretty.  She 

also had a nice ass and Josh had always been an ass man. 

"Oh wow, she enjoyed that," Sally said almost without thinking. 

"Yeah, it really turned her on.  I never really hurt her but I would

spank her pretty good sometimes.  It seemed she could not get enough of 

that sort of thing." 

"Really," Sally could not believe this conversation.  She also could not

believe the faint stirring this conversation was causing deep within 

her.  Josh was an attractive man and Sally could not help but wonder 

how a spanking from him might feel. 

"I know I shouldn't tell you this, but I loved it.  The feel of power it

gave me was a real turn on for me."  Josh could believe he was having 

this conversation with Sally, a good conservative Baptist who was not 

his wife. 

"Jack and I have never done anything like that.  Our bedroom life is

pretty tame compared to what you are saying.  Lately, Jack has not been 

very interested in sex.  His business is rather stressful and I guess 

that takes it out of him." 

"Yeah, I bet there is a lot of stress in his work.  Jan and I always had

a pretty good sex life but I guess there was something major missing or 

else she would still be here.  I do miss those spanking though."  Josh 

could not help but noticed the blush in Sally's cheeks.  He did not 

know if she was embarrassed or maybe a little turned on.  He hoped it 

the later. 

"I have felt a little ignored lately but I know the way Jack is," Sally

said. 

"Well if you need a good spanking let me know," Josh laughed but he was

also a bit serious. 

Sally blushed," Oh I will."  She laughed a nervous laugh. 

"I hope I am not upsetting you.  I don't want to offend you or

anything," Josh quickly added. 

"Oh no you are not offending me.  I just can't believe the conversation

we are having.  All about spanking and bedroom and stuff. 

"Yeah you can really off to weird conversations.  I hope you don't think

I'm a pervert or anything.  It's just that I like experimenting around 

a little, just having a bit of fun," Josh explained. 

"Oh, I think I understand.  I would like to experiment a little but Jack

is so straight he thinks there is only one way to do," Sally sighed. 

"Jan and I found lots of ways to do it and lots of different places to

do it. 

"Oh really, I wish Jack was like that.  If he even knew you and I were

having such a conversation he would be very upset." 

"Well don't worry I would never tell him that I had asked his wife if

she needed a spanking," Josh said and laughed.  It seemed Sally was not 

taking any offense to this kind of talk.  Josh was pleased. 

"I could imagine how he would react to such a thing.  Imagine, you

giving me a spanking on the butt," Sally replied and had a deep blush 

in her cheeks as she said it. 

"Don't worry what you and I talk about is between us.  It will go no

further.   If you need a spanking that is between us, just call me the 

spanker." 

Sally laughed at this but they were now arriving at their motel. 

They arranged to have room fairly close together.  Sally parked the car

and Josh opened the trunk.  As Sally bent over the get her suitcase 

Josh could not help but take a good look at her ass.  It seems she took 

a little longer than usual to get the suitcase as she bent over almost 

into the trunk.  Her ass was displayed for Josh to see.  Josh also 

noticed Sally was again blushing some as she rose back up. 

"You'd better watch it.  I might decide to give you a little spanking,"

Josh said as he grabbed his suitcase.  Sally knew he knew her little 

display was for him. 

Josh helped Sally get her suitcase in her room then went to his room. 

After freshing up a bit and relaxing they were to go to their first 

meeting.   Josh was in for a long day and figured much of the afternoon 

would be rather boring lectures.  However, he wondered if maybe that 

evening might present some interesting activities. 

As the day progressed Jack and Sally attended their meetings and some

were better than others.  They did not have much time to talk but sat 

together at the evening meal.  It had been a long day and they were 

both ready to return to the motel to relax. 

"Well, those lectures were okay I guess.  I would think some of those

organizing principals could help in making a better Church outreach 

program," Josh said as they driving back to the motel. 

"Yes, I think they could be help and Dr. Lenore was a good speaker,"

Sally replied. 

"Yes, he was excellent.  What did you think about his remark relating to

the discipline of children and whether or not spanking was a good thing 

to do," Josh said using Dr. Lenore's remark to get them back to the 

subject of spanking. 

"Oh, I don't know if I agree with his ideas.  I think spanking is

something that can be helpful at times," Sally replied knowing Josh had 

specifically brought up this subject again.  "Sometimes I think about 

the time my father spanked me and I think it did me some good." 

"Oh I bet you were a naughty little girl at times," Josh said. 

"Yes, I often got into trouble doing naughty things.  I can be a naughty

little girl." 

"Are you being a naughty little girl right now Sally?" Josh asked. 

"What do you mean?" Sally almost whispered. 

"If you are being really naughty then you might need a spanking and I am

just the guy who can do it," Josh said hoping he was not going to far. 

"Oh my, I don't know."   Sally could not believe the things she was

feeling.  This conversation was getting to her.  She could feel her 

nipples pushing against her bra.  She was alarmed that she could also 

feel wetness between her legs.  Sally had not felt this way in years.  

It had been a long time since she had been able to totally let go but 

she was afraid of what might happen. 

"Ok, again I don't mean to upset you Sally.  I hope you did get angry at

me." 

"No, I am not angry.  It is just so naughty the things that we are

talking about.  I have not thought about such things in a long time.  

It seems wrong to think about these things," Sally said expressing her 

mixed emotions about what was happening between her and Josh. 

"That is what I mean Sally.  You are talking about nasty things and that

is naughty.  You would have to agree with me on that," Josh said now 

really getting into his mind game. 

"Yes, I am talking about nasty kinds of things.  I would never talk to

Jack about such things." 

"Why you are being a dirty little girl Sally," Josh knew he was pushing

some right buttons. 

"Oh, I guess I am a dirty little girl.  I feel kind of slutty talking to

you about this." 

"Yes and I think when we get back to the motel you need a bit of

punishment and I think a good spanking on your butt will be just the 

right thing," Josh pushed his agenda forward. 

"Oh, I don't know that would really be nasty but maybe I think I need a

good spanking to get me back on track." 

"Ok, it is settled.  When we get to your room we will take care of it

and take care of it good," Josh said as they pulled into the parking 

lot of the motel. 

"Ok," Sally replied in a small voice. 

"Get out of the car and come with me," Josh said as he got out of the

car. 

They walked up the stairs to Sally's room. 

"Open the door you nasty little girl," Josh said.  Sally opened the

door. 

"I have to use the bathroom first," Sally said. 

"Okay, don't put back on your pants.  You won't need them," Josh

commanded. 

Sally shuttered a bit and went into the bathroom.  When she came out she

had taken off her pants and walked toward Josh in her blouse that hung 

down.  Josh could see some of her pink panties. 

"Come over to the bed and lay down on your stomach."  Josh was getting

into this. 

Sally slowly lay on the bed so that her butt was exposed to Josh. 

Josh walked over to the bed.  "Now it is time for your punishment.  Tell

me what you did to deserve this." 

"I talked about some nasty things with you." 

"And?" 

"I liked talking about those things.  It made me feel good." 

"How did it make you feel?" Josh asked. 

"It made my body feel tingly and turned on," Sally said in almost a

whimper. 

"How did you know you were turned on?  How did your body respond?" 

"My breasts began to feel good." 

"How did your titties feel?" Josh said changing Sally's words to fit

what he wanted her to say. 

"My titties got warm and my nipples got hard," Sally said following

Josh's lead. 

Josh reached up and whap.  He slapped her on her butt cheek. 

"Ahhhhhh!" Sally squealed not ready for his smack. 

"What else did your body feel?" Josh continued. 

"My vagina began to moisten." 

"Tell me about your pussy," Josh said changing the words again. 

"My pussy got hot and wet." 

"Is it wet now?" 

"Yes, it is very wet." 

Whap! Whap!  Josh gave her two good blows that were enough to begin to

bring out a rose color in her butt cheeks. 

"Ahhhhh," Sally responded. 

"Are you a little slut girl Sally?" Josh asked. 

"Yes," she replied. 

"Yes, what," Josh corrected. 

"I am a dirty, nasty slut girl and I need spanking," Sally said.  Sally

had never really felt this way.   She was beginning to simply loose 

control of herself.  The passion in her pussy was beyond any bounds 

that she had ever known.  She had never in her life been this turned 

on.  She did not care what happened as long as she could feel the way 

she was feeling. 

Josh knew he was now in total control, at least for this evening but he

guess he might be getting even more control in the future. 

Josh now went to work on her butt.  He did not want to bruise her but

wanted to give her enough pain to take control.  After 5 minutes or so 

of steady slaps Sally buttocks were now ripe for the picking.  They 

both had a very deep rosy glow to them.   Sally made a little squeal 

each time she hit her ass. 

"Okay Sally now stand up for me, you little slut," Josh ordered. 

Sally slow stood up and her hands automatically moved to rub her

buttocks. 

"Don't touch your ass," Josh commanded. 

Sally now stood in front of Josh with her eyes looking down at the

floor. 

"Take off your blouse." 

The only man that had seen Sally in her bra and panties for many years

was her husband Jack.  Now she was submitting to Josh and doing so in a 

totally humiliating manner.  Sally could not believe what she was doing 

but could believe the sensations that this behavior was producing deep 

within her. 

Sally removed her blouse and stood before Josh in her bra and panties. 

"You could loose a little weight Sally," Josh chuckled.  "But not bad,

not bad at all." 

"Take off your bra." 

Sally could not believe her actions as she reached behind her and undid

the clasps allowing her bra to fall to the floor.  She now stood before 

Josh with her breasts for all to see. 

"Tell me you want me to see your titties." 

"Please look at my titties," Sally pleaded.  In some respects she was

now so full of a forbidden passion she was not fully in her right mind. 

"Do you like me seeing your titties?" 

"Oh yes I love you seeing my titties.  I'm just a filthy whore who wants

to do whatever you say." Sally could not believe these words were 

flowing like wine from her lips. 

"My yes, you are a filthy whore but I like you anyway.  Now take off

those panties and let me see that pussy and tell me how much you like 

me seeing you." 

Sally removed her panties and said, "Oh Josh I love you seeing my naked

wet pussy.  It is so hot inside.  I love the way it feels to stand here 

and let you look at my pussy and titties." 

"You know your pussy has too much hair around it.  You need to shave

it," Josh said. 

"I'm sorry Josh," she answered. 

Josh reached over and grabbed a couple of Sally public hairs and gave a

yank. 

"Ahhhhhh my God, that hurt," Sally screamed but did not move. 

"See what happens when you have all that hair on your dirty little

pussy," Josh explained in a calm tone.  "Turn around." 

As Sally turned around Josh could see her still rosy cheeks.  He also

noticed some hair in her ass crack just below her butt hole.  He 

reached in and again yanked the hair out. 

"Ohhhhhhhh," Sally screamed having been caught off guard. 

"Too bad more hair," Josh said.  "Bend over." 

Sally bent over given Josh an unobstructed view of her pussy and her

asshole.  Josh began to press against the bud of Sally's asshole. 

"What are you doing?" Sally whimpered. 

"You do not speak unless I tell you to," Josh quickly countered.  With

that he slipped his finger down in to her cunt lips. 

"Damn you are wet girl.  You are leaking cum juice."  With his finger

moist from Sally's lubrication he quickly punched his finger up into 

Sally's asshole. 

"Ohhh my God," Sally moaned as she felt her most private orifices

penetrated by Josh's finger.  Sally had never had anyone do this to her 

but she could not help it.   She did not only like it.  She loved it. 

Josh could not believe this situation.  Here he was with Sally naked

before him bent over so her ass was in the air and he, standing there 

with his finger in her asshole.  Sally, the good deacon's wife, the 

president of her Sunday school class was a slutty whore. 

"You like my finger up your ass, Sally?" 

"Oh it feels so good, I can't help it," Sally said almost in tears. 

Josh removed his finger and began rubbing Sally's pussy.  It was obvious

she liked the sensation. 

"Mmmmmmmmmmm," Sally moaned. 

Whack! Josh slapped her pussy lips. 

"Owwwwwwh," Sally whimpered. 

Whack! Josh began to pat her pussy lips and her clit with short small

slaps. 

"Owwwh, Mmmmmm, Ohhhhhh," Sally did not seem to know what to feel when

suddenly she began.  "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Godddddddddddddddddddd, it 

feels so good."  With that Sally collapsed falling across the bed.  She 

seems to be only partial conscious.  Her orgasm had almost been too 

much for her. 

Sally was now lying with half of her on the bed and half over the side

of the bed.  This position left her ass and pussy as very available for 

anything.  Josh decided now was a good time.  Josh pulled out his dick 

and began to rub it all over Sally's wet pussy.  He pushed it in and 

began to fuck her pussy. 

"Mmmmm, Your pussy feel excellent but I want something a little

tighter," Josh said. 

Josh pulled his dick out of her pussy.  It was now wet with her cunt

juices but it still took some effort to force it into Sally asshole.  

She was tight and he began to fuck her.  It did not take long before 

Josh emptied his full load deep into Sally bowels. 

"Wow, that was some ass fuck Sally," Josh said as he put his dick back

in his pants. 

Sally did not answer.  This night had been too much for her.  She was in

a deep sleep. 

Josh pulled her up in bed and put a blanket over her. 

"I wonder how you will feel and react to me in the morning.  Well, I

guess we will see since we do have an early day," Josh said to an 

unconscious Sally as he left to return to his room.  Josh would have an 

excellent night's sleep. 

The next morning Josh awakened feeling quite good.  He was very curious

as to how Sally would react to him after last night.  Josh prepared 

himself for the day and phoned Sally to see if she was ready to go for 

their last day of meeting. 

"Hi Sally, this is Josh.  Are you about ready?" Josh said as if nothing

were unusual. 

"Ah, yes, yes, I will be ready in a few minutes," Sally said in a most

anxious voice. 

"Ok, how about I give you ten minutes and then come by your room?" Josh

asked.  "I will go ahead and load my stuff and then help you with 

yours." 

"Ok, I will be ready," Sally replied. 

Josh arrived at Sally's room and knocked on the door.  After a few

minutes Sally appeared with her suitcase and bag.  Josh noticed that 

Sally was not looking him in the eyes but kept her gaze downward 

reminding him of a child that had done something wrong. 

"I hope these meetings go quickly today," Josh said making conversation.

"Yeah, me to," Sally replied. 

As they got into the car Josh noticed Sally sat down rather softly.  He

decided to use this as a way of bringing up the events of the prior 

night. 

"I hope I did not hurt your butt or leave any bruises," Josh said. 

Jill looked up at him with a rather shocked expression.  It was as if

she was trying to forget last night.  "No, I am okay," she finally 

said. 

"Ok, just wanted to make sure.  I noticed you sat rather carefully when

you got into the car," Josh said letting her know that he was watching 

her. 

"No, I am okay.  I just feel a bit tired today," Sally explained. 

"Ok after last night I can understand that," Josh answered with a smile.

They did not say much on the way the church meeting.  Then meetings

lasted all morning and then a luncheon that ended the conference.  Josh 

met Sally afterwards and they began their 3 hour drive home. 

It was quiet during the first hour then Sally suddenly said, "I can't

believe what happen last night.  I have never in the world done 

anything like that.  The devil must have possessed me to do those 

things." 

"What happened last night is yours and my secret.  It is safe with me,"

Josh promised. 

"I just can't believe we did the things we did.  I can't believe that

you were the way you were.  You were a beast," Sally said in an angry 

tone. 

"Yeah, I guess at times every guy can be a real animal.  This will

probably not make you happy to hear but I loved it," Josh said and 

smiled. 

"How can you say such a thing?  You were a total animal and you took

advantage of me," Sally shouted. 

"Now wait a minute.  There were two people last night and I did not do

anything with any kind of force.  Everything that was done was accepted 

by you and by your reaction you loved every bit of it," Josh replied. 

Sally turned her head and looked out the window.  It was obvious she did

not want to take any responsibility for the events of the prior night.  

Her behavior and the feelings that were awakened in her were totally 

foreign to her.  She could not tolerate that she chose to participate 

in what she would consider such foul and decadent behavior. 

"Sally, I hope you don't hold things against me.  I do want to be your

friend but last night did happen.  I will tell you that I am not in 

anyway trying to get you to do anything else.  That is up to you.  

However, I will say if you ever want to play again, I might be 

interested.  Other than that I will never mention the situation again 

unless you do," Josh said and became silent. 

Sally did not reply but sat looking out the side window.  Josh could

tell she was crying but he chose to leave her alone.  The remainder of 

the trip went without incident.  Josh dropped Sally off at the Church 

where she had parked her car. 

"By Sally, see you Sunday," Josh said as he prepared to drive off. 

Sally did not say anything but just looked at him.  Josh drove off. 

The next few weeks Sally purposely avoided Josh.  She had little to say

to him and Josh did not push the issue.  However, Sally did think about 

Josh.  There was something that happened to her that night that she 

could not understand.  She had never felt that way.  She had never had 

such intense pleasure from her body but she could understand why it had 

to be the way it was.  She wanted the Cinderella romantic type 

relationship of loving kindness.  Not some perverted sex game that 

required her to be humiliated in order to have an orgasm.  However, she 

did remember the pleasure and intensity of those multiple orgasms that 

were simply fantastic.  She had nothing in her life with which she 

could compare.  Her vagina and clitoris had been on fire and the bliss 

she experienced was almost other worldly.  Yes, she finally had to 

admit how much enjoyed the experience.  What was worse for Sally she 

also had to admit that she really wanted to do it again. 

A few times when Sally was alone at home she did something she never

did, masturbate.   However, at those times and the few times she and 

her husband made love, there was no comparison to what she had felt 

when Josh was sticking his finger up her ass.  Sally even got a small 

carrot and stuck it up both her ass and her vagina but it just was not 

the anywhere close to the same.  Sally realized it was the humiliation 

that was such a wondrous turn on for her.  Sally was very disgusted 

with herself and prayed that she would have strength to resist the 

temptation.  However, when the time comes Sally knew that she wanted 

Josh's depraved attention. 

It happened about a month late.  She had practically no contact with

Josh during that time.  She would see him at a distance but they did 

not speak.  However, after the next administrative meeting ended Sally 

walked out to car just as Josh was walking toward his car. 

"Hi Sally," Josh said in an innocent tone. 

"Hi Josh," Sally said.  Josh noticed the quiver in her voice. 

"Kind of cool tonight.  I hope it does not turn cold," Josh said making

conversation. 

"Yes it is.  I think it is supposed to get hot, no, I mean cold," Sally

said with a slip of the tongue. 

"Yeah, I wish it would get hot, real hot," Josh said following Sally's

unconscious lead. 

"No, that is not what I mean.  I did not mean for things to get hot.  I

meant that the weather would turn cold," Sally stuttered. 

"Yeah, I know exactly what you mean.  But in this case you do have some

control over which way the weather goes," Josh said with a smile. 

"Josh leave me alone.  You are just playing with me," Sally was becoming

angry. 

"No, I like to play with you but I will not do anything unless you bring

it up.  And you did bring it up just now." 

"No, I did not say anything about that." 

"About what Sally?" Josh quizzed. 

"Leave me alone Josh.  You are trying to trick me into saying I want you

to do things to me." 

"What kind of things do you want me to do to you?" 

"I don't want you to do anything to me.  I want you to leave my body

alone and never touch me," Sally whimpered. 

"Ok, you do not have to saying anything else.  I will never touch you

again except maybe by accident.  I will never consider the thought 

again.  The case is closed.  Is that what you want Sally?" Josh asked. 

"Yes, I mean no, I don't know what I mean," Sally was near tears. 

"Well I certainly don't know what you want either Sally.  I am very

confused and don't think this is good time for us to discuss this," 

Josh said as he opened his car door. 

"Bye Sally," Josh said and drove off. 

Sally was very upset.  Part of her wanted to run after Josh and beg him

to humiliate her.  The other part of her wanted to just run away and 

confess her transgressions. 

It was three am that morning before Sally gave up.  Sally's husband was

working out of town leaving her alone.  Sally had attempted to sleep 

and even rubbed herself but receive no satisfaction or relief.  Very 

reluctantly Sally took the phone and dial Josh's number.  The phone 

ranged several times. 

"Hello," Josh said in a sleepy but alarmed tone since one always assumes

late night phone calls are bad news. 

"Josh, this is Sally.  I need to talk to you," Sally almost whispered. 

"Sally, do you know what time it is?" Josh said. 

"Yes, I know it is very late but I have to talk to you," Sally said. 

"What do you have to talk to me about?" Josh asked. 

"I need you," Sally whimpered. 

"You need me for what?" Josh was becoming interested in this late night

call. 

"I need you do to things to me," Sally gasped. 

"Tell me what you want me to do Sally." 

"I want you to treat me bad like you did before." 

"Sally, if you want me to do things for you, then you have to tell me

what you want in words that I can easily understand.  Do you understand 

what I am saying?" 

"Yes, Josh I want you to treat me like the slut I am.  I want you to

play with my titties and my pussy.  I want you to spank my butt," Sally 

said almost crying. 

"Ok, Sally, now I can understand you and I might be interested in

helping you.  Obviously, I can't tonight since I have to work tomorrow. 

So where is the old man tonight?" 

"Jack had to work out of town.  I am alone tonight," Sally answered. 

"What are you wearing?" 

"My nightgown." 

"Take it off little slut girl," 

"Ok," Sally took off her gown.  "I am now naked." 

"Is your pussy wet?" 

"Yes, it is real wet.  I am touching myself and it feels good." 

"Stop it right now.  You are not to touch yourself until I give you the

proper punishment for what you are doing.  Do you understand?" Josh 

ordered. 

"Yes, I understand," Sally said suddenly feeling more turn on that she

had since she last encountered Josh's ministrations. 

"You are not to wear any panties until we see each other.  When will

Jack get back?" 

"He will not be back until next week." 

"Ok, tomorrow is Friday and I do not have to work on Saturday.  Let's

meet at the hospital's back parking lot at 8:00 tomorrow night.  At 

that time we will decide where we will go for your needed discipline.  

Do you understand Sally?" Josh inquired. 

"Yes Josh," Sally answered. 

"If you really understand tell me what kind of girl you are." 

"I am a dirty little slut girl that needs you to punish me.  I want you

to spank my butt and even spank my nasty wet pussy till I cum," Sally 

said.  She was even now breathing rapid and felt her heart beat quicken 

as they talked.  Sally could not believe what she was doing.  This was 

against everything she believed but at this point she just did not 

care. 

"Ok I will see you then.  Remember what I told you, no panties and no

touching yourself," Josh commanded. 

"Yes Josh," Sally answered.  Sally knew sleep would be difficult but now

she knew she would feel the total satisfaction she most desperately 

needed. 

Josh hung up the phone. 

At 7:45 Sally was parked in the rear parking lot of the hospital.  She

sat low in the car so no one would notice her but she kept a keen eye 

looking for Josh.  At 8:15 she began to worry but then she saw his car 

pull in the parking lot.  Sally prepared herself. 

Josh pulled up next to her car and motioned for her to get into his car.

"Hi, my little slut girl," Josh said greeting her. 

"Hi, Josh," Sally replied. 

"That is not going to do Sally.  If we are going to do this you have to

be more talkative than that," Josh demanded. 

Sally knew exactly what Josh wanted. 

"Josh, please let me be your slut.  Please do whatever you want to do to

my body.  Please do things to my titties and my pussy so that I get 

what I need.  I need you to punish me and make me cum like the dirty 

little bitch that I am," Sally said.  One part of her mind screamed in 

disbelief of what was happening.  Sally easily ignored this.  Her 

passions were in control now and there was no going back.  Sally would 

do whatever she had to do to find the relief she could only find by 

following Josh's ever instructions. 

"Ok Sally, that is more like it," Josh said with approval. 

As they drove out of the parking lot Josh said, "Sally strip off all

your clothes." 

Sally was not prepared for these instructions.  "You mean right here in

the car?" 

"Yes, that is what I said.  Do it now bitch," Josh sounded angry. 

"Okay Josh."  Sally removed her blouse showing her black lacy bra.  She

then removed her pants and Josh could see the sexy matching black 

panties.  Sally paused at this point. 

"Well, what the hell are you waiting for, take off the rest," Josh

demanded. 

Sally slowly unclasped her bra and her ample breasts fell out of their

cage.  Sally's brown nipples were already swollen with anticipation of 

the upcoming night's event.  Sally then removed her panties and sat 

slumped to avoid others seeing her nude body. 

"Sit up straight," Josh said. Sally sat up straight hoping no one would

pass by and see her. 

Josh drove to a wooded area not far from the hospital.  It was an

isolated area.  Josh stopped the car and told Sally to get out.  Josh 

handed Sally and small bag. 

"Put these clothes on," Josh instructed. 

Sally pulled out a plan white blouse, a very short skirt, a skimpy see

through bra, and panties with a G-string.  Sally gasped as she held 

these wondering what Josh had in mind.   She was even more distress as 

she attempted to fasten the bra.  It was very tight. 

"Josh, I can't get this bra on, it is too small." 

"Shut up and put the bra on." 

Sally struggle and finally got the clasps on the bra fasten.  It really

pushed her breast up and it seems more of her breasts were showing than 

were covered by the bra.  Sally soon found the panties were the same 

way.  It seems it would have been less pornographic to have no panties 

at all compared to the way these panties fit.  Sally just managed to 

button the blouse and again the tightness only served to emphasize 

Sally's breast and her nipples protruded magnified by the fact she was 

now very aroused. 

"Don't button the top three buttons," Josh instructed. 

This left much of Sally's breast exposed.  It was difficult for her to

hide her erect nipples in this outfit.  The dress was little better.  

It just barely covered her panties and much of her ass was revealed 

when she moved.  The stockings and high heel shoes only added to the 

whore look that Josh demanded. 

"Now you look dressed to party," Josh said as they got back into the

car. 

Sally could not believe the thrill she was getting from looking like a

total in complete whore. 

Josh droved for a few minutes and pulled into a small store just out of

town. 

"I need a coke.  What about you?" Josh asked. 

"I don't want anything," Sally answered. 

"Well come on in the store with me anyway," Josh said. 

"I can't go in there looking like this.  What if I see someone I know?" 

"Oh I don't thing you have to worry about that.  Come on." 

Sally slowly got out of the car adjusting her short skirt as best she

could to hide as much of her body as possible.  She could see that she 

was not very successful. 

They walked into the store and there was only one sales girls sitting

behind the counter.  Sally noticed that the girl noticed her dress and 

was now staring at her. 

Josh took his time deciding on what to drink.  This left Sally standing

next to him and she noticed that the salesgirl was definitely looking 

her over. 

"I think I will have a Diet Pepsi," Josh said.  "Let's go."  They walked

up to the counter. 

"Hi, how are you tonight?" Josh asked the sales girl. 

"I'm doing fine," she replied looking directly at Sally. 

"Tell me, do you like the way my girlfriend is dressed?" Josh

questioned. 

Sally went red with embarrassment but there was more to the redness than

that.  She was really turned on by the fact she was standing there 

being critique by some young salesgirls. 

"Well she sure does not hide much.  Does she?" 

"Sally does not like to hide much.  She likes others to see her.  Don't

you Sally?" 

"Yes," Sally said. 

"Is that all you have to say Sally?" 

"I love to have people look at my body because I am a slutty kind of

girl," Sally said. 

"Wow, she is really far out.  You area real trip," the salesgirl said. 

"Is there anything you would like Sally to do?" Josh asked. 

"I am not really into other girls myself but I would like to see what is

under that dress," the salesgirl said. 

"Sally show the salesgirls that you nasty little panties." 

Sally pulled up the dress and revealed the tiny panties that mostly

failed to hide her pussy lips and did not hide any of her ass cheeks.  

Sally was mortified but the more humiliated she felt the more turned on 

she was. 

"Sally has a really nice ass.  Her pussy is pretty tight too," Josh

informed the salesgirl as he paid for his Pepsi. "Yes I can certainly 

see that," the salesgirl said. 

"Come on Sally we have to go," Josh said as they walked out of the

store.  Sally could still feel the salesgirl looking at her. 

"Sally I think you liked that girl looking at you," Josh said. 

"I did like it.  My pussy is very wet and I wish you would let me rub

it.  I need to have a release.  I am so turned on I can't stand it.  My 

pussy is burning up," Sally said almost pleading for mercy. 

"Ok we will have time for that but now you must get your punishment,"

Josh said as they got into the car. 

"By the way Sally, have you ever eaten another girl's pussy?" Josh

asked. 

"Oh God no, I would never think of such a thing," she answered with

disgust. 

"Well a slut like you may have to try a little pussy eating one day,"

Josh replied. 

Sally remained silent doing her better to resist touching her pussy. 

They drove to Josh's apartment.  Josh made Sally sit as much on the

floor of the front seat of the car as she could to hide her from any 

curious neighbors.  They pulled into his garage and he shut the garage 

door. 

"Ok, get out Sally," he ordered. 

Sally got out of the car no longer trying to hide the panties that were

easily seen under her very short dress. 

"Take off your dress," Josh commanded as Sally stood in front of him in

the garage. 

Sally obediently took off her dress and stood there with her blouse

hiding some of the tiny panties that failed to cover all the folds of 

her pussy. 

"Pull your blouse up and tie it so it does not hang down." 

Sally tied her blouse and this allowed full view of her lower body

slightly covered with the black panties. 

"Tell me you love this because of who you are." 

"I love you looking at me because I am your dirty little whore.  I want

you to play with my pussy and then spank me," Sally said in a sexy 

childlike voice. 

"Pull your titties out of your bra and let them hang out your blouse." 

Sally obeyed and stood there looking very much the slut that at this

time she wanted to be. 

"Sally you just love this don't you?" 

"Yes I love to be your slut," Sally replied. 

"Do a little dance for me." 

Sally began to move in motion to her own music.  She was swaying back

and forth allowing her hips to move backward and forward in a most 

obscene manner.  She had a very contented smile on her lips. 

As Sally continued to sway Josh suddenly pulled out his digital camera

and began to shoot.  He had several very revealing pictures before 

Sally could react. 

"Stop it.  Don't take any pictures of me looking like this," Sally said

as she attempted to cover herself up.  This was very difficult due to 

the small about of covering her present clothes provided.  As she 

struggled to hide herself Josh continued taking pictures.  In Sally's 

attempts to hide she fell on the concrete floor and this allow Josh to 

take several pictures that revealed Sally's most intimate treasures.  

He was able to get one shot of her spread eagle as she fell and panties 

did little to hide her pussy as it spread open when she tried to catch 

herself.  Sally now sat huddled on the concrete floor with her legs 

pulled up still trying to hide from Josh.  Josh's flash continued to 

indicate he was not finished taking pictures. 

"Get your little ass up," Josh shouted. 

Sally did not respond. 

"I said get your little ass up right now.  You are not being a well

behaved bitch." 

Sally just looked at up at him from the floor. 

"Sally, I am the one in control now.  Those first few pictures I took

showed you in a very naughty state of dress.  You also did not at all 

look like you were being forced to do anything.  So if you think you 

are going to cry rape or something like that forget it.  If you will 

look up in the ceiling looking right at you will notice a video camera 

that has captured everything that has happened since we pulled in the 

garage." 

"Oh Josh why did you do that.  Please don't show anyone those pictures,"

Sally was feeling rather desperate now.  She was known in her community 

as a very moral woman and this would totally ruin her reputation and 

probably end her marriage. 

"I wonder what Reverend Johnson would think of these?" Josh said. 

"Oh Josh you can't ever do that.  I will do anything you say but don't

ever show anyone those pictures," Sally pleaded. 

"Ok then get up and dance some more so I can get a few good shots of you

dancing." 

"Josh please don't take anymore pictures." 

"I guess you don't care where I show these pictures.  You are still not

doing what I am telling you to do so I guess I will have to email a few 

pictures to various people." 

"No Josh please.  I will dance.  I am getting up."  With that Sally got

up and brushed the tears off her cheeks and began swaying as Josh 

clicked off the pictures.  Sally could not believe it but this added 

danger of being exposed as a slut only made her pussy wetter as her 

libido shot straight up.  As she danced she began to shutter and as 

Josh took her picture.  Even though Sally was not touching herself she 

became so turned on that she began to have a tremendous orgasm that 

shook her entire being.  She began to hunch into the air and gasped for 

breath as the waves of pure pleasure flowed through.  She was a total 

sensual delight as Josh took many pictures of her pleasure as the video 

also captured her rapture.  Finally Sally's body could stand the 

intensity any longer and she collapsed on the concrete floor with a 

very contented smile on her face.  Sally had passed out from her 

overwhelming passion. 

Sally awakened a couple hours later and could understand where she was. 

The last thing she remembered was the intense pleasure as Josh took his 

pictures.  Now she was blindfolded and could not tell where she was.  

Her hands were tied and pulled above her head.  She could feel a rope 

under her going in her butt cheeks across her pussy.  As she tried to 

stand she also found her legs were bound.  As she tried to move she 

felt her pussy rub uncomfortably on the rope.  Sally found herself more 

or less immobile because anyway that she tried to move made the rope 

push into her sensitive pussy lips in a most uncomfortable manner. 

"Josh, where are you?" Sally cried.  There was no answer.  Sally's legs

were beginning to feel cramped but when she moved to change position 

the rope slid against her pussy.  As she shifted the rope rather 

roughly slid over her clit and Sally felt a painful reminder of her 

current situation. 

Sally sat or squatted or whatever as best she could for quite sometimes.

Finally, she heard someone come into the room 

"Josh is that you?" she asked.  There was no answer.  However, Sally

felt the rope between her legs tighten a bit as if it were being 

pulled. 

"Ouch, that hurts.  Stop it," she said. 

The only response Sally received was another pull on the rope. 

"Ouch, please don't pull on the rope.  It hurts."  The tender skin

around Sally pussy and asshole was beginning to burn as the rough rope 

rubbed against her most private areas.  Still there was no reply to her 

pleadings. 

Sally suddenly felt a hand grab her left breast. 

"What are you doing Josh?" Sally was now beginning to be alarmed.  What

if this was not Josh but someone else.  "Josh please answer me."  There 

was no answer.  All Sally received was a pinch on her left nipple. 

"Oh, my nipple is very sensitive," Sally said.  She felt something cold

press against her nipple.  Sally could do little but allow whatever was 

happening to happen.  She was totally at the mercy of this person she 

hoped was Josh. 

"Ouch," Sally said as she felt the metal clamp her nipple and squeezed

it tightly.  There was now something attached to her nipple.  Sally now 

felt her right breast being examined and the same procedure applied to 

it.  Sally could now feel her nipples hanging low with the additional 

weight of some type of clamp that was firmly attached to both nipples. 

"Please don't hurt me," Sally said now becoming even more alarmed.  As

she tried to move the rope rubbing into her pussy reminded her there 

was little she could do.  As she moved her upper body she could feel 

the additional weight of the clamps pulling her nipples down. 

"What are doing?" Sally asked as she felt first her left nipple being

pulled and then her right. 

"Owwww!" Sally cried as she felt both her breasts being pulled up by the

clamps on her nipples. 

"Please stop.  It hurts," Sally cried as she tried to sit up further to

take the pressure off her very sensitive nipples.  As she sat more 

upright she suddenly felt the rope under her tighten and now she was 

trapped between the pull of her nipples and pressure of the rope 

between her legs.  Sally could see flashes of light and she guessed 

Josh was getting some great photos of her all tied up.  But there was 

little Sally could do. 

It seemed like a long time before she felt her nipples being allowed to

fall back down.  Also the rope between her legs was loosened a bit.  

Sally's nipples were almost numb after being squeezed for so long.  She 

felt a hand hold her breast and the vice like device was removed.  As 

it was Sally felt the man begin to roughly rub her nipples and it 

suddenly sprung to life with a torrent of stinging pain. 

"Owwwww, it hurts," Sally cried and now tears were flowing.  Still the

hand roughly rubbed her nipple.  Finally, her nipple began to return to 

normal and the rough handling was not nearly as painful.  As the person 

saw this he then moved to her other nipple.  He removed the clamp and 

then began to vigourously pinch it. 

Again Sally screamed, "Owwwwww, that hurts bad!"  The pain was intense

and in the process Sally's bladder let go.  None of this had any effect 

on the person as he continued to roughly rubbed her nipple back to life 

and a normal reaction.  Finally, the nipple responded as he wanted and 

he stopped. 

Sally sat back being allowed more room to move.  She was mortified that

during this procedure she had peed all over her legs and was sitting 

kneeling in her own urine. 

"Oh, please let me clean myself," Sally pleaded.  Still no answer or

response was given and Sally simply hung her head as she felt the 

wetness beneath and wondered what would happen next. 

Sally heard a spraying sound next. 

"What is that?" she asked.  There was no response. 

Suddenly Sally felt cold water spraying into her face and all over her

body. 

"Oh it is cold," Sally groaned loudly. 

This did not stop the spray.  After what seem like a very long cold time

the spray stopped.  Sally wondered what was next but at least she was 

now clean from her pee.  Sally's body shivered with a mixture of the 

cold water and her anxiety over what would happy next.  Sally did not 

have to wait long. 

The ropes holding Sally's arms grew tight pulling her up.  Sally's legs

were now free and she was pulled upward to a standing position. 

"Owwww!" Sally cried as her leg muscles came alive after having been

bent for so long. 

Sally's legs were now pulled apart.  Sally, still not be able to see

anything due to the blindfold, stood with her hand pulled high above 

her head and her legs pulled way apart by ropes tied to her ankles.  

Sally again saw under her blindfold the flash of the camera as she knew 

more pictures were being taken. 

After a few minutes in this position Sally hands were lower but just as

she was regaining her balance and stretching her arms, hands grabbed 

her shoulders and began to push her down.  It was then Sally found what 

had been waiting for her. 

Luckily for Sally her pussy had never totally dried.  Even with the pain

the idea of this abuse still turned her on allowing her pussy juices 

more or less to continue to flow during this entire ordeal.  As Sally 

was pushed down she felt something press against her pussy hole. 

"What are you doing?" she again asked not expecting to receive any

answer. 

Her answer was to be push further down.  As she sank down she felt a

shaft go inside her all the way to push against the back wall of her 

cervix.  Sally was very full.  As she sat there she felt ropes being 

tied so that she impaled on this phallic shaped device. 

"Ahhhhhhh!" Sally cried as she felt the phallic pole inside her begin to

expand.  It was being pumped totally filling Sally's pussy and then 

more.  As it reached it full inflation Sally could hardly breathe she 

felt so full.   Sally was only given a few minutes rest when a slight 

vibration began.  The entire shaft began to vibrate but not only the 

shaft.  She was full impaled on the shaft but she was positioned so 

that her clit was flush with some type of material.  When the shaft 

began to vibrate there was small suction that Sally did not even notice 

at first but then quickly felt her small clit being suck into a small 

chamber. 

"Awwwww, it hurts!" Sally cried as she felt her clit pulled from her

body.  But then as she was about to scream from the pain the entire 

apparatus began to vibrate with strong pulses.  Sally could not believe 

the effect this was having on her.  Her entire body jerked with the 

force of the vibration.  Her clit went from a scream of pinched pulled 

pain to intense pleasure as it vibration against the wall of the 

chamber that both pulled and held it.  Sally had never known such a 

feeling. 

