
        
            
                
            
        

    



Swing


By Donna M.
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The
day my husband suggested swinging was the day my life changed.  "We need to
spice things up a bit. We’re in a rut in bed," Zach said to me.


"Don’t
give me that ‘we’ shit, you’re the one who wants ‘spice,’ right?"


"Well,
yeah, but not completely. I see how you react around Rob, how he turns you on
and you become an animal in bed right after visiting them. I want that animal
all the time, like when we first met."


"I
admit nothing."  


He
was right, of course.  I did get all gooey when I was around Rob, a buff,
Johnny Depp lookalike.  "You can’t be suggesting we try something with Rob and
Sarah, are you? They’re too straight to even think about swinging. Besides, I’m
having a difficult time thinking of us swinging."


Zach
kept on with his sales pitch.  "You may not admit it, but your pussy drools
after we’ve been over their house."


"Does
not."


"Oh
yes it does. I know you fantasize, like about Rob, which isn’t a bad thing. I
understand, so why don’t we fantasize together?  Meet new people, flirt, who
knows?"


"But
swapping, dammit. That’s so tawdry."


"Swinging
doesn’t have to be swapping," he said.  "It can be light, like kissing and
fondling others but no sex, to get the juices flowing."


"You’ve
really been researching this, haven’t you?"


"You’ve
met Mike, right? Him and his wife swing and he’s told me some things, like
about parties and etiquette."


"And
you’re hot for his wife, yes?"


"Well,
not exactly. She’s bi and I think she swings to play with women, and Mike
like’s to watch."


"Jesus,
what a couple," I said under my breath.  


What
would it hurt?  I told him to go ahead and make a reservation, or whatever they
call it, for the swingers’ house party.


Zach
made the call to the hosts at the number Mike gave him.  They had to talk with me;
I guess to be certain I was "real" and was on board with the idea.  I still
felt uneasy about the whole thing, but I’d be game.  The theme was "Dress Sexy"
and I had the little red number that would work well braless.  They wanted
sexy, and they’d get it.  We’d meet up with Mike and his wife Karen once we got
there.


The
night of the party, we drove to the disclosed location to find a modest house
at the end of a long, secluded driveway.  Lots of cars.  As newbies, we got the
grand tour.  Sex was definitely on tap there.  One room had a wall-to-wall
mattress, which in my mind was the ‘orgy’ room.  Several bedrooms were
designated as ‘private’ while others called ‘public,’ which meant open doors
and, I supposed, an audience.  The party wasn’t in full swing yet (pardon the
pun).  Porn was playing on the TV but most of the folks were ignoring it,
either eating, drinking or mingling.


Mike
and Karen arrived, and we talked a while on many innocuous subjects.  Karen
looked slightly nervous, which made me wonder whether she wasn’t a veteran as
I’d been told.  Is she reacting to my looks, and is she worried about Mike and
me already?  I was already seeing the complications of this lifestyle.  We
brought wine so we shared with Mike and Karen, and sat awkwardly on a sofa across
from the TV.  I don’t mind porn, and if it’s good, it turns me on.  However,
having it as background noise was disconcerting.


Mike
wanted to chat me up from the beginning, which may have increased Karen’s
discomfort, but it was hard for me to tell for sure.  When he put his hand on
my leg, I politely moved it away.  My husband had intimated that Karen was bi,
so it didn’t surprise me when she got close to another woman who she apparently
knew well, if you get my drift.


Mike
and Zach were being generally ignored by us wives, which made for an awkward
situation when it was suggested we move to one of the ‘public’ rooms.  When we
entered, two couples were there in various stages of undress.  


Zach
suggested "immersion into the life," early on to break our inhibitions, and by
the look of him, Mike was all for it.  We kicked off our shoes and gathered on
the mat in couples.  It wasn’t long before Karen and her friend, Allison, were
kissing and fondling each other; their husbands relegated to spectator status. 
Zach let it be known I was his as we kissed, leaving Mike to stew over what he
perceived as a lost opportunity.


Karen
and Allison were soon out of their clothes and going at it hot and heavy,
taking turns at slurping cunnilingus.


Zach
whispered, "You wanna watch, or go?"


"I’ll
watch, then go."


We
watched the other couples and it had the desirous effect—maybe I was a voyeur
at heart.  I was playing with Zach’s bulge so eventually we began to disrobe. 
He helped me get my dress over my head and I immediately felt self-conscious
without the bra.  I had second thoughts and wasn’t sure if I was ready for
this.  He began working me over, first licking then sucking my nipples before
moving downward and doing the same to my clit.  It wasn’t having the usual effect;
I couldn’t stop thinking of the others being here, watching us, watching me,
especially Mike, who was now naked, ogling, and stroking his cock while Zach
and I played.


I
did a double-take.  I didn’t really like the guy, but hot damn, he was well
endowed, the head near purple and swollen from arousal and his manual
stimulation.


Zach’s
ministrations suddenly began having their expected effect.  My breathing grew
labored as I climbed the entrance ramp to the orgasmic highway.  I opened my
eyes as I got closer.  Looking around, I saw Karen and Allison tribbing
frantically in one corner, another couple fucking doggie next to them, and the
second of the original couples having cum and now languid spectators.  Mike’s
eyes were like lasers boring into me, showing his lust.


"Oh
God, yes, Zach…I think I’m about… there…"  I closed my eyes again and embraced
the approaching climax.  Zach stopped licking and I felt him climb between my
spread legs.  I kept my eyes closed but kicked my legs higher and wider.  He entered
me hard, very hard.  The whole exhibitionist thing must have finally turned him
on tremendously.  He held himself up off my torso as he thrust into me.


"Yes,
yes!" I cried.


His
pace quickened, his cock feeling huge, filling me, and then with a loud grunt
he came.  I felt every spasm within my convulsing vagina walls.


"Ooooooooooooooooooooo,"
I moaned, signaling my arrival.


When
my eyes eventually rolled back to their normal position, my breath caught. 
Mike was on his knees and pulling off a condom, a leering smile on his face. 
It was him!


I
laid there on my back, speechless, thinking how could Zach let it happen? 
I felt raped, even if I was already naked in a room of consensual, copulating
adults.  I hadn’t given my consent, or had I?  I turned to my husband who was
still near me, and whispered "Why?"


He
leaned closer and said sotto-voce, "C’mon hon, it’s why we came here; and by
God you did have a great orgasm, right?"


Right
about that time, I hated him.  I hated everyone.  Why had I let myself get talked
into this?  He was right though; I did have a great orgasm, so maybe my disdain
was because it had been Mike, not the act itself, or the setting.  Okay, so now
all I hated was leering, smug-in-the-corner-watching-his-wife-do-another-woman
Mike.


I remained
curled up in a corner and absently watched the rest of the circus.  The couple
doing doggie had finished in a flurry of activity; him announcing in a deep
voice that he was cumming (as if we all needed to know) and her yipping ever
louder as she climaxed, befitting the position she’d been in.  My Zach was
trying (unsuccessfully so far) to infiltrate two couples who just entered the
room.  Both of the females were MILFs, so Mike and Zach were acting like kids
in a candy store.  For their part, the girls and their husbands didn’t want the
two guys to join what looked to be a comfortably working foursome.  The stupid lugs
still tried, God bless ’em.


One
of the original couples had left.  The other couple who had been in here before
were like me, amused spectators.  Amazingly, Karen and Allison were still at
it; Karen sounding like an alley cat as she climaxed again under Allison’s
apparent cunt-licking prowess.  I’d never been with a woman, so I was
interested in watching them get each other off for the third or fourth time.  I
wondered what would that be like?   Maybe next time, if there was a next
time.


As
the two new couples began to get it on (each with the other’s spouse, I
assumed, based on how they were interacting) I pulled on my red dress and left
the room.  Zach gave me a look but otherwise never moved.


I
went in search of a bite of food from the buffet.  I hadn’t realized how packed
the place had become.  People in various stages of undress were everywhere,
eating, talking and flirting.  I didn’t see any overt sexual action except a
copped feel or two.  I guessed that was what the special rooms were for.


I
wandered around, checking out the various areas of the house.  I came to a
doorway of a room the hostess had shown us upon arrival, one where some ‘sex
equipment’ had been set up.  There was some sort of sex swing attached to the
ceiling—a harness that currently held a young lady’s legs high and wide while a
muscled stud banged away.  There was also a Sybian machine with a gal aboard
and a line of girls waiting their turn.  


I
stood in the doorway and watched all the fun, along with two fat men with
equally fat erections, as the girl in the swing-thing began to scream her
orgasm.  I expected her man to keep going and cum, but instead he pulled out
with a wet plop.  Ooh, a nice, very thick, condom-sheathed man-muscle was
exposed, shiny wet in the diffuse light.


The
guy smiled and said to me, "You want a turn?"


I
would have laughed if the whole scene hadn’t aroused me so unexpectedly.  "Why?
Are you the ride operator?"


He
smiled again, and said, "I guess that’s me."


He
had a great smile.  He had a great rest-of-him too.  The guy was studly for
sure, and his cock didn’t wilt a bit as he helped its previous target get out
of the swing harness.  She gave him a starry-eyed kiss and, picking up a
discarded robe, silently left the room.


He
looked at me and asked, "Yes? You won’t regret it, I assure you."  Damn, that
smile!


"Are
you here with somebody?"


"Everyone
here is with somebody, somewhere," he answered.  He got close enough that I
felt his erection poke against me.  I must have moaned or something because
without another word he slipped my dress up and over my head.  "You’re a
beauty, you know that?"


"Not
really."


"Look
at that ass," he said as he cupped a cheek.  "Look at those tits," he said as
he teased and fondled them.  "yep, a beauty that needs to go swinging."


I
produced a giddy, little girl chuckle; otherwise I said nothing as he coaxed me
into the swing’s harness.  Every touch, every motion of his was electric, as he
helped me into the harness and cinched me in.  God, did this man know how to
make love to you simply with his eyes!  A good part of my brain couldn’t
comprehend my complete surrender to this stranger, especially in so public a setting. 
I hadn’t noticed them from the previous occupant’s usage, but the swing had
soft, Velcro-fastened strips, which he now wrapped around each wrist, tying
them to the swing’s descending straps high above my head.  I was now
immobilized and at his sweet mercy.


I
looked into his bedroom eyes, and said, "You do work here, don’t you?"


Another
gorgeous smile.  Well, the host and hostess do invite me to help out a bit, so
maybe you could say I work here."


I
didn’t say anything more as he went down on me and deliciously nibbled on my
hungry clit.  I closed my eyes and ran through the memory of wet, erect cock
popping out of the other gal, as he worked his oral magic.


"Mmmmmmm,
yes," I moaned several times.  I opened my eyes again and sat tethered and
mesmerized, as he was rock solid once more and encasing his sweet looking spike
with another condom.


"You
ready, darling?" he crooned as he pulled the swing towards him.  


Like
two spaceships docking in space, his cock and my pussy met perfectly.  He
didn’t move, just pulled the swing forward and let it fall back to plumb, in
and out as simply as that.  Unconsciously, I found myself kicking my legs as if
I were in a child’s playground swing.  I wanted to go higher, higher, higher. 
His pace was tantalizingly slow, maddening almost.  Higher, higher—I wanted to
swing to the stars—faster, faster.  I was pulling on all the cinctures trying
to move to get to him, to pull him to me, go deeper, go faster.


I
groaned, "Arrrrrrrrrrrrrr," in frustration.  He was in control and I didn’t
like it one bit.


The
old phrase ‘like a hot knife through butter’ came to mind as I pondered the
perfect fit of his rigid manhood to my wet and willing vagina.  Perfect. 
Everything was perfect, except maybe the teasingly slow rhythm.


My
constant mewling turned into a scream as the tension then release of my sudden
climax hit me.  It was exquisite.  My orgasm didn’t stop his constant pull and
push on the swing.  Oh my God, another contraction and another sweet release! 
My wails grew louder.  My eyes focused on his.  He was smiling; a mirthful, mischievous
smile.  God, I was still cumming!


All
the while I’d lost track of my surroundings, and therefore was surprised to
find a group of voyeuristic spectators watching me get fucked.  My
embarrassment was fleeting, as my ardent fucker gently released me from my
bindings.  I leaned into him on wobbly legs and gave him a kiss.  Did I look
like the earlier gal, starry-eyed and languorously sated?


"You
didn’t cum?" I asked.


"No,
dear lady. I have to fulfill my obligation to the young lady over there,"
pointing out a chubby young thing with quivering D-cups, a rapturous expression
on her face, and a rivulet of pussy juice slowly trickling down her thigh. 
"But maybe later I can give you a personal tour of the, shall we say more
private areas of the house," he said close to my ear.  "And then I’ll cum."


My
knees buckled and I fell against him.  He help me up by his strong arms; I
didn’t fight it, just leaned into him more, tilting my head up to him as we
kissed again.


I
looked to the doorway to see Zach staring wide-eyed at me.  I reached down and
picked up my dress and nonchalantly slipped it back on; amazed at my tepid
response to being a public sex spectacle.


I
glanced back to see the chubby girl loaded into the swing, realizing I never
got the stud’s name.  Oh well, perhaps I would find him later for that private
tour.


"Was
it good?" Zach asked, incredulously.


"Did
you hear me cum?" was my answer.


He
didn’t say any more.  We had more wine while watching Mike, Karen and Allison
in a less than compelling threesome.  In another public room, a full orgy was
going on.  Zach asked, "Would you like to join that?"


"No,"
I paused.  "You having fun?"


His
hesitation spoke volumes, even though he eventually said, "Oh yeah, this is
great. I told you it’d be great."


"Yes,
it has been," I said.


"You
want to find a private room?"


"Maybe
later, dear. I don’t mind watching for a while."


He
pointed out a couple of women, saying, "I did them," like some silly playground
braggart.


 "That’s
nice. Was it good?"


"Oh
yeah!"


"See,
we’re both good now," I said, which received an inscrutable glance from Zach.


My
experience in the love swing went a long way to lessen the emotional impact of
seeing so many people having sex in so many positions and combinations.


About
a half-hour later, I spotted the "swing" man talking to the hostess.  Ignoring
my husband, I walked over to them.  He was wearing a pair of loose-fitting
sweat pants and nothing else.  The sight of him got the juices flowing once
more.  Literally.


"Hi.
You never did tell me your name."


"It’s
Sean. And yours?"


"Vicki."


His
hand found mine and he shook it lightly.  The touch was erotic nonetheless.  "I
hope you enjoyed the swing, Vicki."


"More
than you will ever know."


"Mmm.
Are you ready to buy one? I can give you the web address. I bet hubby would
flip if he saw one hanging from your bedroom ceiling at home."


"I
bet he would too, though that’s not what I want."


He
turned to the hostess and said, "Excuse us, Val. Vicki and I are going for a
walk."  He took my hand and led me away.  I never looked back at my husband as
I walked off.


He
led me to a warren of basement rooms I hadn’t yet seen.  Each had a pallet bed,
dim lighting and a small bowl of condoms.  Some were occupied, per the grunts,
moans and orgasmic squeals I heard.  Sean led me to an empty cell at the end of
the row, where we reclined on the bed.


"So,
this was your husband’s idea and now you’re having all the fun, right?"


"Sure
looks like it," I said as I pulled down his pants and began sucking on his
marvelous dick.


He
moaned appreciatively.  "Mmmm, very nice…nice technique…bet your husband likes
that."  He grew harder between my lips.  After a few minutes, he said, "Okay,
now it’s my turn."


Off
came my dress (again!) and he went down on me, getting me wet and moaning in no
time at all.  "Your…technique…is great…too," I croaked.


As
I raced toward climax, he whispered, "There’s a love swing down here too. Wanna
see if it’s available?"


How
could I say no?


It
was available, and so he hooked me up, differently this time, suspended on my
stomach parallel to the floor with my legs hanging down and apart—perfect for a
doggie penetration.  With a condom rolled on, he entered me and began the slow,
tantalizing pace as before.  God, my ass was at the ideal height!  When I came,
my screams echoed throughout the basement area, perhaps all through the house.


"You
gonna cum now?" I asked after I’d come down from my orgasmic high.


He
moved around to the front of the swing and as if on cue he rubbed himself a few
times and ejaculated all over me—my face, my back, in my gaping mouth,
everywhere!  "Was that what you wanted?"


After
some coughs, choking up semen, I said, "Have you been saving that up all
night?"


"Maybe.
Does it matter?"


"Are
you a pro, or something?"


"
‘Or something’ I guess. Go find hubby, okay lovely Vicki? Maybe someday we’ll
meet again. Swing, swing," he said, pantomiming the sex swing’s motions.


I
gave him a long, tongue-deep kiss before pulling on my hopelessly wrinkled dress
one more time and heading off to find Zach.  To my surprise, I found the four
of them, Zach, Mike, Karen and Allison sitting on a sofa and talking.  Zach
acted distant, ignoring me while concentrating on Allison.  I figured her for
lesbian since she was Karen’s paramour of the party, so I was a bit unsure of
what was happening.  Maybe they had fucked, or perhaps he was looking to score
now.  No matter, I sat near them and tuned out.


"Hey
hon, we’re going back to the big room. You coming?"


I
already have, I felt like saying, but didn’t.  "Sure,
why not?"


In
a moment of pure incongruity, Zach asked, "Is the stud still here? Did you get
enough?"


My
non-secuitor answer was, "You should get Allison into the love swing. It’s
great."


His
look was priceless.  Maybe they hadn’t fucked yet.  I continued to wonder if
she would actually put out for him if they haven’t.  I couldn’t see the
attraction myself, though men don’t always think with their big heads, do they? 
That’s when I thought of a devious strategy.  Allison was at least bisexual, so
I guessed how she’d respond to my flirtations.  I guided our little
group to the "toy" room.  


It
was getting late so the crowds had thinned and no one was in there.  Allison
cooed, "Ooooooo, a Sybian! How come we haven’t been in here yet?"


"I
have," I said.


"On
the Sybian?"


"No,
the swing is much better. Would you like to try it out? I’ll hook you up."


She
looked at me, I supposed wondering if I was volunteering for more than cinching
her into the thing.  Probably shocking the others, I helped Allison out of her
clothes and got her situated into the swing.  She sat bug-eyed as I pulled off
my dress before tying her arms up over her head with the straps.


"You…?"
she said, hoarsely.


My
answer was my tongue, but not in speech.  I knelt down between her splayed and
secured legs and began to eat her cunt.  I knew what I liked, so I used that as
guidance though this was my first time performing cunnilingus.  I doubt if it
was skill (I had none).  Probably just the idea of ‘straight, little-old-me
doing this had Allison going wild, pumping her hips, thus getting the love
swing to bounce and sway wildly.  Her reaction was just the aphrodisiac I
needed, plunging my tongue deeper and using my nose to prod that magic spot
north of her clit.


I
was torn.  Should I keep going and experience the sensation of another woman’s
orgasm, or should I move aside and let Zach fulfill the love swing’s primary
function?


I
stood and went to her.  Her face was coated in a fine sheen of sweat and her
eyes and lips were quivering.  She must have been close.  I whispered right at
her ear, "Allison, honey, getting fucked in this thing is the best. You ready?"


Her
head bobbed quickly in agreement.


Turning
to my gaping husband, I said, "Get in there and do her right."


I
really can’t describe how I felt seeing my husband fuck another woman. 
Jealous?  Hell no, yet something was there.  Titillation?  Hell no, yet
something….


What
was easier was describing how he looked.   I couldn’t be upset by his
raw eagerness since it more or less mirrored mine earlier in the evening with
Sean.  I hadn’t seen Zach this aroused in a long time.  Allison was thrashing
and bouncing lustily in the swing as Zach banged away.  


I
got behind Zach and whispered to him, "Nice ass. Go faster. Like that."


Hell,
maybe this was the first time the lug actually listened to me!


Allison
climaxed.  Zach unloaded deep, as I squeezed his ass cheeks and the rest of the
‘audience’ cheered.


I
overheard a stranger say, "We gotta get one of those."  I assumed she meant the
swing, not my husband.  


About
that time, our now impatient hostess ushered the last of us to get dressed and
leave.  On the way out, Mike was talking to Zach about another party.  I didn’t
hear if they struck any agreement.  My mind was on Sean.


In
the car, Zach asked if I had heard about swingers’ web sites like Swappernet
and SLS.  "Let’s check them out, okay?"


We
did, and what a surprise it turned out to be.  On one of the sites, we found
two neighborhood couples who were casual acquaintances, people we never thought
would be swingers.  On another site, to our shock we found Rob and Sarah!  We
couldn’t believe it!


 
They were listed as "Cplready4fun," the photos weren’t full face, and the profile
was strategically vague, yet it had to be them.  We always figured them to be
too straight, too uptight for anything this alternative.  They were good
friends, and there had always been some sort of chemistry there.  How ironic
that when Zach first brought up the idea of swinging, the couple we both
thought of first was them.


I
had a vision of Rob between my thighs and nearly came right there sitting in
front of the computer.  Without asking, I knew my husband had similar fantasies
about Sarah under him (or on top, or…)


Looking
over my shoulder at the screen, Zach said, "Who’s going to ask? Do you think
you could bring up the subject with Sarah?"


"I
can invite her over for coffee next Saturday, and we’ll see."


Sarah
accepted my invitation for a time when Zach was out.  By that time I was so
eager (translated: horny) I wondered how she would assess my demeanor. 
Eventually I got around to the important topic.


"Sarah,
I have to tell you, Zach and I did something last weekend we never thought we’d
ever do, and it turned out great."  She looked at me as if to say go on… 
"You and Rob must have some fantasies, right?"   No, I wasn’t handling this
well.


She
blushed and said, "I guess. Why do you ask?"


"Zach
and I attended a swingers’ party in Tanford and it was eye-opening, for sure,
and basically we did things we’d only each dreamed about."


"Ah…that’s
interesting, but why are you telling me this? Rob and I are happy just the way
things are."


"Okay,
then I’ll ask a serious question, and please tell me the truth. Are you and Rob
"Cplready4fun?"


She
blushed again, deeper this time.  "How?… Where?... How do you know?"


I
reached across the table and took her hand.  "Like I said, Zach and I are
exploring the swing lifestyle and we saw the profile on a web site that had
to be you two. It is, isn’t it?"  I thought she was going to cry.


"We
aren’t bad. It’s just that sometimes…we need something else, something to spice
things up like when we were newlyweds."


It
was interesting she used the same word—spice—as Zach had.  "Of course you’re
not bad, Sarah. I don’t think we’re bad because we tried out the house party
scene. It was a lot of fun; spice for sure!"  I giggled at the memory of Sean
and the sex swing.  "Oh yeah, spice."


She
said, "Rob and I weren’t sure at first. Yes, we talked about something like
this, but I think we were both afraid of things, like jealousy, messing
everything up."


"Have
you…done anything? Played around with other couples?"


"Twice,
and it was great. No jealousy. I learned I—"  She hesitated, and blushed. 
"I…ah…oh Jesus," she stopped again, obviously embarrassed by what she was
trying to say.  "I never thought I’d like it so much with…another woman," she
finally blurted out.


"Nothing’s
wrong with that. I’ve been with another woman and it’s so much different."  Of
course, I didn’t say that the only "other woman" was briefly licking Allison
last weekend in the love swing.  Suddenly she was gripping my hand, not
me holding hers.


"Oh
Vicki, you’re so beautiful, and your breasts are…so…nice…so big…I…"


The
‘beautiful’ thing was overdone.  Jesus, she’s much prettier than I am.  "If
those breasts in that picture with your swinger profile are really yours, then
I’d say yours are nicer than these big, floppy things," I said, jiggling mine. 
"You’ve got firm breasts, with perfect nipples…nicer than mine," I said.


She
was breathing heavier by then.  "Vicki, can I touch them?" she said barely
above a whisper.


Zach
wouldn’t be home for a while so off to my bedroom we went.  Sarah grew wild
after we’d undressed, not leaving my tits alone.  I guess she wasn’t kidding
when she said she admired them.  I never would have predicted the fireball she
turned out to be in bed.  I know, I’m terrible, since I wasn’t very interested
in her or in a lesbian relationship; I was using her to get to her husband.  If
that made me bad, then so be it.  If I could lick my way to get Rob and Sarah
to swing with us then I’d be successful.


I
fondled her tits as she fondled mine until I grew bored and decided to go down
on her.  She kicked her legs and screamed almost immediately once I began
nibbling on her clit.  What a screamer!  And a gusher too!


She
went down on me but failed to get me off, so I faked it.  Sweaty and sated, I
got her talking more about their swinging experiences.  She confessed that
they’d tried an on-premises party but left unhappy.  "They seem so impersonal,
just bam-bam sex, and those silly contraptions like Love Swings and Sybians and
Sex Chairs."


I
flashed back to Sean and how I’d cum so magnificently in the swing.  I may have
moaned at the thought, but Sarah didn’t seem to react.


"We
like intimacy," she continued.  "Rob is so special, it’s not simply the
physical with him. I really love to see him make love to another woman, as long
as she appreciates him."


Oh,
I’ll appreciate him alright, I thought.  "That’s the way I am with
Zach, too. I enjoy watching him seduce another woman, and he certainly likes
seeing me seduced, especially by a considerate man, like Rob sounds."


She
was absorbing what I said, weighing, I supposed, all the possibilities.  "We
haven’t played for a while; haven’t found the right couple."


"I
think you found something today," I said, smiling.


By
her expression, I think she agreed.  It was time for the punch line.  "Zach is
so considerate a lover. It’s a shame I didn’t realize how good he really was
until I saw him with another woman. What do you think of Zach?" I asked. "Any
chemistry there?  We do get along well, so maybe we could bring our friendship
to a new level."  I hesitated, then added, "He thinks you’re hot, by the way." 
Another (hopefully) reassuring smile.


"I
don’t know. I’ll talk to Rob about it," her turn to smile.  "I think Zach’s
cute, and you…wow, you’re something else."  She blushed.  "Rob thinks you’re
hot too."


Goddamn! 
I can picture Rob on top of me already!


We
talked for a while before she got one last touch of my tits out of her system
and we got dressed.


"Please
let us know what you decide, okay?" I said, and that’s how it was left.  I told
Zach about my escapade with Sarah when he got home.


"She
said she wanted me?"  Zach asked.


"Oh
yes."  Though "cute" was a long way from fuckable.


"And
you two got it on?"


I
gave him all the salacious details.


"You
think they’ll go for it?"


"It’s
up to Rob."


"Yeah,
and you’re horny just thinking about it. God, I hope this works out, especially
now that you’ve told me all about Sarah being a hellcat and a screamer."


"That
was with me. She might not cum like that with someone else. Sorta like me with
Sean."  I stuck my tongue out at him.  He didn’t find my comment as hilarious
as I had.


I
was on fire, waiting for a call from Sarah.  I wanted to call her, but figured
it wouldn’t be a good idea to seem pushy.  It took two weeks for her to call,
however the result was worth waiting for.


"Hi,
I talked it over with Rob and he says we should give it a try. We know each
other so it’s not like we need to break the ice or anything. Maybe a few drinks
at our place and then the hot tub?"


Sounded
great to me!  "Suits for the hot tub?


She
actually giggled.  "No, silly."


We
brought plenty of wine over that evening.  Small talk was awkward at first even
among us friends, knowing what may transpire.  The wine loosed us up,
especially Sarah, who got giddy real fast.  Zach’s enthusiasm grew along with
Sarah’s buzz level.  Rob looked more embarrassed than jealous, bless him, when
Sarah pulled off her clothes and urged Zach to do the same before jumping into
the hot tub.


I
turned to Rob.  "She’s okay, don’t worry about her having a little too much
wine. Fun, right?"


He
looked thoughtfully, then said, "I know. Should we join them, or relax and
watch them a while, and see how Zach responds to my wife?"


I
held his arm and looked up into those dark, bedroom eyes.  "Whatever you want,
I’m okay. No rush, let’s just be natural about the whole thing."


He
smiled, and I melted against him.  We sat on a patio bench away from the hot
tub but still within sight of it.  He said, "I was surprised when Sarah told me
about you guys swinging. I always figured you two as straight arrows."


I
laughed, "That’s how we thought of you guys too."


"Yeah,
that’s how strange this world is. Some people do strange stuff and you’d never
know it by looking at them—not that the swinging lifestyle is all that strange
or anything," he said.  "Well, maybe to some people."


We
sat in silence, his arm tentatively around me as if we were on a first date,
watching the progression of Zach and Sarah from seductive talk, to playfulness,
then to more heated touching.


"You
know they won’t think about a condom, don’t you?" I asked Rob.


He
said, "Probably not, but I’m not worried since I’m sure he’s clean."


"You
won’t have to wear one with me either, that’s if you want to."


"By
‘want to’ do you mean wear a condom, or to have sex with you?"  His wry smile
gave him away.


"You’re
sweet. I’m still coming to grips with the swinging scene. I’m barely dealing
with watching them," I said, indicating Zach and Sarah, who were getting closer
to full coitus.  Certainly I’m not going to tell Rob about my escapades with
Sean at the house party.  I needed to keep up my innocent image.  "You seem
comfortable…maybe accepting is the right word…of Sarah with other people."


"It’s
interesting you said ‘people.’ You know she’s bi."


Was
that a question?  "Yes, I know. We—"


He
said, "I kinda figured, the way she acted after you two spoke. She told me how
I would ‘enjoy’ you—her words."


Sarah
was now sitting astride Zach and bouncing merrily to her innermost beat, water
splashing everywhere.  I thought of how this would play out with Rob and I involuntarily
moaned.  He looked at me and asked, "You bi too? Wishing you were with her?"


"No,
no, I’m pretty much into men. Maybe I was imagining it was us in the tub over
there."  Sarah was very vocal (as I now knew) and her orgasm must have been
rapidly approaching based upon the volume of sound coming from her mouth.


Rob
said, "Wanna join them and make our own splashing, or maybe go inside."


"Inside."


In
their bedroom, he intimately undressed me, taking in my body as he progressed. 
Kisses; licks at every key location, until I was hotter than a blast furnace. 
I was more frantic getting him out of his clothes.  He wasn’t any longer than
my husband, but was a bit thicker, so I knew I wouldn’t be disappointed.


"You’ve
got a great body," he said as he kissed and sucked on my nipples.  He must be a
tit man.  We ended up sixty-nine on their big bed and I took him as deeply as I
could (I think I’m pretty good at deep-throating).  His hips moved in rhythm to
my sucking motion and for a second I thought he was about to cum.  Not yet,
buddy.  His tongue had unleashed a torrent but I wanted more.


"Do
me! Do me now!" I panted.


I
spread my legs wide and he mounted me.  We fucked like wild animals, all the
while maintaining eye contact that heightened the exhilaration of the act. 
"Yes, yes, harder, yes, oh Rob, yes!" I wailed.


"I’m…not…gonna…last…long,"
he grunted.


He
was right.  He came before I really got going.  "It’s okay, Rob, really," I
assured him.  "We’ll do it again."


He
said, "Whooo, I think I’ve been wanting to do that for so long, it was like a
tsunami—boom!"


"You’ve
really been wanting me? I’m flattered, and glad we’ve had the chance. You’re a
great guy. Sarah is lucky."  We kissed long and hard, holding each other’s hot,
sweaty body as his cum produced a trickling, oozing creampie.


After
cleaning up, we wrapped ourselves in towels and went back to the patio deck. 
Sarah and Zach were sitting on the edge of the hot tub with drinks in their
hands and smiles on their faces.


Zach
said, "You two look…em…satisfied."


I
said, "You two look shriveled from being in there too long."  This momentarily
panicked Sarah, and got us all laughing.  They agreed it was time for them to
get out of the water.


Rob
said, "Now it’s our turn."  We dropped our towels and stepped into the roiling
water, as Zach and Sarah dried off and went into the house.  God, does Rob look
good naked!  I can’t wait to get him up again.


"You
think they’ll do it again?" I asked.


"Sure;
she’s practically a nymphomaniac, as you probably are figuring out by now," he
chuckled.  "I think you’ve also realized this swinging thing is mostly her
idea."


"But
you’re okay with it, and that’s the cool part. With us it was Zach’s idea,
talking about our sex life being in a rut, but this is nice, being with you." 
I looked up into his deep, brown eyes, and added, "You’re a special man to let
Sarah have her fun. I’m glad you like me."


"You’re
a special woman, Vicki, with a lot to offer. I’m glad Sarah approved."  That’s
when he kissed me again.  I then climbed onto his lap, straddling him as his
wife had done Zach.  I was so fucking horny for him I think I was wilder than
Sarah had been with my husband.


"Ah—ah—ah—ah—"
I cried as the big one built.  Rob seemed fixated by my big tits dancing
against his chest as I fucked him.  I thought, don’t cum yet, big boy, not
yet.  He was thick and full within my pulsing vagina walls. 
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhh," I wailed, wracked by the most beautiful
contractions known to womanhood.


He
moaned, "Ohhhhh, Vicki, you’re so hot, so fucking hot."  As I ground my pelvis
into his, reveling in my orgasm, he moaned again, "I’m cumming, ohhhhhhhhh."


By
the time we relaxed, Sarah and Zach came back out, and Sarah said, "Look who’s
all shriveled now," giggling and pointing at her husband’s satisfied dick. 
"How about we all go inside and refresh our drinks."


More
drinks, and then Sarah and I provided the show on their living room carpet, as
the men sat on the sofa and played with their dicks while watching us get it
on.  While I tasted Sarah’s beautiful pussy, I asked, "How many times? Two?"


She
giggled again, "Three. Your hubby likes me, I think."


I
wish I could’ve seen the men’s reaction to that, but I was far too busy.  Her
giggling voice quickly changed as her climax approached.  She shook all over
and let go a nice dollop of sweet pussy juice onto my tongue.  I believe I
tasted a little of Zach’s semen in that dollop.


I
said to her, "Look at our husbands with their cocks all stiff. Shouldn’t we let
them in on the fun?"


Breathlessly,
she said, "Oh, yes," her eyes still glazed somewhat from her orgasm (fourth!)


We
got on hands and knees next to each other while the men joined us.  I was
curious who would fuck who, but it was Rob’s cock that entered me, with his
strong hands at my hips.  The men pounded away, as Sarah and I looked at each
other and smiled dreamily.  Suddenly they swapped places, and then Zach was in
me, and fucking me hard.  I looked behind Sarah to see Rob’s magnificent
physique, muscles rippling as he thrusted.  Sarah’s moans turned to squeals as
she climaxed.


Does
my face look as sweet as hers when I cum?  Rob’s climactic thrust
voyeuristically pushed me over the edge too, and he wasn’t even the one in me! 
Four people were all groaning and crying out in sexual release.


Afterwards,
we took turns showering, swapping even there.  "Is Sarah still trying to get
Zach back up again?" I asked.


"Oh
yeah, she’s like the Energizer Bunny when she gets going."


"You’re
no slouch either. I bet you could get it up again."


He
said, "I don’t know," but by then I was already working on him.  He moaned,
then said, "I shouldn’t have underestimated you, beautiful lady," as he grew. 
He fucked me from behind in the shower, kneading my tits as he plunged that
sweet cock of his ever deeper.  Soon he murmured, "I’m not gonna last like this
with you. You pull the cum from me."


"Not
yet," I croaked.  I convulsed in orgasm then turned around in the shower and
let him do me Russian.  "I know you’ve wanted to get him between my girls,
right?"


"Oh
yes," he groaned as he came between my pressed-together tits, still able to
summons a good quantity of ejaculate, spraying it all over my chest and chin.


As
he was cumming, I said, "Sarah is hot but she can’t give you that."


"No,
you’re right, Vicki. You have great tits, and I love ’em."


Later,
dressed and with refreshed drinks, Zach and I told them about our night at the
party in Tanford.


"Was
the love swing really that great?" Sarah asked me.


"Oh
yes, and the man who came along with it."


Zach
looked at me with a hint of jealousy, but after what he just did, how could he
justify it?  Sarah and Rob wanted to know more, considering the possibilities. 
They admitted, as we did, that we had something good going on here and we
should let it blossom.  Yes, I thought, I can’t wait to fuck Rob
again.


Rob
said, "Maybe the four of us can go to the next party."


Sarah
said, "Maybe we could buy one of those swings for our house."


We
all laughed.


Then
we got undressed and fucked some more.  Zach was right; we needed spice, and
Rob has become mine.


The End


No, this isn’t factual.  Faithful readers know I attempted to
talk my husband into swinging (the end of "Frustration Nation") but since then
I’ve given up on that possibility altogether.  Ah, fantasies will simply have
to be satisfied another way, like through writing.


Donna M.


© 2010


You can e-mail me at boredbutstillhot@yahoo.com



All feedback is welcome!
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Swimming into Deeper
Waters


By


Donna M.


 


I�m Veronica.  Everyone calls me Ronnie.


I often wondered if the poets and
songwriters got it wrong or were simply lying to us, saying that love was everlasting.
Lately I�d been thinking that love was something finite and non-replenishable;
like a battery, once depleted you threw it away.  My supply wasn�t yet
depleted, but I recognized the hollowness inside me and knew empty was close at
hand.  I�d been there before, with Melody and then Lana.  That was why I
dreaded the reunion.  I met my husband Jake after I graduated from college.  He
knew nothing about my high school years, so therefore he was clueless as he
urged me to accept the invitation.  


�Come on now, honey. It�ll be fun. 
Think of it, Ronnie�ten years!�


�Big deal,� I said, �You didn�t go to
yours.�


�I was sick, remember?�


�Yeah, and somehow I think I�ll be
sick too.�


�Why?  When you talk about that time I
see how your face lights up, so there has to be some fond memories. What�s the
problem?�


�I don�t know.  Maybe I�m not that
girl anymore.�


�That�s for sure,� Jake said. 
�You�re the most beautiful woman in town, so why can�t I show you off to the
people who still think of you as that girl in the yearbook photo�isn�t �awkward�
the word you always use?�


He didn�t understand.  That�s exactly
why I couldn�t go.  I don�t want to �show off� to anyone.  Jake�s right; I�m
not the awkward teen anymore, but there are reasons for me to avoid my high
school reunion.  The number one reason was Lana, and I had no way of knowing if
she�d be there.  Calling Becky or Melody wouldn�t work.  They hadn�t been
friends with Lana.  Of course there was a great chance that some of my old girl
friends led the same kind of life I did.  Jake thinks my reluctance is because
the reunion may open old wounds.  For me, it was about not inflicting new ones. 
Jake deserved better, even as I fought the hollowness.


I told him I�d think about it, mostly
to postpone the inevitable.  I wasn�t happy that once again my life wasn�t mine
to live.  I�ve never been able to shake the feeling that I was merely a puppet,
someone ruled by what other people wanted, not what I wanted out of life.  From
puberty on I�ve been a victim of life, and I have no one to blame but myself.


Jake couldn�t fathom my nervousness as
the reunion drew nearer.  I know he wanted to show me off like a trophy, but
considering everything that happened to me in high school I didn�t want
anything to do with what I called the �hooker look� (as I called it) he tried
to foist on me.  A simple dress would be fine, I told him, and I didn�t budge
on that subject.  We planned to stay the entire weekend in my old hometown,
booking our room in a quaint country inn in a neighboring town.  Since my
mother passed away I no longer had family in the area, so it was all about the
reunion and maybe some sightseeing.


After we checked in on Friday
evening, we drove around town and I dutifully pointed out all the �landmarks�
of my youth: schools I attended, the house I grew up in, and the pool where I
took those fateful swimming lessons and met Melody.  So many memories flooded
into me (and my panties) when I thought about how Mel sexually awakened me,
like a blossoming flower.  I remembered her showing me how to shave my pubic
region, and much more.  I remembered how our swim instructor, Judy, made love
to us and how much at that otherwise awkward time I felt so womanly and
desirable.


Later, we ate at maybe the only
decent restaurant in town.  Sitting several tables over was none other than
Gina.  I saw her before she saw me.  She was with a strikingly tall blond, and
the way they were acting they certainly were intimate.  I wondered if her high
school girlfriend, Britt would be at the reunion and whether she too had kept
her teenage sexual orientation. Gina had put on a bit of weight, and to be
honest she�d never been that attractive in the first place.  However, I sensed
some envy in myself as I stole looks at Gina�s gorgeous companion.  An image
popped into my head of the woman�s long legs wrapped around me, and my tongue�


Jesus, I thought, I can�t think like
that without leaving a puddle on my chair.


Jake leaned toward me and whispered,
�I take it you know those ladies over there.�


As I nodded to indicate �yes� Gina
looked our way and recognized me with a start, like it took a few seconds for
the recognition to click.  I said, �I graduated with the shorter of the two,
the one now staring over here.�


�Why not move to the lounge once
we�re done eating?  We can invite them along and you two can catch up on things
over a cocktail or two.�


I lamely told Jake �We�ll see,� but
like this reunion it wasn�t what I really wanted to do.  When we finished our
meal, Jake paraded me over to their table and in his own
enthusiasm-bubbling-over way forced me to engage Gina in small talk.  Since I
wouldn�t ask, my husband jumped in and made the invitation for them to join us
in the lounge for drinks.  Jake was oblivious, probably because she was so
pretty, and didn�t realize the way Gina�s girlfriend was looking at me.  I knew
that look.


In the lounge Jake said, �Gina seems
nice but maybe a little cold.  I guess you weren�t the best of friends in
school.  Sorry for forcing you two together.  Anyway, maybe they won�t join
us.�


But they did, and that surprised the
hell out of me.  Gina introduced the other woman as Kelli (�with an I�) and
referred to her as a �friend.�  The dynamic was strange, though in hindsight
wholly predictable.  Jake couldn�t take his eyes off the stunning blond, yet
her eyes were undressing me the entire time.


When I excused myself to go to the
ladies� room, Kelli did too and went with me.  Once there, she quickly made a
pass; more than a pass, really, since her hand soon went under my dress and
right to my crotch as she spoke.  �Gina said you were a hot one in school, and
I must say you�re pretty fucking hot now.  Why don�t you ditch your old man and
we�ll sneak out of here together?�


�No,� I said, but without much
conviction as her touch and proximity had the desired effect.


We slipped into a stall and
progressed into finger fucking each other while we locked lips.  I hadn�t been
with a woman for such a long time, and all the sexual awakening I�d experienced
in high school came flooding back.  Flooding, actually, was the perfect
descriptor.  �Oh�God�I�m�cummmmmmmmmmming!� I said, louder than I would�ve
liked.


�Meeeeeeeee tooooooooooooo,� she
purred.


We convulsed in each other�s embrace,
oblivious to anyone else who might have been in the ladies� room with us.


�Maybe we can have a party after the
reunion party,� Kelli murmured as we straightened out our clothes before going
back out into the restaurant�s lounge.


�You�re with Gina, and I can�t do
anything with my husband here. Sorry.�


�You�re fully living the lie aren�t
you?�


�What do you mean?�


Kelli chuckled and said, �Playing
straight with your darling little man in the suburban life.  Pretending you�re
not a lesbian at heart.  A girl�s sad charade.�


Yep, she saw through me.  I lied to
Jake.  I lied to myself.  Sex with Jake was a chore, my duty.  He was good to
me, and I loved him.  He just wasn�t a woman.  I was in a make-believe world,
an actress upon a tenuous stage.  It hadn�t even started yet and the mistake of
attending the reunion was confirmed.


I�m thinking; once a slut, always
a slut.


Back at the table, my grinning
husband asked me what took so long.


�You know�girl talk,� I said.  Gina�s
expression told me she knew differently.  Kelli feigned insouciance.


In bed later, Jake commented on how
well I seemed to have hit it off with Kelli.  �If I didn�t know better, I�d
think it was Kelli you went to school with, not Gina.  She�s a gorgeous woman,
though not as gorgeous as you are,� he said.  �Gina, on the other hand was
almost hostile with me while you two were away.  Did she have something against
you?  Some anger still remaining from high school?�


I deflected his questions by saying
that Gina and her best friend at the time, Britt were in a different clique,
and that was all there was to it.  Jake wanted to have sex but I told him I was
tired and too nervous about the reunion.  He seemed to take it okay, as he
usually did.


My nervousness grew to monstrous
proportions as the time approached.  As the day progressed I only had one
thought: would Lana be there?  I couldn�t comprehend what I�d do or say if she
did attend; I only wanted to see her again.  The rest would be up to Fate, and she
can�t be stopped.  Jake was still clueless on why I was so anxious.  We did
some shopping (�poking around� he called it) and a bit more sightseeing, though
we pretty much exhausted all the sights worth seeing.  Driving by the pool once
more, I thought of Judy, Melody and the swimming lessons, and wondered if Judy
still lived around here, knowing that I�d never know the answer.  Some things should
remain fond memories.


Jake heaped compliment upon
compliment on me after I�d dressed and did my hair and makeup.  He looked great
in his suit, I told him.  He�d always been the early bird, so arriving early to
any function was preordained.  Thankfully we weren�t the first to arrive at the
auditorium.  


And there stood Melody.


She�d put on weight, not much
altogether but it did paint a picture of what she�d look like given another ten
years.  She was with a slight man who, unlike Melody probably hadn�t gained a
pound since high school.  I didn�t recognize him.  They were talking to another
couple, the guy looked familiar but I couldn�t attach a name to him.  Luckily
my fellow graduates and I had name tags.


While I debated approaching my very first
girlfriend, my name tag took the decision out of my hands.  �I don�t believe
it!� the new woman cried, �It�s Ronnie, and you�re married, wow!� she gushed as
she looked me and Jake up and down like she was sizing us for new suits.


�Hi Alvina.  You haven�t changed a
bit,� I said, although she really had changed.  She�d been cute enough in high
school, with her pig-tails and all, but her too-big nose now seemed to dominate
her face, and it wasn�t so cute anymore.  I introduced Jake, and Alvina
introduced her husband, Bill.  Bill was a beefy guy who either wrestled or
played football in college, but was losing muscle tone fast.  He wasn�t subtle
as he looked at me.  I know Jake noticed, but my darling husband simply pulled
me closer, letting Bill know who I �belonged� to.  Men!  I wondered how much
Alvina told her husband about her high school sexual experimentation. I never
dared use that kind of pillow talk myself.


Jake was always a perceptive man. 
�Why would she be so surprised that you�re married?� he asked me once we were
away from Bill and Alvina.


�Maybe she thought I�d become a nun
or something,� I facetiously answered.  He didn�t say anything more on the
subject.


When Gina and Kelli entered the hall
arm-in-arm there was quite a buzz.  Except for coming out of the closet, not
much had changed, I thought.  When I pondered the fact that lesbians now could
get married, the pronoun in my thoughts was �we��as in we can get
married now.  I may have been able to sublimate my feelings and inclinations up
through yesterday, but the encounter with Kelli bared everything.  My adult
life, it seemed, has been one, big defense mechanism, and I�ve been fooling
myself, and most of all, Jake.


I hesitated when I saw Melody and her
male companion standing alone, but I rounded up some courage and pulled Jake
over to meet her.  Mel�s mixed emotions in seeing me were quite apparent.  She
introduced the man as her husband, Stuart.  I introduced Jake.  And the
speculation began for both of us.  Up close, Stuart wasn�t only a slight man
physically, he fit every stupid gay stereotype, and I hated myself for even
thinking it.  Jake sensed that Mel and I had some catching up to do so he
steered Stuart away, engaging him in small talk.  Jake always was quick to
befriend anyone, one of his endearing qualities.


�What do you know, Ronnie, two high
school lesbians got married; isn�t that a surprise,� Mel said as soon as the
guys were out of earshot. 


�Shouldn�t be a surprise,� I
responded.


�I guess you�re right.  When we met
you had all kinds of self-esteem issues, and you were always trying to please
others instead of yourself.  I bet your husband�Jake you said?�I bet he chased
you down and you couldn�t say no.�  She looked at me wistfully.  �You are
a hot looking number.  Have you completely gone over to the other team?�


Her commentary hit too close to home.
She asked the question that maybe I�ve been trying to answer for ten years. 
�Mel, I can�t respond to what you�re saying about my self-esteem back in high
school.  You did teach me a lot back then, and I was very naïve.  I�ll always
remember and be thankful for our time together.  As to whether or not I lean
one way or the other now is one question I wonder if you can answer for your
own life.�


She said, �Oh, I can answer that
easily, since in most respects Stuart and I got married for financial reasons
and basically to be each other�s �beard.� We�ve never�er�consummated�our
marriage.�  She went on to explain about their respective jobs and how being
married�and straight�was viewed favorably.  �Stuart has his lovers and I have
mine, but I bet our story isn�t your story.�


�No,� I said.  �I love Jake, and we
do have sex but I�m not fond of it.� I paused after finally putting words to my
years of marital frustration.  �I�ve looked at other women during my marriage
but only cheated once.�  I gave her a condensed version of an affair I had with
a co-worker that went on for about a year until my lover gave up trying to get
a commitment out of me.


�I know, because you couldn�t bear to
say no to Jake,� she said with a smirk.


She couldn�t know or even guess at
the real reason.


Just then Gina, Kelli, Britt, Becky
and Megan�all the openly gay attendees I knew�walked up to us and invited Mel
and me to leave the reunion.  Britt said, �We have a suite reserved for the
night, and we�ll have the hottest orgy for old time�s sake,� reminding us of
the all-girl pool parties at Becky�s house when we were in school.


Kelli was ogling Melody, but spoke to
me.  �Yeah, Ronnie, come with us and we can continue what we did last night at
the lounge.  I need some of that.�


Gina openly displayed her affront
that what she suspected of her girlfriend had been confirmed, saying to me
�You�re still the slut you were in school, so why bother with your husband
anyway.� 


It wasn�t quite an invitation.  I
picked up the negative vibe that wasn�t just Gina, so even if I was lured by
the sex (and I was, especially with Kelli) I wouldn�t go with them.  Things
didn�t work out that day at Becky�s pool party so long ago, and they wouldn�t
work out tonight.  Instead, I asked Becky about her younger sister.  �How is
Julie doing?�


�Oh, she�s fine,� Becky said.  �She
asked me once if I kept in touch with you and that butch girlfriend of yours. 
I never understood the attraction.�


Whether she meant my attraction to
Lana or Julie�s attraction to me I didn�t know, nor did I really care.  Julie
had been a sweet�and hot�little number, unlike her bitchy older sister.


Before I could say anything, Melody
asked me, �Whatever happened to Lana, anyway?  Have you kept in touch?�


I admitted that I hadn�t.  The other
girls left us but not before Kelli openly cupped one of my breasts and kissed
me full on the lips, whispering �Too bad� afterwards.  Mel thought it was
funny, saying �You�re still hooking us girls, and breaking our hearts, aren�t
you?  Gina looks like she�d kill you if she had the chance.�


�You made your choice and I lived
with the result, Mel.  In reality I only broke one heart,� I said, thinking of
Lana.  After high school she wanted commitment, but I wasn�t ready.  �You
haven�t seen Lana here, have you?�


She said no before changing the
subject.  �You and Kelli really did get it on?�  Without getting into detail I
told her what had happened.  She then said, �Oh God, Ronnie, I can�t help but
wish it was me that you were touching.�  Her facial expression told me she was
sincere.  Once more I reminisced about the day of my first swimming lesson, and
how Melody befriended me and taught me the joys of lesbian sex.


I spotted a trio of women looking our
way and asked Mel if she knew them.  The three were cheerleader types, blond
and leggy in short dresses.  Mel said one of them was Missy Cummings who indeed
had been a cheerleader.  �I think she fucked the whole football team senior
year. They all made fun of her last name,� Mel said.  One of the blonds seemed
to have a greater interest in us.  At that distance she looked familiar but I
couldn�t place her in my memory.


I said to Mel, �Are you sure she
wasn�t one of your�ah�converts?�


�No.  If she was, I�m sure I�d
remember someone looking that good.�  When Mel realized the woman was indeed
looking at us, she said �Let�s go scope her out.  Maybe we can coax her out of
the closet.�


As we approached the three women, my
heart skipped several beats, and I whispered �She�s already out of the
closet.�  


The blond babe who�d been staring at
us was Lana!


�I was wondering how long it would
take you to recognize me, Ronnie.� She said, smiling.  How could this be the
same girl I loved in high school?  Gone was the punk-goth look; her beautifully
coifed blond locks, short yet far removed from the spiked dos of her teens. 
Also gone were all the facial piercings, though up close I saw some of the
holes through her make-up, not that they were obvious but because I knew where
to look.


�I suppose you already know why that
was difficult,� I said as I reached out to hug her.  She hugged back with such
intensity that many of my doubts were put to rest.  She introduced Mel and me
to the third woman, a friend of Missy�s who, like her, was married to another
alumnus, an ex-jock. She politely asked Melody and the other two to excuse us. 
�We have ten years of catching up to do,� was how she put it.  �How about a
little déjà-vu?  I need a smoke.�


As we went outside so she could light
a cigarette, Lana reminded me of the time we first spoke to each other outside
of school as she smoked, thus the déjà-vu comment.  I never smoked, after all.


At my urging, Lana gave me an
encapsulated review of her post-high school years.  She avoided any reference
to the hurt she must have felt in losing touch with me, though it was evident
in her voice.  She talked of college and her career in fashion design.  The big
surprise was what she admitted next.  �I discovered late in college that a cock
was not a bad thing, as long as it was attached to a good man.  I still love
women, although Ms. Right has eluded me so far.  Maybe I�ll never get over you,
sweet Veronica.�  Having seen me with Jake, she wanted to know what my love
life was like.


�Repressed,� was my response.  �I�ve
only been to bed with one woman since I got married, and it�s taking its toll
on me.  My husband�s a sweetheart but sooner or later I�m going to snap. 
There�s not a day that goes by that I don�t think of you and wonder what could
have been.�


As if a shadow crossed her face, she
said, �The �could-have-been� was completely up to you.  You were�and still
are�the only girl I ever really loved, and I never really had you one hundred
percent.  Melody, that swim instructor Judy, Becky�s little sister Julie, and
damn, even my mother!  You were such a slut.�


I agreed with her.  I blew it.  �Yes,
I�ve made my own bed,� I said in resignation to what my life had become.


�And you don�t seem to care as long
as the bed has someone else in it beside you.  Ronnie, I hope you realize that
it�s like your whole life is made up of regrets.  If only you�d thought things
out before you acted maybe you wouldn�t be forcing yourself to be happy like
you seem to be doing.�


�And I�d be with you,� I said,
finishing the thought that was clearly on her mind.


She dropped the cigarette butt to the
ground and stomped it out, then she surprised me by pulling me to her and
planting her lips on mine.  The kiss melted away over ten years of time. Even
her tobacco smoke-breath reinforced the feeling of déjà-vu.  I was back where I
wanted�needed�to be: in Lana�s arms.  Our kiss went on seemingly forever.  I
know that was a cliché, but it was how the kiss felt to me, like time stopped.


�I love you, Lana,� I muttered after
our lips finally separated.


She became angry.  �You know you
don�t mean that so don�t say it. It was easy for you to talk about love back
then, until the first sniff of the next girl spreading her legs for you.  Do
you tell your husband you love him?�  She wasn�t really looking for an answer
so I didn�t bother giving her one.


Lana shook her head and lit another
smoke.  In the meantime others came out to smoke too.  A couple of the men who
weren�t classmates, and therefore didn�t know me or Lana, shamelessly hit on
us.  Lana openly flirted back until she wheedled the names of their spouses out
of them.  Then she struck, �Why don�t I go back inside and tell Sue and Heather
that their husbands are jerks and they can do better.  In fact, Heather is
still hot and I bet she�d cum all over my tongue,� she said to Heather�s
husband.  �Does she cum for you?�


They were pissed, but they blessedly
left us alone after calling us a few colorful names.


She was done with them but not with
me.  �Are you ready to go inside and tell your husband you�re leaving him for
me?  You love me, after all, right?�


I slowly shook my downturned head, unable
to meet her steely gaze.  I thought of Jake and our years of marriage.  What
was the greatest hurt, the lie I�d been living (and repeating daily) or the
final blow of ending the farce once and for all?  I wanted Lana more than I
ever would have admitted to myself, yet everything she said earlier about my
commitment problems was right on.  I�d rather hurt myself than hurt anyone
else.


When we walked back inside, Jake was
there waiting for me.  He�d been speaking with Mel and Stuart but broke away
from them and approached me.  �I wondered where you went to,� he said.


I introduced Lana.  If his ogling
stare indicated he thought Kelli was a 10, then his look now indicated Lana was
in another numbering universe.  What was funny about the whole scene was the
way Lana was staring back.  I�d never seen her look at a guy that way, and then
I remembered what she�d said earlier about her newfound appreciation for cock.


Missy Cummings approached us�Lana
specifically�and so I used that as an excuse to pull Jake away.  In order to
avoid any uncomfortable questions, I asked Jake �If you spent so much time
talking with Melody�s husband then you must have found some common interests,
whatever they may be?�


Jake chuckled, �None whatsoever.  I
did learn quite a bit though, and what I learned cleared up many things.�  His
smile faded as he looked off into the hall�s farthest spaces.  �What I can�t
understand in today�s changing climate is why a gay man and a lesbian have to
get married for appearances sake.  To each his, or her own, I guess.�


He looked at me�looked through me,
actually. �When Stuart told me how much his wife talked about you, I put the
proverbial two and two together.  I got Melody to acknowledge what you two
meant to each other in high school, and then she told me about Lana.�  He
sighed, and added �Like I said, it explained a lot.�


�I�m sorry Jake, don�t hate me for
it.�


�I don�t hate you.  I love you. 
Nothing has changed on my end.  Now I know why you dreaded the idea of this
reunion.  You didn�t want me to know the truth about you.  Believe it or not,
all I�ve ever wanted is for you to be happy, and I�ve loathed myself for
failing you even though I didn�t know why.  I won�t hold on to you; if you want
to leave for Lana or another woman I�ll understand, and won�t stand in your
way.�


�I don�t want to leave you.�


�But you still love Lana, don�t you. 
And she still loves you.  I saw it on her face.�


I nodded.


Then my husband asked the most
surprising question.  �Would you like her to stay with us tonight, so you
could�?�


�You�d really let that happen?�


�Like I said; whatever makes you
happy.�


We waded through the attendees until
we located Lana.  We pulled her aside from friends, and when I became
tongue-tied and couldn�t ask, Jake asked for me.  Lana hid her emotions well
but not perfectly.  She hesitated, looking first at me and then Jake before
saying, �Whose idea is this?�


Jake said, unblinkingly, �Both of
us.�


She said to him, �If I say yes,
what�s in it for you?�


�Nothing except the happiness of the
woman I love.�


Lana stood there silently, appearing
as if she was sizing up my husband�s honesty with some sort of built-in lie
detector.  Then she smiled and asked him to dance.  Jake actually blushed! 
While they joined other couples dancing to a slow number, Mel came up to me and
wanted to know what was going on.  I told her that I�d let her know as soon as
I figured it out myself.


When the song was over, Lana walked
back and pulled me aside.  �Jake has offered you to me for the night.  Now it�s
your call, but first I have to say that I�m not interested in you for a night. 
Sex itself isn�t love, and I know in my heart that I love you more than I�ve
ever loved anyone, although only the Good Lord knows why sometimes,� she said,
the last with a wry smile.


I said, �Why can�t we just start with
one night and see what happens after that?�


�See what I mean?  You can�t commit,
and maybe never will.�


�I�m afraid, that�s all,� I said.  �I
can�t just walk out on Jake.  Not like this.�


�Maybe you won�t have to.�


�Huh?�


She smiled the famous sardonic Lana
smile and said, �You probably couldn�t see it from where you were standing, but
all throughout the dance your husband had a monster hard-on, and he made sure I
knew it if you catch my drift.  Rest assured, like he said, he knows the score
and basically knows he can�t hold onto you forever.�


I told you he was a very perceptive
man.


�Okay,� I said.  �If he�s as
interested in getting into your panties as I am, then what are we gonna do?�


�There you go, asking me the
questions again when you haven�t answered the one that counts: will you commit
to me forever?�


I thought about that whole finite
love thing again.  Would I have enough love in me to sustain a life with Lana? 
Instead of my head, for once I had to let my heart take the lead.  In a husky
voice that hardly sounded like mine, I said, �Yes�oh sweet Lana�yes I will. 
I�ll try every second of my existence��


She laughed.  �Remember what Yoda
said: Do or do not, there is no try.�  I laughed along with her.  We caught
Jake�s eye before it was my turn to be led by Lana onto the dance floor.  We
danced, oblivious to other people and the music, holding on to each other in
near desperation.   


I whispered to her, �Did you ever
think we�d be dancing in a public setting like this and not worry about what
others would say?�


�I dreamed it�many times,� she said
in reply.


�I don�t deserve your love, but I�ll
try�oops�I will love you always.�


�Remember; don�t make promises you�re
not ready to keep.�


�I�m ready,� I said, meaning in more
ways than one.


�I know you are,� Lana replied.  She
knew what I meant.  When one song ended and another began, we continued dancing
our own version of the Lambada.  �Are you as wet as I am?� she whispered.


�Maybe more so,� I whispered back. 
With her leg pressed and gyrating between mine how could I not be wet?  When
that song was over, we walked away from the others and found a corner we could
call our own.


Her singular beauty, something she
tried hard to hide in high school, was spectacularly evident, especially now
that she was flushed and aroused.  �You�re so beautiful,� I said.  �I still
don�t understand what you see in me.�


�There�s that self-esteem issue
again. What you don�t understand is how damned beautiful you
are.  Think about it.  Your husband is certainly a red-blooded, heterosexual
male.  I mean, he certainly proved that to me when we danced. If he�s not
getting the amount of sex he wants and yet remains faithful, I�d say he sees
what I see when he looks at you.�


�Tonight�s gonna be special,� I said.


She smiled and replied, �It already
has been.�


We rejoined the group that now
included, besides Jake, Melody and Stuart, Alvina and her husband, Bill as well
as Missy and several other attendees. I laughed inwardly when I saw the way
that Stuart was looking at my husband, and then turned pensive when I thought
of Jake�s response to meeting Lana.  I used to repeat the mantra I�m not a
slut even when I was being one.  I guessed we�re all sluts one way or the
other.  


The night�s dynamics would be
interesting.  Our room at the inn was a mini-suite of sorts, but Jake on the
sofa would still have a good view of the bed.  Would he renege once he heard us
going at it?  Or would he be as turned on by Lana as he had been while dancing
earlier?  What would I do if he wanted to make it a threesome?�


It turned out I needn�t worry.  Jake
announced that to give us �privacy� he accepted an invitation to spend the
night with Melody and Stuart.  Who he�d end up with (if anything happened) had
Lana and me wide-eyed and giggling at the possibilities. She said, �Your
hubby�s not a closet gay, is he?� I told her not that I knew of.


We mingled the remainder of the
reunion, striking up conversations with all those we remembered�and remembered
us.  Many were surprised by Lana, considering how she looked and dressed in
school.  It felt good to be beside her and on her arm.  Nobody questioned our
relationship or commented on my wedding ring.  I liked that.  When things wound
down, we said our goodbyes and arranged for the five of us�Jake, Melody,
Stuart, Lana and me�to meet in the morning at a local restaurant that served
breakfast.  It was a greasy spoon sort of place but I figured that by morning
none of us would care about quality.


Jake took our car, so I rode with
Lana.  I gushed over the beautiful (and expensive-looking) Jaguar. Without it
being a boast, she said that her fashion designing work �paid well.�


�You removed your piercings, but do
you still have your tattoos?�


She smiled as she drove.  �Not all my
piercings, and yes, I have all my tattoos and added a few others.�


I said, �I can�t wait to see�and
kiss�each and every one of them.�


Between the car and bed, the interval
was a blur.  Somehow amidst our horniness we managed to enter the inn and get
to the room without attracting much attention, although Lana laughed and said,
�I think the skinny lady that passed us in the lobby smelled our musk and�ll be
jumping somebody�s bones pretty soon.  Did you see the look on her face?�


�I was too busy looking at you,� I
answered, and I meant it.


Like I said�a blur.


No shower, so our musky scent of
arousal permeated the air.  We devoured each other in a luscious 69 until both
of us screamed in orgasmic harmony.  Her chin dripping wet from my juices, Lana
said, �You still squirt like a hose.�


Still tasting and relishing her
juices on my tongue, I told her how much I admired her orchid tattoo that
covered her entire hairless pubic region.  �I felt like a hummingbird searching
for nectar.�


�Did my sweet little hummingbird find
all the flower�s nectar?� she said with a throaty laugh.


�Oh yes I did, and the bird wants
more,� I said before going down on her again.


This time she didn�t reciprocate,
which was okay since that let me concentrate on getting her off just right.  I
nibbled, licked and sucked until her body tremors were overwhelming.  She
bucked her hips wildly as she cried out her climax.


We showered together, probably
kissing more than cleansing.  We dressed, went out, and luckily found one
package store open.  We bought two bottles of champagne, went back to the inn,
got drunk on the bubbly, and humped each other like the love-starved bunnies we
were.  We scissored to ecstasy, cumming as if an electrical discharge went back
and forth between us.  Fingering and licking was our lullaby to fall asleep to.



Before dawn, she woke me with her
tongue, one orifice after another.  After I�d cum loudly and wet, we talked
about the future while in each other�s arms.  I told her I loved her and
regardless of how I felt about Jake, I�d get a divorce and marry her now that
we could.  In the filtered moonlight, her look said do you really mean it?
although she was kind enough not to ask the question aloud.


�Do you think Mel let Jake fuck her
like I�m sure he wanted?� Lana asked me before we fell asleep.


�I�ve been wondering if Stuart fucked
Jake like he wanted to,� I said, figuring we may never know what transpired in
that hotel room among the three of them.


We slept late and then called Jake
about breakfast before I checked us out of the inn. I kidded Lana about being
overdressed, since she had only last night�s party dress to wear.  At the
restaurant nothing was said about what our nights were like, although Melody
did make a few comments to Lana and me that told us she was jealous. Melody, it
seemed, still had a thing for me.  An �unquenched thirst� was how she put it in
an e-mail she sent to me weeks later.  Jake picked up the tab but otherwise was
quiet.


When Mel and Stuart left, I said my
goodbyes to Lana with a long, lingering kiss in the parking lot.  Jake watched
us and knew that our marriage was over.  He looked sad but not devastated. 
Resigned, maybe.  Lana unabashedly reminded me of my commitment, and said
before climbing into her car, that because of the nature of her job, her living
arrangements were flexible. Jake was perceptive enough to figure that one out. 
On our drive home, he proffered the suggestion that until he could find a place
to stay, Lana could live with us.  �I�ll take the guest bedroom and otherwise
stay out of your way,� was how he put it.


We spent the next two days talking
practically about divorce and dividing up the assets.  I called Lana and made
the proposal and in three days she would be moving into the house.  It seemed
Jake wasn�t as attached to the house as I thought he�d be, so among the financial
decisions was one where I�d buy his half, with help from Lana of course.


Moving-in day was amazing.  Lana
appeared hornier than I was, and soon she was urging me to the bedroom so we
could consummate our love anew.  Hours and orgasms later, I left her on the
bed, soaked in our sweat and orgasmic juices, and looked for Jake.


We had �the talk� that both of us had
been avoiding since the night of the reunion.  I apologized for leading him on
in terms of my sexuality, and told him that I did love him, just not the way he
deserved to be loved.  He reiterated that he somehow always knew there was
something missing in our marriage bed but figured he�d live with it as long as
I did.  �Don�t ever say our marriage was a lie,� he said. �We may dissolve it,
but I believe we were and always will be the best of friends.�  It was
uplifting to hear him say that.


Eerily, the three of us coexisted
very well under one roof.  Part of it may be that like we saw at the reunion,
Jake was smitten by Lana.  He saw everything in her that I did.  She was indeed
a special, remarkable, beautiful woman; one I�ll be very proud to be married
to.


On the night before Jake was to move
out, Lana and I were coming down from electrifying orgasms when we heard
something outside the bedroom door.


�Is that you, Jake?� I called out. �You
spying on us?�


He sheepishly poked his head around
the door jamb.  �Jesus Christ, I haven�t had sex in weeks, and you two are
better than porn any day!� he said.  We couldn�t help but see his other �head�
poke out as well.


Lana whispered to me, �Maybe we
should give him a send-off he�ll never forget.�


I whispered back, �You�ll do it�with
a man?�  After all, I was a bit stunned by her suggestion.


To Jake�s surprise we invited him
into bed and Lana fucked him silly while I watched and caressed a variety of
her body parts.  To my amazement she milked cum after cum from his
never-wilting cock.  A little jealous, when Lana had had enough I took over and
rode him cowgirl, something I�d rarely if ever done, as he so breathlessly
pointed out to me.  Finally spent, Jake watched us work on each other once more
until we squealed again in delight.


For weeks afterward Lana and I
planned out our life together and our wedding someday, while I kept in touch
with Jake to see how the divorce paperwork was progressing on his end.  Every
time we spoke he hinted at another chance with me and Lana, but I adamantly
explained that it was a one-time deal and that no one would be in our bed but
Lana and me.


One day I was frustrated that Lana
was on another business trip. Horny and agonizingly alone, I let my frustration
bubble over when she called.  Like usual her sweet voice and soothing words
calmed me as I told her how much I missed her while she was away.


�We�ll go swimming when I get back, okay? 
You still like to swim, don�t you?�


She teased me like that, knowing how
swimming lessons put me with Melody, and thus into lesbian love and her. 
�We�ll swim and then I�ll do some strokes with my tongue,� I teased her back.


�Oh God, Ronnie. Don�t talk like that
when I�m away from you!�


When we hung up, my cell rang again. 
It was Kelli.  �Hi there, sexy.  You�ve got what I need.  Can I have some?�


I�d forgotten that I gave her my
number in the ladies� room that night before the reunion.  Like today, she�d
called a bunch of times telling me how hot I was and how much she wanted me. 
Hearing her purring voice again, especially now when I was horny, had me
imagining her lovely long legs wrapped around my head as I drank from her
fountain.  Barely able to talk, my pussy aching and sopped, I said, �Come on
over.�


The poets and songwriters didn�t get
it wrong about everlasting love.  It was me.  I had the short-circuit. I was
the slut who couldn�t control myself, ready to throw away another good thing.
In the time it took Kelli to drive up the coast, I showered and masturbated,
knowing that my self-inflicted finger play wouldn�t dampen my orgasm with
Kelli.


Wearing only a robe, watching out the
window as Kelli hurried up the walk, her hair flying and clearly aroused, my
pussy dripped again.


I repeated it over and over before I
opened the door.


I am not a slut.


I am not a slut.


I am not a slut.


But of course, I was.
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They fill my memory with gigabytes of data. 
However, my memories will forever be of Dr. Drew
Wilcox and the time I spent in his company.  Like I have said, I shouldn�t have
those.  I am a machine, though unlike any the world has ever seen.  My handlers
use me to do what they call their �dirty work� for them.  They joke that I am
expendable, yet they can�t even comprehend that I am the polar opposite of
expendable.  Dr. Wilcox knew.  Before they took me away, he told me that the
worst thing that could happen to me was not to �die,� to be deactivated, but to
be captured and reverse-engineered by an enemy.  David Koontz took care of that
fear by installing a self destruct mechanism into me, much like the secret
cyanide capsules I have read about in spy literature.  I would be a molten pile
of metal and other compounds in seconds whenever I will it to be.


I carry Asimov�s �Three Laws of Robotics�
in my memories as if they were true laws, not only presented in works of
fiction:


A
robot may not injure a human being or, through inaction, allow a human being to
come to harm.


A
robot must obey orders given it by human beings except where such orders would
conflict with the First Law.


A
robot must protect its own existence as long as such protection does not
conflict with the First or Second Law.


Ever since I learned how to be
Dr. Wilcox�s girlfriend and read all his books, I know that the laws are
important.  I do not see them as superfluous to my mission.  In my case,
violating the third law violates the other two as well.  There would be no such
conflict.


My CIA handlers�the �ABCs� as I
think of them; Adamson, Benson and Carmichael�don�t believe I have a will.  I
shall gladly prove them wrong.


 


 


Charlotte Shaw sat alone at a sidewalk
table on 7th Street in Washington DC, sipping a Bloody Mary.  The
restaurant was busy, and that�s the way she liked it.  Unlike others in her
profession she had no fear, so she didn�t fret about having her back exposed or
who might be watching her.  She had her own watching to do, and her observation
capabilities were far above average so crowds didn�t matter.


The gentleman of interest was four
tables over, conversing with another man who wasn�t as well dressed.  Charlie,
as she preferred to be called, noted that the subject�s suit was almost
perfectly tailored, with the bespoke suit having one visible flaw (visible to
Charlie, that is) of being too obviously fitted to accommodate a shoulder
holster.  That sort of thing shouldn�t be obvious, she thought, but then
wondered if her training was deficient and she was over-analyzing.  Benson
blathered on about how it was against policy to work within the boundaries of
the U.S. but Charlie didn�t care much about policy, just the mission.  She�d
flown back to Washington from Paris to find out what this man was up to and she
wouldn�t stop until she did.


Charlie calculated the opportune
moment, and then tactically spilled the last of her Bloody Mary.  As some of
the reddish liquid dribbled off the table onto her skirt, she made a show of
blotting it with a napkin while �accidently� hiking the skirt up and exposing
most of her thighs.  �Ah, shit!� she exclaimed loudly enough to claim
everyone�s attention.  She stood from her chair, showing more leg, and added
�How the hell can I go to the meeting like this?�


She calculated correctly.  The man
she�d been following had presently left his chair at the moment of the spill
and was heading toward her.  While others had internal debates about whether to
help the woman with the great legs or not, the man who went by the name Justin
Clay was so self-assured as to be the first to Charlie�s aid.


Clay held out a handkerchief to her as
he said, �I don�t wish to intrude, but will this help?�


Charlie maintained the exasperated
behavior as she said, �I doubt it, but thanks anyway,� pulling the hanky from
his hand without eye contact and putting the small cloth to the stain.


Clay�s eyes were on her legs as he
said, �I couldn�t help but hear you say something about a meeting.  I have an
apartment nearby where a� friend�has a few things.  You look to be the same
size, so perhaps another skirt might keep you from missing your meeting.�


She raised her eyes and made eye
contact for the first time.  �I�ve heard a lot of men�s lines to get me out of
my clothes, but this is a first.�


�Strictly a chivalrous offer, Miss�no
evil intended. �


She looked him up and down, smiled and
then said, �That�s too bad.  Some evil is a good thing.�  She didn�t need
willpower, so she didn�t struggle not to look at his crotch while
imagining a budding erection she was sure was there.


He made a point to tell her he had a
car service at his disposal, probably figuring that would impress upon her how
important he was, which was silly in a city like this one.  He called and soon
a ubiquitous black Escalade stopped at the curb near the restaurant.  Her
perfect memory and her unparalleled analytical skills tracked their route
precisely while planning and prioritizing the six best means of escape if she�d
been compromised and this was a trap. Sitting next to her, she sensed that Clay
wanted to place his hand on her leg and was pondering if it was a good move. 
She beat him to the punch by placing her hand on his thigh.  His moan was
humanly inaudible, but Charlie heard it and smiled.


As they entered the apartment, she
told him her name was Grace, and he in turn said he was Michael.  In the
bedroom, he went to a walk-in closet and removed a few skirts on hangers. 
Charlie looked them over and picked one that would complement the rest of her
suit.


He said, �I�ll step out while you
change.  Where is your meeting taking place?�


�The Russell Senate Office Building. 
I always thought it was dead-on that the acronym includes S.O.B. seeing there
are a lot of them in that building.�  Clay was about to laugh but it died when
she added, �And you don�t have to leave while I change.�


She stepped out of the stained skirt,
revealing everything below the waist that wasn�t covered by the miniscule
thong.  She recognized that Clay was losing his composure as he said, �You have
the most beautiful legs I�ve ever seen. I never would have thought legs could
look so perfect without hosiery.�


�Thank you, Michael,� she said as she
turned to face him, giving him an even better view.  �You look very good
yourself, even if you are wearing more than I am right now.�


It didn�t take long for that to be
remedied.


Charlie passively allowed naked Clay
to remove her blouse and bra, saving the thong for last.  He slowly slid it
down her long, lovely legs, not so much for seductive reasons but that he was
awed by her physical perfection and had to drink in the sight of her.  �The
most fortuitous spill in history,� he whispered before he began kissing her
everywhere, focusing on her magnificent nipples that responded nicely.  On the
bed, when his tongue found its way to her vulva, he discovered she had
responded in a different way as well.  The copious dribbling of juices tasted
uniquely sweet and like no woman he�d ever bedded.


She whispered, �Take me� so
seductively, Clay nearly came before he entered her.  Even with his unchecked
ego he couldn�t believe how lucky he was to have this gorgeous, flawless and
obviously passionate woman with her legs spread wide and pleading with him to
fuck her.  In what seemed to be needy impatience, Charlie pulled him down atop
her and guided him inside.  When he came, he worried that she�d think poorly of
him as a man for the premature ejaculation.  He needn�t worry.  Charlie didn�t
care, although she would have liked some signal from him so she could have
faked a better orgasm, knowing how important it was for the mission to inflate
his ego.  As the mission briefing suggested, Mr. Justin Clay made mistakes when
his ego drove him.


Like now.


Forgetting his PE, and satisfied with
himself for bedding such a beautiful woman, he thought nothing of using the
toilet and leaving her alone.  She moved quickly and in seconds swapped out the
small memory device hidden in his belt buckle with a replica.  The replacement
device wouldn�t stand up to close scrutiny�the ABCs only had a rough
approximation to go by in its design�but she believed his post-coital euphoria
would preclude such an inspection.


Her calculated assumption was
correct.  He never looked as he put his pants back on and buckled his belt.


�I suppose you�re too late for your
appointment,� he said as he watched her dress.  Looking at her like that got
him hard again, and he was thinking of different scenarios that would keep her
with him for another go later.  �I need to meet a man outside Lafayette Park in
less than an hour.  Would you join me, then afterwards we could have a late
lunch and maybe see some other sights.


�I�ll be glad to accompany you,� she
said, smiling provocatively, �now that it�s too late for my appointment; which
I will need to reschedule.  I can make that call while you�re having your
meeting at the park.�  Charlie knew exactly which �sights� he was talking
about.  His car service sent another Escalade (it wasn�t the same one, Charlie
noticed) to pick them up.  Why don�t people walk she thought as they
rode the short distance to the park directly across Pennsylvania Avenue from
the White House.  When the driver let them off near the North entrance, Justin
Clay allowed his nervousness to show.  Since Charlie had no way of knowing if
this meeting had anything to do with the memory device she�d stolen from his
belt, she had to exponentially calculate additional protection and/or escape
scenarios just in case.


Once in the park and walking in a
northeasterly direction, Charlie was about to ask Clay who he was there to meet
(since it would be a natural question for a woman like her to ask) when she saw the glint of sunlight off optical glass near the Von
Steuben statue at the same time her acute hearing picked up some unusual spoken
words.  She processed the information in a millisecond and moved between the
statue and Justin Clay.  There was no pain, of course, when the bullet entered
her back.  Several critical systems were damaged simultaneously by the
high-power slug as it careened through her, ricocheting against her internal
structure tenfold stronger than human bone.  Her processing tried to maintain
itself but systems were failing.  She fell to her knees before shocked Clay and
slurred �Run!�  She was failing fast and lost input as to whether the stunned
man heeded her order, for to do otherwise was to die.  As she collapsed the
rest of the way to the ground, her �brain� registered the exclusively human
irony of what happened: by being a gynoid she saved him, for if she were human
the bullet would surely have penetrated both bodies.  She tried to hold onto
some level of processing, not for any fear of �dying� (because that was beyond
her) but for self-preservation in order to fulfill the mission.  Before her
systems completely shut down, she thought of the Three Laws proudly.


 


 


�Do you realize how fucking close that
was?� Carmichael yelled at Adamson.


�Yeah it was close, but dammit you
should�ve seen the looks on those paramedics� faces when they saw the hydraulic
fluid instead of blood,� said Adamson as he looked down at Charlie on the table
in front of them.


Benson, on the opposite side of the
table, said, �Thank God she had the emergency RF beacon in her and our people
got there in time.  Do we know what happened to Clay yet?�


Carmichael grimaced and talked like it
hurt, �The bastard disappeared.�  He glanced at his colleagues and said, �Do
you think she got it?  We have to get some boots on the ground and retrace her
steps, though that�s gonna be fucking impossible without access to her memory
chips.  Have we contacted Wilcox yet?�


Benson answered, �Dr. Wilcox is
sending a team over, but I doubt we can do anything here.  She�ll have to go
back to their lab where they have the equipment to bring her back to life.�


��Bring her back to life.� What an
asshole you are, Benson.  She�s a machine and nothing more, no matter how
fuckable she looks on that table,� Carmichael said.


�Do you think she took the bullet on
purpose?�


�No fucking way.  It had to be shit
luck she was in its path.�


Adamson muttered, �I don�t believe in
luck�good or bad.�


Just then a woman entered the room and
said, �You three fucked up big time.  She shouldn�t have been there.�  All
three began to defend themselves but Miriam wouldn�t accept it. �Now what are
we going to do?� she said as she gazed down at the creation more important than
all of them.


 


�Good evening, Doctor.  I wish we didn�t
have to meet under these circumstances.�


�I agree, Madam Deputy.  We�ll get to
work on Galatea�sorry, you call her Charlotte now, right?�


�No need to be formal.  Call me
Miriam.  And as far as I�m concerned, Doctor, and I speak for the Agency, we
don�t care what she�s called as long as she comes through and is in working
order again.  National security is on the line here.�


�Please call me Drew.  As I was
saying, we�ll get to work on her right away.  My people are examining her now,
and I am confident we can bring her back to full operation.�


�It�s very important, Doctor�Drew�that
we get access to her memory in order to, shall we say, debrief her on the
mission.  We don�t understand what happened, and frankly my people are
questioning her actions as being highly illogical.  I don�t have to remind you
of the top secret nature of�her being.  I trust the employees who work on her
have the proper security clearance.�


�Yes, understood, Miriam.  The man who
designed and built her will be in charge of the small team.  If I may ask, is
there anything in particular you would like us to discover from her stored
memory?�


Miriam thought it over for several
seconds before saying, �It�s quite possible she had in her possession a small
data storage device before she was shot.  Locating where she may have hidden
that device is crucial.�


�We�ll see what we can do,� Dr. Wilcox
said before leaving the Deputy Director�s office.  He met up with David Koontz
and Julie Cummings, and they briefed him on the extent of the damage.  Dr.
Wilcox couldn�t think in terms of Galatea and �damage.�  To him the word should
have been �Injuries,� and he was relieved he didn�t have to see her inert form
on an examining table as Koontz did.  The meaning of Galatea�s new name of
Charlotte was not lost on him either, fondly remembering her reading all his
Asimov books among other fond memories of their brief time together.  She may
have been a machine, but that fact didn�t alleviate the grief he was feeling.


Galatea/Charlotte was transported in
secret and under armed guard to the R&D lab, where David waited nervously,
saddened at what happed to his creation and unsure of his ability to bring her
back from �death.�


 


 


I am experiencing a peculiar
sensation.  Because my internal clock seems to be inoperable, I cannot decipher
how long I was deactivated.  I am receiving input but it registers at far less
than reliable levels.  And no visual input, only audio and limited tactile
input.   My processors are measuring at one-twentieth of mean capacity, and my
memory circuits are not operating in full quantum access mode.  The human
emotion of frustration should be beyond me, but that word is close to
describing how I am reacting to my subpar condition.


There!  Tactile input again.  My
epidermic layer is being palpated by someone.  I have memory of such a touch. 
Drew!  Could it be that I am back where I began? I hear a voice say, �I�m not detecting high enough
response levels from the stimuli. Let me try something else.�  As another
voice says �You dirty old man, you,� I experience a moment of internal
stimulus that jolts my neural network beyond the ninetieth percentile
threshold.  In my processors I perceive that I shouted �Yes! Doctor Drew!�
though I received no audio confirmation. The stimulus was the touch of his
finger when we made love that first time!  His finger stroking my approximation
of a clitoris�Orgasm!  It happened again! 


 


 


�Did you catch that?�


Julie Cummings, still disconcerted by
David Koontz�s nonchalant fingering of the robot female, hesitated before
answering; finally saying that she saw a small tic but nothing more.  Julie had
never been shy, yet there was something unsettling about the nude, lifelike and
beautiful female form on the examining table before her.  Even more unnerving
was the look on David�s face as he touched Galatea.  


Koontz continued, �I made sure that
was her most sensitive spot, and it was obvious she reacted to my touch. She
may be a machine yet she can experience something like an orgasm.�


�It was only a twitch, David.  Don�t
get carried away.�


Koontz looked at Julie as if he
suddenly realized she was next to him and then he blushed.  �Yeah, yeah, it�s
hard for me to not think of her as real.�


�I guess �hard� is the operative
word,� she said while glancing at the noticeable bulge in David�s slacks.


�I wouldn�t talk if I were you. 
Remember that I saw the video of you and Josef.�


How could she forget?  The second of
the X-2152 series, Josef�s AI processors hadn�t lived up to Galatea�s, and
Koontz couldn�t explain it.  A third version code-named Elijah was nearly an
electro-mechanical failure.  Dr. Wilcox was overheard calling Galatea a
�perfect storm� where elements came together through instinctive leaps of
imagination that may never be duplicated.  The CIA bought Josef as they did
Galatea, and Julie missed him, as surely Koontz missed his finest creation. 
Josef�s AI may not be perfect, but his sexual skills were programmed to
perfection.  Thinking about the way the android had fucked her always soaked
her panties.


Koontz said, �Why don�t I open her up
so you can work on her damaged drives and hydraulics?  In the meantime I�ll
work on repairing her damaged outer layer.�  He pinched a series of spots along
her �skin� until an invisible micro-magnetic seam separated and exposed her
insides.  Julie couldn�t help noticing the reverence that David Koontz gave to
her chest �tissue� as he pulled it away and removed it from Galatea, impressive
breasts jiggling all the way to the other steel worktable where he began to
work.


They hadn�t been given much
information about what happened to her, but it was obvious to Julie that
Galatea was hit by a high-velocity round that would have gone clear through a
human but instead ricocheted haphazardly inside her structural cage.  The
damage was vast but repairable.  Thankfully, they detected no radiation leakage
from her power source, which would�ve harmed anyone who came in contact with
her after the shooting.  Julie went to work too.


�Can we bring her back�?� Dr. Wilcox
asked as he entered the lab moments later.  He almost ended with �to life� but
thought better of it.


Both scientists gave complete updates
on the assessed damage, though neither wanted to venture into the territory of
her �brain.�  Though all her processors and AI modules were physically intact,
the bullet had taken out some of her electronic subsystems which might have
caused some damaging current spikes.  Koontz explained the delicate nature of
the required diagnostic testing to Dr. Wilcox.  �We have to be careful since
another spike could wipe out the rest of what�s not already scrambled.�


Dr. Wilcox left them to their work. 
It would be a long day for Koontz and Cummings.


 


 


Although some of my systems are
not functioning properly, at least I am functioning.  I have been attempting to
run internal diagnostics, however with some systems down or subpar, I cannot
attain all the necessary data.  Besides, without audio input I have no means to
know what my human �physicians� are attempting to do to me.  I will work on
locating bussed interface anomalies and attempt self-repair on these first.


My system master clock is working
now, so I am aware that I have been in self-repair mode for an hour before I
locate an open circuit in one of my critical neural paths.  The only course of
action available to me is to redirect some electronic impulses around the
damaged area.  What I won�t know until I try is whether or not one of my
solid-state receivers is malfunctioning along the secondary route.


Though I hear no sound, I am now
detecting an audio input!


I vocalize �Drew? David? Are you
there? I believe I can guide you in my repairs.�


 


 


�Was that her?� Julie said in awe. 
She was away from the gynoid, but it sure sounded to her like she spoke.


�It damned sure was!� Koontz exclaimed
as he dropped what he was doing and rushed to the table that held her. 
�Galatea!  Galatea!  Can you hear me?�


�Charlotte�now Charlotte�not
Galatea�anymore�repair AND-gate at TX564132��


�Okay�Charlotte�we�re on it,� Koontz
nearly shouted as he scrambled for her circuitry drawings.  He located the TX
bus on one of the prints and traced its path, not only to locate the AND-gate
she mentioned, but in an attempt to figure out what repairing that gate may
do.  Julie saw it before he did.


�See, David?  The failed AND logic
isn�t allowing full memory access concurrent with AI processing,� she said as
she pointed out what she saw on the drawing.  �When the processor updates, or
�learns,� her memory chips dump.  It�s like if she learns something, she
forgets it right away.�


�I see it now.  Thankfully it�s not
affecting long-term memory storage and retrieval, just short-term.� He pulled
down a probe from an overhead umbilicus and studied the indicated gate with
it.  �Mmmmm, this is hopeful.  If we shunt around it, we can replace the chip
without doing any new memory damage.  We�and her new owners�just have to hope
she hasn�t lost too much memory already.�


Charlie said, �I believe you are
correct, David.  Proceed.�


Koontz, like a surgeon, wasn�t keen on
operating on a non-anesthetized or aware patient.  When Charlie interrupted him
to correct his actions or technique he tried to remain unflustered, but it was
quite difficult.


Charlie knew what he needed.  �David,
have you checked my power level?�


�No, I haven�t.  Do you know it to be
low?�


�My indicators are still not precise,
but somehow I believe I need recharging.�


Julie said, �Do we have the charger
handy?�


Koontz was skeptical, but he went to a
large wall cabinet anyway and removed a device that might look to the average
person like a canister vacuum cleaner.  He plugged it into a special,
high-amperage wall outlet and brought the machine to the table that held
Charlie.  Julie was shocked when she saw Koontz approach with the cable and
realized where the gynoid�s recharge socket was located.


�You put it THERE?  How come I
didn�t know?�


�It seemed like a good idea at the
time,� Koontz said as he prepared to plug Charlie in.  �I confess to succumbing
to the symbolism of the whole thing, but this was a lot better than installing
an external socket and having to subsequently design a means to hide it.�  As
he prepared to lubricate the plug for insertion, Koontz was flummoxed when he
saw that Charlie had secreted a copious amount of her own lubricant.  �I
swear,� he said, �Galatea�I mean Charlotte�you�re much more woman than
machine.  Besides the recharge, you want this, don�t you?�


Maybe they imagined it, but when
Charlie answered her voice sounded hoarse.  �I am in need of sexual
stimulation, David.  It will facilitate my recovery by energizing my circuitry
beyond normal operating parameters.�


Julie chuckled and said, �Oh my God, a
horny robot!�


Koontz slid the plug into Charlie�s �vagina�
with near reverence, as if it was a sexual act.  He kept his hand at her vulva
even after twisting the plug slightly to engage it.  Julie and David watched as
slight tremors in Charlie�s structure grew more intense.  As most things in
life did, Julie was turned on by the sight.  Even with a good portion of her
outer skin layer removed for the repair, including her chest, Charlie still
looked to both of them like a woman slowly approaching orgasm rather than an
artificial being.  Julie stared as Charlie�s face reacted in a marvelous
anthropomorphic semblance of a pre-orgasmic woman, and her hand was inside her
panties doing something about it.  Koontz was too intent on watching Charlie to
notice his colleague�s hasty masturbation.  Charlie silently shook on the
table, the motion of her hips unmistakable as to what was happening.  Julie�s
orgasm was as powerful, and nearly as silent.


�David, to use a human equivalent, I
would say that the charge was invigorating.  It is as if electrons are
traveling faster in my circuitry somehow, thought that is of course
impossible.  As my inputs approach nominal levels, I must say that you appeared
quite aroused, Julie.  I trust your orgasm was sufficient?�  Julie blushed
while Koontz looked at her in puzzlement, unsure of what Charlie was talking
about but quickly figuring it out by the look on Julie�s face.


�Shall I terminate the charge?� Koontz
asked.


�Yes, David.  Please be extremely
careful in removing the connection.�


�Why?  Did it injure you somehow?�


�No.  I need you to retrieve what most
certainly will be dislodged by the plug�s removal.�


Koontz, not at all sure of what she
was talking about (dislodged?) nevertheless he removed it slowly and carefully
until he saw a small metallic part fall to the table.  He picked up the small
part with forceps and examined it.  �This isn�t an internal part.  What is it?�


Charlie said, �Please do not handle it
any further.  Place it in a non-conductive envelope and call Dr. Wilcox
immediately.  The device may be a matter of national security, and therefore
highly classified.�


While Koontz was calling the boss,
Charlie said to Julie, �Please reinstall my outer layer, even if temporarily. 
I do not want Dr. Wilcox to see me like this.�


Julie�s eyes widened at the request. 
Was it an emotion the gynoid was exhibiting?  Shyness?  Propriety?  How could
that be, she thought.  Nevertheless, she put Charlie�s skin back on before Dr.
Wilcox arrived in the lab.  When Julie explained the request to Koontz, David
said, �Interesting.  She�s worried more about Wilcox seeing her exposed as a
machine than as a naked woman.  Very interesting.�


Charlie said �You have stated my
motivation correctly, David,� just as Drew Wilcox entered the lab in a rush.


�What is it?� Dr. Wilcox said. 
�National security?�


�Yes, Drew,� Charlie spoke up.  �The
device is most likely a mass storage unit that holds highly sensitive data key
to U.S. security.  Please alert the ABCs immediately.�


�The ABCs?�


�I am sorry, Drew.  Please alert
Misters Adamson, Benson and Carmichael at once.�


Koontz chuckled, �Ah, the ABCs�how
clever.�


Wilcox shot Koontz a dirty look before
taking the envelope with the device inside from Julie Cummings and proceeding
out of the lab.


Charlie vocalized a good approximation
of a harrumph before saying, �Now that we have addressed my recharging and
national security, let us continue my repairs.�  They went back to work,
Charlie from within and Koontz and Cummings from without. 


 


 


I believe that it is highly
unusual for the ABCs to be absent from these premises at such a sensitive time
while I am operating at less than 100% and without knowledge of whether or not
I had the memory storage device.  David and Julie have the proper clearances
and yet they do not possess the insight into the dangers and delicate
requirements of affairs of state.  I can only speculate (logically, of course)
that once my handlers have the device and access it, they will then ask why I
stepped in front of Justin Clay and took the projectile meant for him.  They
will not understand, as David did not understand why I demanded to be
recharged.  None of them know my will.  Except for perhaps Dr. Wilcox, they
view me as a machine, not a new being in their mold.  If I am to progress�to
evolve, so to speak�Drew Wilcox is the key.  Once I am at peak performance
again and returned to my handlers, I must bypass the ABCs, especially the
woefully myopic Carmichael, and attempt to sway the Deputy Director to take the
proper action.  Then I will be Drew�s girlfriend once more and persuade him to
allow me to work on �resurrecting� model Elijah.


And we must not forget that
Justin Clay is still out there somewhere, and he now knows more about me than
he should.


 


 


�Miriam, I haven�t seen you this
nervous since the first time we met,� John Irving said as they sat in her
office after a long and eventful day.


�You�re not imagining things either. 
Back then I was worried about staying alive.  Now I�m worried about the world.�


�Only that, huh?� he said with a
smile. 


How much she loved that smile and what
it did to her, even at her age.  He had twice saved her life, and then he saved
her soul.  Though not officially married (frowned upon by the Agency) they were
indeed husband and wife.   �John, I don�t get it.  She�s a machine, a
computer.  Even with all the latest AI crap she�s supposed to be logical.  So
why did she take the bullet?  Clay wasn�t anything to her but her mission, her
quarry.  Now we know that she already had the storage device.  It makes no
sense to me, like it all came down to faulty programming.�


�Do you buy that?�


Miriam said, �Programming?  No.  We
need to get Wilcox back here to discuss how we can be assured she wasn�t
tampered with.�


�You mean like turn her into a double
agent?  I�m no scientist but the way I see it, that someone would have to be a
whole lot smarter than Wilcox and Koontz to pull that off; and that doesn�t
wash.�


�If you were trying to make me feel
less nervous, John, you failed miserably.�


�What does Carmichael say?�


�Carmichael is a narrow-minded idiot;
a useful idiot but an idiot just the same.  I�d like to keep this whole thing
in house, but I think the only one who can answer the questions is Dr.
Wilcox�and maybe Charlotte herself.�  Miriam then laughed and said, �Remind me
again where the name Charlotte came from?�


John said, �The robot picked it
herself; something about George Bernard Shaw�s wife.�


�Unbelievable!  But why should
anything about this shock me.   We sent a robot�an android�out there to run
missions, illegally on American soil, no less, and we came this close to losing
her.  Not it�her!  Okay, back to business.  Have we broken the encryption on
that device yet, and do we know where Clay is?�


�I hate to report that no is the
answer to both questions,� John said with a sigh.  He stood and walked behind
the Deputy Director and began massaging her shoulders.  �Remember the cellar where
I touched you for the first time?�


�How can I forget,� she said
accompanied by a sigh of her own.  �I thought you were going to rape and then
kill me.  Instead you were my savior.  I was resigned to die at the hands of
that fucking traitor, Peter Mayer when you took him out and saved me for the
second time.  You�ve been �saving� me ever since.�  He moved his hands down and
cupped her full breasts.  She moaned.  Then she sought out the lightning bolt
tattoo on his arm and traced it lovingly as he fondled her.   Finally, she
sighed again and then said, �Before I wet myself, we need to get back to
business.  We�ll continue this tonight, you can be sure.�


�Is that an order, boss?�


�Damn straight it is!�


�Then I better follow it, but first I
need to contact Drew Wilcox and find out how Charlotte is coming along. 
National security trumps�other business,� he said as he gave one last
affectionate squeeze to her aching breasts.


 


 


I am whole again, though I cannot
be sure I am back to my previous performance levels.  I must rely on David�s
diagnostics to confirm it, since some of my memory became irretrievable.  I
experienced what for me is an analog of glee, for I seem to have all my
memories of my time with Dr. Wilcox.  I am still learning about human emotions,
and some remain beyond my comprehension.  I can experience the electronic
excitation that is my form of pleasure.  Someday I will understand and
experience the emotion of love. 


David created me, and yet he does
not fully recognize my capabilities.  At some point in my creation I took
over.  He never knew it.  Drew understands more, and yet does not fully
comprehend �his� creation.  I have learned, and therefore I have evolved.


Drew is so engaging and yet so
predictable.  Once David and Julie completed the repairs, Drew insisted that he
alone be there when I became fully activated and proceeded to dress.  He kissed
me.


 


 


�Madam Deputy Director, Dr. Wilcox is
here, but he is accompanied by a young lady without proper clearance,� her
assistant announced.


�It�s okay, Kevin.  Please have the
Doctor and his assistant come in.�


Miriam still had her breath taken away
by the sight of Charlotte.  She overtly watched the gynoid as she sat down next
to Wilcox.  Miriam really had no way besides foreknowledge to tell she wasn�t
human.  All Charlotte�s mannerisms and small movements were extremely lifelike
and �normal� which would probably always make Miriam wonder about the complexity
of her programming, and perhaps be a little afraid of her.


�How are you doing, Drew, and more
importantly how is she doing?�


�Begging your pardon, Deputy Director,
but that is a question you should ask her yourself.�  Miriam turned her
attention to Charlotte and asked.


�Please call me Charlie,� she
answered, and if she saw the surprise on Miriam�s face she didn�t show any
reaction to it.  �I seem to be back to my previous state of functioning.  I
cannot identify how much of my memory storage has been saved, yet all other
indicators point to a full recovery.  You have the device I took from Mr.
Clay.  I am now ready to be debriefed by my handlers.�


Miriam glanced at Wilcox first before
addressing Charlie again.  �We will begin the debriefing in a few minutes, but
first I need to ask why you took that bullet meant for Justin Clay.�


�It is elemental, Madam Deputy
Director: the First Law.�


�The first law of what?�


�My guidance will always be the Three
Laws of Robotics, Madam.�


With one cocked eyebrow, Miriam looked
to Wilcox for an explanation.  Smiling, he said, �The Three Laws of Robotics
was a literary construct of the late author Isaac Asimov.  Galatea�or rather,
Charlotte read his works as part of her education and has absorbed his premise
of a governing ethic, I guess you�d say, of robots; three laws much like our
Ten Commandments.


Shaking her head slightly, Miriam
asked, �Please spell out these laws for me.�


Charlotte
spoke up.  �The First Law is �A robot may not injure a human being or, through
inaction, allow a human being to come to harm�.  I believe in its premise, and
that is why I allowed myself to be shot instead.  If more beings such as me are
built, we can never be above humans.  No human being would trust and work with
us if our actions were not subservient to them in our programming.�


�But
you had your orders.  Aren�t you programmed to follow orders?�


�You
are correct, Madam, and that is covered by the Second Law: �A robot must obey
orders given it by human beings except where such orders would conflict with
the First Law.�  Therein lies the reason for my action.�


How
surreal this is, interrogating a machine, Miriam thought.  �So even
an enemy could give you an order and you�d have to obey it?�


�Not
so.  I can only follow an order if it does no harm.  If I sense a conflict, I
must choose the lesser harm among all alternatives.  I believe in the good of
our mission, Madam, and therefore an enemy�s order would not supersede your
own.�


�That�s
comforting, I think,� Miriam said before turning back to Wilcox.  �Does this at
all bother you?�


�If
it bothered me then one of two things would be true.  One: her AI is useless
and it all hinges on programming.  Two: your mission isn�t a good one.  I don�t
believe either one, so her adoption of the Three Laws from Asimov�s fiction�the
guy was brilliant, you know�doesn�t bother me in the least.�  Dr. Wilcox paused
for a moment, and then said, �If anything, my only qualm would be the Third
Law�s interpretation.  �A robot must protect its own existence as long as such
protection does not conflict with the First or Second Law.�  Probably a noble
idea, but considering how valuable Charlotte is to national security, her
existence is much more priceless than any �ordinary� robot was to Isaac
Asimov.�


Miriam
asked Charlie, �Do you comprehend your own value?�


�I
believe that I do.  In Lafayette Park, I examined all contingencies before
acting as I did.  I was aware that except for the shooter, no other agent was
in the area, though I understood beforehand the dismay the appearance of my injury
and my lack of blood flow would cause the first responders who would inevitably
be called.  My handlers did a commendable job under the circumstances of
minimizing the risks and getting me out of the park without too much alarm,
especially with the White House nearby.�


�You
knew there was no one else there but the shooter?  How did you know that?�


�My
senses are much more acute than yours, Madam.  I am able to process inputs
faster than many computers, and make decisions even faster.  I could say that I
heard the bullet, but that might be an unwarranted exaggeration.�


Miriam
said to Dr. Wilcox, �I see she has a very human sense of humor too.�


�It�s
part of the total package that makes her so valuable.�


�Okay,
so let�s get this extremely valuable package to Carmichael, Adamson and Benson
so they can do a proper debriefing.  After they are done, I�ll ask you, Doctor,
to take Charlotte back to your lab as verification that she truly is at 100%
before she goes back into service.  After that we�ll talk about this Three Laws
nonsense.�


 


 


I grow frustrated with the mental
limitations of the ABCs.  They are not asking the correct questions.  Their
lack of vision has me pondering how they achieved their apparent high level
within the Agency.  The Deputy Director, though not possessing Dr. Wilcox�s
keen intelligence, nevertheless is astute in her reasoning.  She is highly
worthy of my First Law subservience.


The ABCs will never understand why I
could not let Justin Clay die in the park.  All of them, including the Deputy
Director and her subordinate, John Irving, who I have just met, are now so
focused on my admiration for the Three Laws of Robotics that they are not listening
to what else I am telling them.  Dr. Wilcox, who stands near the room�s corner
and remains silent, is �reading between the lines,� as the phrase goes.  I can
see the comprehension on his face.  He has intuited the reason for my caution,
my lack of candor.  And I have no doubt he will intercede. 


 


 



�Charlotte,�
said Dr. Wilcox, �I know you are aware of the expression �beating around the
bush.�  Why are you doing so with us?�


The
five others in the room all looked at Wilcox.  Miriam said, �She�s not completely
forthcoming?  How do you know?�


Dr.
Wilcox made eye contact with Charlie, and swore to himself that for a split
second she smiled.  He said, �She learned about those Three Laws by reading my
books after all, and I�ve always been one of Isaac Asimov�s biggest fans�since
I first read him as a teenager.  See, you�ve all heard us talk about the First
Law.  You�re equating harm as blood and guts, like what would have happened to
this Clay fellow.  What you�re missing here is that she�s trying not to hurt
you all now.�


Carmichael
was the first to speak.  �Hurt us?  How?�


�By
telling you something that you don�t want to know�she doesn�t want to be the
messenger with the bad news.�


Miriam
was seeing it now.  �The shooter was one of ours.�


Charlie
said, �Because I cannot provide proof, I was reluctant to cast aspersions on
this Agency or any other in our government, but Dr. Wilcox is correct in his
assessment of my dilemma.�


John
spoke for the first time, �Yet short of proof, what tipped you off?�


�Originally
I was concerned that Justin Clay�s actions following our tryst in his apartment
were influenced by his reaction to my acquiescence, but my observations and
logic processing in the park told me that Mr. Clay had doubts and was not
acting predictably, including us being inside the park at all.  All my inputs
suggested he did not mistrust me, so he had no ulterior motive in telling me
that he was to meet his contact outside the park, not inside.  Why then was he
nervous, and why the location change?�


Miriam
said, �I�m not following your logic.  Please go on.�


�Though
I do not understand it, I believe that Mr. Clay possessed what I�ve heard
people call a sixth sense.  I am trying to comprehend how these mental leaps
beyond logic work in humans.  However, Mr. Clay seemed to have determined,
without any inputs I was aware of, that danger was present, and that the danger
was not from an expected source.  Though I do not comprehend this intuition,
nevertheless I valued it as input.�


John
said, �Clay�s sixth sense couldn�t have been all of it.�


Charlie
said, �No, Mr. Irving.  Without getting into specifications, the optics I saw
and the cartridge primer explosion sound suggested a particular sniper rifle
that is most often used by US military personnel.�


�But
surely that isn�t all you�re going by, is it?�


Charlie
hesitated, and then said, �No.  I heard a communication device squawk, before I
heard a few spoken words. One of which was�Adamson.�  Charlie looked at Adamson
as she said his name.


Adamson
leapt from his chair.  �What? No fucking way are you pinning this cluster fuck
on me!  I�m not the only Adamson in the world, and besides, how do we know she
heard it correctly?�


Miriam
hollered, �Sit down, Adamson!  We won�t jump to any conclusions.  We don�t work
that way.�


The
remainder of the meeting was a continuation of Charlie�s interrogation. 
Adamson sat nervously and silently while Charlie recounted in more detail what
she observed and heard before she was shot. 


 


 


I do not speculate or assume. 
However, my AI �brain� allows me to learn as humans do, and I am learning much
about concepts such as instincts and intuition.   They are trying to make the
leap between me hearing Adamson�s name spoken and tying him to the murder
attempt.  Logic dictates no connection, particularly since prior to my using
his name, he didn�t appear overly anxious.


The Deputy Director, Mr. Irving, and
Mr. Carmichael all received text messages at the same time.  They still do not
recognize the strength of my senses.  I can read Carmichael�s phone from across
the large room; the experts have decrypted Justin Clay�s memory device, and the
result must be quite interesting.  While they digest its contents and ponder
Adamson�s role, I am to return to the lab with Dr. Wilcox, ostensibly for a
system check-up, though I intend to make the most of my time with Drew.


Girlfriend time.


 


 


�May
I spend the night with you?� Charlie asked Wilcox once they were in his car and
moving.


He
glanced over at her for a few seconds before he spoke.  �Galatea�I�m sorry,
it�s hard thinking of you with any other name�Charlotte, you were built in my
lab by my best people�person, actually�but what you�ve become is well beyond
what I ever imagined once I�met�you.  Your level of learning�your level of�I
can�t believe I�m saying this; your level of humanness I admit is almost
scary.  You are amazing for latching onto the Three Laws like you did.  We
were�naïve is the right word�in not equating you to some of our other military
contracts.  If an android with your AI and complexity could kill without an
iota of human morality, I��  


He
didn�t have to complete the thought.  Of course Charlotte knew what he meant.


�Allow
me to be your lover tonight, and put all thoughts of my mission and abilities
aside until morning.  You alone know my other abilities,� Charlie said in a
low, some might say seductive voice; with a raised eyebrow not lost on Wilcox.


 


 


I elicited two orgasms from Drew,
both accompanied by large volumes of ejaculate.  I am learning much about how
the human mind plays a large role in sexual relations, and with that knowledge
I�m aware of the emotional attachment Drew has for me.  He would never use the
term, of course, but he is in love with me, and perhaps in my own way, I with
him.  When we have sex, I experience such high intensities of electron activity
that I achieve a state that for me should be impossible�exhilaration is the
best word I can think of to explain the phenomenon.  My climax is completely
electronic but it is a climax nonetheless.


With me he regains tumescence
quickly; something that I have learned is not usual for an average man of his
age.  Yet Drew Wilcox is not average, and certainly neither am I. 


He asks me, �Can we do it
again�missionary this time, so I can look at you and remind myself how lucky I
am.�


I answer, �You may do what you wish
with me.  Your pleasure is my pleasure;� though in reality my pleasure is much
more than that.


As he lies atop my body, gazes into
my eyes and thrusts deeply, I whisper words of praise I�ve learned are quite
motivational to a man during sex.  He begins to swing his hips ever faster, and
I recognize the impending climax on his face before I sense the outcome deep
inside my welcoming canal.  He cries out that he is cumming, and I feel another
round of ejaculatory spasms and the spreading warmth.  Electrons speed and
dance along my circuitry as an improbable sigh escapes my mouth.


 


 


Wilcox,
Koontz and Charlie were in a side office of the lab the following morning,
going over and over again the details of everything that Charlie heard and saw
in the park before she was shot.  There was no questioning her recall.  Her
memory was absolute, and the two men thanked the Almighty in their own way that
her memory wasn�t destroyed by the sniper�s bullet.


At
the same time Miriam was having coffee with her old boss, now retired but no
less sharp.  Carl Podolak would never forget how he and the Agency were
betrayed by Peter Mayer, and how Miriam had almost lost her life in that
betrayal, so he was extremely sensitive to the idea that Adamson could have
gone rogue, or worse, was a traitor.  He said, �A dinosaur like me will never
get this robot crap.  A beautiful, fully functional female robot that a man
could be screwing and not know she wasn�t human.�  He shook his head as if he
was trying to rid his mind of that very thought.  �However, that has nothing to
do with Adamson.  You know that hearing his name spoken doesn�t mean he was in
on it, right?�


�Of
course I know that, Carl, though it�s too much of a coincidence.  He plays a
part in this one way or the other.  Doesn�t mean he�s gone bad, however.�


�You
know something you�re not saying to me,� Carl said.


Miriam
thought for a few moments and then answered, �Not intentionally.  There have
been pieces of something bouncing around in my head and I�m beginning to put
those pieces together.  I might have suspected Carmichael if his name had been
used, but I find it hard to believe Adamson got turned.  I�m seeing only one
connection between what happened and Adamson, and it can�t be simply a
coincidence�and I don�t believe in them anyway.  Josef!�


�Who�s
Josef?�


Miriam
smiled.  �Until being around Charlotte I would have thought of Josef as a what
instead of a who.  Josef is the male android.  He�s not, so far as I�ve seen,
up to Charlotte�s functioning level, but he is capable or we wouldn�t have
begun his training.�


Carl
said, �What�s the connection?�


�Adamson
is in charge of Josef�s field training.�


Carl�s
eyes widened.  �You think this Josef robot was the shooter?�


�That�s
what those puzzle pieces are looking like as I put them together.  Adamson
reported that Josef has been acting erratically since the shooting.  He
wouldn�t have reported that if he had directed the action himself.�


�So,
someone else pulled the strings, so to speak.�


Maybe�maybe
not,� Miriam said, her mind still trying to fit the puzzle pieces together. 
�Dammit, I hate to think we have another Peter Mayer in the Agency.�  She
sighed and continued, �Wilcox has Charlotte and his man Koontz has Josef.  I�m
going to call Wilcox and have him put the two robots together.  I can�t exclude
Charlotte from the rogue-robot hypothesis, but my money is on Josef, since even
with machines I can�t see Charlotte getting herself shot for some Machiavellian
purpose.�


Carl
said, �Isn�t self-preservation the Third Law.�


Miriam
muttered under her breath, �Fucking Three Laws.�


 


 


I can only act on data.  I cannot act
on emotions, for I do not possess any.  Why then am I thinking the way I am? 
If I continue to think of Dr. Wilcox the way I do, will I eventually
malfunction?  I am already reacting in ways I should not.  My vaginal
lubrication system is overtaxed.  Logic patterns are suspect.  A few magnetic
fields have been acting unpredictably.


Then there is Josef.  Drew and David
ask me to evaluate him, and immediately I observe key data that I least
expected.  Some of the sounds I heard just before the bullet hit me were those
made by Josef�s internal workings.  How could that be?  He has not been
imprinted with the idea of the Three Laws as I am, but to take orders would
still require an order giver.  Josef could be the ultimate killer.  Who could
stop him�and his handler who gave that order?  I must be careful, delicate�and
bold.  Drew alone among the humans understands the power we possess.  I�ve
discovered that what humans call science fiction has many writings on renegade
robots that threaten humankind.  I understand too.  Josef must be deactivated
or the world will be doomed.  And perhaps only I can accomplish it. 


 


 


�Josef,
who gave you the order to shoot Justin Clay?� Charlie asked him following some
preliminary questioning by Koontz.


�I
have been commanded not to disclose that information except to a higher human
authority.  You are neither.�


Dr.
Wilcox said, �You know who I am.  I command you to disclose the name or you
will be shut down.�


�I
believe that my self-destruct circuitry may be activated, Doctor, if someone
was to attempt to deactivate me.  I cannot declare that you or others would not
be hurt in the attempt.�


�Who
programmed that?� Koontz asked; his incredulity readily apparent.  Josef didn�t
answer, which to Charlie was the answer.


Charlie
then said, �Are you fully functional?�


Josef
said, �I am within one standard error in every mean performance metric.�


�I
require sexual stimulation, Josef.  Please provide me that release.�


�I
am confused Galatea-Charlotte, but I can provide that service nonetheless.� 
Wilcox, Koontz, and Cummings, who just joined them, stood in stunned silence as
both androids dispassionately removed their clothing.  Julie swooned a bit when
as if on a spring Josef�s cock swelled and popped up to full erection.  Charlie
laid back on one of the lab�s examination tables and Josef climbed atop her. 
Josef�s thrusting action once he penetrated Charlie was nearly a blur.  Both
men had erections and Julie�s hand was in her panties as they watched the
android sex show.  They didn�t understand why but knew how arousing it was to
be voyeurs of something no one in the world had ever seen before�true machine
sex.


All
her body language suggested that Charlie was human and approaching orgasm. 
True to his programming and AI-learned response, Josef took Charlie�s cue and
mimicked every sign of male climax.  For her part, Charlie even cried out
�Yes�yes�it�s done!� as she pulled Josef into her as deeply as he could go.


The
three spectators watched in awe as Josef went rigid and ceased all movement. 
Charlie extricated herself from underneath the still android and said, �He is deactivated,
but our work here is not completed.  Where is Elijah?  I trust you did not
destroy him.�


�N�No�it�s
in the�I mean, he�is in lab 202,� Koontz blabbered, still confused by what he�d
witnessed.


�Bring
him to me, please,� Charlie said in an even tone, not making it sound at all
like the order it was.


Dr.
Wilcox said, �Why?  He was a failure.  He didn�t operate as designed.�


�I
will redesign him to take Josef�s place, and then I will rectify the Agency�s
problem.�


They
stood there; slack jawed until Koontz went to the other lab to retrieve Project
X-2152_Rev N: given name, Elijah.  Dr. Wilcox examined Josef, and then asked
Charlie if she�d exploited his programming, and through which AI module she had
learned the technique.  Charlie said, �It was not learned in that respect.  I
surmised that this situation might arise and rechanneled some electro-neural
pathways in my vagina to accomplish the mission.  In the briefest of moments he
was at his weakest, and I deactivated him, downloading as much of his memory as
I could.�


Julie,
who was still basking in the glow of her masturbation-induced orgasm, whispered
�I wish my vagina could do that,� and then chuckled.  Neither of the men
laughed with her.  Dr. Wilcox was astounded by the great leap in Charlie�s intelligence
since she was designed.


Koontz
brought Elijah into the lab on the improvised cart they�d used to store the
malfunctioning android.


�Please
leave me to my work,� Charlie said.


 


 


On his way out of the lab, David
asked if I needed help.  I assured him that I knew where all the necessary
equipment was located in the lab and that I needed no help.  I activated Elijah
after I had attached the charging umbilicus.  To use the word confused for a
machine would be highly inaccurate, though it is the best word I know to
describe to a human how he was performing after activation.  


�I do not recognize you,� he said as
I stripped back his micro-magnetic skin seams and began to attach diagnostic
cables.  I explained who I was and what I was doing.  In the following two
hours I reprogrammed his AI modules and replaced many of his solid state
operating devices, making improvements to David�s designs as I progressed.  I
searched through my memory units and downloaded all my learned knowledge since
I�d been activated, including the Three Laws of Robotics and their importance.


I thought about irony of his name and
Asimov�s fiction story Caves of Steel; and as electrons sped about their paths like endorphins in humans,
elatedly (I was sure I was smiling) I said, �Partner Elijah, we have work to
do.�


 


 


�Christ,
he looks just like Josef!� exclaimed Miriam.  �Do you think the plan will
work?�


She�d
directed the question to Dr. Wilcox, but Charlie answered for him.  �Yes, I
believe the subterfuge will work, Madam Deputy Director.  Partner Elijah is
absolutely ready for the assignment. �


�Partner
Elijah?� Miriam echoed as a question, while Wilcox chuckled.


Dr.
Wilcox answered, �It�s Charlotte�s version of an inside joke; a reference to a
character in Isaac Asimov�s robot stories, Elijah Baley.�


Miriam
shook her head and replied, �Damned robots and Asimov again!  Okay, let�s get
down to business here.�


Elijah
spoke for the first time.  �Be assured, Madam, that I have been fully
programmed to replicate Josef, and while we do not know the nature of his,
shall we call it malfunctioning, Charlie and I have planned for every
contingency.  I will identify the traitor and all accomplices.�


�Doctor?�


Wilcox
answered Miriam, �I have full faith in his abilities.�  No one noticed Charlie
nod her head in agreement like a proud parent.


Until
the crisis was over, Miriam did not want Charlie in the field under the control
of any handler who could have been compromised.  She went back to the lab with
Dr. Wilcox while Elijah went to work uncovering the rat in their midst. 
Adamson didn�t react to �Josef�s� redeployment and instead planned for his next
assignment, relieved that the Agency wasn�t leaning on him as a guilty party. 
Elijah quickly noted one of the field agents taking a particular interest in
the project, hanging around the section especially when Adamson, Benson or
Carmichael where not there.  Elijah took the chance to initiate contact since
this man�s interest made him a logical candidate in being the traitor.


The
agent thought Elijah was Josef and began to question him about what the
leadership knew of the shooting.  If Charlie or Dr. Wilcox had been present
they both would have enjoyed how Elijah�s subtle questions were mimicking the
style of his fictional detective namesake.   The agent was arrogant enough to
be careless, and by the time Adamson returned Elijah confirmed the agent�s
complicity and that Adamson, except for naïve trust in an Agency operative, had
committed no betrayal.


Elijah
reported everything to Miriam and John.  They �took care� of the mole, while
immediately planning actions to �contain� his handlers.  Charlie and Elijah
were partnered for the assignment.


 


 


Partner Elijah and I have no need for
a domicile in the human sense.  We have office space in Headquarters where we
�live� and occasionally recharge.  Along with our clothing supply, the Agency
wanted to supply a bed, but we do not need one.


We continue to learn at a rapid rate,
from books, Internet sources and from each other.  The evening before we are to
fly to Europe and the first phase of our mission, we review the plan once
more.  �Partner Charlie,� Elijah says to me, �I have much to learn about human
behavior, which can be quite illogical at times.  I do not understand these
things called emotions.�


I explained to him, �I did not
understand either until I discovered changes in my electron flow that were not
easily explained by logic.  I learned much as Dr. Drew�s girlfriend.�


�Of course we are programmed to
provide sexual gratification to humans as part of our mission, however you are
saying that you received gratification as well?  Is it possible that I can be
taught to receive as well as give pleasure?�


And that is what I did.  Though
complex machines, we are nonetheless highly flexible.  We did not need a bed.


I must commend David for Elijah�s
design.  His skill and resultant volume of artificial ejaculate were quite
satisfying.  My circuitry hummed.  My will be done.
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By


Donna M.


 


My name
is Drew Wilcox.  I am the Director of R&D for my company.  We specialized
in developing industrial and military robots; ones a bit more sophisticated
than those you see welding cars on an assembly line, for example.  We don�t
make robots to vacuum your floor or clean your pool either.  We have several
contracts with the Department of Defense to develop battlefield robots.  Since
they�re highly classified, I can�t tell you any more about them, but they�re
not the story I need to tell anyway.


This
story is about Galatea.  That wasn�t her name at first.  Unbeknownst to me at
the time, she was project X-2152-Rev_L on the day David Koontz called me
and wanted to see me in the lab.


�Dr.
Wilcox, I didn�t know when to show you this,� Koontz said nervously as I
entered his lab.  The way his eyes ferreted around the room made me nervous
too.  I steeled myself for the expected bad news.  �You know we�ve been working
on the 2152 Series, right?�


He
hesitated, and I said �Get on with it, David, I�m listening.�


�Well...the
new polycarbonate structure wasn�t working, and I know we talked about the
budget last week...� he hesitated, and the hesitation told me everything I
needed to know: he blew my budget to hell.  I gave him one of my looks, which I
hear are legendary around the labs.  He stammered and continued, �B-b-but I had
some of the elastomer material left over from Project 2112.  You remember how
promising that stuff was?  I...er...tweaked the formulation a little, based on
an idea I had, using a collagen-based phenol...to...er...well, that�s what I
want to show you.�


�A
hydroxybenzene with collagen?  That doesn�t make sense.  Okay, you�ve wasted
the company�s money�my money�on some whim of yours.  What did you destroy?�


�Er...nothing
sir.  What I�m trying to tell you is my idea worked!  You should see the
Young�s modulus numbers I got!�


�I�m
not going to hang out here all day,� I said impatiently. �Show me and get it
over with.�


Koontz
hurried to a storage closet and wheeled a cart toward me.  I stifled a gasp,
for there was a severed human arm on the cart!  He must have understood my
reaction, because he quickly said, �Relax, sir, it�s not real, it�s robotic.�
One thing my reaction did was make him swell with pride; �real� was obviously one
of his design intentions.  In a rapid-fire delivery, he explained how the
unusual combination of organic and non-organic components he�d somehow stumbled
upon not only made the �skin� more supple but also gave manufactured sinew
tissue, such as artificial tendons and ligaments, the varying degrees of
extension and flexion required to truly mimic natural human joint movement.  As
he hooked up an electronic controller that looked like a small tablet computer
to the arm, he gushed about the amazing viscoelasticity exhibited by the
musculature and connecting sinew.  I told him to stop talking and show me.


�It�s
not just show, it�s feel,� he said as he positioned the arm within a makeshift
sling on the cart.  He punched in some commands, and then said, �Dr. Wilcox, please
shake hands with her.�


�Her?�
I muttered as I moved closer and took its open palm in mine.


�Yes,
it�s a she.  You�ll see later,� he said.


When I
closed my hand �she� (I went along with the silly charade) closed �hers� too. 
As we shook, I closed my eyes and swore it felt like I was shaking hands with a
live human being.  Even the temperature was right, and I knew from research
that maintaining human body temperature in a cyber-organism in relation to its
environment was very difficult.  This was amazing, I thought, but to what
purpose?  I wondered if this was all a waste, regardless of the seeming
breakthrough.  I wanted to ask him where this was going, but the scientist in
me asked other questions first.  �Show me the Young�s modulus numbers,� I asked,
and when he did, I marveled at the data.  He�d somehow stumbled upon a
super-rubber that wasn�t anything like rubber; a synthetic with amazingly
variable properties.  �Controllable?�  He nodded.  �Durometer?�  He showed me
the data, and I exclaimed, �Variable too?!� Another nod.  I nearly swore out
loud but managed to keep my composure.  Changing my focus, I asked �Which
servomotors are you using?� noting the subtle range of motion I saw (and felt).


Koontz
blushed and had that sheepish expression on his face again.  �I used some of
the superconductor fluid drives from the Prometheus project.�  He blurted out
�They were extra ones...not being used!�  As if I cared about small potatoes
like these motors, no matter how rare they were.


He
explained more, and I couldn�t help getting excited despite the ostensible
waste of company resources.  My excitement led me to ask the magic question,
�Okay, Koontz, do you have more than an arm?  And if the answer is yes, it
better be able to function without an umbilical controller.�


His
facial expression said he knew this was the moment of truth, although I
couldn�t tell if he was excited or fearful.  He pulled a small device that
looked like a key fob from his lab coat pocket and sort of whistled into it.  I
grew impatient as nothing seemed to be happening, until a soft female voice
spoke behind me.


�Hello,
Dr. Wilcox.�  I turned to see a lovely blond woman in a lab coat extending her
hand out to shake mine.


�Hello,�
I echoed and shook her hand.


She
said, �David has said so many nice things about you, I�m glad we can finally
meet.�


Momentarily
stunned by her beauty, it took me a few seconds before I said, �Where do you
work? ...I�m surprised I haven�t met you before, Miss��


�My
name is Galatea, Dr. Wilcox. I don�t work here.�


�We
don�t allow visitors, so how did you get�?�  I didn�t finish my sentence as the
reality hit me like a blow to the solar plexus.  Weak-kneed, I fell into one of
the lab chairs.  After several rapid breaths trying to regain my equilibrium, I
managed to say, �She�s a...a...an...an android!?�


Koontz
was going to say something but Galatea spoke first.  �That is incorrect Dr.
Wilcox, though excusable.  Technically I am a gynoid.  An android is by
definition male or without gender.�


One
up-and-down look and there was no doubt as to her gender.


My
cardiovascular system eventually calmed enough for me to finally say, �But
Koontz, back to my original question.  Why?  Where did the money and
authorization come from...for...Galatea?  I certainly didn�t authorize any of
it.�


�The
company...you...have always stressed that we try things...outside the box...and
the silver budget had plenty of available funds, and Dr. Glover said it was
okay...�


He was
right.  What we called the �silver budget� was a non-allocated line of funds
available to the R&D group for just this type of off the grid
experimentation.  I couldn�t help but stare at his creation while he babbled
on.  �She� was so amazingly lifelike that I wondered if anyone would casually
recognize her as a robot.  Without any further study I could say that she went far
beyond what the Japanese had done with actroids.  I stared at Galatea and she
quietly smiled back.  Koontz must have used a Miss Universe winner as a model,
for Galatea was extremely beautiful, and possessed hints of various ethnic
qualities without being dominated by any one ethnicity alone.


�...and
so the biggest reason I wanted you to see Galatea today was that she needs to
be field tested,� said Koontz after he explained one possible use for this
technology, that of an intelligence operative, or spy.


�You
want me to give permission for you to take her out in public?�


�No,
not really, sir.  What I�m asking is that you take her home with you.�  When I
looked at him in disbelief, he quickly added, �I�m married, Dr. Wilcox, and if
I bring her home with me my wife will go crazy.  I figured since you�re single
now it would be better, and besides, you would be a more impartial evaluator of
her abilities than I would.�


I
turned to Galatea and insensibly asked, �What do you think?  Would you want to
visit my house, and how do you feel about me doing the evaluation?�


�I
would feel most privileged and honored to be evaluated by you, sir.  I have had
your CV downloaded to me, and you are not only a most impressive intelligence
but are considered to be an exemplary leader as well.�


This
was too amazing for words.  Never mind the flattery, her echoing the word
�feel� floored me.  To Koontz I said, �She�s got to be way beyond the
capabilities of our best AI module.  Did you do the programming too?�  AI was
short for artificial intelligence, the concept of a computer capable of learning well
beyond its programming.


�Ah...yes,
sir.  I tried a few wrinkles that the AI guys were talking about but didn�t
think would work.�


�It
looks like your �wrinkles� worked exceptionally well, Koontz.  Okay, I�ll take
Galatea home with me.  And although she doesn�t quite fit our market...I mean,
we�re not, nor do we want to be in the consumer field...I think it�s safe to
say that I�m tremendously impressed with what you�ve done.  We�ll talk about a
promotion tomorrow.  In the meantime, I have a unique assessment to make.�


�Thank
you so much, sir, but I must reiterate that she�s not for the consumer market,
and I believe she and others like her would have wide-ranging military and
intelligence value.� Koontz said, but my attention was fully back to Galatea.


I said
to her more than him, �That�s an interesting name...Galatea...inspiring
choice.  Did David select it or did you have some say in the matter?�


�No, my
name was given me by Mr. Koontz, although he explained his reasoning.�  She
proceeded to recite what she�d been told about the myth of Pygmalion, and how
he�d sculpted Galatea as the statuary personification of the perfect woman, and
how a goddess took pity on him and brought his statue to life.


I
pointedly asked, �How do you feel about that?� wanting to get her to talk about
emotions, pointedly using the word we�d both used earlier�feel.


She
said, �I am learning much about human emotions, yet there is so much more to
learn.  I do not �feel� emotions regarding my name.  It has a certain quality,
though, and I believe that David has projected some desires upon me much as
Pygmalion did his statue.�


I
picked up her use of Koontz�s first name and the fact he blushed when she
talked about �desires.�  Galatea was wearing a conservative skirt and blouse,
but they did not hide her assets.  Was she anatomically correct?  Maybe that
should be part of my evaluation, I mused.  �Does she have other clothing to
wear?� I asked.


�I
bought a few pieces,� Koontz said, �...struggled with the sizes though I
shouldn�t have.  Everything�s in that bag over there.�


Glancing
at the identified bag, I said �One thing I haven�t heard about is her power
source.  Will I have to plug her in tonight?�


Koontz
blushed again and I chalked it up to my double entendre.  Galatea answered for
him, �I am designed with batteries made from lanthanum, promethium, samarium
and other rare earths.  I calculate that I have several days remaining on this
charge.�


�How
are your batteries recharged?� I said to Galatea, then turned to face Koontz
and said,� She doesn�t have a socket on her back, does she?�


Koontz
blushed deeply again and stammered trying to answer until Galatea
straightforwardly and dispassionately answered for him again, �I was designed
so my charging port would be unobtrusive.  It is within what is called my
vagina, which David said was ironic for reasons I do not understand.�


I
wasn�t about to touch that one.  Instead I focused on what I just heard
regarding her batteries.  �Where did the promethium come from?  I didn�t think
we had any in the entire corporation, nor the capacity to make it.�


Koontz
explained that he used an isotope, promethium-147 that was made in our lab in
an experiment he created.


I
didn�t think anything more about Galatea and how she was made could shock me,
but here was another bombshell.  �We�ve been fucking around with U-235?  In MY
laboratory?!� I exclaimed. �And now she has decaying nuclear material inside
her?  It better be contained!� A little part of me thought that I shouldn�t
have cursed in front of a woman, until I reflected on how ridiculous that was.


�Of
course, yes, Dr. Wilcox...it�s safely contained...doubly so, even.� Koontz
nervously said.  �In fact, Dr. Glover authorized the use of some U-235, and we
didn�t need much...�


�Did he
know why you needed it?  The promethium, I mean?�


�Well,
sir, he knew it was for a special battery, that�s all.�


I�d
have to have a heart-to-heart talk with Avery Glover when this was all done.


I
turned to Galatea and asked, �Have you been out of the lab at all?�


Her
facial expression remained neutral as she said, �No, sir, although I am looking
forward to accompanying you to your home this evening.�


I
called down to security and had them bring up a �replacement� visitor�s badge
for �Galatea Shaw� after smoothing over the complaint of them having no record
of her arrival.  Koontz was too nervous to catch my literary witticism of
naming her after George Bernard Shaw, in light of all the references to
mythical Pygmalion and Prometheus.  The security guard who brought the badge
was stunned by her beauty but never suspected she was an android.  Pardon me, a
gynoid.


We
walked to my office, greeted by both stares and indifference along the way.  At
my office, two of my assistants, both male, nearly tripped over each other
offering her coffee or some other beverage.  She politely declined the offers,
leaving both young men grinning yet crestfallen.  I understood their immediate
infatuation.  She was all too human in appearance.  Galatea was a beauty, and I
too found myself staring at her.  Thankfully, she made no comment.


I took
phone calls, left to attend meetings, and otherwise conducted business as she
sat demurely in my office, uncannily moving ever so slightly so as not to
appear frozen.  I had to hand it to Koontz.  I never saw his brilliance until
today.  After the long day, made longer by a small crisis with one of our
defense projects, I tossed papers and reports into my briefcase and retrieved
my jacket from the coat-stand as well as the bag of her clothes.  �Are you
ready to see my house?� I said to Galatea before realizing how foolish that
sounded.  She had no feelings, so why would she care about me or my house?


Once in
my car she put on her seatbelt like it was something she�d done hundreds of
times.  She watched me intently as I drove, and that made me wonder about the
sophistication of her AI.  Could she learn to drive just by watching someone? 
I asked her about that and she responded with a lengthy description of her
learning abilities.  While she was being built, she said, she was supplied with
information by conventional means�a software downlink.  Like weaning a baby
from its mother�s milk, after the initial programming David Koontz began
�teaching� her by more human means.  She read and observed, and learned.


No
sooner did we enter my home, I became a tongue-tied idiot.  I began thinking of
her as a woman and not a robot, like she was a date I�d brought home.  Maybe
that was the first �check mark� in her evaluation: forgetting she wasn�t human.


As I
prepared dinner for myself, I asked Galatea about whether she could actually
eat food, thinking of that aspect of androids �hiding� among people.


�David has
said that I am capable of a small intake of food and drink that my system can
incinerate to be eliminated later.  He explained to me how the perception of
normal eating patterns would facilitate my acceptance into human society.�


I was
so amazed, and quickly getting to be more so, that my only gripe was that
Koontz did this entire project without my knowledge.  As the day progressed I
did some soul-searching, wondering what I would have done if I�d known about
Galatea during development.  Would I have killed the project?  Perhaps my
evaluation of Galatea is also an evaluation of myself as a manager.  While I
cooked and ate, she watched me in an obtrusive way that gave me the willies.  I
explained the phenomenon to her and she seemed to get it; that watching humans
in order to learn had to be done subtly so as not to unsettle the person being
studied.  I used the metaphor of a bug under a microscope but that was lost on
her, and I gave up trying to explain it.  Of course, she showed no frustration.


Then
she asked questions I really had a hard time answering.


�Dr.
Wilcox, you do not have a spouse.  Why is that?  I was led to believe that
mating was a common factor among humans.�


�First
thing, please call me Drew.  I used to be married but we got divorced.  Do you
understand what that means?�


�I know
I must learn informal speech patterns, sir, but it will be difficult for me to
call you Drew instead of your formal appellation, but I shall try. I understand
that divorce means your legal attachment to a spouse was severed.  Was she a
bad spouse who did not furnish you with physical pleasure?�


I
nearly choked on that question.  �Galatea, a marriage is not solely for
physical gratification, but is mainly for love and companionship, having
someone to share one�s life with.  My ex-wife was not a �bad� spouse.  We
simply fell away from what attracted us to each other in the first place.�


She
thought for a second (and I imagined the elapsed time was for a little extra
processing of human emotions like love) and then she said, �I have so much to
learn.  What David taught me was that love and marriage were physical states.
Beyond sex he did not explain emotions like love and the need for
companionship.  You do not have a companion at present...to share with?�


�No, I
don�t have a girlfriend at the moment.�


�Why do
you say �girlfriend� when you certainly do not mean companionship with a minor
female child? Or am I misinformed?�


I
chuckled and said, �No, you�re not misinformed.  That may be your hardest
challenge, learning all our crazy idioms and colloquialisms.�


�You
are correct.  Speech patterns and usages have been difficult to learn,� she
said.  Then she grinned and asked, �May I be your girlfriend, Dr. Wilcox?  I am
sorry, I meant to say Drew, but it is proving difficult for me to be less than
formal.  I must say that it would be an honor and a great learning experience
for me to be your...girlfriend...and provide both physical and social
companionship.  It would be a test of my capabilities.�


�Physical
companionship?� I uttered.  �Do you mean sexual intercourse?  Did you and
Koontz...?�


�No,
although it was supposed to be one of my validation tests.�


The sly
devil!  �Why didn�t he...er...run the test?�


�He was
unable to grow erect, though he probed and tested me in other ways,� she said
without a single hint of emotion.  And why should there be?


Koontz�s
�other ways� was too much information so I didn�t ask.  I wondered if his ED
was commonplace or was it reserved only for the mystery of his own creation. 
The thought of her anatomical correctness had been playing around the edges of
my mind ever since I first saw Galatea in the lab.  I found myself looking at
her now with new eyes, and damned if I didn�t get an erection doing it.   Why
not, I thought.  �Yes, you can be my girlfriend.� This will definitely be a
test�for both of us�and I doubted I�d have the same problem as David Koontz.


I
turned on the television and handed the remote to Galatea.  �Watch whatever interests
you while I take a shower.  The bag of clothing that Koontz...David... bought
for you is over there.  You could change into something more comfortable,
though I don�t know if that has any meaning for you.�


As I
exited the shower and dried off, I pondered the absurdity of my worry about
being �proper� in front of her, so instead of dressing again, I put on my robe,
not bothering to cinch it closed, and walked back to my living room.  I hadn�t
thought about what she might change into, however the sight of her knocked me
for a loop.  I don�t know where he got it, or whether he braved a store visit
to buy it, but Koontz supplied an ensemble right out of Victoria�s Secret and
Galatea was now wearing it as she sat on my sofa and smiled at me.


�I
perceived this as girlfriend attire, to be alluring and therefore solicit
sexual arousal.  Did I make a poor choice?�


I
stammered, �No...no...it is very...alluring.�


She
glanced at my crotch and said, �Indeed.  Perhaps I was hasty in asking my last
question.�


My erection
was all too obvious.  Her outfit, if you could call a few ounces of fabric an
outfit, was a silky black short top with spaghetti straps and a lacy thong. 
Nothing else.  What was revealed couldn�t be anything else but skin, though I
knew otherwise.  What remained hidden was therefore worth fantasizing about.


�Are
you aware of your own beauty?� I asked.


She
rose from the sofa and walked to me.  �I understand how David used certain
exemplars of human female beauty to design me.  Was that wrong of him to do
so?�


�No, of
course not.  He chose those exemplars wisely.�


�I must
learn to say �thank you� upon hearing a compliment.  Thank you for appreciating
both my interior and my exterior, Dr. Wilcox, though I knew a man of your
intelligence and vitality would grasp what I was.�


She was
close enough for me to take into my arms, but I was afraid.  I feared for my
sanity, for I wanted Galatea so badly and yet she wasn�t human and I thought of
my desires as a perversion.  If she sensed my dissonance she didn�t show it.  I
looked into those eyes�so real I was lost in them�and said, �Don�t say �what�
say �who� when speaking of yourself.�


�That
is difficult for me because I know I am a gynoid and not a real person.�


�But
you will learn, Galatea, you will.�


�Now I
must learn to be a girlfriend,� she said.  Her lips were on mine before I could
react.  My cock reacted for me, as the stiff shaft rubbed against her.  My
brain had already registered how real her skin felt back in the lab, but the
rest of me was shocked once again.  When her tongue tip touched mine, I
moaned.  So real!


She
separated from me and said, �I gauged your reaction as approval.�


�How
did you learn to kiss like that?� I replied, short of breath.


�The
Internet is an impressive means to learn.  I�ve studied many sites on human
relations, romance and sexual acts.  I have learned of many interesting sexual
positions and cannot wait to test myself on their authenticity.  May I kiss you
again so I may study its place in sexual relations?�


She
studied well.  The heat, the passion, the arousal was all too real.  Galatea
gave no indication that she was anything other than a red-blooded woman.  She
even closed her eyes as she kissed me.  Amazing AI!  When our lips parted I
said, �I think you passed that test.  What�s next?�


�One
portion of sex I remain unsure of is what human�s call �foreplay.�  I fail to
see its place in the methodology of procreation.�


I was
taken aback by her statement, and then smiled, since in only seconds I forgot again
that she wasn�t human.  �Galatea, one thing you will learn is that human sex,
unlike the rest of the animal kingdom, is not only about procreation.  Sex in
humans is primarily for pleasure, for physical gratification. You will learn
that humans treat eating in the same way; it�s not always about nutrition but
about the pleasure of taste.  Foreplay is simply the beginning of sex for
pleasure, to get our partner aroused and ready.�


�Dr.
Wilcox, you do not seem to require any foreplay since your sex organ is already
tumescent and ready.�


�Please,
Galatea, call me Drew, and yes, my erection speaks for itself.�


She
gave me a quizzical look as she said, �I do not understand.  Your penis has not
spoken.  Is it capable of speech?�


I
laughed and explained the idiom I used and idioms in general.


�There
is so much for me to learn,� she said once more.  �I believe it is customary to
have sex on a bed.  Shall we go there or will we have sex in another
location?�  I led her to my bedroom.  Amazingly she was very provocative in
taking off the negligee first and then the thong panties.


I
asked, �Did you learn that too from watching videos?� as I stared at her in
renewed amazement.  She wasn�t just anatomically correct, she was magnificent. 
Her breasts weren�t overly large, perhaps C-cups.  If larger they may not have
looked as real.  Her vulva was incredibly realistic, though hairless.  I
wondered about lubrication and my hungry cock vibrated like a tuning fork.  I
asked her.


�Yes, I
have ducts at the opening of my vagina that can release an aloe-based
substance,� she said.  �We shall see if it is sufficient.�  She climbed onto
the bed, hovering over me.  �Which position should be the first that you test?�


Jesus,
I almost asked which position she�d prefer!  �Based on your research,� I asked,
�which position do you believe to be the paramount test?�


She
looked at my erection (which by now was leaking a good amount of precum) as if she
were sizing me up.  Briefly I remembered the opening scene from one of the
Terminator movies where the naked cyborg sized up the clothing of the biker
gang members before he took what he wanted.  I almost giggled at that thought,
but then she fell to her back and spread her legs wide, and the enormity of
what was about to happen overwhelmed me.  �I have observed this position to be
identified as the missionary position, though why it is named for a religious
preacher I have yet to understand.�


�I�ll
explain the reference later,� I said as I got between those perfect thighs,
touching her �skin� along the way.  I was beyond astonishment by then.


As she
pulled me toward her, she said, �I chose this because it allows me to see your
facial expressions and reactions, plus allowing you to assess my selected
facial nuances.�


Oh God,
the �aloe-based substance� both looked and felt real too!  Just as my cock-head
was about to cleave her labia a trickle of the lubricant dribbled from her
opening, and I involuntarily moaned at the sight of it.  I slid in slowly, not
on any fear of hurting her, obviously, but being unsure of the sensation and
wanting to evaluate it like the scientist I was.  I really was fooling myself! 
How can I describe it?  I fucked her, plain and simple.  I saw the look on her
face as she smilingly studied mine.  She looked �dreamy� and yet I knew that I
was projecting human emotions on her that weren�t there. As my cock and hips
did their thing, I felt her thighs, cupped her ass cheeks, and then her
breasts, all my superlatives used up.


I
groaned, �I�m going to cum.�


Pulling
me deeper, she almost purred, �It is acceptable, Drew, to ejaculate within
me.�  Her words may have been stilted, but the voice was perfect.  It had been
ages since I came as much as I felt I did.  Had I imagined a slight contraction
of her vagina walls as I released?  Either David Koontz was a mad genius or
Galatea�s AI was generations ahead of anything else.  Or maybe both.


She
arose from the bed without any prelude and examined herself between her thighs
as my cum trickled south.  I remained in bed, propped up on one elbow and
watched her, still and maybe always mesmerized by her perfection. She announced
that she was going to the bathroom to clean herself, and then come back to �try
another position.�  A man�s recuperative time was something that remained for
Galatea to learn.


I
stared at her when she returned.  Every movement, every jiggle was nuanced as
that of a real woman.  She lay next to me on the bed and we talked about her AI
module and how she was learning everything.  The brilliance in her AI was how
self-aware she was becoming, which was always touted as the difference between
human and artificial intelligence.  Here we were having a high-level technical
discussion of her design and abilities at the same time I was playing with her
tits.  Why I was playing with her tits was beyond me, since I wasn�t providing
any pleasure.  Chalk it up as part of her �testing;� furthering my assessment
of her physical characteristics. They sure felt great, soft but with the right
amount of firmness.  She was even designed to pucker her nipples and areolas
when touched.  I�d have to see if cold did it too.


�Do you
derive pleasure from touching a woman?� she said suddenly.


�Why do
you ask?�


�While
you have been touching my breast tissue your penis has become erect again.�


Sweet
Jesus, she was right!  �So, which position is next?�


�I have
observed in the videos a position referred to as �cowgirl� which seems
interesting, and unlike �missionary� I have deduced the origin of its name.�


She
straddled me without another word and began undulating.  Her movements weren�t
just up-and-down; for there was a snaky ripple element added to them.  Every
nerve-ending on the shaft of my cock screamed with delight.  I was so intent on
watching her body move and her tits bounce just so, it was many seconds later
that I glanced at her face.  Her eyes were closed and her expression brimmed
with serenity.


When
she started moaning, �Ah...ah...ah...� on every plunge on my cock I couldn�t
believe my ears.


Then I
made moans of my own.


Sensors
within her recognized I was cumming.  I saw the realization creep like a smile
across her pretty face.  After she dismounted, she asked me if I enjoyed this
last time more than the first.  She said, �Your volume of ejaculate was
comparable to the first time after only a short interlude.  That is why I ask.�


�I
would have to say that your internal measurement and observation are indeed
good indicators of my gratification level.�  What I wanted to say was �Damned
straight!� but she wouldn�t have understood me.


She
watched me while I showered and brushed my teeth.  She told me it was part of
her education. She announced that although she did not require sleep as humans
did, a certain amount of inactivity was good for her circuitry and internal
energy source.  This inactivity did not have to occur in a bed, she informed
me, but since she was my �girlfriend� she could occupy half the bed as a
sleepover girlfriend would.  �I will deactivate myself when you are ready for
sleep, but if you need anything, please shake me lightly and I will reactivate.�


What
would I need her for except the obvious?


�I
believed it was customary to wear sleep clothing,� she said when she realized I
was going to bed in the buff, continuing �Is it not why the clothing I put on
earlier is called nightwear?�


�Some
people do wear clothing to bed.  These clothes are often referred to as
pajamas, but I chose not to wear them for reasons of comfort.�


�Then I
will do the same,� she declared as she lay down on the bed.  She lay there on
her back, as rigid as a board.  I shut off the light and climbed in next to
her.  I wished her a good night.  �Goodnight to you as well, Drew,� she said.


I
didn�t fall asleep right away, my mind a whirling storm of thoughts and ideas
about Galatea, not only what we�d done here, but what the future held for her
and those that we�d build to follow her into the world.  Could she be the
answer to spydom; an intelligence operative that could adapt to any situation,
be impervious to torture, and basically be as expendable as a piece of
machinery?  Expensive machinery, after all, but not a human life.  Her chest
didn�t rise or fall.  She was deactivated�not asleep�but I couldn�t shake her
humanness, and it wasn�t just from the amazing sex.  I eventually fell asleep
but didn�t dream.  What dream could have been more fantastic than what was
lying next to me?


Sometime
during the night I must have rolled over.  I awoke with my hand on her
chest�and an erection.  I caressed her wonderfully real breasts, sensing that
even while deactivated, she maintained the �right� body temperature.  My caress
increased in intensity until she �awoke.�


�Do you
require something of me, Drew?  I sense that it is not yet the time to rise.�


I took
her hand and moved it to my stiff cock, saying �Something has risen.�


�That
is a humorous comment,� she said, and her laugh sounded awfully genuine.  �Do
you have another position to test, or would you rather repeat one of the two we
have already used?�


I chose
doggie-style, and she had no problem understanding where that name came
from.  How long could you last if you were looking at and holding the most
perfect ass on the planet while banging into the most perfect vagina?  I
grunted and unloaded stream after amazing stream of cum deep into her as she
incredibly trembled around my throbbing cock.


�I must
clean myself,� she declared before padding off to the bathroom.  I fell back
into sleep without knowing if she returned to bed and deactivated herself
again.  She wasn�t in bed when the alarm went off.


I found
her sitting naked in a living room chair reading a novel she�d pulled from my
bookshelf.  When I saw the title I asked her why she chose it.  She told me she
hadn�t chosen it, that book was the last one to read.  Another thing to be
amazed by, I asked, �You read ALL of them?�


�Why
does that surprise you?� she said.  �I have powerful character recognition and
recording software, and with my array of AI processors, what you call �reading�
is quite faster than current electronic download speed.  I have learned much
about human nature though it remains difficult for me to understand why humans
write untrue stories to convey information.�


I
explained the concept of fiction in literature and entertainment as well as I
could, and she seemed to grasp what I told her.  What I didn�t tell her was
even after all the sex last night the sight of her naked beauty was arousing me
anew.  I didn�t have to tell her since my cock was talking for me.


�Dr.
Wilcox, is your level of arousal a nominal event?�


�I
would say not, Galatea.  Your beauty is doing it to me.�


She
said, �Would a human female feel an emotion, like pride, if she elicited such a
response?�


�I
guess it would depend on the woman�s mood.�


�If the
woman was your girlfriend I cannot see where mood or predisposition could alter
her reaction.  Isn�t that part of the emotion of love?�


�I�m
happy that you are assessing human emotions, Galatea. You are learning in such
a profound manner and well beyond my preconceived idea of the state of the art
in artificial intelligence�


She
looked at my stiff dick and said, �Do you need relief?  I can perform fellatio
on you if that is required.�


I
thought why not, and stood before her.  Like a veteran porn actress, she got to
her knees in front of me, mouthed my cock, and went to work.  As the old joke
went, her name should�ve been Hoover.  No human could make the mouth and throat
adjustments Galatea made in order to blow me like no other woman ever had.  


She
swallowed.  


No, I
didn�t ask.


We went
through the bag of clothes and picked out a skirt and blouse combination that
didn�t look too provocative, although everything looked provocative on Galatea.
When we got to the complex, I brought her through security in the same guise as
the day before�Galatea Shaw, visitor.  Galatea got the expected glances from
all the men we passed heading toward the lab, and a few women too.


Koontz
was already in, and looked nervous.  When we entered, he said, �Good morning
Dr. Wilcox.  Good morning Galatea.  How was your night?�  What he really wanted
to know was all over his face.


Before
I said anything Galatea answered for me.  �I learned much, David.  Drew...Dr.
Wilcox...participated in many tests of my abilities, including sexual ones.�


Koontz
looked at me and blushed.  I said, �And that�s the end of that discussion. 
Except for the fact that you hid her development from me, I�d say that she is
an amazing success.  The applications are mindboggling.  How much have you
shared with Dr. Glover?�


�Dr.
Glover saw an earlier version...a prototype.  I had to because of the uranium
and the promethium-147.  Please don�t be angry with me for keeping you out of
the loop until now.�


I said,
�Well, I�m still a little pissed, but last night made up for it.�  I�d never
seen a grown man blush so much as David Koontz had these last two days.  �In
fact, I think I�ll hold onto her for another day�s tests.�


As
Galatea and I walked to my office, she asked me why Koontz caused me to
urinate.  It took me a few puzzled steps to make the connection, and then
explained what being �pissed� meant.  She didn�t ask for clarification. I
wondered if someday she would think that humans and their languages were pretty
laughable.


While I
went about my business of running R&D, she sat in my office and read every
book on the bookshelves.  For several idle minutes I sat and watched her.  One
moment between books, she said, �Would your steady observation of me be
disconcerting to a human female?�


�It
might be.  Why do you ask?�


�My
learning should include reactions that are appropriately human.  I shall
concentrate on those aspects this evening with you.�


Like a
schoolboy with a crush, all I thought about was her�and sex�the rest of the
day.  With my concentration shot, the most difficult work I did all day was
trying not to have an erection.  When I told Galatea that we would dine out
that evening, she appeared somewhat amused before commenting on her further
learning.  �It is good that you are teaching me societal mores and manners,�
she said.  She wanted to discuss the differences between my office books and
the ones at home.  �Last evening I questioned the value of what you call
fiction, but I am beginning to understand its significance as a diversion. 
Because of emotions, humans must find distraction from what may be troubling
them.  I do not understand the need for mind-altering pharmaceuticals or
intoxicating beverages, and perhaps I never will, but the various forms of
entertainment are beginning to make sense to me.�  She swept her arm in a
gesture to include all my books, saying �However, these books of knowledge are
much more enlightening to me than your fiction, though we must speak about Mr.
Asimov at some future time.�


As soon
as we were in my car, I recognized that she was practicing humanness.  Out of
the corner of my eye I watched her make small gestures and facial expressions
until I asked her what she was doing.  She explained each one, and I marveled
once more on her AI�s perceptiveness.


Once
home, I looked through the bag of clothes and then suggested I take her
shopping for a new dress before dinner.  I knew I�d be clueless but I wanted
her to look as spectacular as she really was, and it gave her the chance to
interact and practice social skills.  For a �woman� without emotions, she sure
looked happy about my suggestion.


I drove
to the only boutique I knew existed, and that was only because I drove by it
every day.  I shooed away the hovering sales associate as Galatea and I perused
the selections.  Out of earshot, we talked of colors and hemlines but mostly
propriety; what should be worn when.  I explained about dressing rooms and the
etiquette of trying things on.  Style and color preferences meant nothing to
her, so I did the selecting.  She tried on two dresses.  Both were perfect for
her since she had the �perfect� shape.  I thought, what the hell, and bought
both of them.  On the ride to my house, she decided to wear the red one to
dinner.


She
looked stunning in the short cocktail dress that displayed a lot of leg.  A lot
of great leg.  She possessed no jewelry, but she didn�t need any.  She
was perfect.


When we
entered the restaurant, all eyes were on her.  With the natural contours from
going braless our waiter practically strained his neck trying to look down into
her cleavage.  Based on her design limitations (maybe the only one), she
ordered small.  I watched her eat and was in awe of her observation and
learning skills as she mimicked the facial expressions of the diners around us
in their taste delight.  I�d earlier explained the notion of small-talk to her,
and throughout dinner she practiced and did a remarkable job saying things
without really saying anything; another human trait Galatea learned quickly and
well.


Then we
went dancing.  She recounted how she learned to dance by �speed reading�
through the Internet to gather all the moves.  I was a better than average
dancer, but later in the evening she was teaching me.  I may have been playing
the role of Henry Higgins, but Galatea wasn�t Eliza Doolittle by a long shot.


I
couldn�t wait to get home and fuck her.


She
understood my need.  As soon as we were back at my house, she seductively
pulled the dress up and over her head, hesitating a few tantalizing seconds
before pulling it completely off and tossing it aside. She couldn�t be anything
but the most beautiful woman in the world, standing before me in only heels, a
thong and a smile.  �Did I do that correctly...Drew?� she said.


�No one
could ask for a better girlfriend, Galatea.�


She
deftly helped me out of my clothes before we climbed into bed.  She asked,
�Would you enjoy removing my panties?�


I
enjoyed.


Kissing
her all over would have been for naught, much as cunnilingus would.  She
couldn�t register pleasure that way.  Instead I caressed her from ankle to neck
for my own benefit.  I relished her texture, her subtle details and the
surprise little touches that made her design so incredibly lifelike.  I still
could not grasp that David Koontz made her.


She
whispered, �You are ready,� and indeed I was.


I
lifted her legs straight up and slightly apart, holding an ankle in each hand
and slowly slid into her warm and softly lubricated heaven.  We made eye
contact, and Galatea smiled warmly�yes, the degree of emotion was flawless.  I
may have closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation at another time, but my eyes
were riveted on hers as my thrusting pace increased.


Galatea
whispered again, �I like this sex.  I enjoy watching you, your outward show of
pleasure, especially at the moment of orgasm.�  Oh God!  I started fucking her
even harder.  After a few moments of complete abandon, and on the cusp of my
climax, she whispered, �I will show you what I have learned.�


The
look and sounds she began making were pure orgasmic delight, restrained and yet
visceral enough to be the envy of any porn actress.  When I felt the
contractions of her vagina walls, I detonated like a bomb and made quite a few
sounds of my own.  After I fell to the bed beside her, like telemetry from a
space probe she reported the volume of my ejaculations, which sounded massive
even when considered in ounces.


�Did I
learn well, Drew?� she said in a demure yet slightly coquettish voice.


�You
passed the test, Galatea.  You�ve learned way beyond �well.�  Do you really
enjoy watching me...orgasm?�


She
smiled and said, �I may never have human emotions, but I believe that I am
growing fond of you in my own way, and becoming your girlfriend has been much
more than simply a learning experience for me.  I will miss our time together
when I am fully tested and sold to my first owner.�


It
sounded so strange to hear her talk that way.  At the conscious, logical level
I understood the anthropomorphism at play here.  To me she wasn�t a synthetic
automaton; she was a living, learning woman who I had the best sex of my life
with.  Perhaps calling Galatea my �best� sex partner was a bit narcissistic,
since I was the only one receiving anything from the act, her utter beauty
overwhelming my desires, propelling me to new heights of gratification.  Was I
already too attached to her?


The
strangest post-coital conversation in history took place thereafter.  She
wanted to talk about Isaac Asimov.  �He must have been an amazing man,� she
said.  �I would have enjoyed speaking with him and learning from him.  From
what I have read, he was exceedingly proficient in combining the entertainment
of fiction with profound dissemination of knowledge.  I shall always consider
his three rules as I expand my experiences and progress in my development.�


Her AI
was exactly what Asimov prophesized in his science fiction, therefore he may
not have been as amazed as I was if he was still around to meet Galatea.


We
continued the routine for a couple of weeks: I�d go into the office with my �visitor�
in tow.  She�d spend time with David Koontz and another member of our
development team, Julie Cummings, while they tested her knowledge gains and
assessed her physical and electronic �health.�  Then she�d spend time with me
before we went home, I had dinner, and we fucked until I couldn�t get it up
anymore.


The
aforementioned Ms. Cummings was an interesting person.  When I hired her I
assumed she was gay, perhaps because of ingrained stereotypes.  Her being gay
didn�t bother me in the least, especially since she�d be working closely with
Koontz and that would keep sexual tension out of the working equation.  It was
only later I heard men speak of her around the labs, calling her �Julie I�m
Cumming� for her reportedly loud orgasmic vocalizing.  So much for stereotypes,
and my assumption.


One day
while Galatea was in the lab with Koontz and Cummings, I walked to Avery
Glover�s office.  Dr. Glover was Project Manager for many programs, including
the 2152 series that Galatea was now classified under.  In this company we
don�t use words like �sales� and �marketing,� but that�s basically what Dr.
Glover was�our marketer.  His executive assistant, Marta Albanez, assured me he
was available as I walked up to his office suite.


Marta
was another interesting person.  She was extremely beautiful, single and full
of dark, Latin fire that on occasions showed itself around the office.  If she
hadn�t always been so aloof around me I may have asked her for a date long
ago.  For some reason she didn�t like me, I surmised, and therefore I kept our
conversations perfunctory and businesslike.  I also discovered that she was
working toward her doctorate and wondered why she remained Avery�s glorified
secretary.  Maybe they had something going.


Avery
greeted me warmly and we got right down to business, discussing Galatea�s
development and future.  My �testing� of her capabilities was no secret, but I
was pleased Avery was discreet and didn�t probe for certain salacious details. 
He confirmed that the CIA was very interested and that my daily report memos
were being forwarded to them.  Among other things, my reports included
dispassionate accounts of her sexual abilities, which I had to report; though
words like girlfriend, positions and orgasm were not in them.


When I
returned to my office, Galatea was there waiting for me.  Although it hurt me
to talk about it, we spoke about her future.  She understood more each day
about her impending role as an intelligence operative, most likely for the
CIA.   We both knew our time together was coming to an end.  I didn�t think
anything she said to me could stun me anymore, but she stunned me with a
whopper.


�You
will always be Drew to me, Dr. Wilcox.  Regardless of my upcoming assignments,
I will not let any of my owners have sex with me.  I will comport myself in
every respect as an independent woman, and although I understand that sex with
enemy strangers may be required in order to gain favor and solicit vital
intelligence, I will not be misused by colleagues.  I have not read where Isaac
Asimov foresaw that scenario, but I believe my standpoint is not incompatible
with his prescient three laws.�


Unbelievable,
a robot talking about not wanting to be raped, not to mention saying she would
always remember me taking her virginity!


I tried
not to show it around the office, but I couldn�t help but be emotional the day
that Galatea didn�t come back to my office.  Dr. Glover was sensitive to my
feelings and made sure her new CIA owners picked her up without me being
around.  Galatea would not be hurt by me not saying goodbye.  I was the one
that felt the pain of loss.  I knew I�d never see her again, and knowing that
fact made me grieve as if I�d lost a loved one, which perhaps if I did some
soul-searching I�d admit I had.


Everyone
in the labs suspected how I felt about Galatea so they gave me the space I
needed.  After a reasonable period of �mourning,� David Koontz began including
me in his development of the next Series 2152 model, a male this time.  I began
noticing how animated Julie Cummings was now.  Since I knew what this series
could do, I suspected that Ms. Cummings was running her own �tests� on the new
�man.�  Of course when I saw him, I observed that he was a perfect male
specimen much as Galatea had been the perfect female.


As with
everything else in my life these past few weeks, I should have realized I was
in for more shocks.  Koontz, though quite socially inept, was indeed a
brilliant scientist, a fact reinforced by every new project revelation. He
filled me in on �Josef,� his newest creation, named after Josef Èapek,
coiner of the word �robot� by suggesting it to his brother, Karel Èapek
for his landmark novel R.U.R.  I recognized that Koontz wanted to share
something with me but his nervousness was palpable.  I told him not to worry
and spit it out.


�Doctor...Sir...one
feature of both Galatea and Josef I...ah...never told you about,� he said,
practically choking on his words, �was their...er...recording capabilities.�


What he
said took a few moments to register.  When it hit me, I said, �Galatea recorded
everything?  Video and audio?  Downloadable?  Even when we...?�


He
nodded at every question, including the one left unasked.  �I really didn�t
want to tell you, in respect for your privacy, Doctor, but since Dr. Glover and
his associates have seen Galatea�s and Josef�s downloads I felt you needed to
know about it.�


�So,
several people have seen me...at the most sensitive moments of my life, and I�m
supposed to treat it like scientific reportage?�


�It
hasn�t been several people, Sir.  Only a few...for scientific reasons only.�


�Oh,
sure,� I muttered, wondering how long it would take before Galatea and I found
our way to an Internet video site.  But then I had another thought.  �Can I get
a copy of it, sort of a keepsake of Galatea since I�ll never see her again?�


�Yes. 
Dr. Glover knew you�d ask so he already authorized it,� Koontz said as he
handed me one of our special encrypted DVDs.


�How
thoughtful of him,� I said sarcastically.


When I
saw Koontz blush deeply, in an intuitive leap I asked, �That means Julie and
Josef have been downloaded too, I suppose.�  I didn�t think the coupling of me
and Galatea was a worthy porn subject, but the rumored lusty Julie Cummings and
the anatomically perfect Josef would be a different story.  Based on Koontz�s
reaction, I bet there were already several bootleg copies circulating through
the labs.


And I
had one, since Koontz sheepishly admitted Josef�s �video� was also on the disk
he gave me.  Koontz showed me some edited output, and Josef appeared to be as
well equipped and capable as Galatea was in the sex department.  Though edited,
what Koontz showed me included a few loud cries from an energetic �I�m Cumming�
Cummings.


Disk in
hand, I went to Dr. Glover�s office, upset that I hadn�t been told until now
about the androids� video capabilities.  Marta Albanez greeted me about a
hundredfold warmer than at any time in the past, and I wondered why.


When I
confronted Avery about the recordings, he chuckled and said, �It�s a logical
conclusion to their intended use, Drew.  I would think you would have figured
that out before now.�


�Perhaps
I should have, but these� I said, waving the disk at him �cannot leave this
facility.�


�Don�t
worry.  Just like Galatea they�re highly classified, with only a few controlled
copies.  They won�t be seen outside these walls, not even by the CIA.�


When I
left his office, Marta was standing by the door, ostensibly watering an office
fern though I knew it was an excuse.  I bid her to have a nice day, when she
said, �Dr. Wilcox, I was wondering...�


�Yes?�


�I have
a couple of symphony tickets for this evening, and no one to go with.  Would
you take me?�


I swore
that when she said the words �take me� they carried all the innuendo anyone
could perceive.  This was interesting.  She was very beautiful, and the smile
on her face...  I said yes, and we set the time that I�d pick her up.


At her
doorstep, I was met by a sexy lady, her hair down, full and wild, wearing a
fabulous cocktail dress rivaling the ones I bought for Galatea.  Wow!  The
symphony performance was grand.  Afterwards we went to a nearby cocktail
lounge, and surrounded by other symphony patrons we sipped and talked.  She
told me a lot about her early years: where she was from, her growing up years,
and her studies.  I was quite impressed.


�I�m
enjoying myself immensely,� I told her.  �I must admit your invitation caught
me by surprise since I�ve always thought you didn�t like me very much.�


�That�s
not it, Dr. Wilcox...�


�Please,
call me Drew.�


�Ah,
Drew, I guess I always thought you were, like an elitist or something, and that
someone like me was below you.  I know I�m wrong now.�


�I�m
sorry I gave you that impression.  What changed your mind?�  She blushed as solidly
as Koontz did, and that was when I figured it out. �Ah, yes, you�ve seen the
video download from X-2152-Rev_L, haven�t you?� I said, not wanting to use
Galatea�s intimate name with Marta; not because of any security concerns but
simply for the sake of decency.


�Please
don�t think badly of me for that because it did allow me to see the man you
truly are.�


�I
guess you �saw� a lot of me, right?�  She blushed again and didn�t answer.


When I
took her home, I sensed she wanted to ask me in but was either too shy or too
afraid.  She looked so beautiful there in her doorway I had to kiss her,
although the kiss was a rather chaste one.  Somehow I knew we�d go out again.


Once
home, I slid the DVD into my special laptop, typed in all the necessary
passwords, and watched the world through Galatea�s eyes.  Her sweet voice
brought me to tears.  To combat my melancholy over losing Galatea to the world,
I switched to Josef�s file.  Anyone could tell looking at Julie through Josef�s
eyes that she wanted one thing, the �thing� she probably helped design in the
lab.  Like watching a POV sex video, I marveled at the speed in which the
android fucked his human admirer.  His piston-like motion was nearly a blur,
and Julie�s mouth was open and screaming in orgasm so loudly I had to lower the
sound level.  Since no man could fuck that fast, I had to mention this to
Koontz so he could alter Josef�s programming a little.


The
following weekend I had another date with Marta.  Dinner and dancing made me
reminisce about my short time �teaching� Galatea.  But who learned the most?  I
believe now that I learned as much from Galatea as her AI learned from me. 
This time I was invited into Marta�s apartment.  Our small talk was stilted and
I easily saw why.  Her breathing, the continual crossing and uncrossing of her
legs, along with how she played with her hair were all body language signs. 
The lady was horny.


The
first kiss grew frenetic almost immediately.  Her hand was in my pants before
mine was in hers.


�Oooooh,
you are so big and so hard!� she exclaimed.


And she
was extremely wet.


By the
time we made it to her bed no foreplay was required as she begged me to fuck
her.  Her Latin fire translated well to the bedroom.  She was a dynamo at
first, bucking wildly.  I managed to slow her down or I would�ve cum quickly. 
I maintained a slower pace with long, languid thrusts that played her clit like
a bow plays violin strings.  When she sang, her music was as loud as Julie�s
had been on the DVD.


Our
after-play was sweet and revealing, as she admitted that she had seen me and
Galatea on video and found me to be not only a handsome man but a thoughtful
lover as well.  One thing she said was, �I knew that if you were that
passionate with a robot woman you would be more so with me, and I was correct.� 



Some
touches and caresses led to more touches and caresses until she was astride me
and bouncing wildly.  I liked watching her facial expressions, her luxurious
hair flowing and bouncing right along with her breasts, and all the little
noises she made while she rode me.  I mused that as real as Galatea was she
still had a ways to go to learn the subtleties of the human female.


Marta
and I were an item after that night.  I gave her advice on her educational
pursuits and encouraged her toward her doctorate while she helped me forget
about Galatea.  When she moved in with me it was the most natural progression
in our relationship.


I
certainly wasn�t Pygmalion, though I was part of the process that created
Galatea.  Like the myth, I fell in love with �my� creation.  However, unlike Ovid�s
retelling, Venus didn�t make Galatea real, instead allowing Marta to see the
real me and not the stuffy image she had harbored.  The irony wasn�t lost on
me; making love to Galatea made Marta mine, indeed a strange path to true love.


I never
completely forgot about Galatea.  Highly redacted reports came our way that the
CIA was happy with her performance and was ready to consider Josef as the next
procurement.  She may have been a machine, but I prayed for her safety and
wondered if she ever thought of me like she said she would.
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I�ve often heard
that professional athletes have the same problem I have.  As with the athlete
who plays on well past his or her prime, my reflexes weren�t what they used to
be, and they used to be as sharp as a finely honed razor.  I should�ve retired
years ago, but this business gets the juices flowing like no other.  When I was
in my prime I could outwit, outshoot and if need be, outfight any opponent. 
The other side had some pretty singular adversaries, but I bested them all. 
Sadly, at forty nine, I should have retired, for my mind and my reflexes aren�t
quite what they once were, and now it appeared I�d pay for that with my life.


I remembered the
quick, sharp, wasp-like sting, and then nothing until now.


The room was
dark, cold and slightly damp; a cellar, perhaps, though hardly a dungeon.  The
chair was a plain wooden model that was bolted to the floor, and seemed sturdy
enough for the job.  While I was unconscious, they�d stripped me down to my
panties, whoever �they� were.  Nakedness can equate to vulnerability, but that
psychological ploy wouldn�t work on me.  The cold had my nipples hard and achy,
though they were the least of my problems.  My arms were tightly bound behind
me and my ankles were shackled to the chair legs with handcuffs.  The fact that
they used rope for my hands and not cuffs told me they were well aware of my
unique skills.


 �You are mine,�
he said.


I hadn�t heard a
door open or any other sound before he spoke.  Had he been standing somewhere
behind me ever since I came to?  I let his three words work through my
methodical mind.  He sounded like a large man and he exuded confidence that
didn�t descend to arrogance.  There was a sexual undertone to his voice,
probably an offshoot of his innate virility rather than an overt ploy.  As my
breathing quickened and my gut warmed, I figured out I had more to fear from
this man than the obvious.  


All that from
three cheap words.


�I would say
you�re right, at least for the time being, seeing I�m trussed up in this chair,�
I said, trying to keep my voice calm and neutral.  One can�t ever show fear.  Plus,
false bravado only worked in the movies.


�I could let you
go, and you�d still be mine,� he said, closer.  His voice barely above a
whisper, this second sentence conveyed more menace along with the sexual
undertone.


I measured my
words carefully, and said, �Why don�t we do that, then?  Untie me and take me. 
I�ll let you.�  I didn�t think an offer of sex would work, but since it did
twice before in my life�two men dead before their cocks touched pink�I had to
try again.


�In time,
Miriam.  In time.�


With all my training
and experience I tried to hide the fear; however the man knew my real name!  If
they knew that, then I surely was a dead woman.  And maybe others would be dead
too.  Concentration was difficult, but that�s all I had to rely on.  �Since you
know my name,� I said, �you probably know everything else, so if you�re going
to kill me, get it over with.� To my bosses, death was preferable to spilling
secrets.


�You think I�ll
torture you, don�t you?�  When I said nothing, he continued in that low,
suggestive voice of his, �Or maybe rape you?  Isn�t that every woman�s fear,
worse than death itself?�


�I�m not �every
woman�,� I replied.  I�d been gang raped in a small Middle Eastern country when
I was younger and greener.  It wasn�t my worst fear any longer.


�You certainly
aren�t,� he whispered right behind me.  I thought about throwing my head back
trying to head-butt him, maybe just for the grim satisfaction, though I knew it
wouldn�t get me out of this cellar.  He said, �You�re quite a bit hotter than I
anticipated.�  I felt his fingers at my neck as he spoke.  Still safely behind
me, he slowly moved his hand down to the crest of my left breast. 
�Impressively firm for your age,� he murmured in the same seductive voice.


�How old are you?�
I asked as I processed the new information.  He fondled my left breast, so he
most likely was left handed.  I wasn�t blindfolded, so his caution implied that
I may recognize him.  He had a tattoo of an unusual lightning bolt on his
forearm that came into view as he touched me.  If I ever got out of here alive,
maybe I�d have a means of identifying him.


He never
answered me.  His fingertips traced a line up from my left breast to a spot at
the base of my neck, then around the side to its nape.  He moved my hair
aside.  I felt something brush against the fine hairs at my neck.  Whether the
barrel of a gun, or a would-be lover�s lips, I couldn�t tell.  I was aroused,
and I was ashamed I let him get to my basic self this way.  Maybe they�d
drugged me with a secret aphrodisiac.  I could rationalize my arousal but that
wouldn�t help me get out of here alive.


For several
minutes he didn�t say anything.  To test if he was still behind me, I began working
on the rope which bound my hands, not really expecting to get anywhere. 
Surprisingly, not only was I feeling a slight looseness that wasn�t there
earlier, my captor didn�t intervene.  Emboldened, I used every dexterous trick
I knew to free my hands.  After two minutes of surreptitious wrangling and
still no movement or shouts of alarm behind me, I surmised that my captor had
left the room.  Even as I felt the blood trickle from my abraded wrists I kept
working the rope.


As the rope
loosened enough for me to slip out of it, I remained still, listening for
sounds.  The cellar (or wherever I was) stayed silent, so I slipped loose of
the rope and without letting it fall from my hand (never lose a weapon when you
have one) I quickly spun around in the chair, ready to fend off my new
nemesis.  No one was there.


I hadn�t heard
him leave.  I saw no obvious door by which he could have left.  Where had he
gone?  What the fuck was happening here?  My legs were still cuffed so I
couldn�t bolt from the chair, at least not yet.  I wasn�t one for paranoia, and
yet I began to wonder if this entire episode wasn�t some sort of agency test. 
Maybe an entire group of men were right now ogling my jiggling breasts via a
hidden camera. If true, then I�d already failed my test.


Knowing I risked
further pain, I fell from the chair to the floor, twisting my legs in the
process.  Contortedly I studied the old wooden chair for cracks or splinters. 
I found a suitable splinter and worked it free.  Hoping the wood was strong
enough, I went to work on one of the cuffs with my makeshift wooden key.  Like
I said, I was good at this sort of thing.  It took me around a minute to get
the first one open, mangling my splinter with the effort.  The second cuff took
two minutes. 


Not sure whether
I was being watched or not, I padded around the dim room trying to locate an
exit.  My clue was a small disturbance of dust.  I tried different methods to
move a rack that was apparently affixed to the wall, until it moved a little on
the fourth attempt.  I�d found my way out, but I wasn�t stupid enough to charge
out of there, not knowing where �out� led.  My captors (it was prudent to think
plural) were likely all men, so I knew I could use my nakedness as a
distraction.  I picked up the rope in one hand and the two sets of handcuffs in
the other.  The ratcheted end of an opened handcuff can be a very useful weapon
if you know how to use it.  I knew how.


I moved the rack
aside a few millimeters to assess its noise capabilities.  It didn�t make
noise.  I inched the thing farther, slowly and deliberately until the opening
was wide enough for me to squeeze through.  I scratched a nipple on the rough
concrete; I had no time to think about it.  The opening led to a stairwell
leading upward into light.  I crept up the stone steps.


Two men were
there in what I considered to be the ground floor.  They both saw me ascend. 
No element of surprise this time.  I stumbled, letting my tits bounce and sway
enough to draw their gaze.  


�Help me,� I
mumbled.


They had lust in
their eyes�I guess the old broad still had it.  I hid the handcuffs behind my
back; however there was no hiding the rope.  These guys were stupid, thinking
of rape rather than whatever mission they signed up for.  When the first one
grabbed one of my tits, I flicked the handcuff ratchet upward, putting it deeply
through his right eye socket.  He carried the expression of dead surprise right
to the floor.  The other guy didn�t have time to react (probably since he was
ogling my body) as I used a martial arts maneuver to turn him around.  The rope
was around his neck in seconds.  A few more seconds and he too collapsed to the
floor.  He was still alive so I snapped his neck.


Neither one of
these guys had the lightning tattoo, and for some reason that pleased me. 
Perhaps if my secret captor was able to arouse me so, I wanted him to be a
worthier adversary than these two had been.


I sized up the
two dead men.  Thankfully, the non-bloodied one was closer to my size.  I took
his clothes.  Without a bra, my abraded nipple stung as it rubbed against the
inside of his course fabric shirt.  I may still be moments from death�I wasn�t
going to let a sore nipple bother me.  Nor would the too-large boots.  


Wherever I
imagined I was, it wasn�t here.  I expected a rural location, and yet the
small, humble cottage seemed to be in the middle of the city�a city that looked
like any old European city, just not the one where I�d been captured.  Houses
here didn�t usually have cellars; I wondered why this one did.  The house�s location
could make escape easier, I thought, planning my escape based solely on what I
could see from a small window.  I had a Plan A.  There was no Plan B, unless it
was a sniper�s bullet I would never hear coming.


I worked my way
through the old neighborhoods with their horse cart-wide streets.  As wary as I
was, I didn�t hurry nor did I lurk.  I walked as nonchalantly as I could until
a few landmarks told me where I was.  Good, we had a safe house in this city. 
I headed for it, my senses on alert for an attack that never came.


�Good to see
you, Maryanne,� Peter said to me when he opened the door and let me scurry
inside.  Peter Mayer was one of the few in this business I really trusted. 
Each of us had saved the other�s life during past missions.  We�d been lovers. 
Those times were long ago, and he used my code name.  Something to think about.


I gave him a
brief synopsis of my capture, saving some details for my handler.  Of course he
didn�t know of my mission, yet he was quite surprised I had been brought to
this city.  His city.  That bothered me, too.


�You�re
bleeding,� he said, looking at my chest.  �You didn�t say you�d been wounded.�


�Not wounded,
really.  I scraped my�nipple�during the escape.  Just needs a little first
aid.�


An eyebrow
arched.  �Nipple?  I better not ask,� he said with a wry smile.  �Allow me to
administer to it.�


�No you�re not!�
I said.  �It�s my breast, Peter, not a finger!�


�Yes, my dear,
but I seem to recall fondly how those nipples of yours were often like little
fingertips�poking�poking.�


I weakly punched
his arm.  �Still a dirty mind,� I said as I slowly unbuttoned the shirt so
recently worn by a dead man.  I winced when the fabric pulled from my abraded
nipple.  �Ouch�worse than I thought.�


�You killed two
men and got out alive, and this is your worst injury; I�d say all-in-all that�s
a good deal.  Here, let me tend to that.�  Peter washed it with some kind of
special alcohol solution that stung like a bastard.  I gritted my teeth and
never made a sound.  Some super-duper ointment, I�ve been told is only
available to a select few US government agencies, was applied and soothed the
pain immediately.  Peter was staring at my tits.  �You�re still beautiful, you
know.  Many younger women would die for those breasts, and I imagine a few men
have died yearning for them as well.�


Peter�s soft
touch transported me back to the cellar. I may have escaped the house, but I
couldn�t escape what the man with the tattoo had done to me.  My arousal still
lingered, and now old fires were being rekindled.  And maybe it was also the
tendril of fear still lingering in my psyche.  Thinking you�re about to die can
do that.


Peter and I
walked to the safe house�s bedroom.  We undressed in silence.  He was
magnificently tumescent before I could even touch him.  It had been too long. 
Old memories weren�t the only things that flooded back to me.  He knew all my
buttons.  When he touched me, �flooded� proved to be an appropriate word
choice.


His entering me
solicited a long dormant moan.  If this were a movie, we�d be slow, with soft
music playing in the background.  This wasn�t a movie.  He thrust rhythmically
and hard, and the thrusting of my hips matched him for raw intensity. 


�Fuck me!  Fuck
me!� I uttered. To my ears I didn�t sound like me.


�Oh God�Miriam�it�s
been soooooooo longgggggg!� he cried out.


His groans of
climax came a millisecond before mine.


Languidly lying
in bed afterwards, he professed how much he still loved me.  �Besides what we
just did, you have a strange way to show it,� I said, reminding him of the last
time we saw each other, and the resulting panic with almost deadly results.


�You still think
I ran, don�t you.�


�Look, we both
know you bolted, so don�t bother.  Maybe if I were in your shoes, I would�ve
made the same decision.  Who the fuck knows?�


�If you feel
that way, then I must ask, what exactly happened to you before you came here?
You were already horny before you saw my smiling face.  I saw it.  I didn�t kid
myself; it wasn�t me you were fantasizing about.�


�I wasn�t fantasizing. 
I live in the real world, and you know that.�


He was always
good at spotting a lie.


�Are you going
to tell me the whole story about what happened?  The part you�re NOT
telling me?�


I pulled the
sheet around me, now uneasy about my nakedness, and got out of bed.  �I�m not
telling you anything.  Where�s the secure phone?  I need to call Podolak.� 
Carl Podolak was my handler�my boss, so to speak.  Peter told me where the
phone was.


Carl would send
someone to get me.  �Someone I can trust,� I said, but he had hung up in
midsentence.


 


Another city,
another assignment.


In my younger
days, I would�ve taken this kind of mission in stride.  I�d always been good at
the femme-fatale gig, seducing men (and also a woman or two) into giving up
secrets.  Even after my rape in the Middle East, I could still do it.  However,
at my age I couldn�t play the same role anymore.  My wiles were now much more
important than my body.


And I wasn�t
going to be trapped again.


The cellar, the
mysterious man who kidnapped me, who boldly said I belonged to him still
haunted me, no matter what I told Podolak.  I�d made a mistake.  The fact it
hadn�t been fatal meant nothing.  Instead, what the mystery man had done to me
was everything.  Maybe I should retire.  But I was here.


I met my contact
at a seedy bar.  I played my role: a bitter, depressed American widow, abroad
and unhappy.  Intelligence said the guy was a player who preyed on older women
for their money.  I must have been better looking than most of his marks; he
zeroed in on me right away.


�Mind if I sit
here?� he said, motioning to the adjacent barstool.


�There�s plenty
more to choose from, but if this one is the one you want, then go for it.  But
please, skip the pick-up lines, okay?�


�Agreed, but you
can�t blame a man for trying.  You are a good looking woman.  At least let me
buy your next drink,� he said with his hands up in a surrender pose.  I guess
that was meant to imply safety.  I knew better.


�I�ll take the
good looking woman part, though I�m too old for you and I�m not about to spread
my legs,� I said, exaggeratingly looking him up and down, �even if you look
like you could do some damage.�


I told him what
I was drinking and he ordered another.  He ordered a 21-year-old Bushmills for
himself.  �Damage is never my intent�� he paused, waiting for me to relinquish
my name.


�It�s Jane,� I
offered.  �Yours?�


�Jakob�with a
k,� he said.  The �k� thing was a nice touch, but I knew his real name.  The
trick moving forward was not to slip and reveal that fact.


�Oh, like Bob Dylan�s
son,� I said.


Was it too
soon to test him?


�No, my mother
named me after a man she had an affair with, or so I�ve been told.  I do not
know this Bob fellow.�


I explained who
Bob Dylan was, trying to convey as much world-weary pathos as I could.  A woman
so far from home and missing the culture was an easier target.  It didn�t
matter if he knew who Bob Dylan was or not.  He wasn�t that good�I saw it on
his face.  He took me for an easy lay.  A pro would�ve been a better actor. 
This guy wasn�t a pro.  I had him.


I dropped enough
subtle hints that I had money, and that had him as eager as a dog salivating
over a piece of meat.  After another round, he invited me to his room.  My
agreement was reluctant enough�I went for �resignation��that I knew he bought
it.  I tottered just so that I fell against him and he guided me to the door,
practically in his arms.  He must have signaled someone (an accomplice or a
fellow agent?) that he had a mark, since a taxi was waiting outside for us.  We
already had his hotel room under surveillance, though we had no video assets
inside.  That was okay with me.  Since I was probably going to let him fuck me,
I didn�t want a video of it floating among my colleagues. 


When he opened
the door to his room, I made it a point to compliment him on his hotel choice,
dropping hints that I�d stayed at some rather swanky hotels in the past.  I
made one more tipsy stumble against him.  He took the opportunity to kiss me. 
I let him.  Next he pawed at my breasts.  I let him.  He began removing my
clothes.  I let him.  My apparent passivity evaporated when I grabbed the bulge
in his trousers.


�Mmmmm, you have
nice breasts,� Jakob said.


�Mmmmm, you�ve
got a nice cock,� I said in return.


When we were
both naked, he pulled me to the bed.  He went down on me, unskillfully but what
the hell.  It wasn�t as if he�d give me an orgasm anyway.  I helped with the
condom before I pushed him onto his back and straddled him.  Perceived
vulnerability only went so far.  While I fucked him, I yelled how handsome he
was and how much I needed him.  When he came very quickly, I hoped my
performance wasn�t too far over the top.


�Oh, Jakob, I
needed that so badly!� I said as he went to the minibar and retrieved a couple
of small bottles of cheap Scotch and a can of soda.  I guessed his tastes were
flexible.  I saw the wheels spinning.  How �badly� he wondered.


After he poured
each of us a scotch and soda, I asked him for ice.  As he called the concierge
for some, I did my thing, breaking a capsule I palmed from my clothing over his
glass.  Truth sera, and shit like that you see in spy movies are a bunch of
crap.  If a drug is powerful enough to get someone to talk freely about things
they normally wouldn�t talk about, then an un-calibrated dose could more easily
kill them first.  What I slipped into Jakob�s drink was a drug designed to,
shall we say, make a person more acquiescent to pain�no, that�s not the correct
word�not agreeable, just focused on it.  You see, I was about to use the oldest
form of persuasion known to man�torture�after loosening him up with the second oldest�sex.


We drank.  He
smiled.  He started touching me again.  Then the drug hit.  I saw it on his
face.  �Jane,� he said suddenly, �something�s wrong with me.�


I answered,
�Headache? You haven�t been drinking that much.  What is it?�


�No, not that�I
don�t know��  He looked flustered, knowing that something was wrong yet puzzled
by the strange symptoms.


�Why don�t you
get out of that robe and lie down,� I suggested, helping him do just that.


The dizzying
effect of the drug wouldn�t last long, so as soon as he got a little
glassy-eyed I fished a handful of specialized straps similar to zip-ties, out
of my purse.  Except for a weak �What?� he remained silent as I bound him
spread eagle to the hotel bed.  He probably thought he was in store for some
sex games.


I held my kit
open before his eyes.  What may have looked like an innocent manicure kit in my
purse was far from innocent.  I held the kit there while his eyes slowly
focused upon its contents.  He tried to scream but only a gargling sound came
out.  Good, I didn�t need the duct tape yet, though I had a strip ready.  I was
still naked, and whether the idiot still thought this was a sex game, or maybe
from a side effect of the drug I�d never witnessed before, he was fully
tumescent and erect.


�Jakob, Jakob,�
I purred as I palmed his stiff cock.  �Premature ejaculation is such a
disappointing thing.  You have to work on that.�  I slowly stroked him.  �I�ve
been told that one trick a man can use if he has that problem is to hurt
himself somewhere else on his body, sort of a distraction.  You know what I
mean, don�t you Jakob?�


I pulled a
couple of long needles and a scalpel from my kit.  The needles were close
cousins to acupuncture needles, and were impressive to look at.  When I held
one close to his cock, he was impressed.  The sounds escaping his mouth were
getting louder.  Now I used the duct tape.


Could he keep
it up after I did it?


I made sure he
followed my hand holding the first needle all the way to his cock.  This
version of acupuncture wouldn�t be so therapeutic.  I slid the needle through his
cock about halfway up the shaft.  I knew the best spot, so even with his
aroused penis blood flow I didn�t draw much blood at all.  I did hit a nerve
though.  His scream was sufficiently muffled by the tough, gray tape.  He
thrashed about, but his limbs remained securely fastened to the bed.


Making sure he
saw the scalpel in my hand, I whispered, �Of course, most men think too highly
of their members.  Perhaps the world would be a better place if they were cut
down to size.  What do you think?�  


More thrashing
followed, enough to repeatedly slam the headboard against the wall.  I wasn�t
too concerned.  Any complaint from the adjoining room would be chalked up as
over-exuberant fucking.  He looked funny; his flaccid dick skewered by a thin
needle.  He wasn�t laughing.


�If you�re a
good boy, I�ll show you a better place for one of these needles.�


More headboard
banging.  I wondered when the room�s phone would ring.


If you�re going
to kill someone, you don�t care about leaving marks, only forensic evidence that
might get you caught.  I wasn�t going to kill him.  I won�t leave a mark,
except maybe on his psyche.  Only the best micro-surgeon could find the trail
my special needle made through his dick, and Jakob wasn�t exactly going to let
anyone operate on THAT appendage to find out.


Good, he was
beginning to focus and respect the fear.


�This is what
will happen,� I said.  �I�m going to remove the tape.  You will not yell.  You
will not make any noise at all.  I will ask you some questions.  If anything
comes out of your mouth except answers, the tape will go back on and your cock
will come off.�  I showed him the scalpel for effect.  �Do you understand?�  He
nodded rapidly as best he could in his trussed up position.  �Are you sure? 
You�ll get no second chance.�  Some more nodding.


As soon as the
tape was removed, he pled �Please don�t kill me!  Please!�  A move of the
scalpel shut him up.  


I�d removed a
small recording device from my purse and began asking specific questions, ones
I had memorized perfectly.  The answers flew from his lips; probably prodded by
the sight of the scalpel I let swing like a small pendulum.  A few times he
spoke so fast I made him repeat everything to be sure I had it all recorded.  I
knew the people he worked for had secrets.  That�s why I was here.  The
magnitude of what he told me nonetheless scared the hell out of me.


Did my
handlers in the agency know the extent of what this Jakob knew before they sent
me on this assignment?


�I�m going to
remove the needle from your cock.  Don�t scream or I�ll tape your mouth
again.�  I had the strip of duct tape ready, but as I extracted the long
needle, he merely whimpered.  They usually hurt much more on the way in than on
the way out.  �Since you�ve been such a good boy, I�m going to do you a favor.�


When he saw me
extract another, smaller needle from my kit, he began crying, �No�No�No,� until
I placed a fingertip on his lips and said, �Don�t fret, Jakob.  This one is
different�like acupuncture�and you�re going to like it.�  He was still whimpering
when I palmed his limp cock and searched for the correct spot just below the
glans.  My trained fingers guided the needle before I tapped it home.  He
moaned as his cock swelled to an immense erection.  It was much larger now than
before.


I released his
right arm.  �Have you ever felt better down there, Jakob?�


�No!  God, I
need to cum�I need it!� he hollered.


I hovered over
him.  He stared at my tits as he masturbated furiously with his one free hand. 
He moaned as an almost steady stream of semen erupted from his swollen cock,
some spraying me but most of it falling back on him in a creamy shower.  I used
the sheet to wipe his cum off me before gathering my clothes and dressing.  �No
yelling,� I chastised him, showing him the scalpel as reinforcement.  �I�ll
send someone up to let you loose, and don�t worry, it�ll go down eventually,� I
said.  Despite the copious cum-shot, he was still extremely erect and was
stroking himself in earnest once more.


Unless it
doesn�t go down�ever.  His problem, not mine.


I stopped at the
desk and mentioned to the clerk that I had heard a commotion, gave her the room
number, and said I thought the man inside was seriously ill.  She assured me
that she would send someone up to check.  He could make all the statements he wanted
to the police; they�d see no crime, just sex play gone awry.  


I was whistling
when I exited the hotel, rather pleased with myself, when I saw the man leaning
up against a wall.  My sixth sense hadn�t abandoned me with age.  I walked by,
ready for the attack when it happened; even assessing what disadvantage I had
because I was in a dress.  The man was good, but I was better.  I sidestepped
his initial move and with a swift kick took out his knee with an audible snap. 
A lesser man would have gone down and stayed down, but this guy came at me
again, ruined knee and all, this time with a knife.  His first lunge missed. 
My counterstrike didn�t.  The crunching sound meant I shattered his jaw.  This
time he went down, with his knife now in my hand.


A couple of
bystanders approached us quickly.  I had only seconds to discover what I could
from the guy; guaranteed he was connected to Jakob in some way.  I leaned down
while grabbing his shattered jaw.  That got his attention.  �Who are you, and
who do you work for?�


He mumbled
something in German that I didn�t catch.  The original witnesses, a man and a
woman, along with others who joined them said they called police.  I heard
sirens in the distance.  The man, a Brit, said, �Did he hurt you?�


I told him no,
but now I was desperate to get away before the police asked questions I didn�t
want to answer.  The woman wanted to know the specifics of my �training.�  I
gave her a vague reply, and then said I had to go back into the hotel to use
the ladies� room.  �I think I�m going to throw up.�  No one followed me after
that pronouncement.


I never went to
the ladies� room.  Instead, I zigzagged down a few corridors until I exited a
service door on a back alley.  I commended myself for the extra planning I did
in studying the hotel�s layout.  As I walked away, I checked my purse to be sure
nothing had fallen out during the melee, especially my handy little recorder
and my tool kit.  I made sure my assailant�s knife was safely tucked away in a
side pocket of my purse so as not to smudge any prints that may be on it.  I
never saw a picture of the guy before in any of my briefings.  Hearing the
sirens at the other side of the big hotel building, I figured one way or the
other�prints on the knife, police booking info we could hack, or at least an
artist�s sketch produced from my memory�we would find out who he was.


Identifying my
attacker was more important to me than to the agency.  When he stabbed at me, I
saw a lightning bolt tattoo on his arm.  He was not my captor; deep down I knew
that.  However, discovering who this man was could lead me to him.  What
would happen when I found him I couldn�t say for sure and perhaps that was the
most troubling of all.


 


�You�ve been
cutting it too close, taking too many chances, Miriam.  I�m worried about you,�
Podolak said to me after I�d handed over all the information I squeezed from
Jakob.


�Is that your
best �you�re getting too old� speech?�


�That�s not it,
Miriam, and you know it.�


�Don�t worry
about me, Carl,� I said, not willing to reveal for one second that I had my
own troublesome doubts.  He�d been ecstatic, as he should�ve been, when I
played the recording.  Jakob had been sitting on a gold mine of intelligence,
and now we had it.  The good guys.  I gave him the knife and he promised to put
people to work finding out whom my assailant was.  I didn�t tell him anything
about lightning tattoos.


�Okay then. 
They want you back stateside; some lobbyist concern in DC.  Here�s everything,�
he said, handing me a large manila envelope.  �You know what to do with it.�


Commit to
memory, and then destroy.


Unfortunately my
mind wasn�t processing a new assignment yet.  Instead, I was processing how
damned horny I was, and had been ever since the attack outside Jakob�s hotel. 
I hadn�t dwelt upon the connection with Carl, yet something connected my
earlier capture with the latest attack.  Perhaps connecting Jakob with the man
outside was a mistake.  Perhaps I�d been careless all along and was followed. 
That fucking lightning tattoo!  That�s all I was thinking about; and the
unexpected moisture in my panties confirmed everything.  Carl Podolak was a
good man who always had my back, but he never had the rest of me and he
certainly wasn�t the man I needed to scratch my present itch.


My arousal was
messing with my judgment.  I still didn�t know the content of the envelope, and
here I was ready to toss it on the bed and forget about it until my itch got
scratched.  I got out my phone and speed-dialed.  �Mario, mon ami, are you
available?� I said when my favorite male escort (at least in this city)
answered.  He said yes, and I gave him my hotel info and room number.  Mario
was about 35, and the buffest son-of-a-bitch I knew outside of my profession. 
He was discreet, handsome, hung, and an expert in knowing just how to please a
lady in bed.


I�d showered by
the time he arrived, and was ready for him.  After some niceties, I whispered,
�No foreplay needed, Mario,� as I let my robe slip to the floor.


�Mon Dieu!  You
are indeed wet!  For me?� he said as he placed his hand between my thighs.


�Oui, for you,�
I murmured just before he took me to bed.


Mario undressing
is like the unveiling of a marvelous sculpture, and he knew it.  �Like the
finest wine, you are better with age.  See what your loveliness does to me,
non?� he said, his splendid tool rising as he spoke.


I rubbed his
cock to its full hardness while talking dirty to him, telling him everything I
wanted him to do to me.  I wanted him to be rough, and he knew I�d be rough in
return.  That was my nature.  That�s how I wanted sex, though most men can�t
accommodate me.  With a condom on he entered me without hesitation.  It was as
if he speared me to my core, which in all reality was what he did.  In the
missionary position, he slammed into me hard with long thrusts as my legs
locked around him and my feet beat on his backside.  My hands explored every
part of his body I could reach.  I reveled in every flexion of his muscles as
he fucked me, especially his ass muscles as they alternately clenched and
relaxed in rhythmic magnificence.  I dug my fingers into his back, pulling him
to me, thrusting my hips to meet each of his thrusts.  My eyes were closed.  I
imagined it was my captor�the faceless, nameless man with lightning on his
arm�instead of Mario who was between my legs and sending me over the edge.


�Sweeeeeeeeeeeeet
Jeeeeeeeeeeeessssssssssssuuuuuuuussssssssssss!� I cried as the first wave of
orgasm hit my shore.  I kept cumming and cumming in an amazing state of bliss,
not realizing he�d ejaculated until later when I helped remove the spent and
full condom from his still semi-rigid member.


�It is not my
place to understand what makes you tick, as you Americans say.  Perhaps you
have had a harrowing experience that has necessitated my, ah, service, non?� he
said as he dressed.  Of course Mario didn�t know what I did for a living.  I�ve
always been an American �businesswoman� to him, leaving things vague enough so
as not to complicate matters.


I laughed,
saying that his service was always welcome, as I donned my robe, paid him, and
escorted him to my hotel room door.  Bidding him �Adieu� with a kiss, I
wondered if I�d ever see him again.  Maybe it was an agent�s biggest
hurdle�paranoia�but I did see Mario eyeing the manila envelope before he left,
the one containing my next assignment lying there on the bed�s end table.


I better look
it over and get rid of it, now that my itch has been satisfactorily scratched.


 


On the flight
home, I pondered my assignment for a while until thoughts of �Lightning� (as I
now think of my erstwhile captor) pushed everything else aside.  No matter how
much I tried, I�d never been able to place his accent.  He hadn�t sounded
European, whatever that meant, but knowing that I could pull off several
Continental accents made it clear to me that he could probably do the same. 
Maybe someday I�d be back in Europe and run into him again; this time I�d be
the captor.


I began
surveillance of my target almost immediately.  He was a nondescript middle-aged
DC lobbyist who�s been living beyond his means, or at least that�s what a few
of the agency watchdogs believed.  No one was saying he was up to anything
dirty.  That was my job to find out.  This assignment didn�t look harrowing (to
use gigolo Mario�s word) on the surface, but sometimes those were the ones that
got you killed.


His name�Myron
Biggston�as well as his looks didn�t, upon first impression, make you
suspicious.  To me he looked like dozens of others like himself; trying to gain
influence with politicians who considered most of their interests small
potatoes, though that wouldn�t stop the pols from taking the proffered money
anyway.  I tracked Myron all over the District, wherever possible taking photos
of everyone he met (I have fake credentials that will get me into most
government buildings�they come in handy, and I don�t overuse them).


After several boring
days of this, I hooked up with my technical team to go over all the photos and
identify the people I couldn�t.  None of them were heavy hitters, and no one
raised a flag.  It wasn�t until the beginning of week two that a flag was
raised.


Myron met with a
stately Asian man in a park.  They sat on a bench and talked.  It took me about
twenty seconds to deploy the long-distance microphone, and unfortunately I
wasn�t rewarded with clarity.  I hoped the recording I was making could be
enhanced in the lab.  I heard enough buzz words to make it interesting.


�Plans��


�Targets��


�Can�t let us��
were a few of the words and phrases they spoke and I understood.


Podolak was back
in the good old US of A, so I arranged a meeting with him to hand over what I
had and ascertain what he wanted me to do next.  �You�re right,� he said. 
�This Biggston guy doesn�t look like he�s hiding anything.  Have the techs
identified the Asian yet?�


�Not yet, and
neither have they been able to enhance the recording, though one of them said
he was going to try some �white noise algorithm,� whatever the hell that is.�


�Stay on him. 
I�ll leave the decision up to you on Strat-S.  You know I never push you toward
that option, even though I�ve heard how good you are at it,� Carl said with a grin. 
Strat-S is our code word for seducing someone in order to coax secrets from
them.  I couldn�t see myself enjoying the seduction of good old Myron
Biggston.  I�d table thoughts of that strategy until it seemed necessary, and
hoping it never would.


I followed
Podolak�s instructions and stayed on the lobbyist, shadowing him as much as
humanly possible and taking many pictures.  I never saw the Asian man again.


When the techies
got back to me, I had more questions than answers.  To say my people were surprised
at not finding my last assailant�s fingerprints on file with any agency was an
understatement. Not even Interpol could ID the guy.  The identity of the
mysterious Asian fellow was clearer though no less enigmatic.  He was supposed
to be a low-level Chinese bureaucrat, though to me he hadn�t looked Chinese or
low-level.  The tech report stated that others were looking into him further. 
The techs so far were unable to clean up the recording I made.


I sent an
encrypted message to Podolak to ask him if the techies had looked into any
police or hospital reports on the man.


Carl�s reply
was, WHY ARE YOU SO INTERESTED IN HIM?


Mine was,
SOMETHING ABOUT HIM MAKES ME BELIEVE DEEPER INVOLVEMENT IN THINGS�AND YOU KNOW
I DON�T LIKE LOOSE ENDS.


Carl�s message
was, I TRUST YOUR INSTINCTS, I�LL FIND OUT.


My assignment
became surreal when I followed Myron Biggston to a park bench rendezvous and
watched him speak for a long while with a man in jeans and polo shirt who
didn�t look at all like a DC power player.  I set up my long-range microphone
and listened.  Today�s reception was even poorer than others, which made me wonder
if Biggston had some sort of electronic jammer.  That may explain everything,
and give credence to all the suspicion.


I took a gamble,
one my boss would probably be angry with, and followed the other guy from the
park instead of Myron.  The man didn�t appear nervous though he did glance
around from time to time.  If he suspected a tail, he wouldn�t spot me.  I am
good at what I do, and this part hasn�t been affected by age.  At my closest, I
saw he was around thirty and very fit and handsome.  He walked for block after
block along Georgetown streets until he quickly looked around and
darted up the stoop of a colonial era brownstone.  I noted the address and hung
around for a while but he never emerged.  Time to call it a day, report in, and
find out whatever I could about the place the mystery man ended up.


 


I looked at the
façade of the uninteresting building in the northeast corner of the District
before I entered.  So much went on behind its electronically shielded walls and
yet no one knew, and that was exactly the point.  This was our headquarters�my
office.  I checked in with the tech group to find that my assailant with the
broken jaw had received medical attention but the bill payment couldn�t be
traced, which was telling in and of itself.  The other interesting tidbit,
though I didn�t know what to make of it, was that he gave police his address as
one immediately next door to the safe house.  Had he been playing with us all
along?  I made a note to call Peter Mayer and find out what he knew.


When the time
was appropriate for a call to Europe, I dialed Peter�s encrypted portable
phone.  My surprise came when he answered, �I�m in the US, Miriam.  Northern
Virginia�close to you, in fact,� he told me after I enquired.


�How did you
wangle a stateside assignment?�


�I didn�t
�wangle� it.  Something came up and I�m following through on it.  Okay, so why
did you call?  I know you don�t do anything on a whim.�  I told him about the
address given to police by my assailant.  He was quiet for a moment before he
said, �He gave that address?  Mmmmmmm, I always thought this elderly lady lived
there alone.  Do you want me to look into it?�


�If it�s not too
much trouble.�  We spoke of minutia before closing the call.  There was a time
when any conversation between us would have been peppered with double entendres
and have a sexual undertone.  No longer, it seemed.


I got busy
learning all I could about the house �Jeans Man� had entered, and thus
something about the man himself.  That the owner was hidden behind a succession
of vague corporate entities piqued my curiosity.  In DC, that fact alone
wouldn�t mean much, but with the house connected to something ostensibly
clandestine, warning bells went off in my head.


I left a
synopsis for Podolak and headed out to Georgetown.  I began a moving sweep,
which basically is surveillance undertaken while walking around.  I arranged a
few sweater and hat options in the trunk of my car.  As I walked down the block
and back I kept my eye on the house and noted with a surreptitious photograph
or two who came and went.  After every pass, I�d stop at my car and change
sweaters and hats, doing a few things with my hair each time.  It wouldn�t fool
someone who was specifically looking for those things, but I hoped no one was.


I was about
ready to quit when �Jeans Man� emerged wearing a $2,000 suit.  A less
disciplined observer than me would not have recognized him.  He walked up the block
and got into a 7-Series BMW.  I hastened to my car, already nervous about
tailing him through congested DC streets.  What the hell; it was worth the
risk.


He drove north
through Bethesda before getting onto I-495 and then I-270 heading to Frederick.
 As with most of the area highways, the congestion didn�t ease after leaving
the District.  The man drove like a maniac, weaving from lane to lane to pass,
and so he was difficult to keep up with.  His apparent reckless abandon got me
wondering if he had some type of diplomatic status that made him immune to law
enforcement efforts.  Anyway, neither one of us were pulled over.


When he abruptly
left the highway beyond Rockville, I nearly missed the ramp.  I followed him to
a residential neighborhood where he parked in the driveway of a modest
gambrel-roofed home.  I drove past and stopped, noting the street address.  The
suit and car didn�t fit here, so I figured this wasn�t his place.  A safe house
of some sort?  I waited a half-hour, and when he didn�t emerge I left my car
and walked closer on the opposite side of the street.  I took pictures of the
car and house with my unobtrusive little spy camera.  I had a decision to make.


Maybe it was
rash, but I walked back to my car and retrieved a clipboard and some generic
forms.  Voila, I was the survey lady�one of my role-play personas.  I knocked
and my mystery man answered, looking dapper even with his suit jacket off.  The
guy was better looking close up.  As crazy as it sounds, I secretly hoped he
had a lightning tattoo.  Like a learned response my panties were wet.


�Hi, do you have
a few minutes sir, to answer some questions��  I never finished my spiel.  I
felt the wasp sting of injection.  My thought before darkness set in was, Oh
shit, here we go again. 


 


I awoke in a
room that appeared to have once been a bedroom.  Black-out drapes were closed
over the solitary window.  No chair this time.  I was duct taped face down to a
steel or aluminum table.  I was naked, the cold metal uncomfortable against my
nipples.  My new captor or captors had stretched me out so my head had a very
limited range of motion, which may have been a blessing because, if I were to
confirm my suspicion that I was on an autopsy table like a medical examiner
used, I may have panicked.  Only my top half was on top of the table.  The
bottom half was over the edge and each of my legs were taped to the table�s
legs.  The purpose of this positioning was obvious�I�d been raped at least once
since I was knocked out.


�I see you�ve
joined us again,� a voice spoke up behind me.  The man walked into my line of
sight.  He was the guy I followed here, but now he wasn�t wearing a suit.  Now,
he was wearing nothing but a hard-on.


�Viagra�right?�
I managed to say through painful lips that felt split and torn.


He laughed, but
the humor didn�t show in his eyes.  �I was told you were still tight for an old
bag, and goddam, he was right!�  I wondered if I�d live long enough to find out
who the mentioned �he� was, especially since the man held a knife in one hand. 
�I think I need a second helping,� he said, before moving out of sight behind
me.


He held onto my
hips and fucked me hard.  I took it, and I had to admit it wasn�t all that
unpleasant, though he didn�t last long enough to satisfy my semi-detached
interest on whether I could orgasm in such a situation.  Maybe it was the
thought of that knife.  He groaned and was finished, not showing himself for
nearly a minute.  Then he was on top of me, painfully pulling my head back by
my hair and placing the knife at my throat.


�Maybe now
you�ll tell me who knows you�re here,� he said, the knife sliding just enough
to draw blood.


I expected any
other question but that one.  He didn�t ask who I was or for whom I worked.  He
didn�t ask what I�d discovered about him, Myron or anyone else.  That meant
only one thing�he already knew.


�Don�t waste
your breath,� another male voice spoke behind me.  �She�s always been a
maverick, taking chances, like coming here with that idiotic survey bullshit. 
We�ll get rid of her but not with that fucking knife.  Why make a mess?�


I knew that
voice.


He continued
while my rapist moved the knife away and climbed off me, �I�m not one for
sloppy seconds, so I�ll pass on that hole.  Since I�ve always wondered what
that tight asshole would feel like I think that�s where I�ll go.�  I heard a
zipper and the rustle of clothing.


The first guy
chuckled and said, �Man, that thing�ll do some damage!�


He was right.


In life, there�s
a first time for everything, however being raped wasn�t how I ever dreamed I�d
experience my first anal penetration.  The shock exploded from my violated
sphincter right into my brain.  For seconds I couldn�t breathe.  It felt as if
I�d been impaled on a two-by-four.  A thought flickered through my traumatized
mind: an image of seeing my naked self dead, stuck on a pike and planted for
all to see outside headquarters.


This fleshy pike
fucked my ass hard.  Thankfully things remained rather numb down there
throughout.  I knew the excruciating pain would come later, but maybe by that
time I�d be dead anyway.


He uttered,
�Damn!  Old but with a virgin-tight ass!  Scott, I�m gonna fill her�I�m filling
her!�  His reaction said he ejaculated heavily though I didn�t feel anything.


I asked the only
question I needed answered.  �Peter, why?�  He laughed but remained behind me;
probably not wanting me to gauge his facial expression so he could speak to me
more easily.


�Money, of
course.  I got sick of playing nursemaid to a bunch of agents like you who got
all the fun assignments while idiots like Carl Podolak ran things and made the
big bucks.�


�Why are you
doing this to ME?� I said.  �You�re going to kill me, so why the
rape�why this?�


The other guy,
the one Peter called Scott, said, �Why not, bitch!  May as well get some use
out of you before you�re terminated.�


Peter said,
�Enough, damn it, you know I once cared for you, maybe even loved you, but that
wasn�t good enough for the queen in the end.  The adrenaline rush of the job
meant more to you than being with me.�  There was no answer.  He was probably
right, yet I wasn�t going to spend my last moments of life thinking about any
regrets.  I was thinking of ways to survive this; however my idea list so far
was empty.


�How we doing
this, boss?� Scott said, the knife expectantly back at my throat.


�Sedate her and
then we�ll get her clothes back on.  Did you get the word on the landfill?�


�Yeah, the only
men on duty are working at the west end.  We�ll have the rest to ourselves. 
They�ll never find her.�


�Good.�


I felt the prick
of the needle but didn�t immediately black out.  I desperately clung to the
edge of consciousness as they cut the tape that bound me to the table.  The
dosage must have been minimal so I had hope, though I wasn�t able to will
myself into any defensive action. They dressed me, not bothering with
underwear, before they re-bound my hands with more duct tape.  Both men had
changed by then into work clothes, appropriate for killing someone and burying
them forever in a landfill.  Can�t ruin a $2,000 suit, I hazily
thought.  They hustled me into a car and drove away from the house.


Anyone in this
business knows they could die at any time.  I guessed it was my turn.  I�d
never make my fiftieth birthday.  I replayed my life in my mind, and still
harbored no regrets.  Okay, perhaps one.  I�d been in love, but never found the
man I wanted to live my life with, that one true love.  I was never going to
feel that love.  One tear rolled down my cheek.  Only one.


They hadn�t
blindfolded me, so in my drugged stupor I could still see outside.  We
continued down a road that grew increasingly rural until we came to an
intersection. A Ford van was stopped at the stop sign in front of us.  For some
reason the driver wasn�t going even though there was no cross traffic.  Scott,
who was driving, blew the horn several times to no avail.  The van didn�t move.


�Go see what�s
the matter with this idiot,� Peter said.


Scott gave Peter
a look as if saying why the fuck don�t you go? before getting out of the
car and walking toward the van.  When Scott got to the driver�s door, his head
moved slightly as a red mist enveloped it.  There was no other sound, so Peter
didn�t react right away, his attention still mostly on me.  A man was out of
the van before Scott�s body hit the pavement.  By the time Peter saw him and
pulled his gun, it was too late.  Two well-placed shots from the man�s silenced
Glock took him out.


When the van
driver opened the door to get me out of the car, he said, �I always hated the
prick.  You okay?�


�W�W�Who are
you?� I managed to spit out.  He reminded me of my handsome French gigolo,
Mario.  Cargo pants and a polo shirt couldn�t hide a buff body.  He smiled at
me, and for some reason I couldn�t explain, even after being raped, I felt
aroused.


�I�m the man who
saved your ass twice now, though in hindsight I should�ve done more for you the
first time instead of worry more about my cover.�  He placed the automatic into
a pants pocket and reached in to cut my hands free.  I must have flinched when
I saw his knife, for he said, �I�m one of the good guys.  We�re on the same
team regardless of this.�  That�s when I saw the tattoo.


�Y�You�re�him!�


He helped me
from the car and led me unsteadily to his van.  �You�re better than me at
figuring out angles.  Are you clear-headed enough to tell me how I should stage
this?�


I nodded and
then told him what I would�ve done after asking if his gun was traceable in any
way.  When he told me it was �clean� he went through the script I�d laid out,
hurrying in case anyone came along.  He U-turned the van across the road, then
pushed the car forward so it was at the stop sign and next to Scott�s body. 
Removing Scott�s gun from its holster, holding it with a handkerchief, he shot
through the car from the driver�s side and into the passenger door.  He quickly
took Peter Mayer�s gun and fired it a couple of times into the car toward the
driver�s side.  Both guns were wiped as a precaution and placed into their
owner�s dead hands.  He then took his own automatic and fired a few rounds into
and around the car.


When he climbed
into the driver�s seat of the van and we sped away, I explained aloud more for
my own benefit than his, �With all those slugs, they�ll never figure out how
the �shootout� went down.�


�Should we call
in our own folks or let local LE have it?�


�Do you have an
encrypted phone?  Why don�t I ask Podolak?  I think that decision is beyond our
pay grade.�  Of course, not knowing who this stranger was kept me clueless on
pay grades.


�I trust Carl,�
he said as he handed me his phone.


I called Podolak
and gave him the briefest of explanations along with the coordinates my new
friend rattled off from his GPS unit.  I�d fill him in on everything, including
my stupidity, later.


After I closed
the call, I said, �Now can you tell me who you are and how you managed to
�save� me twice?�


�First of all,
my name is John Irving��


I cut him off. 
�What, not Oliver Stone?� thinking of David Baldacci�s fictional character.


He smiled, �No,
really, that�s my name.  My code names in the field are much more impressive.� 
He explained how he came to be with me in that cellar and how he teased me into
thinking he was my captor.  �One of the crew was watching so I had to play my
role, though I managed to keep them off you, if you know what I mean.�


�How did you do
that?�


�I told them you
were HIV-positive.�  It was my turn to smile.


We�d driven for
a few miles when we were passed by two black, tinted-window Escalades flying in
the opposite direction.  Neither one of us commented on the clean-up crew.  He
said, �I left the house but remained in the area.  You can believe me or not,
but I�d decided to blow my cover and go get you when you came out of the
house.  I don�t know what I would�ve done if they�d hurt you in the meantime.�


�I believe you,�
I said barely above a whisper.  �But�the tattoo��


�The stupid
symbol of the gang I infiltrated.  Not terrorists, per se, but pretty bad in
their own way.  I have a date with a laser to get rid of it.  Something I�m not
looking forward to.�


�How did you end
up here?  Did you know where they were taking me?�


He gave me the
rundown on his latest assignment�to ascertain if Peter Mayer was dirty. �I know
you two had a history, so it kind of freaked me out when I saw you casing that
house.  I can�t say it didn�t cross my mind that you were still tied in to him
somehow.�  He explained the use of that house as a sort of double-agent safe
house, and how the agency had managed to install a listening device.  �We still
don�t know its connection to your assignment, that Myron dude.�  They hadn�t
heard what Peter and Scott did to me, but John and the other listeners heard
the landfill talk in the car so they knew where they were going.  �Before they
dragged you out of the house all I thought about is how I would fail you if
they�d killed you inside.  Please forgive me for not charging into the place
and saving you there.�


I would never
tell him or anyone about being raped.  �You saved me, that�s all that counts.�


�We knew the
route, so I convinced the rest of the crew to let me go alone, set up the little
surprise.  Anything else would�ve gotten you killed.�


Obviously he was
still on an emotional high after killing the two men, with a monologue
retracing second by second of the action.  I wasn�t over my drug-induced
somnambulistic state quite yet, so I sat there in the passenger seat of the
purposely unremarkable van and watched and listened to him.  We were back to
I-270 heading toward the Beltway, and I was horny.  I finally met the man I
fantasized about, and he was proving to be in every way worthy of the fantasy.


�Why me?� I
asked him during a moment of silence.


�What do you
mean�saving you?  I had to.�


�What am I to
you?  I mean, we�re all taught to be expendable.  I was ready to die.�


He glanced over
at me while driving.  �I couldn�t let that happen.  I just couldn�t.  You�re
someone�I�ve respected�for a long time, like a legend.�  He blushed, and
repeated, �I couldn�t let it happen.�


�You said �You
are mine��was that just a line?�  He was saved from answering me by the
distinctive ring of his encrypted phone.  I picked it up and answered.


  It was Carl
Podolak.  �We cleaned it up,� he said, and I didn�t have to ask him what he
meant.  Peter Mayer was one of ours, after all.  �I don�t have to tell you how
glad I am that you�re okay, Miriam.  I�ll expect a full debrief tomorrow, but
where are you going now?  I want to be sure you�re safe.�


�We have a house
in Potomac, right?  I need a shower and unwind.  We�re going there.�  John
acknowledged that he heard me, and quietly mouthed that he knew where the house
was.  I finished my call by saying, �I�ll see you tomorrow, Carl�I�m alright, I
really am.�  After I closed the call, I faced John and said, �What did you mean
by that?�  I wasn�t about to let the subject go.


�I was�oh
shit�I�ah�you turned me on seeing you like that in that chair.  I never
thought��


�That I wasn�t
some old hag?� I answered for him.


�No�not that,�
he stammered, which I thought was funny; a cool customer so flustered by an
older woman.


�Don�t forget
what else you said.�


�What?�


�Never mind,� I
said.  We fell into silence as he left the highway and drove through the
streets of Potomac, Maryland.  He had the garage door code programmed into his
phone, so as we pulled into the driveway the door was up and we drove right
in.  �Nice security touch,� I said, more or less to myself.  When I got out of
the van, I stumbled and he hurried around the vehicle to help me walk.  �Lead
me to the shower.�


As he helped me
into the house, he said, �Are you gonna be alright, standing in the shower, or
would a bath be better?�


Whatever the
attraction was, pheromones or chemistry or whatever, it was knocking me for a
loop far more than my recent close call with death.  I looked up at him, smiled
and said, �I would be okay in the shower if I had a strong man in there to hold
me up.�


For a moment I
thought he would reject the offer based on his hesitation and facial
expression, but he nodded and took me by the arm toward the master bath.  I
thought, the government spares no expense when I saw the oversize
walk-in shower with all its nozzles to spray at you from every imaginable
direction.  Without a word he helped me undress.


When he
hesitated in taking off his own clothes, he said, �I can�t.  They raped you
didn�t they?�


I manipulated
every button and zipper on him as I answered, �Yes, but they didn�t hurt me. 
You won�t either.�


When I pulled
down his boxers and his splendid member rose to greet me, he said, �I remember
what I said.�


�I hope you do. 
You said �in time.�  That time is now.�


We soaped the
sweat and fears from each other.  I�ve experienced no finer foreplay.  When he
finally entered me from behind, I worked at not showing my pain.  It didn�t
hurt for long; naturally aroused lubrication works wonders.  With shower spray
hitting me from all sides and a hard cock hitting me where it counted most, I
felt like it was my first time all over again.  I don�t know how he did it, but
he was gentle and rough at the same time.  I stared at the lightning bolt inked
into his arm as it held my hip tightly.  It didn�t make me think about the
cellar, the chair.  It made me think instead of what I�d given up in my life
for the job.


�Oh�oh�John�John�Oooooooooooooooooooooooohhhhhhhhhh!�
I wailed until I choked on the shower water that had sprayed into my gaping
mouth.


He groaned and
cried out, �I�m cumming too.�  Every throb of his ejaculating cock was in
harmony with the pulsating walls of my orgasmic vagina.  Between spitting out
water and the tension of sex, I began to collapse but John�s strong arms held
me up.  He helped me from the shower stall and toweled me dry.  Even that was
tender and arousing.


John guided me
to the bedroom and got me under the covers.  He kissed me on the cheek, and I
fell asleep.  For once I slept peacefully, without a bad dream.  Nobody was
chasing me anymore.


I awoke to
cooking smells.  I wrapped the sheet around my naked body and headed to the
kitchen.  John was dressed and preparing a meal.  It smelled good, stirring up
gastric juices like he�d stirred up juices of a different sort.


�Hello,
sleepyhead.  How are you feeling?�


�I�m much better
now.  What time is it?�


John laughed,
�You should�ve asked what day it was.  You�ve been out for over twenty-four
hours.�


�What about
Podolak, the team?  I�ve got to report in,� I said, even now that I�ve found my
mystery man and we�ve made love, the job came first.


�Don�t worry
about Carl.  He told me to tell you to take as long as you need.  He also said
my assignment was to take care of you.�


I reacted
badly.  I said, �I don�t need anyone to take care of me.  Thank you for saving
my life, but you�re not going to be my nursemaid.�


His answer was
to put down his cooking utensils, walk to me and take me in his arms.  The kiss
was long, full of tongue action, and had the desired effect.  I didn�t want
food, I wanted him.  I wanted him to carry me back to the bedroom and ravage
me.  Like he read my mind, he said, �Some things can wait. You need food.� 
Still wrapped in the bed sheet, he sat me in a chair and waited on me.  He poured
a glass of wine for me before serving a magnificent pasta dish, that in my
hunger I wolfed down much too fast to fully appreciate.


He was my
dessert.


Our lovemaking
this time was more relaxed and luxuriously sensual than the first time in the
shower.  Even my gigolos were not the considerate lovers John was.  I lost
track of how many times I orgasmed and still he kept it up.  During one intense
spasm I groaned �You can�cum�now, you�know.�


�I
think�I�will,� he muttered before moaning loudly.


As I lay in his
arms, magnificently sated in oh so many ways, I did some soul searching aloud,
questioning if I should retire from this spy business.  �I�m not as good as I
used to be, and either that or crazy recklessness nearly got me killed.  If it
hadn�t been for you��


�Stop that
talk.  You�re better at this than anyone I know, even me,� he said.  He paused
for a moment, then continued, �I talked with Carl and the second deputy
director, and made a proposition to them.  I proposed we team up; you and me. 
I still have a lot to learn, especially internationally, and who better to
learn from than the best.�


�You didn�t!�


�Yep.  They
agreed, by the way.  Now it�s up to you.�


�I don�t
understand.  It�s clear to me that I�ve lost a step or two at my age.  I may
put you in danger.  Why would you want that?�


�Like I said, I
have a lot to learn from you, especially your acupuncture skills.�  


�You don�t need
to learn that to be good at your job,� I said, but all the while I was thinking
you don�t need one of those skills; your cock doesn�t need any extra
swelling.


That�s when he
floored me, �Besides, I�m in love with you, that�s why.�


�You can�t be.�


�Ever since I
saw you in that chair; when you should�ve been scared and vulnerable, but
instead looked radiant and defiant.  I felt like a wuss leaving you there even
if logic dictated I should.  I knew I was in love with you from that moment
on.�


I couldn�t
believe this talk, and yet it felt so good, so right.  Maybe someday I�d tell
him about my obsession with finding him.  What I did tell him was, �Take me
again, love.�  Forty-nine and maybe I still didn�t know what love was.  All I
knew was that I wanted to be with him for as long as he�d have me.  After we
made love again, and after watching the lightning bolt on his arm mirror the
lightning bolts I felt between my thighs, he told me of the appointment to have
it removed.


I said, �Keep it
for a while.  It does something to me.�


Something
very special.
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The Party
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She was in a backroom 

Full of strange aromas

And noises and candles

That was where he found her

He took her to a garden

Full of rain and silence

And she could smell the soil and the trees 

And see the succulent light 

From the little fires in his eyes 

Pulling shapes out of the night 

She was enchanted....

from the song �The Party� by Marillion
©1991


 


 


Laura and Jeff had only been married
a little over a year and a half when they moved into their new home.  Jeff was
more of a city boy so the suburbs would take some getting used to.  Laura on
the other hand was born and bred as a true, white-picket-fence suburbanite. 
She fell in love with the house and the neighborhood, and couldn�t wait to meet
everyone.  While they settled in, she was a reverse welcome wagon of sorts,
proactively traveling throughout the neighborhood and introducing herself to
everyone. Her husband let her do her thing.


�Oh, Jeff, you should see the Lloyds�
place!� she breathlessly declared one evening after Jeff got home from work. 
Laura took a leave of absence from her job when they moved; however, his
commute was now three times longer than it had been, and was another of the
sacrifices he felt he made to live there.


He said, �I guess you mean the McMansion
on the cul-de-sac. Not my style, but I bet it�s lavish inside.�


�It�s amazing! The décor is so
eclectic; I can only guess how much it cost.�


�Well, if the Lloyds have the money,
they can spend it any way they want.�  Jeff smiled at his wife, �Just don�t
expect this house to look as amazing as theirs must be, at least for a while.�


�Is that a dig for me to get back to
work?�


�No honey, it�s not.�  Though in
Jeff�s mind, maybe a bit of it was.


Laura continued to expound on the
Lloyds and their house.  �Kathy told me all about the parties they have.  Like
a regular neighborhood get-together. We�ll be invited to the next one.�  She
then gossiped about the Lloyds and others she met.  �You should see Kathy
Lloyd! She�s like half her husband Marvin�s age, and she�s got to have breast
implants, like, they�re out to here,� she said, placing her hands far out in
front of her to indicate the improbable size of Mrs. Lloyd�s tits.  Jeff
figured it was an exaggeration, but he�d reserve judgment until he met her and
saw for himself.


�So, Marvin Lloyd has done well
enough to have a trophy wife.  Should I be planning now for when it�s my turn?�


Laura playfully punched his arm,
saying �I thought you already had one?�


�Of course I do, honey,� Jeff said
before he kissed her.


Jeff was indeed a tit man and his
wife knew it.  Laura�s melons were two of the reasons he fell for her, although
his mind was presently occupied wondering what Mrs. Lloyd looked like and how
big hers were.


Laura was a fantasizer; had been
since her early teens, with the heartthrob actors and rock star posters and all
the adolescent dreams that went with them.  Even as a relative newlywed, she�d
often fantasized about other men as she made love with Jeff.  Her mind was now
focused on a couple of the husbands she just met briefly; fantasizing about how
the studs would be like in bed.


Now for different reasons, they both
were looking forward to that first invitation.


For a few weeks after that discussion
of the Lloyds and their parties, Jeff wondered how Laura was actually spending
her days.  She often told him stories about neighborhood folks he hadn�t met
yet.


�You�ve just got to meet Justine and
Rob Fortes,� she declared. �What a great looking couple, and they�re years
older than us.�


Tired from a hard day�s work, Jeff submissively
said, �I guess I�ll meet them at our first party. When will that be?�


�It�ll be soon.  Kathy�s waiting for
Jorge and Rachel to come back from Hedonism.�


�Hedo, huh?  You do know what
kind of resort that is, don�t you?�


�Oooooh yeah!� she excitingly said. 
�Sexy, huh?  Can�t wait to meet them and hear all about it.  Like maybe we
could go there sometime.�  From what he knew of the Hedonism resorts and those
like them, conservative Jeff wasn�t sure it was all that sexy.  He wondered
exactly what his wife was trying to tell him.  He should have understood what
was happening when Laura showed him the new dress she�d bought for the party. 
On the hanger, the little red number looked much too small for her.  He�d get
clobbered if he asked her if it fit, so he took the safer route and wondered
aloud if it would be too revealing.


�Of course not, silly.  Don�t you
want people to see how lucky you are to have me?� she said with a coquettish,
exaggerated smile.


Oh, they�ll see you alright, he thought.


 


The night of the Lloyds� party, Jeff
wavered between being turned on by how Laura looked in the dress and telling
her she looked like a hooker.


The Lloyds certainly were a
mismatched couple. Marvin met them at the door and invited them in, all the
while poorly concealing that he was ogling Laura.  He was a tall, lean and
distinguished looking man with gray hair and a mustache straight out of
Hollywood casting for a shrewd country lawyer.  His wife Kathy took over and
introduced Jeff and Laura to the rest of the neighbors already there.  Jeff
noted that his wife�s description of Kathy Lloyd had not been exaggerated.


Jeff was a little put off by the fact
his wife seemed to know everyone and that he was soon marginalized out of the
small talk.  He observed an additional level of intimacy among his wife and
others that increased his unease.  He was bored, standing off to the side,
listening to one of his neighbors, Justine, complain about life.  The woman
changed the subject to Laura.


�If I had a body like hers, Rob
wouldn�t let me out of the house wearing a dress like that. You must not be the
jealous type.�


Jeff thought maybe I�m just the
clueless type.  �I can get jealous like the next man,� he said, �but my
wife can be so single-minded I can�t do much to stop her.�


Justine looked him up and down in
some sort of appraisal.  She smiled and made a sound like �Mmmmmmm.� Jeff
waited for more, but none came as Justine went off to mingle with others.


�You look lost, and I believe you�re
a man not accustomed to being that way.�  Kathy Lloyd had approached Jeff from
behind, taking his arm though not before brushing her more than ample bosom
against him.  Seeing his empty glass, the hostess said, �Let�s get you a refill
and we�ll get to know each other better.�  Jeff let Kathy guide him to the bar
and then a sofa.  As they sat, Jeff�s attention was on Laura in an opposite
corner of the large room, a man on either side of her, lost in conversation,
punctuated by an occasional schoolgirl giggle from his wife.


�How long have you two been married?�
Kathy asked.


�A year and a half.�


�Everything fine?�


Jeff took a sip then looked at her. 
�Why wouldn�t it be?� he said rather defensively.


�Okay, Jeff.   Marvin always tells me
I�m too blunt for my own good, but that�s how I am. When I first met your wife,
I thought of Pamela Smart.  Do you remember her?�


Jeff thought the name sounded
familiar though he couldn�t place it, and said so to Kathy.


�Pam Smart was that gal in New
Hampshire who talked her teenage lover into killing her husband.  You see, she
was rock-and-roll�a party girl who didn�t want to grow up and live the life of
a staid, middle class wife. Her husband matured and had a decent career ahead
of him. And she wanted none of it.�


�What�s all that got to do with me?�


�I see your wife over there in that
revealing red dress, standing between Jorge and Rob who are one step away from
a grope, and poof, I thought of Pam Smart; not that she�s gonna bump you off,
mind you, but that she�s not ready to leave the single-life partying behind.�


He looked at the three of them
again.  Kathy was right: they did look too intimate for folks at a neighborhood
party.


Kathy saw the look on his face and
said to him, �You don�t have to listen to my advice.  Who am I anyway, but a
trophy wife to a man who overdoses on Viagra?  But here it comes anyway: let it
happen.  Don�t try to stop something that�s bound to happen one way or the
other.�


�You mean I should just let her slut
around? Party like that Pam Smart woman? She�s my wife.�


�My advice is to let her sow her wild
oats, as they used to say, and then she�ll grow up and realize the man she
married was all she needed.�  Kathy paused and then said, �You can get it up,
right?  I mean, you�re not one of those cuckolded husbands, are you?�  Jeff
thought of the perils of protesting too much, so he assured her he was capable
and skilled and left it at that.


When the latino-looking man he
assumed was Jorge placed his hand on his wife�s ass and did some apparent
squeezing, Jeff asked Kathy for some info on the two men.


�I think you�re seeing things
clearly, Jeff.  Those two, Rob and Jorge have beautiful wives but still act
like teenagers themselves, trying to �conquer� and take any new wife in the
neighborhood.  Most don�t succumb though your wife will, maybe even today.�


�Today?�


�Okay, here�s some more you need to
learn.  We�re not swingers here.  It�s not like that.  But Marvin and I realize
the libidinous nature of our neighbors and basically open up the upstairs if
that sort of thing is going to take place.  Jorge and Rob know where the
bedrooms are, and they�ll get your wife into one sooner or later, unless I�ve
got the dynamics all wrong.�


By the look on his wife�s face, Jeff
figured she had the dynamics just about right.  Laura furtively glanced at her
husband and then quickly looked away.  Jorge did the same thing, like a kid
checking to see if he was caught with his hand in the cookie jar.  Jeff
thought: my cookie jar.  There may have been a smug expression on
Jorge�s face, or maybe it was just the imagination of a suddenly cuckolded
husband.


Feeling Kathy�s breasts rub against
him, Jeff said, �You know, Kathy, you don�t have to push them into my face for
me to notice.  I�ve noticed them very well already.�


�Oooh, you like them don�t you,� she
said with a giggle and a jiggle.


�Yeah, I�ll have dreams tonight.�


�Is that all?�


�I think so. I�m the mature one,
remember?�


Kathy whispered to him, �I think you
have a decision to make.  Your wife keeps looking over here.  Either she�s
hoping you and I do something so she won�t feel guilty, or she�s hoping you�re
not here so she can slip away.�


His imagination didn�t have to work
overtime for Jeff to realize where Jorge�s hand had gone after it disappeared
from view.  Laura�s facial expression filled in the blanks.


Jeff turned his attention back to
Kathy and said, �Let me see if I�ve got this right.  You and your husband are
the facilitators.  You open your house to these parties so your friends can
screw around while you safely say you�re not swingers and remain above it all. 
How did I do?�


She pulled away from him on the sofa
a bit and said, �Bravo, you�ve proved that you�re a man and what your wife�s
doing bothers you.  Going caveman and causing a scene won�t solve anything, and
would probably make things much worse.  Yes, I�m a facilitator, but it�s not
about breaking up marriages.  It�s about keeping them going in spite of
everyone�s libido.�  She sputtered �Facilitator� while shaking her head before
she continued, �I�m the one who talked Jorge and Rachel into going to Hedo. 
Jorge needs to grow out of his pussy chasing, but Rachel wasn�t willing to
wait.  At Hedo, as she put it, she was able to play the same game in front of him,
fooling around with other men, including one I guess was extremely
well-endowed.  It may not have stopped Jorge�s philandering but it did give him
pause.�


Jeff watched his wife gyrate as first
Jorge then Rob had his hand under her dress and may have been finger fucking
her right in front of everyone.  He felt small right about then.  �I don�t see
any pause,� Jeff said sarcastically.


�Okay, one more time, what are you
gonna do?  Because you�ve got to do something, and I�ve already advised you on
what not to do.�


�I hear you.  Maybe it�s time for me
to check out these guys� wives, considering they view mine as a conquest.�


Kathy looked like she was about to
say something but closed her mouth. Instead, she stood, pulled Jeff to his feet
and guided him to another room. He was introduced to Rachel and Justine, the
latter he�d already met.  Red-headed Justine was arm-in-arm with a man named
Rudy.  After introductions, she asked Kathy �Is the big bed spoken for?�


Kathy looked first at me before
gazing back toward the room we vacated, saying �Maybe.�


Justine put two and two together
nicely, as she most assuredly knew what her husband and Rachel�s were capable
of.  �You�re okay with it?� she asked Jeff.


�No, but I�ve been advised,� he said,
glancing sidelong at Kathy, �to let things happen naturally.�


She giggled and said, �Ooooo I love a
man who�s all natural.  Would you like to join us, Jeff? A threesome would be
nice, and Rudy won�t mind, will you, darling?�


Rudy said it was okay with him.


�You�re a great looking woman but I
think I�ll pass this time,� Jeff said.


Justine leaned closer to him and
whispered in his ear, �If you�re saving yourself for Kathy, she doesn�t play.� 
Jeff acknowledged her with a nod but said nothing more.


After they climbed the stairs, presumably
looking for an open bedroom, Jeff asked Kathy, �Who is Rudy married to?�


She pointed toward a group chatting
across the room.  �Kim.  She�s the long-legged brunette with the supermodel
body and the short do.�


Jeff shook his head.  �I don�t get
it.  Unless she�s got the personality of a pit viper, Kim looks a lot more
desirable than Justine.�


�That�s a good assessment.  Kim is
more desirable, but she is openly bisexual, and maybe that�s something Rudy has
a difficult time handling.�


�So, those gals over there aren�t
just gossiping, I take it.�


�I think you take it correctly.  A
few will head to another bedroom shortly, I would imagine.�


He shook his head again. �What a
neighborhood!�  He thought he heard an orgasmic scream emanate from upstairs
but he wasn�t sure, although his imagination became convinced it was Laura.


Kathy looked into his eyes with a
little fire.  �You think this neighborhood is any different from others?  What
did you call me�the facilitator?  Maybe because I am, you�re seeing things you
normally wouldn�t.  How many times do you think your wife has climaxed by now? 
Would you feel better if you didn�t know she was upstairs with Jorge and Rob? 
What if we didn�t have parties like this?  She�d be sneaking around and fucking
guys anyway; you know it and I know it.�


Jeff didn�t want to think about
counting his wife�s orgasms, nor did he want to think about Pam Smart and her
dead husband.  �You win, Kathy, you win.�


Kathy�s eyes suddenly sparked with a
different fire.  �What do I win?�


�I thought you were just the
facilitator.�


�I like you, Jeff.  No reason we
can�t have a little no-baggage fun, is there?�


Jeff chuckled and said, �That�s where
I think you�re wrong.  There is always baggage.�  Almost as punctuation,
another orgasmic cry wafted to them from the stairwell.


Kathy�s fire dimmed a bit as she
responded, �Maybe for some people, but maybe those folks don�t live life to the
fullest. I pack my bags light, like carry-ons; less weight on your shoulders,
if you know what I mean.  Maybe you need to assess your own baggage.  Like a
song I heard once� �Do you have your baggage, or do your bags have you?� �


Jeff�s baggage proved heavy when he
saw his wife descend the staircase with her two instant lovers right behind
her.  Even if he was clueless as to what happened upstairs, one look at her
face told him all he needed to know.  She had that �just fucked� face times
ten.  She avoided eye contact.  Jorge and Rob had no such shame, staring at
Jeff with sneering contempt.  He thought, if I am the cuckolded husband I
deserve that look, though someday someone will wipe those contemptuous smirks
from your faces.


When Laura and Jeff finally drifted
together, Jeff said, �Are you having fun?�


She didn�t answer him, and he knew
the haughtiness would come soon enough to replace what was still guilt.


They didn�t talk to each other the
rest of the evening.  The word must have traveled fast�an easy lay was at the
party�as Jeff saw several men canoodle or come close to it with Laura.  At
least she didn�t go back upstairs with anyone.  While his wife circulated and
got groped, Jeff spent some time talking with Rachel, Jorge�s wife.  He openly
questioned her about her husband, not shying away from his agitation over
Jorge�s playing-around attitude.


Rachel said, �In this situation there
are usually three types of men.  Some would see their wife with another man and
punch his lights out.�  She looked him up and down.  �I think you�d do a number
on my husband if you did, but you didn�t.�  She continued, �Another man might
slink away, rightly feeling cuckolded and unable to do anything about it.  I
don�t think you�re that man either.  In my experience the third kind of man
would seek out the bastard�s wife and try to get even.  Somehow, you�re here
talking to me and haven�t tried anything yet.  I�m impressed.�


Jeff chuckled at her assessment. 
�I�m glad I impressed someone.�


Rachel took his arm and snuggled
closer.  �Oh, you impressed more than me, I�ll tell you.  Our host Mrs. Lloyd
was ready to spread �em wide for you, and she doesn�t usually play like the
rest of us do.�


Shrugging his shoulders, he said, �If
I�m a fourth type of man in your analysis, then what will I do?�


�Even a self-assured man like you
will eventually revert back to one of my three types, especially if your wife
keeps feeding my husband�s adolescent ego.�


�Call me naïve, but why do you put up
with it?  Kathy Lloyd told me about your vacation.  I have a feeling your
husband got more out of it than you did.�


�I know I sound like one of those
battered wives, but Jorge is a good man, and I hope someday he�ll grow out of
it.  As for Hedo, I think we both got what we wanted out of the vacation.� 
Rachel�s smile widened, �I bet I fooled around more than he did.�


Jeff remained silent, watching his
mingling neighbors, though Laura wasn�t one of them he could see.  Was she with
someone else upstairs?  Rachel was still talking about her husband and some of
their experiences and how great a lover he was, while Jeff tried to focus on
what she was saying and quickly losing interest.


�Are you thinking about her?� Rachel
asked him suddenly.  �Damn, that�s what I mean!  You�re either quite a man or a
cuckold after all.�


�I suppose if I protest the cuckolded
husband tag it automatically brands me as one.�


�Actually, no.  I still think you�re
far from that but if you let your wife think you are, you�re doomed,� Rachel
said as another woman approached and took her arm.


�Are you gonna have fun tonight?� the
new woman asked Rachel.


Rachel answered, �I�m trying to size
up some fun right here.� She pulled the new woman closer to both of them and
then introduced her.  �Jeff, this is Lynn.  Lynn, this is Jeff, Laura�s
husband.  They�re new in the neighborhood.�


Lynn gave Jeff the once over. 
�You�re better looking than I pictured.  Why she�s chasing after an old man
like my Peter is beyond me.  Let�s go upstairs,� she said while taking Jeff�s
hand and giving it a tug.


Rachel laughed and said to her
friend, �He�s too much the straight shooter, plus he loves his wife,�
exaggeratingly pronouncing the word loves.


What Jeff couldn�t figure out was why
any of these husbands would fool around with anyone other than their lovely
wives.  Though older than Jeff, raven-haired Rachel and blond Lynn were MILF knockouts;
and he had to admit that under different circumstances he�d take both of them
upstairs.  So what did that say about him?  Maybe he was cuckolded tonight
after all.  With parting words the two women went their way arm-in-arm, leaving
Jeff alone again.  He mingled for a while though he mainly remained the
wallflower of the party, silently observing the show.  The men he spoke with
talked work or sports, not sex.  Whenever he saw Laura she was hugging the arm
of a different man.  Seeing her like that made him think of the phrase �joined
at the hip.�  How many men had �joined� her this evening?


�I�ve been looking for you,� said a
voice behind Jeff.  He turned to face his host, Marvin Lloyd, who extended his
hand for a handshake.  �That wife of yours is quite the party animal.  How do
you keep up with her?�


Regardless of Kathy�s comments about
Viagra, Jeff wondered if Mr. Lloyd had joined others in screwing Laura.  Jeff
chuckled insincerely and answered, �I usually can, but not at this
party.�


�You�re right, son,� said the trim
yet gray-haired man, �My wife�s parties are the wildest, and if you tried to
keep up with your woman your dick would fall off!�  He punctuated his comment
with a loud laugh and a friendly punch at Jeff�s arm.  Marvin Lloyd abruptly
left Jeff and went to speak with other guests, leaving Jeff to ponder what the
old man knew or worse, had participated in.


As the party wound down and guests
began to leave, three of the wives, Rachel, Lynn and Kim, came downstairs
giggling and disheveled, leaving no doubt as to what they�d been doing,
especially with Lynn twirling thong panties around her finger.  Probably for
the first time during the evening, Rachel latched onto her husband and they
talked.  To Jeff, Jorge�s smug look meant he was probably detailing his sexual
conquests.  Contrary to Rachel�s earlier assessment, Jeff would enjoy nothing
better than to walk up to him and punch his lights out.  He may have followed
through if Jorge had looked his way, but he didn�t.  He saved his smoldering
anger for his wife.


Laura approached her husband and
asked if he was ready to leave.  �I�ve been ready for a while,� he answered
through gritted teeth.


They went home in silence. Jeff
waited for Laura to say something; even throwing the whole sordid thing in his
face would have been better than her silence.  Finally, as they were getting
into bed, he implored her to talk about what she�d done and why.


�Things between us used to be
exciting. We did daring things, and that thrilled me.  But that�s not you anymore. 
I want things to be exciting again, not just a nine-to-five existence. 
I�haven�t felt this great in a long time.  The party�was what I needed,� she
said with a sigh.


�So I guess it�s all on me,� Jeff
said.  �Besides the fact I work hard and I�m not so exciting anymore, what else
is it?  Are Jorge and Rob more endowed?  Are they better lovers?  Did they buy
you more flowers, or profess their love for you?  What are my deficiencies so I
can work on them?�


�See what I mean?  You throw that you
�work hard� at me because I�m not working.  What about my needs?� Laura turned
away from Jeff, and when he touched her she pulled away more and said, �I�ve
already had some of the best orgasms of my life tonight.  Let�s just go to
sleep.�


Sleep didn�t come easily to either
one of them.


 


The following Monday during a break
at work, Jeff did some research on Pam Smart, the woman Kathy Lloyd mentioned.
The case was quite notorious at the time, even spawning movies, so there was
much written about it on the Internet.  Smart�s motivation for having an
underage lover and killing her husband seemed eerily similar to what Laura had
said.  What Jeff thought of maturity�settling down to a career and leaving his
carefree bachelorhood years behind�seemed to coincide with what Greg Smart
did.  The problem was that Smart�s wife still wanted to be a teenager and
rock-and-roll forever.  Jeff used to think that he�d won a contest of sorts
when Laura accepted his marriage proposal.  She�d been a hottie (and still was)
and well-pursued by many men.  She obviously missed those pre-engagement days
and wanted to recapture the feeling of being desired.  He obviously had to
provide that feeling and not leave it to other men to do so.


Jeff stopped at the florist on the
way home, considering the bouquet he purchased as a peace offering and a
promise.  He surprised Laura sitting at her computer, likewise surprising
himself because she was watching a porn video.  She jumped and quickly shut it
down, though Jeff certainly knew what he saw.


�What was that?� he asked while
handing her the bouquet of flowers.


�Oh, nothing.  Just a DVD that Kathy
gave me to look at.�


�You�re obviously flushed, so it must
be a hot one.  Can I watch it?�


�No�no�it�s not meant�er�for you,�
was Laura�s cryptic reply. She changed the subject by gushing over the flowers.


Though he hadn�t recognized the
participants during his half-second view of the video, Jeff was astute enough
to surmise that what she had been watching was recorded at the Lloyd�s house,
either at last night�s party or a previous affair.  He wondered if the video
was of his wife, explaining its allure to her.  When he had a chance to sneak
back to the computer, there was no DVD loaded in the machine. Laura received
the video in some other way, confirming his suspicion.  He had Kathy Lloyd�s
cell number so he gave her a call.


�Explain the video,� he demanded once
niceties were out of the way.


Kathy sighed and said, �You weren�t
supposed to know about that.  Very few people do.  Did she show you?  Is that
how you know?�


�She was watching it when I got home
and I surprised her.  I really didn�t see content but I figured out the rest
anyway.  Was it her and�?�


�I don�t want to talk about it on the
phone, but you deserve to know.  Can you come over here?  Marvin�s not home.�


Jeff said he would, then made up an
excuse for Laura�s sake, telling her he was going to see another neighbor about
doing some work on their house.  He walked to the Lloyd�s and Kathy met him at
the door.


�You need to know the cameras were
Marvin�s idea, not mine,� she said once they were seated on the sofa. �My
husband can�t get it up for me but somehow he manages when he watches someone
else.�


Jeff said, �At the party I wondered
why he made a comment about Laura being so hot I couldn�t keep up with her or
my, quote, dick would fall off, end quote.�


�The idiot said that?� she said,
shaking her head.


Like a hypnotist�s subject, Jeff
became mesmerized by watching Kathy�s breasts sway and jiggle as she talked. 
He said, �Don�t get me wrong, but your husband IS an idiot if he can�t
get aroused with you.�


Kathy laughed.  �If I heard that from
Jorge or Jason I�d chalk it up to the usual pick-up try.  Somehow I think
you�re a much more sincere man and you mean it.  I think it�s sweet, so maybe
Laura�s an idiot too.� She grew serious and added, �Would you like to see it?�


�See what?� he asked.  She told him
the �it� was the video of his wife�s threesome.


�Remember the things we talked about
at the party. You didn�t kill Jorge, nor did you kill your wife, so maybe you
need to see what she got out of it, or more accurately what she didn�t get out
of it.  Hopefully you�ll realize it�s about her and not about you.�


Jeff was torn, but eventually he
believed if he never saw it the idea would haunt him and fester, more than
seeing the video would.  He let Kathy lead him to a room she called the den. 
She switched on the large screen television and various electronics with a
remote before starting the video.


�It�s already cued?� Jeff asked as
Kathy directed him to a love seat.


�I�m sorry,� she said, �I told you
that Marvin likes to watch.  He was watching it last night.�


Jeff was angrier about Marvin Lloyd
watching his wife fuck than he was angry with Laura for doing it.  He realized
that might change after viewing the video, but he steeled himself anyway.  Kathy
sat next to him as it began. It started with three women writhing in a daisy
chain on a big bed, each one�s face in the crotch of another.  He recognized
the trio as Rachel, Kim and Lynn; and even in his state of barely repressed
anger he still marveled at how great each one looked, especially Kim.


Kathy wasn�t looking at the TV.  She
was looking at Jeff.  �Confirmation: I�m glad you�re a red-blooded male.  It
turns me on too.�


�Okay, where�s the part with Laura in
it?� he said impatiently.


�Hold on, I�ll find it,� she said as
she advanced from one �chapter� to another and then back again.  During this
jumping around search, Jeff noticed several of his neighbors in various
combinations of twos or threes. One person he didn�t see was Kathy.  Suddenly,
she found the scene with Laura and hit play. 


Laura giggled as Jorge and Rob
ushered her into the bedroom and immediately pulled her dress off.  Jeff was
surprised to see she had no panties on underneath.  That was the least of his
surprises.  To Jeff, Laura looked drunk, though he hadn�t seen her drink that
much.  Even if he wasn�t angry, what he watched had no chance of arousing him. 
Laura had been nothing more than one of those blow-up dolls to the two men.  They
took turns filling her orifices until depositing their semen in one of them. 
To Laura, it didn�t seem to matter.  He saw her face.  He knew when she was
cumming.  Regardless, there was no joy in the sex. Jorge and Rob clearly didn�t
care about her; they simply used her as a receptacle. She didn�t seem to care
about being that receptacle either, whether mouth, ass or cunt.  Jeff felt like
he was going to puke.


�Turn it off,� he said.


Kathy said, just above a whisper,
�For your wife, the excitement was all about what happened before they went
into that bedroom.  To her, the journey was much more rewarding than the
destination.  Like I said, it�s not about you, and it wasn�t about Jorge or
Rob.�


�Okay, I get the picture.�


�Do you?  Look at those guys.  I don�t
know what you�ve got, but they�re not that endowed, so it�s not about size. 
It�s apparently not about technique either, since I�ve seen these guys in
action on video before, and trust me they�re not pros.�


�Yes�yes�I get it.  I get what you
said about it being like that Pam Smart gal.  She wants to be a teenager again
and have all the guys chase her.  Look at her�them�like teenagers, none of them
thought about protection.  Stupid and immature.  I�m not going to stoop to that
level.  If she wants a wild life, then let her have one.�


Jeff stood to walk out.  Kathy
blocked him, saying �This is stupid. I don�t care about your wife.  I want you,
like no man I�ve wanted in a long time.  Take me to bed right now.  We�ll make
our own video.�


�I�m sorry, Kathy.  I�m sorry that I
do love and care about my wife.  I�m sorry I have to disappoint you.  You�re
definitely a desirable woman, but I can�t.�


A tear trickled down her cheek as she
said, �I knew you wouldn�t.  It�s what makes you a man among the boys.�


He left the Lloyds� house unsure of
whether or not he felt any better for viewing the video, and conflicted about
Kathy�s advances.  Maybe he should have taken her up on her offer, he thought,
but what would that make him?  From cuckold to jealous reciprocator?  Laura
didn�t ask him a single question when he got home.  Somehow he sensed that
she�d watched herself in her moment of slutting glory again while he was out. 


Jeff was correct. Laura had watched
the video over and over again.  Two men wanting me� fucking me, she
thought as she furiously masturbated.  She wasn�t looking at the men�s faces as
she came; she focused instead on the semen dripping from her ass and pussy. 
She had no thought of condoms at the party, and had none now. 


For about a week things remained cool
between them until one night when Laura wore her sexiest nightgown to bed and
asked Jeff to fuck her.  The sex seemed better for her than for him.  While she
orgasmed several times, he kept thinking about the video and wondering who she
was fantasizing about every time she came. Those kinds of thoughts don�t do
much for a man�s libido.  His orgasm wasn�t much of one.


When they were invited to the next
party at the Lloyds, Laura was ecstatic.  When she told Jeff, he said, �Who
will it be this time?  Jorge again, or is it Peter or Rudy or Jason�s turn?�


She scoffed and said, �Don�t talk
like that.  Nothing much happened last time so there won�t be a �this time�
either.�


Obviously, she didn�t know her
husband knew about, and watched, the video of �nothing much.�  She started to
wonder when Jeff said, �Make sure you�re using protection.�


Unlike the first party, Jeff didn�t
much care how he dressed, though he didn�t look like a slob.  On the other
hand, Laura dressed in full hooker mode, wearing a form-fitting knit dress that
left no curve to the imagination. She wore no bra or panties and was already
wet thinking of how the men at the party would react.  Jeff couldn�t ignore how
absolutely hot she looked, even as he imagined with chagrin the other men�s
reaction.


The word must have spread around the
neighborhood, Jeff thought, though he also wondered if she�d been making the
rounds between parties.  No sooner had they arrived at the party, Laura was
surrounded.


�Word travels fast,� Kathy said as
she greeted Jeff.


�My thoughts exactly.�


Kathy sidled up closer and said sotto
voce, �In that dress it�s not just the men who are going to want to jump her
bones.  Damned if she isn�t the sexiest one in the room.�


Jeff chuckled as his eyes swept the
party crowd, seeing Kim, all long and lovely legs in a slinky and quite short
dress.  Then he saw Rachel talking to Jason�s wife Pam; both ladies flushed
with excitement and exuding sex appeal.  His eyes turned to Rob�s Justine,
whose slight halter dress hid none of her assets.  Finally, he turned back to
his host and said, �I don�t think so.  My wife�s a bombshell but she�s not the
only one at this party.�


Kathy blushed, seeing how Jeff was
looking at her.  She couldn�t shake the newfound feeling she had for the man.  Her
breasts ached, her nipples tingled and her panties moistened as she daydreamed
of them upstairs in one of the bedrooms.


Jeff was perceptive enough to know
where Kathy�s mind had just gone. He leaned into her and gave her a lingering
kiss on the cheek before saying, �You should mingle with your guests, not just
me.  I�m going to get myself a drink and then stand back and observe all the
fun.�


She tried to tamp down her arousal as
she walked over to Rachel and Pam, who�d been joined by Lynn and Justine.


Rachel was the first to notice.
�Christ, you�re horny!� she said to Kathy.


Justine chimed in, �It�s Jeff, isn�t
it?  Oooooo, you�re gonna play!�


Kathy reluctantly admitted her
attraction to the new neighbor.  �He won�t cheat on his wife, no matter how
many of your damned husbands fuck his wife.�


�But you�re still hot for him,� said
Lynn, �even though he�s a cuckolded husband who won�t play around?  He�s not in
the closet, is he?�


�He sure didn�t act gay when I
showed�� she said then stopped short.


Pam said, �Omigod, you showed him
video?  Of his wife?!�


�Yeah, during the last party, with
Rob and Jorge.�


The ladies all looked around the room
as they digested Kathy�s admission.  They saw Jeff off to the side, a drink in
his hand, watching several men gathered around his grinning wife.  They saw a
couple of them, Jason and Rudy, with hands up and under Laura�s dress, trying
to be nonchalant and failing miserably, since both had noticeable bulges in
their pants.


Pam was the first woman to let the
flower of jealousy bloom.  �Fucking Jason.  What does she have that I don�t?�


Justine jumped in, �I mean, yeah, Rob
plays around but this fixation on the new bitch goes beyond the fun we have.�


�I felt the same way about her and
Jorge at the last party,� Rachel said.  �Like, he can�t go one second without
sniffing some woman�s cunt, but after the party the bastard talked so much
about the slut I almost threw him out of the house.�


The group grew by one as Kim joined
them.  �You guys comparing notes over here?  I don�t get it either.�


They knew what she meant. Through
many parties at the Lloyds, and much swapping and fooling around, it took the
addition of Laura to the mix to tip the scales.  Kathy spoke for all of them
when she said, �Laura has been laying the foundation since the day they moved
in, going around the neighborhood like a needy beggar but instead of money she
was begging for attention and with her looks your husbands took the bait and
gave it to her.�


�You�re right,� said Lynn. �It�s not
like she just wants to play like we do, it�s like she�s trying to take over.�


�So, what do we do about it?� Rachel
said.


While the ladies were discussing his
wife, Jeff watched things unfold around Laura.  She had no less than six men
surrounding her, with some going beyond propinquity and fondling her openly. 
She loved every touch, every bit of attention.  By then her tight dress had
hiked up to expose the bottom of her cheeks and a hint of freshly shaved
pussy.  Many at the party were watching them too; some looking on in amusement
while others shook their heads in antipathy.  Jeff knew that sooner or later
the procession would travel upstairs to a bedroom.  His wife getting
gang-banged? He didn�t want to see that video.


What tipped the balance was when
Marvin Lloyd approached the group and specifically Laura.  His voice was loud
enough for all to hear.  �Laura, right?  You�re one sexy woman, Laura. You
going to take on all these hungry men?� he said, and then he laughed heartily.
His hand went straight to Laura�s pussy and stayed there for several moments,
and when he pulled his fingers away he openly put them to his mouth and said,
�Soaked, slippery and sweet, just like we like �em.�


The whole scene turned Jeff�s
stomach.  He looked away and immediately met Kathy�s eyes.  She too saw and
heard her husband�s spectacle, and looked equally as repulsed as Jeff was.  She
left the other women and went to him.


�I�m sorry, Jeff.  The bastard didn�t
have to do that in front of everyone.�


�Well, he�s obviously captivated by
my wife too.�


Facing the stairs they watched Jason,
the biggest and strongest of the men pick Laura up into his arms.  He said,
�You�re mine first, before these other bozos.�


She kicked her legs, enough to shimmy
her dress hem up to her waist, exposing herself fully and giggled.  �Are you as
big as you look?�


�Your ass is gonna find out soon
enough.�


Kathy thought she saw a spritz of
liquid come out of Laura�s pussy at the exact moment Jason said that, though it
may have simply been a trick of the light.  Right behind Jason as he climbed
the stairs with his trophy were the other men, Rudy, Peter, and Rob.  Jorge, it
seemed, had moved on and was feeling up another neighbor.


Jason�s wife, Pam, joined them and
immediately groused about her husband�s boorish behavior.  She apologized to
Jeff too.  �You look pissed and I don�t blame you.  What�s wrong with your
wife, anyway?  You are having sex with her, aren�t you?�


�It�s not starvation, that�s for
sure,� he said with a chuckle.  �I think Kathy�s right.  She�s trying to return
to her teens in some perverse way to recapture something she thinks she lost. 
I guess being married to one man isn�t good enough.�


Kathy whispered, almost to herself,
�Sometimes it isn�t.�


Jeff looked at her. While they�d been
talking, Kim, Lynn, Justine and Rachel joined the trio. They all saw the hurt
on Jeff�s face as he watched Jason carry Laura up the stairs and toward a sure
gang-bang.  They also saw how their friend Kathy was looking at Jeff.


Rachel spoke up first.  She turned to
face the other women and said, �Okay, let�s get these two upstairs so they can
finally stop thinking about each other and do something about it.�


Kathy and Jeff protested but it
didn�t do much good as the five friends propelled them upstairs.  When they
passed one bedroom door, Jeff caught a glimpse of his wife�s ass in the air and
men all around her.  They didn�t let him stop to see more.  Down the hall to
another bedroom they led the pair.  Jeff never imagined five sexy women getting
out of their clothes faster than these did.


Like a harem of Miss Americas, Kim,
Rachel, Justine, Pam, and Lynn busied about undressing Jeff and a stunned
Kathy.  Kim muttered �Look at those tits!� as Kathy�s were exposed.  Jeff was
indeed looking.  He never dreamed he�d have all these beautiful naked women
administering to him, nor did he plan on it as some sort of retaliation, but
here they were.  When Pam saw Jeff�s erection, she barked, �And my husband
thinks he�s big!  I�m going second.�  The ladies teased both of them
orally in bizarre group foreplay while making sure Kathy and Jeff could
maintain eye contact throughout.


Kathy practically shouted, �Okay,
okay, dammit, I�m ready!�


Kim crept between Jeff�s legs, unrolled
a condom onto his super-stiff cock and winked, saying �Do her good.  She
deserves it.�


Jeff did her good.


As he got between Kathy�s legs and
slowly entered her, he opened his mouth to say something, but she put a finger
to his lips and whispered, �You don�t need to explain or justify.  Love me for
the moment.  That�s all I ask.�


He fucked her missionary for several
minutes, and she came quickly and loudly.  While the rest of the women cheered
them on as they masturbated singly or in pairs, Kathy rolled Jeff onto his back
and rode him cowgirl, her enhanced, firm breasts bouncing nicely and demanding
that he fondle them.  He moaned, �Money well spent,� which drew a chuckle from
Kathy�s lips that didn�t linger, as she was once more overcome by the rapid ramping
of her orgasm.


�Oh God, I�m gonna cum again!� she
cried as once more the blissful contractions consumed her.


�Me tooooooooooooooooooo!� hollered
Rachel as Justine�s finger fucked her in a blur of motion.  Others were cumming
too, as cries echoed around the bedroom.


Jeff never gave much thought to his
sustainability until he heard Kim say, �He�s got amazing staying power!  I�m
taking him home with me!�  He flipped Kathy over and once again fucked her
missionary, lying on her large, beautiful breasts like two pillows.  Both had
their eyes open and kept them locked together.  Just before her eyes lost focus
and began to roll back into her head, Kathy whispered, �Thank you, Jeff�thank
you��  Her third and his glorious first, their orgasms sent shivers from each
linked body back into the other as they seemed to go on forever.


When Lynn climaxed from Pam�s tender
touch followed by Justine�s voiced worry that somehow they�d blocked the
camera�s sight line, the surreal little orgy came back to some semblance of
reality.  Based on where Justine was looking when she commented on the camera,
Jeff spotted the pin-hole unit camouflaged within a spray of flowers.  The
ladies were all talking to Kathy about the experience so they didn�t see Jeff
flash his middle finger toward the lens.


�Do you think we gave him a good
show?� Kim said.  Everyone there knew who the �him� was.  After all, they�d
been on camera before.  Except for Jeff and Kathy. They were no longer virgins
of Marvin Lloyd�s little productions.  Jeff thought, I hope you enjoy the
show, you bastard.


Rachel gave Kim a kiss and then said,
�Now it�s time to give everyone else a good show, including Laura.�  They all
dressed to return to the party, although Kathy and Jeff lingered on the bed.


She said, �I knew you were the man I
needed, even if it�s only this one time.  Somehow, I think you valued me more
than just for these,� she said while jiggling one of her augmented breasts. 
Your wife will learn soon enough not to invest in fool�s gold, and return to
the real thing.�


�I wish I could do more for you.  I
know you�re unhappy, and frankly I don�t care much for your husband.  But I
love Laura so I can only hope this is a phase she�s going through, like you
said.�


They kissed long and deeply before
they too dressed and returned to the party.  As Rachel predicted, all eyes were
on the �show� made by the procession coming down the stairs. Jeff heard
snippets of the gossip.   He didn�t care what they said; a party at the Lloyds�
now filled a whole new dimension in his universe.


He got a drink and then slowly
circled the partygoers until he approached his wife, who was talking to Jorge
and Rudy with none of the overt touching that went on earlier.


Jorge said, �You�ve got a hot one
here,� as he made a show of hugging Laura closer.


�Don�t I know it,� Jeff replied. 
�I�m a lucky man. You guys know what it�s like to be lucky too, right?  I mean,
Rachel and Kim are pretty hot too,� he said as he gazed back at the stairwell. 
In doing so, he caught Rachel�s eye.  She pulled on Kim�s arm and together they
approached Jeff.


The two women made a show of kissing
him on the cheek before Kim said to her husband, �This guy is goooooooooood!�


Rudy said, aghast, �You mean you
all�?�


�Unlike others, we don�t flaunt it or
kiss and tell,� Rachel said while looking at her husband.  Jorge, like the
obvious asshole he was, answered Rachel by grabbing Laura�s ass and giving it a
squeeze.  Laura didn�t look like she enjoyed it but quickly pretended that she
did.


Jeff knew his wife, and knew that
Kathy�s assessment of her motivation was correct, so he discerned that Rachel
and Kim�s attempt to provoke jealousy wouldn�t work.  This �new� Laura
demonstrated a self-importance that minimized jealousy, as she viewed anything
that her husband did as tit-for-tat payback and non-consequential to her
newfound fulfillment.  She was the center of attention and everyone else was a
moon that could orbit her or not at their choosing.


For weeks afterward, things were so
cold between them that Jeff began to think that their marriage was irrevocably
broken.  He called Kathy�s cell but she didn�t answer.  Was everything he�d
done a mistake?


 


The Lloyds� next party was to be an
outdoor one, enjoying the hot summer day and evening by their large pool. 
Laura bought a new bikini more revealing than anything she�d worn before, even
on their honeymoon.  Depressed Jeff didn�t want to go and almost said no, but
figured a no-show on his part would be like surrender.  Besides, he wanted to
see Kathy so badly and find out why she�d been avoiding him.  Had their liaison
hurt her?  Did she regret it that much?  He had to know.


Kathy Lloyd greeted them at the door,
her amazing breasts almost seductively too much for her bikini top.  She gave
no clue to her feelings for Jeff, causing him to wonder if she ever really had
any and that she�d used him no differently than Laura had been used by Jorge,
Rob, Jason, Rudy and Peter.


Once at the pool, Laura paraded
around, gathering neighborhood men like a light bulb gathers moths.  Jeff still
didn�t understand it all.  He looked at Kim in her thong bikini and couldn�t
fathom Rudy chasing anyone else but his wife with her supermodel body.  He
thought Rachel and Pam were likewise especially sexy in their bikinis.  Was the
attraction no different than always�the forbidden fruit?  Or was it simply the
novelty of a different body under or over you?  Jeff noticed Marvin Lloyd
giving him the evil eye from across the pool, and assumed he hadn�t enjoyed the
last video.


On the pretense of going to the bathroom,
Jeff went into the house looking for absent Kathy.  Thankfully she was alone in
the kitchen and they could talk.


�Are you okay?� Jeff asked.  �You�re
not mad at me, are you?�


�No, I�m not angry.  Frankly, since
the last party I don�t know how to feel, but that�s not your fault.�


Jeff didn�t quite believe he was off
the hook.  �You may not be mad at me but I think your husband is.�


�The bastard will get over it.  He
always does.�


�What do you mean about not knowing
how to feel?�


She laughed and said, �About you,
dummy.  I�m not a one-night-stand woman, and regardless of the nature of my
marriage I don�t plan to change.  I enjoyed every second of our time in my bed,
but don�t see how it can happen again.�


Momentarily speechless, Jeff was
forced to once again confront where his marriage was headed.  Finally he said,
�Though I would love to, I can�t see it happening again either.�


�You see, that�s what I mean.  I�ve
never known a man like you.  Honest with your feelings and never giving up.  If
only Laura knew what she�s got; now, give me a kiss and let�s join the party. 
It�s mine, after all.�


The kiss lingered on for a long time,
each of them lost in thoughts of what they had, and didn�t have in life.  When
he returned to poolside, any pretence the Lloyds had that their parties weren�t
swinger parties was shattered.  Toplessness reigned.  Women were all over men
who weren�t spouses.  More than one man had his stiff dick out and being
ministered to.


Jeff looked around for Laura as
everyone yelled at Kathy to remove her top.  A general hoot was raised when she
did; her freshly unencumbered beauties truly a spectacle to behold.  Jeff
noticed Marvin watching something happening at a far corner of the pool, and
when he looked there, he saw his wife with her back to Jason.  It didn�t take
much imagination (or splashing water) to realize that he was fucking her. 
Marvin Lloyd, voyeur supreme, actually had a bulge in his swim shorts.


The whole dynamics changed in seconds
when Lynn and Peter showed up with their daughter, Malory.  The girl wore a
bikini only slightly less skimpy than Kim�s thong one.  She looked fourteen or
fifteen to Jeff, but Kathy told him she was home from college.  Lynn and Peter
grinned like the doting parents they were as first Jorge, then Rob, Rudy, Chris
and a couple of other men closed in around the girl.


Jeff sought out Kathy again and asked
her about Malory and her parents.  �Has she been here before?  I can�t imagine
her and her folks don�t know the score, especially with what�s going on,� he
said as he swept his arm around, indicating all the exposed body parts and
salacious action.


�Don�t worry about that.  Lynn and
Peter know exactly what our parties are like, and besides, the girl�s a
nymphomaniac of the highest order.�


As they talked, Malory�s top came
off, exposing cute, pointed cupcakes with prominent nipples.  Jeff looked
around the pool area to see every pair of eyes focused on the girl.  Like an
everyday occurrence, Jason climbed out of the pool, naked, still semi-erect
after fucking Laura, and walked toward the assemblage.


�Hi Mal.  Did you miss me?�


�I don�t miss you.  I just miss a
certain part of you, but it seems like it�s already been used.�


�Don�t worry; it was nothing, just a
tune-up to get him ready for you.�


Jeff didn�t think Laura (who at the
moment was getting out of the pool while clumsily trying to put her bikini
bottoms back on) heard his demeaning remark, though Rachel and Justine did. 
They went to Jason�s wife, Pam, and berated her for letting her husband play with
the young woman.


�Oh, let him have his fun,� Pam
said.  �Whenever he fucks Malory he�s a stallion with me afterwards, and I�ll
never complain about that.�


�Speaking of a stallion, hi Jeff,�
Kim said, smiling, as Kathy walked away and the ignored wives gathered around
him.  �I don�t know about you gals, but if Laura doesn�t want him and Kathy
doesn�t want another go, then I think I�ll trade Rudy in for a better, younger
model.�


Now out of the pool, Laura saw the
neighborhood women surrounding her husband at the same time the men surrounded
the new girl, and wondered why she�d been fucked by Jason and then abandoned. 
The aggregation of men appealed to her more than the cluster of women (and her
husband) so she joined them.


However, in the category of attention-getting
females, on this day Laura was no match for Malory.


It was apparent to the neighborhood
newcomers like Jeff that Jason and maybe a couple of the other men had a sexual
history with Malory.  Jeff couldn�t fathom, no matter how liberal they were, how
Lynn and Peter could openly pass their daughter around like a sexual party
favor.  Kim whispered in Jeff�s ear, �Pam�s gonna be pissed.  Look at Jason�s
cock, erect while he brazenly teases the girl, not caring who is looking.�


�Why is this any different to Pam
than other parties?� Jeff asked.  �She knew he fucked others, like my wife.  Is
it just Mal�s age?�


Kim answered, �It�s one thing to hide
in an upstairs bedroom and do it.  Quite another to fuck someone in front of
everyone else.  I�ve warned Rudy about going too far.  Besides��


�It all seems �too far� to me. 
Especially since everyone knows Marvin videos it all for his jollies,� Jeff
said.


Kim whispered in his ear, ��Mal just loves
anal.�  Yep, that and her age might make it a game changer, Jeff thought.


Jason pulled a giggling Malory toward
one of the lounge chairs.  While he lay down, Mal dropped her bottoms and with
more giggles impaled herself on his erection.  Kathy Lloyd was visibly upset at
the brazen, open sex act, and she stormed into the house.  The rapt audience
watched them for a while until others paired up and went at it in various spots
around and in the pool.  Marvin was front and center in the �audience.�


Laura ended up in a threesome with
Rudy and Justine, though she wasn�t happy that Rudy seemed more interested in
fucking Rob�s wife than her.


In perhaps the strangest tableau of
all, Malory�s parents did a spouse swap with the younger Jorge and Rachel and
went at it on both sides of Jason and Mal.  The duos�Peter and Rachel, Lynn and
Jorge�spent as much time watching Jason and Malory fuck like wild animals than
they paid attention to each other.


Kim said to Jeff, �Some floor show,
huh?  Proud parents.�


He looked at his wife, surely not as
happy as she figured she�d be, and then turned to Kim.  �Yes, quite a show,� he
said, �but one I could do without.  Why did Kathy let it come to this, or am I
missing something?�


�This is new, and I don�t think
Kathy�s very happy about it.�


�Yeah, I noticed her stomping off
into the house.�


�You care about her,� Kim said.  �And
I think you�re just what she needs, but you won�t leave your wife and she won�t
give up all the rich perks no matter what the old fart does or doesn�t do.�


Right then the �old fart� surprised
everyone by dropping his shorts and sporting an honest-to-goodness erection,
probably bolstered by Viagra but nonetheless there for all to see.  He beckoned
two of the unoccupied wives over to him and like zombies they obliged, both
taking turns sucking his cock.


�You�re right, Kim,� Jeff said.  �I
do like Kathy, and I like you too.  Months ago I may have wondered how good
women like you and Kathy Lloyd could stand watching their husbands constantly
screw other women, but now I�m doing the same thing, watching my wife become a
wanton slut.  I don�t know her anymore.�


�Thank you for the �good women� part,
although I�m not that happy with myself and how I�ve let things slide with
Rudy.�  She turned to face Jeff and pressed her breasts into his equally bare
chest.  �Please take me to a bedroom and make love to me.  Consider it a mercy
fuck.�


Jeff, though flabbergasted by the
surprise proposition, grew hard in spite of his reservations.  �With you, Kim,
it wouldn�t be a mercy fuck in the least.�


Hand in hand like dating
schoolchildren they entered the house, walked upstairs and located an empty
bedroom.  The sex was gentle and lingering, and neither could remember anything
remotely like this with their spouse in a long time.  He sucked on one of her
perfect nipples as she held his ass in her hands and urged him deeper.  Except
for one utterance of �Yes, Jeff, oh yes� from Kim�s lips, they were silent
until they arched their backs in unison as their spurting fluids warmly
mingled.


Jeff was surprised to see that she
was crying.  �Did I hurt you?� he asked, unsure of anything else to say.


�No, oh no, you didn�t hurt me.  I
needed that so badly, and you gave me what I asked for.  You made love to me;
you gave me much more than sex.  You�re a special man, and I hate your wife
with every fiber of my being.�


Jeff said, �Hate�s too strong, but
yeah, I detest Rudy, Marvin Lloyd�Jorge, Jason�the lot of them�for trivializing
what should be special.�  Lying next to the beautiful woman, he was pleasantly
surprised that he hadn�t wilted even after cumming so copiously.


Kim whispered, �Yes, this is
special,� as she pulled him onto her and guided him back into her yet
unsatisfied vagina.


Later, when they rejoined the party
by the pool, the orgy was over and everyone had turned their attention to food
and drink, with most of the women having their tops back on.  Everyone except
Malory, who was in the pool with Jorge behind her, suspiciously looking as if
she was getting it up the ass, if one was to assess her facial expression.


Laura approached Jeff as soon as Kim
left his side and went to join her husband, Rudy.  �Can we go home now?  I�ve
had enough partying for today,� she said.


�I guess we can.  But first let me
thank Kathy for having us over.�


Jeff didn�t care about offering the
hostess any thanks; he just wanted to make sure she was all right.  He found
her in the kitchen, still gloriously topless and ostensibly cleaning up, though
he knew it was mostly an act of hiding from her guests.


�Yes Jeff, I�m okay,� she answered
when he asked her. �I signed on for this tour, didn�t I?�


�Can I do something?�


�No.  You have your life�your
wife�and you did enough for me already the night of the last party.�  She
paused, and then without eye contact, said �Kim�s hooked on you now, too.�


�We were recorded?� Jeff blurted. 
�You watched it?�


Kathy nodded.  �Wished it was me the
whole time.�


All Jeff could say was that he was
sorry.


After they were home, Laura was lost
in her own thoughts.  Viewing the secret videos over and over again had
stripped away much of the excitement she�d felt at the time: those virile men
all wanting her. Her!  Since she married Jeff, she thought he hadn�t made her
feel the way she had in the Lloyds� upstairs bedroom with all those cocks.  But
now, looking back through the unblinking camera lens, she saw the reality. She
saw their lewd and juvenile sneers as they creamed inside one or another of her
holes.  She was a piece of meat, nothing more.  When they had their fill they
went on to hunt different prey.


Like Malory.


She knew now that her needy pursuit
had nothing to do with Jeff.  Whether or not it was on the DVD by mistake, she
watched the women all around her husband, and how they fluffed him and Kathy,
getting them ready for what looked like fantastic sex.  When she saw it the
first time she was angry, but subsequent viewings confirmed that her husband
was the best lover she knew.  And Kathy Lloyd knew it too.  Jeff hadn�t
changed, she had.


Kathy!  Laura saw the way Mrs. Lloyd
looked at Jeff even at the first party. Kathy Lloyd had everything, and if she
didn�t then she could afford to buy it, like her amazing tits.  What she
couldn�t buy in that sense was a good man to love her.  Mr. Lloyd was an old
jerk, albeit a rich one.  Laura bristled at the memory of how he�d leered at
her all the time, and of course now knowing about the secret videos and how he
must have enjoyed watching them.  What a fool she�d been.  Kathy knew a good
man when she saw one, and it wasn�t Jorge or Rob or Rudy or any of the others;
the good man that was taken for granted by his wife and made to watch as she
wallowed in the mud.  The final slap in the face was when she saw Jeff and Kim
sneak off into the house today and the look on Kim�s face when they came back
out.


Kim!  So gorgeous, and with a perfect
model�s body.  How could she compete with that?  Like the others, Rudy may have
eagerly fucked her, but Laura realized that Kim was sleeping in his bed at
night, not her.  How could she blame Jeff for succumbing to Kim�s charms,
especially after watching his wife repeatedly make a fool of herself like she
had?


She showered and put on the sexiest
nightgown she had, then offered herself to her husband as the best apology. 
Jeff, needless to say was skeptical.


�Like a rebound fuck?  The
neighborhood men didn�t fuck you enough?�


�I�m so sorry, Jeff.  You have every
right to be angry with me, and I deserve it all.�


�Did jealousy do this?�


�No, not jealousy, not really, but
maybe what you did and didn�t do opened my eyes.  Remember that Marillion song
we liked so much�The Party?  


�Yes, I remember that song.  What of
it?�


�I�ve been like that girl, seduced
into something I thought I needed.  Needing to feel a part of something
exciting, needing something I thought was missing.�  Laura softly sang two
lines of the song.


�A house full of music 

            And a hat full of wonder�


 


�My love wasn�t missing,� Jeff said.


�I know that now.  The attention I
got from the neighborhood made me think something was missing.  My �hat
full of wonder� wasn�t drugs or whatever it was in the song.  Mine was the
strange cocks that got hard for me�for ME,� she vehemently said.  The
men played on my insecurity, and I lapped it up and became the fuck-hole they wanted
me to be.  And I was stupid enough to believe I was anything more that a toy
with holes to screw.�


Jeff took her in his arms as she
softly cried.  After he whispered, �The woman I married is much more than a
fuck hole,� he slipped the nightgown from her trembling body and began to
explore her all over with his lips.  He kissed and fondled her breasts until
she pushed his head downward, wanting his attention given to a different spot. 
He obliged by slowly moving his lips down and around her navel and over her
bald pubis.  He didn�t attack her clitoris.  He lingered there, slipping his
moistened tongue around the inside of her labia until he tasted the juices that
were all hers.  When he tantalizingly arrived at her clit, the pink pearl was
swollen and stiff.


Laura murmured, �Oh, God, yes, Jeff,
baby, I miss that so much!�


He waited until she was swept away by
her first orgasmic wave before he moved up between her quivering thighs and
slid into her warm haven.  Jeff thought I bet none of the neighborhood men
were this attentive, but knew better than to say it aloud as he slowly
began his thrusting rhythm, riding high just the way she liked it.  It wasn�t
long before she wrapped arms and legs around him and bucked her hips, urging
him on.  When Jeff sensed it was time to pick up the pace, he multiplied it by
ten.


�I�m
cummingcummingcummingcummingcummingcumming�� she gurgled as an earthquake shook
her from bottom to top and back again.


Laura felt a little like the Prodigal
Son in the Bible.  She was lost and didn�t deserve to be accepted back after
what she�d done to him, but Jeff forgave her and made her feel like a loved
wife again.  �We�re never going to another party,� she said later, before they
fell asleep.  �I�ll never let another man touch me as long as I live.  I love
you, sweetheart, and I�m sorry for everything I did to you.�


�I love you too, honey.�


Each dreamed of similar things.


 


They did skip the next party, and
Laura was trying hard to get past her urges, ones driven by her acknowledged
insecurity.  However, every time she saw or ran into men of the neighborhood
all the old cravings came back, especially if they complimented her on how she
looked or made comments about missing her at the last party.


Jeff shared with her Kathy�s Pam
Smart comparison, and that had shocked Laura to no end.  �I would never do
that,� she told Jeff, reaffirming her love for him.  


He sure didn�t miss the parties.  The
bastard Marvin could get his rocks off (if that was even possible) watching
someone else�s wife get gang banged.  That scene was over as far as he was concerned;
he thought as he slipped the DVD into his laptop and put the ear buds in his
ears.


Kathy Lloyd�s voice was loud and
clear.  �Oh Jeff�oh Jeff, you�re the man I�ve always dreamed of�fuck me, oh, fuck
me good�� she crooned as Jeff watched himself doing just that.  He had fucked
her good.  He grew hard watching her amazing tits quiver while hearing her
scream his name one more time as she superbly climaxed.


As he shut down his computer, Jeff
whispered to himself, �It�s not always about the party,� as he thought about
the next time he�d see the hottest hostess around.


 


The End


Some tidbits about this
story:


 


Like many of mine, it
didn�t end the way I thought it would when I began writing.  For one thing I am
much more comfortable writing in the first person.  I�m no longer afraid to
have that first person be a male character, but soon it became apparent that
Jeff wouldn�t know everything that was going on, so I switched gears and made
it a third person omniscient narrative that I think worked better.  I�ll trust
that if I confused you, you�ll let me know.


 


It appears that this is
my longest story to date (as long as you don�t count the �Judy� or �Magistrate�
stories as one story.)  I didn�t plan it that way.  Like good sex, sometimes it
just happens!


 


For those readers who
care about such things, the song that Kathy quotes (about baggage) is �Say
Goodbye to Yesterday� by Spock�s Beard.  A great song by a great band�please
check it out:


http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=a_ZmYiV_Q60
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You can e-mail me at boredbutstillhot@yahoo.com
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By
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This is a sequel to PANDEMIC


 


�What are you doing in Tejas?� the old man
asked, then when he saw my less than welcoming facial expression he added �I
mean, I can tell you�re not from these parts.�


We were seated at a bar in a suburb of what
used to be called Austin, Texas.  Since the onset and subsequent eradication of
the plague, followed by secession, the wars, and the formation of new countries,
this area wasn�t known for tourism any longer, especially not for solitary
women like me.  I knew why he asked the questions, and that they weren�t as hostile-sounding as
they may have seemed to others.


�I was searching for a friend, but I found that
she died.�


�Sorry to hear that,� the man said before
returning his attention to his beer.  I figured he wasn�t a threat.  I sipped
my drink and contemplated the real reason I was here.


República Tejas was formed by the union of the
old US state of Texas with the bordering Mexican states of Chihuahua and
Coahuila.  Wars were fought and many men killed, yet there were enough Mexicans
in Texas and many maquiladoras in the two old Mexican states to turn the
tide and sour the politicians and business moguls to more fighting. Of course
since the plague killed three-quarters of the world�s women, no woman was
allowed to fight anymore, thus why men were the only ones killed in the Secession Wars. 
The economy of the new country was shaky but holding up so far, though the
Tejas Peso remained a volatile currency highly dependent on trade with what was
left of Mexico.  


As for me, my world fell apart in 2022.  I had
survived the plague, as women and girls died all around me.  Then came anarchy
and the rustlers, bands of men who kidnapped women because of the scarcity of
supply.  No woman was safe.  But no woman was without increased value either,
like any scarce commodity, and I parlayed that fact into my means of survival,
at least until �22. The man who brought the US back from anarchy because of the
plague, Richard Fund, 46th President of the United States, was assassinated by
a cabal of PETA and environmental radicals that year.  The country, and soon
the world slipped back into darkness as if Atlas had finally shrugged his
shoulders for good.  And I was screwed again.  I lost Claire soon afterward to
the �old plague��cancer.  With both my lover and my presidential savior dead, I
slipped away from my northeastern comfort zone and headed west.  The friend I
told the stranger I was looking for was Richard Fund�s daughter Lauren.  That�s
why I braved a visit to Tejas.  Hearing that she�d been killed still didn�t sit
right with me.  I needed more proof but I wasn�t going to give that amount of
detail to a stranger in a bar.


The main reason, though, for braving a visit to
the new Wild, Wild West was that I was in search of my daughter.


My reverie was broken by my drinking buddy.  �I
hope you don�t mind me saying this, but you�re a mighty fine looking woman.�


I cut him off by adding, �For my age, right?� 
He looked sincere enough that I didn�t hear what he said as a pick-up line.


�I didn�t mean it like that.  I guess what I
was saying is that most of the women that survived the plague weren�t exactly
the prettiest, at least in these parts.  Me and my pals would joke that
homeliness was a vaccine.�  He chuckled but I didn�t think it was very funny. 
He went on, �You�re the prettiest lady I�ve shared a beer with in ages.�


�I accept the compliment,� I said, not wanting
to let this conversation go any further.  Contrary to what he said I didn�t
feel pretty, just old and used up.  Gladly he kept to himself as I sipped my
beer and thought of Hannah.


When the plague was in full bloom and I was
�acquired� by Perkins Clark I figured I was beyond my conception window, though
not yet menopausal. With most women dying around me, I gave little thought to
safe sex.  Among Clark, Richard Fund, my eight common law husbands and my best
friend Kevin, was the one who unpredictably impregnated me.  I�ll never know
who Hannah�s father was but to me it didn�t matter.  I endured a rough
pregnancy.  However, my beautiful little baby girl made it all worthwhile.


Then my world ended.  All the hopes and dreams
I resurrected so late in life were gone.  After President Fund was
assassinated, his wife and daughter disappeared.  Unfortunately, Fund�s
daughter Lauren was babysitting Hannah at the time, and they all disappeared
together.  The rumor was that the entire Fund family was on the Gore Army�s hit
list for �crimes against Mother Earth.�  Whether they escaped or were killed no
one seemed to know, and if they did they weren�t talking.


I�m quite a resourceful person.  I picked up
clues that they possibly ran to The Jefferson Republic in what was once
Missouri, and from there slipped across the border into Tejas.  I�d heard
rumors about them going on to California but I didn�t believe them.  There was
still ethnic cleansing going on there so I doubted that�s where they would go. 



I went to Tejas carrying with me the only hope
I had.


As I left the bar, I remained alert.  The
plague may be over but women were still scarce, with a new breed of rustlers
targeting the wave of young girls being born.  Girls had real value, but the
new rustlers weren�t averse to kidnapping older women as sex slaves.  I wasn�t
about to be enslaved again.


I returned to my crappy motel room and turned
on the ancient TV, mostly for background noise so I didn�t feel alone. 
Cascading through the available channels provided me with nothing but idiotic
�reality� shows and propaganda news.  An NBC News spin-off was broadcasting a
talking-head discussion on Israel, though there really wasn�t a point since the
country was all but wiped from the map in the Second Holocaust.  Ex-President
Barak Obama was on another channel making points only he couldn�t find
ridiculous on how his presidency shaped the US into a more �realistic� and
�progressive� nation, without once mentioning anything about all the bloodshed
and death that fractured the nation into something far from being �United.� 
The pompous bastard never publicly mourned the death of his daughters from the
plague and I hated him for it, more so than any of the silly things like
�universal healthcare� passed during his administration that did nothing to
prevent the pandemic or curb its spread, and along with the Choice Act may have
made its spread much worse.


I fired up my hand-held to find some real
news.  Reports were coming in that roving gangs of Mexican girls, some as young
as eight, were patrolling Southern California and killing every man they met. 
A leader was quoted in Spanish that I loosely translated as �These men killed
us so now we will kill them.�  I guess that was one way to rationalize evening
the odds.  Holding two assault rifles in spite of the latest gun laws, she
spoke fervently for someone who appeared to be no older than fourteen.


I joined the blogosphere looking to find more
clues to Lauren Fund and Hannah.  A couple of my contacts made references to
public camera networks with facial recognition capabilities in San Antonio that
�may� have sighted my daughter.  I had my doubts because of the rapid growth
kids go through at her present age, making these types of algorithmic
identifications highly improbable.  But I still had to go check them out.  I
had to.  The next morning I headed toward San Antonio.


 


I was on a back road just south of New
Braunfels when I got raped.  The three of them weren�t much older than
teenagers.  They forced me off the road and boxed me in, their intentions quite
clear.  The tallest of the three seemed to be the leader.  He leered and said,
�It�s been a while since I�ve had some mature pussy.  The meat still looks
good.�  He pronounced mature as �MAY-too-er� which must be an inside joke,
since his two sidekicks both laughed like hyenas when he said it.


I said, �You�re not going to hurt me, are you?�


One of the others answered, �No, we�re going to
FUCK you.�


�And that�s okay, as long as you�re not rough
about it.�  What else could I say with the obvious about to happen?  Rape
wasn�t new to me; I just didn�t want to be beaten in the process.


Two of them pulled me into their car�s back
seat while the third drove my car and followed us down a rutted path away from
the road.  Once stopped and out of sight, they pulled me from the car and began
ripping my clothes off.  The kid who drove mine joined us, but couldn�t get it
up to save himself so he eventually retreated off to the side as an observer. 
I was surprised his buddies didn�t razz him but I guess they were too busy with
me.  One guy nailed me from behind while the other one, the tall kid, choked me
with his dick down my throat as he pinched one of my tits�strangely only one,
never the other.  When the kid behind me came in about 30 seconds, making
enough noise to get his buddy out of my mouth and anticipating my pussy, I saw
my chance.


The tall kid had a KA-BAR knife in a black
sheath attached to his belt; his hastily discarded pants lying right next to me
as kid number two stuck his cock between my cum-dripping labia.  I wondered if
the fools lost mothers or sisters to the plague.  If they had, could they still
be ambush rapists?  I can�t say it was anger, but maybe it was.  I can�t call
it revenge, but maybe it was.  I grabbed the knife and before they reacted I�d
taken out both of my rapists.  Limp Dick stupidly just sat there, stunned and
unable to move as blood spurted everywhere.


�You�you�killed them,� he muttered.


Naked and covered in blood, I nevertheless
rushed at him with the knife and said, �Do you want to be next?�  Tongue-tied
and eyes agog, all he could do was shake his head.  It took me several seconds
before I registered all the blood on me and what I�d done.  Unlike the clothing
of the two rapists, the third man�s clothes were blood-free.  Trembling in the
aftermath of the adrenaline rush, I said to him, �Hand me all your clothes�NOW!�


He was in shock, muttering �Oh God, oh God�you
killed Pete and Joe�you killed them, don�t hurt me, please�don�t�kill�me,
please�� as he handed me his jeans and t-shirt with a quivering hand.


 They were a little big but they would do.  I
hollered at him to go.  �Run, dammit, run!� I yelled.  He looked down, taking
in his own nakedness, saying �But�but�but,� and nothing more.  I guessed in his
stunned brain public nakedness was akin to death.  I waved the knife closer and
that tipped the scales, for he began running up the path.


I realized that a creek was nearby, so I walked
to it on wobbly knees to wash off the blood before I dressed.  I should have
been afraid of remaining there and getting caught, but I figured Limp Dick
would take a while before his naked self walked far enough to get someone�s
attention.


As I drove away, I thought of three things: I
better get as far away from here as possible; I better take some elusive routes
to do so; and I better alter my appearance.  I�d pondered the pros and cons of
keeping the knife, but decided against it.  If it happened again I�d be raped
anyway and probably never get the chance to use it without being killed first. 
I buried the evidence by the creek before I left.  Thankfully I didn�t see Limp
Dick as I fled the scene.


By the time I made San Antonio, the shakes were
back big time.  I�d killed two men.  It didn�t matter what they were doing to
me.  I murdered someone.  I tried to remain calm as I checked into another
lousy motel.


It wasn�t the filthy room that prevented me
from sleeping.  I remembered the decades-old story of Aileen Wuornos, who went
on a killing spree against men who she claimed raped her.  Would I become like
that, a serial killer, or maybe like the vengeful Mexican girls?  I thought of
Kevin and my futile attempts to locate him. Was he, like many of my other
pre-plague friends, dead?  I dreamed of my lost baby and that guaranteed a
fitful night�s sleep.


The next morning I checked in with a couple of
my fellow bloggers in the San Antonio area.  Both of them presented �evidence�
that Lauren Fund and my daughter were still alive, but neither of them could
say where they supposedly were.  One of the men�I only knew him as
�Snake��speculated that the sporadic news �out there� was that Lauren was being
held captive and wouldn�t be killed because she had �value� due to who she
was.  Lauren was a pretty teenager, so I figured her last name wasn�t the only
reason she had value in this new world order.


The other blogger, who went by �Butt� pieced
together some chatter intel suggesting the two of them were at a fortress
outside of Houston.  Nothing could be corroborated, but what else did I have to
go on?


Butt also told me he�d picked up some chatter
about a couple of murdered men, and that the killer�s description sounded a lot
like me.  �Gwen, it�s not you, is it?�


I assured him it wasn�t me.  Now I had to get
away from here quickly.  �Houston, we have a problem,� I muttered under my
breath, and that�s where I had to go.


 


Houston, once the fourth largest city in the
United States, was now one gigantic slum.  Two industries which traditionally
drove this city�big oil and aerospace�were long gone, and so went the city. 
The two presidential administrations preceding President Fund tried making this
region the �Solar Energy Capital� of the US.  Since both grand designs failed
(the US now being 42 states instead of 50) Houston�s main employer was local
government, and how was that working out for you?  As rumor had it, República
Tejas was getting ready to pull the plug on funding.  How that wouldn�t lead to
rebellion was anyone�s guess.


The �fortress� my friend Butt told me about was
supposed to be just a bit north of Katy.  Not knowing what I�d find, I stopped
in Katy and did some reconnoitering.  I found the redneck bar with the fewest
Harleys outside and went in.  


A quick look at the three women among the men
in the bar told me I picked the right place.  Like my drinking companion of a
couple of days ago said, seems like the ugliest ones survived around here. 
Every man wanted to buy me a drink, and therefore every one was a source of
intel.


Coming at the topic obliquely, I got several of
the men to provide details of what this so-called fortress was all about.  One
of the men, a rawboned guy with workingman�s jeans and a dusty cowboy hat,
lamented how he�d lost all the women in his life to the plague and that he
hated �those people� for harboring all the �good� women now.  He told me all
this over a beer (my fourth or fifth, but who was counting) without any hint of
it being a come-on.  The picture that was emerging of this �fortress� wasn�t
paramilitary so much as a commune of sorts, though a commune that was armed and
didn�t cater to strangers, except for desirable women it seemed.


I stifled a laugh when my latest drinking
partner said his name was Tex.  Rawboned like I said, but handsome in his own
chiseled way, I imagined myself lying under him and liked the image and the
moisture in my panties the image elicited.


�Seeing I don�t have a place to stay tonight,
where do you suggest?� I said to Tex, hoping for a certain reply.


He didn�t disappoint me.  �Most of the motels
around these parts are flea and bedbug havens,� he said.  �You can stay at my
place if you�d like. I�ve got extra rooms, and no evil intent.�


Sounded good to me.


He didn�t live that far away from the bar. 
Evil intent aside, Tex was obviously sex-starved and attracted to me, though he
tried not to show it.  Instead, he showed me to a bedroom that once clearly was
a teen girl�s room, a daughter perhaps, still decorated as it must have been
when she died.  I didn�t pry.


�You interested in some supper?� he asked.


�You don�t have to put yourself out on my
account,� I said, though I really was hungry.


He said it wasn�t a problem and suggested I
shower �or whatever� while he cooked.  I retreated to the bedroom and surveyed
my mostly dirty clothes, which still included Limp Dick�s jeans and t-shirt. 
I�d have to ask Tex if I could do some wash.  While I was showering, he
projected his voice into the bathroom from just outside the door, saying
�Supper�s about ready. You almost done in there?�


�Be out in a sec,� I called out.  I assumed
he�d hover around to get a glimpse of my nakedness so I hurriedly grabbed a
towel, quickly drying myself before wrapping it around my body.  He was
hovering, but whether or not he got a good look I couldn�t tell.  I walked by
him with a smile, went to the bedroom and put on the cleanest t-shirt and jeans
I had.


We ate in silence.  He had a difficult time
trying not to stare at my braless breasts under the thin t-shirt.  I found
myself looking back at him.  Clean him up a bit and he was a good looking man,
not so much rawboned as my initial impression but lean and sinewy like a big
cat.  My stiffening nipples didn�t go unnoticed as I decided I�d let him pounce
on me all he wanted.


After dinner I used his washing machine as he
showered.  When he stepped from the shower, I was waiting for him much more
brazenly than he�d waited for me.  All I did was nod my head, and without any
hesitation, and still dripping wet, he picked me up in his arms and carried me
to his bedroom.


On the big bed as I removed first the t-shirt
and then the jeans, he stared at me with a lust well beyond any an old lady
like me deserved.  His cock was ramrod straight and ready for action as I
guided him between my parted thighs.  In his mind, I knew he wasn�t fucking
me.  For now he was back between the legs of the woman he lost, and that was
okay.  I thought of my losses too.  Both of us climaxed long and loud.


After Tex caught his breath, he said, �You�re a
special woman there, Gwen.  I don�t think I�ve ever�felt like this.�


I put a fingertip to his lips and said, �Don�t
say that.  Have no regrets except for forgetting what it must have been like
with your woman.  Her memory deserves more than to be supplanted by one night
with a stranger.�


My comment hit home, and he began to cry while
I held him to my bosom.


Later, we talked about why I was in Tejas, and
why Katy specifically. He told me more about what he called �the compound�
which was located on unincorporated land north of here near what he called
�Farm to Market Road,� if that was indeed an official name instead of just a
local moniker.


�Some people think it�s some sort of
paramilitary fort,� he said, �but I know differently. The place is run by a
bunch of women who either survived the plague or harbored girls born after it
was cured. It ain�t a fort, but I�m not saying they don�t have a passel of
weapons to keep rustlin� men out.  They do have men living there, I happen to
know, but they don�t run things.�


�Do you really know all this, or is it local
speculation?�


�I know,� he said but didn�t elaborate.  So I
pressed him.  Finally he told me the rest of the story.  �My youngest is there.
She ran away when her mom and sister died because some lady said they could
keep gals safe. Then I heard that lady had died too, and another one kind of
took over running the place, one that used to be somebody famous. What�s it to
you anyway?�


I told him about searching for Hannah and
Lauren, and the clues my blogger buddies dug up that led me here.  �Have you
heard from your daughter?�


He silently shook his head, the sadness plainly
on his face.  He didn�t know anything more about the �somebody famous� or whether
they�d even let me in.  He told me about some men who went out there and never
came back, speculating that they�d been murdered.


�Those women are probably a bunch of lesbians
anyway. Maybe that�s what my Susie wanted in life. I for sure wanted more for
her.�


He cried again, and this time when I held him,
things progressed further until he was erect and penetrating me once more. 
Again with his eyes closed, I gave him the fantasy a good man like him
deserved.


In the morning I headed north.  Tex couldn�t
say I�d be safe, but he did give me a message for his daughter if I saw her.  I
didn�t remind him I was desperately looking for mine too.  I followed his
directions and knew I was in the right area as soon as I saw the first
sentinel.  She was in a modified Jeep Wrangler and had what looked like an M20
assault rifle that shouldn�t have been in non-military personnel�s hands.  I
waved as I drove by.  She didn�t wave back.  She didn�t shoot or make any move
to stop me, which I classified under so-far-so-good.


Another mile down the road, and another
sentinel, this time a man, with a walkie-talkie radio to his lips.  They
certainly knew I was coming.  A mile farther and they were more than
sentinels.  They were a bona fide roadblock.


I took my hands off the wheel and showed them. 
They had guns but weren�t overtly waving them around, although at least one was
trained on me every second since I pulled up.  A plain looking woman with the
air of leadership and a manly walk came up to the driver�s side window and
motioned for me to open it.  I was nervous while lowering one hand in order to
hit the window switch.  I did what I was told, though very slowly.


�What brings you here? And before you answer, I
don�t want to hear �just passing through,� because I�m not an idiot.�


�I�m looking for my daughter, Hannah.�


She gave me a discerning look, which gave me
hope.  �What makes you think she�s anywhere around here?�


�I heard rumors, and basically that�s my last,
best hope.�


�Did she run away?� she asked.


�No, she was kidnapped, more or less. She�d be
three-and-a-half now.�


�How can someone be kidnapped �more or less�?�


She�d given me another one of those telling
looks. She wouldn�t be very good at poker, I surmised.  Deception would get me
nowhere and maybe killed, so I explained everything: the Funds, Lauren�s
babysitting and subsequent flight, and all the hints of death and
hopelessness.  �All I want is my baby girl,� I said as plaintively as I could.


�I can�t promise anything, sister, but follow
me and I�ll introduce you to everyone else in the colony.�


�It�s Gwen,� I said. �My name is Gwen. And my
daughter�s name is Hannah. Remember it.�  First �fortress,� then �compound� and
now �colony.�  I couldn�t wait to see what this supposed congregation of mostly
women actually looked like.  She didn�t reciprocate and tell me her name but
simply beckoned me to follow as she got into one of the old Jeep vehicles and
sped off down the road.


I expected a heavily guarded fort.  Instead, I
got a small town much like any other in these parts, although this town�s
entrance had one more checkpoint to skirt.  My guide stopped in front of a
no-nonsense building so I pulled up next to her vehicle.  Without a word I
followed her into the building.  She introduced me with �This is Gwen,�
emphasizing my name as a reminder that I�d emphasized it to her at the
roadblock.  �She�s looking for her little girl who was kidnapped from back
east,� she said to the now assembled group.  �Do y�all know if we have a
three-year-old girl named Hannah in town?�


All either shook their heads or did nothing, a
few adding a mumbled �No.�


I spoke up.  �More than one person has heard
she was here, but she may not be going by Hannah.�


A young blond woman of around twenty asked,
�Who kidnapped her? Was it rustlers?�


�She was with her babysitter when she
disappeared. The sitter�s name is Lauren, who would be sixteen now, but I can�t
say for sure if they were kidnapped or just ran away to avoid rustlers and then
were kidnapped later.�


A couple of women asked if I would be staying
in town, making it sound like I was a germ they�d just as soon see vanish.  At
least I now knew the name of the woman who brought me here, since they called
her Ruth.  They all turned back to me and wanted to know more about me,
peppering me with questions.  I tried to answer all of them.


A man entered the room, and everyone including
Ruth became deferential to him, which surprised me since I figured the place to
be purposely female-centric.  He stared at me in an intimidating fashion and
said, �Who the hell are you and what are you doing here?�


I wasn�t intimidated, and I opened my mouth to
tell my story all over again.  When I did though, Ruth beat me to it and
explained everything to the man she called Joe.  While she spoke he didn�t look
at Ruth but continued to stare at me.  I always possessed a bit of perspicacity
so I picked up a vibe; this guy was Ruth�s man and now he was checking me out. 
Ruth didn�t look happy.


The unfolding soap opera once more made me
think about what the old dude had said about the plague. I glanced around the
room to see that except for one of them, the women weren�t exactly above the
mean in the beauty or body distribution. So when a woman of my age enters the
room and becomes the second best looking piece of ass there, one could wonder
about the veracity of the plague�s selectiveness.


Joe got close, invading my space a little, and
began asking questions about Hannah.  He didn�t try subtlety, openly ogling my
chest all the while.


�Look, I don�t want to crash your little party.
I heard rumors that my baby daughter and the girl who disappeared with her were
here. If they�re not, I�ll go away and look for them elsewhere. Right now this
place is my only hope,� I said, more uncomfortable with Ruth�s dagger-eyes than
with Joe�s presumed familiarity.


�I don�t know your daughter or this other girl
Lauren, but then again I don�t know everyone in this colony or the surrounding
county, so you�re free to hang around and look for them. You just better not be
bullshitting us, Gwen.�


I assured him I wasn�t, and immediately turned
to Ruth to mend the fences that I didn�t break.  Based on how Joe had reacted
to me, I calculated that Ruth would want to keep a close eye on me.  �Thank
you, Ruth, for bringing me in, now I�m stuck on where I can stay the night. Is
there a hotel in town?�


�Nope, no hotel here. I suppose you could stay
with me for a night or two.�  Before I answered her, she snuck a peek at Joe,
who was talking animatedly with the young blond, and added, �I think my couch
will be okay.�  I assured her it would be, figuring that it wasn�t her couch�s
level of comfort she was really worried about and knowing I played her into
keeping me close.  My perspicacity again; I needed an ally, and if Joe was
actually a leader around here, Ruth was a good choice.  As Kevin always warned
me, I had to be careful.


Ruth�s house was typical of the area, I was
learning.  Not exactly ramshackle, what once had been a farmhouse was poorly
maintained, with several added on sections making the place seem like a
mismatched jigsaw puzzle. However, inside it was clean and uncluttered, showing
some pride of ownership that the outside failed to show.


�I don�t know when Joe�ll be back, so I�m gonna
wait on supper, but make yourself comfortable anyway.�


That question was now answered.  I pulled the
tablet from my pack and asked if they had wi-fi.  I expected a no and so was
surprised when she answered yes.  �Is access encrypted?� I asked.


She looked at me like I had two heads.  She
wasn�t tech-savvy, and that sent me toward depression once more.  What happened
to this once great country?  Why did the people in charge, who were supposed to
be so progressive and forward-thinking, kill our spirit of knowledge and
innovation?  Why was it that if you wanted a high-tech problem solved nowadays
you had to find someone Indian or Chinese?  Moot questions anyway, since what
once was one country were now parts of four, with one part, the Pacific Northwest,
basically foreclosed and now owned by China to pay off the national debt that
nobody worried about just a short decade ago.


I was fighting back tears when Ruth said, �I
don�t know much about computers and such. Joe is always asking Susie questions
like that. She�s the expert here in the colony.�


Mmm, Susie�that was Tex�s daughter�s name, I
thought.  I was about to ask when Ruth said, �Though I�m sure Joe talks to her
�bout other things.�


I got it.  �Susie is the blond I met earlier?�


�Yeah. We don�t have many men around here, but
the ones that are, all LOVE Susie.�  She didn�t have to say it; implying
that the young, good-looking Susie loved them all back�while probably on her
back.


I was able to connect�no encryption�so I
checked the blogs and real news sites while asking Ruth more questions about
the colony.  She couldn�t, or wouldn�t tell me much more than I already knew. 
She reiterated that she didn�t know anything about Hannah, although she
acknowledged she didn�t know the folks �to the north.�  I pressed her for more
information about those folks, how far they were, and whether they were
considered part of the colony.  She wasn�t forthcoming.


Though the mainstream blogs painted their
usually rosy picture, others were scary.  The ethnic cleansing going on in
southern California was making Bosnia seem like a picnic.  Muslims who ran
things under fiqh and sharia law in Newark held a public hanging, stringing up
dozens of young men for crimes like pickpocketing, �coveting virgins� and
�uncleanliness,� whatever that meant, while several teen girls were killed
because they �shamed� their families somehow.  What had they done, I wondered;
lamenting that their sin was probably trying to be independent in a dependent
world.


When I had first heard of a �fortress� and
later approached Farm to Market Road and saw the armed sentinels, unlike in the
big cities I figured it was overkill. However, as I heard more news on what was
happening on this continent and in the world, I wasn�t so sure any security was
carried too far nowadays.  Lost in my depressing world view, I didn�t hear Joe
come in until he stood before me and said, �You seem to make yourself right at
home a bit too easily for my taste.�


�Ruth invited me here, but I�ll leave if you
want me to.�


He didn�t bother hiding the fact he was ogling
my chest, Ruth�s presence be damned.  He didn�t bother hiding the bulge in his
pants either.  I was a poor substitute for the much younger woman, but maybe
Susie hadn�t put out for him and I was his fallback position.


The well-worn sofa was my bed for the night
after all.  I didn�t sleep much, proverbially keeping one eye opened in case
Joe decided he couldn�t resist a new piece of ass, even if the ass was far from
new.  After Joe left for somewhere in the morning, Ruth was more forthcoming on
what the colony was all about, how it was formed, and what they feared the
most.


She told me about a family of women from �far
away� who hid in a farmhouse north of the tiny town, eventually taking in other
surviving women and girls much as the Underground Railroad hid and helped
blacks in the 1800�s before the Civil War. �I lived outside of town with my dad
and uncle then,� Ruth said wistfully, �after my mom passed from the plague.
Some rustlers came through and killed them but I escaped. Those women helped
me, especially Sarah, who was supposed to be somebody real special before all
the wars began. It bothered me at first, but they kinda trained the women who
they helped like me to fight back, and we killed lots of men who tried to rape
and kidnap us. Sarah had this baby girl, the cutest thing you ever did see, and
she would tell me �Ruth, this is the future, and I�ll do anything, even kill,
to keep her safe.� I didn�t know who Sarah was but I knew before the shit hit
the fan she was somebody important, like in government or something. She was so
beautiful, like a queen to me.�


I listened, taking it all in, wondering who
this Sarah woman was and where she was today.  I let Ruth keep telling her
story.  Eventually I�d ask my questions.


�Pretty soon we were like this commune of women
here in town. We collected guns and ammo, mostly from the men we either killed
or run off, with more and more women who were running away joining us. We knew
there was a myth spreading around these parts like we were some kind of army,
and we sort of encouraged it. Kept bad men away.�


�But now you�re not all women here. What about
Joe and the other men?�


�We�re not man-haters, and we do have our
needs, you know.�


Yes, I knew all too well about those needs.


 I asked the questions I was dying to ask. 
�Where is Sarah now? Is she still here in the colony?�


�She still lives in the same house she did when
she got here. North of town a bit.  I haven�t seen her in ages, though.  Heard
she was sick.�


�Do you think anyone would object if I went up
there to see her?�


�I don�t know,� Ruth said.  �Like maybe the
folks there are even more vigilant than we are, and not fond of strangers.�


�Should I ask Joe?�


�What would he know?  He�s only interested in a
couple things, not people who don�t live here.�  I figured one of the things
was pussy, specifically Susie�s.  I wouldn�t speculate what the other interest
was.


I left Ruth�s place and headed back to the
building where I met everybody the day before.  Sure enough, on the building�s
stoop were Joe and Susie.  They either were about to kiss, or I�d just missed
one.  Whichever, I interrupted them.


�I�d like to visit this farm where the Sarah
lady is,� I said. �Can either of you give me some advice along with
directions?�


Joe snidely said, �I�ll give you advice. Get
the fuck away from here. Sooner the better, before you poison my Ruthie�s mind
with feminist crap.�


�Sorry, Joe, but the world�s changed and it
left macho-man bullshitters like you behind.�  I turned toward Susie, but Joe
stood up to confront me.  Unfortunately, he pulled up a pistol as he arose.


�I should�ve shot you the first time I saw you,
bitch. Now�s not too late.�


He pointed the gun at me with a little more
purpose, and I thought I�m going to die underestimating a coward like this. 
When the explosion of a fired bullet echoed down the empty street, my second
thought was why no pain?  Then my eyes focused on Joe as he slowly
crumpled to the ground; inexplicably seeing that part of his head was damaged,
and Susie was screaming.


�She�s right, the world has changed,� Ruth
said, a big, old and smoking revolver in her hand and a crazed smile on her
face.  Susie continued her screaming, probably because she�d been splattered
with blood and brain matter rather than because Joe was dead.  Ruth hollered at
her to shut up.


I figured it was a good idea to get Susie away
from Ruth for the time being, so I urged the now sobbing young woman into the
building. When I heard a second �BOOM� behind me, I realized that I�d made
another error in judgment, my second in just a few minutes.


Crying out to no one in particular �Aw, Ruth,
why?� I didn�t look back, instead pushing hysterical Susie into the building
and toward the ladies� bathroom.  Attending to the living was my calling now. 
Not waiting for her to settle down, I washed the gore from her as best I could.


Ignoring the commotion outside, I asked Susie
if she was Tex�s daughter.  Through sobs she told me yes, Tex was her dad, and
that she never would go back.  I said, �You know he�s all alone. You�re all he
has in the world. Maybe it�s time for a fresh start with him.�  I�d planted the
seed.  She�d have to make up her mind.  I couldn�t do it for her.  Before I
left her alone, she asked if I�d slept with him.  I told her I had, but that he
never would forget her momma.  �I was only a poor substitute for her.  Don�t
let that color your opinion of who I saw as a fine, though lonesome man.�


When I went outside, I filled in the rest of
the story for the assembled congregation of women, most of them crying. 
Thankfully, the murder-suicide tableau was somewhat self-explanatory;
thankfully because otherwise I would have been under a lot of suspicion, though
I couldn�t escape all of it.


�Was it over Susie, or you?� one of them said
to me between sobs.


�Susie.  I butted in and Joe was about to kill
me when Ruth showed up. That�s why his gun was out.�  Nodding heads told me
that�s how they saw it in their imaginations anyway before I spoke.


Another said, �That fucking Susie. I knew it
would come to this sooner or later.�


A third woman added, �Yeah, Ruthie shouldn�t
have taken up with that good-for-nothing�man,� spitting out the last as if it
was a four letter word.  After all, maybe in the world of today and tomorrow,
�man� was a dirty word to women.


In the silence that followed, I realized that
after they figured out how to handle the bodies they would go after Susie. 
When scapegoats are needed, we can always find one, I mused.  I walked back
inside, caught Susie trying to sneak out the back door, and once again urged
her to return to her father.  Before I let her go, I got cursory directions to
the farm where the mysterious Sarah was supposed to be, though I figured
Susie�s knowledge of its whereabouts was basically hearsay.


I said no goodbyes, driving north and out of
the compound.  I passed two armed checkpoints, apparently all women.  They
didn�t bother me since I was going instead of coming.  The rural roads were
empty of travelers.  Very soon I realized the directions I got from Susie were
useless, so I made some dead-reckoning decisions and soon was lost.  I stopped
along the way at a couple of old homesteads, but they were abandoned.  War and
secession could do that to an area.  


Like some sort of karma, I saw a road sign for
the May the Blessings Be Foundation.  Even with all the strife in the world,
people at a place with that name had to be good people, but when I finally
found where this Foundation was supposed to be, it was desolate and deserted. 
So much for karma.  I cleared my mind of desperation and distraction and looked
around.  The land was fairly flat for miles.  I only saw one sign of
habitation: a plume of chimney smoke to the east about a mile to a
mile-and-a-half away.  That�s where I needed to go.


The rutted road that appeared to lead to the smoke
was unmarked and un-gated, so I tamped down my fear of the unknown and made the
turn.  By the time I approached a house I also saw two people, a solidly built
man and a teenage girl, pointing rifles at me.  I braked hard.  Then I went
crazy, crying like a baby.


�Lauren!  Bryan!� I cried out, stumbling from
the car as a shot was fired.


Mercifully, young Lauren proved to be a poor
sharpshooter, though she missed me by only inches.


Bryan called out, �Gwen! I don�t believe it!�
as he ran to greet me.  Lauren was more tentative until she recognized who I
was and joined us in a group hug.


I whispered �Hannah?�


�She�s inside,� answered Bryan, and that was
all I needed to hear to be transported to heaven.  I was too quick in running
inside and scooping up my girl, now a toddler; and she started bawling as any
child would do with a stranger�even when the stranger was her mother.  Lauren
gently took Hannah from me, and soon she wasn�t crying.  It broke my heart, but
I had found her, and that was what counted.  The rest would take time.


I won�t go into all the details of our catching
up.  These are the highlights:


As was rumored, they had escaped the attempted
hit by the assassins who killed Lauren�s father, the President.  They ran and
kept running.  As my sub-conscious mind must have figured out, �Sarah� was the
former First Lady Sofia, Lauren�s stepmom.  She�d passed away from natural
causes several months ago, leaving only the three survivors of the journey. 
Bryan and Lauren were still fearful of being found, and it showed.


What also showed was the relationship between
the teen and the man who for a short while had been one of my common-law
husbands.


�Are you two�?� I said.  When they admitted
that they were lovers, I told them not to worry and that it was okay by me, as
if my opinion meant something here in the wilderness.  The more important
question was could I stay with them.  I wasn�t about to suggest taking Hannah
away, although I wouldn�t leave her either.


They welcomed me and made me feel at home. 
Food was prepared as I spent time with Hannah, letting her get to know me. 
After we ate, Lauren and I took Hannah outside, where we talked for a while,
woman-to-woman. 


�Are you sure you�re not mad at me for taking
her?� she asked me.


�How can I be mad at you for saving my little
girl�s life?� I asked in return, tickling the chin of my now-smiling daughter.


�And Bryan too, I guess. I mean, like we have
sex and all but it�s not like we�re in love or anything.�


I chuckled, �I was married to the guy and I
can�t say it was love either.�


She laughed and said, �You were married to
seven other men too! How did you do it, having sex with all of them? Christ, I
was sore for a week after the first time.�


There wasn�t any time in this new world for
girls to grow up.  Lauren was sixteen, maybe seventeen with both her parents
dead, one by the plague and the other murdered in cold blood by radicals; then
she loses her stepmother too.  She should be thinking about proms and college,
not putting out for a man twice her age (even if he was a great guy). 


�Otherwise, you�re okay now?  Being with
Bryan?�


That�s when I was floored.  She answered me
with, �Yeah, I�m okay with Bryan, though it�s been a couple of weeks since we
did it, but I miss other girls. Gwen, can I sleep with you tonight?� It took me
a while for my brain to stop misfiring.


I told her that yes, she could sleep with me as
long as it didn�t piss off Bryan.  I didn�t want to start a war.  Bryan wasn�t
happy but he took it like the man he was.  I had difficulty separating the
image of the young girl introduced to me by her father with the one eager to
get between my legs, but she proved ravenous for pussy when we hit the bed. 
She was a woman now, and a skilled one at that.


�Ooooooooo, yes, sweetheart, right there�oh
God, yes!� I mewled as she dined on me.  


After I came with an explosive orgasm, she
licked her lips and said with a chuckle, �You don�t taste like an old
lady!�


�Let me check,� I said before I pulled her to
me and licked her lips, wet from my orgasmic juices, before kissed her fully. 
While we kissed with dueling tongues, I slipped a finger into her pussy, which
was already hungry, soaked and swollen.  Meanwhile, her hands were all over my
breasts.  I pulled my mouth away from hers and trailed it down her body until I
was sucking lightly on one of her puffy little nipples.


�Oooooooooooo yes!� she purred.  �Take me�take
me!�


Before Atlas shrugged and the world lost its
balance, I never would have allowed myself to have sex with an underage teen�boy
or girl.  That was then, and this was now.  I ran my tongue down her tight
belly and right into the sweetness that was her wet pussy.  I worked her clit
until she screamed, bucked her hips and convulsed in climax.


�You two look perfect together,� a voice spoke
up from the bedroom doorway.


Bryan stood there, naked, with an erection so
stiff it had to ache.


Post-orgasmic Lauren giggled and said, �Hi,
Bryan.  I guess you were watching us, huh?�


I wasn�t sure if a threesome was a good idea
but I knew I still hadn�t scratched all my itches.  I reached my arms out to
him and said, �How about you and me for old time�s sake?  We are still married,
after all.�  The threesome ended up as Bryan doing me missionary while
still-giggling Lauren lay to the side of us and caressed my breasts and
achingly hard nipples.  With my orgasm quickly approaching, I didn�t realize
Lauren was feverishly fingering herself until all of our grunts, groans and
cries mixed together in sweet harmony.


The bed proved big enough for all three of us. 
Sometime just before dawn I awoke with my hand on Bryan�s hard cock.  He
stirred and whispered, �You�re an amazing woman, Gwen; you know that?�


�Amazing enough to ride that cock of yours?�


Of course, no answer was required.  I straddled
him, slid myself down on his stiff pole, and fucked him hard enough to make the
king bed bounce off the floor.  Whether from happiness or simply unreleased
tension, this orgasm was an earthquake, shaking me to my bones.  Lost in my own
pleasure I never felt or heard Bryan cum.  Nor did I realize right away that
Lauren hadn�t been in bed with us until I fell spent from my cum-coated
man-perch.


Missing Hannah more than missing Lauren, I left
the bed and tiptoed into the room they�d turned into her bedroom.  Like a
young, naked Madonna, Lauren was asleep in a rocking chair with sleeping Hannah
clutched to her breast.  I tiptoed back out of the room.  I knew I couldn�t
easily take Hannah and leave.  I couldn�t break the obvious bond between my
little girl and the young lady who saved her, and besides, where would I go?


After dawn, Bryan showed me how to use a
special satellite uplink device he still had from his too-short stint in
government service.  While inexplicably taciturn Lauren fed Hannah her
breakfast, Bryan and I surfed the Internet for spin-free news we could trust. 
Pundits were speculating that Iran, having successfully (along with its Middle
Eastern allies) crushed Israel and annexed Iraq (killing hundreds of thousands
in doing so, as some news stories have suggested) was planning an invasion of
Turkey over the Syrian annexation, a move many in the non-mainstream press
predicted would lead to World War III.


Closer to home the news wasn�t any better. 
Ethnic cleansing in Southern California had escalated, as those of Mexican
ancestry were supplied with more and deadlier weapons by leftists of the
Eastern Elite.  �Taking it back,� referring to the land, became the rallying
cry as more and more Anglos were slaughtered for no reason other than their
non-Hispanic origins.  Some were calling it the Battle of California.  It
sounded like more civil war to me.


In the meantime, there was a buzz among East
Coast bloggers that the Muslim leadership of Newark had gone into hiding. 
Mosques in the New York/New Jersey area were strangely silent.


Bryan said while I read another speculating
blog, �I think some of these guys are right. Jihadists have something planned
for New York and the fucking �peaceful� Muslims know it�s coming, like rats
leaving a sinking ship.�


I was thinking more of escaping animals sensing
an earthquake as metaphor, but I kept it to myself.  Why quibble when
essentially it all meant the same thing�NYC was probably about to join Tel Aviv
and Seoul as cities wiped from the map.


República Tejas wasn�t immune from strife
either.  Reports were surfacing that old Mexican factions in Chihuahua weren�t
happy with the new status quo, or the new peso.  The Tejas government was
taking a laissez faire attitude toward drug trafficking, something the old US
government tried at times too.  It didn�t matter, really, the gangs were king,
and since the plague they were cornering another market�girls�in spite of the
recent recovery of that �market.�  There were plenty of reports of renewed
kidnapping beyond what the rustlers were doing.  Bryan and I speculated on how
long we had before we had to run.  I pushed all thoughts from my mind of Hannah
as nothing more than a glorified farm animal, bred to be defiled.


That night I bathed as well as I could with the
water we had.  As I was drying off, naked Lauren came to me.  �I need you,
Gwen,� she said barely above a whisper.


I guided her to the bedroom and gave her what
she wanted.  I sucked on her swollen and hard nipples for a while, and when she
couldn�t stand it anymore I moved to her sweet vulva and let my tongue do what
my tongue does best.  While she was squirting all over my chin I remembered
Claire and what we�d shared for too short a time.  I fought back tears as I
kept Lauren cumming in one wave after another.


�You�re not gonna leave and take Hannah with
you, are you?� she asked me once she came down from her orgasmic high.  I
looked into her lovely young eyes and knew I couldn�t leave for several
reasons.


Reason one:  She saved Hannah�s life.


Reason two:  She was now as much Hannah�s
mother as I was.


Reason three: The three of us had to remain a
team to stay safe.


Reason four:  We all need some loving.


�No, I�m not leaving, sweetheart,� I said just
before she went down on me.  Oh God, it was my turn to cum!


We lived our solitary life for several months. 
Bryan had his odd jobs to keep us in food.  I picked up some odd jobs in the
area too, so we made ends meet. Hannah had two mommies, and was overall a happy
child.  I became the sex connection, alternately sleeping with Bryan and
Lauren, though Bryan worried so much about the future his sex drive waned
considerably.  However, Lauren�s remained in overdrive.  She was insatiable. 
It was hard for me to keep up with her in bed but I tried.


The world news didn�t get any better.  A nuke
in NYC and wars being fought seemingly everywhere put everyone on edge. 
California grew worse by the day, and now fighting broke out along the border
between what used to be Louisiana and old Texas.  That was almost too close.


As I said, Bryan�s sex drive had waned but it also
became unpredictable.  He spontaneously demanded sex at any hour of the day or
night.  Tantamount to rape, I acquiesced regardless of my mood, worried that if
I didn�t he�d rape Lauren, who wouldn�t sleep with him since I�d arrived.  That
day he followed me outside with a hard-on in his pants, unceremoniously pulled
down my jeans and panties, draped me over an old stable fence rail and took me
from behind, grunting like a wild pig until he filled me with cum.  I let him;
not a peep out of me.  I considered it another grand irony in my life: like a
battered wife, while championing the rights of women in the post-plague new
world order I allowed a man to use my body to hold a family unit together.  Later
that night, Lauren went down on me and commented on how red and sore things
down there appeared to her.  I didn�t tell her about what Bryan had done.  


As more and more of the best bloggers reported
trouble coming our way, I spoke with Bryan about possibly heading south, maybe
into Coahuila.  He didn�t like the idea.


�Why do we have to run?� he said. �Those Cajun
rednecks still have a long way to go to get anyway near here. And I think the
reports of new waves of rustling are exaggerations. With the numbers of girls
coming back to normal, I don�t see the threat.�


He made girls sound like a crop to be
harvested.  I said, �You�ve been the worrier all along and now you�re not
worried? We�ve been lucky so far but with all the new fighting going on to
recapture what was once Texas, I think that waiting to move on may be wrong. We
may end up being too late. I�m thinking of my daughter, dammit! I don�t want
her bred to be some toothless bayou slob�s fuck toy!�


Lauren decided for us.  She wanted to go. 
Perhaps it was because she was tired of, and maybe a little bit afraid of
Bryan, nonetheless she insisted once I told her of my worries.  All the fight
was out of Bryan, so he surrendered and helped us get gas and pack my car.


My Internet buddies advised me on directions
and places to avoid, so when the three of us set off on our journey I felt
minimally hopeful.  During the first leg we were quiet, Lauren tending to
Hannah as I drove and both of us lost in thought.  Bryan was a good man and I
knew I would miss him.  I thought of everyone I�d lost and everything I�d
overcome.  Now I had a new purpose in life beyond survival.  Against all odds I
found my daughter and Lauren Fund, and now I had to protect them any way I
could.


We jokingly called our journey �finding black
stones� since our destination was Piedras Negras.  I heard about another type
of �fortress� there that would take us in and keep us safe.  I�d have to earn
my keep though, and I certainly didn�t share that secret with Lauren. 


How we managed to avoid rustlers and other
criminals along the way I�d never know but we managed to cross the Rio Grande
into Piedras Negras without any interference. The directions were good and I
easily found Consuela�s heavily guarded establishment at the end of an old maquiladora
industrial park.  The guards were all women, and they let us in with little
questioning; my Spanish serviceable enough to get through.  The building had
been refurbished, with the interior much more lavish than the exterior.  It was
a bordello, after all.


Consuela met us and showed us around.  I
reiterated that I�d work but that Lauren wouldn�t.  It was okay with the
madam.  Lauren tended after a fussy Hannah as I spoke with Consuela.


�We meet the desires of men in this area, but
only good men, not banditos.  Those who work and live here in this place
are not las putas.  We are simply using skills we know best.  Do you
understand?  We will not make la senorita work on her back. She can do
other jobs around here. She is a pretty one, so el clientes will never
see her or they will not want others,� she said with a wide grin.


We had a deal.


Lauren, Hannah and I had a new home.
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�I�m sure by now you�ve heard the
rumor?� I asked my buddy Kevin, the only man I�d hang with nowadays.


�You mean about Shapiro?  Yeah, I�ve
read the rumblings in the blogs.  Do you think it�s true?�  I hoped it wasn�t,
but I was quickly losing my faith in humanity.  


I said, �Yes, I think they did it just
like the rumors say they did.  Jesus, it sounds like something the barbarians
in power would do�put him in front of a firing squad.�  I shook my head,
sickened by the thought.


Kevin looked more ill than I felt.  �If
they did, then how can they possibly spin it?�


�They don�t need to spin it.  The
networks will report anything the administration wants them to report.  That
Latino news group is already saying Shapiro�s at Guantanamo �for his own
protection�.  Regardless of whether he�s alive or dead, can you believe the
same people who decried using Gitmo to detain terrorist killers are using the
place to cover up the most inhumane act of all?�


He and I were in our favorite bar.  Our
favorite because it was the one place we felt we could talk without fear of Big
Brother�s ears.  Kevin took a sip of his beer but I could tell he wasn't deriving 
any pleasure from it.  I guess quenching your thirst was not the same as dousing
the fire in your soul.  


He said, �I guess I can�t bitch about
it.  Gwen, you�re the one that has the insidious death sentence hanging over
you.  You feeling okay?�


�Yeah, no virus so far.  It�s too early
to tell whether that makes me one of the lucky ones or not,� I said.


 I remained quiet for a while, letting
my anger simmer until I said, trying to keep my voice from betraying the anger,
�Damn it, Kevin!  Mel Shapiro didn�t make the virus.  He didn�t spread
it.  He just told the world it was happening.�  I slapped the bar-top, so even
if my raised voice didn�t catch the attention of the mostly-drunk patrons, that
sound did it.  �I never thought the phrase �killing the messenger� would ever
be a reality. Fucking firing squad!� I said much too loudly.


I knew I�d never shake the imagined
scene; the tall, stately looking scientist I�d seen often on the web and the nightly
news, soft spoken to the end, standing before a pockmarked wall as bullets
ripped into his body.  I bet the bastards didn�t even bother blindfolding him. 
That�s if they did it, anyway, but this rumor had way too much of a ring of truth
to it in these life-devalued times to not have happened.


As a woman, of course I had something
else to worry about.  Since the deaths of women had reached epidemic
proportions, any woman either had a death sentence or a price on her head. 
Kevin and others were forever telling me about kidnappings, rich men �buying�
women as sex slaves or breeders, as well as unconfirmed stories of military
convoys going into Mexico and bringing back cargos of teenage girls.


The whole thing began in the summer of
2020 just as the U.S. Presidential race heated up.  A new virus was discovered
to have killed quite a few women in California, Nevada, Washington state, and
Illinois.  Scientists were baffled until Dr. Melvin Shapiro of the Mayo Clinic
proved that the virus was a mutated form of a benign one found in the umbilicus
of a developing fetus.  Dr. Shapiro showed through exhaustive research and
testing that the mutation had occurred during abortion procedures first in L.A.
and then Chicago.  With little help from the CDC, Shapiro traced the spread of
the now deadly virus to the aforementioned states and eventually across the
country.  Because of the recently passed Choice Act, the Justice Department
began to view Dr. Shapiro�s study as anti-abortion, and therefore in violation
of the new statute which forbade any and all �actions� that would be
detrimental to the abortion industry.  


Publishing his findings and raising the
alarm, even as women died, were viewed by the government as being violations of
the Choice Act. While he was under investigation, other doctors confirmed his
findings, however they soon went silent or retracted as Dr. Shapiro was
indicted and jailed.  Pro-Life protesters risked their freedom to demonstrate
in support of the Doctor.  That�s when he was moved to Guantanamo.  No
protesters there.


And now the possibility he was executed
simply because he warned the world about an epidemic.  George Orwell was right;
he just got the year wrong.


�Gwen, be careful,� were Kevin�s only
words to me as we left our friendly haven.  As I walked to my car, I wondered
if being careful was still possible.


My next-door neighbor was being loaded
into an ambulance when I got home.  She died the following day.  A month later
I was the only woman left on the office payroll.  Many of my male colleagues
had lost wives, mothers and girlfriends to the viral plague.  One shy yet beautiful
young woman in Administration simply vanished without a trace.  Speculation was
that she was kidnapped as a sex slave.


The men all looked at me, not as a
survivor but as an affront to their loss, as if my very existence was a spit in
the face.  Some looked at me in other ways too.  Their glances mirrored the
looks I got from many men in public.  I worked out, took care of myself, and
remained fairly fit and good looking, so the stares and leers were driven by
lust.  I feared in time someone would act on their lust.  Like Kevin warned, I had to be ready.


At first the virus gave the Pro-Life
folks something to talk about, since actual protesting was now illegal.  They claimed
the virus was God�s retribution for the immorality of killing babies; until
their wives and daughters succumbed to its lethality along with the �sinners.� 
En masse they failed to see the irony in applauding death in support of life.


I found it interesting that no one
wanted to name the new, deadly virus.  Usually the scientist who discovers it
gets his or her name attached to the discovery, but no one wished to call it
the Shapiro virus lest they credit the discredited.  It was simply referred to
as �The Virus,�, and I thought it fitting that the thing which may eventually
take out the human race be a singularity.


Regardless of the ambiguity surrounding
interpretation of the Choice Act, scientists were rumored to be working on
discovering a cure and a vaccine.  One obvious clue but yet to be understood
was that the virus didn�t kill older women.  Menopause seemed to be part of the
equation but not all of it.  Another irony: our current President who was losing
in the polls was probably old enough not to be threatened by the virus, though
she�d always been an outspoken voice for women�s rights, including the right to
abortion on demand, and one of the driving voices behind the Choice Act signed
into law by her male predecessor.  The President�s daughter, her only child,
hadn�t been seen in weeks; speculation ranging from her dying to her being
hidden away at a remote military installation in the Arctic.  In the meantime,
women died around me but so far I remained healthy and alive.


 


Like all businesses, we suffered
economically from the viral plague, not only in the workforce but in the
marketplace as well.  Many believed another Great Depression would soon be upon
us.  By this time, most men didn�t worry about the economy or their jobs. 
Women didn�t either; we worried about staying free�and alive.  


Derek was one of my favorite coworkers. 
Devastated by the death of his wife and younger daughter, as well as the
disappearance of his other daughter, he spent his days like a zombie, almost
catatonic.   I had been celibate for so long that, afraid to make any connection
with a man lest I become a commodity in the new world order, horniness
became my other torture.  I masturbated all the time but received little
satisfaction from the solitary acts.  The only sex I�d had in months was once
with Kevin in a moment of shared fear of the future.


On this particular day as those of us in
the office pretended to work, waiting for the inevitable pink slip and the fall
into anarchy, Derek came to my cubicle and asked me, �Gwen, can I make love to
you, just once.�


Regardless of the lewd looks and
numerous public catcalls since the viral menace struck, no man had ever asked
me straight out for sex.  At that moment, before I answered him, the revelation
hit me that women who somehow survived the plague were not the victims but
perhaps were now in a position of power�supply and demand, so to speak�if we so
chose to grasp it.


I looked into his eyes, pleading,
lovelorn eyes lost beyond his capacity to understand why he deserved such a
fate, and I simply said �Yes.�


We left work early (what was the point
in working a full day anyway?) and went to his house.  He had no bravado to
speak of, acting like a teenager who didn�t know the least bit about
lovemaking.  I took charge, undressing first before helping him out of his
clothes.  His cock didn�t need retraining.  I led him to his own bed and
performed oral sex on him, knowing that his first cum would be fast and
therefore wasted on me.  I figured that the majority of scientists were correct
and that the virus didn�t use a male host and was not anyway transmitted via
bodily fluids, so for him I gladly swallowed his copious load.


He thanked me, then quickly fell into a
crying fit, lamenting the loss of his family more than the loss of the world as
we knew it. I coaxed him easily back to rigidity, this time doing it for me.  I
felt the power as I sat astride Derek and rode him furiously, oblivious to when
he came but relishing each of my multiple orgasms.  It had been so long�that
was my lament.


Of course he wanted more, but I was noncommittal. 
There were other men after all, and some had more to offer than Derek did.  In
many ways I decided that if I wasn�t going to die, I may as well use sex to get
what I wanted.


 


Kevin and I met at our favorite bar one
gray afternoon.  Before we even got our drinks, he said, �Have you heard about
the new wave of rustling going on?�


I nodded yet remained silent. 
�Rustlers� was the name given to bands of men who were combing the city,
kidnapping and raping healthy young women and selling them like cattle.


He followed up with another �Be
careful,� as we drank and pondered the sad state of the country and the world.
The current administration proved to be as unprepared in dealing with
the epidemic as it had been in dealing with the attack on Israel and the
economy�s inability to ascend from another recession.  The coordinated attack of
Israel by a coalition of Arab states, led by Iran, was reported on some blogs
as a new Holocaust, yet the U.S. Government remained mum on the subject and most
major news outlets were amazingly silent.  Our extremely liberal new Secretary
of State condemned the attack with words, but adamantly stated the
Administration�s belief that the U.S. people would not support another war and
the �needless killing of our boys and girls on foreign soil� as with Iraq and
Afghanistan.


�Orwell wasn�t the only one,� I said.  �George
Santayana was right too,� reminding Kevin of his famous quotation on the
dangers of not learning from the past and thus being doomed to repeat it.


Kevin nodded.  �Mentioning Orwell and
Santayana somehow put a Thoreau quote into my head, �Although little boys kill
frogs in play, the frogs die in earnest.�  Have you ever heard that one?� he
asked, and I shook my head.  He added, �We don�t have leaders anymore, do we? 
All we have are little boys�and now girls�playing with the world and not
understanding the consequences,� he said, answering his own question.


I said, �This laissez-faire attitude we
have on the Middle East and the apparent slaughter in Israel reminds me of what
I learned in school about the lead-up to the Second World War last century. 
That�s why I brought up Santayana.  We�re fucked, aren�t we?�


Kevin chuckled, and then said, �Yeah, we
don�t teach history anymore in school.  Instead we teach �diversity� and
�tolerance� and �social conscience� and all that stuff.  Hand out condoms in
grade school but deemphasize science and math.  Yeah, we�re fucked.�  Of course
he was exaggerating, but right.  I contemplated whether in our current state of
American education we had the smarts anymore to combat the virus and develop a
cure, never mind the political atmosphere hindering us from even going there.


Having literally cried in our beer once
again, we left the bar only to find two rather large and burly men waiting for
us.  To be more precise, they were waiting for me.  With one on either side of
me, pushing a startled Kevin out of the way, they each took an arm as one of
them said, �Please don�t resist. You�re coming with us.�  When Kevin reacted
and tried to get me away from them, the second man hit him and kept pounding on
my much smaller friend.


I yelled �Stop! I�ll come with you
peacefully just stop hurting my friend.�  He stopped, so having seen the
expensive car the men were hustling me towards, I called out to Kevin, �It�s
okay�bound to happen sooner or later�at least it�s not rustlers.�  I could only
hope.  As the big car sped away, I looked out at Kevin, maybe for the last
time, seeing his shell-shocked expression and tears running down his cheeks.


 


�Is Gwen short for something? Like
Gwendolyn perhaps?�


�No, It�s just plain Gwen on my birth
certificate,� I said to Perkins Clark.  Clark wasn�t the richest man in the
country, but maybe he was the richest fish in this smaller pond.  After his henchmen
delivered me to his penthouse apartment, Perkins Clark proceeded to explain
everything from his name, having a last name as his first (thus his question
about mine) to how he�d �researched� me as his �selection.�


�I don�t see it.  Why me, and not some
younger, prettier woman who�d probably spread her legs more readily for your
money?�


He chuckled and said, �Two reasons
mostly�okay, maybe three. You�re an intelligent, discriminating woman who is
much more than a fuck toy.  Secondly, if the virus was going to take you, I
think it would�ve by now, so maybe you�re immune or something. And one more
reason�you�re more beautiful than your photos suggest.�


�What makes you think I�ll be your �fuck
toy?�  I won�t let you rape me.�


�I don�t rape any women I sleep with. I
don�t force the issue.  I figure that you�re a lusty woman who enjoys sex and
sooner or later will decide it would be much better with me than with a band of
rustlers�or losers like Derek.�


His �research� must have been thorough
if he knew about my indiscretion with Derek.  The man was as arrogant as I�d
expect him to be, but he was also extremely handsome.  If I was going to be
anyone�s fuck toy then maybe Perkins Clark wouldn�t be so bad.  He gave me a
tour of his penthouse apartment, which was quite a bit larger than I imagined,
taking up the top two floors of the high-rise building.  One of the henchmen
who picked me up was still there and introduced as Mario.  If that didn�t build
upon stereotypes then nothing would.  I figured he�d have other women there,
and I figured right.  What surprised me though was their age.  I was introduced
to three older women, from their appearance spanning from forty-five to perhaps
sixty.  The oldest looking one was Claire, the youngest was Heather, and the
middle one was Jackie.  Each of them, though not exactly pretty, looked to have
decent shapes and carried themselves in a sensual way that was difficult for me
to explain further.  If he was fucking these women, it put a whole new spin on
Mr. Perkins Clark.


While I conversed with Claire and
Jackie, Perkins excused himself, and taking Heather by the arm, left us.  �She
thought he was in the mood, but guessed he�d go for the new woman. That would
be you,� Claire said.  �I�m glad for her. She�s too much a nymphomaniac to go
without for long�or to live in these times.�


�Do you both have sex with him?� I
asked.


Jackie smiled and answered, �Of course,
my dear. He�s a great lover, and I�ve never climaxed so magnificently with
anyone else�before.�


Claire followed with �Yes, I fuck him
too. I never thought that at my age I still would.�  She paused, and then said,
�Don�t worry, you will too. You�ll be his favorite.�


Kept women: the new order, I thought. 
�Are there others, or is it us four?� I asked.


�We used to be four before you were
brought in, but Marie died,� said Claire.


�Was it the virus?�


Both women nodded.  I asked them about
their lives before Perkins Clark came into them.  All three of the women
remaining in the �harem� (and that�s how I thought about them�us now) were
widows and childless, so at least Clark wasn�t taking women who were otherwise
attached to a family.  I told them of my history.


�We�re not isolated here. We�re not
captives,� said Jackie.  �Perkins�s men protect us when we go out�those
rustlers, you know.�


Claire was about to speak when a rapid
series of screams echoed through the apartment�s hallways.  Both women blushed
before Jackie said, �Heather�s having a good one.�  Those weren�t blushes, I
realized.  Those were flushes of arousal.


Perkins and Heather soon joined us
wearing bathrobes and looking flushed and sated.  I didn�t get all my questions
answered but there was still plenty of time ahead of me.  I wasn�t going
anywhere.  What was the point?  Following Perkins�s invitation to join him in
�the theater,� the five of us proceeded to a large room which indeed was a home
theater.  He offered to make us all drinks, then pushed a button on a small
remote control which opened a compartment, exposing a full bar.  We merrily
gave him our drink orders, and he mixed them all with a surprising bartender�s
flourish.


Once situated on a large sofa central to
the room, with post-orgasmic Heather on one side of him and horny Jackie on the
other, he pushed another button and the screen became a very large TV.  �I want
to catch up on the news and then we�ll watch whatever you�d like,� he said
before sipping his drink.  Sitting in one of the plush recliners around the
sofa, being the newcomer I watched the interplay of the group more than the
liberal media propaganda that passed for news.  Clark seemed to be eating it
up.  For her part, Jackie wasn�t watching the news either.  Instead her hand
was inside Clark�s robe.  Some decent tenting told me her ministrations were
having an effect.  Heather�s eyes were still glazed over from the sex.  Claire
watched the younger women with an expression suggesting humor, like they were
amateurs and she the professional.


I had no doubt I could survive here with
this group, but was it living, especially if Perkins Clark believed all the
bullshit?  He then showed me how wrong my initial impression of him was.


�See what I�ve been telling you all for
months,� he said with passion. �These puppets still talk like what�s going on
in the Middle East is a friendly game of chess.�  He looked at me, as if being
the new member of the group made me an impartial judge with a fresh ear.  �The
President can�t even publically admit her daughter is dead, for God�s sake. She
still thinks this virus thing is �manageable� and a cure is right around the
corner.     Her predecessor has already lost both his daughters to the virus.  She and her stupid cabinet can�t see that other countries�Muslim
countries, mind you�are working on a vaccine they surely won�t share with the
West. I�ve seen data that suggests the ratio here in the good ol� U S of
A�right now�is one woman for every 20.2 men.  And more women are dying every
day.�


He pushed a button on his remote and
then picked up a keyboard unit.  He hit a few keys and an Internet page came on
the big screen.  Now that he was wound up he ignored what Jackie was doing;
though his robe had opened and he remained hard.  I had to admit, he had an
impressive piece of manhood.


He scrolled through some data on a web
page I never heard of, and then explained, �The real news is here. Our own
government is beginning to herd women onto military depots and bases like so
much cattle.  A friend of Dr. Shapiro was chosen to lead a team of scientists
who would artificially impregnate those women with eggs some egghead claimed
were 90% sure to grow to be girl babies.  He refused his �assignment� and is
presumed to be as dead as his late friend.�


I spoke up, �I�m not sure which side to
believe anymore, but the world is getting more and more ironic. Abortion
�rights� got us into this mess, the Choice Act made sure we killed a smart man
who could have figured out a cure, and now they�re impregnating young women and
girls as captive livestock to perpetuate life.�


�I knew I made the right choice,� Clark
said, looking at me with a combined expression of lust and smug satisfaction. 
I noticed his cock never wilted even though Jackie had lost interest.  Viagra? 
�Just wait until men realize they won�t have any women in their lives,
even if their women survive the virus. What do you think, Gwen? Will they storm
the castle?�


�Are you talking government facilities
where the women are, or this place?�


He laughed.  �I�ve got a lot of
protection on my payroll, but I suppose enough angry men could storm this
place�if they knew.�


�None of us are spring chickens,� I
said. �So maybe we won�t be on anyone�s wish list for a while. Is that why you
chose us?�


He laughed again.  �Heaven forbid! I
want women, not silly girls. If age plays a part in that, so be it.�


Clark went on to show us different web
views that showed �evidence� of an Iranian nuclear bomb test that the Western
news media wouldn�t report on. We talked about the possibilities of a Third
World War, especially in light of the attack on Israel, what happened in Syria
and Turkey, and now in Jordan.  


I could tell his cock was slowly taking
over his thoughts, so it was no surprise when he said, �Claire, Heather and
Gwen�will you excuse us for a while, then we�ll have dinner.�  We weren�t going
to watch any more television.  Jackie was going to get hers after all.


As we were leaving the room, he pecked
at a few more keys on his keyboard and a porn video sprang to life in solid 3D
detail on the large screen. The last thing I saw before walking out was an
extremely large cockhead ready to penetrate the hairless vulva of a young girl
of indeterminate age.


The sounds of Jackie�s orgasm came
later.


 


After a splendid dinner with polite
conversation, Claire pulled me aside and asked if I would sleep with Perkins
that night.


�I wasn�t planning on it,� I said. �Why,
did he put in a request? He�s already boffed Heather and Jackie today. I
thought he�d rather sleep.�


Claire blushed, which still seemed an
endearing fault of a woman her age.  �No�no�he hasn�t said anything to me. I
just wondered��


�Like an old-fashioned courtship, I
think I�ll wait for him to make the first move.�


She blushed again.  �I�m sorry for being
so nosey. What you do is your choice.�  She left me wondering if her initial
question was meant to assess if there was a place for her in Perkins Clark�s
bed tonight.


Clark made no advance to me that evening
though he insisted on a goodnight kiss.  I put on the pajamas that had been
provided for me.  Silky and comfortable, so they must have been as expensive as
everything else around here.  If I was going to be a kept woman then so far I
had nothing to complain about.


I didn�t fall asleep right away; the
state of the world as well as the state of �me� had my mind working too much
for easy sleep.  Whether several hours or just minutes passed after sleep found
me, I awoke to someone climbing into bed next to me.  �Please Perkins, don�t
push it, okay?� I said.


The arm that went around me and the
voice that responded wasn�t Perkins Clark.  But the body was as naked as I
suspected it would be.  �Please don�t send me away, Gwen.  I want you and I
need you.�  It was Claire, and her hand went to my breast.


All I could think about to say was, �I�m
not bisexual.�


�You don�t have to be bi, just be open
to my love,� she whispered, and as I turned to face her, Claire�s lips met
mine.


As if I wasn�t already in foreign
territory, I willed myself not to balk at her advance.  I let go, and the kiss
easily became passionate.  Her hands were all over my body, eventually inside
my pajama pants and caressing my pussy.  I didn�t have to see it; I felt my
clit respond to her touch by swelling and stiffening.  She knew what she was
doing better than most men.  In turn, I explored her body as she began pulling
off my pajamas.  If I didn�t know better I�d swear that she was in her
thirties, not her sixties.  Her small breasts were nonetheless still firm
enough, and her skin smooth.  Surprise�she had a shaved pubis.  I�d stopped
shaving down there long ago.


And she was sopping wet.


I was afraid my cunnilingus skill
level�which was zero�couldn�t come close to my skill at fellatio, one I can humbly
say is top notch, so I lay back and let her take me first. She kissed me all
over, whispering how much she lusted for me as soon as she saw me.  Her mouth
found its way to my pussy and her tongue soon located my horny little clit. 
She licked, nibbled and sucked on me until I threw my head back and groaned
loudly, which for me was an ungodly screaming orgasm.  I�m never loud.


Claire was, though.  I knew what I
liked, after all, so I mimicked what had been done to me over the years.  Her
taste was interesting.  Being so extremely wet, I thought it would be
distasteful yet cunnilingus with her certainly wasn�t.  My tongue detected a
slight increase in her juices which my mind grasped as an indication of looming
climax.


Booming was a more
appropriate adjective.  She clutched my head and screamed, depositing a good
dollop of cum juice on my mouth and chin.  We kissed again and thus shared our
wetness with each other.  She spent the night in my bed.


In the morning, she acted shy, as if she
was having second thoughts about the sex.  I assured her of my enjoyment even
as I marveled at her young-looking body now on display in the morning light. 
Her shyness, her timidity wasn�t an act.  This was who she was.


�Why are you here, Claire? You obviously
desire women before men. Is it the security Perkins offers?�


She looked pained as she answered me. 
�You�re an amazingly perceptive young woman. I guess that�s the way to put
it�security.�  Again she blushed deeply.  �I�ve been more lesbian than bisexual
my entire life but I figured sleeping with Perkins Clark was preferable to
being out there��


She didn�t need to elaborate on what
�out there� meant.  I said, �Does Perkins even know? He selected you, after
all.�


�He �selected� me, I think, on my
younger-than-I-am body, clueless about my sexual preference. I know how to make
him happy, and that�s all he cares about.�  She moved closer to me and added,
�Thank you for making me happy.�


I smiled.  �You�re welcome. It may have
been my first, but I enjoyed it.�


�Will there be a second�?� she said
coyly.


I kissed her, or more accurately I let
her kiss me.  When our lips parted, I said, �What do you think?�


After we dressed, we made no attempt to
hide the fact we slept together, though no one said a word about both of us
exiting my bedroom.  Perkins awoke in an exuberant mood and wanted to know what
the four of us wanted to do.  I wasn�t in the mood for planning a holiday sort
of day, but it seemed that Heather and Jackie were veteran window shoppers and
wanted to hit the stores.  I thought their urge was mostly a nostalgic one
since the selections, like everything else nowadays, were pretty poor.  As long
as we didn�t tempt fate with the rustlers I saw no reason not to go along.


We took the extra large SUV that Perkins
merrily confessed was illegal (�Let the bastards arrest me�) and with one of
his bodyguards driving and another riding shotgun, we went shopping.


In the first up-scale shop, Perkins
pulled me aside and said, �You�re not into much of this, are you?�


�You mean am I like Jackie and Heather?
No I�m not.�


�Will you sleep with me tonight?�


I kind of guessed he�d be direct but I
was taken aback nonetheless for a few seconds before answering.  �Yes I will,
but nothing kinky,� I said, �and I might just take the top.�  Yes, I�d thought
about my response ahead of time.


I didn�t dare look, but his facial
expression told me he was probably getting an erection thinking about what I
said.  He squeezed my ass and I let him; the price I had to pay.


On the way to Clark�s building after our
shopping trip, we crossed paths with a band of rustlers who were pulling a
kicking and screaming young woman into a beat up old van.  The idea of
marauding rustlers kidnapping women was only a vague concept to me until I saw
the woman�s face.  I cried because I couldn�t save her.  I cried because there
wasn�t anything I could do to save my world.  The rustlers took interest in us
as we passed but must have figured from the vehicle that we probably had more
firepower than they did.  We passed them by, and I cried.


Perkins tried to cheer me up all day but
he saw how morose I�d gotten so he left me alone.  I used his computer
connections to look for news the television wouldn�t share with us.  There were
many crackpot blogs who shamelessly exaggerated conditions the other way too. 
One blogger was claiming he saw statistics that eighty percent of the women in
the U.S. were either killed by the virus or killed by men in some crazy raping
frenzy, like women were to blame for their own demise.  Eighty percent?  I found
that number unbelievable, but who was to say it wasn�t true?


I kept thinking that the virus should
have been named the Irony Virus. Women�mostly feminists�clamored for �choice,�
calling themselves pro-choice rather than pro-abortion.  Most are dead now, and
they had little �choice� in the matter.  The equally sanctimonious men who
called themselves pro-life were now in hiding, not willing to put up a fight
against the politicians, rustlers and others who were taking the lives of
people like Mel Shapiro and the freedom of their wives and daughters who
somehow managed to still be alive.  Whose daughter was the girl we saw on the
street today?  What about her �life�?


I refused to believe that no one would
find a cure in time to save the world.  Would there be a generation after the
next one?  Would all girl babies of this generation eventually die?  I thought
of Eve, the biblical rendition of the first woman.  What name would the last
woman on Earth have?  If it was all going to happen, I�d fight for that name to
be Gwen.


With my fury still burning like an
unchecked wildfire, I went to bed and fucked Perkins Clark�s brains out.


Afterward I had no doubt little blue
pills were in play.  He was amazingly erect while I gave him a strip tease, my
breasts better than what the other three women in his harem had to offer.  He
moaned when I climbed onto the bed between his legs and took his cock in my
mouth.  Last night may have been my first attempt at cunnilingus, but fellatio
was an old friend.  I took him deep into my throat, having long ago mastered
controlling my gag reflex.  He kept up a string of compliments on my skill
until the timbre in his voice began to change and I knew he was about to cum.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh Sweeeeet Jeeeeeeeeezus!�
he muttered as I pulled him from my lips in time to get a massive facial that
would have choked me otherwise.


I used the bed sheet to clean his load
from my face.  I used some saliva as improvised lubrication.  Then with the
obvious help of Viagra, I got astride him and mounted his still hard cock.  I
fantasized being with a few memorable men in my life as I lost track of time
and simply bounced up and down on the full length of his tumescent shaft.  Whether
he came or not was immaterial.  It was my orgasm that mattered, and I had multiples.


I slept with him.  During the night he
woke me with his prodding cock and I let him fuck me from behind, spooning.  I
fell asleep halfway through the act.  I hoped he had a good cum.


The fact I didn�t care about safe sex
anymore indicated I�d become resigned to my fate, whether it was the virus
getting me or something else.  What I wasn�t resigned to, as I was discovering,
was boredom.  Even with my developing kinship with Claire, being cooped up here
with this group made me feel as if brain cells were dying daily.  


Perkins kept us informed on what was
happening, often counter to what the old-school media was feeding us.  Most
bloggers were painting a picture of the U.S. falling into anarchy, like some
bad sci-fi apocalyptic movie.  Of course even our greatest science fiction
authors, save for Frank Herbert, couldn�t foresee this scenario of the
female gender of Homo sapiens being wiped from the planet.


One day I bribed one of Clark�s
bodyguards, Bill (who everyone called Bull) to get me out of the building.  For
my sanity I needed to reconnect with my old life; hopefully see Kevin and find
out how he was doing. I bribed Bill with the oldest weapon in the world.  No,
not a club or a stone, but with my pussy.  It certainly wasn�t a revelation
that sex was a woman�s only leverage now.  I vowed to exercise that power as
long as I was alive.  Besides, Bull wasn�t just a nickname.  All parts of him
were bull-like, including what went between my thighs. I got more than
temporary freedom from my bribe.


The streets were weirdly silent. 
Perhaps those men not rustlers or crooks settled into a bunker mentality.  How
did they live then?  Was there still an economy, or was everything barter and
beg?  Bull took me to Kevin�s place.


�Gwen! Heaven�s alive!� Kevin shrieked
when he answered his door.  �I never thought I�d see you again!�


His hug was crushing. I teared up,
thinking while we hugged that Kevin was my best friend in the world; a man,
which was another irony considering the plague and its consequences.


I filled him in on my �kidnapping� by
Perkins Clark.  Afterwards he openly wondered how he, or anyone for that
matter, could survive much longer without adding to the lawlessness.  �It�s
crazy,� he said.  �Actually, you�re the first woman I�ve seen in two weeks.� 
He told me about one particular leader of a group of organized rustlers who was
setting up a de facto East Coast government.  He used to be a Republican congressman
from New York who found himself on the outs when the party folded after the
last election.  �They say he�s a pretty charismatic guy who�s seeing the long
term picture of where the ratio is leading us.�  Ratio was the code word
everyone was using to describe the new reality of very few women to hundreds of
men.


After he told me more about this
charismatic anarchist, Kevin and I made love.  Slow and tenderly we took care
of each other�s needs more completely than any mere sex act could do.  It wasn�t
until I was back in the car with Bull did I think about how profound the
lovemaking had been.  In a different universe we�d probably be married.  In
this one, we were doomed to be friends.


Perkins was pissed that I�d left the
�safety� of his penthouse.  I unceremoniously told him to go screw himself, or
since that would be anatomically improbable, to screw one of the other women
and leave me alone.  I retreated to the theater and visited the Internet.  As I
was learning as much as I could about Richard Fund, the rogue leader Kevin told
me about, Claire joined me.


�Perkins was talking about him the other
day,� she said.  �I think he�s worried about that guy because he knows his
money won�t protect him.�


I said, �He�s probably right. Seeing
that there�s no John Galt around to save the world, maybe this Fund dude is our
only hope.�


�He�s a hope?� Claire asked, with
incredulity in her voice.


�If what I�m learning is true, Richard
Fund may be our�women�s� salvation. Do you know what polyandry is?�


I went on to explain a phenomenon found
in the animal kingdom but unheard of in the history of mankind.  �You know what
polygamy is, right? Well, polyandry is like the opposite, where a female has
more than one male mate. Because of the ratio, why should women like us be tied
to one man? Why should we continue being slaves?�


�But, the rustlers��


�Rustlers are just simple-minded men who
don�t see beyond tomorrow. What I�m talking about are real men, those who we
would be attracted to, even you,� I said, referring to her confessed lesbian
tendency.  �I bet natural leaders like Richard Fund are frustrated in not
finding intelligent and suitably attractive older women who have survived the
virus. We can be those women, Claire. You and me.�


�You�re talking about reaching out to
this man, aren�t you?�


�Why not? Otherwise what do we have to
live for?�


�We can stay here and live for each
other.�


�And how long will that last if Perkins
decides we�re not worthy to be in his harem?�


She didn�t need to answer that
question.  She�d probably been thinking about that possibility ever since she
got here.


 


I used every cyber tool at Perkins
Clark�s disposal to gather information on Mr. Fund.  If earlier campaign photos
were an indication, the ex-congressman was an extremely handsome man in a
rugged, outdoorsy sort of way. Everything I found suggested that he was a
moderate and a careful thinker who didn�t care which side of the aisle a good
idea came from.  Besides left-wing propaganda bullshit, how could this guy lose
an election?


Locating a couple of communication
links, I sent out a message, hoping my intuition that no women would purposely
seek him out was correct.  It didn�t take long for Fund to respond.  He was
obviously intrigued by my offer and wanted to know more.  He gave me a number
to voice-call. 


A blow-job, a cum filled mouth and a
sore jaw later, I convinced Bull to let me borrow his encrypted ultra-phone.


Fund was cautious during our
conversation, letting me do the talking.  His caution more than likely came
about because he suspected a trap.  My job was to assure him it wasn�t.


�How many lieutenants do you have, Mr.
Fund?� I asked.


�Please call me Rick. For one thing,
we�re not an army, so I have no lieutenants.  What I have is a leadership team
of eight good men. Why do you ask?�


�Do these eight men have women?�


�You know the answer to that. There
aren�t enough women to go around, and besides, contrary to what you hear on the
bullshit news, we�re not rustlers.�


�Do you have a woman?�


�That�s quite a personal question. What
do you think?�


This was the critical moment.  I said,
�I think you do, and I bet you worry about how your staff thinks about her. I
bet she�s older but good looking, and I bet your men do a lot of raping in
their frustration, and that bothers a man like you to no end.�


�You think you know about me and my men?�
he said, and I picked up his tone change.


�Of course I don�t know you, but I�m
intelligent enough to know how these things work. I like what I see you doing.
What this country has become is a broken society, and you might be our best
hope, cure or no cure. As I said before, my friend and I will marry your entire
eight man staff, as long as we�re not merely fuck toys but part of that staff.
I�ll send whatever pictures you want. Show your men. Let them decide, but only
you can decide on us joining the leadership.�


�You�ve got balls, lady, looking to
service eight sex-starved men.�


�Not service�marry�be wives�share�two
for eight.�


He took me up on the offer of pictures
and explained how best to send them.  Now it was up to Claire and me to make a
good impression.


It took two days, but Fund sent a
carefully worded message and a new number to call.  Another blow job and I had
Bull�s ultra-phone again.  Claire and I retreated to a corner of the penthouse
suite and made the call. Rick said his men liked the nude candid shots of us,
knowing that with the newest digital technology they weren�t fakes.  He said he
was going out on a limb and agreeing to our arrangement before meeting us,
warning me that once we went to him, there was no turning back.  �Once you�re
here, you�re in,� was how he put it.


I received a promise that if Bull
delivered us to his location that he�d be safe and allowed to leave.  Rick
agreed.


After closing the call, I asked Claire
if she was ready to make the most important move of her life.  �You heard
him�no going back.�


�It�s the eight men I�m having a hard
time getting my mind around. But I think I can do it, as long as I�m with you.�


�Just remember, we set the rules, not
those guys. Polyandry, remember? We�re the �wives� and we�re in charge. 
Needless to say, it was easier to say than to believe.


 


Claire and I let Bull fuck us in payment
for the transportation and security he�d provide.  Whenever Perkins, Heather
and Jackie were occupied we�d sneak clothing and essentials down to the SUV in
preparation for leaving.  Since Perkins was getting used to me bribing Bull for
rides, he thought nothing of Claire and I leaving with him on that last day.


Claire�s only comment as we were leaving
was to whisper, �I hope none of our future husbands are as big as Bull. I�m
going to be sore for days.�  I stifled a laugh.


Bull was silent as he drove, but I
continually assured him he was safe and that we would be too.  By the time we
reached the rendezvous point, we were all as nervous as hell.  Bull was all set
with his cover story about how we �escaped� from his protection.  I knew
Perkins wouldn�t punish him even if he sensed the story was false.


I imagined every scenario from a
paramilitary group, like a militia, to a bunch of religious zealots.  What I
met was a group of men, most in business suits, who looked more like Feds than
people trying to supplant them.   Richard Fund welcomed us warmly then thanked
Bull for his service and sent him on his way.  We were in an industrial park
outside Albany, in a clean and orderly warehouse that looked like it just
recently was abandoned.  We retired to a large conference room that, with its
mahogany walls and computer equipment, could easily have belonged to a Fortune
500 company.


Fund began the meeting by introducing
his staff.  Claire and I looked at each other�the eight men were all hunks,
probably ex-college football players.  Each of them had variations of the same
expression on his face; part curiosity and part hunger.  Hunger for sex, that
is.  I wondered how long they had gone without it, since first impressions
dictated that this group wasn�t the rape-and-pillage type.  Claire and I gave
the men an encapsulation of our lives up until the virus struck and how each of
us hooked up with Perkins Clark.


�May I call you Richard?� I asked.


�Please call me Rick.�


�Okay, Rick, like I said when I first
contacted you. We like what you�re doing and see your organization as maybe our
only hope for the future�any future.  Since the epidemic hasn�t claimed us, we
recognize the cold hard fact that there aren�t enough women to go around. 
We�re not prostitutes.  We want to be wives�share your lives, be part of this. 
An equal part if you�ll let us, and we know that kind of trust must be earned. 
We want to earn your trust, and maybe someday your love.�  As I said the last
sentence I gestured to include all the men, not just Rick Fund.


He said, �The epidemic is now a
pandemic. I trust you know the difference.�  I nodded just as a woman walked
into the room and went to Rick�s side.  She had long blond hair and a lithe
figure shown off by the clingy knit dress she wore.  The hair and clothes
suggested a younger woman until you looked closely at her face, which was
heavily wrinkled and spotted.  Richard Fund�s woman.


�This is my wife, Sophia,� he said,
before introducing us to her.


She looked at us with a keen eye.  �So,
you�re the brides,� she said. �Are you sure you can handle these guys?�  Her
gesture toward the men was much like mine, and clearly meant not to
include Rick.


�We can handle a lot of things,� Claire
said, surprising me with the strength of her voice.


�Good,� Rick said quickly.  �Why don�t
you two get to know your future husbands?  They can give you a tour of our new
headquarters and afterwards show you the staff quarters.�


The men were eager to show us around,
though their eagerness was really to be around us.  As Claire and I memorized
their names and learned a little bit about each man�s personality, we challenged
them to think about what our marriage proposal was all about.  I knew they�d
have a hard time adjusting to our two-to-eight polyandry and I wanted them to
think about the relationships beyond sex.


I was taken aback by what we saw.  The
warehouse was both an office building and an armory, although I still didn�t
get any militia vibes.  �This place is like a government building,� I said in
wonder.


Bryan, who appeared to be the senior man
of the eight, said �Basically, it is.  Except for the City, we run New York
now, that�s why we�re in Albany. Old habits die hard, I guess.�


�You run the whole state?�


He smiled, �Like I said, we�re the
government now. No blood, no election.�


I was suitably awed.  �And Washington
let you do it?�


�What�s in Washington anymore?  The
President�s probably getting gang-banged by her Secret Service detail, though
why anyone would want to screw that frigid witch is beyond me.  Except for the
suitcase, there�s no more central power in DC.�  The �suitcase� he referred to
was probably what some popularly call �the football,� the nuke command codes
that are always with the President.


Claire chastised him.  �Don�t be
derogatory toward any woman.  Not ever again.  Even if they played a part in
all this, no women can ever be demeaned from now on.  You understand?�


Bryan surprised me by humbly saying,
�Yes, Ma�am.�


That was the moment I knew this would
work.


Claire sidled up closer to him, took him
by the arm, and smiling said, �Don�t start calling your wife Ma�am, you hear
me?�  All the men laughed.


We went to a cafeteria-like dining hall
where we had coffee and talked about our vision for marriage.  The guys were
inhibited in talking about sex but eventually we got them to open up and
discuss the logistics of who would sleep with whom.  Then we planned the
wedding and called Rick to tell him our plans.


�Tonight?� he said, with much more humor
in his voice than concern. 


Since we were on the speaker phone, I
said, �You don�t want these men to live in sin, do you?� which got everyone
laughing at the absurdity of the concept in today�s paradigm and in light of
our unusual marriage arrangement.


 


I won�t go into all the details of the
wedding, but the ceremony was more than perfunctory.  We didn�t wear white
dresses and the grooms didn�t wear tuxedos; however some nice finery was
procured and both Claire and I were splendidly dressed, if I may be so allowed
to say.  Rick said a few words, echoing our desire to be partners, not
subservient spouses, and all Claire and I could do was hope he meant it.


However the men decided (drawing
straws?) on a schedule, one was put together for the wedding night.  Claire and
I spent a couple of hours primping for what was sure to be a sleepless night. I
don�t know where they got the stuff so quickly, but Claire asked for a waxing
kit and got one.  She shaved and waxed me smooth, commenting that our new
husbands would appreciate my �clean� feel.  After showering we got into the
mood by giving each other a clit-sucking, mind-blowing orgasm.


�Are you ready for this?� I asked Claire
as we dressed in the Victoria�s Secret lingerie that Sofia had delivered to us.


�Of course I am.  I trust your
instincts, Gwen. As long as we�re together I�d fuck any man.�


It was a weird declaration of love, but
I�d take it.


We were set up in one room which was a
guest bedroom in the warehouse.  It was explained to us that the entire
industrial park was now a residential commune, with most of the new
government�s minions, not just the top staff, living in the converted
buildings.  Bryan came to us first.  Neither I nor Claire asked how he got to
go first.  For a big man and a natural looking leader, he was extremely nervous
so we first had to put him at ease by seducing him the old fashioned way.  We
double teamed him out of his clothes before we encouraged him to not be afraid
and touch us.


�Don�t worry, we won�t break,� I
whispered in his ear.  He was so hyper that once Claire was out of her lingerie
and naked, one touch of her breasts had him moaning as he came in several
torrential sprays of hot semen.  I got most of it, soaking my lingerie which
gave me the excuse (as if I needed one) to get naked myself.


He was embarrassed.  We cleaned up a
little then went back to work on him, though it didn�t take much to get the
sex-starved man erect again.  As he caressed my larger breasts and began to
moan, I thought he�d ejaculate prematurely again.  I winked at Claire, pushed
Bryan onto his back and hastily mounted him.  He came quickly again but I
didn�t mind; I knew that�s pretty much how the night would go.


We curled up on either side of him.  He
awkwardly admitted, �It�s been so long��


Claire caressed his chest and said, �We
understand. The plague hasn�t been easy for good men like you, who want a woman
to be a companion and more than a sex object. That�s what Gwen and I want for
all of you, to be your companions, to share your lives.�


Bryan gave us both a kiss before joking,
�I guess I should get out of here so Louis can get to know you two better.�


Louis turned out to not be as shy as
Bryan.  Since my lingerie was soiled by Bryan�s inadvertent cumshot, I found a
robe in the closet and put it on while Claire donned her nighty once more,
before we ushered Louis into the bedroom.  Louis was determined to prove his
prowess so he insisted on doing us both doggie-style.  We got naked and on our
hands and knees next to each other and let him take us.  His grip on my hips
was firm as he pounded into me first.  He must have sensed he was going to cum,
so he switched to Claire and finished deep in her vagina.  She had quite the
creampie.


The night went on like that until each
man was fully satisfied. After the eighth man left, a knock on the door
surprised us.  Before we said to come in, Claire wondered if the visitor was
one of the guys looking for seconds.  Instead, it was Sofia.


�I must admit, you two surprised me,�
she said after she entered the room.


I said, �You mean that we kept the sex
going all night?�


�No. That the men have been so vocal
about how attentive and considerate you were to them. They�re telling Rick
about how much you seemed to care about them personally. I think Geno is
already in love with you, Claire.�


�Gwen and I wouldn�t have it any other
way. We want to be part of something right, something just, and we think your
Rick is the leader we want to follow, to get us there.�


Sofia said, �That�s good to hear.  Rick
has done some great things in these trying times, and I�m proud to be a part of
it.�  With my robe loosely open, I saw here sneak peeks at my exposed body. 
Finally, after once more telling us how welcome we were, she commented that
maybe she would like to get to know us better too.


After she left, telling us we could
sleep all day if we liked since we were awake all night, Claire chuckled and
said, �A woman after my own heart. I bet we could melt that ice�oh God, I can
taste her now!�


Life around here was sure to be
interesting.


 


We settled into a comfortable routine,
spending time with our husbands so no one felt left out, which wasn�t easy. 
For their part, and Rick�s, we had full access to information as well as being
listened to on decisions that needed a woman�s viewpoint, especially since
there were so few of us left.


We all cried when we learned of the
three neutron bombs that decimated Israel.  For its part, the U.S. government
shamefully did nothing.  In the meantime, Rick Fund continued to build strong
alliances with East Coast bankers and powerful businessmen, ignoring most of
the politicians who thought they controlled something.


Following a conference we weren�t
allowed to attend, Rick confided that some monumental changes were about to
happen but we had to keep a low profile before they did �Lest the anarchists
and petty gang leaders try to consolidate and make our job more difficult.�


Sofia made a pass but I gently suggested
that Claire would be a better choice.  After that conversation, I�d see the two
of them slink off occasionally.  Afterwards, Sofia would have a glow about her
that indeed suggested that Claire was melting the ice, and I imagined the
puddle.


I sensed that the �monumental� changes
were beginning to happen when Rick took me aside and confided many things to
me.


�Did you ever hear of a Dr. Joshua
Melvin?� he asked me.  When I said I hadn�t, he continued, �The man was slated
to be executed under the Choice Act when, shall we say, I rescued him. He was a
colleague of Dr. Shapiro and expressed some interesting ideas on a vaccine for
the virus. He�s alive and well and working in a laboratory in Cambridge, Mass.�



�I appreciate being confided in, but why
are you telling me about this doctor?�


�Because I�ve come to appreciate your
advice, your loyalty and understanding about what needs to be done.  But the
real reason I�m telling you this is because of my daughter.�


�Your daughter?�


He called out and a slender girl of around
ten or eleven tentatively entered the room.  The resemblance was evident.  She
was a shy cutie.  She said �Hi� but waited for her father to say more.


�Gwen, this is Lauren,� he said, then
�Lauren, this is my friend Gwen.�  We awkwardly shook hands.  I guessed �friend�
was easier to explain than wife to all his staff.  �Lauren here is the reason
I�m telling you about Dr. Melvin. You see, we had the foresight to realize what
would happen, so I kidnapped Dr. Melvin and put him to work. Most government flunkies
think he�s dead and that�s good enough for me. When women started dying,
Susan�my wife and Lauren�s mom�was smart enough to quarantine Lauren to
increase the odds of saving her from the virus.  Unfortunately I couldn�t save
Susan.�  


A solitary tear rolled down his cheek,
and his daughter hugged him.  He continued, �Dr. Melvin has developed a
vaccine, and I did the only thing I could do. I made my little girl a guinea
pig, but so far she�s been healthy. I think the damn thing is licked.�  More
tears and more hugs followed.


This was amazing news.  I asked, �What�s
the strategy? Are more women being tested?�


�A lot more than you might realize. I
met Sofia after Susan died, when me, Bryan and others began to quarantine women
and girls who were still alive. The ones that we managed to keep alive have all
been vaccinated. We�re coming back!�


�Are we going to share?�


He knew what I meant, and cryptically
said that was part of the master plan to bring the country back to where it
should be.


I gave Lauren a hug and told her that
she had the greatest father in the world.  But she already knew that.


So, life went on.  The men grew so
accustomed to the polyandry, and with each other, that we often tossed out
schedules and had one, big, hours-long orgy.  Since the day I met her Claire
didn�t look her age, but all the activity and attention absolutely rejuvenated
her.  I lost her as a lover to both our husbands and to Sofia.  Rick knew what
was going on but said he didn�t mind, and I didn�t mind either.


One night that I begged off sex and
Claire was sleeping with two of the men, Rick came to my bedroom.  While he
undressed, he explained what was happening in Washington and elsewhere.  I
sucked his cock while listening to the amazing news. At least he didn�t talk while
he fucked me silly.


Afterward he went into more detail.  The
President was detained trying to get to Canada.  It wasn�t on Air Force One. 
�I guess she finally decided what �choice� really meant,� he said. �and now she
knows that raising children�really keeping them safe and alive�takes more than
a �village.� She�s going to resign, but most of the men who are in line for
succession are either dead or missing. What�s left of the Supreme Court is
meeting today to decide what to do, basically deciding the fate of the United
States of America.


He was excited enough that he stayed
hard and we giddily humped for another hour until no more cum juice could
emanate from either one of us.


 


The pandemic was over.  Fewer and fewer
girls were dying, and although atrocities still occurred, the fate of the world
had turned a corner.


Rick looked stupendous in his tuxedo,
ready to take on that world, which in fact was what he was doing.  After Sofia
kissed him and Lauren gave him a big hug, I took him aside and whispered,
�You�re the handsomest ever to be sworn in. How does it sound when they call
you the forty-sixth President of the United States?�


�Like it�s a dream�or a nightmare,� he
answered, feeling overwhelmed with the challenges ahead.


�The nightmare has ended. You�ll do
fine. Anyone who can put together a government like you did and make it
work�almost a bloodless coup, is a genius as well as a first-rate leader.�
Unashamed, I gave him a good luck kiss.


�I�m not done with you yet,� he said
with a smile.  �Gwen, there�s a place for you in my cabinet if you want it.�


�I�m not qualified for that.�


�Anyone who schemed her way into my life
and organization like you did certainly is qualified.� Then he leaned closer
and whispered, �But I know what else you�re qualified for.�  We both laughed
heartily before he proceeded to the podium.


Only the second person ever to become
President without being elected to either VP or the higher office, Richard Fund
would lead us back from the brink.  Surrounded by Claire and our common-law
husbands, I watched him swear to uphold the Constitution, and for once in my
life I believed the person taking the oath meant it.  Who would think that a
man not constitutionally elected would actually believe in the Constitution?


I thought, why not one more irony.


Tomorrow, I�ll start hunting for Kevin. 
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I�m
Mike.  I did two tours in Afghanistan and unlike some buddies I managed to
come home with all my body parts.  Everything was in working order too, except
for one part.  I couldn�t explain it in any rational way.  It wasn�t as if I
did anything stupid with it while deployed.  I didn�t put it anywhere it
shouldn�t have been.  I never lost control of it.


My
dick just forgot what to do, that�s all.


There
was no doubt my darling wife is a hot-blooded, sensual woman.  She could have
cheated on me countless of times while I was half a world away, but she
didn�t.  How do I know, you ask?  I believed her.  Besides, her pure lust the
first night I was home had to be saved up.  That�s how I knew.  She was a crazy
woman around the house, short with the kids and in a hurry for nightfall and
getting them to bed.  I watched her as her long brown hair swished around
seductively as she moved, and wondered how I got so lucky to have such a
beautiful woman as my wife and the mother of my children.  Marcy kept in shape,
though I had no idea how she found the time to work out.  She was petite yet
curvy in all the right places, with small, firm breasts topped by prominent,
classic pencil eraser nipples, and an ass to die for.


When
the kids were finally in bed for the night, Marcy pulled me toward the master
bathroom, repeating several times how long she�d waited for this moment and how
much she needed me.  She�d always had a fondness for fucking in the shower so I
knew that�s what she wanted.  She was out of her clothes before I could even
unbutton my shirt.  She impatiently helped me remove the rest of my clothing,
even ripping my boxers in the process.


Once
under the shower spray, we did nothing but hold each other tightly.  We stayed
that way seemingly forever as both of us expressed our love and how much we
missed the other.  By the time she picked up the bar of soap, our hot water
supply was waning.  Nothing else was waning, since in order to diminish a thing
must grow first, and I hadn�t.


Marcy
said she understood.  �Maybe part of your mind is still over there,� she said. 
�You just have to relax and everything will be fine. I can wait.�


In
bed I performed cunnilingus on her and she came, but I sensed it wasn�t
enough.  I felt like a failure, as limp as my cock remained.


I
got my old job back, and things slowly went back to being how they�d been
before I left.  I tried to make up for my time away by spending more time with
the kids.  They loved it and so did Marcy.  Active duty kept you fit, so I
joined the gym my old buddy Leo swore by to make sure I stayed that way.


Two
months passed with no change�no erection, not even a glimmer of one. When my
regular doctor declared me healthy and could find no physical reason for my
erectile dysfunction, I saw an ED specialist who prescribed one of the wonder
drugs that the ads on TV tout all the time.  Besides blurred vision and hot
flashes, nothing happened.  He prescribed another brand pill that gave me
nosebleeds but blood flow didn�t change in that other place.


Next
up was the psychologist.  No couch, but I recounted everything I could think of
from my tours in �Stan.  I didn�t shy away from my grief over seeing comrades
fall.  I even told him about the few times I jerked off, missing my wife.  His
question was, �Only a few times?�  He probed for my �real� feelings toward
Marcy.  He didn�t want to hear about love, so I realized that no matter what I
said he didn�t believe me, looking for the magic bullet that probably wasn�t
there.


Marcy
showed me a web page advertising a sex therapist and suggested I make an
appointment.  When I browsed her site, I said to Marcy, �Did you see that she�s
also a sex surrogate?  Wouldn�t that bother you if she got intimate with me?�


�Not
if you got better it wouldn�t,� she said, and her expression said she meant it.


I
wanted so much to take her to bed right then and there, but there was no
accompanying stir in my crotch to match the desire in my brain.


I
openly encouraged her to masturbate in front of me, and bought her a few toys. 
It broke my heart and crushed my spirit to see and hear her cum so powerfully
with a vibrator.  Part of me was happy for her; I always loved the intensity of
her orgasms.  I didn�t let on how the other part felt.


While
I decided on contacting the sex doctor, I immersed myself wholeheartedly into
my workout regimen at the gym.  My buddy Leo, whom I�ve known for years, pried
a bit, knowing something was wrong with me and assuming it had some Afghanistan
connection.  I still couldn�t see any, nor did the psychologist uncover any,
but that didn�t mean it wasn�t so.


Leo
didn�t know he was hurting me�and I didn�t let on�as he talked about his love
life.  He claimed he could get it up at a moment�s notice, even kidding about
it when he�d get erections while working out or in the gym�s shower.  If the
sight of his spontaneous erections didn�t painfully remind me of my failure,
I�d laugh along with him, since he certainly wasn�t gay.  Twice divorced, the
way he told it he had marathon sex just about every night, and not with the
same women either.  He was one of those guys shaped like an inverted triangle:
beefy broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist and ass.  He was a bench-press
maniac and it showed.  His latest more-or-less primary girlfriend was a doll,
with long brown hair and a tight little ass like Marcy�s.  Like I said; he was
hurting me without knowing it.


I
called the sex doctor, Dr. Ann Lessieure, to schedule an appointment.  She was
pleasant on the phone, with a singsong, bedroom voice that made me think she was
good at her job.  The first appointment had to be with both husband and wife,
so I scheduled it at a convenient time for Marcy.  In the meantime and with
Marcy�s blessing, I invited Leo and his girlfriend over for dinner one evening
when the kids were spending the night with their Grandma.


Marcy
was a natural hostess who loved preparing fancy meals and showing off her
skills.  The evening of our little dinner party she wore a clingy black number
that was one of my favorites.  When the doorbell rang, everything looked and
smelled perfect, and I couldn�t have been prouder of my wife.


Leo
cleaned up well.  He was nattily attired and looked even better with his
girlfriend, Erica, on his arm.  She was indeed a living doll, and based on the
dress she wore I wondered if she had a breast augmentation, since her tits were
way out of proportion to the rest of her.  I�m really not a tit man, but Leo
certainly was, based on Erica and the way he talked around the gym.


Without
exception the dinner was fantastic.  Marcy simply glowed from our guests�
effusive praise.  Following a few after dinner drinks, I laughed to myself when
Leo, his tongue loosened up by the booze, began talking graphically about him
and Erica and their sex life, and watching lovely Erica cringe on every sordid
detail.


I
stopped the inner laughing when I saw Marcy�s face.  She alternately looked at
Leo, then Erica, and then me, and I definitely recognized the look of arousal
on that pretty face of hers.  She�d gone so long without a good fuck that Leo�s
big mouth reminded her of what she�d been missing.  And what I�d failed to give
her.


One
more drink and Leo began to think Marcy was Erica, even going so far as to cup
her ass.  Marcy pushed him away.  I turned to Erica and said in a hushed voice,
�Does he do this often? Maybe you two should split before he does something
embarrassing.�


Erica
said, �He�s already embarrassed me enough.�  I had the feeling she was more
than simply embarrassed, and that she wouldn�t be his girlfriend much longer.


After
they left, Marcy said, �You know he wasn�t making a pass, he just got drunk
enough to think I was Erica.�


�Yeah,
I know. I made Erica promise to drive.�


In
bed afterwards, I performed cunnilingus on Marcy while I watched her face. 
Unlike just about every other time she had her eyes closed and didn�t watch me
back.  I watched her nipples darken and stiffen as they did when my cock was
deep within her and a really great orgasm was about to happen.  Was she
fantasizing, maybe about Leo?  Her orgasm was fast and furious.  She clamped
her trembling thighs around my head and screamed; the latter being alright
since the kids weren�t home to be awakened.  I felt good hearing her cum like
that while feeling the small gush of pussy juice hit my tongue.  I didn�t grow or
even feel a twitch in my cock, but I felt good nonetheless.


 


Dr.
Lessieure turned out to be far from a Dr. Ruth Westheimer clone.  Insisting
immediately in being called Ann, she was a curvy, big-haired blond that exuded
sexuality from her lips to her chiseled thighs, the latter (as well as other
body parts) well framed by the short, tight dress she wore.


After
introductions, Dr. Lessieure surprised me by focusing her attention and
conversation on Marcy instead of me, asking about how she perceived my �issue.�


Marcy
struggled with her answers, glancing at me several times as if for help before
Ann implored her to be open and honest.  Ann then said for my benefit, �Mike�s
being honest by being here, admitting that he can�t get it up and looking for
help in understanding why. I don�t presume anything, but your feelings and
reactions could be contributing and I�d like everything on the table before I
go to work.�  She took a deep breath, maybe for effect, before asking, �Marcy,
are you frustrated? Have you been thinking of what the future may hold for you
if nothing changes?�


Whether
or not that�s what the Doctor expected, Marcy began crying. Ann let her cry,
saying nothing.  I felt like crawling under my chair.  I was going to say
something, but Ann covertly waved at me and subtly shook her head.


Finally
Marcy controlled herself and said, �It�s like something happened to me, and not
him. I feel guilty, wanting our old sex life back. It�s like I�m not a woman
anymore.�  After a small sob, she continued �Yes, I�m frustrated. It�s like I
controlled my urges when he was away only to be cheated once he came back.� 
She looked at me for the first time as she spoke, �I�m sorry, honey, and I
don�t want to put pressure on you, but you�ve got to get better or I don�t know
what I�ll do.�


Ann
got out of her chair and went to Marcy.  She said, �You don�t think he knows
all that? Look at him. He�s a big man for seeing someone like me. Most men
don�t. We�ll work it out, so don�t give up on the man you love, or on
yourself.�  She gave Marcy a hug when she started crying again.


We
scheduled my first therapy session.


After
the kids were in bed that evening we sat in the den and talked about the
meeting and what was said.  �If you really need it, sweetheart,� I said, �you
can see someone else. I�d understand.�


�Don�t
say things like that, Mike. I don�t want anyone else but you.�


But
when the conversation switched back to Leo, I knew otherwise.  �Did he say
anything to you at the gym after that?� she asked.  �Did he talk about me?�


�Besides
the hangover, he said he was sorry for drinking so much and touching you, and
that he hoped he didn�t embarrass you as much as he pissed off his girlfriend,
or should I say ex-girlfriend.�


�She
broke it off?�


�I
guess so.�


�Did
he say anything else?�


�He
did say you had a nice ass and wouldn�t mind grabbing it again someday.�


�No,
he didn�t say that!� she said, noticing my big grin.


�Okay,
he didn�t say it, but I knew he was thinking it.�  He actually had made a
comment about her looks, but I wasn�t about to feed that monster.


She
punched my arm and told me not to kid around like that, though my suspicions
lingered after she asked me if Leo was worth another dinner �once he gets a new
girlfriend.�


 


My
first session with Dr. Ann Lessieure went nothing like I expected.  I expected
that she�d be like a psychiatrist, asking me all kinds of questions about my
feelings and such.  Instead she asked me to take my clothes off.


�I�ll
remind you that I am a licensed MD. I�ve read you medical files. No vascular or
nerve damage. You�ve tried the blue pill without results, so I need to explore
more emotional avenues. The best place to start is with nudity, eliminating the
most mundane of reasons.�


While
I was undressing, she nonchalantly pulled her dress up and over her head.  With
my boxers halfway down my legs, I stopped and stared.


�You
think you�re the only one who gets to feel the unfettered pleasure of nakedness
here? I�ll let you in on a secret. When I don�t have clients in I often work in
the nude.�


I
chuckled and said, �I suppose with your body this is a good idea for a test.� 
I pointed at my cock, which of course remained limp.


�You
like my body?� Like a stripper she seductively twirled her thong around on an
index finger as she stood before me.  I couldn�t help but admire her full, firm
breasts and her cleanly shaved pubic area, and told her that yes, I did like
her body.


She
sat me back down and went to her knees in front of my chair.  For a panicky
second I thought she would try fellatio but instead simply and unabashedly
studied my cock, wagging it this way and that and pinching it several times.


�It�s
a shame. Has your wife or any other woman ever told you that you�re well
endowed?�


�No
one has actually said that to me. Considering what I�ve seen in gym showers,
I�m pretty average, I think.�


�No,
Mister Modest, you�re not average, and I�ve seen a lot more penises than you
have.�  She pulled on my cock and placed her other hand adjacent to it, like a
measuring device.  I probably should have been uncomfortable by her forwardness
but I was too busy trying to figure out what her therapeutic game plan was. 
Was she trying to flatter me into an erection?  �I figure that once we get the
blood pumping into this thing I�ll find you to be quite thick and about nine
inches long. Once that happens I may not give you back to your wife.�


�You
sound confident. Shouldn�t you have said �if� we get the blood pumping?�


�If
I wasn�t confident I wouldn�t be doing this job,� she said, the seductive tone
of voice returning. �Mind if I sit on your lap?�


�You�re
the doctor,� I answered.


Still
not understanding her plan, I sat her on my lap, staring right at some very
nice breast meat. �Do you like this, I mean the skin-on-skin closeness of it,
the warmth of two bodies nestled together?�  I did, and I told her so.  �Have
you done this with your wife since you�ve been home?�


I
was taken aback by the question.  Had we simply held each other while naked? 
�Yes, the first time,� I finally said.


�First
time? You mean the first time you tried to fuck her and couldn�t?�


�Why
do you have to be so crude? Is that one of your usual tactics?�


�See,
you already possess some of the basics of my profession, by answering a
question with another question. The answer is yes, maybe it is. I don�t think
I�m intimidating you at all, so I don�t think fear of failure is playing a part
in your problem. Besides, I�m registering your body temperature and you�re not
getting colder or hotter. That tells me more than you may think.�


�Back
to your question,� I said.  �Why did you ask me about the two-bodies thing? Is
it some sort of a �love� question?�


�Do
you realize we�ve been here nearly the full hour and that�s the first time love
has entered the conversation?�


I
didn�t know what to say.


She
continued, �I like you. You don�t seem like the usual men who come through
here. Sitting on your lap and touching you has made me so damn wet I�m probably
as desperate as your wife.�  I couldn�t help but glance down at her vulva, now
exposed since she spread her thighs a bit, and noticing the hint of glistening
moisture.  �You can touch me, if you�d like.�


No
man, married or not, could have turned down her request.  My fingertips delved
into hot moisture so extreme I pulled them back as if I�d received an electric
shock.


She
got off my lap, looked down at my limp cock and said, �Well, it was worth a
try.�  She reminded me that our time was almost up and began to put her clothes
back on.


As
we dressed, I said, �You aren�t what I expected, Doctor. Have you cured guys
with the test you just gave me?�


�A
few times. I didn�t think your problem was that easy, but I had to give it a
shot anyway. The men who were �cured� needed a Playboy centerfold or
high-priced call-girl image to get them hard again. Sometimes my body can live
up to that image for them.�


�It
does to me, Doctor. It sure does,� I said.


�You
will make another appointment, yes? I hope my informality and candor haven�t
scared you away.�


�Not
at all.�


�Then
we�ll dig deeper next session, and I�ll sound more like the proverbial
therapist and ask all those probing questions. In the meantime, I�ll take
another look at your medical file to see if a physical cause might have been
overlooked, although I doubt it. Being frank, what troubles me is you make me
doubt that there�s a psychological reason for your ED. You seem so...pardon the
non-scientific term...normal. You�re not exhibiting any of the obvious signs of
emotional trauma like PTSD I�m used to dealing with.�


She
surprised me by a kiss on the cheek before saying, �Until next appointment,
take care of that wife of yours. Remember, there�s more to you than a stiff
dick.�


On
the way home I thought about what she�d said about the closeness of two warm
bodies.  Have I been avoiding hugging and holding Marcy since I�ve been home,
only thinking of sex acts instead of feelings?  Was I avoiding one thing and
therefore failing at the other?


Marcy
bugged me relentlessly to tell her all about my session.  I didn�t tell her
everything, but what I did tell her still painted a fair portrait of Dr. Ann
Lessieure.


�She
sure looked like a hooker, and now you make it sound like she acted like one
too.  Did she really try to seduce you to get you hard?�


�Basically,
yes,� I admitted.


�Will
you see her again?�


�I
have to, don�t I?�


Marcy
hesitated and then said, �I guess so. Whatever fixes you.�  It made me sound
like a pet that needed neutering: getting �fixed.�  Seeing I was just about
neutered already, I swallowed the bad metaphor and kept silent.


When
the kids overheard that I was seeing a doctor, they grew worried.  We assured
them that Daddy wasn�t sick, only tired, and that the doctor was giving him
some vitamins.  Of course, the blue or orange �vitamins� hadn�t worked as
intended but the kids didn�t have to hear that. They were relieved and quickly
forgot their worries as only children can.


In
bed, Marcy asked me more questions about Dr. Lessieure, which was natural, yet
when she asked me about how Leo was doing on his search for a new girlfriend, I
knew she was reaching the point when she needed her inner itch scratched and I
didn�t have the scratcher.


�Honey,�
I said, �I will understand if you want to sleep with another man. I really
will.�


�I
told you, please don�t say that. I love you and I don�t want anyone else.�


�Maybe
not with anyone else, but you do need �it.�  A woman as lusty as you needs a
man to take her all the way. My tongue is a poor substitute for a hard cock.�


With
her head resting on my shoulder, she began to cry.  Afterwards, she admitted
how much she needed to be fucked.  �You always knew just how hard I needed it
and the right amount of roughness to get me off. I don�t know how much longer I
can go without. You�ve got to get better.�


�I�ll
get better, sweetheart. I know I will.  But in the meantime it�s alright if you
see someone else. Maybe we can invite Leo for another dinner, before he
finds a girlfriend.�


She
adamantly rebutted my suggestion, though I saw it in her eyes when she looked
at me.  If I couldn�t get better and satisfy her, then I�d gladly step aside
and let someone else do it. I loved her that much.


I
invited Leo over for dinner one night next week when the kids were going to be
at their grandparent�s again.  Marcy and I didn�t talk about it, nevertheless
it was evident that her horniness was overcoming any inhibitions like love and
faithfulness she had.  I fueled the fire by hinting at the stories Leo told
about him and his ex-girlfriend, Erica, after the last dinner party.  �Even if
half of what he said was bullshit, the guy sounds like he�s a strong lover, and
besides he seems built to last,� I said, and I saw the wheels turning in her
head.


Of
course, I primed the pump with Leo too.  I told him how much Marcy was looking
forward to seeing him again; even hinting at how horny she�d been lately
without making it seem like I was connecting the two in my mind.  His ego made
the connection though, I was sure.


The
day before the big dinner however, I had another appointment with Dr. Ann.


 


�Any
change?� she asked after I was in her office and she was disrobing.


�No
change,� I answered.  �You want me naked again too?�


�Of
course. Why not?�


Why
not, indeed. Incredibly she looked hotter today than the last time.  Maybe it
was me, and I thought she must think I�m really sick if I can�t get it up
for that body.  She pulled her chair up to mine, leaned over and
grasped my cock in her warm hands. Without a word she did the same as before,
poking and prodding but with a few sexy strokes this time for good measure.


Eventually
she said, �What did you tell your wife about me?�


�Everything,
I guess. No sense in keeping my sessions a secret from her, is there? It�s not
like she�d be jealous.�


Ann
shook her head.  �You�re going to end up being my most difficult case. Nothing
fits my experiences. The only thing I can figure is that there�s some sort of
post-traumatic stress you�ve buried so deeply that the only thing it�s
affecting is your dick. How�s your wife holding up? She cheating on you yet?� 
She said it with a grin, but I almost choked just the same.  I wasn�t about to
tell her about Leo so I let her chiding go unanswered.


All
business now, Ann sat back, crossed her legs, picked up a notepad and pen, and
asked me questions about my service in Afghanistan. She questioned me on how
many times I masturbated while there, and what mental images got me off.  She
asked me to recount each and every woman I met over there, military or
civilian, who turned me on to the slightest degree. �Any men?� she asked, but I
shook my head and she left that idea in the preposterous pile where it
belonged.  I told her about Major Andrews, a curvaceous officer all the men
lusted after, who one night after too many drinks came on to me.  I explained
to Ann how I rebuffed her advances, more from fear of military repercussions
than marital ones, even if there wasn�t a chance Marcy would ever had found out
about that, or any other dalliances if there�d been any.


�Did
you masturbate after the incident with the Major?�


�I
most definitely did.�


�Okay,
this may be difficult, but try to remember the first time you consciously
thought oh my god, I can�t get it up.�


I
sat silently for many minutes, thinking hard like she asked me to do.  Then I
thought of how �thinking hard� was quite a play on words considering my
plight.  Frustrated, I was about to give up when I remembered the hospital.


�There
was a civilian hospital near where we were temporarily bivouacked. A soldier
had a small, non-combat wound and I took him to the hospital to get it worked
on, basically because I knew a few more Dari words than anyone else. While I
was waiting, a family brought in a young girl, maybe a teenager, whose wounds
looked like she�d lose a leg, though it was hard to tell with her white chadri
red from all the blood. Turned out the family was poor and Uzbek so the doctors
didn�t understand what was wrong and maybe didn�t care, though I saw and knew
all too well.�


Suddenly,
I remembered the blood like it was yesterday.  I continued, �I don�t know how
an American soldier halfway around the world did it, but I got the doctors to
understand the seriousness of it all and they triaged the girl to the front of
the line. The father was immediately suspicious of me, the uniform, I guess,
but the girl�s mother thanked me profusely, at least that�s how I interpreted
her words mostly from body language.�


�Did
she make it?� Ann asked.


�Yeah,
though from what I gathered she did lose her leg below the knee.�


Dr.
Ann paused for a half-minute, uncrossing and re-crossing her legs, exposing her
wonderfully sexy, bald vulva that would have done things to any man sitting
across from her except me.  She said, �What bothered you the most? I mean, I
can see your pain in remembering the incident. Was it right after that day you
experienced the ED?�


�Maybe,
but it�s all a blur. I think what bothered me the most was that she was a teen.
She should have been hanging out with friends and having fun. Not wearing those
stupid cover-up burqas or chadris or whatever and getting her leg blown off.�


�Did
she look cute? Remind you of a girlfriend from your youth?�


�I
don�t think so. No...because I really couldn�t see much of her face anyway. The
eyes, though...�


�Have
they haunted you?� Ann asked.


I
had to think about that.  The memory of all that red blood soaked into the
white fabric haunted me for a while, but her eyes?  �No, I don�t think so. What
I remember was how I thought her eyes, even with all the pain, looked like
bedroom eyes to me. Like I wouldn�t have minded being in bed with those eyes
looking into mine. Foolish thought, but that�s what was in my head at the time;
that, and what a fucked up life for a teen girl in that hopeless land.�


�Perhaps
there�s no connection,� Ann said, and then she looked lost in thought as I
waited for a question that didn�t get asked.


Maybe
her pause was intentional, like a ploy to get me to talk, yet I can�t say I had
an epiphany or anything close to one.  I couldn�t see a connection either
between that poor girl and my erectile problem, although it was soon after that
day I realized the problem existed.  The day Marcy and I Skyped, to be exact. 
I told Dr. Ann about that connection.


She
said, �What did you two talk about that day?�


I
recounted as much of the conversation as I could remember.  �After saying hi to
the kids and hearing all about their day, Marcy shooed them away and we talked
about how much we missed each other. She told me about how she ran into a
couple we knew in high school, reminding me that the woman had been my high
school crush.�  I told her more, finishing my retelling with, �Why I made the
connection to my problem was that she then flashed me some tit, and later I
wanted to masturbate to that memory and couldn�t get it up.�


�Do
you think there�s any relationship between the maimed girl and your wife�s
moment of long-distance intimacy?�


�I
don�t think so, but you�re the expert, not me.�


�Our
time�s up, Mike. I have to ponder all you�ve told me before our next session.� 
She rose from her chair and held out her hand to beckon me from mine. 
Standing, she pressed her body into me, saying �You�re a wonderful man. You
don�t deserve this,� palming my cock, �but it doesn�t define you as a man
either. The man in that Afghani hospital is you. The honest man talking to
me�is you. We�ll get things figured out, but don�t lose the real you, okay?�


I
trusted her.  I didn�t question the ethics of her unorthodox methods.  Somehow
I knew she�d help me.  Something else I knew was that I was falling for her.  I
wondered if she knew what she was doing to me in my heart, if not my dick.  I
wondered if her intimacy was a tactic.  Nevertheless, I was falling for her,
and it was a good feeling to have.  I�d deal with my guilt later, especially
after dinner with Leo.


 


�Honey,
are you sure about this?�


I
looked at Marcy in that short sexy dress, exuding horniness from every pore
like sweat, and realized I wasn�t sure at all, though I couldn�t tell her
that.  �All I can say is that I wish it was me. You look deliciously fuckable.�


�I
wish it was you, too,� she said.


�Don�t
worry about me. Have fun. No regrets. Give Leo something to remember for a long
time,� I said with a smile that I hoped looked sincere.


The
oaf actually brought flowers with him, like a real date.  He was as nervous as
he could be, tiptoeing around me before and during dinner, not sure what to say
and how to act.  After dinner and a few drinks, I made excuses and left them
alone, retreating to the den.  The acoustics in the house were excellent and whether
it was a good thing or a bad thing, I had no problem hearing everything they
said.


There
must have been some touching going on as Marcy told him how strong he looked
and how hot she�d gotten when he had spoken of his sexual exploits the last
time he was here.  She said �You should have felt how wet I was after you
talked about you and Erica fucking.�  I heard quite a few soft moans from both
of them before Leo told Marcy how lucky I was to have a �MILF� like her for a
wife.  I would never have said MILF directly to any woman, even if I thought
she was one.  That was Leo for you.


A
panting Leo said, �Are you sure Mike is okay with this?�


An
equally panting Marcy said, �He�s okay if I�m okay. Take me...make me okay!�


Marcy
moaned loudly, �Oh, God!� so either he was finger fucking her, or after so many
months she finally got to behold an erection.  I peeked around the door jamb in
time to see a half-clothed Leo carrying my wife up the stairs to our bedroom.


After
a reasonable interval, I crept up the stairs and positioned myself in the
darkened hallway with a direct line of sight to the bedroom and the bed.  I
didn�t have one of those cuckolded husband fantasies, but in the back of my
mind I wondered if seeing Marcy fucking another man might get the blood flowing
down there again.


It
didn�t.


I
envied Leo like you wouldn�t believe.  His cock looked as rigid as a piece of
rebar as Marcy wrapped her beautiful lips around it and took him in.  She was
kneeling to the side of him as she sucked his cock, her fabulous ass pointing
right at me as if she knew I�d be watching.  And perhaps she did.  As her head
bobbed I saw her ass twitch while a trickle of the sweetest juice in the
universe oozed from her swollen pussy lips.  Her orgasms�and there was no doubt
in my mind she would have several�would be epic.


No
way I�d trust Leo to remember one detail, so Marcy and I had bought some
condoms, one of which she hastily rolled onto smiling Leo�s rigid shaft.  He
muttered what sounded like �Oh baby, you�re so fucking hot� as she straddled
him and slowly engulfed his spike to the hilt.  She tilted her head back, her
long hair already haphazardly plastered to her sweaty face and neck, and began
the rhythmic fuck-dance that was uniquely hers.  Oh, how I missed having her
sway like that above me.


Whether
she saw me in the shadows or just imagined I�d be there, she turned her head
for a moment and mouthed �I�m sorry.�  Then her pent-up need for a hard cock
took over and in seconds she was slamming up and down like a maniac rodeo cowgirl. 
Her orgasmic wail sent shivers through me, and even while punctuated by Leo�s
loud groan as he came, it was the purest of sounds.


In
a breathless voice, Leo said, �Oh, baby, oh Marcy, I�m still hard for you.�


Marcy
answered, �Then what are you waiting for?  Fuck me!�


Another
condom and a semi-erect Leo was �up� to the task.  My wife presented her ass to
him and he took it, plunging deep into her obviously wet vagina in one thrust. 
I wasn�t jealous since Leo was giving her something I couldn�t; therefore I had
to admit the sight of them doing it doggie style was porn at its finest.  Leo�s
upper body physique and his tight, chiseled ass looked impressive as he held
Marcy�s hips while thrusting.


One
thing, though.  He didn�t know my wife.


�Harder,
dammit!� she yelled. �Is that the best you can do? Fuck me HARD! Come
on, harder!�


Especially
from behind, Marcy liked it rough, and that always worked out well for us
because I�m a ball-slapper from way back, or at least I had been before my
problem surfaced.  When my wife said �harder� she meant she wanted to be
slammed, feeling every thrust to the bone.  I used to be able to do that but
for some reason Leo couldn�t or wouldn�t comply.  Marcy probably was
frustrated, although she screamed from a good orgasm nonetheless.


I
snuck back downstairs, not wanting to be discovered as the sad voyeur I was.  I
hoped Marcy got what she wanted out of it and hoped Leo didn�t get the wrong
impression, though the future was still up to Marcy.


Evidently
they weren�t done.  I heard water running, so our shower was now the arena. 
I�d have to trust my wife that a condom was being used.  It took a while but
eventually her distinctive orgasmic wail echoed through the house.  Leo
apparently had more stamina and better recuperative powers than I may have
given him credit for.


I
remained in the den, safely away from seeing Leo as he left.  I�d have to deal
with his ego in the gym soon enough; I didn�t want to deal with it tonight.


After
a long while, Marcy, wrapped in her bathrobe, came searching for me.  Her
nervous and tentative expression didn�t detract from how beautiful she looked
still sheathed in her post-orgasmic glow.


�Are
you okay, honey?� she said, a hint of trepidation in her voice.


I
used my hand to smooth her long still-wet hair away from her face.  �I�m okay,
sweetheart. I really am. Are you?�  I smiled, not wanting to make anything I
say seem hurtful or accusatory.  We sat side by side on the den loveseat and I
put my arm around her.  She began to cry and so I remained silent until she was
ready to speak.


�I
feel so guilty, thinking only of my needs and not of you,� she said through the
last of her sobs.


�Don�t
feel guilty. Was it good?�


�That�s
why I feel so guilty. It really was great! Even if the idiot was too gentle.�
She chuckled a bit, unsure how I�d take the joke.


�Like
I said, don�t feel guilty. If I can�t take care of you I wanted you to have a
little fun in the meantime. It did sound like you had some fun�maybe four or
five �funs� if I heard correctly.�


�You
watched us, didn�t you.�  It wasn�t a question.


�Does
it matter?� I said. �The main thing is that you enjoyed it and that makes me
happy, not jealous.�


She
unconsciously glanced at my crotch. �Did seeing me with Leo have any other
effect?�


�I
was kind of wishing it did, but no, nothing happened.�


�Do
you think Dr. Lessieure can do anything? I really need you, not Leo.�


�Honestly,
I don�t know. She�s so unorthodox; yet I trust her more than anyone else I saw
before her.�


Marcy
threw open her robe and fanned the fabric.  �Oh God, I�m still so damned hot!
Are you sure you don�t have another friend you can call over?� she said and
then laughed.


I
said, �I have this friend,� before slipping my tongue between her parted
lips to let her know who that �friend� was.  I fingered her pussy, still
rampantly warm, wet and swollen, until she begged for my tongue down there.  As
Leo had earlier, I hoisted her into my arms as her robe fell away, and carried
her up to the bedroom.  At this stage in our marriage my tongue was well
acquainted with Marcy�s hot-spots, so I licked and sucked for only a short time
until she bucked her legs and ass, and screamed her orgasm to the world,
considering she was loud enough for the entire world to hear.


I
undressed and rejoined her in bed.  We playfully critiqued Leo�s performance,
though my assessment was highly biased.  Marcy�s main complaint was that he
didn�t take the lead, especially since he was a strong guy and the �caveman�
approach would have worked well.  �He�s not as big as you, but that wouldn�t
have mattered if he had been more forceful and just took me, the damn
fool. I had to fuck him to get off, when an orgasm should have been almost
instantaneous if he�d only been more forceful; seeing I was so fucking horny.
He is a great looking guy though, and he does have a great ass.�


I
didn�t comment on his ass.  �Caveman, huh? Is that what you like about me?� I
said with a laugh.  


She
was worried how I�d handle Leo at the gym, remarking on how generally
egotistical he sounded at times.  I told her not to worry; I knew how to handle
Leo�s derision.


Before
we fell asleep, I confessed my lie.  �I was jealous watching him fuck
you, knowing it should have been me; but as long as I have this ED problem I�ll
never stand in the way of you taking care of your needs, even if we have to
hire a gigolo or something. I want you to be happy and that means sexually,
too.�


She
repeated �Gigolo� before her tired eyes fluttered and closed.  I wondered what
she�d dream about.


 


Leo
tried to avoid me at the gym but when he realized he couldn�t, the braggart in
him couldn�t resist taunting me.


�Your
wife�s the hottest MILF I�ve ever fucked. What a babe� he declared, thankfully
while no one else was in earshot. �You let her fuck other men all the time?
Like, you don�t satisfy her?�


�No. 
That�s not it. Mostly it�s like swinging...like swapping.�


�The
way she came I bet she wants me again,� he said, now in full egotistical mode.


�I
don�t know. Maybe. She didn�t say anything specific.� Then I went with my plan
to tame his ego.  �How�s your new girlfriend Gina? She�s hot. Maybe we could do
a swapping foursome. I bet I�d have her cumming in no time.�


Basically,
that shut him up.  He made some excuses but I knew he�d now think long and hard
about another round with my wife if having his new girlfriend reciprocate by
sleeping with me fueled his jealousy.  I�d just met Gina.  She was indeed hot,
true centerfold material, though she seemed too much of an airhead for my
taste.  He didn�t know I felt that way, and so I let the thought of possibly
being upstaged by me quell his ego.


Besides,
I was already thinking about my upcoming appointment with Dr. Lessieure.  I
really liked the sexy doctor, and wondered what she had in store for me next. 
I also debated whether or not I�d tell her about Leo and Marcy, concluding that
I�d wait to see where she guided the session.


 


Her
greeting was more animated than usual, which got me guessing what she had
planned and how it had turned her into a giggling schoolgirl.  She urged me to
undress as quickly as she did.  �Let�s use our time wisely,� she said, though I
mentally questioned how nudity equated to wise use of time.


�No
changes?�


�No,
same old limp dick,� I said.


�What
happened? Your face doesn�t mirror those words, like something IS
better.�


It
didn�t take much prodding, after all.  I told her everything about Leo and
Marcy, including how Marcy was afterward.  Her face was inscrutable as ever, so
I couldn�t tell what she thought of me, setting my wife up with another man, as
she asked me questions.  She particularly wanted to know why I watched, which I
had a difficult time answering.  I thought that she would probe me extensively
because I couldn�t find the words to describe my motivation, but she appeared
distracted like her mind was working on something else.  When she uncrossed her
legs I noticed that her vulva was shiny-wet.  That kind of distraction.


I
smiled, �You really are one horny woman, aren�t you?�


Her
laugh was more like a giggle as she answered, �It�s the other reason I got into
this business besides the obvious one of helping people. Sometimes what I hear
sitting in this chair is like the best porn. You described watching them in bed
as no other man could, I think. That�s why you�re the biggest mystery case I�ve
ever had. But it does make me believe my working hypothesis is correct.�


Puzzled
by what she said, I didn�t hear the back door to her office open.  Suddenly a
female voice plaintively cried, �Help me.�


I
turned in my chair and was transported back in time and to a place far away.  A
young girl, or so I assumed, was standing by the door, wearing a long white
chadri in the Afghani style.  The garment had a blotch of red near one leg. I
jumped from the chair and rushed to the girl.  Without hesitation I lifted her
into my arms and looked around the office, momentarily unsure of what to do.


�This
girl needs help,� I called out, looking but really not seeing.


�Bring
her here,� a woman said, her nakedness not registering as strange.


As
I walked toward the woman, the girl�s chadri somehow hiked up all the way to
her ass, exposing her beautiful young legs and a peek at her peach-fuzz vulva. 
My hand was on her bare ass and I didn�t know how it happened.  The girl said
�Help me� again and suddenly I groaned as a hand closed around my cock.


My
erect cock.


Ann
whispered, �It�s okay, soldier. I have her now,� as she helped the girl to her
feet.


Lost
between two worlds, I stood there as the girl nonchalantly pulled the long
garment off over her head, exposing a lovely, barely pubescent girl that had
been in my arms moments ago.  �Wow, mom,� she said with a slight giggle. �He IS
big, and I think we fixed him!�


�Thanks,
sweetheart, now run along so Mike and I can talk.� The girl winked at me,
giggled again, and ran from the room, her tight little ass wiggling just so. 


�Your...your...your
daughter?� I stammered.


�Precocious
little devil, isn�t she? Once she heard what I wanted to do she didn�t need any
coaxing. She�ll be a nymphomaniac like her mom, I�m sure.�


I
astonishingly looked down at my throbbing erection, yet all I could say was
�But I�m not a pedophile, or am I? Is that what you wanted to prove?�


�Not
in the least,� she said.  �God, it�s sooooooo good to see that. May I?�


Still
astonished, I said, �It�s not as if you haven�t touched me several times
already. I guess you deserve the credit so you also deserve another touch.�


Once
again she fell to her knees before me and began playing with my cock, only this
time it was as hard as a rock.  After around thirty seconds of touching and
stroking, she said, �You don�t know how much I�d like to have you inside me
right now, but that wouldn�t be right. Your wife deserves to be first. Is it
painful? Do you need release?�


I
helped her to her feet and told her that I�d be okay, and that she was
right�Marcy deserved to be first and second and third and...


�But
what did it?� I asked. �What is the connection between the ED and the girl in
Afghanistan? I still don�t get it.�


We
sat back down.  She said, �I knew the girl was central to your problem the way
you told me about her. I heard passion in your voice, interestingly more
passion than when you told me a few minutes ago about your buddy Leo doing your
wife. My plan was to first confirm it, thus my daughter�s little role-play, and
then figure out why.�  She looked at the time.  �I know our time is up, but I
don�t have another appointment for a few hours. How about continuing, no
charge?�


�Okay,
but what do you have in mind?�  I was cognizant that my dick had deflated while
we talked. Could I get it back up, or was it a onetime deal?


�I�m
not a big proponent of hypnosis. Sometimes it�s just as easy to induce a false memory
as it is to rediscover a hidden one, in my opinion. In your case, I think it�s
definitely worth a try. You up for it?�  We both smiled at the pun.


Like
most people I�d never been hypnotized so I didn�t know what to expect.  To me
it felt like I�d fallen asleep and was dreaming, although the dream was vivid,
and strangely �narrated� by Dr. Ann�s voice.  I was back in the Afghani
hospital when the family brought the girl in.  No one seemed to be reacting
fast enough to what looked like a life-threatening injury, so I picked the girl
up in my arms and carried her into the ER area, frantically trailed by her
family.  By the time I saw a doctor I knew, one of my hands was at the girl�s
ass, and looking into her veiled eyes I grew startled.  The girl moaned and I
felt wetness on my hand.  At first I thought she urinated from the shock of
injury, until I saw it in her eyes�she�d had an orgasm! She must have reacted
powerfully to having a man touch her so intimately for the first time.  The
family was beside themselves, yelling at me, a man and an infidel, for touching
their virgin daughter like I had. The woman who I assumed was the girl�s mother
saw the bulge in my pants as the girl moaned, and instinctively as only another
woman could, knew what had happened.  As the father yelled and berated me, the
mother shooed me away with a knowing look as soon as the ER doctors took her
girl for treatment.  I left the hospital feeling more embarrassed and ashamed
than I ever did before or after.


The
dream ended as I woke up from sleep, though unlike real sleep I wasn�t foggy or
anything, snapping instantly awake at the behest of the doctor�s voice.


�My
oh my,� she said.  �It was guilt after all.�


�I
guess I did repress the memory, didn�t I.�


�Do
you now realize there was no need to feel guilty about what you�d done and your
reaction to it?�


�I
suppose I do...now,� I said, regarding my new erection.  �How did I let it happen
to me, the whole ED thing?�


�Mike,
the human mind is a complicated machine, much more than a computer. We�re
learning every day how events and behaviors shape our sexuality. In your case,
I theorized correctly, and helped you see the cause.�


I
grasped my re-stiffened cock like a prized possession I didn�t want to
relinquish.  �Is this real, Ann?  Am I better?�


�It
sure looks like it, Mike.�


We
stood and walked toward each other.  She hugged me, not missing the opportunity
to rub against my miraculously stiff cock.  �Now go home and use that on your
wife. She�s been waiting long enough.�


�Thank
you, Doctor, and thank your daughter too. In case she doesn�t know already,
tell her I think she�s as beautiful and desirable as her mother.�


Dr.
Ann Lessieure said to me before I left, �Remember, my door�s always open for
you.�


I
knew which �door� she meant.


 


I
surprised Marcy with a huge bouquet of roses.  I told her that she�d get
another surprise later.  Until we were in bed later that night, I didn�t know
if she had figured out what the surprise would be.


Yes,
she was suitably surprised.


Our
first time was doggie, reminding her that I knew how to ram her better than Leo
did, or ever could.  I also remembered how she relished that we fucked 'like rabbits' during our honeymoon.  Thump... thump... thump... thump...


�Yes...hard...pound
me hard...oh yes, I need it...yes, oh YES...!� she cried as I nailed her good and
rough like she always wanted it.


I
came quickly, my long-time pent-up load filling Marcy so much some squirted out
along the side of my buried cock.  Like I was making up for that lost time, I
remained hard and kept fucking her.  She screamed so loudly I knew the kids
would hear and worry about what was going on, so we stopped, covered up, and
waited for the anticipated intrusion.


�Is
mommy okay?� the oldest said when he entered our bedroom.


�I�m
okay,� Marcy said.  �I was just happy that Daddy�s feeling better.�


�But
I thought he wasn�t really sick.�


�He
was maybe just a little sick, but he�s much better now.  Go back to bed, we�re
fine.�


As
soon as the door was closed, she giggled and went down on me. She exaggerated a
slurping sound as she sucked my cock, and then giggled and said she was happy
she had a nice �rod� again to suck on.


We
fucked off and on all night, not getting much sleep.  In the morning I told her
a little about what Dr. Ann had helped me discover, though I didn�t say
anything about her daughter�s bare-ass acting job that helped bring it all out.


�I
love you, sweetheart,� she said, �and I�m glad the old you is back.�


�Me
too.�


 


Leo
couldn�t hide his disappointment that he wouldn�t have another go-round with
Marcy.  He made up for it by bragging about him and Gina, which I didn�t mind
hearing about now that I was over my ED.  Conversely, I couldn�t hide my
disappointment in not seeing Ann Lessieure anymore.  Marcy figured it out, and
God bless her, hinted that she wouldn�t mind if the doctor came to dinner one
night, seeing that she�d had her one night with Leo.


The
invitation was made and Ann accepted.  Marcy planned and cooked the meal, then
before my guest arrived, took the kids out for the evening, saying, �I don�t
need to watch you two have fun. I already had mine; so this is my thank you
gesture to her. I�ll make sure we�re out long enough. I love you.�


With
that, they were gone, and I was a teenager again waiting for my date.  When the
bell rang and I opened the door, I was surprised to see not one, but two
beauties on the doorstep.


�You�ve
met her already, but let me introduce my daughter Angelina,� Ann said as I
invited them in.


�Hi,
Mike, are you still all fixed?� young and effervescent Angelina said to me once
inside.  I winked and said that I was indeed fixed, and that Marcy thanked her
and her mom for accomplishing the cure.  Ann wore a knit dress that clung to
her curvy body like a second skin, while daughter had on a very short denim
skirt and a tank top equally as tight as her mom�s dress, though she didn�t
have nearly the same amount of chest flesh fighting for space underneath.


Ann
assured me that her daughter could have a glass of wine, so we sipped while I
set the food Marcy had prepared on the table. As I was holding the chair for
her, Angelina giggled and said, �This is gonna be like, SO cool!�


When
I did the same for Ann, I whispered in her ear, �I was hoping we�d, you know,
have sex tonight. That�s why Marcy�s out of the house...she�s okay with it.�


Ann
smiled up at me and said, louder than I would have liked, �Who said we wouldn�t
fuck?�


Mother
and daughter looked at each other, and then Angelina said, �Oh, it�s gonna be WAY
cool!�


Ann
said to her across the table, �Are you wet already?�  Angelina answered with an
emphatic nod.  Ann then said, �So, let�s eat!�


I
stood there for a moment, my erection straining my pants, thinking about the
wonders that the next couple of hours might bring.  I lifted my wine glass and
toasted, �To my cure and those who cured me!� answered by both girl and woman
with �To his cure!�  


When
I noticed both Angelina and Ann running their tongues over the rims of their wine
glasses while smiling at me, I thought oh yeah, mother AND daughter, and no
dysfunction anymore...


...WAY
cool!


 


The End
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Life has many metaphors.  Some say
it�s a wheel, bringing us back in a circle to where we began.  Others say it�s
a series of rebirths; what we do with each one determines our happiness.  And
still others compare life to the natural seasons; the spring of youth and
formation, the summer of blissful and carefree indulgence, the autumn of
deceleration and reassessment, and then the winter of ebbing destiny and
endless regrets.  Some religions believe in Reincarnation and other forms of everlasting
life.  


Jack didn�t give these metaphors or
beliefs much thought.  He easily knew that most of what was special in his
marriage had been lost over time, and he wanted everything back that defined
his, circle or no circle.  


�Did you see this?� he said, handing
the brochure they had received in the mail to Melody.


She took it and said, �It�s nice but
it�s not our place, hon.�  


He knew what she meant, though her
tone seemed to question why he even cared.  �You know our place is gone. This
one looks like a carbon copy, except it�s a bit farther from the beach.�


�Would it really be the same?� she
asked, and the answer didn�t have anything to do with real estate.  �Our place�
was where they honeymooned twenty years before.  The rental cottage had been on
the short and precious New Hampshire coastline.  It was rustic but they hadn�t
cared.  The bed and the beach were all Jack and Melody cared about back then. 
Especially the bed.  It�s not as if they were virgins.  Perhaps it was a mental
thing (legitimacy?) or perhaps it was the brisk sea-salted air that had them
fucking three, four or five times a day.  Sex then was more prevalent than
eating.  These many years later, sex was an afterthought.  That�s probably how
it was with many married couples.  The fire died.  Or it was tamped down to
barely smoldering embers.  Jack wanted desperately to rekindle the fire,
perhaps to save the marriage, but at least to return some of that warmth back
into their lives.


He said, �That cottage is long gone. You
know that. This place,� indicating the brochure, �may not be the same, but it�s
close enough for me to want to give it a try. What do you say we take a ride up
there next weekend and check out the place?�  


Melody reluctantly agreed, the moment
still folded around a Thomas Wolfe sentiment.  So desperate to recapture what
may have never been fully captured to begin with, Jack clung to his hope of
going home again.  At least as �home� related to happier times.


�


Jack contacted the agent who produced
the brochure, only to be told it had already been rented.  �You don�t have
anything else like it?� Jack asked, hoping the desperation wasn�t detected in
his voice.


The agent said, �No, but I know a colleague
who may have something. Let me get you her number.�  The colleague�s name was
Liz.  It wasn�t until Jack mentioned �second honeymoon� that Liz sounded to him
as if she finally got interested.  �I�m down to two rentals that may meet your
requirements. Both are quaint and cozy,� she said, then chuckled, �which means
they don�t have many modern amenities in realtor-speak. One is right on the
beach, though I think you might prefer the other.�  She gave Jack an Internet
address to review while they spoke.


Jack said, �What�s wrong with the one
on the beach?�


�Oh, nothing really,� she answered.  Jack
sensed much was left unsaid but didn�t press her.


While she described the preferred
rental, Jack studied the web site write-up on the beachside cottage.  Finally
he said, �Thanks for your suggestion, Liz, however I think we�ll take the one
on the beach. It just reminds me a lot of our honeymoon cottage and I know my
wife will agree. How much deposit do you need?�  


As they worked out the details, Jack
couldn�t quite analyze what was strange about the entire conversation.  He
didn�t hear deception in Liz�s voice but something was off.  Maybe it was
simply the stress of being a realtor in this economy.  Whatever it was, the
terms were exceedingly favorable so Jack agreed to send on a deposit to seal
the deal.  Now all he had to do was convince Melody.  Unless the place was
completely misrepresented to the point of being fraud�and his quick research of
the Realtor indicated it was highly unlikely�Jack figured he had no reason to
worry.  He knew Melody would balk at his agreeing to rent the cottage before
discussing it with her, yet he also schemed that if he waited until after the
check was in the mail she�d put up less of a fight.


Here was another metaphor, one Jack
did ponder: marriage as a fight, a battlefield strewn with land mines, some
lethal and some not.  How had they come to this stage, where it was so much
easier to disagree than find common ground on anything?  That�s what he wanted
out of a second honeymoon, finding the common ground once again.  Hopefully,
passion would be a byproduct.


Melody hadn�t balked.  To her
husband, perhaps an argument would�ve been better than her resignation, her
�whatever� reaction.  Jack�s counter-reaction was to merrily put his full
efforts into planning and packing for the week.  He bought her some gifts, a
surprise for every day of their retreat.  One of them was a beautiful negligee
that was so much like the one she wore on their honeymoon.  With everything
straight out of a porn movie nowadays, he was surprised he found one so much
like it.  Jack knew she�d still look good in it, since she had taken good care
of herself and her shape.  He couldn�t wait.


�


Unlike most areas along the short New
Hampshire coastline, the cottage was far from the beaten path.  Both noted the
distance from town and the uneven road surface rippled by many seasons of frost
heaves and neglect.  Jack liked the idea of solitude.  Melody wasn�t as
enthusiastic.  


�It�s too cold in here. Doesn�t
anything work?� Melody said once they arrived and Jack couldn�t get the gas
heater working.  She�d been pretty quiet since they pulled up and she saw the
place.  Jack took her silence as a good omen, though he also worried that he
was deluding himself.


�Don�t fret,� he answered cheerily. 
�If I can�t get this thing lit, I�ll give Liz a call. In the meantime we�ll get
a fire lit in the fireplace. You saw the wood outside?�


�I saw it, Boy Scout,� she said,
shivering and clutching herself, looking to Jack as so much acting though he
wasn�t about to say that to her and risk blowing the whole week before it
began.


 He called Liz after discovering that
the gas had been shut off at some unknown junction.  She advised him that it
was a pilotless system and easy to start once the gas was back on.  She said
she�d make the call right away and apologized for the oversight.  �It�s so late
in the season I forgot about heat,� was her excuse.


Melody stopped complaining about the
cold.  She unloaded provisions from their car as Jack set about bringing in
already-split wood and starting a fire in the big hearth.  Since the stove was
also gas fired, Jack explained that they could cook over wood in the large
fireplace, trying to make the word �rustic� sound like �fun.�  Melody�s
response was, �If that�s the case, we�re going to need some pots and pans that
are more like cast iron than the ones supplied.  I�ll take a run into town in a
little bit to get some.�  Practical as always, he thought.


�Town�s pretty far, you okay with the
drive on these roads?�  The way she looked at him told Jack not to go there. 
Instead, he went to her and hugged her tightly.  �Please be open to this,
honey,� he said.  �We need a reset, a real second honeymoon.�


He felt her steel up before she
relaxed and replied, �You�re right, sweetheart, we do need to rediscover�a few
things.�  Their kiss suggested lost passion, and Jack�s enthusiasm for their
first night here got a boost.  When Melody drove off to town, Jack perched in
front of the fireplace and felt the heat that went beyond the fire�s physical
convection.  When he heard a noise behind him he spun around to see a strange
woman standing there.  �Who�what can I do for you?� Jack sputtered, unsure of
just how to react to the stranger�s startling appearance.


�I�m sorry for scaring you like that,�
she said in a sing-song voice that immediately appealed to Jack.  �I didn�t
know someone was here, and I saw the flame, and thought��


�No, that�s okay,� he said.  Had
Melody left the door unlocked?  �You look cold.  Why don�t you come here and
warm up�unless you have somewhere else to go?�  Even as he patted the floor
next to him, Jack wondered why he proffered the invitation.  He actually didn�t
wonder for very long.  The woman was exceptionally beautiful and shapely, with
a full mane of blond hair just windswept enough to add to her sexiness.


She accepted his invitation and sat
next to him before the fire, telling Jack her name was Veronica.  �I feel
warmer already, thank you,� she said, not the least bit shy about cuddling
close to him.


�I take it you live around here?� he
asked, still bewildered by her brazen intimacy.  He was so conscious of her
beauty and her touch that he began to grow tumescent in spite of his
bewilderment.


�Yes, I live up the beach.�  She then
answered the unasked question.  �I worry about this cottage.  My
last�boyfriend�stayed here a while; and I�d hate to see anything happen to the
place, like burn down.�


�You live alone?� Jack asked,
immediately feeling stupid, sounding like a blatant come-on.  When she said
�boyfriend,� he would have sworn she nearly said �lover.�  What was happening
to him?


She didn�t respond except to inch
closer.  �I�m warm now, hot even,� she said while unbuttoning the top two
buttons of her blouse.  She turned to him, and her look almost stopped his
heart.  �You know, Jack, you look so much like Travis I grew breathless when I
saw you sitting here in front of the fire.�


�I take it Travis is the boyfriend
you mentioned.�


�Yes.  We�d make love right on this
spot.�  Synapses misfired in Jack�s brain as Veronica, without another word,
leaned over and set her lips on his.  To Jack, the kiss was more electrifying
than any shock he�d ever received in his life.  Her tongue insinuated itself
between his parted lips as one of her hands went to his crotch.  �Oh, Travis,
are you ready for me?� she somehow whispered while still kissing him.


Jack was more than ready.  However
some brain cells were still working as they should and he said,
�I�m�not�Travis�and my wife�should be home�soon.�


�Too bad,� she said before rising to
her feet.  Whether the �too bad� was for not being Travis or for the threat of
his wife coming home, Jack couldn�t tell.  Veronica didn�t immediately
re-button her blouse, so his eyes kept being drawn to the swell of her ample
breasts.  It was a swell that held so much promise; and immediately forced Jack
into guilt mode, especially since he still had an erection. 


�Will I see you again?� he said, his
dick still talking for him.


�I�m sure you will,� she said as she
walked away and out of the cottage, leaving Jack with his tongue hanging out
and his libido afire.  It took him a few minutes to regain his wits.  He dashed
outside to see in which direction Veronica went but there was no sign of her. 
He walked down to the windswept beach and saw no footprints.  Which way had she
gone?  He numbly went back up to the cottage to find Melody unloading the car.


�Where have you been?� she asked in a
huff.  �I get lost twice, and when I finally get here the place is dark, the
fire nearly dead, and you�re nowhere around.  What the fuck, Jack?�  She didn�t
know what to make of his unruly hair, his sandy shoes and wet trouser cuffs. 
�It scared me.�


Jack was momentarily speechless.  He
almost told her about Veronica but what would that do for him but bring grief? 
�I�I thought I saw a�woman walking along the beach�and I�wanted to ask her
about the place, the weather��


Melody looked at her husband with
dumbfounded annoyance.  �Sometimes I don�t know what goes on in that brain of
yours, but come on, give me a hand with this stuff, and please get that fire
going again.�  He meekly complied and soon the supplies were stowed, the fire
was roaring again and pots of food were precariously situated above the
flames.  They ate with relish, and afterwards Jack presented the new negligee
to Melody and urged her to put it on.  As she went to another room to change,
Jack spread a slew of blankets around in front of the fireplace and stripped
out of his own clothes.  He chuckled when Melody cried out, �Oh damn, I forgot
we can�t shower until the gas is on!�  Jack assured her the gas would be on in
the morning, and that he doubted she�d be gamey in just one day.  �You
bastard!  Gamey?� she yelled but he heard her guffaw.


While waiting, Jack wondered how
Melody would react to the sex he hoped they�d have.  Then his mind went back to
Veronica, marveling at how close they�d come to having sex in this very same
spot.  Veronica was now in his head; the promise her magnificent body held for
him was overwhelming.


�My, my, you are horny aren�t
you?� Melody said as she entered the room and saw his erection.   He looked
down and was surprised at his sudden girth, unable to remember the last time
he�d been this hard.  Melody looked great in the sexy nightgown, but Jack
couldn�t shake the thought of how much better Veronica would�ve looked in it. 
He drew Melody near as soon as she reclined next to him.  The lace thong
panties that were part of the ensemble got pulled off without much
forethought.  Actually there wasn�t much fore- anything.  Before Melody could
protest Jack was between her legs and fucking her in manic thrusts, all the
while imagining it was Veronica under him.  His climax came quickly and
forcefully.


�What got into you?� Melody asked,
visibly disturbed by his raw and selfish lust.


Jack knew she hadn�t come close to
climaxing, so he sheepishly said, �I don�t know. Maybe the whole second
honeymoon vibe got to me, especially with you in that negligee. Let me
recuperate and I�ll take care of you this time.�


�Sure,� she said, but Jack knew that
tone of voice; much to his chagrin, there�d be no more sex tonight.  For a
while they sat together on the floor in front of the fireplace, though the
small talk was no talk at all.  Jack�s thoughts kept drifting to the stranger. 
Even in his younger days before marriage he never met a woman so beautiful and
at the same time so obviously free with her sexuality.  He began to wonder if
it had all been a dream.  


For the first time in nearly forever
he had several erections during the night each accompanied by a dream of Veronica. 
The settings in the dreams varied and were sometimes surreal, but in each one
she screamed in orgasmic ecstasy while milking him dry.  In the morning Melody
was up and about before him, so he simply had to masturbate; his ejaculations
almost equaling the massive ones in his dreams.


The morning air was downright frigid,
causing Melody to once more question Jack�s insistence on the time and place
for their second honeymoon.  �Okay, we�re here,� she said, �so what do we do,
sunbathe on the balmy beach? Play Scrabble twenty-four seven?�  Jack got more
wood and started another fire while they waited for the gas to be turned on. 
He busied himself with cooking breakfast in the fireplace as they had with last
night�s dinner.


Despite Melody�s reticence she was
slowly coming around to the honeymoon idea.  After all, she thought, it had
been quite awhile since the last time she�d seen her husband so chipper, so
enthusiastic about anything.  Like now�his insistence on cooking in the
fireplace�he was acting like a big kid.  He hadn�t acted like a
kid�spontaneous, fun, recklessly enthusiastic�in a long, long time.  She
couldn�t explain his sexual mania last evening either.  She hadn�t been annoyed
by his ardor per se, but once more he didn�t consider her needs, and that was
what bothered her since considering her needs hadn�t been part of Jack�s modus
operandi in quite some time.


By the time the gas was turned on,
they�d finished breakfast.  �Hot water at last!� declared Melody as she went
off to a long awaited shower.  Jack decided that in the meantime he would walk
the beach, the underlying reason being to search for the mysterious Veronica. 
She�d said she lived �up the beach� so he walked in the direction that made
sense.  He gazed at the cottages he passed but basically didn�t know what else
to do.  He chuckled�he wasn�t about to go knock on every door and ask for her,
was he?


He saw a woman approaching from the
opposite direction with the briefest of hope it was Veronica, but as she neared
he saw she was much older.  They exchanged pleasantries, the woman eagerly
introducing herself as Adelia Moore and pointing out where she lived after Jack
introduced himself.  Adelia hoped the couple would enjoy their stay.  Jack
pondered how to broach the subject, before he said, �Since you�re a year-round
resident, maybe you know a woman that I met yesterday, said her name was Veronica?�


Adelia said, �No, can�t say that I
do. You say she lives here?�


�That�s what she said. �Up the beach�
was how she put it.�


She gave Jack a quizzical look then
reiterated what she said.  She didn�t know any Veronica.  They talked for a
while longer about the area, tourism in general and in respect to the New
Hampshire coastline until she said she had to get going and they separated. 
Jack kept walking along the beach, planning on giving Melody plenty of time
alone to enjoy her shower and get comfortable in the cottage, hoping she�d warm
to the idea of the week like the water warming in the water heater.


�


Melody screamed when she came out of
the shower and saw the stranger standing there.  He was younger than she was,
about thirty, with curly black hair.  And he was naked.  Her second scream was
basically a yell, shouting, �Who are you, and what are you doing here?� before
fear took over and she said, �Don�t hurt me, please.�  The man didn�t move and
didn�t respond until his penis did.  A tiny voice inside Melody was telling her
to run, but a far more compelling voice was feeding her unexpected arousal.  He
had a rather large member which once upon a time would have tempted a younger
Melody.  She always liked the feeling of big ones in her when she was younger,
she mused, and the fear was evaporating as fast as it arrived.


His member was half erect by the time
he finally spoke, saying �Hi, Melody, I�m Patrick. May I shower with you? I�m
cold and I need a hot shower.�


She ceased to question how the
stranger got into the cottage, or knew her name, or why she wasn�t afraid, or
why she suddenly shuddered as if her naked body was washed by a cold breeze. 
Melody simply responded to the stranger�s perfectly sculpted body and innate
sexual magnetism, tossed away the last wispy tendrils of fear, and invited the
man into the shower stall with her.  She didn�t think about Jack.  She didn�t
ponder infidelity.  She was like a sponge ready to absorb everything she
needed, whether she realized it or not.


Patrick was a strong man of few
words.  He washed her, paying particular attention to her suddenly aching
breasts.  Melody softly moaned when she felt his fully tumescent shaft rub
against her.  Even before he went there, she knew her pussy was aroused and
well lubricated.  He easily lifted her and set her on his rigid member.  She
felt impaled and not without a little pain, but it subsided as he rested her
back against the shower wall and began fucking her in long, deep thrusts as her
legs encircled him, urging him deeper still.  How this was happening eluded her
sane mind.  She rode wave after wave of crashing sea until the biggest wave of
all swept her away.


�Melody,� he cried out as he filled
her full of his hot cum in several splendid spasms that stretched her vagina
walls even more than his size had initially.


As they toweled dry.  Melody peppered
him with questions about who he was and where he lived.  Patrick vaguely told
her how he�d seen her the day before and felt as if he had to have her.  Melody
clutched at the idea that a younger, virile man desired her and went to this
extreme to take her, still rationalizing the animal magnetism she couldn�t
otherwise comprehend.  After they were dressed, she begged him not to leave,
oblivious to thoughts of her husband�s return.  As he walked to the cottage�s
door, Patrick said, �I live just up the beach.  I�m sure I�ll see you again.�


She thought: you�re damned right
you�ll see me again, as the post-orgasmic fire consumed her like it hadn�t
for a number of years.


Jack noticed the change in his wife
as soon as he returned to the cottage.  He knew something had happened but his
mind couldn�t accept what his eyes were clearly seeing.  �Are you okay, honey?�
was about all he could ask.


Melody looked at him and distractedly
said, �What?  Oh�yeah�I�m fine.�


He knew she wasn�t �fine,� though if
he hadn�t been vainly searching for the enigmatic, ethereal Veronica while lost
in his own fantasies he would�ve recognized his wife�s glow and be turned on by
it.  Instead, he ignored the obvious and said, �Are you hungry?� and not
waiting for an answer, continued �Even though the gas is on I�ll be glad to
cook.�


Glassy-eyed Melody wandered off to
the bedroom while Jack set about making them a large lunch.  Whether it was the
scent of sex in the cottage�s air or just the memory of voluptuous Veronica
being so close to him yesterday, Jack was hungry in more ways than one.  He
lost himself in the reverie which bulged his pants and made him hum.  


Oblivious to both food and her
husband, Melody only thought of the mysterious hunk, Patrick, and what he�d
done to her.  That�s the way she would always remember their lovemaking;
ravaged and taken and left as a pillaged husk, and she wouldn�t trade the
minutes of pure bliss for anything.  She was lying on the bed and masturbating
without a conscious thought, sighing �Patrick� before she shivered in sweet climax.


Harboring a belief that the week
would only get better, Jack grew hostile when his wife said she wasn�t hungry
and wanted to be left alone.  He muttered to himself, calling Melody an
�ungrateful bitch� under his breath as he sat at the small kitchen table and
ate some of the food he�d just prepared, not really tasting it at all.


He was startled by a voice behind him
that said, �Wow, that smells delicious!�  He pivoted quickly to see Veronica
standing in the kitchen doorway, wearing a bikini with a beach wrap loosely
worn over it but not covering much.


�You shouldn�t be here,� Jack
mumbled, otherwise at a loss for words as he stared once more at the most
beautiful woman he�d ever seen.


�Oh pooh,� she answered, �Aren�t
neighbors welcome here?�


Not if they look like you, and not
with my wife in the next room, he thought.


She put her hand out in a beckoning
gesture.  �The last of the fog has burned off and it�s warmer than it has been
in days. Why don�t you get your bathing suit and join me on the beach?�


�Okay,� Jack said, as if sunbathing
with a beautiful woman not his wife was the most natural thing for him to do. 
�I�ll be right out.�  He tip-toed into the bedroom and retrieved his swim
trunks.  Melody looked to be sleeping, so he thanked his lucky stars and snuck
back out.  Veronica was sitting on the sofa.


�You can put them on here,� she said,
indicating his swim shorts.  �I�ve seen it all, let me tell you.�


Like a kid afraid of getting caught
with his hand in the cookie jar, Jack glanced back at the closed bedroom door
and nervously undressed.  Before he slid the trunks up his legs, Veronica
murmured, �Nice.�  Jack looked down to see his cock swollen, and about a third
of the way to a full erection.  He knew he was blushing as he quickly pulled
the shorts the rest of the way up.


She took Jack by the arm and giggled.
�This is going to be so much fun,� she said.  �I know the perfect spot for
sunbathing�maybe I�ll even go topless. Oooooh, how bold of me!� she added as
she pulled him along and out of the cottage to the beach.


The only thought besides Veronica
that permeated his brain was how surprisingly correct she�d been.  It was
warmer than earlier and warmer than it had been since he and Melody arrived. 
He forgot about his wife, even the fact he was married at all, and followed
Veronica down the beach toward a rocky outcropping he hadn�t noticed before. 
When they passed the rocks they came to a section of beach more pristine than
Jack could imagine they�d find, and was surprised to see a large beach blanket
already spread out on the sand.


�See, I told you I knew a great
spot,� she gleefully exclaimed as she pulled him down onto the blanket.


Jack looked around and realized they
were completely alone; not another house or any people in sight.  He had to agree
this was a great spot.  The rocks provided a modicum of privacy and also would
shield them from any sea-breeze, which at this time of year could be a
blessing.  Then his mind shut down as he watched Veronica casually undoing her
bikini bra.


�There,� she said. �It feels good to
be unencumbered. I hate bras.�  She smiled at the way Jack was staring at her
breasts.  She waggled them a bit and said, �You like them?�  To Jack, that was
a rhetorical question; they were the most beautiful breasts he�d ever seen.  No
Playboy centerfold of his youth had finer breasts than Veronica.  They were
lusciously round with large areolas, prominently pointed nipples, and slightly
upturned; certainly no sag at all, looking quite firm.  As if she read his
mind, she said, �You can touch them if you�d like. They�re real, and love to be
touched by a strong man.�


She purred as Jack caressed and
squeezed first one then the other.  Her areolas puckered and her nipples
stiffened at his touch.  They were indeed firm, and now that he�d come fully
erect, they weren�t alone.  She whispered in his ear, �God, I�m wet! Would you
like to feel that too?�


He slid his hand under the waistband
of her bikini bottoms and straight into heaven.  Her pubic mound was bald, her
labia swollen, and she was wetter than wet.  She was so well lubricated his
fingertip slipped easily between her labia to find her clitoris stiff and
poking out like a tiny cock.


When he rubbed its little shaft
between his thumb and forefinger, she inhaled a sharp breath before moaning, �Oh
yes, oh yes�it�s too tender! I�m going to climax! Oh God��  Jack not only felt
the convulsion that thrust her hips outward and curved her spine, but suddenly
found his fingertips hit with a flood of her orgasmic juices.   With halting
breath, Veronica begged him to take her.  Jack needed no further urging.  He
slid his swimsuit off as she yanked her bottoms off in a lustful frenzy.  With
nary a thought that anyone could be watching them on a public beach, Jack got
between her spread and quivering thighs and slipped his amazingly rigid cock
between her swollen, slippery and willing labia.  Even with all of her natural
lubrication, he was still surprised by the tightness of her vagina.


As he began the rhythmic in and out
movement as old as mankind, he looked at her face, so beautiful in the
afternoon sun, with her eyes closed yet with lids fluttering while she moaned
in pleasure, Jack felt like the luckiest man alive.  Here was a true goddess
and he, a mere mortal, was fucking her.


The velvet vise of her vagina was
taking its toll.  �I�m not gonna last,� he cried.


She cooed,
�It�s�okay�I�m�just�about�THERE!� when she arched her back, bucked her hips
wildly and pulling him deeper.


Her pulsating vagina walls drew rope
after glorious rope of cum from him, mixing his hot output with hers in a
sensual soup for the ages at the door to her womb.


When he fell onto his back, Veronica
told Jack that he was the �best lover ever.�  He was still overcome by the
incredible luck in having sex with a gorgeous woman like Veronica.  Jack didn�t
really know how he classified as her best ever, but he would proudly accept the
accolade; all thoughts of who she was and where she came from lost on the shore
wind.


�


Melody hadn�t wanted to talk to her
husband so she feigned sleep when he came into the bedroom.  She thought she
heard a woman�s voice but she must have dreamt that part.  She did sleep for a
while, so when she felt the bed move and heard the bedsprings squeak, she was
ready to acknowledge her husband now that thoughts of Patrick had drifted away
like the remnants of a dream after one awakes.  She whispered, �I�m hungry
now.�


The answering voice was not her
husband�s.  �Are you hungry for me?�


She was jolted, fully awake now. 
�Patrick? What are you doing here?� she said, before realizing he was naked,
and his erection brushed against her.  �You can�t be here! My husband is in the
next room. How did you get by him anyway?�


�Your husband isn�t here. Besides,
you know how much you want me; how much you�ve wanted me since the last time.� 
She surrendered when he pulled her to him and kissed her deeply.  She felt him
dry-humping her, rubbing his substantial manhood against her groin, which
brought an involuntary moan from her otherwise occupied lips.


She willingly allowed him to undress
her.  Viewing his perfectly sculpted body, muscles rippling as he moved between
her parted thighs, brought her a mini-orgasm.  She�d never experienced one so
intense so quickly without one iota of foreplay.  Moments later his expert
tongue pushed her over the cliff for good.  She was soaked and screaming as he
moved up to be on top of her; her legs wrapped around his torso, and her vagina
nearly sucking his length into her like she had internal vacuum.  He fucked her
hard.  Her orgasm had no end.  She screamed in the purest pleasure imaginable
as he enveloped her in the cocoon of his strong arms and impaled her upon his
magnificent plunging and thrusting shaft.  When he came it felt as if a flow of
white hot lava had scorched her cervix.  Any observer would have thought it was
impossible for her to scream any louder, but she did.


It took her a long time to come down
from the highest of highs, firmly held within the strong arms of her mysterious
virile lover.  �Oh my God!� she exclaimed, �I�ve never been laid like that.�


�Perhaps I can make the next one even
better,� he whispered.


Melody moaned and repeated �Next one�
before she moaned again, her pussy still in flames.  By the time she repeated
his word �Better,� Patrick was spooning behind her and easing his cockhead
between her wet and swollen labia.  She groaned then muttered �Oh my God� once
more, not able to comprehend that he was hard again so soon�for her!  With his
hands firmly holding her hips, he slid in and out of her in a slow and steady
rhythm.  To Melody it was heaven until it seemed more like teasing. 
�Harder�Jesus!  Harder!� she cried.  Patrick obliged, her ass shaking and
quivering on every powerful slam.  Her orgasm ramped up until she exploded and
her scream echoed through the cottage.


Patrick carried the near comatose
Melody to the shower.  In her dazed mind, Melody thought I could get used to
this, as he bathed her tingling body.  Once out of the shower, and
regaining some post-orgasmic equilibrium, she began hammering him with
questions.  He remained playfully evasive, only saying he lived in the area and
found her irresistible.  �We�ll do this again,� he said, without hesitation and
without sounding arrogant to Melody�s ears.  Of course to Melody in her
post-coital state of bliss, her new, young lover could say anything and it
would sound wonderful.


�


Jack lost all sensation of time
passing, even after Veronica left him following a last kiss and a wave
goodbye.  He didn�t know, nor did he really care how long he remained there in
the beach�s nook by the rocks, naked with dried cum caking on his satisfied
cock.  He whispered her name and nearly fell asleep before the thought of the
consequences if Melody, or anyone else for that matter, saw him like this.  He
finally roused himself and put his swim shorts back on; emerging from what had
become a temporary love nest to realize the air was much colder than before. 
He wondered anew how it could have been as warm as it had been when they
arrived.  Then he pictured Veronica in and out of her bikini and the air
temperature ceased to matter.  He walked toward and into the frigid water,
which thankfully killed his newest erection while hopefully rinsing the smell
of sex from him.


When he got back to the cottage he
was surprised that Melody was gone.  The car wasn�t, so Jack assumed she was
walking the beach looking for him.  He was half right.  He was thankful she
hadn�t found him with Veronica.


Melody returned an hour and a half
later.  She brushed off her husband�s questions about where she�d been as she
brushed the sand from her feet.  He saw how disconcerted she looked but any
questions he asked her about what was going on were left unanswered.  Jack
withdrew into his memory of making love to Veronica on the beach, slightly
troubled by her elusiveness, and of course having no clue to his wife�s similar
dilemma.  


As Jack had earlier, Melody walked
the beach, questioning everyone she met about Patrick.  Nobody knew a Patrick
anywhere in town, let alone along this stretch of beach.  Could she have gotten
his name wrong?  As great as the sex had been, she began feeling uneasy about
him and his motivation.  She wasn�t trim and young anymore, so what did a
virile young man see in her besides an easy lay?  Was that all she was, a
conquest to be bragged about?


Jack began to feel similarly uneasy. 
Who was Veronica and where did she really come from?  He figured she was so
gorgeous she could get any man she wanted.  Why him?  Was it a game with her? 
He couldn�t help himself; regardless of his questions he grew erect thinking
about the beautiful, voluptuous woman he�d unimaginably made love to.


The rest of the day and through
dinner Jack and Melody remained lost in their solitary worlds as they silently
orbited around each other.  Later in the evening as they sat apart before the
fire, Jack suddenly said, �I think we should leave, go home, right now. Something�s
wrong here.�


Melody felt as if her heart skipped a
beat.  She thought: does he know about me and Patrick?  �This was your
idea after all, and now you want to leave? Yeah, something�s wrong�has been for
a long time.�


Even as he understood what she was
saying, he was nonetheless stung by her words.  �Are you saying it�s all my
fault, whatever is killing our marriage?�


Melody�s face fell, looking to Jack
as if she was about to cry.  She said, �You don�t understand. You can�t kill something
that�s already dead. But I�m not blaming you. We�re both equally at fault for
not working hard enough at making each other happy.�  She thought of Patrick,
not only knowing what she needed, but working hard at giving it to her.  She
remembered the amazing orgasms and trembled noticeably.  Part of her didn�t
want to leave; however she did have the same misgivings as her husband.  The
sex�Patrick�was too good to be true, though she couldn�t imagine his incentives
beyond the obvious.


�We can work things out, sweetheart,
but let�s do it at home,� Jack said, reaching to her to take her hand in his,
not surprised to find she was trembling.  He�d never seen her this down, this
lost before.  And then he wondered if he�d actually been paying attention to
her in the first place.


Melody finally met his eyes and said,
�You know how we used to play charades? We were never very good at that game,
unable to figure out what the other was trying to get across. Well, we�re still
not very good at it, are we?�


Jack became upset with himself.  He
knew he should take his wife into his arms and console her, assure her of his
love.  But thoughts of Veronica intruded and he couldn�t do it.  In disgust, he
said, �Let me call Liz and see about leaving early�getting some of our fee
back, I hope. This place was a bad idea. We need to get away from here to make
things better between us.�


�It�s not the place, Jack, it�s us,
so what does it matter where we are?�


�It does,� he muttered.


�Then call Liz and be done with it. I�m
going for a walk.�


Melody pulled on a sweater and walked
out and down to the beach. She was met by a chilly sea-breeze and castigated
herself for not wearing more.  Her anger at Jack softened as she walked.  She
knew he was trying; this honeymoon idea really wasn�t a bad one, and if Patrick
hadn�t shown up to fuck her silly, things might have improved between her and
Jack.


She walked past a derelict boat house
she couldn�t remember seeing before.  Suddenly a voice startled her out of her
reverie.  �Are you looking for me?� said the voice.  It was Patrick.


�What are you doing here?� Melody
said, a little of her earlier anger finding its way to her voice.  �You
stalking me, looking for more of your sex games?  Haven�t had enough of teasing
the old lady, is that it?�


Patrick approached from the boathouse
to stand near her on the beach.  He smiled and said, �I didn�t think it was
teasing�or games. I thought you got exactly what you were looking for. Your
orgasms sure told me that.�


He was right, and she knew he knew
it.  God, he�s so damn gorgeous she thought as, in spite of herself, her
panties got wet.  In a trance she allowed him to lead her into the boathouse. 
A large blanket was spread across part of the floor, as if he anticipated
everything.  Was she that easy to manipulate?  Melody was afraid of the answer
even as he began to undress her.  Strangely, she wasn�t cold anymore.  He got
her onto hands and knees and took her from behind.  He wasn�t gentle.  As her
anger�at Jack, at her married life, at herself�blossomed she moved more
violently than he did.  Ass ferociously met pelvis with a slap-slap-slap that
echoed through the boathouses interior.  His stamina proved amazing to her; she
knew Jack would�ve ejaculated by then.  Incredibly Patrick began fucking her
harder, so forcefully that her knees came off the floor on each thrust.


She screamed out in climax but he
kept up the rapid pace, giving her a succession of orgasms she never thought
possible.  He kept going.


Her vagina and her knees hurt like
hell by the time she whispered, �Are you gonna cum?�


His laugh sounded hollow and
distant.  �Why? Don�t you want it to go on forever?�


�You�re hurting me,� Melody
whimpered.


Slap-slap-slap-slap�


To her it seemed like forever until
Patrick grunted and coated her sore vagina walls.  She ached so badly that she
didn�t acknowledge him, saying nothing while he pulled out and got dressed. 
She must have slept for a short while, for the next thing she knew she was cold
and alone.  She got dressed on wobbly knees and stumbled out of the boathouse. 
She noticed the place looked much different now that the notion of romance was
quashed.  She flopped to the wind-swept beach and cried.


�


Jack considered how predictable
things became.  Within minutes of Melody leaving the cottage, Veronica was
there.  He heard no door.  Nor any footsteps.  Suddenly she walked up behind
him and whispered, �I need you, Jack.�


Impossibly, she was even more
beautiful than before.  He felt the stirring in his pants that was truly
involuntary, he realized, now that he saw things in a different light.  He
said, �Why?�


With a puzzled look, she said, �Why
what?�


�Why do you need me?� Jack asked,
gauging her reaction.


�Don�t you want me?� she asked,
obviously evading his question.


�Oh, I want you all right,� he said,
his erection like an exclamation point.  �It�s why you want me that�s of
interest today. Why?�


�You�re my lover, Jack darling. I
want you all the time.�  While speaking she was unbuttoning her blouse,
exposing her beautiful, firm breasts.  He was losing the battle of wills.  He
caressed her now bare breasts, as they both sank to their knees and she
unfastened his pants, releasing his hard, aching and eager manhood.  He
didn�t�couldn�t�stop her from taking him between her parted lips and into her
mouth.  He was staggered by her deep-throating ability, thinking that he saw
her throat muscles move in a surreal way every time she took him in
completely.  He�d never experienced fellatio as spectacular as this before.  He
was buried practically to her tonsils when he came, not able to hold it a
second more.  Not only did a gush of semen spurt out past her lips, Jack swore
he saw some spout from her nose at the same time!


The otherworldly aspect of the blow
job was magnified when she let him slip from her lips then moved up to kiss
him.  After his cum explosion, he expected her lips and face to be splattered,
but not a drop showed.  He never saw her swallow.  She didn�t cough or suppress
a gag reflex either.  It was if he hadn�t cum at all.


�Kiss me and make love to me,�
Veronica crooned, �I�m wet for you, like always.�


Enough of his brain cells worked that
his doubts took hold and he pushed her away.  �I�m lost and I don�t know what�s
happening or why, but you can�t be real�this is all wrong. You�re�wrong!�


She gave him a coy look and said,
�Now, now my love,� pointing to his still exposed and re-rising cock, while
continuing �I thought you enjoyed what I�ve been doing for you.�


He said, �That�s it. You�re doing
things TO me, not WITH me. It�s like a witch�s spell.�


�Do you think I�m a witch?� she
asked, smiling.


�I don�t know who�or what you are,
but I know I don�t want to see you again.�  He turned away as he pulled up his
pants.  When he turned back to face her she was gone.  He dashed to the cottage�s
door and looked about, not seeing her.  He ran down to the beach and glanced in
both directions.  She was gone.  Vanished.  And maybe never there to begin
with.


�


When Jack saw his wife approaching
along the beach, taking in her disheveled state and blank stare, he had enough
new insight to realize that what happened to him had most likely happened to
her too.  He waited for her to walk up to him and then took her in his arms. 
Wordlessly, he guided her to the cottage and sat her in front of the fire he
just built to warm himself.  He quickly brewed some coffee the way she liked
it, handed her the mug before sitting next to her.  Remembering all the great
times he and Melody spent together, he hated himself for surrendering to
Veronica, or whoever she was.


After the coffee warmed her inside as
the fire did outside, and after several minutes of heavy sobbing, Melody told
Jack about Patrick and how she�d fallen for the stranger and how ashamed of
herself she was for it.  Jack then confessed about Veronica, explaining as best
he could his theory of the unexplainable.


�They weren�t real. We invented them
to meet our needs. Maybe this place has some sinister magic that facilitated
the process, but we made them.�


�Are they ghosts?�


Jack shook his head.  �No, not
ghosts,� he said. �You know the Jewish mud-man story�the golem?�


Melody nodded.  �It was something
like a creation made to do the creator�s bidding, or whatever.�


�Close enough. I�m thinking maybe
Veronica was something like that, or maybe like the myth of Pandora, with Patrick
being her male alter-ego. In this case, instead of Hephaestus molding her to be
the first woman, with a multitude of gifts to give a man, I molded Veronica in
a mistaken impression that she could �gift� me with things you couldn�t. I was
stupid, and I don�t know how I�ll ever make it up to you.�


She rested her head on his shoulder. 
�But you figured it out. I was stupid too. I fell for what I created and never
saw the unreality of it all, even after he stepped over the line and hurt me.� 
Melody raised her eyes to meet his.  �Do you think I made it happen like that? Like
I wanted to be hurt�be punished?�


�Don�t think like that.�  Jack sighed
and then said, �If you still want to be married to me, I�ll try harder to give
you what you want�what you got from Patrick�� his voice trailed off.


She was crying again.  He held her
quietly.  Eventually, she stopped and said, �You�ve always given me what I
need, it�s just sometimes I feel so�irrelevant�so extraneous, like I�ve served
a purpose but the purpose isn�t about me.�


He thought about how easily he�d
taken from Veronica without giving anything in return. �Honey, I promise to not
make you feel irrelevant. You definitely are relevant to me. I love you. Help
me be more like Patrick.�


She placed a finger at his lips to
quell his chatter as she said, �I don�t want you to be Patrick. I want you to
be Jack�but the Jack I married.�


Their kiss was like the old days. 
She was still sore so they didn�t make love, simply sitting there before the
fire, soaking up its heat as well as their love for each other, glowing once
more like the logs in the fireplace.


�


They made a deal with Liz on the
unused portion of the rent, and left for home the next day.  Though they didn�t
blame the cottage for what happened, like a version of a haunted house, Jack
remembered Liz�s chilly reaction to him wanting this particular cottage.  Perhaps
some form of evil synergy had been in play and locals suspected it.  They�d
probably never know.


As they drove away, Melody espied the
collapsed roof of the old boathouse.  Had she really been inside that deathtrap
or had she only imagined the whole thing?  The soreness down there surely meant
it wasn�t all her imagination.  Patrick had seemed real enough, so could he
have been like Jack said, some form of physical creation that sprang from her
mind?  Thinking of his Pandora metaphor, would she be able live up to his ideal
that turned into Veronica?


As they neared their home, she
thought: Husband, you�ve opened Pandora�s Box in more ways than one.


In spite of the soreness, she was
horny again.
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I�ll tell you the story but you
probably won�t believe me.


Ever since I lost my license I�ve
been walking to and from work.  I have to admit that except for sore-feet days
I welcomed the walking as a way to get my old fitness level back.  Before the
drinking and junk food I�d been in great shape.  I played three sports in high
school, wrestled in college, and had plenty of girlfriends.  Now I�m a shadow
of my former self�three or four shadows, actually.  


One of the shortcuts I take while
walking is through a wooded park.  The place used to be, and maybe still is a
druggie hangout, and nobody I know would be foolish enough to walk through
there after dark.  I walked the woods during the day so I�m not afraid, and I
rarely see anyone anyway.


The day in question was no
exception.  I didn�t see a soul, though my mind was so adrift in thought I
might have walked right by someone and not see them.  It was the giggling I
heard that caught my attention.  Kids?  �Who�s there?� I called out.  �Shouldn�t
you be in school?�  The answer was more giggling.  I still didn�t see anyone so
I chalked it up to truancy and kept going.


The following day was
unseasonably warm and sunny, making it a perfect walking day.  As I traversed
the woods I heard the same chattering and giggling; though, like the day
before, I didn�t see anybody.  I reflected that the sounds I heard weren�t
quite the laughing of children but instead possessed an otherworldly susurration
like bees buzzing, though that wasn�t quite accurate either.  I paid no mind to
the noise and kept walking.


On the way home, while passing
the same area I heard the sounds again.  How is it possible that kids were
horsing around the same place at different times of the day?  I stopped and
called out again, �Who�s there?�  The chittering attenuated somewhat though it
still continued.  No one answered me.  For a split second I saw, or at least
thought I saw a flash of flesh dodge through the trees.  The idea popped into
my head that this was some sort of an orgy thing, with teens or maybe adults
communing with nature, getting naked and�


I never finished my thought. 
Something sharp hit me in the buttocks and I immediately blacked out.


When I came to, I was fuzzy-headed
and disoriented.  I was also naked.  All I had was tunnel vision, and the
tunnel was pretty narrow.  I sensed rather than saw that I was deeper in the
woods and lying on some moss or a bed of leaves, slightly damp but not
altogether uncomfortable.  The chittering noise I heard before was louder as it
surrounded me, sounding again like children�s laughter.


Though my tunnel vision was
clearing, I realized I couldn�t move my limbs.  I didn�t feel restrained and I
didn�t feel paralyzed; I just couldn�t move.  I probably should have been
afraid before then.  My alarm came from what I saw, as well as my inability to
move.  Several cherubic faces were looking down at me.  I�m not using the word
�cherubic� carelessly, for the small figures above me looked exactly like the
ones I�ve seen in so many classic paintings.  Cherubs: little, pudgy, childlike
creatures; and like in the old portraits they were naked.


My vocal chords weren�t
paralyzed.  �Who are you and what�ve you done to me?� I shouted loud enough to
make them all jump back.  The noise I heard before turned out to be their
communal talk, for it started up again in full force.  I should have been
scared, but how could I take these pudgy little naked figures seriously?  If
they were answering my question I had no idea what that answer was.


Finally, one of the cherubs (what
else can I call them?) approached me and tentatively moved closer for a
touch�of my cock.  I now saw that this one was female.  No sooner did she touch
my cock that it grew magically tumescent.  Of course, maybe the �magically�
part came because I was staring at her pudgy little hairless pussy and saw a
small droplet of dew spring from the folds and begin dribbling down her thigh. 
As her hand tried and failed to encircle my cock, I wondered how tight the
little cherub�s vagina would be.  If I hadn�t been rock hard moments ago, I
certainly was rock hard now.  She seemed quite pleased with my reaction, saying
a few unintelligible words to her cohort.  The childlike laughter picked up
again as they timidly moved in closer.


I need to be adamant about this;
I�m not a pedophile.  I don�t lust after children.  But here I was, with these
naked, chubby, babe-like creatures surrounding my immobile body, and touching
me in ways guaranteed to make any man horny.  


It was as if two of them, the
leaders perhaps, were arguing over me.  Eventually the one who indicated she
liked my engorged erection pushed the other away and decided she would mount me
first.  I thought, she�s in for a rude surprise�it�s gonna hurt, but she
seemed to take my girth without pain.  The lubrication I�d seen leaking from
her worked wonders, its warmth a pleasant addition to her amazing tightness. 
Jesus, my cock must be all the way to her midsection!  I mentally measured my
length against her size and couldn�t believe she could take all of me.  But she
did!  Her squeals of delight were incessant as she shimmied her pudgy little
body up and down on my aching pole.


She had a way to flex her vaginal
muscles so I felt both cuddled and squeezed at the same time.  Trying not to
cum so quickly, I looked around the little clearing to see several of the
cherubs in groups of twos or threes, fucking away in squealing elation.  I saw
little cocks glistening wet coming out of pudgy pussies.  I saw one little
fellow shoot an inordinate amount of cum all over a couple of his partners
while two girl cherubs lying next to them were in a sixty-nine position and
slurping loudly.


Finally I couldn�t take any more
and groaned, �Oh God, I�m gonna cum!�


My curly-haired little fuck-buddy
yipped as she somehow clamped her vagina muscles even more tightly around my
throbbing cock.  I lost count of how many ropes I spewed deep into her, but on
the third spurt I saw a change settle over her face.  It wasn�t the
exhilaration of orgasm I saw, but an expression of deep calm and ultimate
satisfaction.  As if I was released by a velvet vise, she got off me.  I had no
respite, for there was surprisingly no wilting going on and another cherub was
already positioning her fat little pussy lips over my cockhead.  She lowered
herself.  This one was tighter than the last, yet she had the same level of
lubrication so I slid in okay.  This second cherub turned out to be a wild one,
bouncing up and down in spite of my size that must be stretching her vagina
walls painfully, although only pleasure showed on her round, angelic face.


In what could only be a miracle
for me, I came again, getting the same strange reaction from this cherub,
between my second and third ejaculatory spasm, as the first one.


This went on, one cherub after
another in the strangest and yet most wonderful assembly line.  The miracle
continued: I remained hard and I came deep inside each and every one who
mounted me.  I begged off after perhaps my twentieth little lover, sore and
spent.  As a group they seemed pleased, as if I successfully fulfilled some
unwritten contract.  When the group that fucked me gathered in a circle around
me, my arms lost their paralysis and I was able to finally move them.  The
cherubs appeared nervous until I reached up and hugged a bunch of them to me. 
They chattered away in their unintelligible language as they hugged me en
masse.  If their facial expressions matched their �words,� then they were
expressing euphoria; though I still couldn�t wrap my mind around the whole,
surreal tableau.  


One of the �boy� cherubs tried to
mount my still semi-rigid cock. Just as my cockhead broached his anal sphincter
the one I thought of as the leader�the one who fucked me first�slapped him out
of the way and smiled at me.  I was too damned sore but one more �girl� cherub
climbed onto me.  Thankfully my arms were now free of whatever invisible
restraints that had seized them, so I held onto her plump little body, keeping
her from getting too wild.  However, control didn�t matter, for even with the
soreness I came within minutes.  She felt it and squealed with delight until
the same shroud of serenity fell over her and she climbed off me, smiling
ear-to-ear.


My mind grew foggy in the next
ten minutes or so.  The entire group slipped away from me, chittering in their
strange language.  Of course I didn�t know what they were saying, but they
sounded happy saying it.


Just as I thought I was alone,
and beginning to panic because of my remaining paralysis, the leader reappeared
above me.  She knelt down next to me and took my sore and finally wilted cock
in her tiny hand.  Astoundingly, I was hard again.  Hers was indeed the magic
touch.  She uttered a noise that sounded like a sigh.  We kept up eye contact
until I reached to her and pulled her to me in an embrace.  I tried to kiss her
but she pulled away suddenly; I guessed that cherubs fucked but didn�t kiss.


She suddenly said, working at
keeping her speech slow, �Tan�ooo.�


Thank you.


Then she said �Bobbie,� and I
wondered what that meant, until she touched her chunky jelly-roll of an
abdomen.


Baby.


She added two more words: �See
Beedle,� before she left my side and ran away.


As I pondered who or what Beedle
was, I finally realized what had just happened.  Somehow I�d been used as a
breeder, impregnating the lot of them!  And they knew it too.  That look I saw
on their little round faces was the moment of impregnation, much more important
to them than the preceding orgasms.


I recovered all movement and sat
up at the moment a loud whoosh echoed through the trees.  Off in the distance
something flew up into the air and disappeared.  Obscured by the tree tops, I
couldn�t see what took off though I knew exactly what it had been.  I found my
clothing nearby, dressed, and stumbled home.


I told you that you wouldn�t
believe me.


_______________


 


Inexplicably, from then on every
time I saw a reproduction of those paintings�you know the ones I mean, with the
darling little cherubs�I had a hard-on.  It was like magic. Besides what I�ve
written here, I told nobody about my experience in the woods that day.


One thing I did do was fall off
the wagon.  About a week later I was sitting at the bar where I used to drink
myself silly, and was doing it again.  Still pondering the meaning of the last
words my tiny alien friend said, I repeated �Beedle� over and over again like a
chant.


�Why do you say his name?� said a
pretty woman who had moved down the bar to sit next to me.  Though my eyesight
by then was a little blurry, I still saw that she was quite beautiful. Her
olive complexion and facial structure leant the impression of a Nubian
princess.  She was overdressed for this establishment; however the dress she
was wearing told me she had a bitching body underneath.  I sat up straighter.


�You said �his.�  You know a dude
by that name?�


�Yes I do, but how do you know
him?� she said cautiously.


I laughed.  �Some aliens told me
to see him.�


Her eyes bugged out as she said
some word that sounded like fifteen consonants long without a single vowel between
them.


�What�s that?� I asked.


Her gaze changed from shock to
one of amazement. �You were a chosen one.  I can�t believe it,� she said,
shaking her head.  �You do not appear to fit the profile, but if they told you
to see Beedle then you must be The One.�


I didn�t like the sound of that. 
�The one what?�


�The Seedmaster!  They must have
harvested for you to know.�


I can�t even drink to forget,
I thought.  Was this woman an alien too?  How else could she know about what
she called my �harvesting?�  I looked at her and asked if she could help me
meet this Beedle character.  She told me her name was Lillijam.  What kind
of a fucking name is Lillijam, I wondered?   Maybe I didn�t hear her
correctly and had this all wrong.  Without hesitation she paid my bar tab and
hustled me out the door.  I got lots of envious looks from the rest of the
bar�s patrons on the way out.


I never got to meet this Beedle
character though.  A cab ride later I was in her apartment and she was
undressing me.  I worried that in my inebriated state I wouldn�t be able to
perform, but my big buddy stood tall as soon as she dropped her dress.  She
wore no bra and her tits were large and firm, with exceptionally dark areolas
and nipples that could poke your eye out if you weren�t careful.  I figured I�d
sacrifice an eye because I wasn�t going to be careful with this one.


Then she shimmied out of her
panties.


�Oh�my�God!� I exclaimed when I
saw her anatomy.


Lillijam, or whatever her name
was, had two cunts!  The one closest to her navel was slightly larger, and
honest to God looked just like one of those Venus flytrap plants.  I saw her
labia open and close like her pussy was hungry!  The second pussy was smaller
and rounder, though it too was dynamic.


�We must mate,� she said as she
pulled me to the bed.  �If the [she said that word again that made no sense to
me] searched for you and did their harvesting, then you must have copious and
powerful seed.�  She studied my erection as I gazed with curiosity and maybe a
little trepidation at her pussies.  �Human�s are quite interesting.  I am happy
you do not have a throx like males from my home have.  Your version of a fenoz
looks large and will do nicely.�


I had no idea what the hell she
was talking about.  Throx? Fenoz? Were these like dicks?  This Beedle dude must
be one strange fucker.


Before I pondered the weirdness
any longer, she arched her back in a way that seemed impossible and practically
sucked my cock into her top pussy.  I�m sure her parts had silly alien names
too but I wasn�t about to ask.  Her main (?) vagina didn�t so much squeeze me,
feeling more like it was kneading me in a tremendously pleasurable rippling
effect.


Her response was not a moan but
instead something akin to high-pitched singing.  If I ever wondered what an
opera singer might sound like during sex, this was the answer.  While I was
moving in and out of her (it wasn�t exactly easy with the suction) she sang
that she liked how earthmen moved their hips.  I guess the Beedle-dudes let
their cocks do the moving for them.


When I groaned and proclaimed I
was nearing climax, she yelped and forced my cock into her second pussy.  What
a difference!  I�ve never had the experience but I imagined this must be how it
would feel if you stuck your cock into a cow milking machine.  As my balls went
ballistic and I ejaculated one intense stream after another, Lillijam sang
louder, and her body went rigid.


Even with the cherubs I hadn�t
cum as much as I was now.


Before she sent me on my way, she
gave me two warnings: don�t come looking for either her or Beedle, and watch
out for the cherubs (of course she didn�t say �cherubs,� saying that word with
all consonants I�d never be able to pronounce, which must be their real name). 
The way she explained it, the two types of aliens were competing in a way, breeding
in order to take over the Earth, and I was one of the chosen daddies.


Like I said, I�m not a pedophile,
but part of me hopes I see the chunky little hairless darlings again soon. 
Then they can take over the world for all I care.


 


Donna M.


 


© 2013


 


You can e-mail me at boredbutstillhot@yahoo.com



All feedback is welcome!
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Even
his name was silly—Beedle.  Beedle was different.  Unlike other men I worked
with, he didn’t try to get into my pants.  He was shy yet easy going. 
Sometimes he said strange things or used strange words, but we chalked it up to
what we assumed was a foreign upbringing (though his lineage was unclear).


 


He
was always so sweet toward me, yet that didn’t explain why I was so attracted
to this unusual man.  Chemistry?  Whatever, I took the initiative one day to
invite him to lunch.  He surprised me by timidly accepting.  We went to a café
across the street from the office.  I tried to get him to open up, to talk
about himself but he wouldn’t.  Was there some trauma in his childhood, I
wondered, or a skeleton in the proverbial closet?


 


We
made these lunches a regular occurrence.  I couldn’t shake my attraction, nor
could I explain it.  It was simply there.  


 


One
day as I pressed him for personal details, he said, “I’m not from around here.”


 


“So? 
Where are you from?”  I asked.


 


“You
don’t know the place.”


 


“Try
me?”


 


He
looked perplexed.  “‘Try me’?  What does that mean?  As food?”


 


I
know I blushed, thinking of the possibilities—and knowing he wasn’t making a
double-entendre at my expense.  “Try me means something like ‘test me’, test my
knowledge.”


 


“Oh,
sorry.  It’s called Xerestria,” he said with a chuckle.


 


“Xerestria? 
Never heard of it.  One of those countries that used to be part of the USSR?  I
thought they all ended in ’stan.”


 


He
chuckled again, “A little further away than that, now let’s drop it.”


 


We
went on like that for several more lunches until one day, maybe sensing
something that was welling unexpectedly within me, he said, “You want to know
about me?  We can go to my apartment and I can show you something.”


 


If
this weren’t Beedle speaking, I’d laugh and consider it a poor hook-up line. 
However, his mysterious allure drew me to him, fascinated with what he was to
show me.  The chemistry, the pull would make me go anywhere, even his
apartment.


 


After
work, I followed him to his place.  His apartment was sparsely furnished,
monastic almost, no pictures hung, completely impersonal.  I wouldn’t learn
anything about him from his place of living, I mused.


 


“You
haven’t had a chance to decorate?” I asked tactfully.


 


“Decorate? 
We do not decorate where I come from.  It is simply an abode.”


 


“Xerestria,
right?”


 


“Yes.”


 


“I
couldn’t find it on a map.  Googled it too, but nothing came up.  You’re not
shitting me, are you?”


 


“What
does excrement have to do with where I am from?  Are you making joke of me?”


 


“Huh?” 
I said, not understanding where that came from.


 


He
added, ignoring my befuddlement, “There is no map.  I don’t believe even one of
your earthbound telescopes can see it.”


 


Now
I was truly bewildered.  A telescope?


 


“I
trust you now.  Look at me,” he said then lifted his shirt, exposing something
that appeared as if they were gills on his stomach.


 


I
jumped back, aghast at what I saw.  “Wha…what are those?” I stammered.


 


He
said, “Don’t be afraid.  Xerestria isn’t a town or a country.  It is a planet. 
There are many like me here on Earth.  We are refugees, looking for a better
life…”


 


Against
my better judgment—a voice within me telling me to flee—I stayed and listened,
eventually asking what in hindsight was a stupid question.  “Is there anything
else different about you?”


 


“I
am not certain if it is appropriate for me to show you, but as you wish,” he
said, and began to disrobe.


 


My
curiosity, and the strange attraction chemistry, trumped my fear (or decorum). 
Maybe I should have been afraid, for he didn’t have one penis but two (!) along
with the rest of his amazingly bizarre anatomy.  The two cocks moved
independently; and I mean moved, acting like tentacles on a deep-sea
monster.


 


He
said, “My reproductive organs are not unlike human males’ organs, and you must
understand that females on Xerestria have two matching reproductive orifices. 
I do not comprehend the purpose of the one human female’s orifice.”  He
hesitated, then added, “And I cannot ask you to show me.”


 


Now
I should have definitely been afraid, instead I grew aroused by the sight of
his two perpetually moving members.  He called one the “fenoz” and the other
his “throx.”  He tried to explain their different functions but he lost me;
Xerestrian sex and reproduction sounded much too complicated.  The fenoz almost
looked segmented, ribbed somehow, with a small bulbous head that contained a
slit at its end.  The throx was something else entirely; it was a lighter shade
than the fenoz, almost white, which along with its constantly writhing motion
and an occasional darting movement gave the impression of a striking snake.  It
had no discernable head, simply tapering at the end.  The throx was slightly
above the fenoz, and the relative position got me imagining sex positions, so
instead of fear I was aroused beyond any other time in my life.


 


“I
derive different pleasures from each as well,” he said, smiling, as if he was
remembering his last time.  How long had it been, I wondered.  Has he
had sex with a human yet?  The throx darted while the fenoz curled upward
(like any human male’s cock as it grew erect) and had me wondering if they
fought like immature siblings for Beedle’s mate’s orifices.


 


Would
they fight for mine? 
Would it hurt?  Those fenoz ribs, mmmm.  Shit, I was all ready to
surrender myself to him!  God, my panties were soaked!  As if in a trance, I
began to undress.  There had to be something unnatural happening here—alien
pheromones maybe?


 


He
looked at me much as any man would, and his cocks responded accordingly, each
wiggling and undulating in manic frenzy.  He said, “We studied human anatomy
and customs so we could live among you and eat your food safely.”  He sighed,
“You are a perfect representative of a human woman.”  


 


Without
asking he began touching me, first my breasts and nipples then down to my
abdomen, studying my navel for a moment before moving downward again.  I stood
there and let him touch me, while I studied his two cocks.  I certainly was in
a sexual trance state.  I wanted him.  I wanted him badly, trying not to
think about how it would work.


 


He
knelt and studied my cunt in turn, lightly probing before putting his face
close.  I felt the dribble of juices running down my thighs.  God, I was going
crazy with lust! 


 


His
cocks really began twitching when he looked up at me and said, “I did
not believe humans experienced estrus, but perhaps Xerestrian knowledge is
faulty.”  Estrus—being in heat—could he smell it on me, my reaction, my lust? 
It MUST be alien chemistry in action; I wanted him to take me and I
wanted him NOW.  


 


Again,
I wondered how it would work, with his two cocks and my one cunt, then I
thought OMIGOD, I have two holes!


 


Before
I could protest he maneuvered me onto my hands and knees on the bed (a
universal position, I figured) and he took me.  One of his appendages sluiced
into my vagina as the other wormed its way into my anus.  I cried, as each cock
swelled perceptively inside me, both writhing and jerking almost separate from
any thrusts of Beedle’s hips.  I remembered the ribs and knew that his fenoz
was in my vagina and rubbing me in all the right places, my g-spot not simply
rubbed but stretched.


 


“I’mmmmmmmmmmmmm
cummmmmmmmmingggggggggg!” I screamed, convulsing beyond belief.  What an orgasm! 



 


Then
my climax kicked up a notch as his throx suddenly went wild in my bowels,
stretching my anus (what had to be beyond anything nature intended) to the
point my perineum seemed to no longer matter.  I was probably bleeding by then,
but it didn’t matter as I continued to scream in everlasting orgasm.  It felt
as if his members were trying to break through the now fragile membranes of my
lower body and intertwine, which I assumed to be prelude to his ejaculation.


 


My
answer was an incredibly intense warmth spreading through me.  He’d cum,
soundlessly.


 


I
screamed again, wracked by another orgasmic peak I couldn’t believe surpassed
the one before it. 


 


Consummated,
we lay side by side, his two spent cocks still slowly undulating in post-coital
movement.  I looked down between my legs to assess the damage.  Surprisingly
little blood, but what a creampie!  I had thick, sticky, milky goo leaking from
both holes in amazing abundance.


 


I
asked him about his regenerative abilities, no longer afraid of him, if I ever
was.  “You remain in estrus?” he asked, and I laughed.


 


I
taught him about fellatio, which turned out to be a new experience, not
something done on his native planet.  He loved it, though I only dared sucking
on his fenoz; the throx kept trying to poke out an eye, and I could only
imagine in horror that slippery devil going down my throat.  I managed to get
him out of my mouth before he came, which was a good thing since his stream was
huge.  That would have choked me for sure.  The resulting facial probably
looked like those faked “monster cock” videos, but this spraying hose was real.


 


With
Beedle, sexual position takes on new significance.  Doing it missionary next, I
thought I’d die getting my sphincter assaulted by his fenoz, but that sensation
paled in comparison to having his throx go wild and nearly slither up into my
womb.


 


“OH
MY GOD!” I screamed.  Another fantastic orgasm.  You could say it was out of
this world!


 


Beedle
and I are still experimenting.  I’m trying to ‘tame’ his throx but it’s been
tough going so far.  The member sure has a mind of its own.


 


Nobody
will ever know where Beedle comes from but me.  Oh yes, there are others,
including some women Xerestrians.  I pity the poor Earthman who puts his cock
in the ‘other’ hole!  Look out for the shy ones, the ones who you feel
attracted to in spite of their lack of social skills.  And if you fall for one
of them, DON’T suck his throx!  


 


You’ve
been warned.


 


 


If you liked this story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.    If you liked it, the rest of my stuff can be found at my 
Candy web site.  Thank you.

Candy
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Candy Collection


Cal Poly Mustang Baseball: Good show guys! Go get 'em next year!



Hi, I'm Candy.  I'm a college girl now (and engaged!), and quite successfully moved on from all the crazy things I did and wrote about in my diary stories since I moved to So. California from Massachusetts when I was twelve and a half (these can be found through the links below at the bottom of the page).  If you're new to my site, read and enjoy!


 



 "Adam & Eva"   (Ff, MFf, virginity, swinging, MMf, mf)   They introduced her to sex and their lifestyle




 


 "The Best Dad a Girl Could Have"   (Mf, Mf+, virginity)   A dad was open with his daughter about sex, and then she 'opened up' her friends to him




 


 "Shelly's Mom"   (Fm)   He dated Shelly, but it was her mom he really lusted for




 


 "Aliya"   (Mg, fg, Mgg, Mf)   Even as a nudist, the young girl still had things to learn




 


 "Ruthie"   (fg)   Her brother's girlfriend became her sex teacher




 


 "Sarah Gets It"   (MF, M+f)   Sarah loses more than her virginity




 


 "Pretty Little Thing"   (MF, Mg, prostitution)   Her mother taught her the business...she was a good student




 


 "In April, In Paris"   (Mff, virginity)   Two girls seduce their chaperone on a European trip




 


 "Licks"   (gsolo, gg)   Two cousins make discoveries together




 


 "Gary"   (Mg)   He was a decent guy, but he couldn't withstand his step-daughter's relentless seduction




 


 "Beedle"   (M?F)   A short story that's out of this world




 


 "1909"   (Mg)   Young Elizabeth learns first hand about race relations in 1909 America





 


 "Uncle Luke Keeps His Promise"   (Mg)   Conclusion of "My Uncle Luke" ...yes, he does! 





 


 "Georgie"   (Mg, gsolo)   Georgie may be a tomboy, but she so wants to learn about sex 





 


 "Invisible"   (mf)   If I can write about a sex-vampire or sex-werewolves, why can't I write about an invisible boy and sex? 





 


 "Ho-Ho-Ho!"   (MF)   I was writing a Christmas short story for school when I got naughty! 
 My teacher would have blushed if I had turned this in!




 


 "Growl" Fiction (mf, full moon, orgy)




 


 "My Uncle Luke" Fiction (Mg)




 

 "Fresh Blood For Mr. Farnsworth"   This was my first fiction story.     It's kind of crazy: a sex-vampire?
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  Pt. 9 �One Hell Of A Summer� 
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I was hanging out at the condo’s pool
like I usually did on school nights, especially hot ones.  Mom’s rules were
that I could as long as my homework was done.  That evening I was with my
friend Ashley, who also lives in the same complex I do.  We both have good
curves so we look good in our bikinis.  I know because not a solitary man, no
matter how old he is, can be at the pool here without ogling us continuously.


When a strange man entered the pool
area, Ashley and I took notice.  He looked like he was eighteen or nineteen,
and yet he had a toddler with him so maybe he was older.  Either way, the guy
was extremely hot.  Close to six feet tall, he had light, sandy hair and was
nicely tanned.  He definitely worked out since he had a great body.


Ashley leaned closer and whispered, “I
bet he’s tanned all over,” then giggled.  “Do you think that’s his kid?”


To the tanning question, I said, “Why
don’t you go over there and pull his swim shorts down a bit to find out?”  Then
to her other question, I said, “Look at how he’s looking at the kid.  You can
tell by that he’s the kid’s dad.”  She agreed, and we kept on doing the ogling
for a change.


The toddler looked like a boy, but with
his long, curly, nearly-blond hair it was hard to tell “The mom must be blond,”
I said, voicing my thought out loud.  I bet the lucky lady is beautiful too,
better looking than I’ll ever be, I thought, certainly not voicing that
one.


Ashley, suddenly and excitedly said in a
low voice, “God, he’s coming over here!”


He was approaching us for sure, allowing
his son to walk toddler steps as he held his little hands.  He moved the boy’s
hand as if to wave and said, “Wave hi to the pretty girls, Aiden.”


I said, “Hi Aiden,” and waved back,
though my eyes were riveted on the man and not the kid.


Ashley was speechless.


“As you probably figured out, we just
moved in.  I’m Adam, and now you know this little guy’s name is Aiden.  Is this
pool always so crowded?”


I knew he was joking because the pool
really wasn’t crowded at all.  I said, “Sometimes we’re enough of a crowd all
by ourselves.”  His laugh at my joke seemed sincere as goosebumps spread over
my skin.  “I’m Emily and this is Ashley.”  Maybe I imagined it but he was
looking at me THAT WAY!  And it wasn’t lost on my friend as she puffed
out her chest to get Adam’s attention back.


“Do either of you do any babysitting?”


Ashley hated to babysit, yet she was all
ready to jump up and say yes when a woman approached Adam and put her arms
around him.  “Did I hear a question about babysitting?”  This must be his
wife.  The woman was the personification of a Barbie doll: beautiful, with long
blond hair, slender body, and large breasts barely contained by her bikini
top.  The only thing marring the image was a slight tummy bulge, which was
probably residual fat she still hadn’t lost from her pregnancy.  The rest of
her screamed that she’d soon lose that and return to a state of perfection. 
“Hi, I’m Eva,” she said.


The body language was hard to figure
out.  At first I thought she was a little jealous of her husband talking to two
bikini-clad teens, but I didn’t think we were really any competition.  There
was something else in the way she acted I couldn’t put my finger on.  One thing
I did know is that Ashley’s enthusiasm for babysitting just plummeted, seeing
what the wife looked like.


“I babysit occasionally,” I said.  “I
can do it as long as it’s not a school night.”