"My Gooooddddd!  This is going to kill me!  If feels sooooooo  fucking

fantastic!" Sally screamed as the vibrations intensified.  Sally was in 

total bliss and total rhythym with the vibrations of this machine. 

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!" she cried as orgasm after orgasm overtook her. 

"Ahhhhhh!" Sally gave one long final cry and simply passed out from

exhaustion over the intense pleasure of multiple orgasms. 

Josh looked down at the helpless unconscious Sally and knew he had done

well.  Josh had already cum three times while watching Sally in her 

various combinations of torture and pleasure.  Josh had certainly 

enjoyed himself and he had saved Sally the juice of his labors. 

"Sally, wake up, wake up now," Josh said to Sally who had slept for a

couple of hours. 

Sally slowly awakened with an extreme passive contentment written on her

face. 

"What time is it?" she asked in a sleepy voice. 

"It is now six am Sally," Josh replied. 

"Oh I can't believe it is that later," she gasped.  Sally attempted to

sit up but noticed her arms and legs continued to be tied.  Her head 

was up on several pillows but other than turn her head she could not 

move much. 

"Untie me, I need to go.  I have to get home soon in case Jack phones,"

Sally said. 

"Ok but there is one more thing you have to do." 

"What?" she asked. 

Josh handed Sally a wine glass that was almost full of a clear whitest

liquid. 

"You have to drink all of this," Josh explained. 

"What is it?" Sally asked having already guessed what it was. 

"Why Sally this is the fruit of the night.  You milked me good.  Now

this is for you.  I want you to drink all of it and not spill a drop." 

Sally had tasted sperm in the past but never this much. 

"I don't know Josh.  I have never had that much cum at one time." 

"If you are my little slut you have to love the taste of cum so let's

get you started right now."  Josh bent over and put the glass to 

Sally's lips.  Sally knew she had little choice so she took a mouthful 

and swallowed. 

"How was it Sally?" 

Sally was reluctant at first but once the cum was in her mouth she began

to get a familiar feeling between her legs.  The cum did not taste 

particularly good but it did not taste bad either.  What made it 

appetizing was the response of her pussy; her pussy loved the taste of 

cum in her mouth.  When Josh presented Sally with another sip she drank 

the entire glass licking her lips.  Sally was now indeed a cum loving 

slut. 

After Sally had finished her liquid refreshments Josh said, "Sally it is

time for you to get up and get dressed."  Sally complied knowing that 

she had to get home in case Jack phoned. 

"Before you go I want you to see something," Josh said after Sally was

dressed and ready to go.  Josh took Sally into his living room and 

turned on the TV.  Josh turned on the videotape and Sally could not 

believe what she was seeing.  She was seeing herself while she was 

being tortured by having to sit on a tight rope going between her legs. 

 The tape went on to show her titties having tit clamps on them and 

being pulled upward.  She could see the pain on her face but also 

noticed the pleasure.  Then the small penis object was put in her 

pussy.  She could see Josh pumping it up and then the camera switch to 

her face and she could see herself grimacing in pain as her pussy was 

forced to stretch to accommodate the now large rubber cock.  Sally's 

expression changed again and she remembered how the cock began to 

vibrate and the walls of her pussy became charged with sexual 

electricity.  She also saw a close up showing her clit being sucked 

into a small tube and it being tortured in a most pleasurable manner.  

Sally could not help it but as she watched and became turned on she was 

suddenly overcome by another orgasm that rocked her.  Josh watched with 

interest and of course had his video camera running. 

"I don't know what overcome me," Sally said after composing herself. 

There was still a bit of spit on the side of her mouth from her spasms 

of sexual perversion. 

"Pull up your skirt and let me see your panties," Josh said. 

Sally complied and Josh took a good photo of the wetness that now soaked

the bottom of Sally's panties. 

"We don't have time for you to change.  I have got to get you home." 

Josh took her back to where they had parked her car. 

"Till next time Sally," Josh said. 

"I don't think there will be a next time," Sally said.  Sally was very

concerned over her inability to control her passions.  It seemed that 

Josh had a way of totally controlling her and her sexual desire.  Sally 

was very afraid of anyone having that much control over her. 

"Ok Sally, whatever you want.  Call me if you want and we will have

another little adventure if I'm in the mood," Josh said knowing he 

would be in the mood. 

Sally sat in her car shivering a bit due the cool morning air and her

wet panties.  She watched Josh drive away. 

Sally sat in the parking lot a few minutes after she watched Josh drive

away.  She had many mixed emotions and she felt very confused.   The 

old Sally was feeling as if she had been thrown into a pit of hellish 

obscenity.  The more she could feel the wetness of her almost totally 

cum soaked panties the more she felt as if she was a condemned woman.  

The problem for Sally was the more disgusted she was with herself only 

served to fuel the forbidden passion that she had only recently 

discovered existed within her. 

Sally had been raised in a rather sheltered life.  Both her mother and

her father were Church people and they were all very conservative.  

However, as Sally sat there wondering what she was going to do a memory 

suddenly surfaced in her mind. 

Sally could see herself at around seven years old in the bath.  She

could only remember bits of the event but she remembered her father 

coming into the bathroom. 

"Hi daddy," Sally the child said as she greeted her father. 

"Suddenly the bright lights of a car pulling into the parking lot

awakened Sally from her trance.  Sally felt really strange now.  She 

could only vaguely remember the incident with her father but it made 

her feel very strange.   This had been a very strange night and Sally 

continued to feel both disgusted with herself but she also had a most 

uncontrollable itch between her legs.  Sally drove out of the parking 

lot and hoped to return to the sanity of her home and the presence of 

her stabilizing husband, Jack who should be returning from his business 

trip in the next day or so. 

Sally was totally exhausted as she pulled into her garage and got out of

her car.  She went into the house and fell into her husband's recliner. 

She quickly fell asleep. 

"Where am I?" Sally said as she awakened.  She looked around and was

relieved to find herself in her own living room.  It was getting dark. 

"I must have slept all day," she thought as she got up.  She felt her

panties sticking to her skin and suddenly the previous night's memories 

flooded back into her mind.  What added even more anxiety was the brief 

glimpse she remembered of the fragmented memory about her Dad and her 

alone in the bathroom. 

"I have to take a shower."  Sally almost ran to the bathroom.  She

quickly threw off the dress Josh had given her along with the blouse.  

She then tore off the tight bra and was several sizes too small.  Then 

as she pulled off the tiny panties soaked with her own cum she suddenly 

froze.  The smell and the feel of her own cum was intoxicating.  She 

could not help it but her hand went straight to her pussy and began to 

rub.  To her total disgust she pulled the panties off her legs and 

began to smell them.  Then in a fit of orgasmic insanity she began to 

rub the panties all over her face as her pussy exploded producing even 

more cum.  She rubbed her already soiled panties all over wet pussy and 

then as she came a final time she put the panties in her mouth savoring 

the taste of her own cum. 

As Sally slowly came back to herself she sat on the floor of the

bathroom and cried.  After a while she managed to shower and slowly 

came back to herself.  As she felt more like the old Sally, she 

suddenly felt hunger pains.  She had not eaten in over 24 hours so she 

put on her old jeans and a sweat shirt and went to prepared her a meal. 

"At least Jack will be home soon and maybe I can get back to normal,"

Sally thought as she ate a roast beef sandwich.  However, Sally did not 

believe things would ever get back to normal.   Something had been 

awakened in her that she did not believe would ever go back to sleep. 

Sally did not sleep much that night.  She finally went to sleep but then

awakened early.  She was pleased to see Jack driving up the driveway 

later that morning. 

"Jack, it is great to have you home," Sally said and gave him a big

kiss. 

"Wow, it is good to be back home," Jack said not expecting such a

greeting from his rather shy wife.  "What have you been up to?" he 

joked. 

"Not much, just keeping up the house and doing some things at Church,"

Sally said but thought to herself, "and being a total and complete 

slut, that's all." 

"How was your trip?" she quickly added. 

"It went okay.  The deal went through and I think we will do fine.  You

know in that motel I could not believe some of the things that they 

have on the cable," Jack said. 

"Oh, what do you mean Jack?" Sally was a bit intrigued that her

conservative husband might actually watch something nasty on TV. 

"Well I tell it was pure porno.  There were naked people doing all kinds

of things with each other, things I have never even thought possible," 

Jack explained. 

"What kind of things?" Sally asked with a hint of coyness in her voice. 

"Do you really want to know Sally?" Jack asked becoming interested in

Sally's reaction to this.  He could not believe it but this was 

beginning to turn him on.  He did not at all like to admit it but deep 

down he loved seeing all these naked men and women in their depraved 

sexuality.  He remembered being unable to change the channel and he 

remembered having an erection that hurt it was so hard. 

"Yes, I don't know much about such things.  I have seen a few things in

Cosmo magazine that were shocking." 

"You know I don't much care for you reading that magazine.  However,

these people were really wild and out of control." 

"Were the videos graphic?" 

"Oh there were very graphic.  You could see every detail of every body

in the video." 

"Were the girls pretty?" Sally asked. 

"Yeah there were some real pretty girls but most of them had what looked

like breast implants," he explained. 

"Were the women sexy?" Sally asked and demurely looked down as if

embarrassed by the question. 

"I don't know.  I mean I guess they were," Jack stuttered. 

"Did they turn you on Jack?" Sally said and again looked away as she

asked the question. 

"Sally what kind of question is that.  You know I am a faithful husband

and would never do anything to break our vows." 

"Yes, I know that Jack but were you turned on by watching those women? 

Sometimes I don't think I turn you on much," Sally said. 

"Of course you turn me on Sally. 

"But did those women also turn you on when they are doing what they were

doing?" 

"Sally, I can't lie to you.  Yes, they turned me on.  I would never do

anything with another woman but I am ashamed to admit that seeing those 

women do things did have an effect on me," Jack said. 

"Tell me something they did that you really liked," Sally asked. 

"Sally, are you sure you want to hear this kind of stuff?" 

"Yes, I want to hear what turned you on," she replied. 

"Okay, Jack said as he sat down in the recliner; the same recliner that

held Sally and her soiled panties after her adventure with Josh. 

"The story I watch was about a young girl that was hitchhiking.  A man

picked her up and she was seduced by him." 

"How did he seduce her?" Sally asked. 

"Well she was wearing a very short dress and when she sat down you could

easily see her pink panties.  She had on a very tight halter and you 

could see her breasts right through them.  As they drove off the man 

began rubbing her leg and soon he pulled over at a rest stop and that 

is when they went at it." 

"Did they show everything?" 

"Yes, they showed everything.  They both did oral on each other and then

had sex," Jack said.  Jack and Sally never did oral sex.  Jack would 

have liked it but felt it was not proper for his wife to suck a dick.  

However, he was now wishing that she would get the idea.  The idea of 

her on her knees licking his dick was beyond his imagination. 

Sally was wondering what was going through Jack's mind but she could see

from the bulge in his pants that he was getting turned talking about 

this.  Also, it had been quite sometime since they had sex and even 

then the sex was not all that exciting. 

"Did you like watching her suck him?" Sally unexpectly asked. 

Jack was shocked to hear her ask such a question but also pleased to

hear her talk like this.  "Yes, I liked it a lot." 

"Was she naked when she did it?" 

"Yes, she was naked and did a little dance for him showing him all of

her body." 

"Would you like me to dance for you Jack?  Dance and take off my

clothes.  Would you Jack?" 

Jack could not believe what he was hearing.  However, he was now very

into what was happening and felt his dick grow harder than it had been 

in years.   Jack could not believe it when he heard himself say, "Yes, 

Sally I would love to have you dance naked for me." 

Sally was sitting on the sofa across from Jack as they talked.  Sally

got up and pulled her sweatshirt off.  She was not wearing bra and her 

breasts perked up as she stood. 

"Do you like my breasts Jack?" Sally asked. 

"Yes I like them a lot," Jack replied watching his wife standing there

rubbing her own breasts. 

"Would you like to suck my titties Jack?" Sally teased. 

"Yeah those titties have nice hard nipples just like I like," Jack said

now getting into the program.  "Take off those pants," Jack commanded 

feeling strange giving his wife such orders.  He could not believe they 

were acting like this but he was now very excited by his wife's dirty 

dancing. 

Sally followed Jack's orders.   She pulled off her jeans and as she did

so her panties came off revealing the tiny bush that Sally kept 

trimmed. 

Jack and Sally's sex life had never been very exciting.  In all their

years of marriage Jack had never really looked at Sally's naked body.  

When they had sex it was always in bed mostly in the dark.  Now Sally 

was standing before him and full light totally nude inviting him to 

look at every part of her body.  When she turned around and bent over 

Jack almost came in his pants.  He did not know what had gotten into 

Sally but he liked it.  In all their years of marriage he had never had 

a view of Sally's butt and pussy like this.  It was heaven and he was 

totally beyond turned on. 

"I want you to be happy Jack," Sally said and came over and sat in his

lap.  She presented her breast to him and he eagerly suckled her nipple 

biting it rather hard. 

"Mmmmm," Sally moaned.  She was again feeling that tremendous itch

between her legs.  This time it was okay because it was with her 

husband.  This is the way it was supposed to be and she felt very good. 

She wanted to please him. 

Sally climbed off the chair and kneeled before him in the recliner.  She

zipped down his pants and pulled out his very erect cock. 

"I don't how long I can wait," Jack said feeling more turned on than he

had in a lot of years, maybe ever. 

"That's okay Jack.  I want you to feel good."  With that Sally bent down

and began to suck Jack's dick.  She looked up at him and said, "I love 

the taste of your big cock." 

Jack could not wait any longer.  He cum gushed out into Sally's mouth

and yet she continued to suck and milk all the cum out of his balls.  

Jack had never had such an experience but he knew he wanted to have it 

again. 

When Jack began to cum Sally began to rub her wet clit and as the cum

flowed down her throat she also began to experience a violent orgasm. 

As Jack finished he could see his sweet conservative wife still sucking

on his dick while masturbating herself into ecstasy.  Jack thought to 

himself, "I don't know what has gotten into Sally but I like it." 

Jack and Sally slept very well that night.  In the morning Jack felt a

bit guilty.  His conservative upbringing did not approve of such sexual 

experimentation but what went on in a married couple's bedroom was 

mostly something one kept very private.  Jack realized that he had the 

best sex in his life the previous night.  What was really nice was the 

sex was with his wife and there was always more to come.  It had been a 

very long time since he was given a blowjob, not since he was in 

college.   But now he remembered how much he liked it.  Also, the sight 

of his beautiful wife sitting in front of him with her mouth on his 

cock and her hand rubbing her own pussy was something he definitely 

wanted to see again. 

Sally was preparing breakfast as Jack walked into the kitchen.  She was

dressed in her normal conservative nightgown and again looked like the 

typical Baptist housewife. 

"Morning Sally," Jack said. 

"Good morning Jack, did you sleep well?" she replied. 

"Oh yeah, I slept great, better than I have in a long time," Jack said

and gave long sigh hoping the message would not be lost. 

"Jack I hope you don't think less of me," Sally said. 

"Why would I think less of you?" 

"I mean after last night and what I did." 

"Sally, you and I are married.  We were only doing what is normal for

married people to do," Jack explained. 

"I know but the way we did it," Sally said standing with her back turned

to Jack. 

"Sally, I really liked what we did last night and I want it to

continue," Jack said. 

Sally suddenly felt Jack's hand grabbing her buttocks. 

"You really liked it," Sally said as she felt Jack's hands moving around

her. 

"You bet I did and I think you liked it a lot too.  Didn't you Sally?"

Jack said as his finger reached up and under Sally's robe.  He was 

surprised but pleased to find Sally had no panties and his hands felt 

her already moistening pussy. 

"Oh Jack, what are you doing?" Sally acted shocked but she was already

turned on by Jack's aggressiveness. 

"I love the feel of your wet pussy," Jack answered surprising himself

that he would use such language directed at his wife. 

"Oh Jack, your hand feels good on my pussy," Sally whispered. 

Jack could not believe his wife's language but it was a real turn on. 

As Jack stood behind Sally with one hand she rubbed her pussy and with 

the other he raised her gown to reveal her pretty white ass.  Jack 

quickly pulled his now hard cock out of his shorts and it was an easy 

trip to find her tight but very wet pussy. 

"My God Jack, What are you doing?" Sally gasped as she felt his cock

enter into her pussy from behind.  They had never had sex other than in 

the bedroom and never in such a lewd position. 

"I am going to fuck your sweet pussy till you scream.  That is what I'm

doing," Jack said as he thrust forward pushing his dick deep inside 

Sally's pussy. 

"Oh Jack you shouldn't do this, not in the kitchen."  As Jack's dick

continued to pound into her pussy Sally suddenly changed her tune.  "Oh 

fuck me Jack, fuck me hard," Sally screamed as her pussy began to catch 

fire.   Sally began to gyrate her hips helping Jack thrust his cock in 

and out of her pussy. 

It did not take long before Sally felt the now familiar rush of an

approaching orgasm. 

"Oh my God, I am cummmminnnnng!" Sally screamed as the bacon burned on

the stove.  Sally did not care that the breakfast was burning.  She 

only cared about the feeling of Jack's cock buried deep inside her. 

This was too much for Jack.  Sally could feel his cockhead swell and he

began to shoot load after load of cum inside Sally.  Sally loved it.  

They both had a fantastic orgasm and both knew that their relationship 

had taken a major turn.  A turn that was very good. 

"Damn," Jack said as he sat down in the kitchen chair and looked at his

wife Sally.  Sally was leaning over the kitchen sink with her robe 

pulled up almost over her head.   Jack was looking directly at Sally's 

ass and pussy.  He could her wet pussy with some of his major cum load 

leaking out onto the kitchen floor. 

They cleaned up and as Jack left for work he gave Sally a long kiss. 

Jack went to work a happy guy.  Sally began to do some housework and 

she also felt very serene.  At least for now there were no problems in 

her life. 

Too bad for Sally her pleasures were very much entangled in her

conflicts and these would present problems for her.  As she cleaned the 

kitchen though, her future was far from her mind. 

The next few weeks found Jack and Sally's sex life to have dramatically

improved.  They were now having sex almost everyday.  Jack did not 

understand what had happened but he felt almost like a kid again, a kid 

in Sally's candy store. 

The change began one night while Sally and Jack were playing around. 

Sally was sucking on Jack's balls and she squeezed them tightly 

together.  Even before this Jack had noticed Sally was more 

adventuresome in their sex life. 

"Oh Sally, I love it when you do that," Jack moaned. 

"Do what? Squeeze your balls and their little sack?" Sally asked. 

"Yes, that feels great.  It is just what my mom use to do," Jack

suddenly caught himself. 

"What did you say?" Sally looked up wondering if she heard correctly

what he said.  When she saw the look on his face she knew she had heard 

him say that his mother used to pull on his balls. 

"I mean, I don't know what I mean," Jack stammered. 

Sally moved herself next to Jack.  "Why don't you tell this mamma all

about it." 

Jack talked very little about his early life.  Sally knew his mother had

died when he was 14 and then his father, an alcoholic, had died when he 

was 17.  He had been raised after that by his Aunt and Uncle. 

"When I was little and my brother and I would misbehave my mom would tie

a string around our balls.  To make us do what she wanted she would 

just pull on the string and that would get our attention very quickly.  

I spent a lot of time with a string around my balls.  Sometimes she 

would tie a string from my brother's balls to my balls.  She would then 

have one string to control both of us.  As I got older she continued to 

do this.  Often she would keep both of us naked with the string tied 

tight as we had to clean the house." 

"At some point she began to notice that we would both have our little

cocks sticking straight out as she held onto the string.  She seemed to 

like this and would even kiss our dicks when we did a good job." 

"When I was 11 and John was 10 it happened.  We were tied together our

cocks sticking out cleaning the kitchen when she came in to inspect.  I 

noticed my cock felt even harder than normal as she looked about the 

kitchen and then looked at us." 

"My you boys have done such a good job, come over here and let me kiss

you," Mom said. 

"We walked over there and she began her normal playing around.  This

time was different.  She bent down to kiss it and then my cock exploded 

in her face.  I shot a load of cum all over her.  That was the last 

time she kissed our cocks.  I guessed it finally dawned on her what was 

happening and so she never said anything more about it.  From then on 

there were no more tied balls or anything out of the ordinary." 

"Well Jack I am your mommy now," Sally said as she got up. 

"Where are you going?" Jack asked. 

"I will be right back." 

Jack waited and Sally quickly returned. 

"Look what I have," Sally said and produced a long string of nylon cord.

"I am going to tie some balls." 

Sally expertly tied the cord around Jack's scrotum.  She used a slip

knot that allowed her to easily tighten the cord squeezing Jack's nuts. 

"Oh God!," Jack exclaimed and felt his dick harden almost immediately. 

Jack was dressed in his normal work clothes but as he was dressing 

Sally unzipped his pants and pulled his dick and balls over his 

underwear and tied his balls. 

"Do Mommy's little boy like that?" Sally teased. 

"Yes Mommy I love it," Josh replied in a little boy's voice. 

"Ok then you have to do something for Mommy," Sally said. 

"Ok Mommy what do you want me to do?" 

Sally stood up and sat on the table in directly in front of Jack.  She

opened her robe to reveal she was naked underneath. 

"I want my boy to lick my pussy before he goes to school.  Will you be a

good boy and do that," Sally asked. 

"Yes Mommy, I loved to lick your pussy," Josh replied and began to lick

Sally's juices that were already flowing. 

"Ohhhhhh, you are such a good boy Jack.  Suck Mommy's clit so she will

cum," Sally said. 

Sally could feel it would not take long and her orgasm began to build. 

"Oh yes Jack, yes Jack," Sally whimpered and felt her pussy tingle with

pleasure. 

As things settled down Sally pulled on the string and said, " Now it is

time for Mommy to take care of her little man."  Sally bent down and 

began to suck Jack's hard cock.  It did not take long. 

"Oh yes Mommy," he exclaimed continuing their game of Mommy-Son.  Jack

could not believe what a turn on this was for him. 

Sally felt his cock swelled and sucked in earnest to get her sweet cum. 

"Yes suck it Mommy I am cumming."  Jack shot his load straight down

Sally's throat and she loved every bit of it. 

As Jack composed himself and removed the string from his balls he said,

"It's late I've got to get to work.  He gave Sally a kiss and rushed 

out the door. 

As Sally sat back her rob still open and her pussy still wet from both

her own juices and Jack's salvia her thoughts turned to Josh.  She 

could not help it.  Jack was the love of her life but it was just not 

enough.  It went against everything she knew but she could not help it. 

 "It is time for another adventure with Josh," Sally thought to 

herself. 

It was later that day that Sally got up the nerve to call Josh. 

"Hi Josh, it's Sally," she said into the phone. 

"Hello Sally, what can I do for you?" Josh answered with a question. 

"I don't know.  I just wanted to see you," Sally began to stammer not

knowing exactly what she wanted from Josh. 

"Are you still a nasty little bitch with a wet pussy?" Josh suddenly

asked. 

"I don't know," Sally replied shocked at Josh directness. 

"That won't do Sally.  I am going to hang up unless you tell me what you

want." 

Sally could feel her anxiety rise but she did want to see Josh.  She

knew what Josh wanted.  It was all a part of his game. 

"Josh I am your slut.  My pussy is very wet just thinking about you and

the things you do to me.  I want you to make me as nasty bitch and you 

can.  I want you to fuck my pussy and my asshole and do whatever you 

want with my body," Sally gasped already feeling a new moistening in 

her pussy, the same pussy that her husband Jack had just eaten. 

"That's much better.  When do you want to get together?" 

"Jack is leaving Thursday.  So either Thursday or Friday would be good

for me." 

"Ok, meet me at Wal-Mart's parking lot on Friday evening at 8:00.  I

want you to dress up as a little girl.  Make sure all of your clothes 

are at least two sizes too small.  Wear a very short skirt and no 

panties.  Also, put your hair in pigtails and wear black heels.  I want 

your clothes to have a young girl look, but a very nasty young girl.  

Do you understand?" 

"Yes, I understand Jack," Sally whispered feeling very excited at the

thought of their adventure.  There was a part of Sally that was 

disgusted by what she was going to do but her disgust only fueled the 

excitement that she felt. 

"And Sally do not touch your pussy until then.  Do not do anything that

would satisfy your sexual craving until then.  Do you understand?" Josh 

commanded in a firm voice. 

"Yes Josh I understand," Sally felt her heart sink at the thought of

having to wait until Friday.  She quickly removed her hand that had 

already traveled between her legs. 

"And Sally if there are any indications that you have played with that

nasty pussy of yours then the date is off.  And Sally I will know." 

"I understand Josh.  I will not touch my pussy until then," Sally sighed

already feeling a burning itch in her clitoris that was already 

demanding attention. 

"Till Friday," Josh said and hung up. 

Sally sat with the phone still to her ear and wondered what she had just

done.  However, she knew that she would be there on time to meet Josh. 

The next day Sally went to a few stores where she was not known.  She

did not want to run into anyone who would see her make these purchases. 

 She bought a pushup bra two sizes too small.  She wondered if she 

would be able to breathe with it squashing her breasts. 

When buying a blouse the salesgirls asked, "Don't you think that is a

little tight fit?" 

At the time Sally was trying it on and having difficulty buttoning the

buttons. 

"No, I like it this tight," Sally said as she noticed the salesgirl's

disapproving look. 

Sally gathered the rest of her evening's outfit.  Back at home she

dressed and looked at herself in the mirror.  She looked like a real 

slut.  She could feel her pussy crying and had to be careful not to 

keep her legs too tight together.  It would not take much for her to 

have an orgasm without even touching herself.  Sally had to wait for 

Josh. 

Sally arrived at the Wal-Mart parking lot on time.  As usual Josh made

Sally wait a while.  Finally, she saw his car pull up to their 

designated meeting spot. 

"Hi Sally," Josh said. 

"Hi Josh," Sally said and looked down. 

"Get in and let's go," Josh ordered without even looking at Sally. 

Sally was somewhat disappointed that Josh did not comment on her slutty

outfit but Sally never knew what to expect from him. 

"Tell me what you want," Josh suddenly said. 

Sally knew what he wanted her to say.  He wanted her to degrade herself

in the most disgusting kind of way. 

"I am your dirty little slut and my pussy is wet for you.  Please put

your cock in my hole," Sally pleaded. 

"Oh we will get to that you little bitch.  Yes, I have some real fun

lined up for you," Josh chuckled. 

They drove for about two hours.  Sally had no idea where they were going

but sat in silence while he drove. 

Once after about an hour Josh said, "Take that flashlight and let me see

your pussy." 

Sally took the flashlight and raised her dressed.  The light from the

flashlight illuminated her freshly shave cunt and Josh nodded in 

approval. 

"Is it wet?" 

"Yes, it has been wet since we talked on the phone," Sally whimpered. 

"And you have not touched it?" 

"No Josh I have not touched it," she answered. 

"So what have you and Jack been doing lately?" Josh asked. 

"What do you mean?" 

"Are you guys fucking a lot?" Josh quizzed. 

"Yes, I guess so," 

"What do you mean you guess so? Don't you know? 

"Yes, Jack and I have been fucking a lot.  We have been doing it a lot

more lately," Sally replied. 

"So what does Jack like for you to do for him?" Sally did not like the

idea of telling Josh about her sex life with Jack but she was now under 

Josh's control.  She told him about the string around Jack's ball. She 

also told Josh about Jack's early experiences with his mother.  She 

told Josh how much Jack like for her to pretend she was his Mommy. 

"That is very interesting Sally.  Do you think Jack even sucked off his

brother?" 

"He did not say anything about that," Sally answered.  She had not even

thought about that.  She could not see her Jack sucking off a guy. 

"I bet he did.  I bet there is a lot he didn't tell you," Josh said and

laughed. 

A few minutes later they arrived at a large ranch house. 

"Here we are," Josh announced as they drove up the driveway.  There were

several cars parked in front of the house. 

"What are we doing here?" Sally questioned.  It looked like there was a

party of some kind going on. 

"They are expecting us.  Get out," Josh ordered. 

Sally got out of the car and pulled her dress down as far as it would go

but that did not cover much of her long legs. 

Josh knocked on the door and it was answered by an older man dressed

very formal. 

"Come on in Josh.  We were wondering when you would get here.  Is this

your slut?" 

At first Sally wondered if she had correctly heard what the man said. 

She soon found that she had. 

"Yes, Sally here is a real slut.  Tell him Sally." 

Sally blushed but felt she had to obey Josh's commands. 

"Yes sir I am a slutty girl and I love to play with my pussy," Sally

said in almost a child's voice. 

"Oh we are going to like you.  Come on in and meet everyone." 

Josh and Sally were lead into a large room brightly lit with a fire

burning in a large fireplace.  Sally noted there were 9 other men and 5 

women standing around talking.  Sally also noted with great 

embarrassment that she was the only dressed like a slut.  Everyone else 

was dressed in formal evening wear and they were all looking at her as 

she came into the room. 

"This is my friend Josh and his slut Sally," the man announced to the

crowd. 

Sally wanted to crawl under the rug as everyone stared at her with stern

looks. 

"Hi everyone," Josh said greeting the people.  "Sally, tell them what

you like to play with." 

Sally looked at Josh not believing what he was asking her but knowing

she would obey said, "I like to play with my pussy." 

Several of the men smiled.  Sally did not like the looks they were

giving her.  Several of the women also had rather evil smiles.  Sally 

now noticed that she was by far the youngest person there.  Everyone 

else was very stately looking as if they were of a high society type 

group that would not have approved of Sally's low status on a normal 

day much less a day like today. 

"Come over here Sally," the older man instructed.  He led Sally to a bar

that was about four feet high.  Before Sally knew what they were doing 

Josh and the man lifted her up on the bar. 

"Stand there like a little slut Sally," Josh ordered.  "No not that way.

 Open your legs a little, a little more.  There, now you can get a good 

look at your pussy.  Now when a person comes to get a drink you ask, 

‘do you like my pussy?'  Do you understand Sally?" Josh finished his 

instructions. 

"Yes, I understand," Sally replied.  Sally had never been more

embarrassed in her life but she had never been more sexually charged in 

her life.  She could feel the moisture beginning to flow from deep 

within her. 

Sally could see the men looking up her skirt.  Her clean smooth pussy

lips were clearly visible to anyone standing at the bar. 

"Do you like my pussy sir?" she would ask each man. 

Sally now spent the next hour standing on the bar as just about everyone

came to the bar to get a drink. 

"My, my such a pretty little pussy girl."  An older lady said as

approached the bar.   She looked directly at Sally's pussy.  "Well are 

you going to ask me?" 

"Do you like my pussy madam?" Sally asked. 

"Why yes I do," the lady answered.  "My you look a little wet," the lady

said seeing droplet forming on Sally's pussy lips. 

Sally could not believe when the lady took a small spoon and reached up

sliding the spoon along her pussy lips.  Sally felt a charge of 

electricity shoot through her and her body trembled at the touch of the 

metal. 

"My, you are wet," the lady said looking at a small puddle of Sally's

cum juices that she collected on the spoon. 

Sally watched in amazement as the lady smelled the content of the spoon.

"You have a most definite aroma," the lady said looking back at Sally's

pussy. 

Sally could not believe the effect this was having on her and more

juices began to flow.  The lady noticed this and took another spoon to 

Sally.  The lady was able to gather almost an entire spoonful of 

Sally's cum juices. 

"My, you are wet little girl," the lady said. 

Sally could not believe as the lady lifted the spoon to her own very

proper lips and pour the entire contents of the spoon on her tongue.  

Sally watched as the lady tasted Sally's most intimate excretions and 

smiled. 

"Mmmmm, you taste good too," the lady said and smiled. 

Sally stood there for another few minutes and she saw Josh and the older

man. 

"Come on down Sally.  It's show time," Josh said as he helped her off

the bar. 

They walked to the center of the room where there was a table about 3

feet high, 3 feet wide, and about 6 feet long. 

"Up you go Sally," Josh and helped Sally onto the table. 

"Pull up your dress," Josh ordered. 

Sally pulled up dress revealing her pussy and ass to entire crowd. 

Everyone had gathered around the table now and was carefully watching 

Sally. 

"Sally take off your clothes," Josh commanded. 

Sally unbuttoned the tight blouse and let it fall.  She unbuttoned the

short dress and it fell to the floor leaving Sally standing the table 

with nothing but a necklace and a bra.  She unsnapped the tight bra and 

her breasts fell free.  She left on the necklace. 

"Doesn't she look like a slut?" Josh asked. 

"Yeah, a real slut," the crowd agreed with the speaker. 

"Sally lie down on the table and spread your legs," Josh commanded. 

Sally wondered what was going to happen.  She did not know if she wanted

to be gang raped but it looked like that was what was going to happen 

as the first man walked up to the table.  He was standing in front of 

the table, her legs spread before him.  He then grabbed her ankles and 

pulled her toward him.  He then unzipped his pants and pulled out his 

now erect cock.  Sally prepared herself for a fucking but instead he 

began to furiously masturbate and quickly shot his load onto her 

stomach and chest.  Sally could feel the wetness of this man's cum all 

over her body. 

The next man did the same.  Sally could not believe what was happening. 

As each man shot his load on her, Sally's on sexual tension was 

building but she could do nothing about it.  After the tenth man spewed 

his schism on her, Sally was almost covered in wet cum.  Some of it was 

beginning to dry on her. 

"Just lay there like a cum covered slut," Josh commanded. 

One of older females now approached Sally.  Sally watched as the lady

pulled her breasts out of her dress and let them hang.  The lady then 

reached down and let her finger move across Sally's stomach and 

gathered cum on her finger.  She brought her finger to her mouth and 

licked the cum off her finger.  The lady them lean over and licked some 

of the cum off Sally's very erect nipples. 

"Oh, please lick me," Sally moaned as she felt the lady's tongue flick

her rock hard nipple.  Sally was frantic with unfulfilled sexual 

tension. 

The lady leaned over and allowed her own hard nipple to rub against

Sally's wet cunt.  Sally felt another bolt of electricity run through 

her body and the lady's nipples nicked Sally's engorged clitoris. 

"Oh, my God, I need it, I need something in my pussy," Sally begged. 

She wiggled on the table but knew she was helpless until someone 

allowed her to cum. 

Each lady approached the table, revealed their breasts, tasted the cum

on Sally's body, and then allowed their breasts to rub Sally's pussy 

and clit.  They did not do so long enough for Sally to get any real 

satisfaction but long enough to intensify the already explosive desire 

that Sally was feeling. 

Now the ladies were surrounding Sally as she lay on the table.  They all

bent over and began lick Sally's body being careful to avoid her pussy 

and to avoid allowing Sally to have an orgasm.  After a few minutes 

Sally was totally cleaned of all the men's cum but as yet she still had 

not achieved any satisfaction.  She was almost mad with desire. 

Sally had not noticed but Josh had now walked up to the table and was

standing between Sally's legs and they bent off the table. 

"Are you ready Sally?" Josh asked 

"Please fuck me Josh.  Please fuck my pussy, stick it in deep and hard

and fuck me," Sally begged. 

"Okay Sally," Josh replied and pulled out his rock hard cock. 

Two of the women now bent over the table and began nursing on Sally's

nipples.  Another lady bent down and began thrusting her tongue into 

Sally's mouth.  The other two ladies bent down and one began to lick 

Sally's stomach and the last waited for Josh to insert his cock. 

A man approached each lady and lifted her dress up revealing their

panty-less pussies.  The men quickly rammed their cocks into the 

waiting cunts and began fucking. 

Josh now rammed his cock into Sally's wet pussy.  Josh could hear the

slurping sounds he began to fuck Sally.  The last lady now bent down 

and was able to lick both Josh's cock and Sally's clit as Josh fucked 

Sally and the lady was being fucked from behind. 

There were five ladies each being fucked from behind as they ministered

to Sally's body.  Josh was left to minister to Sally's cunt and as 

Sally began to explode. 

"Oh Gooooood!," she screamed and felt as if she had totally lost her

mind.  There were so many sensations going on in her body that it was 

sensory over load.  All the pent up sexual desire was being released at 

last and Sally had previously been unaware that anything could feel so 

good.  Her pussy was exploding with juices wetting Josh's balls. The 

lady's face who was licking Sally's clit was covered with Sally's 

juices. 

"Ohhhhhh!," Sally continued to moan as she felt Josh's cock thrusting

into her most sacred orifice.  This along with all the ladies licking 

was fantastic.  Sally could vaguely hear each lady as she began to cum 

and each man as he shot his load into his lady. 

Josh could feel his balls beginning to contract. 

Sally could feel Josh's dickhead swelling forcing her pussy to open even

more. 

"Ohhhhh!" Sally screamed as a tremendous wave of passion engulfed her. 

"Ohhhhh, Sally you slut, I am cumming," Josh screamed as he continued to

rammed his cock into her. 

As a last wave of passion flowed over Sally, she could feel Josh's cock

pumped his sperm deep within her womb.  It was just too much.  Sally 

felt her consciousness explode and she slipped into a deep unconscious 

slumber.  Sally had a big smile on her face as she slept. 

Sally continued to sleep even as Josh loaded her into his car.  She

slept all the way home but suddenly felt Josh rudely shaking her to 

awaken her. 

"Wake up Sally," Josh said in a loud voice. 

"What, where am I?" Sally said still in a fog. 

"You are back to your car.  Here are your keys now get out," Josh

barked. 

Sally was still unsure of what was happening but suddenly all the event

of the night began to flood back into her mind.  She felt Josh open the 

door and felt the cold night air on her body.  It was then she noticed 

that she was totally nude and being pushed out of Josh car onto the 

parking lot. 

"Get out Sally!" Josh shouted. 

The cold air and the fact she was totally naked in her hometown on the

Wal-Mart parking lot brought Sally back to full consciousness.  It was 

just in time because Josh had pushed her out of his car and she was now 

standing nude next to her car.  Luckily, it was 4 am and there was no 

one around.  Sally quickly jumped into her car and drove off hoping no 

one had seen her. 

Sally was completely spent when she managed to climb into her bed early

Saturday morning.  She awakened late the next morning with many mixed 

emotions over what had transpired the previous night.  She could still 

smell the sex on her.  Sally had never in her wildest imagination 

considered participating in an orgy, not the conservative Baptist 

woman.  Now, not only was she was a very willing participant, she was 

the main attraction and she hated to admit how much she enjoyed it.  

She had never felt anything near the rush she had felt as she reached 

her final climax of her multiple orgasms.  Sally did not know what she 

should feel. 

Sally climbed out of bed and went to the shower.  As she felt the hot

water caress her body she could not believe that she still had sexual 

desire.  Sally pulled the removal shower head down and as she used the 

water to massage her body she slowly moved the spray down to between 

her legs.  It seemed her pussy was never getting enough stimulation.  

As the water gushed between her legs, caressing her clitoris, and even 

some flowing up in her, Sally felt another orgasm building. 

Sally slow sank to the floor as a very quiet orgasm shuttered through

her.  It was as if it was an after shock of the previous night. 