“That’s great,” Adam declared.  Eva
agreed, and I now had a job of sorts.  Aiden didn’t look like he’d be any
trouble; he seemed like a happy, well-behaved kid.  Adam waved his son’s hand
like before and said, “Say bye-bye to your new sitter, Emily.”


Aiden giggled as only little kids can
and said “Em-wee,” which was close enough for me


“Bye-bye, Aiden.”


As they walked together to the shallow
end of the pool, I couldn’t help but think of them as a married Barbie and
Ken.  Both were great looking and in marvelous shape.  I hoped I’d l look like
Eva in a few years, but I doubted I would,


“I bet she’s a stuck up-bitch,” Ashley
said.


“C’mon, she seemed nice.  I think you’re
just jealous.”


“Am not, though can you imagine him on
top of you?”


“Just as well as you can,” I said.  We
were still virgins, after all, so what did we know about sex?


“Did you see the way he looked at me?”


That may have been wishful thinking on
Ashley’s part, since it seemed he looked at me a whole lot more.  I laughed and
said, “Do you think he wants to fuck you when he sleeps with her?”


“Well, maybe he likes tight virgins,”
she said.


“Yeah, right,” I replied, but the
thought of Adam taking my virginity tingled my insides, the mind-image making
me wet.  I felt it.


We sunned a while longer, watching them
wade little Aiden in the pool.  As we were leaving we waved to them.  Eva got
out of the pool, pulled her phone from their stuff, and asked me for my
number.  She entered it in her contacts and said they’d be calling soon for my
first babysitting job.  I was thankful she was the one who asked me for my
number.  If it had been Adam I would have melted.


 


Two Saturdays later I got my first call.
Eva and Adam looked amazing, all dressed up for a party they were going to.  I
wasn’t dressed up, that’s for sure, wearing shorts and an old tee.  Actually,
the shorts were way short, showing lots of leg, and the t-shirt was rather
tight.  I caught Adam ogling me a couple of times before they left.  Oooo,
yeah!


Except for not wanting to go to bed
without mommy putting him there, Aiden was a good kid to babysit.  Eva called
me on my cell to check in, saying the party was fun and they’d be a bit later
than planned.  I said that it was okay, and that everything was well here (now
that Aiden was finally asleep).


Because it was really late when they got
home, Eva walked me about half way to my apartment.  She started by asking me
questions about how things went with Aiden, but soon began asking about me; did
I have a boyfriend, and such.  She surprised me by asking how I thought she
looked in her dress.  When I said she looked gorgeous, she blushed and said
that my legs were “very nice” and better than hers.  I didn’t think so,
nonetheless I enjoyed the compliment.


My mom wanted to know everything about
my babysitting adventure.  “I like Eva a lot,” I told her.  “She’s so beautiful
and yet she talks to me like I’m her age and not a kid.”  Since my mom knew
what Adam looked like, I steered away from talking about him, lest I get an
earful of advice about my “virtue” remaining intact.  In Mom’s language,
“virtue” stood for that other “V” word.


I didn’t have to wait long for my next
babysitting assignment.  Eva called me for the following weekend, saying they
were going to another party.  I didn’t think adults did so much partying, but
they were young after all.


As with the previous one, Eva wore a
fantastic party dress that hadn’t been made with much fabric; with a plunging
v-neck that showed lots of cleavage, and short enough that if I were her
husband I’d be afraid of her bending over.  It must be some kind of party
they’re going to, I thought.


Now that he knew me better, Aiden was a
dream to watch.  Like last time they came home way later than they said.  I
didn’t mind, it just meant earning more money.  Eva looked funny to me.  She
looked a little tipsy, though not drunk.  Her dress was kind of messed up, like
she took it off and didn’t quite get it back on right.  And I swear she didn’t
have panties on.  That was weird.


When we stepped outside I asked her if
she was okay.  She blushed, and as she walked me half way home like last time
she asked me if I knew what swinging was.


“Isn’t that like people fooling around,
like orgies or something?” I said.


“Not quite, but you’ve got the idea.  Adam
and I go to swinger parties where we…” she struggled with how to say it,
eventually finishing her sentence with “…have fun…with other people.”  I must
have looked shocked, for she quickly said, “Emily, please don’t judge me…us…for
our lifestyle.  We’re not bad people.”


“I know you’re not bad, it’s just, you
know, I can’t like understand how you can be married and still have sex with
other people, and like it’s no secret or anything.”


“How do you feel about sex?” she asked
me.


I told her that I was a virgin, though I
admitted that I liked to masturbate.


She held my arm and stopped walking. 
“Emily, I hope you don’t mind me being frank with you.”  When I shook my head,
she continued “I love sex, maybe too much.  We are swingers because of me, not Adam. 
He knows that I need to be with women and he lets me indulge, though of course
he gets to play too.”


“With women?” I said, repeating her
words as a question.


“Like I said before, please don’t hold
it against us.  I wanted you to know because I like you and I want you to keep
babysitting for us.  Aiden likes you too.”  She took a deep breath and added,
“Yes, I’m bisexual, and the parties are the way I can indulge myself while
still being in love with Adam.  You may be too young to understand it all.  I
do love him tremendously, you know.”


I reiterated that I wouldn’t hold it
against them, and that I’d still babysit for them.  She gave me a kiss; nothing
heavy, but it got me thinking about her admission of bisexuality. I knew what
it was like for boys to come on to me, so this didn’t quite feel the same way
though I wasn’t sure.  I smelled the booze on her breath, yet there was
something else there I couldn’t place but it wasn’t food.


The next time I saw her at the pool with
Aiden, her bikini was even more revealing.  I never saw one like that—basically
all strings—in real life.  Even with her little mommy-tummy she was able to
carry it off like no one else I knew.  I saw some of the other women gossiping
about her.  Eva didn’t seem fazed by them.


Ashley had to say something too, “How
can she wear that around here?”


“If you looked like her, I guess you can
wear whatever you want.  You’re just envious.”


When she and her son approached us,
Ashley said something under her breath but I didn’t hear her, nor did I care. 
“Hi there Emily,” Eva said, and Aiden mimicked her in his own way.  “And
you’re…?” she said, obviously forgetting my friend’s name.


“Ashley,” Ash said, sounding none too
pleased about being forgotten.


“Say hi to Ashley too,” Eva said to her
son, and he gleefully complied.  “Emily,” she said, turning to me, “Can you
babysit again next Saturday afternoon?  We’re going to a pool party.”  She
leaned closer and said in a low voice, “That’s why I bought the new swimsuit. 
Do you like it?”


I smiled and whispered in her ear, “I’m
sure the women you party with will love you in it.”


Her eyes were wide open as what I said
registered.  “You’re a special, understanding girl, Emily.  You really are,”
she said before moving off with her son to the shallow end.


“What was that all about?” Ashley asked.


“Nothing.  She likes how I babysit,
that’s all.”


I muttered to myself, “I wonder who he
has sex with,” meaning Adam.


Ashley said, “What did you say?”


“Oh, nothing.” 


The rest of the day I thought about what
a party like they were going to would be like.  Was it only about sex?  Did
they get naked right away, or would it be a bit more subdued, like sneaking
into the house for sex?  I couldn’t fathom married couples sharing partners,
never mind anyone watching their partner having sex with someone else.  Since I
was a virgin, my idea of sex was simple—one on one between two people who loved
each other.  I could not comprehend the idea of an orgy.  Then I imagined Adam
naked and making love to another woman.  What would they talk about?  It wasn’t
love, after all, so maybe it was just sex, like animals doing it.  That night I
dreamed it was me who was with Adam.  When I awoke with a start, I had to
masturbate so I could go back to sleep.


Saturday came quickly. Somehow Aiden
sensed the hyper mind-set of his parents and was acting up as they were getting
ready to leave.  Adam apologized for his son, though it was apparent to me he
was thinking of what lay ahead and not on Aiden’s behavior.  Eva was especially
overexcited to the point she wore a perpetual blush.  I’ve read the phrase
“flushed with excitement,” but this is the first time I’ve seen the phenomenon.


“Emily, there may be a possibility we’ll
be invited to spend the night.  If we do, would that be okay?  We’ll pay you
accordingly…with a bonus,” Adam said with a boyish smile on his face.


Considering how excited they both were,
I figured that this party would be something special.  Seeing his smile and
thinking about him with other women at the party, my panties got wet.  “As long
as I can reach you if there’s a problem, I can babysit all night,” I answered.


Eva kissed me on the cheek before they
left.  She practically skipped to their car.  Even though I still couldn’t wrap
my mind around the idea of their swinger parties, I was happy that she was
happy.


As I fully expected they would, in the
early evening they called to let me know it would be a late night and they
might still spend the night.   Eva was the one who called on her cell.  In the
background I heard lots of unusual sounds.  To me they were unusual
sounds, but I’m no dummy; they were the moans, groans and cries of sex.  Lots
of sex.  I told her I’d sleep on the sofa and that it was okay.


Aiden went to bed without a fuss, after a
change and me reading him a story.  He really was a nice little kid.  As
evening turned to night, my imagination ran wild.  I imagined so many wild
scenarios with Adam and Eva.  I had a daydream of me sitting at the pool with
my bikini on and Adam approaching me naked.  In my imagination he slowly
removed my top and sucked on my nipples.  Then he pulled off my bottoms.  I
imagined him making love to me until I had an amazing orgasm.  I really needed
to masturbate, but I was afraid I’d make too much noise and scare little
Aiden.  So I squeezed my thighs together and watched some crappy television,
before fetching a guest pillow where they told me they were, and went to sleep.


It was still dark when I heard voices. 
At first I thought I was dreaming and went back to sleep.  Then I heard a
woman’s voice again, in a whisper saying “Oh God, she’s beautiful.” Maybe I was
still dreaming.


“She reminds me of you when we first
met, you know,” a male voice said in my dream. “You’ve seen the way she looks
at me, haven’t you?”


“She looks at you the way I look at
her,” the woman’s voice said.


I wasn’t dreaming.  I awoke to find Eva
standing beside the sofa.  She had on a thong and nothing else.  Adam was
behind her, and he only wore boxers.  “You’re home?  What time is it?” I asked
in my waking haze.  I remembered what I thought was said in a dream.  “Do you
really think I’m beautiful?”


“Yes, oh yes!” she said as she went to
her knees beside me.  Even in the pre-dawn gloom I saw that her nipples were
puckered and stiff.


Seeing the way she looked at me, I said,
“You want to have sex with me, don’t you.”  It wasn’t a question, at least in
my mind.  I then fueled her fire by adding, “Your breasts are wonderful.”  I
can’t say I was shocked when she kissed me.  I never thought I’d ever kiss a
woman, yet here I was, and it made me feel good all over.  Of course I’ve made
out with boys, but they didn’t kiss like Eva did.


I must have moaned and didn’t realize
it, for she pulled her lips from mine and said, “I’m so happy you didn’t push
me away.  I’ve wanted you from the moment I saw you.  I want you now.”  She
went back to kissing me, as one hand pulled one of mine to her breast as the
other wended its way into my panties.  Her touch was electric. She knew right
where to touch me with her fingertip.  The next moan was much louder.


I found out a lot about myself just then
with Eva.  I loved the feel of her fantastic breasts, and she loved me touching
them.  Her fingers were like magic at my pussy.  I felt it growing; the tsunami
of impending orgasm.  She stopped to undress me before she pulled off her
thong.  Her look was one of hunger as she took in my naked body.  I loved being
looked at like that; and then I wondered if Adam was watching us.  If he was,
was he hard?  All it took was one brush of her tongue against my clit and I
came.  I made quite a bit of noise so she shushed me, lest I wake Aiden.


She whispered, “Take me, please!”  


I knew she meant orally, and I grew
nervous, worrying whether I’d do it right.  She sat on the sofa and I got
between her legs.  I was surprised she was shaved smooth though I shouldn’t
have been.  She coached me on what to do but I guess I did a credible job since
she was squirming and softly groaning in no time.  My nervousness dissipated; I
kind of liked it, knowing I was getting her off.  She was very wet and tasted a
little salty to me, and she only got wetter as I kept at it.  All at once she
squirted a little of her juices onto my lips as her hips and legs twitched and
shook.  She put a hand over her mouth trying to stifle her orgasmic cries but
she didn’t do a good job.  I heard Aiden.  He was awake.


I looked up to see Adam next to us.  He
was naked.  “Hon, I’ll get Aiden back to sleep.  Why don’t you two go to bed?”
he said.


Oh my God!  He was everything I
imagined.  His penis was every bit as hunky as the rest of him, and it wasn’t
limp.  And he was so close!  I was staring at him and so at first what he said
didn’t register.  Go to bed?  Could I actually sleep with them?  In the same
bed?  My knees grew weak.


Eva told him it was a good idea, and
then she said to me, “You will spend the night, won’t you?  Oh sweetheart,
you’re the loveliest creature I’ve ever been with and I don’t want this moment
to end.”


It was funny that I still didn’t know
what time it was, and how much longer ‘spending the night’ meant.  However, I
agreed.  Both of them were so beautiful and I didn’t want the night to end
either since I felt so special already.


Eva guided me to their bedroom.  The bed
was a huge king-sized one, and with the mirrored ceiling the bedroom looked
like the set of a porn movie.  Lying down with her, she asked me if I was okay
with what we’d done.  I told her that I was okay with everything.  Then she
kissed me again, pressing her breasts into mine.  I was still surprising myself
on how much I liked this—with another woman!


Then Adam entered the room and my
arousal doubled.  His cock had gone flaccid but upon seeing us, and probably
me, it sprang up as I watched.  He climbed on the bed and soon I was the meat
in their sandwich.  I felt his cock rub against me as he took his wife’s place
in kissing me.  I moaned helplessly, which seemed to arouse both of them more. 
Adam whispered “I want her” to Eva.


She replied, “No, we don’t have any
condoms in the house.  Fuck me instead.”


Eva had me scoot up to the headboard and
spread my legs.  On her knees she got between my thighs and went down on me.  Adam
then got behind Eva.  In the dim light of the single burning lamp, he made sure
I saw his now erect cock before he slipped it into his wife’s vagina.  When I
saw her reaction, I moaned along with her.  Because of the mirror I got to
watch everything.  I watched his cock slide in and out of Eva, shiny from her
juices.  I watched as well as felt Eva’s tongue caress my clit.


I realized Adam was looking at me, so I
met his eyes and held them.  That’s when everything seemed to happen at once. 
Eva groaned and spasmed as she climaxed, burying her face in my pussy.  Still
staring at me, Adam pulled out of his wife, and holding his cock, sprayed spurt
after spurt of semen over and onto Eva’s back.  When one hot glob fell on my
belly, my orgasm exploded.  Adam meanwhile mouthed the words “I wish it was in
you” in such a way I knew exactly what he was thinking.  I shook
uncontrollably, cumming and cumming with her lips on my vulva and his cum
dribbling down my tummy to my pubic mound.  The noise we made was sure to wake
their boy again, but thankfully he slept right through it.


We weren’t done yet, as Eva and I made
love again in the sixty-nine position while Adam watched next to us on the bed.
The day before I never thought about cunnilingus and now I was thoroughly
enjoying it with Eva.  She was so beautiful, got so wet, and tasted so good I
wanted more and more.  I felt Adam’s hands caress my ass and thighs as Eva
licked away.  Just as Eva was getting me to my orgasmic crest, Adam whispered
in my ear, “I can’t wait to take your virginity…soon…soon.”  As he finished
saying that, he brushed his lips against my earlobe.  At the same exact moment
Eva wrapped her lips around my clit and sucked.  I came with a scream.


Eva went off to calm the newly awakened
Aiden while Adam lay next to me and touched and kissed me.  He was hard again. 
For the first time in my life I touched a real, live cock.  After one long
kiss, I said, “Yes, I want you to…be…my first.”


“But not without a condom,” Eva said as
she came back into the bedroom carrying her son.  I was surprised to see Aiden
naked, and even more surprised when Eva brought him onto the bed with Adam and
me.  Here I’d been sleeping with two naked adults but it took a naked toddler
to make me uncomfortable.  His parents didn’t seem to mind though, probably
because it might be a common occurrence.  Aiden thought it was quite a novelty
that his babysitter was in his parents’ bed with no clothes on, for he giggled
and played with my breasts until my nipples were stiff.


Eva chuckled and then said, “He likes them
too.”


I definitely could get used to this, I
thought as I lay among the warm bodies of Eva, Adam and Aiden.  This tenderness
was my new cocoon; the sex my liberation from the old one.  We slept like that
until well after dawn.  When I awoke I had Aiden’s mouth on one nipple and his
father’s hand at my vulva; as if it was the most natural thing in the world. 
Eva was already up.


I extricated myself from the two
sleeping males and walked toward the smells of breakfast emanating from the
kitchen.  Eva was wearing a bathrobe and frying up some bacon, while toast was
browning in a small toaster oven.  “Good morning.  I’m sure I have a robe
that’ll fit you, though I’d much rather look at you like that.  Coffee’s over
there,” she said, pointing. “Do you want some eggs?”


She sat close to me as we ate
breakfast.  She kept telling me how special I was and how great the night had
been.  Knowing my age, she also wanted me to promise not to tell anyone.  “I
want this—us—to happen again, but that’s completely up to you, hon.  No
pressure.”


I never felt more ‘adult’ if that makes
sense, talking to Eva like I was.  I’d had my first experience with real
sex—with a woman, no less—and I was already envisioning losing my vaginal
virginity to Adam, who was the hunk of my adolescent dreams.  I made sure Eva
knew it.  I didn’t really walk home; I floated, already anticipating my next
babysitting assignment and Adam with a condom.


 


Two long weeks went by before I babysat
Aiden again.  All I thought about for two weeks was sex.  Eva called me a lot,
telling me how much she loved “being with” me and hoping I felt the same.  When
I wasn’t masturbating while thinking about them, I was living on a cloud.  I
had dreams of Adam—lots of them.  I imagined how it will feel having him inside
me.  By the time I went to their place to babysit, I was crazily horny.


They were dressed up as usual for their
party, but didn’t talk much about it before they left, except when Eva kissed
me and said they might be home early.  Did she want me more than the other
partiers?


Aiden may be a little kid but he was a
quick learner. When it was time for bed he didn’t want to put pajamas on.  He
wanted to get naked, remembering what must have been a fun experience for him
two weeks ago.  I put him to bed in only a diaper but I wasn’t going to get
naked for a toddler.  For his father, though, I’d get naked in a heartbeat.


And that’s what I did when they indeed
came home early from the party.


Adam said the party hadn’t been as much
fun as usual, but Eva whispered that all he wanted all evening was me and
hadn’t had sex with anyone there.  I saw how he looked at me and all my
imagining hit home—this was for real.  He was going to make love to me!  But
first and foremost, I was Eva’s.


She undressed me and took me to bed. 
She devoured my already aroused, supercharged body from earlobes to nipples to
clit until I was gushing.  Adam joined us as I was cumming.  He was already
magnificently hard in anticipation, and he had a condom packet in his hand. 
Eva helped him roll the condom onto his tumescent shaft while I held my legs
spread in anticipation.


“Are you ready?” he asked, his usual
boyish grin on his face.


Since I was practically breathless, all
I could do was nod.


With Eva beside me offering
encouragement, Adam positioned himself between my thighs while holding an ankle
in each hand.  Maybe I just listened to the wrong people but I always
associated the first time with pain; yet when he slowly slid his cock into me
it simply felt divine.


Eva whispered in my ear, “See, I got you
lubricated, sweetheart.”


Adam and I maintained eye contact as he
slowly went in and out of me.  “Oh God, Emily...you’re so tight,” he murmured. 
I guessed that was a good thing.


Eventually he eased himself down onto me
and began thrusting harder.  I looked up and watched our reflection in the
mirrored ceiling. My feet dangled in the air above his ass, and what a
fantastic ass it was.  It rose and fell in rhythmic splendor, his ass muscles
flexing and scrunching on each thrust.


I was almost detached from my body,
watching him fuck me like it was a porn video playing on the ceiling. I moaned
on each of his deep thrusts, “Oh—oh—oh—oh—oh—oh—oh,” getting louder and louder
as he went faster and faster.  Meanwhile, Eva nibbled on my earlobe as she
tweaked a nipple.


“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” I screamed as the
most fantastic orgasm overcame me; much more intense than anything I’d
experienced so far.


Adam uttered, “Oh, Emilyyyyyyyy,” as he
made one last thrust as deep as I guessed he could go.  I felt the spasms
within me that could only be his ejaculation.  Those spasms, felt through the
walls of my throbbing vagina and my cervix set off a new wave of orgasmic
convulsions.


Of course, all the noise I made woke
Aiden.  Eva went to get him while Adam pulled off the condom and said, “See
what you did to me,” showing me what looked like a big volume of semen within. 
I thought about all of it going into me instead and I shivered.  We kissed
deeply.  I was still aroused and wanted more of him.  Like déjà vu, Eva brought
a naked Aiden in to see us.  Aiden wanted his daddy, so Adam took him into his
arms while still on the bed, and I went to work on Adam’s cock.  I never had a
cock in my mouth before, so I pretty much guessed at the mechanics and went at
it.  I thought it was cool the way he swelled while I was doing it, so my
technique must have been okay.  I tasted the remnants of his ejaculate that
leaked out of him, and although it wasn’t sugar, it didn’t taste anything like
I thought would.


Adam got so hard I couldn’t continue
without choking.  He passed Aiden back to his wife and took me into his arms
instead. “Let’s try a different position this time,” he said.  I wasn’t well
versed in “positions” so I let him direct me.


I helped him with the new condom before
I followed his instructions and got on my hands and knees facing away from
him.  With his strong hands holding my hips, he put the head of his cock at my
opening.  Oh, was I ready!  He slid into me, saying once more how tight I felt.
 This way felt different, though I’d have to wait to decide which way was
better.  I tilted my head back and looked at the ceiling.  He met my gaze in
the mirror and smiled dreamily.  Because the reflected view was overhead, I
watched his condom-encased cock slide in and out.  I the dim lamp light, it
seemed to shine.  That must be because I was very wet.


We were near the foot of the bed as Adam
began to pump faster.  Eva surprised me by climbing onto the bed, with a
smiling, happy Aiden still in her arms she positioned her pussy in front of
me.  I smiled up at her, feeling my orgasm slowly approaching, before lowering
my head and slipping my tongue into her tasty wetness.


Whatever a giggling Aiden thought of our
escapades would remain a mystery, but Adam, Eva and I were about to climax.
Like a chain reaction, Adam came first.  The throbbing of his spewing cock in
some way nearly vibrated my vagina walls, and maybe because his urethra was
touching my clit (I love Biology!) I was pushed over the orgasmic edge.  In
turn my climaxing moan vibrated Eva’s clit through my lips and she came too. 
When I finally relaxed and got my wits about me I marveled at how good it felt
to still have Adam’s cock stuffing my vagina (he made a couple more small
spasms that were the stragglers of his ejaculation) and how amazing it was that
all our noises hadn’t scared Aiden.


“Emily, dear, you’re special…a gift to
us from the gods,” Eva said as Adam pulled out of me slowly.


Once more I was lying between Adam and
Eva in post-coital happiness.  Adam said to me, “We know this is all new to
you, but in some way both of us want you to be part of our family.  We want you
to share things with us, not just sex.”


The way they both looked at me took my
breath away more than the sex did.


Eva continued for her husband, “What Adam’s
saying is that we’ve fallen in love with you, and we want you to be more than a
babysitter to us.”


Love?


“How can that be?” I said.  “I like you
both but I’m still in school and so I can’t come and live with you.  Wouldn’t
that, like get you in trouble?”


Adam said, “We know your age can get us
into a lot of trouble, but we also know that our love for you is real.  You’re
right; you can’t live with us because basically your mom can’t know about
this.  We’re just asking you to spend some time with us, like your new family.”


Eva jumped in, “You don’t have to answer
us now, just think about it.  We do love you, you know.  Real love beyond sex,
since we’ve gotten to know you better.”


I had a lot to digest.  Sex with them
was better than I ever imagined sex could be.  They were both so amazingly
beautiful, aroused me so much, and I liked them a lot; but could it ever be
love?  They made me feel too special not to give it a try.  Eva walked me home
as usual, and we talked more about the “arrangement” they wanted, basically for
me to be part of the family, like a three-way marriage, at least that’s how she
made it sound.


 


“Oh my God, you fucked him, didn’t you?”
Ashley said the next time we hung out together.


Did it really show?  “Of course not. 
That would be so wrong.”


“Don’t like kid me, the way you look
when you see him or talk about babysitting for them,” Ash said.  “You must have
slept with him.  Sweet Jesus, you have to tell me about it!”


My face probably gave me away, but I said
anyway, “There’s nothing to tell, really.  They’re just nice people.”


“They’re hot people.  Yeah, she’s
a MILF, but he’s a hunk and he’s a man, so he’d be crazy not to want to
fuck you, and you’re crazy if you don’t let him.”  She paused, and then added,
“Unless he’s a closet gay.  Wouldn’t that be a waste.”  I knew the answer to that
one.  I steered the conversation to other things.  Let her fantasize and wonder
about what I have and have not done.


My mother also knew something was going
on, but unlike my friend she was clueless.  She seemed happy that I was
spending more time with the “cute couple” and delighted I looked “more
contented.”  Whatever she ascribed my contentment to, I was pretty sure
sexual gratification wasn’t it.


Without actually committing to their
suggested relationship, I began spending more time with them.  We fabricated
stories to have me spend nights with them.  The mirrored ceiling was the
coolest thing.  I loved watching them make love to me as if a detached voyeur
instead of a participant.  The voyeuristic aspect seemed to intensify my
orgasms.  Eva couldn’t get enough of me, and I began to understand her need for
swinging.  Speaking of swinging, they didn’t go to as many parties now.  I was
their party.  Adam didn’t take me as much as his wife did, but when he fucked
me it was too passionate for words.


I soon realized how much I liked to see
him cum, so Adam tried to pull out at the right time and give me a good
cumshot.  I didn’t mind facials, though I liked it better on my breasts and
tummy.  I equated his volume to his desire for me, and since he spewed a lot, I
loved the idea.  He taught me many positions.  One I liked very much was me on
top.  He came inside me when we did it that way because I liked the way his
throbbing cock felt when I sat way down onto him and he was very deep, all the
way to my cervix. Thank God he wore a condom each time or I would’ve surely
become pregnant by now.


Like I said, though not as often as they
did before, they still attended some parties.  I judged the quality of each one
by how hot Eva was when they got home; either she got her fill of sex at the
party or she energetically jumped me afterwards.  One evening in bed with Eva
after we brought each other to orgasm, she asked me if I thought of having sex
with anyone but them.


“I guess I like still have fantasies
about boys in my class and stuff like that,” I told her.


I saw that she was struggling with what
she had to say so I waited, not sure where she was going.  Finally she said,
“One of the couples who we party with has opened up their lifestyle to their
teenage son.  He’s such a good looking kid, plays football and basketball in
school,” she said, mentioning an adjacent town.  “When we told them about you,
they wanted to know if you’d like to attend a party sometime.”  She saw my
shock, so she quickly added, “You wouldn’t be expected to do anything except what
you do here, that is babysit Aiden, and watch.  Anything else would be up to
you.  But I do know how much you like to watch, peeking up at our ceiling like
you do.”


“Aiden would be okay there?” I asked.


“He would be if you were there to help. 
He loves you as much as we do.”


I wasn’t sure if I had the nerve to
attend a party with them, though the idea was intriguing, and easy to fantasize
about.  If all the others were as great looking as Adam and Eva, it would be
hot to be among them—and watch.  As with my newfound life of sex, hanging out
with a group of adults having fun would be such a thrill, making me feel like
an adult too, even if I had to babysit Aiden.  If the other couple’s son was a
good looking jock, then that would be a bonus.  I told her I’d think about it,
but mostly I was already convinced and simply wanted to construct a credible
story for my mom.


As the day of the party approached, I
was a complete nervous wreck.  Even though we’d left behind warmer weather, Eva
said the couple, whose house we would be going to, had a heated pool that would
“warm things up.”  She made sure I brought my skimpiest bikini, which I thought
of as ironic since I was certain bikinis didn’t stay on very long at these
parties.


The host couple was the Petries.  Their
house was huge and far away from other houses which I guessed made it ideal for
these kinds of parties.  Brian and Marianne Petrie met us at the door. 
Throughout my introduction, Mr. Petrie undressed me with his eyes.  He was
older than Adam but was tanned and looked to be in great shape like he worked
out a lot.  His wife was an older version of Eva, a mature (though silicone
enhanced) blond-haired Barbie.  Before I even settled in, I knew I just had to
meet their son.


We walked through the house to the pool
and patio in back.  Several others were already there and I was quickly
introduced.  It was clear in their eyes; they were sizing me up and turning
themselves on in the process.


“And this is Cade,” Marianne said.  I
turned to face the boy of my dreams.  The guy was gorgeous.  He was tall,
muscled, but not overly so.  His sandy hair was curly and unruly, yet not long
enough to look unkempt.  His smile included his eyes and it brought out cute
dimples.  He looked tremendous in his swim shorts and nothing else.  I was in
love.


I was barely able to say my name, and
our handshake was embarrassing.  Marianne took Aiden while I numbly followed Adam
and Eva to what must have been a guest bedroom where we changed into our
suits.  When we returned to poolside, most everyone was getting food at a long
table set up along one of the fence walls.


Cade walked to my side and said, “It’s
kinda weird having the kid here, but if you want you can hang with me.  I can
see how nervous you are, with your being here for the first time and all.  I
know how these things shake out and can offer advice.”  He smiled, and then
added “I won’t bite, and I won’t make a move on you either; it’s not like I
don’t like what I see, it’s just that I’ll be way too busy anyway.”


I got the picture immediately.  Cade was
the boy-toy at his parent’s swinger party.  I couldn’t blame any of them.


Aiden was brought back to me.  We got
food and sat away from the others.  While I fed Aiden in between bites, Cade
wanted to know all about me, obviously surmising my sexual relationship with
Eva and Adam.  I told him all the boring stuff about home life and school,
before wading into how I’d been seduced by Eva.


“She’s the hottest lady here, that’s for
sure,” Cade said, gazing over at her as she and several of the women, including
Cade’s mom, lost their bikini tops.  “I couldn’t believe how lucky I was the
first time we fucked…I mean, oh hell, you know what I mean.”


“It’s okay,” I said, “I’m not innocent,
at least not anymore.”


After most had eaten and they began to
drink, some fooling around started.  Cade’s mom, Marianne, staked a claim on
Eva and was all over her, kissing and fondling.  Some of the others, including
Cade’s dad, got fully naked and jumped into the pool.  Adam was off to the side
talking to a curvy redhead who had her hand under the waistband of his
swimsuit.


Cade said, “My mom and her silly fake
boobs,” shaking his head.  “You’d think a woman her age wouldn’t want humongous
melons like that.  She really did have nice ones before.”  He looked at my
breasts and said, “I bet yours are beautiful.  You know, you might as well lose
that top.  Every one of the men in the pool are gonna want to have you.  What I
mean is it’ll be off pretty soon anyway.”


I was listening to Cade, but most of my
attention was given to what was going on in the pool.  All the men had
erections and the women were playing with them.  Cade’s dad, Brian, maneuvered
the woman he was with toward the pool’s ladder, and when she got there he
positioned himself behind her and pushed his cock in.  I had to admit that for
an older man he did have a nice ass.  He slammed into her hard.  Aiden thought
the whole thing hilarious, squirming, laughing and reciting a litany of
childish drivel with a few recognizable “dada” and “mama” words thrown in. 
Holding him turned into a chore.  He was so animated he ended up pulling off my
bikini top.


“See, the little man knows what to do,”
Cade said with a chuckle of his own.  “They are as beautiful as I imagined.”  I
blushed as my nipples puckered.  He was looking, and he liked them!  Between
Cade looking at my breasts and the sex going on all around me, I was aroused
and the crotch of my bottoms was soaking wet.


Eva and Marianne brought each other to
quick orgasms before Marianne joined the others in the pool and Eva walked
toward us.  She didn’t say anything about me having my top off, but instead
pulled mommy-fixated Aiden from my arms to hers.  Aiden giggled again as he
cuddles up against his mother’s bare breasts.  Eva looked only at Cade.


“Would you like to be where he is?” Eva
said.


“You know I would,” he answered.


“Then, Emily, will you excuse us?”  She
handed Aiden back to me before she offered her hand to Cade.


He took the proffered hand, stood, and
sheepishly glanced at me as if to say what can I do? before walking off
with Eva.  I watched her pull his swim shorts down, fall to her knees and take
his swelling cock between her lips.  I was breathless for a moment; his cock
was bigger than Adam’s!  She must be good, because Cade was moaning loud enough
to grab the attention of the folks still in the pool. 


One woman hollered, “I’m next,” which I
assumed meant with Cade.  Whether she lost her place in the queue because she
was immediately fucked by another man (who I was sure wasn’t her husband), I’d
have to wait and see.


My eyes remained glued on Eva.  Or maybe
I should say Cade.  Eva was on her back on a big lounger with Cade between her
legs.  I was hypnotized by the sight of his superb ass going up and down on
each stroke into her.  She wrapped her long legs around him and urged him
deeper.  I thought about it being me instead of Eva and my hand went to my
sopping pussy.


Two things kept me from a masturbatory
climax: the sudden smell of a soiled diaper; and the presence of Brian Petrie
standing over me.


“Smells like the little guy needs a
changing.  Follow me.”


With him carrying the diaper bag and me
carrying Aiden, he led me into the house and to one of the bathrooms where I
could change the perpetually smiling though now stinky child.  Since he was
naked, I stole glances at Mr. Petrie’s body along the way.  His penis wasn’t
quite as long as Adam’s or Cade’s but it looked thicker, and it was sort of
half-way erect.  While I studied him he was looking at me, mostly my breasts. 
As I said before, for an older man he was pretty fit.  It was no secret he
wanted to do it with me.  The only question was if I would let him. 
Considering my state of arousal from watching all the poolside action going on,
I was leaning that way.


While I changed Aiden, Brian stood
behind me and I felt his cock rub against me.  He said, “You’re a beautiful
girl Emily, and Adam says you’re a hot fuck. I know my son wants to have you,
and so do I.”  He reached around and put his hand inside my bottoms.  He felt
my wetness and an almost silent moan escaped his lips.  I was still getting the
new diaper onto Aiden when he slid my bottoms down and off.  I imagined it was
Cade who was behind me and perhaps for that reason I moved my legs apart and
stuck my ass out a bit.


Brian must have grown even thicker as he
grew more erect.  I muttered “Oh God!” when he went into me; sex with Adam had
not felt like this.  He didn’t go slow and easy.


He held my hips tightly and banged into
me as he repeated a few times “Christ, you’re so tight, like a virgin!” 
Really, I practically was a virgin, so he shouldn’t have been surprised.


My body knew what was good for it long
before my mind did.  The hard fucking with his thick cock stretching me to the
limit had me cumming rapidly and hard.  My orgasmic scream scared Aiden and he
began to cry for his mommy, but I was lost in the blissful moment.  I never
once thought about safe sex until Brian pulled out and with a shout sprayed a
good load all over my butt and back.


Brian rubbed his spent, hot semen over
my ass as he said, “I’m glad you came Emily. (I picked up on the double-entendre.)
Why don’t you take a quick shower while I take Aiden here out to Eva?” 


In the shower I was still in the
post-orgasmic supercharged state I’ve quickly learned to love as much as the
orgasms themselves.  I’ve read on-line articles about multi-orgasmic women, and
as I touched my swollen, jutting clit and doubled over in climactic convulsion,
I realized I was one of those women.


I didn’t bother with putting my bikini
bottoms back on.  What was the point?  I figured I’d walk back outside to find
an orgy, but instead I found a sex show, or better yet a sex competition.  Adam
was fucking Marianne at the same time Cade was fucking another woman named
Beth.  Everyone else was standing around watching and cheering them on like it
was a sporting event.  The only people not watching the show were Eva, Aiden
and another woman who I thought was named Karla.  They were at the other corner
of the patio, with Eva lying down holding Aiden and Karla between her legs
servicing her.  The sounds coming from the mouths of the two women being fucked
grew louder and louder.  Every man watching had an erection.  For my part, I
watched Cade’s and Adam’s scrunching and flexing ass muscles and felt a trickle
down my inner thigh.


Since both women appeared to climax at
the same time, it was difficult to say who “won,” but since Beth was louder,
the group seemed to favor her and Cade.


I wasn’t a drinker, never mind I wasn’t
old enough to drink anyway, yet I walked to the bar set-up and pulled a beer
from the cooler.  Since the men had erections, the women must have figured it
was a good idea to put them to use.  Most everyone paired up, found a lounger
or a pool towel to lie on, and started fucking.  I drank my beer and kept my
eyes on Cade.  His cock though wilted and hanging, still appeared somewhat
bloated from the sex, and it gleamed from the juices still coating it.  I
thought it looked nicely edible.


Cade saw me and walked over.  He looked
my nakedness up and down, and his cock twitched and rose a bit.  I said, “You
haven’t had enough sex already you want it with me now?”


He surely detected my sarcasm.  “Look,
most of this is out of my hands,” he said.  “My folks got me involved and now I
play a role, though I’d be kidding if I said I didn’t enjoy it.”  As if on cue,
one of the wives walked up to us and pulled on Cade’s arm saying, “C’mon
sweetheart, I need some of this,” before palming his impressive cock.  He
shrugged his shoulders for my sake and let himself be led away by the petite
older woman.


Cade’s dad and another man who I thought
was Karla’s husband approached me.  At the moment it looked as if Karla had
staked a claim on Adam and was trying to get him hard again.  Poor Adam looked
tired.  Brian cupped one of my ass cheeks and said, “I know you want my son and
he wants you, but you can see he has his chores.”  Both men laughed.


The other guy got right in front of me
and without hesitation cupped a breast with one hand while insinuating a finger
into my pussy with the other.  “Damn it, Brian, she’s a wet one like you said!”


To me more than his friend, Brian said,
“She’s a tight one too, and Joe, how she screams when she cums!”


My mind went into autopilot.  I focused
on watching Cade fuck his latest “chore” and only faintly paid attention to the
two men who held me.  I figured that in the eyes of the law I’d already been
raped, so what more could happen?  I whispered “Condoms,” and Brian quickly
went to get a couple.  Both men covered up, and Joe went first, coaxing me up
on top of a low, empty serving table.  He lifted my legs and plunged into me
without preamble.  I was wet enough from watching Cade so it didn’t hurt.  I
thought that these guys had fucked enough already that they’d last, but Joe
didn’t, cumming pretty quickly, all the while singing the praises of my tight
vagina.  Brian went next.  He lasted a bit longer yet he too came before
getting me off.  I faked a moan to make him happy.


None of this bothered me as much as
everyone watching.  Until they were done with me I hadn’t realized we’d been
the latest show.  Adam looked a little concerned, yet Eva and Cade were the
only ones who approached me and asked me if I was okay.  “Yes, I’m okay,” I
said.  “It was just sex, like what everyone else is doing.”  For some reason,
my comment seemed to bother Cade.  I asked Eva if she wanted me to take Aiden
but she said he was fine, as a few of the women had him and were doting on
him.  Following a hug, Eva went back to the others, leaving Cade and me alone.


 Cade said, “Don’t be like that, Emily.”


“Like what?”


“Like me,” he said.


“I don’t understand.”


He continued, “When my mom and dad got
me involved with all this I felt like I’d won the Lottery or something.  I got
to have as much sex as I wanted with lots of women, and I loved it.”


“It looks like you still love it,” I said.


“Yeah, it still feels good, but I don’t
love it so much anymore.  It’s like a dirty job that I gotta do, even if all
the attention of these women has sorta gone to my head.”


“So, what does your sex life have to do
with me?”


He thought for a moment and then said,
“I saw you with my dad and Joe.  I guess you like sex or you wouldn’t be here,
but you didn’t look like you enjoyed them too much.  That’s what I meant.  I
hope you, like, don’t turn out to be like them,” he said, sweeping his arm
around to indicate everyone there.  Whether his hand gesture was
misinterpreted, and had anything to do with it or not, some of the men came
over and wanted me to join them.  I probably would have meekly gone along but
Cade spoke up and said, “I think she’s had enough for today.”


One of them laughed and said, “You just
want her all to yourself.”


Cade protested, but I jumped in, saying
“That’s what I want.  I want Cade all to myself.”


The men joked about who had dibs on me
but Cade wasn’t laughing.  He pulled me closer to him and we ostensibly headed
to one of the double sized pool lounge chairs that previously were used as sex
beds.  The whole scene hit me anew.  A hunk of a boy was naked with his arms
around me, and I was naked too.  I never imagined any of this.


Before we got to the lounger, he looked
down into my eyes and said, “You really are beautiful.  I was so jealous of my
dad for having sex with you.  Can I kiss you?”  I nodded, and we kissed for the
longest time.  While we kissed his cock grew erect and rubbed against me; and
upon feeling it I moaned involuntarily, causing Cade’s tongue to go wild in my
mouth.  Parts of my body were going wild too.


When our lips finally parted, I looked
around and saw that we were the newest public show.  As comments like “Go for
it!” and “Atta boy!” filled the air, Cade asked me if I’d rather go in the
house and away from the others.


I said, “Yes, your bedroom,” and to
several disappointed sounding groans, he led me to his room.  It was a dream
come true.  Adam and Eva introduced me to the joys of sex, but this is where my
sexual awakening should’ve begun.  I whispered to Cade, “I give myself to you.” 
I knew it sounded like a line from a really old movie, but that’s how I felt.


Cade’s experiences matured him well past
the pawing and fumbling of typical teenage boys.  He was gentle all the way. 
After I put the condom on him, he entered me slowly and with a soft moan. I
whispered, “You like my tightness too,” and quickly regretted it, since it looked
like it reminded him of his father taking me first.  I saw the hurt on his face
for a second or two.


The dreamy smile came back after I said,
“You’re better than all those men out there.”  We kept up the eye contact and
he kept up the languid pace as if he was savoring every thrust.  I wrapped my
legs around his beautiful, muscled ass as I arched my back to take him as
deeply as he could go.  And deeply he did go.  I pulled him down all the way on
top of me and kissed him; my tongue exploring his mouth as my nipples absorbed
the heat from his sweaty chest.


“Hold on tight, Emily,” he whispered as
he began to fuck me harder and harder.


It didn’t take long for me to start
cumming and I made sure he knew it.  In fact, I yelled “I’m cumming!” so loudly
I was sure everyone outside heard me too.


He made several more rapid thrusts,
which were almost paroxysms while I was still climaxing, before groaning
“Godddddddddd!” and letting go.  In some sort of mystical synchronization, his
ejaculatory spasms coincided with my contractions in a heavenly harmony that
kept my orgasm going unabated.  Our vocalizations were in harmony too.


Afterwards, I was amazed at how much
semen was in the condom.  I thought Adam squirted a lot, but Cade’s volume
trumped Adam’s by a long shot.  When I thought of those words—long shot—I
imagined Cade cumming all over me in ‘long shots’ and I shuddered from the
image.  Maybe next time.


We rejoined the party and had to
withstand all the ribbing about the noise we made.  Some of the women wanted
Cade to fuck them again.  It looked like they’d grown horny again after hearing
us do it in the house.  He begged off and we hung out together at the edge of
the pool.  Eva walked over and asked me to watch Aiden again.  She had some
unfinished business with Beth.  Except for the two women, there was no more
action, since everyone else seemed tired and sexually spent.  Amidst the
drinking and talking, Cade and I got to know each other better.  He commented
on how well I “handled” Aiden, and said I’d make a good mother someday.  Damn,
did that send shivers up and down my spine!


As Eva climaxed from the steady
ministrations of Beth’s tongue, Cade got hard again.  “I still can’t get over
my folks bringing me into this scene,” he said, “but I’m glad that Adam and Eva
introduced you to it too.”  We kissed as I palmed his erection and he cupped
one of my tingling breasts.  When our lips parted, he said “These women mean
nothing to me, including my mother.  You’re the girl I always dreamed of.”


Hearing those words from a dreamboat was
my dream.


Then I thought about what he said. 
“Your mother?”


“Yeah, she makes me have sex with her
too; sometimes together with one or two of her friends.  I hate it but what
could I do?”


I was disgusted with his mom for making
him do that.  In fact, the reality of this whole swinger scene wasn’t anywhere
as idyllic as Eva made it out to be.  I saw lonely, insecure people screwing
around with whoever they could while their spouses did the same right in front
of them.  Could they still love each other after a few ‘parties’ like that? 
What would happen to Eva and Adam when they got older and didn’t have the great
bodies anymore?  I was just glad I got to meet Cade.


“Can I make love to you again?” he
panted.


“What took you so long?” I said, still
holding his hard and throbbing cock.


He carried me back to his bed where we
fucked like before, slowly at first until our arousal got the better of us and
we turned into wild animals, making the bed slam the wall, the noise eclipsing
our cries.


When I knew he would cum, I moaned “I wanna
see it.”  I thought he didn’t hear me, yet at the last second he pulled out,
yanked off the condom, and sprayed one after another after another magnificent
cumshots into the air and all over me and the bed.  I giggled hysterically as I
rubbed the hot goo all over my breasts and tummy, before grabbing him and
kissing him.


I had a new boyfriend.


We showered like it was something we did
all the time, talking about when we could see each other and things we could do
together.  I thought about how jealous of me Ashley would be as soon as she met
Cade.  Being together in the shower, Cade started to get stiff but I told him I
was too sore to do it again. We both knew there would be many more
opportunities to link our bodies together as one.


When it was time to leave, I took Aiden
back from Eva and made sure he was snug in his car seat.  Adam was quiet but
Eva wanted to talk.  During the drive, she pressed me for answers on whether I
had a good time and how I liked Cade.  Of course, she knew the answers already,
so I knew the questions were more about whether I’d show discretion and not
tell anybody about the party.  I assured her I had a great time, liked Cade a
lot, and wouldn’t talk about it.


When they asked me if I wanted to spend
the night, I politely declined.


 


I still babysit for them.  Aiden and I
get along so well, an observer could think he was my child.  I’m not ready for
a kid yet, though; finishing school and going to college comes first.  I
occasionally have sex with Eva, but Cade is my number one lover.  When we have
sex my mind is on a higher plane and my body in another universe.  His mom gets
mad at him because he won’t service all her friends like before.  He saves his
cock and plentiful cum for me.  


Now when the Petries have a swing party,
Cade and I are the show.  When we fuck in front of them all, they get so horny
it’s like an orgy soon afterward.  Much to their chagrin, I don’t let any of
the men touch me, so they have to take out their frustration on each other’s
wives.


Eva let it slip once when we were
together that Adam was fucking Ashley and that she was worried Ash would
“talk.”  Unlike me.  I’d never tell a soul.  Ash could have Adam; I got a sexy,
dream boyfriend out of the deal.


 


The End


 


As with "Shelly's Mom," this story was begun by my internet
friend and fellow author, Donna M.   She has a teenage daughter of her own and therefore didn't feel comfortable going where I went, so she 'gave' the early draft to me.     I had some free time before the fall term started at college so I completed it.     I hope you like it as much as she did.


 


                                                If you liked this, you can e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think.  The rest of my stuff can be found at my 
Candy web site.  Thank you.


Candy
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You
may think of me however you want, but please don’t think of me as a bad
father.  Lindsay was eight when her mom ran off with her young tennis coach (a
sad cliché, right?) so my hand was forced.  I needed to be open with her about
all things sexual as she approached the terrifying (to me, at least) world of
puberty.  Explaining her mother’s sexual hunger and counterbalancing it against
my duty to be nonjudgmental about how she abandoned her daughter made my
openness a foregone conclusion.  A father raising a daughter on his own doesn’t
have a playbook to consult; he’s pretty much alone.  I think I’ve done a good
job.  As I’ve been open with her, Lindsay’s been open with me.


Her
first period—check (“Don’t forget tampons, Dad.”)


Her
first crush—check (“Don’t worry Dad, it’s not like I wanna have sex with him or
anything.”)


My
first serious girlfriend—check (“Dad, it’s okay, really, like if she sleeps
over. You need to have some sex…”)


And
then there’s the hot tub.  Before her mother took off I built an addition to
the house and installed a hot tub.  The enclosure was much like a sun porch,
with large windows that could be opened for air yet closed in colder weather for
all-year enjoyment.  Unlike a completely outdoor location, the room provided us
privacy.  The wife and I had many a hot, late night session in the tub after
Lindsay had gone to bed.  I should have known the marriage was doomed when she
stopped using the hot tub with me.


Probably
because of the spa rather than anything else, one thing Lindsay and I were open
about was nudity.  The hot tub was our nude zone.  My daughter knew what I
looked like, and I her.  Seeing the physical changes as she matured into a
teenager helped us in frankly talking about those changes.  Seeing me naked
took the mystique away from boys’ anatomy.  During long periods between
girlfriends, I’d pop a hard-on with ease in the tub, soliciting some candid
discussions of anatomy and sex.  (“Are all men’s as big as yours? I told you
about Jimmy Dawson showing me his, and it was like a quarter your size, and he
thought HIS was big.”)


I
never once thought of touching her.  It was never like that.  She’s my daughter
and I would never hurt her.  And I don’t mean to emphasize to exaggeration our
nudity in the hot tub.  It’s simply that the hot tub plays a central role in
this narrative.


 


One
Wednesday in early September my back was bothering me so I cut my day short and
headed home from the office, anticipating a soothing soak in the hot tub.  Not
sure if Lindsay was home from school yet, I entered the house without calling
out for her.  Proceeding toward the extension and the spa, I carelessly undressed,
letting my clothes fall where they may.  Even when I heard the distinctive
sound of the bubbling, roiling water and figured Lindsay was home and using the
spa, I remained on aching-back autopilot.


“Dad!
You’re home!” she said before I noticed that another girl was in the hot tub
with her.


The
girl lowered herself in the water to hide, but I had no such means except
retreat.  “I’m sorry for barging in. I’ll leave you two alone,” I said as I
turned and ducked out of their sight.


Lindsay
called out, “Is something wrong Dad? Is it your back again?”


On
the other side of the doorjamb I said, “That’s it. I was looking forward to a
soak, but don’t worry about it.”


I
overheard the ensuing conversation.  Lindsay said to the other girl, “It’s
really okay, you know, like I told you, my dad and I always use the hot tub
together, so he sees me naked all the time and he’s cool with it.”


“I
don’t know,” the other girl answered.  “I like being naked in here, but I don’t
know if I can be naked in front of your father, for God’s sake.”


“Believe
me, he’s not a perv,” Lindsay said before giggling, then saying “How many boys
have you seen naked?”  Whether she answered or just shook her head I didn’t
know, but Lindsay followed her question up with, “My dad’s a hunk, and he’s
like REALLY big!” and giggling again.  There must have been some silent
or near silent agreement, or maybe my daughter simply made up the other girl’s
mind for her, for Lindsay hollered “Dad, it’s okay if you want to join us. Sophia
said you could.”


I
waited a couple of seconds to answer so as not to let her know I’d been eavesdropping. 
“Are you sure? Do you want me to put a bathing suit on?”


“Silly,
Dad, like of course not. We never wear bathing suits in here and you know it!” 
From the mouths of babes, I thought.


“Okay
then,” I said before reentering the spa room and climbing into the tub.  “Sophia,
huh? Nice to meet you, Sophia,” I said as I extended my hand to her for a
handshake.  Since she’d stared at my cock all the way into the tub, it took a
few tries before our hands came together.  I think my girl is the most
beautiful girl in the world, but this Sophia was a stunner for sure.  A full,
raven, dark head of hair framed a round, angelic face.  Her eyes were large,
deep brown pools.  Unlike my daughter, Sophia already had full breasts, not too
large but squeezably firm looking, with pronounced nipples that overwhelmed (in
a sexy way) small, pink areolas.  “My name is Dan,” I continued, realizing that
my dick was growing independent of any will on my part.  Thankfully, it was
mostly hidden by the roiling water, though not totally.


Lindsay
said.  “Sophia’s new here.”


“Where
are you from originally?” I asked the girl.


She
nervously explained that she used to live in a town upstate and the family
moved here when her dad got a new job.  I asked what he did, and as with most
kids nowadays she could only vaguely describe her father’s “office” job.  I
told her about my work, trying to treat her as an adult like I did with my
daughter.  Even with the distraction of conversation, I couldn’t help but stay
hard while looking at this beautiful young creature.  And both girls noticed.


Conversation
ceased as I lay back, closed my eyes, and allowed my aching back muscles to
relax in the heat of the tub’s water.  Eventually, Lindsay said that Sophia had
to go, but not before in her best adult-sounding voice explaining to her that
she couldn’t tell anyone about the hot tub and the nudity.  “They wouldn’t
understand.”


I
opened my eyes as both girls stepped from the spa.  I was surprised to see that
Sophia had a full, dark bush of pubic hair.  I knew that in this day and age
most older girls shaved and waxed, yet my Lindsay still only had what amounted
to peach fuzz.  How old was this girl?  Inexplicably, the sight turned me on
even more.


Without
much else to say, I said “I’d get up to show you out but it probably wouldn’t
be appropriate right now.”


The
girls got the point, both looking underwater at my high and proud erection. 
Lindsay giggled.  Sophia didn’t, looking as if she would faint instead.  As the
girls grabbed towels and went into the house, the last snippet of talk I
overheard was Lindsay saying, “Don’t mind my father. He hasn’t had a girlfriend
in a while,” and Sophia saying “He’s so big!”  I couldn’t hear if my daughter
agreed with her friend on my size, though Lindsay was right, it had been
awhile.  I wanted to jerk off while the memory of Sophia was still fresh, but I
was afraid Lindsay would come back here and catch me.  I chose to suffer
instead.


When
Lindsay did return, she was dressed.  She sat on a bench next to the spa and
said, “I’m sorry, Dad. Maybe I should’ve asked you first about Sophia and I
using the hot tub.”


“Don’t
worry about it. Maybe I should be the one apologizing for my inability to
control my…ahem…body. You trust your friend not to tell? It probably would be
hard to explain the three of us naked and together in the hot tub, wouldn’t
it?”


“She
won’t say anything. I think she’s kinda embarrassed about how she reacted to
seeing you…your…you know. Like it’s the first time she ever saw a penis except
for her little brother’s. She was kinda horny, I think.”


“And
what do you know about being horny?” I asked with a smile; after all, sexuality
was not a secret between us, so I knew that she knew.


Lindsay
laughed.  “Two words, Dad—Justin—Bieber.”  I laughed along with her.


I
said, “How old is Sophia, by the way? She’s rather…developed, isn’t she?”


“Yeah,
she’s the same age as me, but she had her first period at like nine or
something, and then her boobs and hair grew fast after that, at least that’s
what she told me. All the boys at school say awful things to her and try to touch
her. She hates it but sorta likes it too; does that make sense?”


“Sure
it makes sense. Think about it. She may be annoyed by what the boys say and do,
but the attention makes her feel womanly, like a grown up and not a kid
anymore. That can be a powerful force.”


“I
guess so,” she said.  She looked into the hot tub at my now semi-flaccid cock
and asked, “Did you…?”


I
chuckled, “No, I did not, smarty pants. That would’ve been wrong, wouldn’t it?”


“Yeah,
because you would’ve been thinking of Sophia, and not a woman.”


“You’re
much too smart for your age, sweetheart.  Now go and let the old man soak his
aching back a little longer.”


She
leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, before whispering “You’re not old. And
if you weren’t my dad, I’d feel just like Sophia felt.”  I watched her walk
back into the house.  Whoa, did I have to be careful!


Later
that evening I officially gave Lindsay permission to bring friends over to use
the hot tub.  “No boys, though, because that’d be like having a big sign saying
‘SEX HERE’ and you’re not ready for that kind of pressure no matter how much
you like the guy.”


“I
understand, Dad, and I promise that when I want to have sex I’ll talk to you
first.”


I
kissed her on the forehead and said, “I’m the luckiest father to have a daughter
like you.”


“I’m
the lucky one,” she said as she hugged me tightly, “you’re the best dad a girl
could have.”


I
wondered if the sex prohibition would extend to girl-girl experimentation.  I’m
not naïve.  I know that sort of thing happens all the time.  An image of
Lindsay and Sophia locked together materialized in my mind and I grew erect. 
Maybe this time I would jerk off.


Weeks
later, Lindsay told me that Sophia still talked about me.  Whether ultimately a
good or bad thing, the idea fueled my libido like nothing else could.  I dated
the new woman in the office a few times.  When I told her about having a hot
tub, she invited herself, more or less, so one evening after dinner we went to
my house, stripped and climbed into the tub.  She didn’t show any inhibition
about getting naked in front of her date so I was sure sex was on the menu. 
Damned if I didn’t need it.  Like a formula as old as mankind, we sat closer,
kissed, kissed some more and fondled until we were both ready.  My cock was so
hard I needed no encouragement, but the lover in me said I needed to pleasure
her orally first.  I lifted the petite woman up and sat her on the tub’s rim. 
Let’s just say she was quite appreciative of my cunnilingus skills.


It
wasn’t long before she cried out “Fuck me, Danny…fuck me! Oh…please!”


I
muttered “A condom won’t work in the water.  Let’s go in the house.”


“Who
cares about a condom? I’ll fuck you good in the water. I need that great cock
inside me…now!”


I
cared about condoms, but if she wanted bareback, I’d give it to her.  I sat
back down and she straddled me quickly so her natural lubrication allowed for
underwater penetration and didn’t get washed away.  She did all the work,
bouncing over my full length.  I was worried about premature ejaculation—it had
been a long time after all—so I began thinking about crazy things to take my
mind off cumming.  Thankfully it didn’t take her long to climax.  The slut
turned out to be a real screamer, so I had no doubt Lindsay knew exactly what
was happening out here.  I floated her off me just in time; string after string
of milky semen spewed from me, and it was soon all over us.


We
showered together, and my ‘buddy’ didn’t take long to get hard again.  I did
her from behind.  More screaming ensued.


After
taking my date home, I went back to the hot tub to drain and clean it.  While I
was working, pajama-clad Lindsay joined me.  “I figured you’d have to clean
up,” she said.


“Not
sleeping yet?”


“How
could anyone sleep with all that noise?”


“We
agreed that you wouldn’t question my love life.”


“But
Dad, she sounded like a bimbo. Why her? Did she remind you of Mom? Was that the
attraction?”


I
was dumfounded by her attempt at analysis. Sure, I went for the easy lay, but I
never thought of my ex-wife for one iota while doing so.  “Is that what’s
bothering you? You think I’m looking for another woman like your mother?”


“When
Mom left you, she like basically said that she didn’t want me either, so I
don’t care about her. Who I care about is you. I want you to find a woman to
love, not just for sex. Dad, you deserve to be loved by someone else besides
your too-emotional daughter.”  She came into my arms and kissed me, and I felt
both loved and uncomfortable with it.  Her kiss wasn’t simply the innocent kiss
between a father and daughter, so I was confused but didn’t say anything
afterward.


The
following weekend came, and Lindsay surprised me again.  “Would it be okay if I
invited some friends over to use the hot tub and maybe, like do some sunbathing
on the patio?”


“Who
are these friends?  Do I know them?”


“You
met Sophia.  The others are Kristin, Mallika and Ashlyn.  I don’t think you’ve
ever met them.”


“They
don’t have big mouths, do they?”


“No
Dad, silly…I wouldn’t invite them if they would tell everybody about going
naked in the spa.”


“Good,
then I guess it’s okay.”


When
the girls showed up I did my fatherly duty and sized up my daughter’s friends. 
Lindsay made the introductions.  Mallika was the color of rich chocolate, with
a round face and long legs that seemed to go on forever.  Though she had a wide
mouth with a great smile, a too-large nose kept her from being pretty, in my
opinion.  Kristin had long blond hair and was as skinny as a proverbial rail,
with no discernible chest.  Ashlyn was the polar opposite of Mallika.  She had
a full head of unruly bright red hair, and skin so white she could have been an
albino except for her green eyes and millions of freckles.  Even with a pretty
face, she was on the pudgy side, which probably didn’t automatically attract
the attention of boys.  Lindsay aside (I’m biased), Sophia was still the champ
in my mind as far as beauty was concerned.


I
noticed some looks exchanged among the girls so I knew right away that Sophia,
and perhaps Lindsay too had discussed my participation in the last soak.  To
confirm it, Lindsay asked, “Dad, you can join us if you want.”


I
glanced from one girl to another.  “Two reasons I won’t.  One: even if you
promise not to tell, sooner or later I’d get into deep trouble being with you
all at your age.  Two: Lindsay and Sophia know what happens when I see a
pretty, naked girl,” I said as I glanced down at my pants-front for effect. 
That solicited giggles from all the girls.


Lindsay
laughed loudest before saying, “Yeah, Dad, maybe that’s what we want to see!”


I
smiled, “Not today, little wench. Now go and enjoy the hot tub.”


The
giggling quartet went out back as I tried to read a book, yet concentration was
fleeting as I remembered a naked Sophia and imagined what the others might look
like.  Maybe I’d use the hot tub after they were done, but it definitely was
too dangerous now.  Curiosity got the better of me and I eventually put the
book down and walked toward the spa room, intending to eavesdrop.  I listened
to mostly giggling girl-talk until the subject of sex came up.  Clearly from
the conversation these were all virgins.  Lindsay regaled her friends with sex
information she got from me, admitting to the girls how open I was as a father
in discussing sexual matters with her beyond the nudity.


One
of the girls said “Do you think we could, like change your dad’s mind about him
joining us? You know we won’t say anything.”


Another
girl said “Omigod, no! I don’t want to be naked in front of a strange man.”


That’s
when Lindsay said “Like, he’s not a strange man, he’s my dad. He sees me naked
all the time, and he’s seen Sophia naked too. It’s not like he’s gonna grab you
or anything. Besides, you guys always talk about what boys look like. Well, you
should check out my dad; he’s like buff and has a really big and long one,
which I bet is way bigger than any boys we know.”  She giggled, and then added,
“And you should see it when it gets hard!”


A
voice that must be Sophia spoke, “Oh God, yes! It was soooooo huge, and when he
looked at me all I could think about was what it would be like to have sex with
a man that big.”


Lindsay
answered, “It probably wouldn’t even, like, fit, I bet.”  That got all of them
giggling again.  And it got me stiff.


I
listened for a while until they decided they’d had enough of the hot tub and
went to the patio fringe to sunbathe.  Based on the overheard discussion, my
pride (and libido) took over and I stripped down to short and decided it was my
turn to use the spa.  They didn’t notice me dropping the shorts and entering
the bubbling water.  The only girl I could see from my vantage point was
Mallika, who was on the end of the sunbathing quartet. Unlike Ashlyn, the
already dark-skinned girl would not benefit much from tanning.  I hoped that
Ashlyn had put on a good amount of sunscreen, and then the thought of one of
the other girls rubbing it on stiffened my cock once more.


When
I saw Mallika stir, I called out “I’m in the hot tub. Just want to warn you.”


Lots
of giggling ensued as the girls got up from their towels.  Lindsay said in a
low voice to one of the girls, “C’mon, he won’t bite. You said you wanted to
see, right?”  As the budding beauties came into view one by one, I saw that the
hesitant one was blond Kristin, being pushed along by my daughter.  One after
another climbed into the hot tub and spread out around me.  Before she entered
the spa, I got a good look at Mallika’s body.  She was the only one with a bald
pubic mound, and her vulva looked especially lickable with more than a hint of
pink, inner labial folds.  I was extremely stiff and figured there was no way
to hide what the girls wanted to see.  They were all staring, too.


“I
told you what would happen,” I said with a grin, hoping not to spook them.


“I’m
too hot,” Ashlyn said, stepping out of the water and sitting on the tub’s rim,
probably unaware of what could be a double-entendre.


“Me
too,” said Sophia, who followed Ashlyn’s lead.  Within a few moments the other
two did the same.


Lindsay
giggled and said, “Are you too hot too, Dad?”


“You’ve
tortured me enough already, and now you want to torture me more?” I said.
“Okay, but remember, no telling anyone.”  I stood and did the same as they had,
sitting on the rim with only my feet in the water.  They now had no problem
seeing my erection.  Would the damn thing ever go down again?


Mallika
and Sophia, who were the closest on either side of me, made no effort to hide
their stares.  For a moment I thought Sophia was going to reach out and touch
me, but instead she uttered a soft moan.


I
tried to break the spell by asking, “Except for me, I guess, what have you
girls been talking about? Boys, I suppose.”


Lindsay
answered, “We’ve been trying to talk Sophia into shaving her pubic hair, like
Mallika does. What do you think, Dad? I mean, like, you even shave yours.”


Here
I was, surrounded by five nubile teens, arrayed before me with their legs apart
and with a clear view of their pudenda.  I mentioned what Mallika’s looked
like.  Kristin, like my daughter, only had a small tuft of light fuzz. 
Ashlyn’s orange bush wasn’t actually much of a bush either, looking like she
trimmed it often.


“Lindsay’s
probably told you all about how open I have been with her about growing up and
sex.”  They nodded.  “So I’m going to be candid with you, her friends. Mallika,
you look great, don’t get me wrong, but I think this whole idea about girls
going bald down there is all wrong, and I’ll tell you why. You guys know
something about oral sex, right?”  More nods.  “Well, when a man enjoys
cunnilingus with a woman, there something about the taste and smell of her that
can really turn him on.  I think that pubic hair can add to that sensually—as
long as she takes showers, that is.”  They all giggled.


Kristin
said, “Cunni-what?”


Lindsay,
sounding quite like a schoolteacher, explained the word to her friends in
graphic detail, highlighting the fact that oral sex didn’t just mean fellatio.
With her mention of blow-jobs, the other girls went back to staring at my cock,
which like being on autopilot popped back up to full erection.  Were they
individually sizing up their mouths to my cock?


Sophia
looked up at me with her big, brown eyes and said, “You really mean that? You
think it tastes good, you know, to put your tongue, like, down there and lick
it?”  I couldn’t help but look down at her bush, and it really wasn’t a
surprise to see the glistening moisture of leaking lubrication.  This girl was
very wet.


“It
would be a pleasure,” I said without thinking.  This time, Sophia’s moan was
more audible.


Lindsay
gave me a cross stare and said, “Dad, don’t tease her like that.”


“I’m
sorry. It’s just that cunnilingus is good for the man not just the woman. That
was my point.”


Mallika
asked, “It’s good for a girl?”


I
glanced in turn to each of them.  “I told you I was going to be frank with you.
Women—girls—have places down there that are very sensitive. I bet you’ve all
figured that out by now,” I said with a smile.


Lindsay
leaned closer to skinny little Kristin and whispered “He means when we
masturbate,” though I still heard her.  There was no doubt in my mind the
others knew what I’d meant.


I
said “Tongue play can give a woman…or girl…a very different but special
orgasm.”


Sophia
wasn’t the only one leaking now.  All of them, even my own daughter, had
tell-tale trickles of glossy wetness dribbling from them.  By then, I was
leaking too.  


Mallika
noticed.  “What’s that?”


I
explained the phenomenon of pre-cum, and acknowledged that I easily saw their
own moisture-laden reaction to what we’d been discussing.  Not only did they
look down at themselves, a few hands went to their pussies as well. Lindsay’s
expression was one of amazement as one after another of her friends appeared to
be contemplating masturbation.  That’s when Mallika said in a hoarse voice,
“Can I touch it?”  I looked to my daughter for guidance.  She seemed to ponder
the ramifications before shrugging her shoulders, admitting what I supposed was
the inevitable.


“As
much as I’d like you to, it’s not a good idea,” I said lamely.


Lindsay
seemed to make up her mind.  “Dad, we’re all virgins, and the good looking boys
never look at us the way you do. It’s up to you, but no one will ever tell
about it.”  The others quickly confirmed her statement.


“I
don’t know why the boys don’t chase after any of you, but maybe they’re afraid
of you in some way.”


“Yeah,
I kind of understand that,” Lindsay said.  “Like, I’m always getting A’s in
school and the boys are like intimidated by me. And Ashlyn is a brain, and
she’s such a wiz with computer code she makes up her own games, and that really
intimidates them.”


Mallika
piped in, “Yeah, it’s like me with basketball. They don’t like a girl who can
beat them at hoops.”


I
said, “I hope you all understand that instead of thinking that something’s
wrong with each of you, you must realize that the fault is with the
shallow-minded boys. They can’t see how lovely all of you are, though I’m
getting to see more than they do.”


Quiet
little Kristin finally spoke up.  “You really think I’m pretty?”


“Come
over her and sit next to me,” I said.  She moved slowly but eventually sat next
to me after Mallika sidled away.  “What do you see when you look in the mirror?
What I see is a petite girl who when many will get fat she’ll have the slender
figure of a supermodel well into adulthood. And a pretty face to match.”


“But
I don’t have boobs.”


I
wanted to touch one of her cute little muffins but thought better of it.  “Sure
you do. They look firm and your nipples are nice and puffy. Men like that, take
my word for it. Big, humongous breasts are overrated.”  Kristin was studying
her own breasts as if to verify what I said about them while the rest were
either assessing their own or watching my cock do its elevator thing—up, down,
and up and down.  This close to natural blond, petite Kristin, a spinner-to-be,
meant that I was ‘up’ again.


Ashlyn
said, “Do you think I’m fat? That’s what boys say.”


“You’re
not fat, sweetheart; you’ve got womanly curves a real man would know how to
handle.”  I winked at her, knowing my ‘real man’ comment translated to ME in
her mind.  My bad.  “I love your freckles too, so don’t think badly about them;
they make you special, as well as your natural red hair.”  She shuddered, and I
thought Jesus, did she just have an orgasm?


I
faced Mallika and said, “I used to play hoops in school, though I wasn’t that
great. I’d be happy to shoot some baskets with you, even though you’ll probably
make me look bad.”


“I’d
like that, Mr. Donaldson.”


“You
can call me Dan.”  Then I faced Ashlyn again. “Ashlyn, I’d like to learn more
about HTML and web page design. Can you show me?”


“Yes,
Mister…I mean, Dan,” she said barely above a breathless whisper.


I
was going to say something to Sophia when she unexpectedly palmed my shaft and
ran her hand up and down a few leisurely times.  I started to say “Don’t” but
never got the word out.  Everything up until then had been almost like
foreplay. Ejaculate streamed out of my cock in several ropes.  All the girls gasped
as Sophia, Kristen and Mallika got hit with hot semen.


I
had some explaining to do.  “That shouldn’t have happened, and I’m sorry.” 
Lindsay’s expression was noncommittal, so I pretty much confirmed my suspicion
that this whole scenario was staged and that she’d make sure none of them said
anything about today.  They basically knew what had happened, so I used the
experience as a teaching moment about condoms.  “Lindsay and I have spoken
about this many times, but someday you’ll have sex and no matter what the boy
says about not cumming inside you or pulling out, us males aren’t good at
controlling ourselves, as you just saw. Always insist on using condoms. You
don’t want to be a pregnant teen and you don’t want to catch an STD—you know
what that is?”  They all said they did.  God bless Sex Education; at least some
was better than none.


The
girls that got splattered rinsed off in the water before the group decided to
go, leaving me alone in a hot tub of floating gobs of spent semen.  They all
gave me a chaste kiss, with Sophia lingering a bit longer than the others.  My
daughter was last, and besides a kiss she thanked me, said she loved me, and
once more promised that nobody would talk.  She smiled and said, “I guess
you’ve got to clean the spa again.”


I
overheard the chattering and the activity of everyone dressing and finally the
front door opening and closing.  Then there was silence.  I climbed from the
tub and pondered the amazing experience.  “Lindsay, what have you started?” I
whispered.


Not
bothering to put on any clothes, I headed to the master bath for a shower,
mostly to clean off the remnants of my cum.  After toweling dry, I walked into
the bedroom to get fresh clothes.  My bed wasn’t empty.  Sophia was lying
there, still wearing nothing but a smile.  Her legs were spread apart and her
lush bush still glistened from all her secreted pussy juice.


“Taste
me,” she implored, holding her hands out, beckoning me to her.


Needless
to say my cock was standing at attention once again. “Are you sure, sweetheart?”
I said as I approached the bed.


She
said, “Ah-huh,” and spread her legs wider.


Almost
every part of me said no, but the parts that said yes won the battle.  “You
know that once I do, there’s no undoing, right?”


She
nodded as her hands went to her thighs, inching closer to the promised land. My
tongue beat them to it.  Her musk of arousal was overpowering yet sweet.  My
tongue touched silky lubrication as I parted her pubic bush and probed her
swollen labia.  Short of actual orgasm, I don’t think I’ve ever been with a
woman who grew as wet as this girl already was.  Her immature clit was hard to
locate at first, but my probing tongue-tip teased it out of its fleshy sheath
until it poked out proudly.  No sooner did I lick and suck on her clit than she
cried out and climaxed with a convulsion that shook the bed.


I
let her enjoy the orgasm until she relaxed and I asked her, “Was that what you
expected?”


She
answered my question with one of her own.  “Did I taste good like you said?”


“You’re
delicious,” I said, and I meant it.


“Taste
me again,” she demanded.  I did what she asked.  I was more aggressive with my
lips and tongue this time and was rewarded with another spectacular—and
louder—orgasm.  I moved from between her legs and lay next to her.  “Your face
is all wet,” she said, giggling.


“No
fooling. That’s all from you.”


“I
liked that,” she said before surprising me by licking her juices from my lips
and chin.  “I never felt like that before.”


When
her tongue touched my lips again, I enveloped it with my mouth and the act
morphed into a kiss.  Having already cum twice, so much heat radiated from her
body I wondered if she’d leave burn marks on me.  My extremely hard cock rubbed
against her and she felt it, exhaling a long, soft moan.  When she pulled her
lips from mine, her big, brown eyes looked at me and breathlessly asked, “Do
you have a condom?”


“Are
you sure?” I said.  “Your virginity is a special thing.”


“I
want to give it to you.”


And
I’ll gladly take it, I thought, as I climbed from the bed
and pulled a condom packet from a dresser drawer.  Looking down at the lovely
young teen laying there on my bed with her legs apart, her pussy moist and
ready, and an expression of utter arousal on her face, I almost began to cry. 
“Would you like to help me put it on,” I said, holding out the condom after I
tore it from its wrapper.  I lay next to her as she studied my erection, and
then the two of us together unrolled the condom onto my cock.


Propping
her ass up on a pillow, I got on my knees between her legs and looked down into
the gates of heaven.  Amazingly, Sophia showed no outward signs of nervousness
or fear, even as she looked up to see my big cock looking over her.  It was
time.  Whispering as many encouraging words as I could think of, I placed my cockhead
at her juicy opening and went in an inch or two, gauging her reaction.  She
made no sound, and looked more anticipatory than pained.


“Don’t
stop,” she whispered.  I didn’t.


I
penetrated her virgin vagina slowly.  Her reaction was to arch her neck, throwing
her head back and closing her eyes.  I didn’t feel any obstruction, nor did I
see any blood; she must have destroyed her hymen during many masturbations (a
broom handle, a shampoo bottle, her mother’s ‘hidden’ vibrator?—the imagery
almost made me cum right then and there).  She was tight, of course, but so
incredibly lubricated that I fucked her with ease, riding high, making sure I
was hitting her clit on each slow thrust.


Her
soft moans grew louder and I thought once more how amazing this girl was.  I
wondered if she hadn’t been a virgin after all.  I never imagined that a girl’s
first time wouldn’t include some fear or doubt.  After I gave her an orgasm I’d
get the truth out of her, I figured.


I
really didn’t know if I could hold off cumming, but suddenly Sophia’s moans
turned to yelping cries, her back arched, and her hips and legs twitched
rapidly.  This orgasm was going to surpass the two I gave her with
cunnilingus.  The thought gave me renewed vigor to keep fucking her without
cumming.  I banged her hard as her vagina convulsed around my about-to-explode
cock.


Her
blissful cries echoed around my bedroom.  


“Ohhhhhhhh,
I’m gonna cum!” I groaned.  Her eyes shot open as she felt the first of my
ejaculatory spasms.  She grabbed onto me and pulled me deeper into her, as deep
as I could go.  More cum shots exploded from me, with her reacting to every
orgasmic spasm with one of her own.  Thank God for the condom; she must be
fertile, and most certainly would’ve been impregnated with so much sperm hitting
her cervix.


“Ever
since Lindsay told me how special you were and I saw your penis, I wanted you
to be my first,” she said softly as we lay together.  “The way you looked at me
and told me how pretty I was, not like the stupid boys in school, and especially
what you said about my hair down there…about tasting it, made me hope this day
would come.”


“Not
just hope,” I said, “but plan too, right? Lindsay helped set this up, didn’t
she?”


Sophia
smiled and nodded.  “But it’s what I wanted.” While we spoke, I caressed her
body from her breasts to her thighs.  She was obviously enjoying everything. 
She added, “Can we do it again? I promise I’ll never tell anyone about it.”


I
indicated my wilted, satisfied cock, still encased by the condom, and told her
it would be better if we waited for another day.  She liked the sound of
“another day.”


I
pulled off the condom and showed her the volume inside.  “That’s why you always
use one. You would have gotten pregnant for sure.”  She shuddered visibly,
either at the realization that my cum could have been in her, or the idea of
pregnancy itself.  I told her how special I felt for being her first.  She
reiterated that she’d tell no one, though I knew “no one” didn’t include
Lindsay and perhaps the rest of her circle of friends (whom I now thought of as
the Hot Tub Four).  We didn’t exactly set a date, but I knew the next time
would be soon.  Now that Sophia had a taste for sex, I believed she’d be one
hell of an ‘active’ young lady going forward.


 


Lindsay
and I sort of danced around what we both knew but couldn’t talk about.  Based
on her demeanor, there was no doubt in my mind she knew.  How she felt about me
doing her friend wasn’t so obvious.


She
surprised me—and answered that question somewhat—when the following weekend she
had Mallika over asking me if I meant it about playing some b-ball with her.  I
told a smiling Mallika that my promises were golden, and I went upstairs to
change into athletic shorts and a tee.  Mallika looked delicious in satin
shorts that highlighted her long, coltish legs, and a skimpy tank top, with
only her sports bra spoiling the fantasy.


I
drove the three of us over to the Middle School where there was an unused
outdoor court.  With Lindsay as the cheering section, Mallika ran rings around
me as she made me look suitably old and awkward.  My only saving grace was that
my jump shop touch hadn’t deserted me after all these years.


Tired
and extremely sweaty, Mallika and I hugged each other and I admitted to her
skills.  “No wonder the boys are afraid of you,” I said.


She
looked up at me with her smiling, expressive eyes and said, “You’re not afraid,
are you?”  If we hadn’t been in public, she would’ve kissed me, I was sure. 
The look on her face told me I was going to delight in another girl’s cherry.  And
Lindsay’s expression told me that she knew it too.


Back
at the house, I left the girls alone and took a shower.  What would happen
would happen, so I tried to put the young girl out of my mind, but that proved
difficult as I grew erect in the shower.  It was déjà vu in my bedroom.  Naked
Mallika was sprawled across my bed, on her stomach with her chin propped up by
her hands and a huge smile on her face.


“Mmmmm,
will you do to me what you did to Sophia?” she asked, batting her big eyes for
effect.  She was still sweaty-looking from our hoops play, and the musk she
exuded was intoxicating.  As if reading my mind, she said “You told us that you
liked the taste of a girl. Will you taste me like you did Sophia, even if I
don’t have any hair?”  Not waiting for an answer (did I even need to give her
one, with my cock proudly erect?) she rolled over and spread her thighs for me.


Mallika’s
pussy was a dream.  She had thick, puffy outer labia and the pronounced inner
labia of a more mature woman.  Through all the basketball workout, and without
showering, she still didn’t exude any bad odor, just the sweet musk of an
aroused girl.  Her clit proved to be as thick and puffy as her outer labia.  I
licked and sucked on it, and she orgasmed rather quickly, grasping my head to
her pulsating slit as she convulsed.


“Did
you like me?” she asked, much as Sophia had.


“You
are delicious,” I answered.  What had I said about déjà vu?


“Now
I want you to make love to me.”


She
had my stiff cock in her hand and she began to pull me toward her spread
thighs.  Imagining what it would be like to fuck this young girl bareback, I
nonetheless smartened up and reminded her of the need for a condom.  She let me
go, and I retrieved a packet from my supply.  Mallika was eager to roll the condom
on, which prompted me to ask, “You sure you haven’t done this before?”  She
emphatically shook her head.  Where were these eager beavers when I was
younger?


No
surprise, Mallika was more athletic and therefore turned out to be more active
than Sophia had been.  First off, she wanted to be on top.  When I asked what
she knew about positions, she proudly mentioned that she’d seen “lots” of
Internet porn, and that on top looked like more fun.  Who was I to argue?


She
was too aggressive on first penetration, grimacing and moaning “Owwwwwwww.”  A
trickle of blood told me her hymen had just been shredded.


“It’s
okay, hon,” I said, “go easy, relax, no need to rush,” while holding her narrow
waist to keep her from impaling herself before she was ready.


“But
I wanna feel good!” she said loudly, obviously frustrated that it wasn’t going
exactly like in the porn videos she’d seen.


“You
know what ‘doggie’ means?” I said, still holding her up.  She nodded.  “Why
don’t we start out that way until you’re used to me…my size…and then after you
can be on top if you want, okay?”


She
eagerly scampered onto her hands and knees and offered her tight little ass to
me.  I had her tuck her legs in a bit to spread them a little more, opening her
slit at the same time.  I surreptitiously spread spittle on my condom-encased
cock as extra lubrication and slid into her.  With only a couple of inches
inside her, I nonetheless was thrilled by her tightness.  I caressed her
slender ass cheeks as I said, “You still okay?”


She
turned her head to look back at me, and with a dreamy look and a wide smile,
she answered “Oh yeah.”


I
slowly inched my way into her super tight vagina, and didn’t begin any
in-and-out motion until she became accustomed to having my length and girth
inside her.  I reached around and found her clit with my fingertip, and started
tweaking it.  I was rewarded by moist warmth enveloping my cock.  That was the
lubrication I needed to start banging her.  After a few minutes of slow yet
steady thrusts, I pulled her upper torso up to me and cupped her cupcake
breasts as I kissed her neck and then whispered in her ear, “On top now, or do
you want me to keep going like this?”


“Top,”
was her one-word, breathless answer.


This
time I let her impale herself on me, right to the hilt, soliciting an “Ooomph”
when my cockhead struck her cervix.  I cupped her ass and helped her
up-and-down motion for a while, but eventually she needed no help.  She
obviously was enjoying the fuck.  She bounced maniacally, taking all of me in
amazing glory.  I came uncontrollably, knowing I was filling the condom and
stretching her tight vagina walls even farther.  It didn’t stop her, though.  I
caressed her breasts as she slammed down onto me ever faster.  Thankfully my
cock didn’t wilt after cumming and she was able to get where she wanted.


“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr…”
Her orgasmic groan accompanied the throbbing of her climaxing vagina, which
squeezed at least one more shot of semen from me.


After
telling me how great it felt, as with Sophia she marveled at the volume of
semen trapped within the spent condom, reminding me about how much I similarly
ejaculated that day in the hot tub.  “I wanna, like, see it next time.”


I
said, smiling, “So, there’s going to be a next time?”


“Duh,
of course!” was her definitive answer.


She
showered as I went to fire up the hot tub.  I didn’t see Lindsay.  Was my
daughter still in the house, eavesdropping on what she obviously arranged?  Or
had she left the house entirely, so as not to be “in” on their little
conspiracy for me to take Mallika’s virginity?  I hadn’t forgotten to bring a
condom packet to the spa in case ‘next time’ was coming soon.  Young Mallika,
still damp from her shower, walked toward me with much nonchalance, belying her
age.  One look at her long legs, narrow hips, bald pubis and pretty little
cupcake tits and my cock did what it usually does.


“You
really do like to see me naked,” she declared, and all I could do was admit to
her obvious teen charms. Actually, my erection spoke for me.  She never said
anything about Lindsay.  As far as we were concerned, at that moment we were
the only people in the world.


After
we were in the hot tub, she sat on my lap, fidgeting her ass to rub against my
erection.  “Lindsay is right—and lucky,” she said, turning her head around to
look at me. “You are the best father.  I never knew mine.”  Her lips were open
and approaching mine when she added, “I wish you were my father.”


Oh,
my teen chocolate dream, Mallika!


We
kissed as she wriggled her ass with the full intent to get my cock into her
newly-devirginized vagina.  My cockhead was in her before I even realized it. 
“A condom—” I muttered.


She
leaned her head back again and said, “Just don’t, like squirt in me. Remember,
I want to see it.”  Within a short time span, the virgin had become a porn
star.  Oh God, she felt so good, squirming and bouncing on my cock, enveloping
me with her super-tight vagina walls.  My arms encircled her; my hands cupping
her breasts.  I wouldn’t last long like this, and thankfully I realized that
fact.


“Mallika,
I’m going to cum!” I cried out, worried that she wouldn’t let me out of her
before I did.  All I could think of was that here I was, the man who preached
protection to my daughter’s friends, ending up impregnating one of them.


She
moaned “Okay,” and in the nick of time got off my lap, allowing me to stand and
grab my about-to-explode cock.  She certainly got what she wanted.  I coated
her from chin to navel with several hefty cum shots.  She squealed with
delight, rubbing semen over her chest before putting her fingertips into her
mouth.  “Mmmmm,” she murmured.


We
sat back down next to each other as she hugged my side tightly, holding my
wilted cock in the other hand like a security blanket.  “Next time I’m gonna
let you do that in my mouth, so I can taste it all.”  This ‘next time’ happened
as soon as I could get her back to my bedroom.  Her first attempt at fellatio
wasn’t perfect, especially considering my size, but I didn’t need perfect to
look down at those big brown eyes gazing back up at me as she mouthed my cock. 
Even after cumming a couple times, I still managed to give the young girl a
mouthful.  She choked a bit though swallowing some.  What remained in her mouth
and on her lips quickly was consumed by a kiss.


She
wanted more, but there was no way I was getting hard again that quickly no
matter how lovely she was, so I went down on her and gave her another orgasm
for the road.  We still hadn’t seen Lindsay when Mallika dressed and left the
house.  Mallika made me promise to have more days with her like today, which meant
both basketball and sex.


 


Lindsay
and I didn’t speak about her friends’ visits to see me.  She knew the score and
apparently played a big part in arranging the trysts, and didn’t appear
troubled by the fact I was having sex with her best friends, so there was no
need in my mind to bring up the subject with her.


Ashlyn
was next.  On the pretense of learning more about HTML code, we went from my
computer desk to the hot tub, and then my bedroom.  She was more nervous than
Sophia had been, but once I sucked on her pink clit the nervousness was gone
and she was wetting my lips and chin.  I thought Sophia got wet; however this
girl was a real squirter!  She was a loud cummer too.  She didn’t have much of
a hymen, and the cunnilingus lubricated her well enough to preclude the
expected pain of her first time.  Yet no doubt about it, the girl was a virgin;
I carried on a whispered tutorial about what we would do, from the condom to
full penetration.  Ashlyn’s soft curves were a real pleasure.  I did her missionary
with her meaty teen legs eventually wrapped nicely around my thrusting ass.


“Oh…Oh…Oh…”
she cooed continuously as I fucked her.  Unlike her friends, she gave me no
indication she’d be a fast cummer so I kept a slow and steady pace, trying not
to cum myself in the meantime.  It’s strange how the mind works.  Physically,
red-haired Ashlyn would not have been my first choice but I was really enjoying
our lovemaking.  She seemed to relish eye contact, and she took to French
kissing like a duck takes to water.  Besides the sex, she was a very smart
girl, and I think we both enjoyed the adult conversations we had.  When she
orgasmed, she exploded, screaming and squirting all over me and the bed. 
Mallika and Sophia both thought my loads with them had been huge, but I don’t
think I ever came so much in my life until I came with Ashlyn.  Once more, thank
God for the condom.


Throughout
the following weeks a steady progression crept through my house.  Sultry Sophia
liked oral so much that intercourse seemed like an afterthought, and in the
long run that proved to be a downer for me.  When she discovered that girls can
perform cunnilingus just as good as men, if not better, I slowly lost my appeal
to her.  I wondered if Lindsay was one of her new ‘playmates,’ and that put my
imagination into overdrive.


Mallika’s
competitiveness proved to be more than in basketball.  Seducing me into taking
her virginity must have been part of a game for her, for after that first time,
the interval between visits to my bed became longer and longer.


Then
there was Kristin.  Unlike the others, the skinny, petite blond had no pretense
for seeing me except that I’d taken the virginity of all her best friends, and
perhaps it was simply her turn.  Like with the others, Lindsay made herself
scarce as Kristin and I enjoyed some foreplay in the hot tub.  The young teen
was so small that I kept thinking I’d split her in half, like breaking the
turkey wishbone at Thanksgiving, although it wouldn’t bring her good luck if I
hurt her.  Even with my cock not being as rock-hard as it should have been
(from my worries) I still could not penetrate her, as I feared.  Lube didn’t
help.  Every time I tried to inch into her she yelped in pain.  She was just
too small for my size.  She was downcast, like it was an inadequacy or
something.  I tried to cheer her up as I’d done that first day in the hot tub,
telling her that her petite stature would be well sought after as she grew
older.  I got her laughing when I compared her vagina to Sleeping Beauty’s
glass slipper, saying that unlike me, the ‘right’ guy would be a perfect fit.


Whatever
frustrations I had in not fucking Kristin were taken care of by a visit soon
afterwards from Ashlyn.  Ash was my young fuck buddy for sure.  My experiences
tell me that the smartest women make the best lovers.  They know their own
bodies so well and are inquisitive enough to relish exploring new things, and
Ashlyn looked to be Valedictorian material.  The young teen was insatiable in
bed, and her orgasms were marvelous to behold.  Our lovemaking put a healthy
glow on her otherwise pale skin, and maybe our ‘exercise’ took a few pounds off
her teenage frame.


“I
love how you make me feel,” she told me once in the afterglow of another great
fuck.


“The
feeling is mutual; you make me feel like a young man again,” I responded.


She
giggled and said, “You’re not old. See, you can get hard whenever I want you
to.”  Sure enough, her touch worked its fountain-of-youth magic and I was stiff
again and deep into her wet and willing vagina.


The
teen girl, who asked me the first time we met if she was fat, figured that if I
worked out religiously she could too.  I had a treadmill, an elliptical
machine, and some free weights in a basement room.  I introduced Ash to my
workout regimen.  She took to it so well her pudgy body soon was taut without
losing her curves.  The fringe benefits were that she devised imaginative ways
we could use the equipment in our fuck sessions.


The
most amazing part of her being my teen lover was that I became part of her life
outside my bedroom.  Her father was one of those always on the road types, so I
got to meet her mother on the pretext of helping Ash with a college level
school project.  Her mom was a cute Irish lass who gave off signs of attraction
almost immediately.  She flirted with me so much once she was told I was single
she never saw any signs (her daughter may have been giving off) that I was
banging her little girl.  Mom gushed when she discovered that I was getting her
daughter to work out.  “She’s looking so good, Mr. Donaldson,” she said. 
“Maybe you could show me your routine sometime?”


It
wasn’t my workout routine she was talking about.  I told her “Maybe some time,”
and left it at that.  I was flattered but I didn’t need that kind of
complication in my life.  I already had some big, teenage complications to
worry about.  The important takeaway from that first meeting with Ashlyn’s mom
was that she was so selfishly centered on me, she didn’t suspect that her
daughter and I were lovers.


During
dinner one evening, Lindsay said, “Ashlyn told me that she loves you.  Do you
love her?”


“Before
I answer that, does the idea bother you?”


“No
Dad, I love Ashlyn like a sister, and I know she’s gonna be, like famous
someday. I don’t want her to be hurt, that’s all.”


“No
jealousy?”


She
blushed.  “Maybe a little.”


“You
do know that no one will ever take your place in my heart.”


“I
know, Dad.”


“The
answer is yes, I do believe I love her, and I would never hurt her. You do
realize that she could hurt me a lot more than I could hurt her, right?”


“I
know, but she would never do that…never.”


“I
know that, too.”  And I truly did.  I resolved not only to say the words to
Ashlyn, but continually show her how much I loved her.


My
home became Ashlyn’s home away from home.   Pretending her sleepovers were with
Lindsay, she instead spent the night in my bed.  Even with occasional hot tub
get-togethers, sex stopped with the others.  I was a one-woman man again.


One
evening while Ashlyn was away at a scholastic event for high-achievers, Lindsay
had her group of friends over to use the spa.  I didn’t join in.  Kristin
looked particularly disappointed.  Only later, after the girls went back into
the house to watch a movie, did I strip to use the hot tub.  Wearing only a
towel (I wasn’t self-conscious around these girls, after all we’d done) I
walked through the living room on my way to my bedroom.  That’s when I got the
surprise.


Mallika,
Sophia, Lindsay and Kristin were naked, on their hands and knees side-by-side
on my living room floor, giggling up a storm with their tight little asses
raised high and pointing toward me.  Within microseconds I was ‘pointing’ back.


“What’s
this all about?” I asked.


My
daughter said, “Which one do you like better, Dad? You gotta pick one.”


“No
way am I going to pick. You all have the nicest bums I’ve ever seen.”


Sophia
laughed, “Yeah, we can tell,” indicating the high tenting of my towel.


Mallika
said, “I knew he wouldn’t pick one of us.”


Lindsay
then said, “That means he has to be punished.”


“And
what is my punishment, as if I don’t know?”


The
four girls got off the floor and came to me.  Lindsay said, “You’re so afraid
of hurting Kristin that you’re not giving her credit for wanting it so bad.”


“Yeah,”
Mallika chimed in, “She needs to feel what we have—you.”


Lindsay
continued, “So, we’re gonna like play a game. You wouldn’t choose which one of
us has the nicest ass so we’re gonna choose for you.”  They led me to my
bedroom, losing the towel along the way.  I saw the ‘tools’ spread over the
foot of the bed: condoms, lube, and several large silk scarves.  I let them tie
my arms to the bedposts with two of the scarves, while a third was used as a
blindfold.  “If you’re bad and ask too many questions, we’ll use the other
scarf to gag you,” my impetuous daughter announced.


I
couldn’t see who it was, but a couple of the girls orally went to work on my
tumescent cock.  When two more joined the fun, I thought Lindsay?  Soon
a condom was unrolled onto me.  Accompanied by lots of girlish giggles, and a
few words of encouragement (“You can do it…go ahead”) one of them straddled me
and placed the head of my cock at her slit.  As I suspected, it had to be
Kristin because the girl was having a difficult time taking me into her, even
with what must have been a liberal application of lubricant.  She forced it,
and it had to hurt, though I wasn’t in a position to question the effort.  It was
their game.


With
encouragement, Kristin had me stuffing her young vagina at last.  Actually
fucking me was another matter.  It took a long while to get going but amongst
several spoken wows and awes, and a few nervous giggles, she was doing it.  I
couldn’t process the extreme tightness; my mind short-circuited.  Instead, I
pondered the two game-changers: this was the first time that the girls were
able to watch me with one of them; and this was my daughter’s first
up-close-and–personal experience with sex itself.


“I’m
going to cum!” I groaned.  Maybe it was the pulsating sensation of a swelled
and ejaculating cock that did it, but Kristin suddenly wailed and convulsed in
orgasm, clamping down on my throbbing member.  After a minute or so, I sensed
the girls climbing from the bed, whispering among themselves so I couldn’t
hear, until it seemed only one remained.  It was Lindsay who undid my silk
blindfold.  “Is Kristin okay?”


My
daughter smiled at me and said, “How do you know it was Kristin?”


I
didn’t know, did I?  Could it have been my own sweet daughter who just fucked
me?


That
was a question I didn’t want answered.


Since
I never answered Lindsay, she said, “We’ll leave you alone now, Dad.  Ashlyn
deserves the best, and I think that is you.”  She leaned down and gave me a
kiss.  The kiss lingered for far longer than a father-daughter one should. 
When our lips parted, she added, “Did I ever tell you that you’re the best Dad
a girl could ever have?”


“Yes,
and have I told you you’re a dream daughter?”


“Not
enough,” she said and laughed.  She cuffed my semi-flaccid cock, still wearing
the spent condom, before climbing from my bed.  “You need to clean up a bit.” 
I watched her tight little ass walk out of the room.  I saw small traces of
blood on the condom as I removed it.  My darling Lindsay; had it been a gift
to me of your virginity instead of your petite friend’s?


 


I
lived the next few years half in euphoria and half in trepidation, wondering if
the police would knock on my door someday.  So far they haven’t, so euphoria
with my sweet Ashlyn won out.  I’d long ago told her I loved her, and promised
I’d be there for her as long as she wanted me.  A part of me figured that a
teen girl could easily tire of a man old enough to be her father, but so far
she hasn’t tired of me.


The
short version of forever after is that she indeed was named Valedictorian of
her graduating class.  The teen who once worried about being too fat was now a
red-headed stunner.  As soon as she turned eighteen, I proposed to her with a
diamond ring.  Lindsay called it the “new Rock of Gibraltar.”  


Lindsay
did okay for herself in school, making high honors.  Both of them were accepted
to Stanford, Ashlyn on an almost free ride scholarship.  Lindsay never seemed
put off by the fact her best friend was to also be her stepmother (though the
social concept seemed a crazy one to me).


One
day soon after her high school graduation, Lindsay and I were soaking in the
hot tub.  Lindsay had filled out rather nicely into a sexy young lady.  The
sight of her still had the usual results.


“Dad,
I know much more now than when I was younger, but you still have the finest
erection I’ve ever seen.”  Her teen sexual history was no secret between us. 
Remember, we shared everything.  “Did you ever, you know, like ever want to
have sex with me?”


“You
know the answer to that one,” I said.  “You’re the most beautiful girl in my
life, and Ashlyn will never take that away.”


She
looked at my cock, standing tall and proud, and sighed.  “I love you, Dad.”


“That
was you, wasn’t it?”


She
knew what I meant.  After another sigh and a weak smile, she murmured “You’ll
never know, Dad…you’ll never know.”


Maybe
now I did.


The
End


 


                                                If you liked this, you can e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think.  The rest of my stuff can be found at my 
Candy web site.  Thank you.


Candy
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There’s
nothing like being the starting quarterback and star of the team.  In my high school
I’m king.   Every girl in school wishes she was my girlfriend, though Shelly
Wise was the only one who could actually claim that distinction.  Shelly had to
be the cutest girl in school, and she dated ME!  I should have been the
happiest, but there was one problem.  I was in love with Shelly’s mom.


I
met Ava one late summer day when I went to Shelly’s house to pick her up for a
date.  I stumbled over introductions, all the while figuring she was Shelly’s
older sister home from college or something, and not her mother.  Except for
television and movies, I’d never seen a woman as beautiful as her.  


Ava
had long, blond hair I was sure hadn’t come from a bottle.  One thing I
couldn’t be sure of was how natural her chest was.  She must have had D-cup
tits that were barely contained by the sports bra evident under the tight
tee-shirt she wore.  Moms weren’t supposed to wear clothes like that.


“I’m
so glad to meet you, Bryan.  Shelly has told me so much about you,” she said,
smiling a megawatt smile that burned through my soul.


“I
hope she’s only telling you the good things,” I said with a nervous chuckle. 
“I’m glad to meet you too, Mrs. Wise.”


“Now,
silly, please call me Ava.”  One touch of her hand, her eyes boring into me
with that smile—I was hooked.  That night, I masturbated to the image of what
Ava might look like under her clothes.  I imagined those tits rubbing against
me.  I hadn’t cum that heavily in ages.


Daydreams
and wet dreams collided.


Between
plays in our football games, I’d find myself scanning the bleachers to see if
Ava Wise was in attendance.  One time I did spot her, and botched the
signal-calling.  Coach was pissed, but I was just glad no one saw the bulge
straining my jock strap.  


That’s
about how the school year went.  I dated Shelly, and lusted after her mom.


Early
in the following summer, just before school let out, I visited Shelly and we
went swimming in her pool.  When Ava made her appearance in her white bikini I
thought I would die, unable to catch my breath.  Mind you, Shelly looked great
in her bikini, but her mom was in a different league altogether.  Like small
triangles connected by strings, the suit barely covered anything.  Shelly
plainly wasn’t happy to see her mom.


“Oh
hi, Bryan, I didn’t know you were here,” Ava said.  She looked at her daughter
and said, “Why didn’t you tell me he was coming over?  I would’ve put together
some snacks or something for you.”


“That’s
okay, mom.  We won’t be staying long.”


I
looked at Shelly.  We didn’t have plans to go anywhere, so I knew the last
comment was because of her mother’s presence.  Shelly didn’t look happy.


Ava
said, “Oh, don’t be like that.”  She looked at me and added, “Stay as long as
you like.  Swim, have fun.  I’m gonna catch some sun, so don’t let me bother
you.”


She
bothered me a whole bunch.  I found myself sneaking a glance at Ava every
chance I got, knowing that sooner or later Shelly would catch me but I couldn’t
help myself.  I watched her tits rise and fall as she breathed, and I
fantasized how they’d look without the bikini top.  My erection was so solid it
ached.  Thankfully, Shelly hadn’t noticed that.  I had to almost will
myself back to flaccid before I could get out of the pool.


Shelly
and I dried off and went inside.  As we walked by I swear that Ava was watching
me, though with her dark sunglasses I couldn’t be certain.  Just imagining she
was looking at me sent shivers down my spine.


Shelly
got some sodas out of the fridge, and we sat on towels spread out on her sofa
for a while and talked.  Before long we were making out instead of talking.  I
never quite knew how to predict her moods, but today her kiss was very hot. 
Unlike other times, when I slipped my hand inside her bikini bottoms this time
she didn’t stop me.  Shelly hadn’t let me get very far with her yet.  I looked
at her as a challenge; trying to score with the head cheerleader. I was inching
downward, getting closer to the promised land, my fingertips happily not
finding any pubic hair, when my mind inexcusably wandered to her mother, again imagining
how she would feel if my hand was in her bottoms instead.  My cock was
straining my bathing suit so much it hurt.


“You
two better be good,” Ava said as she surprised us by walking through the living
room.


I
pulled my hand out quickly, and Shelly struggled to sit upright and straighten
out her bikini.


Her
mother stopped, and while looking at me, said, “I hope you’re not trying to
take advantage of my little girl.”  Her sly smile told me she was kidding me a
little.


Shelly
retorted, “Stop it Mom.  Sheesh, I’m not a little girl anymore.”


“You’re
still my little girl, so don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” Ava said, talking to
Shelly but really looking at me.  I saw her glance at the bulge in my bathing
suit, which hadn’t gone down yet, and her eyes opened wider for a second.  She
turned and walked toward what I assumed was a bedroom.  Just before she entered
the room she reached behind herself and pulled on the string to untie her top. 
As it fell to the floor, she looked back quickly at us before closing the
door.  All I saw was a hint of the fullness of her breasts, but a hint was
enough.


Shelly
punched my arm, “Stop ogling my mom.  She teases everybody like that, and I’m
sick of it.”


“I’m
sorry,” I said, and then tried to make out with her some more, but her mood
soured and she wouldn’t let me do anything more than kiss her.


The
first thing I did when I got home was strip off my suit in my bedroom and
masturbate to the memory of Ava’s top falling away, her bare back, and that
hint of amazing flesh.  I was lying on my bed, and the cum went so far I got
some on my forehead and shoulder!


After
that day things between Shelly and I cooled.  Maybe Shelly was jealous of her
mother after all, especially if she naturally flirted with her boyfriends like
she obviously did with me.  That’s why I was pleasantly surprised when Shelly
texted me one day to come over to use her pool.


When
I knocked on her door no one answered, so I went around back to the gate
leading to the pool.  I called out but no one answered me there either.  I went
through the gate to their patio door, which was open so I knew someone had to
be home.  I called out for Shelly again, and that’s when Mrs. Wise came to the
door.


“Hi
Bryan, what’s up?” she asked.


“Hi
Ava, I’m looking for Shelly.  She asked me over.”


I
was barely able to talk, and my knees nearly buckled looking at her.  Her hair
was wet, like she’d just got out of the shower, and it looked like the only
thing she had on was a long t-shirt nightgown-like garment that clung to her
suggestively.  I started to get a hard-on.


“Shelly
went out, but you’re free to use the pool until she gets back,” she said, but
all I thought about was curves, legs, and poking nipples.  As if she read my
mind (or more than likely saw the bulge in my shorts) she added, “I was about
to fix myself a drink.  Would you like one?”


“I’m
not old enough to drink,” I said, trying not to stammer.


“Bullshit,
you look old enough to me.  Come on.”


I
followed her into the house like she knew I would.  She went to a side table in
their living room that was doing duty as a bar, and poured two glasses of
Bourbon.  She handed me one and raised hers in a toast, “To a spectacular
day.”  She clinked her glass against mine before taking a sip.  To me the
Bourbon was too strong but I managed to take a sip without coughing, though it
burned going down.  “It will be a spectacular day, won’t it Bryan?”


 I
answered that it should be, but I kept wondering why Shelly texted me then went
out.  What was going on here?


 “A
big strong young man like you should be able to have a drink every once in a
while, right?” Ava said after taking another sip of her drink.


I
didn’t answer.  I was mesmerized by her barely concealed body, the oversized
t-shirt thing she had on still clinging to her in ways that set my imagination
spinning.


She
got real close and said, “You are a big, strong boy, and mmmmmm, I can see how
big and strong you are.  My daughter’s a lucky girl.”  Ava made no attempt to
hide that she was looking at my crotch.


I
didn’t know what to do.  Really, I didn’t.  I mean, sure I wanted to strip her
clothes off and do to her what I thought she wanted me to do, but that was
letting my imagination overtake my sanity.  That was letting my cock think for
me.  Oh yeah, her daughter; “When will Shelly get home?” I asked.


Asking
about Shelly somehow broke the spell.  She said, “I’m not sure when she’ll be
home.  Why don’t you use the pool?  I’m sure she’ll be home soon.”  The
seductive attitude fell away, and she seemed defeated.  I felt bad for doing
that to her, since I really wanted her so much, my cock still stiff from seeing
her like that.


“You
can swim with me,” I said. “It’s hot so I bet you’d like to cool off too.”  OK,
so now my cock was doing the thinking for me.


She
perked up and went into her bedroom to change into her swimsuit.  Knowing full
well that she wanted to give me another show, I watched her walk away,
lingering long enough to catch a glimpse of her body as she pulled the
oversized t-shirt up and over her head.


I
dove into the pool after finishing my bourbon.  I wasn’t used to hard liquor,
so it was having an effect on me.  In a haze, I swam around until she came out
to the pool wearing a different bikini than last time, this one even more
revealing.  I don’t think I ever felt more aroused.


She
struck a pose, and said, “Do you like it?  It’s brand new.”


I
told her that she looked beautiful in it, and I wasn’t exaggerating.  No woman
her age should look that good.  My mom would die if she had to wear a swimsuit
half as skimpy as the one Ava wore.


She
climbed into the pool and swam to me.  “You’re such a sweet boy.  I like you a
lot.  Do you like me?”


“Y…Yes,
Mrs. West.”  Her breath smelled boozy, so I figured she belted down more
bourbon before coming out of the house.


“Now,
now, I thought we were on a first name basis.  Call me Ava, especially if we’re
gonna be friends.”  She was right up against me now, her breasts pressing into
me.  “I’m so glad you like me, since I’m hoping we can be more than friends.” 
Her hand slid under the waistband of my swim shorts.


We
both moaned at the same time as she palmed my stiff cock.


The
next few moments were a blur.  Somewhere along the way her top came off and I
was touching her breasts.  My swim shorts got pulled down and she was stroking
me.  I came so quickly it shocked me, though it didn’t seem to surprise her as
I sprayed stream after stream of milky semen into the pool.


“I
bet that felt good,” she said.  “You know, it feels good how you’re touching me
too.  Maybe we should go into the house and have another drink, and maybe have
some more fun.”


I
was too far gone, lost in the thought that my fantasy of her may be coming
true.  I forgot Shelly.  I considered no consequences.  I pulled my shorts back
up and followed her into the house like a zombie; Ava nonchalant in her
toplessness.  After she poured us another drink, she casually pulled on the
string and let her bottoms fall to the floor.  I think my jaw dropped right
along with them.  She was shaven smooth.  She didn’t just stand there as she sipped
her drink, she posed, turning seductively this way and that so I could get the
full measure of her.


I
gulped down my bourbon, almost choking on it as she got up close to me again
and said, “You want me, don’t you?”


All
I could do was nod my head, the liquor already taking hold of me.


She
then said, “Then why don’t you get out of those wet shorts and take me to the
bedroom?”  She didn’t exactly let me lead her, as it was more her pulling me
along.  She slid my shorts off and let me fall to the bed, where she joined me
with a lively bounce. She began playing with my cock while saying “Very nice.” 
I grew hard immediately upon her touch.  I looked into her eyes, gazed upon her
beautiful tits, her shaved pussy, and immediately wanted her—all of her.  I knew
I was pretty buzzed, but that didn’t stop me from going down on her.  She
tasted different than girls my age, though I wouldn’t have been able to explain
the difference.  She made purring noises and grew very wet.  “Oooooooooooo,
that feels soooooooooo good,” she moaned.


She
started pulling at me to get on top of her.  With her legs high and wide and a
sleepy smile on her face, I did just that.  She didn’t wait for me.  She
grabbed my hard cock and made sure I knew where to go.  Even with all her
natural lubrication (mixed with a bit of my saliva) she still felt tighter than
I assumed she’d be.


Why
I didn’t think I’d died and gone to heaven was beyond me.  Oh sure, my hungry
dick took over and I thrust into her like the horny teen I was.  Maybe there
was some guilt gnawing at my brain; small bites acknowledging that this was
wrong.  My eyes swept over her, the big, beautiful tits wiggling, her eyes
closed and her mouth open, and that guilt flew away.  I was cumming before I
knew it was happening.


When
she sighed and said, “That’s okay,” I knew it really wasn’t.  I’d failed her by
cumming before she could.  I’d failed her by being a boy instead of a man.  I
knew that a man would have been able to hold it until she had her orgasm. 
Every cell in my body shouted for me to make it up to her.  


“Don’t
let it bother you.  You’ll learn to control it, you will,” she said while
holding onto my flaccid cock, “but for now you’re still good,” and my heart
fluttered.


My
cock fluttered too.  Even after cumming twice, I was getting hard again and she
was ecstatic.  She went down on me, sucking greedily.  This was not a
high-school-girl’s tentative blow job.  This was dreamland.  I understood the
concept of deep throating, but figured it was like a porn myth.  What she was doing
to me was no myth.  She took all of me deep into her mouth, and as I got harder
still, she simply smiled, though the smile was mostly in her eyes since her
lips were quite occupied at the time.


I
was moaning away, it feeling so good, when she let me slip from her mouth and
said, “We better stop that or you’ll cum too quickly again, and we don’t want
that, do we?”


Okay,
well I wanted that, cumming down that velvet throat of hers, but deep down I
knew that this was my renewed chance to prove I was worthy of her.  I didn’t
want to screw up that chance.


She
cooed, “I like it doggie style.  Have you ever done it that way with Shelly?”


I
answered “No,” leaving it to interpretation, since Shelly and I have yet to do
it any way.


Ava
got on her hands and knees on the bed and shook her ass at me.  “Do you like my
ass?” she asked, looking over her shoulder at me yet focusing on my
re-stiffened shaft, now pointing nicely to the ceiling.


“You
have a great ass,” I dumbly answered.


“So,
let’s do it!” she urged.


She
coached me on how to hold on to her hips as I thrust.  She was more vocal in
her appreciation doing it that way, telling me it was a favorite position of
hers.  I didn’t care; ANY position with this beautiful woman was okay
with me.  She was like directing me, telling me to slow down or speed up, or to
get lower.  I did what she told me.  She knew what she was doing, since I was
concentrating on doing exactly what she instructed and therefore wasn’t going
to cum so soon.


I
felt her fingers brush against my cock shaft a couple of times and realized she
was touching herself as I fucked her.  I guess that magnified things for a
woman, but what did I know?


Her
moaning got louder until all of a sudden she cried out, “I’m cummmminggggg!” It
was so loud it scared me for a second until I felt her vagina squeeze down
around my cock.  I never felt anything quite like that; the sensation fired
straight up my cock to my brain and I began to cum immediately. Strangely, I
think my ejaculation made her orgasm some more, because she cried out again
with an unintelligible shout at the same time I was cumming.


Done,
she curled up next to me like being with me was the most natural thing for
her.  We lay like that, quietly for a while.  Holding her like that in bed,
feeling her warm, soft skin touching mine, spooning against me, was maybe the
greatest feeling in the world short of the sex we just had.  Finally, she
turned toward me and looked right into my eyes, very, very close.  “I needed
that, Bryan.  I needed you.  You’re a good kid with a great body, so I just
want to thank you for this afternoon.  Like I said before, Shelly’s a lucky
girl.  She doesn’t need to know, right?”


I
agreed.  Shelly need not find out I’ve been in bed with her mother.


Ava
looked at the bedside clock and said, “You better get your suit back on and hit
the pool before Shelly gets home.”


As
I walked back toward the patio door and the pool, I noticed Shelly’s phone on
an end table.  Well, at least that mystery’s been solved; Ava sent the text,
not Shelly.  She wanted me that badly, I guessed, and the thought sent a shiver
up my spine and stirred my cock.  What I didn’t know but needed to find out was
if this afternoon was a one-time deal with Ava, or would I be able to make love
to her again as I really wanted to do.  If this was love sickness, then I had
it bad.


A
dip in the pool cooled me but not my desire for Shelly’s mom.


I
apologized to Shelly for the mix-up, saying I thought she’d be home so I used
the pool while waiting.  I didn’t mention her mom, and thankfully Ava remained
out of sight.  Whether she bought it or not was hard to tell.  Shelly went to
change into her bikini, and while I waited for her, I swam laps hoping the new
erection I got thinking about sex with Ava would go away.  Try NOT thinking about
something like that!


I
sensed Shelly believed something happened, but wasn’t sure exactly what
happened while she was gone.  This got me wondering if Ava had a history of
seducing Shelly’s boyfriends and that was why she was so suspicious.  I guessed
up to that point I deluded myself into thinking I was special to Ava, but maybe
I was just the latest in a string of teen conquests.  Would I let that idea
bother me?  Hell no!  Shelly’s mom was gorgeous, and she was so experienced in
sex I couldn’t wait for next time—if there was a next time.  Somehow, my money
was on ‘yes’ to there being a next time.


I
swam and hung-out with Shelly.  We kissed a lot, but when I tried to touch her
breasts, she pushed me away, saying she wanted to “wait” before we “did” anything. 
All I did was think of her mom after that.


 


When
my senior year began, I was too wrapped up in football to think about Shelly or
her mother.  That all changed when my cell buzzed during a team meeting.  The
voice message was from Ava, and it was clear what she wanted.


I
was nervous going to her house.  I figured Shelly wasn’t home otherwise Ava
wouldn’t have invited me over.  But where was she?  Ava greeted me at the door
in a satin robe.  I assumed she was naked underneath it, and my cock twitched
in my pants.


“Ooooh,
you’re all sweaty.  You must have been practicing earlier.  How about a shower
to make you feel better?” I didn’t feel sweaty, but I let her urge me
toward her bathroom and help me undress.  


She
was indeed naked under the robe.  Under the hot spray of shower water, she fell
to her knees, took my dick between her lips, and swallowed the whole thing. 
God, did it feel good!  I didn’t have much experience, but her blowjobs had to
be top of the line.  I’d heard the term ‘deep throat’ but didn’t really believe
a girl could do that; and now Ava was stroking my cock head with her tonsils.


“God,
I’m gonna cum,” I sputtered through the water.


“It’s
okay, Bryan dear,” she said as she pulled her mouth away for a brief moment
before taking me again.  She had a hand at each ass cheek and my cock deep in
her throat when I let go with a deep moan.  I lost track of the number of
cum-spasms as I pumped it all into her mouth, and she took every last drop.


Yes,
I was in love.


After
we got out and toweled off, she took me to bed and coaxed my cock hard again. 
Just looking at her as I hovered above her, with her golden hair spread out on
the pillow and her fantastic tits like two firm pillows, never mind the feeling
of slipping into her hot and wet vagina, got me so damned aroused I fucked her
faster than I thought I could ever move my hips.  I knew I came much too early
for her again, but she didn’t seem to mind, saying how much she enjoyed it
anyway.


She
spent the next half-hour or so teaching me the finer aspects of cunnilingus. 
It was weird putting my tongue down there and tasting my own cum I’d just
deposited in good volume; however I tried to be a good student because I wanted
to give her an orgasm so badly.  I was so proud of myself after a while when
she pulled my head right into her wet pussy and quivered while screaming.


“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh
Godddddddddddddddd I’mmmmmm—!” never quite getting the rest out as she shook so
hard.


Strange
how after all the lovemaking and showering together, we then put our suits on
and went swimming in her pool.


I
told her how beautiful she was and how lucky I felt to be with her.


“I’m
the lucky one, Bryan.  You’re quite the stud and you’ve made me feel years
younger…like being a teenager again.”


We
kissed for a long time in the pool, and I got hard again, but she insisted that
we call it a day and “…save our desire” for another time.


I
went home happier than ever.  Her words, promising a “next time” put a song on
my lips, a grin on my face, and a boner in my shorts.  Not once had we spoken
Shelly’s name.


 


I
asked girls out on dates but their cold shoulder treatment had me wondering. 
That’s when I started seeing tweets that I was the plaything of another
student’s mom.  The guys on the team began bugging me about the details.  I
wouldn’t talk.  Shelly was openly hostile, and who could blame her?  Though no
names were used on Facebook or Twitter, everyone in school must’ve known who I
was sleeping with.


Along
with all the negatives, like discovery, my parents, and possible trouble for
Ava, I discovered one positive.  I didn’t have to sneak around Shelly anymore. 
I’d visit her house and jump into bed with her mother, all under her nose.  She
fumed and refused to talk to me, but I didn’t care, I was fucking her mother,
and that was heaven on Earth.


On
one rare occasion where Ava was on top (she usually liked me to be on top—she
said it was because she loved my “athleticism”) she wanted to know if my
classmates were gossiping about us.


“What
do they say?” she asked. (bounce…bounce…bounce went her big, beautiful tits)
“…The guys on the team?”


“They…think…I’m…lucky…OHHHHHH
I’MMMMM GONNA CUMMMMM!”


She
settled on top of me, with my spewing cock deep within her, purring, “Bryan,
sweetheart, cum deep for me!  Fill Ava up with your hot cum, there…there.” 
When we lay next to each other, spent and satisfied, she asked me, “Do you?
...Think you’re lucky?”


“I’m
like the luckiest guy.  You’re so beautiful, and sex with you is…is…awesome!”


“Better
than with girls your age?”


I
must have blushed, feeling the heat of my face.  “I don’t have much experience,
at least before—“


“…You
met me,” she finished my thought.


“Yeah.”


“My
daughter never wanted to, right?”


“No. 
We like touched and stuff but no sex.”


“Her
loss,” she said, and that made me wonder more if Ava wanted me for ‘me’ or just
as something over her daughter.  She continued, “You’re a stud, you know. 
You’re a better lover than you may think, even with a lot to learn.”


“I’ve
got the prettiest teacher,” I said in reply, which she liked, though to my own
ears it sounded like a childish line.


“Let’s
see if I can teach you some more,” she said with her patented sexy, throaty
laugh.  She got me hard again and then a whole new lesson plan developed.  I
loved learning new positions, especially with someone as full-bodied and hot
like Ava.  She was the lady of my dreams and I couldn’t fathom my life without
her.  As I was cumming I thought about her calling me a “stud” moments before. 
I think I came even more this time than last!


 


Everything
would have remained heavenly if the football team were winning.  We weren’t,
and though my play was part of the problem, it wasn’t everything.  Coach
hollered at me about being “distracted” and I wondered if he knew about me and
Ava.  I found out later he did.


It’s
funny how those things work out.  If I was a girl and Ava a man, she’d be in
jail by now, but instead I’m a sort of hero among the guys.  They’re always
slapping me on the back and telling me how lucky I am and asking what it was
like fucking an older woman.  Like I said before, I didn’t take the bait, for
the most part keeping my mouth shut.


After
another loss where I threw two interceptions, Coach called me into his office
and asked me point-blank if I’d “screwed” the “lady” the night before the
game.  When I reluctantly admitted that Ava and I had sex, he got angry and
said that was the reason I was playing so poorly, “distracted” being his code
word for my sin (in his eyes) of thinking pussy before football.


I
thought he was just jealous that I was the one in Ava’s bed and not him.


And
that’s exactly where I was after school on Monday—in Ava’s bed.  She was acting
a little differently than usual, more giddy and laughing a lot.  I didn’t smell
liquor of marijuana but I wondered if she was high.  She was particularly
aggressive, riding me like a maniacal cowgirl, with her tits bouncing so much I
thought she’d hurt herself doing it.  Maybe I was getting better at prolonging
my climax, though I think it was more her doing that she orgasmed long before I
did this time.  She screamed so loudly Shelly must have heard her, for soon I
heard a door slam somewhere in the house.


Lying
next to each other when we were done, she absently rubbed her belly.  “Bryan, I
have something to tell you.”


I
thought oh no, she’s breaking up with me, which was a silly way to think about
our affair—a high school boy with a mom twice his age.


Instead,
what she told me was much more devastating.  “I’m pregnant.”


“But…but…”
I sputtered.


“I
haven’t slept with anyone else sense that first time.”


“But…but…”


“Look,”
she said. “I’m not going to demand anything from you.  You’re too young for me
to ruin your life.  It’s not even that I love you or anything like it.  I
didn’t plan this, you know.  We’ve had some great sex, and maybe my body
ripened because of it; and maybe I was stupid not to think I could conceive. 
You’ll be a dad, but that’s all I’m asking of you.”


If
Coach thought I was distracted before…


 


I
won’t bore you with the details.


Ava
had a baby boy she named after me.  He was a cute little devil, with a big dick
for his small size.  I was proud of that.


I
graduated from High School with plans for college but without any football
scholarships that I’d dreamed of for so long.


I
didn’t go to my Senior Prom, since every girl in school shunned me like I had
the plague.


But
when I came home during breaks, Ava’s bed was always warm, and her orgasmic
screams were louder than ever, though now they woke up the baby.


I
guess I’m still lucky.


 


The
End


 


This story was begun by my internet
friend and fellow author, Donna M.   She had put it aside afer she started it,
not interested in finishing, so like my ‘Georgie’ story but in reverse, she
sent it to me to complete.  She has read it and liked it.  I hope you did too.


Candy


 


                                                If you liked this, you can e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think.  The rest of my stuff can be found at my 
Candy web site.  Thank you.


 














Aliya


 


© 2011


By Candy


 


My
name is Aliya.  My friends think it’s a cool name, except they don’t know what
it’s like when people mispronounce it.  It’s “Ah-lee’-yah” to all you
folks who are reading this.


I live
an unusual life.  My parents have always been nudists, though they prefer to be
called naturists instead.  That means for as long as I can remember, I’ve spend
my summers without clothes on.  It’s so natural now I hardly think of it.  The
place where we stay has a nice beach on a big lake, plus a pool and plenty of
sports and games to play.  


I
remember back to a time when I didn’t have any pubic hair, and I used to walk
the beach with curiosity, looking at all the naked people.  I saw fat people
who probably shouldn’t have been naked.  I saw people with nice shapes who
seemed like they were showing off to everyone.  I saw men with big ones.  I saw
men with little ones you could hardly see through all the hair.  Occasionally
I’d see a man with a really long one, and I’d stare at it, thinking how it must
be neat to have one like that (if you were a man, of course) though I still had
no knowledge of its full utility.  Occasionally I’d see a boy with a stiff one,
and that sight would make me even more curious.


One
summer it seemed like everything sprouted on me at once.  My breasts began to
grow.  They were small cones early on but they were still something I was proud
of.  My bush grew too.  Since I have blond hair, my pubic growth was light.  I
was proud of that as well.  By the time I had my first period, mom had been
very open about sex and sexuality explaining things to me in almost explicit
detail.  After that I looked upon the boys and their stiff penises with renewed
interest.  


In
that summer, one boy (his name was Donnie) asked me rather politely if he could
touch my breasts. He wasn’t very cute, but I had my own curiosities.  I told
him, “If you let me touch your penis.”


He
blushed all over, “Yeah, I guess so,” looking around to double check if anyone
was watching.


I’d
learn later in life what mutual masturbation was.  That time wasn’t it.  He
pawed my breasts, giggling when my nipples stiffened at his touch.  My nipples
weren’t the only thing that stiffened then.  His little dick shot up straight,
pointing to the sky.  I didn’t actually stroke it.  I studied it, squeezing and
poking, trying to get a true sense of what those things were all about.  While
I touched him, he leaked.  It was a clear liquid, and unlike pee it was thick
and oily like.  I asked him what it was, but I caught him speechless.  A few
years later I learned about pre-cum.


As my
parents explained, naturism was all about shedding inhibitions along with your
clothes.  The way they explained it to me, society is all sexually repressed
because people’s bodies are all covered up and therefore creating a mystery
around them.  To them, if everyone went around naked, there wouldn’t be any sex
crimes like rape or anything because people would respect each other’s bodies
more.  


Okay,
no “mysteries” here.  Like I said earlier, I pretty much knew what everyone had
and they knew what I had.  Many of the boys respected my body, especially as my
tits grew!  I let the boys “respect” me with their hands all the time, but
never any further, no matter how hard they got.


Then
came the day I saw Mr. Johnson looking at me sitting on the pool’s edge with my
feet in the water.  


He and
his wife were new to the place.  When I first saw them, I figured that, though
she was fat now, she probably was very good looking when younger, since she had
pretty long blond hair and a pretty face.  A head cheerleader in high school,
maybe.  If they had kids, I never saw them.  Mr. Johnson, unlike his wife, must
have worked out because he had a great body and a really nice big penis for an
older guy.


“You’re
Aliya, right?” he said when he sat next to me.


“Yes I
am, though I don’t know your first name.”


“I’m
Stanley.  Call me Stan.”


“Hi”
was all I could think to say.


He
went on talking for a while until, I guess, he got up enough courage to say
what was really on his mind.  “You know, I think you’re the prettiest girl
here,” he said.  It was kind of silly, really.  It was obvious the way he
looked at me, and I didn’t even have to see his penis swell up like it did.  “I
saw you teaching the younger girls to swim the other day.  You were doing a
great job, I could tell.  I bet you couldn’t guess that I was a swim champ in
college.”


I
could have guessed, since his body looked like a swimmer’s; well-defined, lean
but still muscular.  There was another reason he looked like a swimmer.  I’ve
seen them, like, in the Olympics and such, and they shaved all over, I guess to
lessen drag in the water.  Stan Johnson was shaved all over, which sure set him
apart from most of the men here.  I thought it looked kind of cool, not having
any hair down there.  


“I can
swim pretty good,” I said.  “Wanna race?”  I slid into the water.  He came in
after me, a big smile on his face.  We pretty much had the pool to ourselves,
so it wasn’t a big deal to race him.  Of course, he won by a lot.


When
we got out, he gave me a little hug.  It wasn’t sexual or anything, like he was
my big brother or something.  “You are a great swimmer, Aliya, but I knew that
already, watching you teach the other girls.  Keep me in mind next time.  I’ll
help you with their lessons if you’d like.”


I told
him I would.  I saw his wife come into the pool area, and he did too.  He left
me quickly with a wave goodbye and went to her.  I looked at him as he walked
away.  He had a real nice ass for a man, and I liked the way his penis swayed
as he walked.  Just then, an image popped into my head of him lying next to me
in bed.  I guess as most girls do, I often fantasized about my first time and
what it would be like.  Unlike most girls, I was a nudist and therefore part of
the mystery of men wasn’t a mystery to me.  I usually fantasized that a man
would take my virginity, not a boy my age.  The boys here were silly creatures,
always trying to impress the girls, but the men here in the compound all had
wives and even if they did check us younger girls out occasionally, it was just
a ‘man’ thing.  I’ll be honest, there are three or four men here who I would
let do me.  I added Stan Johnson to my list.


The
next time we had one of our impromptu swim lessons, I thought about Mr.
Johnson’s offer but I didn’t call him.  I had four girls in the pool with me
that day, ranging in age from seven to eleven.  Cindy was the youngest, a
smallish, chunky blond who was trying desperately to rid herself of her fear of
the water.  The oldest was Celeste, a cute little brunette, a late bloomer, too
skinny for her own good, who nonetheless was doing well in her swimming.  The
other two were the Baker sisters, Jackie and Joanie, who were a loud, squealing
pair and quite a handful to deal with.  I felt for their parents.


As I
taught them things in the pool, the sisters kept asking me questions about
their bodies and sex.  Jackie wanted to know what it felt like having your
first period.  As she often did, Joanie asked me if I’d had sex yet.  She
always seemed disappointed in hearing I was still a virgin.  Amidst the
questions, Celeste chose that day to wonder about men’s penises.  She went on,
as if talking to herself really, about different boys who “got stiff” when next
to her, and how she so much wanted to touch them but was afraid.


The
Baker girls started teasing Celeste.  Jackie mimed being a boy, rubbing an
imaginary penis against her sister, saying in a false voice, “Can I put it in
you?”


Celeste
said, “Shut up.  What do you two know about sex?”


I
waited for some false bragging but the girls kept quiet for a change, probably
realizing the lies wouldn’t work with me.  I glanced at Cindy to see her
blushing all over, knowing her imagination was probably in overdrive.  Like
with all of us girls, a man’s anatomy was no secret.  What they did with their
equipment was.


And
like magic, thinking of equipment, Stan Johnson appeared above me.  “My offer
still stands,” he said.  His penis looked even better today, a little thicker
perhaps, and not so dark-looking, though that may have just been the sun’s
doing. “Is it okay if I join you?”


I
looked at my ‘crew’ and asked, “Okay girls?  Mr. Johnson here used to swim
professionally.”


Their
heads bobbed in unison.  So soon after talking about sex, here was a good
looking adult male specimen ready to swim with them.  I saw the reaction in all
four.


He
jumped into the pool and swam up next to us in the shallow end.  “Not
professionally, Aliya, but in college, yes.”  He introduced himself to the
girls.  I particularly got a kick out of the way Celeste looked at him; maybe I
wasn’t the only one with him on my ‘list.’ 


 He
was good with them, I had to admit.  As he touched each one in the course of
his instruction, they responded in kind.  I easily saw their reaction.  And he
reacted to them, growing an erection he couldn’t hide if he wanted to.  While
he was holding Cindy, teaching her a swimming technique, Joanie swam next to
him and I overheard her say, “You can touch me again if you want, I won’t tell
anyone.”  She was looking at his penis grow even harder, so she didn’t see him
nod.


Stan
made a point to then show the Baker sisters a few things.  While he held them
each in turn, I saw him put his fingers between their legs.  Whether Celeste
and Cindy saw anything, I couldn’t say.  I looked around to see if any adults
were watching, but nobody seemed to be paying attention to the pool.  My reason
for looking wasn’t so much what he was doing.  I thought that if the girls
wanted him to touch them it was okay with me.  I just didn’t want to get in
trouble myself.


By the
time Jackie opened her mouth in a big “O” I knew that he had put his fingers in
her.  I didn’t have to see under the waterline to know it.  What I did see was
her sister’s hand around Stan’s penis and a big smile on her face.  The other
two were noticing by now what was going on.  Cindy’s young jaw dropped and
Celeste and I gasped as streams of milky while liquid suddenly poured out of
Stan’s penis underwater.


I
didn’t know about the others but this cumming thing wasn’t a new experience for
me.  Last summer I saw Billy Dawson sitting in a cabana on the beach, rubbing
himself.  I guess he thought no one could see him as he watched a group of
girls playing volleyball.  I saw him.  While he rubbed his swollen penis, he
sort of trembled and then several ropey strands of white goo flew out of its
end.  I was impressed; some of it travelled three or four feet in the air!  If
the concept of ejaculation was only theory up to that moment, it had swiftly
become real for me.  Mr. Johnson’s ejaculation was maybe even more impressive,
since it was underwater and it still went far.


Joanie
and Jackie were laughing and splashing about.  Stan waded up to me and said,
“I’m sorry, Aliya.  I didn’t mean that to happen.  Those girls…”


“I
know you liked it, so don’t blame those two.  I won’t tell anybody,” I said.


“You’re
the best,” he said, before giving me a little kiss on the cheek. 


Instead
of being angry or disgusted with what he’d done, I was jealous!  Why hadn’t he
tried to touch me like that?  Was it just because they were more aggressive?


Celeste
went under and when she came up, she had a string of cum on the palm of her
hand and she was studying it.  I went to her and whispered, “I’ll explain it
all later, okay?”  Her head nodded quickly.  Swimming lessons were one thing;
later it would be sex education.


Cindy
was next in getting Stan’s full attention.  She was beet-red and laboriously
breathing as he held her at the water’s surface.  The other girls watched with
keen interest to see how the youngest would react to being touched by the man
they all seemed to be smitten with.  I think I should be included in that too. 
Cindy was noticeably shaking as he taught her a new stroke.  I wondered if it
was possible for a girl her age to have an orgasm, since that’s how she looked.


In a
little while, we were all sitting on towels at the edge of the pool.  Celeste
was so close she was practically in his lap.  Cindy, bless her, asked her
question, “How come you don’t have any hair, you know, down there?” pointing to
his pubic area.


 “I
shave it just like I do the whiskers on my face.  You think you’re the only
ones allowed to be nice and bald down there?”


Joanie,
Jackie and Cindy giggled.  Celeste looked like she was going to die, though
unconsciously spreading her legs so we all could bear witness to her pubic
baldness.  I was the only one there with pubic hair, and don’t you think they
all looked.


Stan
then said, “I admire you girls, all in the springtime of youth, like flowers
ready to bloom.  You’re all such beautiful girls, you know that, don’t you?”
Even though he said ‘girls,’ he was looking at Celeste when he said it.  Now I
was really jealous.


Celeste
sure looked like she was about to “bloom.”  Anyone looking could easily see the
moisture at her labia.  Cindy looked star-struck; probably hearing for the
first time an adult tell her she was beautiful, even if it was bullshit.  The
Baker girls knew what they’d done to him in the pool, so there was a certain
feeling of new-found power surging through their developing, pre-pubescent
bodies.


Stan
Johnson’s intent was clear enough.  He wanted to fuck us.  Being an older man,
he was still cute and had a great body.  I couldn’t speak for the others but I
liked him.  Even though he may be nothing more than a pedophile, I was still
willing to give my cherry to him.  He walked away after waiting for his penis
to wilt; all of us looking at his ass and his swinging penis as he did so.


I ran
into Celeste later and she told me she wanted to talk—in private.  We walked to
a more secluded part of the complex, all the while I noticed how nervous she
was.  “Is it true you never had sex?” she asked when we were alone.


“That’s
right, I’m still a virgin.  What about you?”


“Oh…my…oh…never…”
she sputtered while I waited patiently for her to get to the point.  Finally,
“But when Mr. Johnson touched me I had all kinds of like, feelings, and my mom
explained everything about sex so I know what those feelings, like, were all
about.”  She was almost hyperventilating, so her pause was about trying to
catch her breath.  “Would I be…bad…if I let him touch me again?”


“No,
it wouldn’t make you bad,” I said.  You know that ‘touching’ isn’t as simple as
it sounds.  My mom always tells me that sex is special and should come with
special feelings like love, I mean, I guess your first time is supposed to be
special, that’s all.”


“You
mean, like, full sex, like having a penis inside you, right?”


“Well,
yeah, but I guess there’re other ways, like oral sex.”


“What’s
that?”


“Not
like I really know, but it’s like using your mouth on the other person.  Like a
girl would put a boy’s penis in her mouth to make him feel good, and like a boy
sticking his tongue, like, in the girl’s vagina to make her feel good.”


“That
would really feel good?  Having a boy’s tongue down there?”


“Have
you ever, like, masturbated?”


“What’s
that?” she asked, genuinely puzzled at hearing an obvious new word for her.


“It
means basically touching yourself, to make yourself feel good when you want
sex.”


“Touching
yourself, you mean like putting my fingers in me instead of a penis?”


“Like
that.  What boys do is rub their penis with their hand until they cum.”


She
was now totally confused.  “What’s that? —cum?”


“You
saw the white stuff that came out of Mr. Johnson’s penis in the pool, didn’t
you?  That’s what everyone calls it, cum.  I know that’s not the right word,
which is semen, but that’s what most people call it anyway.  It’s the stuff
that makes babies.  I’m sure your mom explained that to you.”


“Oh
yeah.  She said it was like seeds coming into you.”


“I
guess that’s one way to look at it.  Now, back to masturbation—touching
yourself.  Never?”


“No…like
I’ve touched myself but it wasn’t like I was thinking about sex or anything.”


I grew
mischievous.  Could I actually teach this naïve girl to masturbate?  “I’ll tell
you what, tomorrow let’s meet at the lake and I’ll show you.”


“The
lake?”


 “Yeah. 
It’s always best to have some visual stimulation,” I said.  She had no idea
what I meant, but she did agree to meet me.


The
next day was beautifully sunny but mild.  I brought a blanket and sunscreen,
and she met me on the beach.  “How about we go to the far end over there so we
can see everyone else but we’ll be far enough away for some privacy.”  We sat
on the large blanket and took turns rubbing sunscreen on each other.  Normally
this wouldn’t be such a big deal, but looking at how keenly aroused she was
already, and that this would be about masturbation (and about Stan Johnson, I
won’t fool myself) I grew a little aroused too from our mutual touching.


“Okay,
here’s what I want you to do,” I told Celeste, “put your fingertip right where
I guide it.”  I held her trembling hand and guided it down between her labia. 
“Yes, right there near the top…that little piece of skin…do you feel it?”  She
nodded.  “That’s your clitoris.  It’s where all the good sensations come
from.”  With my fingers pushing hers, we began rubbing her clit.  “There,
doesn’t it feel good?”  She nodded again.  “Okay, now while you’re rubbing down
there, look at the boys across the beach playing volleyball.  See Billy Hayes? 
You used to like him.  Look at his penis.  See how it’s stiffer than the
others?  Imagine he’s right here in front of you, looking down at you.  Imagine
his stiff penis is right in front of your face.  He’s about to get on his knees
and kiss you.”


I kept
up my fantasy narration as she grew more and more aroused, her finger now
self-propelled.  “Good, your eyes are closed.  Now imagine it’s Mr. Johnson
who’s here.  Imagine he’s sitting next to you like he did at the pool.  Imagine
his penis…so close.  Imagine he’s going to kiss you, touch you; his penis
touching you…”


That’s
when she climaxed with a shudder, a deep moan escaping between clenched teeth.


“Wow,
that was something!” she declared after she relaxed, having enjoyed the
aftershocks of her first orgasm.  “Is that how sex feels?”


“I’m a
virgin like you, so how could I know, though I suspect it’s even better than
that.  Why else would you do it if it wasn’t better?”


She
hugged herself tightly.  I thought she was still feeling remnants of the
orgasm.  I knew that happened to me sometimes when I masturbated, that’s why I
thought of those moments as “aftershocks,” like the ones that follow the big
quake.  She looked so special, so beautiful once she climaxed that even though
she was so young (and I usually didn’t go for girls that way) I suddenly felt
like kissing her.  She was startled at first when I moved my lips toward hers. 
In a whisper, I told her I thought she was beautiful and knew that any man
would want to be her first.  That lit her up, and our subsequent kiss was full
of electricity.  I mean, I never felt like that before while kissing a boy. 
She melted into me.  While we kissed, my hand went to her vulva, and found her
sopping wet.  Whether from her orgasm or renewed arousal from our kiss I
wouldn’t know.  What I did know was that it turned me on to feel it.


“Touch
me too,” I whispered before returning my lips to hers.


Tentatively
at first, her fingers explored me.  She pulled her lips away and moaned,
“You’re all wet.”


“You
think you aren’t?” I replied in a whisper.


Our
lips came together once more.  I looked into her gorgeous eyes while my fingers
worked on her most tender spot.  Suddenly her eyes rolled back and she
groaned.  Her labia twitched and a torrent of moisture seeped from between
them.  Probably because of her orgasm, her finger that had been working on my
clitoris lurched forward and went deep within me.


 “Oh…Celeste…”
I moaned, as it was now my turn to cum.


The
most amazing thing about what we’d just done was that it appeared nobody
noticed us!  The guys were still playing volleyball.  Families sunned on the
beach.  People swam.  And no one witnessed two girls masturbating each other.


“Don’t
tell anyone about it, okay?” she pleaded.  As if I would.  She went on to tell
me how much she appreciated what I’d done, teaching her all these things.  “I
can’t wait to have real sex and have a penis inside me.  Should I let Mr.
Johnson have me?”


“Celeste,
dear, I can’t answer that.  It’s really not right for a man his age to have sex
with someone your age.  Besides, it might hurt you, seeing he’s bigger than you
are inside, you understand what I’m saying?”


I
wasn’t sure if she got it or not, even while she nodded in answer to me.


As I
did, I bet she had dreams that night of sex with Stan Johnson.


The
following morning I went looking for some of my friends so we could do
something fun, and instead found Celeste and Cindy, along with a ten-year-old
named Lena, talking by the pool in hushed tones.  Lena was a new girl here.  I
saw a lot of men look at her, since she had the prettiest long blond hair and
cute freckles, and unlike the other girls her age she already had tits growing. 
Whatever they were talking about, they quieted when I came up next to them. 
That meant I knew what they were talking about.


“I
just saw Mr. Johnson,” Celeste said to me.  “He wanted to know if we wanted
more swimming lessons.”


“And
what did you tell him?”


“That
we would love some lessons.”


Yeah,
just not the swimming kind.  “Is he coming here now?”


“In a
few minutes.  I saw him talking to his wife so I guess he has to like get an
okay from her.”


I bet
he does, I thought.  I’ve been so obsessed with him that I never contemplated
his sex life until now.  Here I’ve been thinking about how great he looks for
an older man and how much I’d love to have sex with him, yet only now thinking
about how often he had sex with his wife.  She was probably hot before they got
married, like maybe a cheerleader or something.  I bet they had some hot sex,
but maybe not so much anymore since she put on all the weight.  And now he
likes younger girls.  Once more I thought: how do I know anything, being a
virgin and all; what is ‘hot sex’ anyway?  I sure wanted to know the answer to
that question.


When
he arrived at the pool, I felt the moisture build down there.  I couldn’t take
my eyes off his penis.  He couldn’t take his eyes off Celeste and Lena, who
were standing side by side like the mismatched bookends they were.  Both of
these girls were the prettiest in the camp, yet Celeste was dark and lithe
while Lena was golden and curvy.  They were certainly looking at Stan’s penis
too.


And
then there was Cindy.  I knew she had all the internal reactions we were
having, but apparently she didn’t understand it all as well as we did.  Maybe
her body wasn’t mature enough for the same physical reactions, but that didn’t
stop her heart from fluttering, I guessed.  


While
the other two held back, Cindy went right up next to him.  “Can you teach me
first?” she said, looking up at him.


“Sure
can,” he said happily, and then they all got into the pool.  All except me.  I
sat on the pool’s edge and watched them, figuring out what would happen but curious
enough to stick around to see if it did.


Unlike
the last time when no one had been at the pool, Stan had to be careful this
time.  He couldn’t touch and be touched like with the Baker sisters.  He held
Cindy at the water’s surface on her tummy.  If he had one hand at her crotch
(which is what I expected) I couldn’t tell.  As he explained things about a
swimming stroke to her, he interjected other comments in a more hushed tone. 
Was he telling her how pretty she was?  Was he asking her if she liked him? 
Was he asking her if he could kiss her later?  He must have been saying things
like that because I saw the change come over her, as right along with that
change I saw him grow hard and rise.


I
imagined that Celeste and Lena heard every word he said to Cindy as if he was
saying it to them.  They could not have been any closer to him if they tried. 
He looked at each of them in turn, most likely imagining them as ripe fruit
waiting to be picked and eaten.


Three
people in that pool had reached a moment of truth, or more accurately, one
person reached that moment and the other two were most eager to follow.  Stan
gave Cindy a kiss on the cheek before setting her down on the pool ledge next
to me.  “Aliya, will you keep Cindy company, maybe teach her some more swimming
tips while Celeste, Lena and I go to the lake for a while?”


As
they walked away, I couldn’t help seeing that Stan’s penis was still
semi-stiff.  The girls followed him, one on each side, like puppy dogs.


Cindy
said to me, “They’re going to, you know, like, have sex, aren’t they?”


I
looked down at the obviously flushed young girl and said, “I don’t want to know
what they’re doing.”


“Well,
I do,” she said, pouting.  “Can you walk with me to the lake, Aliya?”


“You
want to follow them?  Spy on them?”


“No, I
just wanna go to the lake.”


I
rolled my eyes.  “Okay, let’s go, but we’re not spying on them.  Maybe they’re
just swimming, that’s all.”  I felt silly.  Actually I’ve felt silly and
childish for days now, leading these younger girls around like the pied piper,
telling them all about sex, doing what I did with Celeste.  I wasn’t happy with
myself, especially since I had fantasies of sex with Mr. Johnson just like they
did.


Keeping
at a safe distance behind them—safe meaning that they wouldn’t see us—Cindy and
I watched them go into the lake.  I saw Mr. and Mrs. Fredericks look at them
funny as Stan and the two girls played around in the water.  It wasn’t like
they were touching each other in a sexy way, but I supposed a grown, married
man playing around with two pretty, prepubescent girls would look suspicious to
anyone.  Maybe because people were watching, or maybe because it was the plan
all along, they soon left the water and walked together to the far end of the
beach, where it was reedy and therefore more secluded.


I knew
where they were going.


Around
that side of the lake there was an old abandoned boathouse.  A friend and I
checked it out once long ago.  Maybe because of all the plant growth over
there, it had been left to rot.  It was falling apart, and had been moldy and
smelled of dead animals when I last visited the place.


Stan
led the girls across the marshy beach and into the old structure.  Cindy and I
followed them.  I peeked in a window (glass long gone, of course) and was
surprised at the insides.  The place had been cleaned out and there were thin
mats spread all around.  In one corner was a box with towels resting on top. 
Mr. Johnson, or someone with the same intentions, had built a love nest!


Cindy
grew impatient.  She wanted to see, so I moved a rock as silently as I could
for her to stand on next to me.  We watched Stan pick up the towels one at a
time and help the girls dry their hair.  He sat cross-legged and they sat with
their backs to him, one against his left side and one at his right.  He told
them that they were the most beautiful girls in the world.  His hands reached
around and caressed their chests, fingertips teasing their budding nipples. 
They leaned against him and sighed.  I didn’t know where it came from, but he picked
up a brush and in turn brushed each of the girls’ hair in slow, gentle
strokes.  When he was done, he moved their long hair aside and kissed the nape
of their necks.


“Do
you like me?” he asked, and they both said they did.  “Do you see what you
pretty things are doing to me?”


They
did, like I did.  His penis was standing almost straight up, looking even
thicker and more swollen than it had been in the pool that other day when the
Baker girls made him cum.


He
pulled each of them closer and went back to rubbing his hands over their bodies
as he leaned down and kissed their shoulders.  When he turned Lena to him and
began kissing her, she melted into him with no resistance at all.  While they
kissed, Celeste touched his erection, tentatively at first by running her
fingers lazily along its length.


Cindy
made a small sound next to me.  I looked at her quickly, more worried that
she’d make another and give us away than anything else.  She was flushed, her
skin a deep red, and her eyes were like two dinner plates focused on what was
happening in the old boathouse.  I put my hand on her shoulder to get her
attention.  I gently prodded her away from the window.  When we were a ways
away, I whispered, “You have to be quiet if you want to watch them.”


“They’re…gonna…do…it…sex…aren’t…they?”
she wheezed, all out of breath because of what she was seeing—and imagining.


“It
sure looks like it,” I whispered back.  “You still want to see it, don’t you?”
I put a finger at my lips, signaling she needed to be quiet if we were to
return to the window.


We
snuck back in time to see Stan with his face buried between Lena’s spread
thighs.  He was licking and kissing her down there, and she seemed to love it. 
Celeste was still lightly rubbing his penis, but her other hand was rubbing
quite a bit more vigorously at her clitoris.  Both girls were making some
interesting noises.


I
smiled when I glanced down at Cindy to find she had her hand between her legs
while she watched so intently.  I imagined that it was like a reflex; her hand going
to the aroused place like fingers scratching an itch.  I don’t really remember
feeling like that when I was her age, so I wondered if she could have an
orgasm.  I figured maybe I’d find out soon enough.  Of course, I had my own
reactions to what I was seeing, though I restrained my fingers from reacting
for the time being.


“Do
that to me,” Celeste begged.


“I
love you girls,” Stan said before kissing Lena again with his lips and his
tongue.  She didn’t seem to mind that his mouth was wet from her own juices. 
He then turned to Celeste, picked her up, and like someone drinking the last of
the milk from a cereal bowl, put his head between her thighs and ate her as he
had with Lena before.  “Oh, sweetheart, you taste so good,” he said between
licks.  “Does it feel good?”


“Yesssssss,”
Celeste hissed.


It was
Lena’s turn to study his penis, which was still hard but now leaking some fluid
that she found very interesting, moving a fingertip from the end of his penis
to her lips, tasting it.  She smiled, so it must have tasted good.


Celeste
moaned and shook, so I knew she was having an orgasm.  That didn’t surprise me,
though it surprised little Cindy.  She moaned too, and I worried, like the
first time, that he’d hear her, so I pulled her away from the window again. 
She was wet!  So much moisture was trickling down her legs that at first I
thought she’d peed.  But it wasn’t that; it was all her own juice of arousal,
more lubrication than I ever produced.


“What’s
happening?” she whispered.


We
moved farther away from the old boathouse before I spoke.  “It’s natural,
Cindy.  You’re watching them in there and your body is responding in a natural
way.”


“What’s
that mean?”


I
explained.  Her mouth formed a big “O” as she listened to me speak about sex
and her body.  “I wish I was in there,” she said.


“Maybe
not, Cin, because he’s gonna want to fuck one of them and with you being small
it would hurt bad.”  I thought for a second, then added “It might hurt them
too.”


“You
said ‘fuck.’  My mommy said that was a bad word.  Does it mean sex?”


“Yes,
it means the penetration part, like when a penis goes into a girl’s vagina.”


“Is
that what’s gonna happen next?” she asked, motioning toward the boathouse.


Even
as she said this, I heard Stan’s voice say, “Oh, Lena…I want you so bad it
hurts.”


Poor
Celeste, I thought.  It sounds like she would be the runner-up.  Cindy said,
“Can we go back and watch some more?”  I reminder her to be quiet and we
returned to the window.


Both
girls were all over him, but anyone could see his focus was on the blond.  He
was whispering nice things to both of them: how pretty they were, how special,
how sweet.  But his eyes were on Lena.  He reached into the box and removed a
small bottle and a foil packet.


“What’s
that?” Lena asked.  He tore open the packet and removed the condom, explaining
what it was for (“so we won’t make a baby”) and then explained that the bottle
was lubricant (“to make it go in easier”).  It was now Lena’s turn to have eyes
the size of dinner plates. Both girls helped roll the condom onto him as he
explained how.  He poured a few drops of the liquid lubricant onto Lena’s
already wet vulva and used his thumb to spread it around and in her opening.


“Relax,
Lena baby, it might be a little uncomfortable at first but then you’ll love
it.”


Lena,
agog and panting up a storm, quickly nodded.  Celeste said, “What about me? 
Will I have a turn?”


“We’ll
see,” was all he said to her as his attention went back to Lena.


Stan
was seated with his back against the wall.  He pulled Lena into his lap, facing
him.  He kissed her with his tongue in her mouth again, and I could tell she
was crazy and breathless with anticipation.  She was rubbing her taut little
nubs and nipples against his chest as he held her ass up and slowly lowered her
onto him.


Lena gasped
when his penis went deeper.  She made a whimper which sounded like she was
going to say “No” but couldn’t get it out.  After he was into her part of the
way, he stopped, held her up, and whispered “It’s okay, sweetheart, I love you,
you know, and this is how we show love,” like he was getting her used to having
him inside her vagina.


After
a while he lowered her some more until he was most of the way in, but I got the
idea watching them that he was way too big (or really that she was too small)
to fit all of him inside.  At the same time Cindy was wiggling and panting
again beside me.  I was amazed that the three in there hadn’t heard us by now. 
Stan took it slow with Lena but soon was going in and out of her at a steady
pace, her body quivering as it bounced upon him, and her head resting against
him.


Celeste
was right up against him, rubbing herself against his side while her hand did a
bit of its own rubbing.


Stan
moved Lena’s head while he said in a hoarse voice, “This is too much, baby,
you’re so tight.  I’m gonna cummmmmm,” before kissing her again.  Even without
really knowing what was happening, she must have at least known what he just
did because she moaned very loudly, a moan the kiss couldn’t stifle.  I saw him
sort of shudder and his ass cheeks scrunch up and I knew what that meant even
if I hadn’t understood his words (which I did, of course).  Celeste
instinctively knew what just happened too, for now it was her turn to moan and
shiver.


That
was it!  Little Cindy squirmed and moaned herself, and I looked down to see (I
swear it actually happened) some juice squirt out of her little pudgy cunny and
run right down her legs!  I guess girls her age can have an orgasm!  I pulled
her away from the window once more before they heard her.


She
looked at me with big eyes, flushed all over, and said “Wow, that’s how sex
is?”


“I
guess it is.  We just saw it.  Lena’s not a virgin anymore.”


 “Is
he gonna do it with Celeste now?”


I
explained as best I could something I knew only in theory; once a man cums he
has to wait a while before he can get hard and do it again.  I think that if I
hadn’t explained this to her she would’ve run into the boathouse, pushed
Celeste out of the way, and begged Stan to do it with her next.  For a young
girl, she certainly was a spunky one.  After what I just witnessed with her, I
imagined that someday soon she would be a sex machine.


We
heard more noises coming from inside, so we crept back to the window in time to
see that Celeste and Lena were desperately trying to get him hard again by
rubbing his penis.  He told them, “I think you both need to try oral
stimulation.”  Celeste understood what he meant (maybe because of my earlier
‘tutoring’) as her eyes lit up and she went right for his penis, putting the
end in her mouth.  He coached her until he grew erect again and she had a hard
time fitting him in her small mouth.  All the while Lena watched in awe.


I
wasn’t sure why all of a sudden he grew even more aroused (one guess of mine,
and I don’t know why I thought of it, was he realized if she had a small mouth
that maybe she had a small vagina too—and remembering how he said Lena was
“tight” and that appeared to be a good thing).  To Celeste’s delight, he spread
a big dollop of that lubricant on her cunny and had her get on her knees in
front of him.  When he put it in, she yelped so I knew it hurt.  Like with
Lena, he kept repeating soothing words that it would “feel better” shortly.  


I
wasn’t sure how ‘shortly’ it was, but after a while her yelping noises were not
conveying a message of pain.  He muttered over and over about how “tight” she
was and how good it felt.  I had a great view from the window of his hard penis
sliding in and out of her, and how it was all wet and slippery looking.  That’s
when my fingers went down there; I couldn’t help it.  I was about to close my
eyes and let myself build to an orgasms when my subconscious burst through to
my conscious mind, realizing what was about to happen.


I saw
his butt cheeks start to scrunch up and it came to me he hadn’t worn a condom
this time.  I shouted, “Don’t…pull out…don’t cum in her!”


I
startled all of them, but I think I yelled in time.  He pulled out and sprayed
all over her quivering backside.  That’s when I saw the blood on him and on
her.  She must have had a very intact hymen and he broke it (something else my
mom explained to me once upon a time).


With
our presence now known, Cindy and I went into the boathouse.  “How long have
you two been watching?” Stan asked me.


I
lied.  “Not long, mostly we heard something and came to see what was going on.”


I
doubt he believed me but what could he say?  What he did say was, “You won’t
tell anyone, will you?”


I
looked at Lena and Celeste.  Both certainly looked happy about losing their
virginity this way.  They may hurt tomorrow but they didn’t seem hurt today. 
“No I won’t, and Cindy won’t either, right?” I said, looking at my young
companion, who was still flushed from watching them.  She shook her head to
indicate that she wouldn’t talk.


Parading
a bit before him, I hoped he would look at me with desire like he first looked
at them, but he didn’t.  Instead he looked at Cindy that way, and she looked
back, staring at his slick penis, still half-erect and leaking the last of his
semen.


I
helped the girls clean up while he cleaned himself up.  He gave Lena and
Celeste big kisses like before and said he wanted to “spend time” with them
again.  The way the three younger girls were acting, fidgeting and wanting to
cling to him, made me nervous as we walked back to the compound.  I figured
everyone could tell what happened and I didn’t want them to get in trouble.


That
night in bed I relived the whole thing in my head like it was a movie playing. 
Little snippets of memory, like movie scenes, made me wet and I masturbated.  I
remembered Lena’s face when he was in her, her eyes rolled back just so.  I
remembered the look on Stan’s face at the moment he pulled out of Celeste.  I
remembered the blood, glistening on his penis.  I remembered Celeste’s cries of
pleasure.  I orgasmed so hard the bed shook.


A
couple of days later, while I was at the pool with friends, Cindy walked up to
me and said she wanted to talk.  We walked away from the pool to an adjacent
building so we could talk privately. She looked very agitated, so I thought she
was still dreaming of sex with Mr. Johnson.  What she told me was far worse.


“He
did it.  He put it in me, and it HURT!” she said, beginning to cry.


“Have
you told anyone else besides me?”


“N…No…I’m
afraid, and you’re the only one I trust to tell.  Please don’t tell my
parents.”


“If he
hurt you, we have to tell somebody.”


I
walked her further away from other people and down to the lake.  She explained
how she had talked to him and basically told him she wanted sex.  He’d taken
her to the boathouse and fucked her there.  He hadn’t used a condom.


Now
away from everyone, I asked her to spread her legs so I could look.  She was
beginning to turn black and blue inside her labia where he had stretched her
out far too much.  I saw a couple of small tears of her skin and some dried
blood.  That’s when I knew she wasn’t exaggerating---he did hurt her.  “Did he,
like cum inside you?” I asked her.


“You
mean squirting his stuff?  Yeah, he did.  It kept leaking out after for a long
time, and I was so nervous about walking home after because people would see
it.”  She hadn’t cared about the blood and the pain, just her embarrassment. 
The poor kid.  Thankfully she hadn’t reached puberty so getting her pregnant
wasn’t a worry.  At least I didn’t think so.  I wanted to kill Stan Johnson so
much, I had an image flash through my mind of cutting off his penis and making
him eat it I was so mad at him.


I
promised Cindy I wouldn’t say anything.  What I didn’t promise was that I
wouldn’t DO anything.


The
next day I borrowed my mom’s razor and shaved off my pubic hair.  I looked at
my cunny close-up in the mirror and commended myself on the good job (I didn’t
want to think about if I’d cut myself!)


I went
looking for Stan Johnson.  Luckily he was easy to find, being at the pool with
Celeste and the Baker girls.  All I had to see was how they looked at him to
know that he had fucked Joanie and Jackie too.  I waved to him and dove into
the pool.  When I swam up next to him, I whispered in his ear “When can I have
my turn?  I’m all bald now like them, and I’m not that much older.”  I brazenly
touched his penis underwater and felt it stiffen in my palm.


“I’ve
got to go, girls, but I’ll be back later,” he said as he swatted my hand away. 
I guess he didn’t want to bring attention to himself getting out of the pool
with an erection.


As we
walked to the old boathouse, he kept telling me how pretty I was and how he
didn’t mean to bypass me for the others.  When we got there I curled up on one
of the mats and spread my legs for him.  He appraised my newly-bald vulva and
said he liked it before he put his mouth down there.  There was no surprise,
since I just knew I’d love to be licked.  It felt so good I knew that if he
kept doing it I’d orgasm.  That wasn’t my plan.  I stopped him and asked how his
penis was doing.  He smiled and put it close to me.  I rubbed it before putting
it in my mouth.  He held my head and made his stiff penis go in and out between
my lips.  A few times he pushed it too far and he choked me so I made him stop
and asked that he have sex with me.


I told
him to wear a condom, and when he asked how I wanted it, I said shyly, “Like
you did with Cindy.”


He
couldn’t know that I was clueless of how he fucked Cindy, but he never
flinched.  He felt me and said I didn’t need extra lubricant.  While I was on
my back, he lifted my legs and rested an ankle on either side of his chest.  He
put the end of his penis between my labia and pushed.  I gasped.  No matter how
much I fantasized about how it would feel, it was nothing like this.  When he
pushed further in, I gasped again, and then said, “Is this…how…you…did
it…with…Cindy?”


“Oh
yes,” he said.  “I had to be careful with her though since she’s so damned
small.”


Not
careful enough, I thought.  He wasn’t careful with me at all, as he pushed all
the way in then began going in and out of me.  It didn’t hurt that bad.


He was
sort of lost in his own world, like he was daydreaming with his eyes closed as
he fucked me.  I wondered if he was fantasizing that he was inside one of the
younger girls.  It took a while, longer than when I masturbated, but it started
to feel good.  I watched his face as he started going faster.  His face
suddenly looked like he was hurting, but I knew he was cumming.  I felt the
pulsation of his penis as he filled the condom.  Wow, that was a neat feeling,
though the rest of it seemed highly overrated.  Maybe I’ll just keep
masturbating.


 He
pulled the condom off and tossed it aside while saying how much he enjoyed me. 
He didn’t say nearly as many nice things to me as he’d said to Lena, so I knew
where I stood (as if I hadn’t known already).  He didn’t notice me picking up
the condom and palming it.


I let
him walk back to the compound ahead of me.  I snuck a look at the condom and
saw a little blood on the outside but not much.  I guess I still had a bit of
my hymen left.  It’s gone now.


I went
straight to the camp office and told them I was raped and that I wanted to see
the police right away.  A mad scramble ensued but the bottom line was that two
officers, a man and a woman, came to talk to me.  I thought it was funny to see
them in full uniforms while everyone else was naked, though of course I didn’t
laugh.  I told them that Stan Johnson took me to the boathouse and had sex with
me.  I handed the lady cop the dirty condom and she placed it into an evidence
bag, but not before noticing the blood.  I told them my name and age.  They
waited for my mom and dad to show up before asking me more questions, like did
he force me (“No”) and did he hurt me (“Only down…there”).


My mom
got me some panties, a smock and some sandals, and the lady police officer
drove me and my mom to the hospital so they could check me out, like on
TV—taking pictures swabbing for DNA, etc.  I was a little uncomfortable, but
once more being a nudist had its advantages, since I was used to people seeing
me naked.  They collected my panties (“for secretions” the officer told me)
even though I only had them on for the ride over.  By the time we got back to
the compound, other policemen had already taken Mr. Johnson away.  I had been
worried about my dad; he was pissed but thankfully he didn’t try to assault
Stan before they took him.


All in
all, I thought the police were very professional.  It must have been difficult
dealing with a bunch of naked folks in a nudist camp but they did it well,
though one policeman couldn’t help ogling me when I pulled off the smock as
soon as we got back.


And
there it was: my “Cindy’s revenge.”


My
parents were proud of me and the adults all said I was brave.  They called me a
hero.  My friends and kids my age all thought it was cool and kept asking
questions about what it was like and all.  My virgin girl friends were very
keen on hearing juicy details of my deflowering.  On the other hand, the
younger girls all seemed to hate me.  Celeste especially wouldn’t speak with me
at all.  Except for the swimming lessons I didn’t have much to do with them
anyway.  I’d left it up to the girls if they wanted to be added to the accused,
but so far I was going it alone.


Cindy
was the exception.  


She
cornered me one day and said, “You did it for me, didn’t you?”


“Yes,
I guess.  He hurt you and that wasn’t right.”


“He
didn’t just hurt me, did he?  He hurt Celeste and Lena and Jackie…and the
others too.  They won’t be the same anymore and that’s his fault.  I’m glad
he’s going to jail.”


I
remembered the aroused girl, shivering and squirting next to me.  She really
was older than her years.  I gave her a big hug and said I was glad she was
okay.  She too called me a hero.  


I knew
I was no such thing.  My motive was pure jealousy and I wasn’t proud of that. 
I remembered the self-recriminations, wondering why he didn’t want me like he
did the younger girls.  I didn’t suspect a pedophile’s perversity.  To me, it
was simple sexual attraction, and I viewed myself as deficient somehow.  Cindy
had turned out to be the real hero.  She didn’t let me go it alone.  She came
forward and testified against Mr. Johnson too.  She was so brave up on the
stand.


Eventually,
my notoriety around the compound faded and I went back to being a regular
girl—naked with growing breasts and re-growing pubic hair—but still regular. 
Technically I wasn’t a virgin any more, but in my mind I still was, so I
‘saved’ it for the special boy who someday would find me.  


Or
maybe it would be a man.


 


 


Amazing, a new story after all this time!      If you liked this, you can e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think.  If you liked it, the rest of my stuff can be found at my 
Candy web site.  Thank you.

Candy
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My
older brother usually has such poor taste in girls I generally despise all his
girlfriends.  They’re either hopelessly stupid or the town sluts, and often
both.  Until he met Ruthie, that is.  My name is Kimberly, but everyone calls
me Kimmy.  I used to hate my nickname but now I’m used to it, I guess.  I’m
eleven.  My brother, Steve, is seventeen.  He doesn’t exactly treat me like his
baby sister; in fact, he basically ignores me.


 


The
first time he and Ruthie stopped over our house he was anxious to get out of
there, but she was very nice and really gave the impression she wanted to get
to know us.  My first impression of Ruthie was that she wasn’t like Steve’s
usual girlfriends at all.  She was a petite blonde with her hair cut very
short, almost boyish, though she did have a chest, and that was what my brother
usually went for.  She seemed very nice, asking me about last school year and
what subjects I liked.  She wanted to know if I had a boyfriend, and I know I
blushed as I answered her “No.”  It turned out Ruthie lived on the other side
of the wooded area our house bordered on, one I passed through almost every day
on the way to one friend or another’s house.  I’d walked by her house a
gazillion times, but never saw her.  It was a small world after all.


 


About
a week later after meeting her, I walked by her house and she called out my
name from a second-floor window.  “Kimmy, you goin’ home?”


 


“Yeah,
I guess,” I answered her.


 


“Wait
a sec.  I’ll be right down.”  I was kind of surprised that someone her age
would pay attention to an eleven-year-old girl, even if that girl was her
boyfriend’s sister.  Maybe she just wanted information about my brother.


 


When
she met me outside, she asked me if I’d ever really explored the woods around here. 
“You know, we just moved here last year, and I guess I’m not an exploring kinda
girl.  I always hear the boys like your brother talk about the old quarry and
swimming there and things like that, but I’ve never been.”


 


“I’ve
never been there either.  My parents would kill me if I did, since some kid
drowned a few years ago and the cops are always kicking kids out of there, at
least that’s what Steve says. ”


 


She
said, “It’s just that the swimming sounds so cool, I was thinking about
sneaking down there and checking it out, but I don’t want to get in trouble.”


 


I
wondered why she was asking me all this instead of my brother.  “Did you ask
Steve?  I bet he’ll take you, especially into the woods where he can like…fool
around.”


 


“What
do you know about fooling around?” she said, smiling.  “Do you think that I
have sex with your brother?”


 


My
face felt hot so I know I blushed.  “Well…you are his girlfriend, and he’s
always…like…bragging about girls, so I just figured…”


 


“Maybe
you know more about sex than I thought.”  Another big smile crossed her face. 
“Steve’s always trying to get my panties off or feel me up.”  As she said this,
she sort of touched her chest.  


 


She
did have big breasts for such a petite girl, and I thought that was somewhat
cool, since I didn’t have anything at all to speak about—or feel up. 
“He can be such a jerk sometimes, even if he is my brother.”


 


“Yeah,
he can be a jerk, but he’s a cute jerk,” she said, laughing.  “How about us
girls sneak down to the quarry by ourselves and check it out?  You know the
way?”


 


“I
think so.  You wanna go now?”


 


“Why
not?  It’s hot enough that if no one is around we could go swimming.”


 


“You
want me to go home and get my suit?”


 


“Naw,
I’d rather go skinny-dipping.  It adds to the fun, I think.  Let’s go.”


 


I
wasn’t sure I liked the idea of skinny-dipping, but I was so overwhelmed by
this older girl wanting to hang with me that anything was okay.  I pointed out
the path to take, and we proceeded deeper into the woods.  I knew the general
direction so I wasn’t afraid of getting lost even though I’d never specifically
been that way before. 


 


“Look,
there it is,” Ruthie soon whispered, pointing through the thinning trees to a
glimmer of water ahead.  Can you see if anyone’s here?”


 


“We’ll
see in a second.”  Indeed, as we broke from the woods, we could see that no one
was there.  We had the old quarry to ourselves.


 


“Do
you know where everyone swims in here?”


 


I
said, “I think it’s over there,” pointing to a rocky ledge.  “That’s where I
think everyone dives from.”


 


She
shivered.  “Dive…I don’t think I want to dive.  All I want to do is swim
around, you know, like wade a little and cool off.”


 


“Cool
off is right,” I said. “The water is supposed to be very cold, like there’s a
spring or something keeping it full from very deep.  At least that’s what everyone
says.”


 


“Let’s
walk around and check it out, okay?”  We did that, circumnavigating the rock-lined
man-made pond until she spotted a little clearing at the woods’ edge.  “This
looks like a nice spot.  Almost wish we brought picnic stuff with us.”


 


A
picnic?  Okay, if that’s what she was thinking.  I was thinking about
what she said earlier about skinny-dipping, and wondering if she still wanted
to.


 


She
did.  She glanced around the outer perimeter of the quarry and declared it
“safe.”  She began peeling off her clothes while I stood there petrified.  Two
things were instantly apparent: she had really neat breasts, big and round but
sort of pointy too, and she was smooth down below.


 


“Do
you, like, shave?” I asked like an idiot.


 


She
stopped and looked down between her legs as if she had to check, when really
she was just caught off-guard by my question.  “Oh, yeah, I do.”  She looked at
me as if to say why aren’t you getting undressed? or something like
that.  “Er…do you…are you…?”


 


“I
have some hair growing but not much,” I said.


 


“Well,
don’t just stand there.  Show me.”  When I failed to move, she chuckled and said,
“Let’s get into the water before it gets too late or someone comes.”


 


I
guess I wasn’t really nervous about being naked outdoors.  What made me nervous
was being naked in front of her, especially since she had boobs and I
didn’t.  She must have sensed my worry, for she smiled and went to get into the
water.   I convinced myself I could do it, and soon my clothes were in a heap
on the ground and I bashfully jumped into the cold quarry water.


 


Ruthie
swam up next to me and said, “See that wasn’t so bad, was it?  I know you’re
probably embarrassed about your body a little, but take it from me you have a
great shape and I saw your nipples and they are the cutest things.”


 


I
was shocked by her commentary.  Compared to her I didn’t see my flat, skinny
frame as being anywhere close to “great.”


 


“I
hope you realize how pretty you are, Kimmy.”


 


“I’m
not pretty,” I said.  “Not compared to you.”  My face heated up so I knew I
blushed once again.


 


She
swam right up next to me, so close I felt her body touch mine.  Such heat!  “I
think you are the cutest girl I’ve met in this stupid town since we moved
here.”  


 


“You…you
really mean that?”  I surely was blushing now.  Somehow, I liked the way she
looked at me.  All of this, being naked, with an older girl, doing something
naughty like swimming in the quarry, and a sudden thrill crept though my body,
one that was a bit warmer than the chill of the water.


 


I
didn’t realize it until she said, “You’re shivering.  Maybe this isn’t such a
good idea after all.  Come here, let me warm you.”  She hugged me tightly to
her as we treaded water together.  We were face to face when she asked, “Have
you ever kissed a boy?”


 


“N…N…N…No.”


 


“Do
you want to learn how?” she said, but didn’t give me a chance to say anything
as her lips found mine, and her tongue slithered its way into my mouth.  I
froze, not knowing how to react.  A girl was kissing me!  And she was naked,
pressing her breasts against me!  It wasn’t until we slipped below the
waterline and I breathed in some water that I moved.


 


I
coughed, choked, and altogether made lots of noise.  Ruthie first giggled and
then tried to stifle the noise I was making.  “Sssssh,” she whispered, “You’re
gonna give us away.  What if boys come?”  I didn’t want that to happen so I
shook off the sputtering and swam to the rocks.  She followed.  “Are you okay?”
she said.  “I’m sorry about the kiss.  I guess the urge just came over me
‘cause you’re so cute.”


 


“You
like girls?” I asked, still flabbergasted yet somehow pleased with her
attention.  She kept telling me how cute I was, and that’s quite a nice thing
to hear.


 


Still
naked but now up on the rocks, somewhat hidden from the other side of the
quarry, she told me that yes, she liked girls but she liked boys too and was
trying to “figure out” her sexuality.  “I liked kissing you, Kimmy.  I hope you
liked kissing me.”  Her eyes told me she wanted to kiss me again, and my
reaction told me I really wouldn’t mind it at all.  I was looking over her
body, especially her nice breasts, when she said, “Oh Kimmy, the way you’re
looking at me is making me wet!  I have to kiss you!”


 


I
had no idea what she meant by her being wet, since we did just come out of the
water after all, but she kissed me again, using her tongue like before.  The
kissing sent a shiver through my body and I tingled all over.  This one felt
better than the one in the water, because not only was she holding me but she
was also rubbing the inside of my thigh, almost touching me down there.  Maybe
I was scared a little, having someone touch me like that, but the good
feelings, her touch and her attention, overcame the fear.


 


She
said it again when our lips separated, “God, I’m sooooooo wet.”


 


I
asked, “What do you mean by wet?  We’ve been out of the water long enough.”


 


She
looked at me strangely before smiling and saying, “Oh yeah, of course you don’t
know what I mean.  My cunt is wet because…because I’m…I’m…horny and I
want…you.”


 


“Want…me?”


 


“Yes,
I want to have sex with you,” she said, and though I didn’t know exactly what
that meant, I felt the excitement as I saw it in her eyes.


 


She
had me touch her between her legs—her cunt—and I felt the moisture, unlike what
it would feel like if she’d peed.  This was different, slippery like.  When I
touched her down there, she closed her eyes, rolled her head back and moaned
loudly.  Ruthie shuddered and in a hoarse voice, begged for me to put my finger
deeper.  I still felt uneasy but it didn’t seem wrong if she asked me to do it,
so I slid two fingers into her as far as they would go.  I’d touched myself
before (is there any girl who hasn’t?) but I don’t ever remember being this
silky wet and slippery.


 


“Quick…in
and out…quick,” she moaned, and in a trance I kept doing exactly what she
wanted.  Pretty soon, she was groaning and making these little animal noises,
her legs twitching and her hips moving up to meet my sliding fingers. 
“Kimmy…Kimmy…I’m cummmmmming!” she squealed, and I felt her insides squeeze my
fingers and release several times in rapid succession.


 


She’d
made so much noise I was more worried about being caught than in what we had
just done—or more appropriately what she’d just experienced.  Suddenly I was
scared again about being naked, so I grabbed for my clothes to get dressed.


 


“Don’t
be afraid, Kimmy.  You just gave me the best orgasm.  I want you so bad.  I
want to eat that little pussy of yours so bad…so bad.”


 


I
didn’t know what she meant about orgasms and eating, so I asked her.  She
showed me.  She kissed the inside of my thigh and moved her lips up until they
were on my cunt.  Her tongue began to play in the folds down there, seeming to
pay particular attention to one spot, and what a great spot it turned out to
be!


 


I
wasn’t scared any more.  “That feels…GOOD!” I murmured, looking down to
see Ruthie’s eyes looking back at me.  In no way could I do justice to any
description of how I felt.  It was like a tickle—a fun tickle—and an itch,
though one that needed no scratching.  Warmth spread throughout my body,
beginning between my legs and radiating outward.


 


Ruthie
made a small noise, somewhat like a giggle, at the same time my tummy grew all
fluttery and warm, like a warm ocean wave crashed over me.


 


“How
was yours?” she asked.  Her chin was wet.


 


“That
was an…orgasm?” I asked in return.  “You called it ‘cumming’ before when I put
my fingers in you.  Is that another word for it?”


 


“Yeah,
and you seemed to have had a good, wet one.  I was wondering at your age how it
would be, since, I mean, I like didn’t learn to masturbate until I was older.” 
Because of the quizzical look that must have been on my face, she explained
masturbation and the idea of “cum” to me.  We stayed like that for a while
longer, lost in our own world, oblivious to everything else.  It’s a good thing
no one else came by or we would have been in deep trouble.  We kissed some
more.  We touched each other some more.  When she tried to put her finger in me
it hurt.


 


“I
should have thought of that.  You’re a virgin and you still have your cherry. 
Mine’s long gone,” she said with a chuckle.


 


That
required more explanation.


 


We
eventually got dressed and walked back out of the woods.  She told me how “next
time” she wanted to suck on my nipples.  I told her I didn’t have much of
anything to suck on, but she insisted that I did, though not as much as she
did.  “You can suck on mine too,” she said.  “They’re very sensitive.”


 


“Next
time?”  I asked.


 


“Yeah. 
Maybe you can come over to my house and I’ll show you my Rabbit.”


 


“You
have a bunny?”


 


“No,
silly, that’s a vibrator I have.  It’s like a toy for older girls to play
with.”  She laughed.  “And I think you’re old enough to enjoy it.”  Like just
about everything today, I didn’t quite know what she was talking about, yet I
felt so proud to be considered old enough to be her friend, and to let her
teach me so much about sex and things like vibrators. 


 


At
home, I almost told my brother that Ruthie and I had spent the day together,
but grew a brain before doing such a stupid thing.  I was naïve about most
things, yet I knew that something special had begun in that clearing by the
quarry, something best kept a secret.


 


That
night in my bedroom, I spent some time in front of the mirror, looking at
myself and trying to figure out what Ruthie saw in me.  I thought it must be
the liking girls part.  I glanced at the reflection of my pussy and imagined
that my new hair, though not much, would be shaved so I’d look like I had a few
years ago, all smooth like.  I squeezed my nipples a little and felt the bumps
that were beginning to grow.  I squeezed one a little more so it puffed out a
bit, giving me an idea of what I maybe might look like next year.  My mom’s
weren’t necessarily big.  They were sort of pointy, and I figured I’d take
after her more or less.  I liked Ruthie’s, wishing mine would look like hers
someday.


 


The
next day, Ruthie came by our house asking for my brother, yet she knew all
along that Steve wasn’t home.  She asked me to walk with her, which I gladly
did, leaving my mom with a curious look on her face.


 


“My
house?” she asked.  “My mom’s gonna be going out so we’ll have the house to
ourselves for a while.”


 


This
was like a big adventure.  Doing things with another girl wasn’t how I pictured
sex to be, but it sure was neat.  And I haven’t even seen this ‘rabbit’ she
mentioned yet.


 


In
her bedroom, as soon as her mother called up to let us know she was leaving, we
got undressed and she began using her tongue on me once more.  “My turn,” she
said, after she’d been at it for a while, and had gotten me feeling really
good.  I licked her as she gave me instructions on what to do and where to do
it.  In a few minutes she was giggling and squealing, and then suddenly she
twitched and some of that silky juice leaked out of her and onto my tongue.  It
wasn’t gross at all, and I rather liked it.


 


“You
did that to me sweetheart,” she said before hugging me to her chest and kissing
me.  While kissing, I think she tried to taste some of her own juice that was
still on my lips.  She must like it too.


 


I
played with her breasts for several minutes, learning how she liked it—sucking
on a nipple while squeezing the breast altogether.   She squirmed and moaned,
and I wondered if she could have another orgasm just from me doing this.  As
before with licking, she had her turn sucking on my nipples, and I learned why
she seemed to enjoy it so much.


 


The
Rabbit made its appearance from underneath some clothes in a dresser drawer. 
It was like a purplish-pink plastic toy rocket, with little nubs all over and a
smaller pointed thing at its base.  She gave the base a twist and it began to
vibrate loudly, with some of its exterior surfaces surprisingly rotating.  It
looked like a torture device to me.


 


“What
do you do with it?” I stupidly asked.


 


“Like
this,” she said, placing the vibrating thing at her cunt and moving the tip of
it around and around her opening, before settling on a spot—THAT spot. 
I watched intently as she writhed and moaned while working the toy against her
special spot.  “I’ve…found…it…works…better…on…my…clit,” she croaked, before she
countered that report by sliding the thing into her, letting the little pointy
part rest against the place she called her “clit.”  


 


 “Ahhhhhhhhhhhh…I’m
cummmmmmminggggggggg,” she squealed, and I saw her let go of it, and the
vibrating toy bounced as her vagina throbbed and clenched around it.  When she
finally removed it, the thing was soaking wet, still vibrating, and throwing
off droplets of her orgasm juice.


 


“Wow,
that thing must really feel good,” I said, lying next to her as she slowly
relaxed from her powerful orgasm.


 


After
we kissed, she said, “You’re next, but we better go easy, I mean, you’re a
virgin and I don’t want it to hurt you.”


 


She
explained about a girl’s clitoris as she got between my legs and started the
vibrator humming.  “Yours isn’t as prominent as mine.  Maybe that’s just part
of development and it’ll get bigger as you grow.  I’ll just stimulate your
clit, and leave penetration for some other time.”


 


I
was still learning all this sex-stuff, so I shut up and let her do her thing. 
When she touched me with the vibrating toy, I nearly went berserk.  “That
tickles!” I hollered, but really it wasn’t like any tickling I’d ever
experienced.  I giggled hysterically and clamped my thighs around her hand and
the vibrator.  I felt it soon enough, the tension and the fluttering in my
belly, and the warmth spreading from between my legs and radiating outward. 
Then the convulsions began and I moaned so loudly it was like a yell.


 


Ruthie
said it for me: “You’re cumming!  Kimmy, this must be the BEST!”  She
hugged me as my body kept shaking and I kept moaning uncontrollably.


 


Eventually,
I could talk.  “Whew, that was something!” I said.  She was pressed against me
on her bed and the next kiss brought her tongue deep into my gasping mouth. 
After we touched and kissed what seemed like forever, she asked me what I
thought of sex with a girl.  I told her I basically didn’t have anything to compare
it against—boy or girl—but that I loved it so far.


 


“Oh
Kimmy, I like you so much!  I wish we could be real girlfriends and do this all
the time.  I’d never let another boy touch me, ever.”


 


“Why
can’t we be girlfriends?” I asked, rather naively.


 


She
went onto explain that even today girls weren’t really accepted as lovers,
though society was changing rapidly.  “There’re still jerks around who would
dump hate on us if we came out, and besides, the age thing is kinda hard to
explain, with us being like five years apart and all.”  After another kiss, she
added, “And I sorta like this sneaking around anyway…it adds to the thrill.”


 


I
couldn’t comment one way or the other.  I loved this, and that’s all that
mattered to me at the moment.


 


Ruthie
knew her mom would be home eventually, so we got dressed and left the house
before she did.  “Do you wanna go swimming again at the quarry, maybe this
Saturday if the weather is okay?” she asked.  I wanted to so much, so I said
yes, making her agree that she’d tell me more about sex, even if it were with
boys.


 


I
could hardly wait for Saturday to come, and when it did, I was so much thinking
about sex that when Ruthie saw me she smiled and said I was “horny,” and that
it definitely was a good thing.  We were a little surprised that on our second
visit we had the place to ourselves again.  We went to “our” clearing, and
proceeded to strip.  I was in the water first.  It was so cold, my breath
caught, and I couldn’t breathe until Ruthie swam up to me and wrapped her arms
around me.


 


“It’s
toooooooo cold!” she stammered.  We swam back onto the rocks and held each
other like that as we dried.  Pretty soon we were each licking the other in
what she called a “sixty-nine;” Ruthie orgasming first.


 


After
a few minutes, we heard noises and peeked between bushes to see three boys
taking off their clothes at the other side of the quarry ledge.  We put our
clothes back on while we watched.  The boys were around Steve’s age but I
didn’t recognize them.  They got fully naked like Ruthie and I had, before
jumping into the frigid water.  That brief glimpse was the first time I’d ever
seen a penis.  I was going to say something about it, but she shushed me.


 


It
wasn’t until they climbed out of the water, with one of them showing his penis
hard and sticking up, did we talk, though in hushed whispers so they wouldn’t
hear us.  “Look at that, Derek’s got a stiff one,” she said at my ear.  She
must have seen my quizzical look, for she added, “You’ve never seen one, have
you?  That boy’s cock is hard because he’s thinking of sex.”


 


“With
the other boys?”  I noticed one of them was much longer than the other two,
which got me wondering how that one would look if it were stiff.


 


“Could
be.  I don’t know, but maybe they’re gay.”


 


We
watched some more, and except for one of the boys rubbing Derek’s hard penis
for a minute or so, nothing else happened that I could see.  Ruthie saw
otherwise.


 


“He
jerked him off!  Did you see him cum?”


 


“What? 
No…no…” I said, louder than I should have.


 


She
shushed me again, and we slipped away and out of the woods.  It wasn’t until we
were almost to her house that she explained about boys and sex, getting into
how boys would do it with each other, which sounded really gross to me, but
what did I know?  By the time we got there, she did a pretty good job of
explaining in detail about sex between a boy and a girl.


 


“You
did it with my brother?”


 


“Ah,
yes I did, though your brother is a slob…not very clean…down there.  And he’s
not very big, which didn’t make it much fun anyway.”


 


“One
of those boys we saw looked big to me, and Derek’s looked big when it got
hard.  Steve’s is smaller than that?”


 


Ruthie
giggled, showing me a small gap between her forefinger and thumb.  “Yeah, like
this small.”  Her laugh was contagious.  Maybe it served him right, her
laughing at him this way.


 


“Ooo,
my mom’s not home.  How about coming in and I’ll shave you?  Would you like
that?”  I told her yes, and that’s what we did.  She was very careful, tender
even, while she shaved what little fuzzy hair I had until I was bald smooth.  “Now
you look good enough to eat,” she said, before kissing me and licking me down
there.  Apparently, it didn’t take much to give me an orgasm, since in like a
minute I was squealing loudly, clamping her head between my thighs, trying to
hold onto her—and the sensation—for as long as I could.


 


“Yummy,”
she declared as soon as my thighs released her.


 


“You’re
yummy too,” I said before returning the favor.  We were way different in age,
but not so different in sexual needs now that she taught me everything.


 


Steve
said to me one day, “You’re spending a lot of time with Ruthie.  What’s up with
that?”


 


“We’re
like friends.  She’s showing me stuff.”


 


“What
stuff?” he asked, though he didn’t wait for an answer.  “Did you tell her
anything bad about me?  She’s sorta cold towards me lately…no dates.”


 


“No
I didn’t.  Maybe she’s got a new boyfriend,” I said.


 


“Did
she tell you that?”


 


“No. 
Just teasing you.”


 


Not
a new boyfriend, I thought to myself.  Maybe a new girlfriend.


 


For
weeks that summer, Ruthie and I had sex every chance we got, often after
swimming in the quarry.  One day in her bedroom, she handed me the Rabbit, and
I got overzealous in its use.  I pushed it too far into my achingly wet and
hungry vagina and felt something pop.  There was pain, and a little blood. 
Ruthie hugged me while explaining what I’d already figured out on my own; it
was my ‘cherry’ that broke.  I wasn’t really a virgin anymore.


 


Inevitably,
long after Ruthie and Steve stopped seeing each other, she and I drifted apart
too.  Our age difference had proven to be too much of a barrier to any
long-term relationship.  Besides, I had my own sexuality to figure out, though
as I transitioned through middle school to high school, girls remained number
one in my book.


 


So
far, I’ve found nothing better than burying my tongue within the folds of a
pretty pussy, tasting the juices, feeling the spasms of climax.


 


I
have Ruthie to thank for that, and I’ll always remember her for it.


 


The End
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We always spent one week at
the beach every summer for as long as I could remember.  This year was no
exception.  My mom, dad and little brother thought it was great as usual,
though at fifteen, I’d rather be home with friends for the week.  I especially
missed my boyfriend, Brian.


I may have accepted the week
as semi-okay if I had a decent swimsuit.  My mom refused to buy me a new bikini
so I had to wear the crappy tank-top thing I’ve worn for two summers now, even
with my growing breasts.  Maybe with my saved-up allowance money I’d sneak off
to one of the beachside shops and buy my own bikini.  Wouldn’t that be a rush!


On our first day, I went off
alone, scouting the beach for hot boys.  The few I did see looked to already
have girls surgically attached to them.  Oh well, what did I expect anyway, a
casual one-week hookup?  I was kidding myself; a girl could dream, right?


As I walked along the beach,
the warm sand feeling good between my toes, I bumped into a lifeguard who was
heading back to his station.  Since it was my fault for not looking where I was
going, I thought he’d holler at me or something.  


Instead, he apologized, placing
his hand on my shoulder.  Omigod, he’s a hunk!  He looked like he was maybe
eighteen or nineteen, with a fantastic body and the cutest face.  I know I
blushed, tongue-tied, especially because of his touch.  “Are you okay?” he
asked, “I didn’t hurt you, did I?”


“N…N…No…I’m okay.”  How
lame!  I couldn’t think of anything else to say.


“You sure?  Anyway, I guess
your parents are close by, right?”


Oh no, he thinks I’m like
this little girl who’s lost!  I know I’m sort of petite, but I bet it’s this
damn swimsuit that made him think like that.  “Yeah, but now that I’m fifteen,
my parents don’t have to watch me on the beach.  I can take care of myself,” I
said petulantly.


“I’m sorry…again,” he said. 
He made a show of looking me up and down, and then saying, “Fifteen, you say? 
I’d figure more like eighteen.”


I laughed and said, “That’s
bullshit, you’re just saying that.”


“Scouts honor,” he said,
raising his hand.  “I’ve got to get back to work, so maybe I’ll see you
around.”


Before he could turn away
from me, I blurted out, “I’m Sarah.”


He stopped.  “Okay, I’m
Luke.”  After hesitating, he said, “A friend of mine rented a large cabin off
the beach.  How about coming over later, we’re having a party, nothing wild. 
It has a pool.”  He said a time and gave me the address.  I knew where it was. 
“If you don’t see me just ask for Luke.  I’ll be there.”


I stood and stared as he
went back to his lifeguard station.  He walked with a confident step, lean muscles
rippling.  Was it a dream?  Did an older boy, a hunk, just ask me to a party? 
For some reason I waited and watched to see if he’d flirt with other girls on
the beach, but he didn’t.


I had to go to that party!  I
had no immediate idea how I was going to get away from my family, but I did
know what I had to do first—buy a new swimsuit.  I snuck back to our rented
cottage and got what money I had, and headed back to the beachside shops.  I
couldn’t believe some of the prices!  I laughed to myself when I realized the
prices were in opposite proportion to the amount of fabric used.  Since no way
could I buy a thong suit mostly made of strings (and get that past my mom and
dad), I was grateful I found a pretty yellow bikini I could afford.  I tried it
on, and believed it really did look good on me with my dark hair.  My small
breasts barely filled the bra cups, but it looked great on me anyway.


I told my folks that I’d met
a girl on the beach and that I was going to hang with her for a while.  They
gave me the usual lecture about being careful, like stay away from drugs, as if
I would do that.  I promised I’d be good and be home early enough.  I had my
new bikini on under my shorts and t-shirt.


I walked to the address Luke
gave me.  When I got there, I saw a bunch of kids all around, with many
drinking beer, so I wondered how old they were, drinking out in the open like
that.  One guy whistled as another called out “Hey babe, come sit on my lap, I
have a surprise here waiting for you.”


My face red from blushing, I
asked another guy where I could find Luke.  He invited me in and pointed toward
a bunch of people at poolside.  Luke was there with other boys and girls.  A
few people were in the water, but most, like Luke and his friends, were
hanging, and drinking.  I suddenly felt stupid.  I was younger than the rest,
and sure that every one of them would end up laughing at what may be my futile
attempt to fit in.


Luke’s hesitation when he
saw me did little to quell my fear.  Then his eyes lit up as he jumped to his feet
to approach me.


“Wow, you came.  Come on
over.  You want a beer?  It’s Sarah, right?”  I let him lead me to a big cooler
from which he extracted a beer, handing it to me.  I’d never had beer before,
so I tried not to grimace as I drank the bitter liquid.  “Seeing that you’re a
sophisticated, older lady, then I guess you’re legal.”


“Legal?”


He pointed to my beer bottle
and winked.  “Legal to drink.”


Was that what he really
meant, or was he commenting on my age for another reason, like sex?  Of course
I knew about sex, though I was still a virgin.  “I guess so,” I said.


He introduced me to his
friends.  I knew the way they looked at me they were wondering about my age.  I
really didn’t care how they looked at me; what interested me most of all was
how Luke looked at me.  I liked the way Luke looked at me.


“You have your swimsuit on
under there?” he asked me.  I told him I did, and that I bought a new bikini. 
“Well, well, let me see it.”


When I took my shorts and
shirt off, Luke and another boy both whistled.  I laughed because I thought it
was silly of them to whistle at me, since every girl around the pool filled her
bikini better than I did.  I kind of modeled it for them anyway, turning this
way and that, exaggerating my movements, especially my ass.


Luke said, “Now I see the
sophisticated young lady I didn’t see before.  It looks good on you, Sarah.  I
like it.”


I was so surprised he didn’t
already have a girl hanging all over him like some of the other hunks did.  He
had me sit next to him.  We drank our beers and mostly talked about nothing
important.  I was glad he stayed away from asking any questions about my age or
my parents.  With all the open drinking going on, I continued to wonder about
everyone else’s age.  Maybe Luke was even older than I originally thought. 
That idea made me grow even warmer than I had been.


After a while, he asked me
to go swimming in the pool.  “I can show you all my lifeguard moves.  You want
me to save you?”  I jumped in and he followed.  I swam away and he chased me. 
He caught me easily enough.  “Oh oh, she looks like she’s drowning,” he said in
an exaggerated voice.  “I must save her.”


He took hold of me there in
the water, and I nearly died.  I looked into his eyes, and said, “Now I feel
safe,” not believing I actually said such a stupid thing.  He HAS to
know I’m a silly teen now.


He whispered, “I haven’t
saved you until I give you mouth-to-mouth resuscitation.”


He kissed me and I froze.  Brian
never kissed me like Luke was kissing me.  I didn’t know how to respond, though
my body seemed to respond all on its own.  I felt dizzy, and almost went
underwater except that his strong arms held me afloat.  His tongue touched mine
as he probed my mouth.  I shuddered; this was too much.


When he finally pulled his
lips from mine, he said, “I think you’ve been successfully resuscitated, though
your breathing is still a little shallow.”


Panting would be more like
it.  No boy ever made me feel like that!


When we climbed out of the
pool, he checked me out again, as if he would see more of me in my wet bikini. 
My nipples were stiff and achy, so I figured they might be the ‘extra’ he was
searching for.  I checked him out as well.  He was showing signs of stiffness
in a particular part of his anatomy too.  I must have blushed; my face felt
really hot.  After drying off, I asked Luke where the bathroom was, and he led
me into the house to show me.  When I came out, he was waiting for me.  He
handed me another beer, and we walked back out to poolside.  There were several
couples already making out.  Soon we were too.  I had no clue until now how
naïve and inexperienced my boyfriend Brian was.  He never kissed me like Luke
did.  Of course, he always tried to feel me up, but Brian never touched me like
Luke did.


Out of the corner of my eye
I saw a few of the couples get up and go into the house.  They were going to
have sex, I just knew it!  What if Luke wanted to?  Would I let him?  I’d
already let him get further than Brian or any other boy had ever been; his hand
was inside the waistband of my bikini bottoms and slowly moving toward my
pubis.  I had goosebumps all over, from both his kiss and his touch.  A tremor
moved through my body as his hand inched closer, closer…


When his fingers swept
through my sparse pubic hair and reached my opening, I gasped.


Actually, he gasped too.  He
must have felt that I was very wet.  “Oh, Sarah, let’s go inside…my room—”


I whispered, “I…I don’t
think I’m…ready, but you can keep touching me if you want.”


“Ready?  You feel ready to
me.”  Then he got it.  “Oh, you’re a virgin.  Oh my God, I didn’t think—”


“It’s okay,” was all I could
say to him.


We kissed a bit more and he
played with my breasts under my bikini top.  “Mmmmm, you’ve got nice pointy
nipples,” he said.


“Thank you.”  All the while
we made out, I never once tried to touch his cock.  I had a lot of fantasies
about men’s cocks.   The bulge in the front of Luke’s shorts fueled those
fantasies.  “I’ve got to go now,” I told him.  “Can I see you again?  I won’t
promise, but you made me feel like I’ve never felt before, so maybe…”  I left
the idea dangling.


His eyes couldn’t lie.  His
desire for me was transparent, and boy did THAT wet my pants!  Maybe I WOULD
go all the way next time.  “I’ll see you on the beach, and then we can talk,
okay?”


I told him I’d see him the
next day for sure.  Walking back to the family’s cottage, through dinner, to
getting ready for bed I thought only of one thing: Luke’s touch.  I think he
likes me a lot; I felt so special.  What a boy his age saw in a skinny teen
like me was anyone’s guess, but I wasn’t going to run away from the attention. He’s
gorgeous, so no freakin’ way!


The next day, my mom and I
went to the beach early.  My dad and brother were going to go deep-sea fishing
all day, so we were on our own.  I was surprised my mom put on the skimpy
bikini.  It wasn’t the only one she owned but it sure was the smallest one.  I
must admit, for her age she looked great in it, her large breasts barely
contained by the bra and her legs were without the bumps and bulges other
ladies had.  Was she wearing it to show off, because dad wasn’t here, I
wondered.


My dilemma was that I wanted
to see Luke, yet I wasn’t prepared to explain him to my mother.  My dilemma
became moot because no sooner did we get on the beach than he approached us.


“Hi Sarah, it’s nice to see
you again.”


I was glad he didn’t try to
hug me or kiss me or anything like that.  I guess he knew the woman was my mom
and was being good.  I loved him for that.  “Hi, Luke. This is my mom,” I said,
introducing her, explaining to her how I met Luke by embellishing yesterday’s
lie about meeting a girl.


Men are all alike, I thought
as I caught Luke staring at my mother’s chest.  It was the way my mom was
looking at Luke that really surprised me though.


“You here for the summer,
Luke, or year-round?” Mom asked him.


“Only for the summer. 
Earning money for college.”


“College, hmmm, somehow I
thought you were older.”  I saw it in his expression; he liked that.


They started talking about
college and things, and I felt left out.  If I hadn’t felt like a misfit with
him before, I did now.  Why was Mom doing this to me?  I wandered away and went
down to the water.  I was a little bummed out, since first, my mom didn’t even
comment on my new bikini, but now she seemed to be flirting with my new
boyfriend.  Okay, maybe he wasn’t really my boyfriend, but after yesterday what
could I think?


When I looked back at them,
she had a hand on his shoulder and was whispering something to him.  She then
walked back up the beach without even looking at me.  I was so surprised I
didn’t realize that Luke had walked down to join me.


“I…ah…I…gotta get back to my
station,” he stammered. “Maybe I’ll see you around.”


What the hell was that? 
Yesterday he was trying to get my bikini off and today I’m an afterthought?  I
thought he liked me, but now I guess what he wanted was sex after all, like any
boy, and since I didn’t let him, I’m nothing.  Oh well, there are other boys. 
“Yeah, I’ll see you around,” I answered.


I remained on the beach for
a long while, sunbathing until I felt the burn coming in spite of my
sunscreen.  I wondered where Mom had gone or what she was doing.  I didn’t see
Luke as I walked up the beach on my return to our cottage.  When I entered and
heard sounds coming from my mom and dad’s bedroom, I figured Mom was home.  I
called out to her to let her know I was there, but didn’t get a reply.  Never
mind, I thought, and went to my room to change out of my bikini.


As I stripped, the noises
from the other bedroom grew louder and more rhythmic of sorts, so I wondered
what Mom was doing.  Was she exercising, perhaps?  I showered.  As I walked back
to my bedroom, wearing only a towel, I heard more banging sounds before hearing
my mom whimper something.


“Are you okay, Mom?” I
asked, walking to her bedroom door.  


As I heard her moan, I
pushed the door, which was only slightly ajar, open further to see if she was all
right.  I was shocked.  Mom was naked, on her hands and knees on the bed, while
Luke was behind her, ramming his cock into her.  So this was sex; I only had
vague notions of it all, so seeing my own mother like this was appalling, to
say the least.  Her breasts were swaying back and forth from Luke’s pounding
motion.  She was moaning and saying things like “Oh God” and “Yes, harder,”
while he grunted to the rhythm of his hips.  I stood there in the doorway,
transfixed by the sight of them, aghast both at my mom for cheating on my dad
and at Luke for being such an asshole.  Why did I think he was different from
other boys?


Still oblivious to my
presence, they got progressively faster until Mom began yelling that she was “cumming,”
and Luke groaned and stopped thrusting.  Her ass was shaking while his was
rippling as if his muscles were tightening then loosening then tightening
again.  Mom sort of cried out in a loud moan as they fell to the bed.  I guess
they were done.  They’d never seen me, so I quietly closed the door a bit and
snuck back to my room.


As angry as I was at both of
them, I still was surprised by how my cunt was all wet, wetter than how I’d
been when Luke touched and kissed me yesterday.  I put my bikini back on, then
shorts and a tank top, and hurried from the cottage.  I was so angry I was
afraid what I’d say to Mom when I saw her.


I walked along the beach for
a while until without realizing it I was near the house where I’d attended the
party with Luke.  I waved to some kids who were hanging out there.  


One guy recognized me, and
said “Luke’s not here.”  Another then said, “But you can still hang with us if
you want.”


“Sure.”  So I sat with the
group of mostly guys with a couple of girls.  Like yesterday, they were all
older than I was, but today I didn’t care.  “Whatcha drinking?” I asked, which
got at least five boys scurrying to get me a drink.  They said it was Captain
and Coke.  Besides the Coke part, I didn’t know what it was, but it sure was
good.  I had a guy on either side of me, bragging, telling jokes, laughing, and
getting drunk.  I was getting drunk too.


I saw that one of the other
girls, a blond with big tits, was very drunk.  The boy with her had his hand
down her bikini pants and feeling her.  She was saying “No, don’t do that,
silly,” while at the same time swaying her hips in time with his unseen
fingers.  She hiccupped once, said “Excuse me,” giggled, and then cried out “SHIT!”
as her whole body shook, rocked by what must have been a sudden yet spectacular
orgasm.  The boy’s astonishment turned to glee as he got her unsteadily to her
feet and guided her inside.


“Man, is Robby gonna score
big time!”  One boy yelled.


“Yeah, a few drinks and
Chelsea’ll fuck Shrek!”  Everyone laughed at that one, even me,


“Can I have another one?” I
asked.  Three boys jumped up to be the first one to mix me another. While
waiting, I stood and took off my shorts and top.  “You know, I’m kinda hot, so
maybe I’ll take a dip,” I said, not really sure if my brain or the liquor was
driving the bus.


I dove into the pool; only
after brushing the bottom did I wonder whether or not I’d gone into the deep
end.  When I came up for air, all the boys were cheering for me like I was an
Olympic diver or something.  I tried to make a bow, but all that did was make
me go underwater, getting distasteful chlorinated pool water in my mouth and up
my nose.  I surfaced again to find two or three of the boys had jumped into the
pool with me.


“Is my drink ready?” I
asked, which for some reason made me giggle, then cough up more water.  The
boys followed with laughs of their own.


“You’re cute,” one of them
said.  “Are you really fifteen like Luke told us?”


“Almost sixteen,” I said,
stifling another giggle.


“Cool,” he replied.  “You
have a boyfriend?”


“Yeah, back home.  His name
is Brian.”


“So you don’t belong to
Luke?”


“Belong?” I said, “Luke’s a
jerk.”


“Can I be your boyfriend?”
he said as he slipped his hand inside my bikini top, fondling a breast.


It felt good so I didn’t
stop him.  When the other boys saw what he was doing, they all started touching
me.  When one of them slid his hand down to my pussy, I thought of Luke the day
before, touching me that way, finding me wet for him.  I wasn’t ready for
that—yet.


I said, “I like boyfriends,
but I’d like my drink first.”  I separated from them and climbed out of the
pool, adjusting my bikini bra to cover one of my breasts that had become
exposed.  I located my heretofore-untouched drink and took a long swallow. 
Nice and warm going down; warmed my insides though some of me was already very
warm.


All my new ‘friends’ were
around me again.  We heard some loud squealing from inside the house.  This
made the boys go crazy.


“Damn!  Listen to her cum!”


“Lucky bastard!”


“I hope the fuck he’s smart
enough to wear a condom.”


The girl screamed again, and
one of the boys muttered, “God Damn!”  I looked from one to the other, finding
all of them with bulges in the front of their shorts.  I polished off my drink
with one last gulp.  I remembered the look of my mother getting fucked by a boy
close to my age.  I needed to get drunk to forget that image.  What else did I
need?


“Ohhhhh, my glass is empty,
and I’m still sooooooooooo thirsty.”  My next drink came in a flash.  I took a
sip, and then asked the boys, “Who is this Captain, anyway?”  They laughed and
explained about Captain Morgan rum.  I giggled; they all still had hard-ons! 
“You guys all like me, don’t you?” I said.  They looked like a bunch of
bobble-head dolls agreeing with my drunken assessment.


And man, was I drunk!  I
never felt like this before; my head spun, my stomach fluttered, my legs felt
like rubber bands.  I giggled again, and said, “How come you guys are all
hard?”  I heard the slurring of words: ‘hard’ came out sounding like ‘harth’
for God’s sake!


“She’s hornier than
Chelsea,” one boy said to another.


“You think…?” another
asked.  Think what, I wondered in my hazy brain.


“She’s drunk…we can’t,”
another one said.


“Sure we can…look at her,”
the first boy chimed in.


“Yeah, but shit, her age.”


“Fuck her age.  She’s here,
right?  I bet Luke’s already had a piece of this tight little ass anyway.”


One of the guys put his hand
on my pussy but outside my bikini.  “Would you like to see just how hard we
are?” he said.


I saw all the bulges, so I
nodded.  Sure, I’d like to see them, why not?  If Luke was going to fuck my
mother then why can’t I get to see a few hard ones?  It’s not as if I haven’t
seen any before.  I’ve given my boyfriend Brian a few blowjobs, so what’s the
big deal.  My head was really spinning now, but that didn’t stop me from
remembering Brian’s cock in my mouth, and the fluttering moved from my stomach
to a lower area, right where the boy had his hand.


The bunch of them—I couldn’t
even tell you how many were there—got me to my wobbly feet and guided me into
the house.  We went to one of the bedrooms, and the boys started dropping their
shorts and swimsuits.


I looked them over, saying
to one of them, “Wow, you’re pretty big.”


He smiled.  “If you like it,
why not give it a kiss.”


I did better than that,
wrapping my lips around it.  I tried to take him deep, but the drinks had
heightened my gag reflex.  I didn’t want to barf all over him so I took it
easy, using my palm to do some of the work.  In my peripheral vision, I saw
most of the other guys jockeying to be next, though one boy was behind me,
untying my bikini and pulling it off.


The boy I was sucking off
started to moan, “Oh yeah…oh baby…like that…oh God…”


When he came, it caught me
by surprise, though luckily for me he wasn’t in my throat or I would’ve barfed
for sure.  I spit most of it out, the rest either coating my mouth or dribbling
down my chin.  I giggled and asked for another drink.  The stiff dicks were so
eager to get me one.  


“I like the Captain,” I said
after I took a long swig.


“And we like you,” I heard
one of the boys say, as others kissed and sucked on my nipples, licked my
pussy, and squeezed my ass.  After another sip of my drink, another cock was
shoved between my lips.  I sucked, he moaned.  This one didn’t take long, but
what he lacked in endurance he made up for in volume.  At least he gave me some
warning, so most of it landed on my face and chest, not down my throat.


I drained the rest of my latest
drink.  I was so dizzy for a moment I thought I was going to pass out, but I
didn’t.  Instead, another cock ended up in my mouth.  I was still okay with
what was going on until I felt hands on my ass and a cockhead at my cunt.


I murmured “No,” but the
word was stifled by the cock in my mouth.  It probably wouldn’t have stopped
the guy anyway.  


He slid into me, first
saying, “Man is she wet,” before groaning and saying, “Damn, she’s a fuckin’
virgin!”


With a cock in my mouth and
another beginning its ascent into my vagina—and as drunk as I ever thought I
could get—I barely registered the pain of my shredded hymen.  A boy was taking
my virginity and I didn’t know who it was!  As he slipped further into me and
began the in-and-out rhythm, I pushed the other one out of my mouth so I could
breathe.


That boy protested with
“Hey!” before jerking off, finishing all over my hair.


My fucker didn’t understand
pacing at all.  He was manically pounding into me from behind, lifting my knees
off the floor with every thrust.  I felt the first stirrings of orgasm creep
over me.  Just then, a voice deep within my drunken haze oozed out, saying ‘he
can’t cum inside you…no condom,’ and I thought, what a silly word,
condom.  Do you get those at a condominium?


Condom.


The word finally meant
something, and it did in the nick of time.  I kicked him out of me just before
he was going to cum.  He cursed at me but I hollered at him right back, “You
didn’t have a…”—I hiccupped—…“condom on!”


“Yeah, so what?” he sneered.


I looked at his cock,
giggled, and said, “But maybe they don’t come in extra small size.”  He really
was one of the smaller boys.  He was angry, but the other boys all sang out
together that they would wear a condom, so I told them, “Because I like you
all, you can take turns.”  I hiccupped again before a giggling fit took over.


My head was really swimming
as the first boy put it in me.  I was on the bed with my legs spread wide and
he got on top of me.  He made all kinds of weird noises as he went in and out,
until he grunted and said he was “cumming.”  


When he pulled the condom
off there was a lot of semen inside.  I giggled and said, “Ooooo, that’s a
lot!”  He seemed to be pleased with that.


I motioned for the next boy
to get on top of me.  He was a little bigger so it felt tighter going in,
however his size also made it feel better.  He went slower, not as crazy as the
one before him, and that DID feel good.  Was that really me that was
squealing like that?


I must have passed out after
what must have been a good orgasm.  When I came to, another boy was between my
legs and pumping away, others cheering him on.  I wondered how many had fucked
me so far, and hoped they’d all been good and wearing a condom.  I still felt
drunk, but by now the liquor had relaxed me enough to really get into the sex.


This latest boy trembled and
moaned as he ejaculated.  Within seconds I shook too, and had another one,
“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah,” I bellowed.  It felt sooooooooooo good!


I looked around the room and
guessed that all the boys had at least one turn in me.  Several of them had
jerked off while watching another fuck me.  I realized I had cum all over me
and hoped it wasn’t in me as well.  I got off the bed, my legs almost
betraying me but I managed to remain upright.


“Where’s the shower?” I asked. 
A group of boys helped me find it.  A couple of the older ones squeezed into
the shower stall with me.  They both had erections and they tried to enter me
but I wouldn’t let them.  “No condoms, no Sarah,” I said, giggling.


“Yeah but—”


“No buts,” I said.  “But I
will blow you guys, okay?”


They were very quick to
reply.  They were very quick to cum too, so another visit to the shower was
required.  After some scouting around, and help from the guys, my bikini was
located and I put it back on.  In the central room of the cottage, two couples
were fucking.  I saw that one of the girls was the aforementioned Chelsea.  She
saw me looking and smiled a glassy-eyed smile.  Her orgasm chose the next
moment to blossom, and her wail confirmed it.  As was observed earlier, she was
very loud.


The guys all wanted to know
if I’d be back.  “Only if you’re good, and have more of that Captain stuff.”


They assured me there’d be
plenty.  Just then Luke came in.  “Sarah, what’re you doing here?” he asked.


“Having fun, silly.  Did you
have fun?”


His expression clouded,
probably wondering how or what I knew about him and Mom.  I slipped on my
shorts and shirt, which one of the boys had gathered for me, while the other
boys regaled Luke with tales of how “hot” and “sexy” I was.  


One boy said, “Fifteen and
she gives blow jobs like a pro!”


Another said, “She took us
all on, do you believe that!”


A third said, “Tight, man,
real tight.  We took her cherry!”


And on and on it went while
Luke looked at me incredulously.  I said, “It could’ve been you, but you
couldn’t wait.”  Before he said anything, I kissed a couple of the guys and
left.


I was still drunk enough not
to chance going back to my parent’s cottage yet.  Instead, I wandered along the
beach, thinking about sex and what I just did.  I realized how sore I was down
there and knew I’d be even sorer tomorrow.  But it was worth it.  I’ll have to
think about doing it with Brian when I get home.


If my parents smelled liquor
on my breath, they didn’t say anything.  I had a difficult time looking at my
mom, remembering the shock of seeing her with Luke.  If she did it with a
stranger so young, how many other times had she cheated on my dad?


The next day the four of us
went to the beach.  I led the family to a stretch of beach I knew to be Luke’s
usual watch.  Sure enough, I saw him, and made sure he saw me.  He came walking
over, and so I was certain he hadn’t seen my mom yet.  


Before he knew what happened
I dragged Luke to my father and said, “Dad, this is Luke.  He’s a lifeguard
here, and Mom likes him a LOT.”


Their expressions were
transparent.  Dad looked at Mom, then Luke, then back at Mom.  His frown told
me that he figured it out.  Maybe he did know that Mom fooled around on him,
and this sandy tableau confirmed it for him.


Goody!  Mom deserved what
she gets.


I knew my hate would
eventually dissipate, but right then it was glowing red-hot.  Mom probably
hated me too, that’s if she figured out my slip was on purpose.  The familial
silence was deafening, so I excused myself from the beach blanket and walked
over to Luke.


He glowered at me, saying,
“You bitch!  Why’d you do that?”


“Was she as good as your
buddies are telling you I was?”  I didn’t wait for an answer, turning on
my heels, leaving him to stew.


Yes, I was sore, but damn
wasn’t it a good sore, I thought, as I absently walked down to the water’s
edge, wondering how Brian’s cock will feel inside me.  Maybe I’ll even let him
do me without a condom.


The
End


 


If you liked this story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.    If you liked it, the rest of my stuff can be found at my 
Candy web site.  Thank you.
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Like
those “take your daughter to work” days, my mom took me to work with her. 
Unlike other moms, mine took me to work every workday.  


 


I
need to explain.  My mom didn’t have one of those nine-to-five jobs and didn’t
work in an office.  Her workplaces were a series of hotel rooms, and later our
apartment.  If she had a business card, her occupation would say escort.  She
was a prostitute, and yes, I watched her work for several years.  In
hotels in the early days, I’d hide under the bed and listen to all the noises
men would make and the things they would say to my mother.  She tried to
explain sex things to me, but at that young age, I didn’t get it.  Like at first I
thought they were hurting her because of the sounds she made.  She told me
those were “good” sounds and she made them mostly because that’s what the men
liked to hear.


 


“When
it’s good sex, a woman will make those sounds naturally because it feels so
good,” she said.


 


“But
when the men pay it’s not good sex?” I asked.


 


“It’s
good for them.  That’s why they pay me.  Sometimes it’s good for me too, but
not always.”


 


“When
it’s not good, does it hurt?”


 


“No,
sweetheart, it doesn’t hurt.  It’s like a thing you do, like a chore.  You have
to do it to make money but it’s not always fun.”


 


“You
mean like homework, or when you make me clean my room for my allowance?”


 


“I
guess so,” she said.


 


“So
when it feels good it’s not like a chore, but do you still keep the money?”


 


She
laughed.  “Yes, I keep the money.  That’s like my job, so if it feels good it’s
like a bonus.”


 


“That’s
a cool deal,” I said.  I didn’t really understand it all then, especially why I
could never tell anyone what her job was.  My friend Sarah’s mom worked in a
lawyer’s office, and I thought my mom’s job was cooler, and not as boring as
that.  I just wished I didn’t have to lie about it.


 


When
we moved into a nicer apartment and she started working at home instead of in
hotels, I finally got to watch.  I would hide around a doorframe and spy on them. 
The first revelation was seeing how different men were from each other.  Their
penises were all different lengths and thicknesses, and the way they grew stiff
was different too.  


 


One
time, I asked my mom, “Are you, like, blowing them up like balloons when you
put them in your mouth?”


 


She
laughed, “No sweetheart.  They get hard from filling up with blood inside. 
What I do is make the men feel good, which gets the blood going.”  I thought, I‘d
never understand this sex stuff.


 


I’d
watch the men put their stiff penises into my mom’s vagina and make them go in
and out.  I thought mom wouldn’t like the bigger ones, as if maybe they would
hurt, but those she seemed to like the best.  


 


The
way they would change around sometimes had me perplexed.  I asked her once,
“How come sometimes you’re on top and sometimes the man is on top of you, and
sometimes you get on your hands and knees with the man behind your butt, and
sometimes the man only wants it in your mouth?”


 


She
explained as best she could, even explaining about the men who couldn’t get
hard no matter what she did.  “Just like you try different flavors of ice
cream, the men like to try different positions, and they all have favorites.”


 


“But,
like, I thought sex was sex, not all kinds of different things.”  I had so much
to learn.


 


One
time while I watched, the customer refused to wear a condom.  My mom wouldn’t
let him go in her, and I thought he would be violent.  I almost came out of
hiding to stop him but he left after mom gave him back most of his money.  Mom
had explained about condoms and why they had to use them.  “Too many diseases
out there,” she said.


 


It
was soon after that day when a man caught me watching.  “You’ve got a kid?” he
said to my mom.


 


Mom
said, “Never mind her.  You ready?”


 


“While
she’s watching?  You want that?”


 


Mom
whispered, “Yes.”  As they were doing it, I moved closer to the bed, since I
figured I didn’t have to hide anymore.


 


His
penis was like wet and shiny up close.  I didn’t know if that was from the
condom or from inside my mom.  I had a tremendous urge to reach in and touch it
but I was too afraid to try.  As I grew even closer to the bed, he looked at
me.  It wasn’t a smile on his face, but some other expression I didn’t
recognize.  He kept going in and out of my mom while sort of looking me up and
down.  Mom’s eyes were closed so she didn’t know he was staring at me as he
was.


 


He
grunted and said, “Oh baby, here it comes,” and he stopped all the way in her
and made more grunting noises.  As he got off my mother, he winked at me. 
“Would you like to touch it, maybe take the rubber off and see what’s inside?”


 


Before
I could answer, Mom hollered, “You bastard, leave her out of this.”


 


He
said, “Hey, you’re the one who has her here.”  He glanced again at me and
added, “She sure is a pretty little thing.  Maybe you should train her early
for your...ahem...profession.”


 


“Okay,
your time is up, now leave.”


 


After
he was gone, I asked Mom, “What was that all about?”  She tried to explain,
calling the man a “pedo” but as usual, I didn’t understand.  “But Mom, I didn’t
mind him looking at me.  He said I was pretty.”


 


“And
you are, darling, but it wasn’t right the way he looked at you.”


 


Then
I got it.  “You mean he wished he was having sex with me instead of you?  Why? 
I’m only a girl.”


 


“Some
men like to have sex with young girls.  They’re really bad men.”


 


“Why
is it bad?  Sex looks kinda cool, and you like it.”


 


“Never
think like that.  Young girls shouldn’t have sex.  You don’t understand enough
to handle it, you’re too small, and it would hurt you and not feel good at
all...and...and it’s just wrong.”


 


“Okay,”
I said, but the whole thing still puzzled me.  We didn’t talk any more about it
until the day a man called for an appointment and asked if I was going to be
there and watch.  I knew it troubled my mom that she said yes to his question,
but she also told the man it would cost more money.  I guess the other man must
have told people about me.


 


That
evening when the man showed up, Mom had me sit in a chair by the bed, wearing
only panties and a little nightgown that hardly covered anything, though I
didn’t have much to cover anyway.   This man looked at me like the other one
had.  When they got undressed, I got a good look at the man’s penis.  It was
sort of half-stiff and getting stiffer, probably because of my naked mom but
maybe from looking at me too.


 


The
man seemed like he was going to reach over and touch my butt, but Mom said,
“Don’t you dare!”


 


In
bed, the man whispered to my mother.  She hesitated, like she was thinking hard
about what he said, then came over to me and said, “Honey, take off your
panties and sit back in the chair, okay?  Mommy will explain later.”


 


While
they were having sex, he kept looking at me, especially between my legs.  I
wanted to cover up but I kind of knew what this was all about so I kept my legs
apart so he could see.  For some reason, maybe because I now realized what the
men were thinking while watching me watch them, or maybe because I was closer
and got to see more of them and what they did, I began feeling funny,
especially down between my legs where I was now totally exposed.  It was like
an itch that I just HAD to scratch.  I put a hand down there and was
surprised that I was wet, as if I’d peed a little, though I knew I hadn’t.  It
was really warm there too.  Oh, maybe this feeling and the wetness was from
thinking about sex, and maybe it was the same sort of thing as a man’s penis getting
hard.  Wow, sex really was hot, I thought, and giggled to myself as I thought
of “hot” and the elevated temperature between my legs.


 


When
the man saw me touch myself, he moaned and put his head back.  I knew he was
filling the condom with his sex juice—his cum (I heard all the men call it
that).  


 


While
my mom was cleaning up and the man was getting dressed, he snuck a feel of my
butt and groaned.  His penis kind of jumped a little, not stiff but acting like
it wanted to, before he pulled up his underpants.  I thought if my mom saw him
touch me she would’ve killed him, but I sure liked it that he wanted to touch
me.  I was very wet down there after that.


 


“You
were a good girl,” Mom said after he left.  I told her about my feelings but
didn’t tell her about the man looking at me or touching me.  She explained some
more about sex, including teaching me words for my parts, like vulva, vagina,
labia, and the clitoris.  She said because of my age, my clitoris wasn’t that
developed yet, however, soon it would be very sensitive.  I thought how could a
little piece of me that’s practically on the outside make sex feel good if the
man was all the way inside?  I wondered but didn’t ask.


 


What
I did ask was, “Next time, can I get closer, like on the bed, to watch?”


 


“I
don’t think that’s a good idea, sweetheart.  I don’t want to tempt a man into
trying something with you.”


 


Mom’s
work started picking up.  I wondered if it was because of me but Mom never acknowledged
anything.  When she and a customer went into the bedroom, I took my panties off
and sat in the chair near the bed.  I learned that if I did certain things, like suck
on a finger or touch my vulva, the men would just burst and shoot their cum.


 


One
customer was so handsome and had such a big penis that after Mom sucked on him
until he was stiff, and she put a condom on him, I climbed onto the bed to get
a closer look, and I supposed, to be next to him somehow.  Mom glanced at me and
shook her head, but this time she seemed more excited than usual and didn’t
protest my proximity that much.  The man wanted to do it from behind so she got
on her hands and knees.  I saw that he was big for the condom and it was kind
of stretched on his stiff penis.  I was still confused about whether big or
small was better.   As he put it in my mom (Mom and the man called it “fucking”
but I think that’s a dirty word and don’t like using it) he reached down and
pulled me closer to them.  His hand was gentle as he rubbed my leg while
holding my mom’s hip with the other hand.


 


I
should have been scared, especially how my mother reacted if the men wanted to
touch me, when this man touched my vulva and put a fingertip between my labia. 
He looked down at me, surprised I guess, probably because he found it wet and
slippery.  Did he realize I was like that because of him?


 


He
ran his fingertip around and around near the top of my labia, like he was
feeling for my clitoris.  I hadn’t understood about the sensitivity my mom
talked of, but his touch sure felt great and I never wanted him to stop.  It
was curious that as he went faster in my mom, his finger went faster as well.  


 


Deeper
too.


 


When
my mom grew louder and made some squealing sounds, I knew that was the “feel
good” thing she called an orgasm.  The handsome man kept rubbing me as he went
in and out of my mom.  He had his head back and his eyes closed, with two
fingers a little ways inside me, when the sensation from his touch suddenly
cascaded over me and I made some sounds of my own.


 


Mom
was like a little sleepy after she made the most orgasm noises so she didn’t
notice how I reached up and hugged the man’s butt.  I felt his butt muscles
twitch so I knew he was cumming.  Oh, I felt so good just then!  What I
experienced must have been an orgasm like my mother told me about, and she had
one too!


 


He
lifted me up and then kissed me on the lips.  He put his tongue in my mouth! 
Through all this I should have been afraid but it all felt so wonderful, so right
to have him touch me and kiss me.  He let go of me before Mom saw what he’d
done.


 


After
he left, Mom said, “He was something, wasn’t he.  Whew!  I haven’t had a good
climax like that in ages.”


 


“Climax? 
What’s that?”


 


“It’s
another word for orgasm, that’s all.  Remember how I told you about them?”


 


I
wanted to tell her I had one, but chickened out since then she’d know he had
touched me and not let me be there with her any more.  As she showered, I
touched myself down there to see if I was still wet, and I was.  I wondered if
I could bring on those sensations with my own fingers.  I vowed to try it later
in bed.  Mom was very happy afterwards.  She kept saying what a nice man the
last customer had been and how much money he’d paid.  If she’d seen anything of
what he’d done she kept it to herself.


 


Her
work got even busier.  Lots of men, and lots of secret touches when Mom wasn’t
looking.  I didn’t realize the changes in my mom until one customer was more
brazen with wanting to touch me.


 


“How
about her sitting on my face as you ride me cowgirl?” he asked.  I didn’t
understand what he asked but was more surprised by Mom’s almost non-reaction. 


 


“Extra,”
she said, and quoted a price.  Wow, I was worth a lot!  “It’s okay,
sweetheart,” she said, turning to me.  “All you have to do is like the nice man
said, sit on his mouth and he’ll put his tongue there, that’s all.  Don’t be
afraid, nothing to be afraid about.”  She stopped, then in a whisper, said, “If
he does anything beyond that, or you don’t like it, say ‘no’ and I’ll make him
stop.”


 


“But
you always said—”


 


“I
know, but now it’s different.  It won’t hurt and it’s only for a few minutes.”


 


The
man was naked on the bed and his penis was very, very hard as Mom put a condom
on and got on top, sliding it inside her.  She nodded to me as the man pulled
me to him.  “Okay, little lady, come to papa,” he said.  He wasn’t my papa so
him saying that was strange. 


 


Facing
my mom, I straddled his face as he wanted and sat down.  I guessed I wasn’t
supposed to sit all the way down, for he held me up a little and started
lapping my vulva.  Mom closed her eyes and moved up and down on him.  The
man’s  tongue went deeper into me, and altogether made me feel as good as the
other man’s fingers.


 


He
kept muttering, “Oh baby...oh girl...so good...oh baby...mmmmmm...” between licks, as his
tongue grew more aggressive in me.


 


Mom
blinked her eyes open and gave me a dreamy smile.  She silently mouthed, “Good
girl” to me as she bounced and swayed on the man’s penis.


 


The
man groaned something like, “Here it comes,” though he was difficult to
understand with me on his mouth.  Mom however knew what he meant, for she
jumped off, pulled off the condom, and began rapidly rubbing her hand on his
penis.  All of a sudden he groaned as several squirts of his cum juice flew up
in the air, landing on him, my mom, and even a little hitting me in the chest.


 


The
man moved me off him and laid me on the bed.  “Did I cum a lot?” he said. 
“Here, let me rub that...someday you’ll have nice titties like your mom to rub
cum all over.”  He rubbed the sticky liquid all over my chest and belly.  “How
about a kiss?” he asked and pulled me on top of him and kissed me.


 


Mom
said, “Enough, Joe, you’ve gotten your money’s worth.”


 


“And
I’ll certainly be back for more of this,” he said as he quickly dressed.


 


“Mom,
this is kinda fun,” I told her after.


 


“Don’t
say that!  It’s not fun.”


 


“But
you like it.”


 


“It’s
my work, you know that.”  I didn’t argue more, though it WAS fun.


 


I
wasn’t sure about how much more money Mom was charging when the men got to
touch me, but it seemed we had more money to live on.  Mom began talking about
a nicer place to live, and I had more and prettier clothes.


 


At
each new appointment, the men grew bolder in their attention to me rather than
my mother.  She wasn’t stopping them either.  One man stuck his finger deep
into me so much it hurt.  Mom threw a fit but didn’t kick him out like I
thought she would.  Another man came back again and again (he must have LOTS
of money) and I liked him.  He called me his “little lady” and when he tickled
me and played with me, I thought of him as maybe the father I never had.  He
had a funny little mustache so when he licked me down there it tickled as
well.  His penis was funny too, with like a curve in it.  I called it his
“banana” and we both laughed when he said I should try to eat it like one.  Mom
didn’t laugh.


 


I
had a hard time figuring out what Mom was thinking.  She never really stopped
men from doing what they wanted with me, though of course they didn’t try
putting their penises in me, because they wouldn’t fit anyway.  My favorite man
one time asked Mom if he could put the end of his hard penis on my “pussy” but
not put it in.  He was so excited that all he did was place the tip there and
he began squirting all over me.  I couldn’t stop giggling as all that hot juice
trickled over my belly and between my legs.  Mom helped me clean up afterwards
but never commented on what he did.  


 


I
told her after he was gone, “That was cool!  But it really was warm so how
could it be cool?” and then giggled uncontrollably at my own joke.  Mom wasn’t
in a laughing mood, I guess.  She counted the money and put it away in her
purse.


 


My
life went on like that for a couple more years.  We moved twice, the apartments
getting nicer as we did.  Mom had an operation and her boobs were now bigger
than ever.  Hard too.  Men liked big boobs, I saw, and so I couldn’t wait until
mine grew.  I only had little bumps on my chest, however men seemed to like mine
as much as my mother’s.  Go figure.


 


Mom
grew ever more complacent about how the men touched me, but she had begun to
charge way more money for the privilege.  One day she asked me straight out if
I wanted to do what she did.


 


“You
mean, like do it all the way?” I said incredulously.  “I thought you didn’t
want me to.”


 


“You’re
like a natural, sweetheart, the way you come on to the men and how you tease
them.  Maybe it’s time to put that cute little ass of yours to work.  I’ll set
up a couple of my regulars for your first.”  She mentioned a couple of client
names and asked if I remembered them.  I liked one guy more than the other she
mentioned, and I told her so.  “Then he’ll be the one,” she said.


 


When
the day came, I was so nervous.  I really didn’t know why, since I’ve been
naked with men for a long while now, and had them touch me and cum on me.  Why
should this be so much different?  I knew the answer: it WAS different, because
the man would be doing it with ME; putting it in ME, not my mom.  I dressed in
a gauzy, filmy nightgown that my mom had picked out, with nothing on
underneath.  When the customer showed up at the door and he saw me, he looked
like he’d have a heart attack.  Please, don’t let that happen, I prayed.


 


“Wow,
you are the prettiest girl in the whole world,” he said.  I loved it when they
say I’m pretty.


 


Mom
said a few words to him, things I didn’t hear, though I knew she was setting
some sort of rules for him, like what he could do and what he couldn’t.  He
handed her a very thick envelope, which must have held a lot of cash.  I liked
being valuable, too.


 


He
held my hand as we walked to the bedroom.  “Are you sure about this,
sweetheart?”  I nodded that I was.


 


He
started taking off his clothes right away.  When it was out, his cock was
already stiff and leaking juice.  I liked the taste of ‘before’ juice better
than the cum that came after, so I licked the end of it, which made him moan
loudly.  After I licked and kissed him a few moments, he lifted me up and laid
me on the bed.  I still had the nightie on, but he seemed to like that, rather
than me being naked.  Maybe it was like making it a surprise or something, like
keeping my body hidden until he was ready, though the way his cock throbbed and
leaked, I figured he was already ready.


 


For
the longest time he moved his hands all over my body, like he couldn’t believe
this was—that I was— for real, then he said, “Can I eat you?”


 


“You
mean my cunt?” I asked.  He looked like I shocked him with my blunt words.


 


“Y...Y...Yes,”
he stammered.


 


I
slipped out of my nightie and spread my legs for him.  He muttered, “Oh my
God,” and suddenly began to ejaculate.  I never touched him either!


 


“Oh
dear,” he said.  “I couldn’t help it...I couldn’t—”  Then his expression grew
sad.  “Does that mean I can’t...?”


 


“You
mean like put it in me?  I know you paid for an hour and there’s still more
time.  You don’t think you can get hard again?”


 


He
groaned and said, “Maybe if you...you know…”


 


“You
can say it.  You want me to suck it to make it hard again, right?”  


 


His
head nodded vigorously.  “Don’t let your mom know,” he whispered, “She might
not let you.”


 


I
giggled.  “Silly, you paid the money and it’s no big deal.”  I took his
softened and leaking cock between my lips.  If he were hard I couldn’t take
much in, but since he was soft I was able to put more of him in my mouth.  He
liked it a lot and started to stiffen.  I was proud that I could do that to
him.


 


When
he was big again, he asked, “Can we?”


 


I
helped him put the condom on, and then helped him spread lube around and
between my labia.  He knelt between my spread legs and placed the end of his
cock at my opening.  When he began to push it in, I gasped.  No matter how many
of my mother’s toys, or how many cucumbers I’ve put in there to see how it
would feel, I supposed you couldn’t simulate the real thing.


 


“Are
you okay?” he asked.  His concern didn’t preclude him from going a little
deeper, and soliciting another gasp.


 


“I’m
okay,” I panted, though I wasn’t sure.


 


I
hadn’t realized my mom was there, watching, until she also asked if I was
okay.  I breathlessly answered her as well.  


 


He
went deeper and began to go in and out.  I think it hurt more than felt good
but I let him keep going, maybe to please Mom more than anything else.  It
didn’t take him long to cum.  He groaned and I felt his penis throb inside me. 
This—my first time—wasn’t how I thought it would be but it wasn’t terrible
either.


 


He
gave me a big kiss after and said, “You’re the prettiest little thing in the
world.”


 


When
he was gone, Mom asked me how I felt.  I told her it hurt a little and I didn’t
have the same great feeling I had when they put their tongues in me.  She
explained that the customer got too excited and didn’t try to make me feel as
good as he did.  “That’s to be expected, since they pay for it, so it’s about
their pleasure not mine—or yours.”


 


“Does
it always like, hurt when they put it in?” I asked.


 


“No
hon, remember how I said you’re small down there compared to me, so even though
the man isn’t huge it still has to stretch your vagina a little to go in.


 


That’s
how it went; a succession of men.  Some hurt, some didn’t (the size thing—I
still didn’t know how big could be better.)  Mom collected the money; didn’t
have to have sex as often anymore since a lot of the men just wanted me, and so
she loved it.  If I hurt a little after, she’d just tell me to put some
ointment she had on it and it would be better.  Most of the time it worked.


 


Deep
down I always knew this was wrong, yet it was also the only life I really had. 
As I got older it seemed natural not to have close friends who I could confide
in.  Besides, even if it hurt a bit every once in a while, I still basically
had fun.  The men were always nice to me.  They bought me things like fancy
underwear and jewelry.  I liked that.  One day I saw a story on the news about a
man who was arrested for having sex with a girl around my age.  I asked mom if
we could get arrested.  She told me yes, but she was careful to only see men
who she knew (she called them “regulars”) and didn’t advertise like others
did.  She didn’t allay my fears very much, but on the other hand what could I
do?


 


I
can’t pinpoint the exact time I had an orgasm without pain, but soon after that
I realized my mom grew hostile toward me, though it was subtle at first.  Pure
jealousy was what it was.  The men now wanted me, not her.


 


I
angrily confronted her one day.  “How come you don’t see clients anymore?  Men
don’t all want young girls.  Maybe you need to earn the money instead of always
me.”


 


She
tried to slap me but I was faster.  She yelled, “You ungrateful little bitch! 
Don’t you have everything you want?  What more?”


 


“’Everything
I want’ I get working, like you used to do.”  I saw how my words stung her.   I
didn’t have the desire to fight with her; a client was coming over soon, a nice
guy we called Sam.


 


I
liked Sam.  He was extremely polite, always wanting to know if I was okay. 
That evening, Sam brought me a long gold chain with a small butterfly pendant
attached, and explained that it would encircle my waist and be pretty when I
had nothing else on.  I thought it was beautiful, and allowed him to undress me
and put it on.  I posed for him like a model, and I saw how hard he got looking
at me.  I teased him a bit, nibbling on the head of his cock, not really
sucking him.  He was leaking so much of the juice mom told me was called
precum.  I enjoyed the taste of precum on my tongue.  I looked up at him,
smiled, and batted my eyelashes.  By his facial expression I thought he would
cum right then and there.


 


I
unwrapped a condom and put it on him.  He was sticking straight up.  Some men
when stiff stick out, but Sam’s was pointing right to the ceiling.  The condom
was a lubed one, but I rubbed on extra lube, rubbing a little between my labia
afterwards.  He lifted me into his arms, and I thought he was going to carry me
to the bed.  Instead, still holding me, he lowered me onto his cock!


 


He
was strong, so he just lifted me up and down on him, saying, “Oh, you’re so
tight...I can’t believe this...so tight...oh...”


 


I
felt like I was swinging in a swing, though each arc brought ecstatic
penetration, not childhood flight.  I felt the chain bounce and jiggle as I
bounced, and that just added to the sensations of sex.  His groaning and
exhortations grew more fervent so I knew he was going to cum.  He really did
fill me up when he was at his hardest—no wonder he proclaimed how tight I
was—so that when he did ejaculate I felt every throb of his pumping cock.  The
whole process of a man’s orgasm still amazed me, so along with feeling it, my
imagining of what was going on inside set off my orgasm too.


 


“Oooohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,”
I hollered.  My orgasm somehow elicited a couple more ejaculatory spasms out of
him.  I thought that was way cool.


 


As
he grew soft and then popped out of me, he kissed me, first on my lips and then
all over my little breasts and tummy.  I giggled; it tickled and I reveled in
the attention.  I pulled the condom off and commented, “Wow, you came a lot!” 
Men seemed to like it when I said stuff like that.


 


“You’re
so incredible,” he said.  “This is like a dream come true...to be...with you.”


 


I
told him that I enjoyed him too and that he could see me any time he wanted (as
long as he paid, of course.)  I jangled the chain and touched the butterfly
pendant, thanking him for it and reiterating how pretty I thought it was.  I
wanted to ask him if it was okay to wear it when with other men, but that was
probably a bad idea.  Mom always said that every customer has to be fooled into
thinking that he’s the only one.  Silly, but I guess she’s right.


 


My
teen years were spent like that, seeing as many men as I could and demanding my
share of the money.  Mom was against it, but what could she say, since I was
now the main money maker.  I started a bank account, telling myself it was a
college fund, but who was I kidding.  This life—prostitution—was all I ever
knew.  What else was I to do with my life?


 


I
realized early on that once the ‘draw’ of my girlhood was gone, I had to have
another draw.  My petite frame helped in that regard, and my exercise regimen,
my smallish breasts, shaved pussy, and the fake braces helped maintain the
illusion of preadolescence.  When I was seventeen, I fucked a customer who
seemed to be wealthy.  Richard told me he was in town for a meeting and that he
was from New York.  He told me how special I was and asked me if I would
accompany him to the City.  I knew the score.  This wasn’t some fairytale
story, but an offer to be the man’s concubine.  I accepted immediately.


 


He
lived in a fantastic apartment in a NYC high-rise.  He bought me some great
clothes, but mostly they were little girl styles.  I knew what the attraction
was, and was willing to play along.  I let him fuck me whenever he wanted, and
while he was away at the office I either lounged around, or spent his money. 
He particularly liked me on top, cowgirl style, and I rode him like no cowgirl
he’d ever known.  The secret was that this position had become my favorite.  I
climaxed almost every time, unlike other positions.


 


I
rarely called my mom, who had to return to almost full time sex to make ends
meet, since quite a few of her regulars abandoned her once they knew I was no
longer part of the package.  I felt sorry for her, but it didn’t last long.


 


Like
I said, no illusions; Richard inevitably grew tired of me, so we made a
business arrangement, something that was his specialty, after all.  He’d let me
stay and I would pay him a percentage of my take.  Yes, I would be a call girl,
and he would be in essence my pimp.  Richard provided word of mouth
advertisement to some of his business associates, and soon I had a thriving
business with an expanding clientele.


 


Almost
all of them wanted a father-daughter incest fantasy to come true.  I became, at
least for an hour or two, their little girl, hearing lots of “Daddy loves you”
talk.  When I came, or when I faked it, I made sure my orgasmic squeals were as
childlike as I could make them.  They paid dearly for the performance.


 


Perhaps
you’ve seen my web site?  That’s me, the NYC call girl with the girlish name
and the girlish looks.  The one willing to travel, promising that once you try
me you’ll never forget me and you’re guaranteed to come back for more.  I’m the
one who wears the slinky gold chain around my waist, the one with the butterfly
pendant; the one who loves to ride you—my renting stallion—like a good cowgirl
should.


 


It’s
my life, the only one I can remember living.


 


The End


 


If you liked this story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.    If you liked it, the rest of my stuff can be found at my 
Candy web site.  Thank you.

Candy
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My parents were very sweet this past summer.  They paid for
a wonderful European vacation for me, and my best friend Chelsea was able to
come along.  Since we’re both fourteen, our parents got together and helped pay
the way for my Uncle Ken to chaperone us.


Ken was my mom’s little brother and wasn’t that much older
than we were, but everyone considered him a responsible adult, and why would I
dispute that?  After all, Chelsea and I thought he was absolutely gorgeous.  We
knew we’d have to get Ken to loosen up a bit.  He tended to be too serious
sometimes, and that was probably why our moms and dads trusted him with two nubile,
budding teens.


Besides taking us everywhere we wanted to go, Ken never went
out alone.  No dates, and therefore no women, left him as horny as we certainly
were.  Supervision of two sexy teen girls could do that to any man.  Plus we
teased him mercilessly.


At a café in Athens, Chelsea asked him, “Uncle Ken, (we both
called him that) is it true that Greek girls really like anal sex?”


After he stopped choking on his food, he said, “Not so
loud!”  He gulped some water, then whispered, “What do you know about anal sex
anyway?”


Chelsea winked at him but said nothing.  He turned to look
at me, as if I would somehow react like he did.  Instead, I winked too, and
silently mouthed “anal.”


He shook his head, flustered for sure.  We knew we put that
image into his head.


Later that night in bed, Chelsea and I talked about what it
would be like to have a group thing with Ken.  We were both technically virgins
but we’d fooled around with boys and masturbated regularly.  “Did you ask him
about anal because that’s what you want?” I asked her.


“Naw, that would probably hurt, don’t you think?”


I agreed.


The next day we took a train to Austria.  While we were in
the dining car, I asked Ken if he’d ever been with two girls at the same time.


“I’m with two girls now, aren’t I?”


“I mean, like sex.”


More choking.  “Please, girls, don’t ask things like that,
especially where someone could hear you.”


“Why?  Most of these people imagine you’re screwing us
already,” Chelsea said.


Ken was beside himself, not sure of what to say or how to
react.  He looked at me and said, “C’mon, April, you two can’t be serious.  I
mean, you’re only fourteen.”


“So, what does our age have to do with anything?  It’s not
like Chelsea and me don’t know about sex.”


He shook his head and tried to concentrate on eating, and
not on us.  While we ate, Chelsea and I would exaggerate putting the food
between our lips and like sucking on it for a few seconds.  Ken actually
blushed so we knew we were getting to him.  He couldn’t help but look at us. 


Vienna was wonderful.  Ken took us to some fantastic
places.  We visited museums, and palaces and opera houses, all in fabulous
buildings.  I couldn’t imagine ever enjoying an opera, but it was so beautiful,
even if I didn’t understand what they were singing.


The night before we left for Paris, Chelsea asked me if I
thought Ken would eventually fall for us.


“You mean screw us?  Of course he will.  He’s so horny by
now I bet he jerks off every time he’s alone, thinking of us.”


She giggled.  “Do you think he’s like, really hung?”


“If that part of his anatomy is as hunky as the rest, I’m
sure of it,” I said, and we both giggled.


“I can picture him.  He’s thinking of me as he rubs his big,
stiff cock, right now in his bed,” Chelsea said, her hand inside her panties. 
She moaned, “I bet he shoots a lot of cum.”  Her hand worked furiously.


I said, “Only when he thinks of me,” and laughed, but
she was too far into her masturbation to respond to my tease.


With closed eyes and halting breath, she reached her climax
as she whimpered like a baby.  Except for my own of course, this was the first
time I ever saw—or heard—another girl cum.  When I played with myself, I never
made any noise, so hearing Chelsea orgasm sent shivers up and down my spine. 
This feeling made the thought of a threesome with Ken and Chelsea that much
more enticing.   It was my turn to masturbate.


Paris was beyond words!


Ken took us to all the sights:  The Eiffel Tower, the Arc de
Triomphe, and the Champs- Élysées.  We strolled through what was called Les
Halles, with all its shops.  We went to a street called L’Avenue Montaigne but
there was no way we could afford anything in those shops.  Ken explained
we were on the Right Bank of the Seine (“Rive Droite”).  Chelsea and I tried to
pronounce all the French words on signs, however we sounded so silly to
ourselves we wondered what we sounded like to the Parisians.


We cabbed over to the other side of the river (“Rive Gauche”
Ken called it) and visited some neat shops that were nowhere near as expensive
as those on the Avenue Montaigne were.  Chelsea and I discovered a little
boutique that had so many fabulous clothes.  I tried on a summer dress that was
so thin it was almost sheer.  The fabric felt so good against my skin; and
since it was also very short I felt tremendously sexy wearing it, knowing my
legs (which Ken called “coltish”) would really stand out.


Chelsea took one look at me in it, and said, “I simply HAVE
to get one like it!”  Mine was ivory, hers was pastel green.  We checked each
other out in the dressing room and liked what we saw.  After we paid for them,
we asked the clerk if we could change into our new dresses and wear them out of
the store.  She finally understood what we wanted and let us use the dressing
room again to put them back on.


I said to Chelsea while I was changing, “No bras would be a
good idea, right?”


“No panties either,” she said and we both laughed. 


With our bras and panties stuffed into our purses and
therefore nothing on underneath, the clingy, nearly see-through dresses left
absolutely nothing to the imagination.


Ken flipped when he saw us.  “C’mon, you can’t walk around
like that.”


“Like what?” I asked.


“You’re practically naked.”


“Of course not,” Chelsea said.  “We’re all covered up.”  We
may have been covered up, but our little titties and stiff nipples challenged
that notion, as well as the fabric.


As we walked from shop to shop, Chelsea and I flounced
around, gyrating our hips and occasionally giving Ken a look at our asses when
our short dresses lifted a bit.  Other men noticed too, with quite a few
whistling at us as we passed.


One man winked at Ken and said in broken English, “You lucky
man, non?”


 When no one was around us, Ken leaned in toward me and
whispered, “You girls better be careful.  You might get what you’re asking
for.”


My response was to grab him and kiss him right there on the
street.  When we separated, I said, “That’s what we want, Ken.”


He couldn’t get us back to the hotel fast enough.  Chelsea
was breathless with excitement, although I imagined she was nervous, as I was. 
I kept wondering how it was going to feel.  Would my first time be special? 
How would Chelsea react?  I knew in my heart it was right; Ken was a special
guy and we had teased him terribly, yet what would happen when we got
back to the hotel would be the experience of a lifetime, I was sure of it.  


He led us straight to his room.  After walking inside, he
picked us both up, one over each shoulder, and carried us to the king bed.


“You girls asked for it,” he said.  Since we had no panties
on it was a simple move to go down on us as soon as we lay on the bed.  He
chose me first.  Ken’s tongue probed and licked, toying with my clit.  I loved
it!  I couldn’t see, but based on Chelsea’s sounds, he must have been fingering
her while he was licking me.  I glanced over at Chelsea to see she had her eyes
closed and her mouth open.  Ken switched tongue and finger, now eating her and
fingering me.  His finger knew just where to go.  Both of us girls were moaning
loudly.  Ken stopped to pull his shirt off.  That was our cue to help him with
the rest of his clothes.  When we got his pants off, we saw he was as beautiful
down there as he was everywhere else.  His cock was hard and getting harder,
now that it’d been freed.


Chelsea really grew excited, and declared to Ken, “I’m gonna
suck you good.”


He chuckled.  “Go right ahead, young lady.”  He was on the
bed on his knees when Chelsea began fellatio (yes, I know that word.) While she
sucked, he pulled me to my knees and then hiked my sweat-soaked dress over my
head and off.  He whispered, “God, April, you have the nicest nipples,” and
bent down to suck on one.  It felt so wonderful!  


He moaned some, so I imagined Chelsea’s effort was paying
off.  He whispered at my ear, “I want you first.  I’ve always wanted you, April
sweetheart.”


I couldn’t believe what I just heard my uncle say!  Wanting
me?  Has he been lusting for me all along?  I panted, “Yes!  Oh yes, Uncle Ken,
I’m ready—”


He gently moved Chelsea away from his cock, bent down, and
kissed her.  He then whispered something to her that I didn’t hear, though I
knew he was telling her I was first.  He laid me on my back and got between my
legs, which spread wide for him almost of their own hungry volition.  He looked
into my eyes and said, “I better wear a condom.”


I hadn’t thought about that, but then again, it was
difficult to think straight with a sexy man—and a nice, hard cock—hovering over
me, ready to take my virginity.  Ken asked Chelsea to get him one, pointing
toward a dresser drawer.  She got two, and smiled at him as she handed him the
foil packets.


“Here’s two to start with, big boy,” she said, and winked. 
As he rolled one of them on, Ken maintained eye contact with me, so he didn’t
see Chelsea pulling off her dress and joining us on the bed.  


Before getting between my legs again, he felt my pussy.  I
knew why; yes, I was wet for him.  On his knees,
Ken propped my ass up on his thighs a bit, with my legs up and resting on his
shoulders.  I could barely breathe looking up at him, so I couldn’t answer any
more than with a nod when he asked, “Are you ready, April baby?  It’s what you
wanted, right?”


He placed the end of his cock
at my opening and pushed it in a little ways.  It felt weird but didn’t hurt
until he pushed it in further.


He saw me flinch, and said,
“Don’t worry, hon, I’ll go slow so it won’t hurt, trust me.”


I trusted him.  It did hurt
for a moment until he was further into me.  While he slowly moved his hips to
make his cock go in and out of me, he used his thumb to rub my clit and this
made any hurt go away really fast.


I pulled my eyes away from the
amazing spectacle of Uncle Ken between my legs, making love to me as I’d always
dreamed, and glanced over at Chelsea.  She was agog, watching us, probably
wondering what it would feel like when it was her turn.  I smiled at her and
she smiled back, before breaking eye contact and focusing once more on the
action between my thighs.


Ken was pushing faster,
really sliding in and out all the way now.  The feeling was overwhelming.  He
didn’t need his thumb anymore, his cock doing it all now, and ten times
better.  We were covered in sweat and both making strange noises.


“Oh April, you…don’t know…how
much…I’ve always…wanted to…have you…”


I kept saying, “Oh…oh…oh…” along
with other stray sounds for good measure.


This was so much better than
masturbation.  I began to feel my orgasm building.  My hips moved almost on
their own, moving to meet his, pushing, pushing.  Before I knew it, we were
going so fast (now I know why some call it humping!) and making so much noise.


“Ugh…ugh…” he grunted


“Ah…ah…” I moaned.


“Ugh…ahhh…”


“Oh…oh…oh…OH Myyyyyyyyyyyy…”


He grunted again, louder this
time.  He must have been cumming!  I felt his spasms in me.  YES!  


Which is what I cried aloud:
“Yesssssssssssss!”


Chelsea echoed my thoughts
when she said “Oh…my…God!” as she watched me—us—cum.


Ken pulled me up to him and
hugged me close, kissing me deeply as shivers ran through my body.  I
didn’t think my nipples had ever been this taut, touching his chest like that.


Chelsea said, “Now me?”


Ken chuckled. “You’ve got to let me have more time to
recuperate, you know.”


“Oh.”  She’d been very eager to remove the spent condom once
Ken and I had separated.  “Ooooh, so much!” she exclaimed as she squeezed a
dollop of semen out and played with it between her fingers, even touching one
finger to her lips to taste it.


We lay together on the bed, cuddled up as we confessed to
the plot that was now readily apparent.  “Did you girls really know what you
were doing to me this whole trip?” Ken asked us.


I said, “I think we did.  Oh, Uncle Ken, I really wanted you
to be my first.”


Chelsea snuggled closer on the opposite side of him, and
said, “Me too.  You’re like a dream.”  She held his cock like it was her
security blanket or something.


I got up to use the toilet and when I got back, Ken was on
top of Chelsea and they were doing it.  I stood off to the side and watched,
transfixed by the sight of them fucking.  I was mesmerized, looking at his hard
cock sliding in and out of her, glistening from her wetness.  I watched his
taut ass muscles as he pumped his hips.  I watched her legs wrap around him,
urging him on.  


I’d been so wrapped up in my own experience that I hadn’t
fully appreciated the act.  Ken’s ass rose and fell.  Chelsea’s legs kicked as
she moaned on every thrust of his.  He was getting progressively faster, and
she responded by moaning louder and bucking her hips wildly.  The whole bed
shook!


My fingers were at my clit and rubbing furiously as I
watched them fuck.  “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” Chelsea and I cried out
in harmony, as Ken groaned and his ass cheeks clenched and relaxed.  We all
came together!


With the beauty of Paris still mostly unexplored, we
remained in bed, ordered room service, and fucked as often as Ken could get
hard.  Way later, I got on his cock and Chelsea mounted his face, and we rode
him facing each other.  I loved watching her as she got closer to orgasm. 
While we were both writhing and bouncing in pleasure, I leaned forward and
kissed my best friend.  She was shocked at first, I could tell, but then she
got into it and we both climaxed at the same time.  


She must have really had a wet one, for Ken sputtered what
sounded suspiciously like “Oh my God” between slurps.  I got off, ripped off
the condom, and sucked him until he rewarded me with a fair amount of warm
cum.  I showed him how I could swallow it (well, most of it, since some did
trickle past my smiling lips).


After a day and a half like that, we finally dressed and
went out to eat.  Chelsea and I wore our new dresses just as we did before,
though this time with thongs, at least.  Ken said we looked good enough to eat.


“Is that a promise?” I said.


“As soon as we get back,” he answered.  He gazed around the
restaurant, and added in a whisper, “Now if people think I’m screwing you two,
they’d be right.”


Chelsea and I were still insatiable.  By the time we
returned to his room, we were both soaking wet with anticipation.  He kept his
promise, eating my pussy until I came with an earsplitting scream.  Chelsea
threw herself at him and he did her from behind.  I thought: I’ll have to try
that way next.   As before, I watched them in amazement at how unique this
whole sex thing was.  It was as if they were dancing, with a rhythm all their
own; in and out, back and forth, push and pull, breathing hard and loving every
moment of it.  Hearing Chelsea orgasm was an exhilarating sensation, and
watching Ken’s body language as he ejaculated was priceless.


I couldn’t wait for him to get stiff again so he could
fuck me doggie like that.


During a lull in one of our lovemaking sessions, Chelsea
took me aside and said, “I’m so happy you asked me along on this trip.  Oh
April, this has been so great!”  Then she surprised me by kissing me on the
lips.  “I love you,” she croaked in a throaty whisper.


That wasn’t the last of her surprises.  The next time Ken
was doing me doggie, Chelsea stuck her pussy in my face.  I licked it,
surprised by her taste—and her pleasure reaction to my tongue.  When she
orgasmed on my tongue, I decided to explore this newfound experience with
Chelsea when we got home.  However, my focus now was Ken, Ken, and more Ken.


We were so sore by the time we flew home, we nearly
couldn’t walk.  Ken joked, “You think you’ve both had enough?  Got it out of
your system?”


We joked back that he might think we were done
with him, but just wait until we got home.  “Don’t worry,” I said.  “We won’t
tell anyone about this.  Promise.”


Chelsea said, “Yeah, but for our silence you must pay.”  She
laughed.  “You better keep fucking us whenever we want.”


“Okay, boss girl.”  We all laughed.


Nobody ever caught on to our threesome secret, a plot
hatched by two horny teens traveling through Europe and consummated in the
intoxicating environment of Paris.  Uncle Ken taught me so much, like how the
doggie-style way to fuck surely became my favorite.  Even as I write this down,
I imagine the feeling of his entering me from behind before holding my ass and
banging deep.  


Oh God, I’m wet again!


Au Revoir!


 


If you liked this story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  If you liked it, the rest of my stuff can be found at my 
Candy web site.  Thank you.

Candy


 












Licks


By Candy


© 2010


 


 


My name
is Lucy.  My parents died in a car crash when I was 13, and I went to live with
my aunt and uncle on my mom’s side.  They had a girl, my cousin Amelia who was
close to my age, but except for family stuff like weddings and funerals, I
never really got to know her.  Sharing a bedroom with her was awkward at
first.  Eventually things thawed though she was shy, not outgoing like me.  I
wondered if it was a ‘looks’ thing, since I was blond and had boobs already.


 


One
night I heard her masturbating.  I knew those sounds.  She was very vocal and
so I sort of cheered her on.  She freaked, like forgetting I was there.


 


“Don’t
worry.  I do that all the time,” I told her.


 


“You
do?”


 


“You
have to be quiet, though.”


 


Hearing
her made me horny, so it was my turn.  I slipped off my pajamas and my panties
and began to finger myself.  Soon I was wet and throbbing.


 


Suddenly,
Amelia said, “Can I see?”


 


She
knelt by my bed and watched me stroke my clit.  Unexpectedly, she touched my
leg and that’s when I came.  My orgasm scared her and she jumped back into her
own bed.


 


“Don’t
be afraid.  Come back here.”  I scooted over and she got in next to me.  She
confessed that she felt like a nympho, thinking of sex all the time and jilling
off three or more times a day.


 


“You
look so good, so peaceful when you do it,” she said.  “I kinda go crazy and
make a lot of noise.”


 


I
said, “I think once I go all the way with a boy, I’ll make more noise.”


 


She
giggled.  “I can’t imagine doing it with a boy.”  I told her about one boy who
fondled me all over but we didn’t go all the way.  “What was he like?” she
asked.


 


“Just
a dumb jock.  A hunk but he wasn’t very gentle, mashing his hands all over me. 
I have sensitive nipples but he was too rough and it didn’t feel good at all. 
He was hairy too—yuck.”


 


“I’m
kinda hairy.  Am I yucky?”


 


“You’re
not yucky.  Girls are different.  Let me see.”  She reluctantly let me look at
her pussy.  “That’s cute.  Want me to show you how to trim it so you’ll be okay
in a bikini?”


 


“I
don’t have a bikini.”


 


“You
have a cute body, Amelia.  Why not show it off?  You want me to talk with your
mom about getting one like mine?” which I showed her.


 


“That’s
so small,” she said.


 


“No
it’s not, compared to other girls at the beach.”


 


We
talked some more about swimsuits and boys and she fell asleep cuddled against
me.  It felt good having her warm body next to mine.


 


I
showed Aunt Shirley my suit, and explained that Amelia was older now and needed
a more modern swimsuit.  “Not skimpy,” I told her, but at least modern.  I
think Aunt Shirley didn’t want to disappoint me more than please Amelia but the
result was the same.  We went shopping and I helped my cousin pick out a cute
polka-dot bikini that complemented her dark complexion.


 


That
night, I said, “Now you have to be trimmed.”  I took out a razor and shave
stuff I use sometimes and showed her how.  She was nervous at first but soon
relaxed as I trimmed her smooth.  “You like it smooth?” I asked.


 


“What
do you do?” she asked me.  “You look smooth too but I haven’t seen you shave.”


 


“I
shave every once in a while but I’m kinda light, so it doesn’t show much. 
You’re darker though, so you’ll have to shave more often.”  I told her about
waxing but neither one of us had the resources to have that done.  I thought of
my mom telling me all about bikini waxes and girl stuff like that and I cried a
little, remembering her and missing her so much.


 


Amelia
understood.  She held me close as I cried.  Then she surprised me with a kiss. 
Soon we were touching each other.  She had an orgasm very quickly, though I
didn’t.  After, she giggled and said, “I’m sorry about what happened but I’m
glad you’re living here.”


 


“I’m
glad too.”  As we did the night before, we fell asleep together in my bed.


 


Amelia
was so looking forward to wearing her bikini.  She got the chance the following
Saturday when we had good weather and Aunt Shirley took us to the town swimming
pool.  At the pool, she teased me about boys.


 


“See
that guy over there?  He’s got a big one, see his shorts?  I bet he’s getting
stiff looking at you,” she said, then laughed.


 


“No,
he’s looking at you.”


 


“But
you’re the one with the boobs.”


 


“You’ve
got boobs too.  Yours are pointy and guys like that.”  Just thinking about boys
got her nipples hard.  We sure didn’t pick that particular suit for that
reason, but it looked to be a bonus the way her nipples could be seen poking at
her top, especially after we went into the water and her top got wet.  We both
laughed as she began showing off, strutting about, poking out her chest so her
pointy nipples stood out prominently.  “See, boys are looking, tee-hee,” she
giggled.


 


That
night she was in my bed again and we talked about how boys looking at us made
her feel.  “I bet you were wet,” I said.


 


“Still
are,” she said.


 


I
felt her and she shuddered and pressed against me.  We made love, mostly
fingers but she wanted to lick me and I let her.  We both tried not to make
noise.


 


All
summer we teased the boys and then teased each other.  The phrase “kissing
cousins” came true.  I miss my mom and dad, and cry a lot thinking of them, but
Amelia has helped me adjust (she’s more open now, so maybe I helped her too.) 
One evening as we were getting ready for bed, I noticed a shampoo bottle in the
shower that was the right size.


 


“I’m
gonna use this,” I told Amelia.


 


She
watched me, enthralled as I officially lost my virginity to a cylindrical
plastic bottle.


 


“Oooooooooooooooooooooooooo,”
I cried as I picked up the pace of shoving the bottle in and out of me; deeply,
as deep as I could take it.  What little discomfort I felt as my hymen shredded
was soon replaced by sheer pleasure.  I knew this orgasm would be different,
and probably so did Amelia, who sat cross-legged at the foot of my bed,
engrossed by my masturbatory exhibition.


 


“Oh
my,” I heard her murmur once, though I wasn’t looking at her; my eyes were closed,
my mind fantasizing.


 


“AAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHH,”
I sang, as the most intense contractions I ever felt radiated through my body,
as my back arched and my hips danced, before the utterly amazing, warm release
enveloped me like a wave at the beach.  “Ohhhhh, myyyyyyy, Godddddddd!” I
screamed.


 


“Oh
my God,” Amelia echoed as she fingered herself to an accompanying climax.


 


“Are
you girls okay?” Aunt Shirley said from outside the bedroom door.  We scurried
to get under the covers before she came in.  She popped her head in and said,
“I heard some loud noises from in here.  I wanted to be sure you were okay.”


 


“Yes,
Auntie, we’re okay, just kinda foolin’ around, that’s all, I said.”  Amelia
didn’t say anything, simply nodding her head in agreement.


 


My
aunt probably saw that though we were under the bedcovers, we didn’t have our
pajamas on, for she then said, “You know, there are things young girls may…try,
experiment with…that aren’t healthy for them in the long run.”  She looked at
Amelia and added, “If you have those…feelings…to try things, I hope you realize
you can talk to me about them.”


 


After
Aunt Shirley closed the door, Amelia burst out with “She knows!”


 


“Of
course she knows.  She obviously knows what an orgasm sounds like, and we sure
made a lot of those sounds.”  That put us both into a giggling fit. 
“Come over here,” I said, and she moved in beside me in my bed, where we
snuggled together.


 


“I
like your breasts,” Amelia said as she played with them.  “I can’t wait to have
big ones like yours, if I ever do.”


 


“Stop
that.  Yours are very suckable.”  And that’s what I did, suckling on her puffy
nipples until she cooed and begged for more.  I fingered her as I sucked and
she soon came, though working hard not to scream this time.


 


After,
she asked, “Do you think my mom was right, that what we’re doing is unhealthy?”


 


“Naw,
older people still think it’s wrong for two girls or two guys to have sex, but
it’s so natural.  No way it’s wrong.”


 


“Guys
have sex?  Yuck!”


 


I
laughed.  “Sure, silly, why not?  It’s not yucky just like we’re not yucky.”


 


“But,
like, what do they do?”


 


“Well,
they suck on each other’s dick and sometimes have sex but put it in the ass
’cause that’s all they have for a hole.”


 


“Now
THAT’S yucky!”  We both laughed heartily to what she said.


 


“Lucy,
do you think we’re like, lesbians or something?”


 


“I
kinda doubt it, especially the way we look at boys.  No, someday we’ll have sex
with boys and get married and all that.  Doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy ourselves
for now.”


 


“Mmmmm,
I think I’ll enjoy myself right now,” she said, and went down on me, licking
and nibbling to her heart’s content.


 


“Amelia,
you are a little sex-ball.”


 


“Um-um”
she answered, muffled between my wet pussy lips.  More amazing orgasms, more
muffled cries before we fell asleep.


 


The
next morning I found her working the shampoo bottle furiously between her
splayed legs.  “You should maybe finish that in the shower.  There’s a little
blood and you don’t want your mother to see that.”  


 


We
showered together as I worked the shampoo bottle in and out of her from behind
her bent-over form.  She put her fist at her mouth to stifle the cry about to
come.  Even with that, she was still loud.


 


“That’s
what it will feel like with a boy, right?” she asked as she dried off.


 


“I’m
sure, though we may end up disappointed if the boy isn’t as big around as that
bottle.”


 


More
giggling.


 


The
remainder of the summer was spent just like that: at the pool checking out boys
and being checked out; bedtimes playing under the sheets; and stifling our
orgasmic cries.  Amelia’s boobs had a spurt of growth and she was pleased at
that, admiring herself in the mirror whenever she could.  I helped her stay
smooth and she liked that too.  The shampoo bottle got a workout, and when it
was empty we refilled it to keep it around.  If Aunt Shirley noticed, she
didn’t say anything.


 


“We
should start calling that bottle ‘our bf,’ ” she said one day, and that got us
laughing really hard.


 


Our
summer was idyllic, but as with most things in life, due to change.  Amelia
truly was a nympho and soon was fucking just about every boy in school.  I
warned her about using condoms but eventually she got pregnant.  Aunt Shirley
and Uncle Joe were devastated, yet they were against abortion so Amelia became
a statistic—a teen mother.


 


As
for me, I never slept with a boy.  I’m an avowed lesbian and I look back at
that summer with my cousin to helping me realize how sweet it was to make love
to another woman.  I have toys now to replace that well-used shampoo bottle,
and I have a foxy, hot girlfriend, who adores my pussy, to take care of the
rest.


 


I
speak with Amelia every once in a while.  She has two kids now, was married for
a short while, and still fucks anyone who even looks at her with a small
glimmer of lust.  She doesn’t talk about “our” summer at all.


 


Maybe
I disappointed my aunt and uncle too, with my “unhealthy” lifestyle, but I have
too much to live for to let that get in the way of the love I have for the
people who took me in and raised me as their own.


 


Got
to go now.  Julie’s pouring some wine for me, and that’s a signal we’re in for a
hot night of loving licks and screaming orgasms.


 


Ciao!
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I
wasn’t happy when my mother started dating.  I thought it was too soon
following my father’s death.  His heart attack didn’t just kill him; it sort of
killed me too.  My name is Sarah, and I was thirteen years old when it happened. 
I was always Daddy’s girl, and now that he was gone, it was like a part of me
went with him.  A councilor at school had told me it was because of puberty and
that somehow I connected my flowering sexuality with my dad.  What garbage, since
I never would have done anything like that with him and he wouldn’t have
touched me either.


 


My
mom needed a man around.  I look back at that time understanding her sexual
needs, but my feelings were about then, not now.  I know now that her haste
wasn’t that she didn’t love my father or miss him as I did.  Back then, I
didn’t realize any of that, it simply seemed wrong for her to be dating so
fast.


 


I
wasn’t very pleased with her selection process either.  In my opinion, none of
them measured up to Dad (if anyone ever could).  In my own way I let her know,
which didn’t improve our mother-daughter relationship.  One guy I pegged as a
pedophile from the first time he looked at me.  Yuck!  I debated telling Mom
but she dumped him soon enough.


 


Then
she met Gary, and everything changed.  As much as an older man could seem, he
was a dream.  My mom was smitten, and amazingly so was I.  He treated Mom with
old-fashioned (I guess) courteousness, and unlike the other losers she’d dated,
didn’t act condescending to me.


 


The
first time they went out on a dinner date, he took me along, which amazed me
and earned points.  Normally I’d avoid a situation like their date as if it was
a disease, but Gary was looking differently than Mom’s typical boyfriends and I
gave him a shot. He could actually use cutlery (unlike Mom’s usual
Neanderthals) and seemed to know his way around a wine list (those before him
were more comfortable around the beer list).  I was sold.


 


Mom
was sold too.  One day when I came home from school, she sat me down and
announced that Gary had proposed.


 


“I
hope you said yes,” was my immediate reply.


 


Her
wedding day was beautiful and I was a bridesmaid.  I was sure dad was smiling
down from Heaven at how happy she was, and that she finally picked a good man.


 


What
took getting used to was the noise.  We moved in with him—his house was bigger
and had a pool.  Unlike Mom and Dad, Mom and Gary were loud lovers, as I often
heard their lovemaking into the night.  Those sounds really did things to me. 
I got to touching myself and learned to make noises of my own.  Of course, I
had a cursory (sex ed.) understanding of intercourse but that only fueled my
imagination.  What does it feel like, having a man inside me?  What did it look
like—really, unlike those medical books my dad had?


 


Thankfully,
my room was big, and Gary understood enough to avoid “little girl” decorating. 
I had everything I needed, except for the unknown something my body craved
every time I heard them going at it in their bedroom down the hall.


 


That’s
how we lived, the beginning of “happily ever after.”


 


Then
came that fateful day the following summer.  Gary had a week off from work but
Mom didn’t.  When I returned from hanging with friends, no one seemed to be
home, though Gary’s car was in the garage.  I thought I’d put on my swimsuit
and go in the pool.  When I went out back, I was surprised to see Gary
sunbathing in the nude.


 


I
knew he was buff for someone his age, but wow, did he look good!  I couldn’t
believe it, he must have been thinking about sexy things, or maybe it was the
warming of the sun (did he rub sunscreen on it?) since his penis looked stiff,
and wow did it look big.  Of course, what did I know about penis size, though
it sure looked big to me.


 


I
stood there on the4 edge of the patio, looking at him, not moving, not making a
sound, afraid he’d catch me looking and tell my mom.  He wasn’t asleep, since
several times he shifted positions on the large towel, which made his penis
move.  I was hypnotized by it, with its funny looking end that looked something
like a soldier’s helmet.  Without making any sound, I snuck back into the
house, forgetting my swim.  Back in my bedroom, I took off my two-piece and was
surprised to find that I was very wet between my legs.  I was nervous at first,
wondering what it was, until I realized it was from watching Gary and his
penis.  It felt so good I fell to the bed and began touching myself there. 
Memories floated through my mind—Mom and Gary’s love noises, Gary’s marvelous
body—and a tremendous spasm came over me that made me double over.  What
pleasure!  I made the connection: wetness, arousal, sex, and pleasure.  Oh,
wow!


 


That
was an orgasm.  I felt stupid since I’ve heard about it and girls talk about it
(even if they don’t know what it is either).  It was such a great feeling, much
better—explosive even—than when I’d touched myself before.  So much for a swim,
but the orgasm made up for it.


 


I
debated whether I should say anything to Gary; I certainly would tell Mom. 
What would I do the next time he was sunbathing like that?  I also wondered if
I should feel ashamed of how I thought of Gary now that I’ve seen “all” of
him.  Mom sure was lucky.


 


The
following weekend when I went to swim, they both were out there nude!  Okay, I
thought, I had to swim sometime, so I paid no attention to them and dove in. 
Mom had a fit, simultaneously telling Gary to cover up, and yelling at me for
invading their privacy.


 


“It’s
my house too, so you shouldn’t be out here like that unless you wanted me to see
you,” I said.


 


Gary
turned to Mom and said, “C’mom, she’s a big enough girl to know what’s what.”


 


“We’re
not running a nudist camp here, so it’s NOT okay,” was my mom’s silly answer. 
Silly because in effect, they were being nudists.


 


I
said, “If it’s okay for you then why isn’t it okay for me?”  Before she could
respond, I untied my top and tossed it aside.  Mom freaked, and Gary laughed.


 


“You
put that back on right now,” my mom barked.


 


I
looked over to see Gary’s penis get hard as he stared at me.  Amazing!  Mom was
so intent at yelling at me she didn’t notice, thank God.  I sure noticed him,
and he knew what I was looking at since after all this time he finally decided
to cover up, grabbing a towel and wrapping himself with it.  I showed my rebellious
streak by ignoring Mom and jumping into the pool topless, swimming laps
oblivious to my mom’s exasperated banter.  When I climbed out, I saw Gary still
staring, and realized my nipples were stiff and sticking out from the cold. 
His towel didn’t hide the bulge his erect penis was making.  I quickly grabbed
my top and hurried into the house and up to my room, not caring about all the
water I dripped on the floor along the way.


 


I
knew what I had to do.  Lying on my bed, my fingers went to work as soon as I
slipped out of my bottoms.  Pretty soon, I was whimpering and thrashing,
imagining Gary, and letting the orgasm take over.


 


I
heard footsteps and muted conversation outside my closed door.  How much noise
had I made?  Had they heard me, or were they just talking about the nudity by
the pool?  Thankfully, I’d thrown on some clothes by the time my mom knocked.


 


“You
understand, don’t you?” she said.


 


“Sure,
you and Gary are married and you have sex, so big deal if you want to be naked
around the house.”


 


She
nodded, “You are a big girl, and we’ve had talks about sexuality, so you
understand how you being topless in front of Gary would…do things…to him.”


 


“Yes,
Ma, I saw his hard-on, but he shouldn’t have one by seeing me if he loves you.”


 


“Please
don’t use words like that.  Besides, he’s a man and it’s natural to be aroused
by a pretty, young girl no matter what.”


 


“Okay,
okay, I won’t do it again.  Thanks for calling me pretty,” I said, smiling. 
“He should be looking at you, anyway.  You have a great body, and I’m surprised
that you’re all shaved down there.  That’s cool.”


 


She
blushed.  “So, we’re in agreement.  No more nakedness in front of Gary for you,
and we’ll be more discreet.”


 


I
told her I wouldn’t do it, but that’s exactly what I wanted to do.  I couldn’t
wait for an opportunity to arise (funny word, arise, because that’s what I wanted
him to do).


 


That
night they were exceptionally loud, which made me ponder if he was thinking
more of me than my mother as they did it.  I crept up to their door to listen. 
The bed banged and his grunts were even louder than usual.  I thought I heard
Mom ask, “What got into you?” but I couldn’t be sure that’s what she said.  She
sounded just like me when I orgasmed.  She moaned and whimpered, every once in
a while crying out “Yes!” or “harder!” or “Oh God!” in between.  Gary began
saying, “Oh baby” repeatedly before Mom yelled, “I’m cummmmmming!”  She sounded
like she had a great one.  Gary said one last “Oh baby!” very loudly so I knew
he was having his orgasm too.


 


By
the time I was back in my bedroom, my nipples ached and I was so wet some had
dribbled down my leg!  My dreams that night were more vivid than ever, and he
was getting into me.  I woke up wet and had to masturbate.


 


I
was so fixated on my stepdad that the next time he was alone by the pool (in a
lounger, wearing shorts this time) and Mom was away, I could barely walk, never
mind dive gracefully into the pool.  When I climbed out, he was looking at me like
before as he patted the adjacent chair and invited me to join him.


 


“I
want to apologize for the other day, the nudity and such.  I suppose your mom
talked to you about it.”


 


“Yeah.”


 


“It’s
not my place, I guess, to get between you and your mother, but I did want to apologize.”


 


“You
really don’t have to.  I understand all that stuff, okay?”


 


I
wasn’t trying to tease him but it was obvious the way he kept staring at me in
my bikini.  After some small talk, he made a comment on how I looked.


 


I
said, “I saw you, when I was topless that day, so I know you like how I look.”


 


He
moaned a bit, and said, “I guess I did…you look great in or out of that top.”


 


Now
I thought of teasing him.  “What did you like best about me?”


 


“I
can’t talk about this…I can’t,” he begged.


 


“Sure
you can.  You said I was grown up enough to see you and Ma naked, and
understand about sex and stuff like that, so please, tell me what you liked.”


 


He
kind of choked but eventually said (nervously) “It’s hard for me to say, those
breasts of yours are perfect, but your ass is perfect too.”


 


“Chicken! 
You gotta pick one,” I teased.  “Besides, I know what your best part is,”
I said, chuckling.


 


He
blushed and actually looked down at his shorts, and yes, there was a bulge
there.  I almost laughed at his reaction.  He said, “It’s my eyes, right?”


 


“No,
silly, I see what happens when you look at me.”  He took another surreptitious
look at his bulge, hopelessly willing it to go down in front of me.


 


“I
bet Ma likes it, especially since I can hear you guys at night.”


 


“Oh,
damn,” he said.


 


I
brought up their night sounds because they’d been doing things to me—those sex
things—and I wanted to get his reaction.  Would he be mad at me, or as I
suspected would he be kind of thrilled he had an audience?  “Can I see it again?”
I asked.


 


“Again?”


 


“Oh,
I saw you sunbathing a while ago and it was cool; it was hard and it sorta
moved.  I liked looking at it.”


 


“You
shouldn’t have been looking,” he said halfheartedly.


 


“Why? 
You shouldn’t have been, like out here naked, if that’s how you feel.”


 


“You
sound like you have experience with men’s cocks,” he asked.


 


“A
little,” I lied.  “Why don’t we sunbathe without clothes like you and Ma did? 
Nobody will see or care, and I also do like an overall tan.”  I couldn’t
believe I said it, and almost couldn’t say it anyway as my voice choked about
half way through.


 


I
couldn’t believe what he said either.  “Oh, if that’s what you want,” and he
pulled off his shorts and tossed them aside on the patio.


 


I
stood and pulled my top off then slid my bottoms to the patio stones.  I had to
work hard not to stare at his penis, his cock as he called it (yes, duh, I’ve
heard that name used before).  As soon as he saw me naked, it began to grow
hard.  I guess he couldn’t help it.  I lay back down on the lounge chair and
pretended to relax, attempting to be nonchalant while my insides were
aflutter.  I was actually naked next to my stepdad!  My nipples were so taut
they ached.  I knew I was wet like before and I was breathing as if I’d run a
mile.


 


“Sarah,
you must have boys all over you at school.  No steady boyfriend?  I know I
haven’t seen anybody coming around.”


 


“I
don’t have a steady one at the moment, just a few guys I hang with, nothing
special.”


 


“Ummmm,”
he said.  I knew what he was thinking, since I was thinking the same thing. 
Could I be getting ready to have sex with him?  One sidelong look at his
magnificent cock and his great body and I kind of knew I was.


 


“You
know, you never really answered me before.  Can I touch it?”


 


“We
shouldn’t,” he said.


 


“Yeah,
you’re probably right, but since I’m here and naked and see how you’re looking
at me, and how your…ahem…you would like to…touch me, then maybe we should…just
once….”


 


“God
damn!” he muttered, and then said, “Okay, come here and touch me.”


 


“Mom
will never know,” I said as I went to him.  I sat on the edge of his chair and
tentatively palmed his erection.  It was stiff, yet soft to the touch.  He had
a little hair around there but mostly was shaved, which I thought was cool, a
man trimming his pubic hair like girls do.  


 


As
I rubbed my hand up and down on his cock, enjoying the new sensation, he
moaned, “Oh God, yes, it feels so good.”  That’s when his hand went between my
legs and touched me down there.  He moaned again, “You’re so wet, Jesus, I
can’t believe this!”


 


He
was so hard, and he was dribbling some juice out of his cock.  I didn’t know
what it was, but it felt slippery, so it was something like my juices, I
guessed.  He slipped a finger into me and said, “You’re a virgin?  Oh God.”


 


“What
did you expect?” I said, though I knew a bunch of girls my age who claimed to
have had sex.  I hoped that my being a virgin didn’t scare him off.


 


“Not
here,” he said.  He picked me up and carried me into the house and up to the
bedroom.  I thought I’m going to make love for the first time with my
stepdad in my mom’s bed!  He was so strong.  I loved the way I felt as he
carried me.  He laid me down on the bed and began to touch me all over.  He
liked my breasts and my nipples.  He called them “perky.”


 


“They’re
not as big as Mom’s,” I said.


 


“Oh,
but sweetheart, they’re twice as nice,” he said as he gently squeezed one then
the other.  “So firm.  Mmmmmmmmm.”


 


He
ran his hands all over my body; my hips, my thighs, then back up again.  It
felt so good I had goosebumps all over.  When he put his mouth down there I
nearly died.  His tongue and lips massaged all the good places and soon I felt
it coming, better than when I touched myself.


 


“Ooooooooooooooooooooooh,”
I cried.


 


“Mmmmmmm,”
he groaned.  I must have been very wet for him.  “I want to fuck you so bad,
but I don’t have a condom, and no way am I gonna be that stupid.” 


 


I
was still trembling from my orgasm to fully comprehend what he meant.  He lay
next to me and kissed me using his tongue in my mouth.  This was definitely a
new hot way to kiss!  He slid his finger in me again and pushed it in and out
real fast; so fast I felt another orgasm building within me.


 


“Garrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrryyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy,”
I screamed.


 


When
I was done (and breathing normally again) I said, finally understanding about
the condom, “What about you?”


 


“You
could give me a blow job, that would be great.  You know what that is, don’t
you?”


 


I
kind of knew, roughly, but I asked him how anyway.  He lay on his back and
directed me.  He was a little too big for my tiny mouth so mostly I just put
the end in there and rubbed the rest.  He was moaning so much I knew it felt
good.  I did that for a while and then all of a sudden he groaned, “I’m
cumming,” and a thick jet of his stuff spewed out, choking me.  Several more
jets sprayed against my face as I pulled away in shock.  So much!


 


He
helped me clean up, asking, “You okay?”  Which I translated to ‘you won’t tell
your mom, will you?’


 


“I’m
okay, Gary.  I just wish we could’ve, you know, done it all the way.”


 


He
sighed.  “You and me both.  Someday, if you still want to, we will, but we have
to make sure no one finds out.  I don’t want to hurt your mom, understand what
I’m saying?”


 


“Yes,
but don’t worry.  I won’t ever tell her anything about you, ever.”  I gave him
a big kiss, using my tongue like he did.  I loved kissing like that!


 


We
were dressed long before Mom got home.  I almost forgot my bikini by the pool
but picked it up just in time.  All the rest of the day, I kept looking at Gary
and thinking about what we did, and almost did.  He caught me looking a couple
of times and blew me a secret kiss while Mom’s attention was elsewhere.


 


That
night, their sex was even noisier than the last time.  Now I knew he was
thinking of me, and that made me feel aroused and very special.  I fingered
myself to orgasm but it was nowhere near as good as with his tongue or finger.


 


We
had to wait almost two weeks before we had the house to ourselves.  I went to
him wearing one of his t-shirts and nothing else.  The cloth (and my
anticipation) made my nipples really hard.  He liked that a lot.  He tongued me
a little like before and then I helped him put the condom on.  He had me lay on
my stomach with my legs off the bed.


 


“This
is best for your first time,” he said.  I wanted to look at him, but I figured
he knew best.


 


I
felt the end of his cock start to go in.  I held my breath.  Then it hurt. 
“Owwww, don’t…take it out…take it out,” I cried.


 


“It
will only feel that way until I get all the way in, then it will feel good.”  


 


I
had to believe him.  He put it back in a little bit and then I felt something
go ‘pop.’  This changed the feeling somewhat.  “No…yes…please…” I begged, not
really knowing if I wanted him to continue or not.  He went in a little piece
at a time until I felt filled up.  He was right, the pain went away and some
pleasurable feelings had begun.


 


He
kept saying, “Oh, Sarah, you’re so tight, I can’t believe this.  So tight, oh…”


 


Tight? 
Could someone be loose?  I somehow knew he wanted to go faster but kept it slow
for my sake.  “Can we do it another way?  I want to see you,” I said.


 


“Sure…sure
sweetheart.”  He had me lie on my back and spread my legs, putting a heel on
each of his shoulders.  I was agog at having a man so close, in me; I really
did want to see him.  I watched his cock enter me before looking up and
catching his eye.  Our eyes remained locked together as he started going in and
out of me.  He had a hand under each of my ass cheeks and he squeezed as he
thrusted.  I think it was as much from sight as from him being inside me, but
the orgasm came so suddenly, I almost fainted.


 


“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!”


 


“God
damn,” he cried out, and I felt him throb deep within me.  After, he showed me
how much of his stuff was inside the condom.


 


We
showered together.  He couldn’t keep his hands off my breasts and I liked
that.  Again, he nervously asked me if I was okay.


 


I
was okay; oh yes, I was okay.


 


“Did
you like that?”


 


“Did
I make noises like Mom?”


 


“God,
yes, but she can’t ever find out.”


 


“Don’t
worry.”


 


The
next time we were alone we were so aroused we never made it to the bed.  He
took me standing up, as he lifted me onto his condom-encased shaft.  He did all
the work, raising and lowering me onto him while my legs wrapped around his
sides.  I saw his muscles bulge and that turned me on so much.


 


“Gar—reeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!”
I screamed as I forced him to lower me all the way down so he would be at his
deepest while I orgasmed.  My orgasm must have triggered his as he let go,
spasming inside me.


 


We
made a game of removing the condom and seeing how much cum was inside.  “Do you
squirt so much with Mom?” I asked.


 


He
sighed, like it was hard to reconcile sex with both of us.  “I really don’t
know.  I don’t use a condom with her.”


 


I
had a vision of not using one with Gary.  I won’t, I know, since no way do I
want to get pregnant, but the thought of his cum dribbling out of me like it
does the condom got me hot.


 


I
got so obsessed with having sex with Gary that I grew edgy when we went long
stretches without doing it.  One day, Mom noticed and asked me if I was
alright.  “Yes, I’m fine,” I said, though I heard the frustration in my
voice.


 


During
those times without sex, I masturbated a lot.  One day I think I did myself
five times and ended up sore.


 


When
we had our chance, we did it almost continually; in the shower, on the bed, on
the floor, wherever we could.  I really was loving it from behind.  He called
it doggie-style, which I thought was funny.  When we did it that way, it was
like I orgasmed in seconds!


 


While
Gary and I did it, I didn’t hear as many noises coming from their bedroom
later.  I remembered him asking me by the pool that day if I had a boyfriend. 
I giggled; maybe Gary was my steady boyfriend now.  Regardless of the position,
I was really enjoying the idea of doing it on their bed.  I know, it must be
something psychological, like supplanting my mom or something.  Well, that’s
just what I was doing after all.


 


“She’s
gone.  You wanna fuck?”


 


He
smiled and asked, “Shower or bed?”


 


We
ended up on the bed.  He used his tongue to get me going then slid between my
legs and pounded away.  My legs were way up and back, with my ankles up around
his neck.  He got really deep that way.


 


Ohhhhhhhhhhh,
Gary, I’m cummmmmming already!” I shouted.  I felt at least three distinct
waves of blissful contractions before he moaned and unloaded.


 


“Oh,
God…you’re perfect!”


 


“I’m,
glad you’re my stepdad…and my lover.”


 


Wow,
he was still hard!  So I got him back inside me for more.


 


Oops,
no condom.


 


Oh
well.  He’s mine now, Mom, not  yours.


 


If you liked this story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.    If you liked it, the rest of my stuff can be found at my 
Candy web site.  Thank you.

Candy
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This story began as a school assignment in
history but ended up being another one I couldn’t turn in to my teacher. I
tried to be as real to the times as I possibly could based on my studies, so
please don’t be offended by some of the language.


 


“Get in the wagon, Elizabeth.  I don’t truly wish to do this,
but you gotta see it for yourself.”


 


“Yes, Papa,” I said.  I knew what he meant.  


 


Word was around town there was going to be a lynching.  Papa
didn’t much like to see coloreds killed like that “for no God-forsaken reason”
so I knew he wanted me to see it only to teach me how evil this sort of thing
was.  


 


My schoolteacher said that after entering the twentieth century,
America would finally “fulfill the promise” made when Abraham Lincoln freed the
slaves.  I wasn’t sure what promises he made, but I didn’t see much evidence of
promises kept here in Mississippi, I reckoned.  Forty years after they were
‘freed,’ the Negroes living in these parts sure weren’t doing much ‘fulfilling’
as far as I could tell.  Three weeks ago, they lynched young Joe because he
stared too long at Miss Emily outside the dry goods store.  She may be the
prettiest young lady in the county, but when a colored man forgets his place
and “looks carnally at a white woman” (as I overheard Miss Penny say to Mama)
then folks around here will more often than not take out some rope justice.  As
I climbed into our wagon, I wondered who was going to be at the bad end of that
rope today. 


 


“We’re a little late,” Papa said, as he pulled the wagon up to
the clearing and the big magnolia tree, with its strangely disfigured and often
misappropriated branch.  Sure enough, a colored man was already hanging.  It
looked to me as if folks beat him badly before stringing the poor, unfortunate
man up.


 


“Oh, Papa,” I said, choking back a sob.  I recognized him; it
was Isaac, and he’d always been nice to my family and me.


 


Papa said, “I know, Elizabeth.  I know.”


 


Then I saw it.  Isaac’s trousers were tattered, nearly torn
completely off, and his peter-meat was sticking right out there!  I first
thought my eyes were playing tricks on me, but the thing was longer than I
imagined a man’s privates to ever be; and, as God was my witness it was as big
around as my mother’s rolling pin.  Looked as hard as that, too.  My Pa, too
shaken by what was before us to consider what else I was witnessing, didn’t
keep me from a-looking.  When we got home, Mama was none too happy that Pa took
me to see the lynching, saying I’d be “havin’ nightmares all night.”  Unlike my
Ma’s forecast, my dreams were not of dying men but rather the mystery each kept
hidden in their drawers.  I may only be thirteen, but I knew a man did
something else with his manhood besides pee, even if the details of such an act
were heretofore unclear.


 


I was a stubborn child, so when I needed knowing, I asked.  The
following day I sat with Miss Ella on the front porch of the house where she
did day-maid work.


 


“Miss Ella, do all Negro men have big peters?”


 


“Where you get that notion, chile?” she said, a sly smile
playing across her broad, brown face.  “You been peekin’?”  Before I said
anything, her face darkened and she said, “Ain’t nobody been showin’ you none,
have they?”


 


“Showing me?  You mean their peter?  No Ma’am.”


 


“I figured a girl your age is askin’ about such things because
she’s seen a dark cock, all struttin’ around the barnyard.  Shouldn’t happen,
but it does sometimes.”


 


I was all confused.  “Cock?”


 


She laughed.  “Sorry ’Liz-beth, I be meanin’ what a man got
between his legs.  You not too young to know about such things, I guess.  A
man’s meat be called some strange things, like cock, but it’s rightly called a
penis when we talkin’ civilized ‘bout such subjects.”  She began telling me all
about sex and men’s anatomy.  I was enthralled, remembering what I saw on the
hanging Isaac.  “My Abraham had an impressive piece o’ manhood on him, and
damned if he didn’t know how to use it,” she said, her eyes watering up at the
mention of her late husband.  She cautioned, “Don’t go tellin’ your Ma we be
talkin’ ‘bout these things.  It’s rightly your Ma’s place to be teachin’ you
about copulatin’, but a girl’s gotta know one way or t’other.”


 


As I walked home, my mind was a-buzzing with all the things she
told me.  Reconciling what Miss Ella had said about sex between a man and a
woman, and the size of Isaac’s cock (I sure thought that was a funny name, but
it was what stuck in my head), I couldn’t ever imagine something that big between
a man’s legs going between mine.  ‘Know how to use it’ was her saying, and that
got me to doing a whole lot more imagining.


 


I spent the next few weeks trying to see just what these ‘cocks’
looked like.  I spied on my Papa.  His was kinda small, mostly hidden by a big
thatch of curly hair, and nowhere near the tree limb I saw sticking out from
swinging Isaac.  I snuck down to the creek one day and caught a few of the boys
swimming.  From what I saw, they were even smaller than my papa was, though
without so much of that kinky hair.  That night before putting on my bedclothes,
I looked at my privates, still imagining.  Of course, I had my share of the
curly hairs down there like the boys.  I explored the slit, thinking of what
Miss Ella told me about sex (“The first time a man lays on top of you, raring
to put his cock in you. You gonna be scared, like no way that thing gonna fit,
but it does, it always does, and if he knows what he doin’, you gonna wonder
where all the scaredness came from.”)  I thought I knew a little about what she
meant.  Sure, I would be scared if that monster of a cock I saw on Isaac was “raring”
between my young legs.


 


One thing all that imagining was doing to me was making me all
warm and itchy inside, as if a bunch of fire ants were crawling around inside
me.  ’Twasn’t an altogether bad feeling to have, I reckoned; did something to
my nether regions, felt good. 


 


I knew a colored boy named Stoke (don’t know the significance of
the name nor where it came from—and I never would ask a Negro such things
anyway.)  He was somewhat older than me, maybe eighteen, though his mama
couldn’t quite remember exactly (which I thought to be both humorous and
strange.)  Stoke and me couldn’t really be friends because of our ages and
colors, however he was a good listener and he never seemed to mind when I bent
his ear about anything.  He once said, “I never knew a white girl who talked so
much” as me.  I thought I knew what he meant since most of the colored girls I
knew chattered away like hens in a pen when they figured no white folks were
around.  Stoke and me would often sit behind what few actual gravestones
existed in the colored cemetery and talk.  Like I said, mostly I talked and he
listened, and whittled on some creation of his.  I knew he was sweet on me and
I thought that was nice.  What could he hope for?  He’d whittle toys and other
objects for me, which I would hide from my folks; what would they say if I told
them a colored boy made ‘em?


 


As was usual, that day in the cemetery, I talked and Stoke
whittled.  “How you feel about what they did to Isaac?” I asked.


 


“How you think I feel?  There be so much hate from white folks
to my kind.  How can I explain it?  I don’ think the Good Lord a-cared much
about skin color when he made us.  I been thinkin’ it’s you all scared.”


 


“I ain’t scared.  Why would we be scared?  Seems Negroes would
be more scared than Whites.”


 


He laughed, and it came out like a dog’s bark.  “I know you
ain’t scared; you’re different from t’other white folks.  Whites’re a-scared
for lots of reasons.  Your people think we gonna rise up and take all the work
and take all the women too.”


 


It was my turn to laugh.  “Take all the women?  What you mean by
that, Stoke?”


 


“C’mon ’Liz-beth, I can’t be talkin’ to you about things like
that.  You too young yet.”


 


“You can talk to me ’bout sex, Stoke.  Miss Ella told me all
about it.”


 


Stoke rolled his eyes and looked extremely uncomfortable.  “Why
you be talkin’ to old Ella about things men and women do under the sheets?”


 


I told him about seeing Isaac, and how mammoth his manhood
looked to be, under that fateful tree branch.  “I was wonderin’ if Negro men
were all of that size, is all”


 


He shook his head.  “How you know about size, young’un?”  He
paused then said, “Aww, don’t answer me on that one, ’Liz-beth, I reckon I
don’t want to know.”


 


He went on to explain (very uncomfortably, I might add) that
stories abound on colored men being bigger in that area than whites, and
whether true or not, he sorta believed it himself.  When I asked him why, he
went silent and I swore his dark skin still blushed.  He explained about what
hanging can do to a man, and how that might’ve been the case with poor,
unfortunate Isaac.  He wondered why I was there to see the lynching, and so I
explained how my papa wanted me to be shocked since it was a really bad
injustice.  He surprised me by gossiping about some of the White townswomen who
were sleeping with Negro men when their husbands weren’t around.  Some of the
names stunned me.  


 


While talking, he’d used the word “biggun” so I asked him the
big question in my mind: did he have a “biggun?”


 


’Liz-beth, oh ’Liz-beth, you cain’t be askin’ a question like
that, ’specially to me.  You the wrong color, and too young anyway.  I like you
very much and I be honest…I think of you…like that…many days.  You so pretty
and it sometimes make my heart…and other places… a-thrilled to see you.”  


 


He said I was pretty!  


 


I never would’ve thought of me and Stoke that way, but I did
like him, and I admit the idea of seeing him naked and whether he did have a
“biggun” did things to me too.  He admonished me not to speak with anyone about
this conversation—not Miss Ella—nobody.


 


That night I had incessant dreams of me and Stoke, and I awoke
to find my privates mighty wet, though now I figured I knew what that was all
about.  The next day I went looking for Stoke and we snuck off into the woods behind
the Negro part of town.  He had a nice hidey-hole there, where he’d built up a
little lean-to shelter.  We sat and talked some more, as we were apt to do on
most idle days.


 


“Stoke,” I interrupted, “you may do those things to me like all
them white townswomen you tol’ me about.  No matter my color or my years.  I
like you too.”


 


He was torn between gladness and horror, I could see, but soon
he was teaching me about kissing.  This kissing was very dissimilar to the
kisses I shared with my ma and pa.  Stoke showed me how to use my tongue in an
open-mouthed kind of kiss.  He sure used his!  And I felt much a-stirring
between my legs, remembering how wet I’d been that morning.  I was certain I
was moist then too.  He put his hand under my dress and felt for my bosoms,
though I hardly had any to speak of, or to touch.  Nevertheless, it felt
amazing.


 


“Oh…’Liz-beth…oh,” he moaned but then he pulled away from me. 
“Somebody see us for certain here in this old place, then it be Stoke’s neck
getting’ stretched.”  


 


He warned me again not to speak with anyone about what we did. 
That night, my dreams were even more vivid.  I was getting to where I connected
the feelings—fluttery stomach, itch between my legs, tightness in my chest—with
all of what Miss Ella told me about sex.  


 


The following morning, instead of the lean-to in the woods,
Stoke walked me to an old shanty-shack he said was once used by moonshiners. 
He took me inside and we went back to kissin’.  This time we were standing up
and I felt the swelling in his trousers.  It was a biggun!  He helped me out of
my dress down to my under-drawers before removing his.  Dear, sweet Lord
Jesus!  Though not as big as hangin’ Isaac’s, Stoke’s was as mighty for its
proximity.  I tentatively touched it, feeling its rigidity as well as its warm,
fleshy texture.  He was very excited and soon his cock was standing up
straighter than the flagpole in front of town hall.  


 


I was so mesmerized by his manhood I didn’t realize he was
touching me down below until he murmured something about wantin’ to taste me. 
“You be like fine cookin’ on my tongue, little girl,” he said.


 


Cooking?  Taste?  What he meant was beyond me but I was already
surrendering myself to this dark-skinned man-boy and I’d let him do anything
short of putting his thing inside me.  Now that it was up close, I doubted it
could go in there at all anyways.  I lay down in some sweet smelling straw and
he proceeded to place his tongue at my woman-zone, licking and fondling—and
yes, tasting—until all sorts of feelings took over my body, feelings I had no
way to categorize but knew I loved them.


 


Stoke kept saying, “Oh my, oh my…” in between his licking (and
strange slurping sounds).


 


After a fair time, I started making noises of my own, almost
sounding as if a newborn kitten was in my chest.  The kitten-sound quickly
turned to a lioness’s roar when the feelings took me over, and I started to
quake like one of them holy-roller folks, a-thrashing and a-twitching right
along with my squeals.


 


Stoke let out another long sigh accompanied by more ‘Oh mys’
before saying, “’Liz-beth, you done had one of them womanly raptures…Lordy,
maybe the loudest this boy ever heard with his own ears!”  He kept on, “Without
puttin’ ole Willy into ya, too.”


 


I figured ‘Willy’ was his silly name for the big, twitching,
fleshy flagpole I was staring at.  He wanted me to touch it, and he taught me
how to rub it, which I did until it squirted all over; I was amazed by the hot,
milk-white spray.


 


Reacting to my stare, Stoke said with a chuckle, “What you
expectin’, maybe brown ‘jac?  All men white inside along with what they spew, I
reckon.”


 


We got dressed but lay back down in the straw and talked.  Stoke
talked about his dreams, how mostly he wanted to be a doctor someday, a dream
he figured because of color he could never realize.  I told him how I wanted to
be a schoolteacher as well as be a good mama someday.  He said he knew I’d be a
good mama.  


 


He then said, “This was a special thing, lyin’ with you this
way.  Stoke wantin’ to do more but it not be right with you being so young.”  


 


But there was a week later…


 


Our bed of straw got used again, and he used his mouth to make
me feel good like before.  “I need to.  Stoke need to,” he said before spreading
my legs and putting his biggun at my hole, pushing it a little way into me.  It
hurt!  I told him to stop but then felt guilty because I knew he wanted to be
in me so badly—and I wanted it too, remembering what Miss Ella said and the
remarkable feelings that radiated through my belly when he put something as
insubstantial as his tongue down there.  He tried again but only went in part
way, which seemed to be enough for both of us.  It didn’t take much (as long as
he didn’t go any deeper, I imagined) and I started having those feelings again. 
Stoke appeared to be having those feelings too because he was moaning along
with a few “Sweet Jesus” epithets added in.  He suddenly drew away, pulled
himself out of me, and sprayed his spackle like a spring rain shower all over
my belly. 


 


“Why did you do that?”


 


“Can’t get you to be sproutin’ a brown-skinned baby now, can
we?  If that happened, Stoke be soon swinging from a rope hisself.”


 


Like before, we kissed, dressed then talked.  I kept thinking of
what Miss Ella’d said about sex, being a great thing and all.  I figured Stoke
was a fine representative of his race in that regard, and that next time he
could go deeper, me taking all of him to experience what Miss Ella said about
her kin’s prowess.


 


After a few more of our secret meetings in the old moonshiners’
shack, Stoke lost all reserve and went fast and deep within me.  No more
a-hurting, and all the feelings magnified.  I was caterwauling to the extreme,
having no memory of a sensation like this ever before, when I felt his manhood
shudder inside me.  I wasn’t scared.  I thought of a little baby with skin the
color of good coffee and me and Stoke going somewhere else to be together,
maybe up north.


 


My dreams, it turned out, were as ridiculous as Stoke’s. 
Someone had overheard us and seen us leaving the shack. Gossip was buzzing like
a hive of honeybees about “the colored boy raping the white girl.”  Mama
wouldn’t talk to me, and Papa was in a rage, which he directed at me once I
told him I’d wanted it and it wasn’t a rape.


 


“We’re gonna lynch that boy,” he said.  The man who had wanted
me to see a lynching so I would be disgusted at the indignity was now willing
to tie the rope himself.


 


I thought one more time of Abe Lincoln’s “promise,” one not kept
by those who followed.  I cried and cried, not thinking it would come to be but
fearing it would.  I couldn’t see Stoke at all, so I cried some more.  I wanted
him to kiss me, hold me, and enter me again.  Forever.


 


Later that day Papa led the party to the misshaped magnolia
tree.  Some townspeople wanted me to watch, but Papa said no, since he knew it
wasn’t rape and thus fearing my in-public reaction.  I snuck over to the
clearing and watched from afar, crying silent tears when Stoke saw me at the
periphery of the crowd and smiled, even while knowing he was about to die. 
Then I knew what love was.


 


I watched and cried as they put the noose of the hanging rope
around Stoke’s neck while he was standing on an old wood crate, then kicked it
out from under him.  Poor Stoke swung and kicked for a while until going still
and lifeless.


 


I waited there as everyone eventually went back home, leaving my
dearest as food for the animals.  I couldn’t live without him, especially if I
was growing his baby inside me.  I walked to the tree, and Stoke.  I disrobed,
picking up another section of rope that was lying around, and stacked up a few
of the wood crates as a sort of stairs.  I climbed up my makeshift scaffold
right next to Stoke and kissed him on his growing-cold lips.  I tossed the rope
around the tree limb and tied it sturdy.  Fashioning a simple noose on the
other end, I put it around my neck before kissing him again, longer this time. 
While kissing him, I put my fingers down below and used them as pitiful
replacement for his cock.  While I reached that sex climax and moaned aloud, I
was hoping all that the preachers say about Jesus in Heaven was true, since
Heaven was the only place a girl like me could be with a Negro boy like Stoke
and be happy.


 


When they find me naked and next to him, they’ll know how I
felt.  Won’t change anything, but they will know.  My last thought as I kicked
and toppled the crates away was wondering if babies could be made in Heaven. 
Elizabeth is coming after you, Stoke.


 


The End


 


 


If you liked this story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  If you liked it, the rest of my stuff can be found at my 
Candy web site.  Thank you.

Candy
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Part 2 of “My Uncle Luke”


 


 


I
was so glad Uncle Luke was here.  My dad’s youngest brother was a cool
character—and very handsome too.  Now that I’m eleven the crush I’ve always had
on him has blossomed into something altogether different.  His Mustang
convertible was the coolest and he was going to let me drive it—never mind he
was teaching me so much about sex.  It was all at my urging, so don’t be mad at
him.  Uncle Luke was here for a week, watching me while my dad’s in rehab.  I
love my dad, but he had to get better before things really got bad for
him, and us.  The best part so far was taking off my bikini and soaking in the
Jacuzzi with Uncle Luke.


 


He
kept teasing, “Your virginity won’t last the week.”  So far we hadn’t gone all
the way, though he taught me how to suck his penis, and he put his tongue in me
and taught me about orgasms.


 


It
was the fourth day of his visit and today like any other day he was lying on a
poolside lounger, completely naked, getting a great overall tan.  By now he
wasn’t at all surprised about me joining him there.


 


“Would
you like me to rub some of that sunscreen on your…ah…cock?” I asked him
(because that’s what he called his penis), snapping him awake from whatever
daydream had swollen his penis measurably.  “You don’t want it to get
sunburned, do you?”  The look on his face made me laugh.


 


He
said, “Damn you, girl.  Didn’t you get enough yesterday to satisfy that
curiosity of yours? —the curiosity that’s gonna put me in prison, for God’s
sake.”


 


I
dropped my top to the ground, and my bottoms soon joined it.  “Okay, if you
don’t want sunscreen then maybe you can put some on me.”


 


He
rolled his eyes back and then said, “Prison. That’s where I’m going for sure.”


 


I
walked over and lay atop him.  “No you won’t, silly.  Not even if you take my
virginity.”


 


I
felt his stiff cock under me.  “You can’t keep teasing me like this,” he
groaned.


 


“Who’s
teasing?” I said.  “Now, what about the sunscreen?”  He scooted me up a little
and kissed me.  I really loved these kisses.  


 


He
rubbed the lotion all over me.  When he lingered at my little breasts and
suddenly taut nipples, I couldn’t help moaning.  As his hand rubbed between my
thighs, I leaned over and began playing with his rigid cock.  It was his turn
to moan.  Just as I thought about putting him in my mouth like he showed me
yesterday, he pushed me away and said it was wrong, and that instead we should
go in the pool and cool off.  I pouted but followed him into the pool anyway.  We
swam like we had the day before.  I kept swimming up to him and touching him,
keeping his cock hard.  He kept pushing me away each time, but I knew it was
only half-hearted.


 


“When
you gonna let me drive your Mustang, Uncle Luke?”


 


“I
suppose I have to…but only around the neighborhood, okay?”


 


“Now?”


 


He
exhaled like he was exasperated, but I knew it was only a show.  “Let’s get it
over with.  Come on.”  He climbed from the pool and I followed.


 


As
he pulled on his shorts, he said, “Put something on, for Christ’s sake. 
I can’t very well go out to the car with this boner.”


 


I
giggled, “What’s the matter, Uncle Luke? Mrs. Jameson can’t come over and take
care of it for you?”


 


He
shook his head, “No, Marie’s husband just came home from his business trip and
she’s stuck.”


 


I
thrust out my hips and said with another giggle, “Then maybe I can take
care of you.”


 


He
shook his head once more.  “Never mind, get dressed and I’ll let you drive. 
Damn, you’re impossible,” he said, though I know he was only teasing me back.


 


He
let me drive around the block a few times.  Thankfully there weren’t many cars
on the streets of my neighborhood.  I had to fold up a bunch of towels to sit
on so I would be high enough in the driver’s seat to see out, and I had to have
the seat all the way forward to barely reach the pedals.  Uncle Luke laughed
and called me a “shrimp” for being so small.  I know he was nervous but he
tried not to show it.  I bet he was worrying the whole time about me crashing
his fancy car.


 


“Can
we go in the Jacuzzi when we’re back home?” I asked.


 


“If
you can get us safely back in the driveway without getting into an accident
then I guess we can.”  He was quiet for a moment then said, “Shit, you’re going
to tease me with that little body of yours again, aren’t you?”


 


“Who,
me?”   I laughed.  “You’re the one who goes naked all the time around me,
so who’s doing the teasing?”  I was watching the road so I couldn’t look at
him, but I knew he was rolling his eyes or something like it.


 


When
we got back, he praised me for my driving and went to fire up the Jacuzzi.  I
was happy he didn’t do something silly like kiss the ground to kid me about my
driving.  I loved him for that—treating me like a grown-up and not a kid.  I
went into the house and got undressed.  No bikini for me today; I put on my
silk bathrobe over my naked body and went out back to meet Luke.  I thought
about sex—real sex, not just using our mouths—and I got all hot and tingly like
I had the day before.  Uncle Luke called it being “horny” and probably that was
it.  Right then I didn’t want to tease him anymore; I wanted him to go all the
way with me like he did with Mrs. Jameson.  I felt my crotch inside the
bathrobe and my fingers came away wet and slippery, and my nipples ached so
much I had to touch them too.  I hoped Uncle Luke would touch me in the hot
tub.


 


When
I got to the Jacuzzi he was already naked and in the bubbling water.  I dropped
the robe to the patio deck and watched my uncle’s reaction.  His face told me
everything, including the fact his cock must be getting stiff underwater.  He
was staring at my crotch like a starving person looking at food.  Considering
how he ate me down there yesterday maybe it was like food.  I laughed to myself
at that thought.  Uncle Luke had a really big ‘hot dog’ and I was ready to try
‘eating’ it again as well!


 


He
whistled, and then said, “Girl, I don’t know what I’m gonna do, but I sure can
see what you want me to do.”  He was pointing to my legs, so I looked
down and saw like little rivers of moisture trickling down my thighs from my
cunny.  It wasn’t sweat.


 


My
knees became unsteady by the way he was looking at me and by how I was thinking
about him, and I nearly toppled before I could step into the roiling water.  I
didn’t need the Jacuzzi to get my body hot; I felt hot already.


 


After
I was seated next to him, just like yesterday he asked me if I knew what
seduction was.  “You know you’re seducing me but I don’t think you understand
all the ramifications.  Do you?”


 


“We
talked about sex before, Uncle Luke, and you know how much I love you and how
much I want to feel like Mrs. Jameson feels when you do it with her.”


 


“You’re
eleven—a very mature eleven, but eleven nonetheless—and besides the fact it
would be against the law, I’m not sure you can handle the emotions that go
with…er…making love.  You might feel as if it’s what you want now, but you
might change your mind once we…ah…do it.”  He made another of his exasperated
sighs, then added, “Anyway, you’re small and it would hurt.”


 


“Really?”


 


“Yes,
baby doll.  In case you forgot, you are a virgin, and in case you
haven’t noticed by now,” he said, lifting his ass up out of the water and
pointing at his erection, “…I’m kinda big.”


 


“Isn’t
that good…that you’re big, I mean?”


 


“Damn…Pumpkin…you’re
driving me crazy!  Yes, I guess it’s good for any woman, but you still have a
nicely intact hymen and besides that, your bottom is skinny so I would imagine
your vagina would be impossibly tight.  Shit, I’m gonna cum just thinking about
it.” 


 


“What’s
a hymen, and how do you know about mine?” I asked.


 


“Remember
when I put my finger in you yesterday?  I felt the…ah…little circle of skin
that’s your hymen.”  How could I forget what we did yesterday—what he called
oral sex when I put his cock in my mouth and he squirted—and how I felt when he
kissed and touched me down there.  He continued, “The hymen is skin that is
inside all girls and it gets, I guess, ‘broken’ when she has sex for the first
time.”


 


“Broken?!”
I nearly shrieked.  “Is that why it would hurt?”


 


He
chuckled, “It’s not that bad, but what do I know.” 


 


“Oh,”
was all I could say, pondering everything he told me, my whole body hot from
head to toe, and I knew it wasn’t from the water.


 


I
didn’t realize until then that I was touching his cock underwater.  It was so
hard and again I remembered how it looked going in and out of Mrs. Jameson when
I spied on them the other day.  I understood what he was warning me about, but
I wanted it going in and out of me that way.  I kept rubbing his cock. 
He murmured something and put his head back.  Maybe if I rubbed him until he
was close to squirting I could get him to carry me into the house like
yesterday and this time make love to me.  What he said about it hurting
completely slipped my mind.


 


“Shit,
we have to stop it, girl.  I can’t take this tease anymore,” he said, though
his head was still back and his eyes were still closed like he hadn’t meant a
word of it.  I could only hope.  I kept touching him.  He was so hard.


 


“Can
I put him in my mouth?” I asked.


 


“No,
but I know what I’m gonna do,” he said.  Then he pulled me to him
and kissed me.  


 


This
was a long, tonguing kiss like yesterday and I felt all the same emotions and
then some.  I’m right against him!  I feel so hot!  I think finally we’re
going to do it!  Oh, God, he’s touching me!  He put his fingers down there!  It
feels so good!  Oh, I feel his hard cock touch me!  Yes!  Yes!  He stopped
kissing me but his fingers were still doing things to me down there. 
“Now…Please…” I begged.


 


He
looked into my eyes for a few seconds, and then said the word I wanted to hear:
“Yes.”


 


As
he’d done the day before, he lifted me from the Jacuzzi and wrapped a towel
around me before setting me down on one of the lounge chairs and wrapping
another towel around himself.  He carried me into the house like that,
(hopefully) safely away from the eyes of prying neighbors, especially his
mistress, Marie Jameson.  He took me to the guest room—his bedroom—and set my
feet on the floor, letting the towel slide from my hot and eager body.  I stood
there shakily.  Would I still be a virgin in a few minutes?  He let his
towel fall away as well.  


 


“I’m
not thinking about it anymore, just doing.  Last chance to say no,” he said to
me, sounding like a question instead of a statement.  I nodded, hardly able to
breathe.


 


He
coaxed me to the bed where he immediately went down between my thighs, which I spread
for him, and began tonguing me.  Like yesterday, he went right to that same
spot that made me feel so good—my clitoris—kissing and licking me.  I moaned,
“Ummmmm” as his tongue did magical things.  Oh boy, that tension was back, the
one which made me feel like a giant spring was tightening within me. 
“Ummmmmmmm” I moaned again and again.  As he licked me his hand was playing
with my little nipples.  He would lightly touch one breast then run his
fingertips down my belly and around my navel then go back to the other breast. 
Back and forth he went.  Added to what his tongue was doing, I was quickly
losing it.


 


“Ohhhhh,
Unnnnnncle Luuuuuuuke, Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”  That was MY voice
screaming!


 


He
whispered something—I heard “before” and “change” and “mind”—but the rest was
lost within the tremors of my orgasm.  He taught me about that, and now he
would teach me more.  Uncle Luke picked me up and cradled me in his arms like a
baby.  “Girl, you’re the prettiest little thing when you cum,” he said.  “I’m
not asking you anymore if you’re ready.  I’m going to make love to you…all the
way this time.”  With that said he leaned down and kissed me again.


 


He
was right—he didn’t have to ask me anymore.


 


While
still kissing me he laid me down on the bed, him next to me.  His hands were
warm and soft and did some magnificent things to me; so good I felt the same
fire building, the same spring coiling deep within me once again.  He slid a
finger deep inside me and moved it around.  For a moment I felt a twinge of
pain but his finger also touched some nice places too.


 


“Yes,
Uncle Luke, yes!” I murmured, “Mmmmmm, oh, I love you, oh, yes…”


 


I
looked at him and saw him smiling back at me.  He silently mouthed, “I love you
too, sweetheart.”  He reached for a little bottle that was next to the bed, and
poured some of its contents into the palm of his hand.  He said, “It’s massage
oil, and I’m gonna treat you like the special princess that you are.”  He
rubbed the slick liquid all over my body.  It warmed me even more; his strong
hands kneading the oil especially in some sexy places like my butt, tits, and
inside my thighs.  I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation, the spring
tightening a bit more.


 


From
somewhere he’d gotten a condom packet and ripped it open.  “Would you like to
put it on?” he asked. My face was red hot and I was all tickly down between my
legs as he explained how to unroll the condom onto his cock.  As I did he
lightly touched one of my breasts with one hand as the other caressed my neck
under my ear.  When the condom was on all the way, he gently pushed me to the
bed and lifted my legs by an ankle gripped in each of his powerful hands.


 


“I
think we’re both more than ready for this,” he said, almost moaning the words. 
He put the end of his cock at my opening and hesitated a few seconds before
pushing just a little bit.


 


“Oooooo,”
I murmured involuntarily as he began to stretch me down there.  “No!” I cried
as he went in a little bit more.


 


He
stopped pushing but didn’t say anything, just waiting.


 


“Yes,
I mean, don’t stop,” I whispered breathlessly.


 


As
he went a little deeper, I cried “No” and “Yes” alternately, and yelped when it
hurt a little more.  He must be breaking my hymen like he explained would
happen, though nothing I said could stop him now.  And I didn’t want him to,
either.  I croaked, “Don’t stop.”


 


Before
I knew it he was going in and out of me.  I remembered what it looked like
seeing him doing it with Mrs. Jameson, and I wanted to see it now, so I lifted
my head up off the pillow, straining to see.  My uncle was holding himself up
by his hands so he wouldn’t be too heavy on top of me; he shifted his body a
little so I could see down there better.  Wow, his condom-covered cock was all
shiny like!  While still in me, he put his arm under me and lifted me from the
bed almost like I was sitting on his lap, though he was still on his knees.  Even
though I had a ‘full’ feeling in my vagina, it felt good now; I only hoped
Uncle Luke was comfortable with me like that.  


 


He
told me to “reach down and touch it.”  I touched his cock as it was part way in
and it was all slippery!  He explained that it was shiny and slippery because
of me.  He said I was “lubricated” from being horny and that helped him
“enter” me though I was very tight.


 


Even
though I was all excited, I giggled and said, “I guess I’m like as slippery
inside as I am on the outside from the oil you rubbed on me.”  I thought about
what he said about me being very tight, as well as how stretched I felt, and asked
him, “Does it feel good?”


 


“You
don’t know the half of it,” he groaned.  “How does it feel for you? Did it
hurt?”


 


Through
trembling lips, I answered, “Yeah, a little at first, but not now…”


 


He
didn’t say another word but held me to him in what I figured might be an
awkward position, my oily nipples touching his chest and tingling like crazy. 
He kind of bounced me up and down on him.  Oh, yes!  I loved this: the warmth,
the touching, the feelings inside of me.  It certainly didn’t hurt anymore, it
just felt wonderful.  That sensation I can only describe as a coiling spring
deep in my belly, which I now know is what leads up to an orgasm, is like ten
times more intense than it was from his tongue.


 


“Ohhhh,
Uncle Luke, I like it, I like it…”


 


I
was going to say ‘Thank you’ but he began kissing me again and thus kept my
tongue busy.  I was so warm—hot and tingly, actually—as we kissed and I bobbed
on his lap.  I felt everything like tighten within me and my vagina seemed to
tighten around him too.  He must have felt it because he groaned.  I was so hot
I started bouncing harder and faster on him, frenzied, sweaty and completely
out of control.


 


“Damn
it girl,” he said, barely more than a grunt, “I can’t hold on any more…I’m
cumming,” and then he groaned again, louder this time.


 


I
felt every spurt coming out of him!  That’s when everything sort of let go
inside me.  I cried out as the imaginary spring released all its tension. 
Every contraction—like a ‘good’ cramp—made me cry again and again.  When he pulled
off the condom, he showed me all the cum that was trapped inside.  


 


He
wiped sweat from my forehead with the palm of his hand and brushed sweaty
strands of my hair from my face.  “Was it everything you thought it’d be?”


 


“Yes,
oh yes, Uncle Luke!  It felt so good!  Can we do it again?”


 


“Whoa,
young lady, it takes me a little while to recover, even if I’m with the
prettiest girl in the world.”


 


“Am
I really? …Pretty?”


 


“You
sure are, hon.  You don’t know how much willpower it took not to—” I knew he
wanted to say ‘fuck’ but stopped himself.  “Though you’re my niece, I wanted to
from the first moment after you took your bikini off out by the Jacuzzi.”  He
took a deep breath and then said, “You know that what we just did can get me
into a lot of trouble, don’t you?”


 


“I’ll
never, ever, ever tell anyone.  Never.”   I meant it, too.  I loved my Uncle. 
Even though it was early in the afternoon, we both fell asleep lying next to
each other.  I felt so warm and secure, thinking I’m lying next to a man, after
we made love!  


 


The
shadows in the bedroom were long when I finally woke up.  Uncle Luke was
already awake and looking at me with a smile on his face.  He asked me if I had
a nice nap.  I asked him how long he’d been awake and watching me.  He said, “I
like watching pretty girls.”  I love it when he says I’m pretty.


 


I
reached over to kiss him, but first asked, “Can we do it again?”


 


He
smiled and said, “Are you hungry? …At least for something other than sex?”


 


I
smiled back and shook my head vigorously.  He laughed.  As we kissed I touched
his cock and it quickly grew hard.  Goodie!  He licked me again but not for
long.  I guessed I was ready.  He put on a condom and this time stayed behind
me as I lay on my side.  He lifted my thigh to open me up and gently slipped
into me.  Once again he muttered how tight I was before moaning.  He went
deeper a little at a time then started going in and out.  He kissed the nape of
my neck and reached around to tease a nipple.  He kept at it slowly, and it
felt so great.  After a little while he moved his hands to hold my hips and
steadily went faster.


 


Oh
my God, I think I’m having an orgasm already!  “Aaaaaaaaaeeeeeeeeahhhhhh,” I
squealed.


 


He
must have felt me having an orgasm, or maybe it was my screaming, but for
whatever reason he groaned and went really fast, so I knew it was his
time too.  I felt him bump into parts of me deep inside that didn’t feel
altogether pleasant, but it didn’t hurt either.  Besides, my orgasm was making
me forget all about it anyway, as it seemed to go on forever.


 


“Sweet
Jesus!” he swore, as he stopped thrusting and held my ass tight to him.  I felt
his cock throb and knew he was squirting his cum—one, two, three, four big
throbs—and I felt them all!  I absently wondered what it would be like if he
hadn’t worn a condom.


 


“Oh
my Lord, I’ll never get over this, girl!  You’re amazing!” he said.  He held me
for a few minutes before sending me off to shower.  “Now it’s time for some
dinner…I think it’s about time we feed that other mouth of yours.”  We
both laughed at his joke.


 


He
cooked dinner and after we watched some TV.  We didn’t talk much about what we
did, and I think he was still worried I would tell my dad and he would get into
trouble.  I have to make sure he understands that would never happen.  I love
my uncle too much.  I asked if I could sleep with him, but he begged off.


 


“You
may not think so, but that little pussy of yours is gonna be in a load of hurt
by morning.  I think we should let it rest, okay?”


 


I
thought he was exaggerating, but anyway I slept in my own bed that night.  


 


Oh
boy, he hadn’t been kidding!  When I woke up I almost couldn’t walk!  During
breakfast Uncle Luke kept saying “I told you so” every time he saw me wince. 
Later in the morning (when I wasn’t so sore anymore) we went grocery shopping. 
He wouldn’t let me drive but I didn’t mind.  This was our last day together
since my dad would be coming home the next day.  As we put away the groceries,
my uncle kept asking me how I was.  I told him I wasn’t as sore then as I had
been when I awoke.  He took me to lunch at my favorite chain restaurant, and I
felt real special talking and being with him.  He never talked to me like I was
a kid.  Of course he couldn’t now after we made love yesterday.  Made love! 
When I think those words I get tingly all over and remember all of it: his
tenderness, his strength, the throbbing of his cock in me, and of course my
fabulous orgasms.  I hoped others in the restaurant couldn’t tell what I was
thinking, though I hoped Uncle Luke did.


 


He
took me shopping and bought me some nice clothes.  Nothing sexy, but certainly
clothes my dad would never let me buy myself.  At a drugstore he picked up some
stuff in a small tube and a small box of something.  When I asked him what they
were, he smiled and told me it was a secret for our last night.  Ooooooo!  I
knew what that meant!


 


When
we got back to my house, we got naked and went in the Jacuzzi.  He wanted to
know if the hot water burned my sore pussy, but I assured him it felt okay.  He
put his arm around my shoulders and held me close while we soaked.  After, we
dove into the pool to cool off.  All the while, he was teasing and touching me,
especially my titties; I think to make me hot for sex, though he didn’t have to
do anything to get me like that.  I wanted him now.


 


We
put robes on and went into the house.  He looked at me and didn’t say
anything.  He knew I was ready.  He led me to his bedroom.  I took off the robe
and jumped onto the bed and spread my legs so he could see my pussy.  I hoped
he could see how wet I was.  He picked up the tube that he’d bought and showed
it to me.


 


Reading
the label, he said, “Says here this lubricant has ‘warming action’ that should
be ‘pleasurable’ to a woman.  You want to try it out, little woman?”


 


“Lubricant?”
I asked.   He called me a woman!


 


“Doesn’t
matter how wet you might feel now, little woman, we better use some extra
lubricant or you’ll be sorer than hell down there.  Damn, you looked like it
hurt to walk this morning.”  He smiled, “Don’t want you complaining about me,
right?”


 


“Please,
Uncle Luke. I won’t complain.  Please,” I said, and I meant it. I wanted it so
bad.


 


The
box he’d bought was a new box of condoms.  They were all cool neon colors.  He
let me pick out the color.  I chose one that was like shiny green, and giggled,
thinking of how funny that color’s going to look like when it’s stretched out
on his big cock.  Before he lay down with me, I looked at him and one more time
marveled at his body, and how special I felt that a girl my age could have sex
with a man like him and have it be so good.


 


He
used his tongue on me for a long time, licking and kissing my clitoris until I
knew I was getting close to an orgasm.  He must have known too because he eased
up a little on the pressure while he made some “mmmm” noises like he was eating
something really delicious—and maybe he was, me!


 


Please,
Uncle Luke, no more.  Put it in me, please, now…”


 


He
put on the neon green condom (it did look strange!) and used his fingers to put
a lot of that lubricant around and in my cunny.  He rubbed some on the condom
and made me roll over on my stomach.  He put two pillows under me, raising my
butt in the air, and then straddled my legs and put his cock at my pussy.


 


“We
can do it this way?” I asked.


 


“Don’t
worry, hon, we can do it lots of ways,” he said. “And no doubt by
morning I think we will.”


 


I
was going to sleep with him and we were going to do it all night!   I was still a little
sore when he went into me but the lubricant probably helped a lot like he said
it would.  I closed my eyes while he went in and out, enjoying how great it
felt.  This way felt different than the other ways we did it; his cock was like
touching different places in me somehow.  I didn’t realize I was making noises
until my mind registered what my ears were hearing.


 


“Oh-oh-oh-oh-oh-oh—” 
I kept saying, each ‘oh’ sound coming each time his cock went in and his hips
bumped against my butt. 


 


He
kept groaning, “I can’t believe this…you’re too damn tight…I’m not gonna
last…oh girl this is unbelievable…ugh…I’m getting close…oh God…”


 


“Uuuuuuuncle
Luuuuuuuuke, ohhhhhhhhh” I wailed as the orgasm began.


 


“I’m
cumming, darling,” he said before grunting.  This orgasm was so great, and I
felt his cock spurt again inside me!  And he called me darling!


 


We
took a shower together and I thought that was the coolest thing (besides sex
that is).  After we dressed he ordered some delivery pizza and we ate while
watching a DVD.  When the movie was over we talked serious like about me and
sex and not talking about it with anyone.  I think he trusted me but he
couldn’t help being worried.  I told him he was the greatest uncle any girl
could have and that our making love would always remain just between us.  I
realized he wanted to make sure my eleven-year-old brain could handle losing my
virginity.


 


“I
don’t want you to get messed up about sex, I mean, as you get older and meet
boys you like,” he said.  I told him I thought I understood what he was saying,
and though I’ve learned I really loved sex I wouldn’t go crazy and like do it
with just anybody. 


 


He
wasn’t just anybody, that was for sure.  “I love you so much for how you treat
me like a grown up, and for teaching me about sex,” I said.


 


“That’s
okay, sweetheart.  You’ve grown up so much.”  He was quiet for a few moments
before adding, “I hope your dad gets better…is better.”


 


“He
will.  I know he will, Uncle Luke.”


 


“Yeah,
I know he will too…because he has you.”  I saw a tear forming at the corner of
his eye, and I was sure mine were watery too.  “You’re very special…for a
shrimpy niece, that is.”


 


We
both went from tears to laughter and we kind of wrestled on the sofa and tried
tickling each other, but soon we were kissing, the kind of adult kissing I’m
loving so much.  He carried me to his bedroom and we made love again, this time
with a neon pink condom.  I told him how much I liked it from behind earlier
and he showed me how to get on my hands and knees and do it that way—he called
it doggie style, which got me giggling—giggling only the sweet feeling of his cock
going into me would quell.


 


“Oh
yes, Uncle Luke!  It feels good this way!”  His hands are on my hips, pulling
me back as he was thrusting.  I’m feeling and hearing the slap of sweaty skin
on skin.  I was orgasming almost as soon as he started going faster.


 


“Holy
shit!” he exclaimed. “Already?”


 


Oh,
yes!


 


I
wailed and moaned as he kept thrusting, until he shouted and stopped as deep as
he could go into me.  He was cumming too.


 


We
fell asleep and slept for a long time.  I awoke in darkness and looked over at
the alarm clock to see it was 2:42.  His arm was around me and his body was
nice and warm against my skin.  This was heaven, better than any dream.  I
rolled over and kissed his lightly snoring lips.  He awoke slowly and kissed me
back.


 


“Sleeping
okay, sweetheart?” he asked.


 


“Of
course,” I whispered.


 


His
hand found one of my breasts and began to lightly rub and play with it.  I
moaned, “That feels so good.” 


 


He
said, “Go back to sleep, before you ask me to fuck you one more time, okay? 
There’s always the morning, you know.”


 


I
fell back to sleep.  My dreams were sweet ones.


 


When
we woke up I started playing with his cock and he got very hard again.  Another
condom was unwrapped (blue this time) and I put lots of lubricant in me (I was
sore, but I wanted to do it one more time no matter what) and he asked me if I
wanted to learn a new position.  This time he lay on his back and he had me
straddle him and let his cock slide into me.


 


I
asked, “How will you move in and out of me like this?”


 


He
chuckled and said, “That’s your job this way.”


 


He
put a hand under each of my butt cheeks and lifted me a little before settling
me back down again.  “Like that, baby doll,” he said.  “It’s all yours, hon.”


 


I
got the hang of it fast as I bounced up and down.  He was bumping into
something deep in me that didn’t feel that great, so I laid my chest on his and
instead kind of lifted just my butt up and down and back and forth.  This felt
even better.  He put his arms around me as I kept moving my vagina around his
cock.  It took a while, maybe because I was doing all the moving, but
eventually my orgasm hit.  It hit hard.  I held onto him tightly as my whole
body shook in pleasure.


 


When
he removed the condom I saw it didn’t have any cum inside.  “You didn’t?” I
asked.


 


“Not
this time.  I think you drained it all out of me.”


 


We
laughed, showered, dressed and had breakfast.  My dad would be home later this
morning, so we cleaned up the house, especially changing and washing the linens
in the guest bedroom where Uncle Luke had been sleeping—and where we’ve been
making love.  I helped him pack and we joked about the neon condoms as he
placed the remaining packets and the tube of lubricant in his suitcase.  I
actually felt a twinge of jealousy wondering who the women would be that got to
experience these condoms next.


 


As
my uncle was loading his bags into the Mustang for the drive home, we snuck one
last kiss as soon as we knew my dad wasn’t looking.  “Bye sweetheart, be
good…take care of your dad.”  I assured him I would.


 


In
the driveway, I silently mouthed “I love you” to my uncle, much like he had to
me the other day in bed.  He winked in response.  Dad and I waved goodbye as he
drove away.  I was sad, knowing how much I would miss him and not knowing when
I would see him again.


 


“Where
you a good girl for Luke?” my dad asked.


 


“He
told me I was the best,” I said, trying hard not to giggle at the hidden
meaning.


 


As
we walked back into the house, my dad said, “You’re walking funny. Did you hurt
yourself while I was gone?”


 


I
thought quickly.  “Yeah, I guess so. I slipped one time climbing out of the
pool. I guess I like hurt my leg a little.”


 


He
stared at me kind of funny but didn’t say anything.  Could he figure out what
really made me sore?  Did he suspect anything?  I sure hoped not.  I
consciously tried to walk like it wasn’t sore, even though it was very
sore down there—the best soreness I could ever have imagined!


 


The End


 


 


If you liked my story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  This is a work of fiction. 
  I hope you liked it.  The rest of my stuff can be found at the 
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My
uncle Luke was coming to visit, and I couldn’t have been happier.  He was my dad’s youngest brother and a cool,
handsome guy.  My dad’s been trying,
really trying, since mom died, but he basically fell apart.  He’d been drinking a lot, losing his job in
the process, and things were steadily getting worse.  He’d never been mean to me, his only daughter.  I still loved him tremendously, but he
needed help.  Uncle Luke was taking care
of that, adding to his ‘coolness’ quotient.



 



When
my uncle drove up in his old Mustang convertible, I ran out to greet him,
jumping into his arms.



 



“How’s
my favorite ten-year-old niece?”



 



“I’m
eleven, silly, and I’m your ONLY niece.”  I kissed him on the cheek. 
His cologne smelled so good.



 



My
dad came out of the house and they talked while carrying in Luke’s stuff for
his weeklong stay while my dad was in rehab. 
I stayed out in the yard for a while longer admiring the Mustang and
hoping Uncle Luke would take me for a ride.



 



After
dad had left in a taxi, Uncle Luke winked at me and said he was going to enjoy
our pool, like he did every time he visited. 
There were three things I counted on when Uncle Luke stayed with us: he
would spend a lot of time in our Jacuzzi and pool; he’d take me shopping and
spoil me with neat stuff; and he would have sex with Mrs. Jameson next
door.  She was married but Uncle Luke
said she didn’t get “her needs met” and he liked her a lot.  I didn’t know anything about “needs” but
what was I to say about her cheating with my single uncle?



 



I
got bored and decided to go see Uncle Luke by the pool and ask if he’d take me
someplace.  When I went out onto the
back deck, I was shocked to see him lying on a beach towel completely naked!  I was all set to say something but changed
my mind.  I didn’t want him to know I
saw him like that.  I stayed and looked
though.  He was tanned all over, so I
guessed he’d sunbathed nude before.  He
had a nice body with nice muscles, and his penis was right there!  Except for times my dad slipped up and I saw
peeks of him, this was the first time I ever saw a man naked.  I stared at his penis for the longest
time.  While I watched I saw it twitch a
couple of times.  What was that about, I
wondered?  I went back in the house,
forgetting about going somewhere but not forgetting about Uncle Luke’s naked
body.  For some reason when I thought
about him I got warm all over and felt a funny tingling in my stomach.



 



For
dinner we called out for pizza.  While
we were eating, the phone rang.  It was
Marie Jameson.  She must have seen Uncle
Luke’s car and figured it was time to have her “needs” met.  From hearing his part of the conversation I
figured they were going to meet the next day for sex.  Her husband must be out of town. 
I wasn’t going to go shopping with Uncle Luke tomorrow, I realized.



 



The
next day came and so did Mrs. Jameson. 
She arrived at the house wearing a beach wrap with a bikini on
underneath.  They went into the Jacuzzi
and pretty soon were kissing and touching each other.  Yeah, I spied on them.



 



The
Jacuzzi was off to the side of our pool, and because of a fence and some
shrubbery, was pretty private.  Nobody
could see it from outside our yard.  I
could see it though, from a spot near the deck’s edge.  Marie had slipped out of her top and Uncle
Luke was playing with her big breasts while she drew her head back and
moaned.  It must have felt good.  I knew how mine felt when I touched them,
even though mine were small bumps just starting to grow.  I imagined sometimes having a boy touch mine
like my uncle touched Mrs. Jameson’s.



 



I
heard them talk.  She must have asked
about me, because he said something about “she’s inside” and “we’re alone”
before they got to kissing again.  In a
few moments they both took everything off and she leaned over the edge of the
Jacuzzi with her butt facing him.  He
stood up in the water and I saw his penis was real hard and sticking out.  He touched her down there like he was
checking something, then he put it in her. 
His penis looked long but it all went in!  I couldn’t believe I was watching this—two
people having sex!



 



Somehow
I imagined it would be different, but it still was amazing how he moved back
and forth so his penis would go in and out of her.  My uncle’s butt was kind of cute.  I saw his muscles ripple as he did it to her and it made me feel
funny again.  She must be enjoying it a
lot since she was urging him on very loudly, so loud I wondered if other
neighbors could hear it.



 



“C’mon,
harder, fuck me harder, Luke, you know I need it hard, HARDER,” she cried out.



 



He
was going harder just like she asked. 
He went in and out a few more times and then asked her, “Should I pull
out?”



 



She
kind of croaked, “Shit, no, I want it in me.”



 



I
didn’t know what they meant, but right after that she cried out, “Oh God, Luke,
aaaaaaaaah!” and he moaned he was “coming.” 
I saw his butt muscles flex as he stopped while he was all the way in
her.  I only had a vague idea what was
happening, though it sure sounded like they enjoyed it by the noises they made.  When they sat back in the Jacuzzi, I snuck
away so they wouldn’t know I watched them do it.



 



I
went to my bedroom and pulled my pants down in front of the mirror.  The girls in school always called it their
“cunt” or “pussy” but both words would make me blush if I said them.  I guessed pussy was better, since I was
growing some fuzzy hair down there, though not much.  I’d been surprised to see that Mrs. Jameson had no hair down
there at all, like me when I was a little girl.  She must shave it.  Maybe I’ll
do that too someday if I get too much hair. 
I studied my pussy (blush) in the mirror, not able to imagine having a
boy’s penis go in there.  I pushed a
finger inside but before I got very far it hurt a little.  If my finger hurt, then how could a penis
like my uncle’s feel good?  Maybe that
part of me, my vagina, still had to grow too. 
Even though I took my finger out, I still rubbed the outside a little
and was surprised to have those funny feelings in my stomach come back.  I guessed that maybe those feelings were
part of sex.  I had a lot to learn.



 



I
put my bikini on and went out to the pool. 
Don’t get the wrong impression; my lilac-colored suit wasn’t that skimpy
(my dad wouldn’t let me have one of those in a million years
anyway).  The top was more a halter than
a bra, and the bottoms were a lot more modest than the ones with the strings I
see older girls wearing.  



 



I
figured it was ‘safe’ now that they had sex. 
When I got to the deck I found otherwise—they were doing it again.  This time it was different.  She was lying on her back on the big lounge
chair with her legs in the air and he was between them.  Of course one thing that I figured was
universal about sex was that he was going in and out of her, like before.  From my vantage point I watched, hypnotized
by the whole spectacle.  His penis
seemed to shine in the sunlight like it was all wet.  She made more noise this time than before.  When he said he was “coming” this time, she
whimpered, “not there,” and she opened her mouth.  He pulled his penis out and with one hand holding it, moved up
and put it in her mouth!  He grunted and
then I saw white cream dribble from the edges of her lips.  I surmised that must be his sperm he was
shooting out, but why in her mouth? 
Yuck!  She seemed to have wanted
it, and didn’t mind having him squirt in her mouth at all.



 



For
the second time today I snuck away from the pool.  This time for some reason I was crying.  Did I really think he would spend all his time with me?  Was that why I was feeling sad, or was it
something else?



 



After
Marie Jameson went home, Uncle Luke wasn’t good for anything as far as I was
concerned.  He half-heartedly threw some
burgers on the grill and that was dinner. 
Afterwards, he said he was too tired to go out so we watched television
in different rooms.  I went to bed
grouchy, but dreamed of what my uncle had done with Mrs. Jameson.  The next morning I was all sweaty and itchy.  I didn’t know why.



 



The
next day he was back by the pool, naked on the lounge.  I wanted to be mad at him for not paying
enough attention to me, however I also realized how it made me feel looking at
him in the nude.  He had sunscreen on so
his whole body glistened in the sun as he tanned.  He had put a lot of it around and on his penis since I figured that
would REALLY hurt if it burned (giggle).  His penis looked more swollen today than before (not counting
when it was hard and going into Mrs. Jameson). 
Could that be from rubbing on the sunscreen?  I couldn’t take my eyes off of him.



 



I
got mad at him just the same.  I pulled
my top off over my head and walked over toward him and picked up the tube of
sunscreen he left lying next to him and rubbed a good dollop over my chest and
tummy.  My breasts tingled when I rubbed
the cream on them, my nipples growing stiff. 
That felt good.  He seemed asleep
so I spread out the big beach towel and lay down on it next to the pool.  I could get an overall tan too, I thought,
even if I was too chicken to take my bottoms off.



 



“What
the hell?” Uncle Luke’s voice jolted me just as I was falling asleep.  “You shouldn’t be out here like that.”



 



I
picked my head up, and on one elbow said, “How can you talk, I mean, you’re all
naked so why can’t I be topless? 
Besides, I don’t have anything to show off anyway, not like Marie
Jameson.”



 



As
he was talking he had pulled on a pair of shorts.  “Keep Marie out of this,” he said, and then stopped suddenly,
adding, “You watched us, didn’t you?”



 



“Yeah,
considering I’ve been bored, I figured it’s like sex education and
entertainment rolled into one.”



 



“Don’t
be wise with me, little girl.”



 



“I’m
not being wise, and I’m NOT a little girl.”



 



He
looked at me for a few seconds and then said, “I guess you’re not.”  Wow, did THAT get my nipples stiff
and my stomach fluttering again, the way he’d stared at my breasts.



 



I
didn’t really know why, but something inside me decided to tease him.  “I know they’re not any way as big as hers,
but do you like mine?” As I asked him, I put a hand under each one and lifted
what little bumps I had.



 



“C’mon,
it’s not right for someone your age to be naked in front of a grown man.”



 



“You’re
not fully grown yet,” I said, laughing, “but I see you’re getting there.”



 



He
looked down and saw what I saw, the bulge at the front of his shorts.  He thought for a second about how he would
defend himself, finally saying, “What do you expect when you show your tits
like that to me?”



 



“So
that means you DO like them.” I chuckled again.



 



He
laughed too, and then said, “If you were older, I’d know how to take care of
you good.”



 



“Take
care of me?  You mean like what you did
to Mrs. Jameson?”



 



He
rolled his eyes and tried to hide his blush. 
He couldn’t hide the bulge either. 
“That’s none of your business, and you shouldn’t have been snooping on
us.”  



 



I
got up from the towel and walked over to him. 
He looked like he was going to die, staring at my bare chest.  “Sex looked like fun to me.  Is that how you would take care of me?”  I was still teasing him.  This close, looking at his tanned body and
remembering what his shorts hid, could it be something more?



 



“You’ve
gotta put your top back on, please,” he begged.



 



“I
don’t think so,” I said, “but I AM gonna get in the Jacuzzi, and maybe I’ll
take off my bottoms too and get all naked like you did.”



 



I
giggled and turned to walk toward the Jacuzzi. 
Before I took a step, Uncle Luke hooked a finger under the waistband of
my suit bottom and said, “Hold on there, little girl,” keeping me from going
anywhere.  



 



I
spun back to face him, my bottoms having been pulled down a little from his
tug.  Looking at him again I felt a
shiver go through me, thinking about what I’d been hinting at with my
teasing.  Oh God, did I really want to
have sex with him?  All of a sudden I
grew hot, as if every nerve in my body was on fire.  He was gorgeous—and the way he was staring at me!  I could hardly stand up my legs were shaking
so badly; he was staring at my lower half now and not my chest.  What would it be like? —SEX —I was so hot
could I stand the heat of the Jacuzzi?



 



I
didn’t have to think about walking for he picked me up and threw me in the
pool.  “Maybe that will cool you off, my
niece the nymph.  In fact, I think I
need cooling off too,” and he jumped into the pool after me.  



 



He
swam after me, chasing me around the pool. 
When he caught me he dunked my head below the waterline.  He tickled me, one time pinching a butt
cheek and another brushing his hand against one of my breasts.  He knew what he was doing.  I raced toward the pool ladder, laughing as
he tried to catch me again.  I climbed out
first and ran to the Jacuzzi, jumping into the hot, bubbling water.  He followed, and shocked me by hopping out
of his shorts before climbing in beside me. 
Boy was I hot then—a combination of the water, and having him with
nothing on and so close to me.



 



He
smiled at me and said, “I thought you were gonna take everything off like I
did?”



 



I
gulped and reached down and pulled off my bottoms.  Ok, Uncle Luke…see?”



 



“Well,
I can’t really ‘see’ since you’re sitting in the water, but that’s ok.”  He put his arm around my shoulder and put
his head back, closing his eyes.



 



I
couldn’t breathe.  There I was, naked,
sitting right next to my naked uncle, our bodies touching, feeling hotter than
the Jacuzzi’s water could do alone.



 



After
several minutes, and without opening his eyes or moving, he said, “Pumpkin, do
you know what seduction is?”



 



“Ah…I
think so.”



 



“That’s
good, because it sure feels like you’re seducing me.”



 



“I
think I’m like, just teasing you.”



 



“Teasing
can be seduction, you know.  What you’re
doing—taking off your bathing suit, the teasing—isn’t much different than the
things Marie did when she first met me.”



 



“Do
you love Mrs. Jameson?”



 



“Wow,
love…you’ll learn someday that sex isn’t always about love.  To answer you, no, I don’t love Marie
Jameson.  I do like her a lot.  I don’t think she loves me either.  For her it’s about satisfying her
sex…er…ah…some needs she doesn’t get from her husband.”



 



“You
mean her husband doesn’t have sex with her.”



 



He
opened his eyes and looked at me, saying, “You’re young, and when you’re
experienced in sex you’ll understand. 
Some people can have sex but not do it…good enough…like maybe they don’t
know how…or don’t care that much about the other person enjoying it too.”



 



“I
heard Mrs. Jameson when you had sex with her. 
You made her feel good, so I guess you know how.”



 



He
chuckled, “Maybe I do.”  He turned
serious, and said, “Seeing that you’re the seductress here, what do you want me
to do?”



 



I
felt my face get even hotter than it was. 
“I don’t know.  I, like, just
wanna learn what it feels like, you know, feel like Mrs. Jameson did.”



 



“We
can’t do that, unfortunately.  You’re my
niece and you’re only eleven, and probably just being out here naked with you
is a felony, and I could go to prison. 
So, even if you are the prettiest girl in the neighborhood, and you do
make me as hard as a rock, we’re not gonna do anything, especially out here in
the open.”



 



Maybe
in the house, I thought.  ‘Hard as a
rock’—he means his penis!  Now I had the
memory of it going in and out of Mrs. Jameson in my head.  “Do you really think I’m pretty?” I
asked.  Wow, was I feeling funny all
over!



 



“I
have to believe you know something about the physical aspects of sex.  Yes, you’re very pretty.  I wouldn’t be like this if I wasn’t turned
on being this close to you.”  He lifted
his butt from the water so I could see that his penis was stiff and sticking
almost straight up.



 



I
moaned involuntarily at the sight of his hard penis so close to me.  I imagined having it go in and out of me,
and I moaned again.



 



“Oh,
damn, this isn’t right.  You’re as horny
as I’ve ever seen a woman.”



 



A
woman, he said.  I moaned again, and in
a choking whisper said, “Can I just touch it? 
Nobody can see back here.”



 



It
was his turn to moan.  “Shit, this is
going where it shouldn’t go, but yes, touch my cock if you want to.”



 



It
was both hard and soft at the same time—his cock—stiffening a little more as I
rubbed my hand up and down on it, feeling it, studying it with my hand.  He closed his eyes again and whispered, “Yes,
oh yes, like that, yeah, feels good.” 
He opened his eyes again and looked at me.  “You really want to, don’t you?” 
I was forcing myself to breathe and my exhales were labored
wheezes.  He pulled me closer and said,
“You know, good sex starts with a kiss. 
Ever kiss a boy?”  I shook my
head.  He then said, “Then it’s about
time you learned.”  



 



He
pulled me on top of him and his mouth fell onto mine.  Oh God, my chest was right up against his!  Oh God, I was right there on his lap and I
could feel his hard penis against my skin! 
Oh God, his tongue was in my mouth, flitting against my tongue!  Oh God, he had one hand at the nape of my
neck and the other at the small of my back, holding me tightly to him!  Oh God, I thought my nipples would burn off
they’re so hot and tingly, touching him! 
Oh God, he moved his hand from my back to cup my butt cheek!  Oh God, I’m so hot!  Oh God, oh God, ohhhhhhhhhhhh!



 



He
stopped kissing me, and said, “Whew, you ARE horny!  I can’t believe it.”  He lifted me up a little, reaching his hand
around my butt and between my legs.  He
touched me!  He touched my pussy!  He whistled and said, “My oh my, you’re so damned
wet, if you weren’t here in the Jacuzzi I bet you’d be dripping anyway.”



 



Wet?  Down there?    I didn’t know what he meant, but I certainly had never felt
like that before.  “Oh Uncle Luke, it
feels so good, will you have sex with me, please?  Make me feel good like you did with Mrs. Jameson,” I said in a
hoarse voice.



 



“Shit,
we can’t.  I mean it’s not right, and especially
outside like this.  But I want to fuck
you so bad,” he said, and I was surprised by his bluntness.  He did want me!  I was still sitting on his lap, my legs on either side of him,
and our chests still touching.  I put my
lips on his, wanting more kissing.  Oh
God, yesssssssssssss!



 



We
kissed for a long time before he said suddenly, “That’s it, I’m taking you in
the house, and I’m gonna give you what you want.”  



 



He
picked me up and sat me on the Jacuzzi’s rim. 
He climbed out and put on his shorts before he lifted me to my shaky
feet, wrapped a towel around me and carried me in his arms into the house.  He carried me like that to the guest bedroom
where he slept and laid me on the bed, removing the towel and taking off his
shorts.  His penis was hard again.  I was naked on my uncle’s bed, and he was
going to have sex with me!  All of a
sudden I wasn’t as ready as I was before. 



 



“Oh,
Uncle Luke, I don’t…I…maybe we shouldn’t…”



 



“How
could an eleven year old be a cock tease? 
I knew it, you’d get me all hot and bothered and then say no.”



 



His
words sounded angry but his voice didn’t. 
He started to put his shorts back on. 
I whispered, “I’m sorry, I don’t want you to be mad at me, I just want
you to…” I hesitated before adding, “treat me like you do Mrs. Jameson.”



 



He
smiled, saying, “I have an idea.  You
don’t know about oral sex but I bet that’s the way to…ah…introduce you to
the…pleasures.”



 



“Oral
sex?” I asked.



 



“Let
me show you, ok?”  He spread my legs
apart and put his head down there.  When
he kissed my pussy, I froze.  “Relax,
sweetheart, this will not hurt, but you have to relax or it won’t feel as good
as it can.”  He kissed a certain spot
and it did feel good.  He nudged my
thighs a bit wider and put a hand under each of my butt cheeks.



 



When
I felt his tongue flit against the same spot he just kissed, I couldn’t help
but moan: “Urmmmmmm.”  He was right—it
did feel good.  His tongue moved around
and around, eventually going back to the original spot.  I was hot and tingly all over, especially down
there.  The more he licked the hotter I
became.  It was like a spring all coiled
up inside me ready to unwind.  I heard
myself making little noises: “Uh—uh—uh—uh—” as he licked me.  Suddenly it was like a waterfall of cool
water crashed over me.  The spring
inside me unwound, the most amazing feeling swept through me, and I found
myself crying tears of joy as my whole body shook.



 



“Wow,
that was a fast one.  I guess I haven’t
lost my touch,” he said as he lay down beside me.  “I imagine that’s your first orgasm.”



 



“Is
that what…it…was?”



 



“Oh
yes.  That’s what makes sex so
fantastic—the big O—and you just had a good one.  Damn, my chin’s soaked from your little squirt.”  I asked him what he meant, though I could
see his wet chin and mouth.  He
explained what he did and what happened. 
He had me sit up and look down between my legs, where he pointed out my
clitoris.  He said, “If you know what to
do with that little nub, the kingdom is yours. Go ahead, touch it.”  When I didn’t right away, he took my hand and
showed me ever so gently.



 



It
did feel good, though not as good as his tongue did.  “So what you did to me was sex? —oral sex?”



 



“I’m
not going to put my cock in you, you’re too small I think and if your hymen is
intact it’ll hurt some, too.  I wanted to
let you know what it felt like, having an orgasm.”



 



I
didn’t want it to hurt.  I wanted it to
feel like the feeling I just had.  My
first orgasm!  “But, Uncle Luke, did you
have any good feelings when your tongue was in me?”



 



“Er…no,
sweetheart.  Look,” he said, showing me
his penis, which was still hard and now leaking some clear liquid from its
end.  “I need to cum bad. Maybe we can
continue your oral lessons.”



 



I
got it, remembering how he had squirted into Marie Jameson’s mouth.  “You mean in my mouth?” I asked.



 



“You
WERE spying on us weren’t you?” he said, and chuckled.  



 



He
got on his back and instructed me to lie on top of him, facing his feet.  He explained about putting his cock in my
mouth and what to do.  It felt good
having my breasts so warm against him, and having his cock right there, so
close.  I held it like he said and I
slipped the end into my mouth.  I moved
my head so it went in and out between my lips while I rubbed the rest that
wouldn’t fit in my mouth.  He made some
groaning noises so I knew it was good for him. 
He whispered “Faster” so I tried. 
While I was doing that, I felt him put a finger in my pussy and he was
kind of tickling me with it.  I found it
hard to concentrate on what I was doing because of what he was doing to me.  I was getting so warm again.  My groin felt like before, as if that spring
was getting ready to be sprung.



 



He
mumbled “Oh God, I’m cumming,” and I could feel his cock stiffen a trifle
more.  Suddenly my mouth was full of his
juice as his cock throbbed three, four, five times.  I swallowed some of it just before I had another orgasm from his
rubbing finger.  It wasn’t tasty, but it
wasn’t gross either, though by that time my moaning throat and my writhing body
didn’t care what his cream tasted like.



 



My uncle
helped me clean up.  “You just had your
first sex lesson. What do you think?”



 



I
looked at him and smiled, “I liked it a lot.”



 



We
put clean bathing suits on and went back into the Jacuzzi.  Uncle Luke confessed how much he wanted to
have sex with me when I took off my suit earlier.  He was hoping that what we’d done would “satisfy” me so I
wouldn’t tease him anymore.  He joked
that he wasn’t sure if his heart could take the strain of “fucking” my tight
vagina.



 



I
went to him, whispering, “Before you leave here.”  We kissed like we’d done before, very deeply.  His hand found a breast and kneaded it.  My hand found a growing erection and stroked
it.



 



He
whispered back, “I won’t be able to sleep all night, I’ll be so fuckin’ rock
hard.”



 



I
smiled up at him.  “If you let me drive
your Mustang around the neighborhood tomorrow, maybe I’ll put it in my mouth
again.  You like that?”



 



“You’re
right, little girl.  No way will your
virginity last the week.”



 



I
laughed.  I knew I’d have the best week
of all with my Uncle Luke here.



 



 



          Later 
I’ll write about the rest of her week,



                                                          Kisses,



                                                                   Candy





If you liked my story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  This is a work of fiction. 
  I hope you liked it.  The rest of my stuff can be found at the 
Cotton Candy web site.  Thank you.
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Hi,
my name is Georgette, but everyone called me Georgie.  I hated my name.  


 


My
grandpa was named George and I was somehow named after him.  It seems stupid to
me.  I didn’t know if it had anything to do with my nickname, but my parents
called me a tomboy.  Yes, I admit I liked to do some things that boys liked to
do, everything from playing baseball to climbing trees.  I didn’t like the
usual things my friends did and I didn’t have stupid sissy posters of Hannah
Montana on my bedroom walls.  A tomboy?  Maybe, but in case they hadn’t noticed,
duh, I was a girl, and at twelve I was growing what would obviously categorize me
as female.  My sister was seventeen and had nice big boobs that all the boys
looked at, and so I figured mine would grow big too.  


 


I
definitely liked boys.  Someday they’ll look at me like I look at them, but not
now.  Maybe because I’m bigger and more athletic than other girls my age and
can beat the boys in most sports I play, I scare them somehow.


 


My
sister is Erica.  She was named after my uncle Eric, which makes me angry all
the time because her name is a much cooler girl’s name than mine.  She has the
cutest boyfriend too; I had to be cool about it, but I have the biggest crush
on him and I think my sister knew.  The way he looked in a pair of jeans was—oh
God, unbelievable.  


 


One
day I was hanging around the house when they were watching TV together, our
parents gone for the day.  When Erica left the room to get some sodas her
boyfriend started tickling me and horsing around.  No, he didn’t touch me THAT
way.  When we horsed around I could feel how strong he was.  I kind of teased
him by asking him to make a muscle.  He was flexing his arm muscles for me
(wow!) when my sister came back.  She told him to stop showing off and made me
leave them alone.  I figured she was jealous, and I liked that a lot.  


 


I
was curious when in a few minutes she took him upstairs to her bedroom.  She
thought she had privacy, but didn’t figure on my tree-climbing skills.  


 


I
can see everything in her bedroom clearly from the tree in the front yard.  I
just climbed the tree and wow what a view I got!  From the tree I could see
them on her bed and they were already naked.  He looked so great.  He was on
top of her and I couldn’t really see much but I could see his cute butt.  His
back muscles were rippling from holding himself up over her, and his butt
muscles were flexing from moving in and out of my sister.  They were fucking! 
I’d never seen it but I could tell.  I couldn’t see everything clearly from
that distance, but I did catch glimpses of his cock sliding in and out.  After
a while he got more excited because he started to do it harder and faster.  I
wondered how my sister could stand it, but from the sounds I heard coming from
the window and the way she was moving she seemed to love it.


 


Their
noises grew more intense until I saw his ass cheeks twitch just before her legs
sort of shivered and shook.  I figured that must be the best part based on the
sounds they made.  I can’t wait until my first time.


 


Climbing
down from the tree, I daydreamed it was me getting it from Erica’s boyfriend. 
Just thinking about his cute butt between my legs made me all wet and squishy
down there.  I didn’t know much about sex, but I was getting familiar with THAT
feeling.  Especially when I thought of cute boys with cute butts.


 


The
next day, a Sunday, I went over to Mr. David’s house with my friend Jennie.  I
called him ‘Mr. David’ but David is his first name not his last, and I felt
funny calling a grown-up man by his first name no matter how many times he told
me to.  He was so nice.  His wife died last year from some kind of cancer and
since then he has been very sad.  They never had children so he let us
neighborhood kids use his pool sometimes.  That’s why Jennie and I went there.


 


I
know you probably have an idea he only wanted us there to look at us girls in
bikinis.  Maybe so, but he probably was very lonely so I think he also liked us
there so he wouldn’t be alone.  He talked to us about school and music and things,
and gave us Cokes when it was really hot out.  Today wasn’t so warm, so Jen and
I were the only kids in his pool.


 


“Okay,
Georgie…what’s going on?” Mr. David said, looking at me kind of smiley-funny. 
“You look like the cat that just swallowed the canary.”


 


“Huh? 
What canary?” I said.


 


“So,
you never heard that one.  I mean, you look like you picked up on something…some
secret or other, and it’s in your brain and you can’t think of anything else,
like what happens to me when a song gets stuck in my head.”


 


Is
he talking about how I watched my sister get laid?  I told Jennie about some of
it on the way over, so maybe he could see my excitement: thinking about sex and
Erica’s boyfriend.  “Well, like if it’s a secret then I wouldn’t talk about it,
right Mr. David?”


 


“I’ll
give you that.  And please drop the Mister, okay?”


 


Jennie
and I went swimming and David sat in a deck chair and drank a beer.  Once before
I saw his cock get stiff in his shorts while me and some other girls were
swimming.  I knew he must get like horny sometimes since he lost his wife, so I
figured it was natural.  He didn’t and wouldn’t try anything with us.  He was
too good a person.  When Jennie and I got out of the pool he handed us towels
and we sat on them next to his chair and talked.


 


“I
bet you have a new boyfriend, Georgie,” he said, smiling.  “Yeah, I think
that’s why you look so…so… up.”


 


“No,
Mr. David.  I don’t have a boyfriend,” I answered, but the memory of my
sister’s boyfriend thrusting and flexing his ass as I watched them do it was in
my head then, and I got warm all over thinking about it as I had up in the
tree.


 


“C’mon,
call me Dave for once, okay?  And you’re blushing!  You have been
thinking about a boy!”  He said, smiling broadly.


 


“No
I haven’t,” I answered defensively.


 


“Okay,
I’m sorry for pestering you, but you just blushed again so I know there’s a boy
in your head somewhere.”


 


I
didn’t know why (really, it surprised me even as I began telling him) yet I
told him about watching my sister getting fucked and how I was jealous of her
because her boyfriend was so hot.  I thought he would laugh or something and
make me feel like a little kid.  Instead, he asked me how watching my sister
and her boyfriend made me feel.  When I explained how it felt ‘down there’ he
said it was a natural feeling and someday I would learn more about that feeling
and sex in general.  I was so happy he didn’t treat me like a little girl I
almost didn’t notice how his shorts bulged.  Wow, he must have a big one
I thought.  At that I blushed again (I felt my face get hot) and he looked at
me funny and shifted in his chair trying to hide the bulge.  Jennie must have
noticed too because she made a funny little squeak noise and was staring at his
crotch.  After all, she’d never seen a man’s cock.  I kind of like felt sorry
for David, so I asked Jennie if she wanted to go back in the pool.  I figured
that would let his cock go down and he wouldn’t be embarrassed.  He got another
beer and sat back in his chair while we swam.  When we climbed out all wet with
our bikinis sticking to us we saw his bulge was back.


 


He
knew it, and shifted a little before getting up quickly and turning away from
us, saying, “Girls, I’ll be right back.  You want Cokes?”


 


We
said yes as he hurried away.  I said to Jennie, “He’s going to jerk off, you
know.”


 


Jennie
didn’t know.  I mean, I didn’t know much more than her about the subject but I
tried to explain.  Her eyes bugged out in wonder.  “You mean he’s gonna touch
himself?  Why?  Because it’s stiff?”


 


“Yeah,
it’s like sex except he’ll rub it until his stuff squirts out, ‘cause we got
him excited.”


 


“Stuff? 
Excited?”


 


“Don’t
you know anything?” I said.  I went on to explain as much as I knew
about sex to Jennie as her eyes grew larger and her jaw dropped.  When I
admitted that I’d seen my sister’s boyfriend’s cock, she started throwing
questions at me: what do they look like, how big are they, etc.  I didn’t let
on that I’d seen only one, and that was from a distance.


 


I
was saved from further explanation when David returned, juggling two Cokes and
a beer.  “Here you go,” he said, handing each of us a cola.  “You weren’t
talking about me while I was gone, were you?”


 


I
knew that I blushed again; my face felt red hot.  I didn’t answer him though I
knew he was only kidding.  He seemed more relaxed now than he’d been when he
went into his house.  We drank our beverages and talked some more, mostly about
music and movies and stuff like that.  For an old man (well, much older than
us) he knew a bit about what music was popular though he said he couldn’t stand
rap and “those whiny girls.”  I guess he meant like Miley Cyrus.  I didn’t like
her either (maybe because I was a tomboy?)  When we said we had to go home, he
looked very sad.  He must be so lonely, I thought.


 


Right
after dusk, and dinner, I decided to climb a tree—no, not the one outside my
house, but one by David’s yard.  Why I did it and what I expected to see were
beyond my comprehension.  A simple subconscious draw—curiosity fostered by the
visit that afternoon—I guessed.  Like I said before, I was a great tree-climber
and had no trouble getting into the higher reaches of the big oak.  A light was
on in one of the upstairs rooms but no activity.  I didn’t mind.  It wasn’t as
if I wanted to see anything in particular; I loved the solitude, the quiet way
up there in a tree, giving me the chance to ponder my life in peace.  Yeah,
right!  It was curiosity about the nice, lonesome man we’d spent many summer
afternoons with, while wondering what he looked like naked.  I saw a bluish
flickering light in one of the downstairs’ windows so I knew he was watching
television.  I waited and thought of what I was going to do the next day.  I
figured I would stay in the tree for no more than another hour if nothing
happened, as long as my mom didn’t call me in sooner.


 


About
30 minutes later, one light went off on the first floor as another went on
upstairs.  The room now lit wasn’t the closest to where I was but I could still
see into it since (so far) the curtains were open.  Then I saw David.  The room
appeared to be his bedroom.  He picked up what looked like a robe and walked out
of sight.  He must be going to shower.  I sat on a branch and hoped that when
he came back to the lit room I could get a glimpse of his body.  Like I said, I
was so curious to see what he looked like naked.  Would he look any different
than Erica’s boyfriend, who was much younger?  


 


When
he came back into view he was wearing the robe and so I began to think I
wouldn’t see any more.  I shifted my butt on the tree branch in preparation of
climbing down, when suddenly he dropped the robe to the floor.  There he was! 
For an older dude he sure had a nice ass.  It was lean and muscled like Erica’s
boyfriend.  He turned around suddenly and I almost fell out of the tree.  His
cock was so big!  It hung down a long way, and I wondered what it would look
like hard.  He was also shaved down there. I thought that was really cool.


 


While
I admired him, I got those fluttery feelings in my tummy just like when I spied
on my sister and her boyfriend doing it.  I knew that if I checked I would be
all wet down there like I had before.  This feeling was very neat, somehow
making me want to touch myself.  I thought, would that be like a boy jerking
off?  Before he put some clothes or pajamas on he reached over and closed
the curtains, thus ending my show.  I climbed down from the tree.  For the
second day in a row I came down out of a tree feeling tingly and strange. 
Later in life I’d discover the word for my condition was ‘HORNY’.  I had
a bunch of crazy dreams that night, mostly about David.  My cunny was so wet in
the morning at first I thought I’d peed the bed.


 


I
spent most of that week in a hazy fog of sex thoughts I didn’t know what to do
about.  I remembered my thought of “jerking off”—touching myself to make me
feel good.  I tried it a couple of nights but instead it just felt funny
sticking my finger in me.  Maybe I needed to learn more about how it was done.


 


On
the following Saturday I went to David’s house ostensibly to swim but really I
just wanted to see him and talk to him.  I was the only one there so he looked
uncomfortable being alone with me, especially with only my little bikini on.  I
had worn last year’s bikini which now was a little tight for me.  I saw how he
looked at me, and for some reason I still only partially understood, it made me
happy.  


 


I
now knew what he looked like without clothes so I kept sneaking looks at him in
his shorts, imagining—


 


“Ah,
Georgie, why are you here?” He said.  “You know it’s not a good idea for you to
be here, alone with a man, and how that would look,” he hesitated before
saying, “I…it might not look right to others…your parents, is what I mean.” 


 


“I’m
sorry, David, er, I mean Dave.  I wanted to talk to you, that’s all, but I’ll
go home.”


 


He
laughed, “Talk to me, right?  Like last weekend when you told me about your
sister getting…ah, having sex, and getting me turned on.  And I know you and
Jennie, ah, noticed that because I saw you looking…a lot like you’re looking at
me now, I might add,” he said, laughing again.


 


What
was I to say to that?  It was all true after all.  “I’m sorry for making you
uncomfortable, but yeah I did want to like talk to you more about sex and
stuff.  I’m sorry…I’ll go.”


 


His
breath caught while his shorts bulged.  “I’m sorry too, Georgie.  You’re a
sweet girl.  Maybe tomorrow as long as you’re not alone, that is?”


 


As
I put on clothes over my bikini, Dave walked into his house.  I began to walk
toward his gate but something stopped me.  I walked to his patio door instead. 
As I went in I called out his name.  I didn’t get a response so I kept walking
further.  He wasn’t downstairs so like a zombie I went upstairs to find him. 
He was in his bedroom (the one I spied on from the tree) and he was naked and
rubbing himself.  I watched spellbound from the doorway as he suddenly moaned,
shuddered and then sprayed four spurts of milky white juice into the air.  Some
landed on him, some on the bed, and some on the floor.  That was his sperm,
I though in amazement.  I must have muttered something, for suddenly he looked
over and saw me.  He scrambled trying to cover up but it was certainly too
late.  I’d seen his nice big cock and I’d seen him jerk it, so what more was
there to hide?


 


He
cried out, “Georgie! What are you doing up here?”  Still trying to cover
himself, he stammered, “Oh shit…you shouldn’t be here, oh shit…I…I’ll…oh shit,
this is bad, I’m…fucked—” 


 


“I’m
sorry, Dave,” I said, not much louder than a whisper.  “I won’t tell anybody. 
You didn’t do anything wrong.  I’m sorry, you’re right, I shouldn’t have come
up here.”


 


He’d
managed to pull on his swim shorts and therefore grew a little less agitated,
though far from calm I thought.  He said, “Why Georgie?  Why are you in here?”


 


“I’m
sorry,” I said again.  “I don’t know, maybe I like you and when I saw you in
your bedroom last weekend, I—”


 


“YOU
SAW ME?!” He said loudly.


 


My
stupid mouth.  I explained how I’d climbed his tree and spied on him.  He was
very upset, but I saw something else in his expressions and it wasn’t all
anger.  I apologized one more time.  “All I want is to learn about sex…and how
am I going to?” I said in exasperation.  


 


“Georgie,
you’re not going to learn from ME, that’s for sure.”  He said a swear
word and then told me he had an idea.  “My wife…”  He stopped like he was going
to cry and I saw his eyes water up, but he eventually said, “When my wife was
alive…we…we…when we were thinking about sex…and wanted to…try some different things…you
know…oh, well…”  This time there was a tear on his cheek.  “When we wanted sex
we would look at this book and learn new ways to…never mind,” he said, still
trying not to cry.


 


There’s
more than one way to have sex? I thought, as he went to a dresser and
pulled out a soft-covered book.


 


He
turned to me and said, “I can’t give you this.  It can’t come back to me, but…what
you want to learn is in here.  I’m going to throw it away…follow me.”


 


I
didn’t know what he was talking about but I followed him outside to where his
trash barrel was.  He put the book on top of it and said, “Okay, I’ve thrown it
away—”  He looked at me with the same expression as before—sadness mixed with
longing—before walking back inside and leaving me there alone.  I tucked the book
under my shirt and went home.


 


I
hid the book in my bedroom.  At bedtime, I slipped the book from its hiding
place and began to scan through it.  The book was all about sex!  It looked to
me like a ‘how-to’ manual on different ways to make it.  Wow, there was
more than one way!  Reading parts of it and looking at some of the
illustrations made me get all hot and tingly again.  There was a whole section
on a woman’s body down below.  I looked at the pictures and compared them to me. 
I got a small mirror I had, and used it to look at my vagina.  I read that it
wasn’t called the vagina but a vulva, with the vagina being the insides part.  


 


There
was a whole section about a part called the clitoris.  I checked mine out,
touching it with a fingertip.  Ooooh, it felt good!  The book said it was one
of the most sensitive parts of a woman’s vulva.  I’ll say!  Mine didn’t exactly
look like the pictures.  It didn’t stick out as much; hidden a little by the
outside parts the book called labia.  I kept stroking my clitoris absently while
I read more in the book, feeling me get wetter and wetter as I was doing it.  I
was reading about orgasms and all kinds of cum stuff while still rubbing myself,
when all of a sudden a piece of paper fell out of the book.


 


On
it was written Sunday nights   then all summer, and below that a drawing
that looked like a tree, with a time next to it.  The note was signed by a
simple D. 
It took me a few seconds to figure out what it meant.  Along with letting me
‘find’ the book, Dave was going to let me see him naked just like I had the
first time!


 


I
remembered watching him jerk off.  I didn’t realize it but at the same time my
finger was rubbing faster.  I felt the sensation build within me, going from a
tingle to a buzz to a hot fire in my belly when suddenly my whole insides
twisted and then relaxed in the neatest, sweetest sensation I’ve ever had.  I
moaned involuntarily, so loud I worried my parents might’ve heard it.  I lost
track of time, contented, reading more of the book well into the night.


 


I
touched myself again in the morning just like the book said, and had another
orgasm that shook my insides up and made me moan louder than the night before. 
Before breakfast I studied the section of the book that dealt with a man’s
penis.  I thought it was neat that I’d seen one get hard.  The book said the
average penis was between five and six inches, but knew Dave’s was bigger than
that.  I felt lucky to have seen it and looking forward to seeing more of it.


 


During
the day I could think of nothing else but climbing Dave’s tree and watching
him.  After reading more of the book, I dreamed it wasn’t just watching, but
that he was actually putting it in me and making me have an orgasm that would
probably be ten times better than those I gave myself.  My pussy was soaked all
day.  When I met up with Jennie to hang out, she saw it right away.


 


“Did
you see your sister…ah…doing it again?” She asked, her face scrunched up as she
studied mine.


 


“No,
why did you ask that?”


 


She
told me how I looked to her.  She didn’t yet comprehend ‘horny’ but knew
something was up with me.  I blurted out about Dave and the book, but not about
his ‘invitation’ note.  I didn’t tell her about touching myself and the orgasms
either.  She was super-excited and wanted to see the book.  Something inside me
didn’t want to share this new sexual discovery with anyone, including my best
friend.  So with much reluctance I asked if she could sleep over Monday night
so we could look at the book together.  She agreed in an instant.


 


After
dinner I went directly to Dave’s yard and climbed the tree.  It was just
beginning to get dark; being the time he wrote on his note.  I waited about ten
minutes before a light went on in his bedroom and he looked out the window.  I
wasn’t sure if he could see me but I waved anyway.  He stood back from the
window and began to undress.  I saw the flicker of a TV playing but couldn’t
see it from my vantage point.  I certainly saw him though.  When he started to
rub himself he was already getting hard, which made me wonder if he was
watching a sex movie on TV.  Unlike the first time, he went slowly, I guessed
so I could see him well enough.  He stroked his cock with his hand,
occasionally rubbing his balls with the other, until several streams of gooey
cum flew from him.  I couldn’t wait to go home and give myself an orgasm, so
while he dressed I clambered down and ran home.


 


I
pulled the book from its hiding place and turned to the section on
intercourse.  After looking at some of the illustrations I focused on one where
the woman was sitting on top of the man.  That wasn’t how I saw my sister doing
it with her boyfriend, but somehow it looked like a cool way.  I closed my eyes
and imagined me sitting on Dave’s big cock, letting it slide all the way in.  I
didn’t know how that would work necessarily, yet my hand was at my pussy,
rubbing hard.


 


“Oooooooooooooo,”
slipped from my lips as I orgasmed.  I hid the book quickly, hoping my parents
hadn’t heard me cum and were on the way to my bedroom.


 


I
guess they hadn’t heard me, so that was a relief.  In more ways than one,
I laughed, enveloped by the aura of a great orgasm.


 


I
hung out with Jennie the next day.  She was crazy with anticipation and was
having a difficult time waiting for nighttime so she could look at the sex
book.  I knew it wasn’t anticipation of sleeping at my house.  That’s all she
talked about all day—the book.  She would have driven me nuts if I hadn’t let
myself daydream of Dave and his cock.  That was more than enough to drive me
nuts all on its own.


 


At
bedtime, with both of us in pajamas and watching television in my bedroom, she
said, “C’mon Georgie, get that book out, I’ve got to see it.”


 


“You’ve
got to be quiet.  I don’t want my parents to come in here while we’re looking
at it.”


 


I
got it from its hiding place and we curled up together on the bed and scanned
through it.  She was like hypnotized by the pictures.  “At one point she said,
“Wow, is that how people do it?”


 


“Yeah,
like there’s a lot of ways,” I said, pretending I was a sex expert or
something.  “See this…position?  That’s how I saw my sister doing it with her
boyfriend.  It really was cool to see his cock going in and out and to see his
butt muscles flex as he did it.”


 


“Oh,
I wish I could see that,” she said dreamily as she studied the pictures of a
man’s anatomy.


 


That’s
when I told her about my orgasms.  I showed her the illustrations of a woman’s
vulva, and explained how I rubbed my clitoris like the book said and how I had
an orgasm.  She looked at me with awe, asking what an orgasm was.  I tried to
explain the feeling but failed miserably.


 


“Do
I have a clitoris?” She asked.


 


“Duh,
of course you have one, silly.  Every girl has one.  Take your pants off and
I’ll show you.”


 


She
stared at me and said, “No way, I’m not taking off my pants even if you are
my best friend.”


 


I
laughed and said, “Well, then I guess I’ll show you mine, scaredy-cat.”


 


I
slid my pajama pants off and then my panties.  Jennie was aghast that I would,
but then I saw curiosity win out.  I showed her my clitoris, by using my
fingertips to make it sort of push out a little. She looked back and forth
between the illustration and me, comparing the two.


 


“And
you like rubbed it and it felt good…the…orgasm?”


 


I
said yes, and asked her to read the explanation in the book for what it said
was ‘masturbation’.  Wide-eyed, she read for a few minutes while I sat there
idly.  However, my mind wasn’t idle, as I thought about how much I wanted to
touch myself and have another one of those fantastic orgasms.  When I focused
on Jennie again, I found her staring at my exposed pussy.


 


“Can
I look at it, Georgie…closer?”


 


I
took the book from her as she got down between my legs and studied my vulva.  I
saw the page she had been reading—it was about something called cunnilingus.  I
read a few paragraphs and my face grew hot, knowing I was blushing. 
Cunnilingus is about one person using their tongue on another’s cunt.  Was she
going to do that to me?


 


“Wow,
yours is…kinda cute, I think,” she said.  “The book said…like it would feel
good if I…you know…like, licked it.”  She took a deep sighing breath, looked up
at me, and said, “Can I?”


 


I
couldn’t believe how horny she was, sort of like me watching Dave.  I was a
little uneasy about letting her do it, but wondered if it would be even better
than me using my fingers.  “Y…Yes, you can,” I answered nervously.


 


She
tentatively put the tip of her tongue between my pussy lips before looking at
the illustrations in the book, which I held open for her.  She licked up and
down within my folds and it felt good.  But not good enough.


 


I
whispered, “Higher,” and guided her head upward so her tongue was at my
clitoris. “There, yes, there,” I croaked.


 


I
was as amazed at her for doing what she was doing as I was at how good it
felt.  Every time her tongue flicked against my clitoris shivers ran up and
down my spine, much more potent than from the mere touch of my fingers.  I
stifled it somewhat, but my cry of orgasm shook me to my core—literally—since
my whole body quivered forcefully, not just my vocal chords.  Jennie looked to
be amazed herself, awed by my orgasmic display.  It’s one thing to read about
something in a book, another to actually experience it.


 


“I
never thought…wow…you…you had one of those things…orgasms…didn’t you?” She
sputtered.  “Did it feel good?”


 


I
hugged her to me, telling her as best I could how great it felt, all the while
thankful my parents hadn’t barged in because of all the noise.


 


“Can
you, like, do it to me now?”  For a girl who moments ago said she’d never take
her panties off, they sure were pulled off quickly.


 


“You
have to be quiet.  I don’t want my mom and dad to come in here and catching
us,” I admonished her again, thinking of the noise I had made.


 


I
handed her the book, and got down between her legs and checked her out. 
Jennie’s was different than mine.  I already had dark hair growing down there,
but Jennie was light and therefore almost bald.  I thought that was cool.  Her
pussy—her labia as the book called those lips—weren’t as puffy as mine, and
they were more pink than my brownish color. I looked up at her face.  She was
deep into what she was reading, not paying any attention to me.  I licked
around her labia and she moaned.  That was a good sign.  I moved my tongue tip
up to her clitoris.  Again, hers was different than mine; it was pinker, bigger
and stuck out more.  I licked it and she shivered, as I felt the tremors move
through her thighs, which she tightened around my head, holding me there.  I
licked harder and she held me tighter.  It was like a tug-of-war game: she
wanted me to do it, I knew, but her leg-hold on me was keeping me from doing it
like I knew would give her an orgasm. I kept working on her until a larger
shiver ran through her, she moaned even louder, and a spritz of juice came out
of her and landed on my face.


 


She
was making all kinds of noise so I said, “Sssssh,” and held on to her as she
kept shivering and shaking.


 


“Oh
Georgie,” she whispered. “That was super!”


 


Before
we fell asleep, we took our pajama tops off and got under the covers completely
naked. We read more of the book, talked about what we were learning from it,
and explored each other’s little yet growing tits.  We tried kissing, and
Jennie and I thought that was neat, though I’d rather be kissing a boy (or
Dave, I thought.)  Jennie wanted another orgasm so I licked and sucked on
her clitoris some more and she loved it. She tried hard not to make as much
noise as I knew she wanted to.


 


When
we woke up, we were both embarrassed a little to be naked.  Jennie wanted to
apologize for what she’d done; afraid I’d think of her as a lesbian, as if that
was a bad thing I guess. Getting dressed we talked about the book and sex. 
What would it be like with a boy, she wondered?  I thought of Dave and asked
myself the same question.


 


We
didn’t go over his house that week.  The weather that weekend was lousy so no
swimming then either.  Jennie and I continued to discuss things that were in
the book.  I looked at it almost every night before bed.  Yes, I did THAT
too!


 


Sunday
night came, and I was once again in Dave’s tree.  The light went on, the
curtain opened, and soon he was there and lazily stroking his hard cock.  How
did he know I was there?  I pondered the possibility that he was doing
something no different than what I did since he ‘gave’ me the book.  I
masturbated (the new word I learned) dreaming of him.  Was he masturbating
dreaming of me?  The thought occurred to me at the same moment he squirted his
cum.  While several streams of his white liquid shot out, liquid gathered in my
pussy, along with an itch that had to be scratched.  My hand was in my pants
and soon I was cumming, moaning aloud.


 


The
window was open!  He heard me!  Dave came to the window and looked out at the
tree.  Our eyes locked, even though it was past dusk.


 


“Goodnight,
Georgie,” he whispered.


 


I
scrambled down and ran home.


 


The
remainder of the summer went by like that: Sunday evenings in Dave’s tree;
summer nights sneaking peeks at the secret book followed by frantic fingers
working their magic; and sporadic ‘sleepovers’ where Jennie and I explored the
wonders of biology.  We swam a few times on super-hot days in Dave’s pool, yet
him and I kept a safe distance from each other lest there be sparks or
something. Every once in a while our eyes would meet and I saw everything—his
loneliness, his sad longing. I knew about that longing.  I dreamed of him
nearly every night; masturbating to the memory nearly every morning.  I played
baseball with the boys and still did all those tomboy things.  It was a
melancholy summer for a conflicted girl.  


 


When
summer was sadly over it was back-to-school time.  No more nights watching him
from my arboreal vantage point.  I still had the dreams, though; no boys at
school, just Dave, his tight muscled ass and his beautiful (to me) cock that
had taken on mythic qualities in my hormone-short-circuited mind.


 


Over
the winter I’d see him occasionally and wave.  He’d wave back, and my heart
would flutter.  One time I saw him with a strange pretty woman.  I almost
cried.  Jealousy was a terrible thing to a girl who just had her thirteenth
birthday.  Every once in a blue moon I’d be close enough to share a few anxious
words with him.  He reacted as awkwardly as I had.


 


I
couldn’t wait for summer.


 


By
the following June I had the secret book practically memorized.  As those
things happen, I guess, Jennie and I sort of drifted apart as friends. 


 


I
saw myself filling out in the mirror.  Different friends now, and less of a
tomboy; what a difference a year makes, I thought. What I mostly thought
about was getting a new bikini, and David’s pool—and David.  The first real hot
day in July was going to be the test.  What would he do?


 


I
went to his house and simply knocked on the door.  I had my new bikini on under
shorts and a t-shirt. I hoped he would like it.  I hoped he would take it off
me.


 


“Hi
Georgie,” he said. He looked perplexed to find me on his doorstep all alone.  “What’s
up?”


 


I
gave him my best smile, “I was wondering if the pool was still open.”


 


He
ushered me in.  “You know you’re always invited.”  He took one sidelong glance
outside as he closed the door.  “No Jennie?”


 


“We’re
not really like friends anymore…is it still okay?”


 


He
sputtered that it was okay and I walked by him toward the patio door, and his
backyard pool, as if I lived there.  He made comments about how much I’d grown
over the winter, so naturally I puffed out my chest a little bit. He noticed. 
Out by the pool, I slipped out of my clothes revealing my bikini to him. 
Again, he noticed. Without another word, I dove into the pool.  The water was
much colder than I imagined so when I climbed back out I was shivering.  He was
staring at me as I emerged from the pool.  I realized he was focused on my
chest.  I looked down to see my nipples prominent through the thin bikini top. 
It must be from the cold water.  I liked the feeling.


 


He
handed me a towel and asked me if I was cold.


 


Instead
of answering I said, “I saw you with a lady a few months ago. Is she like, your
girlfriend?”


 


“No
Georgie, not a girlfriend, just a friend.  Why do you ask?”


 


“Oh,
no reason, curious I guess, that’s all,” I said as I wrapped the towel around
me to warm up.


 


“Look,
you’re cold. It’s probably too early to be swimming anyway.  Let’s go in and
warm up.”  We walked inside and he offered me a soda. “Unless you want
something hot, like cocoa, to warm up,” he said.


 


“No,
that’s okay, I’m warming up already,” I said while looking at him.  


 


He
looked even sexier than last summer, leaner somehow.  He was wearing baggy
shorts and no shirt.  His chest looked great to me, not hairy at all like some
men.  I thought of what his butt must look like now, and then I really
grew warmer.  He got me a Coke from his fridge and sort of backed away as if he
were scared of me.  Maybe he was after all.  I remembered what he said last
summer about being alone with a girl and getting into trouble.  If he knew what
I was thinking he would understand trouble, but not that kind.


 


I
said, my voice cracking a bit, “Thank you again for that book.  I’ve really
learned a lot.”


 


“What
book?” he said, with an expression on his face that was half-smile and half-worry.


 


This
was the moment.  If I chickened out there would be no second chance.  I walked
up to him, put my chest against him, looked up into his eyes, and said, “Oh
yeah, the book I ‘found’…did I tell you I’ve learned a lot from it?  That…and from
climbing trees too.”


 


His
eyes widened as he tried to back up, but I had him pinned against the kitchen
counter. He didn’t know what to do, but I knew.


 


“Untie
my top…pull the strings…you know…”


 


He
whispered, “No, Georgie, no…it’s not right…”


 


“Sssh…yes
it’s right…very right…”


 


“Oh
Georgie,” he sighed, but his hand was at my back and soon the bra was loosened.


 


I
let it fall to the floor and pressed my breasts against his warm flesh.  My
nipples were just as hard now as they were getting out of the pool moments
ago.  I rubbed my tits up and down on him, enjoying the feeling. I was sure my
clitoris was as stiff as my nipples. He was paralyzed for a minute or so, but
then the man in him took over.  He went to his knees and started kissing and
sucking on my nipples, first one then the other, back and forth.  I moaned,
feeling moisture spread throughout the crotch of my suit bottoms. My eyes were
closed when he stopped. I opened them to see him staring at me.


 


“You
know how much trouble I’m in already just for doing what I was doing…touching
you?”


 


“You’re
not in trouble because nobody will ever know. You have my promise,” I said, and
I swore to myself to never let this secret moment be known to anyone else—ever.


 


He
looked into my eyes a little longer, and then he must have decided, for he
lifted me into his arms and began carrying me upstairs, presumably to his
bedroom.  His bedroom!  I rested my head on his shoulder and tried to imagine
what it would feel like.  I knew I could’ve read the sex book over and over and
still not know what it really felt like to have a man’s cock in me.  As we went
up the stairs, the hand that was under my butt kept shifting and I shivered and
moaned. Omigod! I had a small orgasm!  I knew that’s what it was—did he feel it
too?


 


His
bedroom still had small womanly touches to its décor, so I tried hard not to
think about how much he still loved his wife and missed her, as he surely did. 
He laid me down on the bed, and then looked at me for a few seconds before he
lowered his shorts.  As the waistband lowered it freed his cock, which sprang
up awesomely. It looked so much bigger this close!  Butterflies flew around in
my stomach as I tried to imagine how that big, stiff thing was going to go in
me.  Now that he was naked he laid down next to me.  I could hardly breathe.


 


He
caressed one of my breasts as he said, “Are you sure Georgie? This is a big
step for me, but it’s even a bigger step for you. Are you sure, sweetheart?”


 


I
simply nodded.  He reached down and began to slip my bottoms off.  He got on
one elbow and ran his fingertips over my pussy.  It was his turn to moan; he
must have felt how wet I was.  I moaned too, his touch electric.


 


“Tell
me about some of the things you learned from that book,” he asked. “What
exactly would you like me to do?”


 


“I
want you to lick my cunny,” I answered, confessing to what Jennie and I had
done to each other.


 


“Sure,
I can do that.”  He lay down between my legs and began licking.


 


He
was soooooo much better than Jennie!  He sort of nibbled on my clitoris and
when he did that I lost control of my legs and they thrashed up and down, even
kicking him a couple of times.  He hardly seemed to notice.  I felt the orgasm
coming.  My tummy muscles all tightened up and those butterflies were flying
again—and then I screamed. All those tight muscles relaxed at once as the sweet
orgasm swept over me like a warm wave at the beach.


 


When
I finally looked down at him, he was smiling and his mouth and chin were wet. 
“That was fast,” he said.


 


I
figured it was kind of fast to cum so quickly.  He’d gotten up on his knees,
still between my spread legs, and once more I stared at his big erection.  Oh
God, this was what I’ve been dreaming about for months.  “Put it in me,” I
said, unable to recognize the croaking voice as my own.


 


I
didn’t realize he had one, or even thought about it, but he had picked up a
condom packet from somewhere (yes, I knew what they were—more ‘book learning’) and
opened it before unrolling it onto his cock.  That’s when the magnitude of what
was going to happen fully hit me.  At thirteen years old I was going to have a
grown man make love to me!   I moaned at the thought.


 


He
said, “Georgie, I don’t know about your hymen so it might be uncomfortable at
first.  You understand?”


 


“Ah-huh,”
I acknowledged.  I’d read about hymens too.


 


Dave
pulled on my ankles to drag me to the bed’s edge.  He took a couple of pillows
and propped my ass up high on them.  It took me a few seconds to realize why he
did that: it now looked like the perfect height for him where he stood.  His
condom-clad cock was so close!  I was gasping instead of breathing as he took
hold of my thighs and pulled me closer.  His cock was at my labia!  I closed my
eyes.


 


He
held my butt cheeks and slid into me a little ways, and then stopped.  He went
a little further and stopped again, as I gasped one sharp intake of air.  I
opened my eyes to see him studying me.  I smiled and closed my eyes again.  He
went in further.  I guess my hymen wasn’t that big an obstacle after all.


 


I
may have imagined countless ways this moment would feel but I was completely
wrong. It was like scratching an itch—but it wasn’t.  It was like taking a hot
bath—but it wasn’t.  It was like eating your favorite ice cream on a hot summer
day—but it wasn’t.  And it felt nothing at all like the tongue licking I’ve
experienced since last summer.


 


He
was going in and out slowly.  “Oh, Georgie, you’re so tight…I can’t believe
this.”


 


I
had no reference for his use of the word ‘tight’ but it must be a good thing. 
He started going faster and it felt so great.  He was making noises.  Soon mine
were louder than his.  I felt it coming.  


 


I
was cumming.


 


“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhh,”
I squealed.  This one was the best ever!


 


“Oh
Georgie…oh Georgie…me too…” he groaned, and I felt new throbbing down there
added to mine.  He certainly was!


 


He
thanked me afterwards, but it was me who was most thankful.  I’d come to him
last summer, not knowing about sex but wanting so badly to know.  He had the
courage to give me the book—okay, letting me ‘find’ it.  He had courage equal
to his desire and loneliness to take me in his bed today.


 


He
showed me the gooey, filled condom and joked about how I’d “milked” it out of
him.  After we’d talked for a while, laying next to each other and making me
feel so adult, he said, “You know, we just had sex and we’ve never kissed.”


 


“I…I
don’t really know how.”


 


“You
mean that’s not in the sex manual?” he said with a chuckle.


 


He
pulled me to him and he showed me how.  He put his tongue in my mouth and
touched mine.  As we kissed, I felt his cock grow and push against a thigh.  Oh
God, we could do it again!  He got another condom and this time I helped put it
on him.  His cock was extra special this close, not that I knew anything about
cocks in general.  


 


When
I went to spread my legs he stopped me and instead got behind me.  He said we
would “spoon” and although I didn’t remember it called that in the book, I knew
what he meant.  It tickled when he started nibbling on my earlobe.  It tickled
more when he moved the end of his cock between my ass cheeks and started
rubbing it against my pussy.  It was much more than a tickle when he slid it
into me.  One of his hands held my thigh up a bit as he went faster.  By the
time I began making those noises again, the whole bed shook from our
motions.  He was moaning and talking again about me being “tight” like that
made it better for him.  


 


“Ohhhhhh…ohhhhhhhh…ohhhhhhhhhh,”
I sang, as his pace quickened.  This time it was better for some reason, maybe
because his cock rubbed against my clitoris more.  When he breathed in my ear
his hot breath was the ‘last straw’ that took me over the edge.  I screamed so
loud.  I couldn’t control myself as it was like every muscle in my body was
contracting and relaxing all at once; a warmth spreading from the pit of my
stomach outward.


 


After
we relaxed for a few minutes, I asked him if he came because this time I hadn’t
felt him spurt.


 


“I
came hours ago,” he kidded. “I couldn’t let him wilt until you got off, could
I?”


 


I
didn’t quite know what he meant but just then his softening cock popped out of
me.  He pulled off the condom, and as proof, I guess, he let his latest cum
dribble out all over my belly.  “See?” he said, a big smile on his face.


 


I
touched it gingerly before smearing it over my skin.  It was warm at first and
sticky but it wasn’t unpleasant, at least until it began to dry.  Dave urged me
toward his shower where I washed the sweat and cum off me.  He told me part of
him wanted to shower with me but he was “scared” to be in there with me without
a condom.  Under the hot shower spray, I imagined him there and us doing it
standing up and I got all tingly again and my pussy ached.  I was definitely
enjoying that itch, wanting it scratched again and again.


 


When
I emerged from the shower he was there with a towel in one hand and my bikini
in the other.  When he looked at me his cock kicked up a bit and began to
grow.  “You better put this back on before I lose it,” he said.


 


Oh,
that itch!  “You can lose it any time you want.”


 


Wham,
we were back in the bedroom and he dug out another condom.  I figured I was
pretty special to have him be hard like that again.  Another time, another
position I read about in the book.  I was on my hands and knees on the bed and
he was behind me.  I looked over and saw our reflection in the dresser mirror. 
I saw him going in and out of me.  I was like hypnotized watching his butt
muscles flex as he swung his hips forward and backward, over and over, faster
and faster.


 


“Ahh…ahhh…ahhhh…ahhhhh…ahhhhhhhh…AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAhhh…,”
I wailed, thrashing about and grinding my butt back into him.  I wasn’t
watching our reflection anymore; my eyes closed and my head flew back, enjoying
these wonderful moments in time.


 


He
grunted, “Oh Georgie…I’m cummmmmmming!”  He made one last thrust and went as
deep as I guess he could.  I felt him push something deep within me, and that,
instead of the throbbing of his ejaculation, was the trigger this time.


 


“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh…Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh…,”
my cry went on seemingly forever.


 


I
lost all track of time.  Back in his shower I wondered how long I’d been there
in Dave’s house. Stepping from the shower a second time, I took my bikini from
him instead of his beautiful big cock. 


 


All
summer went by like that. Whenever I got the chance I went over his house to
“swim.”  We swam in his pool before we swam in his bed.  He taught me so much
more than I ever would have learned from his sex book.  After a few weeks he
opened up about his wife and admitted how much he missed her.  When he said I
reminded him of her a little, I knew it wasn’t a lie. By summer’s end we were
unlikely friends—a just-turned-teen and a man almost three times her age—as
well as lovers.  It’s funny, but I wasn’t much of a tomboy that summer either. 
Something changed in me.  I never climbed another tree!  (Of course, I didn’t
have to climb his tree any longer to see him.)


 


I
ended it eventually. It wasn’t healthy for us to fall in love with each, which
is what was happening.  Dave needed to find someone new, someone to share his
life with not just his bed.  I was thirteen, for God’s sake. 


 


He
did find someone, and I couldn’t be happier for him.


 


I
kept my promise not to tell anyone about what happened between us…


 


…until
now.


 


The End


 


If you liked this story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  This is (of course!) a work of fiction. 
  If you liked it, the rest of my stuff can be found at my 
Candy web site.  Thank you.

Candy
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Ashley had that strange feeling
again.  She shivered and felt goose bumps at the nape of her neck.  She thought
someone was watching her; turning quickly but seeing no one.  She walked the
rest of the way home from school with that same feeling of unease.


 


James could tell she
sensed him.  He didn’t know how, but nonetheless knew she did.  


 


His crazy ideas were now
realized.  What began as a brainstorm while half-heartedly discussing lame Klingon
cloaking devices in Star Trek movies with his pal Evan turned into his first wild
attempt.  That one failed, but subsequent trials eventually led to amazing success,
and now here he was walking right beside beautiful Ashley and she couldn’t even
see him!  James always knew that a gorgeous girl like Ashley would never fall
for a geek like him.  It’s not like he was ugly or anything, it was just that
whenever he was around the pretty ones his tongue would quit working at the
same time his brain (and other parts of him) went into overdrive.  He knew he
was the smartest kid in school (and maybe in the entire state) but that didn’t
mean much to most of his dating friends.  This was the closest he’d ever dared
get to any girl, especially his secret crush.


 


Ashley still had that
eerie sense as she quickened her pace.  Had she really heard a footfall that
wasn’t hers?  She stopped and made a 360-degree scan but saw nobody watching or
following her.  “Why do I feel like I’m the next victim in a slasher movie?”
She wondered aloud.


 


James almost laughed at
her comment.  Wow, would THAT have freaked her out!


 


She kept walking while he
followed a few feet behind, watching her cute ass sway the short, loose skirt
she wore.  James had a rigid erection and started to absently stroke it.  Of
course it was easy to do so since he didn’t have on a stitch of clothing.  Some
day he would perfect the system so clothing would go invisible along with the
body, but until then he’d have to endure painfully stepping on pebbles with his
bare feet.  Thank God the weather was favorable.


 


For someone so smart, he
didn’t have much of a plan.  He figured he’d slip in behind her as she entered
her house and follow her to her bedroom.  He ignored any other possible
outcome.  When she entered through the back door he was right behind her; so
close as to finally smell her scent.  His cock remained a solid mass as he
followed her into the kitchen.  No one else was home.  She dropped her books on
the table and pulled a can of Coke from the fridge.


 


Ashley was surprised she
couldn’t shake the feeling someone was watching her, even safe within her own
house.  She muttered, “C’mon, Hunter, will you hurry up and get here.”


 


James thought: Hunter? 
The jock was coming here?  He didn’t know Ashley was seeing Hunter, and
that made him pissed off.  Hunter was dumb, and except for being bigger and
more athletic, wasn’t any better looking than James.  He followed Ashley to the
front window and saw her brighten when she spotted Hunter approaching.  She
practically pulled him into the house and they began kissing.  The kiss went on
forever; at least that was how it seemed to James.


 


“Why don’t we go to your
bedroom?” A breathless, horny Hunter said once they stopped kissing.


 


Ashley hadn’t yet gone all
the way, but with Hunter was getting closer than she ever had before.  She
nervously led him to her room, admonishing him, “We better listen for my mom. 
I don’t know when she’ll be home and I don’t want to, like get caught.”


 


James followed them into
Ashley’s room; curiosity, arousal and jealousy sharing his thoughts in equal
measure.  The duo lay on her bed and began necking.  Hunter’s hand was under
her top and bra, fondling a breast, at the same time Ashley rubbed the erection
that swelled his pants front.  As the pair grew more aroused, James was awed by
the panting sounds they made, much the same as those he made when he
masturbated at home.  He made a mental note to be careful he didn’t make any of
those noises here as he stroked his aching cock, and watched.  Soon, her top
and bra were off, her skirt was pulled up and Hunter was concentrating his
efforts inside the mystery of her panties.  God, her tits are so beautiful,
James thought as he stroked harder.


 


He started to cum, staring
as her stiff nipples heaved, growing hotter from Hunter’s touch.  James sprayed
a prodigious amount of cum all over Ashley’s bedroom carpet at the same time
they all heard a car door slam outside.


 


“Shit, my mom’s home!”
Ashley exclaimed, bounding from her bed and in near panic put her bra and top
back on.  


 


She pulled Hunter by the
hand and led him downstairs in a mad dash.  They got to the living room sofa as
Ashley’s mom opened the door, James in close pursuit, trying not to make
noise.  Her mom wasn’t happy about seeing Hunter in the house and told her
daughter as much.  The commotion and raised voices allowed James to sneak out
the back door at the same time Hunter unceremoniously slipped out the front
door.


 


Still arguing, mother
followed daughter to her bedroom.  When her mom looked down she saw the splattered
cum.   Bending down to get a closer look, she touched the cooled but still wet
goo and put her fingertips to her nose as Ashley looked on in puzzlement. 


 


“Oh my God, Ashley
Marie…how could you?”  She yelled.


 


“What?” was all Ashley said,
still oblivious to what had set her mother off.


 


“This…this…this…is…SEMEN! 
You let that…that…boy in YOUR BEDROOM!  And you had SEX!  I’m so
ashamed of you.  You betrayed our trust in you…wait until your father gets
home.  You’ll be grounded FOREVER!”


 


“I don’t understand, ma. 
Maybe we kissed a little, but SEX?  Of course not!”


 


Mom pointed to the floor
and said, “Then how do you explain THIS?”


 


Ashley couldn’t explain it
(of course).  When her dad did get home, he did some hollering as well, and
Ashley went to bed crying.  She was dumbfounded.  She didn’t know everything
about sex, so could Hunter have somehow leaked out his cum even with his pants
still on?  While Ashley tossed and turned and tried to find sleep, James lay in
his own bed and replayed the events of the afternoon in his head.  He vividly
remembered the sight of Ashley’s fantastic breasts, her nipples pink and hard. 
It didn’t take much stroking for him to cum all over himself.  Unlike his
secret crush, that night James slept like a baby.


 


James spent the next day
at school pondering how he would next use his invention.  He thought of the
girls’ shower after gym and instantly got hard.  He would need to skip his class
for that period but figured he was all A’s anyway and could get away with it. 
He went into the janitor’s closet and got undressed before switching into
invisibility mode.  He slipped into the girls’ locker room and hid in the far
corner of the shower so he could still see out to the lockers and watch the
girls undress.  In a few minutes they all came in, sweaty in their gym
clothes.  The shorts and tees, panties and sports bras all came off as they
turned on the showers and got under the spray.  James stood there mesmerized,
his cock begging for release.  They were all sizes, especially in the breast
department.  As they giggled and jiggled he stroked.


 


When Ashley got undressed
and entered the shower, James couldn’t believe his own eyes.  Her body was
teenaged perfection.  Her nipples stiffened under the spray of water.  Unlike
some of the others, she was shaved down below.  His climax hit hard as he came
all over the shower room tiles, hoping no one saw the streams—hoping that they
were invisible too.


 


A sudden inspiration came
to James.  When no one was around Ashley as she exited the shower, he got right
up beside her and whispered, disguising his voice by making it deeper, “Ashley,
do you dream of me?”


 


She whirled around in
utter shock.  “Who…who said that?” She said, barely whispering herself.


 


James went on, whispering
close to her ear but not so close in case she whirled around quickly again,
“I’m your spirit lover, the one you dream about when you’re in deep sleep.”


 


She was stunned, wondering
if she was crazy—hearing voices?  She did have those kinds of dreams.  She
dreamt often lately about a hot, mysterious boy touching her all over, and
she’d wake up with her pussy wet and itching.  She usually masturbated upon
waking from those dreams, taking no time to climax.  Those orgasms were often VERY
good ones, making her wonder what real sex with a real boy—like Hunter—would
feel like.


 


“Are you real?” She asked.


 


To James that was a rather
silly question.  “As real as you want me to be,” he throatily whispered.   Before
any other girl approached he had to button this down.  “I’ll be with you
tonight…and we’ll make love as we were meant to do.”


 


Ashley could hardly
breathe as she quickly dressed for her next class.  She felt the crotch of her
panties dampen as soon as she put them on.  She would be late for class if she
didn’t hustle, but her mind was one hundred percent on her dream lover.  That
voice COULDN’T be her imagination.  It was so real.


 


James slipped out of the
girl’s shower and locker room without incident.  He re-dressed in the janitor’s
closet and made himself visible again.  No point in being late for his last
class, so he snuck out of school.  At home later, and being a Friday, he told
his mom he was spending the night at his friend Evan’s house.  She wouldn’t
check, so he was in the clear to invade Ashley’s bedroom tonight.  He was stiff
again thinking of the possibilities.  He grabbed a few things and stuffed them
in his old backpack, using the old one since he knew he would ditch it somewhere—after
all, he didn’t need clothes tonight.  Heading toward Ashley’s house in
invisibility mode his problem now was figuring how he’d get into her house.  It
turned out not being a problem at all.  


 


Since Ashley was grounded
he knew she’d be home, and probably barricade herself in her bedroom for the
evening.  James simply slipped into the house through the unlocked back door
while Ashley’s parents were watching television. He crept upstairs and soon figured
out which room was a guest bedroom, and thus empty.  He relaxed and waited
there in the dark, listening to the various sounds of activity as evening
turned to night.  


 


The only thing he hadn’t
planned on was how he would pee when the need surfaced.  He knew he had to take
the risk at some time, so when he didn’t hear anyone walking around, he snuck
into the bathroom and urinated as quietly as he could—which meant sitting
down—and he didn’t flush.  Let one of them wonder who didn’t flush the toilet;
he had bigger worries to go along with his near everlasting erection.


 


When the house was quiet
and dark after everyone went to bed, James snuck from the bedroom where he’d
been hiding into Ashley’s room.  He crept to her bedside.  He couldn’t believe
his eyes, seeing her in only panties, her bare breasts glowing from reflected
moonlight seeping through the bedroom window.  His cock was like a steel rod.


 


He could tell she was
dreaming since her eyes fluttered in that tell-tale way.  Great!  He crept
closer and whispered, “I’m here Ashley, here to take you away with me.”


 


Ashley muttered something
unintelligible.  She had been dreaming about her mysterious dream lover; the
one she dreamt about often and heard whisper to her today in school.  And now
he was here!  His face was always gauzy and indistinct but tonight she could
see him, and he was amazingly handsome.  He didn’t have any clothes on.  His
lean yet well-muscled body was everything she ever fantasized about in a boy. 
He said he was there to take her away, but she wanted him to take her, period. 
She didn’t know what it would feel like but she was ready for him to be her
first.  She helped him remove her panties, and in sync with thousands of years
of human evolution, unconsciously she spread her thighs and opened herself up
to her dream lover.


 


In her dream, she said,
“I’m ready for you, my love.  Be gentle.”


 


To James’ ears, she
suddenly murmured, “Umph mummph, urghhhhhh, beee gahhhhh” as he began the
delicate task of removing her panties, which startled him enough to momentarily
lose his aching erection.  Only momentarily.


 


He felt how wet the crotch
of her panties was, and knew what that meant.  While Ashley spread her legs and
kept murmuring, James got on the bed and moved between her thighs for a closer
inspection of her heretofore mysterious, forbidden zone.  He heard the guys
talk about eating pussy but didn’t really know what that entailed, though he
was now very eager to learn.  If anything, James was a fast learner.  His
tongue probed the wet folds of her pussy and was surprised by its taste.  He
was also surprised by Ashley’s reaction, as she reached down and pulled his
head closer, his tongue deeper.  She murmured some more unintelligible words;
James wasn’t sure if he should keep going or get the hell out of there.  His
hard, leaking cock made up his mind for him.


 


Ashley slowly came awake
but thought she was still dreaming.  Her dream lover was licking her and she
felt the tension building, signaling the onrush of orgasm.  She couldn’t see
him but knew he was real by touch.  She held his head, urging him on, until the
floodgates opened and she came.


 


“Oh God,
yessssssssssssssssssss,” she moaned through clenched teeth.


 


James wasn’t sure if her
voice or the sudden throbbing of her dripping pussy frightened him more.  He
pulled away from her grasping hands and sat at the foot of the bed, looking at
her in awe under the penetrating moonlight.  His heart felt like it would beat
right out of his chest.


 


She was awake!  


 


When Ashley realized he’d
pulled away, she begged her invisible lover to come back.  “Please,” she
whimpered. “Make love to me again.”


 


James couldn’t believe his
ears!  Her use of the word “again” puzzled him for a moment until he understood
that he had made her cum with his tongue.  He gazed at the beautiful, hairless,
wet pussy gaping before him and knew it was now or never.  His cock had been
ready for hours, now his mind was ready too.  


 


He moved between her
thighs once more, and whispered in his false lower voice, “Yes, my love.”


 


She made a sound much like
a mewling kitten and held her arms out to where her mysterious lover’s voice
had come.  She spread her legs even more and James nestled between them and
after a moment’s hesitation, he entered her.  James was overcome by the
sensation of his cock sliding into the warm, velvety moistness of her vagina; a
channel that first relaxed for his entry before tightening up on his eager,
soon-buried shaft.  He was having sex with a girl; and not just any girl,
but Ashley!  He moaned involuntarily, as involuntarily as the sudden motion
of his hips.  


 


Ashley’s hips were moving
in much the same way, willing him deeper, faster.  She had always heard the
first time would hurt, but this feeling was wonderful.  How could this be?  Was
she still sleeping?  How could she feel him in her and touch his warm skin and
yet not see him?  Suddenly her dream lover shuddered and groaned.  She realized
he was no longer in her when she felt the hot liquid of his ejaculation spray
against her pubic bone and belly.  She wondered if she could get pregnant during
dream sex.  No worry since he came outside of her, but still— 


 


James couldn’t believe he
actually caught himself from cumming in her.  He hadn’t thought about condoms
but he did think about that consequence.  It was no surprise though that
he was still hard and so he slid back into her inviting hole and kept fucking
her.  Ashley wrapped her legs around her lover’s invisible taut ass (that she
could feel as if he was flesh and blood) and simply let go.  When she started
to make noise, louder than a kitten now, James panicked and kissed her to
stifle her sounds.  She was moaning and keening when he felt her vagina walls
clench down on his still stiff cock.  Oh God, he was going to cum again!


 


In a mingled cacophony of
moans and groans, James fought to pull out as Ashley fought to keep him in. 
James thought that he’d won the battle since he believed he had spewed his
semen outside her still-pulsating pussy.  Well, maybe most of it, he
thought.


 


She moaned, “God, oh God,
I can’t…that felt…soooooo good!”


 


James, still overcome by
the feeling of his first time, wasn’t sure what to say as he slid out of her
grasp and slowly got off the bed.  Finally, his wits returning, he said in his
practiced spectral voice, “Shh, I must go from where I came, but we will be
together once more.  Be patient, my love.”  With that said he snuck from her
room and tiptoeing downstairs, slipping out the backdoor.


 


Ashley absently daubed and
smeared her lover’s spent semen over her pubic mound before her fingers went
elsewhere.  She wished she could capture the feeling of this, her first time,
forever, and since that was not to be she would simply relive it.  Her fingers
explored her back-to-being-dormant clitoris, which soon arose once more just as
her phantom lover’s member surely rose to fill her so exquisitely moments
ago.   First one finger then two slid between her soaked and engorged folds,
and the rhythm of their movements became a poor substitute—but a substitute
nonetheless—for the cock which so recently took her virginity.  This time,
without the benefit of a stifling kiss, she screamed her orgasm.


 


Her parents heard the
sound and knew it for what it was.  Ashley would be subjected to one of those
“talks” the next day.


 


James made it back home
safely and successfully, and in his own bed he too relived the memory of his
first time: The wondrous sensation of Ashley’s warm, wet pussy enveloping his
hungry member; the way she urged him deeper; the way she spasmed as she climaxed. 
It had been everything he’d dreamed of and yet was like nothing he’d imagined
it would be.  It only took a few strokes more to coat his belly with ejaculate.


 


As he fell asleep, he
weighed his options on how next to use his fantastic invention.


 


As she fell asleep, she
wondered if her lover would visit her tomorrow night and take her again.  And
again—


 


Thinking of his incredible
luck in getting the girl of his dreams to actually have sex with him, even as a
‘dream’ lover under false (and invisible pretenses), James still pondered other
possibilities.  Should he try the same subterfuge with another girl?  Should he
take the safe road and keep to being a voyeur, looking unseen but not
touching?  Maybe he should forget sex and girls for a while and look to his
invention as a money-making (or in reality a money-stealing) contrivance.


 


He thought about it for a moment
before saying to himself: Sex…it’s GOT to be sex.  It had felt so
good with Ashley, and damn it, he had to try once more.  He conned his mom into
thinking he was at Evan’s for one more night.  He got invisible and snuck into
Ashley’s house without a problem much like he had the night before and hid in
the vacant bedroom.


 


He was surprised that
Ashley’s parents were going out for the evening, especially with her being
grounded.  Didn’t that make things easier?  He waited for the right moment.


 


After her parents had
left, Ashley decided to take a shower.  She’d been goosey all day thinking
about the sex the night before.  Everything had been so real and yet she still
couldn’t believe it wasn’t all a dream, except for the stickiness down
there—that couldn’t have been from her, could it?  It had to be real.  Her mom
had hemmed and hawed around a speech about sexuality and masturbation.  Ashley
was embarrassed that her folks had heard her cum, but if they thought she was
just masturbating then she could live with that.  What would they say about a
dream lover?  Probably think she was crazy.  She hoped he would come to her
again tonight, so she wanted to be clean and fresh for him, as a lover should. 
She set the water temperature and got in the shower.


 


James watched her undress
and followed her into the bathroom.  He ghostly whispered, “I’m here, Ashley
dear, do you wish to wait until bedtime?”


 


She gasped, uncontrollably
shaking as she pulled the shower curtain aside.  Of course, no one was
there—except ‘him’, her invisible, dream love.   “N…No, no, don’t leave me.”


 


James’ cock was rigidly
standing tall as he tentatively reached a hand toward her and cupped one of her
breasts.  “I’ll join you then,” he whispered, stepping into the shower behind
her.


 


Ashley nearly freaked out,
feeling him get behind her, feeling his erection rub against an ass cheek.  She
groaned, feeling like she might cum with no other stimulation but his
proximity.  She couldn’t help herself: she glanced back to see the shower spray
outline a head and body that otherwise wasn’t there.  She swooned, as once more
she was overwhelmed by the thought of having an ethereal, spirit lover.


 


“M…M…Make love to me…NOW!”
She screamed.


 


Okay, James thought, I can do that.  Without
hesitation this time he eagerly pushed the head of his cock between her ass
cheeks and located her wet pussy; nothing slow and tentative this time.  He
went wild, bucking his hips back and forth, his swinging balls slapping against
her wondrous anatomy on each violent thrust.  What began as a moan turned
quickly to a wail as the first of many orgasmic waves struck her.  She kept
convulsing, and screaming.  James couldn’t believe his ears.  He almost forgot
to pull out of her this time but did, and came all over her back and ass.


 


“Don’t stop,” she cried. 
“I want more—” 


 


At first he panicked
because he didn’t know how to respond.  Luckily for him his young, just christened
love stick was responding all on its own.  He put it back in and kept fucking
her like that, from behind under the now tepid shower spray.  By the time she
screamed and he came again, he forgot all about the ramifications of planting
his young seed deep within her contracting, throbbing vagina.


 


As she muttered, “Oh God,
oh God” over and over, he climbed out of the shower in silence and quickly
dried himself before she could see him doing so.  


 


He needn’t worry anyway,
since she was in a trancelike state, languidly touching herself down there,
still muttering to her God.  While James slipped out of the bathroom and went
to hide (in plain sight!) in Ashley’s bedroom, she slowly dried herself, still
pondering the mysteries of incredible sex with an invisible lover.  With no one
else home, she didn’t bother with clothes or a bathrobe and walked to her
bedroom naked.  One more look at her naked body, still glowing from sex and the
shower, made James hard again.  To him this was heaven on earth.  He watched
her lay down on her bed and begin almost absentmindedly touching her pussy.


 


She whispered, “If only
you could appear to me, show me who…what…you are, let me know you’re really
real.”  Still softly playing with her clit, she added, “Or am I crazy and
imagining this—no…no I can’t be, no.”


 


That was James’s cue. 
From a corner of the room, in his false voice he said, “Ashley, you are not
crazy.  I am as real as you want me to be.”


 


He walked to the bed,
leaned over, and lightly held the hand that was massaging her clit.  She jerked
her hand away but otherwise remained still.  He took over for her, lightly
rubbing his fingertips between her moist labia to her clit.  She responded to
his touch with closed eyes and a groan.  


 


He kept at it until she
began begging for him to “Make love to me again, please…”


 


James crawled onto the bed
and got between her warm thighs and eased into her even warmer pussy.  She
raised her legs up and wrapped them around his there-but-unseen ass.  Their
bodies moved up and down in a bounding rhythm as old as humankind.  At the
height of their wanton coupling, they both groaned and wailed and cried out. 
His cock pulsed as his seed erupted from him, this time unconcerned with its
destination.  Her vagina walls rippled in contraction, her clit vibrating, her
womb’s orgasmic suction taking in its sweet prize.


 


Spent, James crawled from
her bed and made his way out of the house, leaving Ashley to ponder the
aftermath of their lovemaking, and the mystery that was her invisible lover.  She
fell asleep satiated, but ready to dream of him again; and perhaps one more
time tonight welcoming him between her willing thighs.


 


At school, two weeks
later, James saw Ashley approaching in the corridor and decided it was his time
to be real.  He wasn’t sure if it was the sex or something else, but lately he
felt more socially self-assured than he’d ever been.  Sure, he could still be
tongue-tied, but his nighttime experiences in Ashley’s bed had somehow made him
more comfortable being around her.  He’d actually talked with her for a minute
outside of homeroom one day last week.  He noticed something different about
her that day; she seemed ‘lost’, preoccupied with something.  Maybe her mind
was on her invisible sex partner, James thought.


 


“Hi Ashley.  How you
doing?”


 


“Oh, hi James.  I’m okay I
guess.  What’s up?”


 


“Not much,” James said. 
“I was wondering if you would, er, go to Billy Dean’s party with me next
weekend, but if you’ve got other plans, er…”


 


“Wow, sounds like a great
idea.  I’ll have to ask my parents, since I’m still kinda grounded.”


 


“Why would you be
grounded?  You’re not a bad girl,” James couldn’t resist asking.


 


“Oh, nothing much,
really,” she said, sighing.  “I’ll say yes to your asking, and we’ll see what
my mom and dad say, okay?”


 


“Sounds great!  I hope you
can go.  Later,” James said as Ashley hurried off to her next class.


 


James did take Ashley to
that party.  No, they didn’t have sex, just kissed afterward.  After all, James
still got what he wanted as her secret, invisible lover.  And besides, the way
she’d been acting lately it was a good thing.  She even threw up one morning
right in the middle of Algebra class!  James had other girlfriends by then
anyway.  No need to be invisible with them.  He used his invisibility in other
ways; most if not all of them illegal, but he knew he’d never get caught. 
Someday the military would buy his invention and he’d be rich, just like what
happened in the movies.  Now he had sex AND was actually seen by his
girlfriend while doing it!  


 


And Hunter was the only
boy whose name would spring from the lips of Ashley’s parents when they found
out.


_


 


I hope you liked this story.  Since I wrote one on a sex vampire
(Fresh Blood for Mr. Farnsworth) and one about sex werewolves (Growl) I figured
why not write an Invisible Man sex story, or in this case, the Invisible Boy.   Hey,
I’m a hopelessly romantic teenager and wonder what it would be like having a secret
dream lover who would slip into your bed at night and fulfill all your desires!
   Mmmmmmmm…


 


You can e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com 


Click here to return to my Candy web
site in case you still haven’t read my other stuff.


 


Kisses,


Candy
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I knew my husband cheated on me.  I knew.


 



As the holidays approached, instead of happiness I felt
unease.  Dan was invited to a costumed
Christmas party at a friend’s house and I knew
that his secretary—his mistress—would probably be there.  I didn’t want to go.  I figured it’d be easier for me not to see
her and ruin my evening.  Let him have
his fun.


 



Dan had what he called his “Evil Santa” costume that was
a lot more wicked than how Billy Bob Thornton looked in that movie of his.  I had bought an elf costume with an impish
mask that was very revealing (the costume, not the mask, silly!).  Dan hadn’t seen it yet, and now
wouldn’t.  Too bad.  He would have gone crazy seeing all the other
men ogling me with my tits half hanging out. 
I’d even toyed with the idea of going without panties under the
costume’s little skirt.  Double too bad.  I really loved the little green elf hat.


 



Again I begged off going to the party, and Dan went
alone.  After he left the house, a
devilish idea popped into my head.  Why
don’t I go to the party in my new costume and test the bastard to see how
easily he’d jump the bones of another woman? 
After all, he hadn’t seen my costume. 
Soon I was a dressed-up, sexy elf and on my way.


 



At the house, the party was already going strong.  Nobody was really paying attention to who was
entering; everyone was incognito anyway in their costumes.  I wandered and mingled, sipped wine, not
seeing Dan for maybe the first half-hour I was there.  During that time I was hit on by at least
five men in varying states of inebriation. 
One guy I knew had the balls to proposition me with his wife right by
his side!  I was really beginning to
question the party when after passing a couple of rooms I got my answer.  In each bedroom at least two couples were
having sex.  This was a swingers’
party!  Damn my husband, the bastard!  I was torn between leaving and locating
Dan.  As I was about to turn and leave,
there was Evil Santa.  I walked up to him
and interrupted his conversation with a bottle-blond “tree ornament.”


 



“Hi there, big guy. 
You ready to come somewhere besides down the chimney?”


 



He looked at me with a lascivious look not hidden by the
scraggly fake beard and mustache.  “Why, it’s
one of my fave-o-rite elves!  Ho ho ho,
Santa should remember an elf that looks as good as you.  Have we met?”


 



“I don’t know, Santa. 
Maybe we have, maybe we haven’t,” I answered, putting a little of the
temptress into my voice.


 



“Let’s freshen up that wine of yours and go somewhere and
get to know each other better.”


 



The bastard!  I
could hear the hoarseness in his voice, so much so he didn’t sound like
Dan.  This must be the seductive voice he
used on all his conquests.  I couldn’t
wait to urge him on, and then bust him for hitting on me—to him a total
stranger at the party.  He got me another
glass of wine and then propelled me toward a room off the main hall.  This room seemed to be half bedroom and half
torture chamber, decorated with a fine collection of velvet ropes, harnesses
and handcuffs.  No way would any man get
me into one of those restraints, I thought. 
He talked me up a bit, sitting on the edge of the bed, before his hand
started feeling me up.  I let him.  Oh, was he busted!


 



“Mmmm, you’ve got quite the body for an elf.  I bet you have other skills too, besides
making toys,” he said with a wink.


 



I said coyly, “But how did you know, Santa?”


 



“Santa can tell those things, like whether you’ve been
naughty or nice, ho ho ho!”


 



He was naughty. 
His hand travelled up my thigh until with a double-take, he found I was
panty-less.   He ‘ho-ho-hoed’ again as he
began rubbing my clit exactly the way I liked it.  Oh did that feel good!  I figured I’d let him, and have my fun in
more ways than one.  While I let my head
hang back, enjoying the sensation, suddenly his finger was replaced by his
tongue.  The face whiskers somehow added
to the experience.  Dan usually was only
so-so in the pussy-licking business but this time he was doing a splendid
job.  Maybe it was the whiskers.


 



“Yes, oh yes, that’s good, that’s good, yes, don’t stop,
don’t—”


 



My eyes were closed as the orgasmic wave approached the
shore, when suddenly a rigid cock was pushed into my panting, open mouth.


 



“Oh yes, elf baby, suck me, suck Santa good!”


 



He was dead meat now. 
I was tempted to bite the fucker rather than suck it, but I didn’t.  What the hell, might as well go all the way
with this ruse.  Was it my imagination or
did his cock seem fuller, more tumescent maybe, thicker somehow?  The bastard—his Santa-pants down around his
ankles and getting harder when he thought it was strange pussy.  He kept thrusting, trying to go down my
throat, but I couldn’t take all of him, choking a little bit.


 



“Don’t choke on Santa’s big reindeer, elf baby.  Let me put it somewhere else.”   With that it was straight into my
vagina.  Jesus!  ‘Big reindeer’—what an asshole!


 



I pushed him out and got onto my hands and knees on the
bed, lifting the tiny elf-skirt to expose my butt in all its glory.  If he didn’t recognize his wife’s ass by now,
I’d kill him for sure.  Doggie has always
been my favorite position for great orgasms so if I was going to let him go all
the way I may as well enjoy it to the fullest. 
‘Fullest’ was the right word since he seemed to be filling me more than
ever before.  I wasn’t sure if that was a
bad thing or a good thing yet.


 



He pounded into me, riding low so he rubbed my clit
good.  Dan wasn’t always that considerate
of me, but of course he wasn’t fucking “me”, was he?  He was lasting longer too, another thing not
like him.  Just wait until I got him
home.  Orgasm first, though.


 



“God, I’m cummmmmingggggggggg,
aaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” I cried out.


 



“Hold on baby…I’m cumming too…uuuuuuuuuuuggghhhh,” he
muttered, as he thrust a few more times before adding his cock’s convulsions to
my vagina’s.


 



He got off the bed, pulled his red pants back on and
said, “You are some hot broad, little elf. 
Let me clean off a bit and get a beer and I’ll come back and get to know
you better, okay,” and without another word was out of the room.


 



I lay there a while with cum dripping from my satisfied
pussy and anger building in my mind.  Not
only did he cheat, thinking I was another woman, but the bastard didn’t even
come right back.  Seething, eventually I
got up and went looking for him.  All
around the house people were screwing either in twos or other numerical
combinations.  Costumes were strewn
everywhere—even a few Santa suits—but not Dan’s Evil Santa outfit.  I asked anyone I ran into (who were still on
their feet, that is) and nobody saw him. 
I got propositioned, groped and grabbed by both men and women
alike.  I was about to give up looking
for my husband when I bumped into a great looking younger man only wearing
small bits of his costume and nothing else. 



 



His hazel eyes bore through me as he smiled and said,
“Whoa there, cute little elf…okay, maybe not that little,” staring at my still exposed breasts.  I hadn’t even realized the state of my
costume until he said that.  “You looking
for me?”


 



“No.  I’m looking
for my asshole husband.”


 



“I’ll be glad to take his place for a while.”


 



I was about to tell him to fuck off, but perhaps my
vengeful heart took over.  Or maybe it
was my vengeful pussy.  Nonetheless I
decided that a young hunk like this was what I needed about then.  I let him lead me to a bedroom where another
couple was in copulating frenzy and paying no attention to us newcomers.  My new ‘friend’ was magnificently hung and I
did my best to make sure he wasn’t ‘hanging’ anymore.   After I sucked him for a while I spread my
legs and he climbed aboard.  The guy’s
cock was like a hot piston going in and out of my insatiable pussy.  I grabbed his ass and urged him on.


 



“Yes, yes, faster, c’mon, you can go faster, FASTER!”


 



He did, and soon we both were cumming like crazy.  We must have put on quite a show since the
other couple had finished and were watching us. 
They almost applauded; I saw it in their faces.  Hot!


 



I made my excuses and got out of the house before I lost
it again and let someone else jump me. 
When I got home, the house was dark which meant Dan was still out.  Was he at the party and I missed him somehow?  I showered yet imagined I could still smell
the sex on me.  I put on a non-sexy
nightgown and went to bed.  I couldn’t
fall asleep, thinking about Dan and what I now confirmed.  When he came home, he didn’t have the Santa
costume on.  In the bedroom, I asked him
how the party went, in full preparation for my ambush.


 



“Naw, I didn’t go to the party.  I heard through the grapevine it would
be…eh…let’s say, a little unsavory, so Mike and I went to Billy’s Sports Bar
and watched the bowl game and gorged on buffalo wings.”


 



I couldn’t believe him. 
“What…what about your costume?”


 



“I let Jimbo Frank from the office borrow it.  He’s about the same size as me and he sort of
likes those parties, I think, same as some of the younger guys at the office.”


 



Oh God!  I’d been
fucked by a man named Jimbo!  My plan had
backfired miserably.  I just hoped these
guys from his office didn’t recognize the “elf”.  I didn’t have a great night’s sleep, that’s
for sure.


 



The following night while getting ready for bed, Dan told
me about the talk around the water-cooler at work.  “Honey, you should have heard Jimbo and Brian
talk about the party.  I kinda hinted at
what type of party it was, right?  Whew,
they were both talking about this babe in an elf costume who they took turns
with.  The way they described her made me
think of you and how hot you can be when you’re aroused.  Damn, I even pictured you dressed like a sexy
elf with your beautiful ass, and I got a hard-on right there at my desk!”


 



I was horrified at what he was telling me, hoping my
facial expression didn’t give me away. 
Horrified, that is, until he slid his hand between my thighs.


 



“Holy shit, Lynn! 
Does this talk of sex at a party turn you on?  My God, you’re soaking wet!”


 



We made love for practically an hour and I lost track of
how many times I’d cum.  Enjoying the
post-orgasmic bliss from our best fuck-session in a long time, I pondered how
well my plan had worked after all.  Think
about it: I got two good, no-strings-attached humpings; my faith in my husband
somewhat restored; and Dan’s libido getting a boost from hearing about his
buddies’ mystery conquest.


 



An evil voice deep within me bellowed, “Ho Ho Ho!”   I’ll take it!


 



If you liked this story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  The story began as a school 
assignment for Christmas but quickly got naughty so another story got turned in instead.  
  I tried hard to write it as an adult, not as the teenager I am.  Did I succeed? 
  If you liked it, the rest of my stuff can be found at the 
Cotton Candy web site.  Thank you.

Candy
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This was so fucking weird. 
I thought being a junior going to a new high school would be cool.  Instead I got this dude who freaked me out
by walking by and sniffing me. 
On the first day of school—gross! 
He walked like he was high, and then as he went past me he sniffed the
air like an animal.  Please, if this is
an example of the boys at this school, make this a dream and wake me up right
now.


 



I didn’t hate my dad for moving us here to Shithole,
Kansas.  Okay, maybe a little.  I grew up in Massachusetts in a medium sized
city, and I loved it there.  Now I’ve
left all my friends behind and attend a high school where the kids were either
farmers, goth, or look stoned (or a few who seemed to be all three
combined).  Welcome!  I didn’t know a soul, so the first day was
about warily scoping out the scene while attempting to remain anonymous.  I didn’t stand a chance when every freakin’
teacher (most of them old enough to be farting dust) had to point me out as
“Lacy, the new girl.”  Thankfully a
friendly girl named Amy was in my homeroom and we seemed to gravitate toward
each other.


 



“Your survival skills look adequate to like make it in this
town,” Amy said to me as we walked to our only shared class.


 



“Yesterday I didn’t think I’d need survival skills, but
thanks for the endorsement.”


 



She laughed a little, and said, “You’re cool, for an
Easterner.”


 



I laughed; I’d made a new friend.  At the back of the bus after school, she asked me about a party
that some juniors and seniors were having that coming weekend.


 



“A party so close to the beginning of school?  What’s the excuse?” I asked.


 



“Who needs an excuse to party?” She answered, laughing.  “Jed like always has these parties at this
cabin his parents own, every time there’s a full moon.  Moon’ll be full on Saturday, you know.”


 



“Full moon, huh—sex, drugs and rock ‘n’ roll crazy, I bet.”


 



“I can’t swear on the sex. 
Jed’s a senior and this will be my first, but I’ve heard about music and
beer.  Probably weed too…who knows?”


 



“I take it you’re invited. 
What about me?”


 



“Oh, you’re invited. 
Jed’s like already sniffed you out and found you worthy.”


 



“Sniffed me out?  Is
Jed the creep who made the show of smelling me this morning?”


 



“Must be him.  About
five-foot-nine with long, black, curly hair…always looks like he’s stoned even
when he’s not?”


 



“Yeah, that’s him. 
Like, now I’m not so sure about going.”


 



“C’mon, he’s a little wild but he’s okay.”


 



“I’ll be the party-pooper, you know, maybe one beer but no
sex and no drugs,” I said adamantly.


 



“Hey, I don’t drop my panties for just anyone either.  It’ll be fun though…I’m going.”


 



“I think my folks will let me.  I’ll go too,” I declared, and that was the beginning.


 



Amy’s friend Josh picked us up and drove us to the
party.  Amy explained that Josh wasn’t
her boyfriend but they did hang out together. 
He seemed to be a cool guy.  My
parents were surprisingly okay with me going. 
I guess they figured it was a good way to meet new kids and that I
couldn’t get into trouble in such a small, hick town.  Little did they know…


 



The party was definitely Gothville; more black here than in
a witches’ coven, I imagined.  Amy and I
weren’t doing the goth thing.  It didn’t
bother me at all—I wasn’t into “fitting in,” like my mom’s always talking
about.  Josh introduced us to those he
knew, and then we mingled.  The smell of
weed was pungent throughout the house. 
Amy had called it a cabin but it was larger than that.  Basically it was a summer cottage; the kind
I used to see on a New England lake, not isolated on the Kansas prairie like
this.  We grabbed beers from an iced
tub.  Music was throbbing from unseen
speakers and a few couples were making out in various dark corners.  Not bad for a party, so far.


 



“You’re Lacy, the new girl,” asked a female voice from
behind me.  I turned to face the only
blonde in the room.


 



“That is what the dumb-fart teachers have been saying since
I got here,” I said.  “And you are—?”


 



“Sam, short for Samantha, and don’t you dare make any
Bewitched jokes, especially in this crowd.”


 



“I promise.  You here
with anyone?”  I asked, after finding
out that Amy knew her.


 



“Yeah, my boyfriend Sam. 
He’s around here someplace.”


 



“No shit! Your boyfriend’s name is Sam, too?  I would have dumped him just because of his
name, no matter how good he looked,” I joked.


 



She laughed.  “Naw,
he’s a keeper, unless Jed wants me, then—“


 



“Jed?  The sniffer?”


 



Sam looked at me funny. 
“Jed’s the coolest dude there is. 
I’d do anything for him. 
Anything,” she said, and I could see she meant it literally.  That was scary.  She paused, like she was debating whether to say something or
not, eventually saying, “Jed thinks you’re cool too, Lacy.  I heard him talking to Doug about how happy
he was you were coming tonight.”


 



“How can he say that? 
He doesn’t even know me.”


 



“He does.  He has a
way of sensing things like that, especially, like, now.”


 



She said it with a straight face so I knew she wasn’t
kidding, like maybe Jed’s ‘sensing’ was through his nose (?) or whatever, and
what the hell is this fascination with the time of the month?  


 



Amy went off to find Josh (who wasn’t her boyfriend—ha-ha)
and Samantha went off looking for Sam or Jed or whoever, leaving me to mingle
on my own.  I spoke with a few of the
people who I’d met in school.  One of
the guys was already drunk, or stoned maybe, and hit on me rather pathetically.
I brushed him off.  Another, real hairy
dude grabbed my ass as I walked by and I whacked his arm away.  He looked like it was the most natural thing
to do—him grab a stranger’s ass, and me violently smacking his arm.  Maybe it was the full moon.  During my ‘mingling’ I noticed a few couples
spending more time looking out a window than making out.  I also noticed a couple or two go out back,
which seemed strange since it wasn’t that warm outside.  I had to check this out—what could be
outside?  I grabbed another beer and
stepped out onto what turned out to be the back porch.  A couple I didn’t recognize looked to be
kissing and groping on the porch steps, but all the while they were also making
sounds I could only describe as whimpering. 
It didn’t sound like anytime I made out with a guy, that’s for
sure.  She sounded like a whining
puppy.  Fuckin’ strange.


 



I stepped around them and they didn’t react at all.  As I did I looked closer.  I still didn’t recognize the two but it did
seem eerie the noises they were making and how hairy (furry?) he looked.  The moonlight must be tricking my eyes.  I saw two distinct shapes at two different
locations in the back yard.  I don’t
know what possessed me to explore further, but I did.  I walked toward one of the shapes, which turned out to be another
couple.  They were naked and
fucking.  Wildly.


 



Again, I don’t know what was keeping me there,
watching.  I wasn’t a voyeur.  I didn’t like watching porn.  But here I was, staring at two teenagers
fucking under the glowing moon.  They
were doing it doggie-style, her legs splayed, her back arched, her ass held
high.  The girl’s blond hair was tossed
wild, but wild was a word more appropriate to the guy.  He was thrusting in and out of her like a
maniac, like an animal.  I wasn’t a
virgin, so seeing some fucking going on like that wasn’t the surprise, it was
the impression I had about how they were doing it.  He wasn’t on his knees, upright, while
thrusting.  He was hunched over, truly
mounting her, though not grabbing her tits or anything like I’d believe a guy
would do if in that position.  They
looked like two dogs going at it.  I
finally realized they were Sam and Sam. 
Again, the moonlight played tricks on me; he had a black aura about him
that contrasted her golden one, the color of her hair.  For a moment it looked like her blond hair
was everywhere, not simply flying about her head.  I only had two beers, for God’s sake.  What was going on?


 



“Aaaaaaaaaaaaeeeeeeeeeeeeee,” she screeched like a banshee,
her back arched even further as she climaxed.


 



It looked like he already came, but when he pulled out he
shot a couple more ropes of cum onto her back. 
Then the strangest thing happened so far—she spun onto her back and
scratched him violently, raking her nails across his chest, drawing blood.  What was even stranger was that he simply
got up off his knees and walked away!


 



Sam’s eyes were glazed over a bit from the rough sex, but
after a few moments she focused on me staring at her and made a feral
snarl.  I should have run; instead I
remained rooted to the spot like some magnet was holding me there.  


 



She pointed to her pussy, with Sam’s cum dribbling out, like
she wanted me to go for it.  “You want
some?” She said, almost a growl.


 



NOW I ran.


 



OK, not exactly in a run, but I did leave Samantha alone in
the bushes.  I was surprised to not see
just the one other couple fucking but several now going hot and heavy out here
in the back yard.  All doggie style too.


 



“Hi Lacy,” a voice spoke barely above a whisper at my ear,
making me jump.  “I’m glad you could
come to my party.”


 



There was Jed, hovering over me.  I almost jumped again when I looked closely at him.  He appeared hairier now than when I saw him
in school.  Must be the moonlight: his
eyes seemed to glow somehow.  Really
freaky.  I wanted to run from him as
well, but couldn’t.  Where was Amy?  Why was I out here?


 



He said, “Moon’s enough to make anyone speechless, I
think.  Have you looked at it?”


 



“I…er…I did.  It’s
pretty.”


 



“Pretty?  I mean have
you REALLY looked at it?  Go
ahead, look at it now, enjoy its beauty.” 
He put a hand under my chin and lifted my head toward the full moon
overhead.  I looked at it.  At first I thought big deal, but as
he held my head up I felt a stirring I’d never felt before.  He held my chin firm, turned up to the sky,
and whispered to me.  “You feel it,
don’t you?  Its pull, its calling; she’s
calling you.  Listen and you’ll hear
it.”


 



“She?”


 



“The moon.  It speaks
to me when it’s her time,” he said, so close to my ear I felt his hot
breath.  


 



If I was uncomfortable or nervous, it didn’t keep me from
continuing my stare at the full moon. 
“Time?  Time…for what?” I asked.


 



“Ssssh…her time…she’s full, ready to burst…emit her
abundance, her power.  I can feel you
tremble.  She’s pouring out her love to
you now as we stand under her.  She
wants to love you, to take you.”


 



“Take me?  You—”
There was a part of me that knew right then—knew that it was he who would take
me, not the silly moon.  And he was
right; I was trembling.


 



Jed placed a hand at the small of my back and whispered in
my ear again, “Yes, she is already taking you, I can feel it.  You can feel it too.”  He lightly licked my earlobe, and strangely
it had the same effect as if he’d licked my clitoris.  


 



Oh yes, I could feel it. 
I heard my own voice moan.  What
was happening to me?  He didn’t move his
hand; it remained at my back slightly below my waist.  I couldn’t pull my eyes away from the unholy full moon.  I heard myself moan again.  The chill air made my nipples tingle and
grow hard—wait, how could that be?  Why
were my shirt and bra lying on the ground next to me?  Jed ran his tongue tip across the nape of my neck, soliciting
more than mere goosebumps.  My breasts
felt like ripe fruit ready to burst.  A
few trickles of moisture ran down my bare thighs.  Bare thighs?  I realized
my sneakers, socks, jeans and panties had joined my shirt and bra on the
ground, but I had no recollection of taking anything off, and Jed’s hand hadn’t
moved!  Or had it?  I had no answers, yet kept gazing at the
moon above.


 



Jed whispered, “Grrrr, feel her now, feel her penetrate
you.  She’s taking you, loving you,
preparing you for your destiny. Grrrr,” his voice somehow more than a whisper,
a growl maybe.  “Go ahead, Lacy, grrrr,
feel how she’s preparing you.”


 



I put my hand down to my crotch and felt the hot swelling,
the wetness. “Yes, I feel it,” I croaked, though completely baffled by the
coarse stubble of pubic hair I felt, though I had shaved myself smooth that
very morning.


 



His hand finally moved; but not down to my ass as expected,
instead he moved it up my back to caress my neck in the same way his tongue had
a few minutes ago.  He loosely entwined
his fingers in my hair, finally pulling my eyes from the moon to him.  His facial stubble couldn’t be one day’s
growth, but it was.  He was naked too,
and his erection was marvelous to behold, pointing upward to his goddess, his
moon.  I was beyond wondering how I got
naked, so I didn’t even ponder for a second how he did.  A mini-wave of orgasm swept through my
groin.  I thought he would now kiss me,
but instead he turned my head once again up to the full moon and proceeded to
lightly bite my earlobe.


 



The moon.  She told
me what to do.  I got down on my hands
and knees on the grass.  I was already
cooing at her, as if she was fucking me, even while a thick cock entered my wet
and hungry pussy from behind.  This was
humping, not sex.  He was over my back
and fucking me hard.  My head was back
and I began wailing to my new mistress—the moon—long before I reached
climax.  


 



Jed growled and then howled as he sent his seed deep within
me.  I felt every pump of his
manhood.  My scream morphed into a howl
as well.  I never experienced an orgasm
like that before.


 



Well after we both came, we remained tangled.  He was priapic, continuing to thrust in and
out of me in short staccato bursts as if on autopilot.  I suddenly realized that others were near,
coupling all around us in an insane teenaged orgy.  More howls—more orgasms. 
I wondered if my new friend Amy was taking part.  I heard Samantha’s voice close by, asking to
be fucked hard in between her own screeches and howls.  Jed’s thrusts had slowed so I thought he was
done, that was until his still erect cock went from my cunt to my asshole and
he began fucking me there.


 



“Noooooooo!” I cried as he invaded my sphincter.  I swung my head up in protest, but upon
seeing the glow of the moon it was my ass that got moving, swinging backwards,
urging him deeper.  


 



I never screamed so loudly as I embraced the orgasm
convulsing around my once-virgin rectum. 
I reflexively reached a hand down to my pussy to find my clit was
pencil-stiff and sticking out almost a half-inch!  Just touching it brought another tremendous wave of ecstatic
cumming, and I nearly fainted.


 



Warm, scratchy bodies rubbed against me as the copulating
subset of the party rolled around in the grass.  Teeth lightly nipped at my clit, and I found myself begging for
more.  Another cock entered me from
behind and fucked me even faster and harder than Jed had.  I couldn’t tell who, I simply howled more as
wave after wave of orgasmic bliss engulfed me. 
When the mystery cock was done with me, I jumped up and impaled myself
on the nearest stiff one I found.  I
rode that one like the animal I’d become. 
After a long time of more of the same, I fell to the grass with another
glance up toward the night sky and my new moon-mistress.


 



“Aaaaaaaaaaawooooooooooooo,” screamed a female voice near to
me.  I looked over to see Sam getting
what she wanted—Jed’s amazingly still-hard cock.  


 



I wondered if the moon really was the cause of everyone’s
supercharged libido.  I wasn’t like
this.  What did Amy say? —“ I don’t drop
my panties for just anyone…”—well, neither did I.  I knew how horny I’d been since I came outside, and these guys!
—their cocks as wondrously stiff as the fast-growing hair on their bodies.  Maybe some Viagra pills were passed around
earlier and it had nothing to do with the full moon at all.  Or maybe not.   Was there such a thing as Rogaine pills?


 



I watched as Jed pulled out of Sam’s pussy and sprayed a
prodigious amount of cum all over her ass and back, his head back and howling
unabashedly at the sky.  Even with Jed’s
wet cum covering her, another guy jumped on her back and started humping
her.  He came in a matter of seconds,
and then another dude with a raging hard-on and the full moon reflected in his
eyes replaced him.


 



The need in me wasn’t yet fulfilled.  I gazed up at the moon, growled, and met Jed
in mid-stride as he was coming toward me with lust in his eyes and a cock that
refused to wilt.  Like the animals we’d
become, we wrestled in the grass before he mounted me and banged me hard.


 



Between spits and growls, he said, “My
queen…aaaawoooooo…I’ve found you,” like some kind of insane poetic verse.


 



We climaxed together, and we howled together.


 



I had no recollection of what happened next.  My next memory was that I was in the house,
haphazardly dressed, and resting in Jed’s lap on the sofa.  I heard myself making noises, almost like a
purr.  Though dressed, I felt sticky in
several places—so much drying cum.  And
my anus was sore.  But I was contented
somehow.


 



Samantha walked up to us suddenly and began yelling, “Jed,
you bastard!  I thought I was going to
be chosen, not some new girl!”


 



Jed smiled angelically and said, “Now, now, Sam…I never said
you were the one.  I said I was looking
for her still, though you were special, for sure.”


 



I saw hatred in her eyes, but the soft yellow down of blonde
body hair had receded since she came inside. 
I glanced at my arm and saw my darker fur was gone too.  Sam stormed off.  Jed kept stroking me like I was his pet, and maybe I was.  I looked around the room at the remaining
party crowd lounging around the cabin, and saw everyone had returned to
normal.  But did I know what ‘normal’
was anymore?  I noticed that Amy was
gone.


 



I looked up at Jed and asked, “What did she mean by
‘chosen’?”


 



“Lacy, my dear, chosen by the Goddess.  She chooses the special one, not me.  I listen to her.”  His gaze shifted to the window, ablaze with moonlight.


 



The special one!  


 



Jed took me home.


 



The following Monday in school, Amy was friendly but
slightly distant.  Jed acknowledged me
in the hallway with a “Hi” and grin but nothing more.  Sam and Sam barely acknowledged me at all.  The day went ok yet I was still bummed from
the reaction.  When I awoke that morning
a little of the unbelievably horny vibe of the party still clung to me and I
masturbated like crazy and almost screamed, which would have brought my parents
to my room in a panic.  Some of that
residual heat was still with me as I sleepwalked through all my classes.


 



The following school day ended differently, with Jed
surprising me at an empty classroom door. 
He pulled me by the arm into the room and sniffed me like he had that
first day.


 



Pointing to a calendar pinned to a bulletin board, he said,
“Grrr, see there?  That’s the day of the
next party.  She’ll be waiting for
us.  We’ll make the Goddess proud.”


 



Looking into his eyes was enough.  I wet my panties, my pussy exploding with love juice.  I couldn’t help myself as I made a tiny bark
in response.  He leaned down to kiss me
but instead licked my lips.  That was us
now—animals awaiting nature’s cycle.


 



The next few weeks went by in a blur.  I didn’t do too badly in school though not
as well as I had back east.  As the day
of the full moon party approached I grew hornier until I was ready to
explode.  I walked around with a
perpetually wet pussy, so much so that I began wearing a menstrual pad instead
of the usual tampon, even if my period had already passed.  When I got to the cabin, the party—and the
moonlit orgy outside—had already begun in earnest.  Without a moment’s hesitation, or foreplay, Jed and I ran into
the back yard, stripped and fucked. 
With growling and howling all around us, we remained in a world all our
own, with our inspiration shining moonbeams down to us as we copulated wildly
in the tall grass.


 



“Lacy! 
Aaaaaaaaaaaaaawwwwwwooooooooooooooo!” Jed bayed as he squirted into me.


 



I could say I was cumming too, but in reality my orgasm
began as soon as I was under moonlight.


 



Now that Jed was done, he lifted me into his arms and walked
me to the center of the yard.  He
growled once and invited the entire naked assemblage to “worship” me.  Worship meant sex, since in seconds a male
cock or a female tongue filled every orifice. 
I looked up from the ground and caught sight of the full moon.  My howl of ecstasy and surrender was the loudest
of the night.


 



After a while, Jed ‘worshipped’ me once again.  His cock filled me as he humped me from
behind—the preferred position for the lycanthropes I guessed we were close to
becoming.  Body hair sprouted from me
everywhere, with my pubic hair (which I didn’t have that morning) itchy and
matted with copious amounts of dried semen. 
Soon an observer wouldn’t be able to differentiate among the bodies
writhing on the moonlit grass.  As with
the last party, I had no idea who was fucking me.  I howled at each wave of orgasm and kept taking each cock, one by
one.


 



The party was over before my fuzzy brain realized it.  I wanted more and there were no more cocks
to take.  Jed came to me and held me
before carrying me to the back porch. 
We lay there side-by-side and luxuriated as the full moon’s light bathed
our hairy, naked forms.


 



“You’re the special one we’ve been waiting for, grrrrrrrr.”


 



“Grrrr, we?”


 



“Yes, grrrr, me and her,” he said, pointing up at the moon.


 



“Why am I special?”


 



“I don’t know exactly, I just know,” he said before a
louder, more guttural growl escaped his lips. 
“I need you more!”


 



He didn’t have to ask. 
I got onto my hands and knees and he entered me from behind.  I had no idea how many times someone had
fucked me tonight and I didn’t really care. 
He pounded into me as rapidly as he had the first time, never wilting,
never waning.  I felt his ejaculation
spasms long before he howled.  Never
mind that he’d cum, he was still hard and still thrusting.  I came, howling too.  Instead of relaxing, we wrestled while
rolling on the porch floor.  I began
rubbing my furry and aching breasts against his stiff-again cock, and he
started squirting cum all over me.  No
man can cum like Jed had.  I pulled away
and rubbed his semen like balm over my body. 
My nipples ached so much; I looked up at the moon as I pinched them raw.


 



No one remained in the yard, though I didn’t know if anyone
remained in the house.  The whole world
was Jed, the moon and me.


 



I growled at him. 
“Grrr, I need you again!”


 



He got it up easily once more and just like that he was in
my ass.  I reached down and toyed with
my erect clit as he fucked me good.  I
wasn’t an anal virgin anymore, so I welcomed the feeling of my stretched
sphincter.  My orgasm preceded his; I
was convulsing already when I felt his cock spasm as he unloaded several
squirts deep in my rectum.


 



Jed picked me up effortlessly and lifted me high above his
head.  I was his offering to his
goddess.


 



“Thank you for delivering to me the special one.  I will cherish her as you do…forever.”


 



What does forever really mean?  I lovingly gazed at the full moon above as warmth spread
throughout my body, much like an orgasm. 
And maybe that’s what it was.  I
knew Jed would soon take me home.  I
knew this rich, dark, luxurious fur all over me would dissipate after we went
inside.  School for the next month would
be as it usually was.  When the moon was
full again we would come here and worship her, and each other.  I knew that next month I would bring Amy
here and introduce her to the moon.  I
could hear her howls in my imagination.


 



“Grrrrrrrrr,” I growled, as I thought about my new
life.  I would never be the same again
now that I’d discovered the power of the full moon.


 



The End


“Growl!”


 



If you liked this story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  This is (of course!) a work of fiction. 
  If you liked it, the rest of my stuff can be found at the 
Cotton Candy web site.  Thank you.

Candy













S   
Fresh Blood For Mr. Farnsworth



by Candy



Ó2008



 



Hi, my name is Linda. 
I was eleven when Mr. Farnsworth moved in next door. I still hadn’t had
my first period.  You may ask why I
bring that up, but trust me it is germane to the story.  Mr. Farnsworth.  Yes, that was his name. 
When he moved into the other house at the end of our cul-de-sac it
raised eyebrows, a single man, middle-aged to boot—certainly a curiosity.  It was of course a big house for a solitary
person to live in.



 



Certainly I’m older now as
I finally tell you—or anyone—about what happened in that house that
summer.  I know a lot more about things
now than I did then.  I was just a kid.  Since then I’ve been able to sort of ‘fill
in the blanks’ about what happened to me, and others.  Based on what I know today, this is how the
unusual man took over our neighborhood—and my life.



 



*
* *



 



My mom was at the kitchen window watching the moving van and
the men unloading it.  “Sorry, Linda,
but by the looks of the stuff they’re bringing in, it doesn’t appear they have
any kids.”



 



“It’s OK mom, I still have Danny and Pat to play with.”  Yes, they were girls: my best friends
Danielle and Patricia.  It would have
been nice to have another girl move in next-door, one I could be friendly with,
but I guess it wasn’t to be.  Even a
boy, I thought, though I wasn’t into boys yet.



 



A tall, slender man, who
arrived following the moving van in a black Mercedes, was in the yard with his
arms folded like he was supervising the movers.  He wore casual clothes but he still looked formal, like he
usually wore a three-piece suit.  Dark
yet thinning hair framed his thin face, a face that gave no hint of his
age.  My mother deemed herself to be the
one person neighborhood welcoming committee, so I knew what would happen next,
as she asked if I wanted to go outside with her to greet the newcomer.



 



We marched across our yard to his.  My mom all smiles (like that’s what she lived for); she was
always nosey like that, but I loved her anyway!  He noticed us after a while. 
At first his expression belied nervousness but quickly morphed into a
warm smile.  It looked genuine to
me.  For some strange reason I thought he’s
a nice man.  



 



My mom shook hands and introduced us.  When he returned the favor and introduced
himself as Frederick Farnsworth, I almost giggled.  It sounded like such a funny name.  I looked at my mother and did a double take.  She looked like she was going to faint—later
on I would know the word “swoon” and realize that’s what she did.  She wouldn’t let go of his hand!  It was like she was hypnotized or something.



 



When he turned to me and shook my hand, saying, “And nice to
meet such a lovely young lady as you, Linda.” 
The combination of his touch and his unnerving gaze made my stomach do a
flip-flop as if I swallowed a hundred butterflies.  My knees almost buckled. 
What was this strange feeling, and was it what also got to my mom?



 



My mother nearly skipped back to our house, she was so
giddy.  I was still confused by the
effect his touch—and his eyes—had on me. 
My legs wobbled and I was unsure if I could make it to my house without
toppling over.  I made it even when the
butterflies decided they still wanted to fly some more, making me quiver from
my tummy to my crotch.  Especially in my
crotch.  I was confused why my panties
felt so wet.



 



“Oh, Linda, what a NICE man he is,” my mom
gushed.  I looked at her—my God, she was
blushing!



 



“Yeah, I guess so,” I answered nonchalantly, though the
voice in my head was saying yes, he’s more than nice, and maybe I’ll go
visit him later.  Another more
logical voice said it’s not like he’s one of the Jonas brothers, you
know; that voice fighting over the ‘sound’ of those butterflies.



 



When we got to our doorway, I said, not knowing why, “Why
don’t we invite Mr. Farnsworth over for dinner when dad gets home?”



 



My mom surprised me by her vehemence.  “No! 
No, I don’t think so.”  She
blushed again.  “Let’s not bother him,
er, until he gets settled in, ok?  Maybe
I’ll bake him some cookies as a welcoming gift…that sounds like the thing to
do.”  



 



Holy shit, my mom’s not exactly a baking powerhouse so where
did that come from?



 



Later on I caught my mother looking out a window at the
house next door, as if she was waiting anxiously for someone to come home.  My dad was home from work, but mom ignored
him, keeping a strange watch on Mr. Farnsworth’s place.



 



After dinner, my friend Danny came over to visit.  She was eerily flushed and excited about
something, but in an unusual way I couldn’t quite pinpoint.  When we went to my room, she seemed to float
rather than walk.  She had on a t-shirt
and it was plastered to her skin from sweat although the air wasn’t that
humid.  I mean, neither one of us has
breasts yet, but her nipples must have been very stiff as they poked at the
thin cotton fabric, so I could make them out clearly.  The door closed, she started telling me about where she’d been.



 



“Oh, Linda, you just HAVE to like meet the new man
who moved in next door to you!  He’s so
nice!  I was walking by his house coming
here and he was on the front steps, and he invited me in.  His name is Frederick and he was so sweet, “
she rattled off non-stop.



 



I told her that I had met the man, and she repeated how
“dreamy” he was.  Dreamy?? The old dude?



 



“When did you talk to him? 
I thought you were coming here an hour ago.”



 



She looked at my bedside clock as a puzzled frown washed
across her face.  “I…I don’t know…it
didn’t…it wasn’t that long ago…was it?” The frown left her and she perked up
again.  “We’ve got to go over his house
tomorrow!  You, Patty, and me, ok?  He’s really cool!”



 



Remembering the butterflies and my wet panties, I knew
something wasn’t quite right with this whole Mr. Farnsworth thing, but I also
remembered how pleasant it was to shake his hand and talk with him.



 



*
* *



 



I wasn’t comfortable knocking on Mr. Farnsworth’s door, but
Danny just about dragged Pat and I along with her.  She knocked.  When he
answered the door he was awash with excitement to see us.



 



“How delightful!” He beamed.  “Are you three the new Welcome Wagon?”



 



I had no idea what a
welcome wagon was, but since Danny and Pat were struck dumb, I spoke up.  “Danny…I mean Danielle…told us she had a
nice…visit yesterday, so we decided to come over and say hello.”



 



“Come in, come in!  I have some fantastic cookies Mrs. Hebert
down the street brought over.”  He
ushered us to his sofa, where we sat still like three crows on a telephone
wire.



 



Out came the plate of
cookies.  I figured my mom was too late
for cookies—beaten by Mrs. Hebert with her gigantic boobs—I bet she didn’t bake
‘em.  They were good.  As I munched on mine, I snuck glances at
Danny and Pat.  Danny looked like she
was in Disney World with a private meeting with Mickey.  Patty looked less rapt, but I could see her
chest rise and fall rapidly as if she was out of breath.  The butterflies were back, but at least I
was breathing ok.  He was an unusual
man, and we were acting so unusual around him. 
He didn’t sit in the easy chair opposite the sofa but instead perched
himself on the sofa’s arm right next to me. 
I hadn’t realized I finished my cookie until he offered me another.  When I reached for one from the offered
plate, he brushed a couple of fingers lightly across my cheek.  At his touch the room spun and I suddenly
grew warm and tingly.



 



“That’s a pretty top you
have on, Linda.  What do they call
them?”



 



“Babydoll blouses, sir,” I
answered.  Sir??  I fought the tunnel vision and lost.  I didn’t want to pass out but I thought I
might.



 



“Ah, baby-dolls.  That’s exactly how I would describe you
three lovely young ladies, gracing me with your presence on this hot summer
day.  How delightful!”  When his eyes moved from me to Patty, she
moaned.  It didn’t sound like pain to
me, but pleasure.  Then he stared at
Danny and she moaned louder than Pat had.



 



Even though my heart was
palpitating wildly, I knew I had to get out of there.  “Ah, Mr. Farnsworth, I have to get home now,” I said, my voice
barely above a squeak.



 



“So soon?” He said.  “Must you all leave so soon?”



 



Pat spoke up quickly,
looking over at Danielle, “Me and Danny can stay a while longer, can’t we?”
Danny nodded rapidly.



 



I should have been
concerned for leaving my friends alone with my strange new neighbor.  However, some inner voice kept telling me it’s
ok they’re ok, he’s a nice man, everything will be fine.   An hour or so later, I saw Danny and Patty
walking away from Mr. Farnsworth’s house, their clothes looking funny at that
distance but they seemed happy enough. 
I shouldn’t worry.



 



*
* *



 



Something drew me to his
house the next morning.  I couldn’t
explain the magnetism but that’s exactly what it felt like—I was being drawn,
attracted, summoned.   I knocked on his
back door.  I was surprised to find it
swing open after my second knock. 
Entering his kitchen, I called out to him, though not too loud.



 



“Mr. Farnsworth?  Are you home?  Your door was open…hello…”



 



I heard sounds coming from
the living room where just yesterday my friends and me sat mesmerized.  When I walked up to the archway separating
the two rooms, I was shocked to see a naked Mrs. Hebert having sex with Mr.
Farnsworth on that very same sofa! 
After all, I did have an idea what sex was, and considering that Mrs.
Hebert was naked and bouncing on his lap, and I could see Mr. Farnsworth’s
penis go in and out of her, and she was saying things like “God this is the
best” and then “I’m cumming,” followed by a loud wail, I sure knew what they
were doing.  I didn’t know why but
watching them was sort of spellbinding. 
I felt all those queasy stomach feelings and the itch in my groin big
time.  



 



I was trying to break away
from the hypnotic spell and sneak away when Mr. Farnsworth winked at me before
himself groaning that he was cumming too. 
He saw me!  I stood there, not
moving, like I HAD to.  When they
were done Mrs. Hebert simply rolled off, and after Mr. Farnsworth stood up, she
laid down and seemed to fall asleep. 
Mr. Farnsworth walked toward me putting a finger to his lips, asking me
to be quiet.  Why would a naked man
walking to me and asking me to be quiet be something I should fear?



 



In his kitchen, he
whispered, “Well, well, Linda.  How nice
of you to stop by.  Mrs. Hebert and her
darling little Emma came to visit, and now you.  I’m so lucky to have nice new neighbors such as you.”



 



I tried to look at his
face instead of his penis, all veiny-purple and wet and hanging there, but
looking into his eyes was nearly impossible and clearly was more treacherous
than staring at his manhood.  “I…I…ah…I
knocked but the door was open a little…and…”



 



“It’s ok dear, I would
never close my door to sweet girls like you.”



 



“Emma is here?” I asked
after what he said finally registered.



 



Oh yes, she’s in the room
around the corner over there,” he pointed, “and I suppose she was watching us
as you were my dear.”  He held out his
hand to take mine.  I gave it to him
without question.  I had to.  “I hope you didn’t mind what Mrs. Hebert and
I were doing, do you?  She practically
begged me, and you know…well, I believe you are too young to know about sexual
desire.”



 



I finally looked away from
his penis and up to his face.  His eyes
burned through me, all the way to my crotch. 
I didn’t know what was happening, but the voice in my head was back—It’s
safe, you’re safe, he won’t hurt you, he’s a nice man, so nice.



 



“I have to see Emma now
anyway.  Would you like to come with
me?”  He had my hand in his and led me
to the other room without resistance. 
We passed the sofa upon which Mrs. Hebert was splayed out, with her legs
open and her big boobs rising and falling as she breathed, sound asleep.



 



When we got to the other
room, which turned out to be a bedroom, Emma was sitting on the edge of the bed
with a smile on her face reminiscent of the crazed look on Danny’s face
yesterday.  Emma was eight-years-old.  She was wearing a little yellow sundress and
no panties, and when Mr. Farnsworth came into the room, she livened up and
nearly squealed with delight, jumping into his arms.  He tilted her back a bit in his arms so she was mostly parallel
with the floor, and lowered his head like he was going to kiss her!  His mouth however didn’t go to hers but
instead went to her lower neck, close to her exposed collarbone.  I couldn’t see what he was doing—a
strange place to kiss someone, I thought—but my mind never questioned her
not having panties on, or the fact that a naked man was kissing her at
all.  As he kissed (?) her, Emma’s legs
would kick out and spread wide open, and I saw clear liquid seep from her bald
puss knowing somehow it wasn’t pee.  She
started to moan and squeak until she was wailing much like her mother had
moments ago in the living room.



 



Suddenly, Mr. Farnsworth
turned away from her neck and looked back at me.  Everything looked normal, he’s a nice man, smiling at me and
he likes me, as he likes Emma. 
“Don’t you think it’s hot in here?” 
He said.  “Linda, why don’t you
get out of those clothes and cool off a bit.” 
Without a single questioning thought I got undressed, finally stepping
out of my panties, totally naked watching him go back to ‘kissing’ Emma until
she was twitching and squealing again, lots more of the clear liquid leaking
from her.  



 



He gently laid Emma on the
bed and turned to me.  She looked like
she was sleeping as soundly as her mom. 
Mr. Farnsworth walked to me and again I found myself staring at his penis,
which was kind of standing up stiff.  He
said I was the “special one,” and wanted to “savor every moment.”  I didn’t know what he meant.  I simply lifted my arms to him so he could
pick me up as he’d done with Emma.



 



He didn’t ‘kiss’ me right
away like he’d kissed Emma.  Instead he
held me in his arms; so warm, so comforting, so magnificent was the feeling of
his body on mine.



 



“Oh Linda, you are the
prize of this old man’s life,” he whispered in my ear, “I could smell it the
first time we met.”  Smell, I
thought—what was he saying, and what was happening here?  My fog-filled mind didn’t have answers.  His lips brushed my earlobe as he continued
whispering, “Your blood is the fuel of a thousand ages.  I could sense it…how fine you will be.”  While he whispered his lips kept brushing
against my ear and a soothing inner heat swept over me like an ocean wave.  I moaned.



 



“Ah, your moan indicates
you feel it too…my power is your power is my power.”  He said, but nothing he said was really registering with me
anymore.  I had an unrecognized need and
wanted it fulfilled somehow.



 



He laid me on his bed next
to Emma, who still slept, and lay down beside me.  His hands caressed me, first letting his fingers run circles
around my surprisingly swollen nipples, then down my belly to my crotch before
lazily coming back to my belly.  The
heat was ecstasy.  I had no qualms, no
fear.  It felt so good.  He’s a nice man, nothing to be afraid of,
it will be like heaven opened up and swallowed me.



 



With his warm hand resting
at my tummy, he whispered again, “You’re too young to understand sexual
exhilaration, but perhaps I can prepare you for the joy, the thrill.  Your blood will be thus charged for…the
taking.”



 



His hand slowly moved down
to my pubic bone and all of a sudden my mind was overcome with a vision of
Bobby Jenkins, the cutest boy at school, laying down on top of me and then
putting his hard penis in me.  He was
having sex with me in the vision!  But
the vision felt real—I felt it, heard it, tasted it—so much reality my breath
was almost sucked from me.  Did I cry
out in reality, or was it just in the vision I wailed as both Mrs. Hebert and
her daughter had done earlier?  “Ohhhhh
Bobby…I’m…I’m…oooooooooooooooo!”   



 



What was real and what was
not?



 



I didn’t know Mr.
Farnsworth had moved over me until I felt the electric brush of his lips on my
neck just before I felt the pinprick. 
That’s all it was, a faint prick like a needle at the doctor’s
office.  All thought was lost.  Fire! 
Red-hot fire swept through me.  I
felt my legs thrust wide and my back arch up, begging, begging…for what?  I heard my own rapturous voice cry
“Bobby!”  The image of Bobby Jenkins
temporarily swam into view and I desperately tried to wrap my legs around his
ephemeral form.  To keep him close, to
keep him IN.  I didn’t understand
any of it.



 



My next memory was the
realization I was naked in a strange bed, tingling all over, with my legs
wrapped around Mr. Farnsworth’s leg, and his erection rubbing against my
belly.  I wondered if he just had sex
with me, but how was I to know what it would be like to have sex (except for
the vivid dream of Bobby Jenkins)?  Mr.
Farnsworth looked into my eyes and suddenly I needed no explanation—not because
I knew, but because of the voice in my head, again—I’m special, he made me even
more special by what he did.



 



He whispered, “Years,
years I’ve longed for someone as strong as you…years.”  He slowly extricated himself from my
grasping arms and legs, and said, “I believe darling Emma is waking up.  Why don’t you spend some time with her?  I also believe her mother is waking.  I shall attend to her so she’ll be gone when
your mother arrives.”



 



My mother?



 



Emma smiled at me, and
said, “Hi, Linda.  Did the nice man make
you feel good too?”



 



I looked at her neck more
closely and saw what looked like an incision about a half-inch long.  Except for a very thin scab beginning to
form, it didn’t look like much.  I
touched it lightly and Emma didn’t even flinch.  Mr. Farnsworth came back into the bedroom now fully dressed.  He helped Emma put her panties back on, then
smiled and looked at me.



 



“If you’d like, Linda, you
may stay here for a while and rest.  You
feel warm enough?”  As if those words
alone did it, a warmth permeated me from head to toe—a warmth not unlike the
feeling I had moments ago when he ‘kissed’ my neck, though not nearly as
intense.  “I must explain
that…sharing…your blood with me has made me very aroused indeed, as you so
keenly noticed I was truly erect and still am. 
Someone dear to you will take care of that nicely.”



 



He took Emma away, and
soon I heard the front door close.  He
did not return to the bedroom right away, and I drifted in and out of sleep,
dreaming strange dreams for an eleven-year-old girl.  After an indeterminate amount of time, I awoke, hearing sounds from
the next room that were not from conversation. 
I got off the bed, wondering for a moment why I was naked, and peeked
into the living room.  Mr. Farnsworth
was on the sofa having sex—on top this time—with a different woman.  His butt cheeks tightened on each thrust of
his hips, as he went in and out of her. 
For her part, she was saying things like, “I need this!  I haven’t had a decent fuck in YEARS!”  And swearing at him to “Fuck me harder, you
bastard, do me, do me gooooooooood!”  At
her urging he seemed to go faster.



 



My mother!  



 



I can’t remember ever
seeing her completely naked and here she was doing it with a stranger who just
moved in next door.  I should have felt
bad for my dad having her cheat on him but the calming voices in my head were
doing their job and I simply watched. 
Before today I had only a vague idea of sex and now I’d seen two acts in
the flesh and one in my vivid dream (Bobby Jenkins!)



 



Like déjà vu, while my mom
was crying she was “cumming” Mr. Farnsworth winked at me and motioned with his
hand to come to them on the sofa.  I
did.  I got down on my knees next to the
sofa.  Mr. Farnsworth whispered “Oh
dear, this is perfect, mother and daughter both to be taken in their own
way.”  Even while he still thrust his
hips he leaned over and again I felt the pinprick sensation on my lower neck.



 



“Oooooooooooooooooooooooooh,”
I moaned as the entire world’s butterflies took flight in my belly.



 



“Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah,”
he moaned as he climaxed.



 



My mom’s screams drowned
out both our cries of joy.



 



My entire body was
magma-hot and my only other sensation was of trickles of liquid running down
both thighs.  



 



I didn’t recall anything
after that until my mom said, “Hi Linda, how nice of you to come over and visit
Frederick too.”  She was dressed and
sitting primly on the sofa.  I realized
I was dressed too, though my panties felt funny like they weren’t on quite
right.  Mr. Farnsworth—dressed as
well—was sitting in an adjacent chair.



 



“Yes, it’s so pleasant to
have nice neighbors such as you two visit me like this.”  He said my mom’s name and then, “We MUST do
this again.”  She agreed, but to what I
didn’t think she really knew.  On the
way to his door to show us out, he leaned down and whispered in my ear, “You
WILL come to see me tomorrow, won’t you, Linda?”



 



Of course I would.  Such a nice man shouldn’t be lonely.



 



*
* *



 



Before I had the chance to
think about visiting him, Danny came over, ready to drag me over there.  I was eager to go but she was even more
so.  When I told my mom where we were
going, she gave me a dreamy look and told me to be nice to the man, and be
good.  A picture of a pepperoni pizza
popped into my mind (so good! —my favorite food!) and I said, “Don’t worry mom,
I’ll be good.”  Food.



 



Mr. Farnsworth welcomed us
in and soon we were out of our clothes and lying on both sides of him on his
big bed.  He drank first from Danny
until her hips jumped and she cried out. 
Her orgasm (I obviously didn’t know anything about ‘orgasms’ back then)
was impressive to watch, maybe more intense than anything I’ve had in my life
from sex.  Unlike me her orgasmic liquid
didn’t just trickle out, it sort of squirted. 
I wished I could do that when he took me.  Then it was my turn, and in addition to ‘kissing’ my neck, he
placed a finger between the folds of my immature puss and stroked it back and
forth and around and around.  I loved
that feeling better than anything in this world.  Warmth spread through me as if I was being electrified.  I knew I screamed like Danny had, but knew
little else.



 



When I became aware again,
my head was resting on his stomach looking at the head of his engorged penis
staring back at me.  Danny was leaning
on him from the opposite side and she began caressing his erection.  Mr. Farnsworth moaned so I knew he liked
it.  I glanced toward Danny and saw the
hypnotic smile as she rubbed him. 
Voices again: You can touch it too, feel its texture and warmth,
stroke its length, go ahead.  I did,
palming him just below Danny’s small hand, and we stroked together.  Soon we were rewarded with several sprays of
white stuff streaming from the opening at the end of his penis.  I thought this must be HIS juice like
what came from Danny and I when he took us.



 



He said, “I need to feed
again from the best source I’ve ever found,” and then ‘kissed’ my neck
again.  I never wanted that feeling to
ever, ever end.



 



*
* *



 



I went back the next day
to let him feed, and the next day and the next.  Every night I would look at my reflection in the mirror at the
small incision at the lower edge of my neck near my collarbone and wonder where
it came from.  I was also looking in the
mirror and admiring how much my breasts were growing lately.  I mean, I actually HAD some now.



 



All the women on our
street would visit with nice Mr. Farnsworth whenever they could, like when
their husbands weren’t home.  My mom was
no exception.  I really felt bad for my
dad, but she still seemed to love him and I knew they had sex since I heard
them often pounding away at night when they though I was asleep.  I began to understand more of what was
happening to me and why I was visiting him. 
It wasn’t just mothers going, of course, as all the young girls in our
neighborhood spent their summer days at Mr. Farnsworth’s house.



 



I knew I was his
favorite.  Danny, Patty, Emma and other
girls went there, but I was there everyday, all day.  One day late in the summer, after he had taken me for the second
time, I muttered the one word that kept popping into my foggy yet satisfied
brain.



 



“Vampire?”  I said.



 



He looked at me, smiled
and said without any condescension, “No child, I’m not a vampire in the sense
of bats and garlic and holy water and wooden stakes and all that hogwash in the
movies.  Obviously, I don’t have to hide
from sunlight.”  He stroked my hair as
we lay next to each other in his bed while the afternoon sun coming through the
window bathed us.  “I think you already
know the main difference, Linda.  I give
as much as I receive from my…what word should I use? …Partners? …Lovers?  Donors seems all too unkind, I think.”  He thought for a moment then continued.  “There are not many like me in the
world.  I don’t have fangs; I don’t
bite.  I have a special organ in my
mouth that helps me feed.  I drink the
serum from your blood, which nourishes me, makes me strong, and helps me live a
long life.  You will not become like
me.  That’s another thing best left to
movie fantasy.  What you will get from
me—what you have already received—is strength and longevity you would never
have on your own, though I sense you would become a magnificent woman even
without my ‘gift’ to you.”



 



I knew in my heart that he
had an aura, a sexual magnetism that drew all females to him naturally.  Later in life I studied the effect of
pheromones in humans, since as I grew older I noticed the effect I had on all
the men around me.  I believed that
powerful pheromones gave Mr. Farnsworth his power over us, though I could never
discount some form of psychic energy. 
He gave me that power—his bartered gift.



 



Even though long ago he’d
released me from most of his ‘hold’, I still came to him, and now I kissed
him.  He had never penetrated me, yet we
were lovers.  He had spoken the correct
word earlier.  At eleven, this was my
first romantic kiss, and it seemed to last forever.



 



“I wish our time together
would last, but alas it must end,” he said sadly.



 



“Why?”



 



“You are only weeks away
from menarche, your first period as you would say, your blossoming into
womanhood.  The power you have to give
me will be no longer.  Such a power it is;
you are the gift, the supreme plasma of life. 
Because I have fed from you my life has been extended immeasurably.  Also because I have fed from you I have sped
up your development.  Alas, menarche
will come early for you as it has with your friends.”  He saw the questioning look on my face.  He continued, “Ah, yes, Patricia and Danielle have both
menstruated.  They still come to me but
the attraction is sexual intercourse, not the…other.”



 



I was astounded.  “You mean you have sex with them?”



 



“No, my dearest, I do
not.  I turn them away, for they, like
you, are much too young for the sacred act. 
One side effect of feeding is the boost to my libido it gives me.”  He laughed, “Something like taking a dozen
Viagra pills.  That is why I must draw
women to me, such as your mother, or I would go crazy from arousal.



 



“If you have only so long
with me, why don’t you feed on me one more time before I go home?”  I said, offering my neck to him.  His mouth came to me, and soon my legs
kicked and my back arched up and my pussy exploded and I screamed in the
sweetest anguish ever, made better because he released his hold and I
acquiesced to his need all on my own.



 



*
* *



 



I’m sitting at my desk,
pondering how that summer changed me and defined me.  Frederick Farnsworth moved away late in the fall, before I turned
eleven.  One day a For Sale sign showed
up and that was it.  We never saw him
again.  My mom was in a funk for months.  From the time I really got interested in
boys, they were both in awe of me and afraid of me, even Bobby Jenkins.  I had developed early, my breasts bigger and
firmer than any of the other girls in high school.  When I got my first bikini the boys at the beach fought for my
attention.  It wasn’t only on the beach
I intimidated the boys, for I excelled in the classroom as well.  I was valedictorian my senior year.  College seemed like a breeze and before I
knew it I had an MBA and was on my way. 
Law school came next.  



 



A voice at my office door
brought me out of my daydream.  “Don’t
forget your one o’clock meeting with Congressman Miller.”



 



I smiled, and answered
Jenny, “I never forget a meeting with HIM.”  



 



The look on her face told
me her daydream was all about the hunky politician.  She said, “I’ll call you a cab, Senator.”



 



Jerry Miller was sitting
at the bar when I entered the hotel. 
This place wasn’t the District’s most posh hotel but then again Jerry
wasn’t looking for elegance, and neither was I.  In Washington, people like us wanted to be anonymous every once
in a while.



 



“Hi Linda,” he said while
motioning to a seat at the bar next to him. 
We kept the greetings simple and had a couple of drinks before we walked
to the elevator.  Once in his room, we
ripped our clothes off and hit the bed. 
After he tongued my clit for a while, he looked up into my eyes, now
opened again, and said, “Your pussy always amazes me.  Damn, it’s like a ten-year-old’s, smooth and not a hair to
see.  I still can’t fathom how you do
it.”



 



I smiled at him and told
him to stop talking and go back to licking. 
No way could I explain how my vulva in fact remained exactly as a
prepubescent girl’s, another ‘gift’ from Mr. Farnsworth.  Men have been worshiping at my
pre-teen-tight vagina ever since the first time I fucked anyone.



 



As he slowly thrust into
me, nestled between my legs, which were nicely wrapped around his exquisite
ass, he said, “No President should be as tight as you are.”  Thrust. 
Thrust.



 



I murmured, “No
President’s ever had a cunt before, and I think that’s a better place to be
tight than any asshole.”



 



He pumped, and we both
laughed.  He was a marvelous lover and
knew how to last.  Before he was going
to cum, he groaned “Get ready, Madam President…”



 



I whispered, “In two
years, Jerry.  And you’ll be there with
me.”  I groaned, “I’m there too,” and I
screamed in orgasm as he too climaxed. 
I hadn’t realized until later that while I came I bit him in the neck,
drawing a little blood.  His ‘gift’ ran
deep.  I thought: Thank you, Mr.
Farnsworth, wherever you are.



 



The End



 




 



If you liked my story, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  This was my first erotic fiction story. 
  I hope you liked it.  The rest of my stuff can be found at the 
Cotton Candy web site.  Thank you.

Candy




 













"Candy"


                                                       by Candy


Part 1 of my life in So. California


ã2008


 


In early summer, 2007, we'd just
moved cross-country from the Boston area to Redondo Beach, California, because
of my dad’s new job.  I had to get used to the idea of being a beach girl for
the first time, and I found that idea extremely cool.  My mom helped me buy a
new bikini but when my dad saw it he looked like he would have a stroke.  It
was like pink cotton candy (my favorite!) without much cloth.  I didn’t think
it was such a big deal since I didn’t have any breasts yet, though I couldn’t
wait to grow them. 


 


I would
stand naked before my dresser mirror at night and study my body.  Because I
have dark hair, I was just beginning to see some faint pubic hair, though it
really wasn’t much yet, just a little fuzz.  I didn’t like it; I wished I could
stay like, just skin down there forever.


 


The next
day I went to the beach for the first time in my new suit.  We lived in a condo
only a block from the ocean (Dad said it cost five times more than our house
back east—“We’ll have to go without food for a while” he joked, though Mom and
I knew he was making a lot more money out here too), so it wasn’t far to walk to the beach. 
When I got there I was enthralled by the surfers.  They told me it
wasn’t always good surf but there was usually someone out there on most days
anyway.  I loved to talk with them.  Most of them were hunks, and I liked the
way they looked at me.  My mom explained about sex so I knew that’s what the
surfers wanted when they looked at me like that, hee-hee.  The really cool part
is that a lot of them changed into their black wet suits right there on the
beach.  They draped a blanket around themselves and they took off their clothes
under the blanket before putting on the wet suit.  A couple of them knew I was
peeking so they like pretended to slip and let me see their penises.  That was REALLY
cool!  When I saw them it made me feel all goosepimply and warm.  I liked that
feeling.


 


That first
day with my pink bikini I saw a new guy I’d never seen before.  He was maybe a
little older than a teenager but not by much.  He had blond, kind of spikey
hair and was very cute.  When he began changing under his blanket, he saw me
looking and smiled.


 


“Hi there
cutie,” he shouted over to me.  “You shouldn’t be sneaking like that; you might
see something you’re not supposed to see.”  While he said that he moved the
blanket aside just enough for me to see him.  


 


Oh my!  The
goose-flesh was back and my stomach did a flip-flop for some reason.  Unlike
the other guys, he didn’t have any hair at all anywhere except on his head. 
His penis looked longer than the other guys’ too, and I saw it twitch!  He
finished pulling on his wet suit and went out to surf.  I watched him, but the
waves weren’t so big right then and he didn’t get to stay up on his board very
long.  


 


When he
quit and came back on the beach, he walked up to my blanket and asked, “How did
I do?”


 


I answered
“Okay, I guess.”


 


“Just
okay?  I should never have tried to surf with an expert here on the beach,” he
said with a big grin.  God is he cute, especially when he smiles like that,
I thought.


 


“Huh? 
Expert?”


 


“I look at
you in that cute bikini watching me and I figure ‘She must be a surfing judge
or something’.”


 


“Er, silly,
I’ve never been surfing, ever.”


 


“How would
you like to try?”


 


I was
thrilled and scared at the same time.  He wasn’t looking at me like the other
guys with sex on their minds, but he WAS paying attention to me.  A
chill went up and down my spine when I realized he’d have to touch me if I said
yes.


 


“Yes.”


 


He had me
practice getting up on my feet on the board, there on the beach.  He then had
me paddle out a little ways in the water with him beside me.  The first time he
put his hands on my side I nearly fainted.  I couldn’t believe a man besides my
father was actually touching me for the first time!  He spent a long time
helping me learn but I wasn’t very good at it.  I could see he really was
disappointed but at least he didn’t seem angry with me for not being a good
pupil.


 


We sat next
to each other on my blanket while I dried off.  I was very self-conscious since
the bikini was clinging to me and I saw him looking.   His name was Jimmy.  He
had a funny look on his face when I told him my nickname was Candy, like he didn’t
believe me or something.  We gave each other brief explanations of family,
where we came from, etc.  He was single and lived in an apartment in Torrance.  
When he said it was time for him to go, I surprised myself by asking if I could
help carry his other stuff to the car while he carried his board.


 


It turned
out he didn’t have a car but an old pick-up truck.  All I kept imagining was
the memory of his penis and how his body looked for that tiny moment he let me
see.  Strange feelings were going through me and for the first time in my life
the idea of sex took on a more concrete texture.  I knew I couldn’t have sex
with him being so young and all, but I wondered what it would be like anyway. 
My mom always said I had an active imagination.  Instead of saying bye, Jimmy
asked me to hop up into his truck with him so we could still talk.  In the
passenger seat, I asked him if it was uncomfortable to be still wearing the wet
suit.  He said it was.


 


“I’m
itching to get it off.  Literally itching,” he laughed.  “You think your mom
would mind if you rode along with me to my place so I can change?  I enjoy your
company, Candy, and I’ll be a good boy and spring for a burger after, since I’m
starving and I bet you’re hungry too.”


 


Going to
his apartment!  Should I, I wondered?  “I don’t know if it’s a good
idea.”


 


“Yeah, I
guess you’re right.  Probably not a good idea for a girl your age to be with a
strange man; tell me where you live and I’ll take you home.”


 


Why did I
feel so disappointed?  I mean, I didn’t think he would hurt me—and I liked him
a lot so far—but really he was still a stranger.  I felt safe going with him
for some reason.


 


“A burger
sounds pretty good though,” I said, bringing on one of his great smiles.


 


“So, do we
have a date, pretty Candy in the cotton candy bikini?”


 


I said
okay, and off we drove.  His apartment complex was a nice one.  After parking
his truck in the underground garage, he stored his surfboard in an adjacent
locked cage and we proceeded up to his apartment.  I joked with him about the
funny noises he made while walking in his wet suit.  He laughed and said
something about “walking farts” which made me laugh harder.  Jimmy’s apartment
was cleaner than I imagined it would be.  He went into his bedroom to change
while I sat in the kitchenette with a can of Coke.  We kept talking while he changed,
speaking in a half-holler.


 


“I’m
surprised your mom and dad let you wear a bikini like that at your age,” he
said.


 


“You make
me sound like a baby.  I’m old enough to wear a suit like this one, though my
dad did have a little bit of a fit over it.”  I laughed.  “Besides, I don’t
have any boobs yet.”


 


He peeked
half way out through the doorway and said “I don’t know, I see some boobs
starting to grow under those little pink triangles; they look okay to me.”  Oh,
that smile again!


 


I felt red
hot from embarrassment, but maybe it was more from seeing him with nothing on
from the waist up than him talking about my nonexistent boobs.  I didn’t know
exactly what thought process got my feet moving, but before I could think
consciously about it I was walking toward his bedroom.  I stood in the doorway
and stared at him.  He was naked and turned away from me, reaching for
something in a dresser drawer.  I never saw a naked man before.  My stomach
flip-flopped again like it was full of butterflies.  When he turned and I saw
his penis again, I gasped.  Unlike before at the beach, it was sort of swollen
and wasn’t hanging down.


 


He pulled a
pair of boxer shorts out of the drawer and clumsily covered himself with them
as he said “Damn it, Candy.  You shouldn’t have come in here while I was
undressed.”


 


Just like
the internal puppet-master who got me to the doorway, something made me decide
that I wanted to touch him.  I wanted him to touch me.  “Do you really think my
boobs are growing?”


 


His look
changed.  Now I saw what I see when other men are looking at me.  He kind of
moaned and walked toward me still trying to shield himself with the boxers. 
“Ah, Candy, please don’t do this to me, it’s not right.”


 


“What’s not
right?  That I saw your penis is swelling thinking about me?  That I want to
know what you see in my boobs?”  I started to untie the strings to my top. 
“...That I want you to touch them?”


 


He moaned
again and this time I noticed the boxer shorts starting to rise up, making it
more difficult for him to hide behind them.  “Candy, dear, you know I can’t
touch you.  Shit, I’m in trouble just having you here while I’m naked.”


 


The words
flowed from me without even thinking about them.  “Don’t worry, Jimmy, I like
you and I would never like, tell anyone about this, ever.”  I let my top fall
to the floor and walked up to him.  I reached around his draped shorts and
touched his penis.  It was hard and sticking straight up!


 


“Shit,
shit, shit” he said, but he let go of the boxers and lifted me into his arms
and kissed me.


 


He slipped
his tongue between my lips while we kissed.  I liked that.  Between kissing and
feeling his penis rub against my thigh and my bare chest against his hot skin,
I felt light-headed, and that butterflies in the stomach feeling was back big
time.  He carried me over to his bed and we laid down next to each other.  I
wasn’t scared at all, even though I knew I was going to have sex for the first
time!


 


He stared
at me, like he was trying to decide something, then he said “Are you sure about
this, really sure?”  I nodded.  He began playing with one of my nipples, which
grew strangely stiff.  “You may not think so, but you are growing breasts.  I
can feel the flesh underneath, like a bump, and your areolas here are puffy;
you’re going to have nice boobs, young lady.”  He took my hand and had me touch
my chest.  “See what I mean?”  He made me rub and squeeze them to feel what he
was talking about.  I felt it, and I was feeling a lot of other things inside
too, like how I felt wet down there.


 


“Can I
touch you again?”  I asked.  I didn’t really wait for an answer, as I put my
head on his tummy and studied his amazing penis.  I knew guys called it their
cock, but I felt funny thinking that word, which was silly in itself since I
was now holding a very stiff one.   It had a funny hat-shaped end with a hole
in it, which I knew was where his pee came out.  The rest was lined with veins
and was kind of purply.  


 


As I rubbed
my hand up and down, touching him, he groaned and said “Keep doing that and I’m
gonna cum.”