"Mmmmm," she said as the small eruptions moved her body against the

water. 

"Ahhhhhhh," she whispered as the last wave of the small orgasm left her

body. 

"What am I becoming?" Sally wondered as she dried herself off and looked

at her body in the mirror. 

"Jack will be home tomorrow and I will just relax until then," she

thought to herself not wanting to think about things but being unable 

to stop thinking.  Sally wanted to blame Josh for everything that had 

happened to her but knew that she had been the willing recipient of all 

his abuse.  She liked it.  She knew if she never called Josh again, he 

would never bother her.  He had told her this much and had kept his 

word.  It was only when she contacted him and begged him to abuse her 

that he would.  Even then she knew she could always choose to quit and 

he would let her.  It was just she never made that choice. 

Saturday progressed and Sally was beginning to feel rested but still

troubled.  She had washed all her clothes from the previous night and 

was sitting on her bed folding them.  She had a special place in the 

closet to hide them from Jack.  She did not want to have to explain 

them to him.  Although she wondered if they turned Josh on so much she 

guessed Jack would like them too. 

Sally decided she would go for a drive to just get away from things for

a while.  She put on skirt and a blouse and got into Jack's old Mustang 

convertible.  She put the windows down and let her hair blow in the 

wind. Sally drove for a while and found herself on the highway.  There 

was little traffic and Sally was enjoying herself.  She was driving in 

the right lane and was passing a large truck.  She got beside the truck 

and could see the driver.  He was looking at her and smiled.  She 

smiled back and suddenly felt that tingle. 

"Oh no, what am I thinking?" Sally said to herself but knew it was too

late. 

Sally and the truck were the only vehicles in sight on the hilly road. 

Sally continued to drive next to the truck and began to let her dress 

slowly slip up her long legs.  She noticed that the truck driver was 

noticing. 

Soon Sally had pulled her dress up to the point that the truck driver

could see her white panties.  Sally then proceeded to unbutton her 

blouse.  She was wearing an old bra that was kind of loose and worn.  

This gave the driver even more of a view.  Sally looked up at the guy 

and he had a large grin on his face.  At this Sally allowed her right 

breast to slip out of the loose bra giving him an unobtrusive view of 

her breast. 

Just as she pulled out her boob she noticed them coming up on traffic

and this brought her back to the reality. 

"I can't believe I did this," Sally said and quickly put her tit back in

its bra and buttoned her blouse.  She pulled down her dress and got off 

at the next exit.  As she got off the truck passed her and honked his 

horn in appreciation and her little show. 

Sally returned home and had a good night sleep.  She was looking forward

to her husband's return in the morning and a return to normalcy or at 

least their normalcy. 

The next morning she awoke early.  When she heard Jack drive up the

driveway she ran out to welcome him home. 

"Jack, I am so glad you are home," Sally said with a grin. 

"I am glad to be home," Jack replied giving his wife a big hug. 

After they had breakfast they sat in their patio and had their coffee. 

They were just chatting when Sally suddenly asked, "So did you watch 

anymore porno?" 

"Well now that you mentioned it, yes I did.  I saw several, one of them

was about some college girls that like to be exhibitionist and let guys 

see them.  It was pretty hot," Jack explained. 

"You'd better watch it, looking at all those young girls.  You better

not get tired of me," Sally responded half joking and half serious. 

"You don't ever have to worry about that.  You are the one for me.  But

I have to admit I like looking at all those young bodies." 

"Yeah, there are some cute sexy girls out there and guys I might add,"

Sally said. "Yeah some of the guys make me feel pretty little if you 

know what I mean," Jack said and laughed. 

"I like this one just fine."  Sally reached over and grabbed Jack's cock

through his thin shorts.  His cock began to respond almost at once. 

"Yeah, I like the way that feels."  He hesitated and then added,

"Mommy."   Jack liked their new Mommy game. 

"What else did you see on those nasty videos Jackie boy?" Sally asked. 

"I saw two girls playing with each other.  They were putting dildos in

each other's pussy.  I saw guys fucking girls in all kinds of positions 

and some fucking them in the ass.  There was even one that had two guys 

sucking each other," Jack explained. 

"What did you think of that Jack?" Sally asked wondering about his

reaction to homosexual men. 

"I don't know about that Mommy," Jack replied rather cryptically. 

"What do you mean you don't know?  Have you ever sucked a cock little

Jack?" Sally could not believe she was asking this. 

"Have you ever eaten another woman's pussy Mommy?" Jack responded. 

"I guess that is fair trade," Sally answered.  "A few times in college I

drank a little too much and I did do some things with my roommate.  Ok, 

your turn to tell the truth." 

"When I was in high school I became friends with an older guy.  I had

not really had much experience with girls and stuff.  A few times he 

and I got together and watched some porno tapes and kind of did a few 

things," Jack responded. 

"I guess we are both learning things about each other," Sally laughed. 

Sally had not taken her hand off Jack's cock and it was now poking out

through the thin material.  Their patio was somewhat secluded and 

private so they were not very concerned about anyone seeing them. 

Sally reached down and unzipped Jack's shorts and his dick sprang free. 

"There there you nice cock.  You needed a bit of freedom," Sally said. 

"Thank you Mommy, that feels real good.  Show me your titties Mommy,"

Jack said in his best little boy voice. 

Sally reached down and opened her blouse.  She was still wearing the old

bra and allowed her right breast to plop out.  Sally was now sitting 

with one breast revealed. "Do you like that Jackie boy?" 

"Yes mama, I like that a lot." 

Sally reached down and before Jack knew it she roped his ball with her

cord.  This was also part of their new sex game; Mommy has Jack by the 

balls. 

"I've got you good Jackie boy." 

"Yes Mommy, you have me real good," Jack answered with a grin. 

Sally still sitting with her right breast hanging out said, "Come here

little boy I have something I want you to do."  As she said this she 

turned in her seat and pulled down the jogging shorts she was wearing. 

"Come over here and eat this for desert."  Sally sat there with her legs

spread and she pulled her pussy lips apart.  She then tugged on the 

line and Jack went down on his knees and began lapping her cunt. 

"It tastes so good Mommy," Jack gasped as his tongue massaged her clit. 

"Oh yes Jack, Oh you are such a good boy, eat my pussy and then I will

let you fuck it," Sally cried as she felt his tongue go deep inside her 

pussy. 

After a few minutes on intense pussy eating Sally tugged on the cord

giving Jack a signal something else was happening.  Jack's balls were 

very sensitive to the string so it was easy to get his attention. 

Jack back off and Sally slid out of the chair.  She got on her knees and

raised her ass in the air inviting Jack to fuck her.  As Jack got ready 

to mount her Sally brought the ball string up over Jack.  The string 

went from his balls, up the crack of his ass, over his shoulder, to 

over her shoulder.  This allowed Sally to pull his balls backward as 

Jack fucked her. 

Jack had a bit of surprise for Sally.  He first slid his cock into her

wet pussy to moisten and lubricate his dick.  He then pulled it out and 

with a quick thrust he slipped it through her asshole and began fucking 

her in the ass. 

"Oh my God," Sally gasped as she felt Jack's dick in her butt hole. 

"What are you do, you nasty little boy?" Sally said.  Sally's asshole

was a virgin and she had never experiences an ass fucking.  She found 

she liked it.  It was a unique feeling that made her clit swell with 

pleasure.  Sally reached under herself and began to flick her clitoris 

while Jack pumped away as her asshole. 

Jack was very much enjoyed the tight orifice and he also loved the

feelings of his balls being pulled behind him each time he thrust deep 

into his wife's bowls. 

"Oh Mommy you feel so good.  I am going to give you a big present," Jack

said as he felt his dick begin to swell. 

"Mommy loves you fucking her in the ass.  I am going to cum you little

bastard so fuck me hard," Sally grunted and pulled the string a little 

tighter. 

This was too much for Jack and he began to empty his load deep into his

wife's ass. 

"Oh yessssss," Jack cried. 

"Oh yesssss," Sally cried and they both reached their orgasm. 

Jack finished depositing his load and climbed off Sally.  He pulled his

dick out with a plop sound. 

"You are not through yet," Sally said. 

"What do you mean?" Jack asked. 

"You fucked me in the wrong hole so now you have to clean me up.  Lick

your cum off my asshole," Sally ordered. 

Jack did not know whether he liked the idea of eating his own cum but he

knew he liked fucking his wife's ass.  If this is what it took to get 

that he would do just about anything.  Jack bent over and began to lick 

up rather large globs of his own cum as he oozed out of Sally's 

asshole.  Jack remembered the taste of cum and found he was enjoying 

eating his wife's asshole filled with his own cum. 

Sally had never had her asshole licked and she found that she liked it. 

It was a real turn on having her husband down on his knees eating her 

ass out.  Sally hand slipped back down to minister to her pussy. 

Jack felt Sally's hand rubbing her pussy so he helped.   As he stuck his

finger up her pussy hole Sally began to cum again. 

"Oh Jack, suck my ass, suck my ass!" Sally cried. 

Jack literally began to suck Sally's ass and even more of his cum began

to flow out of her asshole.  Jack was careful to lap up every drop. 

"Oh Jack that was great!" Sally exclaimed as she collapsed on the patio

floor with Jack at her side.  She gave him a long wet kissed and 

enjoyed the taste of the mixture of his cum and her asshole. 

Jack and Sally spent a leisurely Sunday.  They watched a little TV and

had a nice supper.  As they were getting ready for bed Jack noticed a 

Church bulletin lying on the table. 

"Next Sunday we need to go back to Church.  We have not been in a couple

of weeks," Jack said. 

"Yes you are right, we need to go back and see Reverend Johnson.  He

always gives a good sermon," Sally replied. 

The next week went mostly uneventful.  It was on Tuesday night that Jack

and Sally were talking.  They had been watching a Wild On show on E 

when Jack asked, "Do you ever think you would flash someone like those 

girls are doing?" 

"Oh I don't know if I could do that or not," Sally said thinking of her

last adventure with Josh. 

"It is kind of sexy to see them do that, don't you think so?" 

"Yeah, it is kind of sexy to think some other guys would like to look at

my body," Sally said getting a little bolder. 

"I wonder if you would be interested in us going and shopping for some

trashy like clothes for you?" Jack continued. 

"What did you have in mind?" 

"Oh I don't know.  Maybe something too small.   Something that shows a

little too much of your body.  Something kind of tacky.  What do you 

think?" Jack asked. 

"I think it would be fun.  We could at least go shopping and see what we

find." 

"Okay, it is settled.  On Saturday we will go shopping and just see what

we find. 

On Saturday they drove a few hours to another town where they were not

likely to run into anyone they knew.  They went to a few stores before 

they came to a large flea market type place. 

"Let's see what we find here," Jack said. 

"Okay, I think they have some old clothes and if nothing else it will be

cheap," Sally answered. 

They walked around for a while and found mostly junk.  But then they

entered a small building that was nothing but older clothes. 

"Look here Jack," Sally said as she picked up a very short skirt. 

"Yeah that looks like what we want," he said.  He walked over and found

a large assortment of old blouses that were see through.  He picked out 

three or four and showed them to Sally. 

"Okay let's get those," she replied.  She also found some pants that had

a zipper that went from the button all the way to the crotch and then 

back up the ass. 

"Gee, you could totally expose yourself in that outfit," Jack laughed. 

"Look at these," Sally said as she picked up some bra that had openings

for the nipples to stick out. 

"Okay that ought to be enough," Jack said. 

"That will be $45.00," the clerk said as they checked out.  "You guys

seem to like to play.  If you want a really good selection of such 

stuff at a reasonable price go down to Bill's Adult Store.  It is about 

3 miles down the highway.  He has all kinds of things." 

"Okay we might give him a visit," Jack said noticing that the man was

really giving Sally the once over. 

"That guy was looking you over good," Jack told Sally as they walked to

the car. 

"Yeah I know.  I liked having him look at me like that.  Am I a bad

person for that?" Sally asked. 

"No, if you are then I am.  I liked watching him look at you.  I had to

look at something else because I was getting a hard on," Jack replied. 

Bill's Adult Toys was just down the road.  It was in an older building. 

It had a wide assortment of lots of different things ranging from 

videos to dildos.  As they entered Jack walked over to display of 

vibrator and Sally went to look at the videos. 

"This looks interesting," Jack said.  He picked up and butterfly device

that had a wireless remote control.  "I wonder if this work." 

"You bet it works," Bill said having overheard Jack's comments.  "You

stick that on you wife and you can drive her wild at anytime.  She will 

do anything for you." 

"$150 is a bit much for a vibrator," Jack responded. 

"Not for that vibrator," Bill said. 

Sally walked up to see what the guys were discussing. 

"Bill says this is a very special device that could drive you crazy,"

Jack told Sally. 

"Let me look at it," Sally said and took the small vibrator.  It was

shaped somewhat like a butterfly with two dicks; both about two inches 

long but of different diameters.  It had three Velcro straps to wrap 

around the body and hold it in place. 

"Why don't you give it a try?" Bill offered. 

"Oh I don't know about that."  Jack laughed but looked at Sally. 

"It totally cleans and after use it can be submerged in alcohol to kill

any germs or disease," Bill added.  "The lady can go in the dressing 

room and put it on and you can see how comfortable it is to wear.  It 

is easy to put on. You place it right over your pussy with this on your 

clit."  He pointed to a little suction device.  "This goes into your 

pussy and this goes into your asshole," he explained as he pointed to 

the two protrusions.  "Take this little pump and pump them as large as 

you want," he said and handed her a little bulb with a tube on it.  He 

showed her where the tube fit into the device. 

"What do you think Sally?" Jack asked and winked at Sally 

"I have never seen such a thing but I guess I could give it a try,"

Sally said. 

"The dressing room is right over there.  When you finish put your

clothes back on and come back in here.  You will not be able to tell 

you are wearing anything special," Bill said with a big smile. 

"Ok," Sally said.  She smiled at Jack and disappeared in the dressing

room.  It took a few minutes to strap on properly but Sally had no real 

problems.  The little suction device fit snugly over her clitoris.  

Sally placed both little dicks and their respective holes.  She 

attached the pump on the one is her pussy and gave it a pump. 

"My!" she exclaimed to herself as the little dick swelled inside her. 

"I think I might like this." Sally pumped it a little more for a tight

fit and then pumped the one in her ass.  She then dressed. 

"It feels kind of funny.  Do you turn it on or something?" Sally asked

standing looking at herself in the mirror.  She could detect nothing 

unusual in her appearance. 

"This is what makes it worth $150.00," Bill said and produced a small

device that looked something like a TV remote control. 

Bill looked at Jack and said, "Do you mind if I turn it on?" 

Jack looked a Sally and smiled.  "No, I don't mind turn it on." 

Bill looked down at the device and then at Sally.  "Ok, here goes." 

He pressed the on button.  He reached and slowly turned one of the

buttons. 

Sally immediately felt a tingle in her spine as the device that was in

her ass began to vibrate. 

"Oh, I feel it," Sally said and a shutter went through her body. 

"That was for the rear," Bill explained to Jack.  "This one is for the

pussy hole." 

"Oh damn," Sally said as she felt her most inner body begin to tremble

in rhythm to the two vibrators inserted into her.  Sally could feel her 

juices begin to flow. 

"Now this is the one that gets them," Bill pointing to the next two

buttons.  "This one turns on the little suction device.  It will get 

her attention when it comes on." He pushed the button. 

"Damn!" Sally said and straightened up as if someone grabbed her.  Her

hand went automatically between her legs. 

Both Jack and Bill were staring at Sally.  Both had budges in their

pants as they watched her react to the stimulation going on between her 

legs. 

Sally looked up at them with a very wicked smile.  She was swaying

slowly and her hands rose to cup her own breasts as she watched the two 

men watch her. 

"Now for the best part," Bill whispered anticipating the next move.  He

turned the last small button.  This turned on the vibrator attached to 

the suction cup that was currently attached to Sally's now very swollen 

clitoris. 

"Oh my God!" Sally moaned as she felt the direct stimulation of her

clitoris along with the vibrations deep within her womb and her bowels. 

It was too much and Sally slowly slid down onto the floor. 

The men watch as Sally began to wiggle and hump in a most provocative

and obscene manner. 

"Holy shit," Bill said.  "Hope you don't mind."  Bill pulled out his

erect cock and began to masturbate as he watch Jack's wife humping the 

air on the floor. 

Jack looked over at Bill's actions.  He too felt a hard cock in his

pants. 

"What the hell!" Jack said as he pulled out his own dick. 

Sally was in her own world of ecstasy and did not care that there were

two men with their cocks in their hands watching Sally grinding her 

hips in the air fucking a vibrator.  In fact she liked it and she 

experienced orgasm after orgasm lying on the hard floor of Bill's Adult 

Toy Store. 

Jack and Bill were working their own cock.  Jack was watching both his

wife on the floor but found he was also turned on by watching Bill's 

masturbating looking at Sally.  Jack began to wonder about what Bill's 

cock would taste like when Bill began to shoot his load onto the 

counter top. 

"Oh shit, that woman is something," Bill said as he pumped out the last

cum. 

Jack was standing next to the counter with own cock in his hand.  When

Bill shot his load he was standing on the other side of the counter and 

some of his cum landed on Jack's hand.  Jack lifted this hand and in a 

moment of unreality licked a glob of Bill's cum into his mouth. As he 

tasted the rather acidic white fluid he felt his own dick swell. 

This was too much for Jack. 

"Oh!" Jack groaned as he shot his load on the same counter as Bill.  As

he pumped the last bit of cum out of his dick he watched as Bill leaned 

over and licked up a large amount of both their cum now mixed together 

on the counter. 

Both men looked back at Sally who was now a limp mess on the floor.  She

continues to make spastic movement since the vibrator continued to 

operate. 

"Turn it off," Jack shouted coming back to his senses. 

Bill turned it off. 

Jack went over the Sally.   She was totally spent but had a smile on her

face.  Jack pulled down her pants right in front of Bill. 

"Help me get this thing off her," Jack told Bill. 

"My pleasure," Bill answered.  He unstrapped the device and pulled the

two inflated cocks out of Sally's pussy and asshole with a pop sound. 

"Mmmm," Sally moaned as they came out. 

Jack noticed Bill managed to get one finger into Sally's pussy as he

pulled the device off.  Bill then licked his finger. 

"Very good," he said 

Jack helped his wife pull up her pants.  As they were leaving the store

Jack told Bill, "I think that vibrator is just a little too much for 

us." 

"I understand," Bill said as he watched them walk out the door. 

"Cum again." 

Sally and Jack were a very happy couple.  Their sex life had

dramatically improved and both their libidos were higher than they had 

been in years.  Jack did not know what had happened but he was very 

pleased.  Sally had very guilty feelings over what she had done with 

Josh but could not help but like the way things had changed and she 

owed most of this to Josh.  Josh had awakened feelings in Sally that 

she thought were dead.  Now they had arisen and Jack was also the 

beneficiary. 

"Jack, get up.  We are going to be late for Church," Sally said to Jack

as she shook the bed. 

"Okay, I'm up," Jack said slowly rising from the bed. 

They both dressed and Jack was reading the Sunday paper as Sally walked

in to the room. 

"Do you like my new dress?" Sally asked. 

Josh looked up and saw that Sally was wearing a black dress.  It had a

conservative look but was rather short.  Short enough to give a strong 

sense of sexiness. 

"Yeah, I like the dress very much," Jack said. "Pull it up a little and

let me see what is under it."  Jack used to be very conservative when 

it related to sex.  He would have never asked his wife to exhibit 

herself like this. But now he loved to have Sally display herself for 

him, the more obscene the better. 

"Oh Jack," Sally said and pulled the skirt up so Jack could see her

black lacy panties.  He looked at her soft creamy thigh and the secrets 

of her womanhood hidden by the black silk of her panties. 

"Come over here a minute." 

Sally walked over to where Jack was sitting.  She was still holding the

dress up so that he had a good view of her dark panties. 

As she reached him he grabbed her by the waist and pulled her close to

him.  He put his face in her crotch.  He expertly pulled her panties 

aside and gave her pussy a good licking. 

"Oh my Jack, that feels really great.  I wish we could but we are going

to be late for Church," Sally said regretting they did not have time to 

finish.  They had not been to Church for several weeks and Sally wanted 

to go. 

"Ok Sally," Jack replied smacking his lips.  "Let me do one thing." 

Jack quickly pulled Sally's panties down her long legs. 

"Step out of them." 

"What are you doing Jack?  I can't go to Church without panties on," she

said. 

"Oh yes you can," Jack replied and Sally stepped out of the panties. 

"Jack you are crazy," Sally said and felt the cool air on her exposed

pussy.  She could feel a familiar tingle and she could feel a bit of 

moisture and that was more than just Jack's saliva.  Lately Sally's 

pussy was almost always moist, a moisture fueled by her newfound 

libido.  It seldom left her.  Sally loved it. 

"Let's go," Jack said. 

Sally smoothed out her skirt.  It seemed that her skirt was much shorter

than it had been when she was wearing panties.  Sally hoped she didn't 

leak on anything. 

The Temple Street Baptist Church in Mastersonville was a small Church. 

The Reverend Alfred Wallace had been minister there for the past four 

years and both Jack and Sally liked him.  He could be somewhat stern 

but he gave good sermons. 

The Church did not have pews but congregation sat in folding chairs. 

The congregations usually numbered between 30 and 40 people.  They had 

a choir of six or seven and Mrs. Carol Wallace, the minister's, wife 

played the piano.  Sally really like Mrs. Wallace.  She seemed to be a 

very nice person. 

Sally and Jack sat on the front row and Sally waved to Mrs. Wallace who

was seated slightly above the congregation at her piano.  She had 

already begun playing when they arrived.  She smiled at Sally as they 

sat down.  Sally was careful to pull her dress down as she seated 

herself.  She was unaware that the style of the dress made it possible 

for a person with just the right angle to get a good view all the way 

up her long legs every time she crossed her them. 

Mrs. Wallace was unaware of the show she would witness today. 

Reverend Wallace was a rather strange man.  Jack and Sally were unaware

of this only knowing him in his ministerial role.  Mrs. Wallace was 

very aware of her husband's strange ideals but her codependency kept 

her line and she could not even conceive of a life without him. 

Carol Wallace was well aware that her husband had often been unfaithful

to her.  She not only knew this but her husband sometimes enjoyed 

telling her the details of his escapades.  She felt her husband's 

actions were wrong but he always explained his actions away.  Carol 

also disagreed with some of his ministerial counseling techniques.  He 

countered that while they were unusual, they were very successful.  

Carol had to admit from what he told her that his techniques were 

effective. 

Her husband's favorite counseling always involve a female who was

suffering from some type of depression.   Usually they were having some 

type of marital difficulties and Reverend Wallace usually was able to 

help. 

Carol and her husband had a very strange relationship but all in all she

was secure with it.  She was even okay with their very strange sex 

life. 

This morning Carol began playing.  She watched as Jack and Sally sat

down.  She saw Sally smile at her and she returned the smile.  However, 

as Sally sat down Carol noticed something odd. 

"I don't think Sally is wearing panties," Carol said to herself as she

continued to play.  She always thought of Sally as very conservative 

and proper.  She could never think of Sally as doing something as 

strange as coming to Church without panties. 

The song finished and the preliminaries to the service began.  Carol was

able to sit back a little to await her next song.  She sat in an area 

where she was not very visible to the congregation.  Her husband wanted 

all eyes focused on him while he spoke.  Carol was fine with this and 

liked the fact she could look out over the congregation largely unseen 

behind the piano. 

Today she was paying special attention to Sally.  The next time Sally

crossed her legs, there was a brief time that her short dress rose up 

and as Sally adjusted it, the dress rose even higher.  As she moved her 

legs into a new position Carol got a direct view of Sally's vagina.  

Carol could even tell that Sally was clean shaven. 

All during the service Carol caught glimpses of Sally's pussy.  She

could not believe what she was seeing.  Carol was the only person 

positioned in a way to be able to see up Sally's skirt and she was 

definitely taking advantage of the view.  What bothered Carol the most 

was she also could believe the effect it was having on her. 

Carol was not much of a sexual person.   About the only sex she

performed was oral sex on her husband.  This was not in a loving or 

even sexy manner.  It was mostly the fact that her husband liked her in 

a very subservient role.  Alfred Wallace often would sit in his large 

easy chair and have her kneel between his legs.  While he read the 

paper Carol would minister to her husband's usually limp dick.  He 

liked the fact that she had it in her mouth and did not seem to care 

whether he became hard or not.  He also liked her to suck on his dick 

while he went to sleep.  Carol accepted this as part of being his wife. 

 She did not always like it and seldom obtained any sexual pleasure 

from it but it was part of her duties.  As result Carol was even more 

surprised and somewhat alarmed by the fact that her seeing Sally's 

pussy in Church was awakening her libido. 

What Carol did not know was that Jack had caught a glimpse of Carol

watching his wife.  Carol was so involved in catching glimpses of 

Sally's pussy that she did not noticed Jack watching her.  All during 

the service Jack kept an eye on Carol and the fact she was looking at 

Sally's pussy was very obvious.  Also the fact that several times Carol 

had smile on her fact indicated she might be enjoying the show. 

Reverend Wallace said goodbye to all his members and then he and Carol

returned home.  They had a nice meal, Carol was a good cook, and 

retired to the living room.  Reverend Wallace sat in his chair. 

"Come here Carol," he called.  This was their normal routine and Carol

was very used to it.  Usually after a sermon her husband needed some 

down time.  This meant it was time for her to go to work. 

As usual he would give her instructions and she would comply. 

"Come here Carol." 

Carol walked over and stood before him.  She was still wearing her white

blouse and long skirt. 

"Open your blouse." 

Carol unbuttoned her blouse revealing a white bra that totally engulfed

her rather small breasts. 

"Take off the blouse and bra so I can see your tinny titties," he said

in gruff insulting manner. 

Carol took of the blouse and bra.  She stood there before him with her

34 b size breasts. 

"Go get the squeeze," he instructed. 

Carol did not particularly like her husband's invention.  He had taken a

car's inner tube and created his own idea of a bra.  Only this bra did 

not really support anything but was very tight and made her small 

breasts protrude in a rather obscene manner. 

Carol returned with the squeeze. 

"Ok come here and breathe out," Alfred instructed his wife.  The

squeezed did not cover her breast but encircled them.  It was designed 

so it fit like a very large rubber band around her breast squeezing 

them outward.  It then had a strapped that went around her back pushing 

her breasts out even further. 

"Ok let me see what we have." 

Carol back away and stood before her husband.  She still had on her

skirt but her small breasts now were squeezed tight and jutted forward 

almost looking as if she had a boob job. 

"Not bad today Carol.  You look like the good Church woman you are." 

Alfred always felt he deserved more than Carol.  But he also knew that 

no other woman would ever put up with the things he made Carol do.  He 

took a perverse pleasure in degrading her and felt this was simply his 

right as her husband. 

"Ok, Carol pull off your skirt," he continued 

Carol pulled off her skirt revealing her white cotton panties. 

"The panties." 

She took of the panties and stool before him.  He always demanded that

she be totally clean shaven. 

"Get the special pantyhose and let's see how you look." 

Again this was his own design.  The pantyhose were made of strong

material but at the time again he added some things from his inner 

tube.  The effect was to cover her feet and legs with the hose 

material.  Then a rubber belt around her waist held it up but other 

than two small striped down her side her entire pubic regions was open 

for view. 

Carol stood there before her husband. 

"Yes, you look like the good wife now.  But you know even with all these

efforts I go through you still are sexy enough to give me an erection. 

Get down here and suck on my manhood while I read the paper." 

Carol knelt down between her husband's legs.  He was now wearing only

boxer shorts.  She pulled his limp dick out and began to nurse on it.  

She knew she might be spending the remainder of the afternoon in this 

position. 

What was unusual today was her thoughts were returning the Sally and

Sally's pussy.  As she thought of this she noticed that the straps of 

the squeeze felt rather good today.  She noticed that her nipples were 

somewhat perky.  Also, she could feel the air of the room circulating 

around her own pussy and realized there was some moisture.  Carol was 

not allowed to touch herself but while her husband read his paper she 

slip her hand quickly along her cunt and shivered at the sensation. 

The only thing that ever seemed to arouse her husband while she suckled

his cock was when he told her stories of his ministerial counseling.  

He had some very unorthodox techniques but they actually seemed to work 

with the right person. 

"I saw Beth Anderson for the last time on Wednesday.  She is doing quite

well now," Alfred said as he put down the newspaper and looked down at 

his wife continued to suck his dick. 

‘My technique is quite good.  It is just too bad that I can not tell

anyone about it.  I would be thrown out the Church if I did. 

Alfred thought back to his counseling sessions with Beth. 

Beth Anderson had only been married for 6 months when she approached

Reverend Anderson with some problems in her marriage.  He agreed to 

meet with her and she appeared at his private office. 

"What is the problem?" he began. 

"My husband does not seem to notice anymore.  When we were dating he was

always nice and considered.  Now he all he does is come home from work 

and either watch TV or play computer games.  He is not even interested 

in sex," Beth explained. 

"So what do you do about it?" he asked. 

"Not much.  I ask him to spend time with me.  I even tried a couple of

times to talk to him about sex but I am very uncomfortable talking 

about such things." 

"Why are you uncomfortable talking about sex to your husband?  He is

your husband," Alfred said to make a point. 

"I don't know I am very uncomfortable saying anything about sex." 

"Do you think sex is bad?" he asked the young girl.  He noticed that she

was dressed in baggy pants and loose fitting blouse that revealed 

little of her figure. 

"No, I don't think it is bad.  It is just nasty." 

"What is nasty about?" he continued to pursue the subject noticing that

Beth was becoming very uncomfortable. 

"It just is.  My father used to tell me how bad women were that really

liked sex.  I feel guilty just talking to you about." 

"Sex is a very natural human experience and there is nothing nasty about

it," Alfred felt he could help this girl with his illegal techniques. 

"I know that but I do feel that it is.  I guess this may be part of my

problem with Mike.  He wants me to be more adventuresome but I just 

can't," Beth explained now near to tears. 

"So what kind of sex are you comfortable with Beth?" Alfred asked. 

"Just the normal kind," she replied looking down. 

"What is the normal kind?" 

"You know, in the dark, in bed, he gets on top." 

"That's it.  This is the only kind of sex you like." 

"That is the only kind I will do.  Anything else and I begin to feel

terrible," she replied now some tears were forming. 

"Do you ever let Mike see you in the nude?" 

"Oh no, even if he walks in while I am showering then I become upset and

he usually get angry with me." 

"No wonder you are having problems in your marriage Beth.  I don't know

where you got all the negative ideas about sex but sex is a good 

thing." 

"I guess my father told me all the bad things.  My mother died when I

was 9 and my father raised me.  When I began to develop and go through 

puberty things were difficult for us.  He used to make fun of me and 

told me boys would never like me.  Beth was now sobbing. 

"It sounds as if your father was emotional abusive to you.  Did he ever

beat you?" 

"Yes, whenever I did anything he did not like.  He would make me pull

off my pants and lay on his lap.  He would then pull down my panties 

and give me a spanking.  It always hurt badly." 

"Did he ever look at you naked?" 

"Yes he would inspect me several times a week.  He wanted to see how I

was developing.  He was interested in my breasts.  He made fun of them 

and this really upset me.  I did not have anything to do with boys 

until I met Mike.  He was different but now I can not even make him 

happy.  Beth took several tissues and dried her eyes. 

"Well Beth the good news is I can help you." 

"Oh can you Reverend Wallace?" 

"Yes, I can.  However, the technique that I use is strongly opposed by

my superiors.  If you decide to let me help you, you must agree that 

everything that happens here is between you and me, no one else can 

know.  If you were to tell them then my technique will not help you.  

Is that understood?" 

"Yes Reverend Wallace.  I trust and will do anything that will help my

situation." 

"Okay with this procedure I will ask you to do some things that at first

will increase your anxieties.  This is all part of the process and the 

way it works.  At anytime you can tell me to stop and I will.  Okay?" 

"Yes, I understand," Beth whimpered. 

"Now you have to understand that you have many problems with your

sexuality and that is where we have to begin.  We have to work on 

making you more comfortable with sexual issues.  You will be required 

to do some things that make you uncomfortable.  Again, at anytime you 

can tell me to stop.  Also, everything that happens is confidential and 

will never leave this room." 

"Yes I understand and I am will to do whatever I need to do," Beth

replied. 

"Ok the first thing is for you to come over here," Reverend Wallace

said. 

Beth stood up and walked to the center of the room.  Alfred got up and

sat in a chair with Beth facing him. 

"Ok the first thing we will work on is your feelings about your body. 

Remove your blouse," he ordered. 

"What do you mean remove my blouse, right here in front of you, a

preacher?" Beth was petrified. 

"Yes, that is exactly what I mean.  Beth you can either do this or not. 

It is up to you." 

Beth looked at Alfred and began to unbutton her blouse.  Her husband,

Mike, had only seen her a few times in her bra. 

"Go ahead Beth," Alfred urged. 

Beth unbuttoned the last button and let the blouse drop to the floor. 

She stood there and Alfred looked at what he judged to be 36 c breasts. 

 He noticed that the bra completely hid them and there was nothing 

sexually attractive about the bra. 

"How do you feel Beth?" 

"I feel terrible.  You at sitting there and looking at my nakedness." 

"Beth, you are not naked.  I can see very little of your body.  For this

to help you, you need to tell me everything that is going through your 

mind." 

Carol Wallace continued to suck on her husband's flaccid cock as she

watched his eyes closed.  He often would fall asleep and she was left 

to minister to his cock until he awakened.  This was sometimes for over 

an hour.  However, as Carol continued to suck she was thinking of 

Sally's pussy and was feeling very odd sensations in her own pussy.  

She was also surprised that her husband's cock began to twitch.  

Between the thoughts of Sally's naked pussy, her own pussy's 

sensations, her husband's twitching cock, Carol wondered what did 

happen in Beth session that was causing her husband's cock to begin 

awakening from its long slumber. 

"But Reverend Wallace I feel so naked.  Just standing here in front of

you." 

"Search within yourself Beth.  Do you feel anything else?" 

Beth was silent for a moment and whispered, "Yes, I feel something else.

I feel funny in my stomach." 

"Is it a good feeling or a bad feeling?" Alfred asked. 

"I don't know.  If feels funny.  I feel tingling inside me." 

"Okay that is a good sign.  It is a sign that we should progress. Okay?"

"Okay, I guess," Beth said very unsure of what was happening to her. 

"Remove your sweat pants," Alfred ordered taking note of Beth's

reaction. 

"No, I can't do that.  You will see my legs and my panties.  No please

Reverend, don't make me do that!" Beth pleaded. 

"Beth, I am not going to make you do anything.  If you want things to

get better then you have to choose to do what I ask.  I am only working 

toward helping you," Alfred said but noticed there was something 

beginning to awaken inside his trousers. 

Beth now in tears reached down and unfastened the string holding on her

sweat pants.  She pulled them open and allowed them fall down her legs. 

She then stepped out of them and stood before Alfred. 

Alfred took a slow looked at Beth.  She was standing there with her head

bow.  She had nice long legs, she was wearing white cotton panties, her 

stomach was tight, and her breasts were of a nice size even though the 

ugly bra covered most of them.  Alfred also noted Beth had a very cute 

face. 

"Beth, look at me." 

Beth slowly let her eyes meet Alfred. 

"Why are you so ashamed of your body and the way you body works?" 

"I don't know.  It is wrong to let anyone see me like this." 

"What's wrong with you letting someone you care for admire your beauty?"

"It's just wrong.  It is nasty.  You should not enjoy such things," Beth

whispered. 

"No Beth, someone has told you the wrong things.  Your body is beautiful

and you should enjoy letting someone else appreciate you.  Your husband 

is a man.  A man wants to admire his wife's body.  He wants to use all 

his senses in enjoying your body and you will not let him.  No wonder 

there are problems in your marriage. 

Beth stood there with her head bowed.  "I can't help it." 

"Yes you can Beth.  Take off your bra," Alfred suddenly ordered. 

"No please, I can't do it.  I have to go Reverend.  I can't take anymore

of this," Beth was almost hysterical. 

"Okay Beth, get dressed and we will end.  I don't think you are ready

yet to make real changes.  After you dressed you can leave.  If you 

should change your mind and want to continue then I am available.  

Otherwise, we will end this counseling now.  Just remember everything 

that has happen is totally confidential and you can not tell anyone 

about.  I was just trying to help you but if you can't complete the 

counseling I understand." 

"It is not your fault Reverend Wallace.  I just can't do it," Beth cried

as she was pulling on her clothes. 

As Alfred Wallace was sitting in her chair thinking about Beth's lovely

body he felt that is cock was indeed alive.  Both the loveliness of 

Beth and the power that he commanded over her fueled his erection.  He 

knew that she would be back and he knew that he would not only see all 

of her body he would have Beth pleased his own manly desires. 

As Alfred Wallace considered this he felt his wife, Carol, continuing to

suck on his now very rigid staff. 

"Carol, you suck it hard bitch," he shouted. 

This brought Carol out of her daydreaming about watching Sally's sitting

naked in Church.  She began to pumped and suck her husband cock 

surprised at how hard it was.  She knew he would be depositing his load 

very quickly.  Carol always felt good when she could make her husband 

cum no matter what it took.  She had also learned to love the taste of 

his wonderful cum and never let a drop escape her mouth. 

"Ohhhhh," Reverend Wallace moaned as his cock spewed it content down the

back of Carol's throat.  She drank every bit of it. 

Alfred sat back contented as another Sunday ended. 

Sally and Jack also had a nice quite Sunday.  After they left Church

they went out to eat at local restaurant.  Sally made it a point to 

allow Jack to finger her a few times in the restaurant.  She was turned 

on enough to cum but restrained herself. 

As they were eating Jack said, "Sally, I think Carol was looking up your

dress during the entire service." 

"What are you saying Jack?  No way," Sally answered. 

"She could not see me but I was watching her.  Everything time you moved

or crossed your legs she was looking very closely.  I think from her 

vantage point she was looking right up your dress to your pussy," Jack 

explained. 

"Wow, how did she react?  Was she mad?" 

"I was afraid we might get into trouble at first.  But then I watched

Carol and I don't think Carol was angry.  I think after the first shock 

was over Carol was enjoying seeing your pussy." 

"I can't believe that," Sally said in amazement. 

"Well, you did not see the smile on her face like I did," Jack answered.

"You are telling me that the minister's wife, that super straight lady,

was enjoying looking up my dress at my cunt?" Sally asked. 

"I think that just about sizes things up.  We may need to have some fun

with letting her see something.  What do you think Sally, wouldn't that 

be fun?" 

"Jack that turns me on just thinking about it." 

"Well then why don't you take off that dress and let me tickle your

pussy right now," Jack said. 

Sally reached up, undid the fastener and let the dress slip down her

slim body.  She stood there with nothing on but her bra and her black 

heels. 

"Damn, you look sexy as hell and on a Sunday afternoon," Jack gasped

looking at his wife almost nude body. 