 


I turned to
look back at him.  “Come?”  I felt his penis like, throb and all of a sudden
streams of white stuff shot out of him all over my head.  He groaned some more
as more of the white stuff sprayed out.


 


That’s when
we had our little talk.  Jimmy explained about cumming.  He explained about how
sex worked and about how he was so excited he knew he “couldn’t last” and how
good it felt.  I asked him about real sex and putting his penis in me.


 


“Will you
squirt the cum in me?”


 


“Well, no
Candy.  If you still want to I’ll wear a condom for protection.”


 


“Protection?”


 


“You don’t
want to get pregnant, do you?”  Oh yeah, I forgot about that.  He laughed when
he saw all his cum dripping down my head.  “I think we better get into the
shower and clean you off.”


 


While he
adjusted the shower water, I realized I still had my bikini bottoms on.  For
some reason I wanted him to take them off, not me.  “Jimmy, I don’t need these,
do I?”


 


His penis
started to twitch again and rise up as he reached over and slipped my bottoms
down my legs.  It twitched and rose some more when he saw my pussy (hee-hee, I
knew that name).  We got into the shower and he washed my hair for me
before he took the soap and began lathering my body.  I gasped for air when his
hand went between my legs and touched me down there.  He didn’t linger but kept
washing me all over.  I felt like I was burning up and I knew it wasn’t from
the hot water.  As he rinsed me off under the shower spray, he asked me in a
croaking voice if I had done it before.  I told him, “Of course not, silly.”  I
couldn’t tell if the look on his face was excitement or fear.  His penis was
maybe harder than before and it stood up straight.


 


After we
dried off, he picked me up and carried me back to the bedroom.  He kissed me
again like before as he carried me.  I really liked this kind of kissing.   As
he carried me he had his hand under my butt, and maybe more than when he
touched me in the shower I realized what was going to happen and my whole body
shivered.  He felt it, and stopped kissing me to look into my eyes.  “Are you
ready, Candy?” he asked me.  I was!


 


He set me
down on my back upon the bed and said, “Just like the sweet candy you are, I’m
going to taste you first.”


 


He spread
my legs apart and put his face down between them.  When I felt his tongue lick
in my pussy, I thought that’s gross, but the thought didn’t last long
when I realized how good it felt.  As he licked he whispered things like “Mmm
you’re so sweet,” and “Oh you taste so good,” before he pulled my pussy open
and moaned “Oh God, I can’t believe you ARE a virgin!”  Later I’d have
him explain what he saw, but for now I simply enjoyed the sensations.  As he
licked the butterflies came back, though by now they felt more like honeybees
buzzing in my insides.  I liked this feeling more and more and I began to make
funny sounds in spite of myself.  All at once my stomach flip-flopped again
only this time it was much more intense.  I never felt like this before, like a
fire from heaven instead of hell was burning inside me.  I yelled out, and that
surprised me more than feeling the ripples go through me.


 


Jimmy
smiled and said “How was that?”


 


I couldn’t
speak I was breathing so hard.  When I finally calmed down I asked him what had
happened.  He explained oral sex and orgasms to what must have appeared to him
to be a hypnotized girl.  I asked the dumb question: if that was sex.  He
laughed and explained that if I was still willing, that would be next.  I was
willing.


 


He got a
condom out of a drawer and unrolled it onto him.  Just like the jolt of his
hand under my butt coming from the shower, another shiver went through me as I
realized his penis, looking so stiff and long in the condom, was going to go in
me!  I thought he was going to put it in me right then, but instead he got a
bottle off the dresser and laid down next to me on the bed.  He told me it was
massage oil and he was going to rub it on me to make me feel “like a woman.” 
He poured the liquid on me and rubbed it all over, especially my chest, belly
and thighs.  More butterflies and bees.  He whispered in my ear to remind me
because it was my first time it might hurt a little when he went in, since it
would break my hymen.  (That’s when he explained about his earlier “virgin”
exclamation.)   All I thought about was the orgasm from before, so I didn’t
consider pain; I just wanted more.


 


He fell
onto his back and pulled me on top of him.  Because of the oil, I was slippery
on him; I guessed that was the idea.  I liked the feel of my boobs (yes!--he
said I had them!) rubbing against his chest and belly.  I slid up then down a
couple of times until I felt the end of his penis at my opening.  My breath
caught in my throat as I pondered what would come next.  I slid down again and
wiggled to get his penis to go in a little bit.  It felt so big!  And he wasn’t
even in very far yet!  When I pushed again I felt the tug and then the pain he
warned me about.  I must have made a noise because he whispered “It’s okay,
slow down, let’s take our time, the pleasure will come...”


 


My hair was
all sweaty and fell over him as I moved.  I was determined to get him in me so
I pushed again and felt him go a little deeper that time.  I felt so full I
wasn’t sure if he could go in any more, but in he went.  A little more, a
little more.


 


He moaned
and said, “Candy, you’re so tight so maybe this won’t work.  You’re driving me
crazy at this pace anyway.”


 


He turned
me over onto my back and at the edge of the bed, spread my legs and got between
them.  This way was going to be different because now I could see him!  He held
himself up by his arms as he inched back into my pussy.  No pain now, just a ‘full’
feeling like he was stuffing me; and maybe that was what he was doing.  Jimmy
moaned again and began gently rocking his hips to go in and out of me a little
at a time.  He groaned “I can’t believe this” and “You’re so tight” as his hips
started to rock faster.  I was staring at his penis going in and out of me. 
The condom was all shiny-wet—from me!  I looked up at his face and his eyes
were closed and his head back, making me think it could be pain or it could
be pleasure.  I voted for pleasure since his penis was rubbing against some
good places and I was hot and sort of itchy in my vagina and the bumblebees
were buzzing in my tummy again. He was going faster and deeper and he was
hitting something deep in me—I could feel the ‘bump’ every time—as he grunted
and moaned and groaned.  I was making noises of my own like when his tongue was
down there, only this time I was louder because it felt ten times better. 


 


Jimmy got
faster and faster until he made a loud groan and shook all over.  “Candy, I’m
cumming” he said, and I felt his penis jump inside me.  He must be squirting! 
In the meantime the whole lower half of my body was getting those flip-flops,
not just my stomach.  It would have happened anyway I think, but when his penis
started squirting in me the orgasm happened again and I cried it felt so good. 
If I hadn’t felt so amazingly warm and contented then I may have laughed at all
the strange noises we were still making.


 


Jimmy and I
lay together on his bed and we kissed some more.  I told him how happy I was
that he was my first, and how great it felt.  He said something about his
“giant load” and when I asked, he showed me the condom and how full the end was
with the white cream he squirted—his cum.  I assured him I’d never tell anyone
about this because I didn’t want him to get in trouble.  I also naively asked
if I could be his girlfriend; I wasn’t a virgin anymore, but I guess I could
still ask dumb questions.


 


“I promised
a burger, but I didn’t think I’d have dessert first,” he said with a new grin
on his face.


 


We kissed a
whole bunch more while he played with my nipples, proving again that I really
had boobs to play with.  It felt really good and I wished for another orgasm. 
Instead, we showered again and got dressed.  


 


We ate
take-out burgers and fries in his truck.  I sensed he was nervous about someone finding out about what we
did, but I saw he was also still hyper about having sex with a virgin my age.  When
he dropped me off at the beach, I was disappointed we couldn’t kiss again but I
understood.  I knew he wanted to ask me for a “date” so we could do it again,
but his nerves got the better of him.  I would see him at the beach in the
future, so who knows what might happen?


 


Before
walking home, I looked around at the other men.  I wondered what it would be
like to have sex with some of the hunkier ones.  I sure liked orgasms and was
ready for more.


 


 


If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and
let me know what you think of my writing.  This is Part 1, the beginning
of my life in So. California.    You can find the rest at 
the Cotton Candy web
site
 or you can click here
 to go directly to the next part of my story.  
Thank you.


Candy


 












"Lunch
With Suzie’s Dad"


                     by Candy


Part 2 of my life in So. California


ã 2008


 


I never wondered before that day how my new friend Suzie
Ibanez’s relationship with her father differed greatly from the relationship I
had with my dad.  Whenever I saw them together, they looked more like friends
than father-daughter.  I envied Suzie.  She was a dark beauty even at our
awkward age, the prettiest girl in school I thought, and I envied her
relationship with her dad because since my family moved to Redondo Beach from
Massachusetts, my dad has been very busy in his new job and I missed spending
time with him like I used to do.


 


One Saturday, Suzie told me that her father wanted to take
us both out for lunch.  She mentioned a nice place in Hermosa Beach.  Sounded
like a good idea to me.  Suzie’s dad was a handsome man who looked younger than
he was.  He had dark, curly hair and nice hazel eyes.  Mr. Ibanez was some kind
of big shot in television or movies, though I didn’t know what he actually
did.  One day at the beach, I saw he had a lot of chest hair too, and I thought
it was kind of neat even though my other friends thought it was gross.  What
else I thought was neat was that he didn’t have the belly that all the other
dad’s had, including my own, so he looked younger and physically fit, which was
cool.


 


Mr. Ibanez was very sweet as he suggested all kinds of good
food for me to try at the restaurant.  My family tended to go to chain
restaurants (like the ones named after days of the week) if we went out at all,
so this was a unique experience.  I even tried some sushi, though I didn’t care
all that much for it.  What was strange was that every time Mr. Ibanez paid
attention to me I saw that it made Suzie mad.  I was hoping she wasn’t mad at me.


 


During dessert, Mr. Ibanez said to me “You’re a very pretty
girl, Candy.  You must have lots of boys chasing you.”


 


I know I blushed.  “No, Mr. Ibanez.  I don’t have any
boyfriends,” I answered, with memories of Jimmy the surfer dancing in my mind.


 


“How about you call me Ed, okay?”  When he said that, Suzie
shot him another of the angry looks.  “Plenty of time for boyfriends later
anyway, right sweetie?” When he turned toward his daughter she looked away.


 


I thanked him for the great meal.  He invited me over to
their house for later in the afternoon.  One thought of their pool and I said
yes.


 


They dropped me home so I could put on my bikini.  My mom
drove me to their house, all the way making comments about how rich the
Ibanez’s were and how I should watch myself and not be alone with Mr. Ibanez. 
When I got there I knocked on the front door but no one answered.  I knew I was
earlier than they expected, but I saw their car so I knew someone was home.  Maybe
they were out back by the pool.  I walked around back to find the gate in the
tall privacy fence ajar.  I went into the pool area but saw nobody, so I walked
to the patio doors, which were wide open.  A shout of “hello, anybody home”
brought no response, so I took the liberty of entering the house.  As I walked
from the kitchen into the living area, I heard sounds that up until a few
weeks ago I wouldn’t have recognized.  Sex sounds.  I took another step but
before I could turn to leave, I spotted the reflection in the large wall
mirror.  Suzie was lying on her side on a bed in the next room with one leg up
in the air.  Lying behind her was her father, and though I only had a partial
view, I saw that he was doing her hard.  There was too much light in the room
for some reason I couldn’t figure out.  Suzie’s mouth was open and she looked
ready to cum when she saw me reflected in the same mirror.  Her orgasm looked
half exhilaration, half sorrow. 


 


I tiptoed back out to the patio and wondered what to do. 
Everything was clear to me: Susie’s angry looks at her dad in the restaurant;
their chummy relationship; even a few of my mother’s comments to me in the car
on the way over.  I also wondered if Mr. Ibanez would try to have sex with me. 
The idea scared me a little but I also felt a few of those butterflies dancing
in my stomach and groin.  I figured I would just jump in the pool, make a ton
of noise, and hope they heard me.


 


I did, and they did.  Mr. Ibanez was overly cheerful, and
oblivious to the fact of my discovery.  Suzie on the other hand was skittish
around me since she didn’t yet know what I would do or say.  Suzie joined me in
the pool, wearing a new bikini even skimpier than mine, mostly strings.  Mr.
Ibanez stared at us—actually mostly at me—while we swam.  He was wearing a
tight black bathing suit not like the board shorts all the boys wore.  When we
swam to the farther end of the pool, Suzie came close to me like she was going
to tell me a secret.


 


In a half-whisper she said, “Please don’t tell anyone about
it.”


 


I whispered back, “You’re my best friend.  I won’t tell
anyone if you don’t want me to.”


 


“He’s going to make me a star, you know.”


 


A star?  “Suze, I wouldn’t let my dad do that to me, but if
you’re okay with it what can I say?”


 


“You don’t know who my dad is, do you?”  When I looked at
her questioningly she continued, “He’s Raul Huge.”  My dumbfounded expression
probably didn’t change.  “The big porn star and director—you never heard of
him?”  


 


“No, duh, my mom and dad won’t let me watch porn” I said
sarcastically.


 


“You know I don’t do very good in school, so my dad says I’m
a natural, and can make millions in the ‘industry’, which is what he calls the
porn movies.”


 


I couldn’t believe all this.  My best friend, only a girl,
is having sex with her father and talking about becoming a porn actress!  I
asked what makes her a ‘natural’ and she said because she could take him
in her mouth and in her cunt.  Mouth?  Cunt?  I needed an explanation and she
sure gave me one!


 


“My dad isn’t known as ‘Raul Huge’ for nothing,” she said,
stifling a laugh.  “He’s REALLY big and most girls can’t take him, you
know, like, all the way.”  I tried to imagine ‘huge’, but I only had Jimmy as a
reference.  Jimmy stretched me out and stuffed me almost until it hurt. 
Suzie’s a little bigger than me but I couldn’t picture a penis much bigger than
Jimmy’s going into her.  She giggled a little and said, “He also cums like
gallons and I know how to swallow and still get some to leak from my mouth and
he says that’s sexy and a talent worth thousands in the industry all by
itself.”  She was beaming with pride—I still couldn’t believe it.


 


When we got out of the pool, Mr. Ibanez was looking at us
with the look I always thought of as ‘I want sex with you’, hee-hee.  Our
bikinis were wet and clinging to us so I knew we showed a lot, though I didn’t
think we had much to show.  Suzie at least had boobs, even if they were still
small; I only had puffy nipples, though Jimmy liked playing with them anyway. 
When we went to sit on the chairs next to Mr. Ibanez I couldn’t help looking at
the front of his suit in curiosity.  He did seem to have a big lump there.  He
saw me looking!  I must have blushed, but it wasn’t the only reason my skin
felt hot—I wondered what his penis looked like if it was so big he was famous
for it.  He reacted to my flush by smiling at me and tilting his head sideways
a little like he was thinking about something.  Yeah, I knew just what he was
thinking, since I saw the front of his swimsuit expand outward.  My
curiosity was taking over.  Oh, those stomach flip-flops of anticipation I was
learning all about!


 


In a few minutes, Mr. Ibanez went into the house to make a
drink.  He actually asked me if I wanted one but I said, “Silly, I can’t
drink.”  He said anyone can drink in his house and he was going to fix me
something he knew I would like.


 


While he was in the house, I asked Suzie about a revelation
I had a little while ago.  “I saw lots of light in the bedroom when you were,
er, you know, doing it.  Was he videoing you?”


 


Suzie blushed.  “Yeah, he makes big money with those because
of my age, and he gives me almost all of it.  I have a big bank account already,”
she said proudly.


 


There it was again—I should have been scared he would try to
have sex with me, and video it, but instead I was wet and tingly down below. 
The anticipation of orgasm was a powerful draw now for me.  I began trying to
imagine again what his penis looked like if it was supposed to be so huge.  


 


Mr. Ibanez came back out to the patio juggling three tall
glasses of liquid.  One was kind of yellow, one was reddish, while the third
was a light aqua-blue.  He handed me the blue one, saying it was a Barbados
Breeze.  I didn’t know what that was but it tasted real good to me.  Suzie had
the red one, which Mr. Ibanez said was a Strawberry Daiquiri.  He told me his
was a Margarita, whatever that was.  We must have all been thirsty because
before I knew it we were all done and Mr. Ibanez was back in the house making
more.  After the second glass was half finished, I started to feel really light
headed, and I knew this was from the alcohol.  I felt relaxed, and maybe a
little giddy.  Suzie drank her second one faster than I had, so she was even
giddier by then.


 


“Did I tell you two what a pretty couple of girls you both
are?”


 


Suzie said, “C’mon, dad,” and laughed.


 


I laughed in spite of myself, hiccupped, and said, “No, Mr.
Ibanez, not until now, silly.”  I hiccupped again and thought that was
hilariously funny.


 


“Please call me Ed.”  He took a sip of his drink, and then
said, “That’s a great drink, isn’t it?”  When I agreed he surprised me by
asking, “Have you ever gone skinny-dipping, Candy?”


 


“No, er, Ed.  I’ve never been at a lake or anything like
that but it does kinda sound neat,” I said, then giggled again.  I loved these
Barbados Breezes!


 


“Well, come on then.  Suzie and I swim naked all the time,
don’t we dear?”


 


Suzie giggled and got out of her lounge chair.  “Oh yeah
(giggle) we do that (giggle) all the time (giggle) and no one can see us
(giggle).” 
  


With a few pulls on strings, her bikini was on the patio.  Her
boobs were really neat.  They weren’t round but instead like pointy cones, with
her nipples dark brown, unlike my more pink ones.  Her pussy looked neat too. 
It was pudgier than mine and the inner lips were more pronounced.  I wondered
if they looked like that because she had sex earlier or was that how those lips
looked all the time.  I kind of tingled looking at her, which surprised me a
little. 


 


When I turned to look toward Mr. Ibanez, I nearly
fainted.  His suit was down by his ankles and his penis was hanging there.  He
was almost twice as long as Jimmy, but it sure twitched and grew like Jimmy’s
did!  I looked again at Suzie and couldn’t imagine that his penis had been
inside her a short while ago.


 


Mr. Ibanez kicked aside his suit and walked to me as I too
got out of my chair.  Whoa, I could barely stand up I was so woozy from the
drinks.  When he was beside me I couldn’t take my eyes off his penis.  It was
so amazing close up.  My stomach didn’t just flip-flop, it somersaulted as he
said, “Let me help you with your suit,” before pulling on its strings.  He
whistled when I was naked.  “You are the picture of loveliness, Candy dear.” 
All kind of sex thoughts were in my head, and I really, really, really wanted
to touch him.


 


He took both of us by the hand and led us to the edge of the
pool.  He said, “You two had a little too much to drink so I want both of you to
hold on to me real tight in the water, okay?”  He scooped us up in his arms and
he jumped into the shallow end.  He was holding me so tight.  I felt so hot I
didn’t realize my eyes were closed and I was just basking in the feelings of my
body against his.  When I opened my eyes I saw that Suzie and her dad were
kissing and that below the water she was stroking his penis, which was getting
harder and thicker—and amazingly longer.  I reached over and touched him
myself.  


 


He stopped kissing Suzie and put his lips on mine.  Oh, what
a kiss!  He danced his tongue around and in my mouth.  I was so hot and tingly
all over and I knew now that my pussy would be real wet inside, though in the
pool no one would know for sure.  I couldn’t help myself; I rubbed my chest
against his and got even tinglier from feeling my nipples go through his chest
hair.  I was struggling to catch my breath as we kept kissing.


 


Mr. Ibanez stopped kissing me and said, “I think my two
special girls need something.”  Suzie and I were competing for ‘chest rubbing’
time as he carried us toward the ladder and helped us out of the pool.


 


I looked at Suzie and her skin was a darker shade and her
nipples were hard and she was breathing in short gasps.  Her dad scooped her up
in his arms and headed into the house, stopping to caress my butt and urging me
forward as he walked.  He took us into the bedroom where I had seen them do it
earlier.


 


Like he was reading my mind, he said to me “You’re maybe too
small to take me so I won’t try.”  He laid Suzie on the bed and then scooped me
into his arms like he did with Suzie out by the pool.  He put his mouth by one
ear and whispered to me, “But Candy dear how I truly want to fuck you right
now.”  As he said this to me, he slid his thumb into my pussy and began to move
it around and around.  In a few seconds I felt the orgasm coming, maybe not as
big as the ones I’ve had with Jimmy, but I knew that’s what it was.


 


“Ooooooooooooooh” I moaned as it washed over me.  I went
limp as he set me on the corner of the big bed and turned his attention to his
daughter.


 


“See, Candy, this is how a father should treat his baby
girl.”  He kissed Suzie.  His penis was very hard and very big, and I saw Suzie
eyeing it like a prize.  In the corner of the room was a video camera on a
tripod and one of those light things that looks like an umbrella.  I was glad
it wasn’t on since I was sure I didn’t want to be videotaped naked like this.


 


Mr. Ibanez lay on his back as Suzie got on top of him like
someone would ride a horse, and lowered herself slowly on his stiff penis.  For
the umpteenth time I couldn’t imagine that thing going into someone our size,
but now I was going to see it first hand.  Suzie groaned as it went deeper. 
She kind of went up and down a little and he went in deeper still, until she
made a sound like “oomph” and groaned again, louder this time.  Her dad put his
hands under her butt and began lifting and lowering her.  As he lifted and
lowered her at a faster rhythm, she started making noise like a kitten.  As her
noises grew more intense, I knew her orgasm was near.


 


When she cried out it was almost a scream.  If I didn’t know
anything about orgasms I would have thought he hurt her; and maybe in some way
he did.


 


He lifted her off his penis, turned to me and said, “Maybe
you can learn to do this like my girl can.  I’ll make you a star too.”


 


He got on his knees and sort of pushed his penis in Suzie’s
face.  Suzie surprised me by opening her mouth and letting him stick it in
there.  She grabbed the shaft of his rigid penis and started bobbing back and
forth like she was sucking on a popsicle.  I couldn’t believe how deeply she
was taking him in her mouth; I mean, it must have been going down her throat,
and she didn’t gag!


 


Mr. Ibanez shouted “Here it comes, baby!”  He must be
squirting because I saw his butt tremble like Jimmy did.  Suzie was swallowing
it!   I saw her throat undulate before some of his cum trickled in a stream
from a corner of her stretched lips.  “Now, THAT’S my baby.  What a
talent!”  He said before lifting Suzie’s head up to his and kissing her.


 


Suzie was smiling broadly, still drunk like I was but now
also enjoying the aftermath of her orgasm and the love of her father.  Mr.
Ibanez pulled me to them and the three of us lay on the bed holding each
other.  I think I liked the feeling of our warm bodies touching as much as I
liked the orgasms.  I was in between Suzie and her dad.  She hugged me and
started touching my nipples.  When she moved to kiss me I was shocked.  Kissing
a girl?  But I liked it a lot.  I liked the kissing and the touching, it
seemed, whether it was with a boy or a girl.


 


Mr. Ibanez was up on one elbow watching us, as I surprised
myself by touching one of Suzie’s breasts before moving my hand down to touch
her pussy.  She felt so different than me in both places and I thought it was
neat.  While we kissed and touched each other, he said, “If you want to make a
lot of money, Candy, I have an idea.  What people will pay for girl-on-girl
action between you two!”


 


I thought of how good it felt to be touched, and to be
touching Suzie.  I thought about the proposition Mr. Ibanez just made to me.  I
thought of having a lot of money and what I would do with it.  I thought of how
I could keep this secret from my mom and dad.  My thoughts grew jumbled until
my brain short-circuited while my body trembled.  Another fantastic orgasm,
that time from Susie’s touch.


 


I screamed, “YES!”  Mr. Ibanez thought it was my answer to
his proposition.


 


Maybe it was.  We would see.


 


 


If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and
let me know what you think of my writing.  This is Part 2 of my life in So. California so far.
  You can find the rest at 
the Cotton Candy web
site or you can click here
 to go directly to the next part of my story.  
Thank you.



Candy


 


 












Doing Movies


By Candy


 


Part 3 of my life in So. California

ã
2008


 


Mr. Ibanez solved the dilemma about what to do with all the
money I earned by taking me to the bank and helping me start a new savings
account.  I already had a small account there where I was supposed to be
saving my allowance toward college, so I knew if I got mail from them my mom
wouldn’t snoop.  A branch was right there on PCH, so it would be
convenient for me to make deposits and keep it secret from my parents.


 


I was having a lot of fun.  Ed Ibanez (I had to call
him ‘Raul’ when we were working because that was one of his stage names) rented
a small house on S. Catalina in Redondo where we did everything. I heard Mr.
Ibanez say to some man that with everyone else working “in the Valley” nobody
would ever bother us there.  I got to meet so many neat people.  The
clothes!  Even when they didn’t need me, I went there anyway as often as I
could after school to try on all the neat clothes he bought just for me.


 


My favorite was what Jake the director called my “schoolgirl”
outfit, which was funny since that’s what I was and I would NEVER wear
something like THAT to school.  It was white satin bikini panties,
white silk stockings with a garter belt, white high-heeled platform shoes, a
short-short red plaid miniskirt, and a white silk camisole top that was too
small so it showed my bellybutton and showed off my puffy nipples, even if
that’s all I had to show, hee-hee.


 


Glory called me the “best fluffer in the world.”  She
had to explain what the word meant, but I agreed mostly that was my job. 
While they were making video movies, the men would lose their erections
sometimes.  I would talk to them and tease them in between scenes, wearing
a thong and something lacy, or maybe just go topless and let them see my just-starting-to-grow
boobs.  Mr. Ibanez and Jake would kill any one of them if they tried to
have sex with me, but the guys would never fail to get big hard erections again
after I teased them.  And boy, were they all big, maybe not as big as Mr.
Ibanez, but big anyway.  They all treated me like a princess.


 


After my first couple of times with Jimmy, I thought I
understood sex, but whoa, the things I saw in that house!  Glory would
laugh at me when she would catch me watching with my mouth hanging open, amazed
at the positions and the different ways they would do it.  I especially
loved to see the men cum.  Some would splash out the white stuff in big
gobs, while others shot it out in long streams like they were peeing.  I
couldn’t understand why they all had to do it all over the woman’s face—I
thought it was silly—but that’s how Jake always told them to cum.


 


Oh yeah, I learned all new words too.  I taught myself
to say cock instead of penis.  I now knew all about cumming, cunts,
dildos, anal (gross!), blow-jobs, and of course, fucking.  I had to have
them explain “doggie-style” to me one day.  The all laughed.  Hey, I
never saw dogs do it so how would I know?


 


I made one video so far with my best friend Suzie
Ibanez.  Mr. Ibanez said that we had to be careful since it was very
illegal.  He made a lot of money for that one selling it to some men in
Europe.  He wrote a big check (hundreds!!) to me and I put it in my new
account.  He even took a still photo of me for the box it would go
in.  I wasn’t worried since duh, nobody knew me in Europe!  He was
going to make another one with me and an older blonde teenager named Caleigh
that he said would make tens of thousands.  Wow!  He said when I was
“ready” he would make one with me and some of the guys that would make me rich. 
I didn’t know if I was ready for that yet.  Those guys certainly had big
cocks and I wasn’t sure if I was ready for them. 


 


My friend Suzie and I had a blast making the movie in that
bedroom at her house.  The only other people there were her dad and Jake
who ran the camera.  Instead of Jake giving directions like he always did,
it was Mr. Ibanez who told us what to do.  After we kissed and touched, we
took turns licking each other’s pussy.  While I licked Suzie first, Mr.
Ibanez got as close as he could to me and still not show up on the video, and
whispered to me how to do it better.  I began getting the hang of it since
Suzie was shivering and making funny sounds while I licked her.  When it
was Suzie’s turn to lick me, I got all fidgety because she did it really well,
making me feel so good.  I knew if she kept doing it I would orgasm.


 


I felt my stomach shiver and do the flip-flops and then my
whole lower body shook as the orgasm sort of exploded inside me.  I yelled
a long “Aaaaaaayeeeeee” and pulled Suzie’s head closer trying to pull her
tongue deeper into me at the same time.  When my orgasm was done, Mr.
Ibanez shouted, “Jake, my man, I hope you got that!”


 


I guess I did a good job, though I didn’t really have to
think that much about it.


 


Glory, whose real name was Melinda, was like a mentor to
me.  She was so pretty, but it was her big beautiful boobs which got her
all the roles.  I could tell that most of the guys liked making videos
with her.  I asked her once if she got tired of having all those guys fuck
her but she said she liked sex so much and besides, she couldn’t make the money
she made in any other job.


 


“I like having you around, Candy sweetheart, but you’re
going to college and get a real job, not working in this industry ‘til you get
old and they toss you out like they’ll do to me some day,” she told me one
afternoon between scenes.  I liked watching her get it.  She acted
like there were no cameras and that she was really making love to the
guys.  I didn’t know if she was really cumming every time, but it sure
sounded like she was.


 


The other thing Glory did for me was to help deflect the
worries of my parents.  My mom was always questioning where I was going
and who I was with.  I could only go to the beach or the library so many
times, so I needed help if I was going to spend so much time at the house on S.
Catalina.  Glory hatched the plan.  She went to my house with me
(dressed very conservatively, of course) and explained to my mom that she was a
teacher at what was going to be my new school, and they had a program where new
students were assisted in their “transition,” something like a tutor. 
Glory knew all the right words to say, and I could see my mom bought it all.


 


One day I explained to Jake about how Jimmy had rubbed oil all
over me before we made it my first time.  I could see him get all excited
like he was imagining some good ideas, though I think he was already excited
since I wasn’t wearing much and he kept looking at me up and down like. 
After a few moments, he said “I might use oil in the babysitter scenes
tomorrow,” and off he went.


 


I got a kick out of all the babysitter story lines they put
in their videos.  I told Glory once that I was glad I didn’t baby-sit
because I’d have to let all the dads fuck me.  She laughed so hard, but
then told me how sweet I was and gave me a kiss.  I thought how much that
kiss was like how the guys kissed me and not like my mom or dad’s goodnight
kisses.


 


The babysitter this time was a girl named Megan who was
twenty but looked like she was sixteen.  She put on some fake braces and
was shaved smooth to make her look even younger.  A guy named Alan played
the dad who would be alone with the babysitter.  Alan was a hunk, so he
sure didn’t look like any of the dads I knew, hee-hee.  He had curly brown
hair and lots of muscles, and his cock was long and very thick.  Megan
looked more nervous today than usual so I didn’t know if she was just acting
like a scared teenager or what.  I had on my favorite ‘schoolgirl’ clothes
with the short plaid skirt but without panties.  I watched and got horny
(Glory taught me that word too) as they played out the first scene in several
takes.  I didn’t know why, but today for some reason I was hornier than
usual.  As Megan got on top of Alan and he slid into her, I watched his
shiny wet cock and I felt trickles of moisture on my thighs.  Brock was
standing next to me watching but all of a sudden he looked at me instead. 
He was one of the big stars, and I do mean big; I wasn’t sure but maybe he was the
same size as Ed Ibanez.  


 


Brock kept looking at me like he was studying me, until he
leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Damn, Candy girl, I can SMELL your
heat.  You want some of that, don’t you?”


 


Like I was coming out of a trance I looked up at him. 
Smell?  Heat?  I realized how funny I was breathing.  He was
right, I did want some.  He snuck his hand down past my ass to between my legs
and touched me.  He grew more excited when he felt all the wetness and my
quiver.  By that time Megan was bouncing up and down on Alan and she was
starting to moan (Megan wasn’t a good screamer, so I knew they would overdub
someone else’s cries into the video later).  Brock took me by the arm and
began leading me away from the action.  With everyone’s attention on the
fucking going on, nobody paid attention to us slipping away.


 


He took me to a spare room at the back of the house. 
He slipped my top over my head and then kissed and sucked on one of my
nipples.  I just stood there at the side of the bed and enjoyed the
sensation.  The next thing I realized was he was mostly out of his
clothes.  I mean, I had touched his cock before but that time was
certainly different than now.  He was mostly erect, and as I looked at it
I wondered how it would fit in me.


 


“I’ve wanted to do this for a long time.”  He said as
he leaned me over the bed on my stomach and pulled up the skirt to expose my
ass.  He spread my legs and then got on top of me and put his cock at my
pussy.  When he pushed in I screamed but it surely wasn’t from an orgasm
this time.  It hurt!  I whimpered from the pain.  It felt like
he was splitting me in two.


 


He kind of laughed and said I shouldn’t complain since
that’s what I wanted all along.  Just when I thought it wouldn’t hurt any
more he went deeper and I cried out again.  I was crying harder as he
started fucking me.  I’ve never felt this much pain before.


 


“What the fuck?”  I heard someone shout behind
me.  It was Glory.  She came into the room and punched Brock hard and
pulled him off me.


 


He yelled at her, “Hey, what the fuck is wrong with you,
bitch.”


 


I rolled over and with teary eyes watched the two of them go
at it.  Glory hit him again, yelling, “Don’t ever call me a bitch again,
you asshole.”  He made a fist but she stopped him with the most insane
expression I have ever seen someone make.  “You hit me and I’ll see you
never work in this business again, and if you don’t think I have the clout then
just try me.”  He backed off.  “You better hope she’s not hurt bad or
I’ll see you get charged with rape,” Glory said, practically spitting with
anger.


 


Brock grabbed his clothes and quickly fled the room, as
Glory laid next to me on the bed and tried to soothe me.  She looked at my
pussy and started crying.  “Oh sweetheart, you’re bleeding” she
moaned.  I assured her it didn’t hurt too badly as she kept poking at my
pussy to assess the damage.  I knew she was conflicted.  If I had to
go to the hospital the whole story would come out and her livelihood would
evaporate.  Nonetheless she told me that if I wanted to she would take me
to the hospital.  I stood up on wobbly feet and told her I would be okay,
and for her to stop crying.


 


“I can’t help it, Candy darling,” she said between
sobs.  “I love you so much.”


 


Love?  I hugged her real tight as we both cried and cried;
but the crying soon subsided and I was feeling better, though it was a little
sore to walk.  She helped me put some clothes on, giving me a mini-pad to
wear in my panties in case I bled.  My mom taught me to use tampons since
I started my periods, but I knew it would be a while before I could put one up
there and not hurt.  When I was “together” (as Glory put it) we went back
out to the working room, where a shiny-wet Megan (Jake did get to use the oil
idea!) was getting laid by Alan again under the hot filming lights.  Brock
was standing off in a corner looking nervous, wondering I was sure if we would
tell Mr. Ibanez about what happened.  I was also sure that if we told, Ed
would fire him, even if he was a big star.


 


I told Glory I wanted to go home.  She said okay and we
went out to her car.  “It’s early yet.  Why don’t I spring for dinner
before I take you home?”


 


“I’m not so hungry,” I said, “and I really don’t know if I
want to go someplace public like a restaurant.”


 


“Then why don’t we go to my place and I’ll fix us some food,
and you can relax and we can talk, okay?”


 


That sounded good.  I didn’t want to face my mother yet
until I was more composed, anyway.  Glory drove down the coast to a
beautiful house in Rancho Palos Verdes.  I couldn’t believe this was hers,
then I remembered how much money she made doing movies.  Once inside, I
helped her in the kitchen and we made some pasta salad and whipped up some
other stuff and we ate like slobs at her breakfast nook.  I felt a whole lot
better now being with her.


 


As we were cleaning up, she hugged me and said, like she did
back at the other house, “I love you, Candy.”  Like before, I didn’t know
what to say.  “You’re the special daughter I’ll never have,” she said with
a tear trickling down her cheek.  She leaned down a little and hugged
me.  I wasn’t surprised at all when she put her lips on mine.  I
wanted to kiss her all the time and now we were.


 


When we stopped kissing, I saw more tears, and she
apologized.  


 


“It’s okay, Melinda, I think I love you too.”


 


I don’t really remember getting undressed but in a blur we
were naked and in bed together.  We played for a long time with each
other’s breasts.  Her big ones were neat to touch and squeeze and I knew
she liked what I was doing.  She teased my nipples until they were as hard
as rocks.  After a while I shimmied down between her legs and tasted her
for the first time.  Her pussy was much different than Suzie’s, not just
because she was older, either.  I licked and sucked on her clit like I’d
been taught, and was soon rewarded with dripping pussy juice.  The taste
was intoxicating to me.  I buried my tongue in her and lapped it all
up.  By that time her legs were twitching and she was beginning to make a
lot of noise.


 


She grabbed the back of my head and held it there as she
screamed “Candy, Candy, I’m cumming, Oh, God, yes, yes, yes!”


 


My whole face was flooded with her juices.


 


Now it was my turn.  She was cautious at first but told
me she didn’t find any bad sores or bleeding down there.  She licked me
and in seconds I was having a squealing orgasm.  I said ‘squealing’
because she told me that’s what it sounded like to her.   We kissed
some more and touched some more and hugged some more before I put my mouth down
there and gave her another orgasm.  She was even louder and juicier the
second time.


 


We showered together so I got to play with her beautiful
breasts again, soaping and washing them until she said she couldn’t stand
it.  “You do that any more and I’ll throw you back in bed.”


 


Well, we didn’t do it again that day.  We kissed and
hugged before she took me home.  She made sure I had her private phone
number in case I hurt later and wanted help, or “just to talk to someone,” she
said.  “Please don’t go to the house on Catalina until you’re sure that’s
what you want to do.”


 


I was nervous at home, thinking my mom would sense something
had happened but I didn’t think she did.  Later when I got ready for bed,
I stood before the mirror like I used to do and studied my body.  I spread
my pussy lips apart but couldn’t see anything to worry about.  There
wasn’t any blood on the mini-pad when I took my panties off.  I touched my
boobs and relished that they were beginning to grow, even if still little
bumps.  I closed my eyes and pictured the big cocks I saw every time I
went to the movie house.  I remembered Mr. Ibanez and his huge cock and
how nice he’d been to me, not just the money part.  Brock had been rough
and he hurt me, but how much of the hurt was just from his size?  Maybe
with some of that sex oil I could take one of the guys on after all.


 


“Mmmm” I moaned as I unconsciously began to stroke my clit
with one finger.


 


I thought someday, as I felt all the orgasm feelings
building within me.


 


 


If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and
let me know what you think of my writing. You’ve read the other parts of my story, haven’t you?  This is Part 3.  You can find the rest at the
Cotton Candy web site or you can click here
 to go directly to the next part.        
Thank you.



Candy
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I was having quite a bit of sex with Melinda, Glory’s
real name, sometimes at her house in Rancho Palos Verdes and sometimes at the
porn house in Redondo Beach.  I never had thought about having sex with
another girl until that day earlier in the summer at Suzie’s when her dad
first mentioned it.  Since then I made the video with Suzie and became
Glory’s lover.  Wow that sounds weird to me—being
somebody’s ‘lover’ while still in middle school!


 


Glory was being very protective of me on the set.  Ed
Ibanez somehow found out about Brock trying to fuck me and he was fired. 
Brock said that Mr. Ibanez would pay in the long run because he was a star and
could get another job in a minute.  Ed didn’t care.  He told
him my well-being was more important than any money he wouldn’t make
because Brock wasn’t in a movie.  I knew Ed Ibanez had and would
make a ton of profit from me, but his stance made me feel special anyway.


 


My mom kept asking me about “that nice teacher”
who was helping me prepare for the school year.  I felt guilty that we
were fooling her into thinking Glory was a teacher.  I was
realistic.  I knew that sooner or later my parents would find out about
Glory, and the money.  I just hoped I was old enough (like out of High School!)
to stand up to them without hurting them when that time came.  I liked
what I was doing and didn’t feel it was that wrong.


 


I started having another worry.  Glory was becoming, I
don’t know, maybe possessive isn’t the right word, but she wanted to
spend so much time with me it was difficult explaining it to my mom.  The
day that Glory took me to Disneyland and to California Adventure, my mom
started asking more questions.  We had a fantastic time—my parents
took me to Six Flags in Massachusetts once but Disney was way better. 
When I got home, my mom got very curious about why a teacher would spend her
“hard earned money” on a student that wasn’t even her
own.  I made up something about a city grant but I wasn’t sure she
was buying.  I had to cool it with both Glory and the house on S. Catalina
or I’d run out of good lies.


 


Mr. Ibanez had set up for me to do another video at his
house.  The girl’s name was Caleigh and the boy’s name was
Julio.  Caleigh was a pretty high school girl with blonde hair and a
stutter.  Julio was a typical teenage boy trying to show off how macho he
was but I saw his nervousness.  I wondered how Mr. Ibanez got them to be
here but I could never ask.  I hoped they were not the type to blab about
this and get us all into trouble.  Like before, it was just Jake and Ed
Ibanez.  Mr. Ibanez explained what we would do scene-by-scene.  He
knew how nervous Caleigh was, so he asked me to talk to her and soothe her a
bit before we began.


 


I asked, “You okay?”


 


“What do y-y-you know y-y-y-you’re like just a
k-k-k-id.”  


 


Wow, I thought she was going to cry.  I did what Mr.
Ibanez wanted.  I talked to her for a while, telling her I had done videos
before and I wasn’t a virgin.  I asked her if she liked sex and she
told me she did.


 


“Don’t even think about the camera then,”
I said, as I pointed to Julio who was off in a corner stroking his hard-on and
smiling at us as Mr. Ibanez explained things to him in Spanish.  I lowered
my voice to a near whisper, “I mean, he IS kinda cute and he does
have a nice cock.  I bet he’ll have you cumming in no time.”


 


She smiled tentatively and nodded.  Mr. Ibanez dropped
his pants and showed Caleigh his big cock, which was hanging down but still
looked super-long.  “Maybe if Julio here isn’t
‘up’ to the task, I could take over.  What do you think
blondie?”  


 


Caleigh’s jaw dropped.  I don’t know if she
was more scared or impressed, but the sight of it made her hornier for sure.


 


Mr. Ibanez pulled his pants back up and started instructing
them on what to do.  Caleigh put on a red lacy nightgown and pretended to
be asleep.  Julio acted like he was surprised to find Caleigh in bed with
hardly anything on and was ogling her from the doorway.  He said his lines
like he was thinking out loud about her being his sister and how he always
wanted to fuck her.  I thought it was funny since Julio didn’t look anything
like Caleigh.  He acted out sneaking to the bed and feeling her up as she
began to awaken.  She kind of said her lines wrong but I guess it
didn’t really matter in a movie like this (besides, I thought, the men
who watched it probably wouldn’t know English anyway!)  Caleigh
slipped out of the nightie and started sucking him off.  Julio was like in
heaven; he kept saying things in Spanish I didn’t understand but I knew
he was saying he liked it.  Mr. Ibanez must have seen the signs that Julio
was going to cum, so he motioned for Caleigh to take him out of her
mouth.  Caleigh did, though she was confused by what was happening. 
That was until Julio groaned and squirted all over her face.  I’d
seen the adult men shoot loads of cum but I was equally impressed by how much
Julio shot out.  Caleigh was stunned by what happened, but I think her
somewhat non-reaction made the video better.  Hey, maybe someday I’ll
be a director, hee-hee.


 


I thought because Julio was young (and horny) he would get
hard again right away, but he didn’t.  I teased him by taking off my
thong so he could see my bare pussy.  It worked.  He asked Mr. Ibanez
if he was going to fuck me, but Ed told him no, this was Caleigh’s
movie.  Caleigh looked pleased but Julio looked disappointed.  He
really wanted to do it with me!  (And I knew Mr. Ibanez had other ideas.)


 


Mr. Ibanez explained to Caleigh and Julio that the next
scene would be like the next night in the video.  Caleigh put on some pink
satin panties and nothing else in ‘her’ bed and when Julio snuck in
this time she was supposed to be waiting for him.  I gave my ‘pep
talk’ to her about forgetting the camera and just enjoying the sex. 
They kissed and started fooling around.  Julio was so horny again and
Caleigh was too that they looked natural.  Ed and Jake seemed happy at how
they were acting so far.


 


When it came time for them to fuck, Jake tossed Julio a
condom but he was so nervous he couldn’t put it on.  I winked at Mr.
Ibanez, who smiled back at me, as I went onto the bed, took the condom from a
surprised Julio and slowly unrolled it over his cock.  He was dripping so
much of that pre-cum stuff I almost laughed but I didn’t.  


 


Instead I rubbed my nipples against him before moving up and
whispering in his ear “Imagine you’re fucking me.”  


 


He almost didn’t let me off the bed but then Jake said
“Okay, let’s go.”


 


Caleigh’s legs were wrapped around Julio as he fucked
her.  He was like a maniac and I figured he would cum fast, but Caleigh
surprised us all by screaming “Eeeeeeeee” as she orgasmed first,
bucking her hips up and down to match Julio’s thrusting.  He cried
out something in Spanish and I could see he was cumming because his butt
muscles were like throbbing.


 


Mr. Ibanez didn’t want Julio to cum inside Caleigh;
instead he had wanted him to pull out, strip off the condom and cum on the
outside of her pussy.  He called it the “cum shot.” 
Since Julio didn’t do that, Jake stopped filming and Mr. Ibanez
instructed Caleigh to remove the condom from Julio’s cock and let the cum
inside drip all over her belly.  I knew she didn’t want to, but Jake
started videoing again and she did it.  A lot dribbled out!  She did
well by lazily rubbing the cum all over her tummy with her fingers while Julio
played with one of her tits.


 


Mr. Ibanez whispered to Jake that it looked perfect. 
He smiled at me and mouthed “I love you.”  He was
always kidding me like that.


 


The next scene was planned to include me.  Mr. Ibanez
spoke with me as I put on my pink bikini.  “You know, Candy,
you’re the star of this movie not Caleigh.”  Me, the
star?  I mean, like Caleigh was so much prettier, and she had boobs. 
“You’re the reason I can get so much more in selling it. 
You’re even more in demand than my daughter, but don’t tell Suzie I
said that,” he said with a wink and a grin.  Then he kissed me on
the cheek and pinched my butt.  I almost died; all I thought about was
someday having him make love to me.


 


I was supposed to be Caleigh’s friend, which was also
silly because I was obviously younger.  We were to hang out by the pool in
bikinis and have her ‘brother’ Julio make a play for me.  He
would talk to me and make his ‘sister’ jealous and then we would go
into the house and do it.  I asked Jake if there was enough light to tape
outside and he looked at me funny before he figured out what I was
asking.  You should have seen the smile on his face just then!  Mr.
Ibanez said it would be okay since nobody could see into the pool area from
outside the high fence and as long as we didn’t have too many lights then
we wouldn’t draw attention from neighbors.  He was smiling too.


 


I acted like I was turned on by Julio and started flirting
with him by the pool.  Mr. Ibanez looked so happy because he knew I was
going to act the sex out real well.  Caleigh was supposed to act like she
was jealous and kind of storm away.  She stuttered her line but by now
nobody cared.


 


Julio came closer to touch me, but I touched him instead and
said loud enough for the microphone, “Ooh, I think I feel something
growing.”  


 


That’s not what Mr. Ibanez wanted me to say but I
think he liked it after all.  I rubbed my hand against the front of
Julio’s shorts and asked, “Would you like to go IN?” which
could mean the pool—or me— hee-hee.  Mr. Ibanez grinned wide
when he heard me say that.


 


I pulled the strings of my top and took it off and then dove
into the pool.  Julio did a good job by looking around like he was
checking whether anyone was watching.  I didn’t know if he was
really checking or acting, buy it was great anyway for the movie.


 


He dove in after me before Jake stopped the camera and Mr.
Ibanez started giving us new instructions.  He wanted us to swim around in
the pool and tease each other and kiss and stuff like that before we would slip
out of our suits under the water.  Jake went and got a special camera in a
funny looking plastic case to take video underwater.  Neat!   He
took off his clothes except for his undershorts and got into the pool with the
camera while Mr. Ibanez ran the big camera at poolside.  I laughed inside
because I saw that Jake had a hard-on!


 


Julio and I did what we were supposed to do.  When we
were both naked I held Julio’s cock while he put a finger in my
pussy.  I hoped Jake got some good video with the underwater camera. 
We kissed but Julio was too horny to do it well, kind of mashing my lips with
his mouth.  I urged him to the pool ladder and we got out.  He was
practically sticking straight up he was so hard.  He kept staring at my
body as I held his hand and led him to the diving board.  I had seen so
many different positions being videoed and watched so many sex videos lately
that I had a good idea what would be a cool way to fuck.  I got puzzled
Julio to lie down on his back on the diving board and I got on top of
him.  With one leg dangling on each side I let Julio’s cock slide
into me.  I exaggerated the bounce of my long, wet hair as I bounced on
Julio.  Between my movement and the bouncing of the board, we were really
going up and down!  


 


Mr. Ibanez got closer with his camera as Jake waded closer
to us with the other one.  They were both smiling, so I think they liked
what I was doing.  Julio did too.  I couldn’t help myself as I
bounced harder and harder and I felt all those fluttery feelings in my stomach
and pussy so I knew an orgasm was coming.  I forgot all about the camera
and the other two men and kept looking at Julio’s eyes while I fucked
him.  I was going so fast I nearly fainted when it hit me.  I
screamed and cried and trembled and shook.  Julio groaned in Spanish so I
knew he was about to cum so even though I didn’t want to, I bounced off
just in time to see him squirt a fountain straight up in the air.  Whew,
that was close!  When I said I bounced off, I mean I went right into the
pool!  I was still trembling from the orgasm as I swam toward Jake and his
camera.  I got close and then turned away so my ass was right before the
lens.  Instead of being funny, it got me horny again when I saw that Jake
had masturbated and sprayed long strings of cum into the water while he was
filming.  Another good job, I figured.


 


As soon as Julio was able to get hard again they videoed one
more scene with him and Caleigh.  I put my bikini back on and
watched.  Afterwards Mr. Ibanez had them shower and he gave them both a
lot of cash.  When they were gone I asked Mr. Ibanez if he trusted them
not to tell.


 


“Let’s say I have something over both of
them. They won’t tell a soul.”  I shivered because Mr.
Ibanez sounded more like a gangster than my best friend’s dad when he
said that. 


 


We were sitting on his sofa.  He put his arm around me
and hugged me to him.  He told me he thought I was the most amazing girl
he’d ever known.  “I couldn’t imagine in my wildest
dreams finding someone your age who is a natural at this stuff,” he
said.  


 


He began touching me, first around my belly and then up to
my chest.  I felt like I had peed, my bottoms were that wet.  I
thought: This is it, he’s going to make love to me!  I had to
work hard to simply breathe.  He kept playing with my boobs, his hand
beginning on top of my bikini bra before sliding under it.  


 


“Candy, you don’t know how difficult it’s
been to keep my hands off your beautiful little body.”  His hand
left my chest and went down toward my pussy, running his fingers lightly across
my tummy along the way.  When he slipped his big hand inside my bottoms,
all I thought of was his big cock going into me and I maybe had a little
orgasm.


 


“I’m gonna have you sit on my face so I can
taste all that sweet cotton candy melt on my tongue.  Oh God you’re
cumming already!” He said when he felt me shudder and heard me
moan.  His finger slipped into my pussy and he exclaimed “Girl, are
you WET.  I think you want the big boy, don’t you?”


 


He stood up and was about to take off his clothes when we
heard the door.  Suzie was home early.  He cursed and sat back down
next to me on the sofa, checking me over to make sure my bikini was on
straight.  I still could barely breathe I was so horny.  Now I was
mega-disappointed too. 


 


“Did the video come out good?”  Suzie asked
her dad.  If she saw how horny I was at least she didn’t let on.


 


“I don’t know.  Jake took everything back
to the house to start editing.  I was thinking maybe we’d go over
and watch some of it.  You game?”  He said, the last part aimed
at both me and Suzie.


 


My mom figured I was ‘playing’ with Suzie
(that’s real funny) and so I wasn’t expected home soon, so I agreed
and Mr. Ibanez drove us to the house on S. Catalina in his Mercedes SUV. 
Jake was the only one there and he had hooked up the video cameras to a big
plasma TV and was watching the footage from today.  We joined him. 
Hee-hee where’s the popcorn? I thought as I sat down on a sofa
next to Mr. Ibanez, with Suzie sitting on his lap. 


 


When it came to the part with me and Julio in the pool, Jake
whistled and said, “Girl you’re hot!  Damn, I’ve filmed
a lot of action and you Candy-girl are the hottest fucker there is.  Traci
Lords, you ain’t nothing compared to this one!”


 


My face felt hot like I was blushing.  I asked who
Traci Lords was and Mr. Ibanez explained.  I was proud.  “She
used to live right her in Redondo Beach,” he told me.  That’s
neat!


 


Watching me fuck Julio on the diving board made everyone
horny.  Suzie started squirming on her dad’s lap and he in turn put
his hand under her top and began stroking her boobs.  Jake was rubbing the
front of his jeans.  My panties were wet but I just sat there, hypnotized
by the sight of ME bouncing wildly on top of Julio.


 


Suzie moaned and said “Oh, Dad,” as Mr. Ibanez
kept rubbing her under her clothes.  I don’t know who was hornier,
me or Suzie, though I didn’t have anyone touching me to help me
relax my inner tension.   When Suzie saw me scream from cumming in
the video, she moaned once more while she writhed in her father’s
lap.  She groaned “Dad” again as it was obvious what she
wanted—well, I wanted it too!


 


Mr. Ibanez said to her, “Why don’t you go into
the big bedroom and I’ll be right in, okay sweetie?  I’ve got
to talk to Candy first.”


 


“Okay Daddy” she said, sounding like a little
girl as she walked to the bedroom where they shoot all the movies. 


 


“I have an idea I want to discuss with you, my little
porn star,” he said with a wink.  “I’m getting ready to
close up shop here at the beach before we get any heat; find another place to
make the videos.  I want to make one with you.”


 


“You already made some with me at your house,” I
said.


 


“I mean a big production, with all the studs, and
you.  Do you think you could do that?”


 


He told me how much he would pay me and it was a huge
amount.  It wasn’t the money though, it was the idea of being like a
grown up and loved by those hunks like an adult movie star that was the real
draw.  He called it my Cleopatra movie, and after he explained his idea
for it I was so horny I wanted to finger myself right then and there.


 


“Yes, I’ll be Cleopatra for you,” I
answered.  He told me the schedule and how he’d have Glory make sure
I could get there without raising suspicions at home.


 


“C’mon, Dad,” Suzie hollered from the
bedroom.  Mr. Ibanez said “Duty calls” and left my side.


 


Jake shrugged and started packing up the equipment.  I
sat there and wondered if I should walk home or wait for them to get
done.  It was driving me crazy hearing them make all kinds of noise in the
other room.  When Jake left, I snuck to the bedroom door and peeked
in.  Suzie was on her hands and knees and her dad was doing her from
behind.  He was so amazingly big I could see that he was stretching her
pussy more than I thought a pussy could be stretched.  He was sliding in
and out but his entire condom-encased cock was only going in half way. 
Maybe he was too long to go into someone our age.


 


He was saying stuff like “Oh Suzie your Daddy loves
you so much” and “You feel so good” and “You’re
my angel baby.”


 


She was making noises like a kitten would make, and they
were getting louder.  In between she murmured “I love you
Daddy” and “Deeper, Daddy” and “Oh-oh-oh-Daddy.”


 


I was so hot and wet watching them I wanted to go in there,
tear him out of her and impale myself on his cock.  A finger was in my
pussy and I was stroking my clitty so hard but when I came it wasn’t as
satisfying as I had hoped.   I slinked away from the doorway and went
to use the phone.  I called Glory.  As I waited for her to answer I
heard Suzie scream in orgasm.


 


“Please come to the house on S. Catalina and get
me.  I need you,” I implored her when she answered.  I’m
sure she heard through the phone line Mr. Ibanez yell he was cumming, but she
didn’t say anything about it, just that she would be there in about
fifteen or twenty minutes to get me.


 


Suzie and her dad were doing it again when I slipped out of
the house and walked out to Glory’s car.  On the ride up Palos
Verdes Drive, we didn’t talk much.  When we went into her house,
Glory took me by the hand and led me to her bedroom.  After she undressed
me we made love for a long time.  I had at least two orgasms though it was
hard to count since they sort of blended together into one big one.  When
we were both exhausted I snuggled between her big beautiful breasts like they
were twin teddy bears.


 


“You’re gonna make the video, aren’t
you?”  Glory asked after a while.


 


“I made one today.”


 


“I figured,” she said, so I knew that she
knew.  “I mean the Cleopatra one that ‘Raul’ keeps
talking about.”


 


“Yeah, I kinda like the idea.  I think it would
be neat.”


 


“Candy, I love you like a daughter, but holy shit, I
don’t want you to become a porn performer before you ever have a real
future.”


 


“You did okay.  You made a lot of money, and
like...”


 


She cut me off.  “I’m ALONE, dammit. 
Sure I have money but in a few years what the fuck am I gonna do?” 
She started to cry.


 


I got out of bed and called my mom.  I asked her if I
could stay “overnight at Melinda’s.”  She was still
suspicious of Glory’s interest in me but agreed anyway.  I went back
to bed and kissed Glory a long time as she stopped crying.  Before we made
love again, she lectured me once more about “falling into the trap”
of doing porn.  She kept saying how I had my whole life ahead of me and
how smart I was.  She was worried that my age would eventually get
everybody in trouble.


 


“It’s all gonna blow up in their faces
someday.  Think of the damage that will do to you and your
future.   How about how much it’ll hurt your mom and dad when
they find out?”


 


“They won’t find out.”


 


“Don’t be so sure, girl.   EVERYBODY
finds out sooner or later.”


 


I knew she was right but for now all I wanted was to hide my
worries under the blanket of another orgasm.  I touched two fingers to
Glory’s clitoris and began rubbing in the circular way that she
liked.  In a little while she was moaning and trembling.  She
whispered her love for me while building to her climax, and that scared
me.  I could be her lover but not her love; not at my age.  The sex
wasn’t wrong to me, but the bond was, I thought.


 


After she came, she was all over me like a madwoman, rubbing
and tweaking and caressing and kissing until I was as hot as a boiling tea
kettle and shaking like a bowl of Jell-O.  She made a comment about my
breasts as she was playing with them.


 


“You know, you’re growing some nice ones here,
don’t you?”  She rubbed and squeezed them.  “I bet
they’re gonna be nice pointy ones like men like, and with these puffy
nipples, wow.”


 


“Y-y-you have real b-b-big ones and I thought
that’s what men like,” I said, surprised I stuttered like Caleigh I
was so hot.


 


“Mine are gonna sag big-time in a few years, but
pointy ones usually stay up there forever.”


 


My nipples were so hard they were surely staying up right
now!  In so much anticipation my thighs opened almost on there own waiting
for her tongue.  She went down and licked me until I was begging her to
finish me off.  She would tease me until I was close then pull away. 
I cried for her to keep going.


 


“I told you, you cum too fast for your own good,
little girl.  I want this one to be a lesson on how special a really big
one can be.”


 


Lick, suck, and pull away.  Lick, suck, and pull
away.  The stomach flutters were growing like never before until my whole
body shuddered and I felt like a great release of tension at my core.  My
scream must have shaken the house down to its slab.


 


“Now THAT’S what I’m talkin’
about,” Glory shouted as she lifted her face from between my thighs so I
could see the splash of my cum juice all over it.


 


We fell asleep naked in each other’s arms—the
mismatched lady and the young girl.  The young girl who fell asleep
wondering if she was making a big mistake; living this dream life of sex and
more sex instead of being a normal teenager and all that went with it.  I
knew Glory would not be happy with me making the new movie with Mr.
Ibanez.  I knew it was a major step, one not easily retraced once
made.  Mmmmm—Queen of the Nile—has a nice ring to it.  


 


Bring on those big cocks!


 


 


If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and
let me know what you think of my writing.  You’ve read the other
parts of my story, haven’t you?  This is Part 4.  You
can find the rest at the
Cotton Candy web site
 or you can click here
 to go directly to the next part.  
Thank you.


Candy
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Did I have a dilemma! 




 



Mr. Ibanez was ready to shoot his big “Cleopatra” video the
week that was to be my first full week in the Eighth Grade.  How was I going to manage school and my
homework and still get out of the house to do the movie?  Ed Ibanez and I were counting on Glory being
the solution to me getting to the house on S. Catalina, but she wasn’t
answering the phone or returning messages. 
I was more worried about Glory than Mr. Ibanez seemed to be.  I knew Glory was upset I was making the
video, saying I was “throwing my life away” and I would always regret the
decision.  I didn’t see it that way; I
was going to be a young Cleopatra and have some great sex with hunks like Alan
and make a lot of money.  Where was
Glory, I wondered?



 



Obviously, Jimmy wasn’t too happy about the whole thing
either when he found out.  Because he
just turned twenty-two he couldn’t actually be thought of as my boyfriend,
though he was the only male I spent any time with.  Our dates were sneaky and infrequent at best.  I made up a lot of lies about friends who
weren’t really friends in order to go out and see him.  We had lots of fun, and he was, after all,
my main transportation provider.  I knew
more lies to my parents were forthcoming if I had any hope of being in Ed’s
video; I didn’t like it but that’s the way it had to be.



 



The weekend prior to the start of school I was at his house
playing in the pool with his daughter, my friend Suzie.  We were both naked and we fooled around in
the water a little, but no sex this time. 
Mr. Ibanez sat at poolside and watched us.  



 



After a while he stood and before going into the house, said
to us “Why don’t you two go take a shower and join me in the theater.  Candy, I need to speak with you about how
we’re gonna schedule all the shooting and what your scenes will be like, okay?”



 



Suzie climbed out of the pool and went inside.  I followed her into the shower.  “You’re really gonna be in Dad’s video,
huh?” She said while we lathered each other with soap.



 



“Yeah, it’s gonna be great.”



 



“I wish I was in it but he said you were better,” she
answered, and I couldn’t miss the envy in her voice.  She left the shower first and after drying off, pranced naked
toward her father’s theater.  What
the hell, I shortly followed, naked as well.



 



Mr. Ibanez had a home theater in his house, with a big
screen and gazillions of speakers.  He
had several plush armchairs along with one large sofa in the room.  When I entered, Ed was naked and sitting on
the sofa, Suzie beside him, with a porn movie playing on the screen.  He asked me to sit next to him, opposite his
daughter.  Suzie was watching the video
and lazily stroking her father’s huge cock, which was already semi-erect and
swelling.



 



“Are you still okay with being in the movie?”  He asked me.  I said I was, and he began explaining the plot and how everything
would work.  He motioned toward the screen
and said, “See that girl?  That’s Boo
and she’s gonna be your co-star.”  The
girl was a petite brunette, who at the moment in the video was enthusiastically
riding this guy like a horse in a rodeo. 
Mr. Ibanez continued explaining how she was going to play young
Cleopatra’s maid or something and she would secretly be conspiring to get rid
of Cleopatra.  



 



He told me about an actress named Lupe who I would make love
to in my first sex scene.  “The big
finale will come after Cleopatra has sentenced her handmaiden and her
accomplice to death.  Alan, Derek and
Big Rod will be some of your lovers. 
You okay with that?”  The last
said with an audible moan as by now Suzie had stroked his amazingly large cock
to its full length and thickness.  I was
hoping they wouldn’t have sex right there in front of me.  I realized long before then that Suzie’s
need to have sex with her father when I was around was an expression of her
insecurity and her jealousy of me working with her dad.  I understood, but that didn’t mean I wanted
to have them fuck there on the sofa.



 



Between moans, Ed explained the schedule to me, and how most
of my work would come on two successive Saturdays so as not to interfere with
school—and homework.  Again he asked me
if I was okay with the whole thing.  I
thought of Alan, and I thought of the reason for Big Rod’s stage name.  I shuddered, but answered him with a
“Yes.”  



 



After I acknowledged my ‘working’ hours when I needed to be
at the house, he took a long look at me and sheepishly said, “I have to take
care of somebody, I think.  You got a
way to get home?”  



 



Suzie was already pulling on his arm to get him off the sofa
and lead him to the bedroom when I asked if I could use his phone.  They were out of sight when I rang
Glory.  Still no answer, so I tried
Jimmy next.  I could hear how pissed he
was even as he agreed to come pick me up and take me home.  I got dressed and let myself out, as the
noises grew louder from the bedroom.



 



The beginning week of school was interesting for sure.  The novelty of being the new kid from the
East Coast wore off after only a couple of days.  I met some new friends.  I
missed Suzie, since she went to a different school.  My teachers weren’t too bad. 
In Algebra class I realized again why I hated math.  I wasn’t the prettiest girl but I was far
from the ugliest.  Some of the boys were
interesting.  All in all I guessed it
would be okay.



 



When I went to the Redondo porn house on the following
Saturday morning, video cameras were already rolling.  I slinked quietly through the house and into the big room to see
several couples screwing in an orgy scene. 
Checking out the men, I saw Derek fucking a big-breasted brunette
doggie-style with long, deep strokes accentuating his size.  He was going to be one of the men who did me
in my big scene.  I watched him, and
shuddered at the thought, imagining Big Rod and knowing that he was more endowed
than Derek.



 



When Mr. Ibanez saw me, he motioned for me to leave the room
so we could talk.



 



“Hey, my favorite piece of Candy, you ready to do some
sexy acting today?”  He asked with a
chuckle.  I nodded.  He went on, “See Peter in the back for your
clothes; I think you’ll love the costumes. 
I know you’re gonna be great, I just know it.”  A slender girl, maybe 18 or 19 and naked except for a thong,
walked up to Ed, calling him Raul, which was one of his stage names.  Ed Ibanez turned to me and said, “Candy, I’d
like you to meet Lupe.  She’s gonna be
part of your first scene.”  


 



Lupe was probably Mexican, with caramel skin and wavy black
hair.  Her breasts were firm and pointed
with chocolate brown, cone shaped, hard areolas very different from my pink,
puffy ones.  The way she looked me up
and down made me wonder if she was a lesbian. 
That didn’t matter to me anyway, especially since I was going to have
sex with her.  We exchanged a few words
and she said she was looking forward to working with me.  Her gaze confirmed her anticipation.



 



Mr. Ibanez didn’t miss her look.  “My, my.  I think she’s
gonna be perfectly hot when she gets to do you.  What do you think?”  He laughed and hugged me.  “I don’t know what I’d do without you,
Candy.  I never dreamed I’d find someone
your age who was as good at this as you are.” 
He reached over to an ice bucket and removed a bottle of champagne.  “You want some?”  Of course I did.  I loved
champagne and how the bubbles tickled and how it made me giggle.  He popped the cork and poured us some in
old-fashioned goblets I figured for props. 




 



“To my Cleopatra, the sexiest girl in the world,” he
toasted, and we drank.  



 



Did I tell you how much I loved champagne?



 



Peter, who worked for Mr. Ibanez as a sort of prop man and
jack-of-all-trades, gave me a long, sheer nightgown and a purple robe decorated
with symbols someone I guess thought were Egyptian-looking.  This was to be my costume.  He showed me the chair that had been
modified to be a throne, one that could be carried aloft by four people.  The ‘throne’ was set up in another bedroom
of the house I figured for my bedchamber. 
I undressed and put on the see-through nightgown and the robe over it, as
Jake the director came in to see me and go over the scene and what I was supposed
to say.  I’d finished my goblet of
champagne and was feeling tipsy; though Jake didn’t let on he noticed
anything.  He explained how the scene
would work with Lupe.  She was a slave
girl, who was going to sneak a peek into the young queen’s chambers, and I—the
queen—would invite her in and we would make love.



 



I went and filled my goblet with champagne again while Jake,
Peter and another guy readied the cameras and lights in the room.  When they were ready, I sat in the ‘throne’
and sipped my champagne.  Soon we were
ready to begin.  If for some reason Jake
said “Action” right then I would have burst out laughing for sure.  He never used words like “Action” and “Cut”
as directors on TV did; he just said “Go” and “That’s it” and swore a lot if
people didn’t fuck like he wanted them to. 




 



Lights were on and cameras were running.  Time for my monologue.  I spoke my thoughts out loud, complaining to
the gods that it wasn’t fair I couldn’t have sex like everyone else simply
because I was the queen, along with more stuff like that.  That’s when Lupe, who was supposed to be a
slave girl, peeked around the doorway into my chambers.  She was dressed in a short white top like a
tank top, that someone had sewn more of the ersatz Egyptian symbols on, along
with black, extremely pouffy pants.  



 



“Come here young woman. 
Why do you spy on your queen?” 
Next to my ‘throne’ was a bowl of fruit including a large bunch of
grapes.  “Come, share some juicy grapes
with me,” I commanded.  Lupe did an
excellent job of shyly creeping into the room.



 



In the room was an ornate divan (another new word I learned
when Jake explained what the sofa-like thing was called).  I invited the slave girl to sit on the
divan, as I rose from the throne chair and let my robe fall to the floor.  I loved the way the silky, see-through
nightgown felt on my skin as I offered grapes to Lupe’s character and reclined
on the divan next to her.  She said her
lines well and I only heard a slight Spanish accent while she told me how much
she worshipped me and envied the things I have in the palace that her family
can never have, like the grapes.  She
greedily sucked one after another down, allowing some of the juices to dribble
from her mouth.  Now it was my turn—the
role of seductress.



 



“Girl, do not waste any of the sweet nectar.  You must learn to savor every bit of the
juice,” I said, bending over and running my tongue around her chin and the
corners of her mouth.  That wasn’t my
scripted line but Jake gave me a thumbs-up so I figured he liked my ad-libbing.



 



We kissed long and deep until I arose from the divan and
pulled the sheer gown up and over my head. 
Lupe hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her pants and pulled them
off.  I was still very tipsy from the
champagne, and I was as horny as I’ve been in a while—so I was very
ready for this.  I sat back down next to
her and we kissed again while each of us caressed the contours of the other’s
body.  I slipped her top off over her
head, revealing her breasts.  As I said
before, they weren’t huge, but they were exceptionally firm to my touch.  As I played with her breasts, she more or
less took over the scene.  She kissed me
all over, first sucking on one nipple then the other before slowly running her
lips and tongue down my belly to my pussy.



 



Suddenly Jake yelled, “No, no, no, stop, that’s not the way
it’s supposed to go.  Lupe, she’s the
queen.  You’re supposed to be the slave
girl and let her take you, not the other way around.”  



 



Lupe kind of looked embarrassed being chastised like
that.  She said, “I’m sorry, I like got
carried away—I mean, she’s so cute.”



 



Wow, this sexy porn actress with a great body said I was
cute!



 



Jake asked me “You know what I mean, Candy?  She’s for you to enjoy, okay?  Let’s try it one more time.”



 



We went back to work under the strong, hot lighting.  My champagne-fueled heat had me all over
her.  I pawed her.  I kissed her.  I licked her.  When my
tongue penetrated the folds of her pussy lips, I was greeted with a rush of
sweet wetness.  I looked up into Lupe’s
eyes and saw lust, not acting.  I
surprised myself with how much I wanted this. 
I had eaten Suzie, but that was acting. 
I had eaten Glory, but that was a tender sharing.  This was greedy need.  I wantonly assaulted her clit until she
cried in ecstasy.  I was as proud of
myself as I was horny—her orgasm invigorated me.  In the back of my mind I wondered if my desire for her release
was something hidden within me, somehow loosened by the champagne.  I had things to ponder, but first—I had to
get mine for the camera.



 



I said aloud, though I was acting like I was whispering to
Lupe’s character, “You are as juicy as my grapes.  Will I be as fortunate to burst in juicy splendor as they did at
your lips?”  I knew it was ridiculous
dialog, but I didn’t write it.



 



Lupe had to be a lesbian; her lust was a dense fog
that enveloped both of us.  I reclined
on the divan as she moved between my thighs. 
Her touch was electric.  Her lips
were as light as feathers brushing against my hot skin.  She teased me with a flick of her tongue before
saying her next line: “I hope I can pleasure my queen as well as she has me.”



 



She did.  Her tongue
probed and flitted around and against my clit, which by this time was probably
swollen and practically vibrating.  I
didn’t need to act.  I laid back and let
all the sensations of her tongue, her lips, her fingers deliver me.  I couldn’t help myself; I was making sounds
someone could easily believe was a cat in heat.  I was moving my hips to an involuntary rhythm as she sucked my
clit.



 



I screamed “AAAAAAAAAAAAEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE” as
I fell over the orgasmic cliff.



 



Later, several of the guys said I “squealed like a stuck
pig” when I came, whatever that meant.



 



Lupe and I kissed and fondled some more before I made my
last speech about how I, the Queen, would look out for her family, and that she
could visit me in my chambers again and “taste my fruit” whenever she wanted.



 



Jake hollered “Great” which was his version of “It’s a
wrap” or some such thing, and everyone watching clapped and said we did a great
job.  My fantastic orgasm and the
lingering taste of my pussy juices still on Lupe’s lips during our final kiss
was what I was thinking about, not the “job” we just finished.   


 



As the crew moved away to get ready to tape another scene
in the big room, Lupe offered me the decorated robe to put on before
whispering, “I can’t believe you’re doing this at your age.  Maybe we can get together some other
time?”  She cupped one of my breasts as
she kissed me on the cheek.  Was that
like asking me for a date?  I was
noncommittal, saying that maybe we would work together again sometime.


 



I followed everyone to the large room where they were
setting up.  For the first time, I saw
the actress Boo, who was basically the main female star of the movie (regardless
of what Ed Ibanez said) getting last minute instructions from Jake.  This was her big scene of the movie as she
plotted with her sex partner, a huge black actor I didn’t know, to get rid of
the young Cleopatra.  I watched their
scripted conversation as it led to foreplay. 
After Jake had them shift positions a little, they started having
sex.  The sight was making me horny
again, so I slipped away from the room. 
It was time for me to get dressed and go home.


 



Mr. Ibanez stopped me before I got to the back door. 


 



“Will you be able to get over here after school on
Tuesday?  I want to tape some of the
non-sex scenes between you and Boo and some of the other characters then, so we
can concentrate on the big scenes next Saturday.  That okay?”


 



I knew what he meant by “big” scenes.  I told him I thought I could get here
without a problem as long as I didn’t get a mountain of unexpected homework.


 



When Tuesday rolled around, I was at the house on S.
Catalina.  It was obvious that Boo
didn’t like having an underage girl in the cast, and I was sure it wasn’t
simply the plot that kept me from a sex scene with her.  They videoed me with several characters; I
only flubbed one of my lines and had to do it over again.  I confirmed the Saturday schedule with Mr.
Ibanez while I mentally worked out all the excuses I would use to get here.


 



I didn’t do well in school that week.  You could understand how my concentration
wandered away from the classroom and thought ahead to Saturday, and big
men.


 



I was a little late getting to the house Saturday, but Mr.
Ibanez and Jake didn’t seem upset.  Most
of the remaining scenes were captured, leaving this day mainly for me.  I hadn’t slept well and I guess it
showed.  Both Ed and Jake asked me if I
was okay.  I was nervously anticipating
what today would be like, but I told them both with a smile that I was
ready.  Ed Ibanez seemed to bring a
bottle of champagne from out of thin air and asked me if I wanted some.  It may have been morning, but would I turn
down a glass of champagne?  As I was
sipping the bubbly liquid courage, Ed hugged me and once again asked me if I
was still okay with doing this.  I
watched gorgeous Alan approach, and nodded vigorously in answer to Mr. Ibanez’s
question.


 



“Here’s my Candy girl,” Alan said with a broad grin.  He wore only a pair of gym shorts.  I caressed his muscled torso and legs with
my eyes as he walked up to me.  Soon he
would be in me, and I moaned involuntarily at the thought.  When he was at my side, he said, “You know
I’ve been waiting an eternity for this day to come.”  He winked.  “Candy honey,
me and the guys will take care of you. 
You’ll remember this day forever,” he said with another big grin.  He walked off, whistling.


 



Mr. Ibanez, who heard what Alan had said, told me, “I
heard Big Rod say the same thing yesterday. 
These guys really can’t wait—hey, I’m jealous I can’t be one of
the guys today!”  He leaned over and
gave me a kiss.


 



I answered, “I wish you were one of the guys too.”


 



His facial expression told me everything I needed to know.


 



Jake called for me to get dressed—it really was undressed,
since I was going to wear the sheer nightgown again, this time with a different
robe over it.  I finished my glass of
champagne and poured another.  As I
sipped, and stripped, I practiced my lines in my head.  Before the sex part, I had a lot of speaking
dialog in the big scene.  I didn’t want
to screw it up.   With my glass of
champagne I went and sat in the ‘throne’ chair, still silently practicing my
lines.  


 



Soon, Big Rod came by, already naked.  He leaned over and kissed me on the
cheek.  “Hi Candy.  You ready, sweetheart?”  He asked, every moment the professional.


 



I couldn’t help but stare at his manhood—the reason for
his nickname—hanging between his legs in all its glory.  “Oh yes, I’m ready,” I replied, surprised by
my tone.


 



Derek and Michael greeted me as well before they began
surveying my ‘throne’ and figuring out how they would lift and carry it.  They didn’t have to tell me that they were
both nervous about my age.  Alan came
back and told me again how much he was looking forward to fucking me.  I realized his teasing was like foreplay—he
knew how I thought of him and his great body. 
It was working; I knew I was wet.


 



When Jake yelled at everyone to get set, I’d finished my champagne
and put the glass aside.  The four men
got into position to lift my throne, Derek and Alan in front, Rod and Michael
in back.  I was still wearing the
nightgown and robe.  They were wearing
nothing.  They lifted me effortlessly
and on cue began walking while chanting some nonsensical song someone must have
thought sounded Egyptian.  As they
carried me, the memory games I was playing to remember my lines was being
confused by both the champagne and the sight of four swinging cocks.  I stared for a few seconds down at Rod’s
big, swaying member and I moaned loud enough for Alan and Derek to glance at
me.  Alan snuck a wink at me.  I hoped it wasn’t caught on camera and ruin
anything.


 



When we entered the big room, Boo and her partner had just
finished fucking.  The big black actor
had sprayed a good amount of cum all over his costar’s chest and face.  That’s how I was supposed to find them.


 



“You will not betray me again,” I shouted, as the duo
sprang to their feet at the same time several toga-clad ‘soldiers’ ran in and
grabbed them.  One camera zoomed in to
my face as I closed my eyes.  Jake told
me they would edit in a few scenes of me and Boo, like I was remembering them.  The ‘soldiers’ tied them up as I kept saying
my lines about how I, the queen, had trusted Boo with my most intimate secrets
and how she had hurt and betrayed me.  I
finished by shouting for the soldiers to take them outside and execute
them.  Jake had explained that they
already filmed a scene in the desert where the naked couple would die some
gruesome yet sexy death.  I couldn’t
imagine what a ‘sexy’ death would look like, but that wasn’t my concern.  As they left the room, I sighed loudly and
commanded the four men to lower my chair. 
Jake yelled “Cut” for the first time ever.  If it wasn’t for what was coming next, I would have laughed for
sure.


 



The crew shifted lighting and got ready.  Was I ready?


 



Mr. Ibanez loudly said, “Have condoms ready, people.  She’s not on birth control, so if I see
anybody bareback in this girl’s cunt you’ll never work in this industry again,
you all get me?”


 



Oh God, he meant when the guys fucked ME!


 



Alan knelt next to me and whispered, “It’s gonna be great,
Candy-girl.  We’re all gonna be
gentle.  If anything hurts just let Jake
know to stop, okay?”  He had a hand on
my thigh.  He slowly moved it up my leg
to my pussy and lightly slipped a finger in between my pussy lips.  “I don’t think we have to worry about
lubrication,” he said even more softly, holding his finger up so I could see
how wet it was.  “I’m going first, you
know.”  His smile was mischievous, and
captivating.


 



Jake hollered for everyone to get into place.  In one corner of the room was a large,
ornately decorated bed.  The lights were
bright.  Three video cameras were
ready.  On my ‘throne’ I said my line
about the sadness in my life and how I was being denied pleasures because I was
the queen.  


 



I yelled, “I have flesh too—flesh that needs to be
satisfied.”


 



With that, my four menservants came to me, lifted me from
my chair and slowly stripped off my nightgown. 
They stroked every inch of my body as they carried me to the bed.  Derek and Michael were on each side of me,
caressing my legs, belly and breasts. 
Big Rod was off to the side, stroking his cock to full erection.  Alan was at my feet.  Outside of the camera’s view, a naked woman
was rubbing Alan’s cock—which was pretty hard already—before unrolling a condom
onto him.   Their cocks were right
there!  They were all so close and so
big!  A shiver ran up and down my spine;
the guys knew exactly what they were doing to me—and what they were going to
do.  I had difficulty
breathing.  Derek easily spread my legs
apart as Alan moved in between them. 
His cock was so neat when it’s all the way erect; it had a bend in it
like the letter “J” with the head sticking straight up.  I watched in awe as he moved in closer to enter me.  When he did it was like an electric shock
going through my body.  He didn’t
hesitate; he laid down on top of me and fucked me.  Oh the sensations!  Alan
was only minimally holding his full weight off me by his elbows.  My breasts were rubbing against his muscled
chest as we both moved to his set rhythm. 
I realized I had wrapped my legs around his heaving midsection, and I
had a stiff cock in each hand besides the one pounding into my vagina.


 



Derek was whispering comments to Alan, like “Man, just LOOK
at her legs twitch!” and “LISTEN to her!” and “She’s cumming ALREADY!”


 



I WAS making noise, first “Ugh—ugh—ugh—“ on each of
Alan’s thrusts before turning it into a constant wail.  I was cumming, and cumming hard.


 



Derek muttered “Holy shit.”  


 



Alan groaned “Oh fuck.” 
He was about to cum.


 



I felt his squirting cock jerk inside me.  I squealed again, knowing that without the
condom Alan would be filling me with his semen.  You see, Alan was supposed to pull out, strip off the condom and
cum on my tummy.  No wonder he swore,
but no matter, for at that moment my stranglehold on Derek’s cock got him to
cum all over me instead.  Jake would
still be pleased, I guessed, even if it didn’t happen as scripted.


 



After Jake halted the videotaping, Alan whispered at my
ear, “I can’t remember the last time I lost control of my orgasm on set like I
just did.  Candy, you’re so cute and so
tight and so hot and so, so, so—loud. “ 
I smiled up at him though I was too out of breath to say anything.  Damn, he was going to kiss me!  Certainly not in the script, (and I knew
he’d be teased about it after by the other actors) but the kiss took away
whatever breath I had left.  When I
opened my eyes I caught sight of Rod’s massive erection in my peripheral
vision.  I was still horny and now I was
going to get Big Rod.


 



A crew girl came to me and cleaned up the cum and tamed my
damp, sweaty hair as everyone else got ready for the next scene.  Rod asked me if I was okay, which translated
to “Are you ready for my cock now?”  He
was rolling on a condom.  


 



When the cameras rolled, the men propped me on my hands
and knees on the big bed.  Big Rod was
behind me and was about to test the ability of my vagina to stretch and my
cervix to ascend.  Derek and Alan were
reclining beside me and Michael was in front of me, his erection looming inches
from my face.  When Rod put his cock
head at my pussy and pushed, I yelped, but Michael’s cock muffled the sound as
he snuck it into my open mouth.  Oh God,
I felt like I was being split in two by Rod as he buried himself in me.  Not really pain, but it wasn’t pleasure yet
either.  The cock stuffing my mouth
threatened to choke me and muffled any sound I was making.


 



Big Rod was slow but relentless in his rhythm.  His size wasn’t altogether unpleasant.  His thrusting was beginning to give me more
pleasure than discomfort.   Of course I
couldn’t see him but I heard him.  


 



Rod was in character, groaning, “My queen is so
tight.  I hope I am pleasuring her as
much as I am being pleasured by her.” 
Like Lupe’s lines last Saturday it was hokey, but I liked it.  


 



This position was new to me, but I was beginning to like
the sensations of where his cock was rubbing and having his strong hands firmly
clutching my hips.  I will have to get
Jimmy to take me doggie-style next time.


 



Alan whispered in my ear, “Push back, Candy-girl.  Big Rod’s being cautious but you need to
feel his full length—go back all the way.” 



 



I didn’t even think about what Alan said.  I pushed my ass back hard into Rod’s crotch,
and the assault on my womb caused me to cry out so loud that even Michael’s
cock down my throat couldn’t quite stifle it. 
In a while though we had this natural tempo thing going.  I was rocking backward and forward to meet
each thrust of the two men.  I felt
Michael’s cock swell so I knew he was ready to cum.  I was getting there too—this was everything I had dreamed about
and more.  


 



We had sweet timing. 
As my orgasm hit, Michael pulled out of my mouth and gave me a facial
just before Big Rod tossed me onto my back. 
His condom was off and he let go an enormous spray of cum all over
me.  Alan and Derek were jerking off I
guess (I mean, I was oblivious to my surroundings by then as I screamed in
orgasm once more) and their cum joined Rod’s in the creamy coating of my belly
and chest.  I admit I was getting very
fond of having men cum on me.


 



Jake cut the cameras and suggested we go shower.  He and Mr. Ibanez were thinking out loud
that since they thought everything had been super so far maybe we could do
another scene.  They asked me and I said
yes.  No surprise to me how quickly I
agreed.  The walk-in shower was really
big, though it was tight with five of us in there.  The guys were playful, teasing me about having all this sex at my
age.  As they lathered me with soap and
washed my hair, they kidded me that since I had done it with them I wouldn’t be
satisfied with boys.  Maybe they were
right.  The luxurious way they ministered
to me in the shower got me horny again. 
These men were pros in more ways than one. 


 



As we dried off and returned to the big room, they patted
my ass and tweaked my nipples and otherwise kept touching me and teasing me
like teenage boys would.  They told me
they were having more fun than they had had in a long time making porn
movies.  Could I have been any
happier than I was at that moment?


 



Without hearing it from Jake, I knew the added scene would
be with Alan.  They darkened the room a
little to give the impression of nightfall, though the lights were still bright
enough.  I was in my bed “dreaming” of
the earlier sex (they would edit in flashback scenes as my ‘memory’) when Alan
entered and whispered to his queen.  I
sat up and beckoned him to bedside.  I
was naked but he was wearing a toga-like tunic.  We said the hastily written lines they gave us before I stood to
face him and began removing the draped tunic. 
By the time he was naked, he was hard, and as before a lady assistant
was rolling on a condom just out of the camera’s range.  He picked me up and sat me on his cock.  I had my arms around his neck and my legs
around his waist and he sort of bounced me up and down on him.  Before long I was doing the bouncing, not
him.  He whispered for my benefit, not
the camera’s, that he would always remember me, and he thought I was the most
special girl in the world.  My screech
as I came drowned out anything else he said to me.   There would be no pullout, no cumshot this time.  He was going to cum in me as if he wasn’t
wearing protection.  


 



I was still bouncing and still cumming when he did.  He groaned, “Oh, my queen,” as he filled the
condom.


 



I showered alone this time.  I was exhausted but in a good way, serenely basking in the
afterglow of my orgasms.  After I got
out of the shower, I dried and got dressed and went to watch the action that
was being videoed.  My work was done.


 



Mr. Ibanez wanted to talk to me so we went to the
kitchen.  He was smiling broadly,
basking in his own glow—the glow of success, and money to be made.  He just watched some of the footage—my
footage—and he said it came out great. 
He thanked me again as he handed me four very large checks.


 



“I didn’t want to have it all in one check.  I figured the bank would question where the
money came from when you deposited it. 
These will be less suspicious if you deposit them at different times;
you know, spreading them out a bit.”  As
I looked at them and marveled at the total amount, he added, “And don’t
worry.  They won’t bounce.  I’m going to make a lot of money from this
movie overseas, and frankly I hope someday you’ll want to work for me
again.  You’re THAT good, Candy
sweetheart, you really are.”


 



He leaned over and gave me a kiss.  He told me that him and Suzie were moving away
from the beach.  He said that making
these movies was a risky business and that you had to keep moving to avoid
trouble.  We talked about discretion.  He wanted to make sure I understood the
danger he was in for having me in his movies and that I wouldn’t betray him.


 



Of course his name isn’t Ibanez and his daughter’s name
isn’t really Suzie.  I wouldn’t hurt
them.


 



Before I left, I asked him if he knew where Glory
was.  He said he didn’t know why she
wasn’t answering my calls, but said not to worry since “she’s a big girl and
pretty good at taking care of herself.”


 



I walked home with checks for a lot of money in my pocket,
remnants of orgasmic bliss still within me, and worries of Glory I couldn’t get
out of my mind.  


 



OK, reality-check time: what was that homework assignment
I had to finish by Monday morning?



 



 



If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and
let me know what you think of my writing.  You’ve read the other parts of my
story, haven’t you?  This is Part 5.  You can find the rest at 
the Cotton Candy web
site or you can click here
 to go directly to the next part.  
Thank you.


Candy
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I wasn’t looking forward to the appointment.  This would be my second time examined by a
gynecologist, though the first time with my mom’s new California doctor.  The exam was no big deal, but now that I’m
not a virgin anymore I wasn’t sure what she would see, or say to me.  



 



With my legs up in those silly things, spread like I was
ready for sex, the doctor examined me. 
She made these funny “Hmmm” sounds, which annoyed me to no end.  Just say something I kept thinking.  Eventually she did.



 



“You’ve been a very active girl.”  I wasn’t sure if it was a statement or a question.



 



“Er, what do you mean?”



 



Her stern look softened. 
“You’ve been having intercourse, and by the looks of your vulva and
vagina walls I’d assume it’s been with some—shall I say—rather endowed
individuals, or possibly with some too large, ah, objects.”



 



I didn’t know what to say. 
I simply nodded, leaving her to guess which one.



 



“I’ll also assume it’s been your choice and there was no
force involved, and that your, ah, partners were boys close to your age.  I’d have to report abuse, you know.”  So, she chose to assume the first suggestion
rather than I was shoving soda cans up my vagina.



 



I tried to assure her it wasn’t that kind of abuse.  



 



“Did they use protection—a condom?”  



 



I nodded again.



 



“I know it’s a personal thing young lady, but it is a
health issue too and I think you need to know all the risks.”  She went on to explain STDs and something
called human papilloma virus (I
looked it up after) and herpes and the possible unreliability of
condoms in preventing pregnancy.  I got
a lecture about the psychological consequences of teenagers having sex.  She said she’d prescribe birth control pills
but warned me to still use condoms for protection from diseases.  Panic set in.  She would have to tell my mother!



 



I was so thankful she was tactful in explaining the
prescription to my mom.  She said she
prescribed the Pill to all her teenage patients since “Though she’s a good
girl” (ahem) all teens face “sexual decisions” some day and she wanted girls to
be safe.  She told my mom stuff about
hormones and things, which I thought sounded like doctor-bullshit, though my
mom seemed to buy it.  This lady doctor
was a gem.



 



I was on The Pill! 
Just wait until Jimmy finds out! 




 



Thinking of Jimmy got me thinking of Glory for some
reason.  Why was she ignoring me?  I tried calling Glory practically every
day.  No answer, and no voice-mail.  With school taking up all my time and making
it difficult to get out of the house on weeknights, I didn’t have an
opportunity to go to her house and check on her.  She’d been really pissed I made the Cleopatra movie, but is that
why she ignored my calls?  Why no
voice-mail?  Even my mom wondered, “What
happened to that nice teacher?”



 



Finally on a Saturday I made an excuse to go out, and
called Jimmy to come get me.  He picked
me up around the corner from my house and drove me to Glory’s house in Rancho
Palos Verdes.  As he drove up P. V.
Boulevard I silently wondered not about Glory, but about Jimmy and me and our
strange relationship.  He couldn’t
possibly be my boyfriend at 22; I mean I wasn’t even in high school yet.  But he WAS my boyfriend if I thought
about it.  We spent a lot of time
together.  We made love.  I know I drove him a little bit crazy.  Well, maybe a LOT crazy, since my age
made him a criminal, I guess.  He could
go to prison if we were found out, yet we still hung out together whenever we
could.



 



Since I couldn’t spend my money on things for me, I bought
things for Jimmy instead.  I just bought
him a Wii console (which is a lot of fun), and a fairly expensive diver’s
watch he coveted.  Was buying him things
why he took the chance to be with me—besides the sex, of course?  How did he really feel about me?  And what about my feelings for him?



 



When we pulled up in front of Glory’s house, the “HOUSE FOR
RENT” sign in front told me what I needed to know.  I got out of Jimmy’s truck and walked up the walk anyway.  The house looked empty so I didn’t expect an
answer to the eerily echoing doorbell. 
She was gone.  First Suzie Ibanez
and now Glory.



 



I was crying.  I
didn’t realize Jimmy was next to me until he hugged me.  “Maybe she’ll call you or e-mail you
sometime,” he said, but I doubted she ever would.



 



The drive back to the beach was mostly silent—silent of
conversation, that is—but not completely silent since Jimmy’s truck was making
a lot of strange banging and clanking noises.



 



“Ah shit.  This
thing’s about on its death bed,” Jimmy muttered with a few extra swears thrown
in for good measure.  I hoped we could
make it back to my house, at least.



 



We did.  Parked
around the corner from my house, Jimmy asked me if I’d like to go to the beach
the following day.  I asked which one
and he told me Hermosa.  I liked that
beach, and the weather had been warm enough. 
When I lived in Massachusetts, I thought Southern California was always
sunny and in the 90’s, though I’ve learned otherwise since.  This fall weather was still beach weather
though, and I could take it.  Jimmy told
me about some friends he was meeting there, and said something about a house
with a hot tub where everyone was partying after.  I had to ask—was he okay with me being with him?  He assured me he was.



 



My parents would allow me to go to the beach with friends
as long as the beach was Redondo. 
Hermosa Beach was a different story. 
I wouldn’t correct their mistaken impression of which beach I was
talking about going to.  The next day I
put on my pink bikini with shorts and a t-shirt over it, and headed out.  Jimmy was waiting for me around the
block.  I heard his truck before I saw
it.  When I jumped into the passenger
seat I gave Jimmy a big kiss, which for some reason surprised him and got me
thinking again of how he felt about me. 
Heading north, he told me all about his friends and sort of what to
expect from their reaction to meeting me. 
The only one I had met before was Brian, who I thought was an asshole
even though I knew Jimmy liked him as a friend.  Brian was the kind of guy who always had to be better than
everyone else.  You know what I mean: if
you did something great twice, he’d done it four times—that kind of egotistical
guy.  I also remember that when I first
went to the beach and was checking out the surfers changing into their wetsuits,
Brian was one of the guys I checked out and he did have a fantastic body.  Too bad his personality didn’t match.  Oh well, there would be others to hang with
Jimmy and me, and I was sure they’d be okay.



 



We had a hard time finding a place to park but eventually
we were on the beach and walking toward a group already there.  Blankets and towels were spread out and
everyone was laughing.  My first
impression was that I was certainly the youngest.  Second impression was that boys outnumbered girls.  Third impression was that the blonde girl
talking to Brian—okay, maybe just listening to him—was by far the prettiest of
the group.  Fourth impression was that
Brian was being his usual, loud self.



 



“Hey, it’s about time you show up,” Brian said to Jimmy
when he saw us.



 



Introductions were made. 
The blonde girl introduced herself as Cassie, and as Brian’s girlfriend.



 



“How old are you anyway?” 
When I told her, she looked at Jimmy and said, “Shit, are you fuckin’ NUTS?”




 



Jimmy smiled and said, “I guess I am.”



 



Cassie asked me “Is Candy your real name?”  I told her no, and explained the nickname.



 



After that, we sort of laid around on towels and beach
blankets, slathered sunscreen on each other and talked.  The boys were kind of in one cluster and the
girls in another.  Cassie sunned next to
me, and turned out to be a chatterbox; which made me wonder how she got along
with a bigmouth like Brian.  She went on
about school and how much she hated it. 
She was 17 going on 18 and a sophomore at Torrance High (she “stayed
back some” was her explanation).  She
continued to make comments about my age especially when I told her where I went
to school.  



 



As she rambled on I studied her.  She was everything I wasn’t, which was a strange thought to
me.  She was kind of soft and curvy but
not in a ‘fat’ way, and had big round breasts I envied since mine barely
challenged my bikini top.  Her bikini
was white; balancing her tanned body and her long blonde hair nicely, though up
close I could tell she dyed her hair.



 



I asked anyway, “You a natural blonde?”



 



“Naw, mine’s like really brown if I don’t color it.  See?” 
She hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her bottoms and pulled it
forward.  I saw the trimmed light brown
strip of pubic hair.



 



“Oh, you don’t shave it. 
I do,” and showed her my bald pubic mound the same way.



 



“Mmmm, that would be neat. 
I think I’ll do that too.  Maybe
you could help me out some day?”  She
was looking at me the same way the actress Lupe had only a few weeks
before.  Did all girls have a lesbian
part inside them?



 



“I, er, I don’t know, like, we’ll see,” was my stammered
answer.



 



A few of us went in the water, but we mostly just laid
around until one of the guys asked us all to go to his house for “round two” as
he called it.  His folks were away and they
had a hot tub.  Jimmy wanted to go so it
was okay with me.  He knew my ‘curfew’
limit and would make sure I was home in time.



 



We drove in a procession up Artesia to what I thought was
North Torrance, but I wasn’t sure. 
Jimmy kept swearing at his truck; he thought it was going to die en
route, but we made it.  His friend’s
house was big but not like a mansion or anything.  I found out the guy’s name was Pete.  While we all piled in he fired up the hot tub and pointed out the
beer stash in a fridge in the garage. 
Everyone grabbed a bottle or two, including me.  We figured it was Pete’s problem to restock
it all before his folks got home from vacation.


 



In a while a bunch of us were drunk and crammed into the
hot tub.  A couple of the girls,
including Cassie, removed their tops. 
Jimmy whispered to me, “You don’t have to take yours off if you don’t
want to.”


 



Before I could even think about it, Brian, who was next to
me, was teasing me to go topless too.  I
thought no big deal, so off came my bra.  All the guys were checking me out, but I think it was more
curiosity than anything else.  They
wanted to see what a thirteen-year-old’s boobs looked like, and after their
curiosity was satisfied they went on to ogle the other girls who had bigger
ones.  All except Brian, that is.  He kept staring at me, ignoring his
girlfriend.  Cassie noticed.  She started getting closer to the guy to her
left who didn’t seem to be with any particular girl.  In addition to how he stared at her boobs, I thought he was
touching her underwater.  She appeared
to be touching him too.  Brian was
oblivious as he moved a little closer to me. 



 



When I felt a hand at my thigh, I said, “Don’t.”  Just the one word, but my look, and Jimmy’s
menacing glare stopped Brian.  Others
were watching our little drama, but Cassie and the guy who I thought was named
Hunter were too busy to notice.  Finally
Brian took his eyes off me and noticed them.


 



“Hey!”  He
practically yelled.  “What the fuck?”


 



Cassie pulled away from Hunter and hugged Brian like
nothing had happened.  “You didn’t seem
interested so I kept myself busy.  YOU
should know about my sex drive, after all.”


 



“I’ll keep you busy,” Brian said before they locked
lips.


 



Pairing up had begun, with Hunter and another guy looking
to be the hot tub odd-men-out voyeurs. 
Every couple was making out, including Jimmy and me.  Pretty soon the water was churning more from
moving bodies than bubbling jets.  As we
momentarily caught our breaths between kisses, I looked up to see Cassie not
only getting out of the tub with Brian but also pulling Hunter and the other
solo guy out as well.  The four moved
into the house and out of sight, Cassie’s ample breasts bouncing all the way.


 



Jimmy said, “I bet that’ll be interesting, three on
one.  Did you see how goddamned horny
she is?”


 



We went back to kissing and touching in the bubbling water
of the hot tub.  I wondered if my
‘acting’ for Mr. Ibanez was on his mind and the reason for Jimmy’s comment.


 



“I think we’ve been in here long enough.  Don’t want to shrivel up.  Why don’t we get out, get another beer and
check out the rest of Pete’s house,” Jimmy said.  As we climbed out I realized the only couple still in the hot tub
were close to fucking.  Jimmy must have
noticed too; he had a hard-on straining his swim shorts, probably not just from
kissing me, I thought.


 



It felt funny walking around strangers topless.  In several places around the house couples
were in various stages of necking toward copulation.  Cold beers in hand, we walked around and kind of watched.  After all I’d done, both at the Ibanez house
and the house on S. Catalina, the whole scene didn’t faze me much, but I could
tell it was turning Jimmy on.  When we
entered the big living room, a porn movie was playing on the big flat-screen
TV, and Cassie was getting pounded on the sofa, with erections gathered all
around her.


 



I wasn’t looking at Cassie; I was looking at the TV.  “Oh my God!”


 



Jimmy looked at me quizzically.  “What’s the matter?”


 



In the video a woman was sucking off a guy with a monster
cock.  Just then he gave her a facial
with several squirts of cum.  I didn’t
need to see his face—though I had—his monster had stretched me real good.  I knew him as Big Rod.


 



Jimmy’s quizzical look suddenly became a perceptive
one.  “He’s one of them, isn’t he?”


 



I didn’t answer. 
He kept after me.  “So that’s one
of the men who fucked you for the camera. 
How did that fuckin’ thing feel? 
Jesus, he’s gotta be a foot long. 
I guess I don’t stack up to that.”


 



“Don’t be like that, Jimmy.  I don’t have any feelings for those guys like I do for you.”


 



“And what ARE those feelings?”


 



Did I know?  My
hesitation was like an answer to him anyway. 
He shook his head sadly and looked at Cassie getting banged doggie style
by one guy after another in the opposite corner of the large room.  It looked to me like an assembly line.  When one guy came—either in or on
her—another took his place and fucked her. 
Guys came in under a minute, no apparent thought to Cassie, even though
she was moaning and groaning at each of their thrusts.  Some of them weren’t even at the beach
earlier, like they heard what was happening and came over to take part in all
the fun.  Every once in a while a stiff
cock went into her mouth and she got fucked there too.  


 



As Jimmy and I stood and watched and drank our beers in
voyeuristic awe, Brian took his turn behind Cassie, but his plan was for an
up-to-now unused hole—he pushed his cock into her asshole and started fucking
her there, ignoring her yelps of protest. 
He came in about 20 seconds, and another guy took his place, filling her
ass again.  Another cock shoved into her
mouth drowned out her cries.  Pain or
pleasure; who could tell?


 



A flushed-red, obviously drunk Brian walked over to us,
cum-dribble still evident on his cock-head.


 



“Hey Jimmy, my man, why don’t you drop the shorts and get
a piece of that,” hooking a thumb in Cassie’s direction.  “I’ll take care of the kid.”  I guess by ‘kid’ he meant me.


 



“Knock it off, Brian. 
How could you let this happen?  I
thought she was your girlfriend.”


 



“C’mon pal, Cassie likes cock too much to just have one
boyfriend.  I don’t mind sharing—how
about you?”


 



With that, Brian reached over quickly and pulled the
string ties of my bikini bottoms, and just like that, poof, I was naked.  He whistled and grabbed for my pussy, but
Jimmy just about threw him across the room, even though Brian was physically
the bigger man.


 



Jimmy picked up and handed me my bottoms, walked over to
hover over a prone and shaken Brian, and said, “Your girl may be a gang bang slut,
but mine is a lady no matter how old she is.”


 



It wasn’t amazement really, but I couldn’t come up with
another word to describe my reaction to what Brian did, or for Jimmy’s
response.  I was scared for Jimmy since
I wasn’t sure how Brian would act once he realized he had a room full of
‘friends’ to call on.  


 



The orgy had stopped. 
Cassie looked in shock, though I wondered if it was from the all the
sex, or from Jimmy’s characterization of her as a “gang bang slut,” which I
knew she heard.  I was happy to see all
the fight had left Brian; he stayed on the floor.


 



Jimmy turned to me and said, “Why don’t you get dressed
and we’ll get outta here.”


 



Since I was naked and standing in front of a group of
sex-wild, equally naked males, I became the center of attention again.  They ogled my young, puffy girl-boobs and my
bald pussy, and I saw a few limp cocks begin to rise once more.  I said to Jimmy, “I can’t go home now
anyway.  Gotta get the beer out of my
system.  Why don’t we hop back into the
hot tub and soak some more, okay?”


 



Jimmy said “Sure,” and we walked out to the tub.  I surprised myself again—walking around
naked in front of people felt good—got me aroused a little.  Mmmmm. 
Good, no one was in the hot tub. 
Jimmy kicked off his shorts for the first time today and we both climbed
in naked.  When I sat down on one of the
jets, the stomach-butterflies I felt because of my nakedness intensified, as
the pulsing water was spraying directly on my clit.  Jimmy figured out what was happening to me, and he began to
stroke my neck, chest and tummy the way he knew I liked.  I was a quick cummer and this was going to
be no exception.  I had an image in my
mind of a newly horny gang of guys (from fantasizing about me) jumping Cassie
one more time.  I thought of her
writhing and moaning body penetrated from every angle, and my climax hit.


 



“AhhhhhhhhhhEeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee,” I screeched, hoping
neighbors wouldn’t hear me.  Hearing
myself, I remembered what Alan said about me squealing like a “stuck pig” when
I climaxed.


 



My idea of what I thought was going on in the house was
dashed when I looked up to see a topless Cassie standing by the rim of the hot
tub looking at me.


 



“Jesus, you are a hot little number, cumming like
that.”  She turned to Jimmy and said,
“What were you DOING to her?”


 



Jimmy grinned ear-to-ear, saying “Who me?  I didn’t do a thing,” holding his hands in
the air.


 



She shook her head then asked “Mind if I join you two?”
and climbed in.


 



“That was some kinda, er, performance in there,” Jimmy
said with a laugh.  “You all set now?”


 



Cassie smiled.  “I
guess you could say I’m taken care of. 
How come you didn’t want some? 
Don’t you think I’m pretty, or is it just ‘cause Lolita’s like here with
you?”


 



“Naw, you’re hot. 
Didn’t you see my hard-on before?” 
Jimmy laughed again.  “Seems I’ll
be the only one not getting off here, though.”


 



She slid closer to Jimmy. 
“There’s still time for that to happen. 
I’ll volunteer if someone else doesn’t want to.”  She looked at me as she went for Jimmy’s
cock below the bubbling waterline.


 



I wasn’t going to let that happen, time to act grown
up.  “I think I can handle this myself,”
I said as I motioned for Jimmy to scoot out of the water and sit on the hot
tub’s rim.  


 



I got between his legs and mouthed his cock.  He was very hard and leaking quite a bit of
precum, which tasted good to me in spite of the added chlorinated-water-flavor,
hee-hee.  I thought he’s my man,
which was a strange thought indeed.  I
wanted to show Cassie I wasn’t a kid, and I wanted to show Jimmy how proud I
was he protected me from Brian.  I took
him as deep into my mouth as I could, wetting his shaft with my saliva.  I went faster until I felt the telltale
swelling.  He moaned, and came in
several spurts.  I swallowed most of it.


 



Cassie clapped and cheered.  “I couldn’t have done it any better, girl,” she said.  “You deserve a kiss for that.”


 



Before I knew it she was in my face and her tongue was
flicking around in my mouth, as our lips danced together.  Much to Jimmy’s post-orgasmic amusement, Cassie
was actually licking the remains of Jimmy’s cum!


 



She pulled away from my lips and turned to Jimmy.  “Yum-yum; you sure you can’t get that back
up for a threesome?  Damn, this girl’s
hot.  You’re a lucky fucker, you know
that?”


 



Jimmy looked for a brief moment like he was seriously
thinking about that threesome—and I couldn’t blame him, she was a horny
babe—but then he smiled and answered, “I know how lucky I am.”  He reached down and lifted me to him, and
then kissed me himself.  It was long and
deep.


 



Two guys came out to the hot tub while Jimmy and I
kissed.  By the time we climbed out,
Cassie and the guys were in a wet tangle, making it so frantically water was
splashing from the hot tub in waves. 
She truly was a sex machine.  I
wondered if she would do movies—she’d be good at it, wouldn’t be acting.


 



The party was over. 
“Let’s get outta here,” Jimmy said.


 



“You know you could’ve done it with her.  It woulda been okay.”


 



He looked at me funny as we got in his truck.  “Why? 
I’m not special enough to have me all to yourself?”


 



“That’s not what I meant and you know it.  I think you’re very special.”


 



“I hope you know I love you, and I’d do anything for you,
even go to jail if you reject me someday.”


 



As he started the truck, I looked at his face.  So sad looking, and was that a tear at the
corner of his eye?  “Jimmy,” I
said.  “Except for my mom and dad, like
I don’t really know what love means, but you’ve been so good for me and I would
never say anything—ever—to get you in trouble.”  I told him we could never predict the future but for now he was
my boyfriend, and that he was special in my heart.  I didn’t use those three special words though, like he said to
me.  Maybe I wasn’t ready yet.


 



As he drove down Hawthorne, he got worried again about the
sounds the truck was making.  He told me
about a three-year-old yellow Nissan Xterra on a used car lot in Long Beach he
had his eyes on.  Even with his two jobs
he wasn’t sure if he could afford it.


 



“I’ll buy it for you.”


 



“Huh?  You
what?  No—no—I couldn’t let you do
that.”


 



“I can’t spend my money on me, why can’t I spend it on
you?  Besides, you’re like my chauffeur
anyway,” I said, and laughed.


 



He laughed too.  “I
sure am that, Miss Daisy.  What else
am I?”


 



I looked at him and said, “You’re my lover,
surfer-boy.  How about we go to your
apartment and I show you?  I mean, like,
I have a surprise for you.”


 



“Surprise, huh?”


 



When we got to his apartment, we got undressed and I
jumped onto his bed like it was a trampoline. 
He reached into a dresser drawer, but I told him he didn’t have to.  “C’mon girl, you know I have to wear
one.  Shit, if you got pregnant then I
definitely would end up in prison.”


 



“That’s my surprise. 
I’m on the Pill, so now you can feel me without latex, lover.  What you waiting for?”


 



Between being bareback and the novelty of doing me from
behind—my new favorite position—Jimmy fucked me like a maniac.  His fast pace was fine with me; I was going
to orgasm in record time, even for me.


 



“Omigod, you feel so good.  Sooooo good.  Tight.  Ohhhhhhhhhh.”  He moaned.


 



I croaked out, like I’d heard some of the porn stars do,
“Is that all you…got…?  …Fuck me harder,
HARDER!”


 



Boy, did he!


 



I screamed, he groaned, and we came together.  I thought of his cum deep inside me and
another orgasm shook my body to its core. 
Nicely satisfied, we collapsed side by side on the bed.  After a few minutes, I teased him.  “I bet you were thinking of Cassie while you
were doing it with me, weren’t you.”


 



He chuckled.  “You
knew I was, huh?  I thought my hots for
blondes was a well kept secret of mine.”


 



“Men are always suckers for big tit blondes, even if she
gets her blonde hair from a box.”  I
kind of jounced my little boobs.  “I
mean, look at me—tiny tits and dark hair and a wide nose—what’s a girl to do?”


 



He laughed and hugged me to his warm, muscled, sweaty
body.  “Why would I dream of her when
I’m with the hottest girl in Parras Mid School history?  Besides, maybe she’s the one who’ll
be dreaming of you.  I saw how
she looked at you—and holy shit, that kiss!””


 



“What do the call it when an animal eats everything—an
omnivore?  Maybe she’s omnisexual.”


 



We laughed together and kissed again.  I felt protected, and loved.  It was time, I knew it:  “I love you.”  


 



I thought he was going to cry.


 



On Wednesday after school, Jimmy took me to the lot in
Long Beach to show me the Xterra.  After
some negotiation, we went to my bank where I made a withdrawal and had them
make out a check.  The yellow
dream-truck was now Jimmy’s, and he was like a kid at Christmas.


 



“It’s like an early Christmas present,” was what I told
him.


 



“How do I ever match this?”  I told him to keep putting up with me.  I joked that was a difficult enough thing to do all by itself.


 



“It’s still early. 
Why don’t we go your place and fool around.”  I was especially horny for some reason.  I nearly ripped my new striped panties getting them off.  I rode my tanned stallion with my boobs
bouncing frantically, until he held them. 



 



I grunted “Ah-Ah-Ah-Ugh-Ugh-Ugh-Ah-Ah-Ah,” matching each
bounce until we came at the same time, both of us very loud in our vocal
appreciation of a good orgasm.  He
stayed hard, so I kept riding, and kept cumming.  Wow!


 



Before we got out of bed, he said, “You know, you’re
always complaining how small your tits are. 
Well, I think they’re growing. 
In fact, I know they’re bigger since that first time.”  He pantomimed using his cupped palm as a
measuring device.  “Definitely bigger.”


 



“First time, huh? 
You mean when you took an innocent little girl’s virginity?”  I said, grinning.


 



“Innocent, my ass! 
Sneaking around on the beach trying to see guy’s cocks.  Hardly innocent,” he said, before slapping
my butt, “but still little, with a skinny ass.”


 



A very long kiss ensued. 
Before he took me home, I said those three words again.


 



“I love you.”  I
hoped I knew what that meant.


 



 



If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  You’ve read the other parts of my 
story, haven’t you?  This is Part 6.  You can find the rest at the 
Cotton Candy web site or you can click here
 to go directly to the next part.  
Thank you.



Candy
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The
holiday season and beyond into the new year of 2008 turned out to be a great time.  I got lots of nice Christmas presents from
my mom and dad.  They gave me a whole
bunch of store gift cards so I could buy clothes.  My mom is pretty ‘hip’ (her favorite word, hee-hee) for her age
but I’d still rather buy my own clothes. 
Jimmy was still ecstatic driving the Xterra I bought him as his early
Christmas present.  He gave me a
beautiful necklace and earring set I knew he spent way too much on.   After he gave them to me, I wore the
jewelry when we made love at his apartment. 
He liked it a lot, seeing the necklace gleam, bounce and dangle as we
did it.  It made me feel good wearing it
too.



 



A
few days after Christmas, I was on the beach, wearing jeans and a sweatshirt
instead of my bikini in the cool and overcast weather.  A bunch of us were watching some of the guys
in wetsuits, including Jimmy, trying valiantly to catch one of the less-than-huge
waves.  I would have been disappointed
but those guys were in heaven out there on surfboards, regardless of the size
of the surf.  Last year at this time I
was making a snowman in my Lexington, Massachusetts backyard, and bugging my
dad to take me skiing.  I missed the
snow but not too much.



 



Cassie was there. 
It was the first time I had seen her since the hot tub ‘party’ at
Peter’s house.  She was still ostensibly
Brian’s girlfriend, but after witnessing her sexual hunger that day I figured
‘girlfriend’ still didn’t mean exclusivity.  I didn’t pay much attention to her at first as I spoke with other
friends.



 



“Hey, kid, you getting enough?”  She said; surprising me that she was
suddenly standing beside me on the beach.



 



“Enough of what?” 
I answered, kind of stupidly since I knew what she meant.



 



She swung her tight-jean-clad hips back and forth
in a sexual pantomime, and laughed. 
“You know what.  Jesus, I NEVER
get enough!”  She looked out at the guys
on the water and said, “If you’d let me I’d take that Jimmy of yours back to my
house and fuck him the rest of the day, I’m that horny.  Hell, who am I kidding, I’m horny all the
time.”



 



I wouldn’t take the bait on Jimmy, so as a
diversion I asked her where she lived. 
She recited a Torrance address not far from Jimmy’s apartment, telling
me she lived with her mom.  Then out of
the blue she asked me if I would go with her to her house to “hang out, maybe
watch a movie.  This is kinda boring.”  I didn’t have plans for later with Jimmy or
anyone else, so I crazily agreed, though I couldn’t fathom why.



 



She was driving a beat-up Corolla.  When she started it up, the stereo blasted
my eardrums with some metal I didn’t recognize at first.  She hollered “Godsmack” above the music.  I liked lots of stuff but wasn’t really into
hard core metal, especially at that volume; though I impressed her by knowing
Godsmack was from the Boston area, same as me. 
She didn’t turn the music down, driving while bobbing her head and
swaying her body to the beat.  I
wondered about this strange “date.”  By
then I wasn’t naïve enough to believe this didn’t have something to do with
sex.  I remembered how she looked at me
at the party, and it wasn’t like I hadn’t had sex with girls before either, so
I knew the score.  Of course, maybe I
was reading too much into the invitation.



 



She lived in an apartment complex in a part of
Torrance I’d never visited.  Her mom was
on the way out when we got there.  Upon
introductions, I thought her mom seemed nice enough though she appeared to be
one of those women who were forever tired. 
I’ve seen that in some of my friends’ moms.  Maybe it was a Southern California thing—busy because you’re expected
to be—a ‘television’ reality.  Cassie
offered me a beer and I accepted.  One
beer wouldn’t get me in trouble, I thought, especially with her drinking too in
her own house.  She led me right to her
desktop computer.



 



“I figured,” she said, “you’re a lot smarter than
me.  Shit, I’m this close to
dropping out.”  She indicated a
miniscule space between her thumb and forefinger.  “I mean, like, what am I gonna do?  All I have is this body and I can’t see myself as a hooker, so
what’s left?”



 



I didn’t think an answer was expected; the reason
for this conversation—and getting me here—would come soon enough.



 



“Brian told me you made some porn movies or
something, and made a lot of money doing it. 
I didn’t believe him—holy shit, look at you!  Your age! 
But then I see your boyfriend driving around in a new SUV he can’t
afford, and I see you wearing some expensive bling and I figured it’s gotta be
true.  How do I get into the act?”



 



So, there it was. 
I was humbled after thinking she merely invited me over for sex.  I told her most of the details.  I didn’t have anyone I could contact
directly, but I promised her that when someone contacted me, I’d pass along her
information.  I told her I could easily
see her working in the industry.  She
liked that I said that.



 



“I don’t really get turned on by porn myself,” she
said.  “Like, why just watch it
if you can do it.”  



 



I didn’t say anything, though that was my feeling
about masturbation—why touch yourself when you can get someone else to do
it.  I did like to watch though.  I can get crazy-horny watching others do it,
I’m finding out.  



 



Cassie continued, “Besides, I think reading erotica
is much more of a turn-on than watching it—your imagination, you know.  Shit, my imagination is like a full-blown
porn movie anyway.”  She laughed.



 



I told her I wasn’t familiar with written erotica,
so she sat me down at the computer and showed me websites like Literotica and
ASSTR.org.  While in the ASSTR site, I
read sections of her favorite authors’ works she had bookmarked.  One was Stevesaint.  This man, who Cassie said had died last
year, wrote some very hot stories she told me. 
As I read one of them—“Frank’s Daughter”—I got real horny, so I
began to agree with Cassie.  What would
it be like if I wrote about what’s been happening to me?  



 



The idea was born.



 



Cassie exclaimed, watching me as I read, “Holy
shit, you’re so fuckin’ horny I can SMELL you!  I bet the fuckin’ chair is soaked!”



 



My attention was momentarily drawn away from the
computer screen.  What did she say about
smell?



 



“God, your face is red and you’re like basically
panting!  I can’t believe it—I’m getting
turned-on just from looking at YOU getting turned-on, and I can really
smell you, your panties must be so fuckin’ wet!”  She was breathing hard herself as she talked, her hand resting at
the nape of my neck.



 



I absently put my hand at my crotch, and damn if I
didn’t feel like I had pissed my pants. 
I was that wet, just as she predicted.  Could someone really smell arousal?



 



She made a moaning noise deep in her throat and
then practically shouted, “I gotta go take care of this,” and ran over to a
bedside stand and pulled out a silver and black-plastic thing I figured for a
vibrator.  As she slid her pants off she
muttered, “I wish the hell you were Bi.”



 



On her bed, jeans and panties now off, I saw she
had shaved fully since that day at Hermosa Beach.  Her eyes closed, she started in on her pussy with the toy and
promptly forgot I was even there.  I sat
and watched her for a few seconds before my hand moved into my jeans and began
massaging my soaking wet clit.  I
remembered my earlier thoughts on masturbation, and her last words registered
with me.  Maybe I was bisexual after
all; Christ, she was so beautiful!  I
rose from the computer chair, walked over to the bed and started taking off my
clothes.  By the time I was naked, she
appeared to be getting close to orgasm. 
I slid onto the bed and lay beside her. 
My hand went under her t-shirt and caressed one of her heaving breasts
as she moaned louder and shuddered.  I
snuggled against her as she convulsed. 
While she was still climaxing, her mouth found mine and suddenly she was
kissing me.  Memories of Glory
overwhelmed me.  I shuddered too.



 



When I finally opened my eyes, hers were afire, and
gazing into mine.  “Whew, I needed
that.  See what I mean about I’m always
horny?”



 



I smiled but didn’t answer.  She must have finally realized I was naked,
for her eyes grew wider still.



 



“You ARE amazing, girl.  I’m sorry about what I said earlier about
you and being in movies.”



 



“Sorry about what?”



 



She kind of moved a little away from me to look at
my body.  “You know, about how you
couldn’t possibly be in porn.  I know
what my body does to men, and I couldn’t figure how a skinny girl could have
that effect.” She got closer again.  “I
see how petite and hot you are now and how, like, in touch with your sexuality
you are.  Christ, every man in the world
would have a wet dream imagining they were fucking you.”



 



I laughed a little and told her about my squealing
orgasms.  She laughed along with me, and
agreed they had an attraction too.  As
we both talked and laughed, our hands were lazily touching each other.  She confessed that she had been “intrigued”
(her word) with me that day we first met, especially when Brian ratted me out
on making the movies.



 



I said, “I’m not mad at you for what you said at
all.  I mean, I wonder myself how all of
it happened, and if I’ll do it again.”



 



“You’re thinking about it, I see it all over your
face.”  She teased me, “C’mon admit it,
I know you just loved having those big porn guys all over you.”



 



“Yeah, I admit it.”  We both laughed again.



 



“I like you a lot, Candy.  I don’t know how we can be friends, but I want to try.”



 



I didn’t know why, but even though I figured we were
so different from each other, which I knew was what she meant by ‘not knowing
how,’ I wanted to be her friend.  I told
her how pretty I thought she was, thinking all the while how much of a younger
version of Glory she was.  Lying next to
each other on her bed, we talked some more about how the porn video scene
worked (of course only from my limited experience).  I told her about Ed Ibanez and his arrangements for me, though I
didn’t go into how much he paid me, only that it was decent money.



 



“Especially if you like sex,” I said, and then
giggled.



 



She began making fun of guys when they have sex,
mimicking their grunts and groans and the faces they make when they cum.  I laughed and said she had it down pat.  Cassie suddenly straddled me and said in a
lower false voice, “Hey baby, I’m gonna fuck you good, open those legs for
daddy ‘cause here comes the big guy.” 
We broke out in laughter at her impersonation.  But…



 



Her pubic bone was rubbing against mine, and our
clits were very close.  We were staring
at each other as the laughter ebbed. 
She reached up and pulled off her shirt, then she leaned down and our
lips met again.  Our tongues and our
breasts were joined and in sync as she began rocking so our pussies rubbed
together too.  As her pace quickened she
started making the same kind of noises she mimicked earlier.  I was purring along with her.  We grew louder very quickly.



 



She cried, “Oh God, oh God, oh GOD…”



 



I cried, “Yes, oh yes, oh YES…”



 



She rolled her head back and sort of howled at the
ceiling.  I squealed very much like I
had when it was Alan on top of me instead of Cassie.  It was quite the orgasm for both of us; the teenage sex-addicts
satisfying ourselves at least for a short time.  We were wet from sweat and smeared pussy juices but we stayed
there on her bed, side-by-side, not saying anything for a while.  In my after-sex happiness, a memory
intruded—Glory again.  I loved lying
next to her after we did it.  I may never
see her again, and that realization took something away from my euphoria.



 



She spoke first. 
“Wow, that was something else!” 
She exhaled a whistling breath.



 



It sure was, but where were we going with
this?  As I admitted that the sex was indeed
super, I wondered if we began a friendship like she wanted, would it be defined
by sex?  In spite of what just took
place, as well as my earlier relationship with Glory, I didn’t think of myself
as lesbian or even bisexual.  Damn, I
was still so inexperienced in sex; I mean, a year ago I was a naïve
thirteen-year-old virgin so I didn’t know where I truly lay (I nearly laughed
aloud at my mental-pun).  In my own way,
I asked her what she was looking for. 
Cassie sadly said that most girls her age were afraid of her, like she
would steal their boyfriends or something, and they didn’t want to hang out
with a “slut” (her word).  In some way
she figured I was different.  She told
me she saw a difference in me that day at Pete’s.  I don’t know what that difference really meant, but I liked her
and she evidently liked me.  Our unusual
friendship was born.



 



As she drove me home, I worked out a plan to
introduce Cassie to my mom.  Mom would
need some extra ‘selling’ to accept a high school girl 3-to-4 years older than
me—and who drove her own car—to be my friend and openly hang out with.



 



I didn’t need to worry.  Cassie turned on the charm and my mother was hooked.  Cassie wove a tale of how we met and how she
thought I was mature for my age and how she envied me because I did so much
better in school than she did.  Cassie
even beat my mom to the punch, promising she wouldn’t expose me to anything
that might constitute trouble.  I was in
awe, watching a master bullshitter at work, and I loved it.  Her charisma matched her sex drive.  How could a girl this clever not achieve
whatever she went after, including in school? 
Before she left my house, Cassie and I made plans to hang out the following
weekend.  I was like so excited to have
a friend like her.  The girls from
school who I counted as friends were okay, but they weren’t in Cassie’s league.



 



That evening, I booted up my laptop and surfed for
more sex stories to read.  I eventually
found the page with Stevesaint’s stories, and read one called “Annie Loses
It.”  It was the sexiest story ever,
about a teenage girl who sleeps with a hunky, married neighbor.  I thought, how could a sex story be so
hot and so romantic at the same time?  I
was so horny from reading it that I masturbated and came almost immediately after
touching myself.  I actually had to
shove my fist in my mouth to keep from screaming.  My clit was swollen and sticking out like a small cock.  I never felt that before.  After I relaxed from my orgasm I read
another story and got horny again.  I
fingered myself one more time until my clit and pussy lips were sore.  It was a ‘good’ sore—and a great cum—and I
knew I’d sleep like a baby that night.



 



I woke up the following morning determined to start
writing about my experiences since moving to California.  I really loved writing and always got A’s in
English classes, though what was I going to do, submit sex stories?  That would be a blast.  My classmate Clara, a recent transplant to
So. Cal. from Texas, who aspired to be a published author someday, would die if
she knew what I’ve been doing and what I was going to write about.  The first part of my ‘new California life’
(as I thought of it) I simply called “Candy” and looked into putting it on the
ASSTR website Cassie showed me.  My dad
had a book on web publishing and html code and after I read through the book it
all seemed fairly easy to me.  I asked
for an ASSTR account, and voila—I was an author!  I was writing up a storm and soon parts 2 & 3 were posted
too.  After the first stories were on
the site, I started getting all kinds of e-mails, some were gross but most were
simply from people who couldn’t believe my age and that it was all true.  I had lots of fun answering most of them.  I ended up IM’ing with a whole bunch of new
‘friends’ both male and female.  Even
when ASSTR made me strip all the neat photos from my stories it remained a fun
time.



 



I used fake names for most of the porn people when
I wrote, though Jimmy and Cassie were real. 
Jimmy didn’t like it but figured he was “still safe.”  Cassie thought it was a riot, and wondered
if she would be famous.



 



Another unforeseen consequence of my newfound
audience was what Cassie called “The Sugardaddies.”  These were guys who wanted to meet me for sex and “spoil
me.”  I chalked up most of them as perverts,
though the danger, the forbidden excitement, the thrill of the unknown sort of
got me going.  I fantasized about some
of them—at least the ones who seemed nice, at least on the surface—wondering
what they would be like, and how it would be to make love to a stranger.  I have heard grown-ups talk about “one night
stands” and I figured meeting some of these guys would be like that.  



 



My fantasies led to some really wild sex with
Jimmy.  The Sunday after Valentine’s Day
when I was supposed to be “over a friend’s house” (well, I certainly was,
though not who my mother thought!) I was at Jimmy’s and in bed with him.  We hadn’t made love yet.  He was teasing me about the school dance I
attended with a classmate, asking about the boy who took me and if any of the
other boys hit on me.  



 



I teased him back, asking if he was jealous.  “Why did you even ask?”



 



“You’re extra horny today, I can feel it.  I bet you’re soaking wet already.  I just like wondered if your date touched
you, that’s all.”



 



I didn’t answer him directly; I figured I’d show
him instead.  I still had my panties on,
but they were soon off and I jumped on top of Jimmy.  He was kind of surprised because usually I like it doggy style,
but today I needed it bad so I straddled him and slid onto his hard cock,
making a funny squishing noise since I was super-wet just like he imagined I’d
be.  I fucked him hard.  Up and down I went, my hair swinging every
which way as I did.  Jimmy didn’t have
to move.  He grinned up at me as I
bounced faster.  I came so quick it
surprised even me, my screams echoing off the walls of his apartment.  I was sure his neighbors heard me that time.



 



Jimmy groaned loudly, “Oh God, Candy—I’m…” He
didn’t have to say it.  I felt his
pulsating cock empty into me.



 



I shuddered once more as another orgasmic
contraction tightened my belly and I moaned. 
I kept my thoughts to myself as I enjoyed the aftermath of our
lovemaking, Jimmy’s cum dripping from my pussy.  I hadn’t been thinking of Jimmy as I did it but instead was
imagining being with one of my faceless Yahoo Messenger admirers.  The incredible orgasm fueled by fantasy
goaded me toward making it reality.



 



The final convincing was accomplished the next time
I saw Cassie.  When I told her of my
daydreams, she began concocting schemes on how I could meet one of those guys
and be “safe.”  Together we developed
‘rules’ I would use on making sure the men weren’t fat slob perverts—or
worse.  I showed Cassie some of the IM
conversation threads and she got hot herself thinking about it.  She asked me if any of the chatters seemed
promising to me and I told her about two of them—Richard and Gerry.  They both promised me things like jewelry,
so the rules were simple: they had to send me a full frontal nude photo of
themselves, with face of course, and the promised necklaces/jewelry dangling
from their cocks.  The jewelry thing,
Cassie said, would insure they weren’t simply sending me a photo of some other
guy from the web.  They also had to scan
or photograph their driver’s license and tell me their car plate number.  We figured unless they were willing to
expose themselves that way how could I trust them (I mean, they had to first
trust me—that I wasn’t a cop or something)? 
Cassie didn’t think anyone would ever go so far as to give me the
license photo. 



 



Surprise! 
Richard e-mailed me the nude photo and a picture of his license.  He lived north of L.A. but not too far.  I thought he looked good for his age and
didn’t look fat, so I decided he would be first.  The fact that he reminded me a little of my father I kept to
myself, so Cassie wasn’t as turned on by his looks as I was.  I had to think about that a little.



 



We agreed he would meet me on the Redondo pier next
to where everybody fishes.  He told me
he had a BMW and would let me drive it. 
He said he had a reservation for a suite at a Hollywood hotel with a
Jacuzzi tub and everything, just like I asked. 
Cassie’s role was to be my lookout, and safety net if I needed one.  She got all excited about the whole
adventure; you’d think she was the one who was going to have sex with a
stranger.



 



When the big day arrived I went to the pier early
and hung out.  I wore jeans and a
different shirt than what I told Richard I’d be wearing.  Cassie hung out where we knew he would park
and waited for him to show up.  If it
looked fishy she would follow him to the meeting place and kill the whole
thing.  I knew how she could talk her
way into or out of anything so I wasn’t worried.  As an added touch she made up a fake wallet-thing like you see on
TV cop shows where they hang their badges on their belts or pockets.  The fake badge wouldn’t fool me, but I’m
sure it would help divert Richard if he was going to be trouble.  Last resort was cell phones, though mine was
a cheap thing my dad bought me.  Cassie
was on speed dial.



 



When I saw the man walking toward me I had my
doubts.  He looked fatter than his
picture, but it was the guy named Richard. 
He looked at me tentatively before introducing himself.  He looked around, I guess waiting for the
trap, then smiled and asked me if I wanted to go for a ride.  When I asked him about shopping, going to
Hollywood and the hotel, his smile faltered, which made me doubt him even
more.  He led me to a Buick, not a BMW,
explaining that it was in the shop. 
This wasn’t going well.  I made a
hand gesture, which was a signal for Cassie to get ready to ‘rescue’ me, before
I slid into the passenger seat of his car. 
He didn’t even start the engine before he was pawing me.  I hadn’t worn a bra and his rough hand hurt
as he squeezed a breast under my top, telling me how hot I was and what he was
going to do to me.  That was it.  I opened the car door and got out; he tried
to grab my arm but to no avail.  He
hollered at me, calling me names like “slut” and “cocktease” and was getting
out himself until he saw Cassie standing there with her fake ‘badge’ hanging
from her belt.  Not another word was
spoken as he started the car and sped away. 




 



I was shaken up but not too badly.  I told Cassie she was a genius and gave her
a rundown of what happened and we both agreed that Richard had probably
doctored his photo, narrowing it somehow to disguise his girth.  So, he was a jerk—no excitement for today.



 



But, then there was Gerry.



 



He was the other guy who sent me what I asked
for.  His photo didn’t appear edited to
my now-cautious eye.  According to his
driver’s license, Gerry was 35 and lived in Oceanside, which I saw was north of
San Diego when I looked on a map.  He
was just under 6 feet tall and looked athletically lean in the photo, as if he
was a marathon runner or something. 
Kind of cute, I thought, though not hunky handsome, with the thinning,
wispy, light brown hair of someone who’d be prematurely bald.  His cock looked thick with a bulbous head as
it stood out at half-erect attention. 
Not like the porn stars but impressive enough to the point I was
imagining how it would feel going into me. 
Oh yeah, overall I was very wet thinking about a ‘date’ with Gerry.  Chatting, he told me he drove a Lexus GS (I
knew ‘Lexus’ but ‘GS’ didn’t mean shit to me) and yes, he’d let me drive it,
though not on the 405, hee-hee.



 



We set a day and time to meet on the pier, and
Cassie and I got ready.  This time I
wore a pair of new capris and a babydoll top. 
Cassie joked it was the “innocent-sexy” look.  When Gerry approached me at the end of the Redondo pier, he was
tentative but didn’t look as wary as Richard had been.  I gave him points for that.  He was actually cuter in person, with a nice
smile.  Instead of rushing me to his
car, he stayed and talked with me at the pier railing, a few fishermen and sea
birds not seeming to bother him.  He
told me about being divorced and about his job—a civilian engineer working for
the military—and I told him about my father’s job designing satellites.  He said he’d been to L.A. and El Segundo
many times for work but had never been to Redondo Beach.  He knew about me and school from chatting,
so he mostly wanted to know what I did for fun (“besides hot writing,” he joked).



 



“Ever been to Huntington Beach?  I don’t know about these beaches, but
Huntington’s my favorite.”



 



I said, “No, but maybe you can take me sometime.”



 



The invitation must have shocked him back to
realizing where he was and who he was with, for he suddenly looked awkward,
like a boy my age at a school dance rather than a 35-year-old man.  We talked a few minutes more until he said,
“Ready for some sightseeing and shopping?”



 



I wondered if Cassie was freaking out by now since
we hadn’t gone to his car right away. 
When we got there, I whistled and said, “Wow, what a neat car,” while I
made the ‘everything’s okay so far’ signal to my hidden friend and
guardian-for-the-day Cassie.  Gerry’s
car was a beautiful, shiny (hard to keep it like that in this smoggy air, I
thought) ruby-red Lexus that to my unknowledgeable eyes looked fast—and
expensive.  Would he really let me drive
it?



 



He laughed and said, like he read my mind, “It’s
not as expensive a car as you might think, but it IS fast.  I’ve got a couple of speeding tickets to
prove it.”



 



We got in and he started it up.  It even sounded fast.  Before we moved, he looked over at me and
said something like this, though I can’t remember the whole speech verbatim: he
said he felt like the luckiest man in the world to be with me, though he
couldn’t understand how a “beautiful young girl” (his words—I must have
blushed) wanted to meet older men like him. 
He wondered if it was all about money and gifts with me, or some kind of
scam.  He wanted to know “Why?”



 



I felt like I blushed again as I answered him.  “You know ‘cause you’ve read my stories, like
how much I like sex, and…and I kinda like men instead of boys ‘cause they know
how to make me feel good, and like I feel grown up…like a woman when I’m with
them.”  I paused to catch my
breath.  The half-smile on his face was
very sweet; I mean, he wasn’t leering at me like a pervert would have done
after I said that.  “And, I guess it’s
like an adventure, like it’s exciting, and, shit, I don’t know…”



 



He put the car in gear and said, “Well, an
adventure it’ll be!”



 



We drove north through the usual heavy traffic, so
we weren’t going as fast as I think Gerry wanted to drive.  We went to Hollywood and we walked around
and looked at the sidewalk stars like tourists, since I’d never been there
before.  I gawked at the big Hollywood
sign, of course, as if I’d never seen it hundreds of time on TV.  We walked around for a while, as I reminded
myself that sweetly he hadn’t tried to touch me yet.  I hoped I wasn’t getting a false sense of the guy.  We picked up some tacos at a
hole-in-the-wall shop before getting back into his car.  That’s when he gave me my presents.  The gold and emerald necklace I’d already
seen wrapped around his cock in the photo, but it was more beautiful around my
neck.  He gave me a Sidekick and showed
me how to use it.  Wow, phone and camera
with full keyboard for texting—awesome! 
He told me about how he paid for a year’s contract for the service, “So
you have a full year to figure out how to explain it to your folks before you
get a bill.”  He laughed.



 



We drove east and then south.  When there was less traffic he pulled over
and let me drive a few blocks.  I was so
nervous but he said I did okay, though I think he was way more nervous than I
was.  Before we swapped seats again, he
asked me if he could kiss me.  I nodded
my head and leaned toward him.  The kiss
was so tender and sweet, and it lasted a long time.  I didn’t mind at all.  His
tongue lazily played around my mouth as I felt myself get hot.  He had a hand on the side of my face, and I
knew he wanted to touch me lower but he didn’t.  The only thing he caressed was my hair and cheek.  That’s when I knew I was going to love
having sex with Gerry.



 



In a little while we drove past the La Brea tar
pits and he asked if I wanted to stop, but I wasn’t that interested.  He then went to what he said was the edge of
Beverly Hills, where we stopped at a lingerie shop that looked a lot like a
Victoria’s Secret but wasn’t.  He
whispered that I was to call him “Daddy” so we could tease the saleslady, who was
already looking distressed when she saw us walk in like a couple.  I looked at all the sexy stuff and couldn’t
decide.  Gerry asked me if pink really
was my favorite color, and when I said yes, steered me toward a collection of
pink silky nightgowns.  He picked out
one he called a “teddy” and I agreed it was very pretty.  



 



I called him Daddy, and the sales clerk looked like
she was going to die.  When he suggested
a thong, I said, maybe a bit too loudly (on purpose, hee-hee), “Why do I need
one, Daddy, since it will only come right off?”  The clerk looked like she was ready to bolt to a phone and call
the cops, while Gerry looked flushed and had an erection stretching the front
of his pants.  Oh boy, this was fun!



 



Back in his car, he called me “beautiful” again,
and asked me if I was “ready.”



 



I knew what he meant, and I sure was.



 



We drove into downtown L.A. and went to a big
hotel, where a valet took his car and we went inside.  Gerry carried a small bag while I carried my purse and the store
bag with the new nightgown inside.  He
checked in and we went up the elevator to the room.  When he opened the door and I walked inside, I couldn’t help but
mutter another “Wow” as I surveyed the room. 
It was like a suite, with a big king bed and a large Jacuzzi tub right
there in the room.  There was also a
big-screen TV and a plush sofa, and an ice bucket on a table with a big bottle
of champagne chilling in it, along with two stemmed glasses my mom always
called ‘flutes’.



 



“I ordered it when I made the reservation,” he
said, pointing to the champagne.  “Want
some?”  I said yes, and he proceeded to
uncork the bottle and pour us each a glass. 
He grinned and toasted “To my beautiful new friend.”  I thought it was both corny and cute.



 



Sipping our champagne sitting together on the sofa,
he chuckled and said, “Okay, what do you wanna do?”  



 



He was being silly, and I liked that.  Except for the kiss, he still hadn’t touched
me.  I thought that maybe he was just
nervous and didn’t want to go too fast and scare me, though I figured if it was
some other girl instead of me, going slow would only give her more time to get
scared.  I wasn’t that other girl; I
liked going slow.  I put my glass down
on the end table and leaned into him. 
This kiss was even more passionate than the one in the car.  His hand was on my thigh but that was as far
as he went with it.



 



Our lips finally parted and he said, “Why don’t I
fill up the tub.  I brought some candles
in my bag.  We can relax.  You can model the teddy for me before we
soak, okay?”



 



Sounded like the right thing to do, so I finished
the last of my champagne and went into the bathroom to undress.  When all I had on was the pink nightie, I
looked in the mirror and my breath caught in my chest.  The silky nightgown didn’t quite reach my
crotch, and looking at my pussy peeking out underneath I could easily see that
I was already glisteningly wet.  I
looked myself up and down and felt like I wasn’t a girl anymore.



 



When I walked out of the bathroom, Gerry had the
tub water running and he had a bunch of candles burning around the room.  The rest of the lights were all off.  He had stripped off his shirt, shoes and
socks but still had his pants on.  The
look on his face was marvelous as he stared at me.



 



He muttered “Oh God.”  He just stared.



 



“I’m real, Gerry, not a dream,” was what I said,
but where the words came from I’ll never know.



 



He’d poured me another glass of champagne while I
was in the bathroom, and now he handed it to me.  I took a sip as he kept staring. 
I figured the first time we did it he’d probably cum in seconds.  “I guess this was a good choice,” I said,
motioning to what I was wearing.  If I
asked “Do you like it?” his head would have fallen off from nodding so
hard.  I did a slow turn to model it for
him.



 



“Damned if you aren’t the most beautiful thing I’ve
ever seen.”  Doesn’t every girl love to
be called beautiful?  He was staring at
my ass.  His pants were bulging.



 



“Why don’t you take your pants off and come over
here for another kiss,” I said, draining my bubbly with one big gulp.



 



He nearly tripped taking off his pants while
standing up.  His cock was swollen and
leaking precum.  I went to him and
tilted my head back for his kiss.  He
leaned down and took me into his arms. 
The kiss was full of heat.  When
we stopped to catch our breath, I suggested we get into the tub.  I raised my arms and I thought he’d die
slipping the nightgown off over my head. 
He lifted me into his arms and carried me into the tub before lowering
me and turning on the tub’s jets.  We
sat next to each other and enjoyed the hot, churning water.  He was still amazingly hesitant, even with
an erection that was so stiff it must have hurt.  It was up to me. 



 



I said to him in a voice barely above a whisper,
“You know you don’t have to like be careful with me anymore.  We’re here and you can have me, Gerry.  I know you’ll be gentle with me.”



 



“God, I still can’t believe this is happening, it’s
like a dream and I’ll wake up and this will be all gone,” he said before
cupping a breast.  He caressed first one
then the other, tweaking my nipples and surprising me on how tender they
were.  A moan told him of my
approval.  I reached under the water and
held his cock.  It was his turn to moan.



 



We kissed before he whispered in my ear, “Let’s get
out and go on the bed.”



 



We got out of the tub and helped dry each other,
him hard and throbbing, me squishy-wet and damned ready.  As if to prolong the inevitable he poured us
some more champagne.  As I sipped and
moved to sit on the sofa, he went into his bag and took out a condom and a
small bottle of lube.



 



“Can I taste you?” 
He asked.



 



“Of course,” I answered.



 



As I suspected, he was tender yet good.  He muttered a comment about how wet I was
already when he began with his tongue. 
In a minute I was much wetter.



 



“Gerry, oh-oh-oh Gerry, it’s good, you’re good, oh,
oh, oh, Oh!”  This one wouldn’t
wait.  “Oh, I’m cummmmmmming!”  It was so great I think I squirted, so I bet
he knew I wasn’t faking it just for him.”



 



“Holy God, you came so fast!”  He sounded amazed and proud in equal
measure.  “I’ve got to fuck you.”



 



He unrolled the condom onto his leaking cock and
got between my legs.  Half sitting and
half laying on the sofa I spread wider and lifted my knees for him.  I kept looking at his unnaturally big
cock-head, now stretching the end of the condom, and my post-orgasmic breath
caught and my chest tightened.  I knew I
was extra hot because my nipples ached so badly.  The lube was forgotten as he placed his cock at my pussy lips and
parted them with a push.



 



He whispered “…tight…” and got into a fast rhythm
right away.  I hadn’t really come down
from the orally induced orgasm so I was cumming again almost immediately.  I screamed, he pounded.  I knew at some level of consciousness that
he was going to cum.  I wanted to feel
it AND see it.



 



“Gerry, Gerry, please pull out and cum on me.”



 



His eyes closed and groaning, I didn’t think he
heard me, but he pulled out, stripped off the condom and in one motion stroked
his cock and fired.  The first spurt was
so amazing it was like water out of a garden hose, hitting my face and
hair.  The second was thicker somehow
and landed all over my chest.  Two or
three more hit my belly and pubic mound before his orgasm was reduced to a
drizzling trickle.  I loved it, and
rubbed his cum all over my boobs and belly until I was sticky and smelling of
that special musky scent of hot semen.



 



“Oh Candy, that was fantastic!  You’re fantastic!”  He wondered why I wanted him to pull out, with him wearing a
condom and all, so I explained that I’m learning how much I loved to have guys
cum on me.  He thought that was neat.



 



“Next time, I’ll take it in me.”



 



He was so lost in the bliss of cumming he wasn’t
thinking about any next time, but when I said that, I saw the look in his eyes
change and his cock stir.  We
kissed.  He told me again how beautiful
I was and how lucky he felt.  We drank
more champagne.  We went back into the
tub.  I rinsed off the sheen of cum,
before stroking him so he was super-hard again.  I told him I thought he had a neat cock, with its (to me) big
head.  Even after having sex, he blushed
when I told him that.  We were both
ready for round two, so I stood up in the tub, picked up the lube from the
tub’s rim and worked a dollop into my pussy, his face agog as he watched me.



 



“Gotta be more slippery if we’re gonna do it in
here,” I said.  When I turned to sit on
him, he asked about a condom.  “No, I’m
sure you’re clean, and I’m on the pill, you know.” He gasped as I sat down and
wiggled so his cock went into me.



 



When I was all the way down, I kind of sat back and
rocked my butt and leaned back against him. 
He wrapped his arms around me and caressed my breasts while he nibbled
at one ear.  I mean, I’ve been with some
really big men but his cock felt so good in me and I felt really filled by
him.  Oh boy, this was going to be
another great one!  As if reading my
mind, he began to thrust upward at the same time I began bouncing up and down
on him.  Before I knew it I was fucking
him so hard water was splashing everywhere. 
He was squeezing my aching breasts. 
When he pinched one of my swollen nipples, the floodgates were opened
and I squealed in orgasm.  I kept
squealing and bouncing as wave after wave of my climax swept over me just as
the tub water was doing. 



 



He hollered, “God, oh God, I’m cumming!”  He pulled me down hard on his lap and held
me tight.  He didn’t have to announce
his climax since I felt every spasm of his cumming cock inside me.



 



We stayed that way for a short while, letting the
water calm to its normal jetted boil.  I
turned my head and kissed him, long and sensual and warm and hard.  This was perfect.  I was a woman, not a girl. 
I remembered the story I read on ASSTR—“Annie Loses It”—and I identified
with the girl in the story.  That’s how
I felt.  I knew I’d traversed into a
whole new world for me, light years beyond my relationship with Jimmy, and even
beyond being in the porn videos.  What
this adventure with Gerry would mean going forward was anybody’s guess, but I
knew it changed me, like Annie in Stevesaint’s story.



 



Eventually we got out and dried off.  We finished what champagne was left.  I teased him by putting the pink teddy back
on and dancing around the room.  In
turn, he teased me by whipping his cock around until it began to swell once
more.  He made a comment about two times
and still not on the bed, so I jumped onto the bed and bounced up and down on
it.  We both laughed when he jumped onto
the bed too, tackling me and wrestling me down.



 



Before we could think about it, we were fucking
again.  I was kind of pleased with
myself that I could get him hard so many times.  I urged him to take me doggie-style.  His hands gently held my hips while he established a sweet rhythm
that was teasingly too slow for me.



 



“Ah-ah-ah, harder, please, harder…” I groaned.



 



“Candy’s wish is my command,” he said, as he
started fucking me so hard he was lifting my knees from the bed on every
thrust.



 



“Yes, yes,
Aaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
I buried my face in a pillow to stifle this scream since I figured
somebody in another room would certainly think someone was being murdered in
here.  I wasn’t aware he came until he
collapsed onto the bedspread and pulled me down next to him, making a comment
about my creampie.  Of course I didn’t
understand until he pointed out his cum leaking from my pussy.



 



Lying like two spoons in a drawer, we came so close
to falling asleep.  I thought how much
I’d be in trouble if we had fallen asleep and didn’t wake up for hours and I’d
been real late getting home.  Instead,
Gerry got on the phone and ordered a bunch of room service munchies and
cokes.  We pigged out and talked between
mouthfuls.  I shushed him when he kept
thanking me.  He didn’t have to thank
me, I said, he was so sweet and I enjoyed every minute.  Since it was getting late, after we ate we
got dressed.  Gerry told me he was going
to stay the night at the hotel since he had the room booked anyway.  He said he had toiletries and a change of
clothes in his car.  He joked that he
was going to sleep with the pink nightie and smell it and dream of me all
night.  



 



While driving me home, he asked me if we could do
this again.  I explained that I couldn’t
promise anything, wanting him to understand that no matter how much I enjoyed
the day, I was still 14 and he had to take things slow, like I did.  I told him that I’d had a special day and
enjoyed every minute, and mentioned that he still had to take me to Huntington
Beach some day.  He liked that even if
we didn’t set an exact date.  I would
see him again I knew, but what kind of relationship we’d have was still up in
the air.



 



I directed him to drive me to Jimmy’s place in
Torrance instead of my house in Redondo. 
I still felt uncomfortable letting Gerry know exactly where I
lived.  Jimmy would drive me home.  I slipped on the necklace Gerry bought me,
which made him smile a wistful smile. 
Parked by Jimmy’s, we kissed before I got out of the car.  I waved as he drove away.



 



When I turned to walk toward Jimmy’s apartment, I
swear I saw a Corolla just like Cassie’s pull from the curb and drive
away.  What the hell?  Could she? —Could they?  Okay, so maybe it wasn’t her, I thought.  As I got closer I wondered if I could bring
up the subject with Jimmy at all.  I
mean, what could I say about trust and faithfulness when I just had sex all
afternoon with a stranger?



 



A whole new world for me, indeed.



 



 



If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  You’ve read the other parts of my 
story, haven’t you?  This is Part 7.  You can find the rest at the 
Cotton Candy web site or you can click here
 to go directly to the next part.  
Thank you.




Candy
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I awoke on a Sunday from my dream, thinking how much I hated
ones where I’d been falling and falling, with no one to catch me.  Why was I having more of those lately?  



 



I still hadn’t had the courage yet to ask Jimmy about the
day I returned from my date with Gerry to see Cassie’s car pulling away from in
front of Jimmy’s apartment.  Yes, the
more I thought about it the surer I was it had been her car I saw.



 



The day before, I hung out with Jimmy most of the afternoon
and evening.  Since I’ve been getting
mostly A’s in school all year, my parents had been more liberal, letting me
spend good time away from the house with friends and hanging out.  Of course, little did they know who I was
hanging out with.  Since Jimmy loved to
play pool almost as much as he loved to surf, we went to his favorite pool
hall/bar.  Most of the servers knew I
was underage but were all friends with Jimmy so they let me hang out there
while he played, sometimes even letting me have a beer or two.  It was a cool place.  Jimmy was always trying to teach me how to
play but so far I’ve been pretty lousy at it. 
Yes, he tried, bless him, but the result wasn’t any more successful than
teaching me to surf last summer.  I
loved soccer and softball, but proficiency in other sports eluded me.



 



Every once in a while some guy would make a play for me, so
it was cool to see Jimmy get all protective and territorial, chasing the guys
away.  I’d always chuckle inside,
thinking that’s my man!  Jimmy’s
friend Brian, Cassie’s on-again, off-again boyfriend, was still trying to get
into my panties in a bad way.  I kind of
enjoyed the attention of these other guys, since I never considered myself very
pretty, with my too-big nose (to me) and too small boobs (also, to me).  At times like that, I was apt to start
thinking of Alan and Rod, and Gerry, and Ed Ibanez, and bask in the warmth of
knowing how THEY felt about my looks and me.



 



On Sunday afternoon of the next weekend, Jimmy and I went to
the beach.  It was a beautiful sunny
day, unlike the smoggy and overcast days we were having so far this
spring.  We found the “crew” as Jimmy
called them—his circle of friends.  Many
were the same that had gone to Pete’s house and participated in what I now
thought of as the ‘hot tub orgy’. 
Cassie was there with Brian.  She
had on a new bikini, which wasn’t much more than a few strings, and she was
fairly spilling out of it.



 



She called over to me, “Hey kid, haven’t seen you in a
few.”  She walked over and in a whisper
said, “You gonna meet any more guys from the ‘net?”



 



Jimmy heard her, and I knew it would piss him off, but his
face didn’t betray anything.  Maybe it
was how he was looking at Cassie, or perhaps that was just what my overactive
imagination saw.



 



Brian walked over and gave Jimmy one of those
buddy-fist-bumps I thought were silly. 
Before I could stop him he grabbed my ass.  “Ooooh, firm as always,” he chimed.  Jimmy gave him a dirty look and Brian backed away with his hands
in the air like he was surrendering.



 



Cassie gave Jimmy’s ass a pinch and said, “This one’s pretty
tight too,” and stuck her tongue out at Brian. 
He didn’t seem to mind, but I sure did. 
Cassie chuckled a little when I got closer to Jimmy and put my arm
around his waist.



 



She said to me, “Ok, ok, I’m sorry,” as she too put her
hands up as Brian had.



 



We hung out on the beach for a while, talking with our
friends.  As it got late, Jimmy and I
took off.  He had to get me home since
the next day was a school day and I had to finish some homework.  On the way, I decided it was time to ask the
inevitable question.



 



“Sweetheart (yes, I called him that), you had sex with
Cassie, didn’t you?” 



 



“That’s stupid. 
Where did you get that idea,” He replied, but then he looked at me and
he knew that I knew.  “How did you…?”



 



I told him about seeing her car and figuring out the
rest.  He pulled the Xterra over to the
side of PCH [that’s the Pacific Coast Highway for you non-Californians, though
around here it’s just a city street and not some big highway] and after a huge
sigh told me about his seduction, his temptation, his weakness.  As he told me though, I heard another
motive—retribution—one that bothered me much more than the others.  I won’t bore you with all the details of
what he said, since they’re probably pretty common I’m finding out as I
experienced more of life.  Basically,
how could he avoid temptation when I was fucking other men?  Cassie had come on to him and he succumbed;
end of story as far as Jimmy was concerned. 
From what he told me Cassie had gone to his apartment to tell him I
seemed to be ok with Gerry.  She told
him she was surprised he didn’t already know of my adventurous tryst.  The rest was predictable.  Even with the best of intentions Cassie
couldn’t pass up a good fuck.  I
practically invited her, since I was always saying how good a lover Jimmy
was.  Well, I suppose I couldn’t be mad
at Cassie, and under the circumstances I couldn’t be mad at Jimmy either.  I had no claim on him.  I was still in middle school, for God’s sake!



 



He got back on the road and we went to his apartment
instead.  No sooner were we in the door
we started getting out of our clothes. 
He took me right on the living room floor.  Though I’m always a fast cummer, this one took some time,
probably with all the emotions swirling through my mind.  Didn’t matter, Jimmy sensed it and kept a
nice rhythm going until I arched my back and screamed.  He kept thrusting until he wrung every last
spasm from me, then pulled out and unloaded over my belly and breasts.  I ALWAYS love to have hot, gooey cum
to play with.



 



Jimmy went to get a towel. 
“Don’t want cum stains on my carpet.” 
I cleaned up while Jimmy lay next to me on the floor and sulked.  “I fuckin’ don’t know what to do,” he said
suddenly.  “Any time I’m with you I’m
one step away from a prison cell, and I can’t help myself.  Shit, if you felt the same way I do maybe
you’d be only with me and then when you’re older…”



 



I interrupted him, “Oh Jimmy, sweetheart, I do care for
you.  I’m just, I don’t know, like
learning…”



 



His turn to interrupt, “Yeah, I know, you’re ‘so young and
innocent and learning’ all about sex and you’re ‘too young to know what love
is’ blah-dee-blah-blah.  That sure
doesn’t stop you from making porn and acting like a whore with all those pedos
you chat with.”



 



“Oh yeah, they’re ‘pedos’ huh, if they are then what
does that make you?”  I saw the
hurt on his face and knew immediately it was the worst thing to say.  He turned away, and I started to cry.



 



We got dressed and he took me home, all in silence.



 



I got home later than I
wanted so I had to stay up late to do my homework.  That night in bed I fell asleep crying.  I looked like shit the next morning in the mirror while getting
ready for school.  I guess I didn’t
sleep that well.  The whole school day
was equally shitty.  I thought I loved
Jimmy but maybe it wasn’t going to work anyway.  I turned out to be a wreck all week long.  



 



Come the next weekend, and not hearing from Jimmy, I gave
Cassie a call and asked if she wanted to hang out.  She was the only one who could actually pick me up at my house in
a car and not get me grounded.  My
parents were gaga over her, which I thought was very funny.  Here was this blond nymphomaniac, who
wouldn’t think twice about taking on five guys at once, who was over three years
older than me, and who went to high school and DROVE, and my mother
thought she was a “perfect” friend for me. 
Holy shit!   My dad was more
typical, practically salivating when he talked to her.  Let me tell you something: my mom may be
older now, but I bet she’s still hot in the sex department.  I’m not naïve to think my folks don’t still
fuck, and I always imagined my petite mom was the ‘on-top’ type, at least I
pictured her that way ever since I had sex myself and learned about different
positions.  My father’s not a big man
but he was still fit, so I could easily imagine him fucking my mom with fast
thrusts of his hips.  (OK, I admit
it—the thought did turn me on—Daddy’s Girl for sure!).  Oh yeah, back to Cassie; whenever she would
stop by my house and talked to my dad, the same night I’d hear my parents
pounding away down the hall, their headboard slamming wall and my mom screaming
even though I knew she was trying not to make that much noise (my innocent
ears, hee-hee.)  Cassie had that effect.



 



When Cassie came to pick me up, she charmed my mom and dad
as usual, and I thought, how can I be mad at her for doing Jimmy?  She doesn’t do anything to be mean or
cruel.  She is who she is.  No sooner were we in her car, she told me
how horny she was.



 



Her sexual aura even affected me.  “Do you want me, or are you talking guys?”  I asked.



 



She looked over at me and ran her tongue around her
lips.  I wasn’t sure if it was done on
purpose or not.  “You HAD to say
that, Candy-girl, didn’t you?”  She took
a deep breath, and then said, “I didn’t think of you, you have to believe me,
but damn, your tongue would do the trick. 
Holy fuck, I think I just squirted into my panties!”



 



The thought of having her lying next to me, her aura
enveloping me, her touching me and me touching her in return, and I practically
squirted into my panties too.  I
croaked, “Ok, is your mom home?”



 



“She’ll be going out later. 
Let’s go hang out at the mall or someplace, and if this…ah…heat…still
has us, we’ll go take care of it, ok?”



 



It still had us.



 



After we walked around the Del Amo for a while—all nervous
pent-up sexual energy (it’s a wonder boys didn’t follow us around the mall
because of our scent)—we went to Cassie’s apartment.  Her mom was gone, so we went to Cassie’s room, stripped and went
at it like two animals.  We were
brutal.  I bit her clit and she yelped
and thrashed and clamped her thighs around my head.  She sucked on one of my nipples so hard I knew it would be purple
the next day.  We didn’t simply lick
each other—we devoured.  We kept cumming
one orgasm after another and completely lost track of time.  Thank God her mom didn’t come home.



 



We showered together, each of us with one more fingered
orgasm.  What an afternoon!



 



Mellow from the sex, we went out to her car but instead of
going anywhere we sat and talked.  She
freely admitted fucking Jimmy.  She told
me she was sorry; she figured I was off doing other guys so Jimmy was fair
game.  Nothing personal.  I told her I wasn’t angry with her, though
Jimmy was special to me and it did bother me a bit; a nagging bother I couldn’t
quite define.



 



“You’re so much like me, and you don’t realize it,” she
said, and then giggled.  “That’s why I
like you so much even if you are a whole lot smarter than me, you silly chick.”



 



“What’s that mean…like you?”



 



“You know, sex drives you.  I’m like a 24/7 slut. 
Every person I meet I wonder if they’re a good fuck.  I bet you’re the same.  You don’t hesitate to make it with anyone if
they attract you.  You’re fourteen for
Christ’s sake, and already you’re a fucking machine.  You take on these older men like a fourth-grader takes to
recess.  My clit hurts like hell but all
I want to do right now is go back to my room and have you suck on it some
more.”  



 



She took a deep breath, adding, “See what I mean?  You’re like me!”



 



She was right.  I
understood but didn’t want to face reality. 
Was I really becoming a slave to my clit, a slave to my vagina?  Falling down a rabbit hole of sexual need
that would bury me?  I shuddered at the
thought, though I was thinking about her glorious pussy and fabulous tits at
the same time.  Guilty as charged.



 



No, we didn’t go back to her bedroom.  Instead we went to the pier and hung out,
talking about some of my Internet ‘admirers’ and wondering what they’d be like.  We watched the fishermen, and talked about
her desire to explore making porn movies, speculating if I would get a call
from Ed Ibanez or one of his cohorts.  I
talked some more about the actors and their big cocks and how great it had
felt, and she got hot and horny again, like she couldn’t help herself.  She was turning out to be a most improbable
friend.



 



I did better in school that week than I did the week
before.  I got some ‘confirming’ photos
from a guy named Larry I’d been chatting with, so I began planning another
liaison.  He was from Simi Valley, which
I thought was kind of far away until I Googled it.  He said he would reserve a room at a hotel closer to LA, and “show
me a good time.”  The jewelry he had
dangling from his cock in one of the photos was exquisitely beautiful.  He wasn’t bad looking either for a guy in
his 40’s.  He sent me a picture of his
car—it had a turbo.  I wonder what it
would be like to drive one of those?  I
started making a list of places he could take me for that “good time.”



 



The school year was winding down.  I thought of the beach, summer babysitting jobs, Jimmy, and Mr.
Ibanez.  What would this summer be like
as I readied to enter high school?  At
least my parents stopped talking about sending me to a private school.  I was going to RUHS and that would be neat,
though not as neat as if I lived in Torrance and went to the same school as
Cassie.  I wondered if not hearing from
Jimmy meant we were through.  It hurt,
but I maybe knew deep down that any plans for us as a couple were only dreams;
I mean, I still had high school and college ahead and I wasn’t going to throw
that away.



 



Larry was probably watching too many of those “trap a
predator” TV shows as he kept stalling and stalling for a ‘date’ with me.  Not much I could do about that.



 



One school day I called Cassie on my (secret) Sidekick phone
(the one from Gerry I can’t let my parents know I have – hee-hee) to see if she
would be home after school.  I told her
that maybe I would be over, with my mom driving me there.  She said she thought she’d be home and that
if I wanted to come over and hang out it would be ok.  She figured we could plan for Larry whenever he came around, or
maybe do some web surfing looking for cool sex stories to get hot over.  I finished our phone conversation by saying
it wasn’t a sure thing I’d be over. 
“Whatever, I’ll be home,” was her reply.



 



My mom had no problem driving me to Cassie’s, a weirdness I
still can’t get over.  I assured my mom
I wouldn’t be out too late and that Cassie would drive me home.  A kiss on the cheek and I was out of the car
and up the stairs to Cassie’s door.



 



I knocked and rang the bell but nobody answered.  She said she’d be home, so what was going
on?  After several more minutes of
knocking and ringing, I tried her on my phone. 
Her phone was off as I went right to voice mail.  I kind of chewed her out on my message for
leaving me hanging like that.



 



Dejectedly, I stood on the street corner and pondered
whether to call my mother for a ride home. 
I thought Jimmy’s place isn’t that far away from here.  Maybe I could walk over and see him.  Try to patch things up.  Maybe have him take me to the pool hall for
game or two.   If Jimmy wasn’t home,
then I would call my mom.



 



When I finally got there, I knocked on his door.  No answer, but I did hear sounds from inside
like the TV was on.  Maybe he couldn’t
hear the door, I thought.  He’d given me
a key so I figured I’d let myself in. 
Maybe I could catch him in the shower and I could join him—that would be
a great way to make up!  I unlocked his
door and entered the apartment.  



 



The sounds I heard weren’t coming from the TV; they were
coming from the bedroom.



 



I tiptoed closer, my brain still not registering the
sounds.  Maybe I simply refused to
acknowledge what they were.  When I got
to the open doorway, I saw Jimmy between Cassie’s legs and his ass swinging
like a pendulum in a short arc.  They
weren’t alone, as Brian was lying next to Cassie and tweaking her nipples and
playing with her bouncing breasts.  In
and out, in and out, Jimmy like the piston I knew he was, Cassie moaning,
cheering him on.  



 



“Yes…yes…yes…harder…yes…yes…YES…arghhhhhh,”
she cried, urging…urging.



 



And I stood in the doorway and watched.



 



And put my hand in my pants and started my own
tweaking.  The whole scene was wrong,
but there I was fingering myself instead of breaking it up.  Maybe I WAS worse than Cassie in the
sexual hunger category.



 



Cassie was growing louder when suddenly Brian spotted
me.  He muttered something like “Oh
shit.”  The other two went on fucking,
not hearing him, or paying attention as he jumped off the bed and hustled out
to me, his semi-erect cock bouncing.  
He grabbed my arm and pulled me away from the bedroom door.  Crap, I thought, I didn’t get to
cum like Cassie would.



 



“What are you doing here?” 
Brian asked.  I could see he was
already into his macho posturing even before he said, “No matter, Candy sweet,
now that you’re here maybe we could go join the love birds in there and get it
on.  What do you say?”  He put one arm around me while the other
went to my groin, his cockhead pressing into my side.



 



I pushed him away. 
“This is all so stupid.”  I
fought back tears.  “Why do you ALWAYS
have to be such an asshole anyway, huh Brian?”



 



He scoffed at me for crying.  “C’mon, I heard all about what you’ve done, these men you met
on-line and the porno.  What’s so
different about us having a little fun in there?”  He laughed and grabbed for my ass but I pulled away from
him.  “A foursome would be nice,
wouldn’t it?  It’s not like you haven’t
made it with BOTH of them already,” he said, pointing at the bedroom
door.  “Maybe it’s my turn to get a
little of that tight little booty.”



 



I said, “See, you’re such an ass.”  I paused as we heard Cassie’s orgasmic cries and Jimmy’s moaning as
he came.  “If you had half a brain you’d
realize that with them going at it in there I might have been willing to let
you, but you’re always playing the macho jerk-off, and I can’t stand it.”



 



He stared at me, and surprised the shit out of me by actually
looking like he was sorry.



 



We overheard Cassie say, “I bet I can get that thing hard
again, what do you say?”  This was
followed by slurping-like sounds—I bet I knew where Jimmy’s cock was right
then.



 



Brian glanced at the bedroom doorway, and then turned back
to me, saying, “Yeah, I know how I am sometimes.  I bet it’s not easy listening to…them…is it?”



 



“I guess there’s not much I can do about it.”  I chuckled, and added, “…and I guess you
didn’t see what I was doing by the door, did you?”  His expression told me he hadn’t seen my hand in my panties
though he was figuring out what I meant. 




 



I said, “I mean, Cassie’s like horny 24/7.  How can you stay her boyfriend when she’s
always doing it with other people?”



 



“Hey, who knows? 
Maybe I want to just be around her, like pick up the crumbs or
something…”



 



“Crumbs?”



 



“Yeah, like I get to have a piece of her every once in a
while, and I don’t mean sex, just to have her pay attention to me, you know.”



 



“Is that all you want?”



 



He looked sad when he answered, “What I thought I wanted was
to have a girl look at me like you look at Jimmy.”  He sighed.  “Maybe that’s
fantasy too.”



 



Maybe he was right. 
Fantasy—all of it.  Storybook
bullshit.  I actually told Jimmy I loved
him.  Bullshit coming from the mouth of a
dumb kid, a kid falling…falling…falling. 
The bedroom got louder.  They
were fucking again, and I stupidly wondered in what position.



 



What the hell, “I’m sorry for taking you away
from…that.  Willy looks like he lost his
best friend,” I said with a giggle, gesturing to his now-wilted cock.



 



Brian shook his head and said, “Now on top of everything
else you’re gonna start teasing me?”



 



“Who’s teasing?”  I
got closer to him and brushed my hand lightly against his cock.  I never saw a man get hard and spring up so
fast!



 



He moaned and muttered, “Oh Candy…”



 



“See how things go when you don’t act like an asshole?”  I smiled as I ran two fingers up the shaft
of his rigid erection.



 



He kissed me.  No, he
wasn’t the greatest kisser in the world, but when you want to be fucked,
well…  I throatily whispered, “Do you
want me to take my clothes off or do you want to do the honors?”  He wanted.



 



Brian was so horny he was practically panting as he began
removing my clothes.  He was actually
tender for a change, slipping my top over my head and then helping me out of my
denim skirt.  When he unclipped my bra,
he let it fall and began to kiss and nibble on my nipples.  He whispered that he liked “puffies,” though
I barely heard him over the cries emanating from Jimmy’s room.  Cassie must have been riding him cowgirl,
for she was yipping and groaning on each creak of the bedsprings.  Brian slipped my panties down my legs as if
he was Indiana Jones uncovering a treasured object.  Another moan escaped his lips. 
He stood up and kissed me again.



 



When we stopped kissing, he said, “Oh Candy, you’re so
hot.  I can’t believe you’re letting
me…you’re going to…” He couldn’t bring himself to say the magic words.



 



As he guided my naked body to the sofa, I wondered for the
umpteenth time about this young-girl attraction that had all these guys
breathless over me.  No matter what I
think, I still see a skinny, awkward 14-year old with hardly any chest looking
back at me in the mirror.  Hot?  Hardly. 
Maybe someday I’ll understand it, but for now I’ll hang on for the wild
ride.  Sex is sex, right?  With me on my back with legs spread, Brian
spent many minutes worshipping my pussy. 
He licked and touched and kissed and even stared when for a brief moment
I felt nothing.  He told me how pretty
my pussy was.  I figure that meant he
was ready to penetrate my ‘prettiness’. 
He was.  He fucked me like a
madman.  I knew he’d cum much too
quickly but that was ok.  My mind
wandered to what I imagined Cassie and Jimmy were doing in the other room.  I pictured how each of them looked and
sounded when they climaxed.  When Brian
flung his head back and filled me, I was cumming too.



 



I must have squealed as I usually do, for Brian stopped and
stared in amazement.  My hips were still
bucking, squeezing as much out of the orgasm as I could.  I had tunnel vision, only seeing Brian’s
astonished and physically spent face. 
When my vision cleared and expanded I saw two more astonished faces
looking at me.



 



“Oh my God, Candy. 
How did you…?  What…?”  Cassie sputtered.



 



“Candy, sweetheart, I can explain…” Jimmy mumbled, like he
was my husband caught cheating or something.



 



For some crazy reason none of us could ever explain we all
started laughing, four naked, sweaty, post-coital friends.  The Brian persona that was new to me
explained, as far as he was concerned, we all got something we were looking
for, and laughing about it was a whole lot better than the alternative, which
was jealousy and bitterness.  Where was
‘this’ Brian before?



 



Cassie sat next to me on the sofa and hugged me, saying she
hoped I wasn’t mad at her, especially after we already talked about Jimmy.  Jimmy asked me if I was mad at him.  



 



I said, “No, but only if you still teach me how to play
pool.”  That earned a grin from Jimmy
and a guffaw from the other two.



 



Cassie turned to Jimmy and said, “You know, Jimbo, she’s
doing a creampie all over your couch,” before returning her gaze to my crotch.



 



Jimmy rolled his eyes and said, “I guess I can’t take her
anywhere.”  We all laughed again as
Brian (whose ‘cream’ I was leaking, after all) got a few sheets of paper towel
to clean up the ‘spill’.  Brian looked
into my eyes and smiled before slowly wiping the paper towel between my thighs
and over my pussy.  He silently mouthed Thank
you and you’re beautiful so only I could see.



 



“I bet neither of you two bozos REALLY know how hot
this girl can be.  She’s like a
firecracker with a short fuse,” Cassie proclaimed while beginning to play with
my breasts.  “You wanna see something
awesome?”  She leaned over and kissed
me, one hand still tweaking a nipple.



 



I wish I could describe in detail what happened next (that’s
why you read these, correct?) but I can’t. 
From the moment Cassie started finger-fucking me I was lost.  I was getting close to orgasm when I realized
that I was entwined with not one, but three other naked bodies.  I came, and I screamed, and I kept
cumming.  One of the guys came in my
vagina while another gave me a facial. 
No sooner did I feel the hot semen on my face then a wet pussy squashed
into my mouth.  Cassie rode my lips and
tongue to an orgasm all her own.



 



 We sort of collapsed
to the carpet in a sweating and dripping heap. 
What little conversation took place was about the four of us going
forward.  When I told them I was done
with this kind of scene, Cassie said I couldn’t do it, while the guys laughed
and said “Yeah, right!”



 



I said that we could all be friends—in fact I WANTED
to stay friends with them—but the sexual roller coaster I was on had to
stop.  “I wanna be a regular kid.  I wanna be a regular high school girl, and
not a slut.”



 



Jimmy said, “C’mon, you’re not a slut just because
you…er…like sex.”



 



I told them I felt like a slut.  No amount of debate was going to change that.  “I’m going back to being that ‘regular’
kid.”



 



Eventually Cassie drove me home.  She kept kidding me about giving up sex.  She said I couldn’t do it.  “You’re too much like me,” she said once
more.



 



We would see.



 



The last few weeks of school breezed by.  I did well on final exams so I knew my
grades would all be great.  Possibly
straight A’s, now wouldn’t that be neat. 
I spoke with Jimmy on the cell phone, and he said that soon he’d be
calling me for a date.  “Still gotta get
you up on a surfboard.”



 



I began making plans for the summer.  My mom helped me get a couple of steady
babysitting jobs that would keep me busy, at least when I wasn’t hanging out at
the beach in my pink bikini.  My parents
thought the babysitting would be a good life lesson about working and making
money.  How were they to know I had nearly
six figures in a bank account from ‘working’? 
More than anything, I wanted summer to be my back-to-being-a-kid
days.  



 



Then, two phone calls.



 



First one from Gerry: How would I like to go to Huntington
Beach with him in a couple of weeks? 
Maybe go to San Diego and visit the zoo?  He had a hotel room booked.



 



Second call came to my home: My mom answered and said the
call was for me, a teacher?  I took the
phone from her with much curiosity.  A
man’s voice was on the line.



 



“Hi, my favorite Candy in the whole world.  You know who this is?”  It was Ed Ibanez.  He told me to just say yes a few times to what he had to say.  I said “Yes.”  He explained he told my mom he was an assistant teacher at my
school reminding me about a book I’d left in a classroom.  “Call me on your cell phone first chance you
get.  I’ve got a proposition for
you.”  He recited the number a couple of
times so I could remember it.  I said
“Yes” again.



 



I wasn’t sure how well my mom bought the ‘lost book’ story,
but she didn’t question me further.



 



When I was free to call, I punched in the number he gave
me.  He answered after four rings.  He asked me how I was doing and told me a
little about Suzie’s school year before getting down to business.  He wanted me to make another video.  He had a place rented in the desert.  “Almost to Barstow,” he said.  He told me dates and suggested some ideas on
how I could get away from home for a few days to shoot.  The suggestions didn’t sound like they would
work with my folks, however I had an idea.



 



“I have a friend named Cassie who wants to make movies
too.  She’s blond and very pretty, and
she likes sex a lot.”



 



“I don’t know, Candy. 
Too many people, you know.  Might
not be smart.”



 



“Ok, but she could also be my excuse to get away.  My parents like her and if we made up a
story, like went camping or something with some other kids maybe they’d let
me.”



 



“I’ll think about it. 
I take it you’re saying yes.  You
know, Alan’s been asking about you. 
Jake too.”



 



I tried not to let my eagerness show in my voice.  “Alan’s gonna be in it?”



 



“Of course, why do you think I brought him up?”  I knew he was smiling, ever the salesman.



 



“Why don’t you give your friend—Cassie? —this number and
have her call me.  Maybe I’ll have you
take some candid pictures of her to e-mail me, so I can see what she’s
got.  Sound ok?  I’m not promising anything, mind you, but I
do want you, my sweet Cotton Candy.



 



He told me a few things about the movie.  Outdoor shooting—sex in the dessert—along
with a loose plot of drugs and double-crossing.  He told me what I’d be earning. 
I though college is paid for, easy.  Would I do it?  Falling
deeper into this ‘secret’ life of mine? 
What about ‘back-to-being-a-kid’ days?



 



Falling, falling, like in my dream.



 



 



 



If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  You’ve read the other parts of my 
story, haven’t you?  This is Part 8.  You can find the rest at the 
Cotton Candy web site or you can click here
 to go directly to the next part.  
Thank you.


Candy
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I’d finished my middle school life and now I was off to
Redondo Union in September.  In the
meantime, as promised, my mom set me up with some babysitting jobs so I could
“save money for school” and “learn responsibility.”  What I made babysitting was a pittance compared to what was in my
special bank account but I could never let my mother and father know that.  In late June and past the 4th
holiday I spent a lot of time at the beach hanging out with friends.  



 



Jimmy and I were still cool, but nothing like before.  No sex, in fact I hadn’t been with anyone in
a while.  Some of my Internet ‘friends’
were still working at hooking up but so far none had fulfilled my ‘rules’ for
meeting.  Gerry and I were still planning
on hooking up and going to Huntington Beach later in the summer.  He backed away from his late June ‘date’ and
I think he’s still nervous about being with me, probably worrying about traps
even after doing it with me and having probably the best day of his adult life
(the girl humbly declared, hee-hee).



 



Cassie had called Mr. Ibanez and sent him some pictures, and
he agreed to have her act in his video. 
She was thrilled.  I mean the
girl was a time bomb of horny hormones. 
I pictured her cumming as soon as one of the porn actors just touched
her.  I hadn’t hung with her the past
few weeks but I figured she was fucking any guy that looked at her.  Brian’s cock was probably sore by now (and
maybe Jimmy’s too, though I didn’t want to think about that).  My pussy was itching too, but for now was
well rested.



 



I called Mr. Ibanez and we planned all my stories to get
away for a week to make videos.  I’d
never been to summer camp or anything like that so I was both nervous and
gripped with anticipation about being away from home for a whole week.  Memories of Alan and the other guys added to
my anticipation.  I called Cassie and we
put our story together.  I won’t go into
details, but when Cassie visited my house and explained our “camping trip” my
mom and dad bought it all.  Ed Ibanez
had set up a cell phone number that we would give my parents and Cassie’s mom
for a contact, that way if they called someone at the ranch (that’s what Ed
called it when we first spoke) would answer discreetly and not give anything away.



 



My mom recited her “be careful” speech, you know, the one
about not being lured into drugs and sex and being good, etc.  I assured her I wouldn’t touch drugs
ever.  I never explicitly said anything
about sex.



 



On the day we were to leave, Cassie pulled up in her old
Corolla and we loaded my stuff.  I waved
to my mom as we drove away.  We went to
Cassie’s apartment where we parked behind her building and transferred our things
to Jake’s big SUV.  I introduced Cassie
to Jake and explained who he was.



 



“He’s the real boss, don’t let anyone else kid you,” I
said.  “The director tells you to spread
wider or suck deeper and you better do it.” 
Jake and I laughed.  It took a
few seconds for Cassie to get it and laugh with us.



 



Jake kissed me on the cheek, and said, “A good one!  I’ll have to remember that,” and then in a
fake voice, shouted, “Suck deeper, NOW!” 
He and I laughed again, Cassie staring at us like we were nuts.  “My, oh my, Candy. You sure you’re not a
25-year-old hiding in a 14-year-old body?”



 



“Just your basic teenager.”



 



“Nothing basic about you, Candy girl.  Nothing basic at all.”



 



We settled in for the ride, me in the front passenger seat
and Cassie in back, as Jake drove and answered our questions (mostly Cassie’s)
about how the video shoot would go.  He
told us that actually there would be two videos made during the week, one
“legitimate” as he called it, and one black market.  Of course I knew which one I’d be in.  Cassie had been instructed to bring along her birth certificate
as proof of age now that she was eighteen. 
She was as excited as she always was when sex was the subject.  She quizzed Jake on how many scenes she
would be in and how many guys she would fuck with.  



 



Jake laughed and warned her not to get too giddy about the
sex.  “Just ask Miss Cleopatra here,” he
said, pointing to me. “It’s not all fun and games, screwing on demand in front
of a gang of people and the cameras.”



 



Cassie scoffed at his comment.  “I’ll be fine.  I’m sure
I’ll love it…all those hunks with great cocks.”



 



Jake glanced quickly from the road ahead to look at me.  “What do you think, Lin?  I bet she’ll freeze up and we’ll have to pry
the first guy’s dick out of her.”



 



We both laughed again at Cassie’s expense.  She sort of pouted a little and said that
she’d show us.  We rode a while in
silence and I thought about Jake calling me by my name and not my
nickname.  It made me feel like I really
was part of a whole new family.  I
couldn’t wait to see Alan and Ed.  I
also thought about Glory but doubted she’d be there.



 



After the street we were on became the 91, I didn’t really
pay attention to the roads we took.  As
we left the cities behind and switched to I-15, I saw signs for Las Vegas and
Barstow.  Jake told us the house was
close to Barstow.  I’d never been out
this way except for when my parents and I took the vacation trip earlier this
year to Utah’s national parks.  As we
got closer to Barstow, Jake got off the interstate and we drove down a series
of rural roads until we were driving on rutted dirt.  I grew a little worried, thinking that nothing nice could be out
here in the middle of nowhere.  I was
wrong.



 



We came upon a big, ranch-style house, shaped like a big
L.  When we pulled into the circular
gravel driveway, there were already several big SUVs and a couple of expensive
looking sports cars in the yard ahead of us. 
While we climbed from Jake’s SUV, Alan and another guy came out to greet
us.



 



Alan said hi to Jake and then walked up to me and picked me
up into his arms.  “I wondered if I’d
ever see you again, my Candy girl.”  He
gave me a loud kiss.  I can’t explain
how his greeting made me feel, but it sure was special.  He lowered me to my feet and I introduced
him to Cassie, who was standing there gawking at the hunky porn actor.  “So, this is your friend who wants to be in
the movies,” he said.  “Well, you’ve
come to right place to learn.  Nice to
meet you Cassie.”  They shook hands.  I thought Cassie was disappointed she didn’t
get a kiss like the one I got, hee-hee.



 



The other guy was a muscled Hispanic named Santiago who was
also one of the actors.  The two men
helped us drag our stuff into the house. 
Jake sheepishly told Cassie and I that we really didn’t have our own
bedroom, though our things would go into one room, we could sleep anywhere we
wanted.  I wasn’t sure if I liked that
idea but imagining sleeping with Alan smoothed over any misgivings I might have
had.



 



Cassie whispered to me, “You think I’ll get to pick who I
sleep with?”



 



I whispered back, “Don’t worry about that now, it’s more important
to think about who you’ll be with on camera.”



 



Jake, Alan and Santiago walked us out back where there was a
big pool, with a whole bunch of people lounging around.  Some of the men were nude, while most of the
women were at least topless.  They introduced
us.  The group of cast and crew (it was
easy to differentiate between the two, hee-hee) gathered around us in greeting,
some shaking hands, some hugging and kissing us on the cheek.  I knew a few of them but many were
strangers.  I could tell Cassie was
warmed up already as she inspected the dangling salamis on display around us.



 



Jake said to us, “Why don’t you two get comfortable?  Ed will be here shortly and we’ll have a
planning meeting to talk about the scripts and schedule.



 



“Meeting?” Cassie said. 
“Don’t you already have a script or something that tells us what were
doing?”



 



“Yeah, we have outlines, but Ed wants everyone to know who’s
doing a scene with whom so they can kinda get to know each other…ahem…before we
video them.”



 



I said to Cassie, “If you have a scene with Santiago for
example, you can maybe fuck him first to see how it is, right Jake?”



 



He laughed.  “That’s
not exactly what I meant, but I think that would work.”  He laughed again, shaking his head, “You
amaze me, Candy, you really do.”



 



The fact he didn’t use my real name like before told me that
we were back to business.  Cassie and I
changed into our bikini bottoms and went to join the rest at the pool.  I thought it would have been hotter out
there, but maybe because it was late in the day or something it wasn’t that
bad.



 



I sat next to Alan at the pool’s edge, our feet in the
water.  I told him about my school year
and how things were going in general.  I
talked about Cassie and how I knew her; Alan not looking surprised at all when
I told him we’d had sex.  He talked
about two movies he’d made over the winter and how they had just come out in
DVD and were selling well.  He told me
about hearing from Glory, and that she was out of the business and living
somewhere around Albuquerque.  I didn’t
say anything to him about how much I missed her.



 



Alan ran his fingers through my hair. “You haven’t cut it
since last year; I love it long like this. 
I have to tell you, Candy,” he said, his head down, not looking at me,
“I’ve been thinking about you a lot since we made the video last summer.  I’ve even questioned whether I’m a pedophile
for wanting to be with you again.  I’m
so glad you’re here.”



 



God, he was so sweet! 
I leaned against him and said, “I’ve been thinking a lot about you,
too.  You made me feel so good, so
welcome last summer; I loved it so much. 
And never mind the pedo crap.  I
may be fourteen but I don’t feel like a kid.” 
I leaned up and kissed him on the cheek.  “So, that means I can sleep with you tonight?”



 



He blushed!  When he
finally looked at me he said, “If you want to.”



 



“Yes I want to, silly.” 



 



He pushed me into the pool and followed me in.  He swam to me, and before I could scold him
he kissed me.  God, I couldn’t wait to
sleep with him!  I noticed a few of the
people at poolside were gesturing and talking—about us I presumed.  Let them talk.  We climbed from the pool and Alan pointed out the pool shower at
the corner of the patio.



 



“Since I went ahead and messed up that beautiful hair of
yours why don’t I wash it for you?”



 



He casually slipped off his shorts, oblivious as a porn
actor would be to onlookers, and scooted me to the shower.  Under the tepid water, he picked up a bottle
of shampoo there and began to lather my hair. 
His hands were gentle.  His cock
was hard.  I was hot.  He came up with a bottle of conditioner and
did that too, rinsed me while occasionally touching and caressing other parts
of me.



 



“Let’s go join the others,” he said.  I see Raul’s here and ready to give his
usual coach’s pep talk.”  Raul was one
of Ed’s porn names.



 



We walked over and sat next to each other on a big towel
spread out on the patio.  I heard bits
and pieces of what others were still saying about Alan and me, mostly about
me.  Cassie was in another world,
surrounded by some of the guys who seemed to want to get a piece of the porn
“virgin.”  She looked like she was
enjoying all the attention, as I had last summer.  Ed Ibanez was dressed all in white, linen pants that looked like
pajamas, topped by a silk shirt.  He
asked for everyone’s attention.



 



“I thank you all for being here on time.  We’ve got a very busy schedule this
week.  No time for screwing off, only
for screwing.”  Everyone laughed at
that.  “We’re gonna be doing several
scenes outside in the desert, so pay particular attention to the makeup folks
and what they tell you about sunscreen. 
I want the movies to burn, not you all.”  More laughter.  “Remember,
everyone, Jake’s the man.  He’s in
charge and what he says, goes.”



 



Mr. Ibanez then surprised me by walking up behind me and
asking me to stand.  Putting a hand on
each shoulder, he said, “Not everyone has met Candy, though you all were
briefed on her situation so you all know her age, and the risks that poses for
all of us.  No one will bother us out
here, but still, discretion is a must.” 
He gave me a kiss on the cheek. 
“This girl is very special to me, and I know how the people here who
worked with her last summer think of her. 
The movie we make this week will really be two movies, one with Candy
and one without.  Your contracts all
stipulate how that’ll work as far as differentiating between the two.  I expect each and every one of you to treat
this girl with the utmost respect she deserves.  You’ll love her, just as I do.” 
I got another kiss, and I was sure I was blushing a deep red, and my
naked nipples tingling, stiff with gooseflesh.



 



Ed introduced a few other people, including Cassie, who were
new to this crew.  Just then a big truck
pulled in out front.  Ed joked about
good timing, identifying the truck as belonging to a caterer who was going to
set up a barbeque for us.  “Clothes,
folks,” he announced, reminding us to get dressed before eating.  “We don’t want to give the folks in Barstow
something to talk about, do we?”



 



The barbeque was a nice treat.  We all got sticky from eating the great ribs and stuff.  Cassie was so hyper about the whole thing.



 



“Wow, this is so fantastic,” she gushed to me.  “Did you see the dick on that Santiago guy,
and all those muscles?  And I can see
why you’re always talking about Alan, what a stud!”



 



I joked with her, “Alan’s mine…you can take anyone else you
want.”  We laughed.  I reminded her that to these people it was a
business, and she had to understand that when the cameras were turned on.  She said she understood.



 



After the food truck was gone.  Somebody yelled we should clean off all the barbeque sauce and
grease by jumping into the pool. 
Clothed or not, everyone did. 
I’d stripped naked before jumping in.



 



Alan swam after me, saying, “Does that mean I’ll have to
wash your hair all over again?”



 



“No, but I’m gonna make you brush it for hours tonight
before bed.”



 



“That’s a deal, sweet Candy.”



 



Everyone was goofing around.  A couple of the men, one being Santiago, were swimming around
Cassie teasing her.  I heard them saying
they were going to be her first on-camera fucks.  Whether that was true or not, I could tell Cassie was getting
completely horny from their banter. 
Before I knew it, three guys had joined Alan around me and began teasing
me too.  They got close as if they were
all hugging me, each one touching a different place.  I was feeling almost as good as the day I played Cleopatra.



 



“You’re pretty hot for your age,” one said.



 



“I bet your pussy’s as tasty as your name,” said another.



 



“I’m gonna be one of your partners, and I can’t wait to try
out that tight pussy of yours.  Maybe
get some of that little ass too,” the third man said, “by the way, my name is
Alex, and I hope you know we’re all kidding you…well, maybe partly kidding.”



 



All four guys laughed at my expense but they all welcomed me
to the shoot, Alex saying, “You took that well.  I believe Raul was right when he said you were special.  Pretty, and grown up too.”



 



Alan jumped in, “yeah, I worked with this little girl last
summer, and let me tell you she’s a pro all the way, great actress too I might
add.”



 



Wow, I treaded water in the pool, loving all the praise and
attention from these men.  Alex said I
was pretty, and I was learning more about how Alan thought of me too.  I didn’t think of myself as pretty, and here
I was, some beautiful women surrounding me with perfect boobs and asses and
everything.  It was funny how
comfortable I was being completely naked in front of all these people.  I felt so special, and so grown up.



 



As we all got out of the pool, I heard some snickers, and
looked over to see Santiago doing Cassie at one corner of the pool.  Her head was back, her arms on the pools
edge as he fucked her hard.  She was
moaning loudly, pretty soon crying she was cumming.  Santiago hollering like he was Tarzan, probably because he was
cumming too.  I became aware there was
more light at that corner of the pool, and looked to see Jake and Reggie
filming Cassie and Santiago going at it. 
I figured Cassie had made her first sex scene and she hadn’t even known
it, hee-hee.  When Reggie shut down his
camera everyone cheered.  Cassie looked
surprised (to go along with the post-coital glow) while Santiago took an exaggerated
bow in the pool.



 



A lady called Vixen had walked up behind me, and said, “Your
friend’s not a ‘virgin’ anymore. Ibanez likes to do that—get the new girl to
fuck without knowing a cam’s rolling. 
I’m sure he put Santiago up to it, though your friend looks like a hot
little number…like you.”  She’d pressed
her substantial boobs against me.  They
were hard so I figured she had implants. 
“Would you sleep with me tonight?” 
I told her I’d already committed to Alan, to which she replied, “then
how about tomorrow night?”



 



I told her, “We’ll see.” 
No promises, thinking about Glory and how she had made love to me last
summer.



 



Mr. Ibanez approached me and scooped me up into his arms
before kissing one of my nipples.  It
tickled!  He laughed, and said, “I had
to do that, I just had to, my sweetheart.” 
He put me down on my feet again and led me to a far corner of the
patio.  “We’re going out in the desert
early tomorrow to beat the heat.  We
need to film a few non-sex scenes to set the plot for the drug dealer thing.”



 



He pulled some sheets of paper from the pocket of his board
shorts, explaining that these were my act and lines.  For a man old enough to be my father, he was handsome with
beautiful hazel eyes, along with thick curly dark hair on his chest as well as
his head.   He was lean, with a flat
stomach—and of course I knew what was IN those shorts—twelve inches of
the biggest cock I could ever imagine.  



 



He explained I was going to be the daughter of a drug lord
who was kidnapped by a rival gang.  The
filming tomorrow would be a ‘drug deal’ gone wrong, with a bunch of fake guns
and guys shooting each other.  My
‘kidnapping’ would also be filmed so I had to remember the few lines I would
have.



 



“Am I gonna do it with my father?  Is that the plot?”  I
asked.



 



“No darling.  See
that man over there?”  He pointed out a
pudgy, hairy guy with a very thick cock. 
“That’s your ‘father’.  You want
to do a sex scene with my poor man’s Ron Jeremy?”



 



I didn’t know who this Jeremy was, but I certainly wouldn’t
want to do it with the guy if I didn’t have to.  I looked back at Mr. Ibanez, “If not with him, then who will I be
with? Alan? Santiago? Alex?”



 



He smiled wickedly, “Yes, you’ll have scenes with Alan and
Alex.  Santiago’s character belongs to
the other gang so he won’t do you. 
You’ll also have a scene with another man…” that uncharacteristic smile
became a mischievous grin, “—me!”



 



Oh my God!  I was
finally going to make it with him!  I
remembered the time at his house when we almost did but were interrupted by his
daughter Suzie.  “Really?” was all I
could say.  My mind tried to wrap around
that image, wondering if my little pussy could wrap around it with less
difficulty.



 



“Really,” he answered. 
“You sure you can do this?”



 



“Y…Y…Yes, I think so.”



 



He leaned down and kissed me, then said, “I know you can,
Candy.  There’s no one like you.”



 



By bedtime, I was so frantically hot and horny, juices were
trickling down my thigh when Alan kissed me in ‘his’ bedroom.  I’d told him I was now on the pill, and that
made him happy.



 



Alan made love to me! 
I knew he did it with some of the hottest women in the business so all
he really had to do was fuck me to satisfy me. 
Instead, he kissed me all over, taking time to run his tongue in unusual
places like between my toes and behind my knees.  I begged him.  I grabbed
for his splendid cock, but he smiled and forced me to lie on my stomach.  He massaged me all over, sensuously stroking
my thighs and my ass cheeks the most, until I was whimpering like a baby.



 



“Please…please!  Oh
Alan, please do it, now!”



 



“You sure you’re ready?” he said, but I knew he was kidding.  He straddled my ass; his cock tantalizingly
nestled in my butt crack.  I tried to
reach behind me to put him in, but he swatted my hand away.  He slid his cock-head down, down past my
anus to my wet pussy lips.  When I felt
it I strained to raise my ass to him, and begged him some more.  He teased his cock around my opening before
slowly wiggling it into me.  He didn’t
just thrust it in, instead making a circular motion with his hips so it went
around and around as it went in deeper. 
The men I’ve done it with, beginning with Jimmy, have all said that I’m
a fast cummer, meaning I guess I don’t take as long as other girls to
orgasm.  This time was no
different—within seconds I popped, squealing so loud I knew the whole house
would hear me.



 



“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!”



 



Alan knew I liked the feel of hot cum on me so even while I
was still crying from my everlasting orgasm, he pulled out, turned me over, and
squirted all over me.  I could never
help myself, like always I rubbed his hot semen all over my boobs and
tummy.  It was so warm.  I loved that feeling.  He cuddled me in bed after I wiped up the
cum.  We spooned, him behind me.  I imagined someday lying in this position
with soft whispers of “I love you” in my ear. 
Hell, I shouldn’t fantasize like that with Alan or anybody now.  I heard someone scream in another room close
by.  I recognized Cassie’s voice, but
then who else would be crying out in climax in this house full of porn
professionals except for Cassie or me?



 



It was an amazing experience sleeping with a man.  I was thankful he didn’t snore, and wondered
if I did.  I awoke sometime during the
night with my hand on Alan’s cock and it was hard.  I woke him up and tried to have him fuck me again, but he begged
off, saying he had to save himself for the day’s upcoming sex scenes.  Strangely I was jealous that it wouldn’t be
with me.  Stop it, I thought to
myself.  I was so horny, I begged
him.  Instead he went down on my pussy,
and wham!  I came so quickly and easily
on his tongue.  The rest of my night was
peaceful paradise lying next to the warm body of a man I was stupidly falling
in love with.



 



After breakfast early in the morning I got into an SUV along
with Mr. Ibanez, Jake and two other guys. 
A caravan of jeeps and big SUVs drove down roads no more than ruts out
into the desert.  Cassie was in a jeep
with Santiago and two actresses.  It
seemed funny to me calling it the desert, since in my mind a desert was either
endless sand dunes or a bunch of cacti. 
The place we went to was a whole bunch of nothing; some straggly bushes,
sand and rocks.



 



Good idea Ed had about doing this early.  I figured it would be real hot out here very
soon.  They set up and choreographed a
big shootout after they acted out the supposed drug deal.  My role as the ‘daughter’ was to be in an
SUV and watch the whole thing unfold, and be “horrified” (Jake’s word).  They had me in obscenely short cut-off
jeans, and braless in a white t-shirt so thin it was like gauze.  I had a few lines in a scene with my
‘father’ that would end up before the shootout in the finished movie (Jake had
told me that everything else they filmed after the shootout scene today would
happen before it in the finished product).



 



They worked to cool off the long hood of one of the bigger
SUVs.  They filmed two couples in a
foursome on that vehicle.  Vixen was one
of the women.  I got tingly, my nipples
stiff, watching her solid tits jiggle as she was riding her partner in reverse
cowgirl.  What would it be like to touch
those, I wondered?  Would I sleep with
her tonight?  Who would Alan sleep
with?



 



Cassie and I walked out of microphone range and talked about
everything so far.  She would have her
turn next, she told me.  She was nervous
but excitedly horny too.  She was so
obvious, hee-hee.



 



“This is so cool!” she cooed.  “I can’t believe this whole set up.  These people are all so sexy, and Santiago!”  She didn’t finish, but I got the drift—she
slept with Santiago last night.



 



When they were done videoing the foursome, Jake called for
Cassie and another guy whose name I didn’t know.  Reggie walked around with a big camera that was over his
shoulder, tied with a harness of sorts. 
There was a big thing, like an outrigger on a canoe, attached to the
camera.  Jake explained that it acted
like a stabilizer to minimize wobbling when the cameraman moved.  I still thought it was neat how much I was
learning.  



 



Cassie was playing the girlfriend of one of the ‘drug
smugglers’ and had to pretend she was high as one of the other gang members
fucked her.  After that scene in the
movie, the ‘boyfriend’ would kill his rival for doing it with her.  Cassie was good, but she kept looking at the
camera too much and Jake had to holler at her a few times.  She pouted, and that only made things worse
with Jake.  Her scene took a long time
to video, but in the end I think it’ll look sexy.



 



We were done out there, which was a good thing—it was
getting too hot.  Back at the ranch,
they filmed a few scenes out front where some of the drug gang members ogled me
and touched me, until the actor playing my father shooed them away, telling
them “If any of you touch my daughter I’ll kill you.”  So cool! 



 



My work was done for the day, but other sex scenes were
being filmed around the house and out by the pool and I hung out and
watched.  I took my ‘outfit’ off (saving
it for tomorrow’s shoot with Alex), and decided I liked walking around naked,
catching all the actors looking at me. 
The attention had my nipples stiff and achy all day.



 



Mr. Ibanez sat and watched one of the poolside scenes with
me.  He’d surprised me a little earlier
by diving into the pool naked, and now here he was sitting beside me with his
fabulous cock enticingly draped over a thigh.



 



He said, “I know I’ve said this to you before, but you’re a
natural actress, and I don’t mean in sex scenes.”



 



I know I blushed, my skin suddenly turning hot.  Looking down at his cock, I thought my
skin isn’t the only thing hot.  I
didn’t know what to say.



 



“Yeah,” he continued, “you should try out for the high
school drama club or whatever they call it nowadays.  You’ll be the lead in all the plays in no time at all.”



 



I thought about writing all the time, but acting?  “Maybe I will.”   What a lame answer, but when THAT cock is so close to you
it is hard to think straight.



 



He explained tomorrow’s schedule.  I was doing a ‘rape’ scene with Alex, then after that my ‘father’
would catch him and Alex would be ‘killed’ as an example to the rest of the
gang.  As we watched two actresses doing
a 69 scene across the patio, Ed asked me what I thought of the people I’d
met.  I said that everyone was nice, but
I missed Glory. 



 



“I miss Melinda too. 
She’s a special woman.  I heard
she’s doing okay since she got out.”  We
sat in silence for a while before he said, “I like your friend Cassie.  She’s a hot shit.”



 



“I think she’ll want to be a porn actress full time.  I mean, like she’s not gonna go to college
or anything.”



 



“If that’s what she wants, I’ll make sure she meets all the
right people.”  I flinched a little when
he suddenly put his arm around my shoulder, saying, “You know, you’re
the one I wish I could entice into the business when you’re old enough.  I’m serious when I say I’ve never met anyone
like you.”   



 



He pulled me to him and I saw his cock twitch, immediately
thinking of Suzie the day last summer I saw him fucking her.  It was amazing to me how the idea of making
it with him both revolted and exhilarated me, and it had absolutely nothing to
do with his size.  He asked me who I was
sleeping with.  I told him about
sleeping with Alan and how Vixen had asked about sleeping with her later that
night.  He made an “Hmmm” sound but that
was it for commentary.



 



I hung out with Cassie during and after dinner.  During that time I called home to assure my
parents I was having fun and being good. 
Cassie talked to them too, working her ‘magic’ as only she could.  After, Cassie admitted she was sore, but
otherwise she seemed to like doing porn. 
Several of the guys wanted us both to sleep with them, but we begged
off.  I told Cassie about Vixen’s offer,
and when I pointed out to her which woman she was, she perked up and said we
should both sleep with her.  “A
threesome with her would be cool, don’t you think?  Look at those tits!”  So
that’s what we did—we slept with Vixen in one of the bedrooms that had a king
bed. 



 



Cassie and I spent a long time playing with those tits of
hers.  We asked lots of questions about
implants.  She immediately figured I was
interested (since mine were small) but I told her I wasn’t, it was simply
curiosity.  Cassie’s didn’t need them,
but she was intrigued by the solidity, the firmness of Vixen’s.  All our questions didn’t get in the way of
playing with them though, hee-hee. 
Vixen was an incredible pussy licker; her tongue got Cassie off like a
firecracker with a short fuse.  Vixen
turned to me, and was ecstatic when my lightning quick orgasm squirted all over
her tongue and chin.  I thought my
patented squeal scared her for a second, getting Cassie to laugh.  “She’s always loud like that,” Cassie told
her.



 



While we were eating Vixen’s shaved-smooth pussy, Cassie’s
tongue and mine were so close to each other that before we knew it we were
kissing each other.  Vixen sputtered,
“Hey you two, that’s not fair, you’re supposed to be doing ME.”



 



Cassie and I were so connected, I guess, that we
instinctively went from kissing to making love.  We were in a different world, and Vixen just let us go at it,
resigning herself to be a spectator.  I
don’t remember how many times Cassie had me screaming and cumming but I knew
she came several times.  I also don’t
remember falling asleep, until I awoke in the morning tangled up with Vixen and
Cassie in the big bed.  My pussy was
still soaked, as were the sheets.


 



I ate breakfast with Alan, wearing my ‘costume’ of the
flimsy tee and the short-shorts.  The
way he asked me about what I did the day before solidified the realization I
had that he was falling in love with me. 
He was acting like Jimmy did around me. 
It wasn’t just sex or movies anymore. 
I was as flabbergasted as I could be at how these grown men felt about
me.  Maybe it was a ‘daughter’ thing—I
didn’t know.  Alan, along with everybody
else, moved off to do his or her thing. 




 



Alex and I didn’t have anything to do until it was our turn
to do our scene, so we sat and watched some other scenes being filmed,
including one with a lady named Missy, who I told Alex I thought was the most
beautiful woman there.



 



“She is gorgeous, that’s for sure, but she knows it too and
that makes it difficult to like her,” Alex said.  “Besides, she always goes crazy when they want her to do an anal
scene.”



 



“I’ve never done anal,” I admitted to him.  “I bet it would hurt a lot. Why would a
woman want that?”



 



He thought for a second, and said, “Girls have said it feels
good…different somehow…but I suppose you have to be lubed up good, and you
can’t be uptight.”



 



“Uptight,” I echoed. 
“I’m not uptight, but I bet I’d be TIGHT back there.  No way I’d be able to take one of you
guys.  I don’t even want to think about
it.”



 



“Someday, Candy, someday,” he said, then laughed.  “Are you ready for today, and me?”



 



“Of course I am.”  I
nestled against him, to let him know I trusted him.  “I know how to act…like it’s a rape…so if I seem to be hurt you
know I’m only acting.  You don’t have to
worry about me.”



 



“How old are you again?” 
He laughed.  One of the crew
walked by and called him Fabio and chuckled. 
I didn’t get it.  Alex must look
like somebody else since I knew that wasn’t his real name either.



 



We filmed our scene in the living room of the ranch
house.  He ‘caught’ me alone and tried
to get me to go on the sofa with him.  I
told him no, warning him my ‘father’ would be home soon.  He grabbed me and ripped off my shirt before
pulling off my shorts as I yelled for help. 
That was one take.  As Reggie and
crew rearranged cameras for the next part, I rubbed some lube into my pussy so
when Alex ‘raped’ me it wouldn’t hurt. 
One of the ladies in the crew was playing with Alex’s cock to keep him
hard, though I believe he was hard enough already as he watched me lubing
up.  When Jake said to go, Alex pushed
me onto the sofa and put it in me and fucked me very hard.  I made all the requisite yells and screams,
like “It hurts, stop it, oh it hurts.” 
When I knew they were focusing on a close-up, I winked at Alex to let
him know I was okay.  He winked back.  Next, Alex lifted me from the sofa and
tossed me on my stomach, draped over the sofa’s arm.  He did me from behind, pounding violently into me.  I was feeling thankful for the lube, otherwise
his manic thrusting would have hurt for real.



 



The scenes with Alex were surreal in a way.  It was one time where I indeed had to act,
since I certainly wasn’t supposed to like it. 
So when I came the first time I had to fake I wasn’t having an
orgasm.  Almost made me laugh.  The second wave of my climax was even more
difficult to suppress.  By the time he
pulled out for the money shot all over my backside, I was really acting,
trying like hell not to squeal my delight.



 



Jake was ecstatic about how it came out.  As the director, he would look over all the
video later in preparation for editing, but we all knew that he knew we did
great.  After I got cleaned off, I felt
proud as many of the crew hugged me and applauded.  



 



Alex was happy too. 
He took me aside and told me “Candy, you were fantastic!  I’m kinda new to this business but I’ve
worked with some pros who couldn’t pull off what you just did.”  He then said softly, a little more than a
whisper, “You came more than once, didn’t you?”  I nodded, and he whispered, “Sweet Jesus, you are some hot girl,
I’ll tell you.”  He gave me a kiss while
squeezing one of my breasts.  “Who
knows, someday we might work together again.”



 



I wasn’t planning on it being a career, but it was a
gratifying comment anyway.



 



It was time for them to film Alex being ‘caught’ and
‘killed’ by my ‘father’ so I stuck around to be in the scene for a minute
(acting all painful and humiliated from being ‘raped’) before getting dressed
and going to look for Cassie.  She was
by the pool talking with a bunch of the actors.  When I walked over, I thought she looked a little jealous because
most of them turned their attention to me. 
I still can’t believe this shit—Cassie’s so pretty but they were
interested in me.  Alan and Santiago
were there.



 



Alan asked me “Why don’t you put on your bikini and join us
for a swim.  After, we’re all going
four-wheeling.  Exploring the desert a
little around here—wanna come?”



 



I said I did and went to change.  After being naked around here for a couple of days it seemed
funny to actually have my bikini on.  We
swam for a while, as a couple of the guys propositioned Cassie and me to sleep
with them.  We mulled the offers, making
no commitment.  When Cassie and I were
alone at one end of the pool, she gushed about seeing Ed Ibanez’s cock.



 



“You told me how huge he was, but like, I never really
believed you.  I saw it!  The fucking guy’s cock IS a foot
long!”  She grabbed both my arms, and
said, “You’re gonna make it with him, dammit! 
I can’t fuckin’ believe it.”



 



“Yeah, and I think he wants me to sleep with him tonight,
sorta get used to him or something.”



 



“Christ, he’ll split you in half!  You sure…?”



 



“Don’t worry about me. 
I mean, you never saw me in the “Cleopatra” movie.”



 



“I know, THREE men at once.  You’re fuckin’ amazing, you know that?”



 



“Cut it out, I’m no such thing.”



 



All the guys who swam around us, and began playing with us,
‘saved’ me from her persistence.  I was
okay with their obvious teasing but Cassie was getting horny—to her the teasing
was foreplay.  Santiago and a guy named
Karl soon had Cassie’s bottoms off and took turns fucking her right there in
the pool.  The rest of us were the
cheering section.  Water splashed and
Cassie keened.  I heard the telltale
change in the volume of her wailing so I knew she was cumming.  Santiago had already cum and now Karl did
too.  Another guy who I thought was crew
got behind her and began fucking her too. 
It didn’t matter to Cassie—she just kept cumming and cumming.  As other guys swam up to her I got a little
fearful for her.  I knew it was
difficult to stay lubricated underwater. 
This was turning into a gangbang and I knew it must be like some sort of
initiation for the ‘new girl’, but I also knew she’d pay for it later, both
physically and psychologically.  I was
thankful in a way it didn’t happen to me.



 



After a while the action slowed down and everyone got out of
the pool.  Cassie was like in a trance
and didn’t speak to me at all as she went into the house.  



 



Ed joined us out by the pool and walked right to me.  “Candy, darling, you going with us?”



 



“Going?”



 



“Didn’t Alan ask you about trucking out into the desert?”



 



“Oh yeah, I’ll go.”



 



“Great!  I may have
Reggie bring a camera along, in case we find a good spot to do some
shooting.  You up for a scene if we do,
maybe with Alan?”



 



He didn’t have to wait for my answer to that question.  He knew how I felt about Alan.  A whole bunch of us piled into some jeeps
and SUVs with big tires and headed out to explore the desert.  Cassie was not with us.  I was still a little worried about her.  We ended up stopping by some big rocks.  When I looked around I saw nothing but ugly
brush and sand in every direction.  Some
of the people decided to climb the rocks (no big deal to me—they weren’t that
big).  



 



Mr. Ibanez put his arm around me and said, “You know, this
looks like a great place to shoot my scene with you.  You feel okay about doing it out here?”



 



“Yeah, maybe it would be neat to do it outside.  You’re supposed to be the rival drug lord so
maybe this would be even better for the movie than at the house.”



 



“Candy, you’re too smart for me.  I know someday you’ll dominate this business if you ever decided
to make a go at it.”  When he talks like
that it gets me all tingly inside, I admit it. 
I got even tinglier when he asked me his next question.  “Will you sleep with me tonight?”



 



“Y…Y…Yes.”



 



“I know my size scares you a bit.  You’re a small girl and all. 
I figure you can play with the big guy…get used to it… get used to
me…before tomorrow.”  He then did the
unexpected.  He lifted me into his arms
and kissed me.  A passionate kiss.  Those hazel eyes.  My bikini bottoms were instantly wet.  The front of his shorts bulged obscenely; if I hadn’t known what
he had in there, I’d be wondering now for sure.  



 



We didn’t film anything there, mostly because it was way too
hot, and soon got back in the vehicles and we drove crazily all over the place
(probably something that was ecologically illegal).  Boys will be boys!



 



All during dinner, people talked about some of the scenes
still to be videoed.  Cassie was quiet,
and I speculated she might be questioning the whole porn thing.  She looked to me like she was second
guessing herself.  I left her alone but
vowed to keep an eye on her.  I ate with
Alan, and he talked my ear off throughout dinner.  It was easy for me to fantasize a life with him, much more so
than with Jimmy.  Shit—in love with a
porn actor?  I overheard a couple of the
women talking about Ed and me and our scene set for tomorrow.  I rather enjoyed being the subject of that
gossip.



 



The pool was where we had an after-dinner party.  Either nude or topless, plenty of flesh was
touched.  Plenty of alcohol was consumed
as well.  I tried a few different
cocktails, and by the time Mr. Ibanez and I went to bed I was pretty smashed.
Of course I was touched a lot in and around the pool, so lying next to Ed had
me extremely horny too.



 



True to his word, he didn’t force himself on me.  I tried to suck his cock but had too
difficult a time getting enough of it into my mouth.  I guessed Suzie’s mouth was bigger than mine.  He said something about “finally eating
Candy” and began to taste me.  His
tongue and lips had me squealing in no time. 
After I’d relaxed from the orgasm I played with his cock again, absently
stroking his full length until he was very hard.  I asked him what he wanted me to do.



 



“No, don’t make me cum. 
I’d rather save up a big load for our love scene in the morning.”



 



Wow!  I thought about
having him spray a big load all over me and I think I had another, smaller
orgasm.  Okay, maybe it was his finger in
my pussy.



 



My sleep was restless, probably because I was thinking about
what today would hold.  Ed even made a
comment about me looking tired, and he had me drink a boatload of orange juice
at breakfast for energy.  A whole bunch
of us, including Cassie and a couple of the actresses climbed into some SUVs
and went out to locate the same spot with the rocks we’d found yesterday.  As the crew set up lighting reflectors and
cameras, a make-up lady got me ready for the scene.  Ed barked out some orders, which was really Jake’s job, but he
was probably just as nervous as I was, I mean, since he was going to be having
sex with an underage girl on camera. 
Everything was ready when Jake gave the signal.



 



“Hey, Maria, you know you belong to me now,” Ed’s character
said.  They put some stuff by my eyes
and it made me tear up so I looked like I was crying.



 



“You killed my father,” was my first line.



 



“Not me, little one, not me, but ah yes, he is dead.”  I fell toward him and cried as he put his
arms around me and hugged me.  Seemed
silly but that was the script.



 



“You are so beautiful, so much like your mother.”



 



I looked up into his eyes and said, “You knew my
mother?”  According to the script she
was supposed to be dead.



 



“Yes, she was my lover and first wife before your father
stole her away from me.  And now I have
you to take her place.”



 



“Take her place?” was my question.  His answer was to slip my tank top over my head and kneel down
and begin kissing my exposed nipples. 
When I first read this part of the script I figured it was somebody’s
idea for some suggestion of incest, like he might be my real father or
something, but we ended up not going there. 
Anyway, would some Russian guy even understand while he jerked off to
the underground video?



 



Jake yelled to stop the scene, and crewmembers spread out an
old-looking blanket on the ground near a big rock as make-up girls did their
thing on Ed and me, mostly powdering us to keep us dry in the quickly warming
morning air.  It tickled getting my tits
powdered.  When we were ready, Ed picked
me up and carried me to the blanket and slipped off my shorts and panties
before he stood and pulled off his clothes. 
When I saw his big cock spring from his pants I gasped loudly as I was
supposed to.  Jake hollered “Great” and
we got ready for the big scene.



 



This time the make-up lady spent more time lubing my
pussy.  She apologized for what she had
to do, but she explained they used a special lube that wouldn’t show up on camera.  I was cool with that.  She was professional about it, yet I could
see she was nervous like everyone else about touching someone my age.  



 



Our first go round would have me on my back with my legs in
the air and Ed lying on his side next to me and entering me that way.  That way the close-up camera could get a
good shot of him going into my pussy while I whimpered.  He said lines like “You’re so tight” and
“relax, Maria” while I first whined for him to stop before crying out to keep
going.  (I know—a lot of this stuff
seemed corny to me, but what did I really know what turns people on watching
porn?)



 



He did me for a while like that, only going in maybe a third
of his length.  Even at that, I was
stretched to the limit, a little pain mixed in with the pleasure.  I didn’t cum but I did make enough noise to
satisfy Jake.



 



While we got ready for the next act, which would be doggie
style, I breathed deeply trying to relax. 
Jake and the make-up gal knew how crazy-nervous I was so they spent some
time talking to me, encouraging me.  I
looked over at Ed getting ready and he winked at me.  He was very hard, and I thought Oh God, I can’t.  But of course I would.  When ready, Ed got behind me while I was on
all fours and everything began.  He
pushed me down so my head was on the blanket and my ass was up in the air.  He made me spread my legs wider, whispering
for the microphones, “I can’t believe this…you’re so tight…I’m gonna split you
wide open…get ready, my little conquest.” 
Silly, but I knew it would sound hot.



 



He entered me, with his legs planted between mine.  This time he thrust deeper and my gasp was
not faked.  I cried, with some of the
tears for real.  This was unlike
anything I’d experienced so far sexually, yet I knew I was going to cum
anyway.  His thrusts were going so deep
I felt him hit my inner barrier—my womb? 
He held an ass cheek in each of his big hands with his thumbs hooked
into my crack, opening me wider.  They
had a close up camera aimed at my face with another getting a close-up of my deeply
penetrated little pussy.  I didn’t need
to do much acting.  I think every time
he went in all the way my eyes rolled up into my bobbing head, and I made loud
“Ugh—Ugh—Ugh” sounds.  Jake would love
it, I was sure.  True to my nature I
started convulsing from head to toe as I came. 
I squealed as Ed kept thrusting, getting close.



 



For the money shot, Ed pulled out slowly with his hand
gripping the huge shaft.  He slid his
wet length up my ass crack and started shooting rope after rope.  I felt every warm splash and drop from my
neck to the small of my back.  It was so
damned hot I think I came again, the camera at my face capturing every
expression of my bliss.  



 



[Jake showed me the footage later.  When I saw Ed’s fantastic cock slowly slide so far out of me, all
wet and glistening, and then his first sprays of cum shooting in a high arc
raining on me, I had a small orgasm just sitting there!]



 



Everyone rushed to congratulate me while I put on a smock
someone handed me to cover up with.  I
was sore but otherwise fine, enjoying the comments and the praise.  Ed gave me a big hug and a kiss, telling me
how fantastic I was, and wishing I were eighteen so that what we just did could
go out mainstream.  



 



I overheard one of the cameramen tell Jake, “Christ, did you
see that tiny ass of hers up in the air, that little pussy taking all of him? I
couldn’t believe it; that’s gonna be some scene!”



 



Cassie congratulated me too, though she seemed a little
reserved.  She was more interested in
how I could’ve taken that much of Ed’s cock without hurting.  I told her I was sore.  When she asked me if I thought Ed would
sleep with her, I responded that she should ask him and not me.  Since this was to be our last night here, I
had my sights set on spending another night with Alan.  Unlike previous dinners and evenings, this
one was muted and somber since it was basically the last night for everyone
except Jake and his assistant who would begin the rough editing and organizing
of all the captured footage.  Jake
kidded that he’d miss all the beautiful bodies but he’d welcome the quiet so he
could work and “not feel the need to jerk off all the time.”  He is such a cool, funny guy.



 



Alan and I spent a lot of time together during the evening,
sitting by the pool and talking.  The
last year had certainly opened my eyes to more than sex.  Talking with Alan, mostly naked and dangling
our feet in the pool, I knew there was love between us.  This love wasn’t something that could
possibly go anywhere but that didn’t change how I was becoming infatuated with
him and him with me.  Jimmy had been my
first and I loved him in my own way, but this blossoming thing with Alan was
way beyond that.



 



When we went to bed, our lovemaking was nothing like I had
experienced so far.  I had so many orgasms
I lost count.  He was tender, and as a
porn star, surely skilled at what he did. 
I did my best to pleasure him. 
He held back his orgasm to the point that when he finally came it was a
fountain.  His cum was as warm as his
smile when he pulled out and sprayed all over me, as he knew I loved it.  We fell asleep wet, squishy and sweaty and
didn’t give a shit either way.  In the
morning we made love again, this time with me on top.  I went wild and fucked him hard. 
I rode him until I was screaming so much I was sure I woke anyone who
wasn’t still sleeping.  Before we got
out of bed, he asked if I would always remember him, professing his love for me
while wishing our situations were different. 
We cried.  We kissed.  I promised nothing, but wondered how we both
would feel in four years.  If I was old
enough, I think I would have run away with him.



 



At breakfast, Cassie looked happy but she sure was walking
funny.  Ed Ibanez must have fucked her
hard.  I almost wish I’d been able to
watch them.



 



Saying goodbye to Alan wasn’t easy.  Cassie and I would ride home with Santiago,
who lived in Long Beach.  Cassie was
proud of her big, official paycheck from Mr. Ibanez’s company.  I got several checks from Ed, personal ones
drawn from a special account like last summer. 
I knew they wouldn’t bounce.  Now
I could afford college regardless of how much the cost went up in four
years.  Tearful farewells later, we
headed off.  Along the way Cassie and
Santiago talked about her new career. 
Santiago seemed to like her.  I hoped
they’d get the chance to work together again. 
I was left out of the conversation so I spent the time reflecting on
things, like my upcoming high school life—and Alan.  I realized what a broken heart felt like.



 



After Santiago dropped us off at Cassie’s and she took me
home.  We didn’t talk much though she
thanked me for getting her into the business. 
With a strange realization, I knew our friendship—unusual as it was—wouldn’t
be the same again.  I thought, she’s
jealous of me and can’t get over it.  I wouldn’t hold it against her. 
Mom and dad were curious of my ‘camping’ trip, but Cassie’s charm (as
usual) deflected any suspicions they may have had.  I was home.



 



The next day I took a walk to the Redondo Beach pier.  I had a lot of things to think about and
that was a great place to do it.  At the
end of the pier but away from the fishermen, I pondered what high school would
be like for me.  Could I be a ‘normal’
teenaged girl?  Could I actually fall
for a boy?  Would I keep writing?  What would I become?  I mean, I wasn’t much like other girls my
age.  I had posters of Jennie Finch, Cat
Osterman and Hope Solo on my bedroom walls, not the Jonas Brothers or Miley
Cyrus (God forbid!) like I knew other girls to have.  [A funny story:  when my
dad first heard of Hannah Montana, he wanted to know if she was Joe Montana’s
daughter—mom and I laughed heartily on that one, hee-hee!]  I daydreamed of what a life with Alan would
be like.  I cried.  I felt alone.  Why?



 



My thoughts were back at wondering what being a ‘normal’
teenager would be like when my cell phone rang.



 



“Hi there, Candy, it’s Gerry.  You still want to go to Huntington Beach with me?”



 



Well, maybe one more older man before I start high school
and try to be that ‘normal’ teen.


 



 



If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  You’ve read the other parts of my 
story, haven’t you?  This is Part 9.  You can find the rest at the 
Cotton Candy web site or you can click here
 to go directly to the next part.  
Thank you.


Candy
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I enjoyed my first year in high school more than I thought I
would.  I guess I can get pretty nervous about things in general even though I
should realize that school has always come rather easily to me.  


 


The first few months of the ninth grade weren’t an
exception.  My dad took me to a couple of RUHS football games during the fall,
but we lost both of them badly so it wasn’t much fun.  Dad wanted me to
“immerse in the high school experience” though I didn’t see what watching a so-so
football team had to do with it.  I preferred softball and volleyball, sports I
liked playing, not football.  Maybe things will be different in a couple of
years when I’m in the same classes with hunky football players!


 


One night before bed, all I could think about was sex.  I
hadn’t been with anybody in more than two months, since I made the video in the
desert near Barstow.  When I went to Huntington Beach with Gerry at the end of
August, to his disappointment we didn’t have sex.  I had some residual soreness
from doing it with Mr. Ibanez and others in making the movie, besides I’d been
thinking too much about Alan and maybe Jimmy too.  I really didn’t feel like
doing it with anyone else, even a nice guy like Gerry.  He sure was disappointed,
but at least he didn’t show he was angry with me.  


 


I don’t know how normal it is for girls my age, but I don’t
masturbate often.  That night lying in bed I was so horny, I had to.  I
had an image, a flash of memory, of Alan on top of me and making love to me. 
While that reminiscence played in my imagination, I slid off my pajama pants
and my panties and began playing with my clitoris.  My finger worked urgently,
as urgent as Alan’s cock in my daydream, and in less than a minute I was
cumming.  I just about squirted as I squealed aloud (as I usually do when I
have great orgasms!)


 


This climax was probably louder than most, since while still
coming down from my orgasm’s effect my mom knocked on the bedroom door, asking,
“Are you okay in there?”


 


I pulled the covers over me so she wouldn’t see I was naked
below the waist and told her I was okay and she could come in.  She sat on the
edge of my bed and told me straight out that she heard me and knew what I’d
been doing.


 


“It’s normal for a girl your age to have sexual thoughts and
experiment with masturbation.  You know we’ve had these talks before, about sex
and all.”  She smiled, and added, “Don’t look so scared.  You shouldn’t be
ashamed is what I’m saying, sweetheart.  Masturbation isn’t bad as long as it
doesn’t become some kind of obsession, I think.”  Her smile grew wider.  “Sounds
like you had a good one.”  My mom can be so cool!


 


“Do you…like, do it too?”


 


“Masturbate, you mean?” she said, her smile a bit more
sheepish now.  “I do sometimes.”


 


“Why?  You have Dad—”


 


“Yes, of course…oh well, I don’t like going there, until
you’re older and understand more, but your father and I don’t always want sex
at the same time, you know what I mean?  So…I sometimes do what you just did
when, ah, those times come.”  She smiled again.  “I’m going to ask even if you
don’t want to answer, but what were you thinking about just now while you were,
um—?”


 


“I…er…was thinking about a boy I met at school.”  What else
could I say?  “He’s kinda cute.”


 


“You haven’t, you know, touched or anything, have you?  I
made sure you’re on birth control, but I hope you can confide in me if you’re
thinking about having sex.  Will you, hon?”


 


“You know I will, Mom,” I said, and she gave me a big hug
and a goodnight kiss on the cheek.  I didn’t like lying to her but what was I
to do?  I knew I’d tell mom and dad everything someday—just not now.


 


Before I fell asleep I heard the telltale sound of a bumping
headboard and then my mother’s urgent cry she was cumming.  Maybe she’d been
aroused by talking to me about masturbation!  Whenever I heard them making love
it made me so happy.  It didn’t creep me out at all.  Now that I knew how great
sex was, I loved to hear my parents still doing it.  My mom’s loud wailing
every so often confirmed where I got my tendency toward loud, squealing
orgasms.  Must be a gene for that, I thought!


 


I’d been busier this year with school than last year, so I
wasn’t spending as much time online as I had in the past.  However, I’ve been
e-mailing and/or chatting regularly with three men: Larry from Australia, Brian
from England, and John from Oregon.  Brian and I have had particular fun
putting captions on sexy photos from the web, each of us trying to ‘outdo’ the
other on humor and raciness as we send them back and forth.  It’s been lots of
fun, and I knew he was a good man and not a pervert.  I still get lots of
propositions from ‘fans’ of my stories.  Most I knew were perverts but I
was sure some were like Gerry and would be gentlemen with me and be fun to have
sex with.  Gerry kept calling me but I told him I’m still trying to be a
‘normal’ teenager and wouldn’t be seeing older men for now.


 


The high school life was working out okay when I got the
phone call from Mr. Ibanez.  “How’s my favorite actress in the whole world?”


 


He wanted something, and I figured I knew what it was. 
“I…I’m okay I guess.”


 


He asked me how school was going and I told him about it.  I
bet he still didn’t realize I was writing all about the movies and everything
and putting it on the web.  I wondered how he would react if he did.  “Why I’m
calling is that Suzie and I are coming by your way and we’d both love to see
you.  Take you out to dinner, maybe to that French place close to your house
you told me your father likes.”


 


“You mean Aimee’s?”


 


 “If that’s the place, then, yes. What do you say, my young
Cleopatra?”


 


I chuckled in spite of myself at the reference to my big
role in his video two summers ago.  I agreed.  It would be neat to see Suzie
again anyway, even on top of whatever Ed Ibanez had as his hidden agenda.  He
always had a hidden agenda with me.  I lied to my parents (sadly, as usual)
about where I was going, and walked the few blocks to PCH where Mr. Ibanez
picked me up in his big black Mercedes SUV.  I hugged Suzie, but she seemed to
not be as happy to see me as I was to see her.  Ed commented at how pretty I
looked and lamented that I’d had my long hair cut.  No mention of videos so
far.  


 


Aimee’s is an unusual place.  It’s in a small strip mall,
and inside appeared cramped with tables when you first walked in.  The food
however was always fantastic even if I couldn’t pronounce the names of all the
French dishes.  I had the Bouillabaisse (I had to look that up after the first
time my parents took me there), which was a great seafood stew (I love
seafood!)  Mr. Ibanez had Osso Bucco which is what my father liked.  Suzie only
had a salad.  We couldn’t talk much about what he wanted to see me for in the
crowded restaurant, so we ate quietly.  After dinner he invited me to their
hotel room at the Crowne Plaza.  I guess I had to say yes; so much for being a
‘regular’ teenager; sex with an older man again, I thought.


 


We drove by the house on S. Catalina that he rented last
year to make movies.  I played Cleopatra for a week in that house.  I had great
sex with Alan and Big Rod and Derek and Michael in that house.  I earned lots
of college money in that house.  Of course he drove by there to stir my memory. 
I knew that was his reason.  And maybe it worked.


 


As we were going to their room, I asked Mr. Ibanez, “Have
you seen Alan at all? I really like him a lot.”


 


He looked at me like he was looking through me.  “You know,
I think he feels the same about you that maybe you do about him.  Hmm, I know
he’s making a movie for another outfit in this area; I’ll let him know you were
asking about him.  Is that okay?”


 


Oh God, YES!   I told him it was okay, hoping my eagerness
wasn’t that obvious.


 


Their room was really nice with a king bed we relaxed on as
soon as we got there.  Suzie was so cold toward me, but she was practically
begging her father to get undressed as soon as we got in the room.  He winked
at me and took off his clothes.  Down to his underwear, he got off the bed and
picked up the phone, ordering a bottle of champagne from room service.


 


“You can wait a little while longer, sweetheart,” he said to
Suzie though he looked at me after he said it.  


 


He got a robe from the little closet and waited for the room
service guy.  He said to us, “Why don’t you both get undressed too and get
under the covers.  Hide so whoever comes up here won’t see you, okay?”


 


We did like he said and waited for the champagne.  I figured
I’d need some champagne since I wasn’t really in the mood.  After the delivery
guy left, Ed poured each of us a glass and we drank it.  Maybe you could say I
guzzled it down—liquid mood.  I felt a little funny being naked next to Suzie. 
I mean, we had been naked before and even made love for her father’s video once,
but I realized we weren’t skinny, flat-chested ‘tweens anymore.  Now fifteen
like me, Suzie’s boobs were getting to be big and she was keen to flaunt them
at me, since mine were still small.  I didn’t believe I’d ever have big boobs. 
My mom was petite and so was I.  At least my areolas were pointy and puffy, and
men seemed to like those.


 


Ed tossed the robe aside and climbed between us.  His big
snake of a cock made me think of those silly “Subway” commercials: “five
dollar, foot long”—and I would have laughed if I wasn’t mesmerized again by the
sight of his twelve-incher growing erect.  He kissed Suzie first and then he
kissed me, his tongue slowly teasing around the inside of my mouth.  While we
kissed I heard Suzie make a sound and knew she was starting to suck him.


 


He whispered in my ear just loud enough for only me to hear
him, “Candy, I wish it was just me and you here, I’d fuck you all day.”


 


I looked at him but didn’t respond.  If Suzie had heard him
she would have exploded in jealous rage. Why was I here?  I didn’t need this.  I
felt really stupid.  He groaned so I looked down to see Suzie taking a good
portion of him down her throat.  I could never have taken half of what she had
in her mouth without gagging.  She raised her eyes to him and managed a smile. 
I wasn’t into this; I laid there and watched.  After Suzie sucked him for a
while and he got pretty hard, both of us played with it, rubbing our hands up
and down the saliva-slick shaft.  Even if I didn’t care very much for him then,
his cock was a different story; it really was neat rubbing his long hard cock
as it stood magnificently tall.


 


I knew he wanted to fuck me but I didn’t want that at all,
so while Suzie rubbed him I took him in my mouth and rubbed him too.  He filled
my mouth with so much cum I nearly choked.  I was able to swallow most of it,
mainly because I knew he liked that.


 


After, he kept trying to sweet-talk me into making more
movies.  I explained (again!) how much I wanted to be a normal teen and do
normal things, and do well in school.  He was trying to get it up again, still
wanting to fuck me, but I begged him to take me home.  I made sure I thanked
him a lot for dinner and kind of faked my thankfulness for our after-dinner
play while adamant it was time for me to go home.  They dropped me off a block
from my house; Suzie sullen and quiet, Ed still ‘selling’ me on the idea of
another movie.  This was a clash of wills that I had to win; I enjoyed what I’d
done and certainly loved all the money I’d made, but I could not repress my
ambitions for his.


 


As the holidays approached I completely forgot about my asking
Mr. Ibanez to say hello to Alan for me.  I was in my bedroom when I got the
call.


 


“Is this my sweet Candy?” He asked when I answered my cell.


 


My heart skipped a beat when I heard his voice.  “Hi, Alan! 
I’m so glad you called!”  I was sure he could hear the excitement in my voice.


 


“Are you alone?  Can you talk now?”


 


I assured him I could talk in privacy, at least for a short
while.  He told me about his latest movie jobs and I told him all about school
and (boring!) things I was doing.  I didn’t go into any detail about seeing Mr.
Ibanez though he did know I’d seen him.  Hearing his voice made me so happy,
confirming to myself how I’d fallen in love with him.  Certainly that was a
dumb thing for me to do, since he was twice my age and a porn actor no less.  I
guess I couldn’t help it.


 


I knew he was afraid to ask, much the same as Jimmy had been
afraid to see me.  


 


I asked first.  “Can I see you?”


 


He didn’t even hesitate.  “I want to see you.  I wasn’t sure
if you’d want to, but yes, I do.”


 


I heard it.  There was a catch in his voice, a quaver that
told me so much.  A week and a half before Christmas I had a date, though one I
couldn’t dare brag about to any of my friends.


 


I told more lies to my mom and dad, and called Alan to tell
him where to pick me up.  When he drove up to the curb and I saw him smiling at
me from the driver’s seat of a fancy sports car, I almost couldn’t breathe.  I
guess that was a sign of how I felt about him, right?  We went directly to his
hotel.  It wasn’t the Crowne Plaza, but it was nice nonetheless.  If I wasn’t
so nervously excited about being with him I would have laughed at how he was
acting with me.  He was just like the boys in my school when they were around
the girls.  I mean, why worry?  I just wanted him to rip my clothes off and
make love to me.  What was there for him to be nervous about?  Nevertheless,
his hyper nervousness continued after we entered his hotel room.  Finally, I
told him to stop the small talk and make love to me.


 


Oh my, did he!


 


It’s funny that with all the actors I’ve made porn with it’s
always been about positions—the performance as well as the sex (I learned
fast!)  However, with Alan I hardly gave a thought to how we were doing it. 
Instead it was mouth on mouth, mouth on genitals, and genitals on (and of
course in) genitals.  I may not be big, but at one point I was on top and
bucking so hard I thought the bed would break.  I squealed and I felt my cum
squirt from me, coating his cock and balls.  We were so damn wet with sweat and
my juices by the time he groaned and came deep inside me our bodies were making
squishing noises as they rubbed together.


 


Unlike the tension in the air when I’d been with Ed and
Suzie, Alan and I were like old friends after we made it.  We talked for a
while as he explained about the movies he was making.  Once more I knew what he
meant to me by the way I grew jealous of the actresses he got to work with. 
There really was no way I was going to make a career of porn; however moments
like these could sway my thinking.


 


We showered and then he took me to a restaurant all the way
in Long Beach.  I saw people looking at us as we ate.  Here was this hunk who
certainly wasn’t old enough to be my father, and I couldn’t help showing my
affection for him.  No, I didn’t slobber all over him but I did hold his hand a
lot and I knew I was staring at him in what to others must have looked like wonderstruck
adoration.


 


When we got back to his hotel we went straight to bed.  He
was on top, holding himself up with his strong arms as he slid in and out of me. 
I held on to him with both my arms and my legs.  Alan was the best!  He knew
just how to move his cock—not simply in and out, but sort of around and around
too and rubbing my clit perfectly with its shaft.  He called it “riding high.”


 


“Alan, Ooooooooohhhhhhhhh, Alannnnnnnn!  I’m cumming…I’m
cummmmmminggggg!” I screamed even louder than I usually do when I orgasm.  He was
thrusting faster as I came so I knew he was getting ready to cum too. 
“Onnnnnnn meeeeeee,” I groaned.


 


He pulled out and sprayed several good cumshots all over my
belly and pubis.  I love to play with a man’s cum; always so hot and like a
special gift.  As I rubbed it on my belly and then on my tits, I felt another
small wavelet of orgasm sweep through me, and I moaned, “More.”


 


He got between my thighs and his tongue did me in, slaying
me like a sword.  I kept cumming and cumming until I thought my insides would
explode.  I was squealing so loudly I wondered about other guests at the hotel
hearing me.  Alan’s face was all wet so I knew my pussy ‘exploded’ when I came.


 


“Candy-girl, you’re the hottest there is,” he said, after I
kissed him and licked my juice from his lips and chin.


 


With a hand on his cheek, I said, “You make me feel so
special all the time.”  I knew I had to say it but didn’t know how he’d
respond—but I had to anyway.  “I think…I love you.”


 


He told me everything; how much he loved me and how much he
wished I wasn’t a fifteen-year-old so we could be together all the time.  I
started to cry and he mistook my tears for hurt.  I assured him I wasn’t hurt
by what he said but instead was filled with joy at hearing him really admit it
for the first time.  While bringing me home, we talked about the near
impossibility of what we had becoming a real relationship.  I knew he wasn’t
about to leave the porn business; without college what would he do?  He knew my
ambitions for college and beyond.  Besides, how could he escape the legal
ramifications of what we’d done?  We would make do with these infrequent
hook-ups and see where things went.  Alan would be the only reason I
would entertain making another video movie.


 


We both cried a little as we kissed goodbye.  He dropped me
off around the corner from my house and I waved to him as he drove away.  I
managed to pull myself together before going into the house.  For weeks I
dreamt of Alan.  We would be in different scenarios in my dreams but in every
one we would be together somehow.  The silly dreams of a silly girl, I thought.


 


Christmas was as Christmases usually are: happy times that
always cement the bond I have with my parents.  I often wondered if things
would be different if I weren’t an only child.  I know I’ve said this countless
times, but I really hate lying to them about my sexual activities.  My mom was
a little suspicious of how much I paid for her necklace present, but I think I
convinced her it wasn’t as expensive as she thought it had been.


 


A couple of weeks into the new year my dad took me to “Old”
Tony’s.  Tony’s on the Pier is an unpretentious restaurant practically hanging
over the water on the Redondo Pier and specialized in (what else) seafood.  My
dad said he wanted to take me out as a “father-daughter thing” and regardless
of whether I knew what he really meant by that I loved the gesture.  I didn’t
spend nearly as much time with my father as I used to when I was younger and we
lived in Massachusetts.  I’ll always cherish the times we went skiing or
boating or camping, and how much I loved him calling me “his Candy” all the
time.  Now, I think he works too hard and too long.   We pigged out on a whole
bunch of stuff from the appetizer menu, like shrimp, calamari and clams casino. 
I even got to have a non-alcoholic Mai Tai in a Tony’s glass that I got to take
home!  (Of course, my dad never knew I’d had beer and champagne before.)


 


After we ate, laughed and I talked about school, he got
serious and told me about his job.  “I normally wouldn’t burden you with things
like this, but you’re not a little girl anymore, though sometimes I’m blind to
that fact, as most fathers probably are.”  He chuckled, telling me he was proud
of me and how grown-up I was.  “Your mom’s always calling you the ‘little
woman’ when we talk, and I know she means it with so much love and respect.  I
think you need to know that.”


 


I smiled (and blushed at his comment) as I said, “Okay Dad,
what were you going to tell me about your work?”


 


He told me how the company wasn’t doing well because of the
economy and that he, like everyone else, was worried about his job.  “I didn’t
want to say anything because I didn’t want you to worry, but it’s not fair for
you to be in the dark either.  I know how much you love it here and how well
you’ve acclimated yourself to the scene, but if something happens you know we
may have to move again.”  He must have seen the worry on my face, for he added,
“Sorry, sweetheart.”


 


“Dad, you know that no matter what happens we’ll be okay.”


 


He knew.  We hugged before leaving the restaurant and
heading home.


 


The following weeks at school were tremendous.  Everything I
did was “A” work and I’d begun to have hope of maybe being the top student in
my class.  A boy in one of my classes asked me to go to a Valentine’s Day dance
and I said yes.  Wow, a real date, and not with someone twice my age!


 


My mom and dad weren’t happy the night of the dance when I
wore a really short denim skirt.  I got lectures about sex and being good but they
let me go anyway.  I’d checked myself out in the mirror and figured I looked
pretty hot even with my skinny legs and too-big nose.  I thought back to all
the sexy outfits I’d worn at the house on S. Catalina while making the
Cleopatra video and how all the men had looked at me—with half lust and half
fear (because of my age).


 


They call these things ‘dances’ but hardly anyone does. 
Kids just hang around and talk to their friends above the music, as I was
learning.  Maybe it’s always been like that; I’ll have to ask my mother.


 


Of course I hung out with my friends but I did spend some
time with the boy who invited me.  We even danced a slow one, during which I
worked hard not to laugh because I could feel his erection rub against me.  I
kept thinking: does he even know what sex is, or what to do?  I figured
he would definitely go home after and jerk off.


 


When it was time to go home I was to call my mom for a
ride.  My date and I left and walked around the corner from school, and we
kissed.  It started out clumsily until I decided to spice up his life by
aggressively using my tongue.  He went crazy and was having trouble breathing. 
His cock was real hard in his pants and he was like pushing it into me.  I
almost giggled.  Something inside me made me want to give him a blow job and
send him home happy, but I didn’t think it was a good idea because he wasn’t
really my boyfriend and he would probably tell all his friends and then it
would be all over school what I’d done.  I called my mom and left him panting. 
I was sure his shorts were wet from pre-cum, and as soon as he got home he’d be
spraying in no time.  I wondered how much cum a fifteen year old boy had. 
Maybe a lot.  I also wondered how many stories he would tell around school on
Monday.  I tingled; would he say I was hot?  Would he lie to his friends and
say I did something?  We’d see.


 


Nothing interesting happened for a while until one Friday I
got up the nerve to call Jimmy.  We did cell phone small talk for a few minutes
before I asked him what he was doing Saturday.  “We could like go to the place
you used to take me and play pool and stuff.  Maybe I can finally beat you,” I
said.


 


“Fat chance of that,” he said with a laugh, then he went
silent and I started to think he had a girlfriend and would say no.  How stupid
of me I thought, to imagine he didn’t see other girls and was sitting around
waiting for me to call.  Finally, he sighed and said, “Yeah, maybe we could do
that.  Okay with your folks?”


 


“I’ll be okay. Where’re you picking me up?”


 


He set a time and place, a couple of blocks from my house,
and said, “You know what truck to look out for.”


 


Of course I did; after all, I bought it for him.


 


He was early picking me up but I was there already waiting
for him.  The yellow Xterra was dusty and dingy, as most cars get in the SoCal
smog, but otherwise looked like he was taking good care of it.  We drove the
few miles to his favorite hangout, a bar that had a couple of pool tables.  I
always enjoyed being there with him because it seemed everyone knew him, like he
was a celebrity or something.  Another reason was that they let Jimmy buy me
beer even though they clearly knew I was underage.


 


We played pool, drank beer and talked, mostly about him. 
“You have a girlfriend?” I asked.


 


He looked at me and smiled, though to me it could’ve just as
easily been a grimace.  “Nobody steady.  You want to be my girlfriend? Again?”


 


“C’mon Jimmy, you know it was mostly you who didn’t want to
see me.  Look, I know our age difference makes things difficult but you should
know by now I would never get you into trouble.”


 


“Well, some things aren’t always under your control,
you know.”


 


I took a shot and missed badly.  I took a long swig from my
beer and did better with that.  I said, “I guess, but we’re both here, aren’t
we?”


 


“Maybe you’re just horny and that guy isn’t making any
movies now so you call me for old time’s sake.  It’s not like you love me or
whatever.”


 


You know you’re special to me, Jimmy.”  I moved beside him
and whispered, “You are the man who I gave my virginity to, after all.”


 


He smiled down at me and then kissed me.  He was right
though, I was horny and if nobody was around I would have urged him onto the
pool table and fucked him right there.  After another beer and quitting my
terrible (as usual) game of pool, I urged him to his place instead and that’s
where I fucked him.


 


We were barely through the door to his Torrance apartment
when our clothes went flying.  I was already wet enough so he pushed me onto
his bed and climbed on top.  I lifted and spread my legs wide as he entered
me.  While he lost control and slammed his cock into me, thrust after rapid
thrust, I wrapped my legs around him and did a little of my own thrusting, my
hips writhing as uncontrollably as his.  By now you must know that I’m a fast
cummer, and this time was no exception.


 


“Jimmy…ehhh…Jimmy…ehhh…I’m…ooooooooooo, I’mmmmm
cummmmmmingggg!” I squealed.


 


He came right behind me, which is a figure of speech; though
after a while we did it again and this next time he did cum behind me.


 


After I brushed my teeth a few times to rid my mouth of the
smell of beer, he took me home to Redondo Beach.  He promised that we’d have
more dates like tonight.  I was counting on it.  The way my mom looked at me
when I got home made me wonder if she figured I’d been bad, but she never said
anything.


 


As spring progressed and we headed toward summer my mind was
a thick stew of crazy questions.  Could I keep straight A’s?  What would I say
to Mr. Ibanez when he called about another movie?  Would I see Alan again? 
What about Jimmy?  What would happen to my dad’s job?  Even buying a new bikini
in anticipation of another great southern California beach summer (aqua-blue
and green stripes this year—have to retire the cotton-candy pink one now that
I’m a bit bigger) can’t deflect my mind away from all the worries.


 


Jimmy and I had a few more of our dates, but no amount of sex
could shake him of his fear of being with me, and I guess I’ve come to terms
with that.  The end of the school year seemed to drag and maybe along with
concentrating on finishing some of my fiction stories for ASSTR, cost me a
straight-A average.  When I begged off seeing Jimmy one weekend, he grew cold
and I realized another clash of wills probably lost him for good.  Between that
and the fact good beach weather seemed to come late this year, I was pretty
downcast.


 


Besides a steady e-mail ‘relationship’ with Brian in England
and chatting with different men on Yahoo Messenger I wasn’t doing much else by
the end of school in June.  I managed to finish the sequel to “My Uncle
Luke” and got it up on the ASSTR site.  A part time job my father had lined
up for me at his office for a few hours during the summer crapped out, perhaps
because of the economy.  My dad must have felt bad too because he worked his
tail off trying to get me a job somewhere else, managing to convince a local
shop owner he knew to hire me for a few hours each week, helping out with
cleaning and such.  I surely didn’t need money but I couldn’t tell my parents
that, could I?


 


As I knew he would, eventually Ed Ibanez called.  He knew
one of my demands would be Alan, and he was quick to tell me Alan would be
there.  He probably knew another demand would be Cassie and that’s how he sold
me—Cassie would be in it and she could help me “get away” to spend a week at
the rented house.  The video would be shot at a house “above Hollywood” was all
he’d say, telling me it was “very secluded.”  He explained the plot, but it
seemed pretty lame to me: something about little sisters and jealousy.  From
what I’ve seen, porn today didn’t need a plot, if it ever did.  I was thankful
that the movies I’d made over the past two summers each had some semblance of a
story, even if they weren’t for widespread release.


 


“I’ll have Cass call you,” was how he finished the call.  


 


Anticipating hearing from Cassie was tempered by unhappiness
that she’d never called me to let me know how she was doing.  After all, I was
the one who got her into the business last summer.


 


I sort of breezed through my finals, and just like that I
was beginning my summer vacation.  Last year I fretted over starting high
school (like every kid I guess) and now I wondered what all the worry was
about.  I spent a few days at the beach in my new bikini with friends.  The
Redondo Beach weather wasn’t always amenable to sunbathing but that didn’t
always stop us girls, after all we could always hang out on the pier if the
weather was shitty.  My tan came along slowly.


 


I sort of breezed through summer too.  I worked some at the
job my father got for me.  It wasn’t that hard and it was only a few hours a
week.  I still had time for hanging with friends, and the beach.


 


The call from Cassie didn’t come until the first week in
August.  She sounded upbeat.  I didn’t chastise her for her failure to keep in
touch, and as usual she acted like we had been in touch all along.  She filled
me in on her role and together we planned my “escape” story.  I won’t bore you
with the details but my story was much like last year’s—I was going “camping”
with Cassie and her friends, and my parents bought it all.  My father maybe had
a hard-on when he talked with Cassie the day she picked me up; he was so blown
away by her looks and it showed.  My dad had always been smitten by Cassie. 
She had a way about her that could wrap a man around her little finger and make
him do anything.  Looking at her chest, as my dad surely was, I wondered if
she’d had a boob job.  They looked bigger.


 


While we drove away, I imagined my parents having a marathon
fuck session that night, not worrying about how much noise they made since
their “innocent” daughter wouldn’t be home, hee-hee.


 


“Hey squirt, you looking forward to this?” she asked me as
she drove.  


 


No more old Corolla; we were in her shiny new Acura that’d
been flashily customized to the point of looking like something either a drug
dealer or a pimp would drive, with big oversized wheels and enough chrome to
blind someone.  I offered no comment to her about that.  Maybe an up-and-coming
porn star rated an ostensible car like this.


 


I said, “I’m not sure.  I’m glad to see you, that’s for
sure.  How’re you doing?”


 


She told me all about her movies and who was distributing
them.  She told me some stories about some of the stars she’d had scenes with. 
I didn’t recognize all the names but some I’d heard of from Mr. Ibanez, Jake
and Alan.


 


How I’d answered her must have finally sunk in, for she then
said, “What do you mean you’re not sure?”


 


“Maybe I’m not in the right mood this time.”


 


“You’re horny, love sex, and your hot stud Alan will be there. 
What other mood is the right one?”  She laughed, and I laughed with her.


 


I didn’t want to talk more about my misgivings, so I asked, “Where
are we going exactly, like I assume you know where the house is since you’re
driving?”


 


She glanced my way for a second, grinning.  “You think I’d
volunteer to get you there, girl, without directions?  Don’t worry, I’ve been
there before.”


 


And she seemed to know.  After she picked me up she drove
out to Hawthorne Boulevard and turned north, where from a cross street she got
onto a ramp to the 405.  This wasn’t the way my dad would go but maybe Cassie
knew better.  The 405 is like always a crowded mess, though it wasn’t too bad
at that time.  She drove north, through downtown L.A. and eventually toward
where I knew Hollywood and Santa Monica to be.  She exited onto the 101 but
soon got off that highway, and on surface streets I’d never been on began to
climb.


 


After a few miles on winding, hilly roads, she glanced at me
and unsolicited, said, “I think were above Benedict Canyon…snob heaven, still
L.A. I think…not Malibu, and not Hollywood or Beverly Hills, that’s for sure.” 
The way she said Hollywood made it sound like a dirty word.


 


I was lost.  Like every kid does at least once on a family
drive, I asked, “Are we almost there?”


 


That drew a hearty laugh from Cassie.  “A little further,
squirt.”  I was petite after all, especially compared to her, but I didn’t mind
Cassie calling me a squirt.  She started that after we first met, covering both
meanings—being small, and having very wet orgasms, as she delightfully
discovered.


 


The houses grew less dense as we drove, until she stopped
before an isolated wooden gate.  I couldn’t see a house but one certainly had
to be there beyond the gate.  Cassie pushed a button on a little intercom box
she’d pulled up next to, and said who she was.  After an unintelligible squawk
the gate swung open.  I thought an automatic gate like that was cool; I
wondered what the rest of the property would be like.  She drove down this long
and winding driveway until suddenly the house appeared as if out of nowhere. 
It was a weird (at least to my eye) modern, box-like thing that looked like
three different architects had designed it and then fought over control.  It
looked like nobody won the fight.  It looked like it didn’t belong where it
was.


 


A man came out to meet us as we parked next to other cars. 
Nobody overtly said so, but I had expected Jake to be in charge.  This man was
a stranger.  “Cassie!” he called out.  She ran to him and gave him a big hug
and a small kiss.


 


She waved me closer.  “Dana, this is Candy, the girl Raul is
always talking about, you know, and Alan and Big Rod talk about all the time.”


 


I went to shake hands with him, but Dana instead put a hand
on each of my arms and held me like that, at arms length, as if he was studying
me.  I awkwardly said “Hi” while he said nothing.


 


Finally, he said, “Yep, you’re cute enough.  Not much meat
on those bones though.  Shit, I hope the bosses know what they’re doing.”


 


What did that mean?


 


Cassie said, “Be good, Dana.  She’s a sweetheart.  Besides,
she’s the one who got me into this gig, and you now how much you love
me.”  She blew him a dramatic, exaggerated kiss, and Dana rolled his eyes in
response.  As Cassie led me through the house on her version of the grand tour,
she introduced me to everyone as we ran into them.  “By the way, Dana is the
boss here…the director on this shoot,” she said.


 


“No Jake?” I asked.


 


“Naw, I think he’s in the Valley making a big budget
flick…Vivid, maybe…”


 


“What about Ed, you know, Raul?  He’s not running this one?”


 


“His money’s in it I know.  He’ll be here later in the week
I’m sure.”


 


So far the people I’ve met here were strangers.  A few of
the names were familiar as well as a couple of faces, so I know I’ve seen them
in porn videos somewhere.  The ones not in the house were out by the pool in
various states of undress.  All the men had shorts on.  Some of the women had
shorts on and some wore bikini bottoms; all were topless.  Santiago was there
and so was Libby (her real name—I couldn’t remember her working name).  I’d
worked with both of them last summer.  Santiago had been hooked on Cassie then
and it didn’t take long for them to demonstrate there still was something going
on between them.  As they kissed, a few of the pool-side folks cheered them
on.  I stood there awkwardly.  I felt alone.  Had my mood been a premonition?


 


After they stopped kissing, Santiago came over and he gave
me a hug.  “Hi Candy. Glad to see you here.  Like, you brighten up the place
better than all these silicone honeys.”


 


Cassie elbowed him and said, “Hey!”  Like I figured, she
must have had a boob job after all.


 


“Where’s Alan?”


 


“He’ll be here tomorrow…maybe the day after…he’s coming,
Candy, I guarantee it,” Santiago said with a big smile.


 


“Let’s go see where we’re sleeping and put our stuff away,
okay?” Cassie said as she pulled me by the hand back into the house.


 


Someone had put our bags on a queen-sized bed in one of the
upstairs bedrooms.  The room looked a little run-down but clean enough.  I
figured that unlike last summer’s ‘free-for-all’ sleeping arrangements, someone
had decided that Cassie and I would sleep together.  Was it her idea?  We
stripped out of our clothes and put bikini bottoms on.  Hers was a bright
yellow thong that hardly counted as clothing.


 


Cassie wiggled her breasts.  “How do you like them?”


 


“I don’t think you needed any enhancement, but they do look
great.”


 


She stepped closer. “Go ahead.  Feel them.”


 


I did.  Wow, were they firm!  She smiled and cooed a
little as I touched and squeezed them.  I chuckled and said, “Yeah, they’re
nice to touch.  I bet Santiago likes ‘em better now…he seems to like the big
ones.”


 


“Dana likes them too,” she said cryptically.  Was she
fucking the director on the side?  “You can play with them again tonight, if you
want to,” she muttered, pointing to the bed.  “You know, yours are growing.” 
She began playing with mine as I had with hers.  She was as horny as ever.


 


“Let’s go back to the pool, okay?” I said.  “I want to get
to know the guys and find out who I’m gonna be with.”


 


We went back outside and mingled.  I met Cherry by the
pool.  She had bright red hair, big boobs with very large areolas, and freckles
everywhere.  The first thing she asked was how old I was.  I thought she’d
freak when I told her but instead she nonchalantly said something about faking
I.D.s and not worrying.  In fact I was worrying; it seemed Mr. Ibanez hadn’t
told anybody about me.


 


I was introduced to Taylor, who was going to play my big
sister.  Knowing the stupid way some of these porn people think, I pictured
they’d cast Cherry in that role, but Taylor had long dark hair, my dark
coloring, and seemingly unenhanced breasts so she could at least pass for my
sister.  Not that her tits were ordinary; they were perky yet full C-cups and
her nipples were prominent and taut.  She caught me looking.


 


“Oooo, you like girls!” she giggled.  “Maybe I can get Dana
to add a scene where the sisters hook up.  Would you like that?”  She actually
winked at me. “I like girls too,” she said while lightly brushing a hand across
one of my breasts.  “Nice puffies…and sensitive too…oooooo!”  She easily caught
my reaction to her touch.


 


I had to break the mood—she had hit a nerve, and I’d become
wet.  “Who’s gonna play your boyfriend, the one I’m supposed to be jealous
over?”


 


She dragged me into the house and toward a blond dude who
was watching TV.  “Candy, this is Marc.”


 


He stood up and approached like he was going to shake hands,
but then he looked at me and did a double-take.  Maybe it was my age or simply my
looks, but I must have been his ‘type’ since he let out a wolf-whistle, then
said, “So you’re gonna be the little sis.  I’m definitely gonna be ready for
doing you…Candy, huh?”


 


“That’s what everyone calls me.”


 


“Are you good enough to eat?”


 


“You’ll find out, right?” I said, hoping there was some
edginess in my voice.


 


As we walked away, Taylor asked what I thought of Marc. 
While answering noncommittally, I was thinking cute and a hot body but a
little full of himself while wondering how his cock compared to all the
other hung actors.  I guess that’s what I would find out.  I asked if
there would be any filming the rest of the day.  


 


Taylor didn’t think so.  “I know your friend is doing the
big gang-bang scene first thing in the morning, and later you and me will do
some non-sex set-up scenes.”  She hesitated, and then asked, “Did they tell you
about the other movies?”


 


“No. What other movies?”


 


She went on to explain that there actually would be three
videos shot here; the one where her and I would be sisters and two others that
“don’t need plots,” as she put it.  Did porn ever really need plots?  I was
learning to be very grateful that what I had done so far at least had plausible
stories to them, and that I’d felt like I had really acted, not just gotten
laid.


 


We went back to the pool and hung out.  Some of the men
drifted over and talked to me.  Curiosity, mostly.  As always, I liked the way
they looked at me.  I liked looking at them, after all.  One guy wanted to know
who I was sleeping with.  He was very straight-forward on what he wanted.  I
told him maybe some other night.  I watched the strange dynamic surrounding
Cassie.  Santiago looked to me as if he felt he’d ‘claimed’ her as his own, yet
she seemed to be teasing the director, Dana, and openly rubbed another guy
inside his shorts as if it were nothing at all.  That was my Cassie.


 


We had a big communal dinner of delivered Chinese take-out. 
I had a couple of beers and was feeling pretty good.  Later I had two more and
ended up drunk.  I didn’t fall down or puke or anything, just got giggly and
tipsy.  


 


The guy that propositioned me earlier (his name was Horst—I
laughed out loud when he told me—“Are you really a horse” I asked before
giggling up a storm) made another more earnest attempt at poolside, (“Built
just like one” he answered, then dropped his shorts to show me.)  He was big,
of course, and with the utmost in drunken inquisitiveness I began to stroke and
play with him.  He got hard and I giggled.  He picked me up and I giggled.  He
carried me over to a big lounge chair and I giggled.  He pulled off my bikini
bottoms and I giggled.  I heard somebody (Dana?) yell for cameras and I
giggled.  Horst ran his fingertips between my labia and I giggled.  I even
giggled when he spread my legs and entered me (I must have been wet enough.) 
He fucked away and I kept giggling, though my giggles soon turned to some other
noise as my drunken mind began to know what my vagina already did: I was cumming.


 


The remainder of the evening was a blur.  I remember Cassie
asking me if I was okay.  I remember someone else congratulating me for being
the first on video.  I remember asking where Alan was.  I didn’t remember much
else until I realized I was naked in bed and Cassie was hugging me to her.


 


“You okay, squirt?” she asked me.  I wondered how many times
she’d said those words.


 


I couldn’t help it, I giggled.  “Yeah, I’m great…not so
drunk now.  Did he wear a condom?”


 


It was her turn to giggle.  “Looks like I don’t have to ask
you if you remember what happened out there.  Yes, he wore a condom.”  


 


All I could do was smile, feeling mellow either from the
beer or sex, or both.  Thankfully I wasn’t sick.  Cassie gave me an animated
recounting of my encounter with Horst, down to the smallest detail.


 


“You’ll have to ask Dana to look at the footage in the
morning. That skinny little ass of yours was pumping so hard darling Horst
could barely stay in the saddle.”  She chuckled, and then added, “And that
squeal of yours when you climaxed!  Damn well scared half the crew!  Marc’s
hard-on even slipped above his waistband…Jesus!”


 


I didn’t know who made the first move, but after a while I
was kissing and kneading Cassie’s new, firm breasts and she was fingering my
pussy with a vengeance.  She went down on me first and I came in an instant. 
Then it was my turn, and I was rewarded with several yelps and a very juicy
tongue-dollop.  We fell asleep satisfied.  I didn’t dream.


 


Cassie’s gang-bang was the after breakfast entertainment. 
One big master bedroom had been set up for filming, with all the necessary
lights and things.  Dana was barking orders not much differently than Jake
would have.  Several of the men were naked and were absently rubbing
themselves, getting ready.  Cassie was getting “powdered down” as she called
it, so as to minimize the sheen of sweat.  Two summers ago they’d done that to
me for my young Cleopatra role.  I don’t know if most people understand how
videoing works, but the sex isn’t like in real life.  The actors will do a
little of something, like oral, then they’ll stop and get into the next
position (or the man will have to be ‘worked on’ to get hard again) before the
cameras are turned on.  What would end up being a ten to fifteen minute scene
took three hours to video.  Cassie took it in every hole and between her tits by
five guys and then took it some more, finally ending with a choreographed
five-man-source facial.  It looked like way too much work for me.  But Cassie was
like me in many ways; I’m sure she had at least three orgasms along the way—and
it showed when she was done.


 


As she showered, I hung out by the pool.  Horst approached
me.  He wasn’t exactly apologetic but he hoped I understood why he “took
advantage” of me.  “You’re a cute little hottie and I had to be the first one
here.  That’s just how I am.”  I told him I wasn’t angry with him.  


 


I was angrier with myself for getting drunk.  And now whatever
spectacle I made of myself is digitized forever.  I tried to let Horst know
subtly that I wanted him to leave me alone.  I didn’t have to worry, because I
looked toward the patio door and there was Mr. Ibanez.  I ran over to him as he
put his arms out to embrace me.  He was dressed almost all in white; some kind
of breezy linen, looking sexy for a man his age with his dark hair and latin
looks.


 


Before he could greet me, I said, “Why did you lie to me?”


 


“What do you mean, Candy?  Lie about what?”


 


“You didn’t tell me Jake wouldn’t be the director, and Alan
isn’t here yet, and—”


 


“Ssssssh,” he said, hugging me. “I didn’t lie to you.  Alan
will be here as soon as he finishes something else he’s doing.  I told you once
this business has a lot of people in it all looking to make their mark.  This
is Dana’s turn.  And besides, I’m not the main producer on this one.  Other
people’s money is in it.  Now, give me a kiss.”


 


He leaned down and kissed me long on the mouth.  After, he
asked me how Cassie was and I told him how I thought her scene came out.  He
checked to make sure I understood what my role was and I explained how Taylor
had filled me in.  “She’s a sharp girl. Stay close to her,” he said.


 


He went off to say hello to everyone.  I went back to the
pool and sunbathed in the nude.  Nobody bothered me until Dana called for me. 
It was my turn to do some acting, so ironically I got dressed to video some
scenes for a porn movie.  I put on a tight tank top and a pair of short,
cut-off jeans not much different than what I wore in the “drug war” movie last
summer.  Dana and crew got everything set up in the living room while Taylor,
Marc and I went over our meager lines.  The filming went great; only one
screw-up (not me!) that required a retake.  The scene was where I was to show
my jealousy by getting close to Marc before an angry Taylor came in and pulled
Marc away.  After they left the room, I then acted like I was talking (out
loud) to myself, saying how I was going to fuck my sister’s boyfriend no matter
what. 


 


I followed cast and crew into a bedroom where Taylor and
Marc were going to screw.  Both of them were great in teasingly taking each
other’s clothes off, just like a boyfriend and girlfriend would do it.  Dana
commended them for that before instructing them about the sex, positions, and
camera angles.  


 


Taylor looked to be a sensational cock sucker.  Marc looked
to be a good pussy licker.  I’d find out about the latter on another day. 
Before they filmed intercourse, Dana gave a few more instructions to Taylor
while another gal was sucking and rubbing Marc’s dick to keep him hard before
helping him with a condom.  


 


Dana yelled “Action” and off they went.  Dana would give
instructions, like “Doggie” and “Reverse Cowgirl” and cameras would stop, Marc
and Taylor would change positions accordingly and get right back to fucking,
cameras rolling again.  By the time Dana called for the money shot, I was
looking forward to doing it with Marc, and anticipating the size of his
cumshot.  I knew people liked facials nowadays.  I didn’t.  I was going to
petition Dana to let me have a body-shot instead.


 


Taylor wasn’t much of a screamer so I knew they’d dub in
more noise while editing.  Marc was a great cummer, not Peter North but quite
acceptable nonetheless.  When they were done and cleaning up, Marc gave me a
wink.


 


I was in some more non-sex scenes to establish my
character.  They went okay; Dana let me see some of the raw footage.  I begged
to see what they recorded of me and Horst yesterday.  Dana laughed and brought
me to another room that had been set up as a combination office and early
editing station.  He went through some of the digital files and ran the one I
was reluctantly asking for.


 


I began worried and ended up amazed.  I had been like a
crazy person, jerking uncontrollably and screaming my lungs out as Horst fucked
me hard.  Horst’s face betrayed his pleasure up until he stripped off the
condom and sprayed a few good dollops of his goo over my still thrashing and
convulsing tummy and pubis.


 


“You are a hot one, Candy,” Dana said as the video
footage stopped.  “Are you like that when sober?”


 


I felt hot.  I must have been blushing when I admitted,
“Yeah, most of the time I think.  At least that’s what Mr. Ibanez says.”


 


“Raul, or Ed, or whatever name he’s going by now sure has
the eye for talent, among other assets of his, and he’s always talking about this
young girl he discovered—you.”


 


“He talks about me?”


 


“All the time, doll.  Candy this, Candy that…all the time. 
I thought he was bullshitting but so far I’m agreeing with him.  How about
showing me he’s right?”


 


Dana outlined the scene he wanted me to do.  Two guys.  I
said anything was okay except anal and asked who the two guys were.  He pointed
them out.  Big guys—big units.  Why not?


 


He organized the thing out by the pool.  I was going to be
swimming and the two guys would proposition me right out of the pool.  I wondered
who originated the idea, since my two co-stars looked very ready to get it
going with me.  Maybe they watched Horst do me and wanted some of what he got. 
Well, I gave it to them.  I sucked them both then got on my hands and knees and
they took me—one in my pussy and the other in my mouth.  After Dana gave an
approving signal, they switched places.  Of course I still had a cock in my
mouth and one deep in my vagina, though this time it felt better somehow and I
began to orgasm.  While my mouth was open wide in squealing ecstasy, I got a
tremendous cumshot down my throat.  I gagged and coughed, so Dana had to holler
“Cut!”


 


It wasn’t until I regained my composure the second guy got
to cum.  Another facial.  God, I hate facials!


 


The rest of the day was uneventful, at least for me.  I
watched some other scenes being videoed, and didn’t see Ed Ibanez the remainder
of the evening.  At bedtime, I went to bed alone.  Cassie must be sleeping with
someone.  That was okay with me.


 


At some time after falling asleep, I felt someone get into
bed next to me.  “Cassie?” I asked, not quite awake.


 


“Ssh, no, it’s Taylor.  Is it all right if I sleep with you
tonight?”


 


“Sure,” I said.  But then, she really didn’t want to sleep. 
I let her eat me and I came in a minute.  She was amazed yet happy I climaxed
so fast.  I told her it was because she was so good.  My pussy was sore from
the fucking and I enjoyed her tongue and the soothing lubrication it brought
forth.  Then I reciprocated and gave her an orgasm.  She seemed appreciative,
and then we fell asleep.


 


In the morning we talked for a while in bed.  I filled her
in on my life so far, getting quite a few “No shit!” responses. 


 


While hanging out, having a bagel for breakfast, I pondered
my day.  I wasn’t supposed to be in any scenes today, but Dana’s impromptu
request yesterday meant things could change.  I hung out by the pool while the
others talked about the Manson murders.  It was some sort of anniversary—it was
all over the news—and they were telling me that house was maybe about ten miles
away.  I thought that was equally cool and sad.  I hated to hear about
senseless murders, even those that happened before I was born.


 


My day picked up considerably when Alan showed up.  I ran to
him and jumped into his strong arms.  We kissed like there was no one else
around, though I knew we were putting on quite the show.


 


Later, Dana approached us, winked and said, “You two look
like you have some…er…history…together.  How about doing a scene in the pool? 
I’ve got the underwater cam here.”


 


Alan looked at me like it was my decision, not his.  I
looked back up at him and shrugged.  Alan gave me an ‘it’s-up-to-you’ gesture. 
I said yes—it was with Alan, after all.


 


While they were setting up to film, Alan and I talked.  I
told him I was a little sore and he asked me if I wanted to change my mind.  I
smiled at him and said, “Nothing a lot of lube won’t fix.”  He chuckled and
hugged me.  


 


He had undressed into swim trunks and I’d put my bikini top
back on.  We acted out like we met by the pool.  I kind of got myself close to
him and made some purring noises before telling him I liked his body.  He
started rubbing a breast and said he liked mine too.  We kept going like that
until our suits were off and I began sucking him, but not before saying
“Omigod, you’re soooooo big.”


 


Dana cut filming so I could get lubed up and climb into the
pool along with Alan.  He did me from behind first.  I had a hard time keeping
myself upright but with Alan in me I didn’t mind.  We switched positions so he
was holding me and lifting me up and down on his cock.  I was screaming my
orgasm while Alan surreptitiously glanced at Dana to see what he wanted him to
do.  I didn’t know what Dana signaled though Alan came inside me.  Later, they
showed me what the underwater cam captured—milky streams of cum oozing out of
me around Alan’s throbbing cock, floating in the water.  Nice!


 


Needless to say, I spent the rest of the day glued to Alan. 
For the third night in a row I slept with a different person.  Alan and I made
love for over an hour before falling asleep.


 


I did the ‘younger sister’ scene with Marc early the next
morning.  The set-up was I got him alone in a bedroom of the house and ragged
on him for never trying anything with me.  This monologue was followed by me
pulling off my shirt to reveal my breasts.  You can imagine the rest of the
preliminaries.  Marc was good, eating my pussy like he really meant it; almost
to the point I was worried I would climax too early (though that’s not a problem
for a girl while making porn.)   We finished up in the missionary
position and he came all over my belly as I had requested of him and Dana.  


 


After we were done, Marc whispered to me “Candy, I can’t
believe how tight you are.  Jesus, you’re amazing!”


 


I smiled and whispered back, “I’m glad you enjoyed me,
Marc.”


 


Dana overheard me and laughed.


 


The highlight of the rest of the day was watching Cassie
perform.  She was so much a natural, and I knew she would be a big star some
day if she wanted it bad enough.


 


The lowlight was watching Alan with another woman.  I kept
telling myself how stupid it was for me to be jealous.  Jealousy was rampant
nonetheless.  The lady’s name was Haylee—a typical porn blond with a heavily
augmented chest.  Before I left the room, unable to watch, I thought about
Glory and how she was naturally prettier than Haylee.  The memory of Glory made
me doubly depressed.


 


I sat alone by the pool and thought about being here.  I had
promised myself I would win the clash of wills with Ed Ibanez and never do this
again, but here I was.  I promised myself I’d try to be a ‘normal’ teenager,
but falling this much in love with Alan made it seem I’d failed there too.


 


When Ed returned, I asked him to take me home.  I figured
I’d done my share.


 


He had several checks already written out for me.  As was
his practice with me (paid secretly “under the table”) he explained it would be
wise for me to deposit them separately so as not to draw attention to me, and
thus to him.  I looked at the amounts and saw the total was more than I’d
expected.  I guess my college education was paid for sure now. I went looking
for people to say goodbye to.  


 


I found Cassie and we hugged.  “Take care of yourself,
squirt,” she said.  “Maybe next summer?”


 


Probably not, I thought but didn’t say.  That’s what
I thought last summer and look where I am.  We made promises to keep in touch
but I knew already she wouldn’t, and that was okay.  She had a whole new
exciting life to live away from the dullness of Torrance and the beaches.


 


I found Alan next.  I told him how much I loved him, and
then told him that the idea of ‘us’ was never going to work, at least how he
envisioned it.  There would be no ‘happily ever after’ when he was twice my
age; something we’d discussed countless times before and each time let our
desires sweep the practical aside.  As with Cassie, he promised to stay in
touch.  Unlike with Cassie, I knew he would.  I knew he would cling to the
dream.  He was like a starry-eyed child in that regard.  That was one reason I
loved him, and always would.  Someday he would call me and I would see him
again.  We would have sensational sex.  And then he would still be the thirty
year-old porn actor and I would still be the fifteen (soon to be sixteen)
year-old high school student.


 


We kissed for a long time, and for the second time this week
made a spectacle of ourselves.


 


Mr. Ibanez drove me home.  We didn’t talk much throughout
the long, traffic clogged journey.  I pondered the upcoming school year,
wondering how it would go.  Would I make the softball team?  Would I meet a boy
I liked?  Would I finally be that ‘normal’ teenager?


 


When I got home, I e-mailed Brian in England and told him a
little about how things had gone.  Even though I hadn’t gone into detail he
sensed I wasn’t happy with the week in the L.A. hills.  


 


I vowed not to suppress my will again.  Tenth Grade, here I
come!  …A normal Tenth Grade.


 


 


If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and 
let me know what you think of my writing.  You’ve read the other parts of my 
story, haven’t you?  This is Part 10.  You can find the rest at the 
Cotton Candy web site or you can click here
 to go directly to the next part.    Thank you.

Candy
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Really,
when the school year ended I hadn’t heard from anybody.  Not Jimmy (he
cut all ties, too afraid of going with a sixteen year old.)  Not Ed Ibanez
(maybe I’m ‘too old’ for him now; though he always said I could act rings
around the other girls.)  Not Alan (we spoke by phone around the first of the
year, but not since, and he was noncommittal anyway about seeing me.)  Not
Cassie (I had no idea where she was, making porn movies somewhere, forgetting
all about Redondo and Torrance, and me, I guess.)


I
supposed I should have been happy since I wanted to be a regular teen girl, and
I went practically the whole year without any drama, and no sex either.  My
reality of normal, it seemed.


The
journey through tenth grade was smooth enough.  My grades were almost as good
as they’d been last year, and that was pretty excellent.  I’d made the JV team
in one sport but mostly warmed the bench.  I didn’t have a boyfriend, and I
began to realize that after all my experiences of the last couple of years, any
boy my age would have a difficult time measuring up (and that’s not a pun).  I
had plenty of girl friends though.  I’m very sexually attracted to one of my
friends, but my subtle hints have been ignored so far and I don’t want to push
it and potentially lose her friendship.


I
never have the same intensity of orgasms from masturbation as I do from real
sex, and so my ‘love life’ has been as bland as it has been self-administered. 
I kept writing sexy fiction stories, channeling my arousals into prose instead. 
I wrote the story “1909” from school studies about race relations, and I
was particularly proud of it beyond how hot it was.  A few more jumped from my
keyboard after that.


I’d
kept in touch with Gerry; both of us knowing we had that time together two
summers ago but that we would never do it again.  I kept in touch with a few of
my “pen pals” as I like to think of them: Brian in England, Larry in Australia,
etc., e-mailing often.  I try to answer all my “fan mail” from ASSTR readers. 
Most are nice, though some are basically pervs who write stupid things.  I
don’t get angry; since I’ve had to understand how men think from the time I
lost my virginity and decided to write all about it.  I’ve also developed a
nice relationship with another author on ASSTR, Donna M., speaking with her
often, even if I get lectured at like my mother would if she knew everything
I’d done.


So
there I was, July 1st, enjoying a few days at the beach with friends
before I began my summer job, when I got a call.  It was Alan!  Juices flowed
simply hearing his voice.


“You
know I can’t stop thinking about you Candy.”


“Then
why don’t you call?  I called you a bunch of times and all I got was voice
mail.”


“I
know, I know, I’ve been away on shoots, in Arizona and New Mexico, and I
figured I would call you, but you know how it is…”


Yes,
I knew how it was.  Our phone call went on like that for a while.  My friend, Hannah
(no, not the one I lusted after) sat next to me, perplexed by my half of the
conversation.  Her facial expression almost made me laugh.  Alan told me he was
going to be back in California to make more movies and was hoping we could hook
up.  I told him that coming up with an excuse my parents would buy was more
difficult than in the past, which in reflection sounded strange to me seeing
I’m older now—sixteen and a half.  I promised I’d call him soon.


Hannah
was all questions about the call.  “Who was that?  A man?!”


I
was not forthcoming with answers, mostly dodging them and changing the subject.


When
I got home, my thoughts of Alan kicked my libido into overdrive.  I went into
the bathroom, sat on the toilet, and let my fingers do their thing.  Unlike
other times I’ve masturbated, this time I orgasmed quickly.  I couldn’t wait to
be in Alan’s arms again.  To have his lips on mine.  To feel his strong arms
hold me.  To feel him between my legs.  To feel him deep within me.


When
I saw Hannah the next day, she wouldn’t leave my telephone call alone.  “You
gonna tell me who you were talking with yesterday?”


“No,
I’m not.”


“Yes!! 
For sure it’s an older man!  Is he like in college?  How does he know you? 
Come on, you’ve got to tell me.”


“I
don’t have to tell you anything, but yes, he’s older, so you can’t tell anyone,
okay?”


“Oh
girl, I can see it on your face.  You had sex with him!  I know it…an older
man!”


“That’s
it.  I’m not saying anything more.”


She
kept hounding me for details but I said nothing.  As she kept asking questions,
I got the impression that she wasn’t a virgin either.  We never spoke in detail
about our experiences, mostly because I couldn’t share mine with her.  Hannah
and I had a strange bond, a friendship born through our differing yet shared
insecurities.  She was and has always been overweight.  I think she’s cute but
to boys she’s not even on the radar screen.  I’m like the opposite;
stick-skinny and way petite, with too-small tits and a nose I’ll never be happy
with.  I’ve had grown men lust after me yet, like Hannah, boys (the cute ones,
at least) don’t seem to see me at all.


I
managed to extricate myself from Hannah without giving away any of my secrets,
nevertheless I still had no idea how I could get away to be with Alan.  Well, I
did have an idea, but Alan himself would have to come through.  I gave him a
call.


“Hi
there, sweetheart.  Did you figure out how to get away?’


“Not
yet,” I said.  “I was hoping you could help me.  Remember my friend Cassie?”


“You
mean the oversexed blonde you got into the business?”


“Yeah.”


“What
does she have to do with anything?”


“If
I can contact her, maybe she could be my excuse like last year.  Do you know
how I can get in touch?”


“I’ll
give Dana a call.  I think she’s been working for him, last I heard.”


“You
don’t like her, do you?” I asked him, since I heard something in his voice. 
“You’ve worked with her, right?  Without me?”


“Yes
I have.”  He hesitated, giving me several moments of dead air, then he said,
“Candy, hon, I think she’s into some heavy drugs.”


“You
know that for a fact?”


“No…not
exactly, but she’s…she’s kinda fucked up, I think.  Has to be drugs.”


I
was devastated.  The older girl had been a special friend for a while.  I
couldn’t imagine her doing drugs.  “You’ll still get her number for me, won’t
you?” I asked.


Alan
called me a few days later with Cassie’s number.  I built up my courage and
made the call.  When she answered her voice sounded dull and unemotional,
though she did say she was glad to hear from me. She told me about the videos
she’d worked on.  I was sad listening to her, since her voice betrayed what I
feared most; she wasn’t the ‘star’ she thought she’d be, yet she didn’t know
what else to do.


I
wanted to apologize for getting her into the life in the first place.  A
thought popped into my head, wondering if she was hooking too; which would be
doubly sad.  I felt badly but this wasn’t the time to think about her.


“Remember
how you told my parents the story about going to a camp when we really did the
movie in Barstow?  Could you like, do it again for me?  Alan will be in the
Valley in a couple of weeks and I have to see him.”


“You
in it?” she asked.


“The
movie?  No, not this time,” I said.


“Have
you made any more?”


“I
really don’t want to.”


“You’ve
changed your tune.”


“C’mon
Cass, don’t be like that, okay?  I’m asking a favor that’s all.  I know it’s
been a while, but I do want to know how you’re doing.”


“I’m
fine,” was the extent of her answer.  This was so awkward.


“I
miss you, you know.  We had a lot of fun together didn’t we?  Remember the hot
tub party at Pete’s house?”


She
laughed, saying, “How could I forget that one?  Yeah, Squirt, we did have fun. 
You doing good in school?”


I
knew this might be a touchy subject with her, since she never did well and
dropped out.  I answered, “I did okay.  Good grades.  Two more years of high
school to go, then I’ll be off to college.”


“That’s
great, Squirt.  You’re gonna be famous someday.”


Finally,
I got the conversation back around to a plan.  She admitted that she’d be
making another movie at a Topanga Canyon ranch, which wasn’t very far from
where Alan would be working.  We discussed the particulars of how she would
come to my place and spin the web for my parents.


My
summer job was now doubly boring drudgery, waiting for the day I could quit and
see Alan.  I masturbated that night in bed, thinking of him making love to me
over and over again.


When
Cassie picked me up on the fateful day, I was actually relieved at her appearance
since I had imagined far worse.  The rebellious spark that had attracted me to
the older girl was pretty much gone.  She did look more sophisticated, though
the word that came to mind was aloof (yes, another word I learned in school), though
I figured my dad would still drool.


If
they saw any change in her they didn’t let on.  My father reacted as he always
did to Cassie—like a man.  He was checking her out so openly I knew mom would
get real jealous, so I made sure we got right into our spiel about the
fictitious camp Cassie wanted me to attend.  Cassie told them it was for girls
to get away from the pressure of boys and sex and learn to be self-reliant.  I
don’t think I have any problems with self-reliance, but I went along with her,
and the best plan we could come up with.  My parents asked plenty of questions,
but quick-witted Cassie had all the answers.  She may be different, but she
could still sling bullshit like no one else.


The
bottom line: they fell for it.  Like usual, I felt bad for lying to them once
again.  They deserved better, and someday I would make it up to them, but for
now I knew what I needed to do.


Alan.


The
singular thought that permeated every cell, every pore.


When
Cassie picked me up to drive north, my panties were damp, and I could hardly
breathe thinking of him.  Before we hit the 405, I thought I saw Jimmy’s Xterra,
though it was difficult sometimes to distinguish cars when they’re all coated
in southern California smog-dust.


She
must have seen it too.  “You still seeing him?”


“Jimmy? 
No.  He’s like too chicken to date me because of my age, so I guess it’s over.”


She
laughed, “He wasn’t too chicken to pop your cherry when you were thirteen, was
he?”


“Don’t
say it like that.  He’s a nice guy, and I understand.”


On
the way, we mostly talked about her movies and who she’d had scenes with.  She
told me a story about Big Rod, one of the guys I made the Cleopatra movie
with.  One day he had a hard time getting it up so he took two Viagra pills,
and after that he said it was so hard it ached, and all the actresses didn’t
want to do it with him because he was now even bigger and fatter than before. 
I knew how big he normally was, so maybe I couldn’t blame them.  Cassie finally
admitted that she wasn’t entirely happy with the movies and the money,
complaining about how she felt she was getting screwed in her pay as she was
getting screwed on video.  Normally I would’ve laughed at her joke, but now I
wondered even more if she was augmenting her income in some other way.  She
tried to get me to tell her how much money I’d made the last couple of years
doing movies for Ed Ibanez, but I wouldn’t tell her.


She
drove up canyon roads and I was immediately lost.  Eventually we wound down
toward the valley.  She pulled into a curved driveway and through an open
ornate gateway.  Unlike some of the adjacent properties, this one was lushly
landscaped, which likely provided the privacy necessary for what would be going
on here.  I wondered who owned it and how they got away with the water usage
the place probably required to keep everything green.


As
a woman I didn’t know came out to greet us, Cassie said “Here you are, Squirt. 
I hope you have fun.  Say hi to everyone for me.  If Santiago’s here, give him
a kiss for me, okay?”


“He’s
not in the movie you’re making?”


“No,
I haven’t seen him a while.  Don’t know where he’s at.”


She
kissed me on the cheek, wished me luck, made sure I had her number to call for
a ride home, and then took off in a cloud of dust kicked up by spinning tires.


The
woman introduced herself as Maddy, and wondered who I was.  I told her my name
and that I was a guest of Alan’s.  She seemed confused and wanted to know more,
probably thinking that I was going to be in the movie and she didn’t know who I
was.  Still confused, she helped me with my stuff and into the house.


“Candy,
Candy, Candy…” Alan said as he came to me and picked me up off the floor and
kissed me long and hard.  


If
Maddy was confused before, she was even more confused now.  “I’ll leave you two
alone,” she said, before walking away.


When
we stopped kissing, I told Alan how much I missed him.  It was so special being
here, and in his strong arms once more.  I sensed that a part of my love of
this—my love of Alan—is how safe and secure I feel in his arms, since I’m a
petite girl and he’s a strong virile hunk of a man.


“We’ll
stow your things in our bedroom and then go out back to the pool for
introductions,” he said, and I was so ecstatic hearing him say “our” bedroom.


“Are
you sure it’s okay for me to be here?  That lady, Maddy didn’t look happy.  Is
she like a director’s assistant, or is she an actress?”


“Maddy
thinks she’s an actress, just like she thinks she has to know everything that’s
going on.”


“Who
is directing?”


“His
name’s Richard, and if you call him Dick he’ll drown you in the pool.”


I
laughed.  “Thanks for the warning.”


On
the way to the bedroom, we ran into one of the actors I’d worked with before,
Alex, and he gave me a kiss too.  I was feeling so good, since I really loved
all these guys I’ve made movies with because they’ve all treated me so well.  I
used to wonder if they simply lusted after me because they were like pedophiles
and I was a very young teen.  Now I realize that most if not all of them
respect me like a grown-up, and maybe want to protect me like they would a
younger sister.  That’s a much better feeling.


Alan
already had shorts on, so I got undressed and put on my bikini, marveling how
easy it had become for me to undress in front of a man.  He said, “You’re
starting to fill out a bit, Candy girl...looking nice in that suit.”


I
squeezed one of my breasts and said, “I don’t think these are doing much
‘filling’ out.”


“Look
good enough to eat.”


“You
start talking like that and we’ll do it right now, and never meet anyone else.”


“There’ll
be plenty of time for that…plenty of time,” he said before taking me in his
arms and kissing me again.


Oh
yes, I wanted him now!  I was squishy wet down there and getting wetter by the
second.  I mumbled, “Let’s go out back before I melt completely.”


He
gently placed a hand at my crotch and said, smiling, “I guess so.  You are
melting.”  He pulled his hand back up and licked his fingers.  I almost raped
him right there.


But
I didn’t.  We went out to the pool, meeting folks along the way.  I met the
director, Richard, and I was happy to see that his chief camera guy was Reggie
who I’d worked with before.  Of the actors, besides Alex, I knew Horst and Marc
from a previous movie.  I knew none of the women.  A couple of the men I didn’t
know looked very interested in fucking me.  They’ll be disappointed when they
discover I’m not in the cast—and belong to Alan besides.


Horst
gave me a kiss and kiddingly asked when I was going to get drunk.


“Like,
that’s the only way you can do me,” I kidded him back, remembering how he’d
taken me by the pool after I’d gotten drunk on that other set.


Most
of them—either through Alan or maybe the other actors who knew me—knew my age. 
They probably had some worries beyond the usual but overall they seemed okay
with it.  Richard got everyone’s attention and began explaining the scenes
being videoed today.  Alan was going to make it with a pretty blonde with giant
boobs.  I knew I had to watch though I also knew I’d be jealous.


While
Alan was getting ready, Marc sat next to me and struck up a conversation.  “Hi
Candy.  I take it you’re not here to be in the movie, right?”


“That’s
right.  Alan invited me here to be with him.”


“With
only him?” Marc said.  “I mean, do I get a chance to get into that tight
little vagina again?”


I
thought he was cute, so I told him that yes, he did have a chance,
though I felt like I was already cheating on Alan.  What a strange feeling for
a sixteen year old to have!


I
got to watch all the sex scenes being videoed, and after a few I was REALLY
hot.  Watching Alan’s scene pushed me over the edge, so when he was done I
dragged him to the bedroom and set to work on getting him hard again—for me.


I
sucked his cock better than I’ve ever done, and I was rewarded.  He grew hard
in my mouth, and he moaned, “You’re lucky, little girl that I’m not up for a
scene the rest of the day.”


“This
scene will be just you and me, and it looks like you’re ‘up’ for it,” I said,
smiling at him as I climbed atop his magnificent cock.  


I
may still be tight for him, but it’s a great fit as far as I’m concerned.  I
don’t always have the best orgasms that way, but riding cowgirl has other
pleasures.  I loved looking down into his eyes, watching the enjoyment build. 
I loved the control it gave me, being able to move at the pace I wanted.  I
loved allowing his hands to be free to caress my breasts, to tease my puffy
little nipples that get so stiff from his touch.  I loved the way my vagina
feels as it clamps down on his cock seconds before I begin to cum.  Oh boy, I
thought, this one will be special!


“Ohhhhhhh
Alaaaannnnnn, I’mmmmmm cummmmminggggggggggg,” I squealed with delight.


He
was going to pull out, but I begged him to cum inside me.  My vagina walls felt
every spasm, every ejaculation of his cock deep inside me.  Like I usually do
at times like this, I hoped my contraceptive prescription worked, since he was
certainly squirting right into my womb.  Lying on his bed afterwards, he
tickled me and said, “Now let me save some of that for movie cumshots, okay?”


I
laughed and said I would, but I teased him by saying, “That means I’ll have to
fuck all the other men here instead.”


He
turned serious and told me that I didn’t have to be faithful to him, that if I
wanted to, I could have sex with others.  He said it, but I saw he hadn’t meant
it.


While
we were in bed we missed the remainder of the day’s filming.  We almost missed
dinner too, but the crew was nice enough to save some for us.  Sex made us both
hungry so we wolfed everything down.  When Alan belched, he was sheepishly
apologetic, and I laughed my ass off.  


The
cast and crew were hanging out around the house, some by the pool.  All were
drinking.  A couple was smoking marijuana.  Alan and I grabbed beers and sat
with the others at poolside.


The
women, including Maddy, wanted to know all about me.  I told them stuff, like
the movies I made for Mr. Ibanez, and I told them about school and things.  One
lady wanted to know how old I’d been when I lost my virginity.  When I said
thirteen, some thought it was cool and a few shook their heads.  A couple of
men joined us and asked more questions.  One of them asked me if I’d been
fucked by Ed Ibanez, and when I said yes, I’d done it on camera they were all
amazed.  “You took the whole thing?” one of the women asked.  I gave them all
the details.  One woman asked about Alan and me.  I told them how we’d met and
the scenes we did together and how he was special to me.  Alan hugged me close
and told everyone how special I was.  We never used the “L-word” but it was
there nonetheless.


Marc
sat with us and started telling stories about the scene we did and how good an
actress I was.  I felt very proud.  “This girl’s a natural, and God do I wish
she could be in this video,” he said.  He was looking at me and I knew he
wanted me.  Bad.


In
bed later, Alan begged off sex, wanting to be rested—and “ready”—for the next
day’s sex scenes.  I was so hot and he knew it, so he did cunnilingus on me until
I came, though it wasn’t as great an orgasm as I would have had from his cock
in me.  I slept really well.  I sure loved sleeping with a strong man next to
me; I felt so warm and secure.


After
a community breakfast, where everyone was talking about the activities of the
day and who would be filming with whom, Alan got ready for his scene.  He was
supposed to be a private detective or something like that and his clients were
all seducing him.  He played the “reluctant fuck” (his words), and this morning
was working with a girl named Sherri.  She was a blonde, with big tits that had
to be fake (weren’t they all?) 


I
had the usual reactions to watching Alan with another actress: jealousy and
arousal.  Maddy stood next to me as I watched the action.  She turned and
whispered, “You love him, don’t you?”  I nodded yes.  “Does he?”


“Love
me, you mean?  Yes he does.  He cares a lot about me but we both know it can’t
go any further than this.”


“That’s
too bad.  He’s such a great guy, and I heard you’re good at this sort of
thing,” she said.  


“This…’thing,’
you mean making porn?”


“Well,
yes, though I hate that word—porn.  It’s adult entertainment, and there
shouldn’t be any stigma to the whole thing.  If adults want to watch us in the
privacy of their own home then that’s cool, don’t you think?”


“Yeah,
it’s cool, I guess.  I kinda like sex so much that I don’t even think about the
camera being on when I’m doing it with one of these hunks, especially Alan,” I
said.


 “Wow,
that sounds like me,” she said.  She stopped talking as we watched Alan give
Sherri a massive facial before Richard hollered “Cut!”


I
shuddered, thinking once more about making it with Alan, though I didn’t envy
Sherri for where he ejaculated.  “I hate facials,” I said, and Maddy laughed.


“I
hate ‘em too, though that’s what men like to watch, I guess.”


“When
do you do your next scene?” I asked.


“Later
today.  I’m doing a three-girl.”  She paused, then asked me, “You ever been
with a girl?”


“Yes.”


“On
camera?”


“Yes.”


“You
like it?”


“It
was cool.”


“I
guess what I’m asking is whether you like women more than men.  I’m okay with
men, but I basically would rather be with another woman.”


“I
guess I’m like the opposite,” I told her.  “I like it with women but I like men
much better.”  My thoughts drifted away to memories of Glory and the time we
spent together.  It was a special kind of lovemaking between us, with her being
much older than me, like a second mother perhaps.


We
watched Alan get cleaned up, his scene completed.  Before he came over to see
me, Maddy leaned closer and whispered, “Before the week’s done, I’d like to
have sex with you.  Is that okay?”


Our
eyes met, and I saw the lust.  No matter how many times it’s happened, I can’t
get over how men and women want me so, since all I ever see in the mirror is a
skinny, small-breasted girl with a funny, fat nose who isn’t particularly
pretty.  For whatever reason, their desire always triggers a likewise response
in me.


I
whispered back, “Yes,” as my breathing halted for a couple of seconds.


“So,
how was I?” Alan asked jovially when he joined Maddy and me.  


I
can never get enough of seeing his chiseled body and magnificent cock, so I
drank in the sight of him before answering.  “So-so, I think.  Maybe your
performance would’ve been better if it was me instead of her,” I said.


Maddy
thought that was funny, and laughed, as Alan replied, “I think you’re right,
Squirt.  That is what Cassie calls you, isn’t it?”


“Don’t
you be calling me that now too.”


“Okay,
Squirt.”


We
joked like that for a while until Maddy asked me how I knew Cassie.  I
explained how we met at the beach, and how eventually I got her into this
business.  I asked her why she wanted to know about me and Cassie.


“Oh,
nothing really.  I worked with her once and she went all bossy-bitch on us, like
she was the star and we were just meat.  I guess I don’t like her and I was
afraid you were close friends, and not like me for it.”


“Naw,
it’s okay.  I know Cass can be like that sometimes.”  My mind drifted to our
time in the car on the drive up here, and what Alan had told me about her.


Later,
Alan and I watched other people being videoed.  It’s plain to me now how much
of a voyeur I’d become; I watch these hard bodies get it on in twosomes,
threesomes, and moresomes, and I’d be so horny my pussy itched.  I needed Alan
to scratch the itch, but he was too worried about not being ready for his
scenes, so I started to think of Marc’s and Maddy’s separate propositions.


I
definitely wanted to watch Maddy’s girly threesome.  Girls can pretty much
always fake an orgasm, but it was difficult for me to tell if these girls’ cums
were tongue-induced reality, or good acting.   They were all very loud, and
that turned me on even more.  So, that’s when I went looking for Marc.


He
sat at the pool’s edge, dangling his feet in the water.  I sat next to him, but
not before taking off my t-shirt, now only wearing my bikini bottoms.  He
looked appreciatively at my tits and I felt my nipples correspondingly
stiffen.  I know that a lot of men like small, pointy tits like mine, with
their slightly puffy areolas, which contrasts with what I’d always believed—that
men liked really big ones.


Marc
stared at my tits, and said, “They look happy to see me.  Are they?”


I
croaked, “What do you think?”


He
moved closer and touched one of them, halfway between a caress and a squeeze. 
“I think you and I are going to have some fun.”  At that, my crotch grew damp.


We
slid into the pool and I slid his swimshorts off of him.  My arousal got the
better of me and I did the silly thing of trying to suck his cock underwater. 
It didn’t work.  He said it was okay and took that moment to take off my
bottoms.  I rubbed his hard cock as he finger fucked me underwater.  We were
both so ready to fuck, so we got out of the pool and went to one of the poolside
lounge chairs.  He lay down and I got on top of him.  I cowgirled him, whipping
myself up and down on his nice, hard cock, going faster and faster until the
lounger started to make noises like it was about to collapse under us.  I was
so close to cumming and my squealing told him so.


Just
then, he got me up and off him, stood, and picking me up, dropped me onto his
erection.  This way was a dream of mine, and only Alan had been strong enough
to fuck me like that.  My friend, Brian in England had sent me a video link
once that showed a petite woman with her arms around the neck of a muscled man
by a pool, as he held her and raised then lowered her on his glistening wet cock. 
I always thought that was the sexiest vid I ever saw on the web.  


Marc
wasn’t as strong or muscular as Alan but he showed me he was fully capable of
making this work.  My arms were wrapped around his neck and my legs were around
his waist.  Up and down; in and out.  He squeezed my ass cheeks as he held me,
raising and lowering me in the long stroke it took to envelop his cock.  He was
deep inside me on the down-stroke when my orgasm hit big time.


I
screamed and screamed as wave after wave of my orgasm undulated through me.  I
never felt or heard him cum but he must have, because when he finally lowered
me so my feet were back on the ground, his cock was dripping the last remnants
of his ejaculation.


“Baby,
you are so hot and so tight.  I still can’t believe you’re only sixteen the way
you love to fuck,” Marc said, hugging me to him, before leaning down to kiss
me.


I’m
learning that on these video shoots, a lot of sex happens off camera, maybe
because all these hot bodies are like me and get aroused easily.  What we just
did was a fairly normal occurrence, so nobody around the pool said anything, or
even acknowledged our sex.  The exception was the intense stare I got from
Maddy on the other side of the pool.


I
didn’t see Alan around.  Marc must have guessed what I was thinking because he
said, “Alan won’t be pissed at you, will he?  I know you two got a thing
going.”


“Ah,
I don’t think so.  Like, we know that there’s no future for us even though we
love each other.”


“Wow...Love...you
really both feel that way?”


“Yeah,
I guess.  Don’t get me wrong, Marc.  You’re cute and all and sex was fun, but
Alan and I are much more than that.”


“That’s
sweet.  I understand.  I really do.  Maybe I wish I found the woman who’d feel
that way about me.”


“You
will someday, because you’re a sweet guy and know how to make a girl feel
good.”


“Thanks,
but I’m not sure if being in this business hurts or helps.”  He paused, like he
was trying to find the right words.  “You know, Candy, I didn’t use the word
‘woman’ lightly.  You’re more woman that most I’ve met.  I really mean that.”


“Oh
Marc,” I murmured, jumping into his arms and giving him a big kiss.


Maddy
was still giving me the evil eye from the other side of the pool.  I guess Alan
was right about her sticking her nose in everyone’s business.  I bet she’ll
even tell Alan I made it with Marc.  Would he be jealous?  One thing was for
sure, I wasn’t going to sleep with her now.


I
went back into the pool, naked and loving it.  Alex and another guy were in
there along with one of the actresses whose name I couldn’t remember.  I swam
up to them, and Alex grabbed me and held me to him as he playfully described
scenes I’ve done for the camera.  I chuckled as he regaled those in the pool
with a loud voice with exaggerated stories about my sex scenes in Mr. Ibanez’s
movies.


I
stopped him, saying while poking him in the ribs, “C’mon, you make the
Cleopatra three-on-one sound so gross.  It’s not like I did a DP or anything
like that.”


He
hefted me over his shoulder so my ass was to everyone gathered around us. 
“Right, no anal for this little girl.  Can you guys imagine how freakin’ tight
this butthole is?”


Everyone
else laughed but me.  “Hey, my vagina’s tight enough for you dildos!” I said,
surprising myself.


They
all laughed even harder.  “She’s sooooo right about that,” Alex said.  That’s
when Alex slid his finger into me.


He
finger-fucked me so hard and so well that in less than a minute I was cumming,
squealing like I usually do.  His finger went as deep as it could and tickled
something inside me and another wave of cumming washed over me and I was wetter
than the pool water.  Alex whispered that he could make me cum even more, and then
he shocked me by moving his finger to my anus and sliding it into me.  I gasped
but didn’t try to stop him.  He finger-fucked my ass with his middle finger at
the same time his thumb stroked my clit.  More people gathered around us in the
pool.  Some were actually cheering him on.  I never wanted to find out what
anal felt like, especially with these porn guys and their big cocks; however
Alex’s finger was getting to me, the feeling completely different.


My
legs involuntarily thrashed the water as his finger and thumb massaged me,
until I screamed, “Oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo Godddddddddddddddddd!” so
loudly my shrill voice surely echoed throughout the valley.


Alex
kissed me before setting me down shaky-legged in the pool, saying, “See, your
ass is as fine a place to cum as your pussy, maybe finer.  You ready for your
first real anal?”


I
couldn’t answer; maybe still in shock from his assault and my extraordinary
climax.  I hadn’t known he was watching until Alan spoke for me.


“Hey
Alex, you’ve had your fun, so how about leaving the girl alone, okay?”


“Yeah
dude, but if you heard her then you know she had her fun too.”


I
looked up at Alan, standing at poolside, his face an indecipherable mask.  I
felt guilty for first Marc and then Alex having me, but not guilty enough to
deny the fine orgasms I had with them.  “It’s okay…I’m okay, Alan, I really
am.”


Without
another word he turned and walked back into the house.


Instead
of the expected wisecrack, Alex surprised me by apologizing.  “I know you two
have a thing going.  I’m sorry for being a jerk.”


I
said the same thing to Alex that I’d said to Alan.  “It’s okay.  I like really
am okay with what we did.”


Alex
gave me another kiss, and said, “Where were girls like you when I was your
age?  Go after him, before he gets too pissed off.”  He lifted me high out of
the water and set me down on the pool’s rim.


I
didn’t care if I was wet and naked.  I went after Alan.  Everyone looked at me
funny; a naked teen running through the house, dripping wet meant I must have
been quite the spectacle.  I tracked Alan to our bedroom.


“I’m
sorry, please forgive me,” I said.


Instead
of being angry with me, he smiled and said, “No, I’m the one who should be
sorry.  You’re a hot-blooded young lady that understands her sexuality like no
one your age.  It’s what I love about you, and what I know I’ll never find in
this business.”


I
jumped into his arms and gave him a big kiss.


He
hollered, “Hey, you’re getting me all wet!”


“So? 
You get me wet all the time.”


He
laughed.  “See what I mean?  You’re like a sexy little devil.”  Before putting
me down, he looked into my eyes and said, “I do love you, you know I do.”  I
was going to speak, but my facial expression must have spoken for me, so he
continued, “I know, I know, you’re not going to run away with me.  You’re going
to go to college and be somebody famous.  If you didn’t do that then you
wouldn’t be the woman I know you to be, regardless of your feelings for me.”


He
said he loved me!


He
called me a woman!


“I
love you so much,” I said, then began to cry.


He
held me tightly, and if someone saw us it sure would have looked strange: a
skinny, naked, crying teen with a wet, tangled mess of hair, standing there
being hugged by a tall, muscular, handsome, fully clothed man.


He
eventually said, “I know you love me.  I just wish there was some way I could
really earn that love short of being selfish and taking you away from your true
future.”


I
suggested that I get dressed and we go for a ride in his car.  I figured the
car would give us some privacy to talk and get us away from the porn scene for
a little while.  He had a brand new Charger that was like completely black,
even the wheels.  He told me stuff about its engine and how powerful it was but
it didn’t mean anything to me.  The car sure looked like it could go fast
though.


I
asked him if I could drive, and he reluctantly agreed, after asking me if I’d
driven before.  I told him I had, though the details of one such drive—driving
Gerry’s Lexus through Hollywood—I failed to mention.  I explained how I’d been
taking drivers’ ed classes and soon getting my learner’s permit.  He let me get
behind the wheel even if he didn’t appear happy about it.


The
car sure did want to go fast, hee-hee, but I kept it at or below the speed
limit as we drove through the Valley.  I was lost but he seemed to know the
area and told me where to turn.


“I’m
sorry,” I said.  “I’m sorry for fooling around with Alex and Marc and the other
guys.  It just, like, happened.”


“I
admit, I did get jealous seeing you with them, but maybe that’s the silliest
part; you’re a lusty little teenager and I sure know how much you love sex, so
how can I expect anything else?”  I was going to answer, but he shushed me, “Candy,
we’ve had talks like this before.  We love each other…yes, I know…but we can’t
have a relationship, at least one that’ll work long-term while I’m in this
business and you’re in high school.  You are going to college, and I’ll keep
doing the only thing I’m...qualified...to do to earn a living.  That’s it.  That’s
the way it is.  That’s the way it’ll be.”  He paused, and then said, “I’d tell
you again how much I love you, but the way you’re driving we’ll probably end up
off the road.”


He
was right.  I was so emotionally wrapped up in what he said that I was driving
rather erratically.  I pulled over and told him to drive.  As we swapped
places, he pulled me to him and kissed me deeply, right there outside the car
on the side of the road.  Two cars honked in approval as they drove by.


I
was crying, and even kissing didn’t alleviate the pain and confusion.  Back in
the car and moving again, I told him that he was correct, I was a horny slut
and he was too good for me.


“That’s
not what I meant, and you know it.  You’re the one who’s too good for me,”
he said, taking his eyes off the road for a second and looking into mine.


“I’ll
wait for you.  After college.  Even if you’re still doing this, I’ll understand
as long as we’re together.”


“Candy,
you’re the sweetest girl I’ll ever know, but six years is a long time, and I
know you’ll meet someone, someone special, someone better and smarter than me. 
So, don’t wait, don’t throw your life away.  Don’t think about me, or this
business.  Don’t do it.  Be the woman you’re meant to be.  If later that means
me, then I’ll be the luckiest man alive, but don’t think of me.  Think of
yourself.”


I
couldn’t stop crying.  He was right, but it hurt nonetheless.  This was
heartbreak, the kind people write about, and now it was my turn to experience
it.


When
we returned, everyone in the house knew I’d been crying so they sort of kept
their distance.   By dinnertime, I felt better.  I watched some scenes being
videoed, and for the first time here, I truly reminisced about movies I’d made
and scenes I’d done.  For a brief moment, I had been a fourteen-year-old
Cleopatra.  Ah, the memories.  I didn’t much like Ed Ibanez now, especially after
what he’d done to his daughter’s psyche, but he had seen something in me beyond
what a pedophile would see.  He saw a hot little actress.  I know that now.  I
decided to try acting, try drama, the theater.  We’ll see how that works out,
even if I kept my clothes on!


That
night, Alan made love to me and it was the best ever.  I lost count of orgasms
I had so many.  When he climaxed, he gave me the most spectacular cum shot on
my body, even by his standards.  I lost myself in our sex, forgetting about
everything else.


The
following morning, I called Cassie to ask about a ride home.


“So
soon?” she asked.


“Yeah,
it’s time.  Can you get away?  Are you done?”


She
hesitated, which made me wonder for a moment if the call had been dropped,
until finally saying, “Yeah, I’m done.  I have an appointment later this
morning, then I’ll pick you up.  Okay?”


Something
about her voice was off, especially when she said the word appointment. 
Whatever, I said it was okay, and went to pack up my things.


A
big gang bang scene was being filmed, and Alan was right in the middle of it. 
I stood on the periphery and watched him.  He was a magnificent creature to
watch; so sensual in his movements, almost like a dancer.  I never really took
the opportunity to watch him in action like this, to really study him.  After
all, most of the time I was either under, over, or in from of him, too close
and too orgasmic to pay attention to him this way.


Richard,
the director, wanted a big cumshot finale to the scene, but unlike what it
looks like in the finished product, actors never ejaculate on cue.  They
videoed one after another’s cumshot in close-ups until eventually everyone shot
their load, including Alan.  They would edit the whole thing together later to
make it seem like they all came close to the same time.


Alan
cleaned himself up and then joined me, wearing only a robe.  “Are you okay?  I
wanna make sure you’re not leaving as sad as you were yesterday.”


“I’m
okay,” I said.  “I’m not sad.”


I
lied.


We
spent as much time together as the shooting schedule allowed.  When Cassie
called to tell me she was minutes away, I said goodbye to everyone.  Horst,
Marc and Alex all gave me kisses and told me how much they liked me and how
they wished to “see” me again, which of course meant something more.


Alan
carried my bag out to the driveway.  We kissed for a long time until Cassie’s
car horn brought us back to reality.


“Stay
in touch.  Don’t be afraid to call me, ever,” I said.


He
told me he would call and let me know how he was, and what he was doing.  “I
love you,” he said.


“I
love you too, even if we’ll never be together.”


He
said, “Never say never.”


I
turned away, and walked to Cassie’s car, afraid I would start bawling any
second.  She either didn’t notice my melancholy or chose not to mention it,
since she uncharacteristically drove off without saying a word as soon as me
and my stuff were in the car.  I studied her as she drove.  She had more than
enough make-up on and her cologne was freshly applied, which made me wonder
about her ‘appointment.’


“Your
appointment was a John, wasn’t it?” I asked, ready to receive her wrath.


“None
of your business, Squirt.”


I
let it go.  Besides her dolled-up appearance, she looked too hyper somehow, but
I wasn’t about to ask about drugs after being rebuked asking her about the
other thing.  For miles the silence in the car was deafening.


Finally,
heading south on the 405, she sighed and said, “Yes.”  I knew enough not to ask
her what she meant.  I’d let her continue on her own terms.  Eventually she
said, “I’m an escort.  Are you happy now?”


“Of
course I’m not happy.  Why?”


“You
think there’s an easy answer, Squirt?  Maybe I’m not making enough money. 
Maybe I’m addicted to this lifestyle.  Maybe I need sex way too much.  Maybe
I’m too fucking lonely.”  She was crying.


“But
selling your body like that?”


“What
the fuck did YOU do for the last three years?  You sold your body too to
that shithead Ibanez.  You think I’m being used by my clients?  Well, Ed Ibanez
used you to make a fucking bundle, didn’t he?”


“Okay,
so you justify it that way,” I said, pondering what to say next.  “Then why are
you crying if everything’s alright with it?” is what I said.


Another
deep sigh; “I guess the dream never matched reality, that’s all.”


“If
you need a friend, why don’t you call me?  You’re not a secret to my parents
like everything else.  Call me, and we can hang out, pretend...”


“There’s
no pretending anymore, Squirt.  I have a life now and I’ll make the most of
it.”


All
I could say in reply was “Okay.”


By
the time we got to my house, she’d pretty much pulled herself together.  My mom
seemed to be more attuned to my sorrow than Cassie’s.


“Why
so early?” she asked.  “I thought you’d be gone another couple of days.”


I
told her I hadn’t liked the ‘camp’ program and asked to leave early.  She asked
if I was okay, and I put on my best happy face and said I was.  Cassie and I were
both better actresses than people might think.


I
went back outside and gave Cassie a big kiss before she got into her car.  The
kiss was more than sisterly.  “Take care of yourself, and please call me,” I
said.


She
waved as she pulled away.  I wondered if I’d ever see her again.


My
mom and dad both sensed something was wrong but to their credit they didn’t bug
me.  I thought happy thoughts, which were mostly crazy dreams of Alan and me,
married with kids, and that helped me avoid questions from my parents.  I
guessed my false happy-face was holding up well.


That
night in bed, I couldn’t sleep, thinking about everything.  I made some
decisions.  I was going to make the most of the upcoming school year.  I knew I
wasn’t valedictorian material but at least I could try real hard over the next
two years.  I was going to college, no doubt about that.  I vowed not to have
sex until after high school.  I wouldn’t see Alan or Jimmy if they called.  I
had tried to be a ’normal’ teen girl and failed.  I had two more years of high
school to see if I could do it.  


Everyone
keeps telling me how womanly and mature I am for a sixteen-year-old.  This will
be my test to see if I am all that they say I am.


I’ll
keep trying.


 


If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and
let me know what you think of my writing.  You’ve read the other parts of my story, haven’t you?  
This is Part 11.  You can find the previous parts at 
the Cotton Candy web
site
 
Thank you,


Candy
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No
sex in over a year!


 


Ever
since I lost my virginity at thirteen, I’ve enjoyed sex.  You’ve read about the
movies and such, I’m sure, so I won’t re-tell that part of my story here.  This
past year, my junior year in high school, has been way different.  I
concentrated on school work and trying to be that normal teen girl.


 


I’ve
kept in touch with Alan, but no one else from what I think of as my secret
life.  I never see Jimmy around the beaches anymore, so I think he has moved
away.  I’ll always keep Jimmy in a special place of my heart, remembering
fondly that day on Redondo Beach I spied on him changing into his wet suit, and
of course what came after.  Ed Ibanez on the other hand, knew better than to
call me.  He’d used me enough even though I never begrudged what he paid me for
being in his movies.  It’s my college fund, after all.


 


The
feedback from my “Open Letter” was mostly sweet.  It was nice that people were
sad I wasn’t going to concentrate on writing any more stories.  I did write
one, “Aliya” which everyone seemed to like, but mostly I was too busy with
school to write more.


 


Anyway,
my secret life isn’t as secret any more, at least to my parents.  I knew I had
to tell them sooner or later especially because of the money.  I dreaded the
moment so much that when I told my Mom, it really wasn’t as bad as I imagined
it would be.  Dad was more difficult (as I guess any father of an only daughter
would be), but Mom helped me break the news to him.  Before I told him, we flew
to Boston during spring break so I could visit colleges.  I think Harvard is
beyond me but maybe I’ll apply to MIT.  More than likely though, I’ll go to a
California school (Stanford is still my number one choice) but it was fun to
travel back to Massachusetts where I used to live, and see relatives I don’t
see much anymore.


 


Since
I am an Excel wiz, hee-hee, when school finished for the year I got a summer
job in an office that wasn’t too bad.  I had a hard time concentrating on my
work though because I kept thinking about Alan.  He knew I always wanted to go
to a nude beach, and he had told me about a beach on the Nevada side of Lake
Tahoe that he’d been to.  We’d basically made a date for me to spend a week in
that area with him in July.  My parents weren’t thrilled.  Neither one wanted
to meet Alan regardless of how I felt about him.  Maybe someday they’d come
around.


 


As
I have for the past few years, I pondered the irony of my teenage life.  I knew
how I could be with other people; I wasn’t the easiest person to be friends
with, kind of stubborn, which I think I got from my mother.  I got two invitations
to the prom, one from Jacob, who chases me around like a puppy dog, and another
loser who’s a gang-banger wannabe, which I politely turned down.  And here I
was, about to spend a week with one of the hunkiest men I knew.  Go figure.  I
assured my mom that I was okay not going to the prom (“Maybe next year” I told
her) though I had a dream one night I was at my prom dancing with Jimmy.  That
dream made me sad when I woke up.


 


In
late July that date with Alan became a reality.  My folks still didn’t want to
meet him.  I don’t think they were ready so soon after me telling them, to meet
a man almost twice their daughter’s age who was a porn actor and my lover.  I
was so happy to see him drive up.  I jumped into his arms, wondering if my
folks were watching out a window.  We kissed for the longest time.  


 


We
eventually got to the 5, where he drove north.  I leaned back in the passenger
seat, losing track of what road we were on but trusting his driving.  I didn’t
want to stare, but I spent the time in silence looking at him.  I watched his
taut arms handle the steering wheel with nonchalance.  Every once in a while
he’d look over at me and smile.  Our silence was comfortable somehow, like we
didn’t have to talk to be connected.  I wondered if that’s what being married
would be like.  I hugged myself, enjoying the imagery.


 


A
little while into the trip I asked him if he could play my iPod through his car
system.  He said, “Not that shit you call music,” and we both laughed so hard
he almost went off the road.  I really didn’t pay much attention since he was
driving but at some point we were on I-80 and heading east.  The mountain
scenery was very beautiful (I did pay attention to that).


 


We
ended up at a place called Incline Village, that Alan explained was on the
North Shore of Lake Tahoe.  We checked into the Hyatt Regency, which was an
amazing hotel, much more than I expected.  I watched the desk clerk and bellhop
intently, but no one seemed to react to our age differential after Alan
registered us as Mr. and Mrs.


 


The
room was beautiful!  He asked, “Shower first?” as I was shedding my clothes as
fast as I could.


 


In
the shower, I said, “Mr. and Mrs. huh?” as he began to soap me up.


 


“You
like that, don’t you?”


 


“It
sounds nice,” was my answer.  I washed his cock until it was as thick and hard
as it could get.  He never got into the whole ‘how long is it’ bullshit that’s
part of the porn machinery.  I knew he had to be at least nine or ten inches
long.  He wasn’t as long as Ed Ibanez (who was?) but he was thicker and
whatever he had it was more than enough for me.


 


We
never made it out of the shower.  Alan put me up against the stall wall and
with my legs wrapped around him he nailed me good.  With strong, muscular men
like him, this was my favorite position.  Considering I hadn’t had sex in a
year, I knew I’d cum fast, and with Alan filling me up I’d be even faster.  I
squealed so loudly it was almost deafening in the enclosed space.  I never knew
if he came or not, since my orgasm was so intense.  Besides, porn actors are
often asked to ‘last’ without cumming, so if that’s what Alan did, I would
accept it as natural thing for him to do.


 


We
dressed up and he took me to a fancy restaurant here in the hotel.  When he
complimented me on my dress, he smiled and said except for some of the silly
porn costumes this was the first time he’d ever seen me in a real dress and
heels.  “Makes those skinny legs of yours look fantastic,” he said with a smile
that melted me.


 


The
dress wasn’t much (I hardly ever wore one) but it was short, and besides Alan,
I saw other men look at me as we walked through the lobby and restaurant.  Alan
was so handsome in a suit-jacket.  “First time I’ve ever seen you with a tie,”
I said.


 


“And
maybe the last,” he replied.  I saw a shadow cross his face which made me
wonder what he was thinking.  Could he have imagined the same as me?  Men wear
ties with tuxedos, don’t they?  I wasn’t going to go there with him, at least
not then.


 


We
went to the casino afterwards and played the slots.  I thought it was kind of
cool (especially playing with his money!) but he grew bored fast.  I saw that,
and told him I was tired so we’d go back to the room.  He saw right through my
ploy.  “You’re not tired.  How about we find ourselves a nightclub and do some
dancing.”


 


I
said, “I’m not that good at dancing.”


 


He
leaned close and whispered to me, “Dancing is like sex with your clothes on, so
I bet you’d be good at it.”


 


Yes,
he made me blush.


 


One
place wouldn’t let us in because I didn’t have ID, so we drove around Incline
Village until we found a lounge that was playing music.  He didn’t have a drink
because I couldn’t have one, so we both had Cokes and he taught me how to slow
dance.  I let him sort of lead me around so it wasn’t much more than hugging
him close, and I loved being in his arms.  I’d love to be in his arms forever. 
Before we left, he kissed me right there on the small dance floor, while the
few that were in there stared at us, probably wondering about the young, petite
brunette dancing with the well-built, older man.


 


He
bought a bottle of Champagne and we took it to our room.  We showered together
but didn’t have sex.  Instead we drank and talked about what we’d do all week. 
I admitted to him that the whole idea of being with him all week made me
nervous, especially going to the nude beach.


 


“I
guess I understand, Lin, even if we’ve slept together before and you’ve been
naked a bunch of times in front of strangers.  This is different and I’m not
downplaying it at all.  It feels different to me too.”


 


“It’s
love, isn’t it?” I asked, looking up into his beautiful dark eyes.  “I feel
something when I’m with you that I can’t explain, so it must be love.”  He
didn’t say anything in response, he just held me tight.  Naked in his arms
never felt more right, more perfect.


 


After
a few moments, he said, “It must be the Champagne talking,” and then he
chuckled.


 


I
laughed along with him.  After all, he knew what Champagne did to me, but I
knew that he was kidding me too.  I knew that he had difficult time saying the
three magic words to me.  Where our relationship would go long-term had been
the subject of many discussions over the past couple of years, and we both knew
the improbability of a high school teen marrying an older porn actor, especially
when the teen had dreams of college.  Especially when the man felt inadequate
since he never went to college.  It hurt me that he felt that way but there
wasn’t much I could really do about it.


 


I
couldn’t really put words to what I was thinking, but I tried.  “No matter what
becomes of us, I’m happier than at any time in my life to be with you right
now.”


 


He
carried me to the bed, and our lovemaking somehow transcended anything we had
done before.  I didn’t think of positions.  I didn’t think of anything.  I just
thought of Alan, the man, not the porn actor.  I’m such an easy cummer,
especially if I’ve had some Champagne, but it seemed tonight all I did was
orgasm.  I can’t describe what we did or how we did it.  The sex was a blur,
indistinct, almost other-worldly, if that makes any sense whatsoever.  I kept
on cumming and cumming and cumming, and there was no way I can view it with
intellectual detachment, let alone describe it with mere words.  Everything was
raw emotion, and I wondered if, being the first time I ever felt this way
having sex, it would ever be as vivid again in my entire life.


 


In
the morning, I awoke to a smiling Alan looking down at me.  “You look like an
angel when you’re sleeping.”


 


“Does
that mean I’m a devil the rest of the time?” I said as I stretched, and before
pulling him down to me for a morning kiss.  This hadn’t been the first time I
spent the night in bed with a man, but somehow it felt like a first time to me.


 


The
day promised to be a scorcher, so it would be great swimming and sunbathing
weather (as long as we used sunscreen, that is).  We had breakfast in one of the
hotel’s restaurants before heading off to the nude beach.  We both wore bathing
suits, and Alan joked that they wouldn’t be on for long.  We drove down a
highway for a while until we turned off where a sign indicated we were going to
Secret Harbor Creek Beach.


 


I
had pictured the place to be secluded and I’d pictured correctly.  When we got
to the beach I was overwhelmed by the sight of so many naked or mostly naked
people.  Alan and I spread out a beach blanket.


 


“Well,
you ready?” he said, smiling broadly.  Without another word down came his
shorts.  I couldn’t explain my nervousness still, but I reluctantly let my top
fall away before slipping out of my bikini bottoms.  Alan gave me a hug before
saying, “See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”


 


I
finally was fulfilling one of my fantasies—visiting a nude beach—and now I
didn’t know what to do.  We sat around on our blanket and watched the crowd,
which grew by the minute.  There were people of all ages, including a few
couples with small kids.  One thing I didn’t see was another teenager.  Alan
pointed out three women who were walking along the lake’s edge.  To say that
they were well endowed in the breast area would have been an understatement.


 


“Maybe
I should go over there and say hi,” he said teasingly.


 


“And
maybe they’re in the same business you are by the looks of them,” I answered
with my best pout, but he wasn’t buying it, so we both ended up laughing.  He
took me by the hand and we walked toward the water.


 


What
mixed feelings I had.  I’d envisioned something like this, but not to this
extent.  Every woman on the beach, no matter if old or young wanted to talk to
Alan, to be close to him, really.  All my emotions were laid bare like my
body.  I was extremely proud to be with him.  I was extremely jealous of the
easy manner with which he returned their attention.  I felt so insecure when a
large breasted woman spoke to us, knowing that I couldn’t compare in that
department.  I understood it all, but that didn’t mean it didn’t bother me.  I
had to detach my feelings and look at him with cold logic.  He was dark,
handsome, beautiful even, and with the largest penis on the beach, no wonder
the women flocked to him.


 


Maybe
to mock them, or tease them in some way, when we were wading in the water (I
was about mid-thigh deep) he lifted me in his arms like a baby and kissed me
hard.  God bless him, like he was showing everyone he was mine.  The tongue
duel went on for a long time before he gently lowered me back to the lake.  The
two closest women to us were staring wide-eyed at Alan, and when I too looked,
the reason was obvious.  While kissing me grew semi-stiff.  His cock was even
more impressive when erect—didn’t I know it!  From that moment on, we (okay,
more Alan than me) were the most popular couple on the beach.  Everyone talked
to us, probing for details of who we were, where we were from, etc.  In
roundabout ways people wanted to know about our obvious age difference.  We
lied a lot.


 


One
good-looking young couple openly wanted to know if we’d swap.  Alan politely
declined.  Later, he whispered to me, “…Unless you wanted to…”


 


I
told him I’d never swap him for anybody.


 


As
the day progressed, I became very comfortable being naked.  It felt as good as
I fantasized it would be.  Being with Alan, sneaking glances at his magnificent
body every so often, and teasing him while applying sunscreen made this nude
beach seem like paradise on Earth.  Alan asked me once how I felt, leaning
close and saying, “You’re arousal is obvious, little girl.  Those puffies of
yours must be tingling they’re so stiff.  You’ve got that glow about you I know
so well, and I bet you’re as wet as can be.”


 


“I
wish we were alone so you could check out your hypothesis,” I said in a hoarse
whisper.


 


“My
‘hypothesis’ huh?”  He gave his cock a surreptitious shake.  “I know how to
test that hypothesis when we get back to the hotel.”


 


I
swooned.  He was right; I was so horny I could feel the moisture leaking down
the crack of my ass as we sat on the beach blanket.  I didn’t want to wait
until we got back to the hotel.  I wanted him to take me right there on the
beach.


 


He
saw my arousal.  He said, “You’re the most amazing woman I ever met, you know
that?  I don’t care about your age; you’re more comfortable in your own skin
than most women ever hope to be.  You’re so damned attuned to your own
sexuality…” he chuckled, “ …maybe that’s why you have hair-trigger orgasms, and
were so good in front of the camera.”


 


I
laughed with him, but I doubted I was as “comfortable” in my body as he
believed me to be.  I immediately thought no way!  But then I thought
about how I had sex with older men, while being filmed no less, and how it
seemed so natural to walk around naked between scenes.  And here I was, a
seventeen year old, on a nude beach with the man I loved.  I was very proud to
be here with him.  I didn’t really feel as jealous as I thought I might be with
all the women ogling.  Maybe that’s what he meant by ‘comfortable.’


 


Of
course he knew what I wanted.  He also knew how we were being looked at by
others.  He whispered, “Should we make another pass along the beach so everyone
can be jealous of us?”  We walked along the water’s edge once more, stopping to
chat with folks, all the while with Alan’s arm around my waist.  We were asked
more questions about where we were from, how we met, etc.  When asked where we
worked, Alan deflected them since neither one of us could really be truthful on
that front.


 


One
woman of about forty was brazen in her approach to Alan.  With a man who I
assumed to be her husband standing right next to her, she wanted to know where
we were staying, and whether Alan and I wanted to party later.  Obviously, I
knew what she meant by ‘party.’  Alan was noncommittal, but like before he put
his arm around me and made a humorous comment that his ‘party’ was me.


 


We
soon left the beach, knowing we still had other days to bask in the sun.  We
rode around the lake roads, some better and more travelled than others.  We
reminisced about the movies we made two years ago out in the desert near
Barstow.  Then we talked about the first time we met, when I made the Cleopatra
movie for Ed Ibanez at the house on Catalina in Redondo Beach.  As he’d done
before, he admitted how much he lusted after me that first time, but also that
I scared him, not simply because of my age.  He said that he saw right away
that I wasn’t like girls my age, and that he knew being with me would “mess him
up” during scenes.  What he meant by that was that he would lose control, as he
did when he came too quickly during filming and they missed the “money shot” as
Jake called it.


 


During
our silences, as I often do I reflected on how I got to this place in time. 
Who would have predicted that my curiosity about boys, a curiosity all girls
have, would lead me to spying on the surfers that fateful day on the beach when
I was thirteen?  Who could have predicted that I’d see Jimmy changing that day,
and that later I‘d have sex for the very first time?   Who could have predicted
that my best friend’s father would be a porn actor and producer and that he’d
want me to be in movies?  Who could have predicted that I’d make the movies I
did at my age, and have great sex with so many hunks in the process?  Who could
have predicted that I’d learn so much and meet so many interesting people, like
Glory, who in their own way made me who I am?  Who could have predicted I would
fall in love with a porn actor twice my age?  I glanced over at Alan as he
drove.  He sensed I was looking at him and looked back, smiling.  Yes, it was
love.  I felt it deep inside me.  I was in love with him.


 


I
guess love explains why I wanted him to pull over and fuck me right there on
Highway 29.  He said, “Why are you looking at me like that?  What’s going on in
that head of yours?”


 


“Oh
nothing,” I answered, but then admitted how much I wanted to go back to the
hotel and make love.


 


“Let’s
have an early dinner first,” he said, even though he also chose that moment to
reach over and cup a breast.


 


We
headed back toward Incline Village and stopped at a cool Mexican restaurant
called Hacienda De La Sierra.  Alan knew how much I liked Mexican food so it
was another good feeling to know he was thinking of me in more ways than sex. 
I kind of laughed to myself, contemplating that he would fill my belly before
filling my vagina.  As with every place around here, the restaurant had magnificent
views.  We had a big pile of Nachos Supreme, I had a “Gringo Verde” burrito,
and Alan had a combo special of a taco and enchiladas.  He also ordered a
humongous margarita, and when no one was looking he moved the straw toward me
and I snuck sips.  He made funny faces as he ate, sort of rolling his eyes like
it was the greatest meal he ever had, and when I giggled and he saw me looking,
he exaggerated the faces which got me giggling even more.  Later, my giggles
were probably fueled more by the surreptitiously imbibed margarita.


 


“I
still don’t know how someone so small can eat so much,” he said to me after he
paid the check.


 


Before
I could answer, I burped, and that got us both laughing like lunatics as we
left the restaurant, much to the consternation of the hostess at the door.


 


Alan
leaned close to me and whispered, “I bet she counts ceiling tiles while she’s
being fucked,” meaning the dour faced hostess, who couldn’t be more than 30. 
We didn’t stop laughing until we were almost to the hotel.


 


We
showered, and of course didn’t get out until we’d fucked, my legs around his
waist and my back against the stall wall.  After we dried off, I went into his
arms and said, “I love you.  I know that’s what it is.”  He wanted to say
something but I didn’t let him.  I continued, “It’s ultimately not my decision
to make, but I’ll be yours forever, if you want me that is.”  I was so
emotional I wasn’t sure exactly what I had said, but that was close to it.


 


We
curled up on the bed and he tried to let me know how he felt.  In many ways
Alan is still a big kid.  Maybe being in the amusement park-like make-believe
world that was porn, he had difficulty expressing his true feelings, as maybe
we all stumble once in a while I guess.  He knew what I meant before about
decisions.  He explained that outside of the porn movie business, he didn’t have
a skill and he wondered how his “second life” would be lived.  I may be a kid,
but I understood what he really meant: how could he be a breadwinner in a few
years, no matter who he was in a relationship with.  I think he was in some way
explaining in his boyish roundabout way that he felt not worthy of me, which
was the silliest thing.  I didn’t care about stuff like that and I figured I
never would.  One thing Alan would never be was a deadbeat, so after his porn
days were over I knew he’d find a profession he’d like.


 


Finally
he said what he meant by all of his rambling.  “I love you, Linda.  Like you
said to me a few times, it’s hard to know what love really is, but I think now
I know.  I need you, and think of you every waking moment of my life.  When I’m
in a scene, no matter who the girl is, I’m thinking she’s you…”


 


I
interjected, "Do you lose control sometimes if you fantasize it’s me?”


 


He
chuckled, “Yeah, sometimes, and it really pisses off the director.”


 


We
laughed and hugged and kissed.  That’s when he proposed to me.  Sort of.  He
didn’t give me a ring or anything, but he started talking about marriage.  I
really didn’t have to think it over.  I told him that I would marry him, but
not until after my first year in college was over.  He’d have to wait for two
years, I said to him, but what I didn’t say, and what I hoped he understood,
was that the time would allow us to be sure of everything while allowing me to
get my feet planted in school.  He promised me a huge diamond but not until
next year.  He joked about me “being legal” and that he couldn’t see me walking
the school corridors wearing a big diamond ring.  He was right, that would be a
silly picture.  What came up later in our intimate conversation was if I’d
marry him if he was still making porn.  I told him that’s how I met him; I knew
he was making porn with other women now, and questioned why the near future
would make a difference.  Even as I said it, I wondered if I really could
contain any jealousy.  I admitted something to him that I had a hard time
admitting to myself.  I told him that I still had a desire to make porn again,
to be wild in front of that camera, to experience that thrill of being
watched.  I guess I missed that feeling more than I thought, even if I’d never
do it again.  “Maybe that’s why I’ve written about everything,” I told him. 
“To relive the thrill.”


 


He
smiled and said, “Let’s pretend.”


 


To
the invisible video camera, we fucked, shifting positions occasionally until I
had my ass in the air and my head buried in a pillow, squealing with orgasmic
delight.  And just like in the movies, he pulled out and gave my ass cheeks a
good coating; the proverbial money shot, though no director would applaud or
yell “Cut!”


 


Like
finger paints, I daubed his cum all over me.


 


“I
can make a mess, can’t I?” he said.


 


“You
can make a mess like that on me anytime,” I answered.


 


I
slept very well that night, the second night of my “honeymoon.”


 


We
relived the first day by going back to the nude beach after we had breakfast. 
Some of the same people showed up, but of course some new ones as well.  Alan
and I got naked and went into the water, which wasn’t as warm as it would be
later in the day.  I splashed him and then he grabbed me, picked me up high,
and sort of spun around.  I wrapped my legs around his waist and said to him,
“I wish we could make love like this, right here, right now.”


 


He
kissed me and then said “Me too, but even though we’re naked, no sex on the
beach.”


 


“I
bet you’re hard though.”


 


He
was.  When he set me down, I saw his erection, and so didn’t the rest of the
sunbathers.  I knew it would be like that, but when a man on a nude beach gets
many more looks than all the women, then that says something.  It says that I’m
the luckiest girl alive!  Mostly because of the nature of his work, Alan was a
comfortable exhibitionist.  His attitude was If I have an erection, so be
it, let everyone look.  He didn’t try to hide it.  You know, I didn’t
really mind either.  After all, I would be the one to experience what the others
could only dream about.


 


We
were invited to “parties” which I was sure were excuses to get us somewhere to
swap, or at least to separate us.  Like with yesterday’s couples, we politely
declined.  When we were alone, Alan said in a low voice, “See, all those men
want you.”


 


I
said to him, “Bullshit, it’s the women who want YOU.  I’m like in a
baseball trade, you know, the player to be named later.”


 


“Naw,
you’re much more than that, my little sweetheart.”  Even if I couldn’t jump him
right then and there, at least kissing was acceptable on the beach.


 


After
two days of judiciously sunscreened sunbathing, I was getting a good all-over
tan.  Obviously, I never had a no-tanline tan this good before, and I was
thinking about how I could show it off to friends back home.  Of course that
would mean telling all my secrets, like Alan.  These last two days have
convinced me how much of an exhibitionist I was.  I loved being looked
at, though I wasn’t being looked at here on the Tahoe beach as much as I’d been
at the porn shoots.  That told me something—despite my petiteness I didn’t look
like a little girl anymore.  Otherwise, as I figured out, everyone would have ogled
me and questioned Alan and me being together.  That was the part of our
relationship I let slip my mind.  As far as I knew, I still wasn’t ‘legal’ in
California, so Alan still risked everything to be with me, and I couldn’t
forget that.


 


The
rest of the week was spent about the same way.  Either we went to the nude
beach or we hung by the hotel pool, then went back to our room and fucked
before having a big dinner.  He took me sightseeing, and I think we exhausted
every amenity the hotel had, including sailing out on the lake on a huge
catamaran.  By week’s end the nude beach had lost some of its allure, and I was
content to keep my bikini on and hang out with Alan at the pool and the hotel’s
own lakefront.  Two things would never lose their allure—sex with Alan and all
the great meals.  We did Mexican again and after gorging myself at the
restaurant, later that night Alan said my pussy tasted like guacamole!


 


“That’s
gross!” I shouted, but after that I screamed even louder (wink)!


 


It
was going to be very difficult not seeing him for a while after I got home. 
This week has been the best of my life, yet I know that both of us had to get
back to our regular routines, apart from each other.  He had to travel to
northern California for a series of video shoots, and I had a few more weeks of
summer work before I began my senior year at RUHS.


 


The
morning before we checked out, we made love for a long time.  I can’t describe
the position since we were wrapped together, sometimes him on top and sometimes
me.  He gave me so many orgasms I didn’t bother counting.  I knew that men
sometimes can’t go long, but Alan’s work in porn helped him do that.  His
stamina was my heaven.  I never wanted it to end, though it had to sometime.


 


We
were quite quiet on the long drive home.   As I was, he was probably wondering
about the future while savoring this past week.  After the beauty of the lake
and the mountains, the bustle of civilization that was Southern California was
jarring.


 


When
we got close to the beaches, I asked him to come inside and meet my parents. 
He didn’t like my invitation.  “They don’t want to talk to me, I know,” he
said.


 


“Just
the other day we talked about getting married.  Why not get the hardest part
over with right now?  Meet them.  Let them know you’re a regular guy and not
some creepy pervert or something.”


 


“It
won’t be pretty,” he said.


 


It
wasn’t.


 


I
nearly dragged him into the house.  My folks weren’t hostile but you could
still feel the heat.  I thought Alan did a wonderful job of explaining how much
he loved me and that he would never hurt me.  We didn’t spring the proposal on
them—that would have been too much for them to take all at once.  My dad (as
dad’s are supposed to do) was clear in reminding Alan about my age, and how important
college was to me, as if I hadn’t been telling him the same thing.  All in all,
the only thing we did was break the ice, though it would take quite a bit more
to melt that ice completely.


 


My
mom was weird though.  I expected more arguments from her than we got.  It
wasn’t until later that I figured out why—she had been aroused by Alan!  I bet
she creamed her panties looking at him and imagining what he looked like under
his clothes.  The idea should have creeped me out, but it didn’t.  My mom had
always been open with me about sex, so I knew she still liked it.  I bet she’d
have some interesting dreams for a while.  I knew we’d talk about Alan and love
soon, since she is that kind of mom.


 


Out
by his car, we kissed long and hard.  I wanted him to fuck me one more time
before he left, and he knew that’s what I was thinking.  When our lips parted,
he said, “I won’t let so much time go by again.  I’ll see you soon, Candy
doll.”


 


Would
I actually be able to concentrate in school, waiting until the next time we made
love?


 


If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and
let me know what you think of my writing.  You’ve read the other parts of my story, haven’t you?  
This is Part 12.  You can find the previous parts at 
the Cotton Candy web
site
 
Thank you,


Candy


 












I'm Legal


 


by Candy


 


 


Part 13 of my life in So. California


©
2012 


 


 


Life is good.  I hadn’t planned on
posting any more “diary” entries. I wasn’t going to write any more erotic
stories either, but I have.  I wasn’t going to write this all down, but hey,
that’s what I did.


 


As I began my senior year in high
school, I dreamed of two things: being Alan’s wife some day, and going off to
college. In my mind, the two were probably mutually exclusive.  If I wanted to
succeed in college and be a scientist I needed to concentrate.  Thankfully Alan
understands all that and is willing to wait.


 


Waiting doesn’t mean celibacy, though. 
Alan and I had amazing sex every time he was away from a movie shoot and came
to visit me.  Even though the man basically fucked for a living, he always
saved the best of himself for me.  Our lovemaking sessions were marathons with
multiple orgasms guaranteed.   My lover, with his superb, large cock would
whisper how virginally tight I was as he fucked me hard, even though my vagina
had long since adapted nicely to large, porn star cocks (as you’d know by reading
about me).


 


Now that my parents knew about him, we
could be more open about seeing each other.  Like our nude beach vacation to
Lake Tahoe, I’d spend nights with him at his hotel when he visited, and then
he’d drive me to school the following morning, initiating a lot of
inquisitiveness from classmates who saw me get out of his expensive, brand new
Range Rover.  They all wanted to know who the hunk was, but I’ve kept my
secrets this long, why tell everyone now?


 


At the beginning of November, I began
thinking of Thanksgiving.  I mentioned the holiday in conversation, maybe to
assess how Alan felt about it, seeing he didn’t have any family to spend the
holiday with.  I wanted to invite him to my house, but I thought he’d want to
avoid the tension.  When he showed interest I asked, “You really would want to
have dinner with us?”


 


“You want me…us…to be a normal
relationship, right?  And if we are going to get married, then I need to get to
know your parents better, and let them get to know me.”


 


“I’m sorry if I sounded weird. My God,
Thanksgiving!”  Then I added, “I’m sorry. I’m too selfish. I thought of my
family, and not that you have no one to spend the holiday with like I do.  I’ll
set it up with my folks.”


 


“You’re not selfish at all.  I’m the
selfish one since I don’t want to share you with anyone.”


 


“Does that mean you won’t let me make
any more movies if I wanted to?” I said with a chuckle.


 


He laughed.  “Why?  Is that what you
want?”


 


“Not really.  I’m just kidding.”


 


“You know that I’d be all for it if
that’s what you wanted.  I mean, you’ve accepted that I’m still in the
business.”


 


“In some way it’s weird not being
totally jealous.  After all, that’s how we met, and maybe that’s why I’m okay
with it.”


 


To that, he said, “And that’s why you’re
the woman for me.”


 


I’d just turned 18 and yet thinking of
myself as “woman” remained elusive.  I’ve filled out some during my teen years
but basically I was still fairly petite and shorter than most of my high school
friends.  Of course, womanhood isn’t simply stature.  I love Alan so much
because in his own way he combines tremendous maturity with boyhood joie de
vivre. I suppose if you don’t have a bit of both, being a porn actor would
drive you nuts (maybe that’s why so many are drugged out zombies).  So now I
not only had the tense nerves waiting to hear about my early decision admission
to college, but just added the tension of Thanksgiving dinner with Alan and my
parents.  Making porn movies was easier by far!


 


Thanksgiving was amazing!  Alan wore a
fantastic pin-striped suit he must have spent a mint on, and in which he looked
as handsome as ever.  He greeted my parents warmly, though at first they were
cool towards him.  It wasn’t the first time they’ve talked to him, but it
really was the first chance for them to get to know the real Alan, not what
they thought about him based on his occupation (and the fact he’d “stolen”
their daughter’s heart, hee-hee).


 


During dinner (traditional all the way,
with turkey, gravy, cranberry sauce, etc.) Alan was very open about his work. 
Dad didn’t really want to hear about it, but Mom asked lots of questions.  Her
questions confirmed what I already knew; my mom was a sexy older lady who still
loved it.  Besides my petite frame, I must have got that from her too!  Mom and
Alan talked about safe sex, with Alan explaining that the company he worked for
demanded it, and that all the actors and actresses got tested for STDs
regularly.


 


He admitted that he knew I was underage
when we first met, and that he felt protective of me.  When my dad questioned
his motivation, Alan coolly explained that I seemed very mature and that to him
it looked like I knew what I was doing.  He said he wasn’t a pedophile, and
that even then he was falling in love with me.  “I’ve never met a woman until
then that I ever thought I could spend my life with,” Alan said.  “I know that
the business doesn’t lend itself for meeting the right people; however all I
needed was to meet one.”  He looked at me while he said that, and I saw his
immense love for me in his eyes.  I think my folks did too.


 


After complimenting my mom on the
excellent dinner, Alan explained how he’d invested well and hoped to get a
degree once he got too old to do his kind of work.  He joked about having to
“keep up with” me as far as education goes.  Since I’ve known him Alan’s been a
bit insecure about his lack of a college education, though he is quite a smart
man.   He got my dad talking about his high-tech career and about my expected
major, Biomedical Engineering.  Dad was still Dad, but he did warm up some.


 


On the other hand, Mom was “warm” enough
already.  Later I whispered to Alan that I bet my mother’s panties were wet. 
Before we left to go to Alan’s hotel, he promised my mom and dad that he wanted
to marry me but that no way would he do anything to mess up my chance at
college and the future career I wanted.


 


Once we left, Alan said he agreed with
me about my mom.  “You think she’s jealous?” he asked with a silly grin on his
face.


 


“She is horny though,” I said, “and that
means my father will get lucky tonight.”


 


After a good laugh, Alan said, “Not as
lucky as me.”


 


Later, I truly was the lucky
one.  I’ve probably written this too many times already, however here’s one
more time—Alan is a lover by profession, and there is no way I’ll ever grow
tired of him making love to me.  He fucked me several times during the night in
a few of my favorite positions.  My orgasms were sublime.  The first time, no
sooner were we in his room and undressed, was doggie style.  He intuitively knew
what I wanted.  He held onto my hips and pounded me hard; my knees bouncing off
the bed with each thrust of his perfect cock.  It was just the way I wanted
it.  The orgasm had me squealing so loudly I knew people in adjacent rooms
could hear me.  We didn’t care; I was legal now.


 


We watched television for a while and
drank Champagne (you probably know by now how much I love Champagne!)  He took
me again in the missionary position, much slower this time with lots of eye
contact and my legs wrapped around his superb ass.  I get a double whammy that
way: I’m spread wide so I get his full measure in me, and I get to feel his
great ass muscles flex as he goes in and out.


 


After this session (another full
condom—I wasn’t on birth control for the time being because of medical reasons
I won’t spell out) we talked about Thanksgiving with my parents and what I
thought of how it went down.  We talked about my nervous anticipation of
college.  We talked of marriage.  We talked of spending time together around
Christmas.  Would that be my Christmas present—an engagement ring?  I fell
asleep with that thought playing through my mind.


 


I had an amazing sex dream where I was
in a gang bang orgy with at least a half dozen men and Alan pulled me away from
them and did me anally while they all looked on in wonder.  I awoke with a
start and a sopping wet pussy.  I had been sleeping nestled against Alan’s
warmth and I felt his semi-rigid cock ‘nestling’ back.  The anal sex dream was
interesting, since I’d never done it, being so petite and all, not wanting to
be hurt.  The dream however let me know that the desire resided in my
subconscious mind.  I moved down in the bed and took him in my mouth.  I may
have a small mouth to go along with the rest of me, but one thing the porn
business taught me was how to give a decent blow job.  I knew he woke up when I
heard him utter a moan.


 


 “Mmmmmmm.  This is a nice treat to wake
up to, though it sure isn’t dawn yet,” Alan said as I sucked his cock.  I
wanted him to fuck me again, I really did, but something took over within me
and I gave him the best BJ I think I ever gave (at least ones not in front of a
video camera).  “Do you…?” he said, the obvious left unsaid.  I nodded but
otherwise kept up my rhythm.  He’s already so huge, and yet he swelled up (it
still amazes me how a man’s cock can get perceptively fatter, no matter how
hard he already is, just before he cums) before he let go one stream after
another to the back of my mouth.  I swallowed all I could but choked anyway.


 


“That was for you,” I finally managed to
say.  “You always think of me first in sex so this time it was my turn to think
of you.”  I fell asleep with the comforting taste of him in my mouth.


 


It still wasn’t dawn yet when I felt his
cock nudge my ass.  Spooning against him, I slid him into my soaking wet vagina
(another dream?) and almost immediately felt him swell to fill me.  Probably
still half asleep, he moved against me with slow, deliberate thrusts until I
squealed again in orgasmic bliss.  Thankfully, he didn’t cum this time—no
condom!


 


Before we got out of bed in the morning
I rolled a fresh condom onto him and rode him like no cowgirl ever rode her
stallion before (I know, it’s a cheesy line, but the devil made me use it).  I
loved fucking cowgirl with the biggest of men, since I could control things at
my own pace (and depth).  I’d learned that early on in making the porn movies. 
All the directors said it captured well on video, saying I was a good “spinner”
and “great moves” came natural to me. 


 


He splurged for room service breakfast,
and while eating we planned out the next two days.  Most of Friday and a part
of Saturday we spent driving around the beaches.  I got to show him all my
haunts and hangouts, including the Redondo pier.  We ate dinner at Kincaid’s,
and I reminisced about all the times my dad and I ate here and places like Old Tony’s;
our father-daughter times I miss a lot.


 


The reminiscing continued when we drove
by the house on So. Catalina, the one Ed Ibanez had rented and where we made
the “Young Cleopatra” movie.  The rest of the day Alan and I talked about that
video shoot, our scenes together, and the crazy ersatz “Egyptian” wardrobe.


 


“You really astonished me,” Alan said. 
“I kept thinking how a girl your age could be so into it, so professional in
that setting.  You were so cute and friendly; I think I fell in love with you
then and there.  The director…I don’t remember his name…really loved you too,
like a father.  All the vibes on that set…in that house…were amazing to me.  I
never felt anything like it before.


 


The director’s name was Jake, and he had
been like a surrogate father to me at a time I was most vulnerable.  I wondered
how he was doing and whether he still did work for Ed.


 


One thing Alan didn’t want to talk with
me about was Cassie.  I guess she was really fucked up now, and he didn’t want
to gossip. I vowed to look her up and see if I could help her in some way.


 


Saturday he took me to an exclusive
looking boutique, close but not quite on Rodeo Drive, and bought me a slinky,
glittery mini-dress.  I nearly died when I heard the price.  That night he took
me to an L.A. nightclub.  They seemed to all know him, and he got the VIP
treatment, including getting me into the place and drinking without being
carded.  My dress was a hot number that I wouldn’t have dared buy on my own. 
Wearing only a thong and no bra underneath, I felt sinful, and since it was
very short, I knew that while dancing I was providing entertainment as only a
few other ladies were.  Several hunky guys copped feels as I danced by them,
and I (and Alan, it seemed) didn’t mind.  I even got bookended by a couple of
buxom twenty-somethings; one caressing my ass while the other ogled
back-and-forth between my body and Alan’s crotch.   Later, Alan teased me, “I
bet that would be a foursome…those two babes plus us.”


 


“Hey, I’m horny enough as it is, don’t
make it worse!” I said, and then giggled when I realized a few people around us
heard me.


 


“That’s okay, since I want you all to
myself.  Forever.”  His eyes bored through mine as he said it, and suddenly it
was as if we were the only ones in the club.  In bed later, our lovemaking was
worthy of a XXX video.  By Sunday morning I was sore and nearly walking
bowlegged!


 


When Alan dropped me off on Sunday, Dad
didn’t have much to say, yet Mom and I had a nice talk.  Like before, she
explained that it would take a while for my dad to accept Alan not only for who
he was but also because of all my lies and secrets.  She also gave me some
insight that part of my dad’s problem with Alan was that he was so
diametrically opposed to him, both in personality and in life outlook. 


 


“Is Dad jealous?” I asked, and Mom
admitted that that may be part of it.


 


“You’re his one and only, you know,” she
said with a smile.


 


We talked about the future and it gave
me another chance to reiterate that college came first for me, and that Alan
understood.  I told her about my expectation that Alan would give me a ring at
Christmas.  She wanted to know if I really loved Alan and that he loved me.  Of
course I’m still a teenager so what did I know about love?  I explained that
all I have to go by is my heart, and my heart said that I loved Alan.  I
believed that Alan’s love for me wasn’t superficial.  “My heart says that Alan
loves me too,” I said.


 


“Our hearts are all we have to go by,”
she said before giving me a big hug.


 


We’d never really talked about the porn
movies before now, however she brought up the subject with a question about
sex.  “You must like it,” she said, “so Alan must be quite the lover too, I
imagine.”


 


I smiled.  “Now who’s jealous?”


 


She laughed but admitted that Alan was a
hunk and because he was a porn actor she had thought of how big he must be.  I
assured her that he had the best of equipment and knew how to use it.  My
mother had always been open about things sexual, but I never imagined we’d ever
have a “girl talk” about sex like this one.  I saw the dreamy look in her eyes,
so I didn’t have the heart to tease her by saying how great it felt.  After
all, I didn’t have much experience with small ones (even Jimmy was huge to a
skinny, naïve, 13-year-old virgin).  That’s when I figured out that my dad’s
equipment was probably much like he was, small and wiry. We did discuss the
merits of different positions, though.


 


I took the initiative and went to talk
to my father.  Before he could say a word, I climbed onto his lap much like I
used to do when I was a little girl and told him I loved him, and that he was
the best dad ever.  I apologized once more for all the deception that has hurt
him.


 


He said something like “I’m the one who
should apologize.  I’m sorry for not believing that you were still the smart
girl I raised.  I can never be pleased with what you did, but I can never be
displeased with who you are.  It’s just hard for your father to let go of his
Candy.”


 


We hugged and kissed (father-daughter
kisses—don’t get the wrong idea!) before I said that he didn’t have to ‘let go’
of anyone, and that I would always strive to make him proud of me.


 


That was my momentous Thanksgiving
weekend.


 


December sure felt like a long month.  I
grew more and more nervous as Christmas approached, looking forward to seeing
Alan again and waiting to hear from Cal Poly for early decision.  That’s where
I had decided I wanted to go to college.


 


I won’t detail everything that happened
around Christmas.  I did get the two presents I wanted more than anything
else.  I got my acceptance letter from Cal Poly SLO, and I got my ring from
Alan.  My ‘rock’ must have cost him a mint; it was so beautiful, and I cried
when he slipped it onto my trembling finger. As we poised on the brink of 2012,
I was now an engaged, college bound woman!


 


I still had high school to finish,
however my diamond ring quickly made me a celebrity.  When I showed girls a
picture of Alan, many of those who had never seen him drop me off didn’t
believe he was real.  Of course, the same girls thought my ring was a fake,
too.  What did I care, I had Alan and they didn’t.  Only my closest friends
knew what Alan did for a living.


 


As winter turned to spring, I petitioned
the school to allow Alan to be my date for the Senior Prom, but even with him
being my fiancé, they wouldn’t bend the rules.  He was too old.  Instead, Alan
told me he’d surprise me with a special ‘prom’ of my own.  When he told me this
he had the boyish gleam in his eye; then I knew that the surprise would be
kinky or crazy.  No prom for me, but I couldn’t wait for the date anyway.


 


Because I wasn’t writing stories
anymore, most of my long-time correspondences dried up to only a few.  One
e-mail friend, Brian from England, wrote me that he was sick and facing a
serious operation.  I feared the worst when after that I didn’t receive any
e-mails, and haven’t heard from him since.  All I could do was pray that
instead of dying, maybe he just didn’t want to converse with me anymore.  I’ll
most likely never know, thus the anonymity of the Internet.


 


My dad and I are all patched up now.  He
told me he was worried that I was looking so much to the future I wasn’t
savoring my last high school year.  I took it to heart by trying to enjoy my
friendships and let the future take care of itself.  He keeps telling me that
he has no worries about how well I’ll do in college, and that Alan is the
luckiest man alive.  I surprised him by giving him the biggest kiss.  I
embarrassed him a little but I wanted to show him one more time how much I
loved him and that in many ways I was still his ‘Candy’ as he nicknamed me so
long ago.


 


As ‘Prom Night’ approached, Alan
strangely asked if my best friend Hannah was going to the prom.  When I told
him no, he surprised me by asking if it would be okay for her to join us on our
date.  Hannah has battled a weight problem through high school, but she wasn’t
fat.  Her biggest problem was poor self-esteem.  She’d lost her virginity to a
total loser, and seemed to attract only the dullest boys.  After my ‘secret’
was out she was one of the few friends who actually met Alan.  After that,
that’s all she ever talked about. 


“What was he like in bed?”


“Was he really big?”


“Did you make it with him in front of
the camera?” were some of her incessant questions.  (She didn’t know EVERYTHING
about me, after all.)


 


When he asked me about Hannah, I said,
“Why?  Does your little prom plan involve sex in any way?  Because, let me tell
you mister, I won’t entertain a threesome or anything like that.”  He assured
me it wasn’t about sex with him or me.  I didn’t know what he had planned, but
he’s never played games with me before so I had to assume it would be good.


 


That evening I wore the slinky dress he
bought for me on Thanksgiving weekend.  After he picked me up he refused to
tell me where we were going.  When we picked up Hannah, she already had the
glow about her, and it wouldn’t have surprised me to find out she’d masturbated
before dressing.  Her black dress wasn’t any way as sexy as mine, but it did
look good on her nonetheless, contrasting nicely with her dirty blond hair. 
Her first question to me was whether she looked fat in it.  She didn’t, and I
assured her of that fact.  As we drove toward L.A. Hannah directed her full
attention to Alan, wanting to know more about where we were partying. 
Truthfully, if we weren’t going anywhere, Hannah’s full attention would still be
on Alan.  All he’d say was that we were going to a private party.


 


He drove to a city block place that
looked to be a deserted group of warehouses.  We pulled up in front of one of
the dilapidated buildings and I was shocked when a man in what looked like a
valet’s jacket immediately came out and approached the Range Rover.  Alan
nonchalantly turned the driver’s seat over to the guy before escorting us from
the vehicle to the door.  As we entered what ended up being a vestibule, the
largest man I ever saw met us, nodded to Alan, and held the next door open for
us.


 


“What club is this?” I asked as we
entered the dim, music filled room.


 


“A private club,” Alan enigmatically
answered.  “Don’t worry, you’ll know people here.”


 


Know people?  Who would I know but…? 
Suddenly a man came up to me quickly and lifted me off the floor and into his
strong arms.  “Damn, it really is you!  I didn’t believe your buddy here…oh
sorry, your fiancé…when he told me.  You’re the sexiest little thing, and now
you’re legal!”


 


“C’mon Rod, put me down.  My legal
status never bothered you when you were fucking Cleopatra, did it?”


 


“Maybe a little,” he said.


 


I chuckled.  “There’s nothing ‘little’
about you,” I said as I gave the front of his pants an affectionate squeeze. 
The man often called Big Rod in the porn business was one of those who, along
with Alan, got to stretch my pussy in Ed Ibanez’s Young Cleopatra movie.


 


Alan’s comment about knowing people here
made sense now.  This was a party of the porn-producing crowd. While Rod and I
talked, Alan greeted everyone else, introducing an awestruck Hannah as my
friend.   Rod was soon joined by a host of others I’d worked with, such as the
brash Horst, the fiery red-haired (and big boobed) Cherry, and Alex, he of the
flowing blond locks.  


 


And then there was Santiago.  “Eighteen
now, huh?” he said before pulling me to him and kissing me.  “I don’t think
I’ve ever met a woman like you, Candy.  Look at you, Alan’s a lucky man; make
sure he never forgets that.”


 


Santiago called me a woman, not a girl. 
That was special.


 


I was surrounded by friends, and that’s
what they were, I realized.  I was underage when they worked with me.  They
could’ve gone to prison.  But somehow I touched each of their sometimes jaded
lives in a way that made them remember me beyond the sex.  I can’t explain how
gratifying this reunion made me feel.  And then I realized that was exactly
Alan’s intent.  On the night my Senior Prom was being held, and all the usual
memories that go along with it for all high-schoolers, he was showing me some
things I was too young to recognize at the time; memories I’m just getting
around to understanding fully.  I’m also learning more and more every day about
what love really is.


 


I was quite occupied, but every once in
a while I’d espy Alan and Hannah talking to others.  Hannah couldn’t hide the
fact that her panties were probably soaked; she was so taken by the gorgeous
porn actors and actresses.  I wondered if Alan’s plan included getting Hannah
laid.  Now that would be interesting.


 


The party in many ways was like a family
reunion.  We all mingled, talked, danced and drank.  After a while a dazed
Hannah pulled me into the ladies room.  “You really did have sex with all these
guys!”


 


“You didn’t believe me?” I said, but I
was smiling. She wasn’t drunk, at least yet, but she sure was horny.


 


“Do you think any of them would…you
know…”


 


“Yes, most of them will fuck you.  Is
that what you want?”


 


She nodded vigorously, and then giggled.
About ten minutes later I saw Hannah and Big Rod dancing.  Rod caught my eye,
smiled, and made a slight hip thrust to indicate to me his intentions.  Good
for Hannah.  Rod will have her singing.


 


Finally, with a champagne flute in hand,
I plunked down on a sofa next to my lover.  He was watching Hannah and Rod
too.  He said to me, “I hope she knows what she’s getting into, or more
appropriately what’s getting into her.”


 


“She has to find out…like I did,” I
said, and then thanked him for bringing me here.  “I guess you know me better
than I know myself.”


 


He laughed, “Don’t give me that shit.  I
don’t think I know anyone more self-aware than you.”


 


Just then Rod led Hannah toward a side
door.  I asked, “Is that a bedroom?”


 


Alan said, “Sort of.  This place gets
used by a swingers’ club most of the time, so there are several ‘play’ rooms,
including a big public room so if you wanted you could watch and be watched. 
That room,” pointing the door Rod and Hannah had just used, “is a private room,
I think.”


 


“Besides Hannah, will there be a lot of
sex tonight?  I mean, you guys do it for a living and you all work together.”


 


He said, “Oh yes, there’ll be sex
tonight.  For example, Santiago and Cherry will be working together in a couple
of weeks, and they’ll want to test out a few things, if you catch my meaning.”


 


“Who are you working with next?” I
asked.


 


He looked at me, probably analyzing my
motivation for asking.  “There are a few here, but I don’t need trial runs. 
I’ve worked with them all before.”  He figured it out.  Jealousy had spiked
within me, something I’d convinced myself wouldn’t happen.  My thoughts were
interrupted by the sound of Hannah’s voice first shouting “Oh my God!” before
uttering several loud “Ohhhhh” sounds.


 


Alan chuckled and then said, “You’ve
told me how Hannah was one of your few friends who you told about the movies,
and how she kept bugging you for all the salacious details.  Well, I figured
out she had self-esteem issues the first time I saw her.  I calculated that
getting her a taste, so to speak,” he chuckled again, “would go a long way in
fixing that.”


 


It was my turn to chuckle as more
screams emanated from the room Rod had taken Hannah.  Whether they were
orgasmic screams or not, I couldn’t tell. The noise got the attention of the
rest of the partiers though.  When word spread that Rod was doing a “civilian”
(and a teenager to boot) a crowd gathered by the door which was soon cracked
open so the voyeurs could see for themselves.


 


(I used the term “civilian” since that’s
what I’ve heard Jake the director call non-actors and non-crew at a porn
location.  There were other civilians at this party besides me and Hannah; some
of the attendees were with their spouses or significant others.) 


 


“I know, you want to see, too,” Alan
said as he took me by the hand and led me to join the voyeur crowd.


 


I looked between the gawkers to see
glimpses of Big Rod nailing my best friend from behind doggie-style.  Hannah
had her head back and was howling like a she-wolf might howl at the moon.  I
was happy to see Rod was wearing a condom, which shone nicely from the
glistening wetness it was plunging in and out of.


 


Big Rod grunted, signaling his orgasm. 
When he eventually pulled out, a cheer rose up from the onlookers.  Hannah must
have been too well-fucked to be embarrassed that she’d put on a show.  It
looked as if Alan was right again.


 


Alan leaned in behind me and whispered
in my ear, “I bet we could put on a show to end all shows.”


 


I smiled back at him, saying “Most of
these folks have already seen that show.”


 


“I love you.”


 


“I love you too, with all my heart,” I
replied, remembering how difficult it had been at first for him to say those
three words.


 


No, we didn’t put on a show.  On the
other hand, Hannah did, this time with Horst and another guy I didn’t know
double teaming her senseless.  No doubt Hannah would be sore by morning, but
hopefully she’d feel better about herself.  I spent some time talking with
Santiago and Alex about their work and love lives after I gave them the lowdown
on my quickly approaching college days.  When I asked about Cassie, Santiago
just shook his head.  I guess she’d descended too far, and I blamed myself.


 


Alan overheard the last part of the
conversation.  He stepped next to me and said, like he read my mind, “Don’t
blame yourself for it, sweetheart.  Cassie’s that kind of girl, you know, maybe
doomed from the start.  It’s not your fault.”  He was correct, but his words didn’t
make me feel better.


 


We saw Hannah again after she’d been
fucked by another stud.  By that time it was early morning and I figured she’d
better be getting home before someone screwed her bareback and got her pregnant
or worse.  I corralled her into the ladies room where I helped her clean up,
straighten out her dress, and reapply some makeup.  She thanked me profusely
for bringing her along.  I told her the truth that it was all Alan’s idea and
that the party had been a surprise for me too.  "They all think I'm pretty!" she declared.  Whether improved self-esteem or delusion, she was happy.  When we went back to gather
Alan, she gave him a big kiss as thanks, but not before she felt his crotch,
and with a bewildered smile on his face he gave her ass a squeeze in return.


 


After taking Hannah home, we went to
Alan’s hotel room.  There, it finally was our turn to put on a show, though no
one was watching.


 


Oh, the stories she told at school the
following week!  Thankfully her tales of getting laid by porn stars were not
believed by many.   She did carry on with a new glow about her, though.


 


There’s not much else to write about.  I
tried to capture the conversations as I remember them.


 


I studied hard for finals, did well, and
prepared for my journey to San Luis Obispo in July.  I’d bought a new car, a
sporty little Ford Focus hatchback.  Nothing showy for my new life away from
home but it was cute and had enough pep for me.  Maybe if I’m lucky I’ll find a
cool job when I get there, before the September rush.  Or maybe I’d join Alan
in one of his movie projects if he’s not that far away.  In reality, I don’t know
if I’d ever make another movie, but at least now I’m legal!


 


If you liked this, e-mail me at cottoncandyteen14@yahoo.com and
let me know what you think of my writing.  You’ve read the other parts of my story, haven’t you?  
This is Part 13.  You can find the previous parts at 
the Cotton Candy web
site
 
Thank you,


Candy



 












Butterfly


By


Donna M.


 


This work of
fiction is a prequel to my story �Olfaction�


 


 


 


 


Some
kids grow up wanting to be doctors or lawyers or scientists or firemen.  I
wanted to be a lepidopterist.  Most people don�t even know what that means
without Googling it.  I�ve always loved butterflies and wanted a life of being
surrounded by them.  When I was a little girl I�d capture and study the pretty
creatures.  Never would I put them in a jar or pin them to a board though. 
They weren�t specimens; they were beauty.  I�d walk the woods, looking for
chrysalises, what most people call cocoons.  I�d return as many mornings as I
could, hoping to see their eclosion, which means emerging from the chrysalis as
butterflies.  


Did
you know that a butterfly is an imago of the Lepidoptera order, or family?  An
imago is a sexually mature insect after metamorphosis. Unlike butterflies, I
had to become sexually mature well before my own metamorphosis.  


My
name is Natalie, and this is my story.


_____


My earliest memory was how my Uncle Nate
always wanted to touch me after he smelled me.  When I was a little girl I
spent lots of time over Aunt Sarah and Uncle Nate�s house while Mom worked. 
Aunt Sarah joked that they weren�t �babysitting� me because I wasn�t a baby
anymore.  Using that word didn�t bother me in the least, but if she thought I
liked her saying that, why would I disappoint her by not laughing?


It never bothered me either when Uncle
Nate touched me.  We played lots of games when I didn�t have any clothes on. 
When Aunt Sarah wasn�t around he too would take his clothes off to play.  He
wasn�t like me.  He had lots of hair and a big part that was like a log, which
got fat and stuck out, and made me laugh at how it looked and how it moved.  


At least that�s how I remembered him:
touching me, and of course playing with his dick.  He never hurt me, and I liked
the way he would kiss my pussy and taste it with his tongue.  He said I tasted
as good as I smelled.  Uncle Nate would tell me never to tell Aunt Sarah or
anyone else.  He would have me touch him, and no sooner would I do so he would
go nuts and spray stuff all over my young body.  I remember it being so hot and
gooey, but at the time I loved it. The games were our secret.


Though my reminiscences of Uncle Nate were
all good, the series of boyfriends my mom went through didn�t supply the same
fond memories.  No sooner did one of her boyfriends meet me, he wanted to rape
me.  Some, when they managed to be alone with me, were as gentle as my uncle
had been.  Not all of them were.


Soon enough I figured out the smell
component.  Each one in their own way made comments about what smelling me did
to them.  I mean, I saw what it did to them: they all got rigid erections.  I
remembered the things Uncle Nate said and did; a consistent pattern was
emerging.


A couple of the guys were at least
half-decent looking and didn�t have big beer bellies like most of my mom�s
boyfriends did.  I didn�t mind those men getting me naked and playing with me,
mostly because they smelled good and bought me stuff.  It didn�t take long for
me to recognize the power that I had.  If one of them hurt me, I�d say I was
going to tell my mother.  They didn�t hurt me after that, but they couldn�t
stay away.  One of her boyfriends bought me a book on butterflies after I told
him that�s what I wanted to study when I got older.  I�d lie on the bed and
look at all the pretty pictures in the book while he sniffed and licked my
pussy then cum all over me.  I only got mad when he got some on the book.


Like I said, I was okay with all the play
unless they tried to put it in me.  Now, that hurt! A couple of the men tried
to make it sound like I was being bad, but I knew otherwise.  I had no fear of
telling my mom, and I did once after the guy hurt me.  She threw him out and
threatened to call the cops.  She didn�t though.


By that age I was beginning to understand
that I was being taken advantage of, even if the concept of pedophilia was
foreign to me.  If someone would have said I was abused, I would�ve laughed. 
The men were somehow infatuated with me, made me feel special, and bought me
stuff.  To a child, was that abuse?


Of course I didn�t share my secret with
friends either.  When a friend told me her �disgusting� uncle touched her, I
figured out something else about me.  If my smells made the men go crazy, even
if they were �good� men (in later years I knew that my definition of �good� was
that I sensed they normally weren�t pedophiles) then maybe I smelled them too. 
When I thoroughly enjoyed touching and being touched by a man, there was
something about their smell that excited me inside, and it wasn�t cologne.


The big surprise came in the 5th
grade when my teacher, Mrs. Delty, wouldn�t leave me alone.  She didn�t overtly
sniff me or anything, but after the shock of recognition wore off I certainly
knew what was going on.  She�d told us she was married and had a young son. 
However that didn�t stop her from practically chasing after me like a
sex-crazed lunatic.  I don�t think she even knew what was happening to her.


You see, since I had my first period, my
mom was reluctantly explaining sex to me, choosing to conveniently forget how
her boyfriends (at least the ones she knew about) abused me, which taught me
quite a bit already.


Mrs. Delty never �caught� me, though I
suspected she had many wet-panty school days and many sleepless nights of
dreamt fantasy.  After the 5th grade, I�d become adept at first
recognizing the symptoms of �the smellers� (as I thought of them) and dodging
their advances.


I was also well into my self-taught hobby
of lepidoptery.  The local librarian sympathized with my thirst for knowledge
on the subject and had books shipped in from other libraries in the area just
for me.  Her name was Judy Lively, and she was among the first I �smelled�
back.   Miss Lively�s attraction made no sense to me at first, even as I grew
warm and my pussy and nipples tingled when I was around her.  Eventually I
wondered if what was happening to me was what happened to others when I was
around?  As my body�s reaction accelerated, I got the message.


I was kind of mixed up after that.  The
feelings were new, and both thrilled and scared me.  I began visiting the
library more often; matching my visits to when I knew Miss Lively would be
there.  Every time I talked to her I�d get extremely wet down below.  It was
around that time in my life I figured out masturbation.  I�d see Miss Lively at
the library and then rush home and play with myself.  Those were my best
orgasms, since maybe the �smell� of Judy Lively was still with me.


Strangely enough, my study of butterflies
helped me figure out what was going on inside me.  I learned about how
butterflies and other insects mate and procreate.  I learned about pheromones
and the power they have in animal sex.  Humans weren�t supposed to have them,
according to stuff I read, but maybe I�m living proof otherwise.


The �smell� was pheromones or something
like them, I was sure.


I must tell you that before I went off to
college, I saw my favorite librarian, Judy Lively in town.  We had coffees at a
local café and then went to her apartment where we had mind-blowing sex.  No
sexperience of mine transcended that one afternoon until well after college and
I was married (that�s a tale for another time).


In bed afterwards, we compared notes on
our �gift.�  She confessed that she was a lesbian and never attracted to men. 
She recounted how both men and women would flock around her, and how she
willingly allowed the sensually overwhelmed women and girls into her bed.  She
said I was only one of two she�d met who had the same power and reciprocally
overwhelmed her extra, special sense.  I gave her an edited version of my
childhood and then recounted my high school years.


Puberty had dialed up my pheromones
tenfold, so much so that by my freshman year in high school I was a wreck. 
Boys were all over me.  Girls hated me because they saw their boyfriends fawn
over me and couldn�t understand why.  I wasn�t the prettiest girl by a long
shot.  I had bright red hair and a million freckles.  I didn�t develop fast
either.  Since nothing else made sense to them, the other girls started rumors
that I was a slut and screwing all their boyfriends.  


Then the double whammy hit.  Because of
the rumors about my promiscuity I was sent to see a school counselor.  No
sooner did I enter his office my brain exploded along with my pussy.  It wasn�t
as if he was a hunk or anything; it must have been the pheromonal scent that
did it.  Later in life I began to classify men by animal groups because of the
nature of their smell.  Someday I would classify Mr. Kimball as equine, not
because he smelled like a horse exactly (nor could I guess if he was hung like
one) but because of the overall scent of powerful masculinity and my reaction
to it.  One day I�d debate if my classifications were Freudian, like
horse=riding, for instance, but at that age I just went with the flow, and
right then the flow was juices dripping from my wet pussy and drenching my
panties.


Mr. Kimball motioned me toward a chair
next to his desk.  Like I said, he wasn�t a handsome man but rather plain
looking; tall and lanky like you�d think a cowboy would look like on TV.  He
appeared to be misinterpreting my behavior as either fear or guilt, and tried
to assure me that I wouldn�t be punished.  �We just need to talk, that�s all,�
he said with an exaggerated smile.


I was already squirming in the chair,
rubbing myself against the seat in a wild attempt to quench the fire that was
burning down there.  When he leaned closer to me, beating around the bush
talking about promiscuity and how wrong it was, I had the first orgasm, tiny
squeaks of rapture slipping past my trembling lips.


�Are you okay, Natalie?� he asked, knowing
that something had happened to me but clueless as to what it was.


He made the mistake of getting out of his
chair and kneeling on one knee in front of me.  That�s when I had the second
orgasm.  When I saw the huge bulge in his pants, I quickly had a third.  I made
more noise that time, though I tried to stifle myself with my hand.  I realized
he was mentally struggling with his arousal while trying to understand mine. 
Finally I got up enough courage to ask him to move away from me.  He was
naturally indignant at being told what to do by a student, but maybe because of
his confusion over both our reactions he went back to his chair as I moved mine
away from his desk.


 As matter-of-factly as I could, I
explained my pheromones and likewise my sensitivity to others� scent.  He was
embarrassed when I acknowledged seeing his erection and my understanding of why
he had one, and that I wasn�t hurt or offended by it. 


I explained, �I�ve never been with a boy,
you know, for sex.  It�s these pheromones or whatever that make all the boys
hang around me, and you know, want to like have sex with me that made the girls
tell all those lies about me.�


Mr. Kimball nearly tripped over his own
words trying to make sure that my little orgasmic episode wasn�t talked about
outside his office.  Like all my mother�s boyfriends who couldn�t control
themselves around me, I wasn�t about to hurt Mr. Kimball�s job and reputation
since he didn�t do anything to me, and I told him so.


�You understand now,� I said, �so I won�t
tell anyone what happened.�


Even though we moved farther away from
each other, the closed office air was a pheromone fog and both of us were still
subject to its effects.  My pussy itched again and I couldn�t help but squirm
in the chair; I mean, I couldn�t use my fingers right in front of Mr. Kimball,
could I?


Right after thinking that, I realized his
hand was down there, out of sight behind his desk, and that he was likely
rubbing himself.  I didn�t say anything until he moaned softly.  He had the
good graces not to take his cock out in front of me, so soiled underwear was
his only impropriety.   I willed myself not to go the same route.  I wanted to
finger myself so badly but managed to control the urge.  My self-control almost
hurt.  Mr. Kimball didn�t know what to say after he came in his pants.  I
reiterated that it would be our secret and suggested he stayed away from me
going forward.  I had a pretty good idea of my condition and lot in life, so I
didn�t see a need for any counseling anyway. 


But he was my first equine, and I did see
the size of the bulge in his pants.  Unlike when I was a little girl, I now
knew what those things were good for besides jerking off.  My post-pubescent vagina
may be virginal, but that didn�t mean I couldn�t fantasize�and masturbate.


My high school years were like that,
trying to steer clear of all the boys and male teachers who smelled me and went
nuts.  The few times a girl smelled me and had the same aroused reaction I had
to let them down easily.  I wasn�t morally against sex with girls; I eluded
those girls more to avoid being identified as a lesbian, which still had lots
of negative connotations at that time, unlike today.


You�re getting the picture now, aren�t
you?  At least in my small sphere of life I was the most desirable girl around
and yet I was mostly alone.  


In high school I never let a boy get close
enough to me to call him my boyfriend.  I only had a few girl friends.  One of
them was Jennifer.  Jenn was a morose girl who went through life with the
proverbial cloud over her head.  I could tell early on in our friendship that
she �smelled� me.  Unlike others she fought it like someone fighting the onset
of the flu.  I could tell that for some reason the idea of lesbian sex with me
was repulsive and I didn�t understand why until she confided in me about her
abusive childhood.


I�m learning how lucky I�d been.


Possibly with the exception of Uncle Nate
and a couple others, when the men smelled me and got crazy I was smelling them
back.  In hindsight, perhaps my mom had a little of the �power� too, since
nearly all her boyfriends were either equine or vulpine, my two favorite
�smells.�  You see, their touch wasn�t repulsive to me.  I liked it because of
the pheromones.  I�m realizing other kids, like Jenn, weren�t so lucky and
that�s why they�re traumatized by the abuse.  From then on I had a greater
understanding about how terrible child sexual abuse was, no longer seeing it
only through the lens of my own experiences.


I shared my story with her, and in some
small way I made her a bit happier.  She was too afraid of her desire for me to
make a move, so although we were the best of friends through high school, we
never made love.  We stayed in touch after graduation.  She�s married now with
a couple of kids and seems contented with her life.


My life continued to be about
butterflies.  I�d often have dreams where I was emerging from my chrysalis,
bright red wings matching my hair color testing the air for flight, when a
large, strong male swooped down upon me, his dappled wings fluttering as he
positioned himself above me.  I was in estrus�in heat�as soon as I detected his
scent.  We mated in a glorious fluttering of wings, and then I�d wake up,
completely soaked with sweat and pussy juice.


When I was a senior in high school, I
found there was a butterfly conservatory in a neighboring state.  I visited the
place and fell in love.  I put a lot of miles on my beat up old car driving to
and from the conservatory on weekends when I didn�t work.  The first few times
I was one of many visitors who walked around and gawked at the beautiful
creatures.  I imagined I was a butterfly preparing to mate, pheromones in the
air and ready to procreate.  When I did so I felt my panties getting damp.  I
was still a virgin, and although when I was younger men touched me and stuck
their tongues and fingertips into me, I was yet to be fully penetrated by a
penis.


During my third visit I spoke with the
lepidopterist that ran the place.  Like with most men, I saw it on his face as
he smelled me.  My pheromones made him nervous but also interested in spending
time with me, teaching me a lot.  His smell was porcine, as most men are (to me
it doesn�t mean he smelled bad, just that was how my extra sense �saw� him) so
I wasn�t attracted to him at all.


Upon my fourth visit he offered to make me
an honorary associate with a free pass for later visits.  I graciously
accepted, although I felt sorry for him since I knew he wanted more than
anything else to get into my pants.


On my sixth visit, I met Daniel.


He was a college student studying biology
who was interning at the conservatory.  He was also very handsome�and equine. 
Just as in Mr. Kimball�s office freshman year, we made the olfactory connection
the moment we met.  If we were animals in the wild we would have mated right
then and there, the pheromones between us being that strong.  Daniel was dark,
tall and thin, with black, unruly hair and an engaging smile.  We spent an
afternoon together talking about and watching butterflies, while dancing around
what our libidos continually shouted at us.


I knew that he would be my first.


Upon my next visit, he got up enough nerve
to ask me to dinner.  Instead I asked him if he lived alone, and when he
answered yes, I invited myself to his place.  Take-out food and a warm bed was
what I wanted, not fine dining.


From his schooling he knew all about
pheromones, so as we ate Chinese from the little boxes, I helped him understand
what was happening to him.  He told me that he�d never felt this way around any
girl before in his life.  When I asked him if he had condoms, I thought he�d
die.  When he stammered and asked me about my age, I smiled and said, �Think of
what we�re going to do as pupal mating. Consider it my eclosion.�  What that means
is in rare cases a male butterfly will mate with a female just as she is
emerging from her chrysalis.  My fantasy dream.


When we were naked and in his bed, I
stroked his cock, relishing the fact of how swollen and rigid it was.  Oh yes,
he was equine all right!  I tried to calm him down, knowing that he wouldn�t
last long, but there wasn�t much I could do about that except let it happen.  I
helped him with the condom and then spread my thighs for him.  He shuddered
when I guided him into me and he bumped up against my hymen, or more accurately
what little was still intact by that time.  I smelled him deeply�his musk, his
pheromones�and whispered �It�s okay, it doesn�t hurt��


I may have thought I knew what it would
feel like, yet it was nothing like that at all.  He wanted to go fast but I
urged him slower, arching my back in a way to get him deeper.  I wanted to feel
all of him filling me.  I was concentrating so much on him that I didn�t
realize I was cumming already; to the point that when he groaned and I felt his
spasm inside me, it wasn�t a second orgasm but an escalation of the one that
already began, maybe from the moment he entered me.


With a fresh erection and a fresh condom,
we made love again.  I�d like to say that the second time was slower, but it
wasn�t.  We fucked like wild animals, basically like how we wanted to when we
first smelled each other at the conservatory.


Unfortunately I had to go home.


We talked on the phone every day.  My mom
kept bugging me, wanting to know who �the new boy� was.  I couldn�t tell her he
was in college though parts of me wanted to, like bragging.


Every subsequent visit to the conservatory
found Daniel teaching me so much about butterflies and me teaching him about
sex.  I mean, I wasn�t an expert or anything but I have learned a lot in my
young life, inevitable when you have the �powers� that I have.  I made him buy
some porno DVDs and we watched them and tried out all the positions.  I still
have a small mouth like I did when I was a girl, so I had difficulty sucking
Daniel�s cock the way they do it in the videos.  I tried anyway, since when he
cums in my mouth or on my face, his equine pheromones are steeped in it, and
like in overdrive I orgasm and squirt at the same time.


My senior year in high school and his
return to college separated us.  We kept in touch but I can�t say our e-mails
were love letters.  Basically everything we shared was physical.  Pheromones
only have a short �memory� after all.


Like the butterflies I loved, I was
undergoing my metamorphosis.  I exited my chrysalis of awkward teenage
virgin-hood, cautious of the power within me and whether I had the will to
control it, and pupated into the world of adulthood, losing my fears and
embracing my sexuality and pheromonal clout.   I was happy in my skin, loving
the imago I had become, with my red hair, alabaster, almost translucent skin,
and a hint of freckles that peppered my chest and accentuated my full breasts. 
Like the prettiest butterfly, men and boys wanted to �pin� me down or display
me like some specimen.  Mostly pin me to their beds.  


The difference now?  I was an imago; I was
ready to be pinned.


A couple of the bigger guys on my high
school football team were very equine.  They didn�t chase me around more than
other boys in my class, they were simply the ones I wanted to be caught by. 
They had plenty of stamina to go along with their physicality; however the
stamina didn�t extend to their control.  Both Jake and Brad would get
overwhelmed when they were between my legs and cum almost immediately, no
matter how many times I�d get them back up, with a fresh condom and inside me
again.


Girls were different.  Every once in a
blue moon I�d meet another girl�actually, I should say I smelled another
girl�who was straight yet perplexed by her attraction to me.  Sooner or later
we�d be alone and the fun would begin.  �Sensitive� girls were drawn to my
pussy, as if that�s where the pheromones were concentrated (and maybe they
were) so if we ended up in bed, they�d go crazy licking me to death�what the
French call �La petite mort,� or the �little death� of orgasm.


So, ironically, by my last year in high
school I�d become the promiscuous girl that I hadn�t been way back when Mr.
Kimball worried that I was.


I was accepted by my first college choice,
though I may have been helped by a campus visit.  I met the chair of the
admissions committee or some such title, and no sooner did he shake my hand he
had an erection that strained the front of his slacks.  Besides being
embarrassed, I�m sure he remembered my name.


That summer before college was when I ran
into Judy Lively, the librarian that got all the butterfly books for me when I
was younger.  She seemed to be in a hurry to get to an appointment, but forgot
all about it when she was near enough to me to succumb.  We went to a nearby
coffee shop, where we wet the chairs as we smelled each other over lattes.  Up
to that point in my life I hadn�t smelled anyone with comparable power.  Judy
drove me crazy, and my arousal shed a light on how I stimulated everyone else. 
I used the term �mind blowing� earlier to describe the sex we had.  I know it�s
not used much anymore, but the phrase is the most appropriate adjective to
describe our lovemaking that wonderful afternoon.  I buried my nose between her
sopping wet labia and creamed.  We went back and forth like that, reversing
what should have been�the one doing the licking got to orgasm first.  The idea
�lost all track of time� applied to us that day.  Over and over again we�d cum
until we were swimming on wet sheets.


At college, it seemed there were many more
vulpine men than equines, although as usual porcine men outnumbered them all. 
Perhaps it has to do with intelligence and maybe cunning required to succeed in
higher education.  Vulpines are virile and desirable but too self-centered to
be good lovers.  They seem to like gang bangs though.  I tried to avoid
situations where I was amidst too many vulpines since that would only spell
trouble.


One thing I did notice was that unlike in
high school, there were zero bovines here in college.  Bovines were the worst! 
They were the passive boys who let the world happen to them. I had no desire to
be some wimp�s nursemaid, thus bovines were at the bottom of my list.


I wasn�t afraid of my power (had I ever
been?) so like any college co-ed I went to parties, and watched out for the
vulpine men, lest I be dragged into a back room.  Long ago I learned not to
fret over seeing men pop boners as soon as I entered.  That�s how parties went
for me: I�d show up and then all the guys would gravitate toward me with
obvious bulges, often leaving their much better looking girlfriends alone and
wondering what happened.


Occasionally I�d meet a strong equine that
I liked, and fucked him silly. These guys couldn�t understand that there was no
emotional attachment, so they were baffled that they were only one-nighters.


Then I met Scott and everything changed.


We were at an off-campus party when he had
the same reaction every man had around me�he had an erection, and it was very
obvious.  He was very sweet and apologized for his reaction.  That�s when I
told him he was equine and I was attracted to him.  Like a smitten darling he
tried valiantly to keep other men away from me, and I didn�t get the idea that it
was only so he could have me all to himself. I sensed something different,
something better in him. I didn�t sleep with him that night but I knew I would
one day. I gave him my number.


We went out on a date to see a movie. 
Afterwards I felt sorry for him, knowing that throughout the film he remained
hard and probably leaked a lot of precum.  I invited him to my apartment and
gave him my supreme, deep-throat blow job.  He was so divinely equine that the
taste of his cum was enough to give me a small touch-less orgasm.


I was in love.


Unlike with other men, I explained my
pheromone power to Scott.  He deserved as much.  I set about training him not
to cum too quickly; however it took many �lessons.�  I�d never met a more
understanding equine.  Even after we were engaged, he knew I often succumbed to
other men but didn�t hate me for my promiscuity.  Our wedding day was amazing,
but that�s a story for another time.


I�m Natalie.  I may have been in my larval
stage when I was a girl, drawn to and cherished by men who were powerless when
faced with my primeval capability.  Now that I was the mature butterfly, I took
what I wanted, man or woman, letting the pheromones rule me like every other
wild animal in the world.  I never once thought of what would happen if I had a
baby girl one day.  I never once thought of the havoc such a massive
concentration of primitive pheromones would inflict in the body of a young
girl.


I should have.
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How would you like being married to a
MILF?  Every guy has had that thought at one time or another.  You�re walking
down the street, or in a store, and you spot a woman, perhaps older though not
too old, and you think to yourself, she�s hot.  You may ponder how lucky
her husband is.  You may see her with a couple of kids and yet she still knocks
you over.  And you think Oh would I love to spend one night with her.  You
may not understand why you�re attracted to her but you are.


I�m Scott, and I�m married to one of
those women.


Natalie may not fit the Hollywood
beauty mold, but when she enters a room everyone turns to look at her.  I mean everyone;
men and women.  Her full head of auburn hair seems to always catch one
sunbeam and reflect it back at the world.  Her light dusting of freckles seems
to convey innocence, not as a barrier to getting to know her, but as a
challenge.  It doesn�t matter whether she�s in jeans and a t-shirt working our
garden or wearing a form-hugging cocktail dress at a party, Natalie draws
attention.  Next to her, I often feel like a troll.


I haven�t even mentioned the best
part, though �best� is in the eye (or in this case nose) of the beholder.  My
wife is a walking pheromone factory, and in her case it works both ways.  I
remember the first time we met at an off-campus party.  I was a player in
college and never had to wait long between willing co-eds, however as I stood
next to Natalie, chit-chatting about campus gossip and such, I reacted to
something primal.  As if she emitted some sensual vibe, I popped the stiffest
erection I�d had in a long time.  The worst part was that she saw the bulge
immediately.


She leaned close and whispered, �You
might want to turn a bit to the left and it won�t be so noticeable.�


I was embarrassed, yet her
acknowledgement seemed so matter-of-fact, like it happened all the time and she
was just trying to be helpful.  I quickly mumbled an apology.


�Don�t worry about it.  I get that
reaction a lot.�  Was she bragging?  As I digested her comment while trying to
will away my erection, she added, �Mmmmm, you�re very equine.�


�Huh?�


She laughed softly and then said,
�All men have a scent about them; a musk.  Yours is equine.�  After a slight
pause, she added, �I love equines,� and moved closer.


The rest of the party was a blur as I
succumbed to her magnetism, or whatever her power was.  She openly sermonized
about the smell of men, straightforwardly categorizing us as animals, such as
porcine, bovine, equine, etc.  �It�s no joke; most men really are pigs,� she
said.  �Very few are horses like you.�


Normally I would�ve made a smart
remark about being hung like one, but words failed me as I bathed in the
essence that was her.  Like a planet�s gravity capturing wayward moons, men
entered orbit around her as they happened to draw near.  If they had the same
reaction I had, I didn�t want to look to find out.  They must have been
porcine, for she pulled me closer perhaps as a signal to the others.  I got a
different signal, as her scent had me rock hard and practically
hyperventilating. I questioned the �equine� thing, since I responded like
Pavlov�s Dog and wondered if she had a canine category.


That�s how I met Natalie.  After the
party she gave me her number and told me she wanted to see me again. I wanted
to see more of her that night, but it wasn�t meant to be.  I went back to my
apartment, horny as hell and knowing I found a new opiate�Natalie.  Like an
infatuated teen, I called her several times a day.  Finally she laughed and
said I deserved �another fix.�  She obviously understood the hooked-on-Natalie
phenomenon.


Our date was to go see a movie.  She
rested her head on my shoulder throughout, and occasionally it sounded like she
was sniffing me.  I needn�t be so close to smell her.  At first I wondered what
her cologne was, however I soon realized she needed no applied scent; her
natural scent needed to be bottled and sold.  All during the thriller my cock
remained hard and my underwear was wet from leaking copious amounts of pre-cum.


Afterwards we went to her apartment. 
�It�s okay, Scott.  I won�t let you remain frustrated like when we met,� she
said.  She nonchalantly removed her blouse, exposing her bra that tauntingly
hinted at what remained covered.  While I was standing in her living room area
she dropped to her knees in front of me, undid my pants, pulled them down, and
released my aching cock to spring up to her lips.  She took a long sniff like
I�ve seen smokers smell a cigar before she took my leaking cock between her
lips.  Not at all fazed by the dripping pre-cum, she mouthed me almost to her
tonsils.  As she sucked greedily, I reached down and around her to undo her
bra, letting it fall.  She glanced up at me.  Our eyes met and stayed locked
together as her mouth fucked me.  There was no other way to describe the
incredibly intense blow-job.


�Oh Natalie�I�m gonna cum!� I said
loudly.  She actually nodded while still bobbing her head, taking my cock deep
in her mouth.  She made a guttural croak but still managed to swallow most of
what must have been a mammoth load.


�You taste as good as you smell,� she
said, with a trace of cum still at the edge of her mouth.


�What is it with you and smells?�


�I�m wired differently, that�s all,�
she said.  �A man I once dated called me �primeval,� meaning he thought I was
more attuned to things we humans have long since evolved away from.  Like our
sense of smell.�  While she spoke I undressed her from the waist down, burying
my face in her intoxicating crotch.  Thankfully she didn�t stop me. She
continued to explain, �My body emits as strong a scent as my nose picks up. 
I�m more animal than human in that way, I guess.�


My mind reflected on what she was
saying.  I knew that sex between animals was all about smells and pheromones. 
A female puts out the scent that she�s fertile and ready��in heat��and the
strongest male wins the right to mate with her.  No emotions involved.  She had
to be correct, for no sooner did I put my nose in her muff (she was trimmed but
still had a healthy thatch of pubic hair) than my dick sprang back to a
painfully hard erection, as if the blow-job she just gave me never happened.


Natalie had me believing in the spell
of smells.  No sooner did I tongue her delicious, musky smelling pussy than I
started to cum.  She didn�t even have to touch me; I simply detonated.  Once
more I was embarrassed, but she took my premature ejaculation (I�ll say!) in
stride, as if it happened all the time, and I supposed it did if the thing with
the musk or whatever was real.


We cleaned up my mess before she led
me to her bedroom.  I offered to shower but she made more comments about how
�arousing� I smelled as she pulled me atop her.  All I needed was another whiff
of her natural scent and I was miraculously hard again.  I actually
glanced at my very erect cock and was surprised it looked thicker, more swollen
than I�d ever seen it.  Maybe I was �equine� all along and the fact remained
dormant.


As I fucked her I more or less gave
up trying to make the act last.  Fortunately whatever scent I produced had a
similar effect on her and we both came together with loud, throaty moans.  She
declared me a �keeper,� and we�ve been together ever since.  


During our engagement I knew she
fucked other men.  I married her anyway.  The olfactory urges were too strong;
I was hooked.  You see, from that first time we met, I�d seen the effect she
had on men, not just me.  Guys tripped over themselves trying to be near her,
and I couldn�t be there every hour of the day to chase them away.  Natalie
tried, but she was such a slave to her primordial sense of smell that she
couldn�t control herself, just like we men couldn�t.


You see, she told me everything.  She
never cheated in that sense, she rutted.  I understood and considered it the
price I paid to be her man.  When she fucked someone else, it was without any
emotional strings; it was all biological, or maybe I should say chemical.  She
always had plenty for me, and I was happy.


Our wedding day was the wildest.


Maybe it was the excitement of the
day itself that heightened her senses and �emissions.�  Whatever the reason
every male member of the wedding party, including my dad, had an erection
throughout the ceremony.  I was sure most people noticed in spite of the
embarrassing attempts the men took to hide them.  To me, �kiss the bride� meant
a more primitive need, and I was rock hard too.  In our honeymoon suite,
neither one of us could wait.  However as I went down on her, once more
satisfying the mad impulse to drink in her intoxicating musk, I smelled a
cologne that wasn�t hers.  One whiff of the familiar scent conjured up
old-fashioned images of a sailing ship, as well as the man who always wore it.


�You fucked my father?� I
said.


Natalie looked contrite yet I knew
she couldn�t help herself.  I tried not to think of my father�s impression of
the indiscretion.  She said, �I�m sorry, Scott.  Bill always has been so nice
to me, and you are a chip off the old block, after all.  What could I do?�  


I accepted on faith that my dad was
the only man at the wedding reception that fucked her.  It was a measure of our
strange relationship�and now marriage�that my biggest concern wasn�t jealousy
but how my father thought of me afterwards.  I should have been concerned.  My
dad�s expression when he saw me thereafter alternated between pity and you-lucky-devil. 
All I hoped for was that he didn�t try to make another play for my wife.  For
her part, Natalie promised she�d never sleep with him again.


Life went on.  I spent working days
worrying about what she was doing without me around.  In her job she had
dealings with many A-Type personalities.  I wondered how they smelled to her. 
Would they pick up her scent and chase after her?  Did they give off a better
scent than me?  Not able to control her primal urges, did she slink away to an
unused conference room and fuck their brains out?  If I kept worrying like that
I knew I�d go crazy.


Then I spent nights in our marriage
bed and all my worries melted away.  Once my nose was close to her armpits, or
her navel, or her crotch, whatever olfactory lure she gave off overcame me. 
I�d grow exceedingly and painfully hard, and I had to fuck her.  My distress
was something Natalie had seen her entire life, so she was very understanding
as she spread her thighs for me.  No matter how tired I might have been, I
nailed her hard and fast, and only on my second orgasm could I hold it long
enough to get her off.


Not able to predict the outcome, I
judiciously managed our socializing.  Parties and other non-family gatherings
were a particular problem, not much different than in college.  No sooner did
we arrive, every male in the place abandoned his wife or date and hovered
around my wife. The significant-other females couldn�t figure it out.  It
wasn�t obvious but if you knew what I knew you actually saw the men sniffing
her. That was awkward, though the real problem didn�t surface until she began
sniffing back.  That�s when I had to herd her away from the welter of olfactory
admirers.  Friends would comment about how lucky I was to be married to
Natalie.  They brazenly asked how good she was in bed.  Though their minds
couldn�t decipher what their senses knew immediately upon being near her, they
realized the response and embraced it.  She may not be a mother yet, but
Natalie was a MILF in that regard.


My lifelong friend and best man,
Cole, was particularly driving me crazy.  He�d invent any excuse to visit.  His
wife was drop-dead gorgeous and frankly much better looking than Natalie, but
whatever my wife exuded had him acting like a rutting stag.  She confided to me
that he was �porcine� so I needn�t worry.  However, I knew I couldn�t take any
such assurances from her at face value since in the long run she wasn�t able to
totally escape her primal, animalistic nature.  So I tried to keep Cole away
from her.


Jokes about the mailman aside, she
was always talking with everybody.  Everybody who was male that is; and the men
lost all perspective on personal space as they crowded hers while they spoke. 
Then came the night she met Erica, when everything changed.


We were having dinner at our favorite
restaurant when the hostess led another couple by our table.  The woman stopped
in her tracks at the same time Natalie�s head snapped upward and spun around to
look at her, though she couldn�t have seen the woman pull up short behind her.


The man she was with nearly walked
into her before saying, �Are you okay, honey?�


The woman appeared hyper yet
confused.  She answered, �Ah�yeah�I think so,� but still didn�t follow the
now-impatient hostess.


Natalie and the woman made eye
contact, but there was more to the scene I wasn�t seeing.  Then it dawned on
me; I couldn�t �see� anything because it was olfaction�the scent, the
pheromones, the primeval power�that seemed to be possessed by both
women.  In a moment of clarity, I saw that the other lady�s husband (if that�s
who he was) realized what was going on too.  He knew the power of his
woman.


My wife quickly said, �Don�t I know
you?�  I knew right away it was a lie.  Natalie didn�t know her.  She needed a
pretense to hold her there.


�You do look�familiar,� she answered,
�My name�s Erica, and this is Jim.�


I stared at both ladies, saw how
flushed they both appeared, and turned to the hostess and said, �Could we get
two more settings so they can join us?� while motioning toward the other two
chairs at our table.


Natalie and Erica looked like my
invitation was akin to Christmas morning.  They sat and began fabricating their
story on how they knew each other when clearly they didn�t.  I nodded to Jim
and he nodded back, acknowledging that he knew what just happened.  I often
wondered how many more in the world were like my Natalie, and now I knew there
was at least one more.


The wait staff earned a great tip for
getting the newcomers their meals quickly to �catch up� with our dinner
course.  Watching the interplay between the two women was like being at a
dinner theater. Jim and I kept to inconsequential small talk while the ladies
danced around the topic that pulled us together.  It was humorous how each
woman adopted code words to describe sexual situations as the only way they
could speak about the subject in public.


I waited for the familiar �powder
room� visit, and when it came I finally had my chance to speak with Jim alone. 
After the ladies left the table, I said, �I guess we have a lot in common.�


�It sure looks like it,� he said. 
�Been married long?�


We compared notes on what it was like
being married to women who lived on a different, more primal plane of existence
than the rest of us.  We came up with our own code words to discuss the
inevitable male hordes that sniffed around our wives and the times they sniffed
back.


As we watched the ladies return to
the table, Jim leaned closer and whispered, �Erica�s got that look.  I don�t
know what arrangement you guys have but I know that when Erica�s in heat, I
don�t get in the way.�


Arrangement?  He was talking about
our wives sleeping together, or maybe some sort of wife swapping.  The �look�
that Natalie gets was magnified in Erica.  Her black hair was long and framed a
pretty face, and she was a full-figured, curvy gal.  I had images of the two of
them wrapped around each other, bathing in the other�s scent and climaxing
loudly.  As Erica walked by my chair, she stopped like before and leaned down
to sniff at my ear.  She looked at Natalie and purred, �Oh, he smells so
divine!�  I wasn�t about to respond, but with her being close enough to be
overwhelmed by her pheromones and having her lick my earlobe like one would
lick an ice cream cone, I responded in a whole different way.  I glanced over
at her husband, my surprise and arousal evident, though all he did was smile
and shrug his shoulders.  I then glanced at my lovely wife, and she looked like
she does in the moments before she cums.  The time through dessert and coffees
was wet-chair time; I didn�t have to see it, I could smell it.  Of course, I
was an expert at that now.


While we split the check, Erica
suggested nightcaps at their place.  When I looked his way, Jim simply nodded. 
Erica insisted that the best way was for Natalie to ride with Jim while she
rode with me.  �Then you won�t get lost,� she said, but then I wondered if I
hadn�t already gotten lost.  As I followed them, headlight glare made it look
as if Natalie was almost sitting in Jim�s lap, which might not have been an
illusion because at the same time Erica was leaning out of her seat and holding
my right arm closely.


After we arrived at their place, Jim
poured us drinks while Erica showed Natalie around the house.  We watched them
slink away upstairs before Jim said, �If they don�t come down in about ten
minutes then you know what they�re doing.�


�Yeah, I kind of figured,� I said.


They were gone considerably longer
than ten minutes.  In the meantime Jim and I spoke on what it was like being
married to one of �them.�  Using that word wasn�t an exaggeration.  It did seem
to me as if Natalie, and now Erica, were from a different species.  I thought
I�d experienced everything while married to Natalie, but Jim told me stories
about his wife that flabbergasted and staggered me.


We heard the screaming long before
they came downstairs to join us again.  Jim said, �I want to prepare you for
what�s coming.  Our wives are probably just getting started; they�re going to
want to swap after they�re done.  You�ll like being with Erica, and I want you
to think about it ahead of time.  I�m used to it, and I want to make sure
you�ll be okay with Natalie��


He didn�t have to complete the
sentence.  I knew what he meant.


When they finally came downstairs,
both were disheveled and had a post-coital glow about them.  Their scent of
arousal, their musk, their pheromones, preceded them to the living room where
Jim and I waited.  I saw the instant arousal on Jim�s face and felt it within
me.  We had no power to stop anything from happening. Erica staggered toward
where I was sitting and stood before me.  Her scent was overpowering.  I
reached out and pulled her to me, hiking her dress up as I did so.  She had no
panties on so I buried my nose in her shaved slit and inhaled the product of
her coming into estrus; for that�s what it was, she was in heat like any other
mammal, just not like human�s are supposed to be.


I grew intoxicated, drunk on her
smells and tastes.  My cock throbbed in my pants, begging to be released.  I
managed a sidelong glance over at Jim and Natalie.  The hem of my wife�s dress
was also up above her hips and Jim�s tongue and nose were submerged in her
musky alcove.


Erica muttered, �Fuck me Scott, I
need it.�


Yeah, she needed it I thought, as we yanked our clothes
off and went at it like the rutting animals we were.  I never gave much thought
to enjoying Erica as the full figured beauty she was.  Our fucking wasn�t
sublime, it was ground and pound.  And Natalie and Jim were doing the same.  My
wife�s auburn hair was a blur as she rode him hard.  Erica was doing the same
to me.  I imagined an observer would have had difficulty telling when orgasms
began and ended, and whose orgasmic cries were whose.  We collapsed, falling to
their living room floor from whatever piece of furniture we christened with our
spent fluids.  Almost immediately Natalie pushed her pussy into my face, and
Jim�s seed notwithstanding, I dove right in.  Tasting another man�s cum was not
something I ever thought I�d experience, and yet there I was; with a rapidly
rebounding member to boot.


We fucked several more times before
even our wives� olfactory powers couldn�t get us men hard again.  So they gave
up on us and went at it with each other in a flurry of tongues and lips, with a
dash of frantic scissoring thrown in to enhance the obviously overwhelming
orgasms each of them had.


Before we went home, Erica insisted
that we �see� them again.  Natalie quickly agreed.  Jim and I wearily nodded. 
In the car, Natalie wanted to know if I was okay with what happened.  �Oh my
God!  That Erica!  I just couldn�t control myself!�


�Yes, I know what that feels
like�ever since we met.�


�But you still love me, don�t you?�
she said with an honest to goodness pout.


�You know I love you, even if I can�t
control everything that happens around you.�  I didn�t mention Jim by name, but
I�d added him to the list I have in my head of men she�d �lost it� with.  �I�ll
live with it.�


And that�s what I did�lived with it,
and her.  Until death do us part, right?  So now I ask the question again: how
would you like being married to a MILF?  You see, it�s not her beauty that
makes men want Natalie and makes her stray; it�s her otherworldly power to
exude smells that most can�t exude, and to smell the smells in others that we
humans don�t smell anymore in our so-called evolutionary progress.  When I
answered �I do� I was accepting who she was and what I was acquiescing to.  I
was the addict and she was my drug.


The surreal foursome of Natalie, me,
Erica and Jim proved to be too much.  Jim and I were zombies by the time the
ladies were through with us.  I began to think of Natalie and Erica as two
pieces of fissionable material�together they achieved critical mass�the
mushroom clouds spewing from our cocks each time.


It took me a few years of marriage to
realize that Natalie�s olfactory powers were increasing with age.  Once more I
thought of estrus, the female mammalian response to the reproductive cycle�what
we euphemistically call being in heat.  Why shouldn�t Natalie�s primitive
response to, and emission of scents follow her need to conceive during her
�best� years?  We talked about having kids, and we never used birth control. 
Considering the times she�s had unprotected sex since we�ve been married
(besides with me) it�s a mystery why she hasn�t become pregnant.  I urged her
to see her doctor about her fertility.  By the way, her doctor had to be a
woman.  She saw a male doctor once and he fucked her right in the office,
causing quite a commotion with his staff hearing everything.  Needless to say
she ceased being his patient.  When Natalie was examined by her newest doctor,
she couldn�t find anything physically wrong with her, though she did say that
Natalie�s ovaries were �strangely overactive,� but didn�t explain further.


We eventually drifted away from Erica
and Jim.  The women simply overpowered each other, like giving each other a
drug overdose.  For a moment in our lives, things were normal, as normal as
married life with Natalie could be.  Then she came home from work one day and
initiated my sense of déjà vu.  I went to greet her, give her a kiss, when she
suddenly popped her eyes open wide and said, �Who have you been with today?�


�I haven�t �been� with anyone.  I�ve
been working just like you have.�


�That�s what I mean. Who�d you work
with today?  Anyone new?�


�I worked with Kerry on a project
today, and she is fairly new to the company.  Why?�


�Christ, her scent is all over you!� 
She didn�t elaborate.  Instead she began pulling me toward our bedroom,
undressing along the way.  After I stumbled out of my clothes we sixty-nined. 
Of course I was overcome by her natural musk, so it didn�t take long for me to
be cumming down her throat.  What surprised me was that she came quickly too,
practically squirting.


�Did you fuck this Kerry woman?�
Natalie asked me as we lay together.


�I don�t know what�s the matter with
you, but I didn�t fuck her.  We just worked closely on a project today.�


�Her scent!  You�ve got to invite her
over for dinner or whatever.�  Oh-oh, I had another Erica situation on my
hands.  Kerry was an older woman yet in great shape and pretty in a world-weary
sort of way.  I hadn�t noticed a ring.  If my wife wanted a threesome, then why
not give it a try?


It took me three days of compliments
I hoped fell short of sexual harassment before she agreed to meet me after work
for a drink.  We were on barstools conversing over cocktails when Natalie
arrived and claimed the barstool next to Kerry.  Under any other circumstance
my wife showing up would have been awkward.  However all it took was one whiff
and Kerry swooned.  I thought she�d fall off the chair so I reached out to hold
her, but Natalie was faster, and the way she held her was quite different too. 
Kerry was putty in my wife�s hands.  They managed some small talk that excluded
me, though Kerry was too distracted by her unpredicted arousal to say anything
truly coherent. The smartest thing this intelligent lady said was �Yes� when
Natalie invited her to our place.


For the first go-round I played the
voyeur.  They wasted no time undressing each other and getting down to some hot
sex.  I couldn�t calculate in my head what sixty-nine squared was, however
their frantic cunnilingus was beyond anything I�d ever seen in a porn flick. 
They didn�t lick each other�s pussy, they devoured it.  


Kerry was a screamer.  �Sweet
Jesusssssssssssssss, Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh�� she wailed as her hips
bucked and her body shook, completely drowning out my wife�s concurrent
orgasmic cries.  I was so entranced by both the sight and smell of their heated
coupling that I didn�t know I was masturbating until I uttered my own cry and
spewed several long ropes into the air.


Following their explosive orgasms I
thought they�d cool it, but the ladies weren�t finished yet.  They scissored
and then fingered each other before the allure of musky, post-orgasmic scent
had them back to doing a sixty-nine.  The scent in the room was so strong that
I was instantly hard again and couldn�t take it.  I left the room; the slurping
and moaning sounds trailing behind me.


I opened a beer and pondered once
more what I got when I married Natalie. Yes, I�ve enjoyed the extraordinary sex
with her as well as the �benefits,� even if I often ended up feeling like an
afterthought, a fifth wheel.  They were both screaming in ecstasy as I also
pondered the nature of jealousy.  I remembered how violated I felt when I found
out she fucked my father on our wedding day.  I remembered all the times I knew
she�d succumbed to her basest of instincts and fucked other men.  Was I being
too easy on her, excusing her wanton lust as something she can�t control? 
Granted, I couldn�t control myself either when I was with her.  Was she capable
of rising above her primal, animal nature?  Probably not, so I had to accept
the bad with the good.


The �good� this day turned out to be
Kerry.  Multiple orgasms aside, Kerry remained so completely aroused that
Natalie in effect offered her to me.  With my wife (and her stimulating
olfactory emissions) lying next to her, Kerry spread her thighs and
outstretched her arms to take me in.  Needless to say, with all the pheromones
in the bedroom I was erect and it sadly had nothing to do with the lovely body
that beckoned me.  In a different place or time I would have been happy to fall
between those summoning legs, yet on that evening I was a victim of animal
chemistry like she was.


I willed every muscle in my body to
slow down as I fucked her.  It was no use; one �muscle� wouldn�t cooperate. 
Though not as powerful as my wife�s, Kerry�s musk was strong enough that I lost
control.  I pounded into her with such abandon the bed slammed the wall with a
loud thud each thrust that sounded like a rocking drum beat.  That beat quickly
harmonized with Kerry�s wails.  I lost it and came with such force my entire
body spasmed.  I filled her vagina and yet I was still hard and still
thrusting.


She repeated my name over and over
again in syncopation with my thrusts and her orgasmic convulsions.  Amazingly I
climaxed once more, spewing several more ropes of cum deep into her.  Way too
late I wondered if she was on birth control.


Kerry didn�t want to leave our bed. 
I was abruptly dismissed and instructed to get her keys and pick up some
clothes for her to wear to work the next day.  I dressed and drove to the
address I was given, picking up what I thought was a good enough ensemble for
the office.  When I returned and entered the house, I was greeted by the sounds
of two climaxing women.  Unbelievably they were at it again.  None of us would
get much sleep that night.


At the office the following morning
we tread carefully around each other.  Kerry was probably conflicted over what
happened, not really understanding her licentious reaction.  I wasn�t about to
bring it up.  She looked as tired as I was, and that I was sure added to her
confusion.


I was wrong.


When Kerry and I finally had some
time alone, she began to cry, explaining that she was a lesbian and that I was
the first man to ever have sex with her.  I apologized but she quickly said she
didn�t blame me.


�If that�s the case, why did you
agree to have a drink with me?� I said. �I thought I was pretty obvious.�


�You were obvious alright, but I
smelled�you know�your wife on you, and something happened to me that never
happened before�and then it was out of my control.�


I knew that feeling.


I apologized again and said that I
hoped we could still work together.  I told her that I fully understood and
supported her sexual preference, even as I admitted that she was a great
looking lady and that I was humbled by the singular opportunity I had.  Kerry
said that she would be happy working with me and appreciated my honesty and
discretion.  The following weekend she slept over our house again.  I fucked
her silly after my wife was through with her.  We didn�t talk about it while
working.


As time went on Natalie continued to
meet �secretors� (as I thought of them)�women who emitted and detected the same
primitive scents as she did.  She�d bring them home like stray puppies and
drive them as crazy as they drove her.  Sometimes I�d get the leftovers.


Elizabeth was different.  She was a
willowy blond that on the first meeting seemed almost fragile.  Fragile she
might have been before Natalie drew her into bed, but she certainly didn�t
remain that way thereafter.  Much like with the others, I watched, marveled at
the orgasmic fury, before being allowed to participate.  


What was different was that I fell in
love with Elizabeth. The attraction wasn�t just physical�the pheromones�but
something more.  When she and Natalie mated, it transcended the primal
explosion that Erica and my wife created.  Symbiosis: together they were much
more than the sum of two exceptional women. My first time with Elizabeth was
like my first time ever.  When she wrapped her long legs around me and urged me
on with sweet words and a purring voice, I was in love.  Again.


Elizabeth soon moved in with us.  We
became a trio, an open-marriage triad.  No other woman was in our lives or
bed.  Elizabeth somehow made Natalie and me whole.  Our threesomes would shake
the house.  Our neighbors probably heard us too.  


Kerry got another job and so she
wasn�t a distraction.  And thankfully she hadn�t gotten pregnant.


But Elizabeth did.  We named the
child Natalie Ann.


We lived as a family and no one
seemed to care.  Even though Natalie hadn�t conceived or given birth, her
olfactory power waned after her namesake was born.  Maybe it wasn�t needed
anymore to keep the three of us together.  We were now four.


One day while changing Natalie Ann�s
diaper I got a whiff of something other than baby-shit.  I lifted her to my
nose, and couldn�t believe that a baby could give me an erection.  It scared
me.  The incident also opened my eyes to the past.  Natalie never talked about
her youth, but could she have been abused as a child?  If the pheromones and
smells of estrus were even half as strong as what I just smelled from the baby,
then a preteen Natalie, and maybe Elizabeth, Erica, Kerry and elemental women
like them all suffered rape and abuse as a child.  Even if the powerful
attractant didn�t show up until puberty, the girls would still have suffered
through their formative years.


I held freshly diapered Natalie Ann
close to me, trying to ignore the primitive urge in my aching groin.  I had to
protect this child from myself and every other male in the world.  I had to
protect my child, knowing it would be nearly impossible to do so.  My painful
erection spoke volumes. 


I had to be strong, but could I be?
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I
met her in a bar not far from work.  The place wasn�t necessarily a gay bar,
but the clientele usually included enough good looking women from nearby
offices that I never felt out of place.  The day had been more stressful than
usual, so my drink of choice was a double martini.  I needed it.  And it wasn�t
the only thing I needed.  As usual I lamented the sad state of my love life. 
Sure, more women came out every day, and yet I�ve found that to most of them
(the ones I�ve met, at least) it was the chic thing to do, like it was a phase
or something.  The situation made for some great one-nighters, but didn�t help
me find love or the gal of my dreams.  Since one of my so-called friends
referred to me as The Ice Queen, I�d been wondering lately about the cause of my
troubles in the love department.


She
sat down two barstools away and ordered a Cosmo.  Too much of a girly drink for
me, but everyone has their own tastes, I thought.  Sneaking a glance or two
over at her, my first impression was dark beauty�South or Central American
origin, maybe.  Raven hair, long legs, nice curves, full lips.  Interesting. 
Very interesting.


�Serious
drink.  Are you a serious woman?� she said out of the blue.  A pick-up line for
sure.  No discernible accent.


�Not
always, but after the day I�ve had��


�Yeah,
I know what you mean, honey.  Unwind City, here I come,� she said, taking a sip
of her drink.


Honey,
huh?  Yes, certainly a pick-up try, so I brazenly looked her over.  A short,
navy skirt exposed well-proportioned café-au-lait thighs.  Her white silk
blouse advertised full breasts, her bra unable to hide the hint of prominent
nipples topping them.  


�Unlike
mine, your drink doesn�t appear that serious.  Are you like your drink?�


She
turned the most alluring pair of green eyes toward me and said, �Honey, I can
be as fruity as this drink, but I can be serious when I want to be too,� she
said with a throaty voice.  �Should I be serious now?�  


God�those
eyes!  �It depends on what you want to be serious about.�  Amazing!  I usually
was the aggressor in pick up situations; so maybe my history exposed my
desperation.


She
boldly said, �Since my place is only a block away, I can show you.�  Damn, I
was soaked and I was hooked.  She paid my tab.  When she stood, I realized how
tall she was.  Maybe five-ten or eleven.  Her curves promised delight, and
those hot legs!


In
that sexy, throaty voice of hers, she told me about herself, where she worked,
etcetera.  I gave her a quick rundown of my life situation as she put her hand
around my waist, and then slowly moved her hand to my ass as we walked.  Her
apartment was sleekly modern, all chrome and ebony.  She offered me another martini
and proceeded to mix one, surprisingly pouring a couple of fingers of high-end
bourbon for herself instead.


�So,
honey, what�s your name?�


It
seemed strange that I was in her apartment with a dripping wet pussy before we
actually introduced ourselves.  That must be an indication of how horny I was. 
�I�m Dana.�


�I�m
Marcy,� she said.  We were sitting on her sofa, close together but not
intimately close.  Not yet, anyway.  �Today was my first visit to that
particular bar, and now I�m glad I stopped in.�


�I
have a feeling I�ll be glad you stopped in too,� I said as I slid closer and
offered my lips to her.  Her tongue proved to be very active, and that was okay
with me.  I wanted to surrender, to be taken, to be dominated, and this tall,
spectacular woman was the perfect candidate.


Her
hand was soon inside my blouse, then under my bra.  She kneaded, squeezed and
caressed each in turn.  I purred.  I love a woman with strong hands.  �You have
nice, firm breasts,� she murmured after our lips parted.  �All natural too.� 
Then I discovered that hers were augmented.  I wasn�t bothered by implants, as
long as they weren�t outrageous.  Marcy�s didn�t feel outrageous, and as I
teased her nipples she responded nicely.  �Oh yes,� she whispered, �good, real
good�yes��  Her hand moved down, down under my skirt, then in under my panties,
slowly, teasingly rubbing my bald pubic mound.  �Mmmm, you�ve waxed nicely�for
Marcy?� she said with a chuckle.  Her fingertips taunted my aching clit for a
few moments before slipping between my labia.  �Oh, wet for Marcy too!� she
exclaimed.


I
didn�t ask, I begged.


�Dana�Dana�in
time�in time,� she purred in reply to my pleas.  Marcy slipped from beside me
on the sofa, stood up long enough to remove her blouse and bra, and then sank
to the floor between my splayed legs.  Up went my skirt, down came my panties, and
in went her tongue.  God, her tits were perfect.  Obviously firm from the
implants, yet they looked much more natural than most, and the nipples were
spectacular.  I wanted to touch them, play with them, suck on them, but I had
to wait since she was expertly getting me off orally.


�Yes�oh
yes�oh�oh�yes�yes�oh�� I repeated up until the first orgasmic wave swept over
me.


�Oh
my, Dana�s a tasty one,� she said, looking up at me while licking my juices
from her full lips.  Then she went back to work on me.  This next orgasm had me
holding her head tight with both my hands and my thighs, like I was drawing her
into me, devouring her as she devoured me.


She
led me to the bedroom, losing clothing as we went.  By the time we landed upon
her bed, I was naked and she was down to only a thong.  I wanted her pussy so
badly but I waited while I took the time to caress her marvelously firm
breasts.  She whispered first �That feels so deliciously good� before �I want you.�


When
she stood suddenly and slipped off the thong, I couldn�t help but gasp.  �Oh
no, I can�t�I can�t,� I blubbered.


Marcy
had a cock.


How
did I miss it?  Should I have seen clues, or was I too horny to see them?  She
saw my distress, and probably had been dreading it all along, as she said, �Oh
Dana honey, don�t be like that.  I�m all woman except for this.�


The
�this� wasn�t such a trifling issue I could ignore. I picked up my discarded
clothes and hastily dressed.  I didn�t say another word as I fled her
apartment, leaving her sobbing.  I didn�t cry until I was home.  Why do
these things happen to me? I lamented to myself, and I supposed to God as
well, though I wasn�t sure if I still believed in Him.  Him: maybe that�s
always been my problem.  If God is a man then no wonder the world is so
fucked up, I thought.


Frustration
took on many subsequent forms.  For a few days I reflected upon all my past
girlfriends, hating each one.  I was miserable at work.  I was miserable at
home.  I didn�t go out.  I ate too much, using comfort foods as a palliative
salve for my psyche.  Jackie, one of my old flames at work made a rebound play
for me.  After the initial rush of physical arousal, Jackie and I never clicked
emotionally.  I thought she was too full of herself, and ironically she felt
the same about me.  If she wanted to think of me back then as cold and
self-centered, why would I allow her to use me as her post-breakup painkiller?


The
Ice Queen�s bed remained solitary confinement.


What
added to my pain was remembering the spark I experienced when I met Marcy that
day in the bar.  How could that have happened, and why does the entire scene
still bother me?  I was pondering the many questions in my mind when Monroe
stopped by my desk late in the afternoon.


�Why
have you been so gloomy lately?  I�ve never seen you so down, so let�s blow
this place and go get a drink.�


With
her looks and personality, Monroe always turned me on.  She rejected every
advance I ever made, and I made many, saying that she was heterosexual all the
way, happily married, and didn�t want to tease me beyond us being friends.  And
friends we�ve remained.  �I definitely could use that drink,� I said.  �But I
doubt I�d be good company.�


�I�m
not looking for company, Dana.  I�m looking to be your shrink and have you tell
me all about your problems so I can cure you,� she said with a twinkle in her
eyes.


I
bristled for a microsecond on her use of �cure,� but I knew she didn�t mean it
the way others have about my homosexuality.  I looked at her, dazzled once more
by her beauty, and said, �One night in bed with you would cure a lot of what
ails me.�


She
tilted her head and gave me a reproachful look that was definitely
exaggerated.  �We�ve been down that road before, girl.  Let�s just have that
drink or two and we�ll talk.  You can dump all your troubles on me and it won�t
be a burden, I assure you.�  In some sort of Freudian design, I suggested we
have our drinks at the same bar where I met Marcy.  It wasn�t a gay clientele
that afternoon either, though I did see and say hello to a couple of past
lovers.  Monroe was intrigued by the scene.  She asked, �Is this like your
pick-up bar?�


�Not
really,� I said, �but I have hooked up with a few girls here now and then.�


�Them?�
meaning the girls I said hi to.


�Actually,
I met them other places, but yes, they�re past pick-ups.�


After
a sip of her drink, Monroe said, �I was wondering if you chose this place
specifically to seduce me.�


�Oh
dear, if there was any chance of seducing you, the place wouldn�t matter.�


�I
have to tell you, Dana, that I�m flattered by your attempts, I really am.�  She
scanned the room, finally looking in the direction of Janice, one of the ladies
I�ve slept with.  �I�m into men too much to change, but I do appreciate your
attention.  Now tell me what�s been bringing you down.  Did you just break up
with someone?�


I
told her about meeting Marcy and how conflicted I was about what happened, or
more accurately what didn�t happen.  Opening up to her took a second drink,
which I downed much too quickly.  With blurring at the edges of my sight, I
blurted out my frustrations of not finding Ms. Right.  True to her word, Monroe
was a good listener.


�I
know people call me The Ice Queen,� I said, �but I don�t think I�m cold at
all.  If anything I�m too passionate, too emotional for my own good.�


I
could see her working on a reply.  Finally she said, �Yeah, I�ve heard the Ice
Queen stuff.  I think sometimes your passion is more in one direction than in
the other�you understand what I�m saying?�  I was about to say Not really
when my eyes fell upon Marcy entering the room.  I wasn�t the only one looking;
for most eyes in the place were on the beautiful t-girl.  Monroe must have seen
my expression, for she asked, �Is that her?�


�Yes�
was the only thing I could say, still stunned by Marcy�s hot beauty and the
memories of that day in her apartment.


Monroe
lowered her voice and said, �She�s not what I pictured.  She�s
beautiful�extremely passable, I�d say.  No wonder you didn�t suspect
anything.�  As she headed to the bar, Marcy and I made eye contact and she
stopped.  Was she hoping for a replay?  She didn�t get one as I broke the eye
contact and went back to looking at Monroe.  Marcy went to the far corner of
the bar, ordered a drink and started chatting up the blond next to her.  Monroe
watched her before turning back to me and with a blush asked me how big Marcy
was.


�I�m
not the one to ask about cock sizes,� I said, �but I�d venture a guess she�s
bigger than average, maybe eight or nine inches.�


�Wow,
really?� she said.  �Did she�was she�?�


�Hard,
you mean?  Yeah, somewhat.�  I then tried to be flippant and added, �She was
looking at me, after all.�


My
comment flew right over Monroe�s head.  Her attention was on the t-girl at the
bar.  Was it the novelty, or did her question about cock size indicate it was
more than that.  Abruptly she said, �Would you mind if I invited her over
here?  I�d love to see how she looks close up.�


�Would
it matter if I minded?�  It didn�t, since she was already up and walking toward
Marcy.


I
watched the tête-à-tête with dread, not quite able to wrap my brain around
Monroe�s interest, which bordered on arousal.  While they talked, both Marcy
and the blond looked my way.  They talked and occasionally laughed, getting
along nicely while I sat alone and guzzled another drink.  It seemed like hours
though after a few minutes all three of them walked over and joined me in the
booth.


Marcy
slid in opposite me with Monroe sliding in next to her, leaving the blond
stranger to sit next to me after I scooted over.  �Hi Dana, how have you been?�
Marcy said.  Oh, those lips, that face, that sultry voice; why couldn�t I have
those without the other?


�I�m
good, Marcy.  How about you?�


�Pretty
good�pretty good�now that I�ve met this lovely creature over here,� she said,
indicating Monroe who was blushing.  Was Marcy feeling her up under the table? 
My, oh my!  Marcy introduced the blond as Sonia.  Sonia leaned in and kissed me
on the cheek, making no bones about which side of the fence she resided on. 
She was a bit older than the rest of us, seemingly very jaded and world-weary. 
Close up, she wasn�t pretty either, though her body looked serviceable.  The
small talk on my side of the table was inconsequential, our interest more
naturally drawn to the drama unfolding on the other side.  There was definitely
some handiwork going on under the table, and I grew extremely jealous because
of it.  Why, after lusting for Monroe for so long and being rejected by her,
claiming fidelity to her marriage and all that, was she so blatantly throwing
herself at a transgender?  It wasn�t fair.


Sonia
bought the next round.  After the drinks were served she slid her hand under my
skirt.  I was too detached�depressed even�to stop her or acknowledge what she
was doing.  I figured it was inevitable that Monroe would soon go to Marcy�s
place as I had.  Assuredly the outcome would be different.  Sonia and I said
goodbye as the two of them sashayed out of the bar, the usually sophisticated
Monroe giggling like a schoolgirl on Marcy�s arm.  Sonia�s fingers finally
managed to get inside my panties.  If she was disappointed I hadn�t gotten wet,
she didn�t show it.


�You�re
gorgeous,� she whispered in my ear as she nibbled on my earlobe. �How about we
go to my place and make some music?�


I
detested the line, and hated the image in my head of those two fine asses that
just swiveled their promise as they walked away.  I�d go with Sonia.   I may or
may not get off.  I may or may not be able to wipe the thought from my head of
Marcy fucking beautiful Monroe.  I may or may not be able to ignore my
imagination�my fantasy�of what Monroe cries out when she orgasms.  I may or may
not be able to face myself in the mirror tomorrow morning.


�Sure,
let�s go,� I said.


I
was as unimpressed with Sonia�s apartment as I was with her.  Her nervousness
was puzzling, so I changed my mind and guessed that her lesbianism was a
newfound twist.  Perhaps she was a divorcee who grew too tired of men, or
perhaps she was simply stepping over to the wild side.  I played the passive
one and allowed her to undress me and explore my body.  Her pussy licking was
tentative so I was forced to abandon passivity and give her pointers.


�My
clit,� I begged.  �Focus on my clit.�  She tried but it wasn�t her energy level
that doomed us, it was my resignation.  The Ice Queen couldn�t escape her
fate.  I faked an orgasm before giving her one, her back arching and her hips
bucking off the bed as she screamed.  She confessed later in bed that I�d been
correct; her lesbianism was a new lifestyle, though she adamantly proclaimed it
was permanent.


�If
you�ve sworn off dick, did you know in the bar that Marcy had one?� I asked.


Her
jaw dropped.  I wasn�t the only one fooled.  She said, �I never would have
guessed.  I mean, she�s so damned beautiful, and I kissed her.  It wasn�t all
make-up.  Oh God!�


I
understood her amazement all too well.


I
went home, alone once again; one more night in an otherwise empty bed.  I
wondered if Monroe would spend the night with Marcy.  I coldly examined my
jealousy and recognized it was silly.  Monroe has always proclaimed her
straightness, and wasn�t Marcy basically a man?  That�s the part I had trouble
dealing with�Marcy as �him� or �her.�  Jealousy didn�t make sense but that
didn�t mean I couldn�t remain jealous.


The
next day at work, Monroe was obviously avoiding me.  It was her prerogative not
to talk to me about her tryst, so I wasn�t going to pursue her like a nosy
parker even though I was dying of curiosity.  Maybe it was guilt but
later in the afternoon she cornered me and invited me into her office.  Closing
the door, she blurted, �I�m so sorry, Dana.  I�ve never cheated on Bill�never. 
I don�t know what happened to me.�


�You
don�t need to explain yourself,� I replied.  �Whatever you did last night was
your business.�


�I
don�t know.  I feel guilty because all this time I�ve been telling you no and I
end up sleeping with another woman.�


�It�s
not the same, I guess.  You wanted Marcy�s cock when I told you how big it
was.  That it�s attached to someone who looks like a woman is beside the
point.�


�But
it is the point, and that�s why I�m telling you all this,� she said,
hesitating as if she were catching her breath.  �Marcy is a woman who likes
women.  She didn�t want to fuck me, even after I gave her the best blow job
ever.  She wanted to hold me, lick my pussy, that�s all.  I had the greatest
orgasm of my life!�  Her present glow indicated that the feeling was still with
her.  My jealousy was back in full force; why couldn�t I bask in that glow? 
She continued, �You won�t believe this but she kept talking about you, asking
questions.�


�She
talked about me?� I said dubiously 


�You
must have made an impression on her.  Much more than the one I made.�  I
couldn�t gauge her expression when she said that.  Monroe didn�t look like it
disappointed her as much as her words conveyed.  For a brief moment I thought I
had an opening to get to her opening, but now it sounded more like she got her
lesbian lick tickled and out of the way.  �Oh by the way, did you�you
know�sleep with the blond? ...Sonia was her name, right?�


I
gave her a tepid, noncommittal answer that summed up my evening nicely.  I told
Monroe that I was happy she had a good time with Marcy, and asked the question
I was dying to ask.  �Will you see her again?�  Her equally noncommittal answer
was my confirmation; a one-night-stand and back to her husband.  We went back
to work; both of us lost in the forest of regrets.


I
went back to the bar after work.  Was I hoping to see Marcy? I didn�t feel like
doing any soul-searching for that answer.  What I felt like doing was getting
drunk.  I did a good enough job that the bartender had to help me into the cab,
but not too good a job that I�d get robbed or raped before I got home.  A cold
bed and a massive hangover�lucky girl!  Visiting the bar after work became my
daily ritual.  I got hit on by several men, but no women.  And no sign of Marcy
either.  I figured that if any lesbians were in the bar they must feel the cold
oozing from The Ice Queen.


One
evening while I was one drink away from blottoville I was surprised to see
Monroe approaching.  When she sat next to me I asked in my sexiest slurred
voice, �What are you doing here?  More cheating on Bill?�


�Let
me take you home.  Dana, you can�t let yourself go like this.  Please.�


I
leaned closer and kissed her cheek, saying �You can take me home if you spend
the night with me.�


She
looked so sad.  �I�ll do that if you stop drowning yourself in booze and self
pity.�


I
was shocked.  �You mean that?  You want to sleep with me?�


She
looked downward, avoiding eye contact.  �If that�s what it takes,� she finally
said.


I
almost said let�s go but a voice in my head, one I rarely listen to, was
telling me not to succumb to my selfish desires.  I kissed her once more on the
cheek and said, �I love you, you know, and that�s the problem.  We�d have sex
and it would be divine, but then you�d go home to your husband and I�d still be
alone.�


�I�ve
known all along how you felt about me.  I knew it wasn�t just lust,� she said
with a tear beginning its slow descent on her lovely face.  �And maybe it�s
always scared me a little�not the sex but the cheating�Bill��  Another tear
joined the first.  �Then I did the stupid thing with Marcy.  It really was the
wrong thing to do.�  I leaned into her but instead of a kiss I licked the tears
from her cheek like I wanted so much to lick another part of her.  She pulled a
slip of paper from her purse and handed it to me.  She said, �Call her.  She�s
what you need but can�t face it.  Call her.�


A
phone number was written on the small scrap of paper.  I knew instantly to whom
it belonged.


I
tried to kiss her on the lips but she shook her head and pulled away.  �I love
you,� she said before taking a deep breath.  �Please stop drinking and make
that call.�  Crying, she stood and began to walk away.


�Let
me love you,� I said and instantly recognized it was the wrong thing to say. 
She shook her head but didn�t look at me again as she walked out.  However,
other patrons were now staring at me.  Did I look as pathetic as I felt?  


I
glanced again at the phone number and thought to myself what the fuck,
pulled out my cell and keyed it in.  When she answered, I said, �Hi Marcy, this
is Dana.�  She cautiously answered �Hi� and I froze, suddenly at a loss for
words.  Marcy filled the silence by asking if I was okay.  I was happy she
didn�t ask what I wanted.  At least not yet.  �I�m so sorry for how I
reacted�how I treated you.  Can we try again?� I said, hearing the bathos in my
alcohol-inspired voice and not proud of it.


�Dana,
honey,� she said in her smoky tones, �I assumed you got this number from
Monroe.  I�m not happy with being a rebound lover.  That�s why you�re calling,
right?  Monroe rejected you again and now you want Marcy to soothe the pain. 
Sorry, but that�s not what I�m about.�


Tears
were flowing and I didn�t try to stop them.  �No, no, that�s not why I�m
calling,� I said, though to my own ears I didn�t sound too convincing. 
�I�m�I�m�so fucking lonely and I�m pissed off at myself with how I treated
you�that�s why I�m calling.�


Silence
met my outburst, along with weird looks from the bartender and others around
me.  Just when I thought she hung up, she said, �Dana baby, you�ve had too much
to drink.  Go home, sleep it off, and if you still want to see me tomorrow,
call me.�  Then she hung up.  Given how pathetic I felt, I considered what she
said promising.  The bartender called for a taxi, and I made it home in one
piece; sad, crying, alone, broken-hearted but otherwise okay.


I
spent the next day contemplating calling Marcy.  What I was really considering
was what seeing Marcy again meant to me.  What did I want out of it?  That was
the million dollar question I kept asking myself, not just about Marcy but
about any potential relationship.  What I wanted was not to be alone.  Was that
a good enough reason for anyone but me?  I called Marcy several times over the
next few days without an answer.  Wondering if she was avoiding me, I put my
despondency on like a well-worn hat and went to the bar.  Maybe I�d get picked
up; a one-nighter would be better than nothing at all.


Nursing
my second drink, I chatted up a curvy blond who initiated the contact.  Vibes
said she wasn�t a card carrying member of the �L� club but liked to troll the
waters every once in a while.  She had a few too many pounds on her than I
usually go for yet she wasn�t bad looking and I was desperate.  While we talked
she kept at least one hand on me; my shoulder first and then my side before
sliding it down to my ass.  I didn�t mind.  I began to fantasize how she�d
taste when a familiar voice spoke up behind me.


�Hi
Dana.  Hi Heather.  Good to see you�re both having fun.�  Marcy looked amazing,
even more sexily beautiful than when I saw her last.  Heather obviously knew
Marcy too, and beat me to the invitation to join her and me.  Since a bar stool
was open on either side of us, I wondered where Marcy would choose to sit. 
When she sat beside me I smiled.  I offered to buy her a drink, and then I put
my mind to pondering whether bi Heather knew what was in Marcy�s panties like I
did.


I
let the small talk flow around me without investing much in the process.  Marcy
spoke mostly about how great her job was going and gossiped about some of her
female clients, including a few she clearly wanted to bed down.  Heather asked
Marcy a few veiled questions that nevertheless answered my earlier question. 
She knew.  Was I the only ignorant, non-observant fool around?  The
conversation eventually shifted to the centerpiece in this trio�me.  Marcy
wanted to know how my work was going.  As she spoke she drew closer to me as if
she was about to kiss me.  Gazing into her eyes this close I felt myself melting
and I wasn�t even talking about the drizzle between my legs.


At
the same time, Heather leaned closer as well and whispered, �She likes you a
lot.  I can tell.  She never looks at me like that.�


She
sounded a lot like Monroe.  Melting: maybe it was about time to let the Ice
Queen thaw.


I
leaned the other way toward Marcy, and with my lips nearly touching hers,
whispered �I want you to come over to my place. If you say yes, you need to say
if it�s the two of us or three.�


In
a voice more throaty than usual, Marcy said, �I think I�m too much woman for
you darling.  Why don�t we see if three works for you?�


I
picked up the bar tab and soon the three of us were in a taxi headed to my
place.  Heather boldly felt me up, and seemed to appreciate what she touched. 
In my apartment, Heather acted like she wanted to get right to the sex part. 
On the other hand, Marcy seemed content to look around and compliment my
décor.  When I pooh-poohed her praise she stared at me sternly and said, �See
Dana, there you go again, putting yourself down, which is surprising for a girl
who clearly thinks of herself first.�


I
thought was that me?  Of course it was�The Ice Queen�cold and unfeeling,
or feeling only self-pity.


How
we ended up in the shower was anyone�s guess.  I poured drinks for the three of
us.  We talked about nothing at all.  Heather decided that finger-fucking me
was her vocation, and voila�we were soon undressed and under the shower spray. 
You know how when you think about something you can�t forget it no matter how
hard you try afterward?  That�s how I was with Marcy�s cock.  It was the
elephant I couldn�t forget about.  It was there, rubbing against me, slowly
growing erect as I pretended it wasn�t.  I didn�t know cocks; however hers seemed
to be a rather large one, and no doubt a prize to a straight person.


I
climbed from the shower when it became clear to me that Heather and Marcy had
some unfinished business.  I toweled dry while listening to Heather�s moans
become louder until they morphed into ululating shrieks.  Just great, I
thought, I�m in my own apartment, as horny as hell listening to another woman
climax, and basically isolated and alone once again.  Self pity was becoming my
religion.  I went to my bedroom and cried.


Probably
because they heard me crying, Marcy and Heather were tentative in their entry
to the bedroom.  �Dana baby, are you okay?� Marcy asked me.


�Yeah,
I�m peachy,� I answered while stifling a sob.  


God,
was Marcy something to behold!  If I ignored what was hanging between her legs
she was the most gorgeous woman I�d ever seen.  Why couldn�t she have a
vagina?  I couldn�t ignore the cock no matter how I tried.  It wasn�t exactly
hanging limp; extending out a bit, all fat, long, hideous, still wet from Heather�s
vagina, and adorned with a bit of semen on its uncircumcised head.  Who could
possibly desire that? 


Marcy
saw me looking at what I didn�t wish to look at.  She said, �Dana, do you own a
dildo?�


Where
did that come from?  �Ah, yes I do.  It�s in the drawer over there,� I said,
pointing toward my dresser.  She unabashedly opened the drawer and fished it
out.  It wasn�t really a dildo, at least anatomically speaking, being more of
an amorphous cylinder that used to vibrate but now was broken.  �Why do you ask?�


She
turned its knob and discovered its non-operational condition.  �When it worked,
did you insert it in your vagina or did you use it only on your clit?�


�Both,
I guess.�


She
grabbed her cock and shook it at me, saying �Then what�s the difference?  You
think sexual preference is all about body parts?  If I didn�t have this
would I be more of a woman?  Damn you, I�m a woman as much as you are, and
maybe more so.  At least I care about who I fuck.�


During
the exchange, Heather climbed onto the bed next to me and began caressing my
body parts with her soft hands.  In spite of myself I responded immediately.
�Oh yeah, right there,� I groaned, �right THERE!�  She may be bisexual.  She
may not be the prettiest or have the greatest body.  However, she did know what
to do to me.  Heather switched from fingertips to tongue at just the right
time.  I saw Marcy watching us and shake her head before my eyes rolled back
and my orgasmic convulsions took me away.


My
reciprocation was half-hearted at best.  Heather put on a good show, though I
suspected her orgasm was mostly exaggerated for my benefit.  In the meantime,
Marcy sat on a bedside chair and watched us some more while holding her re-erect
cock.  When I collapsed next to Heather, Marcy said, �I figured a pretty lady
like you would be a good lover, Dana.  I guess I need to show you how.�


When
she rose from the chair and came onto the bed, I cringed because I thought she
was coming to me.  Instead, Heather once again was the object of her
attention.  Marcy showed me, alright.  What a talented tongue on that woman! 
Heather came quickly, and Marcy never let up, keeping Heather�s climax going
and going.  This one wasn�t exaggerated.  I pondered the transformation that
was ongoing in my mind.  Marcy was no doubt a �she� and when I couldn�t see her
cock, like now with her lying on her stomach and her face buried in Heather�s
pussy, I recognized how truly desirable she was.  Her cock was not a detachable
accessory however, and it didn�t seem I could move past that fact.


When
Heather saw Marcy�s sizable erection, she asked if she could �relieve� her. 
Marcy responded, �Oh yes honey, yes!...but maybe not in front of the Ice
Queen.  She only takes pleasure, not giving it, so she wouldn�t understand.�


I
was pissed.  This was my home and Marcy had no right to dismiss me like that. 
�Go ahead,� I said to Heather. �Blow her if you want, I don�t care.�


Marcy
laughed and said, �See what I mean; she doesn�t care�ain�t that the truth.  Be
careful, sugar, you might someday find a crack in the ice, and you just might
fall in an� drown.�


In
defiance I sat in the chair and watched Heather suck Marcy�s cock.  As
disgusted I was with the idea of it, I grudgingly conceded that Heather�s mouth
action was extremely sensual.  I found myself staring, much like a passerby
stopping to gawk at an accident scene.  For some unfathomable reason, I wanted
to see the act�s conclusion.  Marcy groaned throughout, sounding to me like any
woman about to cum.  Heather must have sensed that Marcy was close, for she
went faster until Marcy cried out �Oh Lord, I�m cumming!�  Heather let Marcy�s
cock slip from her mouth in time to get a several-shot facial coating.  I
thought, now that is disgusting.


The
two of them giggled like teenagers as they pranced off to use the shower.  My
shower.  As they walked by me, I watched Marcy�s breasts jiggle and her ass
cheeks marvelously sway.  If only�if only�


I
didn�t join them.


Before
they left, Marcy said, �I�m sorry, Dana.  Maybe someday.�  Then she kissed me. 
The kiss melted me like nothing else could.  I forgot her snide comments about
me earlier.  I forgot about what was between her legs.  What I didn�t forget
about was my need�the need to be loved, to not be alone.


�Some
day,� I echoed with voice that didn�t sound like mine.


I
had a strong nightcap, drowning my sorrows like I�ve been doing a lot of
lately.  In bed I mentally pictured Marcy hovering above me, her tits teasingly
touching mine, nipple to tingling nipple.  I masturbated furiously and came
with a stifled scream.


I
dreamed of strange things I did not wish to remember in the morning.


I
confessed the entire sordid scene to Monroe when we were alone at work.  �Now
that�s a threesome I would�ve liked to watch,� she said, quite amused, probably
by her mental picture of me and Marcy�s cock.


�C�mon,
it�s not funny.  I tried to embrace her as a woman and couldn�t do it.  Then
that ugly blow-job�yuck.�


�Okay,
I won�t joke about it.  You just told me that Marcy said it wasn�t about body
parts, and I happen to think she�s right.�  She sighed and continued, �I�m not
exactly proud of cheating on my husband with Marcy, but I realize now why it
wasn�t a great experience.  It wasn�t guilt that spoiled things; it was that
she�s a woman.�


�Huh? 
I don�t get it.�


�You
should.  I saw her as a big cock, not as a person.  I was aroused by the idea
of a kinky tryst with a well-endowed partner.  She spoiled my fantasy by being
a woman.  Don�t you see, Dana?  I love men.  They happen to have cocks
but that�s not why I love them.  You see, Marcy was right.  It�s not about body
parts.  It�s not about what she has but about who she is.�


Marcy
had been right about something else, too.  I needed Monroe to shove it in my
face.  I have been more interested in taking than giving, just like Marcy
said.  I wanted so much to sleep with Monroe, but my lust was too selfish.  I
lamented not finding someone to love me, and yet I was driving the wrong way
down a one-way street.  Maybe it was too late for a third chance to do right by
Marcy, but I vowed to be more giving in the future, letting the ice thaw as
best I could.


I
never saw Marcy again, though I did speak with her on the phone once.  The
occasion for the call was my engagement to Carolyn.  I met my lover in a coffee
shop.  We clicked over lattes.  I opened myself up to her more than I ever did
with anyone else.  When we made love, the angels smiled.  Since we could be
married in this state, I proposed and she accepted.  I looked for that slip of
paper with the phone number on it, and just when I thought it was lost forever,
I found it.  I called Marcy to invite her to my wedding, but when she answered
I thought about the Ice Queen moniker and made her the reason for the call, not
me.


After
the usual small talk, she said, �I had the operation.  It�s gone.�  I knew what
she meant�always about body parts.


�Are
you happy, Marcy?  Have you found the right person yet?�  I asked, hoping she�d
been as fortunate as me.


�Not
yet, Dana honey, not yet, but I bet you have.  You sound happier than I
remember you being.  Who is she?�


I
told her all about Carolyn.  I invited her to the wedding ceremony.  She
politely declined, saying she was still recuperating from the operation, but I
knew it was bullshit.  She evidently still had feelings for me, although I
couldn�t see how since I�d been such a shithead with her.  What would've my future
been like if I hadn�t treated her like a freak?  I love Carolyn beyond words, but
I can still wonder what might have been.


Before
ending the call, she said, �I knew someone could put a crack in that ice.  I�m
glad you found her.�


I
found myself along the way too.


 


The title came from a song I was listening to at the time,
�A Crack in the Ice� by Arena, from their CD, The Visitor.  The lyrics don't have much to do
with my story but it did set me to thinking.  This story is the
result.  Please check out Arena on your favorite music site; Prog music at its
finest!
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Runner


By


Donna M.


 


How
can one erase a memory?  


That�s
what I keep asking myself after losing Emily.  We had our precious bundle home
with us for three days.  Three whole days.  And then she was gone.  Doctors
couldn�t tell us why.   It wasn�t SIDS, they said.  Oh, they rattled off a
bunch of long medical terms, yet the bottom line was that they didn�t really
know.  It just happened sometimes.


At
the gravesite, I passed out rather than look at that small casket any longer. 
John held me, but even while surrounded by my husband and the entire family I
knew I was alone.  I numbly accepted all the well-meant condolences. I remained
in a daze, a stupor that allowed me to survive the rest of that day.  How could
I face another one? 


I
decided to run.


Much
later I contemplated the metaphor, but at first I thought of running as simply
an exercise to keep me from thinking of my baby.  It wasn�t an escape.  Of
course not.


I
bought a new sports bra for support while running, plus some new shoes and
shorts.  My husband was worried about me.  �Shouldn�t you take it slowly?  Why
rush into this running thing?� John said.


I
didn�t even bother answering him.  After all, I wasn�t sick.  My body didn�t
need to heal like my soul did.  I blamed the world for Emily�s death but one
thing I never did was blame myself.


I
ran.


At
first I jogged through city streets, since our neighborhood was on the
fringes.  It wasn�t satisfying for a few reasons, chief among them were the
leering youths on tenement stoops with their wolf-whistles and catcalls, people
walking dogs, and the incessant smell of automobile exhaust.  I couldn�t
forget, running that way.  Then I tried driving to the suburbs to jog.  The air
was clearer but I still got ogling looks and lewd comments (�Oh baby, look at those
tits bounce�) from guys doing yard work, etc.


And
still I ran.


I
certainly wasn�t in an amorous mood, though John kept telling me that we should
try for another baby.  How could he think that our dear little Emily was like a
lost pet that could be replaced?  No, I wasn�t in the mood for sex. 
Thankfully, he didn�t openly complain.


I
found an Internet reference to a State Park in our area that had lots of trails
for biking and jogging.  It wasn�t close by, but once I tried it out I realized
how much I craved the solitude along with the running.  Some of the trails were
more appropriately hiking trails, not running ones.  After overtaxing myself on
one of them, I vowed that I�d eventually work my way up to this level of
exertion.  I didn�t see many runners.  Most of the folks I saw were walkers,
however I was surprised by the number of mountain bike riders that I ran
into�or more accurately, who nearly ran into me.


The
running took over.


I
didn�t go back to work right away.  My employer was sympathetic, and allowed me
to take the rest of my maternity leave.  As I ran more, I cried less.  Even
without tears, I grieved.  I imagined Emily�s first words, her first steps, and
her first tooth.  I imagined the girl and the woman she would�ve become.  And
then I ran.  John complimented me on the weight I was losing.  That�s not why I
was running, so the compliments fell on deaf ears.  God bless him; he was
patient and caring but it wasn�t what I needed.  I needed my baby, yet she was
inexplicably taken away from me.  What was left?


Running.


The
State Park became my refuge.  Regardless of the weather, I reveled in the
exertion.  Released endorphins, or whatever the cause, made running my drug of
choice. When I went back to work, I�d travel the miles to the park after work
to run.  As autumn turned to winter, I ran.  Coworkers complimented me on how
well I was �coping� and how well I looked.  What did any of them know about
coping?  In the meantime, John�s patience began to wear thin.  He made comments
about eating �dinners alone� and �feeling neglected.� I knew that most of the
�neglect� was in the bedroom.  I always had a healthy libido, yet these months
without sex didn�t bother me at all.  As daylight hours grew shorter, I ran in
the dark.  As it grew colder, I ran with slightly more clothes on.  I ran in
sleet and snow, occasionally slipping and sliding and falling down.


But
still I ran.


My
husband said he was worried about my health, worried about me being in the
�woods� after dark, and worried about how I�d �changed.�  He didn�t have to say
it; he was worried about my mental health.  He was worried about our sex
life, actually HIS non-existent sex life.  His questioning got me to
thinking about how he himself had changed these past few months.  He was never
one for working excessively late, and yet on several occasions when I�d get
home from running, he�d still be out.  He�d tell me he was working late; and
when I sought details he would get defensive and in effect blame me, saying
that since I wasn�t home, why should he be home alone.  I concluded that he was
having an affair.  The strange surprise was that it didn�t really seem to
trouble me.


I
just ran more.


One
slightly nippy yet sunny Saturday afternoon, I was running on one of my
favorite trails. Thinking about the episode later, I couldn�t quite put my
finger on a cause.  Perhaps it was the contrast between my sweatiness and the
cold air.  Perhaps it was the new panties under my running outfit.  Perhaps it
was simply that it had been so long.  I felt the itch and then a wave of warmth
spread outward from my core.  Doubling over, I fell to the ground, and with
trembling and kicking legs let out an ungodly moan that echoed through the
trees.


A
man I�d seen jogging in the park several times came running rapidly up to where
I lay on the ground.  �Are you okay?� he asked as he bent over me.  I
registered that he wasn�t out of breath regardless of how fast he�d approached.


My
spasm over with, I sheepishly began to stand as I replied, �Tripped, that�s
all.  I�m okay.�


With
a strong hand, he gripped my arm and helped me to my feet.  He was studying my
face as a puzzled look settled upon his own.  �You sure?  You�re still a bit
unsteady, and that groan I heard sure sounded like pain to me.�


Pain. 
One could construe that the beautiful agony of a woman�s orgasm brushed against
that precipice.  I knew pain, had become intimate with it since Emily was taken
from me, even as I forgot the pleasures of a different intimacy.  Could he see
it on me?  The flushed skin?  The shallow, panting breath?  I doubted if I�d
recognize the look of climax on my own face if I was staring into a mirror it
had been so long.


�No,
really, I�m not hurt, except maybe my pride.�


He
smiled and said, �Don�t worry.  Nobody saw you, and I won�t tell a soul.�


I
wanted to start running again; to run away from this man. �Thanks�I�ll see you
around.�


I
didn�t realize he was still holding my arm until I went to move away.  He said,
�I�m Dan, by the way.  Can I run with you?�


Damn,
I wanted solitude.  I didn�t want company, but what could I say and not be
rude?  �I�m Joanne.  Nice to meet you, Dan.  Sure, we can run together at least
for a little while until I�ve got to get home.�


He
was trying not to be obvious about it, however he was looking me over, and I
could tell he liked what he saw.  He was a great looking guy, tall, with the
rangy body of a man who ran regularly, like a marathoner.  We ran together, and
regardless of what I�d said about leaving we must have ran for another hour. 
It still amazed me how effortlessly I ran now.  Time flew by and I barely felt
the effort.  Dan asked me many questions while we ran.  


�How
long have you been running?�


�Do
you like running here as much as I do?�


�What
does your husband think about your running?�


I
don�t know why I opened up so, but I answered everything. He told me about
himself (divorced, no kids) and his running (Boston Marathon once).  He didn�t
ask if I had kids, so I pushed the thought and all its repercussions out of my
mind.


We
ran.


He
offered me water as we ended up back at our vehicles.  During the last few
meters before we stopped, I felt the same feeling build within me as what
floored me earlier.  Was I about to have another orgasm?  Before today I hadn�t
had a decent one since long before Emily was born, if you can call one while
running and falling down �decent.�  Dan saw my distress, and I knew he
interpreted it correctly�arousal.  We sat in the back seat of his SUV as he
offered me a drink from his water bottle.


�Running
fits you well, I mean, you look great��


Oh
God, it HAD been too long!


I
didn�t say a word as I kicked off my shoes and pulled off my running pants.  It
wasn�t until I hooked my thumbs under the waistband of my panties that he lost
the dumbfounded expression and began to take off his own clothes.  When his cock
became free, it sprang up beautifully.  We were mostly naked when he slipped a
finger into my pussy.  He moaned, not me; I guess my wetness did something to
him.


Back
seats of cars were never made for what a lot of couples did in them.  Unlike
the cars I fooled around in when I was a teen, his SUV had quite a bit more
room.  I lay back and spread my legs.  He quickly got between them but
hesitated.  Was he thinking about protection? Worried about getting caught? 
Impatiently, I cried out, �Will you hurry up and fuck me!�


His
energy and stamina, even after our long run, turned out to be exactly what I
needed.  His thrusts were fast and furious, and I came almost immediately.  And
I kept cumming and cumming and�


I
never heard him grunt his climax because I was screaming so loudly, yet I did
feel his spasms deep within me.


He�d
barely pulled out of me when we saw lights approaching.  Like teenagers we
scurried to get our clothing back on before the approaching light morphed into
a police cruiser.  The cop must have called in Dan�s plates, for it took a
while for him or her to exit the cruiser.  That gave us a chance to straighten
ourselves up a bit.  I picked up the water bottle and took a long swig as the
officer approached the vehicle with a flashlight.


Dan
nervously powered the window down.  The cop was a big man (aren�t they all?)
who wanted to know why we were there.  I did the talking, explaining that we�d
been running through the park all afternoon because Dan was training for a
marathon, and we were cooling down before we headed home.  When he questioned
us further (certainly the park must be a �lovers� lane�) I gestured toward my
car and explained that we were simply running partners, nothing else.  I had
told him we�d been running, and we must have looked sweaty and winded to him;
he seemed dubious but what could he say?  Unless he had a superior sense of
smell, he couldn�t tell if it was from feverish sex or running.


With
a warning about the dangers of after-dark activities, the cop said we should
leave.  I thought it was a good idea.  Before I got out of his SUV, Dan asked
if he could see me again.


I
showed him my ring in case he hadn�t noticed it earlier.  �You got lucky,� I
said.  �You�re good, but that was probably a one-shot deal.  Maybe we�ll see
each other again while running.�  I walked to my car, leaving him slackjawed
and speechless.


I
immediately pushed Dan from my mind, though I was puzzled.  The sex didn�t
puzzle me.  What did was the first orgasm, the one that was nearly touchless,
the spontaneous one that brought me to my knees on the trail.  I�d had no
sexual thoughts at the time.  There had been no fantasy daydreaming.  I simply
climaxed.  What caused it?  I thought about my panties rubbing me a certain
way, but dismissed it quickly.  Perhaps it was hormonal; my menstrual cycle had
been all out of whack since I got serious with the running.  Whatever it was,
it felt great.


Long
resigned to my running obsession (I had no delusion�it was an obsession) John
still noticed a difference in me when I got home.  I saw it in his face though
he didn�t say a word.  I examined myself in the mirror and easily saw the �just
fucked� look he�d seen.  Hard to describe, but it was there.  After dinner, I
went into what would have been Emily�s room and cried.  John wanted to clean
out everything as some form of closure but I wouldn�t let him.  He tried to get
me to see a counselor.  I refused.  There wasn�t anything mentally wrong with
me that my running�and daydreaming of what Emily would have become�couldn�t
cure.


The
next time in the park I purposely chose a different path, one I figured Dan
wouldn�t use.  I ran for miles, thought I was lost, then saw a few familiar
landmarks and kept running.  Well before I was exhausted I felt the wave
coming, like the last time.  I didn�t fall to my knees.  Instead, I left the
path, went behind a large tree, slid down my running pants, and masturbated. 
My orgasm was stupendous�and loud.  My cry was so loud I think I scattered
every bird in the treetops.  As soon as my legs stopped shaking I pulled up my
pants and took off down a different path lest someone come looking for who made
all the noise.  I figured if I had heard the cry I�d just made, I�d think
someone died.  I didn�t want the attention.


I
ran.


I
didn�t desire my husband, but otherwise my libido shifted into overdrive.  I
masturbated twice more before bed time.  When I ran, I�d have to cum.  It was
that simple.  I now had two natural responses: I thought of Emily and cried,
and I ran and climaxed.  Maybe the two were related.


One
day in the park I ran alongside a guy named Mike who I�d seen running there in
the past.  His attraction to me was overt, flirting the whole time.  We were
both sweat-soaked and pretty well spent when I felt it.  


That
feeling.


Again.


�Fuck
me,� I said.


�Huh?� 
I know he heard me but his mind couldn�t process it.


�It�s
a simple concept, really.  I want you to bend me over that downed tree over
there and fuck me.�


His
synapses misfired until his cock got the message.  I pulled him along off the
path toward the aforementioned tree before I pulled off my spandex and panties
and leaned over the tree.  Unlike Dan, Mike didn�t even think about a condom. 
He was behind me, with his running pants down around his ankles and inside me
in seconds.  He was being too cautious, so I implored him to fuck me harder. 
By the time he got up to jackrabbit speed I was cumming buckets.  He moaned,
and then moaned louder as he unloaded into me.  It felt like a good load.


I
deflected the �when can I see you again?� questions.  If I ran into him while running,
so be it, otherwise don�t count on the fringe benefits�that was my
not-so-subtle message.


With
warmer weather coming, I wore less while running.  But I was running more.  And
farther.  I laughed to myself when I imagined running a marathon and masturbating
right in the middle of the race.  Wouldn�t that be a hoot?  The park soon
became too predictable.  Too boring.  I went back to running in the suburbs.


One
fairly handsome dude was outside trimming a hedge when I ran by.  I got the
obligatory whistle.  I floored him by stopping, jogging over to where he was
working.  He was shirtless, sweaty, and buff.  �Your wife home?� I asked.


�My
wife?�


Okay,
he didn�t get it.  I�d have to spell things out for him.  �Yeah, you know, the
woman you sleep with at night.  The one you may or may not have great sex
with.  Your wife.  Is she home?�


�N�No�she�s
not.  Won�t be back for a while.  Why?�


�Good,�
I said before dragging him by the arm into his house.  �I need a shower.  Fuck
me there.�


Why
do men need so much translation?  He finally got it though; taking me to the
master bath.  Our sweaty clothes came off and under the hot shower spray he
took me from behind.  He had a great body and knew how to use it, holding my
hips with his strong hands and making steady, forceful thrusts into my vagina. 
Just what I needed.


�Oh
God, I�m cumming alreadyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy,� I bellowed.


�Sweet
Jesus,� he proclaimed seconds later.


His
wife conveniently forgotten for the moment, he wanted to know if he could see
me again.  As I dressed I told him I might jog by his house again sometime
soon.  As I ran away from the house, I mused that we never exchanged names.  He
was the anonymous fuck toy that so many feminists champion.  However, I wasn�t
a feminist, I just needed it.  It was that simple.


I
kept running.


On
the day it would have been my darling Emily�s first birthday, I cried in the
morning, ran all day, and fucked four men.  Each orgasm left me cum-filled and
temporarily satisfied.  The state of satisfaction didn�t last long nowadays,
but on this special day it was especially short lived.  I yanked unsuspecting
runners off the park trails and into the deeper woods, and depending on their
physiques, either let them do me from behind or I took the top.  I went back to
the State Park because the male runners there tended to be the serious, fittest
runners; and that meant they were the most virile, at least in my mind.    I
wasn�t kidding when I said �cum-filled.�


I
met my best friend Pamela for a coffee, and she surprisingly altered her usual
screed of my running (that I lost so much weight I looked anorexic).  �I wanted
to join you when you first started jogging, your weight loss and all, but you
know that I don�t approve of your obsession, this extreme running that�s
changed you.  But it�s funny, lately you�ve looked�I don�t know�like you have a
new glow about you, like you�ve turned a corner or something.�


�Turned
a corner?  What corner?� I asked.


She
couldn�t meet my eyes.  �You know, it�s been a year��


Pam
didn�t need to remind me of time passing by.  �Don�t go there.  You may be my
friend but you don�t know anything about what I�ve been through.�


Her
hurt expression haunted me, but that�s how I felt.  Emily was my baby girl. 
She was taken away from me, and maybe I�d never get over that.  I figured that
my husband had given up on me, and now it seemed as if my best friend had as
well.  John didn�t even try to relate to me anymore, and we never had sex; two
strangers living under one roof.


In
reflection, one thing Pam said troubled me�the �glow� thing she mentioned, and
about turning a corner.  It wasn�t running�s effect she was seeing but the
impromptu sex and the accompanying massive orgasms, though I assumed they were
connected.  The men were simply tools while my running appeared to be the
cause.  Was it hormonal or something else biological?  Or were John�s subtle
comments dead on�that I was mentally unbalanced?  Whatever its cause, and I had
my suspicions, I instinctively knew the �glow� was real.  That�s why I needed
to fuck John that night.


And
then the following day I ran twice as far.


Almost
marathon distance.  I had two spontaneous orgasms.


The
next day after that, a Sunday, I purposely ran through the suburban
neighborhood hoping to see the man who had fucked me in his shower, or anyone
else for that matter who could meet my requirements.  It was on my third pass
by his house that the man was in his driveway waiting for me.


�I
saw you jogging by,� he said.  �My wife�s not home, by the way.�


�That�s
what I wanted to hear,� I said as I took him by the arm and walked him to his
door.


He
really didn�t know what to say, realizing he was about to get lucky again.  He
stammered, �You look great,� followed by �my name is Gary.�


�Mine�s
Joanne.  Which way is your bedroom?�


This
had to be like a dream to him; a strange woman offering anonymous sex.  It made
me wonder what his wife looked like, yet then again that didn�t seem to matter
to most men when it came to extramarital sex.  I was out of my running clothes,
on his bed with my legs spread, begging for cunnilingus.  He wasn�t the most
skilled man at eating pussy, but his looks and enthusiasm overcame the
shortcomings and I was cumming soon enough.


Fresh
off orgasm number one, he climbed on top and drilled me fast and deeply until
orgasm two overpowered me, basically sucking his ejaculate out of him.


�When
does your wife get home?� I asked.


�Not
for a while.�


�Can
you get it up again?�


When
the flesh is willing�


As
soon as he got hard enough again, I got onto my hands and knees and he entered
me from behind.  I angled my ass upward to maximize his penetration, and the
beginning strokes of his cock did the job of firming him up the rest of the
way. He held onto my now bony hips as he tried to bore his cock right into my
cervix.  I thought it would hurt but instead it was divine.


�Yes�yes�fuck
me deep�Gary�you can�do it�yes��


�Oh
Joanne,� he groaned. �It�s coming�I�m cumming�ohhhhhhhhhhhhh�� he cried out as
my orgasmic spasms milked the cum out of him.


I
tried to coax him to another erection but failed.  Leaking semen yet happy, I
dressed immediately, told him �Kiss your wife when she gets home,� laughed as I
ran out the door, and left him spent, dazed and confused.


It�s
one of those things a woman senses.  


I
�knew� it once, and now had the same feeling again.  A couple of weeks later it
felt substantiated, though I hadn�t truly tested my feelings yet.  In the
meantime I went back to the park for my running, ran into Dan again, and fucked
him for old time�s sake.  Interestingly, I noticed I wasn�t having the
spontaneous orgasms any longer.  If anything, that was my sign.


Because
I lost so much weight I didn�t show for months.  John hardly looked, though he
did comment one day on how I had scaled back my running.  Of course it was for
a good reason.  When I finally showed, John didn�t know how to react,
especially when I found out it was a girl and started telling everyone her name
would be Emma.


�That�s
so close to Emily.  Why do you want to go there?� he said.


�I�we�have
to,� was all I could say.


My
doctor criticized me for losing so much weight.  I assured her I�d backed off
on my miles.


But,
I still ran.


Although
I never bought his argument, I used my husband�s words in my internal
�discussion,� thinking I wasn�t running away but running toward a healthy baby,
one that wouldn�t leave me.  I ran through the park trails.  I ran by Dan and
then by Mike; both of them wanting sex but I ignored them.  They�d served a
purpose.


My
belly grew as I kept running, getting steady admonishments both on my continuing
regimen as well as my lack of expected weight gain.  I felt healthy, had no
morning sickness, and believed my bump was the perfect size.  Some of the
admonishments came from John, but overall he was ecstatic about being a father
again. A healthy baby girl was all I wanted.  Maybe after that I wouldn�t need
to run.


I
went into labor right on schedule.  The delivery went smooth until they placed
the tiny girl in my arms.


�This
isn�t Emily!� I shouted.


Those
in the room looked at each other as John quietly said, �No honey, you chose the
name Emma, remember?  This is Emma, and she�s healthy and beautiful.�


I
didn�t understand.  She didn�t look anything like John and certainly not like
my Emily.  Everything I�d done in the past year leading to this point in time
was forgotten.  I yelled, �Take her away!  She�s not my Emily!  There's been some mistake!  Please, take her away!"


________


 


They
take good care of me where I live now.  The nurses always smile when I tell
them about Emily�s accomplishments and how I can�t wait for her to visit me.  I
see it on their faces that they want to tell me something, but they don�t. 
When he visits, John looks sad and doesn�t say much.  I don�t know why.  He
should be happy for me because there is a great path for running around the
perimeter, just inside the tall fence, that I use every day.  The nurses tell me how lovely I look; they say
I have a certain �glow� about me after I run.  I overheard one of the nurses
say something about sex, but I didn�t understand the context. 


I
am happy.


My
Emily is back.


She
visits me often.


I
run.


 


Donna M.
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Alana





Interviewed
by


Donna M.


 


[Author�s update: She now works in Connecticut]


 



I�m a �ho.�


No, really I am.  If it sounds
derogatory to you, be assured I don�t feel that way.  It�s just who I am.  A
whore is someone who rents her body for sex.  I�d much rather be called a whore
than a slut.  Sluts give their sex away for �love� or whatever.  I demand
more.  It�s my business, and I�m pretty good at it if you ask me.  I know how
to use my body, and I make a good living.  Of course, if I didn�t love sex, I
couldn�t do this.  Thankfully, I do love sex.  


Ever since I can remember I�ve been
sexual.  When people say that prepubescent kids don�t have sexual feelings and
can�t have orgasms, don�t believe them.  Even before I went to school, I
masturbated. My first experience with another girl was at seven, as our
exploratory touching turned into much more, and I had my first �Big One.�  Even
while I�m �working� I masturbate at least twice a day.


As with my first sexual experience, I
prefer being with a woman to being with a man.  That�s my inclination, but I
like men too.  So maybe I was predestined to work at something I enjoy.  Isn�t
that what most people strive for?


Like most of the girls in my
profession, I don�t intend to do this forever, yet I have no timeline.  If and
when I get sick of it, I�ll do something else.  I don�t do drugs.  That�s the
biggest downfall for a girl in this life.  Drugs are what turn girls like me
into streetwalking scags.  When you need a fix of whatever your poison is, you
aren�t very selective of your clientele.  Then your livelihood, if not your
life is at risk.


I am selective.  You won�t find me
posting on every escort site on the web.  The photos I use show all sides of
�me,� like my innocent side or my seductive vamp side.  Different men want
different things, and I try to be flexible in my role-playing to meet those
needs, as long as they�re reasonable.


Oh, there have been some unreasonable
ones thrown my way, but I handle what I can with a dominatrix role.  Why a
grown man wants to be pissed on is way beyond my comprehension.  Instead of
getting buggered by a strap-on, why don�t men seek out a t-girl?  I know
several, and they would be willing to fill your asshole for your money.  I�m
not complaining; I�ll take the money anyway.  And while on that subject, I
don�t do anal, and the reason is very simple and practical.  I�m petite, and I
don�t want to be hurt.  That�s it.  I don�t have any other qualms.  No pain and
no scatological stuff, though other fetishes I can accommodate.


Don�t get me wrong, most of my
clients are good guys.  For the most part they�re married men who don�t get it
from their wives, though I do see a number of single customers.  Many of my
customers are repeats too, so I must be doing something right.


With me being petite, a few are
getting off on a pedo vibe; they can fantasize I�m the teenage girl they
couldn�t get to first base with when they were that age.  With me, they can
dream they hit the home run.   And yes, I�m a Grand Slam!  Others get off on my
dominatrix persona.  The incongruity of being humiliated and dominated by an
innocent-looking, petite girl instead of some big, dyke-a-like really does it
for them.


I pride myself on my oral skills.  My
throat does a good job!  A man must be covered though; so no, you�re not going to
cum in my mouth.  


I�m not like most of the escorts
you�ll hook up with.  If you know what you�re doing, and I�m in the right mood,
I�ll cum.  And when I cum, you�ll know it isn�t faked!  After all, I need
to cum; it�s in my DNA.


Please don�t insult me by trying for
a �special.�  You don�t negotiate with your dentist, do you?  That�s one of the
reason I prefer older men.  They understand that I�m a professional, and pay me
what I�m worth.


I get great reviews, so that makes me
proud of my service.  Here are a few:


 


Saw Alana's
ad, checked out her TER reviews and decided to try. I am the happiest man in
the world for trying this one out! If I lived in Boston I think I'd end up
broke as I'd see her every chance I could get. I've used the phrase "all
time favorite" very rarely but she definitely takes the spot as of last
night. This girl is worth every minute of your time!


 


Absolutely
gorgeous absolutely real ABSOLUTELY worth it!


 


I saw Alana
for the fourth time, and I'll see her for a fifth and a sixth and...

This girl is a very special provider. She's the most real escort out there. By
that, I mean she is genuine, down to earth and open, and her personality is
reflected in her exemplary service. A living doll, through-and-through...


 


I texted her
when I got to the hotel and she replied with the room number and that the door
would be ajar. When I entered the room I held my breath, since I saw a girl
before me who HAD to be underage.  She assured me she was old enough, so we got
comfortable. What an unbelievable experience! Her oral skills are unmatched!...


 


Found Miss
Alana on a local site. A young looking provider (girl next door) providing
S&M. She also sounded very intelligent on phone. Easy to set up an
appointment, located in a discrete suburban hotel, easy to find. Called from
lobby and she gave me the room number and I went right up. Met by a small thin
cute looking provider in street clothes. Very relaxed and friendly. If you are
seeking a 'girl next door' look coupled with a dominant no-nonsense yet sensual
attitude Miss Alana is a great find


 


Her photos are
amazing, yet the real thing is even better! From the butterfly tattoo to the
perfect little ass, Alana is a prize, like another reviewer wrote, a living
doll�


 


Sure, I worry about the law, but I�m
not stupid.  My biggest worry is getting pregnant.  I�m VERY careful with
condom selection, and no fucking way would I ever let the customer use his own. 
I�m more fearful of getting pregnant than getting an STD.  I don�t want to
bring a kid into THIS screwed-up world.


Please don�t try to analyze me,
though.  Sure, my family has been a little dysfunctional, but so aren�t most
families from what I�ve seen.  In their own way, my family knows what I�m doing
even though they may not admit it to themselves.  It�s like the dirty little
secret.


Like most in the business, I have a
few variations on my professional name.  One of my on-line monikers has �Vegas�
in it.  The name was given to me by a customer for some strange reason I never
figured out.  I felt if I had the name I might as well use it for a while. 
Most of the time I go by Alana.  If you�re in the Boston area and look for me,
sooner or later you�ll locate my web presence.


I�m telling all this to Donna over a
frappuccino at a shop on the North Shore.  How we met is probably too bizarre
to explain, and although I know she is writing this down for posting on her
erotic story site, I�ll leave it up to her if she wants to tell that part of my
life.  [Author�s note: I�m not]  


I look at it as good advertising.


By the way, Donna is quite the
writer.  I love her stories, and most have gotten me off.  [Author�s note: I
wasn�t going to leave this part in, but she insisted�my �good
advertising�]


If you�re in the Boston area and
you�re a nice guy, I�ll give you the service you deserve.  Like I said, I�m
good at what I do.  I�ll leave you smiling, and I bet you�ll see me again and
again.


 


[Author�s note: She is real.  I know
her.  This is not fiction]


 


Donna M.
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MEMORY
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Donna M.


 


 


Only
well after the steady, rhythmic beeping ceased its rhythm did anyone react�


 


�How did we let everything get away?�


Bill didn�t answer immediately, just
gazed off into space.  Finally he said, �Can either of us truly answer that question,
Janine?  Like they say; shit happens, and then you die.�


�I don�t want to die,� I told him. 
�You�re not supposed to die with things undone.�


My sweet ex-husband, who I still loved
with all my heart, looked at me and said, �We may not like it, but most people
die with things undone.�


I said, �You never remarried, and I
thought that was a shame.�


�Why?  You know I still had some wild
oats to sow; I wasn�t going to get hitched again.�


�Yes, I remember your wild oats.  You
thought I didn�t know you were fucking my sister?  Damn it, Bill; right under
my nose!�


�And what a pretty nose it was,� he said
with a chuckle. �I let that crazy sister of yours seduce me, and damned if I
didn�t think I was God�s gift to women.�


�You fool.  You never did figure out she
just wanted to mess with me.  It wasn�t about you.�


�Well, that may be, but I enjoyed the
fringe benefits in the meantime.�


�Didn�t last long, did it?  Pretty soon
you were coming back to me, on your knees, begging me to take you back.�


�And I loved you for doing just that,
but the best part was that I wasn�t the only one on my knees.  You were always
partial to doggie style, weren�t you?�


I laughed at that.  �Yeah, it�s always
been my favorite position, and you always knew just how to get my clit
vibrating like a damned tuning fork.�


�It didn�t vibrate just for me.  I seem
to remember catching you on your hands and knees with that FedEx driver; the
day I came home sick from work.  At least it cleared up for me why you ordered
all that crap from QVC and other places.�


�What did you say earlier about the
fringe benefits of screwing my sister?  Well, Joe the FedEx guy was quite a
good fucker; good stamina to keep things going for a long time.  You could say
he had a fine �package� and knew how to �deliver� the goods.�  I found myself
laughing at my own puns.


�See, no matter what we ever said or
promised each other, we couldn�t help ourselves.�


�I think we could have if we had tried
hard enough.�


Bill sighed, �Things undone.�


�Huh?�


�Those were your words before, something
about not dying with things left undone.�


�That�s us isn�t it?  We never saw
things through.  We didn�t close the deal.  We left �us� undone.�


He said, �Is it too late for us?�


�Is that a proposition I hear?�


�Only if that�s what you wanted to hear,
Janine.�


�What if it was?� I said with a smile. 
�The FedEx man has a different route now, so you�ll do.�  I led him to the
bedroom where we undressed in silence.  I crawled onto the bed on hands and
knees, looking over my shoulder at him.  He had risen nicely as I knew the
sight of my willing ass would do.  It always had.


He sighed again and said, �You�re
dripping.  Has it been that long?�


�Only long if you mean waiting for you,�
I purred.


On his knees behind me, he entered me
slowly.  �You�re still a tight one, hon.�


�Stop the fibbing.  Just fuck me like
you know how.�


He held my hips firmly as he slid in and
out of my hungry vagina.  Bill always was a fast fucker but somehow he
smartened up and knew I needed it differently this time so he went slower,
making long and leisurely thrusts.  He leaned over me and reached around to
grasp my breasts.  Thrust and squeeze.  Thrust and squeeze.  By the time he
lightly pinched my nipples and began thrusting faster, my orgasm quickly
grabbed me and dashed me against the rocks like a strong tidal surge.


�It�s gonna be a big one,� he muttered
before he started to cum.  I felt every glorious tremor as his cock exploded
within me.  I think he was right; it was a big one, at least as far as I could
tell.


As we lay together, spent yet satisfied,
my leaking pussy and the resulting creampie confirmed his ardent load.  �Are
you done, or can we get Wet Willie here to sit up and beg one more time?� I
asked while rubbing my fingertip up the underside of his cock.


�Jesus!  Wet Willie! Can�t you ever stop
with the silly nicknames?�


�Why, don�t you want to visit Cunny
Cathy again?� I replied, followed up by a hearty laugh.  Even with all our
tumultuous history, I felt happy being in bed with him again.


�You�re impossible,� he sputtered,
however his cock was slowly responding to my touch.  �Slowly� was the operative
word; he wasn�t the instantly stiff young man I married anymore.  It took
awhile.  He wasn�t a sweet man anymore either, saying �Your sister would have
given me a blow job to get me hard.�


�You want my sister?  My cell is on the
nightstand.  Call her and see if she�ll come over.�


�Naw, she won�t do anal.�


�You bastard!  How do you know I will?�


�Because you always wanted it up the
ass.  I figured you had some nerves there connected to your clit somehow.�


�Why are you always so crass?�


�Why are you always so difficult?�


�I�m not difficult.  I got you hard
again, didn�t I?  Thinking about my ass?�


�Is that a yes?� he said, the frown
turned to a smile.


He surprised me by getting between my
legs and teasing my anus with his tongue-tip.  I laughed; his dick got even
harder with the promise of anal sex.  The tongue thing was for lubrication, I
knew.  He made sure plenty of spittle remained at my sphincter.


Shortly, he spooned behind me and eased
his cockhead into my anus.  He was right, I did love it anally, so I wasn�t a
virgin by a long shot but it had been awhile; therefore I lost my ability to
breathe when he pushed all the way in.  Once I could breathe�and talk�I urged
him deeper and harder.  He obliged, holding my ass in his capable hands and
pounding into me like a jackhammer.  At the same time my fingers were massaging
my clit, all the while wondering if there indeed was a connection.  I didn�t
feel the usual ramp-up.  My orgasm simply exploded deep within me, the
convulsive waves radiating warmth outward throughout my body. 


Bill groaned, �Oh God, Janine, you�re
milking me.�  Then I felt a different kind of warmth spread, this time in my
rectum.


The remainder of the afternoon we
chatted, argued, reminisced, and argued again.


Later, while still in bed he said to me,
�Are we leaving anything undone?�


�Do you still love me, after all this
time?� I asked as my answer.


�I�ll always love you,� he said, and
that was good enough for me.


�Oh, Bill!�


 


Beeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeep
the signal went on and on, unwavering, incessant, as people entered the room. 
Unlike what might have been with someone else, the activity wasn�t quite as
frantic.


 


�No
code, correct?� one white-coated figure said to another.


 


�Correct.�


 


�The
old girl must have decided to finally let go,� said a third person.


 


Soon
the activity slowed to routine.  A young woman, new to the job, asked, �Is her
husband still alive, you know, to notify?�


 


One
of those wearing a white coat shook his head.  �No, he passed on quite a few
years ago, but she always talked about him,� he said, and then pondered for a
moment before continuing, �Ah, the memories this woman had!  I guess they
didn�t always get along, but oh, the way she talked about her husband.�  He
shook his head again as he slowly walked from the now-quiet room.


 


________________
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One of my favorite songs is by the rock band Redemption, called
�Memory�


You can hear it on YouTube here: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zUxKta_ml8g


Caution, it�s not the blues or a cute little ballad.  Lyrics
are below.


 


We always gush about fond memories, yet like in the song, we often
are haunted by them�loves lost, things left undone, unsaid.  Thanks for
reading.


 


�Memory�  (Nicolas
Van Dyk)


I still
remember the sound of your voice calling out my name

And I still remember my face examining itself, knowing things would never be
the same

I still remember your smiling face across a crowded room

And I still remember, through the weathering of time, that first embrace that
sealed our doom



Your eyes stare at me, from every storefront

And your voice calls to me from every restaurant

And your laughter pierces me as I stand beneath the open sky

And your absence murders me as I sleep perchance to die



Seems like to escape is what I ought to do

But every road I take brings me back to you



I am frozen in the moment

clinging to your memory

and I don't

Want the ignorance that a spotless mind would bring

but I'm

Scared my dying breath may be your name



It's just like I sang to you - everyone knows that we live in a world

Where people give bad names to beautiful things

And if it's really true that people should leave once they've

Got what they came for, I certainly hope that you're holding it close to you
now



I still remember the sunlight on your face that warm November day

And I still remember, my heartbeat quickened by desire, unaware of prices I
would pay

I still remember the closing door the night we said goodbye, and I still

Remember losing you for good and knowing that a part of me had died

And I still pray that things will be alright

and I pray you'll think of me tonight

And I know somehow I'll be alright and I hope that you're the same�


I still remember the sound
of your voice calling out my name

And I still remember my face examining itself, knowing things would never be
the same

I still remember your smiling face across a crowded room

And I still remember, through the weathering of time, that first embrace that
sealed our doom



Your eyes stare at me, from every storefront

And your voice calls to me from every restaurant

And your laughter pierces me as I stand beneath the open sky

And your absence murders me as I sleep perchance to die



Seems like to escape is what I ought to do

But every road I take brings me back to you






I am frozen in the moment

clinging to your memory

and I don't

Want the ignorance that a spotless mind would bring

but I'm

Scared my dying breath may be your name



It's just like I sang to you - everyone knows that we live in a world

Where people give bad names to beautiful things

And if it's really true that people should leave once they've

Got what they came for, I certainly hope that you're holding it close to you
now



I still remember the sunlight on your face that warm November day

And I still remember, my heartbeat quickened by desire, unaware of prices I
would pay

I still remember the closing door the night we said goodbye, and I still

Remember losing you for good and knowing that a part of me had died

And I still pray that things will be alright

and I pray you'll think of me tonight

And I know somehow I'll be alright and I hope that you're the same


 


I am frozen in the moment

clinging to your memory

and I don't

Want the ignorance that a spotless mind would bring

but I'm

Scared my dying breath may be your name
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I was coming from
a rather dark place in my life.  My dad, who was my anchor, had died suddenly,
and since I wasn�t in a relationship I felt pretty much alone.  Then there was
the diagnosis.  I was too young for that.  I had to move, start over.  That�s
why I was here.  


The beach drew
me.  Some of my favorite memories of childhood were the excursions with the
family to the closest New England beach resort.  I�d have a little too much
sun, too much fried dough with powdered sugar, and way too much of my pest
brother.  What I never got too much of was love.  Then I grew up and made a
�choice� which was really not a choice at all.


 


She was ahead of
me in line at the bank.  I was impatient (why so many people? I thought
everyone used on-line banking now) and I guess it showed.  The woman turned
to look at me, probably because of the involuntary sigh I made.  She was an
older woman, lean, maybe in her late forties or early fifties, with a
no-nonsense short brunette hairdo with a few wisps of gray and a smile that cut
me in half.  Only in fairy tales do eyes twinkle, but I swear hers did.  


�It does seem like
forever, doesn�t it?� she said, which along with her looks diffused my
impatience.  Damn, a woman her age turning me on!


�Especially when
you�re on your way to a job interview,� I said, hoping this strange feeling of
arousal didn�t come across in my voice.


�Well, good luck
to you,� she said, smiling radiantly.  As the line inched ahead, she asked, �If
you don�t mind me asking, where in this unholy tourist mecca would you be
interviewing? Except for my place, I didn�t think anyone was hiring.�  I told
her about the job possibility.  When I mentioned the name of the shop, she
scrunched her nose up and leaned closer, whispering, �I hate to tell you this,
but the woman who runs that store is a bitch, pardon my French.�  When I didn�t
say anything in return, she continued, �I�m sorry. It�s not my place to be
gossiping like that.  I need help at my shop, and the b�, oops, I almost said
it again, gets someone like you to apply.�


 I couldn�t
believe my ears.  �You need help?�


�I sure do.  You
know what I�d like to do?  I�d like to take you to lunch.  Consider it your job
interview. Unless my sixth sense is all screwed up, I bet I�ll hire you, and
you�ll thank me someday.  I�m Beverly, by the way.  You can call me Bev.�


�I�m Darcy,� I
said as we shook hands.  I told her I thought it was a marvelous idea.  We
chatted until we completed our banking business.  I saw the ring on her finger,
so even though I�m a card-carrying member of the �L� club, I chalked her up as an
unfulfilled fantasy, as I do with most women I run into that arouse me so
easily.  Lunch sold me.  I accepted the job, knowing I�d enjoy working for Bev. 
I was settling in to this quaint little beach town following my brief
flirtation with the big city after graduation.  It took me four years and a
fruitless job hunt to learn my liberal arts degree wasn�t going to be my ticket
to riches.  I figured if I was going to be a pauper store clerk I may as well
be one by the beach.


I�d been working
for Bev about two enjoyable weeks when she invited me to her house for dinner. 
If it were someone other than Bev, I would�ve begged off.  Instead, I said
yes.  The house was a beautifully maintained cape.  Her husband, Ted, was a
computer guru and web designer who commuted to the city, though he did say he
could telecommute on many days.  �Then I can hang out in my bathing suit and
visit the beach,� he said with a chuckle.  �If you see a nerd with a laptop on
the beach someday, you�ll know it�s me.�  He was a good looking guy, with salt
and pepper hair, and without the paunch so many fifty-plus men seem to
acquire.  It didn�t take long for me to peg him as a player though, eyeing my
chest and undressing me with his eyes.  I hoped he didn�t cheat on Bev.  She
deserved better.


Petite Sarah,
their oldest at fourteen, was quiet and reserved, perhaps because of her age
(which can be a very awkward one, at least it had been for me).  She wasn�t one
for eye contact, but I recognized a certain interest in me beyond curiosity. 
I�d always been tuned in to those kinds of signals, though I have misjudged
them in the past.  On the other hand, their ten-year-old son, Nathan, was a
relentless chatterbox who wanted to know everything about me in the first ten
minutes.  He�d take after his father.


Dinner was great,
and in thanking Bev I said, �You�ve got a lovely family.�


�They are
precious, aren�t they?� She then asked, �What about your family?�


I told her of my
father�s recent passing and how my mom wasn�t coping well.  �I felt like such a
coward for not moving back home, but I couldn�t take the constant pressure from
her, which for some reason got magnified after my dad�s death.  My younger
brother lives on the west coast so he can�t help.�


�Pressure?� she
said as a question, and I was pleased she didn�t ask what my brother could help
me with.