Sally bent down and kneeled in front of Jack.  Before Jack knew what was

happening she pulled down his zipper and pulled out his harden cock.  

She then quickly lassoed his balls with the cord she was not keeping 

near her. 

"Oh Mamma!" Jack exclaimed as he felt the cord tighten around his sack. 

With his balls on a string, and his cock and balls hanging out of his

panties, his naked wife gave the cord a yank as they walked into 

kitchen. 

"Come here little boy," Sally said.  Sally undid his belt and let his

pants and underwear fall to the floor.  She unbuttoned his shirt and 

pulled it off.  She then pushed him down on their oak dining table. 

"Mamma, what are you doing to your little boy?" Jack asked in a boyish

voice. 

"Mamma is going to fuck her little boy's brains out," Sally said and

laughed. 

She continued to pull on the cord as she took Jack's cock into her

mouth.  Sally noticed a bottle of molasses on the table and poured it 

on the head of Jack's cock. 

"Mmmmm, tastes so good," Sally said as she licked the syrup off Jack's

cock and balls.  As she licked she stuck a finger up his ass and said, 

"What a good boy you are." 

Sally then climbed on the table and impaled herself on Jack's hard cock.

 She rode him up and down until she felt her own juices build and an 

orgasm began to flow. 

"Oh God, what a great Sunday!" Sally exclaimed as the first wave of

orgasm flow through her cunt. 

"Oh God yes, what a great world!" Jack said as he released his load deep

within his wife's womb. 

(Disclaimer:  I hope I don't need to say this but I will anyway.  If you

are seeking counseling from a minister or counselor and they attempt 

Reverend Wallace's counseling technique I would highly recommend you 

immediately find another counselor.) 

The Substitute Paperboy
By BigJon
Taken from www.eroticstories.com
...OK. Now I know this is a petty thing to let bug a person, but it

bugged me enough for me to look into it, and so far I'm glad it did. 

Otherwise who knows, I probably would've never met her. Now shes got me 

wondering just where, and how far, it'll go. But I'm getting ahead of 

myself...let me explain... 

It all started a few months ago when I started getting the daily paper

delivered to my home. I'm the type of person who likes things done a 

certain way, and that includes my paper. Hey, I'm not overly picky, but 

I don't want to find it up on the roof, under the bushes, or sitting 

unwrapped in the rain. Not alot to ask, is it? 

After a few complaints I called to cancel my subscription. The person at

the paper office said they had just fired the kid who had my house, and 

a new guy was starting tommorrow. Would I be willing to give him a 

shot? (See, they just hate to refund money once it's in thier hands). I 

said yeah, I'd give it a week or so, and then decide. 

Well, almost every evening since then, I come home and find the paper

neatly rolled up on my porch. If it's raining, it's also wrapped in a 

plastic bag. On Sunday mornings I find it on my doorstep and never even 

hear the guy delivery it. 

The best part is that it almost always is at my place before 1:00 p.m.,

so I figured it must be an adult, as a younger person would do thier 

route after school. 

I know it's a guy because once in a while I've seen him delivering

papers in a black Chevy Blazer, and just before last Christmas, I met 

him and gave him a few kind words & a great tip for the service. 

So where's this all leading, you're wondering...? Bear with me another

minute and I'll try to explain. You now have the background of the 

story. 

See, every once in a while I'll finish work early and the paper won't be

there yet. Sometimes it doesn't get to my house until nearly five 

o'clock, and although that's still pretty good, a person gets used to 

the early delivery. Worse is that it's either on the roof or in the 

bushes! 

About a week ago, I had fifnished a project unexpectedly early and went

home to catch up on some things around the house. It was a warm spring 

day, and I loved to do the yardwork; mow the lawn, rake, and keep the 

place appearing neat. 

I was working in the garage and I heard a 'thump', up on the roof above

me. In a second I glanced at the clock. Five fifteen p.m. I recognized 

the sound, combined with the time, as the 'late paper'. 

I hit the opener to see if I could solve the mystery of the late

delivery. As the door went up, I ducked under and caught sight of the 

paperboy getting ready to pedal away on his bike. 

I called out to him, hoping to explain myself and solve the problem, or

at least understand the reasons why. I opened my mouth to say 

something, but he just turned and looked at me, and then pedalled away. 

What's up with that? It wasn't as though I was gonna chew him out or

anything. But I did get a look at him. He had blue jeans, a sweatshirt, 

and a baseball cap on. 

I didn't get a good look at his face as he wasn down at the end of the

drive by the time I came out. I figured it was probably the younger 

brother of my regular guy, or maybe even a substitute from the paper's 

office. 

I called the paper office, and found out that my regular guy was on

vacation for a week, and he had found a substitute to take care of his 

route. I hung up thinking...I'd be waiting for this substitute the next 

evening. 

The next afternoon, I was sitting on my porch having a drink. (Jack

Daniels on the rocks). About 5 p.m. I could see the bike working it's 

way down the block. Man oh man did this guy have a bad arm! He couldn't 

throw worth a crap. I actually felt sorry for the guy, and told myself 

to be easy on the guy. 

He rode up my drive and saw me sitting there. I knew that with me

sitting on the steps, he'd have to walk up and hand it directly to me, 

and that's what he did. Then I'd have him, I figured, and could ask him 

to be more careful with my paper. 

Only it didn't quite work out that way...see, he rode up to the house,

layed down the bike and the paperbag, took out a paper and walked right 

up to me. 

As I reached out for it and said Hello, he took off his cap and shook

out his long blond hair, and flashed me a bright smile. It was then 

that my voice failed me and I got an unexpected surprise. 

He was not a he, he was a girl. I mean, she was a girl. I sat

dumbfounded for a second as she reached out and shook my hand, saying 

"Hi, it's nice to finally meet you in person". 

I remembered thinking at the time, her hand was as soft as rose petals.

"W..What...Oh yes, Hello there", I managed to say as I recovered from 

my initial surprise. 

I think timed stopped for a moment, or at least it slowed down a bit. I

only remember thinking, 'How could I think this was a boy yesterday'? 

She was clearly a girl. A woman. Was it the way she was dressed, or 

perhaps the distance? Maybe I should get my eyes checked. 

She appeared to be about 18 years old. She had shoulder length straight

blond hair, bright green eyes, full red lips that are still smiling at 

you, you moron...say something! 

"I'm Jon, I don't believe we've met", I said as I let go of her hand.

Almost instantly I wished I was still holding it. She smiled at me 

knowingly, as if she knew what I was thinking. She told me her name was 

Jessica. Jessica, Jessica, Jessica...I thought to myself. 

She was about 5'5", & wieghed about 110 lbs. She had blue jeans on again

today, but they weren't baggy like yesterday, they were those new 

hip-hugger style and they fit her like a glove. She wore a hot pink 

halter top, with thin straps over her shoulders. It only came down to 

the top of her tummy, which was flat & smooth, and showed off her 

pierced belly button nicely. She also had a great set of tits...I'd say 

about a 34B, and on her small frame, they really looked sweet! 

I asked her what happened to Jim, my normal paperboy, and she explained

that he took a vacation. She didn't mind making a little extra cash, 

because she was saving for a car, so she agreed to do his route for 2 

weeks. Afterall, he was her older brother. 

I smiled when she said that, and she smiled back at me. She went on to

tell me that though we hadn't formally met, she had seen me a lot, as 

she had been riding with Jim getting to know the route and had asked 

him about me. 

"What do you want to know, Jessica", I asked? She quickly blushed a bit

and said, "Well, you know, just stuff about the route, just small talk, 

stuff like that..." Then she smiled again, and I could swear I saw 

something more in that dazzling smile of hers. 

Then I asked her if she wouldn't mind trying to get my paper on the step

tommorrow. She galnced at the ground, then back at me and nervously 

said, "Well, if you're gonna be here, I could hand deliver it again, if 

you like". She was blushing again. 

I said something a little bold to judge her reaction. I told her I'd

make a point of waiting her, each and every day that she'd be doing the 

route, and already couldn't wait for tommorrow. Her face was litterally 

beaming. And because of her reaction to my staement, I was smiling too. 

Then she got bold too and told me, "Tommorrow maybe I'll do your house

last". 

"Why would you do my house last, my dear", I asked? 

"Well, I want to see if you'll really wait for me, and then if you do,

we'll have more time to talk. Right now I have to finish the route". 

Turning, she walked the few steps to her mountain bike, bent over to 

pick it up, and looked back to catch me checking out her beautifully 

shaped ass. 

"See you then, Jessica", I said. 

"O.K.  Bye, bye, Jon", she said as she waved and rode down my drive. 

I stood and gazed after her, watching until she was out of sight,

wondering to myself....just where was this leading? 

...Needless to say, I had a lot of trouble concentrating that Wednesday

evening, as well as the following day. I didn't get to much work done, 

my thoughts drifting back to Jessica, the things we said, and even more 

the things we hadn't said. Maybe I was reading too much into the whole 

thing, it could just be my dirty wishful mind. 

I figured I'd go home, do something around the house, and keep the old

brain on other things. Besides, what could she see in me? I was in good 

shape since I started working out last year, but still, I was twice her 

age. Not that my 5'10"/190 lb. frame, dark hair & blue eyes didn't get 

a fair share of looks, I just figured with her looks she would have to 

beat those young men off with a baseball bat. 

Unfortunately I kept myself a little too busy. I was standing on the

deck adding chemicals to the hot tub, when I heard her soft light voice 

behind me. 

"Ummm...Knock Knock. Here's yer paper", she said, and I almost stumbled

as I spun around quickly, slightly startled. I stood there looking at 

the vision before me, almost in a daze. "I knocked, but then came 

through the garage when you didn't answer". 

She was just as stunning as I had remembered. Today she was wearing

white cutoffs, sandles, and a bright yellow half shirt. Her hair was 

tied in a ponytail. (I think I said a silent prayer). 

I walked to her and reached for the paper, saying hello and that it was

fine that she came and found me. As I grabbed the paper, she held onto 

it firmly, as if to make me pull it out of her hand. When I gave it a 

little tug, she took a step forward, so that we were only a foot apart. 

She told me that she was all done with her route for the day. We stood

nearly toe to toe, watching each others eyes, and I was fighting the 

ugre to take her into my arms and kiss her. I didn't want to blow it, 

or scare her away, before I even knew what was happening, if anything. 

We exchanged some small talk and I discovered some more things about

her. She was a high school senior and actually only lived a mile or so 

away. I didn't know her parents when she told me thier names. 

She seemed to want to talk about something in particular, and I was

steering the conversation, trying to draw it out, but I could tell she 

was a little bit apprehensive about just blurting it out. I decided to 

try a different tactic. 

I asked if she was thirsty. In a tone that gave me a slight thrill she

said, "Oh I'm Very thirsty...and very warm", as she reached up to wipe 

a small drop of persperation off her brow, while kicking off her 

sandals. It may have been nothing, just innocent flirting, but 

something inside me told my that this was more than that. She had the 

look of a girl who had a crush on someone, mainly me I hoped. 

As I walked through the door to get her a glass of something, I openly

stared at her tight shirt, and told her she didn't look warm. I told 

her she looked 'Hot', to which she flashed one of those smiles that 

seemed to melt my heart. 

She followed me inside and watched me pour her a big glass of ice cold

Zinfandel, topping off my own as well. I handed it to her and when she 

took it she rubbed my hand with her fingers, saying Thanks, and then 

knocking the drink back in one smooth chug! A small amount dribbled 

down her chin, only to disappear behind her shirt, between her breasts. 

I tried not to stare...well, OK, I didn't try all that hard. I knew she

was watching me watch her, and by this point I didn't care either. 

Jesus, she was having an effect on me. 

I took a napkin and walked around the kitchen island. I said, "Here, let

me get that for you", patting the wine under her chin and on her 

throat. 

My hand shook for just a second and then our eyes were locked together.

I saw her eyes dart to my lips & back, answering a great question that 

had been on the tip of my tounge since last night. 

I bent forward and kissed her. It was a first kiss. A slow, soft sensual

kiss. Then I took her face in my hands and kissed her again, only with 

more meaning, more force. I received her kisses back, and was instantly 

transported to a higher place. It felt as if we were floating slightly 

above my kitchen floor. 

As we continued, she slowly raised her arms above my shoulders and

locked her hands behind my head. I put one hand on her back, but kept 

the other one on her jaw, as I parted her moist lips and thrust my 

tounge past her lips to explore her mouth. 

She responded in the same way, her tounge coming back at mine, swishing,

tasting, searching...until it was inside my mouth. Our mouths were 

locked so tightly together I thought our faces must be melding, 

becoming as one. 

After a minute or two of this passionate kissing, we began to slow and

pull apart, but not without a lot of smaller kisses. Kisses that 

promised each other that these weren't the last...that there'd be 

plenty more to come. 

We were both breathing hard as our eyes met again. I licked my lips, and

then quickly licked hers, telling her I had wanted to do that ever 

since we met last night. She just smiled and said, "Me too". 

She dropped her arms to her sides and took my hand, saying she wanted to

talk to me about something. I figured this is where I's find out what 

has been bugging her, what has been on her mind. 

We went into my living room and sat on the leather sofa. She started to

talk to me and I could tell she was nervous, but also determined to say 

her piece and then wait for my reaction. 

She told me that she and her best friend had been watching me. (Seems

her friend lives near by me). That her friend was a lot more 

experienced when it came to men, and that she was looking to gain some 

of that experience too. But she didn't want to get it the same way her 

friend had. 

She told me that she had dated a few boys from her school, but they were

all about the same thing. They wanted a girl to 'put out' and then go 

away. She told me that her friend had told her, that most of them got 

so worked up they reached homeplate well before a girl stared rounding 

the bases. 

She was getting flustered, and stood up as she talked, saying Nevermind,

Just Forget What I Said, and inching towrds the door. I went to her and 

took her in my arms. I told her to 'sush' as I started kissing her 

softly, slowly, until she had calmed down. 

She then explained that ever since she noticed me she'd had a crush on

me. When she confided in her best friend her feelings, her friend had 

told her to flirt with me and see where it went. I was so flattered I 

didn't know what to say. 

So I asked her who her friend was. The way she talked I felt as though

it must be someone I knew, only I didn't know to many teenage girls, so 

I was confused. 

When she said the name Diane, it all started to clear up. Diane was the

daughter of a freind of mine who lived 2 or 3 blocks over. Now it was 

all staring to make sense. Of course, Diane! She knew a lot about me, 

she'd been over here a number of times, and then the scene of my last 

party came to mind: 

[I had a party and Diane's parents had brought her, saying they didn't

want to leave her home alone. I remembered that she looked bored and 

asked if she could sit in the hot tub. I had said Yeah, Sure, Whatever. 

But now I remembered my reaction, as well as the one of a few other 

males in the crowd, when she had come back from her house and removed 

her robe. She was barely wearing a white string bikini as she sat in 

the hot bubbling water. I almost wished the date I had that night would 

get a headache and leave, but then she was a friend's daughter, right?] 

After Jessica calmed down a bit, she told me that she wasn't a complete

novice at sex, but that she didn't want her first time to be with some 

bumbling kid that was just trying to get in her pants. 

I stared at her for a second or two, and then asked her if I heard her

right when she said, her 'first time'. She shook her head 'Yes'. I sat 

her down next to me on the sofa and asked her, just how much experience 

she had. 

She told me that she had been dating for 2 years, and that she had done

everything but loose her virginity...that was supposed to be special. 

She blushed & told me that Diane was the one who had first taught her 

how to kiss so well. 

I stuttered a bit and asked her to explain that one. She told me that

Diane couldn't explain what it was like to kiss a guy, and kiss back, 

and before she knew it DI just started kissing her! That's how she 

learned, afterall they were best friends since the first grade. 

Sitting there listening to Jessica tell me how she & that Hot little

friend of hers spent an evening kissing, was having a reaction on me 

that could be clearly seen. My cock was at half mast, and Jessica was 

quite observant. 

I noticed her words had begun to fade, and that she was starring at my

crotch. I told her that she had an effect on me that was more than 

physical...that it was in here(touching my head) and in here(touching 

my heart)as well. I also noticed that she was breathing deeply, the 

rise and fall of her chest was hypnotic. Her nipples were clearly hard 

and begging for attention. 

I took her chin in my hand and kissed her. It started out as a small

affectionate wet kiss, but quickly grew into a kiss of heated passions. 

We took each other in our arms and were consumed by a longing, a sense 

of both wanting and needing to be together as one. 

I felt as though I could never quench my thirst for her, but I wanted to

do everything I could to try. I also wanted to try and take my time, as 

I didn't want her to remember me as the man who had 'hurt' her. 

I was amazed at the firmness of her breast as I took her right one in my

right hand, kneading it and rubbing my palm over her chest, listening 

to her encourging moans, as I gently pinched a nipple between my thumb 

and forefinger. 

I reached both of my hands under her shirt and slowly rolled it up,

exposing her bra encased chest. She lifted her arms and I pulled it up 

and over her head, dropping it on the couch behind her. Then as we 

resumed our dueling tounges, I unsnapped her lacy white bra and let it 

fall to the floor. 

I pulled away and looked at her chest. She began to cover herself,

saying "There kinda small..." I told her that they were perfect, just 

the way I love them. I even loved the way her nipples stood out 

proudly, as if they were just waiting to be nibbled on. 

And with saying that, I lowered my mouth to one and licked it, slowly

circling her areola with smaller and smaller circles, until latching on 

with my mouth and suckling her tit. She leaned back and started moaning 

again, telling me I was driving her wild with my tounge. 

Next I switched to her other side while I began squeezing the one I had

just stopped sucking. As I worked my tounge on her left breast, I was 

slowly increasing the pressure with my hand on her right nipple, until 

she was gasping from my pinching her hardened nub. (Sometimes a little 

pain is a good thing). 

I took one of her hands away from my back and placed it on my jean

covered cock, which was now very hard and throbbing. She didn't need 

anything more as she began to rub & squeeze it through my pants. 

But I didn't have to show what to do next. She hastily opened my jeans

and reached inside to grab my cock. She stroked it while she enjoyed my 

teeth on her tit, and actually cried out a bit as I got carried away 

and bit down on her nipple. 

She was breathing really heavily, and pulled me to her hot lips for

another kiss, telling me that she had just had a small orgasm, and just 

from my tounge on her titties! I looked at her lust filled eyes and 

said, "Just wait until I put it on her hot pussy". 

She looked at me and said, "No one's ever given me one that way before".

I simply looked at her and said the first thing on my mind. I told her 

that she was way overdue and that she was about to collect. 

I took her hand and pulled her to a standing position, slamming her

against me, into my arms, kissing her again. I slid my hands inside her 

unbuttoned shorts and pushed them off her fantastic ass. She stepped 

out of them and kicked them aside. I spent a minute or two grabbing and 

malling her butt checks as I ground my 9 inches of hard cock against 

her. She was as hot a woman as I had ever had so far, and I aimed to 

make it as hot as possible for her. 

I kneeled before her as if to worship a goddess, and pushed my face into

her crotch, sniffing loudly as I took in her scent. The scent of an 

animal in heat. I hooked her panties with my fingers and slowly pulled 

them to the floor, watching as she stepped out of them too. 

I kept my head low, kissing her ankles, and then her knees. She giggled

saying it tickled. I pushed her to a sitting position on the couch, 

parted her muscular tanned thighs, and saw the most wonderful sight. 

Her virgin pussy. It had a tightly trimmed bush in the shape of a 

triangle at the very top of her puffy slit, the remainder was shaven 

clean! 

I kissed my way up her thighs until I was lightly licking her soft lips.

Taking my time as I worked my way inside her, I pulled her legs wider 

and closer to the edge of the sofa. Then I put my tounge just inside 

her, listening to her moans, and began to slide down, and then up, and 

then back and forth inside her tasty, juicy pussy. 

She tasted sooo good I couldn't remember when I'd tasted one as sweet. I

told her so. I told her I could spend all night eating her. In answer 

she reached the back of my head and pushed me back down on her. Hey, I 

happily, and greedily, dove back in. 

I bagen to lick her, nibble on her tender lips, and use a couple of

fingers on her. I just pushed them in a little and worked her clit over 

and over. She was really getting into it...actually lifting her legs up 

a bit, while she was groaning, biting her lower lip, and telling me 

she'd never felt anything so amazing before. 

I got a little carried away with my fingers, as I thrust a little too

far and felt her hymen, still intact, just like she said. She didn't 

act like she noticed, but it was doing wonders for me. 

As she grabbed my head and nearly suffocated me between her strong legs,

she started moaning loudly. She said, "Ohh My Goood, I think, I THink, 

Yes, Yes...I'm Cuuumming! Oh My God, I Cumming!! Oh Yes, Oh Yes...Oh, 

Oh,...Oh...Oh....Oh my god, YES"!! 

To this day I have yet to taste a juice as sweet as hers, from her first

time cumming, from being eaten! My face was drenched, and I couldn't 

get enough. 

After we had calmed down for oh, about 15 seconds, she pulled me up and

kissed me. Then she pushed me back and said, you're right, I do taste 

good. I told her I love a person who doesn't mind kissing after oral. 

Then she said, "Me too"...and sat me on the sofa, quickly dropping to 

her knees. 

She wasted no time in slipping my pants and undies off of me, but

hesitated when she saw the length of my pulsating dick. I told her to 

take it easy and only do what she was comfortable doing, even that she 

didn't have to give me head if she didn't want to. 

She answered that with a sweet little "aaaw, thank you", but then leaned

over my lap and began licking my dick. Her mouth felt wonderful, and 

her hands squeezing and stroking my shaft didn't feel to bad either! 

She definitely had done this before. I sat back and enjoyed a great 

blow job. 

She had me really moaning and getting closer to cuming. I was surprised

how fast she got me there, but didn't care. Would you? She had gotten 

used to my size, but alas not the length, but who knew...maybe someday, 

with some practice...? 

I didn't realize I had grabbed her blond tresses with one hand and was

nearly pumping her face up and down on my aching cock. I let off on the 

pressure and told her not to try and swallow it if she didn't want to, 

and even if she did, not to take it all. I let her know that when I 

came it was like turning on a hose, litterally. 

She took that as a challenge and really began bobbing her hear up and

down on my head, squeezing my shaft and balls, and she quickly brought 

me over the edge. I yelled, "Oh my God Baby...Here I Go...I'm Gonnnaa 

Cuuummm...AAAGHHH..."!! 

I proceded to gush a huge load into her hot little mouth while she did

her best to drink every drop of my potent seed, and nearly doing it 

too. After I had stopped jetting my load, she licked the remains of 

what she had let out of the sides of her lips, and then cleaned me as 

best she could. She was sooo beatiful, sitting on her knees in front of 

me...I thought to myself, 'I could fall hard for this little girl'. 

She crawled up into my lap and I held her close. We kissed, tasting each

other on our tounges. We talked in whispers of things to come, things 

we liked, disliked, wanted to try together, both sexually and 

otherwise. We discovered we had alot in common, despite the age 

difference. 

Just as I was thinking about carring her upstairs to continue our

session of hot sex, she saw the clock and realised she was in deep 

trouble. She was supposed to be home fifteen minutes ago. She and I 

couldn't hardly let go of each other, but knew we had to continue this 

at another time. 

As we kissed on the back deck, she reminded me that tommorrow night was

Friday night. Maybe she could arrange something with Diane, she'd try. 

I told her "Try Hard, My Love". She smiled and looked at me saying, "My 

Love, huh"? I stuttered and said, "Well, eer, I meant that in a way, I 

mean I....". 

She held a finger to my lips and told me not to worry, she knew what I

meant, she felt very happy about this so far too, but knew we'd have to 

keep a check on any plans for the future. I sighed a sigh of relief 

that she was more mature than her years. 

We kissed goodbye and then she was off...until Friday night. I stood and

watched her until she was out of sight...again. 

After Jessica left my house, I seemed to move as if in a slight haze. I

just couldn't get her off my mind, and wasn't trying to, I have to 

admit. I just couldn't thank God enough times, but I also made a mental 

note to thank Diane the next time I saw her. 

The day day went by farely quickly as I had a meeting with 'the boss' at

work. It went well and I was assigned the lead of another project. By 

the middle of the day I had tied up loose ends, and called it a day. 

I went to the market and then on home, stopping on a whim for some

flowers for her. It looked like it was getting cloudy but I didn't plan 

on sitting on the deck tonight anyways. I couldn't wait to see her 

tonight, hoping that we'd have more time to be alone. 

I was worried about rushing the sex with her, and about her first

experience not being perfect, and had decided to leave it up to her. To 

allow her to set the pace, so to speak. 

When 5:30 came and went I was concerned, but I didn't get worried until

it was 6:15. Had she changed her mind? I was contimplating these 

thoughts when I heard the back doorbell. 

As I came through the kitchen I was relieved to see her standing there

smiling. I held open the door for her. We gave each other a big hug, 

exchanging greetings, and then we kissed. First just a quick one, then 

followed it with a repeat from last night. A long, slow, kiss. The 

heated kiss of two lovers. 

She had long jeans on as it was a bit cool today, sandles and a tight

blue sweater. The sweater really accented the swell of her breasts. Her 

hair was hanging down just past her shoulders, shiny as silk and just 

as soft to my touch. 

She explained that she was later than usual because of Diane. That I

should blame it all on her, but that as it turned out, it was well 

worth it. I was out of the loop so she quickly explained things to me. 

"OK, it's like this. I wanted to call & ask if it was OK with you, but

didn't have time, so we did it anyways. Diane's Dad is out of town at 

some stock car race, and her Mom is going out with friends, and won't 

be back until late. So we told my parents that I was staying over at 

Diane's, and as long as I'm there when her Mom wakes up, nobody will be 

the wiser". She just stood there waiting for my reaction. 

I looked at her and said, "What you're saying is that you want to stay

the night here, and then I can drive you to Diane's early in the 

morning, right"? She was nodding her head, her big green eyes waiting 

expectantly for my answer. She looked so innocent...so beautiful. 

I put her hand to my lips and kissed it saying, "I'd be most honored to

have you stay the night, my dear". She was smiling, blushing, and 

reaching out for another hug, all at once. I held her in my arms while 

silently thanking God for the answer to one of my prayers. 

Then we went inside and sat down, and I explained the way I wanted her

to feel relaxed, to be in charge of where this night went, how far it 

went, and at what pace. She just smiled and told me that she was glad 

she had met me. 

Then she leaned into me and kissed me, taking the lead indeed. She sttod

up and then straddled my lap, kneeling on either side of me, and began 

kissing me again. I had leaned my head back on the sofa & started 

rubbing her back from her elegant neck, all the way down to her firm 

little butt. 

In no time at all we had gone from moist, soft kissing, to wet,

passionate ones, as though we were both starving for each others taste. 

In a way, I think we were. Things were definitely getting warmed up in 

a hurry. 

I reached down and pushed her sandles off, letting them drop to the

floor with a soft thud. They would be the first of many things to hit 

the carpet this afternoon. 

Next I began working my way up the inside of her sweater. I just had to

get my mouth on those perky nipples of hers, I was thinking, as I 

pulled it over her head and let it go. She had a light blue bra on, and 

said 'Yes' to my question about matching panties. 

She pulled back and smiled teasingly at me, telling me to be fair, I had

to remove something everytime she did. Well, that would be fair, I 

agreed, but I had another idea. 

She sat off to one side and I stood up, shedding my shoes, socks, shirt,

and my blue jeans. I sat back down with only my Hanes on, pulling her 

back over my lap. She giggled and then pulled her bra slowly off, 

tossing it aside. 

Then she held her left breast in her hands and presented it to my lips.

Jeez she sure knew how to turn me on, I thought as I felt another 

strong twitch inside my shorts. 

I stuck out my tounge and licked her nipple wetly, then blew on it,

watching it harden up. She said "mmmmm...yes, suck my titties baby". I 

engulfed her nub, licking and sucking for all I was worth while my hand 

went to her right one and began teasing it. 

She had such perfect breasts and I told her so. I couldn't get enough of

them, of her. I even left a hickey on her chest between them before I 

started kissing my way down (and around) her flat tummy. Sometimes 

she'd groan and sometimes she'd giggle, saying my moustache was 

tickling her. Her laugh sounded like sweet music to my ears. 

While I was kissing her stomach, I was rubbing her pussy through her

jeans, and was happy to feel her pushing back at my hand. It felt damp 

even with her jeans on. I unzipped her and kissed her matching panties 

as low as posible. Then told her I had reached a road block. 

She stood and said, "Well I'll just have to do something about that",

and then got up and removed her jeans. But she took then off in a slow 

teasing way, knowing what she was doing to me. She slowly moved her ass 

side to side as she worked them to the floor, stepping out of them one 

leg at a time. 

I got up and kissed her passionately for a minute or two, and then slid

to my knees, again hooking my hands inside her waistband and pulling 

them to the floor. But this time I kept my eyes on her sweet little 

snatch, and noticed how she already had a coating of wetness, clearly 

showing on her puffy lips. 

I looked up to her eyes, and she seemed to blush slightly as she said

she'd been sneaking a little rub here & there, all day at school, as 

she thought about tonight. I bent my head and placed my tounge flat 

against her slit, hearing a gasp exscape her throat as I ran it up to 

her trimmed bush. I looked at her and said, "mmmm tatsy". 

She pulled me up, much to my complaints of just getting started, and

then told me 'Fairs fair', pointing to my now tented shorts with an 

evil grin. Hey, I'm not shy, I dropped them while looking into her 

eyes. 

I took her hand and led her back through the house to my bedroom,

sitting her down on the foot of my bed. I went to the dresser and 

pushed a couple of buttons, filling the room with soft romantic music. 

I climbed on the bed, taking her in my arms(or did she take me?), and

began kissing again. Followed by more fondling, more excited foreplay. 

I wanted her as wet & ready as she could be, telling her as much in 

between kisses. 

She touched my face & told me, "Jon, I've been waiting for this for a

long time. I'm ready now, and before you ask, Yes...I'm sure". I told 

her it would hurt, and she told me not to give her 'that talk', she 

knew it would and was prepared. 

I reached to my night stand for a condom, wanting to make sure she

learned about safe sex, but she grabbed my hand and said 'No'. It seems 

she's been on the pill for a year now, even though she hadn't needed to 

be until tonight. 

She had grabbed my stiffened cock as she was talking to me, feeling a

drop of precum oozing from the tip, she spread it around my head with 

her thumb and then began stroking me. I was as hard as I had ever been. 

As I lifted myself off her lushous body, she spread her legs apart for

me to get between them. I wanted to take it slow, but she told me she 

wanted to get the 'pain part of it' over with as soon as possible, 

nearly begging me to take her virginity. 

I put my fat, thick cockhead to her inflamed lips, rubbing it up and

down as I marveled at how wet she really was. She had her legs apart 

very far as I pushed myself inside her an inch or two. She gasped but 

not in pain. I layed on top of her and kissed her while stroking her 

cheek with one hand, her left nipple with the other. 

I was softly pushing myself inside her tight little box, working my way

forward until I bumped up against her hymen, and her eyes popped open 

for a second. She was really getting into the kissing and rubbing, and 

even moving her hips against mine a bit too. 

When I felt her really relaxed I thrust myself against her pelvis hard,

instantly feeling her flesh inside tearing...giving way to my hard cock 

as I pushed another 3 inches into her. She reacted with an "OUCH"! and 

some moaning, but I had stopped and held it there until her muscles 

stopped clenching my shaft. Then I slowly worked the rest of my dick 

inside her, marveling at both how tight she was and how easy it was to 

slowly bury myself inside of her. 

When I had gotten myself in as far as i could, I stayed still while she

relaxed and got used to the feelings. We kissed, and whispered, and 

touched each other's bodies for a few minutes. Then she once again 

began to rock her hips to mine. I took this as a good sign to slip back 

out of her, and then back in. She let out a deep breath and smiled up 

at me. 

Before we knew it, we were making love, not just having sex. This was

more than a simple case of fucking...this was her first time. We 

quickly got into a steady rythum, she was really enjoying it now. I 

kept bumping into her cervix. With a wink I told her she'd stretch to 

accomidate my length soon enough, with enough practice. She smiled and 

said, "I've always believed the saying 'Practice Makes Perfect'", and 

then clutched at my back, squeezing her legs around mine. 

"Oh, my God...I think I'm gonna cum, Jon", she almost yelled into my

ear! I knew she was cumming; I had felt her inside gripping me before 

she said it. I told her that I to wouldn't be able to hold off, what 

with her muscles clamping down on me, and the tightness of her juicy 

pussy, I'd loose it for sure as soon as she came! 

I started to pull out and then really pound myself into her heated body.

I knew it was hurting her a bit, but I also knew that she'd enjoy it 

alot more this way. I was pumping myself back and forth inside her as 

she started calling out to me; "Ohhh Yesss, Ohhh Yesss...I'mmm 

Ccuuummmmiinnggg! Oh God, Oh God"...and true to my words when I felt 

her grip my cock, I held onto her body, giving her a couple more final 

thrusts, and then exploded inside her...blasting a gigantic load of 

white sticy love juice deep inside her flowing wet box. 

Her body had gotten so tight when she came, it felt like she was going

to pinch my dick right off for a second, but in retrospect it actually 

felt stupendous, the best! We took a long time to relax enough for us 

to catch our breath enough to even kiss & talk again. 

I was also amazed at how much of her sweet nectar had flowed from her. I

had thought she came a lot when I ate her last night, but it was 

nothing compared to the way she came on my cock today. 

After a short while, I pulled out of her, my cock still hard. I stood up

and took her hand, leading her to the bathroom. I wanted to clean her 

up, and myself as well, and didn't want her to be embarrased about the 

blood and all. 

I adjusted the water, showing her where everything was, and said I'd be

right back as she got in. I ran downstairs and returned with the 

flowers in a vase, setting them on the counter. Then I pulled the bed 

cover off the bed throwing it down the clothes shoot in the hallway, 

before returning to the bathroom. 

I parted the curtain and stepped inside, joining Jessica under the

steamy spray of the shower, and we proceeded to lather each other 

bodies, as we realized how hungry we suddenly were. I told her we 

should grab a bite to eat, and then get back to our night of loving. 

She agreed with a smile and a kiss. 

....I don't know about you, but as for me, I love to take showers with a

partner. There's something so senual about sharing what is usually a 

private place. Helping to wash each other, all the touching, that ain't 

bad either. 

Jessica and I had lather each other up pretty well, and obviously had

enjoyed the hot water streaming down our bodies. She seemed very happy when I offered to wash her hair for her, saying except for the beauty 

shop, it never happened. 

We dried each other off, teasing each other's private areas with extra

attention, laughing and generally acting very comfortable with each 

other. She told me that she was a little bit sore but not like she had 

thought she'd be. 

We talked about going out to dinner, but since neither of us were to

anxious to leave the house, we decided to toss in a pizza and open some 

wine. Instead of dressing I grabbed a couple of big thick robes, 

putting one on and handing one to Jess. 

She commented on how luxurious they were, and I explained that they werefor the hot tub. She wanted to know why then did I need 2 of them. I 

replied that one was in case a friend stopped by, such as herself. She 

smiled and said, "I'll have to remember that". 

We went down and talked some more about each other. We sipped wine and ate pizza while learning more and more about each other. The more I 

heard the more I liked. She was quite an exceptional girl. I thought 

she'd be bored with my life, but she looked interested, or at least 

she's a great actress. 

After dinner we took the last of the wine into the den and put a match

to the fireplace, soon we were sitting in front of a crackling fire. It 

was romantic, and with the effects of the wine working on both of us, 

it wasn't long before we found ourselves back in each other's arms. 

Her kisses were like crisp cool water, to a man dieing of thirst. I

found myself getting lost in the simple things; the softness of her 

lips, the smell of her hair, the depth of her eyes...I wondered if she 

was having any of the same thoughts, so in my normal bold way, I asked 

her. 

She told me that she was fighting getting lost in my blue-grey eyes as

well, and that she thought I was sweeter than any guy she'd met. It was 

my turn to blush a little. In my head I had to remind myself, that this 

most likely wasn't anything that could turn into something permanent. 

That she would eventually meet someone new and move along, but it was 

fun to dream... 

We had been kissing and caressing each other for a good while now, and

with the fire burning next to us combined with the thick robes, it was 

getting kinda warm in here. I pulled the tie on her robe, pushing it 

open and then off her shoulders, kissing each one as I went. 

She reached for mine and pushed it off of me, and then lowered her mouth to my chest, biting one of my nipples. I jumped slightly, pleasantly 

startled by her action, and then she pushed me onto my back. 

She was all of a sudden becoming the aggressive one, climbing on top of

me and gently biting, kissing, licking me before reaching my mouth. She 

was turning the dial way up as she straddled me and sat on top of me. 

I reached her and played with her firm breast and paid a lot of

attention to her stiff nipples. Finally I couldn't stand it, I had to 

taste her breasts again, pulling her roughly to my mouth and engulfing 

nearly an entire breast into my mouth. I was trying her suck her whole 

tit inside, listening to her moans & words of encouragement. 

"Oh yeah baby, that's it...such my titties. Jonny loves my titties

doesn't he? Mmmmmm, that feels sooo goood"! God she really knew how to crank me up. 

Then I layed back, breathing hard, and looked at her angelic face. I

asked her to suck my cock, and she almost immediately turned to do so, 

but I grabbed her wrist and told her "No, not like that". I wanted to 

be able to reciprocate the pleasure she gave me at the same time. 

I told her to straddle me in the 69 position, so I could spread her open

and eat her pussy as she gave my tool the attention I had asked for. 

She smiled, kissed me again, and then quickly climbed aboard. 

I pulled her towards me until her gash was directly in front of my face.

I told her she was in control now, that if she wanted me to increase my 

effort, she should push herself back onto my face. That'd send me the 

message. 

Then I leaned forward and began to lick her wet slit. She was really

into it, saying most of the guys she'd dated didn't want to eat pussy 

with the enthusiasim that I did. For an answer to her statement I 

thrust my tounge inside her and rocked my head forward and back, using 

my tounge to fuck her. This drove her nuts! 

I began twitching my hard cock, and she soon got the hint, grabbing onto

it with both hands, starting to rub it up and down. In no time she had 

worked my mushroom shaped head inside her mouth, licking from side to 

side as much as she could in the limited space. Oh God...I was in 

heaven, re-doubling my efforts between her creamy thighs. 

Her juices were running down my face, down my cheeks, and soaking into

the carpet. I dipped 2 fingers into her and began sawing them in & out 

of her hot little love canal. This just made her moan while my cock was 

in her mouth, and if you've ever experienced it, you know what effect 

it has on a guy. 

I could feel the cum in my balls preparring for lift-off, and was

determined to concentrate on her, not to let myself go until she was 

cumming on my face. 

I decided to give her a little shock. In one quick movement I pulled my

soggy fingers from her and began rubbing her pink rosebud, getting a 

positive reaction from above. She pulled her mouth from my dick and 

said, "It feels great Jon, but I'm not sure about taking anything in there just yet, OK"? 

I answered by putting my digits back inside her love box, but this time

concentrating on rubbing her protruding clit. This drove her mad as she 

forced over half my cock into her mouth as she mashed her pussy down 

into/onto my flicking tounge. 