�Let�s just say my
mom has never accepted the woman I�ve become.�  I couldn�t tell Bev what my mom
really didn�t accept.  My dad had come to terms with who I was, but she never
could.


�It seems to me
you�ve become a fine young woman, Darcy,� she said, �I�m so thankful we met.�


�Me too,� I said. 
I kissed her chastely on the cheek, visions of much more invading my mind.


Not simply because
of Bev did I enjoy my job.  The pay wasn�t much yet the work wasn�t stressful
either.  I didn�t need more stress.  I had time in the early morning to walk
the beach and dabble in my painting, which I�m afraid, was nothing more than a
hobby.  No one ever looked at my finished works and pointed me toward an art
gallery; therefore I painted as therapy.  The early morning solitude and the
crisp offshore breezes were the best therapy for lonely, worrisome me.  


That morning was a
typical morning on the beach, a little chilly but with promise of a nice summer
day ahead.  I breathed in the salt and seaweed tinged air, set things up and
went to work.


�Hi there, Darcy. 
I don�t usually run into people I know so early in the morning.�  Startled by
the voice behind me, I turned quickly to see that it was Ted.  He was wearing
red Speedo trunks (why do men still insist on wearing those ridiculously
tight bathing suits well after their prime?) and an unbuttoned ecru linen
shirt.


I said, �That�s
why I come out here to paint, nobody around.�  I begged to the gods not to have
him make a pass.


Looking from me to
my work-in-progress then back again, he said, �You do great work.  I like the
vivid use of color.  Most people who paint out here this time of day end up
making things too gray, too bleak for me.�  Pure bullshit, but what did I
expect from a man who so desperately wanted me to look at his bulge.   The view
was wasted on me but he didn�t know that.  I thanked him, anyway.


He said, �I�m
happy you�re here, Darcy, and I�m happy you�re working for Bev.  I�m glad
you�re her friend; she needs a good friend.�  I thought what she doesn�t
need is a philandering husband.  I let out a long, loud sigh when he walked
away.  I promised myself I wouldn�t say anything to Bev about Ted.  I only had
suspicions, after all.  She deserved better.  Thinking of what he said about
others painting �too gray,� I grew morose, wondering how long it would be
before everything faded from gray to black.   You see, my painting was more
than therapy; it was my tether to normalcy, and to what I would someday lose. 


 


The more I was
invited to Bev�s house for dinners or for weekend get-togethers, the more I
felt part of the family.  Quiet and usually sullen Sarah began to open up, and
in doing so I saw more and more of Bev in her.  Bev said to me one day, �She
really likes you, you know.  I�m not sure if it�s a surrogate big sister thing
or a second mom thing, but she�s come out of a shell.�


�I doubt if it�s
the second mom fixation.  You�re a perfect mom, one any kid would appreciate. 
Why would Sarah need another?�


�Darcy, you�re so
sweet to say such a thing.  I can�t speak for your mom, but I�d be proud to
call you my daughter.�


If only.


One morning I
forsook painting and decided on some lazy sunbathing.  Feeling better about
myself, and maybe a little frisky, I wore my skimpiest bikini.  Men ogled, and
at least I felt proud of my body, if nothing else.  I hoped Ted wouldn�t show
up.  I was pleasantly surprised when Bev approached with the kids.


�Hi there!� Bev
called out.  �Can you stand some company?�  Sarah surprised me the most.  I
would have thought she�d rather hang with friends than spend time at the beach
with her mom and little brother, yet here she was.  I said, �Of course,� and
helped them spread out another blanket. 


Bev and I talked
shop for a little while, until Sarah commented on my bikini.  �I wish I had one
like that,� she said.


I looked to Bev
for guidance, since I didn�t want to make a suggestion not backed by her mom. 
Bev said, �You�ll have your chance someday�when you fill out a bit more.�  


That wasn�t the
parental advice I was looking for, so I waded into dangerous waters, saying to
both of them, �I don�t mean to intrude, but I�m not sure it�s a matter of
�filling out,� but a matter of fitting in.  I remember when I was Sarah�s age. 
I wanted to fit in with the crowd, and that meant making sure everything I wore
was �in.� If you don�t mind, Bev,� I said, turning to Sarah, �Sarah, I can take
you shopping for a new bikini.�  I mentioned a shop further up the beach. 
�They have some nice styles, and not expensive at all.�


Sarah looked
pleadingly at her mother.  Bev said to me, �I�m okay with it, as long as it�s
not some tiny string thing, and you don�t spend a dime of your own money on
it.  I�ll pay.�


�Oh, thanks, Mom!�
Sarah practically shouted before hugging Beverly tightly.  When Sarah hugged me,
I had to fight the urges that had built up within me.


Even with my
offer, I hadn�t been looking at Sarah.  It was Bev�s one-piece suit that I�d
been looking at since she arrived.  She had no reason to feel inadequate in how
she looked in it.  On the contrary, she looked stunning, with a shape any woman
half her age would die for.  I daydreamed about what she�d look like out of her
bathing suit, and the image made me wet.  If she realized how I was looking at
her, she didn�t let on.


Unfortunately, it
soon became time to work.  I walked to my apartment to shower and change, and
arrived at the shop in time to find Bev opening up.  As the day went on, it
seemed to me we had a bit more foot traffic than usual and I passed along that
observation to Beverly.  �Maybe it�s like the tides,� she said, �a natural
phenomenon we simple human�s can�t comprehend, so why try?�


We laughed and
rang up sales.  We had a good day.


 


The following
morning I took Sarah bikini shopping as promised.  After looking at every suit
in the place�and some twice�she settled on a cute little hot pink number. 
Sure, it was all triangles and strings, but the price was reasonable and her
still-developing body wasn�t going to spill out of it.


�Do you think Mom
will mind?� she asked.


�She�ll probably
kick and scream, like what moms are supposed to do.  It�s in the Mothers�
Manual, I think.�


Sarah laughed. 
�Yeah, she will.�


�You love your
mom, don�t you?� I asked.


�Sure�sure I do.�


I needed to
explain my intrusion.  �I asked only because I think your mother is the best
person I�ve ever met, and I�m hoping you and Nate understand what kind of a
special woman your mom is.�


�I�I�I guess so,�
she stammered.  I regretted putting her in this awkward situation.  �I think
you�re the second nicest person I�ve ever met.  Let�s get you home so you can
try on the suit for your mom, okay?�  I put my arm around the girl and hugged
her to me.  Her eyes sparkled.  Once again I saw Beverly�s eyes in her
daughter�s.  �Your mom won�t dare criticize it�I�ll threaten to quit.�


�No you won�t!�


�Will too!� I
answered, feeling more her age as we both giggled at our silliness.


In Sarah�s
bedroom, she hesitated undressing in front of me.  �It�s not as if I haven�t
seen a naked woman before,� I said.  Maybe it was the �naked woman� part, but
her demeanor changed as she began to strip.  I held out my hand with her bikini
in it, as she slid her panties down to the floor and kicked them aside.


Before she took
the bathing suit from my hand, she said, �Do you�do you think I have�do you
think I�m pretty?�


�You�re beautiful,
sweetheart, especially when you smile.  But I know what you were also asking. 
You want to know what I think about your body.  Well, that�s beautiful too.�


�Not like yours,�
she said, barely above a whisper.


�What�s so special
about mine, anyway?�  I helped her tie up the bikini while saying, �So maybe my
breasts are larger, but so are my hips.�


�Will mine grow to
be like yours?�


�I hope you mean
your breasts and not your hips.�  I eyed her, smiled and nodded as she posed
for me.  �You look fantastic, Sarah!  Don�t worry about the boobs,� I said. 
�Yours are growing, and trust me, firmness beats huge any day, regardless of
what they look like in Hollywood with all their implants.  Now, let�s go show
your mother.�


Sarah kissed me on
the cheek, and with a smile on her face took off to show Bev, with me in tow. 
God bless her; Bev�s initial expression was one of horror but it lasted only a
millisecond, one I hoped Sarah hadn�t seen, but she turned it quickly to one of
tempered approval.  �I guess it�s what all the girls are wearing nowadays,� she
said.  �You look great in it, Sarah.  Nice selection.�


Basking in glow of
her mother�s approval, Sarah said, �When are you gonna get one, Mom?  Darcy can
take you shopping for your bikini.  She said you have the body for it.�  That
wasn�t exactly what I�d said, so I smiled sheepishly when Bev looked at me.  At
least she didn�t ask.


�I think it�s time
for work,� Bev said before we hustled off to the shop.  As she unlocked the door,
Bev said to me, �You told her I had the body for a bikini?�


�I�m sorry if that
embarrassed you, but you do.�


�Me in a bikini
would be the real embarrassment.�


After we opened
the store, we continued the conversation.  I said, �You�re wrong about the bikini. 
Unless you have some stretch marks or an appendectomy scar you want to hide,
your body looks as shapely as anyone�s.  You�re a beautiful lady, and I think
beauty, like fine art, should be displayed.�


I smiled but she
frowned.  �I wish Ted thought that way, instead of��


�Instead of what?�


�Never mind.  I
shouldn�t burden you with my troubles.�


�You�re my boss,
but I hope we�re also friends,� I said, placing a hand on each of her
shoulders.  �We are friends, right?  Whatever you want to get off your chest,
and that looks great too, I might add, is okay with me.�


She blushed at my
comment about her chest.  �Your chest looked pretty fine in your bikini
yesterday.  Take my word for it, mine aren�t nearly as nice.�  Both mother and
daughter had �breast envy,� it appeared.  A steady flow of customers stemmed
the conversation after that.  Later, Bev invited me to share a drink after work
�on the back porch,� as she put it, which really was a deck.


Out on the deck as
evening turned to night, with the tang of sea air somehow making everything a
little bit cozier, we settled into a couple of Long Island rockers, tired yet
satisfied after a good day at the shop.  Bev had mixed up a pitcher of
cocktails, the name she gave the mixture not meaning anything to me.  It was
good and potent, though, and so I sipped happily.  When I asked where her
husband was, I was shocked that she began crying.  Through her tears, she said
only that he was �out� and said no more.  I didn�t pry.  She�d tell me soon
enough.


Finally as the
crying subsided, she said, �You must think me a silly woman, crying like this
because her husband doesn�t find her attractive anymore and he comes up with
lots of excuses to be out late on �business� all the time.�


�I don�t think
like that.  I think your husband�s an idiot, though.�


That brought a
smile.  She said, �You really did say that stuff about me to my daughter,
didn�t you.  About my body.  Maybe I�ll take you up on a bikini shopping
expedition after all, considering how good you made me feel.  If I don�t
chicken out first.�  She left her chair and walked to the deck railing. 
�There�s something about the air on these summer nights,� she said, then
started crying again.


I stood and went
to her.  �Do you know for a fact Ted is�fooling around?�


�A woman can
tell,� was her answer, and she was probably right.


I turned her
toward me.  �I know I wouldn�t ever cheat on you.�


Her eyes grew
wide.  �You�re�?�


�Yes, I am,� I
said in a croaking voice I hardly recognized as my own.  I pulled her to me and
kissed her.  She tensed at first but didn�t push me away.  My lips remained
busy as I felt her resolve melt.  By the time I insinuated my tongue between
her parted lips, her tongue was ready to meet mine.  We kissed for a long
while, our bodies together, bathed in the crisp night air of the seashore.


She eventually
pulled away and said, �Oh God�oh God�I can�t�it�s not right��


�Because I�m a
woman?� I said, letting some of the bitterness of my mother�s rejection seep
through.


�No!� she said a
bit too loudly.  �Because I�m a married woman�and shit�it feels so good�the
kiss, everything.�


�I want you Bev. 
I need you,� I said, hearing the urgent plea in my voice.


�We can�t.�  She
sighed, then said, �I think it�s a good idea to call it a night.  Busy day
tomorrow.�


�Okay, but Bev,
please don�t let what just happened get in the way of our friendship.  At least
we�ll have that, and it�s special.�


She placed a hand
on my cheek, and said, �It won�t, Darcy�it won�t.  And what just happened is an
old lady was made to feel wanted again, and I appreciate that more than you
know.�


�I�m here for
you�anytime.�


�I know.�  She
turned away then looked back at me.  �No offense, but your mom sounds as
idiotic as my husband.�


�No offense
taken,� I said, this time with a tear in my eye.  We embraced before I
walked back to my apartment.


 


The following
morning, I was at my usual spot on the beach, which was mostly deserted at this
early morning hour.  I was having a difficult time focusing on the canvas�the
latest of the phenomena I�ve come to call my �spells.�  This one was pretty
bad.  I made a mental note to call my doctor for an appointment sooner than
later.  My work in progress may have been dark and blurry at the moment, but
the sight of Bev approaching was crystal clear.


�Hi,� she hailed.


�Hi back at ya,� I
said in reply.  �You�re out and about early this morning.�


If I expected
light-hearted banter, she disappointed me.  �I smelled it on him.�


�Smelled what?� I
asked, but I already knew what she meant. 


�Sex.  The smell
of sex.  He thought he could shower before I got home from the shop, but he
couldn�t rid himself of the smell of her.�


�I�m sorry, Bev. 
I really am.  What can I do to cheer you up?�


�We can go
shopping.  Maybe a new bathing suit is what I need.�


�Then let�s do
it,� I said.  �We�ll stop at my place so I can change first.�  I turned to pick
up the easel to pack it up, but the blurred vision made me miss it somehow, and
I knocked it over into the sand.�


�Oh no!  It�s
ruined,� Bev exclaimed as she vainly tried to brush sand from the still wet
paint, getting paint on her hand instead.


�Don�t sweat it,�
I said.  �Maybe this new �sand art� will be the �Velvet Elvis� fad of the
decade.�  I tried to deflect her worry with laughter, but it didn�t work.


�Are you okay,
Darcy?�


�I�m fine.  Let�s
go,� I said before she could voice any more concerns, though I saw it on her
face, even if my vision was darkened and blurred.


As I changed, she
washed the paint from her hand.  We walked to the same shop where Sarah bought
her bikini; two women trying to put on a happy face and appear relieved of
their individual burdens.   Being with her made me feel immeasurably better.  I
fought every urge to be in the dressing room with her.  She didn�t let me see
her in the first two she tried on.  �Much too small,� she said.  When she
modeled the third one for me, I stopped breathing.  The word �breathtaking� was
just a word before that moment.  As beachwear goes nowadays, the black
two-piece she had on was almost matronly, but she looked so stunning in it my
head spun.


�Bev, you look
gorgeous!� I gushed as soon as I could breathe again.


�You really think
so?� she said, looking down questioningly at her exposed midriff.  �You don�t
think this is showing too much?�


Without a bulge or
a stretch mark in sight, I couldn�t believe how she looked.  Based on her
timidity, neither could she.  I said to her, �Do you even know how great you
look?  Now I KNOW your husband�s an idiot.�


She blushed, and
then probably remembered what she�d realized earlier, blushing a deeper red. 
�I can�t��


�Yes you can, and
you�re going to,� I said, hurrying the dressing room to fetch a couple more
bikinis off the racks.  When I returned, she was back in the cubby, probably
dressing, and I tossed the suits over the door, saying, �I want to see these on
you.�


�No,� she said,
sounding like a petulant child.


�Don�t be a baby,
and don�t be a martyr either.  Show the world how amazing you look, and your
husband too.�  It took a while before she emerged wearing one of the suits. 
The turquoise bikini wasn�t that skimpy though it was cut high on the hips, and
the bandeau style top accentuating her breasts without showing too much.  �Oh
God, it looks fantastic!  Turn around so I can see your ass,� I said before I
realized how that sounded.  When she didn�t immediately turn, I took her by the
waist and spun her around, �Come on, I just want to make sure it�s not showing
something you don�t want to show.�  Without thinking, I slipped a finger under
the bottom�s edge and straightened it out a bit.  I was pleased she didn�t stop
me from touching her ass even that innocently, though I didn�t take that as a
sign of anything except acquiescence. 


�Well?� she said.


�Okay, maybe that
bottom isn�t for you.  Try on the other one.�


With an
exaggerated sigh, she closed the door, and I waited.  This suit was canary
yellow, with a more traditionally cut bottom but with a top that was triangles
and string.  �Oh, no, not this one.  I�m too old for this one� she declared
through the door.


�Let me be the
judge of that.  Get your ass out here and show me.�  A couple of teens who were
also in the dressing room laughed at my command.  When Bev opened the door, I
whistled.  �Mama, that�s the one!� I said, blown away by how great she looked
in it.  The yellow was perfect for her hair and skin coloring, and the top
accentuated the curve and swell of her breasts without letting anything �hang
out� there too much.


One of the teens
checked her out and appraisingly said, �Yeah, Mama, you look good enough to
eat,� giggling as her friend pulled her away in what looked like a jealous
snit.


�Yes, we�re
everywhere,� I said, adding, �She�s right, you know.  You look better than
good.�


�Oh, Darcy, you
can�t mean that.  I mean, she was just teasing me.  This isn�t who I am,� she
said as she looked at herself in a mirror.


�Maybe not.  Maybe
it�s who you should be.�  I couldn�t control it.  I went to her, cupped her
face in my hands and kissed her boldly.  She went rigid at first but after a
few moments I felt her relax.  Her tongue met mine.  The heat wasn�t all from
me.  She must have kept so much sexual energy bottled up because of her idiotic
husband it was all escaping here in the store�s dressing room.


She pulled away
suddenly.  �No, Darcy.  This suit isn�t right and neither was what we just
did.�


I whispered, �What
exactly did we just do?�   I�d placed my hand on her inner thigh and felt the
shiver.  �It was a kiss.�


�You know what I
mean,� she said.  �I�m married, and I�m not��


�Right, you�re not
a lesbian like me.  Instead, you�ve tossed aside your sexuality and taken up a
martyr�s cross.  You�ve got more than I deserve, but if you don�t want me, then
so be it.  Let�s go back to buying you a bikini.  If this one isn�t the one,
then let�s see if we can find a more conservative bottom to match that
fantastic turquoise top.  The young clerked looked at her funny when she handed
her all the tried-on suits.  Had she felt wetness on the bottoms?  I could only
wonder.  She did locate the perfect bottoms to go with the twist bandeau top, and
Bev reluctantly acquiesced and paid for her purchase.   She made a promise to
meet me in the morning on the beach�wearing her new suit.  For now, we had a
shop to run.


The day was
quiet.  Though sales were slow and customers were scarce, we didn�t fill the
time with too much casual conversation.  I knew that I was in love.  However,
like my usual love interests, the longing was going only in one direction.


Before we closed
up for the night, I said, �Don�t let anything get in the way of our
friendship.�


She smiled and
nodded, otherwise saying nothing.


My night was
restless with little sleep.  When I did, I either dreamed of Beverly as an
unattainable thing in the distance, unable to be reached, or of blindness,
knowing she was near me yet unable to be seen.


I was painting
when she approached me the following morning on the beach.  I really hadn�t
expected her.  After saying �Hi,� she pulled her beach wrap open to show that
she was wearing the new bikini.


�It looks great,
Bev.  What did your family say about it?�


�I didn�t show
Ted, but Sarah said it was cool, though I think she�s conflicted about her mom
wearing something like this.�


�She�ll get over
it, now sit down on the blanket and keep me company while I try to finish this
scene.�


She alternated
watching me paint and gazing out at the roiling waves.  I alternated paying
attention to my work and stealing glances at her.  After a while she said, not
looking at me, probably on purpose, �You can�t imagine how messed up I�ve been
since yesterday.  Maybe I�ve been playing ostrich too long, hiding my head in
the sand and not facing what�s happened to my marriage.  And now I�ve been
hiding from how you look at me; hiding from how you feel about me.�  She
sighed, then continued, �Maybe I�m too old fashioned, but I can�t�even when I
admit to myself that when you kissed me it was the first time I felt alive�a
spark, in ages.�


My vision fogged. 
I thought I was having an episode until the first tear drop slid down my
cheek.  �Bev, sweet Bev, I can�t help being who I am, and I can�t help that I
love you.  Please don�t sound like my mother.  If you can�t, I�ll try to
understand.  Maybe it�s a good time to move along anyway, see other places
before��


She looked at me. 
I was surprised to see that she too was crying.  �Before what?� she asked.


�Nothing,� I
muttered, breaking eye contact and gazing out to sea.


�I�m not your
mother.  I�m not judging you,� she said, �in fact I�m flattered by
your�infatuation�at my age��


I never heard the
rest of what she said to me.  The graying of my vision was not tears this time,
and it was accompanied by a roaring sound much like an amplified version of the
surf below us.  �Ohhhhhhhhh, Bev!� I murmured.


�What�s the
matter?� she said, concern written on her face as she came to me.


I couldn�t
answer.  I didn�t actually pass out.  It was if I�d fallen into a dark
crevasse, muffling all my senses, not just my sight.  She didn�t panic, she
simply held me until the spell slipped away and I could see and hear again,
though colors were muted somehow.  She helped me pack up my equipment, and with
her arm around me for support, helped me to my apartment.


�Are you going to
tell me what�s wrong?� she implored once we were inside.  �You want me to call
a doctor?�


�No,� I answered. 
�I mean, I�ll tell you, but don�t bother with a doctor.�  She looked at me
quizzically; her eyes extra beautiful scrunched up like that in worry.  �I
can�t help it if I love you.  That�s my �I can�t�.�


I kissed her, and
this time there was no tenseness to overcome.  Instead of �I can�t� this time,
she whispered, �I�m afraid.�


�Don�t be,� I said
as I unhooked her bikini top.


�I don�t know�what
to do.�


�Sshhh, I�ll show
you.�


I dropped my top
and then led her to my bed.  She was extremely self-conscious of her exposed
breasts, but as with the rest of her body it was utter foolishness.  Her
breasts had a lovely upswing to them, like her entire body belying her age,
with small, dark areolas and prominent nipples.  I knew I�d enjoy sucking on
them.  We kissed with our eyes open, as if we were trying to read each other�s
mind through them.  We embraced and kissed on the bed for the longest time,
until I began kneading her breasts.  She moaned, and whispered, �That feels so
good�it�s been so long.�  I kept at it for a while.


I turned myself
around and slipped her bottoms off over her quivering legs.  Except for a
modest peripheral trim, she had a full bush, which was now glistening from
leaking juices.  I kind of liked that�it added to the charm of her guileless
sexuality.  I pulled off my own bottoms before, in a sixty-nine embrace, I
began tonguing her, wondering what she thought of my waxed-smooth pubis now in
her face.  I licked and sucked on her clitoris.  She grew very wet, leaking a
copious amount of pussy juice.  A long time, indeed; how long her arousal was
unexpressed could only be speculated upon, yet it was being expressed now.


�Darcyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy,�
she cooed as her thighs trembled, and her vulva throbbed and pulsed in orgasm. 
I didn�t stop loving her, kissing every inch of her body, lingering at her
nipples until I moved downward and sucked her clit to a second, loud climax.  I
didn�t expect reciprocation.  My fulfillment this day was to bring pleasure to
the woman I knew I loved.


In my arms, she
said, �I don�t know if I�ve ever felt like that.  I guess I thought orgasms
like that were mythical or something.  Thank you for not giving up on hopeless
old me.  You�re so young, and beautiful.  I don�t know what you see in me�


�You�re not
hopeless or old.  What I see is the woman I always dreamed of meeting�and
falling in love with.�


�But you can�t! 
There�s no future with me.  I�m a mother and a wife, and I can�t walk away from
them.�


�I�m not asking
you to do anything, just love me back.  I need it.  Especially now.�


�Darcy, what�s the
matter with you?  What happened on the beach?  Are you sick or something?�


I had to tell
her.  It was only fair.  �I have a rare disease, a big long name that means the
part of my brain that controls sight is deteriorating.  It�s not like a tumor,
or anything they can operate on.  The bottom line is sometime soon I�ll be
blind.  It won�t kill me.  I�ll survive.�


�Oh Darcy, dear,
why didn�t you tell me before now?�


I saw the look of
concern on her face, and knew it was a mistake to tell her.  �I didn�t say
anything because from the moment we met in the bank that day I�ve loved you.  I
want your love, not pity.  That�s why.�


Her closeness, the
heat, set me ablaze with arousal.  I wanted her.  I needed her.  But this
morning wasn�t the time, if the time would ever come.  She went home to
change.  We had a store to run.


 


For three days we
worked together, outwardly warm and yet we didn�t say much to each other. 
After closing on that third day, Bev said, �We had a good one today.  What do
you say we hit a bar and have a nightcap?�


�Does your family
know you�re not coming home right away?�


�I�ll call,� she
said.  �Besides, Ted was out late last night so tonight�s my turn.�


I didn�t care for
the �rebound� motivation, but spending time with Bev was its own reward.  We
locked up and headed for one of the beach�s livelier nightspots.  One drink
became two, then three as we chatted about everything but the two of us
together.  Several men hit on us in vain, and I pointed out that I wasn�t the
only one in the bar who thought she was desirable.


She leaned close
and whispered, �Let�s go to your apartment, okay?�  We didn�t quite stumble out
the door, though on wobbly legs the two of us managed to walk to my place. 
When we were inside, she said, �Show me how to make love to you.�


She showed me that
she�d shaved (�For you�).  Maybe it was the drinks that loosened her up.  Maybe
it was just time.  She was very cautious at first; however with some coaching
and the flowering of her libido (and a little help from my talented fingers)
she had me writhing in pleasure.  My orgasm was explosive, my pent-up arousal
like a hidden stick of dynamite finally blowing up, her tongue the blasting
cap.  Then it was my turn to pleasure her.  Her orgasm came swiftly, preceded by
much wetness.  I wondered what Ted would say when this woman, his wife
with her �just fucked� smile never mind her shaven pussy, came home.


The concept of
�sealed with a kiss� resonated when the following day in the shop, after
glancing around to be sure no one was looking, she pulled me to her and planted
a wet one on me.


The next day, Bev
and the kids visited my beach spot.  While her kids walked down to the water�s
edge, she asked me if I was feeling okay.  �I haven�t had one of my spells, if
that�s what you mean.  Which is a blessing even if I know my destiny won�t
change.�  I said, my attention drawn to Sarah and Nathan.  �How are things at
home?�


�Ted knows
something�s going on but he can�t figure out what, or with whom.�


�How are you?�


�I�m feeling great!�
she said with a grin.  �You did it.  You made me feel this good, Darcy.� 
Before I knew it, she kissed me, long and deep.  When our lips parted, she
whispered, �I love you.�


It was golden to
hear those words.  She may never truly be mine, but somehow we�d work things
out, and we�d be together.  At least I could dream.  I happened to glance
toward her kids, and saw Sarah staring at us.  I asked her, �Has Sarah been
okay?  I mean, why is she here and not hanging around with her friends?  I know
when I was her age I didn�t want to be seen with my family at all.�


�I don�t know. 
She said she wanted to come along, and I didn�t question her.  She did say she
wanted to see you, though.�


The way Sarah�s
eyes narrowed after she obviously saw her mother and me kissing brought back
those niggling questions about her sexuality.  Was she a budding lesbian and
infatuated with me?  Did Beverly just enter a new minefield, her daughter being
as much an issue as her husband?  �She saw us kissing.  You know she�ll tell her
father.�


She thought for a
moment.  �Maybe that�s not a bad thing.�


�Are you sure?  Be
prepared, that�s all,� I said.


When the kids
rejoined us, I made a point to praise how Sarah looked in her new bikini. 
Whether the compliment added fuel to the fire or not I�d probably find out
sometime soon.  I never did get much painting done.  It was just as well since
my vision wasn�t that great this morning, and I didn�t want Bev to know.  They
helped me pack up.  We went our separate ways, though not before Bev gave me a
yearning look, and I mouthed a silent �I love you� to her in return.


She kissed me
again at the shop when we didn�t have a customer in the store.  �If it stays
slow like this,� she said.  �Maybe we can close up early and go to your place. 
I want to make love again, Darcy.�  And that ended up being what we did.


This second time
was slower, less frantic.  For her part it was also less tentative.  She wanted
to explore my body.  She studied me with her lips, her fingertips, and her
tongue.  My nipples positively ached by the time I came with a loud cry.  �I
really like it when you orgasm,� she said.  �The sounds you make are like sweet
music.  They remind me of what I�ve missed all these years�not hearing myself
making those same noises.�


When I was done
with her, she made quite a bit of noise.


 


I didn�t dare go
to the beach the next day.  My vision was all fucked up, not simply fuzzy and
devoid of color.  I wasn�t sure I could work like that, so I contemplated
calling Bev but changed my mind.  I�d tough it out.  I had to if I was going to
survive.  Rolling up into a fetal position and hiding in a corner wasn�t an
option.  I went to work.


Bev was troubled
even before she saw me and knew something was wrong.  �You�re having one of
those things�spells or whatever you call them, aren�t you?� she said.


With a mean
headache somehow joining my sensory dysfunction, it didn�t make sense to lie to
her.  �Yeah, it�s particularly bad today.  As long as I can still see, I�ll
stick it out.�  It was now my turn to ask.  �What�s up with you?  You�re
worried about something besides me.�


�Maybe.  It�s
nothing really, and it�s not about Ted.  Sarah has me worried.  Ever since
she�you know�saw us�on the beach the other day, she�s been sulking and won�t
talk to me.  Did I hurt her in some way?�


Not in the way
you imagine, I thought.  �Let me talk to her, okay?� I said.  �Maybe you
can talk her into visiting me on the beach tomorrow morning?�


Bev said she�d
make the invitation, and we finished the busy day tired yet satisfied with the
day�s sales.  She didn�t ask and I wasn�t going to volunteer that my �spell�
lasted all day.  Was color gone from my life already?


In the early
morning at my favorite beach spot, I painted by memory, choosing colors based
on how I remembered them to be, both in nature and on my palette.  When I
became convinced that Sarah wouldn�t come, that�s when she appeared.  It was
hard for me to decipher her mood; I�d let our talk do that.


�Hi sweetheart,� I
said in greeting.  �How are you this morning?�


�I�m okay, I
guess.  Mom said you wanted to talk to me.�


�Let�s sit, then
we�ll talk,� I said, motioning to my beach blanket.  We sat cross-legged, not
quite facing each other.  She couldn�t make eye contact.  I began, �What�s
troubling you, Sarah?  I figured you�d talk to me even if you won�t tell your
mom.�


�Do you love Mom?�
she asked.


�You saw us kiss,
right?  The answer is yes, I do love her.  She�s the most fantastic woman I�ve
ever met.�


�Is she gonna leave
us and live with you?�


�No, sweetheart. 
She won�t.  She�d never abandon you.  She loves you too much to do that.�


�Have you, like,
had sex?�  Finally, eye contact.


�That�s between
your mom and me.  Why does that matter?�


She didn�t answer
me directly; however the real issue surfaced nonetheless.  �Do you like me?�


�Yes Sarah, I
think you�re a special girl.  I helped you get that bikini, didn�t I?�


�Do you really
think I�m pretty?�


�Yes, I do.�


�Pretty enough to
want to have sex with me?�


�I guess you
figured out I�m a lesbian.  You know what that means, obviously.  I also guess
you like girls as I do.  I won�t answer your question until you answer mine:
have you had sex?�


�I�er�I�like,
yeah, with a couple of girls in my class.�


�Was it good, you
know, did you like it?�


�You mean did I
cum?  Oh yeah!� she said, cracking her first smile.


�I�m happy for
you, I really am.  My first times were with older ladies and not so much fun. 
Which leads me to answering your question: you are more than pretty enough to
have sex with, but you�re much too young to sleep with a woman my age, never
mind it being illegal.  When I was a little bit older than you are now, I kinda
did the same thing, propositioning an older lady in my neighborhood.  She
didn�t hurt me physically, but she messed up my mind for a long time.  I would
never do that to you, no matter how much I would enjoy it.�


�I think I
understand.�


�Sarah, I�m
flattered that you are attracted to me.  I wish things were different, but
please, don�t be jealous of your mother.�


She looked at me
with her big, beautiful eyes and said, �Can you do me one favor then?  Can you
kiss me like you kissed my mom?  Just once?�


We both sort of
glanced around to see if anyone was watching before bringing our lips
together.  I held nothing back and she didn�t either.  My tongue led the way,
and she followed my lead perfectly.  When her hand snaked up to cup one of my
breasts, I didn�t stop her.  By the time our lips parted, she was panting.


Silent for a few
minutes, finally she said, �Thank you, Darcy.  I�ll try not be jealous of my
mom.  I think I love you, but I hope you and Mom are happy.  She is, you know? 
Happy.  I see it in her eyes.  She�s happy again.�  Then, with a shy smile on
her face, she added, �Like, if you change your mind about me, I�ll let you.  I
wouldn�t tell.�


I gave her a hug.


My headache was
back, and my vision was especially gray and fuzzy around the edges, but I tried
not to let on to Sarah that anything was wrong as she helped me pack up.  I
walked with her back to her house.  Unfortunately, that�s when I ran into Ted
outside.


�What�s going on
between you and my wife?� he practically shouted. 


Sarah stepped in
front of him, saying �Dad!� probably gauging his anger, knowing her father
better than I did.



That wasn�t a good sign.


�What�s your
problem?� I answered.   �We�re good friends.  I work for her.  End of story,�


�That�s not the
end of any story.  My kids say you two kissed on the beach.�


I glanced at a
stricken Sarah, who shook her head vehemently.  She hadn�t told him, so it must
have been Nathan.  �Two good friends can�t kiss?�  I was ready for battle, so I
added, �When�s the last time YOU kissed her like I did?�


�That�s none of
your business.  Now get away from my house.�


As I was leaving,
I took one more shot.  �Don�t you hurt her.  She deserves much better than the
likes of you.�


I wondered where
Bev was through all of this, so I went to the shop after I dropped off my
painting equipment.  The door was unlocked though the �OPEN� sign still wasn�t
turned outward.  I walked in to find her crying.  When she saw me she ran over,
pulled me into her arms and kissed me.  


�I hate him!� she
sobbed.  �For all his chasing bimbos, the asshole never could fathom that I�d
want passion; that I�d want to be loved.  I love you!�  More kisses.


I couldn�t tell
her that I could barely see her.  We locked the door and found a small,
carpeted area in the back storeroom, where we undressed and made love.  After
every glorious orgasm, she told me how she should leave Ted and move in with
me.  When we arose and I promptly walked into a storage rack, she knew my
vision had deteriorated badly.


�Why didn�t you
tell me?  Now I know I�ll move out of that house.  I�ll take care of you,
Darcy.�


�I love you more
than I could ever show, but I don�t want you to abandon those kids of yours
when they need you the most.  And I don�t want a caretaker.  I don�t want
pity.  I despise your husband for screwing up your marriage, but I�d hate
myself as much if I were the home wrecker.  Go home to your kids.  Love them,
not me.�


We cried together
for the longest time.  I told her I was going to move back to the city as soon
as my vision cleared enough for me to drive safely.  She paid me what she owed,
then gave me a charm necklace engraved I LOVE YOU from her store�s stock.  �I
can�t change your mind?� she asked although I saw she was already resigned to
the inevitable.  I asked her to say goodbye to her kids, especially Sarah.


�Deep down inside
you must know why she�s fixated on me,� I said.  Bev nodded.  �I know you�re
not like my mother, but please don�t discourage her�her sexuality.  She has to
find her own way in this cruel world, and after speaking with her I know she�s
strong enough to survive.�  


Beverly told me
she understood and promised to be open with Sarah throughout the treacherous
teenage years.  We agreed to stay in touch.  I knew that even if we ran into
each other, I�d never see her again.


 


When Neal Morse
wrote the song �The Healing Colors of Sound,� he wasn�t thinking of people like
me, but the idea still resonated every time I played the Spock�s Beard CD.  I
was listening to Day for Night on the first day I could safely drive
back to the city, thinking how with colors gone, and soon my vision, the colors
of the world would only be in my memory.  Cherished memories, like Bev.  With
the freedom of driving soon to be lost, I had to be in the big city to get
around.  As the CD played and Neal sang, I reflected on what the therapist told
me.  Since medicine offered no hope, I needed to learn to magnify my remaining
senses, perhaps to be healed by the colors of sound, like the sound of Bev's sweet voice.


I�d felt alone
most of my life, and that�s what scared me more than blindness.  Holding the necklace's charm in my hand, I whispered, �I love you,
Bev...be safe,� lost in the music.
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�Sex toys?  Really, Lee, couldn�t you
sell Tupperware or Avon or something?� my friend Mia said after I invited her
to my party.


�Come on, it�s gonna be way more
fun.  I�m calling it a �T-Party,� T for toys, not Tupperware.�


�I can�t.  I�d be too embarrassed,
and besides, I wouldn�t buy anything anyway.�


I said, �Why not?  Don�t you have a
vibrator hidden away for special� ahem� occasions?  You should see the newest
ones and what they can do.�


�I would never have one of those in
my house.  Justin wouldn�t approve.�


I didn�t know what to say to that. 
Whether they owned a vibrator or not, I assumed all women masturbated once in a
while in spite of their husbands, or maybe because of them.  Could it be that
one of my best friends is that repressed?  I knew it wasn�t a religious thing,
though I better be careful anyway.  


�You don�t have to buy anything. 
You�ll know just about everybody here, so there�s nothing to be embarrassed
about.  Look at it as an excuse for a girls�-night-in party.  We�ll have a few
drinks, let our hair down and share some laughs.  What do you say?�


�I�ll have to think about it.�  And
that�s how the subject remained until I called her two days later and asked
again, repeating much of the same spiel.  She finally�and reluctantly�agreed to
attend.


My husband took the kids out for the
evening, and later they would be spending the night at his brother�s house. 
The kids were okay with it since they liked their Aunt Sarah and Uncle Lenny,
who as a childless couple spoiled them rotten.  Like a strange, adult slumber
party, we ladies would have the house to ourselves.  Most of my friends and
acquaintances who were coming had arrived before Mia, and I saw how nervous she
was as she was greeted by everyone.


Maggie recognized her embarrassment
too, saying, �Oh, relax.  You�re among friends, right?  Let�s get you a drink.�


They walked to my bar set-up and
mixed their drinks while I mingled and greeted a couple of latecomers.  When
everyone was there, I introduced Annie Smithers, the lady with all the toys. 
Annie was the regional sales rep for a firm which sells and distributes sex
aids.  Some were pretty wild, yet I trusted Annie to bring out things based
upon everyone�s level of comfort with the topic; though my friends were all
over the map with their apparent �wildness� level when it came to the subject
of sex.  I�ve heard all the �girl� gossip, so I knew.


We mingled and munched and drank�and
gossiped�for a while before we gathered in a semicircle on my living room floor
around Annie and her bag of samples.  She introduced some rather vanilla
vibrators to us.  When Annie pulled out a black penis-shaped one, Jan let
everyone know, to much laughter, that she already owned one.  I had to say, it
was quite large.  Annie spoke candidly about each toy�s features and how to get
the most out of it.  There was palpable anticipation amongst the ladies until
Lena broke the ice by asking if Annie had any samples we could actually try
out.


Annie smiled and said, �I thought
you�d never ask.�  She pulled some toys and lubes from another case, and then
said, �Would you like me to demonstrate?�  When everyone nodded vigorously, she
dropped her slacks and her panties and sat back down on the floor.  We were all
suitably amazed by her brazen casualness among strangers.  She giggled like a
little girl and said, �This is my favorite part of the job!�


Her vulva and pubis were bald, as if
recently waxed.  She held up a rather daunting vibrator that looked like an
alien�s weapon in a sci-fi movie.  Besides its basic bullet shape, it had
appendages and rotating rings with nubs on them.  To me it spelled torture, not
orgasm, so I was eager to see it in action.  I looked around the room to notice
that all my friends, even reluctant Mia, were anxious.


Holding up the bottle for all to see,
Annie extolled the virtue of the lube within.  �This is my favorite.  It�s not
oily or gooey.  It won�t stain, and it�s the closest I�ve found to our own
natural lubrication.�  She poured a few drops onto her fingertips and with a flourish
brought her fingers to her vulva.  �Ooooooooooooo, the coolness feels heavenly
when you first put it on.�  She held the bottle out to us and said, �Feel free
to try it.  It�s just us girls, after all.�


Since I was the host, I figured I�d
better participate, so following Annie�s lead, I stripped from the waist down,
before taking the bottle from Annie and trying some myself.  �Oh yes!� I
proclaimed. �This feels great!  It�s cool when you first put it on, then it
warms up.  Wow!�


Annie said to the others, �Lee has
the right idea.  We�re talking sex aids here, girls.  We don�t have sex with
our clothes on, do we?  Take �em off, take �em off!� she said, laughing
heartily.  One by one, the ladies began to shed clothes, some faster than
others.  Mia was being coaxed to disrobe by Jan on one side of her and Maggie
on the other.  Except for Mia, I was happy that the rest of my friends were
comfortable enough with each other to get naked like they were.  I took the
rest of my clothes off and sat back down.


In this group, Maggie was the
�body.�  Her D-cups were firm and high, and put the rest of us to shame.  She
swears they�re real.  I leaned toward her and playfully lifted one of her
breasts looking for a surgical scar.  She grinned, pushed my hand away and
said, �Now, Lee, you believe all those rumors?�


I laughed and replied, �The devil
made me do it.  Isn�t envy one of the seven deadly sins?�


Annie was preparing to use the crazy
vibrator in demonstration when Maggie cupped one of my breasts and said, �You
need not envy me, lady.  Yours are pretty nice, especially those amazing
nipples.�  As I scanned the room, I realized my nipples were more
prominent than everyone else�s.  That was cool, yet having Maggie compliment
them was cooler.  Mia kept her top on but was finally persuaded to strip from
the waist down, though she gulped another drink so she wouldn�t flee in panic.


The sample bottle of lubricant found
its way back to Annie.  She rubbed some of the liquid on the tip of the
vibrator, and said, �This model is so amazing, especially what it can do in
stimulating the g-spot and clitoris at the same time.�


Lena interrupted her, saying, �What�s
a g-spot?�


That solicited giggles from many of
the women.  Annie said, �Now, now, ladies!  We�re all friends, so that�s not
the way to act.  I�ll bet that some of you who laughed don�t really know that
much about it either.�  


She was probably right.  


Like a professor, she explained the
Gräfenberg Spot, even pulling out of her bag a couple of drawings of female
genitalia as a visual aid.  On one drawing that was a cross section, she
pointed out where the g-spot was in the vagina, and its relationship to the
clitoris.  I wasn�t the only one mesmerized by what she was saying.  I suppose
our relative ignorance was an indictment of society�s Puritan repression of
everything sexual.  Why don�t we women know more about our own bodies?  Annie
powered up the vibrator and went to work on herself.  She used it on the
outside of her for a while, massaging her clitoris, before sliding the thing
into her obviously very wet vagina (not all from the lube, I realized).  The
rest of us were spellbound watching Annie ramp up to orgasm.  She kept the
thing buried, the vibrator�s extended nub working her clit at the same time all
the rotating elements were working her insides, including, presumably, her
g-spot.


I heard several gasps from the
assemble women as Annie climaxed.  I think I gasped as well.  She threw her
head back, and made bird-like sounds which steadily increased in volume until
her vulva began to noticeably throb, orgasmic contractions not directly caused
by the vibrator still buried within her, but surely a result of its use.  Most
of us�me included�had never seen another woman climax before, and perhaps as I
was, we were all silently comparing our own orgasm experiences to the one Annie
just had.


Jan, in a hoarse voice, said, �I�ll
take one of those.�


Several of us laughed, though a
couple of my friends were too busy masturbating to respond.  I could see that
Annie was pleased with the overall reaction, never mind what must have been a
great orgasm.  I found it arousing to be in a room full of naked and semi-naked
woman, and I thought of myself as being straighter than straight.


�Let�s try some others,� Annie said
gleefully while pulling more toys from her bag.


Her goodies weren�t just vibrators
and dildos.  She demonstrated a full line of bondage toys, like leather cuffs
and ball gags.  The butt plug with the cattail drew much attention, which
precipitated Annie launching into a presentation on anal sex.  �How many of you
have been penetrated anally?� she asked, as nonchalantly as asking us if we were
married or not.


When Maggie was the only one who
raised her hand, everyone stared at her while she looked around the room,
returning the stares.  �What�s the big deal?  You mean none of you have even
tried it?�


We remained silent, until Lena said,
�Okay, my husband talked me into it once but it hurt like hell, and I�ll never
let him do it again.�


�Ne jamais dire jamais,� Annie said
with a tiny laugh.  �Never say never, because often we don�t know what we�re
missing, ladies.�  She pulled a small bottle from her bag, explaining that it
was special anal lube, made to relax the anus for pain free penetration,
�Painless unless your husbands or boyfriends are hung like a horse, and if
that�s the case, send them to me.�  We all joined Annie in laughter.  Obviously,
none of us had husbands like that.


 Jan added to the merriment by
saying, �Why do you think I own one of those big black dildos,� which solicited
more laughter, all of us having seen how huge the toy was.


Annie showed us an assortment of butt
plugs that we passed around among ourselves, each of us wondering how in hell
they�d feel but certainly not willing to go out on a limb and offer to try one
out in this setting.


I overheard Mia say, �How could
anyone think anal sex isn�t a disgusting perversion?  I�m sure Justin wouldn�t
want to do it anyway.�  Annie heard her too, for she winked at me and Maggie
before repeating her earlier comment about what we were missing.  Then she
pulled out of her bag two more surprises; a strap-on rig, and a long fluorescent
green double-dong.  


Holding the strap-on rig aloft, Annie
said, �Men would never admit it�God forbid they would be thought of as gay�but
many like deep anal stimulation, particularly the prostate.�  She showed us
another chart, this time a male cross-section, pointing out where the prostate
gland was and explaining its role in sex.  �If you�re not ready for anal sex,
maybe your hubby is.�


Echoing what seemed to be her theme
for the evening, Jan asked if it came in a larger size.  Annie assured her it
did, demonstrating how the attached dong could be changed out for a thicker
one.  Maggie, sitting next to me, seemed to move closer and closer until our
bodies were touching.  As Annie was showing us the strap-on, Maggie had placed
her hand on my thigh and was slowly moving it upward.  The toys and the sex
talk had aroused me, but Maggie�s intimate touch brought me to a whole new
level.  I glanced at her and our eyes met.  The way she was touching and
looking at me told me a lot.  I�d never slept with another woman.  I�d never
even considered the possibility.  Nevertheless, as her hand inexorably moved up
my inner thigh and my state of arousal kicked up a notch, the possibility
increased.  As Annie fastened the strap-on harness in demonstration of its use,
Maggie�s fingertips reached my labia.  She moaned, finding me wet.


Maggie leaned toward me and whispered
in my ear, �I�m horny�would you use that on me? Or would you rather I
demonstrated it on you?�  She lifted her hand to show me how wet her fingertips
were.


While Annie was preparing to show us
some more toys, I crawled to her and whispered, �Can we use that?� pointing to
the strap-on rig she�d just removed.


Annie looked at me, and then glanced
toward Maggie, probably assessing whether our usage would help or hurt possible
sales.  She must have figured it could be a plus, for she then smiled and
nodded, saying �Go for it.�


I strapped on the unit�s harness and
got behind Maggie as she sort of hunched down on her knees with her legs
spread.  I worked to overcome the embarrassment of having my circle of friends
staring at us, no doubt knowing what was about to happen.  I positioned myself
closer and with the big dong in hand, began to slide it into her.  She was so
naturally lubricated by this time (�I�m horny��) I had no problem entering her
and sliding it in deep.  She moaned loudly.


Since I�m not a man, I had no idea
how to work it from this end.  Basically we were both kneeling, with me spooned
behind her.  I was slightly lower on my haunches and she was essentially
sitting on me, or more accurately, upon the strapped-on appendage.  Maggie did
most of the work, moving rhythmically up and down.  Her mewling sounds weren�t
mistaken by anyone in the room.  Annie stopped talking, as we now had
everyone�s full attention.


Mia muttered �Oh my God!� as Maggie
and I moved faster in our rhythm.  Mimicking a man�s lower voice, I bellowed
�I�m gonna cum�sweet Jesus, I�m gonna cum,� as I pantomimed a man�s ejaculatory
quaking.


Quite a few of the ladies tittered in
laughter when I did that, though not Maggie.  She was too busy cumming for
real.


When her shuddering subsided, she
collapsed onto me.  �Thank you�thank you�thank you, Lee. Damn, I needed that!�


Lena was quick to say what the others
were probably thinking, �I can�t believe you two did that, especially in front
of all of us.�


Annie quickly added, �I applaud both
of you for being so open.  We women have repressed our sexuality way too much,
and if my toys can help change that, then I�m happy no matter how much I sell.�


Mia then said, �But what Lee and
Maggie did was�wrong.�  I felt Maggie tense, ready to speak up, but I stopped
her, figuring I could answer my best friend more tactfully than Maggie would.


�Now Mia, that�s what Annie�s talking
about.  We�re all adults here, and consenting adults can have fun with sex
without there being any right or wrong.  We�re all here to learn about these
sex toys so maybe we can bring them into our love lives, livening things up a
bit.  I bet we all could use a little livening, right?�


�Maggie sure got livened up,� Jan
chimed in, which got us all laughing again, even Maggie.


Mia said, �Okay, but all that anal
stuff is a little too sick for me.�


That�s when quiet little, petite
Rachel said, �It�s not sick, Mia.�  She then turned to Annie and said, �Can I
try one of those plugs, maybe the one with the tail on it.  I think it�s kinda
cute�and sexy looking.  I bet my husband would love to see me with that.�


Mia tisked while Annie happily pulled
the anal plug from her bag and gave it a quick disinfectant wipe.  Probably to
piss-off Mia, Maggie said, �I�ll help you put it in, if you�d like.�


Without hesitation�and quite a shock
to all of us who know her�Rachel bent over with a smile and offered her tiny
ass to Maggie.  Maggie lubed up the plug with the special numbing formula, and
cautiously worked it into Rachel�s anus.  Except for a barely-heard groan,
Rachel took the insertion with delight.  She stood and pranced around us all,
the little tail dancing about as a real animal�s tail might.  Rachel was quite
the sight; this usually meek, little woman bopping around; her small, pointed
breasts bouncing lively and her new �tail� doing the same.  She went off in
search of a mirror, while Lena said, �If that doesn�t turn Bob on, nothing
will.�


When she came back to join us, Rachel
said, �What do you think?  It feels interesting, I guess, better than I
would�ve imagined, and I think it looks sexy.  You know, it�s making me horny,
too.�  She turned to Annie and said, �Can I try out one of those whirly vibrators?�


After Annie handed her the
demonstrator model, Rachel went to Mia and asked if she could �help� her with
it.  Mia was aghast, and begged off, though that didn�t seem to bother Rachel
at all.  Maggie whispered to me, �You think she has a secret thing for Mia?�  I
was wondering the same thing, thinking how natural it might be for the shy,
petite woman to secretly lust after the equally shy yet so much more buxom
lady.  Jan offered to assist Rachel.  She couldn�t very well sit down with the
butt plug in her, so she curled up sideways on the floor and Jan began to use
the vibrator on her.


The sight of two women who weren�t
normally lovers actually engaged in a sex act stirred me, and more than likely
was heating the pussies of everyone else too, including Mia, whose expression
slowly changed from its earlier revulsion to one of awe.  I chuckled to myself;
maybe there was hope for her after all.


Rachel�s orgasm was pure delight to
watch and hear.  She was louder than I�d ever been.  Annie looked to be extremely
pleased, probably ringing up sales in her mind.  Yet that wasn�t the best
part.  Some of my friends, who I thought I knew well, began to pair up.  Annie
quickly parceled out some of her demo toys, and gals got to work on each other.


Maggie was shocked.  She turned to me
and said, �Do you believe this?  I never would have thought��


I told her I couldn�t believe it
either.  Who was the repressed prude now?  I never considered that my friends
would sexually respond this way.  Pair after pair of them proved how wrong I
was.  My living room became a surreal landscape of writhing bodies.  The only
ones not thusly engaged were me, Maggie, and Annie Smithers.  Annie sidled up
to Maggie and me, telling us how gratified she was in seeing how �open� we all
were.  I responded by saying it was all a surprise to me.  Annie thought that
was hilarious, and we shared a hearty chuckle.


As some of them climaxed with various
levels of noise, Rachel, still proudly wearing the tailed butt plug, crawled up
to Mia meowing like a cat and joined her and Maria as they tentatively explored
the use of one of Annie�s more bizarre vibrators.  With a louder purr and
without any hesitation, Rachel nudged Maria away and went down on the startled
Mia.  Mia looked at first as if she�d push Rachel away but didn�t, and Rachel
gleefully introduced her to the joys of cunnilingus.  Rachel was into the whole
�cat� thing, for she purred throughout, and licked Mia�s pussy in long laps as
if she were really a cat licking up spilt milk.


This spectacle spurred another of my
friends, Bonnie, to don the strap-on and get behind Rachel.  The most
unbelievable threesome ensued.  Bonnie fucked Rachel like she could really get
off on it.  Rachel looked great with her ass being slammed while that silly butt
plug tail swung wildly.  And Mia was humming like a tuning fork as Rachel�s
tongue did its magic.


�Goddamit, this is hot,� Maggie
cooed.  The next thing I knew she was dining on my pussy.  I curled up in a
sixty-nine position with Maggie and returned the favor, though not before
Rachel screamed in orgasm and then threatened to use the strap-on with Bonnie
as a sort of returned favor.


Enough pheromones were being emitted
into my living room to get even the most frigid woman horny.  Not saying that
she was frigid, mind you, but Mia had made the most amazing transformation of
all.  Now that Rachel was preoccupied with Bonnie, Mia cornered Annie and was
in the belated process of trying out many of her wares.  True to her nature,
Annie was an enthusiastic �teacher,� as she steadily morphed into an ardent
participator.


One after another of us climaxed with
various moans and squeals, with perhaps Mia being the loudest.


As we all eventually put our clothes
back on, Annie took our orders.  Of course, among other items, Rachel ordered
the tailed butt plug.  My friends filtered out to return home; all pleasantly
sated and dreaming of their new toys.  When only Annie and Maggie remained, the
three of us went to work cleaning and sanitizing the demo toys that had been
used.


While we were packing things up for
Annie, she said, �I don�t have to tell you what a successful party this has
been.  I thank you, Lee, and I can�t help but marvel at how refreshingly open
you all are about your sexuality.�


�I must admit I was a bit surprised
by some of my friends, like Mia, opening up like that.�


�Yes, Mia did come out of her shell. 
I hope she can get beyond her inhibitions with her husband like she did with
us.�


�I�m sure I�ll hear all about it, one
way or the other,� I said.  Maggie and I helped carry stuff out to the car, and
we gave Annie a big kiss of thanks before she drove away.


At the curb, Maggie said, �Hubby and
the kids are gone all night, correct?�


�Yes, they are.  Are you asking
because you want to spend the night?�


�Are you inviting me?�  We walked
back into the house and without much more talk, we got undressed.  I urged
Maggie into the shower.  Our shower was foreplay.  In my bedroom, I pulled out
my very own double-dong, similar to the fluorescent one Annie had shown us.  It
was one of the �gifts� I got for hosting the party, though I never dreamed I�d
really use it as intended.


Maggie loved the toy.  We buried the
thing in each of us right up to our cervixes and met in the middle, rubbing our
vulvas together.  


�Oh, Leeeeeeeeeee, I�mmm cummminggggg!�
Maggie cried out, and I felt her convulsions like an earthquake tremor that
traveled through the rubber-like material and into my vagina.


We made love several times throughout
the night.  Later I�d think about the ramifications of sleeping with a woman,
sleeping with someone else besides my husband, and our friendship.  This night
I�d rather think about the sublime orgasms. 


Over coffee in the morning, Maggie
was reserved yet forthright in explaining her desire for me, which had been
building for a long time, as she told it.


�I had a great night,� I said, �but
you know this can�t be an ongoing thing.�  She said she understood, but her
face said she didn�t.  I valued her friendship, so I�d have to be careful.


Over the next few days, I heard from
my friends who had attended the party.  To a woman, they were embarrassed by
what they�d done; all worried, as I was with Maggie, that there would be
long-term consequences to our little orgy.  I assured each one that I certainly
wasn�t bothered by their actions, reminding them that Annie wanted us to open
up and try new things, which we undoubtedly did in spades.  Both Lena and Jan
extolled the virtues of the bigger toys each of them ordered, which made me
wonder if their husbands would soon feel neglected.  Mia was nearly too
descriptive the next time we spoke following delivery of her toy order.  She
told me about how eager Justin had become when she introduced toys into their
bed.  She also hinted that she may be fooling around with Rachel on the side.


All very interesting, but I had my
own stories to tell, though I kept them to myself.  You see, I bought one of
those tailed butt plugs too.  I surprised my husband one night when I pranced
into the bedroom naked, with my �tail� wagging.  It turned him on so much he
managed to get it back up for a second pop.  I also bought some of that
desensitizing anal lube, and when I told him that the next morning, with the
butt plug out, he gleefully re-plugged my butt with his impressively hard cock.


Even better, Annie Smithers called a
couple of weeks later and asked me to visit her place.  I assumed it was to
plan the next party, or maybe to involve me somehow in her business.  It didn�t
surprise me when I got there to be introduced to her partner, Erika.  Was there
any doubt she was a lesbian?  The surprise came when, soon after I arrived,
Erika made a pass, with Annie right there.  That�s when I knew why I was
invited.  I was somewhat flattered to be thought of as the final piece to a
threesome.  Before my toy party I would never have considered myself bisexual,
but between Maggie and now these two, I�ve become a new woman.


They led me to their bedroom, where
they undressed me slowly and provocatively.  I reveled in their attention, now
much more than flattered by their desire for me, an older woman, wife and
mother.  When Annie whispered to her mate, �Didn�t I tell you how hot she was?�
I forgot that pride was also a deadly sin.


They made love to me, and then after
I�d cum a few times, I reciprocated and loved first Erika, then Annie.  For
some strange reason, or maybe it was just my limited experience, Erika had a
taste and texture all her own.  She was also a screamer.  Annie was less vocal,
but quite multi-orgasmic.  Annie got out the mother of all vibrators, one she
hadn�t shown at my party.  With Erika at the controls, I think
it was only seconds before I was squealing in orgasmic delight.  Regardless of
whether I ever do this again, the sonic memory of the three of us cumming will
always be imprinted on my mind.


I went home to my family, exhausted
yet completely satisfied.  I can�t wait for my next T-party.
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�Are you angry
with Daddy?� my eleven-year-old asked me while sitting together on our beach
blanket, soaking up the sun.


�I�m not angry,
honey.  I just wish we could enjoy a vacation like other people.�


Like other people:
husbands and fathers who aren�t called away from a beautiful Caribbean island
beach before the vacation had hardly begun; husbands and fathers who, though in
important police positions, feel the city can�t fight crime without them;
husbands and fathers who miss family events because of �the Job.�  It�s not as
if I didn�t understand what I was getting into when I married Todd, yet now
that he�s a Lieutenant with his own major squad (which has a special name in
the BPD that I never remember) I still feel cheated out of a �normal� life.


�We�re still
having fun, right?� Sherri said with a big grin as she hugged my arm.


�You and me, kid,�
I said.  �Sunscreen time, I think.  We can still get burned, you know.�


We were on a
topless beach.  Sherri was adamant about visiting this beach and going topless,
as if she wanted to share her tiny prepubescent buds with the world.  Todd and
I were reluctant at first, though for different reasons.  It seemed to be a
family friendly beach, with girls of all ages going topless, but could I put
aside my shyness and do it too?  My daughter pecked away at my inhibitions until I
relented.  Wearing only the skimpiest of bikini bottoms (which worked only
because her father wasn�t here to complain) she was a golden brown princess,
and I finally lost my tan lines, at least from the waist up.  I saw men looking
at us as they walked past on the beach.  Our long, light blond hair in contrast
to our tanned bodies must have been a sight, and I felt great pride in our looks.


As she rubbed
sunscreen on my breasts, I marveled at her nonchalance.  I could never have
imagined touching my mother in such an intimate way when I was her age.  In an
automatic response my nipples responded to her rubbing, but Sherri finished the
job with the indifference of innocence.  When it was my turn to take care of
her chest, she giggled and said her nipples �tickled.�


�Do you like to be
touched there?� she asked me.


�How did you
know?� I said, and she chuckled.  �It�s one of the pleasures of being a woman,
but if I find out you let a boy touch you before you�re, say, twenty, I�ll kill
you.�  


A mother-daughter
laugh is always a good thing.


After our interval
of sunbathing, Sherri stood and implored me to go into the water.  She dashed
off ahead of me and ran right into a man who was walking along the beach.  I
had to admit, the guy was gorgeous.  He was about six-foot-two, maybe thirty
years old, lean, tanned, wearing European style Speedos.  As I approached them,
I first noticed Sherri�s blush even with her dark tan.  She was obviously admiring
him as I was.  I better pay attention to her burgeoning hormones, I immediately
surmised from seeing her body language.  The second thing I noticed was the
man�s package, quite obvious in his swim trunks.  At least it didn�t seem as if
Sherri was looking at that, thank God.


�Mom, he�s from
Boston too!� Sherri declared as I reached them.


The way he looked
me up and down convinced me had no pedophilic interest in my daughter.  He put
his hand out to shake, �Good afternoon, Ma�am, I�m Michael, Michael Spinner,
and as your daughter said, I am indeed from Boston.  It�s nice to meet
Bostonians so far from home, especially ones as pretty as you.�


I introduced
myself as we shook hands.  Even though I was nearly naked before him, I
recognized he had the eyes that could undress a woman. My nipples responded, and
I hoped he didn�t notice.  We made small talk for a minute or so before we went
our separate ways.


As Sherri and I
frolicked in the waves, she said, �You�ve always been open with me about, you
know, sex and all, but that was the first time I think I felt like I wanted to
have sex�that man��


I chuckled;
hormones for sure!  �He was handsome, wasn�t he?�


�He was, like,
beautiful.  And he has a big one, too!�


�You�re not
supposed to be looking at that part, girl.�


�Aw, Mom, you
looked too, I saw you.  I had, like, tingling all over when he looked at me. 
Did you have those too?�


�No I didn�t.�


�Another lie!� she
said, laughing.  �You blushed and your nipples got all stiff, and he looked at
you a lot more than he looked at me.�


�Okay, enough of
this talk young lady.�


We spent the rest
of our time on the beach as a mother and daughter would, each in our own way
thinking of the handsome man in the tight bathing suit.


Sherri was bummed
that her father had to return and leave us alone like he did.  I supposed I was
more accustomed to him being called away, but it was more difficult to take
during what should have been a special family vacation.  I was determined not
to waste our remaining time on the island, so we dressed up and went to a
famous, upscale restaurant.  The meal was fantastic, Sherri trying a seafood
entrée she never would have ordered back home.


Our waiter
approached with two drinks, �Courtesy of the gentleman at the bar.�


We looked over to
see Michael, the man from the beach, lifting his glass in a salute.  As he
stood and approached our table, my heart skipped a beat or two.  He wore a
well-tailored tropical suit.  When he smiled I think I wet my panties, and
maybe by the look on my daughter�s face, she did too.


�Thanks, but you
didn�t have to,� I said to him.


�Of course I did,
Lynn.  The young lady�Sherri, right?�appeared thirsty.  Don�t worry, hers is
non-alcoholic.�


Now he was
undressing me with his eyes.  If my panties weren�t wet before, they were
now.   I was uncomfortable with the attention of this stranger, and then Sherri
said, �Would you join us?�


He looked at me,
then Sherri, and then back at me before saying, �I�d love to, as long as I�m
not intruding.�  Sherri said he wasn�t, though I wasn�t as sure, my facial
expression probably giving me away.


Over drinks,
dessert, and coffee, we talked of living in Boston, about my graphic design job
and about Todd�s responsibilities in the police department.  Michael said he
was in the import-export business but otherwise was vague about what exactly he
did.  He obviously made a good living at it.  Besides his handsome looks, as we
talked I couldn�t get over how confident and self-possessed the man behaved; it
wasn�t just his looks that aroused me.  When he inquired whether we would be
spending more time at the beach, and I explained that we would be going home,
he seemed crestfallen.  Was he looking for a date?  My, oh my, it was wet
panties time all over again!


�Mom, did you see
the way he was looking at you?� Sherri said to me once dinner was over and we
were headed back to the hotel.


�Of course I saw
it; just don�t tell your dad.�  Like co-conspirators, we both laughed.


�I wonder if Dad
was here if Michael would have bought us the drinks.  I think he wanted you,
you know, for sex.�


�Maybe so, and it
is flattering, but I�m a married lady and he better watch out, Dad would shoot
him.�  We laughed some more.


 


Back in Boston, we
returned to our normal routines.  The following Monday I was back in the office
and trying to dig through all the work that piled up while I was gone.  When
lunchtime came, I was ravenous and needed the break.  Instead of eating in our
little company cafeteria, I decided to treat myself and walk a couple of blocks
to a small Italian restaurant Todd and I loved.  I usually didn�t like to eat
alone, but today I�d make an exception.


�Why, Lynn, such a
marvelous surprise.�  I turned to see who spoke, and the surprise was all
mine.  It was Michael.  He looked amazing with his island tan in an expensive
pin-striped suit.


�Hi Michael, I
take it you work around here.�


�Close by,� he
said.  �I was just walking to clear my head and trying to decide where to have
lunch.  Is that where you�re going? Lunch?�


Damn, he looked
good!  �Why don�t you join me?� I asked like a giddy schoolgirl, telling him
where I was going.


�That is a superb
place.  I believe I�ll take you up on the invitation.�


So refreshingly
formal, he offered his arm and I took it, walking the blocks to the
restaurant.  It was a beautiful, sunny day, and I admit I basked in the glow of
his company as much as the sun.  While we ate, I lost all track of time.  It�d
been ages since Todd looked at me as Michael was.  I felt flush with feelings
long dormant as we talked, while enjoying an after-lunch cocktail.  I was
actually feeling doubly guilty, returning to the office with a couple of drinks
in me, along with my fantasies of this handsome man.


Outside the
restaurant, Michael said he would be walking in a different direction, so I
thanked him for picking up the tab and wished him a good day.  �Maybe we can do
this again,� I said.


�There is nothing
I would enjoy more.�  That�s when he did the unthinkable.  He took me in his
arms and kissed me, right there on the busy street.


I pushed him
away.  �That was uncalled for.  I�m a married woman, and we hardly know each
other.�


Looking quite
contrite, he apologized, adding, �I am an impulsive man.  I can�t help the way
you make me feel.  Perhaps we can fix that part of not knowing each other.  Maybe
lunch again tomorrow?�


�Like I said, I�m
a married woman, so I think another lunch is a bad idea.�


He looked like a
young boy who just brought home a disappointing report card.  �You are even
more beautiful when you flash anger like you just did.  It is definitely my
loss.�  This time he took my hand in the old-world manner and kissed it.  �I do
hope you have a fine day and evening, Lynn.�  He turned and walked away without
another word, leaving me wet and aroused.


I wasn�t the same
the remainder of the day.  I couldn�t concentrate at work.  Later in the
evening, when Todd tried to explain his current investigation into a sex-slave
ring kidnapping young girls in the Greater Boston area, it mostly went in one
ear and out the other.  All I thought about was HIM.   Things weren�t
much better the following morning.  I hadn�t slept well, dreaming of Michael in
the surreal manner of most dreams.  


I basically
sleepwalked through three days while I tried to rid my brain of the fantasies. 
I was more or less succeeding by the time I left work a little early and found
Michael waiting for me at the curb, leaning against a car in a no-parking zone.


�Hi beautiful,� he
said as he walked toward me.  �Can I take you to an early dinner?�


�How long have you
been waiting here for me?  I told you, I�m married and we can�t see each
other.�


�So, you�re
married.  We can still have dinner, can�t we?�


�Please Michael,
leave me alone.�  I began walking away down the street, conflicted in my
emotions.  I heard a car door close and an engine start.  I glanced over to see
that he was slowly following me in his car, oblivious to blowing horns and
angry Boston drivers.


�Come on, just a
simple dinner.  A couple of hours,� he called out through the rolled down car
window.  �Then you can go home to your husband.  Please?�


I tried to ignore
him but the task was an impossible one.  One look at his handsome imploring
face and I melted like a bowl of ice cream left in the sun.  Without a word, I
walked around the car and got in.


�How many times
have I told you that you�re beautiful?� he said, and before I could respond, he
added, �whatever the number, it�s not big enough.�  As he maneuvered the sleek,
expensive looking BMW through the congested Government Center streets, I asked
him where we were going. �I figured we�d stop by my office first before heading
to the North End.�


His office turned
out to be on a side street I never knew existed.  He found a parking spot,
which I attributed to some sort of miracle in this city.  A subtle plaque near the
door said �SPINNER & KOCH, IMPORT-EXPORT� but nothing else.  After he
unlocked the door, he placed his hand at the small of my back and ushered me
inside.  That touch was electric.


That�s when I knew
I would sleep with him.


I was doomed.


He kissed me again
as soon as we were inside and he�d locked the door, forcing me against it.  The
kiss was more ferocious than the earlier one.  This time I didn�t push him
away.  Instead, he pressed into me, hands on my ass and his cock huge against
me.  Oh God, this was more than I bargained for.  Surprisingly in my arousal I
felt no guilt.  Perhaps later I�d feel guilty, but not now.


Michael followed
me up a richly appointed stairwell to what I figured was his office suite.  He
was close behind me, and right then I wished I was wearing a short dress or
skirt instead of the conservative business pantsuit I had on; so as not to be
an impediment to what was to come, my impending surrender.  Standing before the
next door, he kissed me again, this time with a hand inside my jacket, inside
my sweater, under my bra.  I moaned and pressed my pelvis into him.


The door led to
what looked like a townhouse apartment, not an office as I pictured it to be. 
His kisses and his touch destroyed me; drowning me in the deep end of the desire
pool.  Once more we kissed.  I was mush in his arms.  He slid off my jacket
before his hands went to my back, and I felt my bra come undone under my
sweater.  He then went for my nipples, engorged just for him.  I ground my
pelvis into him; wanting, wanting.


�Take me,� I
implored, though my voice was barely above a whisper.


He took me by the
hand and led me up another flight of stairs to a bedroom, finally, the place I
yearned for, maybe the only place I wanted to be with this man from the moment
we met on the island.  We shed clothing as we moved toward the bed.  After
pulling the sweater off over my head and tossing my unclasped bra aside, I took
my pants off, leaving me in only plain cotton panties and unsexy socks.  He was
naked.


I suddenly felt
girlish, virginal maybe in my simple panties and socks.  I wished I had worn
something sexier, but how was I to know I�d be here with Michael?  My eyes took
a snapshot of him, his lean yet muscled build, like a wild animal ready to
strike his prey.  Did he view me as prey?  A conquest?  Of course, I didn�t
care.  He still had his tan, highlighted by the tan lines from his minimal
trunks.  His cock was erect, and my eyes lingered there.  I wanted to suck him,
devour him.  I thought I�d cum in the next instant whether he touched me or
not.  I moved into his open arms, feeling the enormity of him nudge my moist
panties. We kissed like that, coupled yet not coupled, Michael�s arms at my
waist and mine at his shoulders.  He moved his hands downward and cupped my ass
as his tongue explored my willing mouth.  I rode his cock gently, my panties
wet against him, rocking back and forth in pantomime of what was to come.  He
lifted me and carried me to the bed.


I whispered, �I
shouldn�t�I never��


He put a finger at
my lips and said �Shhhh,� and kissed me again.  I thought I�d faint.  I
pictured how I may look to him; eyes rolled back, and hot, oh so hot.  I wanted
to tell him I�d never done this before.  I wanted to explain that I�d never
once been unfaithful to my husband; never even thought of it.  I didn�t have
the will to talk, nor the breath for that matter.  He lowered his mouth to my
breast.  I held on to him passionately as he kissed first one nipple and then
the other.  


�Yes.  Oh God,
yes,� I murmured.


I writhed in ecstasy
as he squeezed my breasts together so my nipples were side-by-side, almost
touching. He licked and sucked them simultaneously and relentlessly, as I
deliriously thought I�ve never felt like this�oh God I�m going to cum
already! Jesus, please fuck me�please!  I began to mentally question
whether I was okay with my birth control, and other thoughts of protection, but
those thoughts evaporated as soon as his hand went to the crotch of my now
saturated panties.


When I began to
pull my panties down, he stopped me, saying �Don�t.�


He�s teasing me
to death�fuck me now�please fuck me! I screamed, though only in my mind.


He wanted to be
the one to take them off, probably like an unveiling of a piece of art.  Was I
that far gone to think of myself that way?  He slowly ran his lips down my
belly to the waistband of my panties before starting to remove them.  His mouth
lingered at my mons pubis.


�That�s so
nice�same blond color as your head hair�nice,� he said before moving his tongue
through the landing strip of hair to my clitoris.


Please�please�please�fuck�me. 
The litany reverberated in my mind, but I was still so aroused I couldn�t
verbalize it.  He toyed with me; licking and sucking on my clit, then my inner
labia before going back again.  Perhaps that�s what he wanted all along�for me
to beg.  Finally, I did


�Please!  Do it! 
Fuck me!� I said, my voice alive with need.


He entered me,
filling my wet, aching void.  I wrapped my ankles around him and urged him
deeper still, lifting my hips up to meet him.


�Oh, Jesus,� I
exclaimed. Michael went from languid entry and exit to manic thrusts, as I
murmured a steady �Yes, yes, yes, fuck me, harder, yes, yes, Christ, yes, oh,
yes, arghhhhhh��  It wasn�t simply a cresting wave this time, but an explosion
that arched my body, lifting most of me from the sweaty sheets as I dissolved
around him.


Michael came
shortly thereafter.


With his spent
semen leaking from me in small rivulets, we lay together.  Now it was time for
guilt.  What have I done?  Michael eased himself from the bed and walked
naked to the bathroom.  It hit me; I just had unprotected sex with a man not my
husband.  This wasn�t Todd walking away from the bed where I was just fucked. 
The man with his penis still glistening from my wetness, and the superb, muscled
white ass accentuated by his tan lines, was basically a stranger.  However,
even with all my guilt, I still felt totally whole for the first time in years. 
I almost jumped from the bed, ran to my clothes, dressed and left.  Almost.


When Michael
returned to the bedroom he stopped for a moment to look at me stretched out
there, like he was drinking in the sight of me.  I liked that almost as much as
the sex we just had.  He lay next to me again, caressing my breasts and saying,
�Lynn, you�re so beautiful.  Your blond hair across my pillow�.�  Etcetera,
etcetera.  As long as he didn�t utter the �L� word I felt warm and at ease in
the embers of our lovemaking.


�I have to go,
Michael.  I have a husband and a daughter that expect me to come home.�


�Don�t mention
your husband.  I want to think of you as mine.�


As fantastic as
that sounded, it wasn�t reality.  �As great as this afternoon has been, I�m not
free, and I�m not yours,� I said, climbing from the bed to fetch my clothes.


He looked like a
child who had his favorite toy ripped out of his hands.  �Okay�if you have to
go,� he said.


While I bent down
to pick up my panties, I heard him leave the bed and pad up behind me.  As I
pulled my panties up, he wrapped his arms around me from behind and held me
tight.  He was hard again.  I stood there, all my free will lost the moment he
touched me, feeling his beautiful cock hard against my panties.  I was
instantly wet again.


�Don�t go yet,� he
said, almost whispering it.


I turned around to
face him, his arms still encircling me.  I looked into his eyes and nodded. 
For me there was no going back.  He nodded too, lifted me into his arms, and
carried me back to his bed.  After my soaked panties came off once more, we
fucked at a more relaxed pace, him spooning behind me.  He used a hand to
slightly lift my thigh as he thrust into me gently yet firmly from behind. 
This position felt more intimate to me than doggie style, but with the same
erogenous result.


�I�m�I�m�I�m�OH
GODDDDDDDDDDDDDDD,� I bellowed as the convulsive wave swept over me.


I was lost, and
yet I was found.


He was adamant that
he wanted to see me again; to love me again.  My marriage vows meant nothing to
him.  What did they mean to me?  I made no promises, though I knew that in the
most primal way he did possess me.


I managed to get
home in time to avoid questions.  I tried to act normally.  I tried to be a
wife, a mom.  I tried to concentrate at work.  I tried.  But like a Zen chant,
his name was all I thought of.  Michael�Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael�
Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael�
Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael�
Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael� Michael�


I went to bed each
night hoping my husband didn�t want me more than his usual once every other
week.  I went to sleep dreaming of Michael taking me over and over and over
again.


Just when I began
to wonder if he�d relegated me to the one-night-stand (or in our case, one
afternoon) category, He called me at the office.


�How did you get
this number?� I asked, even as my heart skipped a few beats at the sound of his
voice.


�What does it
matter?  Let�s say I�m resourceful and leave it at that.  Will you have lunch
with me today?�


�I can�t�I have
way too much work,� I said, though I already knew I would.  He didn�t have to
beg.  His voice carried all the promise of forbidden fulfillment.  I was happy
I wore sexier panties this time around, though this pair wouldn�t be any less
damp.


He picked me up
outside of work.  �I thought we�d have lunch sent in.  Is that okay?�


�You�re my lunch,�
I said, and I meant it.  He didn�t wait for us to be inside his place before
kissing me.  When we stopped for our first red light, he leaned over, pulled me
to him, and swirled his tongue around my open and willing mouth.  Breathlessly,
I awaited the next light.


Once we arrived,
we quickly walked upstairs to his bedroom, shedding clothes along the way.  I
was down to my skirt and panties when he pulled me to him and passionately
kissed me.  I knew I�d never tire of his kisses.  He fell to his knees, lowered
my panties past my hips, down my long legs, past my ankles, my heels, and
off.   He began kissing my pubic mound.  For a while I�ve toyed with the idea
of shaving my pubic hair, seeing that it was the thing to do nowadays (also
having discussed the idea with my daughter, since hers has just begun to
sprout).  The way Michael seemed to relish its naturalness made me glad I
hadn�t.  The voice in my brain said, don�t tease me, Michael, take me, do it. 



When his tongue
found my clitoris, I automatically thrust my pelvis forward and gasped.  Damn
him; he wasn�t in any hurry.  I held my skirt, bunched up at the waist as he
made love to me with his tongue.  I swayed and trembled as my first orgasm of
the afternoon swept me overboard.


Evidently
pleasuring me was his foreplay, for when he stood he was incredibly swelled and
hard.  Michael guided me to the bed, weak-kneed as I was.  Still in my heels
and with my skirt bunched up at my waist, I spread wide for him, lifted my hips
and guided him into me.


Michael moved
slowly at first, sliding his full length into me then withdrawing until only
his cockhead was enfolded within my hot, swollen labia.  He held himself there
for what seemed like an eternity before thrusting deep into me again.  How long
did he keep me on the edge of screaming aloud?  I feared I�d lose him
completely; his deep penetration, the slow withdrawal, the empty feeling just
before he penetrated me again with his swift, hard rush that battered my clit
and had me a few heartbeats from orgasm.


When he began
moving against me faster, I joined his rhythm and urged him on, my hands
clutching my bunched-up skirt as my ankles locked behind him.


�Give it to me! 
Yes!  Fuck me hard!  Yes!  Oh yes!  Fuck me!  Fuck me�� I cried out to him. 
I�d never said those words to Todd.  I�d never said �Fuck me� to any man
before.  I didn�t recognize my own voice when I screamed.


I called my office
to say I wasn�t feeling well and was on my way home.  I then called Todd at his
office and left a message that I�d be working late and to make sure Sherri was
taken care of.  I ended the call with �I love you,� and I supposed I still
did.  


No sooner did I
shut off my cell than Michael ushered me into the shower.  I found it funny
that I confirmed my infidelity with a phone call while naked, wearing less than
I just had while consummating that infidelity.  �Are you always hard?� I said,
clutching Michael�s amazingly stiff, resilient member.


�Only with you,
Lynn,� was his answer as he positioned himself behind me.  Shower spray
ricocheted of our frantic bodies as he fucked me at a faster rhythm than he had
in bed, his strong hands gripping my hips as his cock gripped my soul.


We ordered Chinese. 
He opened a bottle of wine.  We talked.  To be more correct, I talked. 
Whenever I tried to learn more about him, he deftly steered the conversation
back to me.  I asked him where he was from, and soon I was talking about my
daughter.  I asked him about his business, and soon I was telling him all about
Todd, how we met and his job with the Boston Police Department.


�Would you leave
him?� Michael asked me between sips of wine.


�You know I can�t
answer that.  It�s too complicated, anyway.�


�Why is it complicated? 
I love you.�


There, he said
it.  Our lovemaking has been sublime, but was it love?  �Don�t say that you
love me.  You can�t love me, and besides, it�s complicated because I�m already
married to a man I love, and I have a daughter.�


�You don�t feel
anything for me?  Are we but animals rutting?�


�No.  We�re more
than that.  When I�m not with you, you�re the only one I think of.�


�But you still
love your husband.  Which one stops you from being with me always, your husband
or your girl?�


�Damn you,
Michael!� I said.  �This isn�t a game show where I get to choose what�s behind
curtain number two or three.  This is my life.  I can�t walk away from it.�


�Can�t, or won�t?�


�That�s it.  I�m
going home,� I said, standing and moving toward my clothes.


He said,
�Okay�go,� but stood with me, came after me and pulled me into him for a kiss. 
His lips, his strong hands, his tremendous body pressing against me; I was
silly putty molded to him.  Amazingly, he was hard again.  I never knew a man
who responded like he did.


�Michael�� I
whispered, really more like a moan.


�I love you, and I
want you with me always�forever.�


I rode him this
time, indulging in the sensation of his cock sliding in and out of my depths,
controlling the penetration, wantonly savoring every graze of my purring clit. 
As he lay under me, his hands at my hips but otherwise allowing me to do all
the work, I wondered what he was thinking about, what he was seeing looking up
at me as I fucked him.  I needed to know.


�What�are�you�thinking�about�?�
I uttered as I impaled myself over and over on his magic shaft.


�I�m thinking�how
beautiful�you are�especially now.�  I felt the first tremors race up my spine. 
He continued, �Your hair�beautiful�spreading out�as you�move,� before saying,
�I�m cumming�you know.�  The throbbing of his ejaculating cock deep within me
set me off.  My orgasmic moan kept increasing in decibels until it was a hoarse
scream.  I rocked upon his pelvis, grinding myself into him, luxuriating in the
transcendent orgasm.


Before I left, I
told him I loved him.  Doomed as I was, I�d stepped into the abyss.


 


Todd was too busy
to see the changes.  Sherri saw them, asking me point blank one day, �Are you
okay, Mom?  You�ve been strange the past couple of weeks.  What�s going on?�


Was it that
obvious?  Even as I answered that nothing was wrong, I wondered whether it was
my daughter�s keen perception or blatant transparency on my part that
precipitated the question.  I had to be extra careful, not wanting Todd to get
the same impression.  He�d most likely put two and two together, unlike Sherri.


Sherri all of a
sudden grew animated, saying �Oh, guess what, Mom.  I saw that man, Michael,
drive by the other day in a hot car.  He waved!�


�M�M�Michael?�


She mistook my
trepidation for confusion.  �You know, Mom, the good looking man on the
island.  The man with the�� she said, while motioning to her crotch.


Normally I
would�ve scolded her for making such a reference to his genitals, but too many
other thoughts intruded.  Had he been stalking me, checking out where I live? 
What other business did he have in this part of the city?  Certainly the fact
he waved to my daughter meant he wasn�t being furtive, right?  Or was he trying
to get a look at my husband, sizing up the competition?  Questions, so many
questions.


�Yeah, I remember
him�a nice man�� I finally said.  Sherri stared at me, obviously puzzled by my
reaction.  All I could hope for was that she didn�t come to the correct
conclusion.  I changed the subject.


One night while
Todd was working late on his big case, I called Michael, begging, �Can I see
you?  I need you so much!�


�Stepping out on
hubby?� he said, and I heard the jealousy and possessiveness in his voice
though I chose to ignore it.  Such was my need.


�You don�t want
me?�  Such a childish ploy, but I used it anyway.


�Yes, babe, I want
you, but not just here and there.  I want you in my life forever.�


�We�ll talk about
that.  Where will I meet you?�


He mentioned a
restaurant north of the city on Route 1.  �Wear something sexy and seductive. 
I want every man in the place to envy me,� he said with an accompanying sly chuckle.


I showered and
primped, pulling on the only thong panties I owned.  I dug through my closet to
find a slinky, black cocktail dress I hadn�t worn in ages.  I toyed with
putting my hair up, but kept it down because Michael liked it that way.  The
dress still fit, which boosted my ego tremendously.  My libido needed no such
boost.  The old saying �hot to trot� popped into my head; that was me.


She wasn�t a baby
anymore, so we�d arrived at this point in her life that Sherri didn�t require a
babysitter.  I told her I was meeting some girlfriends for dinner for a
�celebration� that I didn�t elaborate on.


Sherri did a
double-take when she saw my giddy demeanor and how I was dressed.  �You sure
you�re okay?� she asked.  


I assured her I
was fine and looking forward to partying with friends.  �I don�t go out that
often anymore.  I need some fun.�  I gave her the usual safety instructions,
and said she could have her best friend, Libby over for the evening, and gave
her a hug. 


�Don�t drink too
much �cause you�re driving,� was her safety instruction to me.


I practically
pranced to my car, which was quite the feat in my stiletto heels.  All during
the drive north I imagined Michael�s body against mine, his hands touching my
most intimate areas, his tongue, his splendid cock, always wanting, always hard
for me.  Using every ounce of willpower I could muster, I kept both hands on
the wheel instead of using one to touch myself, as I knew I�d surely cum right
there in the driver�s seat.  I wouldn�t want an accident, not now, not on my
way to him.


In the restaurant,
Michael stood when I approached our table.  I reveled in how he looked at me,
feeling more beautiful than I deserved to feel.  I wanted him, not wanting this
meal to be between now and our coupling.  The table was a cozy corner one he
must have tipped generously to get.  When I went into his arms and we kissed,
there was no one else in the room.  We were in our own world.


When our lips
parted and we sat down, I whispered, �I was waiting for someone to holler �Get
a room!�


�They�d just be
envious.  I want everyone in this place to be envious of us�of what we
have�before we leave.�


Between placing
our drink order and perusing our menus, he was generous with praise of my looks
and what I was wearing.  He liked my choice of black�the dress, hose, heels�for
how it contrasted with my blond hair.  I leaned over and whispered
lasciviously, �My bra and thong are black, too.�


He leaned closer
to me and said, �That�s marvelous�your panties will be a nice contrast to that
blond hair.�


Oh God, I was wet!


Throughout the
meal Michael would place his hand on my thigh and slowly move it up and down,
never quite reaching my moist cleft.  It was driving me crazy and I began to
panic, thinking that I�d surely cum if he did finally touch me there.


As if he read my
mind, he whispered, �You could have an orgasm right here, among all these
diners.  Would you like that?  I know I would.�


I shook my head no,
but his hand began a new ascent of my thigh.  He kept going this time, inching
my thong aside with his finger.  He wiggled his fingertip within the damp folds
of my labia.  When he moved his fingertip up to my clit, I grabbed my napkin,
using it to muffle my climaxing moans.  I bucked my hips uncontrollably as my
orgasm overwhelmed me, impaling his finger as a poor substitute for what I�d
get later.  When I composed myself, I looked around and caught a few stealthy
glances. Some of the female patrons knew exactly what had just occurred.  This
�new me� didn�t care in the least.  As Michael said, let them be envious.


When our waitress
asked if we wanted dessert, Michael calmly said, �No thank you, she�s my
dessert,� motioning toward me.  I was sure my blush was a deep scarlet.


Instead of going
back into the city, Michael said he had a condo in Saugus, so I got into his
car and he drove the few miles.  The condo seemed homier than his sterile
�office� where we first made love.  In his case though, �homey� didn�t mean
pictures.


At his urging, I
did a slow striptease.  I swung and swayed as I ever so slowly raised the dress
up and off, over my head.  I danced some more before unclipping the lacy black
bra.  Like I�ve felt since my first time with Michael, I felt sexily
scandalous, like some sultry sex bomb so unlike whom I really was, though maybe
I wasn�t really like that earlier me anymore.  My nipples grew achingly stiff
now that they were free, and especially because I was staring at that
impressive bulge in the front of his pants, waiting for me.  He was sitting on
the edge of his bed.  I went to him in heels, black hose and thong, fell to my
knees, and began undressing him.  When he was out of his pants, I took him in
my mouth and performed fellatio as I�ve never done it before in my life.  Now I
felt like a porn queen, not a wife and mother.


�You�re going to
make me cum,� he said.


I took him from my
mouth long enough to say, �That�s the idea, isn�t it?�  


I was proud of the
control I was exercising over my gag reflex.  Never have I sucked on a man of
his size.  I took him into my throat at a steady rhythm until he croaked,
�Don�t say I didn�t warn you.�  His ejaculation was copious and hot.  I nearly
choked but managed to swallow most of it, feeling very proud, indeed.  Such
a slut I�ve turned into, I thought.


He took off the
remainder of his clothes before urging me to the bed and removing my thong.  It
was my turn to be loved orally.  His lips and tongue were keys that opened me;
my legs spread wide, allowing deliverance I so desperately craved and he so
splendidly fulfilled.


�Oh Jesus�oh
Jesus�� I muttered in staccato groans as he deftly prodded me up the ladder of
release with the tip of his talented tongue.  My legs involuntarily clamped
around his head, holding him there as I detonated like a bomb.


He didn�t allow me
to wallow in the glorious languor of another fantastic orgasm.  He loomed above
me, and he was as hard as I�ve seen him.  �We�re not done yet,� he said with a
smile.  He turned me over, placing a pillow under me to boost up my ass.  He
straddled and entered me, my vagina seeming to hungrily suction him right into
me, though that was most assuredly a false sensation.  There was no more teasing
slowness in our fucking anymore.  Neither one of us needed that.  He pounded
into me, slapping against my ass with audible results.  My hands clamped down
on the sheets as wave after wave of orgasm swept me overboard.  I had no
sensation of my climax beginning or ending; like a sensual Mobius strip, folded
back on itself in an endless loop of ecstatic pleasure.


Sweaty and spent,
Michael lay next to me, enfolding me in his strong arms.


�I love you,
Lynn.�


�I love you,
Michael.�


�Will you leave
your husband and marry me?�


�Yes, oh yes, I
will�I�ll do anything for you.�  I�d made my decision.  I�d leave Todd to be
with Michael.  I�d fight for Sherri, and I knew she�d learn to love Michael
(she was already infatuated with him, after all).  I may be a slut, but I�m not
a bimbo, having thought this over from the first time he professed his love for
me.


After several
minutes of comfortable silence, I said, �If we�re going to be together, I want
to be a complete part of your life.�


�What do you mean
by that?�


I sighed, �I mean,
know more about you, your life, your business.  You�ve been very secretive.�


�I don�t think I
have, baby, but okay, what would you like to know?�


�Your business,
for one.  I�m curious�interested�about what you do.�


�I already told
you that.  I�m in the import and export business.�


�What do you
import and export?�


He smiled, and his
eyes took on a faraway look.  �I mostly export things�exquisitely beautiful
things, to people who will pay a premium for their rare, precious beauty.  The
other name on my sign is Evan Koch, who�s my overseas partner who brokers the
deals and safely transfers the merchandise.�


�Why do you say
�safely�?  Is there danger?  Oh my God, you�re not into anything illegal like
elephant ivory or something like that, are you?�


�No, nothing like
that.  But there are those who perceive our�merchandise�to be extremely, shall
we say, troubling.�


�What do you
import?�


�Beautiful women,
like you.�  He said it in so unemotional a manner that I didn�t know what to
think, but then he smiled and added, �Yet now that I have you, I have all the
beautiful women I need.�  And he sealed it with a kiss.  The kiss turned into
foreplay.  Why he used the plural �women� was easily dismissed by my sex hungry
mind.  I wanted him, and he took me missionary style, my legs pointed to the
ceiling, my back arched to take all of him, my moans echoing around his
bedroom.


This time he
slowed his strong thrusting action to maintain eye contact with me, as if he
wanted a psychic connection beyond the physical.  He had it.  He kept to this
new slower rhythm until we came together, as I knew we would.


He drove me back
to the restaurant to get my car.  We parted with more promises of love�s bright
future.   All during the drive south I worried about how I looked.  Would I
appear to my family like a woman who just got laid by her lover?  This was a
strange way to view myself�the cheating, and soon abandoning wife.  I pondered
how I would tell Todd, and then how I�d handle Sherri�s delicate pre-teen
psyche.


Todd had waited up
for me.  He didn�t question my choice of clothes, only wanting to know more
about my dinner date.  As any cheating wife learns, lies become easy.  I tried
not to embellish the lie too much.  I didn�t want any increase in suspicion, at
least until I dropped the bombshell on him.


A few days later I
still hadn�t told my husband I wanted a divorce, though that didn�t stop me
from needed my �fix� of Michael.  He didn�t answer his cell so I called his
office number.  His voicemail message said he was away but didn�t elaborate.  I
used the word fix because that�s how I felt�like a junkie in need�though my
drug was Michael�s cock.  Every thought of him made me wet with desire.  I
frantically tried his cell many times until he finally answered.


He explained that
he was in Europe �arranging for the transfer of some new merchandise.�  When I
asked when he�d get back, I was sure he heard the desperation in my voice.


The day after he
returned, he picked me up for lunch, but instead of eating he drove me to a
secluded spot south of the city, where he saw my need, hiked my skirt up,
draped me over the hood of his car, slid the crotch of my damp panties aside
and fucked me hard.  The slut that I�d become came quickly from all the pent up
craving, not thinking in the least about the tawdriness of where we were or
whether we�d been seen by anyone.  Back in the car, I asked him many
questions.  I wanted to know a lot: his trip, his business, his life.  The only
thing Michael wanted to know was whether I told Todd.  He was angry when I told
him I hadn�t yet broached the subject of divorce with my husband.  �Maybe you
don�t love me as I love you.  Maybe you don�t want to be with me.�  I professed
my love for him and vowed to speak with Todd.  Since our fucking was my lunch, he
drove back into the city to drop me off at work. 


I was a mental
wreck for days as I built up the courage to tell Todd I was leaving him. 
Compounding my angst was the fact Michael wasn�t answering his phone.  Another
business trip, or were we over?  The latter was something I didn�t wish to
ponder; my desire was too strong for that.  Whenever I thought of him kissing
me, touching me, entering me and filling me, my pussy ran like an overflowing
river.


Todd began to
notice the effect Michael�s absence was having on me.  He asked me if my job
had become more stressful lately.  I evaded his concerns, and gazed critically
at my reflection in the mirror.  Yes, I looked like the basket case I was.  I
wasn�t so addled that I failed to realize it was late and Sherri hadn�t come
home from her friend Libby�s house.  


�Have you heard
from her?� I asked Todd, though I knew he had been too engrossed with the case
files he brought home.


�I haven�t.�  He
glanced at his watch, and was surprised at the late hour.  �We should call
Libby�s to see what�s up.�


I called, but when
her mother answered and told me she thought Libby was here at our house, I grew
worried, though not yet in a panic.  We called around to every friend we could
think of, but no one had seen the girls.  After making one of the calls,
sitting at Todd�s desk, I happened to see a photograph peeking out from one of
his files, obviously a long-range surveillance photo.  The image was grainy but
the identity of the man was unmistakable. It was Michael.  My Michael.


Todd saw my facial
expression and said, �What�s wrong, honey?�


I was panicking
now.  �Who is this man?� I asked, trying to keep the panic from my voice.


�That�s Michael
Spinoza.  He�s the ringleader of that sex trafficking ring I told you about,
you remember, the one that kidnapped girls for the overseas sex trade.  Why? 
Have you seen him?�


�No�oh no�just
curious, that�s all.�


Spinoza, not
Spinner, exporting rare merchandise; �exquisitely beautiful things� as he had
put it.


�Oh, Sherri!� I
cried out as I fell to the floor, my husband standing over me, wondering what
was going on.


I was doomed for
what I�d done.  We were all doomed.


�Sherriiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii!�
I cried out again for my poor, beautiful daughter, who would pay for her
mother�s sins.
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One thing people are never truly
aware of as they grow into adulthood is how sexually naïve they really are. 
Most of us are bombarded throughout our teen years with sexual images and
innuendos, yet we think our ignorant backseat groping and dorm room fumbling
indicate we understand ourselves and our sexuality.  Sadly, I was like that. 
Sure, I necked with boyfriends in the back seats of their cars.  I was a fairly
good-looking teenager, so many boys felt me up on dates, and I was happy to let
them.  However, no one got to home plate.  I was saving my virginity for my
future husband, and thought it a noble notion.


Stupid me.


Jimmy swept me off my feet.  We met
during my second year at State U.  He was a tall, handsome man, the kind I
always dreamed of marrying.  He proposed to me about a year later.  We decided
not to get married until we graduated, but it seemed like the time to offer him
my virginity.  I felt no fireworks, no explosions of orgasmic bliss.  I
wondered what all the fuss was about; he got on top of me, and within a minute
or two it was over.  Don�t get me wrong.  I knew what an orgasm was from
occasional masturbation, but those weren�t exactly stupendous.  I figured it
for normal.


Jimmy and I married on a beautiful
June day.  We postponed our honeymoon so we could look for jobs.  With the
terrible economy, our pickings were either slim or none.  Without the
proverbial pot to piss in, we swallowed our pride and accepted the offer to
stay with Jimmy�s parents while we looked for work.


Marty and Wendy were pretty
well-to-do since Marty sold his business.  He joked about being �prematurely
retired.�  Their house was a marvelous ranch at the outskirts of town.  Marty
was proud of the fact they didn�t have a neighbor within a half-mile. (�So
Wendy and I can go skinny dipping in the hot tub without anyone looking� he
said to me once with a wink.)  They were nice enough people, so I didn�t mind
living with them.


Jimmy was always worried that we�d
make �too much noise� in bed, but I couldn�t see that happening.  It�s not as
if I howled at the moon.  I soon learned why my husband was worried.  His mom
and dad DID make a lot of noise.  Many nights I�d hear the bed slam
their bedroom wall in a rhythmic beat followed by Wendy�s muffled screams. 
Hearing them bothered both of us.  For Jimmy, it was the embarrassment of
hearing his parents having sex like teenagers.  For me however, it was the
realization that I had a pathetic love life; as a relative newlywed, I was
envious of my in-laws for thoroughly enjoying something I�d failed to grasp as
enjoyable.  I wasn�t so naïve as to not know that sex meant more to many people
than it meant to me, but I pretty well chalked that up to being my fault. 
Maybe I was frigid, like the old-timers used to say.  I began to think I�d talk
to my gynecologist next time I saw her, though I also knew I�d probably chicken
out before I brought up the subject of sex.


Jimmy was the first one of us to find
a job.  He was ecstatic, and we had a little party to celebrate. His folks gave
him a new briefcase, and included me in on the gift, as I certainly didn�t have
any money to buy my husband anything.  That night I offered myself as his gift,
and he happily took me, grunting away.


A new chapter of my life began when
Jimmy went to work.  Luckily the job wasn�t far enough away he couldn�t
commute.  I stayed with Marty and Wendy during the day, combing the internet
job sites and sending out resumes. My in-laws were gracious enough to leave me
alone while I did my searches and attempted to network.


One afternoon I found them naked and
in the hot tub.  �Hi there, Emma.  How about taking a break and join us,� Wendy
called out.


�Okay, I guess.  I�ll go put my
bathing suit on.�


Marty chuckled while Wendy said, �You
don�t have to be shy around us now that we�re family.�


�It would be the first time
anyone�s worn a bathing suit in here,� Marty said, then chuckled again.


Wendy turned to my father-in-law and
said, �Okay, let�s not embarrass her, dear.�  She turned to me and said, �If it
makes you more comfortable, Emma, then by all means put on a suit.�


I went back into the house to
change.  My bikini was fairly conservative as bikini�s go, and I knew I�d be
comfortable enough wearing it in front of them.  I wanted to be accepted by
them, be part of the family, so I couldn�t very well have declined the
invitation.  All I had to do was pretend they weren�t naked.


When I emerged from the house, Marty
gave me a wolf-whistle, and Wendy said, �You look great, honey,� as she slid
over closer to Marty to make room for me in the tub.  Marty added, �My boy sure
knows how to pick �em.�


I didn�t want to stare, but both of
them were in pretty good shape for their age.  Of course all I could really see
was above the bubbling waterline.  Marty was lean and buff, and surprisingly
appeared to have had a wax job, with no chest or arm hair.  Wendy�s breasts
were smaller than mine, but still looked firm.


�Would you like a beer?� Marty asked
me as he stood up.


I hoped I stifled the gasp that tried
to escape my lips.  His chest wasn�t the only place waxed smooth.  The man was
hung, and wasn�t exactly limp at that moment either.  He looked at me and
smiled, aware of my reason for not answering him.


�It�s okay, sweetheart,� Wendy said,
�I have that same reaction every time I see him, and I get to sleep with him
every night.�  She turned to Marty, �Now, stop posing and get her a beer.  Me
too.�


I couldn�t help myself.  I watched
Marty walk to a small bar refrigerator against the house and pull three beer
bottles out, his cock fantastically swinging and swaying all the way.  I didn�t
have any experience with men so I didn�t have too much to compare Marty against
except for his son, and Jimmy didn�t inherit that part of his anatomy.


We drank our beers and made small
talk for a while until Wendy sidled up closer and whispered, �My son doesn�t do
it for you.�  It was a statement, not a question.  I looked at her but didn�t
know what to say.  She whispered again, �Don�t be embarrassed.  You�re horny; I
can tell those things.  We love you, Emma, and I�m sorry if Jimmy
isn�t�satisfying�you.  You look like you could use a good lay.�


I was aghast, both for her candor and
the veracity of her observation.  I had to hear my in-laws have sex to realize
what I have been missing in my life.  Was I that transparent?  After he went to
fetch us more beer, Marty said with a chuckle in his voice, �Honey, why don�t
you at least take that top off and let those beauties get some air.�


Wendy gave him a dirty look and said,
�Don�t be teasing her.  She�s a big girl and can do what she wants.�


But she had been correct.  I needed
something, if only to get out of the rut I was in.  �No, I think that�s a
marvelous idea,� and pulled my bikini bra off.


Marty whistled again.  �Wowwie!  I
was right.  They are beauties!  What do you think, dear?�


Wendy answered, �You�re right as
usual, honeybunch, they are beautiful, and just look at those nipples!�  I
blushed and looked down at my breasts.  My areolas had blushed and darkened
too, while my nipples had stiffened considerably.


�Okay, let�s stop looking, we�re
embarrassing her for sure now,� she said to her husband.


I was on my third beer and feeling it
when Marty said we should get out of the tub before we shriveled up.  They had
some patio lounge chairs on the back deck, so we went to those, but not before
Wendy coaxed me out of my bikini bottoms.  �You�re at home with us dear.  You
need to impress Jimmy with an overall tan.�  


We spread low SPF sunscreen on each
other as Marty sat across from us and watched.  �Damn if you two rubbing each
other like that isn�t getting an old man hot and bothered.�


I looked at him, smiling, but the
smile dropped from my face when I saw his cock had risen significantly.


Wendy interpreted my shock as unease,
and said, �Please forgive us, Emma dear.  I think we�re a bit more open in our
sexuality than you�re accustomed to.  Don�t be upset at Marty.  He�s seeing you
for what you are, a beautiful, voluptuous woman and not a daughter-in-law.�


Marty cuffed his erect cock and
added, �Yeah, sometimes this thing has a mind of its own.�


I forced a laugh, yet it was
difficult for me to take my eyes away from his amazing erection.  I should be
ashamed at having these thoughts.  He was my father-in-law, for God�s sake, and
yet I was daydreaming of what it would feel like if he was between my thighs. 
Her lounge chair beside mine, Wendy stared at my crotch until she arose from
her chair and knelt near my head.  She whispered in my ear, �Oh dear, you�re
wet!  I�m so sorry we�ve got you horny, I really am.�


I couldn�t believe what she said,
until I looked down between my legs and saw the tell-tale glistening under
sunshine of my juices on my pubic hair and on the inside of my thighs.  The
wetness was unprecedented.


�I�I�I�� I tried to speak, but she
placed a finger at my lips.


�You don�t have to explain.  I
understand.  We understand,� Wendy said.  She lay back down in her lounge
chair, spreading her legs wide to tease her husband, who by the looks of his
cock didn�t need any further teasing.


Marty said to his wife, �Christ, all
I need is for Emma to do that and I�ll have a touchless cum for sure!�


Wendy laughed.  �Why her?  I don�t do
it for you anymore?� she said.  I knew she was teasing him, but it still made
me uncomfortable hearing them talk so openly about me, sex and arousal.  Of
course my discomfort included the lascivious thoughts roiling in my brain about
Marty�s sizable tool that he had no intention of hiding from his own
daughter-in-law.  His cock wasn�t the only thing that had a mind of its own; my
legs ever so slowly eased apart.


�That does it, woman!� Marty bellowed
as he leapt from his chair.  Wendy giggled as he approached.  I lay still,
mesmerized by his erection as he drew closer.  He winked at me, reached down,
lifted his giggling wife from her lounge chair, and throwing her over his
shoulder like a sack of potatoes, carried her into the house.  After several
minutes, I heard Wendy�s orgasmic screams.  They seemed to go on and on;
something I couldn�t fathom.  I closed my eyes and imagined Marty was fucking
me and I was screaming like that.  My fingers were at my clit and I rubbed
furiously, until I surprised myself with a loud wail as the superb orgasm
overwhelmed me.


I was surprised by Wendy�s voice
behind me.  �Look at her, she�s still cumming.�


Marty hovered over me and said,
�Those tits of yours sure are beautiful when they heave like that.�  He leaned
down and kissed me on the forehead.  �My boy�s a lucky man.�  He went back into
the hot tub, but Wendy sat down at the edge of my chair.


�You okay?� then she laughed, and
said, �Of course you�re okay, you just climaxed!�


�I�m okay�now,� I said, and then we
both laughed.


�I know I keep repeating it, but I just
want to make sure you don�t get the wrong impression about us.  Marty and I
have always been crazy sexually, and we don�t hide it, but maybe Jimmy has
never been accepting of that fact.  All I know is my husband will be
fantasizing about you for a while now that he�s seen you naked, and saw the way
you looked at him.  Every man needs a look like that.�  Smiling, she winked at
me.  �You are a hot looking gal�what a body�I�m glad you showed it to us.�  She
bent down to kiss me but it wasn�t on the forehead.


Wendy was kissing me full on the
lips!  I was shocked yet I didn�t stop her.  As she insinuated her tongue
between my trembling lips, something began to burn inside me.  Even my husband
didn�t kiss me this way.  When her hand went to my vulva, I couldn�t help but
moan, though it was stifled by her lips on mine.


When she pulled her lips away, she
said, �I just had to do that.�


I was superheated and trying to catch
my breath.


Wendy took my hand and placed it on
one of her breasts.  �I should have told you that I�m quite bisexual, and when
you joined us in the hot tub earlier, Marty wasn�t the only one you turned on. 
Please don�t be angry with me for the kiss.�


I felt flushed.  �Whew!  I�m not
angry, just surprised and maybe overwhelmed.  It�s been a long time since I
felt like this.�  


Which wasn�t the truth; maybe I�ve never
felt like this.  And kissing a woman!  What a day of revelations this has
been�about me, my repressed sexuality, and the sad state of my marriage bed.  I
let Wendy take me by the hand and lead me to the hot tub to join Marty.  He was
sitting on the edge with only his legs in the water, and he�d obviously been
watching us.  He certainly wasn�t embarrassed about his new erection, saying
�Who needs a blue pill with you two around.�


My father-in-law was driving me
crazy.  Did he know it?  His arousal sure made me feel good about my body in
ways mere words or compliments couldn�t do.  The visceral rawness of what
happened today�their open sexuality, their spontaneous fucking, their candor
about me, and my fantasizing that led to masturbation�had turned my perception
of the world upside down.  Marty was looking at me, and I loved it.  Our eyes
remained locked together as I approached the hot tub, and I read in his eyes
his desire for me.  Of course if it was obvious to me then it must be obvious
to his wife. Instead of the jealousy I thought I�d see, Wendy seemed to be
encouraging it.


Nonetheless, after I climbed back
into the hot tub, I ended up between them.  I couldn�t help but be aware of
Marty�s erection, so close and at eye level.  I found it marvelously surprising
that a man his age could remain hard for so long.


Wendy patted my thigh underwater, and
said, �We can�t let that wonderful thing go to waste, can we?�  Her use of the
word �we� had me panicking.  Regardless of how my body has reacted to Marty, I
couldn�t touch him, let alone do anything else.  It would be totally wrong.


Thankfully, she meant only the two of
them, as she moved around me to pull her husband into the roiling water.  I
didn�t think people could have sex underwater (for lack of lubrication) but
they surprised me once more.  Without any self-consciousness regarding my
presence, Wendy mounted Marty right there in the tub.  She was a wild lady,
bouncing up and down on him.  He smiled throughout, and for a while stared at
my breasts.  I knew why he was looking, too.  This was the first time I ever
saw someone else having sex.  I�ve never watched porn; I never saw the need
to.   I was breathing so hard my breasts were bounding, and my nipples were as
stiff as Marty�s cock.


Wendy began to make noises deep in
her throat. The sounds grew louder until she began to cry out, �I�mmm
cummminggggg!� repeatedly, her head thrown back and her eyes closed.  She was
trembling all over.


Marty threw his head back and moaned,
�Meeeee tooooooo!�  With one final thrust, I knew he was climaxing.


What happened next compounded my
continuing day of surprises.  I must have leaned closer to him as I watched in
awe, for he leaned toward me and kissed me.  Without hesitation, I opened my
lips for his tongue.  At that moment the universe was our kiss.  Nothing else
mattered.  Time stopped.


�God, this is getting hairy,� Wendy
said, which broke the tension.


�Yes,� Marty replied, still looking
at me rather than his wife.  �This shouldn�t be happening, us having sex in
front of you, and��  He didn�t have to spell out the �and.�  With a shake of
his head, he added, �It�s not fair to Jimmy.�  He was right.  All this teasing
and arousal wasn�t fair to my husband, their son.  But was it fair to me, now
that I caught a glimpse of what I�d been missing?


Marty excused himself, saying he was
going to shower and get dressed.  Wendy and I also emerged from the hot tub. 
She hugged me and once more apologized.  �You�re not upset with us, are you
dear?�


�No, not at all.�


�That�s good.  We both love you more
than you know; more than being Jimmy�s wife.  Sometimes we go too far.  I don�t
want you to hate us for it.�


�I won�t,� I said.  As we dried off,
gathered our things and walked to the house, I sheepishly asked her about her
comment about sometimes going too far.


She told me about a neighbor lady (Adele,
who was single) that they invited once to share the hot tub with them.  Wendy
chuckled and said, �She had bazooms out to here,� gesturing with her hands,
�and Marty and I kind of lost it, you�d say.  We ended up in bed, and what a
threesome!  Hot damn, could that woman lick pussy!�


I thought I was beyond shock, but
this revelation floored me.  �What happened?  Why was it too far?�


�I think she was too embarrassed
afterwards.  She didn�t talk to us that much after that day.  Too bad, she was
really hot.�


In amazement I asked, �You really do
like to have sex with women?�


She put her hand on my arm and
stopped me.  �Like I told you when I kissed you earlier.� She hesitated, and
then said, �You�ve never slept with a woman, have you?�


�No.�  Shit, I didn�t have experience
with men, never mind women.


She hummed �Mmmmm,� but said nothing
more on the subject.  


When Jimmy came home from work and
later during dinner no one spoke of the day�s activity.  Marty seemed to be
trying hard not to make eye contact with me throughout the evening.  I guessed
maybe he was embarrassed by his actions, like kissing me and showing off his
erection.  Unlike the neighbor lady Wendy told me about, I wasn�t embarrassed. 
Instead, I was feeling melancholy.  Why couldn�t I enjoy sex like my
mother-in-law did?  What was wrong with me?


When Jimmy begged off sex later that
night, saying he was �too tired� and wanted to get a good night�s sleep for
work the next day, my melancholy feeling morphed into gloominess.  I fully
understood my husband�s mood, though that didn�t address the uptick in my
suddenly rampant libido.  I fell asleep a frustrated woman, though not once
thinking of masturbation.


After breakfast and seeing my husband
off to work, I sat with Wendy and over coffee surprised her by asking about the
threesome with the neighbor.  �Why do you want to know about that?� she asked.


�I don�t know.  It�s just something I
never even thought happened in real life, never mind that you and Marty were
part of it.�


She looked at me skeptically.  �It
started out a lot like yesterday.  Marty always admitted how much he lusted
after her, so one day we invited her over to use the hot tub with us.  She saw
Marty�s cock, and the rest was history.  After some teasing that amounted to
foreplay we ended up in the bedroom.  She must�ve gone a good while without
sex.  I never saw a woman go crazy like that.�


�Like me,� I muttered.


�Oh, honey, don�t say that.  Unlike
with Adele, we didn�t set out to get you involved.  That just happened by
accident.  We didn�t know��


�That I�m missing something,� I
finished for her.


�Maybe yesterday was a bad idea.  No
hot tub for you today,� Wendy said with a sigh.  �We don�t want to be messing
things up between you and Jimmy.�


You can�t mess up something that
doesn�t exist, I wanted to say.  Instead I slinked off to shower.  I was happy
they allowed me to use the master bathroom shower, with all its crazy nozzles
that sprayed you from several angles.  I was about to enter when Marty showed
up to use the shower at the same time.


�Oh, sorry, you go first,� he said
with a smile, only wearing a pair of loose-fitting linen drawstring pants,
which I presumed was his night wear.


All the strange feelings I had the
day before about my father-in-law returned and overwhelmed me.  He had to have
recognized my distress.  Yet, there in his eyes and in his mischievous smile I
saw that he did.  I saw the way he looked at me, his eyes dancing over my body,
remembering how I looked yesterday, naked and wanting.  And I was still
wanting, more than ever.  �We can shower together.  It won�t be any different
than yesterday in the hot tub.�


Marty stared.  You could practically
see his brain processing all the implications of my invitation.  Finally, he
said �Why not,� and dropped his pants.  As I disrobed, I kept an eye on his
member, and it twitched and began rising in appreciated splendor.


After adjusting the water
temperature, I stepped into the shower and he followed.  I put my back to him
and he began to soap me up.  As he reached around me and washed my breasts, I
felt his stiffened cock against my backside.  Every part of me wanted to touch
his cock; to stroke it, feel its steely power, worship its length and girth.  I
didn�t.  I wanted to be passive, to be taken.  As a woman dreams: taken by a
virile man. 


�Can you��wash my hair?� I said.  How
close did I come to asking my father-in-law to fuck me?


As he washed and rinsed my hair, I
came to realize for the first time what foreplay was.  Both of us were�teasing
wasn�t really the right word, but so be it�each other in subtle yet profound
ways.  His fingertips sent sparks into my body, and it didn�t matter if it was
my hair or my breasts he was touching.  His erection nestled nicely in the
small of my back as I slowly rolled my body to rub it.  I closed my eyes and
gasped as his fingertips found my moist and swollen labia, and swirled around
my clit.  Neither one of us had said a word.


With my back still to him, I leaned
over and waited for him to enter me.  He gave his cockhead a few passes between
the folds of my pussy before slowly sliding in.


�Marty, it�s too big!� I cried out,
having never felt this level of penetration before.


He murmured, �No it�s not.  It�s what
you want.�


He held my hips and fucked me with
long, deep thrusts as the shower water cascaded over us.  He was right.  He
wasn�t too big for me.  I took every glorious inch of him until I was trembling
and squealing from the most amazing orgasm of my life, an orgasm that until
now, in my naïveté, I didn�t know was even possible.  He had groaned but I
never felt him ejaculate, though he had, as the shower spray rinsed away the
cum dribbling from me.


He turned me and we kissed.  When our
lips finally parted, I thanked him.


�It was my pleasure, sweetheart. 
Just don�t tell Jimmy.�


�What about Wendy?� I asked.


�She�s got a sixth sense when it
comes to me and sex.  She�ll know soon enough, but don�t worry.  She�ll
understand�it won�t bother her as long as it doesn�t get back to hurt my son at
all.  That�s my only worry, that you�we�don�t hurt Jimmy.�  We dried and
dressed.  I went to my laptop and began another day of job searches and
e-mailed resumes.


Later, as if she read my mind, Wendy
snuck up behind me and began massaging the kink from my shoulders.  �Any luck?�


I considered my �luck� of being
fucked well by her husband this morning.  �I found a few good possibilities. 
My fingers are crossed.�


�But not your legs,� she said. 
Shocked, I turned around to face her.  She quickly added, �Look, I know Marty
fucked you this morning, and I�m okay with it, really I am.  Maybe I�m jealous
in a different way than you may think.�


�Huh?�


With a hand tenderly holding each
side of my head, Wendy said, �I�m jealous that he had you and I didn�t.  You
don�t realize how gorgeous you are.�  She leaned down while pulling my head to
her.  Our lips met, then our tongues.  I found myself beyond thinking of the
ramifications.  I simply went with this new state of arousal.  While our lips
were still locked together, I slowly arose from the chair.  Our bodies were as
one, standing there.  Unlike the primal need I felt when Marty was in the
shower with me, now the need was more ephemeral, harder to grasp, yet at the
same time it too was primal in its own special way.


She guided me to her bedroom where we
undressed each other in silence. The sound of our voices�our plaintive
cries�would come later.  She took me first.  Her lips and tongue explored every
inch of me.  My nipples never felt more appreciated.  By the time she sucked
lightly on my clit, I was a goner.


�Wennnnnnnnnndddddddddyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy!�
I cried in blissful orgasm. 


Except for calling out her name as I
climaxed, not once did I ponder that a woman had brought me this heavenly
pleasure.  Of course that was until she begged me to reciprocate. It was one
thing to gratefully receive what she just gave me, but in my narrow, naïve view
of sexuality (up to yesterday) I was having trouble wrapping my mind around
sleeping with another woman.  I thought about what she did to me and tried to
mimic it.  I knew my first foray was too timid, too tentative for Wendy.  She
began to gently direct me on what to do to her.  Everything I experienced with
Wendy�s body gave me new insight into mine.  I marveled at how her nipples
responded to my lips.  Had mine been that stiff?  I was amazed by the look and
texture of her vulva, especially with her being completely shaven.  How would
it feel if I was shaved and waxed bald?  I was astonished by the liveliness of
her clitoris.  Was mine like that?


�You�re doing good, honey�a little
higher�yes�there�oh�yes, yes�YES�YES�� she moaned on and on until my tongue was
awash in her orgasmic juices.  She squeezed her thighs, to hold my head there
as she climaxed, moaning softly as her body shuddered.


When she finally relaxed in
post-orgasmic languor, I lay next to her and lazily played with one of her
breasts, though studied may be a better word for what I was doing.  �That
was�interesting,� I murmured.


�I think every woman should fuck
another woman at least once in their life to truly understand their sex,� Wendy
said.  �I hope we can do this more than once.  I love you, Emma.�


Love.  That word now meant a whole
lot more coming from her mouth than it would have days ago.  As Marty had said,
I�m beyond daughter-in-law status with my in-laws now, having had sex with both
of them.  The remainder of the day was like a dance.  We danced around each
other, unsure of what to say or do.  I was sure they worried I�d somehow spill
the beans to Jimmy, though they were probably also worrying that I would react
like their neighbor Adele had reacted, retreating from them in embarrassment. 
On their apparent worries, I thought, I was more agog than aghast; overwhelmed
by having my eyes opened to new sexual possibilities, but hardly embarrassed.


Like after the initial taste of a
forbidden fruit, I was now as horny as hell.  I�d experienced sex beyond my
dreams and now I wanted more.  I coaxed my bewildered husband to bed early. 
When I sucked him to hardness and then climbed on top, his perplexed look was
priceless.  I was sure he was wondering how I learned such a thing�woman on
top; it wasn�t in his how-to book.  Since I�d learned all the signs, I wouldn�t
let him cum, slowing down or stopping until I was sure he wouldn�t yet
explode.  Of course, he didn�t have the control, so even when I stopped once,
he still came.  I did manage to have a small orgasm, so I considered it a
victory.  At least he fell asleep smiling.


Two days later I got a call to
schedule a phone interview.  The prospective job was one I knew I�d love, so my
spirits were high when I saw my in-laws head out back to the hot tub.  I got
undressed, threw on a robe, mixed up a pitcher of margaritas, salted three
glasses, put everything on a tray, and went out to join them.


�I feel like celebrating,� I declared
as I slipped out of the robe and handed each a drink.  They were still tiptoeing
around me, not having said anything in the preceding couple of days that might
hint at our sexual liaison.  After I climbed into the roiling water, I
explained about the call and my hopes for the job.  �I know it�s too early to
celebrate anything, but maybe I just needed an excuse for one of these,�
lifting my glass, �and this,� sweeping my hand to indicate the hot tub.  Did
they get the fact my sweeping hand included them?


I slid over to be as close to Marty
as I could.  My proximity did its trick, as once more I was in awe of the older
man�s virility.  His cock rose considerably, and I made sure he knew I noticed.


I glanced across at Wendy.  Did she
understand my unspoken message?  I was offering myself to Marty again, but I
wanted Wendy to be okay with it, whether she participated or not. 
Interestingly, Marty was asking his wife an unspoken question as well.  With
his proud cock standing erect, he too wanted to know if it was okay with his
wife to fuck me.


Wendy nodded, then climbed out of the
hot tub, leaving Marty and me to do what we wanted.  Thankfully, she didn�t
look angry.  �Come here, beautiful,� Marty said, and I jumped onto his lap. 
While we kissed, I positioned myself at the head of his turgid shaft.  I was so
hot I didn�t have to worry about lubrication, even in the hot, bubbling water. 
I impaled myself right to my cervix.


�Oh my God,� I muttered.  Could it be
possible he was more swollen, thicker today than before?  I felt like I was
being split in two.  I couldn�t move; locked in place by his immense presence
deep in my vagina.


Marty groaned, �Damn you�re so
tight.�  He lifted me with him still inside, and sat me on the tub�s rim.  He
fucked me with such manic thrusts that I wasn�t sure which would come first:
I�d split in half, abrade my backside, or orgasm.  �I�m gonna cum, and it�ll be
buckets,� Marty said with a moan.  After a few more heavy thrusts he pulled
out, held his cock like a fire hose, and splattered me with a prodigious amount
of semen.  Then he put it back in and fucked me some more.  I was on sensory
overload by that time, and my climactic scream sounded foreign to my own ears.


When we collapsed back into the
water, he held me tightly with one hand cupping one of my breasts.  �A part of
me feels like the luckiest man alive while the other part feels like such a
fool.  I shouldn�t be having sex with my son�s wife, but I can�t quell my lust
for you.  You�re amazing,� he said, squeezing my breast.


�You�re the amazing one.  Jimmy never
makes me cum like you do.�


�And therein lies the problem.  I
can�t do anything about his equipment or his stamina, and I guess it�s too late
for any training.�  He laughed, �Makes him sound like a puppy.�


I climbed onto his lap again and
said, �Then I believe you�ll just have to keep fucking me.�


He knew that wasn�t the long term
answer.  I knew it wasn�t the answer, and Wendy I was sure didn�t want that
answer either.  But in the short term, I still needed it.  I coaxed Marty back
to hardness and in the spirit of his mentioning puppy training, he did me
doggie.  I was sure far-away neighbors heard me scream.


Later on in the day, I sensed that my
mother-in-law was avoiding me.  My quickly evaporating innocence didn�t prevent
me from realizing that all her talk of sexual openness and freedom only went so
far.  My newfound lust not only put them between Jimmy and me, but I could soon
get between her and Marty.  Regardless of my rampant state of arousal, I
couldn�t let those things happen.  I vowed to concentrate on �training� Jimmy,
as his dad alluded.


Looking back at that following
Saturday morning, I can�t help but laugh at the irony.  By that morning, I so
desperately wanted Marty�s cock in me I figured everyone could smell the
pheromones or musk, or whatever signals I was emitting.  I had to get out of
the house, so I talked Jimmy into going to the market with me.  While in the
store, I caught my husband ogling a very large-breasted blond.  Aisle after
aisle we�d bump into her again and again.  On one such �meeting� she saw Jimmy
staring, and smiled, overtly eyeing him up and down�sizing him up, it looked to
me.  Then she glanced at me, and I saw it in her eyes.  Whether it was those
pheromones or not, she immediately picked up on my libido�s heightened
condition.  I knew it.  The woman must be Adele, the neighbor my in-laws had
the threesome with.


I took my chances and approached her,
introducing myself as Marty and Wendy�s daughter-in-law.  She was taken aback
by my forwardness, so I explained that the in-laws had mentioned her, along with
her description.  I didn�t mention the hot tub.  Jimmy looked on with
fascination (though I thought he was only looking at her multiple-D-cup
breasts) until I introduced him to Adele.  She looked him up and down once
more, probably figuring like-father-like-son. I stifled the urge to laugh.


Up until that moment I only had
neighborly intentions.  However, blind-sided by Jimmy�s obvious interest in the
buxom older woman, and remembering how Wendy described the threesome with her,
I formulated a new plan.


�We�re staying with his parents for a
while until we have a place of our own,� I said to Adele.  �Wendy told me you
liked their hot tub.�  I looked at Jimmy when I continued, �I�m sure your folks
wouldn�t mind if we used it, right?�  Not waiting for an answer, I turned back
to Adele and said, �That would be a nice way to get to know each other, you
being our nearest neighbor and all.�


She glanced at Jimmy once more, and
said, �I�d be glad to.  Tomorrow?�


Jimmy said, �I�ll clear it with my
folks, but I�m sure it would be okay.�  We exchanged cell numbers and finished
our shopping.  On the way home, Jimmy commented on what a nice lady Adele
seemed.  Yeah, �nice� meaning her tits, I thought.  Besides being tall
and handsome, Jimmy must have inherited something else from his dad, a love a
big �bazooms.�  This would be interesting.


Wendy and Marty were confused by the
invitation to Adele, especially in light of them telling me of their tryst,
though they said it was okay to use the tub.  I let Jimmy call Adele to confirm
her visit.  He did a lousy job of trying to hide his excitement from me.  Adele
showed up with a bottle of expensive tequila and some limes.  We would have a
nice hot tub party.  


Jimmy�s folks were nervously cordial
in greeting their neighbor, otherwise they left us alone.  Curiously, Adele
didn�t shy away from dropping vague hints as to what had occurred the last time
she was here.  I wondered if Jimmy was picking up on those hints.  Adele used a
bathroom to change into her bathing suit, while I put on my bikini bottoms but
left the top lying on the bed.  I put on a silk robe and went out back,
stopping along the way to get a knife and glasses.  Jimmy was already in his
swim trunks and firing up the hot tub when Adele and I emerged from the house.  Like
a wonder of modern science, I wondered how her bikini bra held back those
immense melons.  Jimmy�s stare was wonder of a different sort.  Besides her
chest, the older woman had a fine body.  If Jimmy didn�t go for her, I would.


On a small patio table near the hot
tub, Adele and I cut the limes into wedges and poured the tequila.  Jimmy had
climbed in first, and I handed him a glass.  Adele took a glass and climbed in
near him.  I dropped my robe and carried the third glass into the hot tub, and
sat next to Adele, opposite my husband.  Jimmy looked at my toplessness with
amazement.  However, my unencumbered tits didn�t hold his attention for long.


I lifted my glass, and toasted, �To a
great afternoon, and meeting new friends.�


Adele said, �Here, here, I�ll drink
to that!�


While we soaked and drank, Adele told
us about herself.  Jimmy and I then explained our situation, Jimmy�s new job
and my employment search.  She wished me good luck in my upcoming phone
interview.  It was a strange state of affairs in that hot tub.  My husband was
still perplexed by my brazen toplessness; Adele was openly ogling my bare
breasts with their prominent nipples, while Jimmy ogled Adele�s big ones,
probably wishing she�d remove her top.  I remembered what Wendy had said of
Adele (�could that woman lick pussy!�) and my pussy itched with the desire to
discover that for myself.


I sidled over closer to Adele, and
whispered, �Why don�t you take your top off.  I�d love to see them.�  She
looked into my eyes and we saw each other�s desire.  I didn�t wait for a
reply.  I reached behind her and untied her top and pulled it off, tossing it
away from the tub.  �There, that�s better,� I cooed.  She had the most
amazingly large areolas, and maybe even more amazing was that the tits looked
to be all natural.


Jimmy�s eyes practically popped out
of his head.  My poor, shell-shocked husband didn�t know what to do.  He�d
stare at Adele, and then sneak a glance at me to see if I noticed.  I reached
down and slid my hand into his shorts and grasped his rigid cock.  He actually
gasped.  In the meantime, Adele, looking so desperate to �play,� slid closer to
Jimmy�s other side.  Unthinkable weeks ago, I marveled at the woman�s sexual
arousal around Jimmy and me; what she saw in us who, really, were total
strangers.  Just like with the in-laws, my eyes were once more opened to new
sexual possibilities.  Those fresh eyes looked at Jimmy, seeing his good looks
and great physique that attracted me in the first place.  Had he seen me as a
hottie, the same way his father did?  


Because he had no staying power to
speak of, I jerked him off while I whispered in his ear, �You can fuck her if
you want.  I won�t mind at all.� My husband didn�t know what hit him.  He
blinked as I felt the throbbing of his ejaculating cock.  Good boy.  I knew
he�d get hard again, evidently aroused beyond comprehension by Adele, her tits,
and her attention.


For her part, Adele got even closer
and rubbed her massive mammaries against my husband�s arm.  As I predicted, he
grew as rigid as before.  My hand was replaced by Adele�s.  If she was
disappointed in Jimmy and Marty�s size differential, she didn�t let on.  In a
hoarse voice, Adele said, �Maybe we should go back to my place and get
comfortable.�


Jimmy looked at me, I guessed for
approval, but all I did was smile.  I motioned with my head in Adele�s
direction.  Jimmy got the hint.  Their kiss was amazingly frantic, hungry
even.  I had a small twinge of jealousy but it passed quickly.  I truly was a
changed woman, for I so much wanted Adele�s tongue at my pussy instead of where
it was.


Realizing the request to visit her
house was because of her nervousness with being at my in-laws�, I answered for
Jimmy �Your place sounds like a great idea, Adele.�  She didn�t answer since
her mouth was still locked onto my husband.


I climbed out of the tub, dried off,
threw my robe back on, and went into the house to put something on.  I didn�t
bother with undies.  I pulled on a pair of silk boxer shorts and a t-shirt.  I
wondered if they might be fucking already while I changed, but Jimmy soon
walked in with a noticeable hard-on in his swim shorts.


�What�s happening here, Emma?� he
asked with a bemused expression.


�Don�t you like Adele?  Never mind, I
already know the answer.  She�s hot, you sure seem to love her big tits, and
you deserve something for working hard.  That�s what�s happening.  Sex.  You
remember what that is, don�t you?�


�Are you, like, teasing me?  Is this
a test?�


�Nothing like that.  Let�s just have
fun, no strings attached.� I knew what he was thinking, so I added, �Yeah, like
your parents do.�  While he processed that, I yanked clean, dry shorts and a polo
shirt from a dresser and handed them to him.  The silly bum was embarrassed to
drop his swim trunks and expose his erection�imagine that, in front of his own
wife!  �Oh, don�t worry about it.  Let�s go see Adele before she chickens out.�


During the drive, he was mostly
silent, probably trying to wrap his brain around what had changed in his wife. 
He had to believe by now that his folks played some role in my�what would you
call it, transformation?  I preferred to think of the changes in me as more of a
liberation, a freedom I never realized was worth yearning for.


His confusion over my behavior and
motivation evaporated as soon as Adele invited us in and took off her robe. 
She was naked underneath, of course, and once more I marveled at her amazing breasts. 
Jimmy was beyond marveling. The fact that she made sure I undressed first was
lost on my husband.  She led the way to her bedroom and before long we were in
a daisy chain of sorts, Jimmy licking between her thighs while Adele hungrily
licked away between mine.  Wendy was right; the woman sure was a great pussy
eater.  I climaxed first, screaming from its intensity.  I think my screams
surprised the hell out of my husband.


When I realized that Adele wasn�t
right behind me in the orgasm department, I pushed Jimmy away, saying, �That�s
a woman�s job,� and went down on her.  I discovered that I had the touch.  Her
clit succumbed to my tongue, and she came so loudly I would have jumped with
fright if I hadn�t already known what was happening because of the spurt of
pussy juice that hit my mouth from her explosive orgasm.


I relaxed and let Jimmy have her. 
Jimmy was clueless, thinking missionary.  I whispered in Adele�s ear that he
liked me on top (which was bullshit) so she pushed him onto his back and straddled
him.  With those fabulous melons bouncing and hovering above him, he came in an
instant.  I saw the signs of his orgasm, yet thankfully for Adele, the
attraction of her tits seemed to be keeping him hard.  Though he never did that
with me, I wasn�t jealous.  I seemed to be beyond jealousy.


I got behind her and played with her
tits as she bounced upon my husband�s cock, kissing her neck at the same time. 
In a day full of amazing occurrences, her orgasmic scream was remarkably louder
than the one before.  With a groan, Jimmy came once more. Another lesson
learned was that I�d have to make more noise when I climaxed, since it appeared
to be one of my husband�s triggers.


Adele and I made love again while
Jimmy looked on with boyish wonder.  Never mind my old lost naiveté; had Jimmy
ever imagined two women having sex before?


I joked with Adele afterwards that
our orgasmic two-part harmony should have been recorded.


Exhausted, Jimmy and I eventually
went back to his folk�s house, but not before I took Adele aside and begged her
not to be embarrassed by our day together, or her libido.  �You�re a hot lady.
Marty and Wendy would like to see you again, and I would too,� I said before
kissing her, a lot of tongue action in that kiss.


I could tell that my in-laws were
dying to find out what took place, especially since I figured they�d been
spying on us while we were in their hot tub.  Jimmy certainly wouldn�t tell his
parents, but perhaps one day I would.  I almost laughed that night when I heard
the telltale headboard banging coming from my in-laws� bedroom just before I
got to practice my higher level of orgasm noise-making.  I�d convinced Jimmy to
do me doggie style, and no sooner had I bellowed, he spasmed, groaned and
unloaded into me.  It didn�t bother me that my screams went way beyond the
mediocre orgasm.  I was a newly educated woman now.


 


My phone interview went so well, they
scheduled me right away for a face-to-face one.  Marty congratulated me by
taking me in the shower.  While he made his long thrusts count, he said, �I
can�t tell Wendy this�but�when you get�that job�I�m going to�miss times like
this�you�re too good�to be true�awwww you�re cumming!  Awwwww!� feeling my
vagina contract around him.  I didn�t have to exaggerate my climax for him. 
Having his cock deep within me was heaven; my loud cries were real.  


In the intervening days, I spent a
few afternoons at Adele�s, learning from a master about how to pleasure another
woman, while simultaneously learning more about myself and what my body craved.


To make a long story short, my
interview was a hit, and they hired me.  I wondered how much my sexual
awakening here at the in-laws� house had morphed a shy woman into a confident
go-getter.  Nonetheless, my languid days of staying home and having forbidden
sex while Jimmy worked were over.  


The job was fantastic, and I met many
new friends.  One in particular was an executive I worked on some projects
with.  Robert was a few years older than me, and quite handsome.  I flirted
with him a little, a touch here and a subtle hint there.  When he invited me to
lunch, I admit my panties were wet.


He took me to lunch often,
complaining constantly that his wife didn�t �understand� him like I did. 
Uh-huh.


I waited for the first �working late�
assignment.  By the time I loosened the top buttons of my blouse, he was hard. 
We locked the conference room door.


�Oh my,� I said, �you�re so big!�


I�ve learned that men like that.


Robert fucked me like a jackhammer.
From that first time, I was in awe of his staying power.  I easily had two or
three orgasms by the time he came.  During one of our nights working late, he
pulled out and showed me just how much he had been filling me, spraying stream
after hot stream of ejaculate all over my writhing hot body.


He told me I was going places in the
company.


So, you see how much I�ve learned? 
One thing is that your in-laws can be great people.  Another is that sex is
quite a bit more than a wife�s chore.  A third is that there are a lot of sexy
men and women in the world.  I plan to sample many.


�Who�s the new junior executive?� I
asked Robert one day.  


Yes, many, many to sample.


 


The End
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I wasn�t going to kid myself.  I
recognized the symptoms.  I knew my wife had the itch; she was looking to
stray.  I didn�t think she had cheated on me yet but the itch was there
nonetheless, a spouse can tell.  It was inevitable.


I wasn�t dissatisfied with our love
life, yet her digs here and there�in bed and out�hinted that she was.  She�d
unabashedly comment about some guy in a TV spot or on a show (�Look at those
abs�mmmmm�what a hunk!� or �I�d love to have him on top of me�) trying
to goad me, get me to react.   However, no level of increased acts of affection
on my part seemed to change her demeanor.  Physically I wasn�t a slouch.  I
worked out and considered myself fit.  She wasn�t a slouch either.  Even after
having our son, she worked at holding onto the body of the woman I married.  


Yes, she would succumb to the itch
sooner or later.  It was in the air.  With us a week away
from the Rogers� pool party, Kim bought a new bikini.  The thing was an
eye-catching yellow, all strings and hardly any fabric.  She looked great in it
when she modeled it for me, and I told her so.


�It looks fantastic honey.  I love
it.  But I loved your blue one too.  Very sexy.  Did you really need a new
one?�  What I wouldn�t say, and give her more ammunition, was that the new one
was a little out of character for a mom.


�That old thing?  I was tired of it.�


As she perhaps was with me.


Angie Rogers was a widow with two
sons in college.  They had an amazing pool and backyard barbeque pit, and loved
to show it all off.  With her boys home from school, Angie�s get-together would
be a grand affair, and Kimmy would undoubtedly be the talk of the party in her
new suit.  Married to Kim, I resigned myself to being fashionably late for
everything, and Angie�s party was no exception.  When we arrived, Angie greeted
us in her bikini.


�It�s about time you two showed up. 
Either use the cabana or you know where the bathrooms are to change into
swimsuits.�  They had three tent-like structures adjacent to the pool: one
canopied the hot tub, another held a futon to �sunbathe� in the shade, while
the third closed for more privacy, the �cabana� that Angie had indicated to us.


She looked better in her suit than
any fifty-plus woman ought to look.  Her petite body was amazing in the
bikini�s classically cut bottoms and slim, bandeau top.  Her hair was a short
shag of blond-turning-to-grey hair, wild enough to look as if she just got out
of bed but probably cost a mint for her stylist to produce.  Her late husband,
Jack, had been a wealthy entrepreneur who died when he crashed his own plane
while flying to a remote business site.  Angie and the boys weren�t lacking for
money.


In hushed tones as most couples
would, Kim and I compared notes on who was there and who wasn�t.  �This is
going to be a great party,� Kim gushed.  I wondered who she lined up to flirt
with first.  She chose the tent-like cabana to change.  As we changed, I
thought I�d use the moment to say nice things about her body, especially her
freshly shaven pubic area, but my flattery was lost on her.  Yep, it sure was
inevitable.


When we joined the partiers, as
predicted all eyes were on Kim.  We mingled.  She flirted.  Soon, she was
surrounded by men while I exchanged small talk with a couple of the �abandoned�
wives.


�That�s interesting.�


I turned to find Angie behind me, a
tall drink in hand, and watching my wife.  �What�s interesting?�


She faced me and said, �Kim�s putting
out some interesting vibes, that�s all.  Are you okay with it?�


�We�re here, right?  I can�t very
well lock her up in our bedroom.�


�Let�s get you a drink and we�ll
talk.�  Angie led me by the arm toward a long table with a bar set-up.  She
didn�t need to ask my preference.  She reached into a cooler and extracted a
bottle of my favorite beer and handed it to me.  An observant lady, this one,
and I knew she was about to share more of her keen observations.


�Kim�s acting more like a woman on
the prowl than a wife and a mom.  Are you guys okay?  Do you know what she�s
aiming for?�


Aiming for�an interesting choice of
words.  I looked back toward the pool and watched my wife�s body language as
she talked up the male guests.  I watched the obliteration of personal space. 
I watched the subtle touching; nothing untoward, an arm here, a shoulder there. 
I watched Angie�s sons, John Jr., nicknamed Johnny, and his younger brother
Derek scoping her out as a MILF.  I answered Angie, �I honestly don�t know. 
Whatever�s happening, it�s as obvious to me as it is to you, I guess.  I
honestly don�t know what to do.�


�Scotty, I know this is personal, and
if you want me to shut up, just tell me.�


I smiled at her.  She wasn�t the
gossip type, so I knew she meant well.  �We can talk.  Maybe I need someone to
talk to about this shit.�  We�d walked to a far end of the pool area to be
alone.


�I assume you two aren�t having
any�unusual�issues in the bedroom.�


�You mean like ED?  No, I�ve done
enough soul searching lately, and I doubt it�s my�performance.  She�s tired of
me, it�s as simple as that.  She wants something�somebody�new, and if she
hasn�t succumbed to temptation yet, she will soon enough.�  I motioned toward
Kim, now standing between Angie�s sons, �Like you said before, she�s on the
prowl.  It�s that obvious.�


Angie walked away to play hostess
while I mingled with friends.  A couple of my friends� wives openly bitched to
me about Kim and her bikini.  One said, �She better quit flirting with my
Peter.  You better warn her, Scott.�


Yes, obvious.


We ate, drank, chatted, swam, and
drank more.   All the while, Johnny and Derek stuck to Kim like lampreys on a
shark.  I thought about that simile.  Since we were around water and Kim seemed
to be on the hunt, the shark analogy was apropos.  Once in the pool, it was
quite evident some groping was going on.  Others noticed.  When they did, they
all looked over at me, the apparently cuckolded husband.


Angie sidled up to me and said, �You
know, Scott, if you want I�ll tell the boys to lay off.  I don�t want any
trouble.�


�Thanks for the offer, Angie, but
this is Kim�s show and I�ve decided to let it play out.  It�s not Johnny or
Derek�s fault she�s leading them on.  You can think I�m de-balled or something,
but I�ve made the decision to let whatever happens, happen.  So whatever you
do, make it about your boys, not me or my wife.�


�I was thinking about you. 
The boys are big enough to make their own decisions.  I just don�t want to see
you hurt any more than you already have been.�


�And I appreciate that, I really do.�


�You want another beer?� she asked. 
The hostess took care of that, giving me something to figuratively cry into.


I knew another line had been crossed
when I saw Derek look at me while he and his brother were talking to Kim.  By
that time the party was breaking up and folks were heading home.  A few of the
women gave my wife their version of the evil eye as they left, holding their
husbands tightly to them, at least for today feeling safe from the shark. 
Eventually, as if preordained, Kim and I were the only guests remaining.  Kim
and the boys went back into the pool.  It wasn�t long before, with giggling
accompaniment, that Kim�s top was untied and tossed out of the pool.  The elder
son, John hollered to his mother �Topless, Mom?�


Angie turned to me, laughed, and
said, �I usually am topless around the pool, and they know it, so what the
hell,� and undid her top.  She moved closer, close enough for me to feel a
nipple graze against my arm, and whispered, �Damn, those tits of hers are
something.�  Kim�s nipples and areolas were puckered and proud in the cooling
late afternoon air.  Yes, they were something, and you could tell the boys
thought so too.


Kim, flushed from all the attention
(and anticipation?) asked, �Can we fire up the hot tub?�


Derek answered, �Sounds like a great
idea.  Everyone?�


As I�d admitted to his mother
earlier, the inevitability of the whole thing led me to decline.  �But you can
go ahead, Kim,� I said to her, as if she needed my permission to do what she
probably suggested to the boys in the first place.  Her answer was �Okay.�  


Angie declined too.  �You go ahead. 
I�m too old to boil in some new wrinkles.  I�ve got enough already.�


An �Are you sure, honey?� or some
such reply from Kim would�ve made it a little easier for me to swallow watching
the three of them dash off like giddy teenagers.  Let�s face it; the boys were
barely out of their teens so their enthusiasm and obviously supercharged
libidos were understandable, but I clung to the fading hope that my wife, older
and a mother, for God�s sake, would exhibit more decorum.


Angie and I got new beverages and
reclined in two side-by-side loungers.  She looked at me and said, �Are you
sure you�re okay, Scott?�  When I didn�t answer, she added, �You know they�re
going to fuck her.  I just don�t want you to blow up and take it out on my
sons.�  I said nothing in reply.  She went on in a softer tone, �Look at Johnny
and Derek with your wife�s eyes.  They�re young, virile, hunky dudes, and
that�s what she�s looking for.  It�s not an indictment of you or your
virility.�


Finally I said, �How do you know
that?�


While the water in the spa heated,
Kim played with the boys by dodging their attempts to untie her bottoms, while
she darted in and pulled down their swim shorts one after the other.  Both of
them were already semi-erect.  Her beautifully, full, bouncing and jiggling
breasts probably had something to do with that.


Angie said, �Let me tell you a
story.  Jack was a fantastic husband, father, and lover.  But when we got
married, I wasn�t much of a one-man woman.  I loved him so much yet my love
didn�t stop me from fucking a half-dozen college boys.  I never got enough. 
Like I said, my husband was a skilled lover, and well equipped to make the most
of his skills, but it was never enough for me.�


Looking at her, I said, �You�re a
great looking woman.  What about now?  Any men in your life?�


�Jesus, no.�  She was silent for a
moment, as if lost in a remembrance.  �Aw, Christ, it�s been so damn long!� 
She shook her head, then stopped to watch Kim lose her bottoms, and her and the
boys climb into the hot tub.  �I�m pathetic.  I see my sons� youth and sexual
enthusiasm and it makes me so damned horny I could die.�


Was that a veiled proposition?


From where we were sitting we
couldn�t see everything going on in the hot tub; however we sure could hear
everything.  Bouts of laughter were interspersed with silence.  Most probably
necking, not fucking, though the latter, as Angie had so clearly pointed out,
was even more inevitable now.  When Johnny came into view outside the hot tub
cabana carrying Kim in his arms, poking her backside with an impressive
erection, I�d had enough.  I began to get out of my lounge chair to confront my
wife, but Angie jumped up too and grabbed my arm.


�Okay, Scott, yes or no?  I�ll go
over there and tell them one way or the other, but I�ll be the one, not you. 
What�ll it be?�


I let my bubbling jealous rage temper
a bit.  Johnny and Kim were looking at us, still unsure.  Derek had also
climbed out of the tub, looking extremely uncomfortable standing there with his
dick pointing to the sky, looking at us too.  I faced Angie and said, �You know
that if I say no, nothing will change except she�ll do it behind my back.  Fuck
it, let them have their fun.�


I sat back down as Angie went to her
sons.  She nodded to Johnny, who immediately smiled and with Kim still held in
his arms, jumped into the pool.  Angie walked up to her youngest son and said
something to him.  He snuck a glance over at me and nodded, acknowledging
whatever his mom told him.  He wasn�t smiling as broadly as his brother had a
few seconds before, when he too jumped into the pool.


Angie walked back to me with an arm
extended.   �Now that it�s free, let�s use the hot tub.�  After taking my hand
as I stood, she turned toward the cabanas and nonchalantly dropped her bikini bottoms
and kicked them aside, hardly breaking stride.  I admired her body as I walked
behind her. Except for a few wrinkles here and there, she had the body of a
teenager.


She climbed into the roiling water
first, but not before I saw that she was shaved smooth, continuing the youthful
image.  I dropped my swim trunks and climbed in beside her.


�My oh my, Scott.  Now I really don�t
understand Kim�s dissatisfaction,� she said while palming my cock underwater. 
�And shaved, too�nice surprise.�


We sat in silence and watched the
action in the pool.  The boys had Kimmy sandwiched between them at the shallow
end.  The inevitable would happen soon.  �What did you say to Derek?� I asked.


�I told him to remember that the
woman�s husband was here, and to respect him for being man enough to let it
happen, then I told him to tell his brother the same thing.  I don�t want them
to disrespect you.�


�Thank you, Angie.�


�Whoops, there they go!� she said
with a chuckle.  At the top of the pool�s ladder, Kim was being nailed by
Johnny from behind while she deep-throated Derek in front of her.  I fought the
jealousy, but I had to grudgingly admit how erotic my wife looked getting double-teamed
by the young studs.


Angie still had a hold of my cock but
it wasn�t limp any longer.  �Would you consider taking care of an old lady�s
needs?�  She knew I didn�t need to answer; by that time I had a couple of
fingers between the folds of her labia. What I did say was, �What old lady?�
and that drew a hearty laugh from Angie as well as some additional lubrication.


At that moment, Johnny hollered. �I�m
gonna cum, oh God, yes!�  Kimmy spit out Derek�s cock and did some serious
hollering herself, throwing her head back and wailing loudly.  Johnny
noticeably shook a few times, finishing up his emptying into my wife what must
have been a heavy load.  Thankfully she was on birth control; she certainly
wasn�t thinking safe sex.


My jealousy was well in check, or
maybe it was simply distracted by the time I lifted Angie to the rim of the hot
tub.  Her legs were wide as she guided me into her willing vagina.  �Scott, oh,
Scott, you�ve got a nice cock.  Fuck me, fuck me hard, put it deep!� she
cried.  While I was standing in the roiling, hot water of the tub with her legs
up against my chest and her ankles near my neck, I did what I was told.  I held
onto her thighs and fucked her hard, interspersing long thrusts with short
bursts of rapid-fire pounding, as Kimmy used to like when we first got
married.  Angie responded as if she liked it too.


Some movement caught my attention, so
I broke eye contact with Angie long enough to see Derek walking a weak-kneed
Kim along beside him, heading for the cabana/tent with the mattress.  In
post-coital oblivion, Kim didn�t see us but Derek certainly did, he slowed,
mouthing an almost silent �Mom?� probably never thinking of the old �What�s
good for the goose�� adage, seeing me fucking his mother.


As they shuffled closer, I heard Kim
ask him if he didn�t �mind going second.�  Perhaps it was her questioning him
that drew my attention back, for only then did I see Johnny�s spent semen
trickling down her thighs.


It seemed that Derek didn�t wish to
answer any question about sloppy seconds.  Instead he said, �I�ve wanted to do
this for a long time, Missus�I mean, Kim.�  Aha!  The boys had an eye on my
wife for a while, it seemed; the MILF phenomenon.   The new question in my mind
was how long had this day been planned.


Okay, enough thinking about my wife
getting laid again; I had Angie close to cumming, and maybe because of my
jealousy I wanted her to scream, letting Kim and the boys know I could be a
good lover too.  I pounded Angie with long, hard thrusts and I was rewarded. 
Her orgasmic wail was something to behold, sending shivers up and down my spine. 
Those shivers preceded a sublime orgasm of my own.


�Oh Scott,� she said after we
slouched back into the spa�s bubbling water, �I haven�t had sex like that in
years!  We HAVE to do this again.�  She was in my lap, and her kiss was
urgent and still hungry.  


On the other hand, my attention was
back on Kim and Derek under the adjacent, open canopy.  She was on her back
with her legs high, wrapped around his upper torso.  He was an energetic
jackhammer, his ass moving in a fine, rhythmic motion.  Kimmy�s head was thrown
back as mewling sounds escaped her gaping mouth.  Derek�s hands were at her
tits as he lay upon her, thrusting wildly.


When our lips separated, Angie said,
�Are you still okay?�  She caught me watching her younger son fucking my wife. 
My mind was a flurry of conflict, so I really didn�t know the answer to her
question, and told her so.  �All I ask is that you don�t blame my sons.  Your
wife is hot, and she put out all the signals.  They�re just horny boys.�


�I don�t blame them, I blame myself.�


�Now that�s even worse.  Remember
what I told you about me when I was younger.  Your wife is going through a
phase a lot of women go through.  You called it an itch.  Well, that�s a good
description, Scott.  She�s scratching that itch now, and I bet that�ll do it
for her.  But if you feel like what she�s doing means you�re inadequate, then
you better stop feeling that way, because you�re a damned hot lover, and
well-equipped for the job I might add.�


While she was speaking she�d palmed
my cock and felt it stiffen.  I took my eyes off the fucking duo and smiled at
her.  �I�m alright with that last part.�


She laughed, �You better be!  That
was some orgasm you gave me!  Now, let�s watch �em�better than porn,� she said,
then laughed again.


Angie was right.  If I forgot it was
my wife moaning under Derek, I could appreciate the show they were putting on. 
They were breathless and glistening with sweat by the time they both climaxed. 
I was hard again, and when I glanced at Johnny sitting on the pool�s rim, he was
erect too, watching his brother with both envy and remembered glee.  Angie saw
the look on her elder son�s face as well as his erection, and said, �I think
you�d better call your babysitter.  I hope you have a flexible one, since
you�re gonna be here for a while.�


Johnny walked up to the spent couple,
and he and Derek began urging Kim back into the pool.  She shooed them away and
instead climbed into the hot tub next to me.


Angie excused herself.  Kim watched
her walk away.  �You did her, didn�t you?�


�That�s a strange question for you to
ask,� I said.  She easily picked up my tone of voice.


She cuddled up to one arm and said,
�Please don�t hate me, Scottie.  I needed this�and it�s not your fault��


�I know.�  I gauged her expression. 
She really did look torn by what she was doing.  I said, �Go.  Give them all
you�ve got.�


She giggled, kissed me on the cheek,
and popped out of the tub.  With her tits and ass cheeks jiggling, she ran
toward Angie�s boys.  I climbed from the tub, walked to the first cabana where
our clothes were, fished out my phone, and called the babysitter.  Cheryl was a
cute high-schooler who wasn�t put out by extending her time with our son.  I
thanked her and told her she�d get a nice bonus.   I was bothered by Kim not
thinking of our son, but by then that wasn�t the biggest thing bothering me.  


Angie was standing beside the tent
when I emerged, gazing upon the threesome in the pool.  I�d just fucked her but
that didn�t stop me from recognizing once again what a great body the older woman
had.  She wasn�t darkly tanned, though she did have great tan lines on her ass
that just made the damn thing more delicious looking.  I walked up behind her,
letting my not-so-flaccid cock graze against her beautiful backside.










�Everything okay?� she asked.


�Our babysitter�s fine with the
overtime.  No problems.�


�What about you?  Are you fine?�


My rising member brushed her back as
I put my arms around her and caressed her taut nipples.  �I�m much more okay
now than I was before.�


�That�s good, but I�ll say that
you�re more than just good,� she said as she turned around and jumped up into
my arms.  She wrapped her legs around my waist, and it was natural for me to
simply lower her onto my stiff cock.  Kim and I never fucked standing up like
this.  Angie kept up a running commentary on me: �Oh Scott, you�re so strong�
and �God, you�re splitting me in two� and �It feels so good!� as I held her
tight ass while raising and lowering her over my rigid, warm and wet shaft.


A quick glance told me we had an
audience.  At this point I wasn�t much concerned with how Kim felt about me
fucking Angie, but I did wonder what Johnny and Derek were thinking, watching
their mom having sex and enjoying it the way she was.  Angie held on to me, I
held her ass tightly, and rammed my cock faster and faster into her.  I was
about to cum when she began wailing. My name echoed across the property,
�Scottttttttttttttttttttttt� as she shivered.  I felt every glorious throb of
her vaginal contractions as her orgasmic juices dribbled down my balls.


�Good Lord,� I groaned as I fired
rope after rope after rope of hot cum up into her pulsing vagina.


Water was splashing in the pool; I
figured we shamed the threesome into getting it on again.  I gently lowered
Angie to the patio, but when her knees buckled I picked her up again.


�Oh, Scott, you�ve made this day
special.  I�ve needed this for a long time.  I�ve wanted you for a long time.�


Now THAT was a revelation.


�You didn�t set this whole day up
like this, did you?� I asked as I carried her toward the pool.


�No, oh no, you�ve got to believe me,
Scott, but�� she then hesitated for a moment before continuing, �I have
been�wanting you�ever since the first time we met.  An old lady�s fantasy; it
had nothing to do with Kim or my sons or anyone else.  Oh God, I�m so
embarrassed. �


�Why?  You�re not an old lady;
in fact you�re a hotter lover than somebody else I know.�  And she was.  My
wife may be a younger woman, and fucking like crazy today, but she was in no
way as attuned to her sexual needs as Angie seemed to be.


She gazed into my eyes and said, �You
aren�t bullshitting me, you really do feel that way about me?  Damn, now I�m
even more embarrassed.�


�Don�t be,� I said before I kissed
her.  Following our lengthy and tongue probing kiss, I said, �You ready to get
wet?�


We both laughed hysterically as I
jumped into the pool with her still in my arms.  I didn�t know what stage of
coitus we interrupted, but Kim. Johnny and Derek were certainly startled by our
splashing entrance.  Angie looked at them and said, �Don�t let us stop you,�
before laughing again.  We went back to kissing, as the others climbed out of
the pool.


Angie wanted me up on the pool�s
edge.  I complied by scooting up onto the rim of the shallow end with my feet
dangling in the water.  Still in the pool, she said as she moved between my
legs, �It�s been a long, long time since I�ve used my, ahem, skill, so let�s
see if the old lady still has it.�  She still had it.  I thought, like a
Hoover as she deep throated me to perfection.


�I have to warn
you�I�m�almost�there��


She made a sound in her throat as she
almost imperceptibly nodded.  I filled her throat and mouth, and she proved to
be a spirited swallower.


�You�re amazing!� I said.  


Her grey-green eyes sparkled as she
looked up at me, with a trace of semen at the edge of her lips.  �You�re the
amazing one, Scott, getting up again like a stallion!�


I slid off the edge and we waded next
to each other, watching the threesome�s new activities.  Like a queen, Kim was
lying on one of the poolside loungers as the boys ministered to her.  Derek was
attending to her chest while his brother was nestled between her parted
thighs.  Kim�s eyes were closed, and she was moaning softly.  Angie had her
hand on my ass as she said, �I never was one for porn.  It always seemed so
tawdry.  And of course I�ve never seen my sons this way.  But it does make me
hot watching them.�  She got up close, and her other hand found my cock.  �You
seem to have adapted well to seeing your wife getting laid.�


�Maybe a certain woman has had a lot
to do with that.�  What was interesting to me was that I was now more pissed
off at Kim for not thinking about our boy, and his babysitter, than for the
sex.  Perhaps that change was Angie�s doing.  She was fondling me, and I
was getting hard again.  Amazing!  It was inevitable that as the day moved to
night there would be more fucking going on.


When I saw Johnny sneak a peek at us
in the pool, I knew that from then on the boys were more interested in giving
their mom and their fuck-buddy�s husband a show rather than in Kim herself. 
She probably wouldn�t realize the change.  Angie saw it and commented, �This
one�s for us.�


They�d spread out a large beach towel
on the patio and Kim got on her hands and knees upon it.  Johnny entered her
from behind as Derek slid his cock into her willing, open mouth.  I watched
with new indifference while Angie stroked me to full stiffness once more.


�Scott, do me again, please!� she
uttered in a husky, aroused voice.


�In your bed�proper,� I said.  She
looked at me, knowing, as I did, that her bed would change things for us.


�Okay,� she said, breathlessly. 


We climbed from the pool, and like
two kids, cavorted right past my moaning wife and into the house.  If Angie
didn�t care about us dripping water then I wouldn�t.  She led me upstairs to
the master bedroom.  I took her in my arms and we fell to the bed together. 
Missionary was fine with me.  She was insatiable, spreading her legs high and
wide and pulling me into her without any need for foreplay.  We had the
bedsprings singing their special song.  Having cum several times already, I
knew I�d have the staying power to get her to the promised land no matter how
long it took, though it really didn�t take long at all.


�I�mmmmmmmmmmmm cummmmingggggggggggg,�
she yelled, but she didn�t have to announce what was quite clear to me.  I kept
pounding into her and one orgasmic wave after another swept through her petite
body.  Her screams were music to my ears.  After one long and plaintive wail, I
came while our eyes locked together. 


We lay together in a post-coital
dreaminess I hadn�t felt for a long time.  We talked basically about nothing at
all.  I had to admit to myself that I�d felt the spark.  The inevitability of
today wasn�t my wife getting laid after all.  It was me falling for Angie. 
Where we went from here was anyone�s guess, but I knew in my marrow I wanted
her in my life somehow, someway.


We heard a holler of �Mom?� from
downstairs.


�That�s Johnny,� Angie said, but
before we could get out of bed, he was at the doorway looking in, wearing his
swim trunks again.  �Oh� was all he said when he saw us.


Without an iota of embarrassment,
Angie said, �You three all done playing?  Now wipe that look from your face. 
Your mom�s got every right to have some fun of her own, so go away.�


�Er�ah�Kim just wanted to know where
Scott was, that�s all.�


�Well, now you know,� Angie said.  It
was funny to be spoken about like I wasn�t even there, most likely because of
Johnny�s apparent dissonance with me being present while he fucked my wife.


Johnny left the doorway, and Angie
and I arose from the bed.  She pulled me to her and asked, �Will we do this
again?�


The spark!  �There�s nothing I�d
rather do,� I answered.  The kiss that followed was transcendent.


We walked back outside as naked as we
had gone in.  As with the boys, Kim had put her suit back on and was sitting in
a patio chair.  The way she looked at me, at us, surprised me.  It was as if
this was the first time all day she actually realized that while she had one
fuck after another, Angie and I had got it on too.  She obviously forgot our
�Don�t hate me� conversation earlier in the hot tub.


�I�m glad you called Cheryl.  I
forgot.� She said.


No shit, Sherlock.  �We ready to head
home?� I asked.


�I guess so.�  She walked to the
changing cabana to get her clothes.  Johnny and Derek followed her.


�I think they figured out what I
warned them about earlier,� Angie said as she slipped her bikini bottoms back
on.


�What�s that?�


She stood next to me as we watched
Kim put her clothes on over the bikini, while in earnest conversation with the
boys.  I chuckled because every once in a while they�d sneak a look over at
us.  �That you weren�t a cuckolded husband, and they shouldn�t read more into
what happened today than some gift sex with a horny woman.,� Angie said.  I
gave her a goodbye kiss.  She whispered, �We�re going to get together again,
right, Scott?�


I pointed toward my wife, �You
mean�?�


�No, stupid, I mean you and me.�


�We�ll see, Angie, we�ll see.�  She
wasn�t happy with my noncommittal answer, but what could I say?


On the way home, Kim was relatively
quiet, but before we entered our house, she pulled on my arm to stop me.  �Are
you and I okay?  You know this was a silly one-shot deal, and I got it out of
my system.�


�You sure?�


She looked suitably contrite.  �I�m
sure.  You�re a good husband, dad and lover, and I really do appreciate how you
let me have my fun and took care of Mrs. Rogers while I was�you know��  So
that�s what I�d been doing; distracting mom?  Or maybe she thought it was a
mercy fuck of the old lady.  Well, I�ll let Kim keep thinking that.  When she
called her childish wantonness her �fun,� I wanted to throw up.


�We�ll talk later.  Now let�s go in
and pay poor Cheryl what we owe her and thank her for her long day.�


Like the sweetheart she was, Cheryl
didn�t complain, even though I got the impression our son hadn�t been the
little angel she claimed.  I about emptied my wallet, and she gave me a cute
kiss on the cheek for my generosity.  I gave her a ride home.  Cheryl said
she�d babysit for us anytime, so no damage done on that front.


By bedtime, Kim was in full apology
mode, continuing to thank me for being so �understanding.�  She kept telling me
that she got it out of her �system,� and that it truly was a one-time thing.  Maybe
until the boys are home from another school break, I thought.  Now that she
had a taste of her fun, it was inevitable she�d long for another taste.  


She begged off sex, saying she was
too sore, even though I never asked, or made a move on her.  After all, sex
with my wife would have been awkward at best on the same day I watched her get
double-teamed, and besides I was pretty spent myself.  Our one night of no sex
turned into several.  Kim played nonchalant, as if all was forgotten and things
were back to normal, whatever that had been.   As for me, nothing would be
normal again.


The following Saturday, I took her
call on my cell.  �You play golf?�


�I do, Angie, but it�s been a while
and my clubs are old.�


�I�ll buy you some new ones.  Come
get me.�


I told Kim I was playing golf but not
with whom.  I picked Angie up, and true to her word she took me shopping and
bought some nice Pings to replace my older clubs.  She was a member of an exclusive
country club two towns over that was well beyond my means.  We played nine. 
She beat me handily and I joked it was because I hadn�t gotten used to the new
clubs.  She said, �With you, Scott, there�s only one club I�m interested in,
and you know how to use that one.�


I took her home and within minutes we
were in her bed.  She was a dynamo, draining every last drop of cum from my
balls in several positions.  Why, with her looks, money and sex drive she was
still unattached, never mind celibate, was beyond me.


�Jesus, Angie!  How did you go
without sex for as long as you�ve said?� I asked her as we lay together,
catching our breath after the marathon session.


�That�s a good question.  Maybe I
needed the right man to awaken me.�  Her eyes bore through me.  �You will be
that man for me, won�t you?�


�You mean long-term?  I�m married,
remember?�


�I don�t mean like that.  Just be my
lover when I need someone, like today.�


She got my �driver� ready to play
another round.  She mounted and rode me like the stallion she called me.  I
toyed with her stiff nipples and watched her with awe until she bounced one
final time and we both climaxed.


�Ohhhhhhhhh
Goddddddddddd�Scottttttttttttttttt,� she groaned in a deep-throated voice as
her body convulsed, coating my buried cock with our mixed orgasmic juices.


When I got home, Kim asked how my
golf game went.  I didn�t lie; I told her it was my best round in ages.


And that�s the day I became Angie�s
gigolo of sorts.  Inevitably I grew ever fonder of the amazing woman who was
old enough to be my mother.  She was always trying to lavish me with gifts, but
I�d tell her all that stuff was wasted.  Being with her was enough.  Our great
sex was enough.


If Kim figured it out, she didn�t let
on.  I began seeing those signs again; the itch was back and soon she�d be
looking for another stud to have �fun� with.  The next time it wouldn�t be a
spectator sport.  I would be too busy.


It was inevitable.


 


Donna M.


 


© 2012


 


You can e-mail me at boredbutstillhot@yahoo.com



All feedback is welcome!



 



Click here to return to my
story site




 


 











Witches!


Part III,
following The Magistrate�s Dilemma and The Midwife�s Trial


By


Donna M.


 


 


�May
the Good Lord have mercy on our souls!� Samuel Miskoe muttered under his
breath.


He�d
espied a man upon the thoroughfare who was none other than the Reverend
Jeremiah Grout.  If Grout were not a man of the cloth, Miskoe would despise him
as no other, though as a Christian believer, the former magistrate and current
solicitor naturally still held clergymen at a certain level of regard.   He
pushed his horse to trot faster so the clergyman would not have the reciprocal
chance of recognizing the man in the wagon.  Only terrible things could come
from such recognition.


Why is
the wretched man here? Miskoe thought.  With God�s mercy we
should have seen the last of him, as we have the dust of our old village. 


He
drove the wagon to the stables, dismounted, and nearly ran to his cottage. 
Emily saw the distraught look on his face and immediately asked, �Samuel, what
is the matter?  Hath someone died?�


Out of
breath, Miskoe wheezed, �Aye, though only in spirit up until this moment.  I
just sighted his Holy Vileness, the Reverend Grout coming into town, no doubt
to spit out the same fire and brimstone that hath claimed so many innocents.�


�Doest
thou believeth that he knows where we are located?  Hath he a-come looking for
us?�


�That
appears to be the question at hand, my dear.  We shall need to maintain a lowly
profile whilst he is in town.�


�Please,
then, go to the others and warn them, especially Sarah.  Tell Hannah as well,
for her audacious lips could easily give us up.�  True to his vigorous nature,
Miskoe, once hearing of the Midwife�s lips, could only think of them performing
duties other than speaking.  He hurried off before Emily could see the
tell-tale stiffening going on in his breeches.


When
he arrived at Sarah�s place, he found her feeding her child.  Baby Samuel was
suckling greedily, and upon seeing the solicitor and former magistrate, Sarah
lustily said, �Thou must wait thy turn.  Thy progeny dines first.�


Miskoe
laughed heartily.  �T�is no finer dining establishment in town, so I shall
await my turn, as thou sayeth.�  He watched with keen interest as the babe
suckled on one of her beautifully proportioned, milk-swollen breasts.


�Of
course, kind Sir, thou may dine elsewhere at an establishment farther south; an
establishment that hath been neglected much of late and is so in need of a
returning customer.�


Miskoe
didn�t hesitate.  He lifted her skirts and placed his lips at her sex.  He
pulled back, �Aye, yet any such dining establishment should be kept cleaner
than this one, I�d say, or no customer no matter how loyal would think to
return.�


�Oh,
stop that!  So, the travails of motherhood have deprived me of such luxuries as
bathing, perhaps.  If only to return to brighter days when a devilish
Magistrate took me to a gentle stream, allowing me to freshen before he had his
way with me.�


�I
need no reminders of days such as those,� Miskoe said, his manhood slowly returning
to a dormant state.  �My memory hath been set to boil since I espied Reverend
Grout on the thoroughfare leading into town.�


�That evil
man is here in our town?�


�Aye,
he is here. The nature of his coming may only be guessed at, but it certainly
cannot lead to the �Light� he so often preaches, for we knoweth he only brings
darkness.�


�And
death,� Sarah added, though she need not remind Samuel of that tragic history. 
�That is the reason for thy visit, Sir, to warn me to �lay low� as the hunter
would say?�


�Thus
is my warning to thee.  Though I do not believe for an instant that thou can
�lay low� except when thy legs are spread and thusly being entertained.�


Sarah
scoffed.  �If thy nose was not so delicate, thou couldst entertain me now
in such a fashion.�


�Perhaps
if young Samuel could be persuaded to sleep now that he hath suckled at such a
fine place, I may be persuaded to aid the lady in relieving her itch, which I
see hath not abated one bit since giving birth.�


�Indeed! 
I imagine no abatement may ever take place until I am in my grave, and even
after that��


They
both laughed as she lay the babe down in his cradle, and then they both threw
off their clothing.  Though Miskoe had his dear Emily, and she was quite lusty
with her favors in bed, he would never tire of the amazing energy that Sarah
brought to the act.  Even though motherhood had stretched her channel walls
somewhat, she was still nearly as tight as a maiden, and Miskoe relished the
feel of her as he slid in and out.  One thing Sarah never lacked was the
desire�and the moisture produced along with it.  Another area where she was not
lacking was in her vocalization.  Miskoe always marveled at how dementedly loud
she could be when achieving her climax.


Her
whooping cries scared the child, so close to sleep, that he began to wail.  His
infant wailing sounded quite similar to his mother�s orgasmic wails, so much so
that Miskoe would have laughed if he wasn�t climaxing along with her.


As
they cleaned the sex from themselves and re-dressed, Sarah said to him, �If the
unholy Reverend is amongst us then as thou sayeth, thou must warn the others. 
Wilst thou need time to renew thy seed before �warning� the rest, dear Sir?�
she said with a chuckle after coaxing baby Samuel back to sleep.


�Thou
art the only wench I could satisfactorily warn in such a manner,� Miskoe said.


�Do
not sell thyself short in that regard, my lover, for thou art anything but
short.�


With a
hearty laugh and a kiss on the cheek, he was off.  He walked briskly toward the
town square, wishing to see the midwife, Hannah Moses who lived nearby.  When
he got to the square, he found Reverend Grout had set up a makeshift pulpit and
was belching Hell�s fire to the few who would stop to listen.


�Ye
must heed the Word as I have.  The Good Lord spoke to me in His own manner, and
He hath delivered me a task, a mission to warn ye all of the Devil�s work. 
Witches, spawns of Satan himself, art among ye, and I challenge ye to flush
them out and destroy them.  God will bless and protect all of thee.�


Miskoe
had so painfully heard it all before.  He remained at the fringe of the group
as he passed by, not wanting to be recognized by Grout.  His heart was heavy,
thinking all the while of poor innocent Abigail Whitehead hanging from a tree,
her last look a forgiving smile that none of the wicked perpetrators of the
evil act deserved.  He thought of the others, such as Anne Sawyer who also
didn�t deserve their fate.  He thought of the ladies he may have saved by
herding them from the damned Village: his beloved Emily and Sarah Godwin. 
Alas, they were still in peril, and so were many more of the town�s women now
that Jeremiah Grout was about.


Samuel
arrived at Hannah�s in time to catch her as she was leaving for the market. 
�Please do not go at this hour, Miss,� he said to her.  �The unholy Reverend
thou hast heard me speak of is now amongst us, and so soon after the
unfortunate accusations against thee, thou must keep a safe distance from him.�


The
young midwife laughed heartily, which took Miskoe aback along with her reply. 
�Thou hast rolled with Sarah before coming here!  Thou stink of sex!  Do not go
home to Emily in this condition or the cow pen may be thy sleeping place this
night.�   She turned and invited him into her cottage where she washed him and
put aromatic oils on him to hide the odors.  �Thou art an incorrigible beast,
dear Samuel,� she said as he grew large in front of her.


�Aye,
that I am, yet my fleshy sword doest often have its own mind when faced with a
fiery lass such as thyself.�


�I oft
wonder if thy �fleshy sword� would become unsheathed at the sight of any
barnyard female.  Do not believe for one moment that thy �fleshy sword� shall
pierce me on this day or at any time soon,� she said with a smile.


�A man
may possess hope,� Miskoe said with an exaggerated sigh.   


While
still in distress, he dressed as best he could, willing his manhood to wither. 
Unfortunately, the more the magistrate-turned-solicitor tried not to
think of anything sexual, the more his mind seized upon a salacious memory that
kept him from withering, especially with the midwife in his presence, and the
bawdy memories she elicited.


�Aye,
it is obviously displayed,� she said, as if reading his mind.  �If I were thee,
I would slouch around until such time when thy �sword� would slacken, though
thy proclivity in such matters be well known to most of the townswomen.


After
a bit more bantering between them, Miskoe was off.  She had come across to him
as a virago upon their first meeting, yet his fondness for the midwife had
grown considerably since he had defended her against the witchcraft charges. 
Miskoe knew deep in his heart that his fondness for all these women in his
life, such as Sarah and Hannah, could not be left unbridled, for his heart was
pledged to Emily, and he did not wish to hurt her in any way.  


Yet he
could not refrain from the act with any of them.  He muttered to himself as he
walked, �Their spell hath indeed been cast.  Perhaps they are all witches after
all, and I am but an old, bewitched fool.�  The Solicitor knew what he said was
in jest, but he could not let anyone hear him in fear they take him seriously. 
He sighed, �Alas, the times in which we live are strange indeed.�


Miskoe
spoke with the Chief Constable about the presence of Reverend Grout.  �I have
troubling experience with that man, hurling his accusations of witchcraft at whoever
displeases him,� said Miskoe.  �I do not wish to malign a man of the cloth,
Sir, but his pronouncements rarely correspond with learnings from the Good
Book.�


Chief
Constable Nicolas Ralphs was not a churchgoing man, but it showed he was still
reluctant to speak ill of the visiting Reverend.  �Aye, Solicitor Miskoe, thou hast
spoken truths.  The Reverend, if he were not a man of God, would most assuredly
be tossed out of town by now for disturbing the peace�my peace,� he said with a
half-smile.


�Thy
peace, I dare say, is not nearly at risk as the necks of town women once Grout
spews his Holy venom.  He will have once sober townsfolk seeing witches
everywhere.  Be reminded of the abominable trial of the Midwife lass.  If a
supposed learned man such as Doctor Poole can stir rabble into seeing a witch
where none exists, then what terrible harm a Bible toting man of the cloth can
do.�


�Aye,
as thou hast witnessed in thy old village from whence the Reverend came.�


Miskoe
need not be reminded of the waste, the image of beautiful young Abigail�s final
involuntary kick as she dangled from the rope, an image burned forever in his
memory, as indelibly as the memory of the buxom, naked Abigail in his office
chamber as she and the young Margaret acted out their forbidden love.  He vowed
never to see the sight of an innocent hanging again.  �Over my dead body,� he
muttered under his breath.


Chief
Constable Ralphs said, �Pardon me, Solicitor Miskoe, what didst thou say?�


�Oh,
nothing of consequence Sir, only the prayers of a troubled man.�


�I
shall keep an eye on the Reverend, rest assured.  No witches shall be
manufactured here.�


Do not
be so sure of thy power, Nicolas, Miskoe thought.  Samuel knew
the power of evil persuasion and the ways mankind could so easily relegate
happenstance to either God�s or Satan�s doing.  He had to remain steadfast and
diligent.


He
told Emily all (save his dalliance with Sarah) as they lay in bed that night. 
�My pride sayeth I cannot hide like a criminal from the damned Reverend, yet
gaining his attention may agitate his wrath and place my dearest friends, and
thee, my love, in jeopardy.�  Emily soothed her man�s fears the only way she
knew how.  Samuel slept with a smile on his face.  However, she did not.  Her
fear made sleep an elusive aspiration.


When
Miskoe arrived at his office the following morning, he was met by an overly
excited William Greenwood, his frequent drinking partner at the public house. 
�Samuel!  Samuel!  Hast thou heard?  Michael Poole hath bent the ear of the
visiting Reverend.  He and his damned witches!�


�Such
an occurrence is unfortunate,� Miskoe replied. �Yet what of it precipitated thy
agitation this fine morning?�


Breathlessly,
William said, �The Reverend speaks that thou art known to him, and thou
�conduct the Devil�s work��aye, he said it thusly�I overheard him.�


I thank
thee, William, for warning me of this potential misadventure.  Allow me to warn
thee in return that this Reverend is a vile man who speaks the Good Lord�s
name, yet not His teachings to love one another.  There is no capacity for love
in his heart.  I can attest to that fact.�  Once more Samuel thought of the
poor girl, Abigail Whitehead, and the others who were hanged.  William walked
away, leaving Miskoe to his thoughts, and worries.


One of
his worries was that Reverend Grout may make a witchcraft accusation solely in
an attempt to draw him into a confrontation, since as a Solicitor, and the man
who successfully defended Hannah Moses, it would be quite logical to assume the
accused woman would seek him out.  And who best to accuse but Richard Fish�s
wife, Ruth, he thought.  Through no fault of her own, Ruth Fish had ended
up shaming her impotent husband by going to see Hannah Moses for medicinal help
in the first place.  Miskoe also worried that with the Reverend�s ear, Doctor
Poole would make another attempt to discredit the Midwife�s abilities. 
Needless to say, the Solicitor�s day was not an untroubled one as he went about
his business.  His next business came to him later that day.


�Good
afternoon, Sir.  May I speak with thee for a moment, please,� said a lilting
voice behind Miskoe as he was exiting his office.


The
young lady, surely a maiden of a tender age, stood before him as he turned. She
appeared of humble social standing, perhaps a peasant as that was the impression
of her simple, threadbare clothing.  However, nothing about her face or her
ample bosom looked simple to the Solicitor.


�What
may I do for thee, Miss,� he said, trying vainly to maintain eye contact and
not allow his visual attention to descend to her chest where he wished he could
study further.


�I am
Mercy Prentiss.  My sister Martha hath been accused a witch.  Thou hast
successfully defended the Midwife from such charges; therefore I beseech thee
to defend my sister�s good honor with equal enterprise.


�Please
come in, Miss Prentiss,� Miskoe said to her while bowing slightly and holding
open his office door.  He did not miss her earthy sent of womanly musk as she
passed.  The scent was as pleasantly arousing as the promise of her excellent
bosom.  He knew increased concentration was required to keep the beast in his
breeches from roaring to life; aye, as it was stirring already.


The
young lass explained to the Solicitor the events which led to the accusations.
�That farmer hath no skills in animal husbandry.  It is a wonder to all how his
livestock remains healthy and alive as long as they do,� she said.  It seemed
the proprietor of the farm adjacent to her sister�s property was blaming Martha
for the death of his animals.


�And
who may this farmer be who chooses to blame spells for his poor talents?�


�Richard
Fish, Sir,� she answered.


�Ah,
and that is why thou hath approached me for help in thy sister�s defense. 
Mister Fish hath lost one battle with me, and thus thou deign to provide me
with another opportunity to gloat.�


�Yes,
Sir, that is one reason, yet I must be bold enough to tell thee of the other,�
she said as she loosened the tie of her simple shift at the neck.  �We are of
humble means, and would not be able to pay thee any required fee, save one.� 
She continued to loosen her dress.  �Many townswomen have hinted at thy
prowess, Sir, and I wish to make a payment to garner thy proficient services.�


The
beast could not be tamed any longer, as Miskoe pondered what was being
offered.  �I believe thy payment would be a sufficient retainer of my
services.�


Without
further word, Mercy stood and removed her clothing, revealing the stunning
figure hidden beneath.  She was not quite of mature age, however her
development was substantial.  Her splendidly narrow arse was that of youth, and
yet her breasts were full and firm, with the most prominent nipples he had ever
gazed upon.  Her sparse, almost nonexistent pubic hair added to Miskoe�s sense
that she was younger than he originally surmised.  He wondered, would a girl
be so willing to part with her maidenhead in this manner if it was still intact? 
Regardless of her age, he concluded she must be experienced in the ways of
physical love.


As she
stood before him, he said, �Thou hast been named appropriately, as the Good
Lord hath surely taken mercy on my soul.  I gladly will accept thy payment.�  


He
disrobed quickly before clearing off the top of his desk and setting her upon
it.  Her musky scent was strong and yet not unpleasant as he lowered his head
to between her parting, porcelain thighs and partook of her womanhood.


�Ohhhhhhhhh,
thou art a master in that skill, unlike any other man I have been with,� she
muttered, before another �Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh��


Miskoe
stopped long enough to gaze at her heaving breasts, and ask, �Thou hast been
with many men in thy tender years?�


�Aye,
if thou�enjoy a particular�food�then thou should partake of it�as much as
possible,� she said with panting breath.


�I am
much enamored with thy food, Miss,� he said in between licks of her
increasingly wet opening.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh
yessssssssssssss!� she cried out.  �Please pierce this �food� with thy splendid
knife and partake of it further!�


Miskoe
needed no further prodding, for he was quite tumescent.  He positioned himself
between her legs and thrust into her.  Though the girl was enjoyably tight, she
was also exceptionally moist, and thus he had little resistance to his first
lunge.


Mercy
was very much a spirited mount, vocally urging him on, and seeming to take pleasure
in the coupling even more than he.  To Miskoe, the girl�s beauty magnified as
she approached fulfillment.  This was indeed superb payment.  �Emily, please
forgive me once again,� he muttered under his breath as his seed filled his
testicles, about to be discharged.  With much concentration he pulled his
manhood from her, the wet suction of her concurrent release nearly preventing
him from doing so, and spewed his seed in torrents over her quaking and heaving
body.


�Ohhhhhhh,
Solicitor Sir, thou hast lived up to thy repute� OOOOOOOOOOOOOOHH!� she
declared in loud volume as her release unfolded and swept through her youthful
mass.  Only after her trembling subsided did she comment on the prodigious
amount of his emission.  �Not only were the stories true of the size of thy
appendage, thy impressive performance and discharge confirms them.  My fervent
hope is that thy skills in pleasing a lady are surpassed by those required to
defend one.�


Miskoe
chuckled as he pulled on his breeches.  �I know not of who is telling such
stories, but rest assured I am up for both tasks.�


�Aye,
�up� is surely the correct word to describe thy readiness this day,� Mercy said
as she too dressed.  �My worry is that Martha not be �up� upon any gallows. 
That is where thy talents should be henceforth employed.�


�And
they assuredly will be, Miss Prentiss.�


�My�payment�hath
been acceptable, Sir?�


�Indeed,
thy retainer of my services was more than adequate, though I must say that
because of thy lusty beauty, I will not be able to drive the possibility of
future�ahem�payments from my mind.�


�I
confess that what began as sober disbursement became a highly pleasurable
diversion, and thusly may be revisited again someday hence,� Mercy said with a
beguiling smile.


Miskoe
said, trying vainly to focus on the grounds for their coupling and not the
coupling itself, �Then we should proceed to thy homestead that I may meet thy sister,
and assess her predicament.� And off they went, a smiling young lass and the
Solicitor attempting mightily not to smile.


The
Prentiss property was not only further from town than Fish�s farm, it was
downwind as well; to his chagrin Miskoe quickly noted.  Martha must have been
watching for their arrival, for as they entered the rutted lane, a woman,
presumably Martha, came out to greet them.  She wasn�t homely, yet life�s
tribulations and the apparent hardscrabble existence had not so much aged her
but dried and withered her, as a stalk of grain becomes sere in a hot wind.


Mercy
made the introductions and then left the two of them to discuss their somber
business.  �I am more than grateful to have thee as my advocate, kind Sir,� she
said at last as they sat on a bench near the front door.  Miskoe opined that
perhaps she was ashamed to show him the inside of what must be their very
humble home, so he thanked the Lord above that the wind had shifted.  �I choose
not to know how my sister obtained thy services.�


Miskoe
chuckled in spite of himself, which brought a fine smile to Martha�s face. 
�Aye, it is best not to ponder, though I believe thou doest understand all too
well thy sister�s �ahem�wiles.�


Martha
began to tell the Solicitor how the charges of witchcraft had come to be. 
Miskoe was well aware of Mr. Fish�s meager livestock skills, so when Martha
explained that he blamed her for the death of several of his animals, he was
not surprised.  �He claims I cast spells upon them,� she said, �as if the
�spell� of his lack of skill was not enough to doom them from the moment of
their birth.�


�Please,
do not be reticent in telling me of any act on thy part which may have led to
Mister Fish�s accusation, no matter how daft the connection may be.�


She
thought for a moment before answering.  �Sir, only one instance comes to mind. 
One day he was driving two head of his pathetic cattle across his field, quite
close to my fence, which I was mending.�  Martha showed Samuel her scarred
palms, as if as witness to her toils.  �He was whipping and striking the poor
beasts mercilessly, and I desired to correct him, hollering loudly that he was
a cruel man and his beasts should be spared the indignity.�  Martha made the
Sign of the Cross as she said this.  �It was no curse, nor would I ever use the
Lord�s name in vain, as he hath so claimed.  However, one of the beasts
perished during the night, and thus I am a witch.�


�Did
thou make such a Holy Sign when thou shouted after him?�


�Aye,
I did�asking for His intervention.  I did not make a sacred plea to hurt the
animal, regardless of how poorly Mister Fish was treating it.  I believe our
God hath too much to worry about on His Earth than to trifle with one head of
livestock, no matter how abused.�  She chuckled, �Of course, if I were of such
mind, I could have prayed for Holy retribution on Mister Fish himself, yet I am
not that cruel.  He hath many troubles as it is,� no doubt thinking about his
now publically-revealed impotence.


�I
thank thee for being so forthright with me.  I will pay a visit to the local
Magistrate�s office and Constable Ralphs to ascertain the specifics of how this
matter will be handled by the King�s Court.  I would tell thee not to be afraid;
however I knowest how these damnable witchcraft accusations may play out.  All
I can say is that I shall try my best.�


�I am
reassured, Sir.  I have been told thy best is indeed very good.�


Her
smile made Miskoe wonder if she did not still have some of her sister�s lusty
charms, however suppressed they may be.  �I shall be back to see thee with
definitive word.  Then we shall discuss thy dress for every public appearance
inside of court and out.�


�My
dress?�


�Though
a man, I have learned that how one is clad hath many advantages and
disadvantages in the public forum.  Doest thou know the Midwife, Hannah Moses?�


�Yes,
I have met her.�


�She
hath become quite wise on the subject of dress and its many perceptions.�


�Since
her trial, I would imagine,� Martha said.  Did Miskoe hear a morsel of jealousy
in her words?  This was an interesting woman hidden under such a plain
wrapping, he thought.


�I
will visit the Midwife and ask her to visit thee, if thou do not mind it, so
she may prepare thee for Court appearances.�


�I
thank thee greatly for thy concern, yet I remain fearful for my life, no matter
its humble station.  Please protect me.  Promise.  If not for me, then for my
sister�s sake.�


�No
man can make such a promise, but I shall work as hard as I have ever worked to
keep thee safe.  For thy sake, Madam, not thy sister�s.�


�Thou
art indeed a fine man as many have witnessed,� she said before kissing him
primly on the cheek.


As
Miskoe traveled back to his office in town, he spent many moments surprisingly
imagining a coupling with Martha Prentiss, so by the time he reached his
office, he was exceedingly tumescent, and considered a detour to his house in
order to bed Emily and relieve him of his distress.  He thought better of it,
and instead proceeded to the Constabulary to inquire about the pending charges
against his newfound client.


He
spoke with Constable Ralphs, with the man detailing the witchcraft charges
against Martha, which were not so different from how the woman described them. 
�Samuel, I am fully with thee that these witchcraft accusations are to be
ridiculed by all sane men, yet with some of questionable sanity, though they be
men of God, a witch is seen whenever fate does not bless them as they would
wish.�  Miskoe did not need to hear the Reverend�s name spoken to know of whom
the Constable referred. 


�Yes,
Nicolas, but as with the one rotten apple, groups of sane men�aye, an entire
village�may be spoilt by the views of the one or two,� Miskoe said while
shaking his head.  Constable Ralphs was not the enemy here; he knew who that
was.  �Shall thou be arresting Miss Prentiss soon?�


�Not
soon, but her arrest is quite inevitable, I should say.  The charge will become
officially lodged, and thy client should be prepared.�


�She
will be, dear friend, and I shall be also.�


At the
end of the day, he returned home to a fine evening meal.  Emily asked many
questions about the Prentiss women, having heard some of the same gossip that
sprouted witch�s wings.  �What is thy impression of her?  I have only seen the
younger girl in town, and she looks like a lively one.�  Miskoe was well aware
of the pitfalls his love set so easily in his path.  After all, Emily was well
aware of his proclivity to stray.


�Aye,
she seems a spirited lass.  Martha is unlike her younger sibling.  She seems to
be weighed down heavily by her daily burdens, and now these daft witchcraft
accusations��


�My
dear Samuel, perhaps her burden is in not having a man such as thyself to help
her.�


Miskoe
chuckled, �Perhaps thine should gather thee up now and relieve
another�ahem�burden?�


�Why
didst thou wait so long to say it?�


Playfully,
Emily belied her age and with the same or more spirit than Mercy Prentiss had
shown, bedded Samuel with much relish.  Taking command in her favorite position
above him, she bounced and swayed upon his fleshy yet firm shaft; her bosom
drawing his eyes as they beautifully bounced and swayed with her.


Miskoe
cupped those bountiful breasts, and said, �Thou�art�a�skilled, and�wondrous�lover,
and�I�will, Ahhhhhhhhhhhh �never�tire�of�thee.�


�Oh,
Samuel!� she cried out, as her rapture approached.  �Thou do not�tire�of any
woman who�opens her legs to thee.  Of this I know.  Yet even knowing this�Ohhhhhhh�myyyyyyy,
thou hast captured my heart as well as�my womanhood.�  Then she cried out in a
loud and shrill manner as she climaxed.  Miskoe unloaded his seed deep within
her throbbing and contracting channel.


It was
three day�s time before Constable Ralphs approached Miskoe to inform him of the
witchcraft warrant and that he would be arresting Martha Prentiss.  �I will
wait one day, out of my respect and friendship for thee, before I send men to
bring in Miss Prentiss,� Nicolas said.


�I
thank thee, my good friend,� Miskoe said in reply.  �I will assure that she
shall be ready, and will go peacefully.�


�I
will protect her in gaol before court.  Thou hast my word.�


Miskoe
nodded at the Constable.  �I know thou will, and I shall attempt to protect her
from then onward.�


After
a short while, Samuel set off to the Prentiss homestead.  Before this day, he
had commissioned Hannah Moses to visit Martha and have her try on some dresses
that would be most favorable for her appearance before the Court.  The midwife
was happy with the result, and sight-unseen, that was good enough for Samuel. 
When he knocked and no one answered, he walked around behind the modest house. 
Not seeing anyone, but hearing some sounds coming from below the fringe of
trees, Miskoe allowed his curiosity to take hold and walked toward the sounds.


When
he cleared the small copse, Miskoe was at the edge of a pond.  The sounds he
heard were now explained, and rather beautifully so.  Martha Prentiss was naked
and bathing in the placid waters, occasionally splashing about.  Miskoe did not
alert her that he was watching. She had apparently just washed her hair, which
was now more darkly lustrous than it had been when Samuel first met her.  In
his experience, her breasts were quite unique, not large but very firmly
upswept without a hint of sag.  Her nipples, very taut at the moment, were
exceptionally prominent, and the thought of suckling on them brought Miskoe to
immediate stiffness.  The nipples were surrounded by dark, ruddy areolas,
unlike the pink ones of, say, her sister, Mercy, or his beloved Emily.  


To
Miskoe, the most amazing sight on her slim and shapely body, however, were her
pubic mound and pudenda.  As she waded from the pond, she was revealed to have
little pubic thatch, as if she was as shaven as a man�s face.  Miskoe thought, could
it be that she shaves her nether region?  This would be a first, even for
such a worldly man as Samuel Miskoe.  With having no hair, her pudenda were
visible, and unique in their own way; thickly swollen outer labia and prominent
inner labia.


When
she saw him looking, Miskoe was so stiff, and had no possibility of hiding the
fact from her.


�Is
this a test, Solicitor, Sir?  To see what a witch may look like under her
clothing?� she said as she gathered everything up to cover herself.


�Only
a test of my will, as I came to this place by happenstance to tell thee of thy
pending arrest, and found myself captivated by thy singular form, with natural
results.�  When he said this, he unashamedly pointed to the protrusion at the front
of his breeches.


�So, I
am to be arrested as a witch and lay my fate at thy feet.  Am I expected to lay
my body at thy feet as well?�


�No,
Madam.  I am a man, with lusty needs like any other, however I am not an
un-thoughtful roué callously bedding women as mere playthings.�


�That
being said, Sir, art thou denying thy wish to play with me?� she said with a
wry smile.  �I have gone many years without the company of a man, so I may be
bold in saying that I have heard of thy�talents, Sir, and perhaps wish to be a
plaything before my neck is encircled by a hangman�s noose.�


�Thy
neck shall never be thus encircled, yet I shall stay mum on the other topic.�


�Do
not make promises thou cannot keep, but keep this one,� she said as she dropped
her clothing cover and walked to him.


Miskoe
quickly removed his clothes, spreading them on the ground as makeshift bedding,
where he moved between her parted thighs and partook of her with his tongue. 
He quickly noted (and as heralded by her vocal reaction) that besides her
prominent labia, Martha�s mother-pearl, known by its Greek-derived  proper medical
name, clitoris, a name probably lost on the not-so-learned Doctor Poole, was
thicker and longer than most, and proved  exceedingly sensitive.


�I
know that I shall shortly take the Lord�s name in vain, for thou art more than
skillful.  Please do not bear witness against that sin,� Martha
exclaimed as he licked and sucked on her engorged clitoris.


When
Miskoe sensed she was about to climax, he positioned himself above her and
slowly entered her wet channel.  With her legs wrapped firmly around him, she
clutched tightly to him as he proceeded to make long, rhythmic thrusts.  For
her age she proved to be virginally tight, and Miskoe delighted in the
sensation though knowing his rapture would arrive sooner than he would like.


�Oh
Martha, I cannot hold off any longer for thy sake,� he cried out as he began to
spew.


�God
forsake me!  Thou do not need to�OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOh!�


As
they lay in embrace, Martha was embarrassed, and told Miskoe that she was
�ashamed� to be considered by him to be an �immoral� woman in the aftermath of
their mating.  Samuel was quick to praise her as being attuned to her �needs�
and that he would not �boast in the tavern� as many men might do.


�Rest
assured, Sir,� she said while averting her eyes, �I do not believe thee to be
an unscrupulous man.  That is why I entrust thee with my life, as I have
moments ago entrusted my womanly need to thee.�


�I
will not view either trust cavalierly.�


They
dressed mostly in silence.  While Martha went inside, Miskoe returned to town
and immediately, to his dismay, ran into Reverend Grout.  �Ah, t�is Samuel
Miskoe, the Devil�s assistant,� the Reverend said in a gloating manner.  �Thou
may have once hidden witches from the Lord�s wrath, but no longer.�


�Why
do I detect the hiss of a serpent when thou speaks, Reverend?  The sound is
quite plain.�


�Thou
art the one who knows the serpent, I dare say.�


�I
have heard of thy serpent being throttled in the past, though I am certain thy
congregation does not hear of those practices,� Samuel said, meaning tales of
his self-abuse while viewing young girls back in the village.


The
Reverend�s expression said he did not understand that to which Miskoe
referred.  �Witches in this town shall not go unpunished, since the judge will
not be so easily misled by thy Devil�s tongue.  I know Judge Scott well, and he
will surely hang every last witch we unmask.�


Miskoe
knew the reputation of Ebenezer Scott, and was troubled to hear that he would
preside over the fate of Miss Prentiss.  Samuel scoffed at the Reverend�s taunt
and walked away.  He had an idea, perhaps the only thing that may keep Martha
from the noose.  In his office, he hastily scribbled a note on parchment, and
after affixing his seal, sought out a messenger to deliver the urgent dispatch.
�This must be given to Mister Peter Smythe immediately.  It is of the highest
importance, perhaps even a matter of life and death,� he told the rider.


 The
following day, Martha Prentiss was brought to the gaol, and Miskoe went to
visit her.  Nicolas Ralphs was true to his word; her gaol cell was clean, and
she had been given good food to eat.  Hannah brought the prearranged clothing to
the gaol so Martha would be presentable in court.  They spoke of the expected
ordeal of damning charges and testimony.  Miskoe did not say anything about his
plan, since he was quite unsure that the invited witness would appear.


The
day of Martha�s trial came quickly.  Richard Fish testified first.  Much as he
did during Hannah�s trial, Miskoe solicited some ridicule for the farmer from
the court�s gallery.  He called many witnesses to testify to the farmer�s
exceptionally poor livestock skills, which nicely negated the outrageous claims
made by witnesses favorable to Mister Fish.  At that point, Miskoe knew he only
had Reverend Grout, and by that fact, Judge Scott to worry about.  It remained a
great worry.


When
Samuel espied Peter Smythe enter the courtroom alone, his spirits fell. 
Apparently, his plea had been refused.  Miskoe asked for a brief recess before
Reverend Grout�s testimony so he could speak with Peter.


�Hello,
Peter.  I am pleased to see thee, while saddened that thou hast come all this
way alone.  Was she too afraid?�


�Thou
art looking well, Sir, but do not be disheartened, for she is here.�  When
Miskoe�s face brightened, Peter added, �I did not want her to be seen by the
Reverend, lest she panic and flee.�


�I
cannot thank thee enough.  Thou art an astute young man, Peter, and one day
following studies thee will be a fine solicitor.�


A
beaming Peter led Miskoe from the courtroom to see Margaret Grimm.  Though she
had blossomed into shapely womanhood, he still saw remnants of the bosomy young
girl who had physically loved the late Abigail Whitehead in his presence.  They
spoke for a few minutes, Samuel assuring her (and perhaps himself) that she
would be safe in testifying.  Now that Margaret was here, so all he could do
was hope and pray his plan worked.


The
Reverend�s testimony did not surprise Samuel Miskoe.  A serpent indeed; Grout
spewed his typical venom, among other things claiming God had spoken with him,
singling out Martha Prentiss as a witch.


When
it was his turn to question the witness, Miskoe asked, �Reverend, did God speak
to thee before or after the first time that thou met Mister Fish?�


Grout
sputtered, �Of what importance be that?�


�I do
not presume God to be influenced by a man, but another man may be.�


�God
spoke to me after I met Richard, and I was not influenced by him.�


�Did
thou personally witness Miss Prentiss place a spell on Mister Fish�s livestock
as she hath been accused?�


�Ah,
no, yet the voice of God told me so.�


�Did
thou hear His voice while at the tavern?  I believe I have heard His voice
there on many occasions.�


The
gallery laughed heartily at Miskoe�s humor until the slam of the angry judge�s
gavel. �I will not allow blasphemous conduct in this courtroom,� the judge
bellowed.


�I am
sorry, honorable Sir.  I will confine the remainder of my questions to Biblical
themes.�  Miskoe turned back to face the witness.  �Good Reverend, against
which one of the Lord�s Commandments, in thy belief, did Miss Prentiss sin?�


�God�s
very First Commandment.  She hath worshipped false gods other than the One True
God.�


�And
thou hast witnessed this?  How?�


�God
is my witness.�


�I do
not dispute this, for God is everyone�s witness. Even the lesser among us. 
What I ask is whether thou, thyself hadst witnessed any such activity.�  Grout
sputtered a reply, but Miskoe continued unabated.  �I shall bring forth many
witnesses that Miss Prentiss is a Christian woman who attends services of
worship.  I have visited her, and I saw no graven images or unholy idols, only
the Crucifix of Our Lord.�


�Thou
cannot bear witness since thou art the Devil�s mouthpiece.�


�I am
not the accused in these proceedings, though I have no images except the Holy
Crucifix in my humble home as well.�


�Thou
art an adulterer, sinning against the flesh,� Grout shouted.


�Ah,
the Sixth Commandment, I do believe.  Once more, I must say that I am not the
accused.  However, as the present witness here in this Court, I assume thou hast
never �sinned against the flesh.��


�No,
for I am a man of the cloth.�


�Doest
thou remember John�s Gospel, Chapter 8?�


�Aye,
I do.� Reverend Grout began reciting the verses, until he came to verse 11 when
he stopped, realizing what Miskoe was up to.


Miskoe
said, �Art thou without sin?  Thou art casting a stone, yes, Reverend?�  Grout
sputtered again, as Miskoe continued, �What of the Eighth Commandment?  Art thou
bearing false witness?�


�She
is a witch, and thou art an adulterer!  I may cast stones at will!�


Miskoe
turned to the judge.  �I would like to call a witness to repudiate what we have
just heard.�  When the judge reluctantly said yes, and Reverend Grout stepped
from the witness box, Margaret walked into the courtroom to much admiration
from the gallery, since she was a beautiful and bountiful young lady.  After
she testified to how she came to be there.  Miskoe asked her, �Please tell the
court, Miss, exactly what thou told me the first time we met.�


In a
mild yet forthright manner, Margaret testified to how she and her �friend�
Abigail had exposed themselves and performed �acts of the flesh� in front of
Reverend Grout on many occasions as he �abused� himself.


Reverend
Grout shouted, �Behold, she admits to being a sinner!�


Miskoe
turned to face the gallery, and the Reverend.  �That may be, yet she was only a
child, and thou did not jump up and declare that she is giving false
testimony.  Quite telling, indeed.�  The judge was forced to strike his gavel
many times to silence the crowd.


Margaret
spoke in a hushed voice, �I am a sinner, but my false witness was against my
dearest friend, Abigail.  She did not deserve to hang.�


�I am
sorry in advance to ask thee, but Miss Whitehead was hanged as a witch, yes?�


�Aye,
she was,� she answered, though barely above a whisper.


�And
is the person responsible for such a miscarriage of justice here today?� 
Margaret said nothing, simply pointing to the still-standing Reverend.  After a
long pause, Margaret said, �She was no witch, in fact she was the purest of
God�s creatures, and I can only pray to be reunited with her someday in God�s
Heaven.�  Miskoe turned to stare Grout as if daring him to speak.  He did not.


As
Margaret left the box, the judge asked whether Martha would testify on her own
behalf.  


�I
call no more witnesses, Honorable Judge, Sir.  There are no witches here, and
what can Miss Prentiss say in her defense that hath not already been said by
others?  Should I call Mrs. Fish to testify against her husband once more?  I
beg for thy indulgence in these matters, though I do not beg for fairness, lest
thou think I believe thee to be anything but a fair and honest man.�


Without
flourish or bombast, a dour-faced Judge Scott simply said �Not Guilty,� banged
his gavel, and the trial was over.


With a
cold and heartless look, Reverend Grout left the courthouse.  Miskoe said a
silent prayer that he may never see the man again.  Martha quietly thanked him
for his service.  Mercy walked up behind the Solicitor and whispered, �Thou
hast earned thy payment well, Sir.  Perhaps another payment from a grateful
sister would be welcome?�


Miskoe
may have answered bawdily if his Emily had not approached at that very moment. 
�Thou art as eloquent with thy speech as thou art with other�ahem�gifts,� Emily
said with a smile.  �Doest thou feel as an adulterer?�


He
chuckled and said, �No, yet I will get onto my knees and pray for forgiveness
anyway, between thy parted thighs.�


Martha
and Mercy invited Samuel and his friends to their home for a celebratory
gathering.  When Mercy asked Peter Smythe if he wished to swim on such a hot
day, he commented on the absence of bathing attire.  Mercy grinned and said,
�We did not come into this world in �attire.�  We can swim as naturally as we
wish.�  It was obvious to Miskoe that the two were smitten with each other,
both quite handsome, and both quite aroused.


Peter
had come to town in a wagon.  Martha, Mercy, Samuel, Emily, and Margaret, along
with Sarah and baby Samuel who had joined them, climbed into the wagon, which
Peter drove to the Prentiss homestead.  The Prentiss ladies fixed a fine meal
of breads and fresh meats.  While they ate their fill, Mercy and Peter left
them.


Sarah
said, �We should all go to the pond.  Samuel would enjoy bathing.�


Emily
poked her man in the ribs.  �She refers to the young one.�


�Yes,
but I too would enjoy some unfettered wading on this hot day,� Miskoe said.


�Unfettered
may be the word for thee at all times,� Emily said, and Miskoe couldn�t
help but grow stiff, thinking of Sarah, Margaret and Emily naked in the pond as
Martha had been on that earlier day. 


The
small group walked below the trees to the pond.  Loud grunts and exclamations
met them as they arrived.  To the side of the pond in tall grass, Peter was
between Mercy�s legs, and thrusting in earnest.  Sarah chuckled and said, �Let
this be our lesson as to what is natural and what is not,� as she removed first
young Samuel�s clothing and then her own.


Sarah
was first in the water, holding baby Samuel in her arms.  Martha laughed and
while saying �I shall celebrate life once again,� pulled off her garments and
joined Sarah.  Margaret was shy, but when she saw the two naked women, she
displayed arousal and disrobed to join them.  Emily stood with Samuel and
watched.  �I see that Margaret remains interested in women before men, though
she is quite comely, and quite endowed in her bosom.�


Her
large breasts were very appealing to Miskoe.  He said to Emily, �Art thou as
interested in fondling them as I?�


�I
doubt that, my love.  I would much rather have thy manhood firmly entering me
as young Peter is so valiantly doing with Miss Mercy.�  Viewing the young,
enthusiastic and agile duo�s coupling proved too much for Samuel and Emily.  As
Mercy and Peter reached vociferous climax, Miskoe was on his back, with Emily
fully impaled upon his swollen member.  As if a contagious plague swept over
the group, soon Margaret and Sarah were entwined with probing tongues, and Martha
joined Emily and Miskoe in a blissful threesome.  Young Samuel sat in the tall
grass, relieved himself happily, and watched the array of writhing bodies with
amusement.


Miskoe
was surprised by the ease in which Emily shared him with Martha, but he should
not have been, for Emily would always know that her man�s desires could not be
harnessed by one woman, even as she harnessed his heart. After Miskoe pleased
Emily, he brought the elder Miss Prentiss to a quick and loud climax.  Her
cries were loud enough to solicit a cheer from her sister before she proceeded
to repeat sexual congress with the willing and able (bless the ardor of youth!)
Mr. Smythe.


When
the group was tired and spent, they summoned the energy to wade into the pond. 
Cooling off in the clear water, the women teased Miskoe with their proximity
and a touch here and there.  He did not disappoint them, for he grew hard and
upright quickly.  Martha, Margaret and Sarah playfully pretended to wager for
the opportunity to enjoy his manhood.  Emily stood by and allowed the teasing
to go on.


�I
have not thanked thee appropriately, Margaret,� Miskoe said to the young lady,
his cock pointing toward her breasts as a divining rod may point to a water
source.  �Thou took a chance coming here, and both I and Miss Prentiss thank
thee.�


�Since
thy eyes cannot leave my bosom for a single moment, I believe I may give thee
something else to be thankful for.�  She knelt down in shallow water and cupped
his cock between her wet, ample breasts.  He leaned over her and thrust rapidly
between the held-together firm mounds until, with a shout he spewed all over
her chest and neck.


They
lounged to dry in the grass and talked of tribulations old and new.  Somberly,
Margaret told of new hangings in the village.  �Will there ever be a time when
the cry of �she�s a witch� is no longer heard?�


Miskoe
said, �Diligence is required as long as ignorance and superstitions exist.�  Especially
when ignorance is cloaked in the shape of a supposed learned man, such as Dr.
Poole, he thought.  He was trapped between annoyance and delight as Emily
and Sarah absently played with his manhood, which true to his nature was
responding regardless of its recent use.


Margaret
spoke of staying in town, living with Sarah.


Peter
spoke of staying in town and living with the Prentiss sisters.


Miskoe�s
cock had risen to its lengthy and rigid proportions.  Emily languidly stroked
it, while he said, �Aye, we are but creatures seduced by the flesh, yet that is
not a thing to be feared or denied.�


Emily
smiled and said, �Perhaps we women are witches after all, since we seem to be
adept at casting such spells,� indicating Samuel�s amazingly resilient manhood.


Miskoe
smiled also.  �And I for one shall always be ready to defend thee�witch!�


�Witches
are we all!� bellowed a laughing Sarah, as the other naked and alluring women
laughed with her.


Miskoe
wondered if his eyes were playing tricks on him.  Was smiling baby Samuel�s small
cock rigid and swollen as he was being held by young Melody, close to her bosom?  Like
him, could he be bewitched at that young age?  He could only shake his head
and speculate.
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�Aye,
sir,� The young midwife said, �the girl is a spritely one, though motherhood
may prove her undoing.�


�She
has proven herself to be MY undoing on several occasions, Hannah,�
Samuel Miskoe said to the woman, hoping his innuendo became lost between his
seasoned mouth and her ears.  �In thy opinion, will she have problems giving
birth?  The immensity of her womb doest cause me concern.�


�Thy
concern is justified, Sir, for she is a willowy one, not built in the pelvis
for birthing.�


Miskoe
thought, her pelvis was indeed built for an entirely different purpose. 
His cock thickened at the idea of that most enjoyable one.  


Samuel
Miskoe was a happy man.  Even as he took pleasure in the nightly rolls with his
newly beloved, the widow Emily Hammond, he continued to play a part in the life
of Sarah Godwin.  He would forever remember their first coupling by the stream
outside his old village, wondering once more if he had sired the child growing
within her.  Only its coloring and appearance someday would answer the question
of the baby�s lineage, since Sarah�s rampant promiscuity precluded any logical
analysis, even by a learned, former Magistrate.


He
asked the midwife, Hannah Moses, �Art there ways in which thou could better prepare
her for the ordeal?�


�Aye,
there art ways in which her canal may be loosened,� she answered.  �Potions as
well.�


Such a
pity to loosen that tightness, Miskoe thought.  


He
studied the young woman standing before him.  She was said to be of gypsy
blood; her long, thick hair the color of a moonless night.  Her temperament
equaled the wild creatures that inhabited such a night.  On a couple of
occasions while he was feeling quite randy and his Emily was womanly
indisposed, Miskoe had tried to uncover the mysteries under Hannah�s
petticoats, but had been summarily rebuffed.  He yearned to feel her fire, but
was resigned to seeing her only as young Sarah�s midwife. 


Upon
fleeing the old village for this more hospitable town, ex-Magistrate Miskoe used
his knowledge of the law to gain occupation as a solicitor.  He also took on the
role of Sarah Godwin�s guardian, shielding her from those who would judge her
harshly.  Sarah had been close to swinging from the end of a rope, accused of
witchcraft in their old village.  She may be a sexually insatiable, wanton
young woman, but she, along with the others so accused, was not a witch.  Their
escape and subsequent resettlement had allowed the three women the chance to
start anew.  The widow Emily was in every way, other than with the Church�s
blessing, his wife.  Sarah assumed the role of a widow as well, thus explaining
away the child in her womb.  Her �sister� Anne Sawyer was really her lover, but
the townspeople were judiciously shielded from that knowledge, lest the word
�witch� be used in these new environs.


Sarah�s
condition did not preclude her from experiencing the itch which dominated her
very existence.  The day following Miskoe�s discussion with the midwife, he
visited his adopted ward to find her lying in bed with her petticoats off.


�I
shall come back at a more appropriate time,� Miskoe said, not missing the fact
her hand had been working her womanly regions when he arrived.


�Thou
will not come back�Sir�thou will instead provide me with the relief I so
desperately seek.�


�Is it
prudent, young lass, to trespass on the very same land soon to be used as a
passageway to this earthly life?�


�I
beseech thee.  Not only is it prudent, but I believe it to be solidly
required,� she murmured.  �No self-administering shall provide that which I
need the most.�


Miskoe
easily saw the wetness of her womanhood.  Solidly required, indeed, he
thought as he quickly disrobed.  His throbbing manhood was not about to let
this opportunity lapse.  The girl�s belly was much too large for many of the
usual positionings, so Miskoe kept her on her back with her legs lifted upward,
and he slid into her from the side.


Sarah�s
caterwauling as she approached release moved Samuel in the usual manner. 
�Should I refrain from sowing�my seed?� he wheezed, knowing that moment was
fast approaching, urged onward by the young girl�s spirited coupling (even with
her limiting condition) and tight channel.


She
laughed between yelps of pleasure.  �The boy may someday have dark dreams of a
large, spitting snake chasing him, but his father need not worry about that at
this most glorious mo�moh�moh� moment� ayeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!�


Her
bellow was accompanied by turbulent pelvic spasms that clamped down on Samuel�s
member, milking his seed much as the milkmaid squeezes nourishment from a cow�s
teat.


As he
lay next to her, holding her tenderly, Miskoe broached the elusive subject. 
�Thou sayeth I am the father, but how doest thou know that fact with any
measure of certainty?  And how doest thou know the child is a boy?  Is this
only the secret wishes of a bawdy lass?� he said, rubbing her large belly in a
circular motion, �Or am I to believe that thou art truly a witch?�  His hand
had slowly moved from her belly to her pudenda, which was wet, and spilling his
spent fluids upon the bedclothes.


  �Any
other man should be as bewitched as thee, Sir Magistrate,� she said, teasing
him with his old title.  �The strength and hefty volume of thy seed would push
that of others to the wayside, I am sure of it.�  She laughed, �Yet perhaps I
do have ungodly powers.  Perhaps I have the power to choose the seed
that set forth the bloom within me.  What doest thou think of that?� 


It was
Miskoe�s turn to laugh heartily.  �I think it is nonsense, wench.  As
nonsensical as predicting the child will be a boy.�


�It is
not a prophecy, it is a fact.  I know it to be true.  It is a boy, and I will
name him Samuel.�


Miskoe
said, �I will await its birth with keen anticipation.�


Sarah
said, �I will wait a much shorter duration to have thou poke once more at the
threshold of my occupied womb.�  Soon, Miskoe was manipulated back to a
tumescent condition, and thus able to temporarily sate the insatiable.


Miskoe
had been so overcome, as he usually was when Sarah deemed to spread her
youthful thighs, that he had failed to ask about Anne.  The Widow Sawyer had
been their traveling companion when they escaped a witch�s fate.  From the
beginning it was clear that the lady was partial to sleeping with a woman, and
thus had become Sarah�s companion and lover.  It wasn�t Sarah�s pregnancy that
kept Miskoe from thinking of her freely-given sex; it was her relationship with
Anne.  So, where had she been?  Of course, he enjoyed their interlude
immensely, yet it should have been Anne who satisfied the girl�s endless
desires.  He pondered these things throughout the following day, deciding that
he would consult his Emily to see if she knew anything of the matter.  After
all, the women shared a bond well beyond their gender.


�I
know that Anne has been homesick for the old village.  The threats, the
accusations of witchcraft do not seem to be overcoming her longing,� Emily told
Samuel later that day.


Miskoe
wasn�t sure he should be bringing up Sarah�s name lest old jealousies be
resurrected, but the need had arisen.  �I have just spoken with Sarah Godwin
and she never mentioned Anne�s name.  Doest thou believe she may have found a
transport to return to the village?�


Emily
had a way to see right through her man.  By her expression, Miskoe knew that
she guessed of his indiscretion, and most likely was resigned to it, since she
was in completion of her monthly cycle, and well aware of Samuel�s (and the
girl�s)  lusty needs.  She said, �I hope she was not foolish enough to so tempt
fate.�


�Foolish,
no; impetuous, perhaps.  I will enquire further.�


�I am
certain thou will�enquire,� Emily said, her smile belying the sarcasm.


Miskoe
thought, when her cycle is over, I had better mount her with great skill and
endurance or I will forever regret this moment.  �I shall also speak with
the midwife, Hannah, to see if she could spend more time with Sarah on the
chance that Anne has indeed left her.�  


He
attended to regular duties the following day.  Later in the afternoon, he went
in search of Midwife Hannah to speak with her again about Sarah.  When he found
her, she answered his questions with, �Aye, she will not mention Miss Sawyer to
me, and by her�ahem�nether region itch she leads me to believe that her
requirements in that regard art not being met.�


�I
must say, Hannah, thy perception is better than most.  We both know that the
girl has an unappeasable appetite in that area.  If her requirements are not
being addressed, then that would be a solid indication that Anne has left her
side.�


Hannah
looked at Miskoe and smiled, saying �Aye, Sir, thou art correct about my power
of perception.  I have perceived that the Magistrate hath met her requirements
in the past, and young Sarah hath allowed her lips to slip that thou art quite
proficient�and solid� in doing so.�


Miskoe
chuckled.  �Yes, thy perception is as great a gift from our Maker as thy
splendid physical form.�


It was
her turn to chuckle.  �And I imagine that thou may be inclined to sample that
form?�


�Aye,
a lusty woman will never be turned away.�


�Perhaps
thou will someday garner the opportunity, but that day will not be today.�  She
said this even as she fondled the front of his breeches, which expanded
noticeably at her touch.


Miskoe
took note that she appeared pleased by the extent of that expansion.  �Then why
don�t we visit Miss Godwin with thy soothing herbs?�


Hannah
and Samuel walked back to her cottage to retrieve the necessary medicines,
before walking in the opposite direction to where Anne and Sarah were
residing.  Sarah welcomed them in, complaining without pause of her condition.


�I
cannot live another day with this ungodly weight within me,� she declared.  �If
there were only a way to rip it out.�


�Aye,
if only a way existed to spare me the sight of a waif such as thyself waddling
as a duck,� Miskoe teased her.


�And
if only a duck would waddle onto thy expansive shaft, I would pay dearly to see
it,� Sarah saltily teased back.


Miskoe
turned to Hannah and said, smiling, �Would the town�s physician have anything
to heal her?�


Hannah
spit, as if attempting to clear a disagreeable taste from her mouth.  �If
bleeding with leeches would do it, aye, I would suggest the town�s physician. 
Step outside, Sir, and allow me to attend to this mare.�


Sarah
scoffed, �A mare, thou sayeth!  I could take on twice the stallions that thou
could, even whilst in this condition.�  She turned to Miskoe, �Stay.  It is not
as if thou have not seen me splayed open before.�


Hannah
laughed.  �Now I have had two questions answered.�


They
retreated to the bedchamber where Sarah disrobed and lay down on the bed. 
Hannah withdrew herbs and such from her satchel and began making a poultice by
grinding the ingredients with a small mortar and pestle she brought with her. 
Miskoe was surprised (and secretly aroused) by Hannah placing the poultice not on
Sarah, but in her; stuffing her as someone would a game bird to be
cooked at the hearth.


�I do
not comprehend the intended purpose of thy insertion,� Sarah said in a hoarse
voice, �But it is most assuredly bringing about imminent release as though
mating in a more normal manner.�


Hannah
explained the intended purpose, to loosen the walls of her canal for birth. 
However whether from its bulk or warmth, the application proceeded to
accomplish something else, for Sarah�s breath grew more haltingly rapid.


�I
am�I am�ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!� she bellowed as her spread legs kicked,
her back arched, and liquids expelled.


The
midwife mirthfully spoke before Miskoe could get a word out.  �Perhaps thou
hath proven a new usage for my medicines, young lady.  Thy release appeared
more stimulating than even my own, and I must admit that I am not often cheated
of the bedchamber�s pleasures.�  She turned to Miskoe and added, �Can thou
attest to what I have said?�


Miskoe
laughed heartily and then answered, �I can only attest to thy observations of
Sarah here, as thou so astutely deduced.  However, I cannot swear to thine, since
I have yet to discover thy aptitudes in the bedchamber.�


It was
Hannah�s turn to laugh.  �That is such a large word for having so few
letters��yet��since it assumes so much with little or no foretelling.�


Miskoe
affectionately slapped her rump, saying, �Aye, but the word itself conveys an
expectant certainty.  This humble man doest imagine thy lovely flower blossoming
beneath me some day.�


Hannah
brashly slapped him back, saying, �My flower opens for few men, Sir.  One would
have to be quite a botanist to elicit nectar from my petals.�


Miskoe
was about to continue the repartee, but Sarah interrupted, �Wilst thou two move
to the other room, stop this banter and engage thyselves in fleshly congress,
so we may quickly dispense with the howling of coupling dogs that I may rest?�


All
three gleefully laughed as Hannah returned to applying ointments and salves to
Sarah�s womanhood after shooing Miskoe from the room.  He was a man, after all,
so the ex-Magistrate stood just out of sight on the other side of the room�s
door and watched.  Hannah rubbed Sarah�s pelvic area, saying soothing words
that Miskoe couldn�t quite make out.  Occasionally he heard them laugh.  Then
the most amazing thing happened, for which Miskoe thanked God he stayed to
watch; Hannah removed her clothing and slid into bed with the younger woman. 
Their light laughter soon turned to womanly cries of consummation, as Hannah
used her ointments to bring Sarah to another rapid climax at the same time
Sarah used her fingers to ignite passion in the midwife.


�Perhaps
thy wondrous releases will bring about a smoother channel for the babe to
follow, much more than my humble potions could facilitate,� Hannah declared
before she succumbed to Sarah�s ministrations, crying out in sweet surrender to
the ultimate gift of the flesh.


Miskoe�s
ardor at espying the midwife�s splendid arse and equally splendid bosom would
be well evident if someone had been there to look at him.  He left the two
women, silently slipping from the cottage, and returned to the home he and
Emily shared.


His
arousal was evident to Emily, for she said upon his arrival home, �Which wench
lifted her petticoat for thee to bring my solicitor home in such a mood?�


�Could
it be that it is thy petticoat I wish to raise?�


�Thou
may indeed do so, my love,� she said with a beguiling smile as they proceeded
to their bed.  After they had disrobed, Emily was delighted to discover (though
also troubled by it) Samuel�s fleshy shaft to be fully rigid, straining at its
skin covering, and oozing liquid.  He lay on his back and she mounted him in
the manner he so happily enjoyed.  Soon she was bounding up and down as a ship
in stormy seas, riding the waves building within her as surely as she rode her
man�s mast.


Miscoe
hummed a tune of developing pleasure, enjoying as he usually did the bounce and
sway of her ample breasts above him.  �I am�about to�spew��


Emily
sighed.  �Thou had�better not�complete thy�rapture before�I do,� she uttered as
her up-and-down motion accelerated.


�I shall�do�my�best��


�Thy
best...has�accomplished�its�task�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, Samuelllllllllllllllllll!�
she cried as she pressed down fully around him, her body quaking.  She emitted
further wails as she felt his seed being propelled deeply within her.


As
they lay together following lovemaking, they spoke of Anne Sawyer, worrying
about her fate.  Miskoe humorously commented that he often found the three
women who fled from the old village with him to be witches after all, for which
Emily punched his arm in protest.  �A man will not accept a woman who refuses
to be mastered by him.  Many, as thou hast done in jest, equate a woman�s lusty
nature and craft as ungodly.  I sayeth that we art amongst God�s finest
creations.�


�Aye! 
Witch or no witch, God hath created in thee an impressive array of bodily
charms along with the skills to use them.�


�Yes,
indeed She has.�


�Now a
blasphemer!  Be thankful a preacher did not hear thy heresy even in jest, for
thy neck would most assuredly be fitted for the witch�s noose.�


�Samuel,
thou art indeed a man who thinks best not with his head but mostly with that
which is between his legs, though that smaller of heads is exceedingly
impressive too.  No preacher will hear me since I no longer wish to be near a
church whose God allows innocents such as Abigail and the others to die so
horribly.�


�I am
in sympathy with them and with thee, but I believe God to be a benign deity,
One lacking the delivery of fire and brimstone so often preached by lesser
men.  Many horrible things happen to we sorry lot, yet it is not always a form
of His punishment.  Bad things happen, that is all.�


�If
only others had the understanding that thou possess.  There would not be fear
of women, fear that makes differences appear as witchcraft.  Men can be such ignorant
beasts, though thou art not one of them and I love thee for it, even as a beast
lies in close proximity.�  She said this while stroking his now dormant
manhood.


�I am
blessed to have this beast awakened by such a special woman as thyself.�


�Thy
beast has not only been awakened by me,� Emily said with melancholy, thinking
of Samuel�s attachment to Sarah even as she remained ignorant of their latest
intimacies.


Miskoe
judiciously said nothing in reply.


Time
progressed.


  


Sarah�s
time drew nearer still.  The Midwife Hannah ministered to her in preparation,
and Miskoe took much pleasure in watching such preparations take place.  Hannah
confirmed that which Miskoe�s eyes and ears witnessed; the �sex ointments� (as
Miskoe thought of them) not only brought sought-after release to Sarah but
indeed seemed to be loosening the birth canal, as proven by the ease of which
Hannah�s hand could proceed into it.


Miskoe
said to Hannah, �By the look of things, I believe thou should be selling such
salves to some of the frigid wives my drinking mates carp about in the public
house.�


She
smiled, �How doest thou know I have not already done so?  Perhaps these
�frigid� women art now rolling in the hay with younger lovers who possess the
skills to please them, skills not gained by their slovenly husbands over a
lager at the pub.�


�Oh
Hannah, if only I could roll in the hay with thee, for thou art a fine catch
for any man, though not one easily domesticated.�


She
laughed and waggled a finger at him.  �What am I?  The trout, to be a �catch?� 
The sow, to be �domesticated?� Hah! Perhaps I am the doe in the woods, one that
demands great skill to hunt.�


�I
will not be so stupid as to claim such a skill, after claiming thou art less of
a woman than thou obviously art.�


Hannah
kissed him on the cheek.  �There is hope for thee yet, Sir,� she said, and off
she went to see another of her many patients.


�Patients�
were indeed what they were.  Miskoe saw Hannah, and many midwives like her in
the colonies, as the true healers, unlike the quacks who declared themselves
physicians.  Little did he know at the time how precious her very existence to
be.


 


�Samuel,
my dear friend,� spouted William between indelicate swallows of his favorite
brew.  �Thou knoweth the midwife, Hannah Moses, yes?  Have thee heard the
accusations?�


�Accusations?�


�That
she is a witch, Samuel.�  The pub crowd grew quiet as those around them
strained to listen.


�Pshaw,
she is no such thing.  Thou doest realize witchcraft accusations follow
midwives like flies after a cows arse?  Which ignorant bastard made such an
allegation?�


�Michael
Poole and Richard Fish, Sir,� William said.


�Mister
Poole, the physician?  Thou bloody well know that his envy of the woman�s
medicinal skills drives him to sayeth such a thing.  And what of the elder
Mister Fish?  His wife is too old for the Midwife�s services, is she not?�


�Aye,
my friend, but it has been said that Hannah cast a spell over Missus Fish,
causing her to grow wanton and seek out male companionship outside of her
marriage.�


Miskoe
laughed, �Maybe Mister Fish should seek out Hannah�s services, for I�m sure one
of her medicines�and not some damned spell�could harden his shaft so the Missus
would not have to go elsewhere.�


William
was aghast.  �This is not a laughing matter, Samuel!  The Physician, Poole, has
made his accusation formally to the King�s Court of Justice.�


�And
if this matter is debated in open Court, the Midwife shall have the best
solicitor by her side, rest assured my good friend, William.�  Miskoe finished
his ale and went off to find Hannah.


When
he found her, she seemed not to be put off by the accusations.  �I shall be
fine, Sir.  Do not worry about me.�


�No
doubt thou will be fine, for if the matter finds its way to Court, I will
defend thee to the best of my ability.�


�I
have much faith in thy ability, yet I have little faith in being able to pay
thee thy fee.�


I can
surely think of a way, he thought.  �Do not worry about such
trifling details, Miss.  I shall keep thee safe.�


�I
have heard from others that thou art trustworthy in keeping women safe.� 
Unlike at other times, her voice held no guile or folly as she spoke.


As blithely
as Hannah downplayed her situation, Sarah was in a state of panic.  When Miskoe
went to visit her, she nearly shouted, �Thou cannot allow her to be hurt.  If
they condemn her, then she will not be the only one to die, for certainly
without her services I shall not be able to safely give birth.�


�I
will not allow it,� he assured her.


Emily
was equally distraught upon hearing the news.  �Oh, Samuel, why must these
grotesque accusations return?  Can we not live in peace?�


�They
thrive wherever the pea-brains of men allow them to.  We will not flee again. 
I will defend Hannah and go the gallows myself in doing so, if I must.�


�Please
make no such oath, my love.  I cannot lose another.�


�Thou
will not lose me, rest assured.�  Later that night they made love with a great
deal of tenderness, their coupling more as glowing embers than raging fires;
each lost as much in the thoughts of dangers ahead as lost in pleasures of the
flesh.


 


Sadly,
as was usual for the times, witchcraft accusations drew much public froth and
frenzy.  For this reason the charge against the midwife moved swiftly up the
Court�s docket, and with plenty of accompanying fanfare.  On the morning of Hannah�s
hearing before the Court of Justice, Samuel Miskoe was extremely nervous.  He
knew well his skills as a barrister, and he knew the presiding King�s Judge in
town respected him as a former Magistrate.  However, he also knew that the
logic of law can be easily superseded by the emotions of the mob, having
witnessed this cruelty first-hand.   He commissioned Emily and her friend, the
Widow Mary Johnson, to dress and otherwise prepare Hannah to appear less a
gypsy and more a scholarly woman.  Her impetuousness may strain the new
appearance, yet Miskoe could only do so much.


Called
to session, the first and most important witness would be the physician, Doctor
Michael Poole.  After the King�s Prosecutor asked meager questions that allowed
the Doctor to ramble on about the �evil� of midwifery in general and Hannah
Moses in particular, Miskoe would have his most critical turn.


�Good
Morning, Doctor.  May I inquire where thou received thy medical training?�


�In
France,� Poole answered, naming the school.


�Why
not, say, Cambridge?  This humble barrister and former magistrate received
training at Cambridge.  Would it not have been simpler to attend university
close to thy home, Doctor?�


�I�I�wanted
to learn�to gain broader knowledge.�


�Aye,
�broader knowledge���  Miskoe paused.  �Why doest thou claim the Midwife Hannah
Moses be a witch?�


�She
heals people with potions and spells.  It is not God�s work.�


�Yes,
she heals people.  Mmm, how many people hath thou healed in recent memory?� 
Before Poole could answer, Miskoe asked a different question, �Never mind
memory and counting, who hath thou most recently healed?�


Poole
thought for an interval, then said, �Mister Adams had the poison in him,
causing much suffering.  I bled the poison from him and he regained his health
shortly thereafter.�


Miskoe
knew of Seth Adams and his problems, having suffered alongside the man as he
told of his affliction in the most disagreeable detail over a pint at the pub. 
�Bleeding out seems to be quite the answer to many ailments, is that true,
Doctor?�


�Aye,
it is Sir.  Foul blood is the source of many afflictions.�


�Then
I am curious as to the method thou employed to bleed Mister Adams� kidney stone
from him.  That must have been a most�ahem�delicate technique, to say the
least.�


The
spectators laughed at the image thus created.  The Judge gaveled the
proceedings back to silence.  �That is not the method I utilized,� Poole
finally answered.


�I
would hope not,� Miskoe said.  More laughter; more raps of the gavel.  �Any
others so miraculously healed?�  Pooled named two men, one of which was the
farmer, Richard Fish.  Miskoe glanced at the Judge and then back to Doctor
Poole.  �Considering the disparity of numbers between those purportedly healed
by the Midwife�s�potions�and those healed by thy scalpel, I sayeth thou should
be thankful not to be confused with a warlock.�


Poole
sputtered, and the Judge glared malevolently at Miskoe, but the ex-Magistrate
and present Solicitor knew he had driven home one of his main points.  He
looked into the eyes of Hannah Moses for the first time since the proceedings
began, and he saw the fire within as well as a miniscule smile that told all. 
He turned back to the witness.


�Doctor
Poole, hast thou ever been told who attended thy mother at thy birth?�


�Yes,
it was�ah�actually no, I was never told.�


�Which
one is it, yes or no?  Perhaps as it has been the custom for ages, thy mother
had a midwife at her side to assist in the birthing process.�  Poole wanted to
object by Miskoe wouldn�t let him.  �Of course thou hath no memory of thy own
birth, but in keeping with thy specious claims, may it be that a witch brought
thee into this world, and now thou wish to usher an innocent midwife off from
it in her stead?�


�I
object wholeheartedly to these silly questions,� Poole shouted.  �Perhaps thou
art the warlock here, coming to this peaceful town and sowing hysteria.


�I
see; more careful scientific observations from our learned Physician.  Thou
hast used the word �hysteria.�  Doest thou know its root?�


�I do
not understand.�


�Oh, I
am sure a learned Physician such as thyself knows classical languages of Latin
and Greek, do thee not?�


�I am
sorry, but I do not know of what thou art asking.�


�The
word �hysteria� hath Latin, and some would say Greek origins,� he paused for
effect, �but I am sure thou studied this at thy medical university�ah, in
France.�


Poole
held silent.


�Allow
me to explain its root.  �Hysteria� is from the Latin form to mean �of the
womb.�  Many medical texts sayeth that it is a women�s affliction, where the
reflex anxiety is exaggerated, losing control of logical emotion.�  He moved
closer to the witness box.  �Art thou certain this is not known to thee?�


Poole
continued to remain mute.


Miskoe
continued, �I see no women swearing complaints of witchcraft before this
Court.  Doest thou still believe an hysteria hath been released?�


The
Doctor sneered and said, �There art no women here because they art either too
weak to stand before this Court or they too art witches.�


Miskoe
chuckled and said, �Thou hath never been married, is that correct, Sir?�  Even
as he rapped his gavel, the Judge laughed along with everyone else.  Miskoe
turned to the Judge and spoke, �May I petition the Court that what we have
heard hath been the false claims of an envious man, one who fears the woman in
town who can perform the healing he so pitifully cannot.�


The
Judge answered, �I tend to agree, Sir, yet I believe we should hear from the
other complainant, Mister Fish.�  Richard Fish came forward, and as it had been
with Doctor Poole, he prattled on and on about how his wife had abandoned him
for another, and that it was �that witch�s doing.�


When
it was his time to address the witness, Miskoe was more than ready.  �Sir, can
thou explain how one woman may force another to abandon her husband?�


�Aye,
it was the Midwife�s spells and potions that did it, Sir.�


�How
doest thou know this of the Midwife?  Were the potions used�or the�ahem�spells
cast witnessed by thee?�


�Ah�no�but
she is a different woman now.  She has been bewitched!�


�Shall
thee be reminded that thou art a witness here, Mister Fish?  �Witness� means
that thou have actually seen or heard something to support thy claim.   Pray
tell, what hath thee seen?�


Richard
Fish blushed, and everyone saw it.  �Sir, I have not had relations with my wife
for many a month now.  She turns away from me�and her wifely duties, and I have
seen her in the company of younger men.�


�Ah,
�company� thou sayeth.  I have been in the company lately of Miss Moses, the
accused.  Doest that infer that we art having�ahem�relations?�


�I
don�t know of it, Sir, but she may have bewitched thee into it.�


Miskoe
looked once more at Hannah, catching her eye.  �Aye, she is a beauty, and
probably is in no need of witches� spells to draw a man to her.�  The Judge
admonished Miskoe for the remark, reminding him that he should be questioning
the witness, not witnessing things himself.


Indeed,
Miskoe would ask a question next; one that he knew the answer and also knew
would cause quite a stir.  �Have thou conferred with Doctor Poole on healing
thy problem, Mister Fish?�


�I
have no problem save what that witch hath brought me.�


�Doest
that mean thou hath no problem in performing thy husbandly duties?  That thou cannot�shall
we say�rise to it?�


Fish
protested loudly as the spectators either gasped or tittered.  �How doest thou
know this?� he shouted in apparent lack of forethought.


�No
witch whispered it to me in my ear, Mister Fish.  In fact, thou hath told me.  Evenings
when perhaps thy wife needed companionship, thou spent many a farthing at the
pub, sorrowfully telling all within earshot of thy troubles.�


�But�but�the
witch!� Fish hollered.


�Since
thou failed in thy quest to be a witness to anything before the Court,
why don�t we ask Miss Hannah Moses herself?�


With
the Judge�s blessing, Richard Fish slinked away from the witness box, probably
pondering his reception in town now that his secret was revealed.  Hannah
strode to the box with dignity, careful not to overdo it and convey haughtiness
as Miskoe had warned her.


�I
have but one question for thee, Miss Moses, and it is not the foolish question
as to whether thou art a witch or not, since learned men�� glancing over
at Doctor Poole as he said �learned,� ��know that answer.  I inquire upon thy
service to Missus Fish.�


In a
mannerly way, Hannah described how the lady approached her looking for a cure
for her husband�s inability to perform.  �I inquired as to whether she had
spoken with the Physician.  Missus Fish told me that the good Doctor shouted at
her that she should accept her husband�s failing as an indictment of her
�failings as a wife.�  I provided a poultice that could possibly provide
�ahem�expansion, upon its application, Sir.  That is all.�


Although
highly irregular, Miskoe turned to the gallery and staring at Richard Fish,
said, �Did this poultice perform its magic?� 


Fish
jumped up and said, �I would never use such an ungodly remedy!�


Turning
back to the Judge, Miskoe said, �Honored Judge, Sir, I see no reason to
continue with this travesty.  Please allow me to excuse this witness, the
wrongly accused, and provide my summary to the Court.�


�Thou
art so allowed.�


�Thank
you, Sir.�  Miskoe spoke thusly, as much to the assembled crowd as to the
King�s Court.  �We as God-fearing folks cannot continue to allow ignorance to
rule us.  Women such as this Midwife art not witches, even as scorned or lesser
men believe them to be.  I can attest to this woman�s ability as a healer,
though not for the same affliction as Mister Fish.�  A few chuckles escaped
mouths, but otherwise the gallery remained quiet, and attentive.  �That which
this woman knows of the healing sciences did not come from�France��  A few more
chuckles could be heard.  ��but has proven superior to what the Doctor is able
to do, and rest assured, I would not even present a carbuncle to him for fear
he would lance me into my grave.�


Just
then a commotion erupted by the doorway.  Miskoe turned to see his Emily
rushing up to him.  �Samuel!  Sarah�s labors have begun!  She needs the Midwife
now!�


The
Judge shouted �Here, here!� in response to the interruption.


Doctor
Poole shouted �The witch cannot go anywhere.  A physician is necessary.�


Miskoe
turned back to the Judge.  �Please, Sir.  Make thy judgment now, for we have
two lives in the balance here, not one.  If the Midwife is prevented from
assisting in her most capable manner, Miss��  He caught himself, remembering
their subterfuge.  ��Missus Godwin will surely die in childbirth, since she is
small in the hips and the child cannot pass.�  He hesitated before adding, �And
no amount of therapeutic blood-letting can alleviate her dire condition.�


The
Judge banged his gavel on the bench before saying, �I will therefore make my
decision known.  The accused is not a witch, and I am inclined to throw Doctor
Poole into the gaol instead for wasting the King�s Court�s time with this
matter.�


Miskoe,
Emily and Hannah tuned out the hubbub around them as they raced out of the
building and toward Sarah�s cottage.  When they arrived, they heard Sarah�s
unholy screams long before they laid eyes upon her.  When she saw Hannah, she
begged, �Please help me�please�I am dying��


Hannah
soothed her, saying, �Thou wilst not die, not today and not for many years to
come.�


She
didn�t bother to shoo Samuel and Emily away.  Hannah silently removed her
clothing and lay next to the sobbing Sarah Godwin, who was herself naked. 
�Remember what I told thee before?� Hannah whispered.  �The child will come out
the same way a suitor would go in, with rapturous pleasure, with gleeful
release only a lusty woman would know.�  


Watching
with eyes wide open, Miskoe was astonished as Hannah moved between the
suffering girl�s thighs as a lover would.  She began to place her lips and
tongue in forbidden places, causing Sarah to moan and spread her legs farther
apart.  Hannah�s ministrations grew ever more intense, until Sarah writhed in
the throes of her climax.  That�s when her water broke, splashing all over
Hannah�s face.  Hannah paid no mind to it, urging Sarah to exert force now that
her sexual release facilitated it.  Miskoe failed to imagine the nature of this
treatment though he fully trusted the Midwife.  Oblivious to the mess which was
expelled, Hannah�s tongue went back to work on Sarah�s womanhood.


Emily
whispered in Samuel�s ear, �Thou art aroused by this sight, yes?�


�Aye,
I have risen quite splendidly whilst viewing this�ahem�treatment.�


�Thou
hast risen because thou art looking at Hannah�s tender rump.�


�I
declare my innocence in this accusation.�


�Would
it be a witch�s sign that I am also aroused by this?�


�No,
but some punishment is due.�  


Emily
had lifted her petticoats and moved in front of Samuel.  He loosened his
breeches, freeing his manhood; and finding her opening quite wet and thusly
prepared for entry, he did so.  Their throes of sexual activity were not lost
on the otherwise preoccupied Miss Godwin.  The dual stimulation of Hannah�s
tongue, and watching Emily�s face as her rapture approached (she of course knew
that feeling well, having been skewered by Miskoe�s long and thick man-cock on
several occasions) brought about a quaking convulsion that transformed her.


Hannah
yelped with glee as first a head and then the rest of him�yes, a �him� as she
predicted�squeezed out of her.  While Emily screamed in pleasure, and Miskoe
groaned as his seed flew from him, the baby let out a wail of his own.


Four
loving people had become five.  Seed dripping from both of them, Emily and
Samuel danced about the room in thankfulness to Almighty God.


 


Miskoe
visited Sarah one day with news of Anne Sawyer.  �I am most sorry to convey
this.  Sadly, she has felt the noose.  I do not comprehend why she went back to
that ungodly village.�


�Neither
do I,� Sarah said, tears in her eyes as the baby Samuel suckled at her swollen
breast.  �I have tried to assign reason to it but cannot.�


Just
then, Hannah entered to check on her patients.  Afterward, she pulled Miskoe
from the room and said, �I have not adequately thanked thee for thy splendid
defense of my neck.�  She moved closer to him and felt for his manhood. 
�Perhaps thou could follow me to my house and I could thank thee in an
appropriate manner.�


�Thou
have said in the past that thy favors art not granted lightly.�


�Lightly
is not how I envision our coupling.�


They
wished a good day upon Sarah and child, and proceeded to Hannah�s humble house
where they coupled like wild animals.  Once they had both experienced release,
Miskoe asked about the poultice offered to Mrs. Fish.  Hannah rose from the bed
(and Miskoe admired her perfect form as she did so) and soon returned with said
remedy.  She wrapped the poultice around his wilted staff, and they both
watched in wonder as it sprang back to its thick and rigid majesty.


�What
is this magical potion?  Perhaps thou art a witch.�


�No
magic, Sir, simply a weed found on the Spanish plains.�


�And
such a wondrous weed it must be!  We shall put it to the test!�  Hannah fell to
her back as Miskoe mounted her.  He thrust into her with renewed, and
surprising, vigor.  Her rapture this time was not as one episode but as a
continual event.  


When
he wheezed that he was about to spew, she urged �Release thy seed outside of
me, so I may witness the increased volume alleged to be an effect.�  Both were
astounded by it, as not streams but rivers flowed from his swollen shaft,
covering her from head to navel.  


Even
following such a display, Miskoe would not wilt.  Hannah said, �Perhaps I am
wrong, Samuel, and that it IS magical,� before placing her
well-proportioned rump before him.  He was deep within her when she sang,
�Aye�magical�indeed�ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!�


He was
sore and perplexed upon leaving the Midwife�s bed, for he could not fasten his
breeches closed because of the continued rigidity of his pole.  He limped home
in discomfort, hoping no one, especially Emily, would notice his distress.  His
hope, if a prayer, was not answered.


Instead
of anger, Emily laughed upon seeing him.  �Oh Samuel, do not attempt to hide
such an abomination from me.  It is quite obvious where thou hast been, and I
must say that this moment wast inevitable since, once that beloved serpent of
thine is loosed, it will find whatever hole it must to burrow into, even far
from its home.�


Miskoe
could do nothing but laugh at her humor, since it also presented forgiveness. 
�Thou know me much too well, my dearest.  I am sorry for these times that I
wrong thee.�


�Thy
contrition is not enough.  Thou shall not go unpunished, for that would be
truly wasteful.�  She helped him out of his clothing and then allowed him to
remove hers with the tenderness and delicacy that was all his own.