Before I knew it I could tell she had reached the point of no return and

had started to orgasm. I grabbed her clit and pinched it as hard as I 

dared, making her groan and twist in erotic pleasure, as she poured her 

nectar into my mouth. 

I couldn't hold back any longer, and bucked my ass off the floor,

letting her know that I was cummmming too, and cummmming hard. I swore it felt as though pure fire was shooting up my prick and tearing out 

the end of it. It was a most pleasurable feeling, let me assure you. I 

don't know how many times I shot a load into her mouth and throat, I 

didn't have the brain power at the moment to count, I just held on as I 

saw stars dancing before my eyes! 

When we had begun to float back towards earth, she rolled off of me,

turning around to snuggle up against me. We assumed the classic 'spoon 

position', with her inside, in front of the fire. Just laying entwined 

in each other's arms, enjoying the afterglow, and the fire. 

We didn't need to talk then, it was as if we were comunicating by mental

telepathy. I couldn't remember when I'd felt so content, hoping she 

felt the same. 

We must have drifted off to sleep like that, basking in the glow of heat

from our sexual union, and that of the fire. When I awoke, I sat up and 

looked at the clock...1:33 am, and then sat and gazed upon her lovely 

sleeping form. She was so gorgeous as she slept. 

After a minute she seemed to sense me watching her. Her eyes opening and she looked up at me smiling. I bent to kiss her forehead, softly. Then 

I stood up and helped her to stand as well. 

We walked together to the back door, closing and locking it, and then I

caught her off gaurd by picking her up in my arms and carring her to my 

bedroom. I put her down on the bed and slid in beside her as she held 

the covers for me. 

We fell into each other as though our bodies were made to fit together.

I figured we'd slepp until morning, then I'd wisk her over to Dianes 

place, but she had other ideas. I could just see her face before me in 

the dark, but her high pitched voice carried even though she whispered, 

"Let's make love again, please"? 

I told her she would never, ever have to say please in regards to that

subject with me, in fact I told her before long it was me who'd be the 

one begging her. She giggled quietly before I smothered her mouth with 

mine. 

There weren't all the worries about it being her first time and about

the pain, although she was still a little bit sore, and would be for a 

day or two. We didn't need to spend a lot of time with foreplay. We 

knew what both wanted...I was already hard as a rock, she was already 

dripping wet. 

I climbed on top as she wrapped her legs around me and then slid inside

her in one smooth stroke. I wasn't buried up to my nuts in her, but 

that would all happen in time, I told her. I heard her whisper, "Shut 

up & fuck me, Jon". I obeyed. 

We moved as if one mind controlled our bodies. Thrusting, pulling,

squeezing, scratching, kissing, biting, licking, moaning and groaning; 

until at last we both felt each other cum again, riding each other's 

wave of orgasm. 

Then I held her tightly and rolled over, leaving me still inside her,

only with her on the top side. I grabbed her waist and began pulling 

her up, pushing her down, and thrusting my hips up at her. She just 

said, "Oooh baby...yes, let's keep going", and rode me like she was 

born for this position. 

At times she lean down and let me play with her tits, gently working her

nipples. At other times she would do all the work, rising and falling 

on my hard cock, our mixed juices draining out of her and onto the 

bedsheets. 

Since we had both cum recently, we could both go for quite a while

before we'd be able to cum again. I knew she was getting sore, and 

didn't want her to be in a lot of pain in the morning, so I told her we 

could stop. She pulled off of me, and to tell the truth I was 

disappointed(a little). 

That is until she laid down on her back, and in a commanding voice, told

me to finish her. I stood next to the bed, pulling her to the edge of 

the mattress. I placed her legs straight up in the air, her butt on the 

bed, her ankles next to my ears. This way I could look down at her as I 

fucked her; she could see my face as she was fucked. 

I put my slimy stiff shaft against her sloppy pussy lips, and in one

slow smooth move, shoved it inside her. I began pulling it out until 

just the tip was still in, and then sliding it back home. Over and 

over. In and out. Rocking the bed as we increased the speed. 

After a few minutes, she said she was cummmming, and seeing her say the words sent me over the edge too. I pumped a load into her again, trying  to remember how many times she'd made me cum tonight, not really caring--just loving every second. I could still feel the walls inside 

her body gripping my cock in pulses as she came. 

Afterwards, I pulled out of her and fell into bed next to her. Before

long we were sleeping contently in each other's arms. 

In the morning, Jessica was sore. Even walked a little oddly for a

while. We took a shower together, bringing each other off again with 

our fingers. Then it was time to take her to Diane's house. 

We took my Jeep, and we were there in only a minute or so. They had

arranged a time to meet on the corner, and there was Diane waiting for 

her best friend, as promised. Damn but Diane was a hot looking girl 

too. (Hey, I'm a healthy male...aint I?) 

As we pulled up, Jessica leaned over for a hot goodbye kiss, then hopped

out. I waved and said, "Hi Diane". She smiled and walked over to my 

side of the Jeep, leaned in and asked, "Got one of those for me"? 

I nervously glanced at the goddess I just dropped off, and she smiled

and told me something that made my aching dick twitch, she said, "It's 

OK Jon. Diane and I share everything........" 

Needless to say, I drove away with a mighty big smile plastered to my

face!! 

Trust

By Atailto Tell

Taken From www.eroticstories.com

My name is George, I just have to tell this story. They say our ability

to communicate sets us apart from the animal kingdom. Well, I manage to 

develop a system which can effectively influence people. 

1. The Beginning 

I always had an interest in electronics and I now have a small business

repairing sound systems for DJs, Clubs and specialist shops and 

cleaning up sound waves for the investigative agencies plus providing 

the material as evidence.  I started my working life at a defence 

laboratory during where I learnt a lot about the power of sound, 

especially the lower inaudible levels of sound. We worked on a sonic 

gun and sub audible carrier wave devices for covert channel 

communications. 

It was then that we discovered it could be used to influence people's

thoughts. We noted some test subjects were behaving oddly after our 

transmission.  Somehow the target was susceptible to verbal influence 

at certain wave frequencies.  Our small team did a lot of experiments 

on this for various combat scenarios, to find out how to perfect this.  

The team was small (3 people) and we did not think that anyone else was 

researching this as well.  When we suspected that we could influence 

people, we kept it quiet until our discovery could be proven.  However 

the end of the cold war and budget cuts put a hold on our non-lethal 

project. We were out. 

When I left the defence company, I took a lot of the knowledge with me

and set up my own company with one of the other researcher Alice.  

However Alice died soon after we set up shop.  She was in her mid 

fifties and had a massive heart attack in her house one day. Alice had 

no family and in her will, she left everything to me.  The other team 

member, Zack was more of a project manager and had moved on to another 

defence contract.  I had heard from others that he too had died just a 

few weeks after Alice, but this time in a building fire in Nigeria 

along with 6 others contract workers. 

With a small sum of money from Alice, I was able to set up some clever

and sophisticated systems at home. A lot the cutting edge hardware can 

be cobbled together from Radio Shack or Maplin shops at a fraction of 

the cost.  The software was mainly written on a as needs basis, I am an 

intermediate programmer so I can write what is needed. 

2. Hiring Help 

My small business was growing quite well after leaving the 'industry'

and it was time I needed some help with the administration and less 

taxing projects.  I started to operate mainly from my home, but have 

recently taken a studio/warehouse in my nearby town.  It allowed me to 

expand my business and made space for more equipment. 

I decided I needed help with the work, I could do with an assistant to

help handle customer queries and some lower skilled technical work.  I 

have been helping a local college with some of their sound equipment 

and in return they let me use some of their facilities for free. 

Anyway, I decided that I would look for a student from the local

college.  It would be good experience for them and I they would be keen 

to learn.  It was probably my sub conscious working here, but the 

college was a mainly female higher education college. It was one of the 

current governments initiatives to encourage more women into science 

and higher education. 

After a quick chat with Claire, the electronics teacher, about my idea,

she was delighted to help. She suggested that I interview a selection 

of her girls and choose one. She even suggested that if I found more 

than one girl suitable, the girls could rotate doing a month at a time. 

Claire allowed me to use her office as the interview room. The girls 

were asked if they wanted to volunteer for the job, they had to email 

me their brief resume. Claire co-ordinated this for me and even 

provided their school records and photos so that I could better 

identify each girl and their academic progress. 

I received about 10 resumes which took me about 1 hour to go over the

resumes and decide which girls I wanted to interview. I decided to 

interview 4 girls out of the 10. They all had good reports from their 

tutors and were the most presentable resumes. 

In the end, I chose two of the girls to assist me on a two week rotating

basis. This will give me the chance to see how they worked and which 

would be suitable in the long run.  Chelsea and Karen were the two 

girls. 

Karen was 5ft 2in with sandy blond hair and a petite frame.  Her hair

was shoulder length with a fringe at the front. For the interview, she 

wore her hair in a pony tail and was partial to twirling the loose ends 

when considering the questions. Her ensemble was made up of a pastel 

pink sweater crop top which accented the curves of her bulging breasts, 

 she wore a fawn Burberry patterned skirt which was mid thigh in length 

which showed her lovely legs. She finished the outfit with knee high 2 

inch boots. It was a very distracting but innocent look. Her answers to 

my questions showed that she was more than just dumb blond. 

Chelsea was slightly taller 5ft 4in she was slim with ample breast which

were perfectly proportioned for her frame.  She wore a very sexy yet 

formal dress suit to the interview. She had a white see through blouse 

which she had undone the top three buttons so you could see the 

cleavage and lace of her bra. Her dark blue jacket was done up so that 

it pulled into the waist which accented her slim hips that only a 18 

year old could have.  Her skirt was knee length, but had a wicked split 

which kept giving glimpses of her laced stocking tops. On her feet were 

a pair of sensible 1 inch pumps.  Chelsea had jet black slightly curly 

hair which was mid shoulder in length. She had striking green eyes with 

distinctively long eye lashes. Chelsea was intelligent and what 

impressed me most was how she held just the right amount of eye contact 

through out the interview to give the signal that she was attentive and 

yet submissive in my presence. 

3.  Chelsea 

Chelsea started her job first. I had set up the workshop so that there

was a reception area for her and a work bench to one side.  Being a 

sound studio there were speakers and electronic devices were 

everywhere. The deal was that these students would work about 20 hours 

a week, this comprises of 3 hours of work in between college lessons 

and a full day on Thursday when they did not have any lessons.  In 

return I would pay them a decent wage and they would get work 

experience. 

She arrived at 4pm on Monday afternoon, her first task was to

familiarise herself with the basic office equipment and procedures that 

I use to log my work.  Although I work alone, I have got use to the 

discipline of logging my work on a computer. It helps keep track of 

purchases, enhancements and customer relationship.  It's often very 

powerful to ask a previous customer how the improvements went on a 

previous job. Makes them feel special. 

I had set aside the whole of this session to walk through the tasks and

procedures with her on the computer.  She was in her casual wear today. 

She wore a pair of snug jeans and a mini T-Shirt which seem to 

accentuate her slim figures and promote her curves.  We sat close 

together during the training.  I would often brush my arms and legs 

against her as we worked and she didn't flinch.  She was attentive to 

my instructions and progressed faster than I expected. I took pleasure 

in seeing her body respond to my stimulation as I would accidentally 

brush up against her breast as I leaned over to get some equipment.  As 

the work progressed, she occasionally laid her hand on my lap and when 

we laughed, she would flick her hair to one side, tilt her head 

slightly to grin at me with a wicket and erotic twinkle in her green 

eyes. 

You see, I had decided to play a sub sonic message over the speakers

which was reinforced her focus on me, to make her relax and trust me.  

My original intension was to make this experience as pleasant as 

possible for her.  It seems to be working more powerfully than I 

expected or perhaps she was naturally flirty. 

You may be wondering why I am not effected, during my research, I

discovered that men and women's inaudible control waves are different, 

so I can play a message and in the knowledge that it will not effect 

me. 

When we came to a natural break in our training, Chelsea said she needed

to stretch herself and began to lean back in her chair, arching her 

back and thrusting her breast forward with her eyes closed. This gave 

me a good view of her body. I noticed that her nipples were aroused 

under her t-shirt.  "So how am I doing, sir?" she asked as she opened 

her eyes to catch me staring at her. 

"You're doing fine, we're moving faster than I expected." I replied with

a grin.  She said she was going to make us some coffee and as she stood 

up, she bend her body at the waist and leaned forward to fiddle with 

something on the desk. I was further intoxicated by her perfume which 

had an arousing effect on me. 

When she came back, I was sitting behind my desk checking my emails. 

Chelsea came up behind me and started to massage my shoulders. "Let me 

make you more comfortable."  She said. 

I sighed in contentment at she worked my muscles with her fingers. As I

leaned back, my head rested in between her breasts which Chelsea did 

not seem to react or draw away from in fact she seem to be pressing her 

breast against me.  Her massages soon migrated to my temples, moving 

her fingers gentally in a circular motion. All the while she seems to 

be rubbing her individual breast, one at a time, it was a real turn on. 

 All this attention got me highly aroused.  I placed my hands on hers 

and turned to face her.  As I did, I slid my hands up her arms to her 

shoulder and to her cheeks.  I looked deep into her eyes and kissed her 

full on the lips. I could feel her melt into my arms as she struggled 

to regain sufficient control to unbutton my shirt and pants.  We were 

locked in our kiss for what seem like ages, our tongues playing tag and 

sucking on each others lips. 

We quickly stripped the rest of my clothes and her jeans and t-shirt.  I

lead her to my futon bed which I use it to crash out on when I am 

working on projects and do not have time to go home and sleep.  She 

kept her bra and panties on, for now.  They were a matching set of 

laced lingerie in a skin tone colour.  Our bodies pressed against each 

other while we kissed again. 

I flicked a few buttons on a remote next to the bed and slow rock music

came on. She broke our kiss and asked me to lie on the bed while she 

danced for me.  I did not need any more foreplay but I could resist her 

request. My member was busting with hardness. 

Chelsea took a step back and started to rotate her hips and dance to the

music in a erotic way.  During her dance she would lean into me and let 

her long hair drape across my naked body.  During the last beats of the 

song, she kissed down my chest and then took my erect cock into her 

mouth and started to suck on it. Her mouth worked its way up and down 

my shaft, using her tongue and lips to stimulate the underside of my 

cock head.  While sucking on my cock, she looked up into my eyes for my 

approval.  She controlled the pace of her stimulation to ensure I did 

not explode too early.  She tickled and licked my balls and even sucked 

my asshole. She started to deep throat me and I couldn't hold back any 

more. I told her I was cumming and exploded in her mouth.  She pulled 

my cock out until only the head was in her mouth.  She swallowed all my 

cum. It was heaven. 

After this, we laid next to each other while we recovered. We were both

covered in a thin layer of sweat. I covered us with a blanket and 

Chelsea cuddled up next to me as we fell asleep. 

I woke about an hour later, it was about 8pm.  As I laid there on the

futon looking at Chelsea, I was struck by her youthful beauty and my 

erection started to grow again.  Chelsea was still asleep in my arms. 

We had fallen into a spooning position, with her back into my front.  

As she laid there in her sleep, she must have felt my erection as she 

shifted to press herself further into my groin.  I repositioned myself 

slightly and was able to nuzzle my cock head against her sensitive 

lower lips. I rubbed my head against her opening for a few minutes, 

stimulating her and making her wet and moving my hand to cup her mound 

round the front, I stimulated her clit with my fingers.  I increased my 

pressure and moved myself further into her as she parted her legs with 

a slight moan as the head slipped past her wet entrance.  I held myself 

there for a few seconds until she was more accustomed to it. Then I 

started moving my shaft slowly at first, enjoying the each smooth 

stroke as I stretched her vaginal with my think member.  Whilst I did 

this, I continued to gently stimulating her clit and kiss her exposed 

neck and shoulders. 

As my thrusting got harder Chelsea began to wake and she started to

thrust back in time. "Oooohhhh, Emmmm, I thought it was a dream, but 

it's real." She murmured. 

"It's the real thing darling, come, roll over and get on your knees, I

want to do you from behind." I said. 

As she moved into position and my dick entered her cunt from behind, she

became more turned on and after a few strokes, she had an incredible 

and loud series of orgasms.  She was really wet and kept moaning into 

the sheets and, when she was coherent, asking me to fuck her harder and 

telling me how she loved my hard dick. In this position, I was able to 

enjoy the view of her beautiful hour glass figure, her pert rounded ass 

and her toned legs. 

During our fucking, she even reached round to spread her cheeks and

asked me to finger her asshole.  I was happy to oblige her by using 

some of her juices to lubricate my index finger and rub it around in 

circles around her hole. This was driving her crazy with pleasure and 

after some time she begged me to stop teasing and I slipped my finger 

into her.  All the time I was still fucking her cunt, varying the tempo 

to ensure I don't cum too soon but making sure she was almost 

constantly cumming and cumming hard.  I was playing her body and 

stimulating her like a musical instrument, and as we built to our final 

crescendo, I could feel her inner muscles vibrate with pleasure.  When 

my fingers slipped inside her ass, she moved to what I called the final 

stages, her eye balls were rolling back into her eye socket with 

pleasure, she was just grunting with pleasure.  As I slipped more of my 

finger into her ass, I was amazed as I could feel my own dick moving 

inside.  This experience was totally mind blowing to me and when I felt 

my own finger I shot my load deep inside her body.  It was like a 

constant stream of cum, I shot blast after blast into her until my 

balls ached.  It was the most cum I have ever shot and I think she 

passed out in pleasure. I had just enough strength to collapse beside 

her and dosed off. 

A few minutes later we had both recovered enough to talk, she told me

she never knew that sex could ever be that intense and the level of her 

orgasm was mind blowing.  At this point she started to cry into my 

chest as she relived the experience in her mind.  She sobbed into my 

body telling me that it was the best sex she had ever had or thought 

possible, in her sheltered life.  None of the books, magazines or her 

friends she'd read or talked to, had prepared her for what we did 

tonight.  Although she had not had much experience before today, and 

she never did anything with anyone on their first "date" let alone fuck 

their brains out.  Overall, her sexual experiences can be counted a few 

fingers and those were, she confessed, a disappointing experience.  

Especially compared to what we'd just experienced. 

We dressed and as it was getting late about 11pm she had to get back

home before her parents started to become concern about her. She said 

she'd be by tomorrow and departed with a passionate kiss. 

After she left I wondered if there was more to my sub audio message than

I first expected.  I probably needed to analyse the data and do more 

tests. Chelsea obviously was receiving my "trust" messages and 

interpreting them in her own way!  This had gone beyond the expected 

results of my sub audio messaging, but it was an unexpected surprise.  

There was more success to the subliminal messages than I thought 

possible.  This required more investigation. 

Jewish Neighbor Girl

By Ellis

Taken From www.Eroticstories.com

Last night I had an interesting encounter with my neighbor, Alyssa.  I

haven't been able to stop thinking about her all day.  She's gone home 

this weekend to see her parents, so I have no way of talking to her.  

So, in order to relieve the tension, I put my encounter into words for 

you all... 

Alyssa's this mousy little Jewish girl who I'd only really talked to one

or two times before.    I think she's a freshman... 18 or so.  Cute, 

kinda, in a very mousy sorta way.  She's got real pale skin and her 

hair is brown and frizzy.  She's got your standard, Jewish nose.  (No 

offense to the Jewish folks who are perhaps in the audience).    Her 

body's pretty spot-on though.  She's one of those petite girls, with 

some nice padding on her, you know what I mean?  Nice round ass, and 

pretty big breasts. 

Anyway, I was having a beer before going out to the bar down the street.

 It was maybe ten-thirty.  She knocked on my door and had half a bottle 

of cheap Arbor Mist wine in her hand.  She wore this white tank-top and 

plaid-colored lounge pants.  She looked like she was going to bed, 

frankly.  She said that we'd been living next to each other for so long 

and the fact that we didn't know each other very well was a crime.  She 

stood real close to me, and I could smell the wine on her breath.  I 

didn't realize we'd been living next to each other for so long, but I 

went along with it.  I didn't feel much like going out to the bar at 

that point. 

We went into the living room and started talking.  She sat close on the

couch and shared her wine with me.  I didn't drink much, partly because 

I hate the stuff and partly because I wanted her to enjoy the effects.  

She rambled on about her school, her complete lack of social life and 

so on.  Her voice is very squeaky and high pitch, and a bit odd.  But 

once you get used to it, it's oddly cute.  I wasn't really listening to 

what she was saying, either.  Her tank-top was very low-cut and the 

view of her milky-white cleavage it provided was a bit more interesting 

to me at the moment.  Every now and again, her hand would touch my 

shoulder or my thigh on accident.  She'd lean in more and more, either 

brushing a boob against me or giving me a better view of her cleavage. 

Eventually, we ended up kissing.  I don't quite remember how, but I

assume I made the first move.  I pulled her onto my lap, and shoved my 

tongue in her mouth.  She reciprocated hungrily, like some rabid dog.  

Her knees rested on either side of my thighs, and her crotch hovered 

above mine.  Well, I pulled her down and ground her crotch against my 

hard cock.  She gasped, and I think was genuinely surprised.  But 

eventually she got into it, and ground into me. 

We dry-humped and made out for a bit, before she eventually collapsed

onto me.  Her breasts mashed against my chest.  She leaned in and 

whispered into my ear: "Geez, we're being so naughty!"  She acted like 

we were little kids, doing something our parents might come in and 

scold us for any minute now.  I ran my hands up and down her back.  She 

moaned, and I noticed she wasn't wearing a bra.  I slid my hands down 

her back and into the back of her lounge pants.  She gasped and I could 

feel her body tense as my hands played with the satin panties she had 

on. 

"What do you want to do?" she whispered in my ear. 

"I want you to take off your clothes." 

"O-o-okay," she stuttered.  She pulled off her top and her magnificent

breasts flopped into view.  They were as big as I thought, and pretty 

darn firm.  Her little pink nipples were erect.  I fondled one of her 

breasts, and twisted her other nipple.  Her eyes closed and she moaned 

through clenched teeth.  Her head swayed slightly back and forth.  I 

couldn't tell if it was the liquor or the moment that was making it 

sway, but I didn't give it much thought at the time.  I leaned in and 

took one nipple into my mouth and slipped my other hand down into her 

pants.  She yelped loudly and her body tensed again.  She was now sort 

of half-standing, half-leaning into me.  I began diddling her clit with 

my hand and I could feel her panties getting soaked.  She relaxed and 

began moaning, in this low, throaty voice that seemed a bit 

uncharacteristic of her.  I continued this for several minutes, sucking 

her tit/diddling her clit/sometimes slipping a finger into her pussy, 

until her moans turned into short, staccato yelps.  Gasps for air.  Shewas about to cum.  Her body was shaking, and moved my fingers faster 

and faster on her clit.  And then she froze, screamed loudly, and a 

guiser of cum shot from her pussy, soaking my hand and her panties.  I 

kept fingering her, until she relaxed and fell down on top of me. 

We were both sweating and panting, like we'd just run a marathon.  I

removed my hand from her panties and licked off her juices, as she 

watched in wide-eyed amazement.  I wondered if she'd ever seen anyone 

lick pussy juice.  Or if she even knew you could lick the stuff. 

She tilted her head up slowly and whispered to me: "I got my pants all

wet."  She sounded so innocent, as the slight smell of fruit juice 

filled my nostrils. 

"Well why don't you take them off?" 

"Okay," she said, smiling.  She groggily propped her self up on her arms

and kissed me.  I could feel her nipples tickling my chest.  She pulled 

back and licked the sweat off my forehead, before she stood up.  

Unceremoniously, she slipped her flannel lounge pants and panties down 

her legs and her meaty white thighs and little brown muff (surprisingly 

well trimmed, I might add) came into view.  She smiled and kicked her 

clothes aside.  I told her how gorgeous she looked, and her smile 

managed to get even brighter. 

"What should I do now?" she innocently asked.  I didn't answer.  She

stood watching me, idly playing with herself, as I lifted my shirt off 

my body.  I reached down, unbuttoned my jeans and slipped them off.  

Her eyes grew wide as she saw the large tent my cock had left in my 

teal boxer-briefs. 

"Take off my underwear."  Not taking her eyes off the cock-tent, Alyssa

slowly got on her knees.  Tentatively, she placed her hands on either 

side of cock, which spas med at her touch.  She slinked her hands up my 

pelvis, her fingers leading the way, until she reached the waistband of 

my underwear.  Her fingers carefully took old of the underwear and 

pulled out.  I lifted up, as she worked it slowly down my body.  I've 

always loved the feel of a girl pulling off my underwear.  Her 

eagerness brought her head very close to my cock, and she yelped when 

my cock leapt out and tapped her on the nose.  Her eyes crossed as she 

starred at the purple head, and she froze.  Her mouth gaped and her 

hands slipped away from my underwear. 

I chuckled.  "Give it a kiss, Alyssa."  Almost robotically, she leaned

forward and kissed the tip.   The kiss was innocent at first, not more 

than a schoolyard peck on the cheek.  But the next kiss wasn't so 

innocent.   Her lips hovered above the tip.  Warm, musty breath 

tickling my sensitive cock.  Her lips slowly made contact, wrapping 

themselves around the purple tip.  She began suckling sensitively, like 

a baby on its mother's nipple.  Her little tongue would sometimes 

tickle the tip briefly, on accident.  It was one of most wonderful 

things I'd ever felt. 

I decided I needed to get my underwear the rest of the way off, as the

waistband was starting to press uncomfortably against my balls.  I 

lifted myself up slightly, and my cock slipped away from her.  She 

whined slightly, as I slipped my underwear down my legs and kicked it 

to the side.  She quickly attacked my cock with her mouth, her lips 

attempting to take their place before I'd even resituated myself.  Her 

tongue lapped at my cock, as my butt found its seat.  By reflex, I put 

my hand softly on the back of her head, stroking her frizzy hair 

gently.  Her hands rested on my inner thigh, as she briefly suckled the 

tip of my dick again.  It felt so fucking good. 

Then she pulled back slightly, and licked the underside of my dick. She

licked a straight line from the tip, down to my scrotum.  She carefully 

cleaned my balls with her tongue, kissing them periodically and 

finishing the act by taking as much of testicles into her mouth that 

she could get in.  I moaned loudly, her hands stroking the hair on my 

thigh. 

"Put your hands behind your back," I said softly. 

"Mmmkay" she said softly and complied.  Her back arched and her breasts

jutted outward. 

And then she dived forward and inhaled about half of my cock into her

mouth.  She was suddenly very hurried, like there was a time limit.  

She bobbed up and down, her hair flapping wildly in the air and her 

mouth attacking my cock like a Popsicle on a hot day.   Alyssa slowly 

worked all of my dick into her mouth.  Her nose buried in my pubes, my 

balls on her chin.  I cursed at her, telling her what a hot fucking 

mouth she had and what a little slut she was.  She moaned around my 

dick.  Her moan was high and sounded somewhat like a very labored 

whimper. 

Eventually, I felt myself cumming.  Firmly, I grasped the back of her

head and held it firmly, with my cock buried deep within her throat.  

She yelped in surprise, her hands falling forward and wrapped around my 

legs for support.  I erupted, shooting wave after wave of cum deep into 

my little Jewish neighbor's throat.  I could feel her tongue caressing 

the underside of my dick, as she drank the semen in.  She wasn't used 

to drinking cum, I don't think.  But she adapted well, taking almost 

all of it in. 

As my orgasm left me, she made sure my dick was good and clean.  I half

expected her to run and get a towel and dry it off, but she didn't. 

I groaned and leaned back on the couch.  I realized I'd never taken off

my t-shirt, which was now soaked and stuck to my body. 

"That was so fucking great, Alyssa" I said, peeling my soiled shirt from

my body. 

She moaned.  "I didn't...."  And she trailed off.  I looked down and so

her resting her head on my thigh, nestled next to my cock. 

"You didn't what, Alyssa?" 

"I didn't... I didn't know you could drink cum..." And she was asleep. 

She was out for the night.  A little while later, I carried her into my

bedroom and laid her down on my big brass bed.  I tucked her, coping a 

slight feel of her wonderful breasts.  I went into the bathroom, used 

the toilet and brushed my teeth.   I went back and climbed into the 

bed, next to her under the covers.  She moaned and rolled over, resting 

her head on my chest.  Her hand took hold of my spent cock and we 

drifted off to sleep. 

At some point in the night, I woke up to a wonderful sensation. 

Alyssa's lips were clasped around my nipple, sucking madly, and her 

hand jacked my newly erect cock.  She moaned softly and I couldn't tell 

if she was asleep or what.  I didn't quite have the energy to move, so 

I just laid back and enjoyed the hand job.  I came quickly and ejaculated all over her hand and thigh.  I moaned and fell back asleep. 

In the morning, she was gone.  I woke up late, around ten.  Her clothes

were gone from the living room, and she was nowhere to be found.  I 

took a shower and tossed on some clothes and headed over to her door.  

I knocked softly, and her roommate answered.  She said that Alyssa had 

gone home for the weekend and would be back Monday sometime.  I thanked her and left. 

I didn't see Alyssa again until Monday night. 

She acted weird at first, like she was mad. I thought maybe it was

because I kinda took advantage of her when she was pretty drunk. But 

that wasn't it. She didn't even want to talk at first, she kept trying 

to say that she had homework to get done, and such. She wouldn't even 

look me in the eye. Finally, I convinced her to sit down and tell me 

what was wrong. 

Apparently, she was embarrassed. She explained to me that she had liked

me for a very long time, ever since she watched me move in a year and a 

half ago. Honestly, I didn't even remember her being here then. She 

said I always seemed cranky or pissed off at something, whenever she 

saw me. And up until a month ago, I had a girlfriend (Ana). Alyssa 

explained to me that those factors combined prevented her from ever 

saying anything. It took about a bottle and a half of Arbor's Mist to 

get her over the hurdle of saying "hi." She was explaining this all to 

me, and I couldn't help but think about how naive she seemed. If I 

didn't know better, I would have guessed she had never touched a boy 

before. Let alone, suck one off. 

"Are you very... experienced?" I asked her politely. 

"No. Well, yes. I've been with two boys before. Jeff and Erik." She went

on to tell me about her sex life, which revolved completely around Jeff 

and Erik. Jeff was the boy she lost her virginity to, when she was 15. 

He was 20. A faded high school football star, he drank himself out of 

college and into a lucrative job at McDonalds... where he met Alyssa. 

He flirted with her heavily and eventually talked her into a date. 

After a movie, he forced himself onto her in the front seat of his car 

and took her virginity. He fucked her a couple times after that, but it 

never amounted to much. Erik was her best friend all through middle 

school and high school. He was a heavy-set German immigrant, who never got a lot of play with the ladies. When they were 17, they had sex. She said she did it, mostly out of pity for him. But she was also very 

curious to try it again, and figured Erik was a safe bet. They fucked 

quite a bit in the years to come, and apparently still do off and on 

today. She used Erik as a sort of sexual guinea pig, trying out things 

she heard about in movies and from friends. That's where she'd learned 

to suck cock, from all the practice with Erik. He wasn't very good, 

apparently. He was too big to be very adventurous and got tired 

quickly. But he was easy, and readily available. So she continued to 

fuck him. 

We talked for a little while longer and before long, I found myself

kissing her. Our lips were locked against each other and our tongues 

were slapping against each other. I started caressing her back through 

the thin t-shirt she was wearing and her hand began caressing my thigh. 

But suddenly she stopped. 

"What's wrong?" I asked, panting. 

"I-I-I... We can't do this tonight. I've got class real early tomorrow."

"But," I protested, but from the look in her eye, I could see it was no

use. 

"I don't mean to be a tease, but if we started up tonight.... I'd never

want to go to sleep. And tomorrow morning, I have to turn in a paper 

and it's real important." 

"Okay." I told her I understood and we made plans to see each other

again the next night. 

I was wide awake at 6:30 the next morning when my alarm went off. I

don't know how much I slept, if I did at all. I felt fine, just 

incredibly horny. I looked down to see by stiff erection poking through 

the fly of my boxer shorts. I started to masturbate, but something told 

me to wait. I got up, brushed my teeth and then took a shower. As I 

dried myself off, I heard Alyssa tittering away to her roommate. She 

sounded wide away. Seconds later, I heard them exchange goodbyes and 

then her roommate left for work. Alyssa was alone in the apartment. 

I put on a terrycloth robe and walked down the hall to her door. I knocked firmly and seconds later, a bubbly, wide-awake Alyssa answered 

the door. She had on a pair of short flannel shorts and a tight, white 

undershirt. The outfit wasn't much, but it accentuated all the right 

curves. Her hair was still damp from the shower and she smelled like 

shampoo. 

She was surprised to see me, but remained polite. 

"H-h-hi, Ellis! What's up?" 

"I had to see you." 

"Ellis, we don't have time. I've got to be to class at 8:00. And I've

just showered..." Her string of excuses trailed off, as she saw my 

stiff erection poking through my robe. Her eyes grew wide and her mouth 

gaped. 

I took advantage of this pause and swooped her into my arms and carried

her into the kitchen. We frantically kissed and molested each other 

with our hands. My robe slipped from my body, somewhere along the way, 

and I walked nude across her linoleum. Her body felt so tight and 

alive. So warm beneath my hands. I caressed her meaty silk thighs as 

she panted in my ear and nibbled on the earlobe. 

"Hurry," she said as I set her down on the ground, in front of the

cabinet, "We don't have much time." I chuckled as I peeled her tight 

flannel shorts and thin cotton panties down her legs and tossed them 

into the corner. I reached between her legs and was surprised to find 

her pussy was soaking wet. 

"I've been thinking of you all night," she said breathlessly. 

I cupped her buttocks and lifted her towards me. She spread her legs

naturally, and wrapped her arms around my neck She gasped and I grunted 

as my cock slid into her cunt. For a girl who'd had so little 

experience, she wasn't terrible tight. Her legs hooked around my back 

and she held me tight, her cotton-covered tits pressed against my chest 

and began fucking her against the counter. I thrust firmly and quickly 

into her, and she yelped and moaned into my ear. We sweated profusely, 

as our bodies slapped against each other. 

We fucked quickly for several minutes, standing like that, until we

eventually lost our footing and we slid onto the floor. I rolled her 

onto her back and fucked her hard against the cold, hard linoleum. She 

stretched her arms out and lay flat, as I drive my cock into her. Her 

sweat-soaked shirt was translucent and I could see her meaty breasts 

and erect nipples were clearly visible. The undershirt stuck to her 

skin and had ridden up until her smooth belly was visible. 

She leaned forward and began sucking my nipples, as I fucked her. Her

little tongue swirled around my left nip, and I could feel her teeth 

lightly grazing it. She reached down with her other hand, and began 

diddling her clit. She moaned loudly into my chest, and I could feel my 

balls starting to rumble. 

I pushed her back against the ground and kissed her passionately on the

lips. I thrust into her, hard, a couple more times, before I erupted in 

orgasm. She continued to finger her clit as I came, and an orgasm hit 

her moments later. We lay there, our sweaty bodies sticking to the 

linoleum for several moments. She reached up and peeled off her shirt, 

and her big breasts flopped into view. We decided to take a shower 

together, and we even found time for me to finger her and her to give 

me a hand job, before we parted ways for the day. 

I kissed her as I retied my robe and stepped out the door. 

"Are you gonna be around tonight?" she asked gingerly. 

"Definently." 

"Then I think you should stop by." She kissed me softly, and gave my

cock a yank underneath the robe. I smiled and assured her I'd be by as 

soon as I could. And then I walked back to my apartment to get ready 

for class.

My Freshman Year
By Annon

Taken from www.eroticstories.com
I was 19 years old and fresh off a two-year relationship with my boy

friend.  Our romance was one of those things broken up more by distance 

than a lack of love.  School had gotten in the way.  He was still back 

in high school graduating this year.  I was completing my freshman year 

in college. 

I had become more focused on studying vs. making the 2-hour trip home. 

He had become more interested in being with his friends especially as 

the school year came to a close.  I should have guessed that we 

wouldn't end up together, but it still hurt.  When he told me that he 

wasn't going to attend State, I was pissed.  I felt like I had been 

betrayed. 

We were each other's first when it came to sex.  Neither of us was very

good, but we put forth an effort that would impress most.  We 

experimented with just about every position and every idea we could 

muster.  But towards the end of our relationship the spark had faded.  

I thought it was odd for a male high school senior to not be interested 

in sex, but, again, I wasn't experienced enough to know better. 

His leaving placed a void in my life.  I hadn't spent much time getting

to know anyone in the dorm.  If I wasn't studying for midterms, I was 

traveling back home.  It made the loss that much more painful. 

Finals were coming the following Monday.  Most of the campus had shut

down to eliminate the urge not to study.  The school administrators had 

won this battle years ago when they felt students weren't focusing on 

studying.  With a deadline looming, I still couldn't get motivated.  I 

need an evening off but didn't know how or what to do. 

I walked through the dorm hallways to see if anyone was out and about

looking for some conversation.  As expected, they hadn't lost their 

motivation.  Most of them were probably trying to make up for lost 

time.  Everything was library quiet. 

As I walked by one room, I could hear two study partners fooling around.

 The woman was rather loud.  I could hear her moaning through the door 

for her boy friend to fuck her.  I stopped outside and leaned against 

the wall.  I closed my eyes and listened intently.  It felt so good to 

be turned on.  I was a little embarrassed listening in on others, but 

with my boy friend gone, I didn't have much choice. 

My pussy was starting to get wet.  I wanted to plunge a finger in it out

here in the hallway, but thought better of it.  I heard a door shut 

which brought me back to reality.  I started moving back towards my 

room again in hopes I could get motivated. 

I sat back down at my desk sighing deeply as I opened my book.  I

fantasized about watching the moaning couple.  I was becoming extremely 

aroused at the thought of masturbating while they screwed in front of 

me.  I wasn't into sleeping with another woman, but watching them fuck 

had an interesting effect on me. 

I eased my hand down into pants.  My pussy was wet and engorged.  I

needed some kind of relief.  I rubbed my finger across the edge of my 

clit.  I moaned out and arched back feeling a sense of excitement.  I 

pulled my finger out and moved it up to smell.  I had never tasted 

pussy before, but I was in an extremely erotic state fantasizing about 

watching the moaning couple.  The smell wasn't so bad.  I rubbed my 

finger across my lips easing my tongue out to taste.  It wasn't bad.  I 

seemed to find some motivation as I licked my lips. 

I moved my finger back into my pants this time plunging it deep into my

pussy.  My heart raced in anticipation of tasting more of my pussy 

juice.  I quickly pulled it out and raised it up to taste.  It was so 

sweet.  I moaned as I sucked my finger pulling it in and out of my 

mouth.  I was grinding my pussy against the chair. 

A door shut outside in the hallway breaking my trance.  I stood up and

walked over to see who was walking by.  A guy walked by my eyeglass 

tucking his shirt in as he walked away.  My guess is that he was the 

boy friend performing down the hallway. 

I waited a few seconds before exiting.  I was curious what he looked

liked not to mention aroused by what he had just done.  I moved outside 

and crossed the street walking about 50 steps behind him. 

He was headed toward the campus bars.  As far as I knew, they were all

closed.  As I rounded the corner, he was just getting on a city bus.  I 

raced forward to jump on not knowing if I could pay.  Luckily, I 

reached into my pocket and found money.  I sat towards the back of the 

bus to get the best view of when my friend would get off the bus. 

We went through several stops before he got up to exit.  The bus pulled

up in front of a bar called Mustard's.  As he exited, I popped up at 

the last minute and got off.  There was a long line waiting to get into 

the bar.  It seemed to be moving fast enough so waiting didn't seem 

like an eternity. 

I walked up behind my prey as I was humorously calling him in my mind. 

After about 5 minutes, he turned to glance down checking me out.  I 

didn't think I was too bad looking.  I have blond hair and blue eyes 

something most guys find attractive.  My 5' 2" frame was well trimmed.  

My breasts are rather large for my size a gift from my mother's side of 

the family. 

My prey turned around and glanced back towards the door.  I started

thinking to myself about what exactly I was trying to do.  Based on my 

state of arousal, I couldn't help but think about finding someone for a 

one nighter.  I was new to this, but needed to find some kind of 

relief.  I was scared though.  My heart was racing about where things 

would lead.  I was second guessing my motives and starting to get cold 

feet.  I think my conscious finally won out.  I turned to leave and 

jump on the bus that just pulled up. 

"Had enough already?" 

I turned to see my prey smiling at me. 

"Just got a little nervous when I didn't see my friends getting off that

bus."  I lied.  I couldn't blurt out that I was following him.  My 

heart raced again not knowing where this was heading.  The bus pulled 

away. 

"Guess your waiting for the next bus." 

I smiled back at him.  "I'm Rachel."  I offered my hand up to be polite.

He had a soft handshake that brought my pussy back to life.  "Steve." 

The line kept moving over the next couple of minutes.  Steve entered the

bar ahead of me and I got stopped by the bouncer.  "Hey, she's with 

me."  He said motioning back. 

My head shot up kind of confused at his comment.  The bouncer motioned

me into the bar.  I hesitated and then darted in. 

"Thank you." 

"No problem.  See any of your friends here?" 

I looked around the bar hoping to make some kind of contact with someone

I knew.  Nobody looked familiar.  "Nobody looks familiar.  I guess I 

should leave." 

"Give ‘em a chance to get here.  Can I interest you in a beer while you

wait?" 

"Sure."  I wasn't the world's best drinker.  It typically only took 2-3

beers before I was soundly drunk. 

"What would you like?" 

"Corona, please." 

Steve turned to order two Coronas for us.  As he was turned away, I

checked him out.  He looked well built.  He turned back and caught me 

staring towards his mid-section. 

"Here you go."  He said smiling. 

I blushed slightly as I reached for my beer.  I was hoping that my

tolerance would somehow miraculously increase tonight.  I was horny and 

desperate, but I didn't want to add drunk to that mix.  That seemed 

like a deadly combination. 

We talked for about an hour.  As expected though, my tolerance did not

improve.  After 3 beers, I was swimming in my head.  Steve had to have 

sensed this.  "Want another beer?" 

I said yes hoping I could drink myself sober.  I nursed this one more

slowly than the first three.  This helped, but I wasn't getting any 

more sober. 

"Do you see any of your friends?" 

I looked around the bar again, but came up empty a second time. 

"No, and I should probably get back to school." 

Steve paid the bill and offered to get me to the bus.  We stood outside

waiting for the bus to arrive.  It was taking forever. 

The bouncer over by the door yelled out to us.  "It's after 11:00. 

Buses stopped running an hour ago." 

I looked up at Steve nervously.  He glanced back down at me shrugging. 

"Not a problem.  Let's pop over to my place, and I'll call you a taxi." 

Steve lived about a ½ mile from the bar.  The walk over helped my

inebriation.  I was starting to sober up which was in turn starting to 

heighten my consciousness about heading over to a stranger's place when 

I was this horny. 

We reached Steve's apartment.  It was dark inside as he flipped the

lights on. 

"Do you live in this big place alone?" 

"No, my roommate's probably asleep.  Let me call you a taxi." 

I could hear him in the kitchen giving instructions about how to get to

his apartment building.  "How long?  Alright, thanks." 

"Got a little problem.  They said it would be about 2-3 hours." 

I glanced up nervously.  I smiled not wanting to show how scared I was. 

Steve's roommate stumbled out of his room wearing nothing but a smile. 

It was obvious he had been sleeping as he rubbed his eyes and squinted 

through the living room light. 

He was definitely well hung.  He had to be 8 inches easily.  I stared in

disbelief.  He looked over at Steve who was smiling and gesturing 

towards me.  He turned and startled as he saw me staring at his cock.  

He smiled and walked back into his room returning several seconds later 

with a robe on.  Occasionally, his cock would bounce through the 

opening as he walked to the kitchen. 

I'm sure Steve saw me lick my lips.  I couldn't help but stare.  I

flushed with excitement.  My nipples were rock hard thinking about his 

roommate's cock buried deep into my pussy.  I was getting aroused 

again. 

Steve looked over at me and smiled.  "It has that effect on the ladies."

I blushed deeply knowing I wasn't being subtle enough. 

"Would you like another beer?" 

I nodded yes.  I needed to get some beer in me if I was going to soften

my nerves.  My conscious was screaming for me to leave.  I just 

couldn't muster up the energy to walk out. 

Steve handed me my beer and offered up a spot on the couch.  I moved

over and sat as far away from him so not appear too forward.  Steve's 

roommate came back into the living room again carrying a beer. 

"Name's Tom." 

"Rachel."  I smiled. 

Tom was everything I could ask for tonight.  My mind kept racing wanting

to reach over and grab his cock from underneath his robe.  I'm sure I 

was being a little too obvious. 

Steve turned the TV on and started flipping through the channels.  He

stopped on the adult station looking over at my reaction.  To be 

perfectly honest, I wasn't paying too much attention.  Tom's cock 

started to rise through his robe.  I caught this out of the corner of 

my eye.  I shot a look over to see what was causing this when I heard 

the moaning on the screen. 

I looked nervously at both Steve and Tom.  Tom's cock was fully erect

poking though the robe. 

"Do you ever watch adult movies, Rachel?"  Tom asked. 

"No."  I said nervously. 

"We can turn the channel if you're offended." 

"No, I'm not offended.  It's your house.  You can watch what you want." 

I think it was becoming obvious that I was hoping to get laid, but I 

was too nervous to move forward. 

Steve ducked back into the kitchen. 

Tom eased over to my side of the couch.  "Have you ever seen a cock this

big, Rachel?" 

I looked down at it and nodded no.  "Grab it."  Tom ordered. 

My will power was too weak to resist.  I reached out and grabbed his

cock.  I started slowly stroking it.  It felt so warm.  My heart raced 

with anticipation. 

Steve came back into the room carrying three more beers and what looked

like a blindfold. 

"Trust me.  Put this on.  It'll help soften the nerves." 

I couldn't seem to resist anything he was asking for.  I slid the

blindfold over my eyes.  I could hear everything, but could not see a 

thing.  I thought I was going to faint with anticipation.  I could hear 

Steve pulling his cloths off.  Tom moved around in front me. 

I could feel his body heat just before he reached into my shirt

squeezing my breasts.  I moaned out loving his touch.  He eased his 

lips up to my nipples and circled them with his tongue and teeth.  I 

was breathing harder and harder.  I was starting to grind my pussy 

against the couch.  It was aching for something to penetrate it.  Tom 

slid his hand down between my legs.  I was a willing participant 

widening them to allow him to stroke my clit through my pants. 

Tom eased back and unbuttoned my pants.  He slid my panties and pants

down my legs tossing them over into a corner.  He reached up and 

unbuttoned my shirt and unclasped my bra tossing them away.  I was 

sitting on the couch totally naked in front of two guys I didn't know.  

I couldn't believe how turned on I was.  My nervousness seemed to be 

fading.  I wasn't a slut, but the thought of performing for these two 

guys had my pussy on fire. 

I just couldn't believe how easy it was to get here.  Maybe it was the

alcohol or maybe it was the break-up, but nothing seemed to be stopping 

me.  My boyfriend had often teased me about being in a threesome, but I 

just couldn't seem to muster up the courage.  I could never overcome my 

good conscious.  Tonight, though, I just wanted to be bad.  I almost 

felt like I was getting back at my boyfriend for his behavior. 

Tom's movement brought me back to the moment.  He moved his head between

my legs.  I could feel his hot breath on my clit.  I loved having my 

pussy eaten.  I reached down and pulled his head into my clit.  He 

moved his tongue out and plunged it deep into my aching vagina.  I 

reached down with my finger and started rubbing my clit.  It didn't 

seem to bother me to be masturbating in front of two strangers.  It 

felt almost natural.  I came within seconds arching my back and moaning 

out about how good this felt. 

Typically, I was a one-orgasm girl.  Tonight I wanted more though.  I

sat up waiting for what was next.  I could sense some movement in front 

of me.  I was guessing that Steve had now moved in front of Tom.  I 

reached out curious as to what was happening.  I brushed my hand 

against what I thought was Steve's cock.  Once I found my location I 

started stroking his cock.  I could hear him moaning as I was 

quickening my pace. 

Having found my bearings, I dropped to my knees and started sucking the

tip of his cock.  His pre-cum tasted great.  I swallowed and moved in 

to take his entire shaft in my mouth.  He must have been a good 9 

inches.  I was a little startled as struggled to take it all in, but 

the thought of this man's cock in my pussy left me aching for more.  I 

reached my hand down between my legs to feel my engorged pussy.  I 

started fingering myself as I sucked Steve's cock. 

Steve reached down and eased me back to the couch.  Not knowing where

anyone was located was driving me crazy.  I couldn't figure who was 

moving in front or moving towards the back.  I could feel a hand reach 

between my legs and start rubbing my clit.  Someone eased my head back 

forcing my mouth into the air. 

A tongue hit my clit causing me to stir with excitement.  My pussy was

on fire.  I could feel a prick hit my lips.  I hungered to suck it.  I 

was guessing that Steve had moved to the back of the couch to allow Tom 

better access to my pussy.  I was sitting on the couch with Tom licking 

wildly at my clit while Steve was getting his 9 inch cock sucked.  He 

was moaning out for me to suck faster while reaching out squeezing my 

breasts. 

I have to admit that the mere thought of performing this sexual act

several hours ago would have been near impossible.  It was an amazing 

turn of events.  Whatever will power I had to resist was gone in a 

flash of drunk, aroused, and depressed emotions.  I couldn't stop now 

or probably ever.  I was experiencing something few people got the 

chance to try.  It was an absolute thrill ride. 

The guys pulled away much to my dismay.  I could tell they were changing

positions.  Tom climbed up on the back of the couch and eased his prick 

down to my lips.  I wasted little time sucking him into my mouth.  I 

could feel Steve's anxiousness while he moved between my legs.  I ached 

for him to push his large cock deep into my pussy.  He eased his dick 

back and forth across my clit.  I moaned out while I sucked Tom. 

I was quickly closing in on a second orgasm.  I was holding out wanting

it to come from Steve's cock in my pussy.  Steve approached my pussy 

lips and eased himself into the first inch of my throbbing cunt.  I 

pushed my hips up and outward to allow him the best access.  He didn't 

disappoint.  He thrust his hips into my pussy easily touching the back. 

 I moaned out for more.  He pulled out thrusting deeper the second 

time.  I had never been this deeply penetrated in my life.  I thought 

my boy friend was big, but he paled in comparison to Steve. 

Steve expertly thrust in and out.  I couldn't contain myself any longer.

 I screamed out for him to fuck me harder.  I was cumming the hardest I 

had ever cum.  My legs ached from stretching them out so hard.  Steve 

slowed his pace as my orgasm waned.  He pulled out and moved away. 

Tom repositioned me in a doggy style position.  I got little or no rest

before they were both pushing ahead.  I could feel Steve lying next to 

me on the couch.  His legs were brushing against my face.  I moved in 

to start sucking him again.  I could taste my pussy juice along his 

cock.  This was enough to reenergize me.  I could sense Tom behind me 

stroking himself while he caressed the cheeks of my ass. 

He circled his fingers along my little virgin rose bud.  I was starting

to get nervous about where this might be heading.  Sucking and fucking 

two guys seemed ok at the moment, but to allow them to both fuck me, 

scared me.  I knew what Tom had in mind.  He removed his hand from my 

rear for a brief moment.  This settled me down a little. 

When he returned, I could feel the lubrication on his finger as it

circled my anus.  My nervousness came back in full force.  He was 

gentle though.  It was almost erotic how he circled around softly 

touching me allowing me to adjust and prepare for what lied ahead.  He 

eased his finger into my no longer virginal rose bud.  It didn't feel 

too bad.  All of the horror stories seemed a little exaggerated based 

on my current feelings.  A cock buried in me though would be a 

different scenario. 

Tom pulled his finger out and moved over to the couch.  Steve moved over

behind me.  He reached up and pulled off the blindfold.  It took 

several seconds, but I adjusted to the light. 

"I think you should be more relaxed now." 

Tom pulled me over to him.  I went willingly.  Changing from blindly

screwing these two to now seeing everything was an amazing turn.  I 

eased on top of Tom adjusting to his hard, long cock.  Steve climbed in 

behind me.  With Tom deep in my pussy, there was only one home for 

Steve.  I braced myself for impact. 

"Relax.  Let me get in.  Then you choose the pace."  Steve said. 

It took several seconds of adjustment before Steve was fully in.  I was

dazed.  A shy, bashful girl only a day removed from breaking up with 

her boy friend was now in the throws of passion with two well-endowed 

guys.  I could see me at sometime having a one-night stand.  I enjoyed 

sex.  Being with two guys seemed erotic, I just couldn't picture me 

ever working up the nerve to try it.  But here I was.  I just kept 

looking at our naked bodies. 

Tom and Steve were starting to get restless so I offered some movement. 

I eased into Tom taking his cock deep into my throbbing pussy.  As I 

eased off, Steve thrust himself deep into my ass.  I could feel both 

cocks rubbing against one another.  It was an amazing feeling.  I could 

barely contain myself.  I wanted this moment to last forever.  I 

repeated myself moving faster as I grew more accustomed to our 

position. 

I could feel both guys moving closer to the edge.  The heads of both

cocks were swelling causing mini-orgasms to ripple through my body.  I 

was moaning out for each of them to hold on. 

"Don't cum yet.  Hold it as long as you can."  I moaned.  I couldn't

believe this was coming from my mouth.  I didn't want to get into this 

position, and now I didn't want to leave it. 

"Hold on guys."  The mini-orgasms were fueling my thrusts.  Each one

built on the other heading towards a grand finale.  I could feel Tom 

start to lose it.  His thrusts had more purpose than before.  His pace 

was quickening. 

Steve must have been closing in also.  As Tom was speeding up, it forced

me to match his speed.  This was making Steve move faster.  We were all 

standing at the edge just wanting one of us to let go. 

"Fuck me guys.  Give me everything.  Harder.  Harder.  Oh, yes."  I was

now almost screaming.  The min-orgasms were being replaced with larger, 

more full ones.  I couldn't belief the ecstasy I was feeling. 

Tom finally let loose.  When his cum shot deep into my pussy, I started

screaming for him to thrust harder.  Steve then let go.  I had two 

massive cocks erupting inside me.  I couldn't contain myself any 

longer.  I was cumming for what felt like minutes.  Neither of us 

seemed to want to stop.  We were all pumping every last ounce of juice 

into my body. 

We all collapsed to the couch.  We were still breathing hard.  We were

out of breath for minutes gasping for air.  I was surprised none of us 

past out from over exertion.  After several minutes past, I eased off 

the couch.  Both guys were dozing off.  I picked up my cloths and moved 

to the bathroom. 

I stared at myself in the mirror for several minutes.  I couldn't

believe what I had just done.  As I dressed, I only wanted to leave.  I 

needed to get out without Tom or Steve seeing me.  I hoped this could 

only be a one-night stand.  If they didn't know me or see me again, I 

could pull this off. 

As I snuck out of the bathroom, both guys were snoring loudly.  As I

reached the door, a loud horn blared outside.  Steve woke up and looked 

at me as I was sneaking out. 

"Rachel."  He yelled as I shut the door. 

I was in a dead run to the main door.  I didn't look back as I entered

the taxi.  The ride home served me well.  My whole body ached.  It felt 

like I had run a marathon.  As much as I wanted to blame myself, I 

couldn't.  I was more concerned about what type of person I was 

becoming.  My friends and I always felt that girls who did that kind of 

thing were sleazy.  Now it happened to me.  What would they think?  I'm 

sure if they had been in my shoes, they would have had a similar 

outcome.  If I was sleazy to them, what would that make them?  My head 

was starting to spin. 

I got out of the taxi and ran up to the dorm.  I had to refocus my

thoughts.  I rushed to my room to hide.  I figured I could engross 

myself in studying.  I would go back into hiding to guarantee not 

running into Steve.  I studied for about an hour before drifting off to 

sleep. 

I woke up around 11:00AM.  I was sore but not as bad as last night. 

Emotionally, I think I was a wreck.  I was still wrestling with the 

idea of being a slut.  I used to think I was as good as most of my 

friends.  If I were a slut, then they must have been just as bad.  But 

was being a slut bad?  If it meant feeling the things I felt last 

night, I couldn't complain.  It would be a tough life, but someone had 

to live it.  Right? 

I parked my emotions aside to catch a shower and grab a bite of lunch. 

I moved quickly through the showers.  I still had this feeling that 

everyone knew what I had done.  I had to keep reminding myself that 

nobody else was there. 

I made it back to my room without so much as a wink from someone else. 

As I sat down to study, I could hear someone walk by.  I popped up and 

looked through my eyeglass. 

"Damn."  It was Steve of all people.  He was heading back down to his

girl friends room.  I had hoped they were having a one-night stand.  

Now I was wrestling with her finding out.  I'm sure he wouldn't tell 

her.  He wouldn't want to break-up his relationship on account of me. 

I sat down to study, but my mind quickly went back to last night.  I

thought I was through for several days, but my pussy lit up quickly.  I 

was back in the same position as last night.  Overly aroused with no 

outlet.  The mental thought of Steve and Tom fucking me was just too 

much to handle. 

I stood up and walked to the door.  I paused for a moment asking myself

where I was headed.  What was going to happen?  Are you going to listen 

again?  I was now officially nuts.  I was talking to myself about 

walking out in the hallway.  I rustled up the courage and stepped out. 

I moved quietly down the hall.  I was a little amazed that Steve could

have any desires after last night, but you could hear the heavy 

petting.  His friend was moaning as loud as last night.  Steve was 

definitely good.  He proved that.  I just kept standing there listening 

to what they were doing.  My thoughts kept going back to Steve licking 

my clit.  My pussy was on fire wanting him badly.  I heard footsteps 

coming. 

I moved down to the window looking outside waiting for a passer-by to

leave.  I just kept staring.  I was daydreaming about last night.  I 

was softly caressing my cleavage.  I couldn't figure out how to 

proceed.  My heart raced with anticipation.  I suddenly had a thought.  

I could ask to watch.  Great, I've gone from slut to voyeur.  Could I 

become any more perverted? 

But the thought wasn't so bad.  I kept playing it through my mind.  I

could just walk up and ask.  Knock on the door.  Go inside.  Ask to 

watch.  That's all.  Strange girl walks up wanting to watch you and 

your boy friend have sex.  There's nothing wrong with that.  Yeah, 

right.  I was kidding myself. 

I started heading back to my room slowing as I reached Steve's girl

friend's room.  I stood outside daring myself to knock.  I could hear 

someone coming down the hallway.  It was now or never.  I couldn't just 

stand out here.  People would start getting freaked-out.  For someone 

who had made up her mind to go back to studying, I was awfully tempted 

to knock. 

I raised my hand and knocked.  I couldn't believe I was going through

with this.  I could hear Steve dressing quickly and moving into the 

bathroom.  His girl friend was pulling something on and walking to the 

door.  She opened it before I could run. 

"Can I help you?" 

"Can I come in?"  I asked nervously. 

"Uhmmm, sure."  She said looking back to make certain the bathroom door

was closed. 

I walked into the center of the room. 

"This looks like an RA's room." 

"Yes, it is although I'm not one.  If you have some kind of problem, the

RA's room is on the third floor."  She was getting impatient.  I 

couldn't blame her. 

"I have a request, but I don't want you to think I'm weird." 

"Sure.  But before you go on, Steve told me about last night.  When he

described the girl he was with and told me the name, I knew it had to 

be you." 

I was shocked and somewhat embarrassed.  I wanted to run out of the

room.  My feet felt frozen to the floor. 

"Relax.  It's ok.  We have that kind of relationship.  So what's your

request?" 

My racing heart was slowing.  If it was going to happen, the time was

now.  I just blurted it out.  "Can I watch?"  I can't believe I said 

it.  I was half expecting her to laugh at me.  But it didn't happen. 

Steve heard my question and came out of the bathroom.  Based on the

bulge in his pants I would say the answer was yes.  His girl friend 

smiled back at Steve and looked back to me.  "Sure.  I'm Tina."  She 

offered up her hand, which I nervously shook. 

I moved over to her lounge chair and sat back pulling my knees to my

chest.  Steve and Tina wasted little time getting back into the swing 

of things.  Steve lay on the bed and Tina mounted his face.  I could 

see why Steve had been so quiet.  He couldn't do much more than muffle. 

 Tina was quickly moaning again.  She opened her eyes and looked over 

at me smiling. 

"Do you like watching me get my pussy eaten?' 

I just nodded yes.  I did like it.  My pussy was aching for what she

had.  Tina moaned some more. And looked back over at me. 

"His tongue is buried deep in my pussy.  He's flicking it against my

clit.  Did he do that to you last night?"  She moaned. 

I was flush with excitement.  I couldn't believe how erotic this was.  I

was watching another couple fuck right in front of me.  If this is what 

being a slut felt like, then so be it.  It was a great feeling.  I 

pulled my shirt over my head and eased my pants off.  I was now sitting 

in a room naked while a couple was screwing right in front of me.  I 

couldn't resist any longer. 

I just barely touched my clit when I erupted into a deep orgasm.  It was

almost like a continuation of last night.  Mini-orgasms rippled through 

my body like a wave.  I plunged my fingers deeper into my throbbing 

pussy looking for a bigger orgasm.  It came with a rush.  I was moaning 

out for my fingers to fuck me harder.  I was oblivious to my 

surroundings. 

As I came down, I looked over at Steve and Tina.  They had stopped to

watch me.  I was a little embarrassed.  Steve was stroking his own cock 

while Tina was fingering her clit with excitement. 

"Your not bad.  Want to join us?"  Tina asked. 

I wasn't too thrilled about being with another woman, but I was so

turned on, I needed some kind of relief hopefully from Steve.  I 

nervously nodded yes. 

Steve and Tina came off the bed and over to the lounge.  They both

wasted little time teasing my body.  Tina started licking my nipples.  

Her soft caresses were causing my pussy to ache.  Steve was a little 

more aggressive nibbling and biting my nipples.  They were pushing me 

towards another orgasm. 

They reached for my pussy simultaneously.  Tina rubbed at my clit while

Steve plunged two fingers inside.  Tina knew her way around.  Her soft 

touches were causing ripples of orgasms to ease through me.  It was so 

erotic watching another woman touch your pussy.  I was fixated on her 

actions.  I couldn't control myself.  I started cumming hard. 

When I came down, Steve stood up and walked over to the bed.  Tina

followed right behind.  They both waved me over.  I lay on the bed not 

knowing what was next.  Tina eased herself overtop of me in a 69 

position.  She dug right into my pussy.  She started at my clit but 

wasted little time plunging her tongue into me. 

She was lapping loudly sucking every last drop.  I was nearing another

orgasm.  I felt like I had no control.  I needed all of this 

stimulation.  I was dazed at the events of the last 24 hours.  My 

shyness had eroded.  I loved this feeling of being sleazy.  I felt 

adventurous for the first time.  My thoughts just ran away with all of 

the perceivable sexual exploits I could do.  I wanted to do them all. 

I was brought back to reality when a drop fell from Tina's pussy

striking my lips.  Instinctively, I licked my lips before I realized it 

was her pussy juice.  The taste was similar to mine, but sweeter.  I 

was amazed that my first reaction wasn't one of disgust.  I had given 

into the moment.  Lust had finally overcome my nervousness.  If I was 

nervous about being a slut, that seemed to be fading.  I was the same 

girl I always was but more comfortable with her sexuality. 

I decided to give Tina's pussy a try.  I lifted my head to smell her

juices.  It was definitely sweeter than mind.  It didn't seem too bad.  

I eased my tongue out to meet the edges of her pussy lips.  They were 

lathered were cum from Steve's lickings earlier. 

I got a great taste of it before having to dig in deeper.  I decided to

move up to her clit.  I must have been doing great.  Tina was starting 

to moan louder.  I could tell she like having her pussy eaten. 

Steve poked at us from the side.  We both stopped and looked over to

him. 

"Rachel, switch positions with Tina." 

We rolled over.  Tina wasted little time returning to my pussy.  I had a

great view of Tina's engorged pussy.  I decided to dive in.  I started 

with her clit.  I worked vigorously at it listening for her moans.  She 

was starting to buck wildly. 

I could feel Steve move in behind me.  Tina slowed herself allowing

Steve complete access.  He eased himself into my wet, throbbing pussy.  

He wasted little time.  He was pounding hard.  I couldn't help but let 

out a loud moan. 

I could only imagine the view Tina had of Steve's 9 inch cock racing in

and out of my pussy.  The thought started causing my mini-orgasms to 

begin their ride through my body.  I decided to dive into Tina plunging 

deep into her pussy.  She arched up screaming for me to tongue fuck 

her. 

Steve was slapping hard against my ass.  I was amazed he could fit all 9

inches into me.  My pussy was welcoming his thrust.  His pace told me 

he was just about through.  The head of his cock swelled and then 

exploded deep into my pussy.  My orgasms were cresting.  As he slowed I 

was looking for more, and much to my surprise, Tina delivered. 

She locked on a second time.  She was sucking cum right out of my pussy.

 The thought of her eating Steve's cum sent me screaming for more.  We 

were bucking wildly cumming hard for minutes.  I couldn't get over the 

feeling of having another woman eat me let alone eat my pussy full of 

cum.  She never missed a drop. 

We fell to the bed exhausted.  We just lay there not wanting to move

searching for any energy and breath. 

My weekend ended there in the middle of Tina and Steve.  They both gave

me new direction heading into my sophomore year.  I could only 

fantasize about how things would progress. 

It Was My Wife's Fault 
By reecat

Taken from www.eroticstories.com
A couple of months ago I cheated on my wife for the first time in 25

years of marriage and, although I feel guilty about it,  I am still 

fucking my lover every time I get the chance. The strange thing is that 

it is my wife Kathy's fault I started the affair. It all started a 

little over a year ago, when a young couple bought the house next to 

ours. In less than a month Kathy had become good friends with Jean, who 

was 22, about 5'7" carrying 125 well placed pounds, with a cute face 

and a gorgeous mane of honey blonde hair, so you know I had no problem 

being friendly too. We often invited Jean and her husband Don over for 

dinner and to join us for various activities. Jean accepted most of our 

invitations, but Don was usually too busy with work or another of his 

projects to join us. This didn't bother me or Kathy, because we never 

really came to like Don. We don't really dislike him, but we don't miss 

him when he isn't there either. Every time Jean tried to apologize for 

what she saw as Don's rudeness, we dismissed it as his problem, not 

something she had to apologize for. Finally I ended her excusing him 

with the comment, "It's not a problem,  I like having two beautiful 

sexy women all to myself, especially when I see all the other guys 

giving me envious stares!" 

Kathy laughed and in a stage whisper said to Jean, "Twenty five years

I've been trying to educate him and he's still a 'Dirty Old Man' ". 

Jean and I both thought Kathy's comment was almost as funny as she 

thought it was. 

That humorous interchange finally convinced her Don's absence didn't

bother us, because she hasn't tried to apologize since. It got even 

better from my point of view because she started spending even more 

time with us. 

About two months ago, Kathy changed the relationship, and I'm not sure

if she did it intentionally or not. I had noticed the two women in some 

very serious discussions several times, that they always cut off when I 

got within hearing distance. The couple of times I commented, the 

response was always the same, "Just girl talk, nothing you need to 

concern yourself about." I didn't notice it at the time, but looking 

back I can see that about the same time, Jean became friendlier and 

more open toward me, almost flirtatious. 

That night about two months ago, as we were drifting off to sleep after

a good fuck, Kathy said, "I feel sorry for Jean." 

"Huh?" was my intelligent response. Remember, I was starting to fall

asleep. 

"She told me the other day that Don only makes love to her 2 or 3 times

a month." 

"What?!"  I was suddenly wide awake, 'You must be joking!!" 

"No, she said that he is almost always at work. And when he is home, he

is usually too tired. About every other Saturday he gets rested enough 

to make love." 

Kathy and I consider any week we don't fuck at least 3 times to be a

slow week, and we hadn't had very many slow weeks in 25 years. I didn't 

know why Kathy was telling me this, but I was definitely interested 

enough that I didn't question. I just made some sounds to let her know 

she had my complete attention, and she continued. 

"I couldn't believe it either, and said as much. Jean swore it was true

though, and she had as just as much trouble believing that usually we 

fuck that often in a week." Looking at me to see that I was wide awake 

and hanging on every word, Kathy smiled and continued, "We talked about 

it some more and Jean revealed that when they do make love, if it takes 

a half hour from the time they get in bed for Don to finish and fall 

asleep, she considers it a long fuck." 

Although I wasn't a fan of Don's, I thought I should defend the male sex

a little bit and commented. "Well Jean is almost as sexy as you are, 

and when I get my cock in that hot little cunt of yours, I usually 

don't last a half hour either." 

"Yes, but Don's half hour or less includes foreplay!" Kathy replied,

then grinning at my shocked expression she continued, "Also, I kept 

prying and found out that Don won't lick her pussy, isn't interested in 

a blow job, and only fucks in the missionary position." 

Kathy started giggling at my reaction as I tried to think of something

to say and couldn't, then just snuggled up to me and said, "I'm so glad 

you're not like that!" 

We were both almost asleep again when Kathy looked at me with a sleepy

grin and said, "You should have seen her face while I was telling her 

about some of the things you do to me when we make love!" 

That thought stayed with me over the next few days, and I couldn't help

looking at Jean in a different way. Although I always thought Jean was 

sexy and indulged in an occasional fantasy about her, I didn't have 

really serious sexual thoughts about her until Kathy's story. Now that 

I knew she wasn't being satisfied by her husband I couldn't help 

getting turned on by the knowledge that this gorgeous woman was 

sexually frustrated and living right next door, and I began to indulge 

in frequent fantasies of how I could help her with her problem. Now 

every time I saw more of Jeans legs or tits than usual or we touched in 

any way, I got hardand was always shifting around to hide my arousal 

from both Jean and Kathy. When the three of us went out together, I 

began teasing Jean and Kathy about 'dating' two women at the same time, 

and treating Jean as if she was my date. I couldn't help pushing the 

envelope a little, and only a couple of weeks after the revelation I 

got bold enough to jokingly insist that both of my 'dates' kiss me 

goodnight after we got home from dinner. To my surprise Kathy not only 

didn't object, she encouraged Jean to call my bluff. Jean barely 

hesitated and that first kiss, although short, was more than a friendly 

peck. That became a routine every time the three of us went out 

together, when we got home Jean and I 'kissed goodnight' before she 

went home. In only a week, that kiss became a fairly passionate embrace 

and, to my amazement, Kathy didn't object at all, even teasing us about 

hosing us down to cool us off . The 'goodnight kisses' weren't the only 

change, I started teasing Jean the same way I did Kathy, although I was 

careful not to get as suggestive or familiar with Jean as I was with 

Kathy, especially when Kathy was in hearing range. I was amazed that 

Kathy didn't get upset at how friendly I was getting with Jean.  My 

loving wife has been known to have very loud and angry jealous 

reactions to my spending too much time talking to attractive women at 

parties and such, so I was amazed that she not only didn't object to my 

attention to Jean, she encouraged it. I was smart enough to keep my 

mouth shut and just enjoy the fun I was having instead of trying to 

find out why Kathy was so accepting of my attentions to our sexy 

neighbor. 

Every 2 or 3 months Kathy has to spend one or two weeks at her company's

corporate office on the east coast for business updates and/or training 

that can't be taken care of by phone or fax. The first Tuesday of 

Kathy's last trip I saw Jean in her yard as I got home, and we spent a 

few minutes talking. When I found out Don was going to be late as 

usual, I invited her to come over and have dinner with me. After we 

finished the steak and potatoes, we had some wine and conversation 

before Jean decided it was time for her to go home. Of course I had to 

have my 'goodnight kiss' before she left. After at least five minutes 

of heated tongue wrestling, I dropped my hand to her ass and began to 

squeeze and caress her firm cheeks, pulling her against me so she could 

feel my hard cock pushed against her. Jean didn't resist at all, 

pressing her whole body against me and sliding one of her hands down to 

fondle my ass. We spent almost 20 minutes kissing and fondling each 

other until I started to unbutton Jean's blouse. I don't know whether 

she was too involved in our making out to notice what I was doing, or 

it took until I had three of the four buttons undone for her conscience 

to react, but she wouldn't let me go any further. Jean didn't get mad, 

but she stopped me with a firm, 

"No! We're not going to do that!" 

I started to worry that I might have pushed too hard and screwed up a

friendship that was important to me. I stopped worrying about her being 

mad when she took my hand and moved it back around her waist and 

started kissing me  again. After about five more minutes of kissing and 

caressing each other, Jean reluctantly disengaged and softly said, 

"I need to go home now. Thank you for dinner and, uh, everything." 

After one last soft kiss, she smiled at me and went out the door. 

I was a little worried that Jean would start to feel guilty about what

we had done, but she didn't act any different during our short 

conversation over the fence when I got home after work Wednesday. Don 

was actually getting home close to on time that day, so we only had 

that short time. Jean even gave me a quick kiss over the fence just 

before she went in to fix dinner for her and Don. 

Jean wasn't in her yard when I got home from work Thursday, but less

than ten minutes after I walked through my door, the phone rang. I 

answered and heard Jean say, 

"Don is going to be late again, so I decided to repay you for Tuesday!

Dinner will be served at six." 

"Sounds good, what's the dress code?" 

"Whatever you want to wear!" 

"Great, I've always wanted to try out being a nudist!" 

"That could be interesting, but I don't think Don and Kathy would

understand when the neighbors told them about it." 

Both of us were laughing as I agreed to be there at 6:00. 

When I knocked on her door a few minutes early, Jean was just setting

the table and greeted me cheerfully. I wrapped my arms around her and 

kissed her thoroughly. Jean's response was tepid at first, but it 

didn't take long until her tongue was hotly wrestling with mine and our 

bodies were molded together from chest to knee. When a timer went off 

only a couple of minutes later Jean pulled away, reluctantly it seemed 

to me, and went to get a casserole out of the oven. Over a fine meal, 

we talked, joked and laughed in a very relaxed way. It wasn't until we 

moved to the living room for coffee after eating that we stopped being 

relaxed. I could tell that she was wondering if I would try and start 

up where we left off Tuesday, but I couldn't tell if she was hoping I 

would or hoping I wouldn't. I suddenly realized how I could give my 

sexy neighbor a way to encourage me or send me home without endangering 

our friendship either way. I stood up and said, 

"It's about time for me to go home. How about my goodnight kiss?" 

"Okay!" 

Moments later Jean was in my arms and we were passionately swapping

spit. There was only a soft sigh of pleasure when my right hand began 

fondling her ass, and her crotch began erotically rubbing against the 

rapidly growing bulge in my pants. After what seemed like hours, but 

was probably about 5 minutes, my left hand moved to her tit and began 

to squeeze and stroke all of that wonderfully firm and well formed 

globe. Jean wasn't wearing a bra and my cock began hardening even 

faster as I felt the nipple coming erect against my palm. 

"Oh God Bob! We shouldn't be doing this!" Jean gasped as I switched from

kissing her to nibbling her neck and my hand left her hard nipple to 

start unbuttoning her blouse. She didn't try to stop me though, and her 

crotch continued to rub against the lump in my pants. I wasn't frantic, 

but I didn't take long to get her blouse open and my hand on naked tit. 

When I slid my lips from her neck to a nipple, Jean just gasped in 

pleasure and began to unbutton my shirt. After we worked each others 

shirts off, Jean paused and gasped out, 

"Oh God! I shouldn't be doing this with you Bob! Your wife is my best

friend!" 

"I know!" I gently said as brought both hands up to lightly mold her

gorgeous tits. I then continued, "But Kathy isn't here and we both need 

and want this!" 

"Oh God YES!!" she gasped out as she reached for the snap on my pants.

"I'm sorry Kathy, but I need it so BAD!!" 

Just then I noticed the clock in the hall said 8:45 and had my first

truly cautious thought of the evening. 

"What time is Don supposed to get home?" 

"About 9:00. Why?" 

"Because that's only fifteen minutes from now!" 

Jean froze for a minute with her hand wrapped around my cock, in the

process of taking it out of my pants and briefs. Then she quickly 

released me and grabbed our shirts. Handing me mine, she quickly 

started putting hers back on. 

"Hurry, get dressed and out of here!  We can't let Don to find us like

this and tell Kathy!  I don't want to hurt her!" 

Reluctantly, I got dressed and hurried home. It was close,  I had just

closed my back door when Don's car pulled into their driveway. Needless 

to say, I was very frustrated and even after a cold shower, I still 

needed to jack off before I could get to sleep. 

My thoughts were so full of what had almost happened the evening before

that I wasn't at my best at work Friday, and my boss noticed. 

Fortunately, when she asked if I was feeling okay my mind was working 

well enough to say I felt like I might be coming down with something. I 

was told to go home and get plenty of rest so I would be healthy on 

Monday. I got home about an hour early. 

I worried about how Jean was reacting to what we did the previous

evening, but when I got home and saw Don's car in their drive I knew I 

wasn't going to find out how she felt very soon. I had just stepped 

into the kitchen to figure out what to eat a few minutes after five 

when Jean called and asked what I was fixing for dinner.  I looked out 

the kitchen window and saw that Don's car was gone, so I offered to 

grill some steaks. Jean walked in the side door without knocking about 

a half hour later, bringing a salad and wine. Moments after she set 

them on the counter, her arms were wrapped around my neck and the kiss 

lasted almost five minutes before we separated to breath. I stopped 

worrying about Jean being bothered by our almost adultery the night 

before and initiated a second kiss, letting my hands wander all over 

her body. 

"Mmmmmm!!" Jean murmured as she slowly pulled back and reminded me I had

steaks on the grill. Reluctantly I released her and went to make sure 

the steaks didn't become charcoal. Although there wasn't much overtly 

sexual in our conversation through dinner, the excitement was building. 

I could tell that Jean had made some sort of decision by the free and 

easy way she talked and the complete lack of hesitation about giving 

and receiving small caresses as we talked and lightly teased each other 

both verbally and physically. After we ate, we went into the living 

room with coffee and sat down together on the couch.  After only a 

couple of minutes I set my coffee down and held out my arms. The only 

way I can describe Jean's reaction is that she flowed into my arms. I 

leaned back a bit and with her half reclined on top of me, we spent the 

next 10 or 15 minutes kissing and stroking each other. The I lifted her 

torso up enough to get at the buttons of her blouse and started undoing 

it, with her eager cooperation. After the second button I remembered 

the evening before and paused everything while I asked her when Don was 

due home. 

Smiling, Jean said "Sunday, we don't have to worry about being

interrupted." 

Then she moved her lips back to mine and we resumed the tongue wrestling

match interrupted by my question. I found out later Don had a Saturday 

meeting 8 hours away, but at the time I was not going to interrupt the 

mood by asking questions and just went back to work on getting Jean 

naked. 

Moments later I was fondling a pair of naked tits that weren't Kathy's

for the first time in over 25 years. Being over 20 years younger and a 

bit smaller than my wife's, Jeans boobs were noticeably firmer and the 

contrast was thrilling. Jean was enjoying the way I was handling her 

mounds, if the soft groaning sounds she made and the arching of her 

back to push them into my hand were any indication. I finally couldn't 

wait any longer to see her breasts totally exposed, something I had 

been fantasizing about a lot for weeks. Reluctantly I broke off the 

kiss and gently lifted my new lover to a sitting position to slide her 

blouse off and feast my eyes on her perky mounds. Jean was a bit shy 

about exposing her tits to me at first, but when she saw how much I 

liked looking at them she began to pose, arching her back to make them 

stand out more. I couldn't resist tasting them right away and, even 

though I knew I should take my time to increase the enjoyment, I didn't 

have the willpower to wait and just leaned forward and captured one of 

her nipples between my lips and began to stroke it with my tongue as I 

sucked on it. I don't know how long I spent orally stimulating Jean's 

wonderful globes, softly stroking her back and gently kissing from one 

nipple to the other when her hands on my head encouraged me to move, 

but her hands holding my head, her arched back and her moans of 

pleasure made it clear she liked what I was doing. Finally her level of 

arousal reached the point that she needed to get more involved and she 

dragged my head up for a couple of minutes of trying to tickle my 

tonsils with her tongue and then began to almost frantically pull at my 

clothes to get me naked. 

Jean pulled my briefs off, gasped "It's so BIG!!" and started to dive

forward to swallow my cock, groaning in protest when I stopped her. 

"Please, I want to see you naked first!" 

"Okay!!" she readily agreed, then broke the zipper on her skirt getting

it and her panties off. Moments later I watched my hard cock disappear 

between her lips and she began to give me the most enthusiastic blowjob 

I've ever received. Jean's oral technique wasn't as good as Kathy's, 

she hadn't had as much practice with any cock let alone my 9 inches, 

but it obviously wasn't her first blowjob. However, between the buildup 

of the last week, her obvious enthusiasm and the thrill of a new lover 

it was only a couple of minutes until I was ready to cum. 

"Jean," I gasped, "I'm about to cum!" 

She took her mouth off my cock and looking up at me with a pleased grin

asked. "How long will it take for you to get hard again if I suck you 

off?" 

"Not very long!!" 

"Good!!!" 

Her mouth descended on my quivering shaft again and in less than another

minute I began to shoot into her mouth. She didn't miss a beat and even 

though it felt like I shot a gallon of cum, she didn't let a drop 

escape and continued to gently suck until I didn't have a drop of juice 

left. After she licked all of my softening member and my balls too, to 

make sure she hadn't missed any, my sexy neighbor climbed into my lap 

to bury her head into my neck and hold me tight, softly murmuring about 

how much she had enjoyed it. After my heart slowed back to a more 

normal pace from what had been one of the most intense climaxes I had 

enjoyed in at least a couple of years, I gently laid her out on the 

couch and knelt between her legs to start kissing from her knees up. 

Although I knew that she wouldn't have complained if I had immediately 

dived in and began licking her pussy, I decided to take my time getting 

my tongue from her knees to her sweet little twat, both to heighten her 

pleasure and to give my cock more recovery time. By the time I had 

nibbled my way up her thighs to the juncture where her legs met her 

torso, Jean was writhing in pleasure and complaining about my taking to 

long to get to the main action. Refusing to give in to her passionate 

exhortations for me to "Stop playing around and lick my cunt!!", I 

spent quite some time kissing and licking all around her juicy slit, 

then I stiffened my tongue out as far as I could stretch it and just 

shoved it into her tight cunt hole. 

"Aaarrrggghhh!!!, Oh God Yessssss!!" she screamed and began to thrust

her hips up, trying to get even more of my tongue in her. After only a 

couple of minutes of using my tongue like a small cock, I could tell 

she was on the verge of an orgasm and I shifted my attack to her clit, 

vigorously stroking it with my tongue. 

"Oh my God!! I'm Cummmmiiinnnnggggg!!" 

I backed off and very gently caressed her clit and pussy lips with my

tongue as she gasped and thrashed through what was obviously a very 

powerful cum, laying my head on her thigh so that my breath was still 

caressing her pussy as her orgasm finished I smiled up at her as her 

eyes finally focused on me. 

"That was the biggest cum I've ever experienced in my life!  Thank

you!!" 

Then her eyes widened and she gasped as I stuck out my tongue for her to

see and moved back in for some more of her delicious pussy juice. This 

time I licked all up and down her swollen and juicy slit, and past it 

almost to her asshole, then back up to gently tease her clit with my 

tongue tip, repeating slowly. It was hard to maintain my slow and 

teasing pace with the way her hips lunged up and her hands tried to 

force my head tighter to her hot pussy, but I managed until I could 

tell she was about to climax again. I suddenly gripped her clit between 

my lips and sucked hard while strumming the tip of it with my tongue 

and moments later she began to jerk and thrash in climax again. 

"Oh my God! Oh my God! I'm cumming!!  Againnnnnnn!!" 

After she stopped twitching, I slid up beside her on the couch and

pulled her onto my lap to hold and cuddle her for a few minutes. Jean 

was making some sort of sound deep in her throat that sounded a lot 

like a purr, and she just held on for a while, both of us quite content 

to spend a few minutes enjoying the afterglow. Of course with her in my 

lap it wasn't long until she noticed that my cock had returned to life 

and was ready for more. Smiling she reached down and began to very 

gently caress my once again rampant staff. 

"Looks like this fellow is ready for some more exercise!!" 

"Can't control him when I have a gorgeous naked woman in my lap!!" 

Smiling in pleasure at the compliment, Jean shifted to straddle my

thighs and very slowly lowered her cunt toward my straining cock. I 

shifted a little toward the edge of the couch to make it easier for her 

and, after swiping the head through her dripping slit a few times to 

make sure it was well lubricated, she slowly lowered her body, steadily 

going down until our pubic hairs mixed and she had all of my cock 

buried in the tightest cunt I've felt in 25 years. Both of us were 

content to just sit still for a few minutes to adjust to the fit, then 

she slowly began to lift up until just the head of my shaft was still 

in her snug crevice, then slowly slide back down until I was fully 

sheathed again. Very gradually her pace picked up until over 15 minutes 

later she was riding me almost hard enough to bounce when she hit 

bottom, then I began to thrust my hips up as she came down, driving my 

cock even deeper into her hot and eager body. After only a couple of 

thrusts from me, her body went rigid and I felt her vaginal muscles 

ripple as she came, screaming out her pleasure incoherently. I stopped 

thrusting up and just rolled my hips a little to swirl my cock in her 

cunt to heighten her pleasure. After she relaxed a little, I managed to 

roll us over on the couch without taking my cock out of her cunt until 

she was lying back with me on top of her. Realizing I hadn't cum yet 

and was about to start pumping into her in this position, Jean just 

yelled out, 

"YES!! Fuck me Harry! Fuck me hard!!" 

Which is just what I did, slamming my cock into her cunt as fast and

furiously as I could without losing my rhythm. Her legs wrapped around 

my back to pull me tighter into her and she began to encourage me. 

"Yes! Fuck me hard Harry!" 

"Just like that!   Pound my pussy!    Oh God!    Fuck Me!" 

"Fuck!   Fuck!    It's Soooooo Gooood!    FUCK MEEEEEEEE!!" 

As hard as I tried to make it last, I couldn't hold out very long and in

a couple of minutes my balls exploded, pumping my cum into her hot 

grasping cunt, feeling her pussy clamp down as her orgasm started about 

the same time my last spurt pumped into her. 

"God! I'm cumming Jean! I'm shooting into your wonderful cunt!!" 

"Yesss! It feels so good! Oh my God, I'm cumming againnnn!! Aaah!" 

It took quite some time for either of us to dredge up enough energy to

move, and we spent over an hour on the couch softly hugging, kissing 

and caressing each other, basking in the afterglow of a glorious fuck. 

When my cock began to rise up ready for action again, we went to my 

bedroom where we enjoyed a long slow gentle fuck and fell asleep with 

my cock still in her cunt. Jean woke me with a blowjob in the morning 

and didn't go home until a couple of hours before Don was due home 

Sunday and, except for a couple of showers and getting something to 

eat, we didn't get out of bed all weekend. Every night until Kathy got 

home Saturday, Jean would come over when she saw my car pull in, 

bringing the dinner she had cooked for me, which we would put in the 

fridge then fuck for a couple of hours. I would eat what Jean cooked 

after she showered and went home. After Kathy returned, we haven't had 

as many opportunities, but we still manage a good fuck once or twice a 

week. 

If Kathy hadn't told me how sexually frustrated Jean was and then

encouraged me to treat our sexy neighbor like a girlfriend, I would 

never have seriously thought about an affair, so it's my wife's fault 

I'm cheating on her! 

Don't you agree?? 

Blame It On Biology 
By hotscribe

Taken From www.eroticstories.com
"So my minions, this is precisely how we will determine the specific

genetic structure of every one of our control populations of fruit 

flies," Professor Carlson drones on. Thankfully the last minutes of his 

lecture are almost up. 

Fruit flies for Christ's sake. Who the hell can stay awake during a

lecture on the genetic structure of fruit flies? 

Despite the Professor being quite the looker, having the physique of a

pro football player, and possessing the most attention grabbing bulge 

in the front of his Dockers, I just can't manage to stay alert. It's 

Friday and I'm exhausted from my two job lifestyle. 

My overtired condition suddenly jump-starts the humor side of my gray

matter and I start to snicker. The sudden thought of some green-eyed 

hunk of a fruit fly grabbing hold of some comely little red-eyed hussy, 

and clinging tight with every little leg as he fucks her brains out 

suddenly strikes me as being funny. Well I think it's funny until 

Professor Carlson notices. 

"Ms. Richards is there something humorous you'd care to share with

everyone?" 

His statement suddenly jars me back to reality and I feel like a deer

caught in the glaring beam of headlights. Everyone is focused in on me 

and some of the girls are starting to giggle. I'm obvious enough being 

the only true adult in the class, let alone bringing even more 

attention to myself. 

"Uh...no Professor, just having a blond moment I guess...sorry." 

"Well Ms. Richards, since your neither blonde nor renowned to have many

moments of inspiration in my lectures, perhaps it's time to send 

everyone home for the day," the Professor replies dryly, "Everyone with 

the exception of you of course." 

As a stampede of kids charge for the exit, the professor saunters toward

the row of benches I'm sitting at. He doesn't appear overly pleased. 

Placing his hands on the top of the rail in front of the bench, he leans

toward me, "Ms. Richards, would you accompany me to my office," he says 

rather coolly, "I think we need to have a little discussion." 

"Uh...sure," I reply, thinking I'm due for a serious reaming, and not

the fun kind either. 

"Come along then," he says, motioning for me to follow as he strides

toward the door. As I follow, all I can think of is what a great ass he 

has. 

As we approach his office at the left corner of the long hallway leading

away from the lecture hall, he holds the door open for me. The latch 

makes a resounding click as the door closes behind us. 

"Please, have a seat," he says, his voice suddenly becoming a lot

friendlier than I would have thought. He's probably just softening me 

up prior to a monumental chewing out. 

As I settle into the ancient overstuffed leather chair opposite his side

of the desk, I detect the odor of either overheated athletes or the 

scent of others who've sweated bullets in this chair. 

Quickly scanning the room as the professor moves around the desk, I take

a look at his office. It's an airy,  wide open space, with the large 

oak desk placed squarely between two large windows. Two walls are 

covered top to bottom with bookshelves crammed with row upon row of 

leather-bound tomes sporting large sequentially numbered bindings. I'm 

thinking it's probably the entire compilation of every paper ever 

written on entomology. Against the far wall is a glass enclosed curio 

cabinet that holds a rather large assortment of various awards and 

trophies, the largest trophy I recognize as being one for football. The 

entire room has a very utilitarian and masculine influence to it. 

Despite the fact Professor Carlson is likely only a touch older than I 

am; he has such an authoritarian manner that I'm feeling just a little 

intimidated as he settles into the leather chair opposite me. Thank god 

he's smiling a little. 

"So Ms. Richards," he begins slowly, "Do you have any idea why I've

asked you here?" 

"Uh...no, well I know that my grades...well I was just momentarily

distracted...I really didn't mean anything by the snickering...I 

mean...well it was the flies you see," I babble disjointedly, my brain 

moving at half the speed of my lips. 

"Whoa, slow down," he laughs, "Perhaps I should explain." 

I'm speechless. Did he just laugh? 

"I wasn't planning on giving you a sermon on your little ‘moment' in the

lecture hall, although I do think it's remarkable that anyone can find 

humor in the genetic blueprinting of fruit flies." 

"Your not," I reply questioningly, and praying he doesn't ask just what

exactly I found so funny. 

"Of course not," he says, "Actually I was noticing your grades have been

slipping a bit, and well, I think it might be beneficial if you had 

some tutoring." 

"Well I work two jobs, so I really don't think I'd be able to find the

time," I reply somewhat calmly, thinking that's the end of the fly 

thing. 

"What about weekends?" he asks. 

"I've already approached a few of the students about weekend study

groups, but well...their young...they have better things to do than 

study on weekends," I reply. 

"Well I'd be willing to tutor you on the weekends," he says

matter-of-factly, "If that's alright with you." 

I'm stunned. This is definitely not what I was expecting. 

"That's a very generous and kind offer," I reply, "But I'm sure you also

have more important things to do with your weekend time than tutor me." 

"Actually I don't," he replies, smiling, "Besides, it's in my best

interests to see my students doing well. I'm really hoping for tenure 

here." 

"So we'd actually be helping each other out then?" 

"Yes," he replies, "You could say that." 

"Great...I mean I'd love the help," I reply. Of course I'm not thinking

of this as simply an opportunity to improve my grades, but more of how 

nice it will be to just spend some time with the Professor. After all 

it's been forever since I've shared the company of a man, and a very 

handsome one no less. 

"So, do you have any free time this weekend?" he asks. 

"Oh yeah, anytime Saturday or Sunday would be fine." 

"Well let's make it tomorrow afternoon shall we?" he replies, taking out

a small notepad from the desk drawer, "Say about 1:30 then?" 

"That's fine." 

"Great, now just one other thing," he replies, "Since we're going to be

working together, can we drop the formalities...please just call me 

David." 

"Ok David, and please call me Anne." 

"Anne it is," he replies jovially, "Now what's your phone number Anne so

I can call you if something comes up?" 

As I watch him write down my address and phone number, all I can think

of is just what part of him I'd love to see ‘come up'. 

I'm awake early Saturday morning. It's normally my day to sleep in late,

but the apartment is a complete disaster. By eleven I have the entire 

four rooms spotless. 

As 1:30 approaches, I'm pacing. It's been ages since I've been this

antsy about being around a man. It's foolish I know, but for some 

reason this just seems so important. I have everything ready, a few 

snacks, both a six pack of colas and one of beer just in case that's 

David's choice of beverage on a Saturday afternoon. The textbooks are 

at the ready on the coffee table. I look good, well at least as good as 

I can usually muster following housecleaning. What else? 

The ringing doorbell startles me, and I try to not sprint for the door. 

I'm taken aback as I open the door. David's standing there dressed in

sweatshirt and jeans attire that's so akin to mine it's uncanny. It's 

the very first time I've seen him in anything other than the more 

formal garb he wears to lectures. I'm momentarily blown away at the 

thick arms and broad chest that fills out the short sleeved ASU 

sweatshirt. 

"Good afternoon Anne," he says smiling, "May I come in?" 

I hadn't realized I'm standing there like some completely addled dork. 

"Oh...sheesh...of course, come on in," I stutter, "I'm sorry, it's just

that I almost didn't  recognized you without a shirt and tie." 

"Sorry, I usually only dress that way for work," he laughs as he steps

past the threshold. 

"Well I like the casual look on you," I reply. 

"I like your apartment," he states as he glances around, "It's

reminiscent of a few places I've lived in." 

"It's a little dinky, but it's all I can afford at the moment." 

"You'd be shocked to know what some of the dives I lived in looked like

when I was attending university," he laughs. 

"Have a seat," I say, motioning him toward the large easy chair opposite

the small living room lounge. "Can I get you anything...a soda or 

whatever?" 

"No, I'm fine...maybe we should just get started." 

"Sure," I reply, "Just where would you like to begin?" 

Well he wasn't kidding when he said he would tutor me. He's all business

as he quickly points out where my weaknesses are and we cover that 

material. This sure isn't the romantic Saturday afternoon fantasy that 

I'd imagined. It's dull and very slow going, but I'm really getting a 

grasp of some of the complex formulas we will be using in the class lab 

projects. 

"You look like you've had enough of the studying for today," he laughs

as I fight to stifle a yawn, "Maybe we should call it a day." 

"Yeah, I think you're right," I reply groggily, " I'm about ready to nod

off." 

"Hey, with the hours you keep, I can understand that," he grins, "And

this stuff can get a little heavy at times. Besides, I should be going, 

it's nearly time for dinner." 

"Well I'd love to offer you something," I reply, "All I have at the

moment is some leftover pizza and beer, but you're welcome to share it 

with me if you'd like." 

"That's a very tempting offer, but I really should be going," he says as

he rises from the chair. 

"I do appreciate your tutoring me. I really got a lot out of our time

this afternoon." 

"Believe it or not, I really enjoyed it," David smiles as he walks

toward the door. 

As he slips into his sandals and places his hand on the doorknob, he

turns to me. 

"I was wondering...well...if...well if you might like to go out to

dinner with me tomorrow night?" he asks hesitantly. It's the first time 

I've ever heard him stumble over words. 

"Are you asking me out on a date?" I ask, probably sounding a little

incredulous. 

"Well...yes...I guess I am." 

A date. Oh god! A date! 

Managing not to suddenly do back-flips across the living room at the

very idea that he would ask me out, I decide on a little fun now that I 

realize he does have a few chinks in his armor. 

"Don't you think it would be a little unethical to date one of your

students?" 

An odd flush crosses his face. 

"Couldn't that influence you're marking my papers?" I add, knowing I've

got him going. 

"Uh...well...you're probably right. Maybe it's not such a good

idea...sorry," he stutters. 

"No...no...I'm just joking," I quickly reply, tossing in a little laugh,

"I'm just teasing you. I'd love to go out with you." 

The elation on his face is obvious. 

"Cute as a bugs ear and a tease too," he laughs, "I have a feeling

dinner with you will prove to be very entertaining. How about I pick 

you up around five thirty tomorrow afternoon." 

"Perfect." 

"Ok, see you tomorrow," he smiles as he steps past the threshold and

turns to give me a parting smile. 

I'm ecstatic and schoolgirl giddy as the door closes. Cute as a bugs

ear? Did he say that about me? Coming from an entomologist I'm taking 

that as a high compliment indeed! 

It's nearly noon as I crack open one eye and look at the clock on the

nightstand. Shit. Despite the fact I have to pee so bad my ears are 

ringing, I hug the pillow tighter to my breasts as I think of David. My 

fingers reek of overheated pussy, and I wonder if David has spent most 

of the night as I have. Ravenously horny and masturbating like a 

drunken Philistine. 

Readying for my date, I step from the shower and finish toweling off my

hair as I take a look at myself in the full length mirror on the 

bathroom door. Pirouetting slowly, I think about how David would react 

should he ever see me naked. Turning sideways, I like the profile. My 

ass is my best feature. My sisters inherited the boobs while I ended up 

with the runts of the litter, but they are perky. I'm a little too 

petite for big tits anyway. The little landing pad I keep nicely 

trimmed atop my pussy looks neat as always. I like a well trimmed 

thatch, and who knows, maybe sometime this century I'll actually have a 

man admiring it. I comb and tease the little pixie cut that suits my 

fine features so well. Preened, perfumed and with carefully applied 

makeup, I turn to the next task at hand. What to wear. 

After eights changes I finally opt for my first choice, the little black

skirt that hugs my butt so well, and the slinky white blouse that's the 

closest thing to silk that I own. I like the look. Not too dressy, and 

yet a little classy. I don't bother with a bra since only a leap from a 

considerable height would ever cause my breasts to bob. Besides, I love 

the feel of the silky fabric gliding across my nipples and the little 

bumps make the lack of substance less obvious. 

As I turn in the mirror and give myself a final going over the anxiety

hits. Do I really look ok? What will I talk to him about? How do you 

act on a date? Questions questions questions. 

David arrives promptly at five thirty. He looks so handsome standing

there on the landing. He's sporting a light knit golf shirt that fits 

perfectly, and thankfully devoid of some alligator logo on the pocket. 

His pants are those wonderful fitting Dockers that look so damn good on 

him. His hair's not quite as unruly as usual, but mussed enough to give 

him a casual air. He's an attractive package. 

"You look terrific," he says smiling as I note his eyes roving me from

head to toe. 

"Thank you...and so do you I might add." 

"Are you ready?" he asks. 

"Um hmm," I reply, picking up my purse. 

"I took the liberty of making reservations at an Italian restaurant that

I really like," he says as we settle into the seats of his car, "I hope 

that's alright with you?" 

"Oh that's perfect, I love Italian." I'd eat dirt just to be out with

David. 

We talk easily on the drive to the restaurant. David's different today.

A direct opposite of his stuffy teacher mode. He's so open, relaxed, 

and he possesses a sharp wit. He has me laughing easily. My initial 

nervousness vanishes in the first three blocks. 

I'm impressed with the restaurant the moment we walk in. The air's

filled with a wonderful aroma of blended spices, and despite its rather 

large dining area it has a very intimate décor. All the tables along 

both sides are nearly enclosed by large planters filled with the 

densest greenery. The rows of tables in the center are carefully 

isolated in a similar manner. I'm reminded of dining alfresco in a 

garden setting. The soft ethnic flair of the music in the background 

lends a perfect atmosphere. 

I'm even more elated as the waitress escorts us to a table nestled into

a far corner of the restaurant. It's well away from the other diners 

and the vine covered arch provides a very secluded little alcove. Could 

David have reserved this spot intentionally? 

The table is draped with a vivid floral print tablecloth, and the chairs

are upholstered to match. The centerpiece is a spray of vibrantly 

colorful cut flowers. It's beautifully set, and I really do feel as 

though we're in a garden, just the two of us. 

"I love this place already," I say as the waitress seats us and promises

to return immediately with a menu, "Thanks so much for inviting me." 

"I'm just glad you're here," he laughs, "Every time I've been here

before I've been dining alone. The food's awesome but I get bored with 

my own company." 

That's what starts the conversation about each other. We're able to talk

to each other with such a casual ease that it surprises me. His 

confession that his offer to tutor me was simply a ruse to get to know 

me better excites me. I can't even recall the last time a man actually 

pursued me. 

Our conversation is momentarily interrupted as the waitress returns with

the menu's. 

"Anything in particular you'd recommend?" I ask as I scan both sides of

the rather extensive menu. 

"Any of the pasta's are a good choice," he replies, "If that's what you

care for." 

"Umm...no. A little too fattening. Pasta goes straight to my ass," I

reply with a little laugh. 

"Well from what I've seen, it's obvious you rarely touch the stuff

then," he laughs. 

I like the fact he's so quick with the compliments, and that he's

obviously been checking out my ass. 

"You're naughty," I laugh, "You've been sneaking peeks at my backside

haven't you?" 

"Hey, guys look. I can't fib about that," David laughs, "But the really

important thing is I never got caught." 

That gets us started on little snippets of humor and insinuation we

banter back and forth until the waitress returns to take our orders. 

I'm having such a wonderful time. 

We both decide to try the lamb chops, and David orders a bottle of wine

to go with the meal. I usually don't drink anything with dinner except 

coffee, but the wine will have to taste like fermented bile before I 

turn it down. I don't want to do anything to spoil the time we're 

having. It's been so long since I've felt this way. 

Dinner is the most remarkable time I've had in ages. David is such a

terrific individual. As we eat the superbly prepared meal, we talk and 

talk. He tells me all about his family, friends, his injury shortened 

football career, and even his trips to Costa Rica to collect insects. I 

didn't know he actually has a species of butterflies named after him. 

He also mentions that like me he's also had a failed marriage. 

I tell him of how screwed up my life has been since my recent divorce,

and how I'm struggling to finally complete the degree in biology I 

abandoned when I married. He's so understanding, and I think he's been 

lonely too. 

As the waitress walks away from clearing our table, we sip at the last

glasses of wine as we talk. The tone is different somehow, more 

intimate and telling. 

The more we talk the more I notice the little things about him. His

beautiful brown eyes, the rippling muscles of his forearms, his large 

hands with the two crooked fingers on the left, and the little dimples 

that form at the corners of his mouth as he smiles. 

Unconsciously, and without any thought whatsoever, I slip my foot from

my sandal and touch the side of his calf. 

"In the mood for footsies are we," he laughs. 

The statement jars me as I realize what I've been doing. 

"Jeesh, I never even realized I was doing that," I reply softly, and

slightly embarrassed, "Sorry." 

"You don't have to be sorry," he laughs, "Actually I like it. Now put

your foot back up here." 

"I can't," I almost giggle, "We're in restaurant. What if someone sees

us?" 

"I think everyone's seen toes before." 

Maybe it's the wine kicking in, or maybe just the mood, but I lift my

foot and he takes it in his hand and places it on the chair between his 

legs. 

"Umm, that feels nice," I purr as he starts to massage my toes. 

"I love beautiful women with cute little toes," he laughs as his fingers

tweak each individual toe. I don't recall ‘this little piggy' being 

this much fun. 

Well this is something altogether unexpected. A wildly good looking guy

massaging my foot in a classy restaurant, plus telling me I'm 

beautiful. Small wonder I'm becoming extremely horny. 

The massage ends as the waitress appears and asks if we'd care for

anything else. I know what else I'd like, but I'm sure the other 

patrons wouldn't be too pleased to see me royally fucked right on the 

tabletop. 

"No...nothing for me...how about you Anne?" David asks. 

"No thanks, I'm fine." 

"Actually I really should be thinking of getting home," David says as

the waitress leaves,  "I'm afraid I neglected to get a couple of things 

prepared for classes tomorrow, so I'll have to finish them tonight." 

I steal a quick glance at my watch and see it's almost eleven. Is it

possible for five hours to pass that quickly? 

"Good grief," I reply, "I have to work early tomorrow morning too." 

"I'll get the bill and we'll go then," he says quietly, "Even if I

really don't want the night to end just yet." 

"Perhaps we can make it up at another time," I reply, tossing out the

biggest hint I can think of on such short notice, "And I'd like to 

cover my share of the bill." 

"Nope, this is my treat Anne," he smiles and adds with a laugh, "And yes

I was definitely going to ask you out again." 

Little overt innuendo's fly thick and heavy on the drive back to my

apartment. I've been seriously contemplating spending the night with 

him since about the second bite of dinner, but the feeling is almost 

overwhelming now. Is sex on a first date acceptable these days? 

As David walks me to the door, his hand takes mine. Just the touch of

him enflames my desires. As we stand at the small landing, he turns 

directly toward me and his arms wrap me as he kisses me. It's a perfect 

kiss. One that leaves me breathless, tingly, and wanting more. As his 

lips press so warm against mine, I nearly wilt in his embrace. 

"I've had such a good time tonight Anne," he says softly as he slowly

pulls away, "I can't wait to spend more time with you." 

"Would you like to come in?" I ask in a voice husky with desire. 

"Don't tempt me," He smiles, kissing me again, "I just don't want to

move too fast with you." 

"Your probably right," I whisper, "I don't think I'd have much control

right now." 

"Me either," he whispers. 

"I'll see you tomorrow then, maybe after your morning lectures?" 

"I'd love that," he replies softly, "Maybe we could take an early

lunch." 

"That'd be nice." 

"Until tomorrow then," he whispers as he gives me a parting kiss and

gently tugs at my fingers as he steps away, "Sleep tight." 

As I fall into bed, all I can think of is David ravishing me. How could

he possibly have enough resolve to not be here doing that right this 

very moment? 

With a three finger grip on a nipple and my middle finger working up and

down my slick pussy, I fantasize about David. I can almost feel his 

mouth at my nipples as he thrusts into me. Lurid visions roll through 

my mind as the heady rush of desire envelops me. I want him so. 

Pressing my palm against my pussy as the last waning quivers of orgasm

grip my finger, I visualize tomorrow and the fantasy that brought me 

here. Tomorrow. Umm yes, he'll love tomorrow. 

I'm giddy at the thought of what I'm about to do as I take the last

steps toward the door of David's office. I've never done anything like 

this before, but I'm ready. 

I take a deep breath and knock softly on David's office door. 

"Come in," I hear him call. 

He's sitting at his desk, writing in a notebook as I enter. There's soft

classical music playing at low volume from a small radio on the 

bookshelf adjacent to the desk. He's smiling broadly as I close the 

door behind me, quietly pressing in the lock. 

"Hi Anne," he says rising from his chair, "It's great to see you." 

"Don't get up!" I reply before he can say another word, "I want you

sitting down when I say what I came here to say." 

"What is it...is something wrong?" he asks, as an odd quizzical look

crosses his face. 

"Don't speak either, I have to say this before I lose my nerve...just

listen!" 

He sinks back into the chair, looking utterly surprised. 

My eyes never leave his as I move closer to him. It takes every ounce of

restraint I can muster to not divulge my true thoughts. 

"So you think you can just toy with my emotions like you did last night

and then just suddenly walk away?" I say rather loudly. 

"Anne I'm..." 

"Didn't I tell you not to speak!" I snap as I move around to the side of

the desk and glare directly at him. The look on his face is priceless 

as he swivels the chair to face me. 

"Do you have any idea of how much I wanted you last night?" I ask in the

sexiest tone I can manage, "And how incredibly turned on I was?" 

"Anne..." 

"Don't you say another word," I cut him off with a sultry tone, "I'm

going to show you how excited I was." 

He's speechless. 

I slowly move closer, and with my eyes never leaving his, I slowly begin

unbuttoning my shirt, pulling the shirttail from my jeans. 

"God Anne...what are you..." 

"Shush...don't say anything, " I croon, leaning closer to momentarily

place a finger against his lips, "Just watch." 

His pupils dilate as I continue with the unbuttoning. His breathing

shallow gasps as I peel the shirt away from my shoulders and toss it to 

the floor. His eyes are glued to my bare breasts. 

His fingers clutch tightly to the arms of his chair as I unbutton my

jeans. He sucks in his breath audibly as I slowly inch the zipper 

lower. 

My tongue glides along the outline of my lips as I inch the jeans over

my hips, wriggling as they crumple at my feet. Watching his every 

reaction, I lower my panties. 

He's mesmerized as I stand naked before him. He's flushed. Perfect. 

I drop to my knees, and place my hands at his knees, spreading and

moving between his legs. He leans toward me, but I push him back into 

the chair. 

"Uh uh...no touching!" 

He tenses as I move my hand to the prominent bulge at his crotch, and I

press my hand against the growing hardness. I'm aroused beyond belief 

at the feelings of control I have over such a powerful man. 

"I think we need to level the playing field," I say rather firmly, "It's

time we got you undressed!" 

As I slowly rise to remove his tie and unbutton his shirt, he simply

sits there, shocked, silent, and utterly lost for words. The only times 

his arms leave the armrests are when I pull his shirt from him. 

Moving to again kneel between his spread legs, I look up at him and say

quietly, "I'm going to suck your cock David...I'm going to suck and 

lick and do every wild thing you've ever imagined a woman doing to your 

cock." 

His eyes are glazed as I pop open the hasp at the waist of his pants and

lower the zipper. 

"Let's get these off shall we," I purr as my hands grasp at the

waistband of his pants. His hips rise slightly from the chair and I 

yank and jerk both pants and jockeys from his hips. My eyes never leave 

his as I work the trousers down his legs and over his shoes. 

As my gaze lowers down to his chin and the rugged chest, I'm damp with

desire, and I nearly lose control of the situation as I see just why 

his trousers always appear to have such a prominent bulge. His half 

hard cock arching away from the flat ridged belly is  impressive 

indeed. 

As my eyes lock to the pooling darkness of his, I see only craving. His

desire obvious as my lips touch the swelling knob, brushing the soft 

velvety skin. He moans softly as my hand strokes and twists at the 

stiffening shaft. He's pulsing hard as my tongue traces every nuance of 

the flared ridge of his swollen knob. He watches intently as I swirl my 

tongue across the slit, smearing the pearl of clear fluid that oozes so 

freely. He's dripping. 

"Oh  Jesus Anne," he moans as I engulf his cock, one hand stroking the

veined shaft, the other cupping and gently squeezing his large balls, 

"Oh Jesus that feels so good." 

He's writhing in the chair, dripping and trying to thrust deeper into my

mouth. I love a man at the very edge of control. Knowing I can suck him 

off so easily right now, I slow the relentless tonguing. I want more. I 

need more. 

As I lap at the last dangling strand of pre-cum hanging from his violet

hued knob, I pull away. His sac is tightening, and I feel the swell of 

his balls. He's at the ragged edge. 

"Oh god," he whispers, his eyes closed and his breathing shallow and

rapid. 

As I kiss upward, I swirl my tongue around his navel, and nip gently.

Pressing his knees together, I slide onto his lap. Our lips meet in a 

ravenous kiss, our tongues curling and gliding together. 

He's close to slipping off the chair as his powerful arms wrap me, I

cling desperately as he rises, my arms and legs wrap tightly around his 

neck and torso. He holds me tenderly and  perfectly as he stands. I'm 

so small, so delicate and fragile in his embrace. 

As our lips part, I can feel the hot touch of his cock against the

cheeks of my ass. I simply look into his eyes. 

"It's my turn now," he whispers as he turns with me still clinging to

him. 

"Did I say you could have a turn?" I ask softly, trying, but far too

aroused to continue my game. 

"That's what your eyes tell me," he whispers, kissing me as he bends to

lower me into his chair. 

The leather feels so cool against my hot flesh. It smells of him. Sweet

and masculine. As my eyes close I grip the arms of the chair firmly and 

press myself deeply into the very essence of him, gasping as I feel the 

large hands spreading my legs. The soft touch of his lips against my 

inner thighs excites me. As I hunch my hips forward I spread my legs 

widely, locking my calves around the arms of the chair. 

I'm panting as I feel his warm breath across the splayed wetness of my

pussy, and I mewl at the first tender flick of his tongue between the 

inner lips. My clit aches for his attention. 

Dipping to my wet core, plunging and swirling, his tongue searches

everywhere. He has me seething with want. I grip the arms of the chair 

with all my strength as his tongue rolls the hard nub beneath its hood. 

His wet fingers pull and twist my rigid nipples. I'm skating on the 

very precipice of absolute pleasure as his tongue curls and flicks at 

the very tip of my clit, the mouthing grasp of his lips intensify the 

exquisite sensations. I feel the surge and flush of impending orgasm 

wash across me from toes to temples. My every nerve and fiber charged 

in anticipation. 

"Oh fuck David, suck me, suck it...suck it...oh there...right there...oh

god...ple..." 

Biting my lower lip to keep from outright screaming, blinding waves of

pleasure rocket through me. Crushing deep into the chair, gripping, 

eyes closed against the flash of colors, every muscle cramps in the 

throes of orgasm. I'm lost, floating, drifting in a sea of emotion and 

sensation. I can barely breathe. 

I shudder and quiver as I gasp for air. David kisses and licks so

gently, so exquisitely sweet along the sides of my clit, touching 

perfectly as he urges on the final tremors. I'm still shuddering as he 

lifts me from the chair into his embrace. 

His lips are slick and his tongue tastes of me as he ravishes my mouth.

Our tongues wrap and flail. 

"Oh fuck me David...please...I need you so...fuck me," I moan as I pull

from his embrace and see pure lust in his eyes, "Fuck me hard!" 

He spins me toward the desk with just the right amount of roughness and

urgency. The large brass nameplate, notepad, and a container of pens 

clatter to the floor as my arms sweep across the desk, my legs spread 

wide. I'm arching my ass so high I'm standing on tiptoes. 

His tongue plunges into my splayed pussy, lapping and flicking. I moan

as he rims my ass, his tongue swirling the puckered center. His large 

hands cover and squeeze my ass. 

"Fuck me!" I beg as he stands between my legs, his cock pressing and

shoving at my pussy. 

I'm flat out on the desk as I feel his cock enter my drenched pussy,

slipping deeper and deeper. I want him so. 

His hands pull at my hips as that splendid cock inches deeper with every

little stroke. Oh it's so filling. So good. 

His weight moves over me. His lips at my shoulders, biting. His hands

pin my arms as he plunges to my very core. 

"Fuck me David...now...fu..." 

I'm awash in the sensation of his ramrod hard cock plowing into me.

Frantic and swelling. 

I've awakened the beast in him. His panted grunts excite me so. I'm so

close. The blotter beneath me rasps back and forth across the desk as 

he pounds into me. My fingertips claw at the desktop. His weight and 

strength so crushing and dominant as he grips my arms with a fierce 

power. We're fucking, rutting, and beyond all control. 

Primal urges course and surge through me, as I moan and plead, "Fuck me

please...cum in me ...cum...please...now." 

Sensation overwhelms me as I helplessly try and push against him,

feverishly aroused and desperate for every inch of his cock. 

A final savage lunge nearly yanks my feet from the floor, impaling me as

he rams his cock balls deep. I feel the hot warmth of semen flooding 

into me. 

Orgasm comes intense and powerful as my pussy clamps and pulsates on his

squirting cock, gripping tight at every throbbed spurt. 

We're both gasping as he lifts from me, his cock still twitching. A

rivulet of semen runs down my inflamed pussy as he pulls his withering 

cock from me. I'm limp as a rag on the desk, spent, totally sated and 

deliriously pleasured. 

His soft kisses move upward from the small of my back, warm and wet

along the ridge of spine. His arms moving under mine as he kisses my 

nape. 

"That was the most incredible experience I've ever had," David whispers

as his tongue traces the rim of my earlobe, "Just incredible." 

"Oh god David...oh god...you have no idea...god," I manage to choke out

before being overwhelmed by churning emotion. 

Gently he lifts me, my legs wobbly and weak as I try and stand. He sits

back into his chair, pulling me onto his lap. I curl against him, 

cradled in those powerful arms. 

His hand gently rests at my shoulder while he cuddles me tighter as I

struggle to control my tears. I'm simply overcome. 

"You ok?" he whispers softly, breathing heavily. 

"I'm better than ok," I whimper, "That was just so intense...it's been

so long." 

He kisses me softly on the cheek, both arms wrap me completely as I curl

tight against him. 

"I guess you decided to forget about us going slow," he whispers as my

strength and reason slowly return. 

"I'm sorry, I just couldn't wait any longer," I whisper in reply,

turning to look into his eyes. 

"Don't be sorry," David replies softly as his lips brush mine, "That was

the most incredible experience I've ever had...you're truly 

unbelievable." 

"So are you," I reply, squirming tighter into his lap. 

"So where do we go from here?" he asks softly. 

"Well since we've fucked away your lunchtime, I suggest you get ready to

teach a class and I have to get to work," I whisper, trying to laugh 

and make light of the circumstance. 

His kiss is gentle, lingering and intoxicatingly sweet. 

"But I need to see you again...and soon," I whisper as our lips part. 

"Tonight?" he whispers, "Will you stay with me tonight?" 

"Umm Hmm...all night," I purr. 

New In Town
By BigBurt
The day that Annette and Alicia moved into the neighborhood was a day I

will never forget. It was last summer and Tee, Brian and I were outside 

on the front porch. I have known Brian and Tee all my life. They were 

my two best friends in the world. We have all lived in the same 

neighborhood since forever. "I just fucked this bad ass bitch," Tee 

said. "She had some big titties and a big ass ass!" Tee was always 

talking about the women he slept with. He never liked to be with just 

one. He always looked at a woman as his next conquest. Brian never 

seemed to trust women. Whether or not that stemmed from not ever having 

a relationship or not I don't know but he always thought of women as 

"money grubbing hoes". "When you going to hook me up man? Brian said. 

Brian and Tee were always trying to get women. If they saw one it was 

on, but they were cool about it after one got the girl. They never 

seemed to bitter and even exchanged a few girls. I was the one who 

wanted a relationship. I liked being with someone. I did have sex in 

the mean time. I couldn't be celibate. I just sat there looking at 

these two fools until the van pulled up at the house next to mine. Now 

last year Old lady Migenty moved out of the house when her husband 

passed away. The house has pretty much been vacant except for the 

occasional realtor trying to sell the house and the occasional 

teenager(s) smoking weed or having sex in the house. It was perfect as 

a spot for them because none of the neighbor ever went in there. It was 

a legendary place. 

Behind the van a lick BMW with license plate "HOT" pulled up. Out of the

car stepped a woman who could have been Stacey Dash's twin. She had 

long curly black hair, smooth brown skin, and gorgeous brown eyes. She 

had an ass that didn't stop and two nice breasts in the front. Nice and 

big. She had on a Polo shirt and a pair of cutoffs. She looked good. 

She got out the passenger's seat and slowly walked toward the house. 

Tee Brian and I all were staring at her, ...until the second person got 

out of the car. Now I have seen actresses, models and all kinds of 

women, but this woman was better than all of them. Picture Lisa Nicole 

Carson, Pam Grier and Lisa Raye all rolled into one. She was that bad. 

She had long straight black hair, light honey brown skin and the most 

beautiful green eyes. The body was out of this world. She had a huge 

ass but it wasn't fat. It was perfect. Her breasts were huge and just 

screamed to be sucked. She had on a business suit but you just knew it 

was a freak under those clothes. Tee and Brian were both captivated by 

what I thought was her daughter. But I have always liked older women. 

Especially women who had kids. Something about them was sexy. Maybe 

they were sexually repressed. I don't know what but they were always 

good in bed. I walked over to the truck to introduce myself to my new 

neighbors. "Hello maam, how are you". She replied, "Hello young man, 

aren't you handsome?" I smiled. "My name is Mike, I live next door. If 

there is anything I can help you with please let me know." "My name is 

Annette, and if you could help with some of these boxes I would greatly 

appreciate it." Her name was Annette Baker. I smelled her, she smelled 

like expensive perfume. I said sure and grabbed a couple from out of 

the car. Tee and Brian finally got the message and came over to help. 

"I told Alicia to put her stuff in the house then come back out to 

help" Annette said out loud. "Alicia?" I asked already knowing. "She is 

my daughter and she needs to be helping." We all walked into the house 

and looked around. For some strange reason it looked funny. I been in 

this house thousands of times but it looked different this time. I 

asked where to put the stuff and she said anywhere. Then she called 

Alicia. Alicia came running downstairs looking good as ever. Her mom 

introduced her to us. "This is Mike and..I am sorry I didn't get your 

names." "Hi my name is Tonio but my friends call me Tee." "What's up my 

name is Brian" After the introductions we went back to work. The guys 

in the van, Tee, Brian and myself did most of the work. I didn't mind 

though. After we finished Annette tipped the guys in the moving van and 

they were off. She invited us into the house. "Here you boys go for 

helping us." She gave Tee Brian and I 50 bucks apiece. I tried to 

refuse but she insisted. I wondered what kind of money she had to tip 

like that. I asked if there was anything else that they needed and 

Alicia asked if I wanted to get some dinner. Brian wanted to go but Tee 

had a date. He left and a couple of minutes and said that he would give 

me a call later. Annette and Alicia both thanked him for his help and 

insisted that he come back soon. I personally would have canceled my 

date to go out with Stacey Dash and Pam Grier. Tee preferred the sure 

thing and the girl he was going out with was Denita or "Denita the 

Peter Eater" if you talk to the guys she hangs out with. He could suck 

a golf ball through a cheerio, so I have been told. She has a tongue 

ring; tattoos and a reputation for just letting guys hit it with no 

attachments. It will catch up with her eventually. 

Anyway, Brian and I went to change for dinner they came back and sat on

the couch in the living room while the ladies got ready. "Can you 

believe how phat they are? I would knock both of them down!" Brian 

said. I laughed He was right. They were two of the sexiest women I had 

ever seen. They came downstairs. Alicia had on a summer dress while 

Annette had on a halter-top and a tight mini skirt that hugged ever 

inch of her. Brian complemented them on their attire and the girls did 

the same. The girls didn't know where to go but they wanted Mexican so 

showed them the little restaurant down the street. We waited and talked 

about life in the neighborhood. I asked Alicia about herself. She was 

about to turn 21 in two weeks. Her mother and her moved to Baltimore 

from New York. She was a junior in college and was going to enroll at 

Howard to graduate. I liked Alicia she was funny and really easy to 

talk to. We got to our seats, Alicia sat to my right, Brian to my left 

and Annette in front of me. We talked about everything. Annette was not 

shy. She talked about growing up in New York, living fast and falling 

in love with this guy, Alicia's father, getting pregnant at 18, 

dropping out of college, getting married, getting divorced and then 

rebuilding her life from scratch. She became a successful lawyer and 

she seemed happy. "Alicia has made everything worth while. She has been 

my strength through all of this." Alicia was 20, which would make her 

mother 38. If Annette had lived hard it certainly didn't show. She was 

as sexy as ever. The food came out. Fajitas and burritos and some more 

stuff. It was all good. The ladies had a few drinks. Annette down some 

martinis while Alicia had some Alize. Apparently Annette doesn't mind 

underage drinking. Brian and I were 23 so we didn't care. Brian had a 

couple Heinekens. I passed. I'm not really a drinker. We were all 

talking and then I felt something on my leg. A foot was going up my 

leg. I pretended I didn't notice. Then the foot went to my crotch. 

Someone wanted my attention. And it was Annette! 

She winked at me. I didn't know what to do. I just let her foot stay

there. Then I started to get hard. And she knew it. She decided to 

torture me by rubbing her foot then stopping. Then doing it again. I 

got up and went to the bathroom. I couldn't believe I was getting hard. 

But what was more unbelievable was that this incredibly sexy woman was 

flirting with me in a restaurant with her daughter at the same table! I 

had to think fast. I tried to calm down and then I went back out. 

Throughout the night Annette would wink or lick her lips seductively 

but neither Alicia nor Brian seemed to notice. We finished dinner left. 

Alicia had to drive. Annette was drunk and passed out in the back seat. 

Alicia and I sat in the front. Brian wanted to sit up front but I got 

there first. Alicia and I talked about going out again and having some 

fun, while Brian tried to strip Annette. She didn't seem to mind. We 

made it home in one piece. Alicia asked if I could help carry her 

mother inside. Brian asked if I needed any help. I said no and helped 

Annette into the house. Brian said thanks to Alicia and Annette for 

dinner and said that he would call me later. Annette isn't really that 

heavy. To be as voluptuous as she is she doesn't weigh that much. Which 

is good for me and my back. I sat her on the couch and turn to Alicia. 

She looked really beautiful. With her mother passed out on the couch, 

figured I should leave, and then Alicia grabbed me by the arm and gave 

me a peck on the cheek. She gave me her number and told me to call her 

so we could go out tomorrow. I thanked her for the night and went next 

door. When I went home I went to my room and I discovered two things. 

First, that from my room you can look directly in to the Baker's house 

and second that Alicia and her mother are nude A LOT. First Annette got 

up and went to her room stripped down and went to the bathroom. Then 

Alicia went to her room and stripped down. It was like they couldn't 

wait for me to leave so that they could get naked. They both looked 

amazing. Alicia had smooth skin and was absolutely gorgeous. Annette 

was built just like her except her breasts and ass were bigger. Annette 

took a shower and I just wished I were there. I watched them until the 

lights went out. 

The next day all I could think of was last night. The morning and

afternoon was a blur. Soon came 6:00 and I went over to the Baker's 

house because I couldn't wait anymore. Annette greeted me at the door. 

She was wearing a bathrobe that barely covered anything and my mind 

wandered to her walking around last night naked. I asked for Alicia and 

Annette told me to have a seat. I thanked her for last night, she told 

me no problem and then she sat down. "I didn't do anything embarrassing 

last night did I"? She asked. "No" I said lying. "Good, because I was 

really drunk last night. I haven't been that drunk in a long time. When 

I did get that drunk it was usually at a party and I usually went home 

with someone." I was surprised that she was so honest. I think she 

sensed that. Then she said, "Don't be surprised, I told you I lived a 

wild life." Alicia came downstairs and we said bye to her mother. 

Annette seemed different today. She was even more extroverted today. 

Alicia and I went to dinner and a movie. We talked about a lot of 

things. The big one was sex. She brought it up not me. She talked about 

her mother living fast and getting pregnant with her. She said that she 

wouldn't be like that. She talked about how she had only been with 5 

guys and that the sex was good but it wasn't great. "Those guys only 

cared about themselves. They were only interested in getting some ass 

and then they could care less about me." I felt bad for her. I wanted 

to give her some great sex. She really opened up. She talked about her 

favorite positions and how she really liked anal sex. We talked for a 

while then I took her home. Annette was sleep when we got home. I gave 

her a kiss on the lips and went next door. I really started to like 

Alicia. 

Tee, Brian and I were at my house one night when we started talking

about Tee's night with Denita. "Man she was sucking my dick, and 

licking my balls. That shit was good!" Tee said. He had the tape to 

prove it. He popped it in. All you can see is Denita on all fours 

sucking some guys' dick. "You see how I get down," Tee said. I told him 

about the night I had with Alicia and her mother, especially the mother 

part. "You had better hit the moms when you can. You know older women 

got that good pussy" Tee liked older women too. He said that they were 

good in bed and gave the best head. 

Two weeks passed and Alicia turned 21. She invited the guys and me to

her party and invited her friends. Brian and Tee were on all the girls 

as usual. Alicia and I were pretty much alone the whole night. We 

talked and then she asked me about spending the night. I couldn't 

believe it. I gave her a kiss and told her I couldn't wait. As soon as 

everyone left it was just she, her mother and I. We cleaned up the 

house and then I went to her room. It was nice. There were pillows 

everywhere and a big comfortable bed in the middle of the room. I sat 

on the bed and Alicia attacked me. She straddled me and kissed deeply. 

She started tearing my clothes off. First. my shirt, then my pants. She 

wanted it real bad. I started taking off her clothes. First her shirt, 

then I kissed her neck which she said was her spot. I caressed her ass 

and pulled her skirt off. She was still in her bra and panties when she 

started to lick me all over. She began to kiss and lick my arm working 

her way toward my chest.  She started sucking on my nipples and grabbed 

my dick she pulled my boxers down. My dick hit her in the face. "That a 

nice dick you got there," She said. Alicia put my dick in her mouth and 

sucked for days. She easily took him to the back of her mouth and into 

her throat.  She did it slowly letting her tongue taste every inch.  

She sucked just the tip then she deep throated the whole thing. She 

sucked on my balls and licked up and down the shaft. While she was 

sucking the tip she was jerking me at same time. She buried her nose in 

my pubic hair. Her eyes widened as she realized that I was increasing 

my pace and was about to cum in her mouth. I clenched up and shot wad 

after wad of cum deep down her throat. Shot after shot out of the end 

and she swallow every drop. "Damn that was the best I ever had" I 

couldn't believe it. She damn near had me shaking just from sucking my 

dick. She just winked at me. I decided to show her what I could do. 

I moved down her body and she whimpered at losing her place but soon was

squealing as my lips and tongue found her breasts. 

"Oh god yes Mike.  That feels so good.  Suck them gently baby." 

I did just that letting my tongue circle first one engorged nipple then

the other.  Then I brought both breasts together and lashed both 

nipples with my tongue.  The effect was immediate as she screamed and 

pushed me off. 

"Did I hurt you?" 

"No.  Oh shit no baby.  " 

"Is that good or bad." 

"I had forgotten that my tits were so sensitive.  Another one like that

and you won't be leaving for days." 

I laughed and again began to lick her hard nipples.  Soon she was

scrambling up the bed as she held me off.  It was to no avail however 

as soon she was whimpering and shaking as my tongue work had the 

desired affect.  For the first time in her life she had an orgasm that 

didn't include her cunt. I began kissing her belly and sides.  As my 

lips and tongue tasted still more of her I felt her lurch and gasp.  I 

wondered how much more she would take before she decided she had to 

have me inside her. I slowly licked my way to her waist.  She twisted 

her hips to get away from the torture. Still I came on as I licked 

along her tan lines. 

"Oh Ohhhh shit.  Mike that feels so good.  You're driving me crazy." 

I began to kiss and lick the inside of her thigh, moving down to her

knee raising her leg I gently kissed the back of her knee and began to 

make my way back down the back of her thigh.  I expected a strong 

response and I got it from her. With a squeal she rolled away from me 

then turning she pounced on me. 

"Shit! You're driving me crazy Mike!" 

Before she could say anything else I pulled her into me and kissed her

again on the lips.  When we broke the kiss I laid her back again. This 

time I went straight for her woman hood.  With deliberate gentleness I 

licked her pouting lips and dove in. 

"OOO Yes Please taste me." 

As she moaned and shivered I inserted two fingers into her wetness. 

Soon she was humping my fingers and yelling for me to do it harder.  

That was when I turned it all the way up as I both licked her clit and 

played with her G-spot.  Alicia screamed once and rolled away, kicking 

me off of her and ending in a fetal position shaking like a leaf. 

Ooooh, oh, oh, Ooooooo.  Oh shit, oh shit." 

I asked if she was ok. "Oh my God!!, What did you do to me?!! She

exclaimed. "I never came like that before. That was the best head I 

ever got." I said "I'm not done yet." 

"Fuck me Mike. I need you in me." 

I grabbed my dick and started jerking it until it started getting hard. 

Slowly I laid Alicia back on the bed then positioned myself between her 

legs.  I watched the passion play on her face and quivering body.  

Again I lifted her legs and caressed them as I pushed them towards her 

shoulders. Alicia reached up to caress my face.  She whimpered as she 

felt the tip of my cock part her and slowly descend inside. 

"Yesssss.  Give it.  Give it to me." 

She turned her hips and moved to meet me.  She started to move hard and

fast but I pressed at her waist with my hands and she was still.  I 

began a long slow stroke that had us grinding together.  I moved my 

hands and stretched over the top of her.  She pulled me tight and began 

turning her hips as I slipped deep inside. I felt her cunt clutching at 

my cock and I reveled in her warmth and firmness. I tried to get as 

deep as I possibly could and was elated when her body responded. 

I was enjoying every moment of this as she wrapped her legs around me

and locked me in place. I gently pinched her nipples and she leaned 

forward so I could lick them. Her breath came in pants now as the 

sucking of her nipples combined with the fucking. She had several small 

orgasms then I pulled her down to me and rolled her back over.  She 

hugged me closer to her wanting my full weight pressing her down.  I 

responded by fucking even harder.  Her groans became screams most of 

which I caught as I kissed her.  Her body began to tremble as with each 

grinding stroke I brought her closer to climax.  When it arrived it 

happened so fast that her initial scream of delight was choked off.  I 

climaxed as well sending my seed deep into her trembling body. 

I began kissing her eyelids, then her cheeks and finally her lips.  She

giggled then tried to suck my tongue out of my mouth.  Then we rolled 

back and forth across the bed as each tried for the dominant position 

on top.  Finally with a laugh I lay back as Alicia slipped my 

thickening cock back inside her. 

"Mmmm it's about time you let me on top.  I'm going to drive you crazy."

"You think so?" 

"Oh you'll see alright." 

She began to bounce up and down on my now rigid pole.  Each time down

she rolled her hips, sending sparks through both of us. 

"You like that Mr. Burton?  You like being inside me?  Fuck me Mike. 

Fuck me good." 

I began to move not meeting her bounce but grinding back as she rolled

her hips.  My cock drilled even deeper inside her and soon she was 

moaning and shrieking her delight.  Now the grinding was taking a toll 

on her as well since each time her clit was caught in the middle.  She 

came each time panting and her whole body jumped and jerked.  I didn't 

give her a moment's pause as I rolled her over on her hands and knees 

and entered her from behind.  I was impressed by how her vaginal 

muscles clenched on my cock each time I entered.  From her squeals and 

the way she was pushing back against me I knew this was one of her 

favorite positions.  She moved to match me stroke for stroke enjoying 

each moment and movement. 

"Yes Mike.  Yeah that feels so good.  Don't stop.  Fuck my pussy.  Fuck

it!" 

She buried her face in the pillows as her pleasure caused her to scream.

The scream increased when I grabbed a handful of hair and pulled her 

head up.  I continued to pull until she rose up and turned to hungrily 

kiss my lips. I released her hair and grabbing her hips began to slowly 

push in as deep as I could then pull all the way out.  It wasn't long 

before her hands came back looking to grab hold of me.  I then grabbed 

her wrists and pulling back began to jackhammer my cock in her already 

overheated pussy.   Her body convulsed as she came shrieking.  I let 

her lay face down as her orgasm subsided.  While she whimpered I began 

to kiss the backs of her thighs.  With a gasp I pulled her legs up 

under her.  With her ass in the air I knew it was time to enter her 

remaining hole.  I slid three fingers into her still quivering pussy 

and leaned forward to whisper in her ear. 

"Alicia you are an incredible lover.  Do you want me to fuck your ass?" 

"Ooooo yes.  Please fuck my ass good and deep." 

I reached into the nightstand for lubrication.  When I returned Alicia

grabbed my cock and put it back in her pussy.  I began a slow steady 

stroke that soon had Alicia purring like a kitten.  At the same time he 

put the lube on her asshole and my fingers.  I got a reaction as slid 

first one then a second finger in her ass.  I was entering virgin 

territory. The purrs changed to a growl however when finger number 

three entered.  She moved her hips back against both the cock in her 

cunt and the fingers in her nether hole.  Finally she reached back and 

pushed my cock out of her dripping wet cunt.  I paused for a moment to 

commit the scene to memory then slowly pushed my cock against her 

sphincter muscle.  After a momentary resistance he sank the head and 

the first inch into her ass. 

"OHHHH!  SHIT!  YEAH!  Put it in.  Put it all the way in!" 

I took my time as he slowly pushed each inch inside her ass.  The

feeling was better than anything I ever imagined.  A low moan escaped 

from my throat to be answered by a whimper from Alicia.  As my balls 

finally touched her ass cheeks she squeezed him with her sphincter 

muscle. 

"Aah yeah baby that feels so good.  Fuck that ass baby!  Do it hard!" 

I began slowly but soon was pounding her ass almost as hard as her

pussy.  Alicia gave as good as she was getting as she moved to meet my 

every thrust.  It wasn't long before both of us were near the top. 

"Oh Alicia you feel so good.  So damn good." 

Alicia was in tears but never stopped moving to meet my thrusts. 

"Oh god Mike, it's so good.  I'ts soo soooo good. Fuck that ass baby. 

Fuck it!" 

My movements became even more frenzied as we both realized that this was

the moment we had looked forward to. As I felt her tighten I reached 

around her and grabbed her breasts pinching her nipples between thumb 

and forefinger.  Alicia fell forward taking I with her as she buried 

her scream in the pillows.  I pulled back on her hips and then pulled 

her back into him.  With one hand I lifted her till she was back with 

my cock still in her ass. I sat back continuing to pull her back till 

she was sitting with my cock buried deep inside her.  Her whole body 

trembled as she lifted herself up and down on my cock.  The sensation 

on my cock was almost more than I could bear.  I knew I had but one 

more thing to do to make her explode.  I began to meet her down stroke, 

and then I pulled her down till her full weight was sitting on me.  

Then as she ground her ass into me and onto my cock I let my hand slide 

down her trembling belly.  I felt her body tense and knew this was it. 

"Mike no!  Not my CLIT!  AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!" 

Her scream seemed to go on forever as her whole body went into

convulsions.  Her sphincter clenched on my cock causing me to shot wad 

after wad of cum deep into her bowels.  Minutes later she still was 

lying on top of me with her ass still gored on my now shrinking cock.  

The only sounds that could be heard were their ragged breathing and her 

whines as she was swallowed up in the aftermath of her climax. Finally 

she slipped off of me and rolled back to face me. 

"My god Mike that was the most incredible climax I've ever had." 

Alicia at first stared in surprise then with a sigh laid her head on my

chest. 

We both were panting as I lay on my side and Alicia snuggled against me.

We fell asleep in each other's arms. 

It's after 11 the next morning by the time we get up. Alicia and were

fucking all night. Her bed is a mess. I get up to stretch because I am 

sore. Alicia watches me from the bed curled up like a little cat. I 

stop in front of her and give her a passionate kiss on the lips. Slowly 

she stands and giggles as she's still on wobbly legs. 

"I still feel you inside me.  I hope it never leaves." 

We embrace and then we decide to take a shower together. I can't how

much of a freak Alicia is. She had her hands all over me in the shower. 

First she was on her knees, and then she bent over and let me hit it 

from the back. Finally I bust another nut. I couldn't take anymore. 

"Something about you just brings out the freak in me." 

I smiled and nodded. I gave her a kiss and put my clothes on. I begged

her to let me go home to rest but I promised her I would be back. 

Stranded On The Elevator
By VixenLaFlamme 
I was stranded!  And I couldn't believe my luck.  The entire morning had

been rush rush rush...and here I stand beside a man who had already 

rubbed me the wrong way on several occasions, yet he was still 

practically a stranger.  Yes, I had seen him at other meetings 

throughout the past few months, and with each encounter I came away 

feeling that I would dearly love to get him alone one day and tell him 

exactly what I thought of him.  Well, needless to say that old proverb 

of "Be careful what you wish for" popped into my mind, for here I stood 

with the most arrogant...and the most good looking man I had ever had 

the misfortune to run across. 

It had been raining as I parked my car and ran into the fifteen-story

building.  The meeting was to start promptly at nine-o'clock.  I nearly 

dropped my briefcase and my whole week of preparations to present.  I 

panicked as I grabbed it and dashed into the building literally running 

across the lobby to catch the elevator.  I felt like a drowned rat as I 

breathed a sigh of relief knowing that I would make it in time. 

The elevator was crowded and seemed to crawl through each floor slower

than what I remembered from this building...one, two, three...and 

finally stopping at the sixth floor leaving just me and one other 

person.  I looked over and couldn't believe it was ‘him'!  ‘Of all the 

luck' I thought to myself.  It would have to be the one person I could 

not stand.  As usual he had an arrogant air and I could feel myself 

bristling as a cat arching it's back.  He acted as though I were not 

even there. 

Suddenly, as the doors closed and the elevator started to move on its

way up to the ninth floor....it jerked several times and finally 

stopped....no movement now at all.  I know the sheer horror must have 

shown on my face.  My eyes widened as I looked over at him.   I could 

see the sudden alarm on his face as well 

I hated elevators to begin with, actually I hated any type of

confinement. I have always been this way and now I could feel myself 

shaking as I leaned against the metal wall and held onto the rail.  He 

watched me and then spoke.  His tone surprised me for he was not the 

egotistical and usual disgusting person as in the previous meetings.  

He showed genuine concern. 

"I'm sure this is temporary.  Things like this happen all the time."  He

tried to smile but it didn't quite reach through my fear. 

"Ummmm do...do you think we should use the phone...you know...to call

for help?" 

He continued to smile and said, "Yes, that's a good idea." 

I held my briefcase even closer to me as if it could somehow save me

from this situation.  Instinctively I backed away from his closeness, 

although there really was not far to go in the confines of an elevator. 

 He smiled at my discomfort of his nearness.  I couldn't help but 

think...'If you only knew how I felt about you.' 

He was once again the ‘take charge' guy as he attempted several times to

use the phone that hung securely on the wall in the box.  But for some 

reason it was not working.  He tried and tried and slammed it down with 

a few expletives about "damn equipment". 

He turned to look at me and calmed down a bit.  "Guess we'll have to

wait to be rescued." 

I nodded at him and as he reached out to take my briefcase, I could feel

myself physically shaking with tears threatening. 

"My name is Lance," he said pointing to the top of the elevator..."Just

like the name of this broken down piece of shit.  I know I've seen you 

at meetings before but we've not been properly introduced."  He smiled 

and suddenly he seemed like a totally different person than he did 

standing before an entire room of people expressing his opinions. 

Although I couldn't quite smile, I took his extended hand... which was

so strong and warm. 

"Hi back...I'm Elaine." 

He set my briefcase down beside of his and he could still see the fear

and my discomfort. 

"Afraid of elevators...or is it me?" 

I was stunned at his question making me even more aware that he knew I

had found him quite offensive in the past. 

"I, ummm I...."  What was wrong with me?  I couldn't even seem to talk

to the man.  His effect on me was different from the past...or was it?  

For I had always found him attractive but then, I had never been quite 

‘this' close to him either.  He had the most gorgeous looking eyes that 

made me want to melt.  Yes, the elevator situation definitely had 

unnerved me, but not nearly as much as being this close to a man that I 

abhorred only to realize that the ‘fine line' between not liking and 

liking someone had been so thin.  I was attracted to him and never 

would admit it to myself. 

When I looked back up into his eyes, it was if he could tell all the

emotions that were going on within my head.  His smile said a lot.  

What I didn't realize was that he too found me quite attractive...and 

he was looking at my trembling lips now.   I would start to speak, and 

then stop.  He took a step closer to me and reached out to hold me.  I 

welcomed his arms for I was scared, but now, as he held 

me....everything felt ‘right'.  And I realized that the only real thing 

to be afraid of ....was myself....my feelings and what he brought out 

in me.  My heart was beating faster and faster.  I was still shaking, 

but not from fear.  Did he know ‘why' I was so nervous? 

His arms continued to hold me and then I felt his hand rubbing up and

down my back making me relax and welcome his touch.  I had my eyes 

closed as I leaned against him never realizing that he was watching me 

in the reflective metal as he soothed and comforted me.  He pulled me 

with him as he took several steps backward and leaned against the wall. 

 I did not see his face ...but his hands began to move up and down my 

back...moving to my hips.  I moved slightly as one hand began to play 

with my hair.  Did I moan?  Or was it my imagination? 

He began to caress and touch my face....my lips...as our eyes met and

held.  His smile disappeared as he looked at my lips and began tracing 

them with his index finger again.  He still looked deep into my eyes.  

His voice, so soft that I barely heard him whisper... 

"You have no idea how many times I've thought of holding you like this."

I know the surprise showed on my face as I parted my lips to speak.  He

held his finger on them as if to say "shhhhhh".   I continued to look 

into his eyes, and unable to pull away from him my eyes shifted to his 

lips again.  My eyes deepened then, realizing that he too had felt 

similar emotions. 

He continued to talk...almost as if to himself ...."You always seemed so

aloof, untouchable.  As if, if I had done something to offend you.  And 

I hoped for the day, to finally come...to show you that you were wrong 

about me." 

I didn't need to say anything...for he was right and knew it.  I lowered

my head at this for I think it had hurt him for me being so judgmental 

of him. 

He smiled as he lifted me by my chin to once again meet his eyes.  I

blushed and he chuckled and pulled me close again.  His lips kissing my 

hair while his hands moved against me telling me he was okay with the 

past....all that mattered was the present. 

His lips moved closer and closer to my own ....and the moment they

touched my arms went around him invitingly...welcoming his touch even 

more.  No longer was I afraid as he kissed me....exploring my warm 

mouth with his tongue...gently biting on my lower lip....causing me to 

moan for more.   He slowly pulled his lips from mine and looked into my 

eyes....which were deep blue with desire. 

"You know I want you...here...now," he slowly whispered. 

I did not hesitate as his hands began to roam over me once again while

he held me firmly against him...his leg slowly separating my own as I 

balanced upon his leg....his hands began to unbutton my blouse.   He 

looked into my eyes....and I could sense that if I had asked him to 

stop...he would have.  But I needed him at this moment as much as he 

needed me...wanted him....for the passions that had lain dormant for 

this man had now been unleashed.   As he pushed my blouse open...he 

moaned and whispered ":beautiful".  And then he bent his head to begin 

kissing my breasts while still firmly holding me close.  My head arched 

backwards as I enjoyed the pure bliss his kisses brought... his tongue 

teased its way to my nipples...tasting them through my sheer lace 

bra....as they hardened against his warm mouth and tongue. 

"Ahhhh baby, exquisite beauties..." he softly moaned as he slowly

removed my blouse.  He turned me around in his arms as he pulled my 

back against him and leaned close to my ear.  "Look my luv," he 

motioned and I was surprised to see how much of a reflection the walls 

allowed.  I watched his hands begin again to caress my breasts ...my 

body... and then sliding inside my bra.   "ahhhhhh yessssss" I moaned 

as I watched him teasing me.  "mmmmmmmm".  He smiled...as did I.  He 

felt soooooo good....teasing me like this while I watched....seeing the 

way my body was reacting to him. 

He unhooked my bra and pushed it off my breasts.  His hands quickly

began to tease my bare skin...causing goosebumps and making my nipples 

incredibly hard.  His fingers teased for the longest 

time...pinching....gently pulling....causing me to moan louder.  I 

could feel the effect all this teasing was having on my pussy for I was 

so wet now.  And my legs were beginning to weaken. 

He then moved from behind me...and pushed me back against the cold wall.

 I watched his tongue begin to circle my breasts....my 

nipples...."Ahhhhhhhhhh"...how could I help but moan for he was 

bringing me to such a point of release that I began to move my hips 

with need for more.   I watched his reflection...the way he 

kissed...fondled...teased... building my fire to a raging inferno. 

"Tell me what you want baby....what you need..." he hoarsely whispered. 

I could not speak....for I was gasping....moaning.... 

And then I felt his hand began to caress my leg...moving higher and

higher up my short black skirt.  Finally his fingers found my silk 

thong panties....easily moving around to caress my bare ass.  I heard 

him moan as his fingers moved lower and slid inside panties.  I was so 

wet now....on fire and so close to cumming.  He continued to suck on my 

nipples while his fingers teased my smooth nether lips....my engorged 

clit....and he was literally holding me up against the wall as he 

pushed my legs open further and his fingers found the warmth they 

sought. 

‘Tell me....what....you...want..." he again whispered as he teased and

teased. 

"I....I,,,ooooooooooo...pleassssseeeeeeee....I....need....." 

"You need what baby.....this?" he asked as he inserted another finger

inside my throbbing pussy. 

"Yessssssssssssss," I screamed "yessssssss ahhhhh pleaseeeeee....." 

He quickly moved down on his knees and lifted my skirt....as I moaned

encouraging him more.  His tongue quickly probing inside my hot wet 

pussy....caused me to begin cumming within minutes.  He then moved up 

and begun sucking on my clit...while he moved his fingers back 

inside...teasing the very depths of my pussy....causing more sweet 

sensations to begin.  I moaned and moved my hips against his fingers as 

I begged him .....for.....more.... 

He teased and teased me until I was cumming again...that familiar

tightening around his fingers and still he sucked on me while his 

fingers continued their in and out motion.  My pussy lips were now 

swollen as well as wet.   I still had my eyes closed as he spoke 

softly... 

"Here baby," he said as he reached for my hand and guided it to his

pants.  He was so very hard...and all I wanted ...was to suck on him 

now....give him the very same pleasure he had just given me. 

I rubbed him through his pants...feeling him grow harder.  As he moaned,

I began to unzip his pants, while at the same time turning and pushing 

him against the wall so he could watch.  My nipples were still so 

sensitive ...and he reached out to caress them while I pushed his pants 

all the way off his hips....instantly releasing his erect cock. 

"Mmmmmm," I moaned as I looked at how enormous he was.  I looked into

his eyes and back to his cock. 

"Suck it baby..." his voice was hypnotizing but I needed no

encouragement as my hand wrapped around him....stroking and caressing 

him.  I moved closer and bent over to rub my breasts and nipples over 

his cock....and was rewarded by his moans of pleasure once again.  I 

teased him just as he had done...taking my breasts and slowly rubbing 

it back and forth, back and forth...moving my nipple around the head of 

his cock.  He grew even harder! 

I felt his hand reaching under my skirt while I continued to play with

his hard cock... bending over to taste him now....gave him better 

access to my pussy.  He watched as I sucked on him...taking him slowly 

in my mouth...as his cock disappeared further inside.  He moved 

...wanting me to take more of him....but I wouldn't ...not yet.  I 

wanted to drive him as crazy as he had done to me.  His finger teased 

my ass down to my pussy...causing me to wiggle against his finger...and 

was soon joined by another finger.  He felt....so.....good. 

"AAahhhhhhhh" I moaned as my hand began stroking and pumping his cock

while my mouth continued to take more of his huge cock....deeper and 

deeper his cock disappeared.   He watched in the reflection as he 

fingered my pussy.....my hand slipping to caress his balls....and 

ass....and the other hand pumping his hard cock.  I moaned around his 

cock making vibrations while my tongue teased around and around...then 

I started an in and out pattern alternating with sucking him in... 

while at the same time I was pulling him out of my hot wet mouth. 

"Mmmmmmmm," he moaned ...."Yesssssss ohhhh baby that's good....yesssssss

do that more...ahhhhhhhhhhh..." 

His hips began to buck against my face as he swelled.  I was now

devouring his cock as deeply as possible...feeling him so far in my 

throat...I heard him as if through a haze as my lust filled brain 

guided my body the he wanted. 

"Yesssss oh baby, down on your knees...yes that's it ...now suck

me....I'm ...ahhh baby  I'mmm so close...yesss, I'mmm ..." 

He didn't say another word as I pulled away from him...he stood there

with his hard cock jerking...needing release.....but I wanted him to 

wait....I had to feel him inside my hot pussy.... 

He looked quite stunned as he realized what I was doing...why I pulled

back...what I needed.  I know I had to look a sight to him...standing 

before him panting.... my breasts heaving from the fires that were 

raging in me.  Tears even covered my eyes for I had never needed anyone 

as I did him at this moment.  I could not even speak....I opened my 

mouth, but no words would come out. 

"You want my hard cock inside you....don't you?" His voice was so

deep...with need... with desire.....with lust.   "Then turn 

around...give my you glorious pussy baby." 

I turned and held onto the rail as I bent over while he lifted my skirt.

 He rubbed my pussy slowly with his fingers and moaned as he felt how 

hot I was...how wet.  He looked at me in the reflection while he 

continued to work his fingers over my pussy.... I moaned more and 

pushed against him....oh how I wanted him to fuck me. 

"Pleaseeeeeee...." Was that ‘my' voice begging him again?   As he moved

behind me....I moaned and closed my eyes...he felt so incredibly huge 

as he pushed his hard cock in me slowly....very very slowly as he held 

my hips and still watched my face.   I opened my eyes and looked into 

his....as he began to move in...and....out....in...and....out. 

"Mmmmmm you feel so good baby..." he murmured as his hands came around

to hold my breasts....thumbs teasing both my nipples...while he 

continued to fill me only to pull away and hold himself back...just 

barely allowing the tip of his cock inside my swollen pussy. 

He was driving me wild...and he knew it....I could see it in his eyes. 

Without warning he plunged his hard cock in me completely...and 

again....was still allowing me to feel his entire length...ahhhhh yes 

he felt so good. 

He pulled me up against him...while his hard cock was buried in me.  He

whispered... 

"Slide your legs further apart baby..."  and I did.  My high heels

allowing ample height. Then he didn't move as he continued to talk to 

me softly...coaxingly.... 

"You look absolutely stunning....breasts bare...nipples hard...wanting

to be teased... .legs open...wide....mmmmmm....as my hard cock is 

buried deep in your pussy." 

He lifted my skirt in front while he teased my clit..."Watch

baby...watch how your body reacts...." 

The walls reflected all he said....and made me not only ‘feel' how alive

he made me... but also allowed me to ‘see' my reactions fully...see 

what he saw....how much of a turn on it was for him to watch me react 

to his sensuous touching.  He continued talking while he teased me... 

"See how hard your nipples are...how they ache to be touched?...Feel my

hard cock in your pussy,"  he reached further...spreading my pussy lips 

open more and yes...seeing his cock inside me ...made me moan....and he 

reached to kiss my shoulder ....then suddenly pushed me against the 

wall while he began to fuck me harder...harder...and faster. 

My hands rested on the walls as his hips plunged against my ass....his

moans now matching my own...our  sounds of "yesssss mmmmmmm ahhhhhhh's" 

bounced off the walls.... as we both reached that pinnacle of release 

at the same moment....I could feel his cock spurting deep within me as 

I cumm hard....so hard that had he not been holding me...I would surely 

have collapsed. 

He continued to hold me close for a few minutes as our breathing began

to return to normal.  He kissed my shoulder again and when I looked 

up...I saw that he was as flushed as I. 

"Ahhhh my dear....absolutely awesome." 

Then we felt the elevator jerk...which immediately brought us back to

the realization of where we were as we scrambled to dress.  He was 

dressed before me and he reached to help finish buttoning my 

blouse...giving me a quick passionate kiss.  As he smiled into my 

eyes....he spoke... 

"Guess we've missed the meeting....but it was well worth it." 

The elevator began to move again.  As the doors opened, he slipped a

small business card in my hand. 

"Call me later....we need to continue this....somewhere a little more

private."  He winked at me as I watched him walk quickly down the hall, 

and I headed in the opposite direction. 