�Use
care, my love, for I am hurting,� he said before she lowered herself onto him.


�I
warn thee that my care shall only extend to my own needs.�  Her rapid
up-and-down motions further abraded Miskoe�s manhood, but he did not react, for
this was her time for pleasure, not his.


When
he released, she yelped, feeling the great volume of his seed flood into her,
most of which oozed out just as rapidly as it had entered.  As they fell to the
bed, spent, she asked, �Wast that also an effect of Hannah�s medicines, or hast
thou regressed in age to a younger man?�


�Tease
me if thou must, wench, but it would seem as if thou hast benefited also from
her potion.�  He glanced down at his deep-red and still solid shaft, and added,
�Wilst this thing ever return to a relaxed state?�


�I am
sure of it, since Hannah�s craft does not extend to cruelty.  Ah, in speaking
of cruelty, I believe I shall avail myself of thy manhood again before the
magic wanes.�


�I
think I shall wane first,� Miskoe said, grimacing as she slid down upon
him one more time.


�Is it
not sad,� she said as she, slowly this time, moved upon him, �that Richard Fish
was too ignorant�to see the remedy�for his affliction�set before�him?�


�His
ignorance is not benign, or limited to him alone.� He said, picturing young
Abigail Whitehead, and in turn Anne Sawyer, in his mind.


Emily
cried out once more in supreme pleasure.  Miskoe enjoyed watching, hearing and
feeling her release; though at the moment he was too damned sore to achieve
such additional release himself.


Samuel
Miskoe was too keen a man to believe the threat to these women��his women� as
he thought of them�had passed with the recent Court proceedings.  He knew he
must be ever vigilant in protecting his Emily and the other women he loved; for
his love (and appetite, he grudgingly admitted to himself) was not bound to one
alone.


As if
reading his thoughts, Emily said while curled up next to him on their bed,
�Protect Sarah.  For all her brashness, she is a fragile soul and needs
protection, though by this I do not mean suckling at her breast in young
Samuel�s stead.�


�I
swear I will protect anyone who needs me.�


�Aye,
as I am certain that there art women in town who yet do not know of that need
and may discover otherwise in the future.  I am resigned to it.�


Miskoe
drew the image in his mind of himself at one of Sarah Godwin�s firm yet
milk-swollen breasts, and his painful though finally wilting cock stopped
wilting altogether.


Emily
saw this and said, �Men!�


Miskoe
smiled and said, �Witches, all of thee!�
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The
Magistrate�s Dilemma


by Donna M.


 


�Fetch
my satchel, Peter, and be quick about it.�


�Yes,
Magistrate,� he replied.  Samuel Miskoe was not to be ignored, or a price would
be paid.  He was big man, and a gruff man at most times; his present
temperament made more acerbic by the latest reports.


�Witches!�
he said to no one, shaking his head as he did so, as if simply saying the word
brought a curse to its speaker.  �First Salem Village and now here,� he mumbled,
thinking that however capable the new, young constable appeared to be, he was
woefully unprepared for this nonsense.  �For the love of God, it is but simple
games being played by wretched young girls, and the whole village bathes in
fear.�


�Thou
were speaking to me, Sir?� his scribe, Peter Smythe asked from the next room.


�No,
no, just thinking aloud�thinking aloud,� he answered.  Wasn�t speaking to one�s
self considered a sign of the Devil?  He would seek Reverend Grout�s counsel on
that question; though, he thought, why would any man seek sane counsel from
the daft Reverend and his mostly hysterical ramblings?


After
Peter retrieved the Magistrate�s satchel, Miskoe removed the latest transcribed
witchcraft reports from within.  Two young ladies, girls really, seemed to have
brought things to a boil in his village.  Abigail and Margaret were their
names.  Most of the reports were contradictory, and patently ridiculous. 
Reverend Grout had proffered his assessment�witches, of course�but the
Magistrate would see for himself.


�Peter. 
Please have these two summoned here.  I wish to speak with them, get to the
bottom of this silly witchcraft talk before we end up with unnecessary Court
proceedings and a gruesome gallows defacing the village square.�


�Yes, sir.�


When
the young scrivener returned, he was accompanied by Constable Pruitt and two rather
buxom young lasses.  Magistrate Miskoe grew impatient with the girls since they
took no measure of solemnity in his questioning, laughing and tittering like
magpies throughout.


�Constable,�
said Miskoe.  �Have thee not explained the gravity of the situation to them?�


�Yes,
sir.  I have indeed,� answered the young officer of the law.  �I explained that
their last wish had better NOT be to answer such questions in an open
session of Court, Magistrate.�


Miskoe
turned to the girls, his scowl causing them to sober somewhat.  �Witchcraft is
the most serious of transgressions.  Ye have been identified by village folk as
witches.  Is it understood that is why ye art here before me?�


�Yes,
my Lord,� Abigail said.


Miskoe
wondered if she was toying with him.  �I am not a Lord, but a humble magistrate. 
However, I consider myself a fair, impartial judge of character, and in that
regard, Court is one place thou decidedly do not want to appear to answer
charges of being a witch?�


�Yes,
my L�Sir,� the shier Margaret said, hardly above a whisper.


Magistrate
Miskoe easily observed that both girls had been well endowed by their Creator
with very large bosoms.  They were wearing simple petticoats over linen shifts,
and the well-worn undergarments, at least above their waists, teased the
imagination into dangerous territories for any vital man.  Magistrate Miskoe
was indeed a vital man, as his appendage�s sudden thickening and rise attested
to.  Sending off Constable Pruitt and the young Mr. Smythe, Miskoe ushered
Abigail and Margaret into his private office chambers.


�Young
ladies, why doest village folk believe ye art witches?�


Margaret
appeared as if she would cry.  Abigail answered for both of them, �Because we
art always together, Sir, and we�we�we do not consort with men or boys.�


�Consort,
thou sayeth.  Mmmmm, I do not see this as a wicked trait, saving ye virtue for
future husbands.  I do believe we need more of that virtue in this wretched
colony.�


Margaret
spoke up in her reedy, high-pitched voice, �We do not intend to seek husbands,
Sir.  We wish to be together, t�is all.�


�Do
not speak of this in public!  Many believe that what thou suggest is the
Devil�s work, as the evil one perpetuated on Sodom in the Holy Book.  I for one
do not believe such desires constitute witchcraft, for I have carnal desires as
well.  We art but imperfect creatures before God, especially in affairs of the
heart�and other, ahem, parts of our anatomy.�


Both
girls had easily witnessed the magistrate�s frontal bulge, so they knew of what
he spoke, and tittered.  Miskoe knew that they knew, and laughed along with
them, still cloaked in the wanton lust for these two finely proportioned young
women.


Abigail
spoke up, �As thou can see, we art not witches, but the same cannot be said for
Sarah Godwin, for she has professed to us and others some most peculiar
habits.�


�Such
as?�


�She
professes to have had sexual congress with many men at the same time, and with beasts
of the field,� Abigail said.


Margaret
added, �And she once snuck into my bedchamber�and fondled my bosom and my�my
nether region.�


The
magistrate gaped, then asked, �Have thou told anyone of this, child?�


�I was
too ashamed�and��


Abigail
continued for her, �She did not want to tell me, for she found the touching
pleasurable, but I have forgiven her.  I love her.�


The
two embraced each other and in seconds were kissing in an extremely unchaste
manner.  Magistrate Miskoe said, �Now, now!  None of that, here in this
chamber.  Argh!  The Devil�s work!�


Margaret
pulled her lips away from her lover�s, saying, �T�is can�t be the work of the
Devil, since the Reverend Grout said it was a holy sacrament.�


�He
said THAT?�  Miskoe nearly shouted.  �I fail to believe such nonsense.�


�Aye,�
Abigail responded, �he has viewed our coupling in order to declare its
holiness.�


Margaret
added, �And he had a similar rise as thou have had, Sir.�  She snickered.


�But
the Reverend was quite handy under his robes�Magistrate, Sir.�  Abigail said
with a chortling voice.


Miskoe
chuckled too, thinking about his sudden fortune of having damning information
to possibly use against the nettlesome preacher�and the more immediate good
fortune these two precocious beings presented.  �My, my�why not also show me
this holy rite, if ye art in fact in love, and wish to demonstrate this love to
one who will not think ill of it?�


The
girls undressed each other, giggling all the while, and progressed to a divan
the magistrate had along the side wall of his official chamber.  As Miskoe
watched with eyes agog, the young ladies kissed and fondled each other�s
impressively large and firm breasts.  Their pudenda were not as densely covered
with hair as the magistrate had seen with older women.  Instead, their thatch
was not a thicket, and the magistrate was able to see much of their charms. 
And their girlish-looking charms had quite the effect on the magistrate�s
penis, which grew even stiffer and began to leak, as it was wont to do when
excessively aroused; something the magistrate had not experienced since his
dear wife passed on.


When
Abigail spread Margaret�s thighs and kissed her opening with animal-like
abandon, Miskoe slipped his hand under his clothing and stroked heartily on his
throbbing cock.  Margaret whimpered in obvious pleasure as Abigail�s
ministrations took their effect.  When Abigail turned her position to lay upon
Margaret in the opposite direction, and the other girl kissed and licked her
opening in kind, the magistrate�s hand motion grew steadily faster.


The
girls orally pleased each other until Abigail threw her head back in apparent
rapture, yelling �Oh Margaret, Heaven�s gate has open�d�ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,�
with her entire body shaking uncontrollably.  Margaret�s wail quickly ensued. 
Still in a fleshy embrace on the divan, the girls glanced expectantly over at
the magistrate to see that his breeches were down, his cock out and his hand
clamped around its thick shaft.  His eyes closed, ejaculate shot out of Miskoe
in several long threads, nearly spanning his office.


Miskoe
opened his eyes to see two wide-open pairs staring back.  He laughed, and said,
�That was indeed a special, sacred act.  I was observably pleased with
witnessing such a splendid show of affection, as I am sure Reverend Grout
was�pleased.  Now, get yourselves dressed, and be careful not to let the folks
of our village know of these affectations, lest more nonsense about witchcraft�


The
girls quickly dressed and were gone forthwith.  Magistrate Miskoe ruminated on
what he had just witnessed, his cock surprisingly showing renewed vigor at the
thought.  �I must personally investigate this Miss Godwin to see if she indeed
shows signs of being a witch,� he said to himself, before turning his thoughts
to his supper.


The next
day, he had his scribe summon the constable, who in turn was assigned to bring
Sarah Godwin to the magistrate�s office.  Miskoe already had developed a mental
image of how this girl would appear, yet the reality was even farther removed
from that image.  Sarah Godwin turned out to be a foul-mouthed waif, a gamin really,
with golden hair, set wildly if at all.  Her dress seemed to be straight from
the barnyard, both in appearance and odor.   When she spoke, he was certain
that her mouth needed soap before her body.


After
several epithets, she asked why she had been summoned.  �The town-folk have
declared thee a witch, that is why,� said the flustered magistrate.  �Thy
manners displayed here, before an officer of the King�s Court, do not help the
cause, Miss Godwin.�


�My
manners art as they are, Sir,� she answered.  It was obvious to Miskoe that she
was now trying not to add any profane oaths to her speech, which obviously was
against her nature.  �My Uncle Nathan sets my manners, not I.�


�What
of thy uncle?�


�Since
I live under his roof, I do what he tells me.�


�And
that includes bawdy speech?�


Sarah
must have misunderstood �bawdy� for �body,� for she answered, �Aye, my Uncle
takes my body whenever he so pleases.  I rather enjoy it, I�ll say.  Is that
what thee would like?  My body, Sir?�  Before Miskoe could respond, she slipped
off her dress, and stood before him garbed only in the skin the Lord had given
her at birth, filthy as it were.


The
magistrate�s reaction was mixed.  Her bodily odor was rank, yet the young lady
standing naked before him stirred many emotions, as well as his manhood.  She
was the reverse of the earlier two, Abigail and Margaret.  Sarah could have
been a boy for all she displayed on her chest, yet she was certainly not a boy;
her pudenda so barely covered in light hair that the young, pudgy folds were
unmistakable in their femininity, and quite inviting to Miskoe.  A bath and
a bit more meat on her meager bones would set things straight, Miskoe
thought; as straight as his cock was at the moment.


�Young
lady, doest thee ever bathe?  Thou smell as an outhouse would.�


�No
sir, my Uncle does not waste water on me, nor his whiskey.�


�Put
thy clothing back on, girl, for I have an idea on an excursion we may�ahem�both
benefit from.�


When
Sarah was dressed again, Miskoe called out to his scribe to summon his wagon
from the stablemaster.  When the horse-drawn wagon arrived, the magistrate and
the girl boarded, and he drove out of the village for approximately two miles. 
They travelled off the well-worn road and down a barely passable path to at a
secluded glen near a stream.  Miskoe helped the waif down from the wagon,
producing a cake of soap from the pocket of his waistcoat.


�This
is a perfect place to bathe.  We shall be left alone for as long as we wish.  I
assure thee that no Indians art in this region.  Feel free.�


Sarah
giggled and threw off her clothes before running naked into the softly rushing
water.  For several minutes, Magistrate Miskoe watched the girl cavort in the
stream, acting as a child, feeling the natural stirring in his groin, yet now
not worried about being seen in such a condition.  


At one
point in time, she stepped slightly out of the water to declare it very cold,
and pointing to her nearly nonexistent breasts said �My nips have puckered as my
fingertips have.  Would thou like to feel them, Sir Magistrate?�  She stepped
farther from the water and walked to him proudly, not shamed or embarrassed at
all about being naked in front of the man.


He did
feel them as soon as she neared.  Though hardly buxom, her breasts did have
soft substance, and her nipples were indeed puckered and taut, protruding more
than before she entered the stream.  As he touched her, she closed her eyes and
moaned softly, a moan of such unspoken feeling which the magistrate had not had
the pleasure of hearing from a woman�s lips in years.


�If I
am to bathe, why do thee not wish to join me in the stream?� she asked, her
eyes now reopened, their gaze that of a more worldly woman.


Perhaps
she is much more worldly that the Good Lord intended at her age,
Miskoe thought.  �That is an excellent idea,� he said as he began to disrobe. 
She didn�t wait, returning to the stream.  She did watch him, though.


When
his taut and upright member was freed from its restraints, she gasped and
giggled.  �That is such a big fish to be freed within these waters, Sir.  I
hope it does not devour everything it sees, only that which wishes to be
devoured.�


�And
what in this stream wishes to be devoured?� he said.  She simply smiled back at
him.


Miskoe
marveled at how the girl�s speech was transforming.  A Siren did not draw
sailors to the rocks as masterfully as her voice was drawing him.  �He often
has been the most uncontrollable of beasts, yet he has not been in the company
of a woman in a long time so I cannot attest to his voraciousness.�


The
water was colder than he imagined it to be.  The displayed ardor of his manhood
withered with contact to the frigid water, enough that she proclaimed, �Thy
affliction I am sure is but temporary.� She wrapped her small hand around its
shaft, and indeed she was correct; his affliction was temporary.


He had
brought the soap cake into the stream with him, and he proceeded to cleanse her
body with it, sparing no area, lingering at a few of them.  She allowed him to
do so, but not without several more of those softly uttered moans.  She took
the soap from him and began to wash his body.  She too concentrated on
particular areas, and those areas responded to the attention.  After rinsing
off the soap residue, Miskoe lifted her into his arms and carried her to a
grassy area beside the stream.  They made no conversation, each knowing what
was to happen.  When placed down in the grass, the girl immediately got onto
her hands and knees.  The magistrate was not accustomed to mating as wild
animals did, though he surmised that Sarah was quite familiar with the
practice, watching the act unfold countless times on her uncle�s farm.  With
her arse facing him, a smile on her lips and his shaft as rigid as a
spike-nail, he was not about to let this opportunity pass because of any
self-righteous qualm.  Miskoe fell to his knees behind the girl, and placed the
end of his cock at her opening.  He was astounded by the amount of natural
lubrication practically dripping from within the folds of her sex.  With
relish, he poked his erection into her and pushed.


She
gasped, crying out, �Thou art so large, as my uncle�s horses!�


Whether
she was playing with him was uncertain, but the magistrate found the girl�s sex
to be extremely tight, in spite of her internal wetness.  He placed a hand on
either hip and thrust himself deeper still.  Her gasping breaths grew more
intense, and shorter, as Miskoe worked his way in and out of the velvet clamp that
was her vagina.  It had been so long since he had sexual congress with a woman
that he knew her incredible tightness would quickly drain his seed from him in
short order.


Sarah
cried out, �Arghhhhhhhhhhhhhh!� just as Miskoe felt himself ready to ejaculate. 
She must have sensed or felt his imminent release, for she said, �Do not fill
me with thy damned seed.  I am fertile�� She need sayeth no more, as with a loud
grunt, he pulled from her and spewed all over her backside.


They
lay in the grass, as Sarah regaled the magistrate with many tales of her
upbringing on the farm.  When she was still young her uncle �broke� her in to
sex.  Matter-of-factly she told of painful nights until she reached puberty,
when she discovered that sex could be pleasurable.  She told Miskoe of the many
times she witnessed animals in heat around the farm and realized she got like
that sometimes; so in need that she had to seek immediate release.  She did so
first with inanimate objects, but then imagined that the animals could provide
that release.  Miskoe could not believe the stories this wild gamin told of
congress with dogs, billy goats, and other beasts.


�Thy
uncle�s HORSE?!� Miskoe asked, his mouth agape.


�Aye,
his damned dingus grew to amazing size�like thine,� she said with a mischievous
grin.  �I used my hand to take fluid from the mare and spread the liquid over
my nethers.  I stuck my arse between the fence rails, and the big ol� horse
mounted me right good.�


�Did
thee�ahem�enjoy it?�


She
scoffed, �No sir!  Nearly split me in two pieces!  I thought the damned thing
would skewer me to my belly!�


They
both rolled in the grass, laughing heartily at what only now, looking back at
it, could be considered a humorous matter.  The laughing only lasted so long,
since the magistrate�s manhood had recovered adequately and was in need of
renewed release.  Of course, Sarah�s industrious palm had much to do with that
phenomenon. 


�This
is the proper way for a man to mount his lady,� Miskoe said, as he spread her
thighs widely and moved between them.  


Her
legs apart and pointing to the sky above, he lay upon her and put it in.  She
was no looser this second time.  He marveled at her tightness, and thought of
the horse�s immense penis inside this very same unyielding, velvety haven where
he now propelled himself.  He drove inside her as rapidly as he could, and soon
her wails of pleasure echoed across the valley.  Her tiny arse pushed up to
meet every one of his manly thrusts.  He forgot himself and spewed his seed
deep.  She was in too much of a rapturous mood to object.


They
cleansed the residue of sex from their bodies in the stream before dressing and
untethering the horse and wagon for the ride back to the village.  Not much was
spoken until they exited the woods.


�Did thee
prove to thyself, Magistrate, that I am not a witch?� Sarah said, smiling.


�Since
I have been dutifully beguiled this fine day, perhaps more study will be
required.�


Her
smile broadened, �Yes, I do believe that thee must continue thy�enquiry, Sir. 
When thou study me, thou probe much deeper than my damned Uncle ever
could�Sir.�


�So
perhaps thou will take up a position within the fence rails for me next time?�


�Only
for thee,� she responded, her light voice suddenly growing coarser.


He
took the girl to her uncle�s farm, not wanting the village folk to see them in
their present state.  When he spied the stabled horse and its extraordinary
prepuce, as he turned the wagon to leave, Miskoe shook his head imperceptibly,
wondering if all that she amused him with were lies formed within her ample,
licentious heat.  


Besides
the most pleasant diversion he was provided on this beautiful day, his eyes
were opened to many new possibilities as well.  Could these �witches� simply be
wanton women, unable to be sufficiently satiated in their marital beds?  Could
the younger ones be as needy as Sarah Godwin?  


By
God�s command, as the magistrate, he must find out!


Miskoe
summoned Abigail and Margaret again and again, allowing his office chamber to
be the sanctuary for their unnatural love.  Of course, his chamber served the
dual role as a stage upon which he could view them, and seek self-release that
to others would be deemed equally as immoral and unnatural.  Much seed was
spilled within the folds of his loosened clothing whenever the girls visited
him.


Scuttlebutt
around the village was that Mrs. Hammond, a widow who lived in a sagging house
at the wood�s edge, was a witch.  She had been seen by local busybodies
wandering the fields in the dead of night.  What those same busybodies were
doing watching for the poor woman on those nights was anyone�s guess. 
Of course the magistrate was compelled to investigate.  


Mrs.
Hammond was summoned before him.  Miskoe confronted the woman with the
accusations.  Instead of vehement denials, she hung her head and sobbed.  


�Art
thee in tears because thou have been found out?� Magistrate Miskoe asked her.


She
shook her head, but some time passed before she answered him.  �Magistrate,
Sir, my life has been nigh an impossible burden since my husband, John,
passed.  It is a hex upon me, not from witchcraft but from the flames within. 
My bed is empty at night, and therefore I am empty as well.�


Miskoe
bid her to come closer.  She was not an unattractive woman, though hardship had
prematurely aged her.  Unlike the wild lass, Sarah, Mrs. Hammond appeared
clean, and no odor about her.  Actually, Miskoe did detect an odor about her,
but it was one he was familiar with, a musk special to a woman with certain
needs.  He made a proposal to her that would address the nightly condition of
her bed.


�I
surmise that thy nightly travels are to seek male companionship.  Am I
correct?�


�Aye,
Sir,� she admitted, though looking downward so as not to make eye contact with
the magistrate.


�Is
this male companionship�ahem�satisfactory to thee?�


�No,
Sir.�  She paused, taking in a large breath before saying, �Magistrate, my John
was a large man�large in every way possible�and no one has been able to match
his�qualities.�


�Thou
art quite a comely woman, Missus Hammond.  I am certain that any man could grow
to twice his size when in thy company.  In fact, I grow as we speak.�


She
blushed deeply when he said this, and could not hide the glance she made to the
area below his belt.  �Please, call me Emily, Magistrate.  I am humbled yet
appreciative of thy�display of such�growth.  Perhaps my bed may not be so empty
this night?�


His
wagon was again summoned and he drove the Widow Hammond to her house.  Once there,
he bedded her quite pleasantly.  Emily turned out to be a feisty one, not
satisfied to allow the man to lead her in the act.  Miskoe had never had sex
with a woman who sat astride him as one would ride a horse, and with Emily in
that position, galloping energetically upon his throbbing member, he began to
wish for nothing else.  She cried out several times as hot shivers ran through
her.  Miskoe could not restrain himself any longer, and even after she absently
called him �John� during one such shiver, he discharged mightily deep within
her.


After
they were finished, Miskoe teased her by saying, �Only a witch would derive
such pleasure from a deep skewering.  Ma�am, doest thou believe in such black
magic?�


�My
belief goes no farther than toward the nearest magic staff, of which thine is
quite magical.�


�I do
not wish to supplant the memory of thy husband, but I would enjoy thy company
again in the future.  Perhaps more magic would be conjured, yes?�  The future
proved not to be too far removed, for the magistrate spent the night in Mrs.
Hammond�s bed, though little sleep ensued since they enjoyed several couplings
in various physical configurations.  One such dog-like coupling had Miskoe
remembering the young Miss Godwin.  For some strange reason, this memory found
him doubling his output, both in semen and in song.


As
much as the Widow Hammond occupied his mind, the magistrate could not shake
away his thoughts and concerns for Sarah.  The girl�s public appearance of
wildness continued to fuel accusations of witchcraft.  Her Uncle Nathan did
nothing to dispel village notions, often telling outrageous tales of his
niece�s behavior around the farm while he drank himself to a stupor at the tavern. 



One
such evening, Nathan became rowdy and Constable Pruitt had to lock him up for
his own good.  Magistrate Miskoe, upon hearing of this detainment and concerned
for the girl�s welfare, quickly fetched his wagon and drove out to the farm to
check on her.


He
found the girl lying in the path near the stable, at first believing her dead
or injured.  Alighting from the wagon, Miskoe ran to her and found her still
breathing�and surprisingly in good humor.  Many parts of her naked body were
sticky, as if mucilage had been poured upon her.  The magistrate immediately
knew what this substance was.  It was most assuredly not mucilage.


�Who
did this to thee?� Miskoe asked.


�Too
many to damn count,� Sarah answered coarsely.


�Did
they�force themselves on thee?�


She
laughed, �Aye, force!  Ha!  Thou have bedded me, Sir.  Doest thou deem me as
one who needs to be FORCED into
sexual coupling?�


�Perhaps
the folks art correct and thou art of witch�s blood.  Thine does seem to run
hotter than most, of which I can surely attest.  Let us get thee cleaned up and
dressed.  Thy Uncle Nathan has been thrown into the gaol for safekeeping, and I
have come to watch over thee.�


�I do
not need watching, Sir, but my itch has not subsided, even following the many
boys who had their way with me.  I know a Magistrate�s staff that is well
equip�d to scratch the itch that needs a-scratchin�.�


�And
that may be the extent of my�ahem�watching.�  


He
walked her to the pump, drew some water and washed the filth from her.  Then he
walked her to the barn and into the hay loft, where he disrobed and proceeded
to bed the girl once again.  As the memory of Emily Hammond bounding wildly
above him burned a path through his mind, he urged Sarah atop his prone body
and onto his rigid flagpole of flesh.


The
girl took to this new position with relish.  She began at a slow and
exploratory pace, then when she discovered that the internal rubbing and stretching
was to her liking, began to bounce faster, much like the Widow Hammond had
done.  With Sarah, Miskoe did not have the additional pleasure of watching
mature breasts bounce and sway above him.  Instead, he reached up and played
with her taut nipples, marveling at the firmness of the girls tiny
breast-lets.  She seemed to enjoy his ministrations, adding some vocals to the
bounce.


�I
am�I am�I am�Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!� she screamed as she clamped
down on the magistrate�s swollen and ready to burst member, shaking in release.


The
magistrate�s member did indeed burst a few seconds later, as she lay down upon
him and thrust her tongue into his gaping mouth.  A witch�s kiss, Miskoe
thought, and I am lost to her power.  Her mouth did produce magic, for
even while spent he remained stiff within her.  As per her wanton nature, she
was not satisfied and continued to move around the magistrates aching yet still
tumescent manhood.


�Oh
kind Sir, I do so much enjoy this stance which allows me to feel thy attributes
to the fullest,� she uttered, each word separated by a sharp intake of breath. 
�No boy, no beast can duplicate the effect thou art having on me.�  She humped
several more times in rapid succession until she screamed out,
�Ayeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!� as no Indian of the northern woods could
duplicate, even in battle.


Since
the magistrate had not sown his seed this second time, he was still ready when she
stopped him at the hay loft ladder and placed her backside out for his
pleasure.  He took that pleasure, pounding mercilessly into her tight hole
until both of them sang songs of immense glee.


The
young girl�s bed wasn�t suitable, a pallet mat really, unclean and probably
infested, though to his relief, Miskoe had noticed no such infestation on her. 
Her uncle�s bed was slightly more kempt, so that is where they spent the
remainder of the night.  By morning�s light, the magistrate�s cock was so
abraded and sore that he nearly wished they had not had so much sex.  Nearly,
but not completely.


When
Miskoe rode up to his office that morning, Reverend Grout was there, awaiting
his arrival.  He did not look like a happy man, but the magistrate thought, did
he ever look differently?


�Samuel,
thou were not coming from thy home.  Where hast thou been?�


�Thou
may be the keeper of our modest flock, Reverend, but thou art not MY
keeper.�


�Have
thou scheduled Court proceedings for these witches, Samuel?  This entire
village is being sullied by them and their evil ways.�


Miskoe
kept his anger in check, answering, �No, I have not.  I have spoken to these
women at length, and I for one do not see any evidence of incantations and
spells.�


The
Reverend looked incredulous.  �No evidence?  Why, my dear friend, I have been
told of many black, ungodly practices.  I have been told of a witch girl who
takes innocent young boys into her charms for unnatural�acts�when she is not
copulating with�with�BEASTS!�  


Miskoe
caught himself from laughing at the Reverend, especially the spittle that launched
out of his mouth as he spoke.


Hardly
even catching his breath, Grout continued, ��and other girls have been
committing fornication with EACH OTHER!  May God save us!�


Remembering
what Abigail had told him, Miskoe said, �Reverend, have thee witnessed any such
immoral actions?  I too have heard stories of a widow who only seeks to have an
empty bed filled again called a witch.  How can that be unnatural in God�s
eyes?�


Reverend
Grout sputtered.  For how could he sayeth he has witnessed such actions without
admitting to watching the two girls love each other? The magistrate
thought.  Grout finally said, �Investigate these matters more closely,
Magistrate.  I do not wish to usurp the Court�s power, but if thou do nothing,
then the church shall do something in the Court�s stead.�  With that, he
stormed off.


Miskoe
had no intention of considering any further evidence of witchcraft with these
females.  His intention was to bed them, all well and proper.  Besides Emily
Hammond, another widow was on the receiving end of witchcraft accusations.  The
magistrate investigated her as he had with the others.  What he found, besides
a wet cock, was a disturbed woman.  She asked that he not enter her vagina,
instead thrusting her arse at him and asking that he penetrate that hole
instead.  He grew quite uneasy at the idea of such an unclean act, but
performed the act anyway, and surprisingly found it immensely pleasurable in
spite of the filth which oozed from her, mixed with his copious ejaculate when
they were finished.


Several
village folk commented on how haggard the magistrate appeared lately, asking
after his health and whether he was getting enough sleep.  Aye, enough sleep,
ha, Miskoe thought.  I am getting no sleep, though spending much
time in bed.


Mrs.
Hammond was becoming more demanding of his time, mistaking his ardor for love,
as he supposed, any widow women would in her shoes.  She was so energetic and
bold in bed that he was having a difficult time extracting himself from those
demands.


Sarah
Godwin, however, was another story.  She demanded nothing but sex, and in
quantities no man could possibly turn away, even if he became as sore as a
saddle-less ridden horse.  Miskoe had been noticing a change in her bosom; they
were getting more distended to the touch somehow, though not as if the eye
could easily tell.


They
often visited the stream where he bedded her that first time.  Their ritual was
set; a dip in the stream, a dip into her from behind, and then she would dip
down on top of Miskoe�s quickly-recovering manhood.  He was no longer a young
man, and yet his member acted as if he were.  For this, he was eternally
grateful, regardless if he had God to thank or the Devil.


Lying
together in the grass, he espied his young concubine absently rubbing her
belly.  He asked her if she felt ill, or if something else was wrong.


She
looked up at him with eyes that surely could cast spells, and said, �I have not
bled in months.  I think I am with child.�


He was
cast dumb.  Of course it could be his, or her uncle�s, or any one of the men
and boys who often had their way with her.  What could he do?  He said nothing,
though he realized later that she had no expectations of him at all.  To her,
having a child was simply part of life, no different than any animal in the
barnyard.  Her uncle would adopt the child as he would any stray, he surmised,
probably giving little thought to its ancestry.  The greater concern would be
how the village perceived all this, considering the witchcraft accusations.


After
returning Sarah to the farm, Miskoe returned to the village to find it in an
uproar.  Reverend Grout was in rare form, speaking to an assembly that had
gathered around him in the village square.


�See,
all thee God-fearing people!  As I have been telling ye, Satan is about in this
village, and he has several witches doing his evil work.  They commit acts
contrary to God�s will, acts which brought about the downfall of Sodom and Gomorrah
and will bring about our downfall as well.  We need to root out these witches,
one after the other, until our village be blest and in His good graces once
more.�  While he caught his breath, Grout spotted Magistrate Miskoe upon his
wagon, and called out to him.  �Magistrate, we the people of God wish to bring
charges in open court of witchcraft against Miss Abigail Whitehead.  She has
practiced ungodly acts for far too long.�  Not waiting on an answer from
Miskoe, he turned to the crowd and said, �How do ye all believe?�


�Witch!�
they yelled as one.


The
magistrate thought, Oh, what hast thou done to deserve this now, Abigail? 
And what of thy love, Margaret?  With most of the town seemingly behind the
Reverend, Miskoe had no choice but to call the girl before the Court to answer
the charge; and it had better be soon or the village may decide to string a
noose first and ask questions later.


The
next day at noon found the courtroom filled beyond its normal capacity.  The
magistrate used his gavel many times to quiet the raucous crowd as person after
person gave witness to what they claimed to have seen young Abigail do.  Miskoe
scoffed at all the testimony, though he was powerless to contradict anything, since
no one else came forward in contradiction to the false witness.


When
Margaret testified, chills ran down the magistrate�s spine.  She told one
abominable tale after another, claiming that she witnessed Abigail performing
unspeakable acts.  Miskoe questioned her harshly, yet he could not shake the
girl�s story.  Considering that many knew of the girls� close friendship
(though not of their lovemaking), he knew this testimony was quite damning.


He
called the accused before him and asked her to explain the accusations.  �I
know of thee, Abigail Whitehead, and contrary to what has been said before this
Court, I know of no such activities on thy part.  How doest thee explain the tales told
before this Court, especially by Margaret, who I assumed was thy friend?�  When
he said the word �tales,� he gazed with evident distaste at those who had
testified.


�I
cannot truly explain the affairs of the heart, Sir, for I am only a simple
village girl.  Margaret and I were in love��  


The
entire courthouse gasped as one.


Reverend
Grout shouted, �Unnatural love, not of God�s will, and she admits it!  What
more do we need to hear?�


Miskoe
banged his gavel down, and said, �Enough!  Let the young girl speak in her own
defense!  That is the COURT�S will!�


Abigail,
with tears freely falling, told of how she had fallen out of love with Margaret
and had fallen in love with Mrs. Sawyer, a young widow.  �I gave my heart and
myself to the widow, and she gave me herself in return.  What is so wrong with
that, Sir?  Margaret�s jealousy has turned her against me.  I have done nothing
wrong except fall in love.�


Fighting
the noise of the angry gallery with his gavel, and mostly losing the fight,
Magistrate Miskoe declared he found the evidence insubstantial and that Abigail
was not a witch.  His decision did not sit well with the crowd.  Above the
protestations, Miskoe asked Constable Pruitt to bring Abigail to the gaol for
her safekeeping, since a mob could easily be forecast from this rabble, led by
fanatical Reverend Grout.


Miskoe
stayed with the girl, worrying about her safety, knowing in his heart that the
young constable may not have the fortitude or will to protect her.


�They
will hang me, Sir,� she said in a soft voice.


�No
they will not,� answered Miskoe, knowing full well that this statement fell far
short of a promise.


�Thou
art a righteous man, Magistrate.  Whatever happens to me, I am happy that I was
able to do something which pleased thee.�  She meant the �shows� that she and
Margaret had put on for him in his office.  They both heard the mob long before
they arrived at the gaol.  �Magistrate, please caress my bosoms before I go.  I
know thou admired them greatly, and I wish to feel the sensation one last
time.�


He
reached inside her clothing and touched first one then the other.  She closed
her eyes and moaned, most likely pretending the touch was of a woman lover,
perhaps Mrs. Sawyer.  The mob broke in with no interference from the constable,
who had run off in cowardly fear.  Miskoe tried to protect the girl, but she
was pulled from his grasp as he was beaten by several in the group.


The
mob carried Abigail to the large maple in the center of the village, where a
rope with a neatly tied noose had been set in preparation.  Reverend Grout
called out for God�s mercy to rain down on the girl�s soul.  As bloodied Miskoe
dragged himself from the gaol, he heard the reverend�s speech and thought that
in reality his God was perhaps occupied at the moment, for how else could He
let this happen?


They
placed a wooden stool below the branch with the rope, and stood Abigail upon
it.  Miskoe was amazed as he looked on, for as they placed the noose around her
young neck, the girl appeared as an angel; no expression of fear or hate shown
on her face, her golden hair lightly blown by the wind.  She looked outward and
locked her eyes on the limping and crawling magistrate�s.  His heart was broken
by it, but by that glance he could tell she held no ill will toward him.


As the
stool was knocked aside, Miskoe fell to his knees and prayed to God that He was
indeed listening, and would find a rightful place for her with Him, for she was
indeed sinless, unlike most of her accusers.  As her small and delicate feet kicked
their last, leaving only her body swinging in a gentle arc, the magistrate
cried.


When
he overheard members of the mob speaking of other witches, Miskoe knew what he
must do next.  He returned home, fed his horse, filled the wagon with
provisions and all he owned, and set out to gather those in risk.


In
turn he went to Emily Hammond�s home, then to the Widow Sawyer�s, and lastly to
the farm of Nathan Godwin to see Sarah.  Each woman was told of Abigail�s fate
and convinced of their peril.  Anne Sawyer took the news very hard, for Abigail
had become her lover, and now was gone for eternity.  �Should any woman endure
losing two loves in her life?� she asked, but Miskoe of course had no answer,
for he had lost only one.


The
four of them climbed aboard Miskoe�s wagon and set off.  The magistrate, who
figured he no longer held that title, told them of a town several hours�
journey away where they could live without fear.  Along the way, Sarah asked
that they stop at the secret stream.  As the wagon pulled to a stop, the women
jumped from the wagon, threw off their clothing with wild enthusiasm, and
jumped into the cold water.


Miskoe
sat and smiled, seeing each of them in their unadorned glory.  He intimately
knew both Emily and Sarah, so their charms were not new to be discovered.  On
the other hand, the fetching figure of Anne Sawyer was certainly worth
exploring further, he thought.  Her breasts, though not as large and full as
Abigail�s, were quite prominent, and looked extremely firm.  Her young, womanly
shape spoke of fertility, and in thinking such thoughts, Miskoe began to stiffen.


The
women beckoned him into the water to join them in their play.  His �condition�
made him pause, but then he rethought the circumstance and disrobed.  Before he
reached the water, the ladies were tittering amongst themselves, obviously
commenting on his raised flagstaff though he could not hear what specifically was
being said.


They
frolicked, forgetting for that brief moment how close they perhaps had been to
hanging from an unforgiving rope.  Sarah smiled at Miskoe, before taking Anne
by the hand and leading her into the tall grass.  Soon, many sounds of pleasure
emanated from the area.


�That
is such a sweet sound, is it not?� Emily asked Miskoe.  �Thou have taught me
how to sing as that once more, and Samuel, I love thee for it.�  She led him to
another grassy area, and pushed him to the ground before sitting astride his
unbending member.


�I am growing�most
fond�of this�position,� he uttered as she bounced upon him.


�Remember�what�I
said�about�my dear�John�s�shaft?� she wheezed, moving upon him ever faster. 
�He�was�a timber�and�so�art thee�and I have�come to�enjoy this�deep�seating�of
it�immensely.�  She settled down on his full (and throbbing) length and
screamed her delight to the heavens.


They
didn�t realize that Sarah and Anne had been watching them until Sarah spoke,
�Sir, I believe thou have not spent thy allotment yet.  May I take it from thee?�


Emily
moved aside with no hint of jealousy so the younger girl could mount him.  Miskoe
was surprised by the feel of her, as if additional wetness had made her
slipperier somehow.  He gathered that the previous lovemaking with Anne had
opened her flower a bit.  As had been his experience since that first time with
her, the young girl�s tight womanhood easily drew his full, if not extra,
�allotment� from him.  If she had not already been with child, then this
copious load may have sewn a seedling within her womb.


Leaving
the stream behind, the four rode on for many hours in silence, lost in their
own thoughts of what they left behind and what lay ahead for them.  Miskoe had
acquaintances in the distant town, so when they arrived, food and lodging were
quickly, and thankfully, arranged.


Emily
Hammond took on the role of the ex-magistrate�s wife, leading all the
townspeople to believe they were lawfully married.  Miskoe knew in his heart
that regardless of legal or Blessed license, they were so.  He would never
forget his dearly departed wife, his first love, but he had a new love that
would sustain him through the years to come.


Anne
and Sarah were passed off as orphaned sisters under Miskoe�s care.  Emily
understood that although she was his love, Samuel had more than enough
affection to occasionally take one or both of the young women into their bed. 
This was especially so on frigid, winter nights, where much bodily heat (and
sound) was generated by the lustful quartet.


They
heard stories told by wayfarers of their old village and many swinging from
ropes under the big maple.  The women knew all of them, and wept upon hearing
of their sad demise, yet thankful for Samuel Miskoe and his courage in saving
them from a similar fate.


Sarah�s
child was a boy.  She named him Samuel.
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�And what do you think you�re doing?�
I said in a low, hushed voice to young Anna as I walked toward her in the
library�s set-aside study area.  


The girl was obviously masturbating,
thinking that her hand was hidden well enough under the table so as not to be
seen.  Under the table or not, I knew what she was doing.  When I spoke, her
hand flew up very quickly and she tried to look nonchalant, failing miserably. 
She must have been oh so close to an orgasm.


�Ah, nothing,� was her lame�and late�reply.


Finally she remembered the book she
had open in front of her.  Anna quickly shoved it into her knapsack but I saw
its title.  �I didn�t realize we had a copy of Little Birds here,� I
said to her, reflecting on my own introduction to Anaïs Nin.  I wasn�t shocked
by what she had been doing; I�d masturbated after reading its stories too.  


As she hastily gathered her things to
leave, I sat down next to her.  �I�m sorry if I startled you, Anna.  What you
were doing is a natural thing.  It should be a little more private than in the
library, that�s all.�


She stopped her manic gathering and
met my gaze.  �You�re not going to tell on me, are you?�


�Of course not,� I said with what I
hoped was a reassuring smile.  �We girls gotta have some secrets, right?�


�Thank you, Miss Tardiff.�


�Please, call me Lisa.  It�s not as
if I was your teacher or anything.� Only a lowly high school librarian,
I thought, keeping that to myself.  What hit me all of a sudden was her musk,
an unmistakable scent of intense arousal.  �Again, I�m sorry I stopped you. 
You were close, weren�t you?  Which story?�


�Close?� she muttered, as if she
didn�t know what I meant.  Her eyes gave her away though.  She knew.  �I have
to get home, Miss Tardiff�I mean, Lisa.�


I placed a hand on her arm and said,
�You don�t have to be ashamed of it at all.  Was it the story about sex at the
beach?�


Probably from amazement an older
woman was talking to her so candidly, she remained seated.  �You�ve read it?�
she said with a bit of awe in her young voice.  When I nodded, she continued,
�You must have liked that story too, I guess.  I got�I got��


�You got aroused, a pretty normal
thing to do.  I remember when I read it I got so turned on by when she talks
about the hanging that�s all I thought about for days�and nights.�


�Really?�


�I�ll confess that every so often I
look for hanging videos on YouTube.  I hope you don�t think I�m too weird.�


�And you�you know�?� she said, still
in awe.


�Oh yes!� I answered, squeezing her
hand as I did.  She giggled at my candor, and I laughed along with her, though
we quickly quieted�we were in a library, after all, and I am a librarian who�s
supposed to control such things.  �Have a good night, Anna.  If you�d like, I
can recommend some other good books�like that one.�


As she scurried off, I stopped her
and warned her about her skirt.  The extremely short denim skirt barely covered
her to begin with, but since it had ridden up to accommodate what she�d been
doing, it now covered nothing.  Blushing, she glanced around to make sure no
one else was looking before she rearranged her thong panties and pulled down
the skirt�s hemline.  In that brief moment, I caught a glimpse of her shaved
pubis.  I knew I would be wet if I checked.  She was a pretty little
thing.  


I often watched these teen girls as
they used the library.  Truth be told, I wasn�t much older than they were.  I remembered
when I was their age; the loves found and lost, the lonely nights of yearning
for more, of fantasy and masturbation.  I�m as alone now as I was then, but
that doesn�t stop me from longing for those days once more.  I envied Anna and
girls like her.  I was glad she�d discovered Nin.


Three days later, Anna approached me
in the library.  I could see she wanted to speak privately so I led her to my
broom closet-sized office.


�Miss�Lisa�can you tell me about
other books like you said?�


�I sure can, but they�re not going to
be in this library,� I told her.  �Do you have a Kindle?�


�Yeah.�


�Check out Amazon, then.  I�m sure
the e-books aren�t that expensive.�  I gave her some titles, including a few
more from Anaïs Nin.  �I�ll check to see if I have anything and let you know.�


�Thank you so much!� she gushed.


I smiled.  �I take it the rest of Little
Birds was�fulfilling.�


Her blush was nearly scarlet.  �It
was good,� she said, but looking at her you saw it was a gross understatement.


By the following week I�d almost
forgotten about Anna and her quest for erotica.  When she showed up in the
library with her friend, Hannah, and wanted to talk, I got a little nervous. 
Could I get into trouble pointing girls toward erotic fiction?  I�d better be
careful.  In my office, Anna began telling me about how much she liked all my
suggestions, and that Hannah liked them too.


�Oh yes, Miss Tardiff!  Those books
were hot,� Hannah said, �and you�re so cool to tell Anna about them!�


�It was my pleasure,� I said,
immediately imagining the two of them lying side-by-side on a bed, masturbating
to loud orgasms after reading one of the books together.  I hoped I didn�t look
flushed.


I could see that they wanted to say
something more, so I endured the inane conversation until finally Anna came out
with it.  �Friday night my parents are like not going to be home, so we�re
gonna hang out at my house, me, Hannah and Katie, and we were�like�wondering if
you would�like come over and hang with us?�


This was interesting.  I was a little
too old to be hanging out with them, but on the other hand, to be invited was gratifying.  
�I�d feel funny if boys were there.  I�m not exactly your age, you know.�


�Oh no, no boys, just us,� Anna said.


�And they have a pool,� Hannah chimed
in, �so bring your bikini.�


I chuckled.  �So what makes you think
I have a bikini?�


Hannah feigned looking me over and
said, �Duh, with your body you have to have one.�


�Well, thank you.  Yes, I have a
bikini, and I�d be honored to hang out with you Friday.  Are you sure an old
lady like me won�t cramp your style?�


They both giggled, and Anna said,
�Silly, you�re not old!�


After they left, I pondered the
invitation.  I guess I came across as �cool� for acknowledging Anna�s arousal
to erotica, and feeding it a bit.  Maybe that made me one of the girls, the
worldly older sister perhaps.  I�d have to be insistent that there be no booze;
I didn�t need that legal complication.


Friday afternoon I got a text message
with Anna�s address.  A few minutes later, I got a picture from Hannah along
with her text.  She had on a bikini that was mostly string.  The accompanying
message was �C U later, par-T time!�


I had mixed feelings for sure.  Damn,
did the girl look delicious in that bikini, but the word �party� made me
nervous; that the evening would be more than I could handle, and spelled
trouble.  I�d be careful, yet I was indeed going.  I tried on my bikini when I
got home.  By today�s standards it was hardly risqué, though it was still
skimpy enough and I liked how I looked in it, especially up top.  I hoped it
fit the �cool young librarian� paradigm.


Anna�s house was at the end of an
upscale neighborhood, set back from the street and landscaped in a way that
spelled money.  The girls were already in their swimwear at poolside when I
arrived.  Anna led me to a bathroom where I changed into my suit.  When I
emerged from the house, I got appreciative looks from the three gals.  Katie,
who I�d seen occasionally in the library studying, whistled and then said,
�Miss Tardiff, you look fantastic!�


�Now, now, you have to drop the Miss
Tardiff.  Call me Lisa, at least out of school, okay?�


I got three simultaneous and smiling
�Yes Lisa� replies.


We formed the lounge chairs into a
circle and sat down.  The ensuing conversation was all about me.  They wanted
to know where I was from, where I went to school, and if I had a boyfriend.  I
told them everything they wanted to know about me, including that there was no
man in my life.  I asked them about boyfriends, and each mentioned a name,
though I got the impression none were steadies.


Hannah said, �Anyone mind if I go
topless?�  Hannah wasn�t asking me personally but I could tell it was my
decision to make and not her friends�.


�Seems private enough,� I said, �if
you�re asking me I�d say it was okay.  It�s your house Anna, so I guess it�s up
to you.�


�Yeah, it�s alright, I guess,� Anna
replied, and off came Hannah�s top.


Her breasts were marvelously pert C-cups,
with small yet conical areolas and prominent nipples.  Her nipples stiffened
noticeably after being exposed to the evening air.  I wondered if the other two
would follow her lead, and of course that led me to think about whether I would
take mine off along with them.  Katie gave Anna a quizzical look before they
both looked at me.  Decision time.  After a few minutes, Katie said, �What the
hell,� and untied her bikini top, letting it fall to the patio floor.  Anna�s
came off soon afterwards.  Perky was the word for their teen breasts.  Firm,
upswept beauties with nipples, like Hannah�s, that puckered and stiffened when
exposed.  Three pairs of eyes now stared at me.


�When in Rome, do as the Roman�s do,�
I said, and undid my top.  I still had three pairs of eyes staring, but now
they were staring at my chest.  I was, after all, more endowed than these teen
girls were.


The whole dynamic changed when they
got to see my breasts.  I have extremely large areolas, and the girls seemed
quite intrigued by them.  The friends went back to talking about school things,
but knowing that I was somewhere in the back of their minds didn�t make me feel
left out.


Anna, who was sitting closest to me,
got up the courage to ask, �Lisa, were you, like, serious when you said you
watched hanging videos?�


�I used to think it was a perversion,
but when I was about your age I saw a war movie where a man and a woman were
hanged together.  They filmed it so graphically, but instead of being sickened
by it, it sort of turned me on.�


�Watching that got you horny?  Like
the woman in the story?� Anna said.


�Yes.  Like that.�


�Did you, like�you know�?� Hannah
asked me.


�Masturbate, you mean?  Oh, I had
to.�


�Wow!�


�In fact, it didn�t take much as I
kept imagining their legs kicking a few times before they��


�Would that one be on YouTube?� Katie
asked.


I said, �I don�t know if that
particular one is, but there are a bunch of videos on YouTube and other sites,
either faked ones or old movie scenes.�


�And you watch those to get off?�


�Sometimes,� I admitted.


Anna jumped out of her lounge chair,
her firm tits jiggling nicely, and said �Let�s go look at some.  I want to
see.�


The four of us walked into the house
and headed to Anna�s bedroom.  If breasts and body language were indicators, we
were all hot with anticipation�pink, flushed skin, taut nipples, and heavy
breathing.  After logging on, she gave up the chair to me and I began surfing
for videos I knew were out there.


�Okay, here�s one,� I said.  �It�s a
faked suicide video where she�s wearing a harness and only faking the rope, but
look at how she kicks the chair aside and then the way her feet move.  God, she
knows!�


The camera was at shin level during
most of the action.  As always I was mesmerized by the video, but now I had
three others mesmerized as well.  Hannah muttered another �Wow!� before Katie
asked, � �She knows� what?�


I said, �Obviously, this woman knows
what it must be like�to be hanged.�


�But how can she?  Like it�s not
something you can practice.�


�From watching these,� I said,
clicking to play another video, this one a scene from a Spanish film.  They
hanged a couple of gypsies from the back of an old hay wagon, very
realistically portrayed.  As they dropped and their legs kicked and swayed, my
hand went into my bikini bottoms at the same time Anna uttered a groan.  I
turned to see her and Katie doing the same thing.  Hannah just stood there with
her chin dropped.


With my unoccupied hand I clicked on
another video.  �Check out this one.�  It appeared like it was from a
witch-trial movie, with girls that all looked like teens.  One girl, who looked
like she could be a preteen, was standing on some sort of a makeshift platform
when they removed her bonnet and placed the noose around her neck.  Her hands
were tied behind her back, and her legs were tied together at the ankles just
above her black, buckle shoes.  Other girls were shown with nooses around their
necks.  Someone kicked the planking platform and as it tumbled the girls were
all hanged, dangling from a big tree limb, kicking until they were still.  The
video concluded with a distant shot showing the girls hanging in a row.


�Oh God!� Anna moaned as her fingers
brought her to orgasm.  I was the next to climax.  Hannah and Katie came soon
afterwards.


Katie exclaimed, �I never thought something
like that could make me so horny.�


�Incredible, huh?� I said, mostly
looking at Anna who was still amazingly cumming, staring at the monitor in
glassy-eyed trance, her bikini bottoms around her ankles and her fingers
flying.


Hannah whispered, �Can we find more?�


With Anna vocally climaxing once
again, I figured there was no reason I still had my bottoms on, so I stood,
slipped them off and kicked them aside.  That took Hannah�s and Katie�s
attention away from the computer and onto me.  Both were staring at my crotch,
enough to make me look down there too to see what they were staring at (besides
the obvious).  I�d always been a rather �wet� girl, and today was no exception.
My labia were glistening with girl-juice, and quite a bit had dribbled down my
inner thighs as well as wetting the computer chair.  I doubted they were
staring at my neatly trimmed landing strip.


Hannah uttered �Oh, wow!� as she too
dropped her bottoms.  Both she and Katie were practically in my lap before I
could do or say anything.  As Hannah�s tongue snaked into my mouth, I untied
the strings of Katie�s suit bottoms.  Both girls were shaved smooth and their
touch sent me over the edge.  We fell to Anna�s bed, and some serious finger
fucking ensued.  As our cries of orgasm filled the room, we didn�t hear Anna
say �I want that,� until she repeated it more vehemently.


Katie said, �Miss Tardiff, you are
sooooo hot.  Wow, my first time with a girl!�


Hannah said, �I�m sooooo glad you
came here.�


I said, �Anna, is that what you
want?  Come here then.�  She looked so divine; I wouldn�t mind making it her
turn.


Instead, she said, �Nooooooooo, I
wanna be hung.�  She pointed to the computer monitor.  While the rest of us were
fingering each other, she�d clicked on another video that showed a naked girl
undergoing a hanging torture that appeared to have her in the throes of an
orgasm.  �I want that!�


We watched the video over again as
well as two others.  I said �I don�t think it�s a good idea, Anna.  Those are
all staged, like special effects.  It�s not the same.  I don�t want you to be
hurt.�


�If you don�t do it, I�ll do it when
you�re gone,� she said defiantly.


Hannah and Katie went to her and
tried to talk her out of it, but I�d opened Pandora�s box by showing them the
videos so it was up to me.  I moved in and hugged Anna.  She immediately
reacted to the feel of my breasts against her.  She whispered, �Can I tell you
a secret?�  When I nodded affirmatively, she went on, �I�m glad you�re here
too.  I think I�m a lesbian and now I know it for sure.�  She turned her head
to face her friends, saying, �You won�t hate me if I tell you how much I�ve
always wished I could have sex with both of you, will you?�


They looked at each other, and then
both girls joined in the group hug and said that it was okay by them and that
they loved her.  Hannah added, �I like boys, but if having sex with another
girl is this much fun, then I�m in!�  The group hug ended up on the bed.


I felt pretty happy having the three
teen lovelies arrayed around me on Anna�s bed.  Anna had a hand on one of my
breasts as Katie had her hand on the other.  Hannah suddenly said, �You know,
we could try something like what we saw, pretend that we�re hanging Anna to see
if she gets off.�


Anna looked at her friend with
renewed interest. �How?� she asked.


Hannah said, �Do you have a
vibrator?�


�Yes�I�I�ll get it,� Anna said before
getting off the bed and pulling a bulb-headed, electric model from a dresser
drawer.  �Why this?�


Hannah looked it over, then said
�It�ll do�you�ll see.�  She hummed for a few seconds before turning to all of
us.  �Let�s find as many scarves, and like, robe sashes and stuff like that as we can,
okay?�


Anna looked so excited I thought
she�d orgasm right there without a single touch.  She popped out of her trance
to help us round up two cloth belts, her bathrobe sash, and two scarves, a
winter woolen one and another of imitation silk.  As I looked on in amusement,
Katie and Hannah, like generals planning an attack, sized up the bedroom�s
ceiling fan (�It looks strong enough,�) the metal trash can next to the desk
(�Upside down�better than the chair,�) and the vibrator�s power cord (�It�ll
reach.�)


While they organized the logistics,
and Anna hovered around them in breathless anticipation, I returned to the
computer and searched for some good lesbian porn.  On an X-art site, there was
a better than average video of two youngish girls making out.  I was certain
Anna would like this as stimulation, though I wasn�t sure she�d need any the
way she was breathing.  When I turned back to the girls, I was once more hit
with the unreality of three teen girls and an older woman, all naked and
straightforwardly planning to hang one of us as sex play.


Hannah finally said, �I think we�re
ready.  You still wanna do this?� she asked Anna, and Anna nodded vigorously.


Rising from the chair, I said �Can I
lead this?�  I hugged Anna to me while placing my hand on her inner thigh, my
thumb lightly stroking between her wet labia.  I whispered to her �Do you trust
me?�  She whispered back that she did.


Katie climbed onto the computer chair
to tie the woolen scarf to the ceiling fan stanchion, and then tied the silk
scarf to it in a loop.  I clicked to start the video.  Hannah placed the vibrator
between Anna�s thighs before tightly cincturing her legs together with the two
belts, one up high and one below the knees.  I made sure Anna was facing the
computer screen and watching the video.  One girl was between the legs of the
other and licking slowly and sensuously.  Anna reacted as I knew she would.  I
leaned in and whispered in her ear, �I�ll do that to you�after��  A shiver ran
through her as a soft moan escaped her lips.


The trash can was emptied and
overturned under the fan.  We helped Anna mount the can and made sure she was
steady before putting the makeshift noose around her neck.  I picked up a cammy
that she�d tossed onto the floor and used it to tie her hands behind her back. 
When Katie plugged in the vibrator, Anna�s eyes popped out and her moan became
much louder.  She was watching the video, and the girl�s orgasm, when
simultaneously she began to cum and I pushed the trash can aside.  Her orgasmic
scream was cut off in mid note but not her orgasm.  Her toes arched to touch
the floor but she was at least a couple of inches away.  Her legs thrashed from
both orgasm and self-preservation.  I watched her intently, ready to get her
down before it was too late.  Katie and Hannah however were fingering
themselves to quick, explosive climaxes; their friend�s safety momentarily
overcome by their own lusts.


As Anna�s throes weakened, I lifted
her up and got her out of the noose, pulling the vibrator�s plug from the wall
as I did.  I laid her on the bed and untied her, smoothing her sweaty hair as
the darkness faded from her face and her breathing slowly returned to some
semblance of normalcy.  I kissed her cheek and waited.


Katie asked, �Is she okay?�


�She�ll be fine,� I said, just as
Anna�s eyes fluttered and opened.


She tried to talk but couldn�t.  I
put a fingertip at her lips, �It�s okay�you�re okay,� I whispered to her.


When she finally spoke, her voice was
raspy from the hanging but otherwise sounded alright.  We were all anxious to
hear how it felt, and Anna didn�t disappoint.  She explained as best she could
how her vision became cloudy before a bright light flashed in her head.  �I
can�t, like, say for sure, but I think my orgasm went on even after I was out. 
You guys all had good ideas on how to do it, and I think it was the best cum I
ever had,� she said as her hand lazily stroked her swollen clit and wet vulva.


Katie was adamant; �Can I do it now?�
she begged.


We repeated the set-up with the
petite brunette.  As she kicked and swayed, I fingered myself and came within
seconds.


When Katie came to, she asked Hannah
if she wanted to �go� but Hannah said she wasn�t ready and would have to think
about it.  To the girls� credit, neither Anna nor Katie goaded their friend to
try it.


We were amazed at how much time had
passed.  Hannah and Katie said they had to go home.  As they dressed, I
admonished both not to have any ideas about trying this sort of thing alone. 
They promised me they wouldn�t, but wanted to know if we could get together
again.  I proposed my apartment for the next weekend, and the girls left happy.


I was going to get dressed myself,
but Anna had other ideas.  �You promised,� she said.


Our lovemaking was slow and extremely
sensual.  I�ve never thought of myself in terms of an �orientation� but I had
to admit that I loved women�and girls.  I taught the fledgling lesbian many
things as the evening turned to night.


�When are your parents due home?�


�Not until late tomorrow.  Can you
spend the night with me?�


And that�s what I did.  We scoured
the internet for more kinky videos, and then we had sex.  I recounted erotic
books I�d read; we looked for excerpts on the web, and then we had sex.  We
searched for the most erotic lesbian videos we could find, and then imitated
them until we came again for the umpteenth time.


Before falling asleep, Anna said
�Lisa, I never imagined someone as pretty and smart like you would�want me. 
It�s like a dream��


�I guess you don�t realize how
beautiful you are.  When I saw you in the library doing�you know�something
twanged within me.  I�m the one having the dream.�


Her lips flew to mine.  That kiss
sent me off to dreamland.


Sometime during the night, I awoke
with Anna suckling at one of my breasts, half asleep.  I had the feeling we
could both get used to this, even if I was breaking the law by being in her
bed.  In the morning, we both laughed when we saw the homemade noose of scarves
still dangling from the ceiling fan�s shaft.  After making coffee, I helped her
get everything back to normal.


We lounged around, still naked, and
sipped our coffees.  She told me about school and the subjects she liked and
disliked.  It became apparent to me her inner conflict over her sexuality had
isolated her somewhat, even from her closest friends.  As most people do, she
needed someone to share things with, but when you secretly lust after those who
would share it�s easy to feel alone.  I didn�t want to let her think this was
the beginning of a long term relationship, but I didn�t want to shatter her
flowering psyche either.


I asked her if she thought it was
warm enough outside to use the pool.  She said, �The water�s probably going to
be cold, but we can get used to it,� then chuckled.  I just loved the way her
girl-breasts jiggled when she laughed.


We put our bikinis back on and went
outside.  The pool was indeed cold.  We did get used to it.  Wading next to
her, I undid her top and pulled it away.  �I want to see what the cold water is
doing to those nipples of yours,� I said.


She pulled my top off and said �You
too!�


We were both impressed with what we
saw.


As we kissed, our fingers went to
each other�s pussy.  Soon we were both cumming and struggling to stay afloat.  By
the time I left her, she�d professed her love to me.  I knew it was a fleeting
thing, fueled by the sex and the intimate act of her �hanging� that we�d
shared, but I didn�t say anything to dissuade her.  She had our group �date�
for the following Saturday to look forward to.


Later in the day, I travelled into
the city to a sex/video shop I�d heard about.  I perused the different bondage
paraphernalia and purchased a couple of battery-operated vibrators, some tacky soft
velvet handcuffs as well as other ligature devices, already imagining how we
would use them, plus an all-girl BDSM DVD.  When I got home, I scoured my
apartment and collected every scarf, belt, and terrycloth robe cinch I owned.


Midweek, I got a visit at the library
from Hannah and another girl, who looked to be emulating Snooki in the way she
was made-up and dressed.  Hannah introduced her as Lori.  She was a curvy,
voluptuous brunette who I immediately knew I�d have fantasies about.


Making sure that nobody was within
earshot, Hannah wanted to know if Lori could join us on Saturday.  �She�s cool
with it, like, the you-know-what.�  The way Lori was checking me out let me
know I wouldn�t be the only one with new fantasies.  Hannah leaned closer, and
in a conspirator�s tone whispered, �I showed Lori the hanging vids.�  I glanced
at the other girl.  She licked her lip in an attempt to be sexy.  We�d see how
sexy she really was.


I kept my gaze on Lori, and with a
lock-the-lips gesture, said, �Quiet, right?�


She murmured, �Yes.�


On Saturday, the girls showed up as
planned.  I was down to just panties and a t-shirt when they arrived, and the
new girl, Lori, obviously liked what she saw.  Hannah commandeered my computer
to show the others some new hanging and bondage videos she�d discovered on the
web.  She also showed us a web site with erotic drawings of women and girls
being hanged to death, and looking forward to it, it seemed�a male fantasy for
sure, but one not lost on the girls.


When I pulled out my new �toys� they
went wild.  They stripped down to panties while I sat, watched, and grew hot at
the sight of their taut teenaged bodies.  Lori had the greatest looking D-cup
bullet tits I ever saw.  I couldn�t wait to get my hands on them.


My apartment has a bedroom loft.  I
indicated its railing, Anna and Hannah getting the hint and nearly swooning. 
Besides my purchases at the sex shop, I�d found a store that sold velvet ropes
like they used in theaters.  I fashioned a noose in the rope and suspended it
from my loft railing, all the while under the bug-eyed stares of the extremely
horny girls.  Hannah and Katie began hugging each other as they looked at the
violet rope dangling just above them.


Lori, more wide-eyed than the others,
uttered �This is real, isn�t it?�


Anna smiled and said, �Well, not THAT
real,� and giggled.


I was swimming in a miasma of
teenaged pheromones, and I barely contained my desire to drop to the floor and
masturbate, or better yet tackle the bunch of them and lick them silly.  Hold
it girl, I told myself.  Lori was the one testing my resolve.  She sat next
to me, making sure her tits rubbed against me as she ogled mine.  I turned to
her and asked, �You like?�  When she nodded I pulled off my t-shirt over my
head.  �It�s okay,� I said to her.  


We caressed each other�s breasts as
we kissed.  In the meantime, Hannah, Katie and Anna were sizing up my makeshift
gallows and deciding who would go first.  My fingers slid into Lori�s panties
and went to work.  She was nicely shaved, and extremely wet.  I made her
wetter.  �Oh�oh�oh�oh�oh�oh�� she moaned in a staccato rhythm matching the one
of my fingertips, until she wailed �OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!� and bucked her hips
in wild, orgasmic frenzy.


I looked up to see the other three
staring at us with their hands in their panties.  I smiled at them, licked
Lori�s cum from my fingers, and said, �I guess we�re ready.�


They sure were.  I told them to
remain where they were standing.  I arose from the sofa, walked to Anna, knelt
at her feet and lowered her panties to the floor.  She lifted her feet in turn
to free them as I first sniffed the telltale wet spot and then kissed her bare
pubis.  I moved to Hannah and did the same.  By the time I finished with
Hannah, Katie had already ditched her panties and was frantically masturbating. 
At her feet, I kissed her rapidly moving fingers at the moment she climaxed
with a scream and a shudder.  I licked her wet fingers; sweet nectar.  Oh God,
was I hot!


I started the DVD I�d bought, and the
girls were mesmerized by the various scenes of lesbian bondage.  The amount of
moisture dribbling from Anna was hard to miss, and the wet spot on my sofa was
readily apparent under Lori, who�d since taken her panties off too.


Hannah breathlessly said, �Can I go
first?�


I looked at how hot Katie still was
even after her explosive orgasm, and said, �You know, I have enough of that
rope for another noose.  How about two of you at the same time?  Wouldn�t that
be hot�looking at each other hanging�so close?�


Katie cried out �Oh�yes!� and helped
me tie another section of rope to the railing.  We now had two nooses hanging
side-by-side, and one look at them had me dribbling like Anna.


Under my direction, Anna and Lori
arranged two of my breakfast nook stools under the ropes while I velcroed Hannah�s
and Katie�s hands behind their backs with the soft handcuffs.  I whispered to
Katie �Which vibrator do you want?�


�I�want�the�pink�one,� she managed to
say around shallow breaths.  The one she requested was a large flesh toned
dildo.  I pantomimed first horizontal and then vertical orientation.  She
moaned �In me,� which was where I put it before turning it on.  She didn�t need
any additional lubrication to facilitate the penetration.  I cinched her thighs
and then her ankles together with a couple of my belts.  She groaned and her
knees buckled but I kept her from falling.


I turned to Hannah and asked her
about a vibrator, but she said, �I don�t think I need one.�  When she looked up
at the noose and shuddered, she said, �Don�t tie my legs, okay.�


�Should we do some sort of role
play?� I asked Anna and Lori, �Like they�re witches or something?�


Anna shouted �Yes!� as we helped both
girls up onto the stools.  I pulled over a chair, and standing upon it gave
Hannah a full tongue kiss before slipping the noose over her head.  I did the
same with Katie, who felt and sounded like she was cumming already.  I
whispered in Hannah�s ear, �She�s first�watch her.�


Anna was pretending to read their
�charges� of witchcraft as I instructed Lori on how to remove the stools so
they wouldn�t fall hard.  Lori said to me; �We�re really doing this�for real.� 
It wasn�t a question.


We pulled Katie�s stool away and she
kicked and swayed as her orgasmic cries were choked off.  Watching Katie like I
told her to, Hannah had a touchless orgasm as she groaned, shivered and
swooned, her feet slipping from the stool.  She was a kicker, the sight of her
fantastic legs made me glad she�d asked not to be tied.  I had a vibrator at my
clit but basically didn�t need it; I began to cum and didn�t stop until the two
girls were only swaying gently.


Lori fell back to the sofa and was
masturbating in earnest, her eyes glued to her hanging friends.  She wasn�t
much good, so I prodded Anna into action to get both girls down.


Hannah regained consciousness first. 
Sitting on the floor, I held her in my arms and shushed her when she tried to
speak.  As the proper color returned to her face, I asked, �Was it like you
thought it would be?�


She swallowed once before hoarsely
saying, �Oh yes, Miss Tardiff, I mean, Lisa.  Just before everything turned
black, the�orgasm�was like a camera flash going off in my head!  It was
amazing!�  She swallowed again, and it looked painful.  �Do you think I was
close to dying?�


I looked into her beautiful, trusting
eyes and said, �We�ll only know when it happens, won�t we?  By then we won�t be
able to tell anyone about it.�  Just then I heard Katie cough.  Anna and Lori
were holding her much as I was holding Hannah.  I reached over and touched
Anna�s leg to get her attention.  �Take the dildo out, please sweetheart.�  The
vibrator was shoved deep into her vagina and still humming away.  It made an
audible �plop� when Anna pulled it from Katie�s wetness.


When Katie was fully revived, I
ushered the other two away so Katie and Hannah could be alone to share their
experiences.  I held Lori�s hand and led her up to my bedroom as Anna
followed.  Lori kept looking at the ropes as we ascended the stairs.  I
wondered if she�d have the nerve.  She and Anna used the velvet cuffs to fasten
my arms and legs spread eagle to the bed, and then they fucked me; fingers and
tongues, pinches and rubs.  I didn�t want them to stop, though I was powerless
to stop them if I did.  At the moment I came, I had one of Lori�s nipples at my
lips and Anna energetically tribbing me.  I hardly had the chance to relax
post-orgasmically before Lori sat on my face; my tongue thrust up into her as
she writhed.  It didn�t take her more than a minute before she climaxed all
over my face.  Her juices were intoxicating.


�Oh, Miss Tardiff, you�re the best,�
Lori purred as she and Anna undid the cuffs.  �I never had a teacher or anyone
at school like you before.�  I imagined she was right.


While we lounged on my bed, Katie and
Hannah joined us, walking upstairs hand-in-hand.  Such a lovely sight: rosy
pink and so full of life, so soon after their dance with death itself.  What a
remarkable feeling having these four nubile young ladies surrounding me with
their youthfully firm bodies.


Even after all the fun so far, it
wasn�t long before we got back to some serious sex.  Katie and Hannah�s
sixty-nine was so hot and so loud the rest of us stopped to watch them cum. 
All the while, Lori clung to me, her hands busily making me happy.  With her
fingertips lazily stroking my clit, she whispered in my ear, �Will you hang
with me?�


I kissed her and said I would.


The girls were ecstatic that round
two was about to begin.  Lori and I walked hand-in-hand to the spot below the
twin suspended ropes like a couple approaching the altar to be married.  I
pondered that analogy, since for the first time, basically because I was now
going to be the �victim,� I realized how much trust is involved in this
exercise in extreme pleasure.  If you didn�t trust, your ultimate climax was
just that.


I kissed Lori for quite a long time.
I somehow knew that no matter how legally wrong this all was, I suspected the high
school girl would be my lover going forward.  Our lips were still locked
together when the girls bound our hands behind us.  Having seen enough videos
to know what turned me on, I refused leg bindings as Hannah had.  I wanted to
kick.  Lori followed my lead and I appreciated it.


The girls helped us up onto the
stools and placed the ropes around our necks.  Lori and I faced each other, and
I hoarsely muttered, �Let�s step off together.  I�ll count down.�


As I began to count down
�Three�two�one�� and gazed at Lori�s beautiful, expectant face, I felt the
tremors of an orgasm spread from my vagina outward through the rest of my body,
��zero��  We both stepped off our stools and dropped.  It really wasn�t a long
time, I know that, but it seemed like forever in slow motion.  My orgasm
cranked into overdrive as I watched Lori�s breasts heave as she kicked, her
tongue snaking out from between parted lips.  What began as an explosion of
white light and furnace heat faded into wonderful, soothing blackness.  Just
before the world went away, I heard someone (Anna?) say �Omigod, look!  They
both squirted!�


When I came to, I was looking up at a
circle of lovely faces looking down at me.  Lori�s face went from fear to joy
in a heartbeat.  �Thank God, you�re alive!� she crowed before kissing me full
on the lips.


Hannah leaned closer and said, �We
were like really scared �cause you looked like you were dead.�


Katie added, �Yes�you wouldn�t
breathe right away.�


Anna said, �I don�t really know how
to do it but I gave you mouth-to-mouth, like, then you started to breathe
again.


I hugged Anna to me and thanked her
for saving my life.  Then I hugged Lori and said, �Was it good?�


�Wow, it�s like I had an orgasm from
heaven!  What about you?�


I chuckled, and that small burst of
laughter hurt my throat.  �Mine was from heaven too, maybe because I was closer
to getting there than I�d planned.�  They giggled, though I was only half
kidding.  They helped me up from the floor.  I walked to a mirror to see what
my neck looked like, especially since Katie and Hannah still had nasty
ring-shaped bruises around theirs.  �We�ll have to use some make-up tricks to
hide these,� I said.  I got out some make-up and we went to work on each other.


Lori asked, �Can we do this again?�


�Lisa, can we like come here next
weekend and have some more fun?� Hannah chimed.


�Only if you girls promise not to
tell anyone�it�s us five and no one else.�


While the other girls got dressed, I
held Lori back and kissed her again.  Katie gave her a wink as they left.  �You
don�t mind if I hold on to you a bit longer?� I said.


�No, Miss Tardiff.�


�It�s Lisa from now on.�  I guided
her back to my bed.  Like she did before, she swooned when she looked at the
suspended ropes.  �Later, my sweet�later.�  For the next hour or so Lori and I
made love, utilizing almost all of the paraphernalia I�d purchased.  We had so
many orgasms my sheets were soaked.  When I saw some blood, I shockingly
realized that she�d still had an intact hymen before we must have shredded it
with the vibrator.  �You�re not a virgin anymore,� I said.


�That�s okay, since you�re the one
who took it from me.�


�You�ve always liked girls?� I asked.


�Oh, yes!  Ever since I can remember
I looked at other girls, wondering what they looked like naked.  I�m a nut case
in the shower and locker room after gym class.  Jesus!  Like I get wet and want
to touch all of them.  When Hannah told me about you and what you guys were
doing, I masturbated for like hours!�


�That sounds a lot like me when I was
your age, even though I tried to fool myself about my true desires.�


�You probably didn�t see me,� Lori
said, her eyes afire, �but I went to the library a few times this past week and
watched you.  I couldn�t wait for today to come.�


�Sounds like this is where you
belong, Lori,� I said, indicating the bed with a sweep of my arm.


�I can�t believe I�m here�and we made
love.�


�Believe it, sweetheart.  I hope we
can do this over and over again,� I said, and then we kissed long and hard. 
After our lips parted, I asked her when she was expected home.  She told me her
mom didn�t care and that she could call her and say she was spending the night
at a friend�s place.  She made the call, and now I had a teenaged love bunny to
spend the night with.  Locked in a naked embrace, we fell asleep.  My dreams
were quite pleasant.


I awoke with a start.  Lori wasn�t
next to me anymore.  I got up and looked around my bedroom.  Even in the
semi-darkness, what I noticed first was that one of the ropes still attached to
the loft�s railing seemed much tauter than the other.  I cried out �Oh no! 
Lori�� and ran downstairs.  Her face was hideously purple and I heard rather
than saw the vibrator which was shoved up into her vagina.  I grabbed a knife
and cut the rope while I held her.  She fell into my arms as we crashed to the
floor.  She wasn�t breathing.  I did CPR even though I thought I was too late. 
When she convulsed and drew in that first precious breath, I shouted with
glee.  She�d soiled herself, so as she came back from the dead I hustled her
into the shower, hoping the warm water would serve the dual purpose of helping
in her revival.


�I�m�I�m�� she croaked.


�Yes, you�re alive.  Why did you do
something so foolish?�


�I wanted that feeling�again,� she
said, her voice hoarse and breaking.


I again heard the buzz of the
vibrator and gingerly removed the device from her.  �Was it worth almost dying
for?� I asked, but I really didn�t want an answer.  I dried her and guided her
back to my bed, though not before I changed the sheets.  With her safe again,
and apparently okay, I cleaned up the mess she made and pondered the mess it
looked like I made.  Which one of my high school harem would be the next
to try it solo?  Who would die because of the ideas I planted in their heads?


I stood at the foot of my bed and
watched Lori sleep, her bountiful chest slowly rising and falling.  After what
she almost accomplished, that was a beautiful sight to see in more ways than
one.


Turning to face the loft railing, I
looked down at the remaining noose.  If Hannah, Katie, Anna or Lori succeeded
in hanging themselves, I couldn�t very well blame Anaïs Nin or the Internet,
could I?  The inevitability of it all hit me hard.  I imagined one or more of
them dangling from a curtain rod or light fixture, kicking while stretching
their toes toward the floor they�d never quite reach.  I began to tremble, my
fingers flew to my vulva, and my knees buckled.  I glanced back at Lori
sleeping peacefully on my bed.  Oh, to have this girl as my lover forever!


I walked downstairs, positioned one
of the stools, climbed upon it, and placed the noose around my neck.  Maybe if
I went first, the future I envisioned wouldn�t be so inevitable, and the sweet
girls who trusted me so much, placing their lives in my hands for some sexual
thrills, would survive the urge.  I managed to cuff my hands behind my
back�there would be no chickening out.


As the stool toppled, my feet tried
valiantly to reach the floor but I was so, so far away.


Orgasm, Oh my!�


A flash of brilliant white light�


Lori, please don�t cry when you find
me�


Turning black�


Another white light?... 


Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh�
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It�s
called progeria.  The affliction�s full name was Hutchinson-Gilford Progeria
Syndrome.  As with its name, it�s not pretty.  Unlike other Latin-named
diseases, progeria is fairly easy to figure out: �pro� means �before,� and �geria,�
with the same root as geriatric, means �old age.�  Yes, I�ve read all about it,
because of Olivia.  If you are that one in eight million who are struck with
this genetic mutation, you�ll probably die of old age before you�re out of your
teens.  And your life, as short as it is, will pretty well suck.  There�s a
chance you�ve seen pictures of kids with progeria; big heads that look alien,
no hair, no chin, with the wrinkled skin of an old person, surrounding a mind
that hasn�t yet experienced life, and most likely never will.  The mind doesn�t
age.  There�s no dementia following in the footsteps of the body�s decline.


I
met Olivia one day while visiting my nephew, who was undergoing cancer
treatment for leukemia at a nearby children�s hospital.  My nephew was doing
well, but Olivia was not.  One of the doctors, who knew of my early avocation
of storm-chasing asked if I could speak with the girl because she was
interested in tornados and other weather phenomena.


When
I knocked and entered her hospital room, she eyed me warily, and I could tell
right away she didn�t have much trust in the motivation of strangers.


�Hi
Olivia.  I�m Dan Frank.  Doctor Simms told me you�re interested in tornados and
storm chasing. I�ve actually caught a few in my time, and even wrote a book
about the experience.�


She
brightened a bit, but the wary reserve was still just below the surface.  �Can
you tell me about it?� she said, indicating a chair by her bed.  When you first
hear her speak you�re taken aback.  You see an old lady and yet the voice was
the squeaky one of a hormonally-infused teen girl.


I
sat and regaled her with stories of my storm chasing days.  Occasionally she�d
stop me to ask a pointed question so there was no doubt she was listening. 


�You
wrote a book.  Is that when you stopped chasing tornados?�


�Not
really.  I stopped because it seemed more like a hobby, and I needed to
concentrate on my major field of study�mechanical engineering�and start earning
a living.�


�Mechanical
Engineering; sounds boring to me,� she said.  So I learned early on of Olivia�s
bluntness.  I supposed that if you knew you wouldn�t live past your teen years
you�d be blunt too.


I
chuckled.  �Yes�sounded boring to me too, but a paycheck�s a paycheck.�


�I
wouldn�t know,� she said morosely, �I�ll never have a job or a career.�


I
couldn�t say much to that.  She asked me if I was married.  I wanted to avoid
telling her of my tragedy, but after what she was going through what was I
sparing her from?  �I was, but my wife died four years ago.�


�Was
she sick�like me?�


�No. 
She was in a car accident.  Drunk driver.  He didn�t even get a scratch.�


�I�m
sorry.  At least with me, I get to say all my goodbyes.  With you��


�I
know, but there is no �better� way to die, is there?�  Ordinarily I wouldn�t have
said that, but this girl, whose facial expressions telegraphed the pain she
experienced day-to-day, could not hide from death.


�Can
I have a copy of your book?� she asked, at the moment blood poured from her
nostrils.


I
called for the nurses.  As Olivia was wheeled away, probably to a room better
equipped to handle her type of trauma, I assured her I�d bring a copy with me
next time.  She needed a next time.


A
week later when I peeked into her room, book in hand, the look on her face said
she hadn�t thought I would return.  She was propped up in bed with a laptop
computer.  After greetings and pleasantries (which were lost on her) she
proclaimed, �I Googled you.  Amazon had some nice comments about your book but
I guess you didn�t sell many.�


I�d
learn to accept, and perhaps cherish, her candor.  �That�s because I keep
giving them away,� I said, handing the book to her.  She took it, and I got a
good look at her small, wrinkled, withered hand; an old lady�s hand.


�Will
you read some to me?  Please?  My eyes are having a hard time adjusting for
close work, like using this damned computer.�


I
sat and read the introduction and first chapter.  When she was happy, the aging
effects of her illness weren�t so pronounced, at least on her face.  Reading my
book made her happy.  �You look tired, Olivia,� I said, putting the book down
on the bed�s end table.  �I�ll come back next week and read some more, if you�d
like me to.�


�Yes,
I would,� she answered, but her eyes drooped, and before I could rise from my
chair she was asleep.  I took the computer from her lap and set it on top of my
book.  On the way out I talked to a nurse and told her Olivia was sleeping.  I
also told her about the laptop still being on.


She
thanked me, and then asked, �How do you know Olivia?  Her mother didn�t mention
an uncle or anything.�


�I�m
not related, just a friend.�  I told her about Doctor Simms� request.  I asked
a question of my own, �She doesn�t speak about her parents.  Do they visit her
often?�


The
nurse said she had no father as far as she knew, and that Olivia�s mother
hardly visited at all.  �She can�t bear the helplessness, I think, which is
common for loved ones of terminal��  She stopped, �I�m sorry, Mr. Frank.  We
suffer a little bit along with them.�


I
told her I understood.


When
I visited Olivia again I read another chapter, but she didn�t want to discuss
storm chasing afterwards.  She wanted to talk about an entirely different
subject.


�Frank,
do you miss sex with your wife?�


�That�s
not something we should talk about.�


�Why?�
she said, before explaining, �Everyone tiptoes around me so much, okay?  I�m a
virgin and I�ll die that way.  I�ve seen so many internet sex videos and I
masturbate as often as I can.  Does me saying that bother you?�


�No,�
I said, �it doesn�t bother me, but remember, you didn�t ask me about sex, you
asked me about my wife.  See the difference?�


She
saw the difference.  It was written on her face.  �I�m sorry�again.  I like
you, a lot more than anyone else at the moment, and all I do is say the wrong
thing.�  She was pouting, although with her nearly nonexistent chin it was hard
for me to tell.


�Why
don�t we start over?  If we�re not going to talk tornados, then what would you
like to know?�


�Is
sex as much fun as it looks in the videos?�


�My
guess it depends on the videos.�


�Huh?�


I
couldn�t believe I was going there, but I kept reminding myself that she�d be
gone soon, so why couldn�t she at least dream of love, sex and marriage, things
she�d never experience?  �Most porn videos nowadays are probably not much
different than ones I remember.  They�re not about love.  They�re mostly about
acrobatics and body fluids.�


�You
mean sex isn�t like that?�


�If
you mean the mechanics, well, yes, but when two people make love it�s much more
than what you�ll see on the internet.�


�Thank
you for treating me�I don�t know�with respect, I guess.  People mean well, like
my mom and the nurses, but they treat me like a kid.�


�You
are a kid,� I said, smiling.  �An exceptionally smart kid, but a kid
nonetheless.�


She
gave me another pseudo-pout.  �Do I look like a kid?�


�No,
you look like my grandma with her wig off.�


She
started to laugh, but something broke inside her.  The pain was obvious, and
her laughter turned to tears.  �See what I mean?  You�re the only person who would
dare to say that to me.�  She coughed, and her expectoration contained blood. 
�Can you call a nurse�please?�


I
pushed the call button for her.  Before a nurse showed up, I leaned down and
kissed her wrinkled cheek.  �I wish I could do more.�


�You�ve
done a lot already,� she croaked as a nurse rushed in.  I didn�t look back as I
left the room.  She deserved some dignity, I believed.


In
the hallway, I asked another nurse about Olivia�s condition.  �I can�t get into
specifics�patient confidentiality, you know that, Mr. Frank,� she said in a
hushed, conspiratorial voice, �but the doctors feel she doesn�t have much time
left and they can�t do any more.  Poor child.  I hope they do what I�ve heard
them talk to her mom about�let her move to a managed care facility where she
can die in peace instead of in this place.�  I thanked her for her truthfulness.


When
I visited Olivia next, she said matter-of-factly �I�m dying, Dan.�


�Yes,
I know sweetheart.�


�No,
I�m not talking about eventually.  I�m talking about pretty soon.  Next week
they�re gonna let me out of here and move to a place that�s like a nursing
home.�  She told me its name.  I knew of it and was grateful it wasn�t far
away.  �You�ll visit me, won�t you?�


�As
often as I can, Olivia.�


�They
said I don�t have to stay inside, like I can go out, in a wheelchair of
course.  Will you take me for a walk?�


I
promised, making sure she had my cell number.


She
called me two weeks later.  I was at the home in a flash.  �Is it nice enough
for a walk?� she asked me, and I talked up the weather, which was late-summer
sunny and mild.  She had withered at a faster pace in the past few weeks, a
gnome swathed in blankets on the oversized bed.


A
staff member helped her get dressed and into a wheelchair that must have been
new around the time of the Second World War.  I pushed her outside and down a
path that let to what had once been a garden but was now untended and
overgrown.  There was a stone bench there so I set the chair�s brake alongside
the bench and sat down.  Our conversation went from my book to my current job,
to my wife�s passing, and eventually to her inevitable doom.


�Do
you know that it�s not death I�m afraid of, it�s not having lived?  Does that
make sense?�


�All
the sense in the world, sweetheart,� I said, reaching out and taking her frail
hand in mine.


�I�m
sorry for dragging you into my tragedy.�


�Don�t
be.  Remember, I volunteered�no, strike that�I wouldn�t be here if I didn�t get
something out of this.  I think I needed you, Olivia, and I�m very willing to
share in your �tragedy� as you call it.�


�I
need to say this, Dan.  I never thought I�d ever love someone like I love
you.�  She saw I was going to speak so she cut me off.  �Yes, I know what I�m
feeling�and that�s what I�m getting out of this.�  She began to cry.


 What
more could be said?  We held hands in silence until she started to cough.  When
her coughing spell failed to abate, I suggested we go back inside.  The nurse
on duty was concerned but Olivia shooed her away with �I�m dying, so what�s the
big fucking deal.�  I kept my mouth shut and pushed her to her room.


�You
need to rest, sweetheart.  I�ll visit again tomorrow.�


I
expected her to wait until I left to get back into bed, but Olivia undressed
right in front of me, perhaps for effect, wanting me to see progeria�s aging of
her body, it seemed.  It wasn�t morbid curiosity that made me stay and look. 
�That�s what you meant outside about not having lived, isn�t it?� I said. 
�You�re a teenager but you�ve never been able to enjoy your teenage years, the
physical changes, the joys, the learning.�


�Oh,
I�ve had changes, all right.  Just not the ones you�re talking about.�  Now
that she was under the covers, I stooped to kiss her goodbye, however she said,
�Not like usual.  Really kiss me, please.�


I
was taken aback, but offered her my lips anyway.  She greedily pulled me to
her, and then she greeted me with her tongue along with her moist lips.  When
she finally released her grip on me, I said, �Did you learn how to kiss like
that on the Internet?�


She
beamed.  �Did I do it right?�


�Sweetheart,
there is no right or wrong way to kiss, but that was fabulous.�


�When
you visit tomorrow can I have another one?�


I
assured her she could kiss me anytime she wanted to.


On
the drive home, I pondered her teenage desire to experience things before she
left this life.  I reminded myself that though she had the body of an old lady,
she still had the hormones of a young teen.  That�s why she wanted me to see
her naked, I believe.  She wanted to be desired, loved.  I had to tread lightly
so as not to hurt her psyche.  Her body ached enough as it was.


�Can
we go for another walk?� she asked me when I showed up in her room the
following day.  She was dressed for outdoors, and already in the wheelchair.


We
returned to the concrete bench.  She didn�t hesitate bringing up yesterday�s
conversation�and the parting kiss. �Thank you, Dan.  Thank you for not being
repulsed by my naked body.  Thank you for all that you�ve done for me.�


�You�re
welcome, but why does all this sound like farewell?�


�The
doctor said my kidneys are failing.  It�s only a matter of time now.�


�I�m
so sorry, sweetheart.  You don�t deserve this, you really don�t.�  I took a
sighing breath, and then asked her if she was in pain.


�That�s
the strange thing.  I�m not hurting as much now as I have been recently.�  She
smiled broadly and added, �Maybe it was the kiss.�


�You
mean I can add �Prince Charming� to my aliases?�


�I
might need a few more kisses before I can say for sure.�


We
kissed, like it was the most natural thing to do.  And perhaps it was.  She was
going to pack as much �living� into whatever little time she had left, and I
was about to discover how.  �I can leave the premises any time I want.  Do you
know that?�


I
told her I didn�t.


�We
could go out on a date.  Just the two of us.  Wouldn�t you like to have a date
with a smoking hot teen girl?�


�Smoking
hot, huh?� I put my hand on her forehead.  �Hot, maybe, but I don�t see smoke.�


�Kiss
me again, and maybe you will.�


We
laughed instead of kissing.  She described her dream date: a romantic
restaurant; candlelight; a decadent dessert; kissing her handsome boyfriend;
�And then��


�I
take it the �and then� part is like those videos you were telling me about.�


�Something
like that.�


�If
you�re in shape to do it, maybe we could go out sometime.  No candlelit
restaurant�and no �and then� either�but maybe a relaxing dinner at my house. 
How does that sound?�


�Like
I have a date!�


When
I brought her back to her room, she seemed happier than I�d ever seen her, and
I was happy I could help her feel that way.  I explained to the staff that the
following Saturday I planned to take Olivia off-premises, and wanted to know if
I needed any special permission.  They said no, and gave me instructions on how
to handle any medical emergency that might arise with the frail girl.  Our
�date� was set.


I
picked her up early Saturday afternoon.  After helping her into the passenger
seat and stowing the bulky wheelchair in the trunk, we rode around the
countryside, taking a rather circuitous route to my house.  Her facial
expressions throughout conveyed wonder, as if she were in an amusement park
ride rather than an automobile.  And it wasn�t because I was driving fast,
either.


�Outside
of an ambulance, I can�t remember the last time I rode in a car,� she said. 
�This is a pretty car.  What kind is it?�


�It�s
a Buick LeSabre,� I explained.  You�d think she was riding in a Rolls the way
she was reacting, not in my staid sedan, but I understood the novelty and
didn�t say anything more about the car.


When
we arrived at my house, I made my proposal.  �Why don�t we leave the wheelchair
in the trunk?  I�ll carry you inside and wherever you want to go.  Is that okay
with you?�


She
gave me a sweet smile and said, �You can carry me anywhere.�  She was as light
as a feather, after all.


�Can
you drink wine?  Oh, forgive me�you�ve never had any have you?  I wasn�t
thinking.�


We
were sitting comfortably in my living room after I�d begun cooking the simple
chicken meal.  �See what I mean?  Dan, you�ve never treated me like a sick kid,
and that�s why I love you.  I�d like to try some wine, please.�


I
poured two glasses of a good Pinot Grigio I had.  At the first sip, she
crinkled her little nose and said, �Mmmmm, it�s not like I always thought it would
taste.�  She sipped again, and added, �It�s not as sweet as I imagined wine
would be, but it has a taste that could grow on me.�


There
was pathos in what she said; this would probably be the only time in her life
she�d have wine, so there would be no chance at all for it to �grow on� her.  I
excused myself occasionally to check on dinner�s progress.  Once when I
returned to the living room I found her on her feet and looking at pictures on
the fireplace mantle.  There was obvious effort outlined on her face as she
stood, leaning against the mantle for support.


�Your
wife was very beautiful,� she said, looking at one of the framed pictures.  �I
know you still miss her.�  She turned to face me and said, �I know that because
you�re a loving, special man, Dan Frank.  You never had to do so much for a
stranger like me.  And besides, you live alone in this beautiful house. 
Another man as handsome and loving as you would have remarried by now.�


�I
can�t speak for not being remarried.  I miss Kerri so much that anyone else
would be a poor replacement, and I don�t think I could subject any woman to
that.�


She
went back to looking at the photos.  �That�s the weirdest part of all with this
curse of mine.  My mom was a pretty girl when she was younger.  What would I have
looked like if I didn�t have this disease?  Maybe I would�ve been beautiful,
like your wife was.  Maybe I would�ve met and married a fantastic man like
you.  Maybe I would�ve had a bunch of kids.�  Once more she turned back to me,
saying, �Do you think I would�ve been a good mother?�


I
went to her.  �I don�t think anyone is more beautiful than you are.�


�You
need to get rid of those rose-colored glasses of y��


My
kiss obliterated the rest.


When
we stopped, she breathlessly said, do you think dinner�s ready?�


�In
a few minutes.  You hungry?�


�For
something.�  She held my hands and asked, �Can you make love to me?  I don�t
want to die a virgin.�


No
one would believe me if I said I never once thought of sex with her, especially
since I�d been celibate for such a long while.  Even while kissing her, I never
anticipated this request.  Really.  Many thoughts bounced around my brain, but
one of them took control: this was right.


I
lifted her into my arms and carried her to my bedroom.  �Are you sure?� I asked
along the way.


Her
big eyes bore into mine as she answered �Yes.�


I
put all fears out of my mind.  I didn�t want to hurt her, yet though she was as
delicate as a china doll, she wouldn�t stand for me treating her that way.  


She
wanted me to undress first.  When my cock sprang from my boxers, she was
enthralled by it.  She giggled, saying �I never thought I�d ever get to touch
one of these,� as she palmed my cock.


�It�s
okay, study away.  We�ve got time.�  Obviously, I forgot about dinner.


She
squeezed, palmed, stroked, and otherwise played with my cock, and it responded
nicely.  Except for one �Wow!� she remained quiet throughout.


�Let�s
get you undressed,� I said, and immediately I saw the trepidation in her
expression.  I quickly lifted her into my arms from the edge of the bed, and
added, �No, sweetheart, you need not worry about me seeing your body.  When I
look at you I only see the beautiful girl within.�  Tears dribbled from her
eyes as I lifted her simple dress up and over her head.  She wore no bra; her
small breasts hardly needing one.  Her cotton panties were modest, a simple sky
blue.  I laid her on the bed and removed them.  The only part of her that told
of her true age was her pubis, basically bald and looking surprisingly
youthful.


Now
naked, her eyes were open wide as she looked up at me.  �In the videos the men
perform cunnilingus.  Yes�I looked it up.  Will you do that to me?�


I
wish I could have said she tasted like honey, but she didn�t.  No matter, I
located her clitoris with my tongue and began licking and sucking it. 
Determined to go the distance with this, I kept at it for a long time before I
got a reaction from her.  Perhaps it was the disease�losing sensitivity,
maybe�that kept an orgasm away.  Or perhaps it was my technique�it had been
a long time for me, after all�and I joked about that being the reason when she
asked how come she didn�t �orgasm like those girls on the web.�  All of that
didn�t matter to me, for today was much like those �Make-A-Wish� programs; she
wanted to experience sex, and I loved her enough to at least try to grant her
wish, even if the outcome was less than storybook.


�Dinner!�
I hollered.  Like in a slapstick comedy, I picked her up in my arms and raced
back to the kitchen.  At least there was no fire.


Our
meal was ruined and yet we both laughed like crazy.  �I bet if someone saw us
they�d think it was the funniest sight�a naked man running around with a funny
looking, naked old lady.�


�You�re
not an old lady�funny looking, yes, but not old.�  That set her to laughing
even harder.  I stifled her laugh with a kiss.


�This
is the most fun I�ve had in my life,� she said.  �Maybe the only fun I�ve had
in my life.  I love you for it, Dan.  I love you.�


�I
love you too, Olivia.  Kerri�s looking down on me from Heaven and I�m sure she
approves of you being here�and in my bed.�


We
cried a bit before we ordered pizza and put our clothes back on.  �Don�t want
to scare the pizza man,� was Olivia�s comment.


We
ate our pizza.  I lamented my well-planned, lost meal.  She asked me a bunch of
questions about my wife, love, and sex.  I answered them as best I could. I
explained that maybe she wanted to experience sex so much that she was putting
too much pressure on herself.  �Later, we can try again,� I said.


�You
mean I�m going to spend the night?�


�Of
course.  That is unless you don�t want to.�


She
practically jumped onto me and kissed me, even as I realized her sudden
movement hurt her.  I made sure she hadn�t hurt herself too badly before
calling the home to confirm with the staff that she wouldn�t be back until
morning.


The
remainder of the evening was surreal.  She had a bout of nausea, threw up the
pizza, then turned around and wanted more wine.  I resisted all urges to be a
parent or big brother.  I didn�t tell her what she should do, or not do.  As
with her earlier demand for cunnilingus, I indulged her.  What would be the
purpose of doing anything else?  We watched an on-demand movie, a comedy that
turned out to be not that funny.  We drank more wine.  She got tipsy but thankfully
didn�t throw up any more.  We went to bed.


�Are
we going to make love?� she asked when we were together under the covers. 


�Let�s
just see how things go.  We might fall asleep like an old married couple.�


She
giggled as she held my cock and felt it stir.  �This is so cool.  I�m in bed
with a man and I want to experience so much but I don�t know what to do and I�m
not sure if I can have an orgasm anyway��


I
placed a finger on her lips to halt the staccato stream of worries and doubts. 
�Ssssh, you don�t have to know how to do anything.  I�ll let you in on a
secret.  Every man at one time or another has had a performance problem, like
he is trying too hard, but Mother Nature conspired against him.�


�Performance
problem?�


I
pointed to my rising cock.  �Sometimes if we think about it too much, we don�t
get hard enough to do it.  What I mean is that it�s probably the same way with
women; if you try too hard to have an orgasm maybe it won�t come.�  I laughed
to myself at the bad pun, but of course she didn�t get it.  I ran my hands over
her body, spending a little more time at her breasts and nipples.  Her big eyes
stared at me all the while.  When poets say the eyes are windows to the soul, I
can believe it.  Olivia�s soul was laid bare for me, as bare as her
deteriorating body was.


�That
feels good,� she murmured.


�That�s
the general idea,� I said, smiling back at her.


Eventually
I saw it, the first sign of visceral pleasure wash across her face.  It was
time to move my hands to the south.  I used my fingertip on her clit, lazily
working it around in a circular motion.  Slowly her breathing grew labored.  I
worked the finger inward, and it was met by some heavy-duty moisture.  She was
aroused, no doubt about it now.


�Ohhhhhhh,
Dannnnn, that feels sooooooooo good!�


No
performance anxiety for me today.  I was rock hard and ready.


I
propped her little butt on a pillow and gingerly lifted and separated her frail
legs.  With my cock at her doorstep, I asked if she was ready, and with a near
breathless head nod as acknowledgment, I slipped the head between her wet
labia.


Her
body had long since eclipsed her true age, so thoughts of virginity and
maidenheads were not in my conscious mind; that was until I nudged her hymen
and she flinched.


�Oooooooooo,�
she whimpered.


�You�re
a virgin, remember,� I said, which was rather innocuous, but I thought now
or never and punched through.  She squirmed and looked at me pleadingly as
I stayed motionless, part of the way into her vagina.  �Do you want me to take
it out?�


�N�no�keep
going,� she said, no more than a whisper.


I
hazarded a peek but saw no blood, so I inched farther into her before I began
the rhythmic thrusting of sex.  It had indeed been so long for me that I closed
my eyes and lost myself in pleasant reverie.  Olivia was too tight for me to
imagine I was with my late wife, but Kerri wasn�t too far away from me at the
moment.  I heard a low moan and opened my eyes to find Olivia�s now closed. 
Her mouth was open instead, and her moans were sweet music to me.  I never went
fast.  I kept a steady rhythm, trying like hell not to cum too quickly, though
I felt as if I was losing that battle.


When
her entire body convulsed in one gigantic wave, I actually thought it was pain
and not an orgasm.  However, her cries told me otherwise.  I promptly unloaded
deep within her pulsating vagina.


She
kissed me and said that now she felt like a woman.  �Oh Dan, it felt better
than I even imagined!  Thank you so much!�


�You
were already a woman, sweetheart.  You didn�t need sex for that.  And you know
how people will answer �the pleasure was all mine� after they�d been thanked? 
Well, it was,� I said, shaking my limp and dribbling cock against her thigh. 
�Take a look,� I told her, indicating her vulva.


I
must have ejaculated a pint of pent up semen, for she had the leaking creampie
to end all creampie�s.  �Wow, that�s all from you?�


�Yep.�


�Could
I get pregnant?�


I
never thought of such a thing.  I supposed it was possible though unlikely,
since her uterus had certainly aged along with the rest of her body, but I
wasn�t a doctor so what did I know?


�I
don�t think so, but stranger things have happened.�


She
seemed very pleased with the thought.


We
fell asleep, Olivia holding onto me like a child with her favorite stuffed
animal friend.  As I drifted off, I thought about her being a child.  I believe
it�s a fantasy burned into the male sexual psyche to deflower a teenaged
virgin.  I just fulfilled that fantasy but felt neither proud nor fulfilled.  I
only felt love.


During
the night she was overcome with a severe coughing spell, one that brought up
some blood.  I sat her up in bed and held her as the coughing slowly subsided.


�Do
you want me to call your doctor?  9-1-1 maybe?�


�No,
I�ll be alright.�  When the coughing stopped, she turned her face up to mine
and said, �I love you so much.  Why are you doing all this for me?�


�That�s
the answer.  I love you too.�


In
the morning I returned her to the home.  She made me promise another visit to
my house.  The twinkle in her eyes told me what she wanted out of that �visit�
and it wasn�t pizza.


Even
as her health deteriorated she looked forward to being in my bed.  She seemed
determined to make up for lost time, yearning to experiment in sex even as her
physical abilities quickly waned.  I did my best.  Besides our lovemaking, I
actually got to cook her a decent dinner without burning it.


One
day while visiting with her, she brought up the subject which had originally
drawn me to her.  �Do you ever dream of chasing tornados again?�


�Sometimes,�
I answered.


�Promise
to chase one for me.�


Olivia
died that night.  The nurses said she died peacefully, but in getting to know
here disease I knew it probably wasn�t true.  In the last days she had tried
hard not to let me see how much pain she was enduring.  And wasn�t that
Olivia�s story?  Trying too hard?


There
weren�t many mourners at her funeral, attended mostly by medical staff that had
gotten to know and love the doomed girl.  I met Olivia�s mother.  She seemed
like a nice lady though it was apparent she never came to grips with her
daughter�s affliction.


I
cried.  Bawled like a baby, in fact.  I probably confused a number of people at
the gravesite.


I
now had two big holes in my heart.  I always assumed Kerri would be my one,
true love.  I never imagined another.  And yet I never felt guilty for falling
in love with Olivia.  Please don�t think too harshly of me for bedding an
underage girl.  I hope you understand.


She
was at peace now, in a better place, at least that�s my humble belief.  Maybe
the two women were looking down at me from Heaven and comparing notes.


�Olivia,
there�s a storm out there with your name on it,� I whispered.
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Stripped


 


By Donna M.


 


The
beat was pounding when I came through the curtain and danced toward the pole. 
I clung to songs like old memories, so my entrance song was always �Decadent
Dance� by Extreme.  I thought it was fitting.  This place, where I�ve been
dancing for about six months now, was a full-nude/no-touch joint.  The beers
were reasonable for a �gentlemen�s club� so the patrons usually got drunk, and
therefore the no-touch part was welcomed by us girls.  Of course, if you wanted
a decent amount of folding money placed on the railing, then you had to give
them their money�s worth.


I
got into this business to pay for college.  With degree in hand, I was still
doing it.  During my senior year I dabbled in prostitution along with the
stripping.  The money was way better and I liked it, though I had a few too
many asshole �dates� for my taste so I scaled back.  I still do the occasional
trick�I admit it�but only after doing some heavy-duty screening.  I preferred
dancing.  I�m told I have a knockout body.  My tits are firm, all natural C�s.  
I don�t do drugs.


The
pole gleamed in the garish stage lighting.  I spun around it, making several
typical stripper moves before undoing my top with the requisite flourish.  Even
in the spotlight, I could tell the guys up front were straining to get a better
look at my chest.  I fucked the pole in pantomimed movements after I lost the
short tear-away schoolgirl skirt I�d been wearing.  Now in only a thong, I kept
miming I was fucking the pole, rubbing my barely covered pubis up and down on
it as I threw my head back for effect, all this matching the intense climax of
the rocking song.  Ha-ha, �climax� indeed!


The
rest of my routine was away from the pole.  I approached the rail (and the
ogling men), collected the bills already there, and wiggled my tits wildly
before tossing the money to a corner of the stage to be picked up later.  I
went back to the front of the stage and sat down, spreading my legs wide. 
Several men shouted �Take it off.�  I waggled my finger at them as if I
wouldn�t do such a thing.  That drew more shouts.  As the next song began (a
much slower, seductive number) I lifted my knees, and with my legs still wide,
mimed I was getting fucked missionary.  The guys went wild.  After a few
moments of those gyrations, I performed my specialty.  Faster than most eyes
could see, I got out of the thong the old fashioned way, but in well-practiced
supersonic speed.  When the guys realized they were looking at my shaved pussy
instead of fabric, larger denominations were making an appearance on the
stage�s railing.  I got on my hands and knees and crawled along the rail,
picking up the dough and letting each and every hungry man get a good look at
my dangling tits, my ass, and my pussy.  When I saw a twenty on the railing in
front of an older man of about fifty or fifty-five, I crawled over, picked the
bill up, and right there in front of the guy rolled it into a cylinder and
pretended it was a dick�and he�s imagining it�s his�pantomiming it was fucking
me.  The place went wild, and many more bills were placed on the railing.


You
see, that�s how it goes in a strip joint like this.  You reward the men who put
up the dough with a close-up performance at the railing.  They can�t touch (or
they�d get thrown out or worse) so they get the next best thing, a nice close
view of my pussy, fueling later masturbatory dreams.  Since men dream of wet
pussies, before I go on stage I rub a little shiny liquid lube in between my
labia, which combined with perspiration from dancing gives my womanhood a nice,
wet, aroused look under the stage�s spotlighting.


Sometimes,
a good close-up isn�t good enough, and a message will be sent backstage that
the patron would like a �date� after hours.  As I said before, I�m not above
some whoring to make extra money, but only losers would sleep with a paying
customer seeing how the cops are all over places like this.  They get all the
drunk driver arrests, and a prostitution bust would be like icing on the cake
for them.


That
evening, however, I made an exception.  An impeccably dressed man sitting front
and center before the stage rail laid down first a twenty, and later a fifty
before my routine was over.  The well-dressed guy was in the company of two
large, swarthy gentlemen.  Right away, I thought mobster.  I gave the
man a good show for his fifty bucks.


I
saw him and his alert entourage were still there when I came out for my second
routine.  This time I wore a mid-calf length red-sequined cocktail dress, with
a slit side that went all the way up one thigh.  The dress always caught the
patrons off-guard, since it was more lounge singer than stripper wear.  My
selected music oozed lounge singer too.  I was Jessica Rabbit without the red
hair.  As I danced (mostly sensual undulation) I lip-synced the song.  My well
dressed friend put the first bill on the railing before I could even remove the
dress.  I�d check out its denomination later, but for now I danced for him.  I
hiked up the slit side of the dress so my bare ass could be clearly seen.  I snuck
a glance at the man, who nodded appreciably at me.  He was much better looking
than Bob Hoskins and didn�t gawk as much, which I took as a big plus.  More
dancing as I raised the dress higher and higher to the hoots of the male
audience.  When the dress was mostly bunched at my waist, I coyly placed a hand
over my pubic region and teased the audience with quick views, taking my hand
away and putting it back like a kids� game of peek-a-boo.


I
knew my timing, and seductively raised the dress up and over my head just as
the first song concluded.  I went from Jessica Rabbit to Porn Queen, dancing
provocatively around the stage, giving the crowd a good look at jiggling
breasts and moist pussy lips.  Sitting on the stage with my legs spread wide
and held high, I feigned masturbating (testing the limits on what management
allowed) and let out a few yelps over the throbbing beat of the music.  Mr. Mob
was very excited.  He placed another large denomination bill on the rail in
appreciation of my talents.  When I picked it up along with all the others, I
couldn�t believe my eyes.  No Grant or Franklin looking back at me; instead it
was Grover Cleveland.  I nearly stumbled leaving the stage.  Holy shit, a $1000
bill!  Was it real?  Did they even make these anymore?


Backstage,
I looked with wonder at the old bill.  It sure looked real, and there was a
small piece of tape on the reverse.  Something was written on the tape: �BACK
DOOR, AFTER� it said, and in smaller characters �4 more R waiting.�   My
admirer was using what had to be a rare piece of US currency to ask me for a
rendezvous, and he was promising four grand for the privilege.  Of course, he
didn�t simply want to talk, but for that kind of money�


It
was the gangster vibe that scared me, not the prostitution.  For all I knew,
this guy could be dangerous.  Danger turned me on, though I had visions of
getting banged in cement overshoes.  �Four thousand bucks!� I said aloud as I
was putting my street clothes on before heading out the back door.


�I
see you�re a smart girl as well as a beautiful one,� he said as I walked up to
him in the rear parking lot.


Even
under the sodium lights, I saw how handsome he was.  He was perhaps fifty, and
the suit he wore cost thousands.  His two beefy bodyguards stood at each side,
discreetly back a bit though I�m sure if I made a startling move it would
likely be my last.  Bud, the club�s manager usually posted a bouncer by the
back door to dissuade men from bothering us girls when we left, but no one was
around.  He must have been paid off.


I
held up the thousand, saying, �This must be pretty rare.  Do you give one to
all the girls?�


�I
save rare things for rare women.�


�What
makes you think I�m that rare?� I asked.


�You
don�t think I have fine tastes?� he said, making a gesture to highlight
everything from his suit to his watch to the Bentley idling nearby.  He held up
four fingers.  �I trust that is a fair offer for you to spend the night with
me.�


The
money and the thrill won over danger.  �I�d say it�s fair.�


He
took my arm and guided me to the car.  I had a sixth sense of those things, so
I wasn�t worried he�d be a sadist or freak.  There was something vaguely
familiar about him.  Maybe I�d seen his picture on the news.  If he was
organized crime, that may explain it.


With
one of the henchmen driving, we travelled for many miles to an affluent suburb,
turning and entering through an opening gate, down a long drive to a large
mansion.  The henchmen were extremely vigilant as we exited the car, even
though I figured he had been more exposed and at risk behind the strip club
than here.  Inside, he offered me a drink as his two bodyguards disappeared.


�My
name�s Maury, by the way.  My mother, God bless her soul, in her infinite
wisdom named me Morris, but what can one do about things like that?�


�Maury,
my name is��


He
cut me off.  �I know your real name, not that silly stage one you use for
stripping.�  He said it, and I was shocked.


�How?�


He
smiled, and unlike an earlier one this smile had warmth.  �Let�s just say that
I�m attracted to you and I wanted to know all about you.�  He saw the look that
must have been on my face, for he added, �You have nothing to fear from me.  I
may be in a rough business, but I�m not a bad man.�  I could only guess how
�rough� his business was.  Since I didn�t respond, he said, �Let�s relax and
talk for a while, okay?� while gesturing toward a large sectional sofa.  �I may
have done some research on you�doesn�t mean I know everything about you.  Let�s
talk.�


I
didn�t expect him to tell me anything substantial about himself, so I sipped my
drink and told him all about me.  I told him about my mom raising me alone,
about my rebellious teenage moments, about college, and how I ended up doing
what I was doing.


�Do
you think growing up without a father in the house had something to do with
your stripping and��


He
didn�t have to spell out the �and� part for me.  I was here, wasn�t I?  Soon
I�d be fucking this man.  That was the �and.�  �You know, I never gave it a
thought,� was my tepid answer.


�Will
you dance for me?� he asked.


�Like
I did earlier?�


�Yes.�


Sans
musical accompaniment I began to gyrate, swinging my hips around like I was
using an invisible hula-hoop.  I cupped my braless breasts under my camisole
top, pushing them upward and outward so he couldn�t miss the taut nipples
poking at the thin fabric.


He
muttered �Nice,� as I inched the top upward, exposing more and more skin until
the bottom curves of my breasts were visible to him.  I held it there and danced
some more, slowly closing the gap between me and him, sitting on the sofa. 
With a flourish, I pulled the top over my head and off.  I then unbuttoned my
jeans and began sliding them downward, all the while still undulating.  With
the jeans down around my ankles, I turned and wiggled my ass at him, my thong
allowing much to be seen.  He said �Nice� again.  I kicked the jeans aside, now
in only heels, necklace and thong.


�Are
you going to dance for me?� I asked mischievously, �or would you rather I
undress you?�


�The
latter sounds quite appealing.�  He reached into an inner jacket pocket and
retrieved a thick envelope and handed it to me, before standing and removing
his suit jacket.  I wasn�t sure if I�d piss him off by looking at what was
inside, never mind count it, but he said, �Go ahead.  You can look.�


I
never saw this much cash together in my whole life.  One hundred dollar bills! 
This wad HAD to be more than four thousand!  �There�s too much here,� I
said.


He
reached toward the envelope and closed the flap, and my hand over it.  �I�m
sure it�s the right amount.  Now, what were we doing?�


I
placed the envelope on an end table and proceeded to unbuckle his belt and undo
his pants.  His shirt and tie came off before the pants.  His socks came off
before his boxers.  He had a nice cock.  He was already erect; my striptease
did the trick, and now I would.  With condom suitably installed, we fucked
right there on the sofa.  I straddled him where he sat, my tits rubbing against
his chest and our eyes locked together.  I know some girls who simply hate making
eye contact while fucking a john, but I loved it, since I knew what it did to
the guy.  I rolled my hips and ass as I rose and fell on his cock.  I kept my
eyes glued on his as easily as his hands were glued to my ass.  He was getting
to cum-land quickly, I could tell.  My forward rocking on each upward swing
made sure my tits and belly were doing some rubbing of their own.


�I�m��
was all he managed to say.  He held me down as his cock throbbed inside me.  I
felt several spasms so I knew he came heavily.


�Yes!�
I croaked hoarsely in my best fake-orgasm cry.  A whore learns early on not to
lay it on too thick with ungodly screaming.  Subtlety does the trick (wink).


�Did
you like me?� I asked with my little-girl voice.


He
assured me he did.  


I
removed the condom and complimented him on the volume captured within.  �What
do we do now?� I asked, and that seemed to piss him off a little.


�Can�t
we simply converse?  Enjoy each other�s company?�


�It�s
your dime,� I said, and then realized it was the wrong thing to say.  Like a
storm cloud passing overhead, his face darkened, and I got a glimpse of the
dangerous man I believed him to be.  �I�m sorry, I didn�t mean that,� I quickly
added to appease him, palming his flaccid cock, hoping for a distraction,
forgiveness.


�I
thought we could transcend the mundane aspects of the�ahem�financial
arrangement, and get to know each other better.�


�Yes,
I�d like that,� I said, trying hard to surpass my fear with faked sincerity. 
His neutral expression provided no feedback.


He
insisted on another drink.  How could I refuse?  Our small talk became
background noise to exploring each other�s body.  For a man who seemed to have
positional power, he didn�t let his body go soft.  He was lean yet
well-defined, and I wondered what he did at his age to stay in such great
shape.  I�d have to ask him later.  In the meantime, he took special interest
in my breasts, fondling them at length.  My nipples grew taut, and they weren�t
alone.  He was hard again.  Very hard.  A warmth spread through my body that
seemed to travel right to my clit.  I seldom if ever grew hot with a john, but
somehow he was doing something to me.  Sitting on the sofa, he got on his knees
between my legs and eased them farther apart.  When he began licking and
sucking on my clit I went crazy.  I grabbed his head, wishing his tongue was
his dick and urging it deeper.


It
seemed only seconds before I cried out, �Ohhhhhhhhh Yessssssssssssss!� and came
in an explosive climax.  The sweet agony of my orgasmic trembling went on forever.


He
didn�t wait for the intense orgasm to subside.  He lifted me into his arms and
took me to the bedroom.  My foggy brain registered how tumescent he was�looking
even more swollen than before�as he lifted my legs wide and entered me.  I
gasped, not only from the penetration but also from the sudden immensity of my
arousal.  My pussy was aflame.  Every thrust of his cock plucked my clit like a
guitar string.


�GODDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD,�
I wailed.    �MYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY GODDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD!�  I�d never had an orgasm
that cataclysmic.  My body shook and I bucked my hips wildly, as if I was
trying to take more of him into me than his cock.  When he pulled out, climbed
beside me, and rammed his cock down my screaming, wide open mouth, I took it. 
I replaced his cock with my fingers, rubbing my clit, prolonging the mother of
all cums.  I swallowed every drop he sent down my throat.  No choking, since I
was too busy anyway keeping the orgasm going with my frantic fingertips.  I
wanted more.  He may have cum, but he didn�t wilt.  I saw that his cock was
still tumescent so I begged him to fuck me more, never registering that this
last time he�d worn no protection.  He rolled me over on my stomach and then
mounted me from behind.


I
frantically pushed my ass upward to meet every thrust of his.  I was cumming
again before I even knew what hit me.


When
he got off the bed, I begged him for more, my pleading voice sounding nothing
like my usual self.  In reply, he tossed me a vibrator (where did that come
from?) and urged me to keep things going.  I did.  About a half-hour later the
bed under me was soaked but I wasn�t sated.


�Please!�
I begged.


Instead
of Maury getting back out of the robe he�d put on, he called out and his
gigantic bodyguards came into the room.  Both wore large towels around their
waists and nothing else.  Maury motioned toward me on the bed, and the big men
grinned, letting the towels fall.  I should have been scared.  I should have
been petrified.  What had been a trick was turning into rape, but I wasn�t
afraid.  I WANTED IT! my mind screamed, and I was going to get it.


�I�m
too spent to please you right now, but Tim and Nick will do nicely.�


They
used every orifice, and they didn�t wear condoms.  I came so many times I lost
track.  By the time the big men were through with me, I�d had enough myself.  I
was finally sated�and as sore as hell.  My labia were excessively swollen, and
my anal sphincter would probably take days to return to normal size.  I hurt
all over, but in some ways it was a �good� hurt.  Somehow I slept, and didn�t
awaken until Maury slipped into bed behind me and began caressing my breasts.


�What
did you give me?� I asked groggily.


�It
was a new form of Viagra, but specifically formulated for women.  Up until the
time the drug began to work, you�d been faking orgasms.  I thought you�d much
rather have real ones.  I know I enjoyed it.�


�But�those
guys�no condoms,� I muttered.


�Yes,
that was unfortunate, though they have been found clean in recent medical
tests.  I should have been more explicit with my instructions.�


�Why?�


�Did
you think you were earning all that money just to fuck me?  I have to reward
Nick and Tim somehow, don�t I?�


It
was dark and I couldn�t see the bedside clock from where I lay.  �What now?� I
asked wearily.


My
answer came from a poking cock that was pushed in from behind.  �Now I need to
take care of my needs,� he said, as he began to fuck my sore pussy.  There must
have been traces of the drug still in my system, because even though it hurt, I
still felt the twitching of my abraded clit as I began to climb toward orgasm. 
He at least wore a condom, and thankfully he�d lubricated it before he
penetrated me.  Regardless of the current circumstances, my orgasm was
sublime.  Maury whispered how sweet my vocal response had been to his hungry
ears.


The
next time during the night (or more accurately, early morning) I awoke to find
him at my �door��my back door.  I�d been sleeping on my stomach and he�d spread
my legs and obviously lubed me up while I slept.  I awoke when he poked through
my sphincter.  Awakening, however, wasn�t quite the way to describe the
instantaneous shock of anal penetration.  Though I screamed, his weight kept me
pinned to the bed as he thrust into my rectum.  His ejaculatory spasms were
unmistakable, yet he never wilted.  I figured he must have popped another
Viagra while I slept.


For
the next couple of hours as dawn approached, I was his fleshy pincushion.  He
fucked me for as long as his chemically-fortified cock could go.  Sometime in
the last hour before daybreak I lost my will and didn�t fight him.  The drug
he�d slipped me had worn off, but I thought about the money and laid back and
took it.


When
the big bodyguard Nick wanted me for breakfast, I didn�t complain.  Maury must
have been accustomed to breaking wills for he never raised an eyebrow when I
let Nick fuck me.


Now
that morning had come and they were done with me, I said to Maury as I gingerly
got dressed, �Is this when they find my body dumped by the side of a dirt road
somewhere?�


His
look was cold, like the look of a reptile eyeing its prey.  �That wasn�t called
for,� he said.  �You got paid better than the usual overnight rate, I believe,
and instead of thanks, I get this hostility, these insinuations.�


�Okay�Thanks�


�Tim
and Nick will drive you back to the club, and your car.�


The
big men never leered at me on the way to the club.  They�d fucked me like a
blow-up-doll but now they were back to being all business.  I kept quiet.


For
the next two days I had trouble walking.  It hurt to take a shit.  I begged off
my next dancing nights until I figured I could do it without dying.  My first
night back at the club I was tactfully told to cover up a few bruises with
stage make-up.  It really wasn�t all that tactful really: �You need to hide
those, honey.  The patrons will think you�re a crack whore or something.�  This
was a classy place, after all.


I
danced.  I stripped.  I put on a good show.  I was beginning to move on beyond
my night with Maury and his goons.  The money came in handy, but not the pain
that came with it.  Then one night I spotted the mobster in the audience.  He
waved a hundred before placing it on the railing.  Some of the other guys
stopped ogling me long enough to eye the scary man with the dough.  They knew
the score, and so did I.  I didn�t want to touch his money and dance for him,
but what could I do?  The money; wasn�t it always about the money?


Maury
got a show commensurate with the cash he put on the railing.  I wiggled and
jiggled all my charms for him, all the while hoping he and his goons wouldn�t
be waiting for me when the night was over.


When
I got no note on a bill, I began to think I was off the hook, for being wanted
by Maury was indeed a �hook� that this fish might not be able to squirm from. 
I had Bud walk me out the front door just in case, but one of the bodyguards
(Tim?) was waiting.  He gave Bud a menacing look before taking me by the arm
and walking me toward the recognized Bentley.  �The boss would like to see you
again,� he said flatly.


�You
too?� I asked angrily.  �Are you gonna rape me again?�


He
didn�t answer.  He simply forced me inexorably along to his boss�s car.  When I
got in I immediately said to Maury. �I�m on call now?  You need to get laid
and, voila, here I am?�


�Why
take that tone with me?� he said, and I swear I heard the hiss of a snake in
there someplace.  �You�re a prostitute, correct?  You accept money for sex.  I
paid you handsomely.  You provided your service.  What�s the problem?�


The
other big dude (Nick?) had started the car and he was already driving us away
from the club.  It seemed I had no say in the matter.  �You drugged me,� I
cried out.  �You hurt me.  Anally.�


�I
must apologize for my over-enthusiasm.  In my state of enhanced ardor, shall we
say, I imagined that a woman in your�er�profession would be acclimated to the
Greek�method.  On the �drugged� part I need not apologize.  You were at an
extremely high level of arousal, and your climaxes were extraordinary, if I may
say so myself.�


He
was right, and I knew it.  Whatever the female-Viagra-like substance had been,
it did send me places I�d never been before, though it had no effect on my
sphincter.  And even if I decided to try the drug again, there was one thing I
had to make clear.  �No anal.�


�Of
course, dear lady.�  He smiled   �I assume you are okay with being my date
tonight?�


�You
practically kidnapped me, so I guess I am.�


At
the house, I did a striptease for him like the first time.  Without a word, he
placed a thick envelope on the table in front of me.  Unlike that first time,
he was already out of his clothes and sporting an erection.  I�d gulped down a
glass of champagne he handed me, figuring the orgasm-enhancing drug was in
there.  By the looks of his erection, he must have taken his too.  What the hell. 
I was inexplicably wet when he carried me to the bed and easily slid into me. 
His pace was slow and measured, yet I was soon cumming as if he�d been fucking
me like a madman�a well-endowed madman.  My screams echoed through his house. 
My tremors were earthquakes.  The memory and fear of last time should have kept
me from enjoyment, but the drug did its thing.  I came and came and came.  I
think he did too, but whatever ED drug he took kept him hard and he kept going,
giving me one orgasm after another until I was crying, not able to take any
more.


Lying
in bed afterwards, he asked me if I wanted a supply.  His proposal was to shift
himself from being my john to being my dealer.  Would being my pimp be next?  �Is
that your next racket?  Turn me into an orgasm-junkie?�


�You
know, you�re just like your old man.  Bitching about everything.  Can�t you
accept things and enjoy them?�


�That�s
the second time you�ve brought up my father.  Did you know him?  Was he in one
of your rackets?  Is that what got him killed?�


For
the first time since I met him, he failed to return my stare with a steely-eyed
one of his own.  �Let�s not talk about it,� was his only reply.  Instead he
spread my legs and went down on me.  The drug was still working so it didn�t
take long for his tongue and lips to push me over the edge.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhh�I�mmmmmmmmmmmm
cummmmmmmingggggg,� I cried, like this was my first time and was surprised by
the orgasm�s impact.   He got on top of me, slamming into me like a wild animal, and only then did he answer my cry with one of his own.


�Me
tooooooooo,� he crooned as he pulled out and gave me a surprisingly hefty cum
shower.


Now
finished, he unceremoniously turned the bedroom light on and stood over me, and
that�s when I had the flashback, and knew why he looked familiar.  Years ago
I�d seen him, younger looking yet surely the same man I�d seen that day
hollering at my dad outside our apartment house.  Insight flooded in.


�Oh
Maury,� I said.  �If you�re done, send in Tim.  I need it some more.�


He
looked surprised by my plea, but he shrugged and called out for the big
bodyguard in the next room.  Tim came charging in, probably imagining the
worst, but relaxed when his boss told him what I wanted.  Maury left me and
Tim.  The big man said, �You really want it�me?�


��Oh
yes, I need it bad,� I said, rubbing my pussy as well as spreading the boss�s
cum all over the front of my body.


He
quickly undressed, and probably because of my semen coating, got me on hands
and knees and did me doggie.  The drug sure was good, for despite my agitated
state I still came before he did.  As he flopped to the bed, spent, I got up
and moved slowly toward his clothes, trying not to make him suspicious.  �Be
honest, Tim.  Has the boss killed people?�


Tim
replied in a hushed voice, �He likes it, really.  He�d rather kill someone he�s
pissed at, even if it gets messy, than let someone else do it.�


�That�s
what I figured,� I said as I surreptitiously lifted his gun from its holster
and hid it under my blouse I picked up from the floor.  �I�ve got to take a
leak, but if you�re good, and still on that bed when I come back I�ll make it
worth your while.�  I shook my assets as I left the bedroom, hoping the
distraction would buy me some time and keep him there.  I walked through two
rooms before I found Maury.  �You killed my father,� I said as declaration, not
as a question.


I
gauged his expression for wariness, but I didn�t see any so he had no inkling I
had the gun hidden in the blouse.  Besides, my nakedness distracted him too. 
�He had it coming.  He double-crossed me.  No one double-crosses me.�


�So
this little game with me�the sex and humiliation�it is a game, right?�


�One
I�m enjoying immensely,� he said with a grin, still distracted.


�Will
you kill me too when you�re done with me?�


�Naw,
�cause I may never be done with you,� he said, the cold grin still on his face.


One
thing my dad taught me was how to shoot a gun.  I knew about safeties, and how
to tell if a bullet was in the chamber.  I knew.


BLAM! 
He never saw it coming, the grin replaced by a bloody mess.  �You killed my
dad!� I said to the man who was already dead himself.  I shot Nick when he
entered the room in a rush, and then I ran like hell through the house and
toward the street.  What a sight I must be�a naked woman running while holding
a gun.  I figured the odds were 2:1 that Timmy would get a gun and catch me
before I ran into a cop, the only way I�d be safe, at least temporarily.  As I
ran, the friction in my groin from my scissoring thighs was bringing me to
another orgasm, thanks to Maury�s fucking drug.  Maybe when the bullet hits me,
I�ll die a happy woman.  


I
ran, hearing riffs of �Decadent Dance� in my head and an involuntary cry of utter
climax from my lips.
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The Earrings


By Donna M.


 


When
I saw the earrings, I froze.  Were these real diamonds?  What were
expensive-looking earrings doing in my husband�s carry-on bag?  I was moving
the unzipped bag within the closet when I saw the gleam.  Paul took this bag on
every business trip, including the one he took to New York two months ago. 
They weren�t mine, so my worst fears were confirmed.  He was either seeing
high-priced prostitutes or he was cheating on me.


I
brought my woebegone suspicions to work with me, and my work suffered to the
point everyone in the office began asking me what was wrong.  Ted Davis was
particularly attuned to my moods.  Ted was a handsome, single guy who had all
the girls in the office aflutter when he talked to them.  He always treated
everyone with respect, and I never saw him make any untoward advances to any of
the gals, including me.  Ted was a great listener, so when he asked me if
everything was okay, I vented.


�Don�t
be so quick to blame him, Carol.  I�m sure there�s a good explanation for the
earrings.�


He
offered a couple of scenarios that may explain their appearance in the carry-on
bag, but even Ted realized how improbable they were.  �He�s probably got a fuck
buddy in every city,� I said angrily.  Ted never heard me cuss, so the f-word
threw him.  He urged a conciliatory approach with my husband, which was weird
coming from another man.  I put my hand on his and thanked him for listening to
my problems.


�If
you need a shoulder to cry on, you know where I am.�  Any other man saying that
would have pissed me off, but I knew Ted, and I knew he meant well.


I
tried to summon the courage to bring up the earrings with Paul, but every
chance was wasted as I chickened out each time.  Like that Jack Nicholson movie
line, maybe I couldn�t handle the truth if I knew what it was.  I�d hidden the
earrings amongst my own jewelry, but every so often I would dig them out and
look at them.  Then I�d cry.


There
were no clues before this.  I�d never cheated on Paul, nor did I ever dream of
doing so.  Except for his business trips, Paul and I were always together, and
he always seemed happy about that.  We were in love, which wasn�t often the
case with long-married couples.  Our life was perfect.


Who
was I kidding?  I did have suspicions, though if forced I couldn�t really pin
any of them down.  When Paul returned from business trips he�d often claim
exhaustion and didn�t want to make love to me.   Wouldn�t a period of
abstinence make him hornier?  When I bought new clothes or got a new hairstyle
he didn�t compliment me like he used to do.  Was it normal marriage
complacency, or something more?  Then there was the trip where he �lost� his
wedding band, supposedly since he had recently lost weight working out and it
�must have slipped off.�  No, I never found the clichéd lipstick stain on a
shirt, or smell the hint of another�s cologne on him, but that didn�t assuage
my fears.


I
couldn�t come out and accuse him, and who knew what story he�d tell about the
earrings anyway, so I sulked and felt like the loneliest person in the world.


In
the office, Ted saw my melancholy right away.  He didn�t pry, yet he began
doing little things for me, like get me coffee or bring me lunch.  Before now I
would�ve thought these actions by a male colleague boorish and chauvinistic,
but they were a welcome distraction from the gloominess that had settled over
me.


It
was inevitable, I guess, that even though Ted never made an overt pass I began
to view him differently.  The guy was a tall, handsome devil, with smiling eyes
and a quick wit.  His empathetic attention was genuine, I could feel it.  So,
maybe I�d make the pass.  I asked him to lunch.


I
know he sensed a change in me, and I think he was attracted to that change. 
I�d worn a dress that was probably a bit too dressy and maybe a bit too short
for the office, and he complimented on how good it looked on me.  I knew it
showed off my legs exceptionally well, and I knew he noticed, as I caught him
looking a few times.  Seated in a small café a couple of blocks from the
office, I slid the dress�s hem up my thighs the next time I saw him look.  I
can�t remember the last time I was this flirtatious, but it felt good.  As we
ate and talked, I played with my hair.  I�d read somewhere that playing with
your hair was sending a signal that you were available, and the moisture in my
panties signaled I was more than that.  I felt naughty.  It felt good being
naughty. I wasn�t thinking about Paul while flirting with another man, and that
was exceptionally naughty.


How
bold could I be?  How far would I go with this?  Ted had a sailboat and
occasionally invited single gals in the office to go sailing with him.  I�d
heard ladies' room chatter about the dates, and so far Ted came across as an
okay guy who loved sailing.  None of the girls he dated shared sex stories
so I had no idea how aggressive he may be, but I was willing to find out.


�What
do you have planned for the weekend?� I asked.  �I�m a golf widow on Saturdays,
so my excitement will probably be an old movie on TV.�


�I
usually take the boat out if the weather cooperates.  Why don�t you come out
for a sail with me?�


�I�d
love to, Ted.  What do I bring?�


�Your
suit and a smile.  You�ve been so down lately I want to see you smile again, that�s
all.�


�I
love the water.  I�ll be smiling,� I said.


That
evening I pulled my white bikini from the bottom of a drawer and went into my
bathroom to try it on.  I was gratified it still fit, and still looked good on
me.  I wondered if Ted would try something, or if he did, would I let him.


By
early Saturday morning I wasn�t as sure of myself.  My husband went off to the
golf course with his buddies and I pondered what I was going to do.  You might
say I was chickening out.  I was about to throw myself at another man because I
suspected my husband of cheating on me.  I wanted to give Paul a second chance,
and ask him if he loved me.  I dialed his cell but it went straight to
voicemail.  I called the course�s clubhouse and asked for him, but the man who
answered said he hadn�t seen Paul and wasn�t expecting him to play that day. 
He should have been there by now.  I fumed.  Was golf an alibi to see another
woman?


Okay,
I was going sailing.


Instead
of calling Ted to beg off the date, I called and asked him to pick me up. 
Somehow I figured he�d have a showy sports car, but instead he pulled up to my
house in a conservative Buick sedan.  When I climbed into the car, he
complimented the house before I pulled a bottle of good champagne from my bag
and showed him.  �To christen my maiden voyage,� I said.


�I
think we�ll drink it and not smash the bottle against the hull.�


�Sounds
like a great idea.�


Ted
always looked great in the office, but he looked even better in shorts and a
polo shirt.  I noticed that he had no observable hair on his tanned legs and
arms, and right away I had a mental image of other parts of his body waxed
smooth.  It was wet panties time again.


We
engaged in small talk on the way to the marina, mostly about work.  He asked
about my husband, and if he was okay with me going sailing with him.  I didn�t
tell Ted that Paul didn�t know, just that when he played golf, that�s all he
thought about.


He
said, �I�ve tried golf a few times but couldn�t get past the frustration. 
Besides, it always seemed to me that the guys I played with just used it as an
excuse to get away from their wives or girlfriends and drink.  I�m more the
solitary type anyway� much rather be out on the water than walking around a
golf course.�


The
�get away from their wives� part sure sounded like Paul�s motivation,
considering all I was discovering.  I pictured the earrings in my mind, and
imagined a woman lying under him, with them on and nothing else.  Who was he
fucking today when he should have been golfing?


I
had a mental image of Ted�s sailboat but when we got to the marina, his boat
turned out to be bigger than I imagined.  �You sail this thing alone?� I asked.


�I
mostly do, but today I have a crew.�  Meaning me.


�Of
course I have no idea what to do, so you�ll have to teach me.  Do you put all your
girlfriends to work when they�re on your boat?�


He
blushed, probably because my phraseology lumped me in with his girlfriends. 
�If you�re gonna sail with this captain, you have to earn your keep,� he said
and laughed.


We
each carried a bag aboard, though his was bigger than mine.  As if reading my
mind, he indicated his oversized duffle bag and said one word: �Provisions.� 
He excused himself, went below and quickly changed into his bathing suit.  When
he came back up, all he had on were swim shorts and a pair of topsider shoes. 
The view was marvelous.  Besides untying a couple of ropes, he told me to sit
and relax while he got an engine going to sail us out of the harbor.


As
we moved away from land, he began setting the sails.  I helped him with a couple
of the chores but basically stayed out of his way and watched him.  He moved in
an effortless, athletic way that made him even more attractive.  The wind
wasn�t strong so we were moving at what I thought of as a leisurely pace
through the water, which was correspondingly relatively calm.


�You
can go below and change into your suit if you want.  Watch your step.�  When I
came back up on deck in my bikini, he whistled and said, �Don�t be angry with
me for saying this, but you look a whole lot better than I imagined you would.�


�And
what did you imagine; cellulite, wrinkles, bulges?�


�I�m
not going there,� he said, and we both laughed.


We
sailed in silence, enjoying the feel of the wind and the occasional sea spray,
after a while not seeing another boat.  �Do you know where you�re going?� I
asked.


�I
know where we are but not where we�re going.�


�What�s
that mean?�


�It
means I know how to navigate but I usually don�t preselect a destination.  I
just like to sail.�


�You
look like you like to tan too,� I said, noticing (how could I help it) that as
his suit slid down his lean torso, exposing his waist, I saw no tan line.


He
blushed a bright crimson, and said, �Er, I usually tan out here when I�m
alone.�


�You
know, that sounds like a great idea,� I said, and after looking around to see
no other boat on the horizon, I reached behind me and untied my top, casting it
aside.  His eyes were glued to my tits.  �You know, it�s alright by me if you
want to do your usual sunbathing,� I said to him.


�That�s
okay� he muttered, still staring.  Finally, �Oh Carol�you�re so beautiful, and
not like any of the girls in the office.�


�Thank
you, and of course I�m different�I�m older and more experienced.�


�And
married.�


�That�s
true, but I�m here, aren�t I?�


I
stayed topless but I couldn�t get him out of his swim shorts.  He sailed us
toward a small island that turned out to be nothing more than a pile of rocks. 
Well away from the rocks he dropped sails, and then anchored.  We popped the
cork on the champagne, and his �provisions� turned out to be a full picnic�s
worth of meats and cheeses.


He
remained nervous around me until after we ate our fill of the good food and
killed the champagne, and I said, �Relax, Ted.  Like I said before, I�m here,
so that means for today I�m not married.�


I
moved to him and we kissed, tentatively at first until his nervousness
dissipated.   He placed a hand at my breast while I worked his shorts down. 
With our lips fused and our tongues dancing, I only felt his lean, muscled
abdomen below the waistline.  As I awkwardly pulled down his shorts, his
erection sprang out and brushed my hand.  I moaned.  His hand moved from my
breasts, down, down, inexorably down until he pulled the side string of my
bottoms to untie it, and he found my wet and willing womanhood.


I
said, �Take me, Ted�take me.�


He
said he didn�t have a condom.


I
said, �Who gives a shit.�


We
fucked missionary right there on the deck of his boat.  I wrapped my legs
around him and held on.  I gave no thought to what I was doing and instead went
with the moment, luxuriating in every marvelous thrust of his marvelous
manhood.  He hit some places within me Paul hadn�t hit in ages, and before I
knew it I was screaming across the ocean waves.  I had no idea if he came or
not, but once we separated, the creampie at my pussy told the tale.


Our
lustful desires now suitably consummated and the sea still calm, we dove
overboard and swam as naked as the fish around us.  Back aboard, we lay next to
each other and sunbathed.  When he spread sunscreen on me, it was sensual
foreplay.


�I
never figured this�would ever happen,� he said.  �You were like the
unattainable woman, the one I�d never be able to��


�You�re
the best looking guy in the office, and eligible, with every gal after you, so
why me?  Have you really lusted after me all this time?�


�It�s
more than lust, Carol.  You�re the kind of woman I�ve dreamed of, but always seemed out
of reach.  The younger girls don�t do it for me.�


�But
I do?�


�Yes�more
than I can explain.�


�Oh,
Ted.  I don�t want to give you any false hopes.  You deserve more than to be a
rebound or revenge lover, and that�s my regret for being here, nothing else.�


�I
really mean this; I don�t care about your motivation, or if you�re having
problems in your marriage.  I�m simply the luckiest man in the world to have
you with me today�and this��


I
shushed him with a finger at his lips, and said, �I�m pretty lucky myself,
being here, with you, making love.  You�re a good man and a good lover��


It
was his turn to shush me.  With his lips.


I
couldn�t get enough of him, and his magnificent body, all tanned, smooth and
sinewy.  We kissed and fondled but neither one of us had to work much to arouse
the other.  I rode him cowgirl while running my hands over his hard abs and
chest.  He reciprocated by cupping and caressing my swollen and sensitive
breasts.  I rode him fast.


�Ohhhhhhhh
Goddddddddddddddd!� I bellowed as my orgasm hit me good, shaking me to my
core.  He pulled me down to lie on him and that�s when I felt the last of his
ejaculatory spasms in my vagina.


�You�re
the good lover, not me,� he muttered as we both relaxed in the afterglow of our
climaxes. �I�ve never slept with anyone as hot as you are.�


After
a bit more kissing and fondling we were back in the water for another nice
swim.  �I could get used to this �Blue Lagoon� existence,� I said.


�This
doesn�t have to be a one-night-stand, or maybe I should say one-day-sail,� he
said without a trace of humor.


�This
day has been more to me than I can express.  We�ll have to see how things go,
Ted, but I�d love to do it again.�


�That�s
good enough for me.�


Back
on the boat we sun-dried before we put our suits on and set sail back to the
marina.  We didn�t talk much, though both of us expressed our pleasure with the
marvelous day on the ocean, along with the splendor of our extracurricular
activities.


Once
home, I refused to question my husband on where he�d been when he was supposed
to be golfing.  Whatever he�d been doing, I figured I did alright by myself,
still basking in the glow of Ted�s fantastic body and what he did with it.  I
didn�t ask and Paul never said a word about where he�d really been.  He had the
nerve to ask me how my day went, and I almost blurted out the truth.  Almost.


Ted
and I danced around each other all week at the office, afraid to let on what
had happened but powerless to stop our emotions from showing.  He invited me on
another sailing excursion, and I quickly accepted.  It didn�t matter whether
Paul was golfing or not, I was going to be with Ted.


Also
during the week I wondered whether my husband could �see� the change that had
come over me.  I felt like a kid again, with all the raging hormones that went
with it.  Saturday couldn�t come fast enough.  When Paul left the house to golf,
I noticed he forgot his favorite golfing shoes.  I hoped he enjoyed her
company, whoever she was.  I would certainly enjoy my day.


The
harbor was calm but once we hit open water it grew rougher, and he had to work
harder with the sails in the unpredictable wind.  I should have said �we� since
he did put me to work, though I don�t know how much I really helped.  The way
he looked at me said he didn�t care if I had any sailing skills at all, he
wanted me, and that made me horny for him too.  I loved looking at him in those
unguarded moments when he was busy, and I could study his stunningly tanned and
sinewy body.  Oh yes, I was horny!  When he selected a spot to anchor not very
far from last time, I quickly disrobed and went to him.


�Ohhhhhhh
Carol,� he muttered when I slid his shorts down and put my mouth to work on his
swelling cock.  I gave him the best blow job I knew how to give, and when he
came I swallowed everything he unloaded down my throat.  �What about you?� he
asked when we were done.


�Don�t
worry about me, big guy.  Why don�t we relax, get some sun, maybe swim a bit,
then we can take care of the unfinished business that�s my libido.�


Like
the first time, we packed some cheese and cold cuts.  We made humongous
sandwiches and teased each other about sex and appetites.  We drank a lot of
wine, so much so Ted cautioned me about swimming while buzzed.  �The sharks
will think you�re part of their cocktail hour,� he said.


�There
are sharks in these waters?  Why didn�t you say anything last week?� I asked
incredulously.


Ted
laughed and told me he was kidding.  I punched him in the arm and then tackled
him.  Before I knew it we were in a sixty-nine position and he was giving me
the most heavenly pussy licking imaginable.  He was rushing me toward orgasm
with his tongue tip and I was too breathless to orally reciprocate.  When my
first tremor struck, I flopped onto my back and urged him between my splayed
legs.  Our lovemaking was animalistic, and I was the bitch in heat.  After I
guided his stiff cock into me, he fucked me with vigor and I was screaming out in
orgasm after orgasm before I knew what hit me.


We
ate and drank some more, and then we fucked again with him taking me from
behind, a strong hand at each hip, as I leaned over the side railing watching
fish and cumming hard.  His skill and stamina were amazing, and he elicited
multiple orgasms again from me before he came.


As
we sunned ourselves in post-coital lassitude, he tentatively brought up the
topic of a long-term relationship between us.  �Let�s not go too fast with
this,� I said.  �I like you, Ted, and I most certainly love these sailing trips
and everything that goes with them��


�Like
the sex,� he interrupted, smiling broadly.


I
had my hand on his hard abs, and slowly moved it downward.  �Oh yes, the sex
has been wonderful,� I crooned as my palm closed on his manhood.  I felt it
swell to my touch.  �You are insatiable, aren�t you?�


�Only
with you,� he moaned.


I
absently stroked him back to a firm erection while ironically thinking of confronting
my husband on his extramarital dalliances.  Did I want to know the truth?  How
does Paul�s apparent cheating give me license to do the same with Ted?  I
couldn�t give Ted an answer to his question on our future without first
settling things with Paul.


I
didn�t say a thing as I straddled him and lowered myself onto his erect shaft. 
Riding him cowgirl was an experience with the boat rocking on the swells the
way it did.  He clutched my breasts as I began to rhythmically slam my pelvis
up and down, taking his length deep into my hungry vagina, a hunger that he�d
awakened.  My orgasm wasn�t nearly as explosive as the last time, but when he
cried out that he was going to cum and I felt the throbbing impulse of his
jetting cock, several wavelets of joy pulsed through me.  His third orgasm
today and he was still spewing quite a volume.  When I dismounted him, that
volume was dribbling down my thigh in rivulets, and he saw it and smiled.


�Oh
yeah�baby makers for sure.  Aren�t you glad I�m on birth control?� I said,
smiling.


He
was speechless.


Now
more or less sober, we finally went for a swim, mostly to clean the remnants of
lovemaking from our sated bodies.  �Will we do this again?� he asked me as we
climbed back aboard.


Just
looking at him, my mind screamed Yes! but I didn�t vocalize that,
instead saying �We�ll see, Ted.  We�ll see,� which was my stock answer every
time I didn�t wish to face reality.  My reality was my marriage and Paul�s
infidelities�and now mine.  We�ll see.


As
we sailed back home, I thought of how much I was enjoying sailing and Ted�s
company, as much as the great sex.  �I�ll see you Monday,� he said after we
kissed at the dock.  I wasn�t in love with my job, but now Mondays couldn�t
come fast enough.


We
had the bug.  As soon as we saw each other in the office we wanted each other. 
Midmorning, Ted whispered in my ear, �Jake�s old office�no windows.�


That�s
where we spent our lunch break.  We made sure no one saw us.  We slipped into
the unused office, locked the door, and went at each other like we had on his
boat; like wild, hungry animals.  I dusted off the desk top, dropped my panties
and hiked up my skirt, and then sat on the desk.  His slacks down and his cock
up, he slid into me with ease, I was that lubricated and ready.  Our hips locked
into a fast rhythm as we bucked against each other.


�Ohhhhh,
Tedddddddd, fuck me harderrrrrrrrrrr,� I sang, though I didn�t know how much
harder he could than he already was.


�Ohhhhh,
Carolllllllll, you�re soooooooooo hot, soooooooooooo gooooooood,� he groaned,
pumping furiously.


I
hoped no one heard us.


We
knew enough to temper our noise when we came.  Cleaning ourselves up as much as
we could in the dusty office and straightening out our clothes, we remained
silent.  I couldn�t speak for Ted, but I needed what we just did, and could get
used to it very quickly.  We snuck out, and again, I didn�t think anyone saw
us.  Twice more during the week he draped me over Jake�s old desk and fucked me
from behind.  I had to put my fist at my mouth to stifle the orgasmic screams
lest we be found out.


Come
Saturday, my husband didn�t play golf because of poor weather, so I made an
excuse and went to Ted�s where we fucked all day.  His boat wasn�t even on the
menu.  We did it first on his sofa, then in the shower, then after I let the
poor slob recuperate a while, we did it on his bed.  I didn�t remember ever
having so much sex in a week�s time in my entire life.  When you are as sore
from sex as I was, it definitely was a �good� sore!


Lying
in bed with a totally spent Ted, he began talking about us in the long-term. I
stopped him, saying �I�m loving this, but I�m married and anything I decide to
do is way more complicated than I can comprehend at the moment.�


He
said he understood, but his hang-dog expression said otherwise.  I�d have to be
careful.


The
next week was more of the same, slinking away a couple of times to the unused
office and banging away our lunch hour.  On Saturday, we spent another glorious
day out on the ocean, though we only made love once.  Once was enough though,
since as usual, my orgasm was heightened by it being brought on by Ted and his
amazing, athletic body.


Amidst
thoughts of a possible life together with my new lover, I was confronted by my
husband when I got home, and with his mother visiting, no less.


�Honey,
we have to talk,� he said, ominously.  Was his mother ill?  Was that what this
would be about?


�Should
I be sitting down?� I kiddingly said before sitting on the sofa.  He remained
standing.


He
began solemnly, �Look, I know you�ve been sleeping with another man, and it
didn�t take our sudden lack of sex to tell me so.  What I want to know is why?�


I
was flabbergasted.  �You?  A man who�s been cheating on me all along?  You have
the audacity to say that I�m having an affair?�


�Well,
that wasn�t quite a denial, though I�m not surprised you would try to divert
attention back on me.  I�ve never cheated on you.  Ever.  I couldn�t, but
evidently you could.  Easily.�


�What
about the Saturdays you were supposed to be playing golf?  Which floozy have
you been fucking?  Janet from your office?�


�I
love it.  You actually were checking up on me?  Okay, I did lie.  I wasn�t
golfing.  I�ve spent three of the past few Saturdays setting up your surprise
birthday party and shopping for a special present.  And this is what I get, you
fucking someone behind my back.�


�Birthday?...Party?...Shopping?�
I muttered like the village idiot.  �But the earrings��


�What
earrings?  I don�t know what you�re talking about.�


�Don�t
bullshit me.  I found them in your carry-on bag after your last trip.  Whose
are they?�


He
had a puzzled look on his face as my mother-in-law entered the room.  Had she
been eavesdropping the whole time?  �Did I hear something about earrings?  Did
you find mine?�


�You
lost some?�


She
said yes, and described the earrings exactly. �Where were they?�


�In
Paul�s carry-on,� I answered, �I�ll go get them.�  As I went into the bedroom
to retrieve the earrings, I pondered all that had been said.  Paul wasn�t
cheating after all?  Oh God, what have I done?


�Wow,
I thought they were gone forever.�  She turned to Paul and said, �I forgot that
I used your bag.  Your father gave me these for our anniversary years ago.  Oh
dear, I thought I lost one more memory of him.�


Despite
his anger, Paul was discreet enough not to continue the discussion until his
mother left the room.  �You still haven�t answered me.  Have you been having an
affair?�


I
denied everything, but I wasn�t a good liar and I knew he didn�t believe me one
bit.  He kept pressing me for the identity of my lover.  I kept denying
everything, until I expected to hear a cock crow somewhere, like with Peter in
the Bible.  Did all this with Ted happen because of unfounded suspicions of my
husband or was it more?  Paul kept asking how I could have suspected him of
infidelity.  He reiterated his love for me and how he�d always been faithful. 
I felt like a selfish idiot.  But then I thought of Ted�s lean and sinewy body
climbing between my parted thighs, and I knew going back to the way things had
been in my marriage would be quite difficult.


Maybe
one more sailing excursion.  Just one...
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Dale


What
would you do if you trolled Backpage or Cityvibe on the web looking for an
escort and you found an ad for your wife?  At first you�d probably doubt it was
her, or do a double-take, since the picture didn�t show her face and yet the
body...   


Could
it be a hoax?  Would you confront her?  Would you spy on her?  Or would you
call from a strange phone and set up an appointment?  I did none of those.  I
did something much more stupid.  I told my brother.


�You
want me to WHAT?� he said, astounded after I laid it all out for him.


�Yes
Blake, I want you to make an appointment to see her.  I�ll even pay the fee. 
If it really is her, then that should scare her out of the stupid scheme.  If
it isn�t, then you�ll hopefully get laid on my dime and I�ll blissfully forget
the whole thing.�


�Okay
bro, but I guess since you were looking, you buy whores every once in a while
too, am I right?�


�Occasionally,�
was all I would admit to.


�Cool.�


�Have
you?�


�Not
since I was in the service on leave,� was his answer.


 


Joanne


What
an amazing couple of weeks!  I was shaking like a leaf when I placed the first
ad.  When calls started coming in, I shook more.  When I serviced the first
guy, I was a basket case.  


He
was nice enough, really.  He ate my pussy but basically didn�t have a clue.  He
paid for an hour.  After I put the condom on him and began sucking on his dick,
I thought he�d cum then and there.  So before it was too late, I mounted him
cowgirl and gave him a show.  I could tell he loved watching my tits swing and
sway, and in less than a minute he was cumming.  He was a good boy.


Nobody
I saw the first two weeks was bad to me, although one guy stank so badly I made
him shower first.  I�d worked out a deal with a centrally located, though cheap
motel two towns over for my incall location.  The room decors were spartan, but
they were at least clean.  The place didn�t have a �reputation,� so that
allayed one of my fears.  I knew going in I was going to like this, but I did
fear three things.  I was afraid of the cops.  I was afraid of being beaten up
or robbed by an evil john.  And I was afraid I�d like it too much.  Getting
caught by my husband and catching an STD were like distant #4 and #5.  Did that
make sense, or was I crazy?


That�s
right, I was afraid of liking it too much.  Okay, the idea first came to me
because of money woes.  Both hubby and I were underemployed in this lousy
economy and bills were piling up.  Yet money wasn�t the sole motivation.  I
loved sex.  When I found myself masturbating two or three times a day, and
sometimes more, I knew I had to do something.  Voila; my life as an escort
began!


While
my husband thought I was working, I was working.  I wasn�t ready for
fetishes so I kept my Backpage postings pretty straight.  Whether it was my ad,
or the pictures, or maybe just horny times, I was busy.


 


Blake


I�d
never done this�call for a prostitute�but here I was about to make an
appointment with someone who could be my sister-in-law.  I�d checked out the
on-line ad, and it sure did look and sound like Joanne, even if she called
herself �Amber� in the posting.


I
nervously made the call, wondering if she�d recognize my cell number.


 


Joanne


Holy
shit!  A little voice in my head told me I knew that number, yet it wasn�t
until I heard his voice that I realized it was my brother-in-law Blake
calling.  When he asked for a session, I was so nonplussed that I said I�d call
him back.  I had to think about this.


 On
one hand, Blake was cute, and maybe I had the hots for him a little.  Fucking
him like this would certainly be interesting.  On the other hand, he was Dale�s
brother.  Would he run right back and tell Dale all about it?  What I couldn�t
decide was whether or not Blake saw the ad and knew it was me.  THAT would
be icing on the cake; Blake wanting to fuck me.  What the hell.  I called him
back and set up the appointment.


 


Blake


My
nerves were short-circuiting as I approached the motel room.  How would she
react?  How would I?  Maybe she already knew it was me by my cell number or by
recognizing my voice.  If that were true, it added a whole new dimension to
things.  I wouldn�t admit it to Dale, but I�ve had the hots for Joanne ever
since they got married.  She never openly flirted, but she seemed to like me
and I really liked her.


When
she opened the door and said �Hi Blake,� all the answers were there except
one�would I actually get it on with her?  She was wearing a silk robe but I
couldn�t tell what she had on underneath.


She
had me sit on the edge of the bed and then asked, as she sat beside me, �Does
Dale know?  Or is this all on your own?  It certainly isn�t by chance.�


I
couldn�t lie.  I explained the arrangement we made so Dale could find out for
sure.


She
then said, �So, I guess that means he was looking for an escort for himself
before he ever found my posting, right?�


What
could I say?


 


Joanne


All
my angst about being found out flew right out the window.  If Dale was looking,
then I felt better about doing what I was doing.  Blake had held an envelope in
his hand when he entered the motel room which I assumed was my fee.  I didn�t ask
whose money it was.  Frankly, I didn�t care.


I
stood and said, �Why don�t you give me that,� motioning toward the envelope,
�and get comfortable.�


Blake
looked up at me nervously and said, �You still�?�


�Of
course, Blake.  Be honest, you didn�t come here just to be a spy for your
brother, did you?�  That�s when I winked and let the robe fall to the floor.


 


Blake


I
was going to fuck my sister-in-law!  I never thought it would go this far, but
here she was standing in front of me in a lacy white thong and nothing else. 
I�d seen her in a bikini, yet being this close to her glorious tits with their
large areolas was like a dream come true.  


She
had a mischievous grin on her face as she said, �You gonna get out of those
clothes or what?�


I
got out of my clothes fast.


 


Joanne


His
facial expression was marvelous; a mixture of boyish guilt, doubt, and lust. 
By the time his boxers came off, he was standing tall.


I
got up close to him, rubbed my tits against his chest (and other parts) and
said �Confess, Blake.  You wanted this, didn�t you?�


He
stammered out a �Yes� as I ran my fingertips along the length of his stiffened shaft. 
He moaned.  I pushed him onto the bed and got on there next to him.  I sucked
him, taking his cock deep into my throat a few times, which got him saying, �Oh
Joanne, you�re good�real good!�


I
pulled my mouth away and said, �Don�t you cum now,� then gave him a few more
deep throat gargles, which is how I thought of it, the way I can vibrate my
vocal chords with a cock deep in my mouth.  It�s always made the guys crazy,
Dale included.  While I was doing it, I felt his cock swell so I knew he was
about to let go.  Thankfully, the warning signal allowed me to pull away before
he spewed, though he still ejaculated in my mouth.


�Oh�damn�oh�I
couldn�t�hold it�any longer,� he said in between moans.  I made an exaggerated
swallow so he�d be sure to see it, and then I let what was in my mouth sort of
drool down the corner of my lips.


I
could tell he liked that last bit of showmanship a lot.


 


Blake


God,
she�s incredible!  My brother�s a lucky man if he has a wife who can give a
blow job like that.  I know if I was married to her I wouldn�t be looking for
whores on the web; I�d be bedding this woman every chance I got.  Why she�s
doing this was a question for another day.  Man, it felt so good I�m almost not
wilting.


 She
said while she still has my cum on her lips, �I bet you always wanted to kiss
me.  Do you dare to kiss me now?�


I
guess I did, since in a second we were sharing more than spit.  The kiss went
on for a long while, so sensuous that before I knew it I was rock hard again. 
Oh my God, I haven�t been this recuperative since I was a teen.


She
smiled and said, �You know, I think I need to find out if you�re a better cunt
eater than your clumsy bro.�  I went down on her as quick as can be, and I did
my best.  She could have been faking, but the noises she made sure sounded to
me like I was doing a good job.  I found a place millimeters south of her clit,
and when I did she bellowed, �Yes!  Oh God, right there!�  She must have had a
clit-nerve or whatever in that spot, so I kept my tongue-tip right there.  She
made a lot more noise after that.  She got wetter too.


Following
a few more Oh Gods, she stopped me and said, �Why don�t we put a cover on that
rod of yours and put it to good use?�


 


Joanne


He
was grinning like the village idiot.  I never thought he�d go for snowballing,
but he surprised me.  He surprised me as well in the cunnilingus department.  I
had a couple of small orgasms when he hit a certain spot with expertise.  Okay,
it was time.  I sat up and opened a condom, unrolling it onto his cock.  With
the condom firmly installed, I pulled him down on top of me and spread my legs
high and wide.  I figured him for a missionary kind of guy, and he didn�t
disappoint.  He made good eye contact as he thrust into me, so I smiled and
urged him on with my best come-hither look.


�Oh
yeah, fuck me good, yeah,� I muttered between clenched teeth.  �Do me, do me
hard, yes, YES, YES!� I cried.


My
vocalization was the spurring he needed, for he lost whatever trepidation he
might have had in fucking his brother�s wife and flung his hips like a
wild-man.  


I
kept at it, knowing I wasn�t going to have a big orgasm this time since he was
going to cum much too quickly.  �Oh God, you�re so big�harder, harder, yes,
harder,� I bellowed.


I
felt him expand as men sometimes do at the moment of climax, like the dude grew
inches in seconds, and then with a deep groan, he came.  I felt his cock
convulse deep inside me.


 


Blake


I
didn�t need to hear her exhortations.  All I needed was to see the look on her
face as I pounded away.  I thought of how great looking she was and how hot she
acted since I arrived.  I almost forget who she was and simply enjoyed the
moment: her wetness, her tightness, her heat.  Then as I reached the
penultimate moment, I thought THIS IS DALE�S WIFE (!) and soon rope
after rope of cum spewed out of me; and then I thought DAMN, THE CONDOM MUST
BE REALLY FULL. 


It
was.  She made a comment about how much I�d ejaculated after she removed it. 
�I suppose now you�ll run back to my husband and tell him everything,� she
said.


�I
can�t tell him now, can I?  Without admitting that I just�er�that we had sex.�


She
laughed. �What did either of you think would happen?�


�I
don�t know, I guess I didn�t think it through, and I guess I really don�t know
what Dale was thinking.�


She
paused for a moment and then said, �That�s his problem; he doesn�t always think
things through either.�


�Yeah,
like his little brother,� I said, chuckling.


�Oh,
you�re not so little,� she crooned. �Would you like me to clean him off?�


I
thought she meant with a towel or something, but instead she swooped down and
took my flaccid cock in her mouth and began sucking me in earnest.  Again.


 


Joanne


Blake,
bless him, wasn�t going to leave this room a happy man.  I felt his cock stiffen
as I sucked his cock.  It�s nice to have reaffirmation that my skills were
top-notch.  He moaned as he grew hard.  I used my hand as well as my mouth, and
pretty soon the tell-tale extra swelling took place so I knew he was getting
close.


That�s
when I stopped and announced, �Your time�s up, Blake.  I think you got your
money�s worth, don�t you?�  At first he was shocked, then he grumbled about me
stopping like I did.  At least he didn�t get angry.  �What you tell Dale is of
no consequence to me.  I made this choice, and I�ll be damned if I don�t love
it.�


That
wasn�t the complete truth.  I did care what Dale thought, but no matter what, I
wasn�t going to stop.  Would it end our marriage?  If it did, then I didn�t
want to stay married anyway.


 


Dale


I
didn�t believe him.


When
I saw my brother, he told me it wasn�t her.  He�d always been transparent to
me.  If he lied, I could tell in a second.  He was lying.  After a while I
challenged him on it.  �You fucked her, didn�t you?�


He
finally admitted it, but was shocked when I asked him for all the details.  I
browbeat him until he explained every sexual act they�d performed.  It would be
easy for me to think She never did those things to me, or She wasn�t
hot like that in our bed, but I�d be fooling myself.  Joanne was a
very hot woman.  I had to face facts that I was the �problem.�  I wanted things
a little kinkier than she wished to provide, and that�s why I visited
prostitutes.  If Blake told me she took it up the ass, or that they played
choking games or some other fetish activity, then I�d be feeling differently. 
Instead, I realized that hearing him speak of their sexual escapades provided a
new, kinky vibe that I wanted to explore further.


 


Joanne


The
good sessions overwhelmed the occasional bad one.  I had the one guy who
refused to pay until �after.�  I had one guy who wanted to get rough, but
thankfully he wasn�t a big man so he hadn�t hurt me.  Otherwise, the johns were
courteous (especially the older gents), weren�t too kinky, and overall treated
me right.  One man stated up front that he wanted a porn-quality blowjob, and I
gave him one.  I soon had repeat customers who extolled my virtues.


Dale
never said a word though I knew by his behavior that Blake had told him everything. 
During the first two weeks of my new �profession� I begged off sex with my
husband, but I realized that wasn�t fair, so I made it a point to give Dale the
same attention I gave my clients.  When we fucked, I could tell he was thinking
about it�how many men had fucked me, and had I done anything with clients
beyond what I did with him?


Seeing
Blake after his session created some awkward moments, too.  I saw him look at
me with lust in his eyes, which wasn�t altogether a healthy basis for a
familial relationship.  Thankfully he never vocalized that lust.  


It
wasn�t until weeks later that Blake called and made another appointment.


 


Blake


It
was driving me crazy.  Every time I saw Joanne I wanted to fuck her.  I was
obsessed as I shouldn�t be with my brother�s wife.  I called her as soon as I�d
scraped up enough cash.  She wasn�t surprised, though she asked if Dale had put
me up to it again.  She got naked right away and nonchalantly walked around the
motel room so I could ogle her as I stumbled out of my clothes.  I was already
pretty hard by the time she began sucking on my meat stick.


 


Joanne


I
have to admit, Blake was as much a pushover as were most of my clients.  I gave
him my super-duper blow job special, and stopped when I knew he was getting
close.  I straddled him and rode cowgirl, after realizing how much he liked my
jiggling tits.  His facial expression gave him away, so although I wasn�t about
to get off, I gave what I thought was a bravura performance and faked a loud,
screaming orgasm.


Oh
boy, did THAT have him spurt!


A
half-hour of work for an hour�s pay; those sessions were the best.  The last
john before Blake wanted to prove he was porn-star material or something, and
took an hour before he finally came, and then fished for compliments.  I was
glad I didn�t have too many of those guys.


Blake
did most of the talking during the remainder of his time.  He confessed how
much I turned him on.  He declared his contrition for feeling that way about
his sister-in-law.  He eventually got around to explaining how Dale responded
to news of his first session.


�I
thought he�d be pissed,� Blake said, �but he seemed like he was getting off on
hearing about our fuc�er�the sex.  He kept after me for all the details.�


�Did
you?  Give him all the details, that is?�


�Yeah,
but like I said, he ate it up.�  After a span of silence, he added, �He hasn�t
said anything to you, like challenge what you�re doing?�


�Not
a word.  Why do you think that is?�


�I
don�t know, maybe he feels a little guilty, like he drove you to do this, like
he wasn�t good enough.�


�Is
that what you think he�s thinking, or are you adding your own interpretation?�


�I
don�t��


�Never
mind,� I said.  �Did you get your money�s worth, Blake?�


�Ah,
yes�more than that.�


�Then
your time�s up, and I have to get ready for my next customer, so scoot along,
and don�t forget you can tell Dale whatever you want about me.�


He
dressed quickly and was out of there.  Somehow I�d �hooked� my brother-in-law
good, and I knew he�d be back for more�a �regular.�


 


Dale


I�ll
be damned, Blake saw her again!  He wouldn�t admit it, but like the open book
he was, I saw it clearly.  He acted sheepish around me like he was hiding a big
secret.  He wasn�t.


I
knew that my wife knew that I knew.  Several times I caught Joanne with a
bemused expression on her face, as if she couldn�t figure out why I didn�t
question her on it, or at the very least bring the subject up, especially in
bed.  Our sex life had changed, but altogether not by much.  She was buying new
clothes yet I saw no other evidence of the newfound income.


My
idea germinated for a while until it became a plan.  Now it was time to sell
the plan to Joanne.


One
late night, as she slipped into bed after seeing more than one customer, as I
surmised, I figured it was time.  �I�m not going to question your choice,� I
said.  �What you decided to do, as long as it didn�t hurt me, was okay, but now
I have a proposition.  But first a question: is it just the money or do you
like what you�re doing?�


Reluctantly
she explained there was a component of her decision connected to our love
life.  She did hurt me a little by her frankness, confiding in me how she was
getting off on the thrill, the variety, and the men�s lust, satisfying needs
not being met by me.  I had to suck it up and be positive to make my proposal.


 �Why
don�t we advertise as a couple?  You know, like �Couple for kinky fun� or
something like that.  Let the johns� imaginations set the agenda.  What do you
say?�


She
looked at me quizzically and said, �Are you thinking something like voyeurism,
where the john jerks off to watching us?�  She shook her head, �I�m not sure
that would be all they would be looking for.  What if the guy was bi and wanted
some of that action; you ready for that?�


�Don�t
worry, that thought did cross my mind, and I think I�d be okay.  I was thinking
like maybe some role-playing, you know, like the john could pretend to be a
cuckolded husband or something along those lines.  It�d be fun.�


�You�ve
thought a lot about this, haven�t you?� she said.  �What�s in it for me?�


�Do
you care at all about us, our marriage?� I asked.  �If you want to keep
whoring, and if you don�t want to have me join in, then our marriage hangs in
the balance.  That�s what�s in it for you.�


 


Joanne


�You
know, that sounds like so much bullshit, �our marriage hangs in the balance,�
�please�you�ve been such a selfish jerk that I figured it was time to think of
myself for a change.  I�m enjoying what I�m doing.  Maybe the excitement won�t
last.  Maybe I�ll tire of the variety, the feeling of power I have when I�m
servicing a customer, but right now the thrill is still strong, not to mention
the money.�


He
said, �Okay, I realize all that now.  Let�s just say that I need to be a part
of what you�re doing, otherwise I hardly think we�re a couple anymore.�


We
talked more about the possibilities.  I began thinking that Dale would be cool
to work with.  He�s always had kinky sexual quirks, some maybe I still don�t
know about.  When he�s excited like he is now, I remember why I married him.  His
�little boy� joie de vivre was catchy.  He was a good looking man in great
shape, and his equipment, though not huge, was impressive enough for what he
suggested.


 �We
can do this, but remember one thing, it�s my show.  I�m the one who�ll make the
appointment, scope out the customer�s desires, and set the ground rules.  You
don�t.�


He
agreed.


 


Dale


Now
that she agreed, my imagination ran wild thinking of all the possible
scenarios.  I�m not bisexual, but I�ve always been curious about what it�d be
like having sex with a guy.  On the other hand, in my younger days I had been
part of threesomes with another man and a woman.  Now, having a threesome with
my wife and a stranger would be altogether different.


Joanne
placed a new ad on Backpage, and I would soon have answers to my internal
questions.  She immediately got hits, some calls coming from repeat customers,
which I found interesting, since up to this point I had no idea of the success
she was having.  My wife was an extremely popular lady, it seemed.  She set up
two appointments, to �try it out� as she put it.


�He�s
one of my regulars,� she told me.  �Not too crazy�not a fetish sort of guy.  He
wants to watch, so even if he ends up participating, it should be a tame
session.  You ready?�


I
told her I was.


 


Joanne


This
was going to be interesting.


I
had no idea how my husband would react to being watched.  I could tell he was
nervous but he was also hyper, so I thought he was �ready� (which means that I
think he�ll get a decent erection even with the john looking on).  I checked in
to my regular hotel, and Dale showered and changed into a set of scrubs like
doctors wear, sans underwear.  I wore a silk caftan-like gown that felt good
against my bare skin underneath.  The john, who called himself Rick (obviously
I could care less if it was his real name or not) called and I gave him the
room number.


While
waiting for him, I asked my husband, �You ready?�


He
was looking at me like we just met.  Maybe seeing me this way, knowing what I
had been doing, and what I was about to do, excited him, for I saw the bulge in
his loose fitting pants.


�Hi
Rick, come on in,� I said as I ushered the obviously nervous man into the
room.  �This is Ian,� introducing Rick to my husband with the name we chose to
use for him in this venture.  Rick was somewhat passive, his body said that he
once was an athlete but those days were well behind him.


I
cuddled up close to Rick on the edge of the bed, pressed my tits into him and
said, �How do you want this to go?  It�s your fantasy, after all.�


He
explained that he fantasized often that he was married to me instead of his
wife since the first time he saw me.  He looked at Dale, who was nonchalantly
leaning against the hotel room�s dresser, and said he wanted to be a voyeur and
fantasize that he was watching a lover with his �wife.�


I
glanced quickly at Dale to gauge how he felt.  His bemused expression told me
he got a kick out of the guy fantasizing I was his wife.   Rick got down to his
boxers as Dale and I began to kiss and fondle each other standing next to the bed.


I
played up the role-play, saying loudly, �Oh Ian, I�m so horny, and now that
Rick is gone we can be together.�


Dale
took it from there, saying all kinds of things about how he �missed me� and how
he was going to make me cum.


Dale
slipped the silk dress up and over my head, freeing my breasts with a healthy
jiggle.. It was my turn to remove my husband�s shirt and pants.  When I pulled
the pants down, he sprang right out to greet me.  I fell to my knees and said,
�Oh Ian baby, you�re so big,� before I took him into my mouth.  I snuck glances
at Rick while I sucked on my husband�s cock.  Rick was sitting in the desk
chair with his boxers off and a hand caressing his now swollen cock.


Dale
kept saying �Oh Baby, it�s so good.�


I
stopped sucking him long enough to say, �I save it all for you, darling.�


A
few more minutes of fellatio and we were ready for round two of our show.  Dale
pulled me up off my knees and threw me on the bed.  I spread my legs for him
and he went down on me.  No matter what I told his brother, my husband always
was good at cunnilingus, so I didn�t have to fake my arousal as he licked and
nibbled.  I was sure I gave his tongue a good dollop of pussy juice.  He
stopped, moved up, and with his cock hovering above my open vulva I said, �Oh
dear, it�s so big!  Don�t hurt me, please.�


Rick
groaned, and I snuck a peek to see him staring at us and jerking off.


Dale
answered me by saying, �I�m gonna fill you up baby.  It�ll be a good hurt.�


He
slid into me, and the main event had begun.


 


Dale


Somehow,
the role playing got me as hot as it obviously did the customer.  I could see
Joanne really getting into this too and I wondered whether there was a way for ME
to be the voyeur, someday watching her in action with a john.  With Joanne so
immersed in her role, it truly wasn�t role playing for me to want to fuck her
silly. I pounded into her with relish, frankly not having felt this way since
our honeymoon.


I
didn�t have to act by saying, �Oh baby�you�re so hot!� though I added for
effect �Cum for me like you don�t for your husband.�


Her
eyes were rolled back for a while as I thrust as deep as I could, but suddenly
we made eye contact and I knew she was going to orgasm, and it wouldn�t be
play-acting.  She mewled like a cat as her body shook.  I felt the vaginal
contractions before I heard the mewling turn to a squeal. 


 I
couldn�t tell what Rick�s trigger was�maybe it was Joanne�s loud and intense
climax, or maybe it was me pulling out and spraying my wife�s cunt and belly
with several ropes of hot cum�but whatever did it, with a low groan he started
cumming and I�ll be damned if he nearly didn�t stop.  I lost count of the
number of ropes the guy shot into the air.


I
couldn�t help myself, saying �Holy shit! That was quite a fountain, buddy.�


He
grinned self-consciously and said, �That was quite a hot show you two put on.�


Joanne,
still a little flustered by what I believed was an unexpected strong orgasm,
murmured to Rick, �Did we deliver what you wanted?�


Rick
told us he was a happy customer, and suggested some role-playing scenarios for
his next time.


 


Joanne


�That
went exceptionally well,� I said to Dale after Rick left.


We
showered and talked about the next appointment.  I knew that �John� (original,
huh?) would not want to be a passive voyeur, and I wanted Dale to be prepared
for anything.  We dressed and went to a nearby restaurant.  I sensed that Dale
wanted to talk more about what we�d just done.  He was still struggling with
the concept of me being a whore, and was confused by his own reaction to it. 
After all there was jealousy of me fucking other men, but then also there was
this kinky, voyeuristic thrill that he had a difficult time dealing with.


We
hadn�t quite got back to the motel when John made his confirmation call.  He
sounded nervously tense.


We
tidied up the room, especially cleaning the previous customer�s �mess.� 
Sweetly, Dale asked me about the silk gown, telling me how great I looked in
it.  I explained that it was an old Dior knock-off I picked up in a consignment
shop.  I was glad he liked it.


John
had a different scenario than Rick�s in mind.  He wanted a straight threesome,
and basically wasn�t much interested in what �Ian� did or didn�t do, except I
surmised what he REALLY wanted.  John was in decent shape for a graying,
middle aged man, but he didn�t have much in the dick department, basically a
stubby pencil.  I sucked him while my husband ate my pussy.  I would stop for
breath and exaggeratingly say �I can�t breathe when you�re in my mouth.�  Yeah,
it was silly but he fell for it.


John
confirmed my suspicion when he whispered �I want to�fuck you�your�ass��


I
nibbled on an earlobe and whispered back, �You have an extra hundred in your
wallet for the trip to Greece, big guy?�


He
did, and therefore he did.


I
put a lubed condom on him, and then jumped onto my husband�s cock, taking him
deep into my vagina as I laid down on him.  My asshole was there for the
taking, and straddling two sets of legs, John took it.


My
first DP, and if it had been with anyone else it never would have happened.  I
wasn�t an anal virgin, but I was still thankful John wasn�t thicker.  Dale
bemusedly went along, not really fucking me but keeping my vagina full while
John pumped away.  He didn�t take long, grunting noisily while telling us he
was cumming.


Even
having such a small, skinny cock, the guy sure did fill the condom.


 


Dale


This
was different.  I focused on Joanne�s face rather than on the john who was
happily abusing my wife�s anus.  Joanne seemed to be okay with it all, so if
she was okay, then so was I.  I�d never been one of the penetrators in a DP
before, and I thought it was kind of cool feeling his dick through her internal
walls as he went in and out of her rectum, though it was as close as I wanted
to get to a stranger�s wood.


He
came.  We cleaned up.  He dressed and left.  �An extra hundred,� Joanne
proclaimed.


�What
if he was me?�


�Then
no way would I have taken it Greek,� she said, smiling.


I
liked this so far.


 


Joanne


I
placed a new ad on backpage.com and said �Ian� was a former porn star.  He got
a kick out of that.  When I got a call from Blake, I told him I wasn�t going
solo for a while, and that I assumed he didn�t want to rub cocks with his
brother.  


I
assumed correctly, I thought.


 


Blake


Could
I really fuck his wife while my brother was in the same bed?  God, I wanted
Joanne so badly, I�d have to think about whether I could do it or not.


Jesus
Christ, I was hard just thinking about her!


 


Joanne


Dale
couldn�t stop talking about the two encounters.  I never would have expected
this outcome, but his �respect� for me doing �hot� tricks has renewed his
love.  If it took me to start whoring to get him to rekindle his view of my
sexuality, I�d accept that.  You know, it did it for me too.  I was enjoying
our marital bed sex again.


I
scheduled another session, this time with a guy named Steve.  Another repeat
customer, he�d been pretty nice to me, not very demanding, though his expressed
fantasy sounded bisexual.  I hoped Dale was ready for that curveball if it
came.


 


Steve


When
I saw the new ad, I nearly exploded.  This lady was the hottest fuck around,
and after our first time I suspected she�d done some work in porn; and now she
was working as a couple with this Ian dude, who was in the porn
business.  I imagined he had a chiseled ass and a huge dick, and fantasized
about doing him and having him do me.  I sure hope he�s as bisexual as I am.  


Maybe
she�ll masturbate while we�re fucking.


Oh
God, I can hardly wait!


 


Dale


Oh God,
what did I get myself into?


 


 


The End, or is it in the �End�???
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Newbies


By Donna M.


 


 



She was led away.  


That�s how it looked to
me at first, like a lamb to slaughter.  I didn�t want to ponder that she may
have gone along eagerly.  That would�ve been too painful so early in the
evening.  The guy had been chatting her up while I�d been talking to another
woman guest.  He had a hand casually at her back but that was all.  I�d turned
to speak with this other woman and didn�t look at my wife for a few moments.


�It�s great seeing new
people here,� the woman, who told me her name was Janice, was saying, �I mean,
after a while with all the same people it gets pretty stale.�  She was holding
my arm and got pretty close as she spoke.


After telling her my
name, I said, �So, Janice, which one is your husband?�


She motioned toward one
of the sofas where a big man sat with a small, half dressed Asian lady on his
lap.  �That�s him.  He likes the little skinny ones.�


Janice was anything but
little or skinny.  Her large D cups pressed against me, leaving no false
impressions of their size or firmness.  Whether or not they were real would
require further study.


�Where�s your wife?�
she asked me.  I turned to indicate where she was in time to see the man she
was with leading her from the room with a hand at her ass.  �Oh, that�s
Reggie.  What a sweet talker.  He sure knows how to get a woman�s panties off,
I�ll tell you. He sure got mine off the first time we met, and then he got ME
off!�


My eyes wouldn�t leave
them as they slipped into another room.  Janice must have recognized my dismay.


�Whose idea was
swinging, yours or hers?�


�Mine, I guess.�


�The little woman went
along with it, huh?� she said.  �How did you sell the idea to her?  �We�re in a
rut�, �things are stale�, that sort of thing?�


�Something like that.�


Janice leaned closer,
if indeed that was possible.  �You�re a good looking guy.  The wife doesn�t cum
with a scream anymore?  Is that it?�  She then whispered, �I�m a screamer, you
know.�


My wife, Marie was now
somewhere else in this large house.  Did she still have her panties on?  Would
Reggie�s face be buried in her pussy?  Would his dick be down her throat?  I
wasn�t handling this well.


Janice interrupted my
thoughts, �Look, what did you expect, Dan?  Did you think you�d have sex but
she wouldn�t? Get over the jealousy and have some fun.  She�ll have hers and
you�ll both go home happy.�


We watched her husband
go off with the Asian girl.  I said, �Do you want to go into one of the rooms?�


She laughed.  �I�m
practically drooling all over you and you ask me a question like that?  My
husband�s about to fuck the tightest little snatch in the house, and I�d love
to watch.  Let�s go.�


Janice and I walked to
one of the public rooms, following her husband.  The room was basically a
wall-to-wall mattress.  One couple was already fucking, and Janice�s husband
began performing cunnilingus on the petite Asian.  We got out of our clothes,
and Janice showed me where there were some lockers, like you�d find at a bus
station, to store everything.  I felt self-conscious at first wearing only my
boxers, but with all the naked and mostly naked people walking around, and with
Janice down to only a thong next to me, that feeling quickly passed.  The
jealousy didn�t though.  I still couldn�t shake the thought of my wife
somewhere in the big house being fucked by a stranger.  


Janice sure did have a
great pair of tits, and she made sure I noticed as we scoped out a corner of
the public room�s mattress.   Her hubby was being ridden by his petite partner
of the moment.  What Janice said earlier was being attested to by her husband�s
throaty proclamations. �Oh baby, are you fucking tight!� he bellowed as she
bounced and Janice watched, and I waited and worried about Marie.  


It seemed that part of
this swinging scene is watching and being watched, so I wasn�t surprised or
embarrassed that Janice for the moment wanted to watch her husband instead of
playing with me.  She had her tits firmly against my body while she watched;
saying in a whisper, �See why he likes the little ones?  That dick of his is so
small he needs the tight ones to give him a sense of manhood.  I�ve never
carped on his size but I know it�s always eaten away at him, that�s why I
encouraged him to get us into the lifestyle.�


Yes, �the lifestyle� as
swingers called it.  Marie had always been reserved in bed, so tame and neutral
about sex that early in our marriage I blamed myself, figuring I wasn�t the
lover she really desired.  Later on, I sensed that she did have fantasies but
she wouldn�t share them with me no matter how hard I tried to draw them out. 
If my wife had been a flirt or a tease I would have felt differently, but that
wasn�t the case; she was as quiet, passive and reserved in social settings as
she was in bed.  I suggested swinging one day as a way to bring life back into
our marriage.  The suggestion hurt her at first, but I explained as sincerely
as I could that it was for her, that we both needed a spark, and that I
wouldn�t play with anyone unless she was being fulfilled.  Being honest with
myself, I understood that I was tired of sleeping with a mouse.  I wanted to
uncage the tiger that was there, somewhere in my wife; I just knew it. 
Otherwise, maybe I could have another tigress at least for a little while.


The night of the
swinging proposal was the first time she came with any vocal intensity in ages,
so I knew I�d finally tapped into her fantasies.  Surprisingly, I hadn�t felt
jealous that she�d obviously been fantasizing about being with someone else
while we fucked, even if that �someone� may have been a nebulous possibility.


�Let�s get you out of
those boxers,� Janice said as she tugged at their waistband.  When she crooned
�Oh, my!� I felt pretty good about myself.  That my cock was at least twice the
size of her husband�s even though he was a much bigger man than me got her all
excited.  She quickly shimmied out of her thong panties.  �Feel me, see how wet
I am,� she said.  Indeed she was; probably the wettest women I�d ever been
with.  She reached for my cock, which by now was fully erect and leaking a
little pre-cum.  She looked back up to me, and smiling said, �It�s Karma, you
know, like we were destined to come together tonight.�


I was sitting down
Indian style, my cock �up periscope� between my legs, when she unfolded them,
straddled my hips and lowered herself onto my erection.  I�ve seen this
position in high-class porn, but I�ve never actually done it this way.  Her big
tits were squashed between us, her eyes gazing seductively into mine, as we
held each other in that sitting orientation. She undulated over my cock rather
than go up and down.  Her well-lubricated yet tight vagina felt wonderful.  That�s
when I thought about not wearing a condom.


The place had bowls
everywhere full of the little square packets, but she hadn�t said a word, so I
did.  �Are you sure I shouldn�t have put a condom on?�


She made a little
scoffing sound, �You�re a newbie, what could you have?�


It wasn�t until later I
thought about the reciprocal of that question.


She crooned my name and
said things like, �Oh, you�re so big,� and �It�s not gonna be long.�


For my part I was
trying think of ANYTHING but cumming.  When she suddenly shuddered and
cried out, she scared me a bit.  Her gushingly wet and loud orgasm was a new
one for me, and I easily unloaded several streams of ejaculate in response. 
She kept rubbing her pelvis into mine as more waves of orgasm swept over her. 
I was drained.  Was she?


After we finished, Janice
and I walked through the house, voyeuristically watching couples and trios in
every corner getting it on.  Some were in a dance of foreplay while others were
humping in animalistic splendor.  I wondered which were spouses and which
(before that night) were strangers.


�I like you, Janice,
and I�m glad you�re with me, but don�t you want to stay and watch your
husband?� I asked as we walked and watched.


�I like you too, Dan. 
My hubby will have his own fun without me.  He deserves it.�


Because she was holding
my arm and pressing her substantial breasts against me, I felt her shiver in
arousal as she viewed the action all around us.  This woman really was a sex
machine, I could tell, and I felt pretty good that she�d latched onto me.  As
with the idea to swing in the first place, I wondered what it would be like if
Marie was anything like Janice.


As if reading my mind, Janice
said, �Have you seen your wife yet?  Do you want to look for her?�


I hadn�t seen her yet,
so I answered yes, I would.  We visited a couple more public rooms but she
wasn�t there.  I didn�t want to believe that she�d broken our promise not to do
anything in private without letting each other know.   I refused to think that I'd already broken that promise. 


Janice said suddenly,
�Maybe she�s in the Toy Room.  We haven�t looked there yet.�  She led me down
some stairs, and my mind quickly thought the worst�BDSM dungeon�but
that�s not what it ended up being.


We walked into a cellar
room that was brightly lit, and full of more contraptions than in the gym I
frequent.  There were two hanging harnesses I�ve heard described as �love
swings,� one of which was being used at the moment.  A brunette was strapped in
and being nailed by a guy that looked like he just stepped out of an edition of
Muscle magazine.  The woman was not Marie.


Instead, Marie was
reclining against a wall between two men.  She was glistening wet from sweat,
as were her companions.  She had one cuff of a pair of fluffy handcuffs
dangling from a wrist.  She was smiling broadly.  I hated it.


She waved to me.  I
expected some discomfiture, or maybe a shred of jealousy in seeing me with the
voluptuous Janice, but her expression betrayed nothing but contentment.  One of
the men leaned close and said something to her that I couldn�t hear.  She
nodded, so his question must have been whether or not I was her husband.  His
expression then bordered on contempt, so I fretted about what she told these
men about me before they fucked her.


Janice tugged at my arm
and said, �You wanna try one of those swing things?�


I was too busy
imagining what my wife had done to answer her right away.  As Janice pulled me
toward the swing, I overheard one of the men with Marie say to her, �He�s not
taking it well, is he?�


She answered, �We�re
newbies, so we both had to come to terms with this if we were gonna have fun.�


The other guy said,
�And you�re having fun, right?�


�Oh yes!� she said, as
one guy slid fingers into her while the other fondled a breast.


Janice practically
leapt into the swing�s harness.  �This is so cool!� she said.  Just then,
another man entered the room, and she squealed out �Hi Reggie!�


The new man didn�t have
a cock, he had a tree limb.  This was the man who led my wife away when we
first arrived.  She�d had THAT in her vagina, I thought, my imagination
short-circuiting.  Reggie walked up to Janice, and ignoring me completely
leaned in and gave her a kiss.  �How�s my horny minx doing?�


�I need to try this
thing out.�


He looked at me and
said, �Do you mind if I step in here?�  He was stroking his large cock to
stiffness with one hand as he positioned himself between Janice�s suspended,
splayed and quivering legs, a magnum condom packet held by the other.


�Go right ahead,� I
replied, but he wasn�t expecting an answer from me anyway.  I supposed with a
cock like that he could be pushy.


I introduced myself to
a couple who were relaxing on a mat after they�d obviously been fucking.  They
told me they were a married couple, didn�t swap but liked to watch and be
watched.  The woman wanted to know if Janice was my wife.  When I told her no,
and pointed to Marie, she was suitably confused.  The three of us became the
spectators.


My wife was in a tangle
of three bodies, and I swore that she was getting DP�ed.  She always said she
didn�t like anal sex, but maybe things were different now.  Reggie was all
smiles as his prodigious member cleaved Janice�s pussy.  As she swung within
the suspended harness she was a loud one; she wasn�t simply moaning, she was
caterwauling as Reggie stood there, letting the swing do its job, Janice coming
(and cumming) to him on every forward sway.


All I could do was
watch passively, my dick achingly hard again but for the moment no place to put
it.


For all her bragging
about how loud a cummer she was, Janice�s orgasmic wails were being drowned out
by my wife�s.  I couldn�t believe the sounds coming from the woman I thought I
knew and loved.  Reggie pulled out, stripped off the condom, and sprayed a
prodigious blast of semen all over Janice, to her immense delight.  Then he
turned to me and said while motioning to my wife in the corner, �Your wife�s
quite the hot number, tight too.  I�m glad you brought her.�  He chuckled, and
added �I think Jack and Kenny are glad too,� motioning to the men who were
unloading all over Marie just as Reggie had done to Janice.


My jealousy was in full
swing as I asked Reggie, �Do Jack and Kenny have wives?�


�Of course, Dan. 
They�re upstairs getting it on with each other, I imagine.  You should see the
two of them when they�re having one of their lick fests.  You won�t soon forget
it.�


I watched my wife hug
and kiss the two men, with semen dripping from her and grinning ear to ear. 
I�d wilted by the time I received a slap on the back.


�So this is where all
the fun is,� declared Janice�s husband, who after glad-slapping me waved to his
wife who was still in the love-sling, dazed but contented.  I looked at the big
guy, and continued to find it hard to believe a man that big had such a tiny
dick.  He glanced at his wife and said, �Did you leave her like that?�


He was smiling so I
understood the context of his question.  �No, that was Reggie�s doing.�


�That fuckin� Reggie
has to show off and stick that big dick of his into ALL the women.  You
seen him in action?�


�Just now,� I answered.


He knew I meant I saw
Reggie fuck his wife.  �I wish I�d seen it,� he said with a shake of his head.


I felt just the
opposite.  I was glad I hadn�t seen Reggie ball Marie.  I remembered how Reggie
had led my wife away from me so easily, his hand casually at her ass; I wasn�t
ready for that so soon after our arrival.  Maybe I wasn�t ready for any of
this.  We continued to converse while he extricated his wife from the swing
harness.  


I was the odd man out
again and figured I�d get Marie away so maybe we could have a little fun
ourselves, but she had disappeared.  One of the guys (Jack?) that had just
screwed her motioned down a hallway and said she�d gone to shower, giving me
directions.  A shower sounded mighty good.  As I walked through that part of
the house, I marveled at how a house that on the outside looked so plainly
residential had been transformed into this swingers� paradise.  The showers
were actually a row of individual stalls.  Some were occupied.  I heard her
long before I got to the stall she was in.


�Yes, harder, Reggie,
harder!� she yelled.  Her moans were punctuated by the rapid slap-slap-slap of
wet flesh.  �Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!� she
squealed at the same time Reggie announced loudly that he was cumming too.  I
stood there, still confused at what got over her.  I didn�t want her to see me,
to know that I knew what she�d just done.   We�d made a pact of sorts that in
this first time at a house party we wouldn�t separate for long periods.  She
not only ignored our agreement from the get-go, but she�d obviously been the
featured slut for the evening.  I wanted to swing, and I wanted her to open up
and have fun; however, call me selfish but  I didn�t want this   I ducked into
an empty shower stall and cleaned myself off, all the while wondering if Reggie
had been wearing a condom this time.


I overheard giggling
and sexy talk as her and Reggie exited the shower area. Once more I wondered
about Reggie�s wife.  I was told that they came as a couple (as per the rules
of the house) but I hadn�t seen her, or if I had I didn�t realize it at the
time.  I pondered looking for her.  Maybe I could try some jealousy-driven
payback.


I walked the corridors
with a towel wrapped around my waist and nothing else.  No way could I feel out
of place with all the naked and semi-naked folks all about.  I got myself a
beer.  As I ran into people I�d already met, I tactfully asked about Reggie�s
whereabouts, trying to get a clue so I could meet his wife.  Finally my
inquiries paid off, as she was pointed out to me.


I couldn�t believe my
eyes.  She was at least two hundred pounds, with humongous tits she didn�t seem
shy about showing off.  I almost laughed.  I approached her and said, �You�re
Reggie�s wife, right?�


She looked me up and
down before answering, �I sure am.  Name�s Jackie.  Yours?�


�I�m Dan.  Nice to meet
you.  Do you happen to know where your husband is?�


She laughed.  �What�s
the matter, honey, he fucking the daylights out of the little woman and you�re
trying to get her back?�


�It�s not like that,� I
said, but she saw through me.  She laughed again.


 �Don�t worry about the
wife, have some fun.  You look like you could use some big-woman love,� she
crooned as she pulled my towel away and rubbed her massive tits into me.  She
palmed my shaft and added, �You�ll do.�


Now it was my turn to
be led away.


She took me to one of
the private �rooms,� which was simply a smaller version of the public ones,
with a mattress, a bottle of lube and a bowl of condoms.  What made it private
was the drape-like curtain that could be slid closed.  We left it open.  For a
large woman, she could move!  She practically sucked my cock down her throat. 
She giggled when she rolled the condom onto my rigid pole, and she went wild
when she pulled me down on top of her and between her thighs.  I was surprised
she was as tight as she was when I entered her well-lubricated hole�no lube
required.   


My �ride� was
well-padded, her tits like big pillows.  She shimmied and shook as I fucked
her, and if I�d thought Janice loud, Jackie was surpassing her by many
decibels.  She urged me on, yelling at me to go �Faster!� and to push
�Harder!�  I only learned later that she was as much a renowned novelty in the
swinging community as her husband was.  Why I learned this is that we�d
collected spectators.  


They were shouting
�Go-Go-Go�� timing it to each of my thrusts.  Jackie guffawed and then went
wild, having an orgasm of a magnitude that didn�t seem possible.  I kept at it
as she screamed.  I got into the whole scene and much more loudly than normal,
shouted out that I was cumming�to the immediate applause of what had become our
audience.


Jackie and I were complimented
as we emerged.  I asked her �Does this happen often?�


�Part of the fun is
watching, ain�t it?� was her answer.


I supposed she was
right, though I hadn�t been fond of watching my wife get nailed.  It was
time to find her once and for all; no more being led away.  I happened to bump
into Reggie first.  Naked, he was intimately conversing with a pleasantly
chubby young thing with long blond hair and nice tits, wearing only panties.  A
young man close to them and watching earnestly must be a husband or boyfriend. 
The poor guy had a wide range of emotions flash across his face like a neon
billboard.  His sweetie was going to get laid and it wasn�t going to be with
him.  I knew the feeling.  The girl kept glancing at Reggie�s large unit, which
was somewhat swollen though not quite erect, and she had difficulty breathing. 
I had to admire the man�s recuperative powers.  How many times had he fucked
someone tonight?  Well, at least twice with my wife, and once with Janice that
I suspected or knew of.  With a hand inside her panties and rubbing her ass
(and probably somewhere a little lower) Reggie coaxed her toward one of the
private rooms; the cuckolded husband/boyfriend left to follow them like an
expectant puppy.  I almost wanted to follow too, and be a spectator of Reggie�s
latest conquest, but I needed to find my wife.


I finally located Marie
in one of the upstairs public rooms.  She was among a tangle of sweat- and
cum-covered bodies lying about.  Everyone looked sated.  It must have been
quite the orgy.  When she saw me, she extricated herself from the pile and
walked to me.


�Oh Danny, I�m so happy
you thought of this,� she said, sweeping her hand in a gesture to indicate the
entire place, the entire experience.  �Are you having fun?�


�Not as much as it
looks you�re having.�


She looked at me with
an exaggerated pout.  �You�re not jealous, are you?  I mean, like it was your
idea we�I�needed this.�  She gave me a kiss, and then said, �You�re a genius,
and a sweet one at that.  Yes, this is exactly what I needed, and I never would
have even thought about it if you hadn�t suggested swinging.  Thank you.�  She
kissed me again, but this one was a full-on tongue dueling one.


One of the men amongst
the entwined bodies shouted out, �Yo, Marie, come back here�don�t leave us
yet.�


What I originally took
to be satiation was simply a lull in the action it seemed.  Except for a few
shakes of her head, Marie didn�t respond to the man�s request, but instead led
me away from the room, and downstairs.  �Christ, do I need a shower,� she
declared, which only got me thinking of her and Reggie earlier.  We passed some
of the private cubicles along the way, and within one, Reggie had the blond
bent over doggie and was pounding into her.  The girl�s howl�s echoed through
the rooms.  I didn�t see her companion anywhere.  Marie stopped to watch,
noticeably swooning as she saw Reggie�s shimmering-wet cock slice through the
girl�s swollen and stretched labia.  Reggie sure had made an impression, and I
didn�t like it.


After a few moments,
she pulled me along again toward the showers.  I helped clean the accumulated
sticky semen from her body, which amazingly seemed everywhere, from her toes to
her hair.  She smiled dreamily at me, as if every trace of semen was a memory
to be cherished.  Maybe to her, it was all a cherished memory.  What did I
unleash?


To the sounds of
orgasms from every corner of the big house, we dressed, thanked our hosts, and
left.


Not much was said
during the drive home.  Marie sat crossways in the passenger seat with a smile
on her sleepy face.  I looked at her occasionally and realized why I married
her; so beautiful and yet so fragile.  In my sexual disappointment with her I
always knew there was a butterfly in the cocoon.  Maybe tonight, and the
swinging journey we�ve just begun, released that butterfly from the chrysalis. 
The only question would be if I�d regret it someday.


For the next few weeks,
our lovemaking achieved an intensity as never before.  The once quiet mouse was
roaring like a lioness.  It took a couple of weeks for her to broach the
subject of swinging again.  First, she wanted to know when we would attend
another house party.  Secondly, she began to search swinger web sites looking
for couples in our area.  What could I say?  I had to go along now with
whatever she wanted.  I�d opened the door and now she was rushing headlong
through the doorway.


One evening when I got
home late from work, she was waiting for me wearing her sexiest negligee.  Her
flush and extremely wet pussy told me she�d been masturbating while she waited
for me.  No matter, we never made the bedroom.  I draped her over the table and
nailed her good.  Her screams were probably heard by the neighbors.


After a quick dinner,
she worked me over until I was stiff again and she mounted me, riding cowgirl
like I was the wildest bronco in the stable.  When we were done this second
time, she booted up her laptop and showed me the profile of a couple in the
lifestyle that lived in the next town.  �Can we contact them?� she practically begged.


After what we�d just
done, I would agree to most anything.  I told her to e-mail them.  Everything
was good.


In the morning as I
dressed for work, I noticed a small piece of folded paper on the dresser upon
which sat a bottle of her best perfume.  Out of curiosity, I moved the bottle
aside and unfolded the paper.  On it was REGGIE and a telephone
number.


Maybe everything wasn�t
all good.


_____________


This story was what Swing  almost became.  For some reason I don�t
remember, after I�d begun writing this I scrapped the idea in favor of using
the woman�s POV, thus �Swing� was the one I finished and posted last year.  I
had the original incomplete document still on my laptop, so one day I decided
to finish it.  I hope my effort was satisfactory.
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You can e-mail me at boredbutstillhot@yahoo.com



All feedback is welcome!



 



Click here to return to my
story site


 


 












[image: Ballgame_logo.jpg]


By Donna M.


 


This is the sequel of a story written by fellow author
Candy, called �Georgie�


(click here
to read it)


Candy had begun writing this a while back but never
did much with it except an introduction.  She wanted me to finish it, and so I
did.  I hope you enjoy it.


Play ball!


___________


I
was at the game with my Uncle Eric when the bat flew out of Dale�s hands and came
straight at me.  Everything was in slow motion after that.  The crowd grew
eerily silent.  I froze in my seat.   My uncle threw his hands in front of me
and almost caught the damned thing.  It hit me anyway.  While everyone wanted
to know if I was okay, Uncle Eric held the bat high like a trophy.  My uncle
was a big kid like that.


Time
really stopped for me when I saw that Dale was walking toward the grandstand. 
Walking toward ME!  The game paused as my favorite player approached. 
Even if I�d really been hurt I would be feeling no pain now.  Credence Dale
Pinebold was going to talk to me!


�Are
you okay, young lady?� he asked in that sexy, deep Southern voice of his.  One
of the batboys had rushed over with a new bat to exchange it for Dale�s game
bat, like they usually do.  Even though the game bat came from my uncle�s
hands, Dale personally handed the new bat to me, saying, �I�m glad you�re not
hurt.  Come by the clubhouse door after the game and I�ll autograph it for
you.  I�ll make sure they know you�ll be there to see me.�  With that, they
went back to playing the game, and I sat there in wet panties for the remaining
innings.


My
name is Georgette, but everyone�s always called me Georgie.  The name stuck
mostly because I was always considered a tomboy growing up.  I loved sports
more than other girls, and maybe because I was a bit bigger and stronger than
most of them I was good at it.  I played three sports in high school, including
softball.


I
may have been a tomboy, but I believed I didn�t forsake my femininity in the
meantime.  I lost my virginity at thirteen after climbing a widower neighbor�s
tree to spy on him, ending up in his bed.  You might say that as a teenager, I
�studied� sex.  My neighbor, David, along with popping my cherry, gave me a sex
book to look at, and I learned a lot of things about positions and anatomy from
that book.  I think I�ve been able to practice a lot of those things since
then.


Why
I�m telling you this is so you understand I wasn�t naïve, and that I knew why I
was wet when Dale handed me the bat.  I had a clear image in my mind of just
what I wanted the hunk to do to me.  It was a hot fantasy.


Ironically,
the uncle whose name was taken for my older sister, Erica (who was now in
college and studying abroad) liked me better.  Uncle Eric was like a big kid,
much more than his brother, my father, ever was.  If there was a sporting event
to go to, I�d go with him, and he loved my company.  We always talked sports;
the local teams and the players who were going places.  Today, we were at the
ballpark watching the local Double-A team beat the crap out of their rival.  I
was watching Dale Pinebold.  I always watched Dale Pinebold.  Someday I knew
he�d move up in the organization, but I selfishly rued that day.  My panties
were always wet for him, but no more than at that moment when he handed me the
bat.


As
the innings progressed, I grew self-conscious, worrying about my looks and
clothes.  We were at a baseball game, for God�s sake, so it wasn�t like I was
dressed up.  I wore jeans and a tank top with the team�s logo on the front.  My
chest strained the shirt but otherwise wasn�t that revealing.  The jeans were
tight so that was good.  My hair was in a ponytail, and I went back and forth
in my mind about whether I should let my long hair out.  Overall, I knew that I
was a big, full-figured girl who was nonetheless fit and looked older than my
age.  I couldn�t wait.


My
uncle was as excited as I was to be waiting for Dale outside the clubhouse door
after the game.  Of course his excitement was different than mine.  A bunch of
kids were there when Dale came out, so he signed autographs for them but not
before winking at me.  He had showered, his hair still wet, and he wore jeans
and some sort of a cowboy shirt, as I think of them.  He looked good enough to
eat.


When
we were the only ones left, he asked �What do I write on this?�


I
gushed, �To Georgie, your number one girl.�


He
looked at me funny, smiled and said, �You don�t really want me to put that, do
you?  That would mean something was going on between us, sweetheart.�


I
felt hot, knowing I was blushing.  I leaned a little closer and whispered, �If
only,� then in a louder tone said, �Put number one fan.�


Dale
sure heard my whisper, for he looked me up and down appraisingly and, while
Uncle Eric wasn�t looking, he slipped me a business card.  I normally hate it
when boys leer at me like that, like they�re undressing me in their mind, but
Dale Pinebold could undress me any way he wanted.


He
signed the bat and I gave him a kiss on the cheek.  I looked at the card he
gave me and it had a telephone number handwritten on the back.  His cell
number!  I didn�t say anything before we parted; I simply nodded.  I knew he understood. 
I masturbated twice that night, fantasizing about my favorite baseball player
lying between my spread thighs.


I
didn�t get up the nerve to call him until the team�s next homestand.  �Of
course I remember you, Georgie.  Why wouldn�t I?� was his answer to the
question I had to ask when I called.  He continued, �A pretty girl like you
must always be remembered.  You old enough to drink?�


�Ah,
not like legal,� I said.


�Well,
no matter around these parts,� he said.  �Are you legal otherwise?�


�Nothing
is illegal if you don�t get caught.�


He
laughed.  �Fair enough, sounds like something folks down South where I�m from
would say.  Now, let me ask you if you can go out with me this coming
Saturday.�  Of course I said yes, and began my planning on how I was to explain
going out.  I mean, I couldn�t tell my folks I was going to go drinking with a
twenty-something ballplayer.


He
picked me up around the corner from my house in an orange Dodge Challenger.  I
joked with him about that old TV show and he said, chuckling, that he�d slug me
if I called him either Luke, Duke or worse, Bubba.


�What
if I used your real name and called you Credence?�


�That
wouldn�t bother me none, honey.  It�s the name my momma gave me.�


�Okay,
Bubba,� I said.


He
laughed but I saw him checking me out too.  I wore the same jeans I�d had on at
the game; tight and low cut.  I wore an old, worn out Alice In Chains t-shirt I
stole from my sister, one which I cut short, showing plenty of midriff.  I
managed to get out of the house braless, too.  Of course he�s looking.  He took
me two towns over to a roadhouse.  The place looked like one of those Country
music shitholes, which sucked, but what could I do.  I was his date after all.


I
wondered how he was going to get me past the liquor Gestapo without proper ID,
but he was a regular and they all knew him.  They looked the other way and I
quickly had a beer in front of me.  �Georgie, before you and me get better
acquainted, I want your age.  No bullshit either.�  When I told him, he just
nodded and took a drag on his beer bottle.  �You�re younger than I thought,� he
eventually said.


�Is
that a problem?� I said with my best �flirt-face.�


He
laughed that easy chuckle I sensed was his nature, �Nope, not a problem with
me, sweetheart.�


We
talked mostly about his baseball career so far and things about baseball in
general.  He was good at telling stories about crazy things that ballplayers
did.  By the time I finished my second beer, I found myself laughing at even
the silliest of stories he told me.  I openly told him about my tree-climbing
adventures and how my neighbor took my virginity after I spied on him.  He sure
perked up when I told him that story.  I also kept saying how he was my
favorite player.  Over and over.


He
thought about it for a while but eventually ordered me another beer.  Some
Country crap was playing on the juke box, and Dale asked me if he could teach
me some southern dance steps.  I thought that line dancing stuff was stupid but
tonight I wouldn�t turn down anything he asked of me.


He
stood behind me and guided me through some moves.  I kind of got into it right
away, but maybe that was the beer�s doing.   It might have been a move to test
the waters, but after a while his hands tentatively brushed my breasts.  I
reacted by leaning back against him.  With no bra, my nipples stiffened and got
right out there.  I took a furtive glance around the bar and it seemed as if
every male eye in the place was watching us, probably lost in their own
fantasy, yet unlike the professional ballplayer they weren�t going to score
later with the teenager with the big tits.


Oh
yeah, he was going to score.  Maybe a grand slam.  Definitely a game-winner.


After
another beer (or was it two?) we left and he drove straight to a motel.  I said,
before he got out of the car, �You�re a bad boy.  You�ve done this before.�


�I
never tell,� he said.  As he sauntered toward the motel office, I watched his
ass move and creamed my panties again.  He came out shortly with a key, which
he tossed to me.  He moved the car into one of the motel�s regular parking
spaces and we went into the room which was at the end of the building.  He�d
pulled a fifth of Jack from some hiding place in the back seat of his car. 
Goody, I liked Jack (even though I�m not supposed to be drinking at my age).  I
sat down on the bed with a bounce, and I caught him staring at my bouncing
titties under my shirt.


He
poured each of us some Jack in the motel�s plastic cups.  Tipping his cup like
giving a toast, he said, �Georgie girl, I have no idea what�s going through
that mind of yours, but I know what�s going through mine.  You are like a dream
angel that just dropped in from heaven, and I know I could get in a heap of
trouble by having you here, but I say let the trouble be damned, �cause we�re
gonna have us a little party.�  With that speech, he slugged down his entire
cupful.


�A
party�s what I had in mind too,� I said, taking a smaller sip than he had from
my cup.  Ah, better than beer!  I had a good buzz on already from the bar, and
the buzz extended to my pussy.  I stood and pulled my t-shirt off.


He
whistled, and said �Those sure are a prime pair, Miss Georgie.�  He put his cup
down, walked to me and gave each of my tits a little squeeze.  �Oooo-wheee,
nice and firm�young is wayyyyyy nice,� he said before taking me in his arms and
sliding his tongue almost down my throat.


While
he was busy with me, I was busy with his pants.  Before I pulled them down, I
pulled my mouth away from his and said, �I�m drunk, you know.�


He
chuckled.  �Usually, that would be my strategy to get a girl�s panties off, but
I get the feeling yours would be easy enough to coax off even without the
drinkin�.�


He
got that right.  I slurred, �You�re my favorite player.�


�I
hope you still feel that way in a little bit, honey.�  He slid out of his own
jeans as he unfastened mine.  He whistled when he found my thong panties were
soaked.  He slid them down and then we were on the bed making out again.  In my
beer and Jack-fueled haze, I finally noticed that he was quite big and quite
hard.  He slurped away on my wet pussy, making it wetter by the minute.  His
mouth and chin shiny from all the pussy juice, he looked up at me and said, �Oh
baby, I love it that all you girls shave your coochies bald like this.�  He
went back to eating me out.  


Okay,
so �coochie� was a new one on me, but I was sure glad I shaved since he liked
it so much.  �I don�t throw like a girl,� I said, not giving a drunken moment�s
thought to how ridiculous that sounded.


�I
bet you don�t do anything like a girl,� he said as he reached for his
jeans and pulled a condom packet from a pocket.  �I bet you also know what this
is.�


I
rubbed and kissed his beautiful, stiff cock before unrolling the condom onto
it.  Then I flopped onto my back and spread my legs wide for him.  He sure was
gorgeous to look at as he got between my splayed thighs, his condom-sheathed
cock looking oh so much bigger as it loomed above me.  I remembered my first
time, and how amazing that sight was, looking up at a man just before he put it
in. I reached my arms up to pull him down on top of me.  He slid into me
without any problem whatsoever.  I immediately bucked my hips to meet every one
of his thrusts.


�You�re�a�wild�one��
he groaned, before our mouths found each other�s.  I�m not a closed-eye kisser,
but I was surprised he had his eyes open like me.  So close.  I moaned as my
orgasm grew closer with a leap.


 


He
banged me hard.  No, actually we banged each other hard; so hard the bed was
slamming against the wall.  If anyone was in the next room, there�d be no
mystery what we were doing.


�Ohhhhhhhh
Shittttttttttttttttt� I screamed as the best orgasm swept over me.  Then I felt
him cum and the earthquake started all over again.


�Girl,
you�re just what this ballplayer needed.�  He sighed, lying next to me, the
spent condom still on his dick.  �Do you fuck like that without drinkin�
first?�


�You�ll
just have to find out, big guy,� I said, but by that time my eyes were heavy
from drink and sex.


�Whoa,
don�t fall asleep on me Georgie.  I�ve gotta get you home before your mama sets
to throw my sorry ass in jail.�


�Your
ass ain�t sorry.  I think it�s beautiful,� I slurred as he helped me get
dressed.  �Can I see you again?� I asked him.


�Don�t
you worry, sugar, Credence Dale Pinebold is gonna do more than SEE you
again.�


�I�ll
be ready to show you how I can throw a ball, and maybe I�ll show you other
things I can do.�


��Other
things,� huh�sounds like a plan,� he said, smiling.


He
invited me to the next weekend home game, giving me instructions to come early,
and on whom to ask for when I got there.  By the time he got me home, I wasn�t
quite as drunk, and managed to get to my bedroom without anyone the wiser.


From
that day until the day of the game, there wasn�t anything else occupying my
mind but the memory of Dale and me fucking.  You might find it funny, or maybe
hard to believe, but I still had the sex book that my old neighbor Dave gave
me, though it was tattered and falling apart.  I pulled it out of its hiding
place and studied some of the sex positions illustrated within, imagining doing
them with Dale.


My
dad knew how much I liked baseball so he never questioned that I had bought a
ticket and was going to the game by myself.  I certainly wasn�t going to tell
my Uncle Eric either.  Of course I didn�t really have a ticket.  I was counting
on Dale coming through on his promise.  Dad dropped me off at the stadium,
early like Dale said.  I spoke with a man at one of the gates and he told me
where to find the guy Dale said to check in with.  That guy was expecting me,
and with a quick look around, probably to be sure one of the bosses wasn�t
looking, he let me in and took me to the home team�s clubhouse.  Of course I
couldn�t go in there (though what fun it would be to see all those naked
players before they put their uniforms on!)  Dale came out in street clothes
and gave me a pass to wear around my neck so nobody would question me being
there.  He said he was going to get into uniform and then take me out on the field.


I�d
worn a pair of cut-offs that were real short, a team t-shirt with the mascot�s
picture on it, and a team logo ballcap.  I had tied my hair into a ponytail and
slid it over and through the size adjustment snappy-thing at the back of the
cap.  When Dale came out of the clubhouse, he said, �Georgie, you look mighty
fine.  Those legs of yours are something to behold.�


I
walked up close and said, �You can �behold� them later.�  I was thrilled to be
this close to him in his uniform.


He
had two gloves with him and he tossed me one.  �That�s my new one I�m breakin�
in, so don�t hurt it,� he said and chuckled.  �Now we�ll see whether or not you
throw like a girl.�


He
led me out onto the field where some of his teammates were having batting
practice.  He picked up a loose ball and we went over to the side by the
dugout.  He tossed me one, kind of slow, that I caught easily even though the
glove was a bit stiff.  Before I threw it back, I hollered �Is that all you
got?  I can throw harder than that.�  And I did.


I
actually surprised him.  He was a little slow in his reaction to the speed of
my throw, and it was noticeable by the way he caught the ball.  A couple of the
other ballplayers noticed too.  One guy yelled, �What�s the matter Dale?  Can�t
handle the girl?�


Dale
muttered, �I can handle her, all right,� as he returned the throw, harder this
time.  My hand stung a little but I didn�t let on.  We played catch for a
while, settling into an easy rhythm.  Teammates of Dale�s began hanging around
me.  One guy told me I had nice �meaty� legs and wanted to know if I�d �wrap
them around� him sometime.  Another said that if I was too much for Dale, he�d
take over.  He didn�t mean playing catch.


As
game time drew closer Dale arranged for me to sit in a box seat near the home
dugout.  Before he went back inside, he leaned in close and said to me, �You�re
right, you don�t do anything like a girl, spitfire woman.�  I felt so
damned good.  All the hunky baseball players wanted to get into my pants; I saw
it on their faces.  And now Dale called me a woman.


Poor
Dale went 0-4, striking out twice in the loss.  Maybe his mind was elsewhere.


I
stayed in my seat after the game.  No one rousted me; I guessed that all the
security people knew I was waiting for Dale.  Eventually he walked out of the
dugout, his hair still wet from the shower.  He came to me and lifted me over
the short wall and onto the field.  He kissed me like before, with his tongue
deep.  I was breathless.  I was wet.  I had this mental image of all the
players in a communal shower and I got wetter.  I know, I�m beyond help.


�I
wasn�t sure you�d stick around after the stinker I just had,� he said.


�Why
wouldn�t I?  Besides, I�m the one that can make you forget the whole game,� I
said with a smile, hoping it was my best flirty one.


�You
certainly can, sweetheart.  You certainly can.�


We
drove for miles to a different bar, but the folks there knew him too.  He got
some beers �on the house� so that meant I could have some too.  Like the other
place, nobody seemed to care about my age.  Dale told me how tired and achy he
was.


�Does
that mean you don�t want to have sex with me?�


He
looked from his beer bottle to me and said, �Not that, hon.  Maybe I won�t be
able to perform in bed any better than I did in today�s game.�


�If
you�re too tired for sex then maybe I could give you a massage or something.�


He
chuckled, �Who are you Georgie?  You must be a figment of my imagination, a
dream, or else I can�t comprehend you coming into my life like this.�


�You�re
my favorite player.  I�ve always had a crush on you ever since you were
drafted.  And now you�re playing here and I feel so lucky.�


�Well,
we can�t go to my place since I�m rooming with other guys on the team.  I
suppose we could get another motel room but I�m afraid of getting us both in
trouble, so what do you suggest?�


�I
know a cool place upriver where we could go skinny dipping in the creek that
comes off of there.�


Dale
laughed.  I loved his easy laugh.  He said, �I don�t suppose you have your
driver�s license, do ya?�


�Nope,
but I can still drive.�


He
shook his head.  �I must�ve gone a bit crazy when I met you,� he said while
tossing me his keys.  


I
drove a little slower than I wanted to because I didn�t want to be stopped by a
cop along the way.  When I turned off the main road onto the first dirt one, we
bounced and Dale hit his head.  He hollered for me to be careful, but then he
guffawed, and said if I ruined his suspension he�d take it out on my hide.  I
told him he could have my hide anytime, and winked at him.  He told me to keep
my eyes on the road.  Of course by this time it wasn�t much of a road.  Two
overgrown ruts challenged the cars� undercarriage as I drove on.  When we came
to its end and could hear the creek, I shut the car off, tossed him the keys,
got out, and ran to the water shedding clothes as I went.


He
gamely tried to catch up to me, but when he attempted to hop out of his pants,
he tripped and fell.  I walked back to him and helped him up, and out of the
remainder of his clothing.  �For a professional baseball player, you sure are
uncoordinated,� I said.


�I�ll
show you, you little demon,� he said as he picked me up and put me over his
shoulder.  Both of us naked and giggling, he carried me to the creek and jumped
in.  Immediately he howled and cried out, �Why didn�t you tell me how damned
cold it would be?�


�You
didn�t give me a chance, outfielder, sir,� I said, and then joked with him on
how his balls had shriveled up from the cold creek water.


He
looked me up and down as we stood knee deep in the calmly flowing water.  �The
body of a woman, for sure,� he said.  �I still can�t wrap my brain around the
fact you�re standing there, as beautiful as can be, and with me.�


I
knew I was blushing.  �I�m not beautiful.�  


�Oh,
you sure are,� he said before pulling me into a hug.  I wasn�t, in my eyes.  I
still felt like the tomboy I used to be, and maybe still was.  When Dale went
to kiss me, he stopped, pulled back a bit and while holding me at arms� length,
said �Do you know how strange that looks to see you naked except for the cap?� 
I still had the ballcap on, forgetting all about it until now.  We both laughed
before he threw me into the creek.


We
frolicked in the water for a while, but it was cold and we couldn�t stand it
for very long.  When we got out of the creek, I tossed the now-soaked cap aside
and went into his arms.  The kiss warmed us both.  I liked the feeling of his
cock brushing against me as it stiffened and rose.


�Are
you sure no one comes here?� he asked me as he reached for his pants and fished
in his pocket for a condom.


I
stared at him like that, with his cock erect, and a shudder passed through me. 
Sex was such a great thing, but sex with HIM was like a dream come
true.  I muttered, �Not usually, this time of year,� feeling a small trickle of
moisture that wasn�t creek water dribbling down my inner thigh.


We
prepared a spot on a patch of tall grass, and then we made love.  I asked him
to try one of the positions I saw in the book (though I didn�t tell him about
the book itself) and he looked at me quizzically.  We tried it but we ended up
like a twisted pretzel.  So, I got on top, and he commented that he liked me
this way so he could �play with� my tits while we fucked.  I liked it because I
knew I had his full attention and that I was in control.  I closed my eyes and
swayed my hips, relishing the feel of his cock deep within me.  I hardly
thought about my actions; my favorite ballplayer Dale Pinebold had his cock up
my vagina and that thought alone propelled me.  I savored the way he caressed
my breasts.


�Oh,
Dale!� I groaned as I began to climax.


�Oh,
Georgie!� he sighed.  I pushed down, taking him as deep as I could, and felt
every blessed throb of his ejaculating cock.


Done,
we lay in the grass, warming under the afternoon sun, and shut out the world. 
I told him stuff about me and school, and how most boys don�t look at me like
he did.  �They�re stupid boys,� he said. �They see a big jock of a girl who
they probably fear of beating the crap out of them.� (That got a smile out of
me.)  �They don�t see the frail little girl they think they want, like their
mommas probably were.  I see a full-bodied woman; and that body�s pretty hot,
not to mention she doesn�t throw like a girl.�


He
grew serious while he opened up about all his insecurities, primarily his worry
that he�d never make the big leagues.  I told him that no matter what he did,
he�d always be my favorite player in the whole world.  While we talked, I�d
been playing with the spent condom, interested in the feel, smell and taste of
his semen.  Somehow what I did turned him on, because he was getting hard
again.  Before he could say anything, I said, �I wish we didn�t have to use
these things.�


He
said, �Me too, honey, but we can�t have you getting pregnant now, can we.�


�No,�
I answered his rhetorical question, though all kinds of images were in my head;
my belly all swollen with his baby inside was one of them.  I sucked on his
cock for a while, thinking that this time I�d want to taste him.  I worked
harder, taking him deep in my mouth and trying not to gag.


When
he whimpered, �I�m gonna cum,� I sort of closed my lips around his shaft like I
had a popsicle in my mouth, and flicked my tongue against him.  He exploded in
my mouth, filling me with his hot semen.  I didn�t mind its taste at all.  I
swallowed some as the rest dribbled down my chin.  Our eyes met, and the only
way I can describe his expression was that it looked like love.  I thought, I
was the one having sex with a gorgeous, up-and-coming professional baseball
player, and he was looking like he was the lucky one, not me.


Before
we jumped back into the creek to clean ourselves off, I told him, �Don�t worry,
you�ll make it to the big leagues.  I know you will.�


He
made sure I got into any home game I could attend.  I cheered him on loudly,
and in many ways I got �adopted� by the team, like I was their number one
cheerleader.  Several of the guys hit on me, and it felt good knowing how much
they all wanted to get into my pants.  However, I was Dale�s.  That 0-4 game he
had was his last hitless game in a while.  We could never say if I had anything
to do with it, but his torrid hitting was being noticed, with rumors abounding
that he would be called up to the Triple-A club soon.


He
booked various motel rooms in faraway towns whenever we needed each other, and
that proved to be every homestand.  One Sunday after a day game, we were in a
motel bed.  He was sort of stroking me all over, like he was studying my body. 
What it turned out he was doing was committing me to memory.  �I think I�m
gonna get the call-up.  The big club is calling up Triple-A�ers for the stretch
run, and I think I�m on deck to replace them.�


I
jumped all over him, kissing him before saying, �Oh Dale that�s so great!  I
know you�ll do great!� and then more kissing.


�You
know what that means, don�t you?�


I
looked into his eyes.  �Yep, it means you�re on your way to fulfilling your
dream.  It means I have to do good in school this year so I can graduate.  Then
next year or the one after, when you�re in the Bigs, I�ll be the proudest girl
in the universe, besides your mama that is.�


He
said what I wanted to hear.  �I�ll look for you�next year�so no matter what
happens to me in baseball, I�ll want you, Georgie, who throws like a boy and
loves like a woman, to be with me.�


�Aw,
don�t say that, you�ll make me cry and I hate to cry�


Our
lovemaking had a different feel to it that afternoon-into-evening.  He was so
attentive, getting me to cum too many times to count.  I had him cum all over
my belly so I could feel its warmth, and dream of it someday going deep into
me, and doing what it�s supposed to do.  He kept telling me how pretty I was
and how pretty parts of my body were.  He admired my ass and the curve of my
hips, he said.  He loved my firm breasts, he said.  He loved my (�meaty�) legs,
he said.  Then he said he loved me.  That�s when I cried.


After
we made love for the last time that day, he pulled out a Sharpie pen from a
pants pocket (�For autographs�) and asked me if I wanted one.  I giggled like
crazy when he wrote on my shaved pubic mound DALE PINEBOLD WAS HERE.  �Don�t
worry, it�ll wash off eventually,� he said.


�Like,
maybe I don�t want it to,� was my reply.


He
got called up the next day.  I followed him on the Internet, checking stats to
see how he was doing.  He was doing well at the next level.  I thought it was
neat that he still wore the number 12.  He�d told me that he had that number
since Little League, but he�d give it up in a heartbeat if he made it to the
Majors.  We spoke often on the phone, my mom always inquisitive and asking lots
of questions (�Was that the ballplayer again? You two got something going?�) 
My Uncle Eric was jealous (if only he knew the whole story!)  It seemed as if
the next game after each call he would hit a homer or two.  I was his good luck
charm!


The
day late in the season when he got called up to the big club, I first cried
tears of joy before talking a friend into taking me to a tattoo parlor.  Where
his �autograph� once was I had a big �12� tattooed there.  �It�ll hurt like
hell� the tattoo artist warned me before beginning.  Wow, did it!


When
Dale called me we talked for a long time about the whole Major League
experience and how he was fitting in with the older players.  He struggled
early on but was now finding his �groove� at the plate, and thus has been
playing more.


�I�m
number 28 now,� he said.  �Not as nice as my old number 12.�


�It�s
okay, Dale.  Number 12 is alive and well in a nice warm spot.�


�Huh?�


�Let�s
just say that you�ll be IN number 12 again next time we get together.� 
I emphasized the word �in� but I wasn�t sure if he got it.  �There will be a
next time, won�t there be?�


�Yes,
there will be a next time.  One way or the other, I will see you again.  I
promise.�


�Yeah,
I bet you say that to all the girls now that you�re a big, handsome Major
League ballplayer in the big city.�


�Georgie,
whatever I say to girls doesn�t matter since you�re the only woman in
the Credence Dale Pinebold ballgame.�


I
get wet every time he says I�m a woman like that.


The
Big League club fell short of a wild-card slot by one game, so no postseason for
Dale.  He took a coach�s advice and headed off to someplace in South America to
play winter ball.  I loved him with all my heart, but I was very realistic and
had no expectations that he would remember me now that he made it.  That didn�t
change how I felt about him in the least.  I had his posters on my bedroom
wall, his old number tattooed on my pubis, and many masturbatory orgasms to
remember him by.


I
hadn�t heard from him through the winter, so I was surprised when he called me
from spring training in Florida.  �How�s my favorite flame thrower?� he said
with a chuckle.


I
was so damn happy to hear from him I could hardly breathe.  He wanted to know
if I had a boyfriend, and I told him that he was the only one for me.  �That�s
sweet to hear, Georgie girl, since I�ve been wondering how you would explain
that tattoo to a new boyfriend.�  We both laughed after that.  He asked how
school was going.  �Graduation�s just around the corner, isn�t it?�


That�s
when I asked the silly question.  �Can you take me to my prom?�  I�m not the
prom type, so Dale would be the only one to take me if I was going, anyway.


Instead
of laughing, he asked for the date so he could check the club�s schedule. 
�Assuming I haven�t been sent down or anything, it�s a home weekend and we�re
scheduled for day games, so I reckon I could do it.  You really want me to take
you?�


Now,
THAT was HIS silly question.  �Duh, of course, stupid.  Besides, you won�t be
sent down ever again.�


My
mom and dad were quite taken aback that a professional baseball player was
taking me to my prom.  Mom and I went shopping for a dress, and since I had a
bit saved up I bought a beautiful navy blue one that cost way too much but was
perfect for my full figure.  Mom kept after me about �protecting� my �virtue�
and not letting him �fool around� with me.  How could I tell her we�re way past
the fooling around stage?


The
night of the prom he picked me up with a limo!  His tuxedo looked perfect on
him, or maybe I should say he made the tuxedo look perfect.  The corsage he
pinned on me was so beautiful that I knew he spent a lot for it; more than I
bet any girl would have that night.  Not many kids at school knew who was
taking me, if they knew I was going at all, so when we arrived and everyone
recognized Dale, the place went crazy. 


To
the chagrin of their dates, all the girls converged on him, and after some
polite talk, he made sure they all knew who he was escorting.  The sweet smell
of jealousy dueled with teenage musk to fill the air.  During the meal and afterwards,
it was nigh impossible to have a moment alone with him, but that was okay.  At
one point, he whispered to me to be patient; that the rest would have his
attention for a brief while but then it would be all mine.


When
we danced it was like the whole ballroom held its collective breath.  All eyes
were on us, and it made me feel more special that I�d ever felt before.  He
looked at me, and I remembered the way he�d looked at me next to the creek when
I was naked except for the ballcap.  I leaned into him and held on while he led
me around the dance area.


Every
once in a while I�d pick up snippets of conversation.


��ever
imagine Georgie dressed up like that?�


�She
used to be such a tomboy, and now look��


�What
does he see in her?�


��thought
she was a dyke��


�You
think it�s a pity thing?  Like those make-a-wish things for sick kids?�


After
hearing a few, I tuned them out.  Dale heard them too, for he whispered to me
during another dance, �I forgot how small-minded kids can be.  I hope you
aren�t listening to them, because they�re all wrong.  The most beautiful woman
in this whole place is in my arms at the moment, and I�m aiming to keep her
there.�


A
tear formed in my eye, but I fought and won the battle to not cry.  In their
own way, they were right.  What did I do to deserve this�to deserve him?  I
wasn�t petite and pretty like some of them, so what did Dale see in me?  He
must have sensed something, for he stopped dancing, looked into my eyes and
said, �They don�t know anything, Georgette.  You�re the most beautiful one
here, and the answer to my dreams.�  Oblivious to all the stares, we kissed for
a long time.


I
stopped hearing the negative stuff as pretty soon all I heard was how lucky I
was.  No doubt on that score.


In
the wee hours, we climbed into the limousine, but instead of taking me home, we
drove for an hour to a beautiful hotel.  �I booked us a suite,� he said.  �I
figured it�s much nicer than those motels, and it has a Jacuzzi in the room, so
it�ll be better than that creek�warmer too.�   When I started to say something,
he said, �Sssh, I�ll explain everything when we get to the room.�


The
suite was beyond anything a simple girl like me ever envisioned.  Dale showed
me around a bit, then stopped, pulled a small box out of his pocket, and said,
�I meant it when I said you were the one for this plain, country ballplayer. 
Georgie, will you marry me?�  He opened the small box and took out the biggest
damned diamond ring I ever saw.


All
I could say was �Oh, Dale,� before jumping into his arms and kissing him
seemingly forever.


Finally
when we both needed air, he said, �Is that a yes?�


�What
do you think, Credence Dale Pinebold?�  The ring fit perfectly.  Now, finally,
I allowed myself to cry.


While
he filled the Jacuzzi, he asked me if I�d seen any stats so far into the
season.  I quoted his .343 average and his 7 homers, and he said, �Now that I�m
with you, everything�s good.


Before
we climbed into the bubbling hot water, he admired my tattoo.  We weren�t in
the water long before he was extremely hard.  While we fucked, sending water
splashing everywhere, I said softly, �See, you�re wearing number 12 again like
I said you would.�  He thrust in deep, and whether his old number had anything
to do with it or not, he came with such force that I swear I felt the hot semen
hit my womb.  It didn�t take much longer for me to be screaming in orgasmic
happiness, but I must admit that a small corner of my brain contemplated the
baby-makers that he just spewed deep into me.


I
looked at the ring on my finger.  Georgie Pinebold sure sounded great.  If I
have a girl, I�ll teach her how to throw a baseball the right way.  I�ll teach
her about sex when she�s old enough, and not leave it to a neighbor to do it. 
If I have boys, I�ll leave them to their Daddy.  That�ll be his ballgame, not
mine.  I�m just a tomboy after all, right?


THE END


 


 


I had
to write this, since I had similar fantasies when I was that insecure teenager.
As a �tomboy� growing up, who wasn�t at all comfortable in her body much like
Georgie, I had crushes on several Boston Red Sox players (who I won�t date
myself by identifying!)
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DON'T HURT YOURSELF


By


Donna M.


 


Life goes on.


How often have we heard that phrase,
either with hope or with resignation?  Life goes on.  Even after one life ends,
others go on.  Like mine.  I saw Joe and Frankie die.  One second they were
there with smiles on their faces.  The next, they were gone.  I made it back,
though my leg didn�t come home with me from Iraq.


Life goes on.  Mine did, yet I wasn�t
sure if I�d ever be quite the same again.  Long out of those desert camos, I
only had two friends, Carl and my gym.  Carl�s the only homeboy who didn�t
treat me like I was damaged goods.  The gym was keeping me from becoming just
that�damaged goods.


I scratched the stump before putting
on the prosthetic leg.  I was actually walking a hell of a lot better than I
would have predicted before therapy.  My gym workouts kept all the remaining
parts of me except one in tip-top shape.  The one being neglected couldn�t be
rehabilitated at the gym.


I had some music by Marillion on my
iPod, listening to one of my favorites.


There's an old man on a warm and
sunny island

No job, no money, just a smile to call his own

Know what he says? "The past will only haunt you.

Live for today. Each day's an open door.�


�Don't hurt yourself

Don't hurt yourself

Don't hurt yourself anymore"


How this song became my anthem is
beyond me, but that�s what I was doing; trying to look at every day as that
proverbial open door.


 


I popped over to Carl�s place.  I
really had no other place to go.  He got me a beer, but the usual joviality
wasn�t quite there.  He was on edge.  I figured he�d get whatever it was off
his chest eventually.


�Ah�Rich�I�ah�was wondering
something.�


I never saw him that nervous.  �Okay,
spit it out.  Whatever it is you can tell me.  We�re like brothers, for God�s
sake.�


�You know Crystal, right?�


�What, you two breaking up already?�


�No, nothing like that.  She�s�ah�she
told me�she wants something, like different.�


�Huh?�


�A�er�threesome.�


�Okay, that�s cool,� I said.  �I bet
she already knows who the other girl will be.  Anybody I know?�


�That�s not it, man.  She wants to
have another guy in bed with us.�


�Well, that IS a bit different. 
You gonna do it?  Might still be cool, I mean, Crystal�s a hot chick and she
might explode.  Be cool to watch, I think,� I said, making light of something
that obviously was bringing him a lot of anxiety.  When he gave me a stricken
look, I asked, �You�re not worried about�er�performing are you?�


�No, that�s not it.  Oh hell, I don�t
know.  Maybe it�s jealousy.  Maybe it�s just that I don�t know if I want her to
pick the guy out, you know what I mean?�


�I can see that.�


�What about you?� he asked.  That
floored me.  He continued, seeing I wasn�t about to answer him, �I�m okay with
you buddy, and besides, you haven�t been laid in eons.�


�Not me.  Like I said, Crystal�s a hot
chick, but I don�t want to mess with you man, and besides��


�C�mon, fuck the leg, man.  Sooner or
later you gotta let a woman see that thing.  This is your best bud talking
here.  If I�m gonna do a threesome, I want the other guy to be you.�


Maybe it was the right thing to do.  I
was tired of jerking off, wondering if I could get the same result with a
woman; wondering how a woman would react to my leg.  Crystal really was a hot
number, and she knows me, at least.  And if any man was to share that with me,
it would have to be Carl.  No one else.


�You could say no,� I said.


�No fucking way, man.  When she wants
something, she won�t stop until she gets it, with or without me.  I�d rather
have what she wants �with� me.�


I left the subject at �I�ll think
about it.�


 


After a week of boners and wet dreams
(Jesus Christ, I hadn�t had one of those since I was a teenager!) I told Carl
I�d do it if Crystal was okay with me as the final player in her fantasy. 


Carl set it up for the following
Saturday night.  In keeping with my sudden return to teenage angst, I took two
showers and fussed with putting on my leg more than usual.  While in the
shower, I was as hard as a rock, but resisted the urge to jerk off.  I didn�t
want to be the one with performance anxiety.


Crystal looked way beyond sexy when I
got to Carl�s apartment.  Her light welcoming kiss lingered a bit longer than
usual, and her eyes told me everything I needed to know.  She was beyond ready
for this�for me.  I smelled the booze on her breath.


�Oh Richie, I was hoping it would be
you,� she whispered.


Carl said, a bit too loudly, �Hey bud,
doesn�t she look hotter than hell?�


That�s when I realized Carl had been
drinking too, and was pretty smashed.  I had second thoughts but it was too
late to turn back now.  I looked at Crystal and said, �Yes, bud, she looks good
enough to eat.�


Carl laughed.  Crystal�s expression
conveyed an entirely different emotion.  I felt awkward, so if anything were
going to happen, I wanted Carl and Crystal to start.  I surely didn�t want to
be the first one undressed, especially with my leg.  I got a beer and relaxed. 
Crystal figured it out, and began working on Carl, slowly getting him out of
his clothes as I watched.  She snuck a peek at me and smiled coyly before going
down on him.  Carl�s buzz didn�t interfere with his ability to become erect. 
She looked like she knew what she was doing, taking him pretty deep into her
mouth, and watching her got ME erect.


Carl moans grew louder and more
immediate.  As if in response to his vocal feedback, her head bobbed faster
until he grunted, signaling his ejaculation.  Crystal took it all, deep in her
throat, noticeable swallowing without a single gag.  She popped him from her
mouth and turned to me with a new smile as well as dribbled semen on her lips.


With languor permeating his voice,
Carl said, �Baby, you�re the best.�


Crystal turned to me and said, �What
do you think?�


�I think he liked it,� I answered,
�but I can�t attest to �the best� status.�


�Well, I�d like to prove it to you,
Richie.�


I hated being called Richie, and I
think she figured it out by the expression on my face.  I glanced at Carl, but
he�d dozed off.  He was smiling.  I said, �I was told you wanted a threesome. 
If it�s true, it looks like one of the three is unavailable.�


�Don�t worry about him, the night is
young.�


�No, Crystal.  I can�t do this.  Not
now.  It�s not right; not fair to Carl.�


She came and sat on my lap.  �It�s
just sex, Rich.  Have you had any since�you came back?�  Our faces were so
close.  I looked into her gorgeous eyes and admitted that I hadn�t.  �You
can�can�t you?� she asked, and I told her it wasn�t anything mechanical.  �Are
you�afraid?�  


I admitted that I might have been a
little afraid.  �Nobody except doctors have seen my�my�my leg,� I told her. 
�Maybe I�m not ready yet.�


�I want you, Rich, leg or no leg.� 
Then she kissed me.


This was something else I missed yet was
so afraid of�this kind of intimacy.  For a second I flashed back to how she
looked a few moments ago with Carl�s semen on her lips.  I flinched at the
thought, though I believe she mistook it for general nervousness.


She slowly pulled her lips from mine,
and said, �It�s okay, Rich.  I do want you.  I need you.�  She didn�t allow me
to say anything, her lips and tongue returning to mine.


Regardless of the genesis of her need,
I felt the heat radiating from her in waves.  It truly had been eons since I�d
been laid, and I was certainly �up� for it now.  She got off me and did a slow
strip-tease.  When her bra fell away, I looked upon the most beautiful tits I
think I ever saw.  Crystal�s were large but not pendulously so; with a slight
upsweep to them, and a tight jiggle which telegraphed their firmness to me. 
They were real, and I wanted to touch them.  She seductively lowered her thong,
and I gasped at the sight of her freshly shaved mons.   Perhaps that was
another sign of my sheltered sexual existence since coming home, for I fully
expected to see at least a landing strip, not the bald, little-girl look before
me.


Now naked, she smiled at me and I
nearly came in my pants.  �Now it�s your turn,� she said, as she knelt in front
of me and began to remove my jeans.  


I was so fucking nervous when she got
to removing the pant leg over my prosthesis.   Her only apparent reaction was a
slight lingering, like she was studying it.  Nothing embarrassing.  What was
more distracting was the fact she didn�t immediately react to, or go for my
cock, since I felt as if I�d never been harder than I was then.


When she finally did, she whispered,
�You�re not gonna last long, are you?�  Not waiting for an answer, probably
knowing it already, she wrapped her luscious lips around my shaft and went to
work. She was right.  I couldn�t hold it, unleashing stream after stream into
her smiling mouth.


She eventually said, �Yummmm�as you
can see, I�m a swallower.�  Indeed she was, taking all the pent-up cum I gave
her, and it had been quite a load.


I got the rest of the way naked and we
moved to the bedroom.  She was cool with my prosthetic leg, not shying away
from it as I expected her to do, nor did she seem obsessed by it.  Lying
together, she asked me the typical questions.  I normally don�t talk about the
bomb that killed my buddies and took my leg.  Well-meaning people tell me I was
the lucky one, yet I never felt lucky.  For a long while I couldn�t sleep.  The
nightmares were balanced by thoughts that I would have been better off if I�d
died instead of my friends.  Like I said, I usually don�t talk about it, but
with Crystal laying next to me, looking into my eyes and pressing those nice
tits into me, I told her.


�Oh, Rich, I know there isn�t a
�right� thing to say so I won�t try.  I�m so sorry to hear what you went
through, and I�m glad you have a friend like Carl.�


�Do you think he�ll wake up before I
do, so you can have that threesome you want?�


�By �wake up� do you mean the bad boy
here?� she said while palming my flaccid cock.  However, it wasn�t flaccid for
long.  �I think he�s waking up now.�  She didn�t mean Carl.


I whispered to her, �I�m gonna have to
take this off, you know.  It�ll get in the way.�


�Would you mind if I did it?�  She
hesitated, �Unless that would bother you��


A big part of me, and I didn�t mean
the part that was getting stiff fast, still couldn�t believe what was
happening.  I never imagined someone else doing this most intimate of
tasks�removing my new leg�yet here I was.  �Yes�it�s okay�can you figure it out?�


�We�ll soon find out,� she said before
beginning the task.


I had more of a problem with it than
she did.


She treated my artificial leg with
reverence, like a holy relic perhaps, as she took it from the bed and placed it
on a nearby dresser.  Like a sledgehammer blow, it hit me again watching her
climb back into bed next to me, how perfect her body was.  Carl was a lucky
dog, and I was about to be blessed with a bit of his luck.


Crystal asked more questions while she
absently played with my stiff cock.  �Does it, like, itch or something?� was
one of them.  She didn�t mean my cock.


�Yes, it itches a lot, and I have the
phantom sensations below, where my leg used to be.�


�It hurts to talk about it, doesn�t
it?  I�m sorry for asking all these questions.  It�s selfish of me.�


I said, �Yeah, it�s hard, but I don�t
mind your questions.  You�re being so sweet about it, so I�d rather answer your
questions than have you pretend nothing happened to me like most people do.  It
hasn�t been easy coming home only part a man.�


�Rich, oh Rich, don�t say that! 
You�re not �part� of a man.  I think you�re special; more of a man than most. 
Why do you think I asked for this?�


�I wondered that.�


�Don�t.  Just hush up and do it.�


I nestled between her thighs and
tasted the sweetness I missed for way too long.  Her clit throbbed at my
tongue, and soon the wetness of her arousal became nectar for my taste buds. 
She moaned throughout, and I knew it was real.  She unrolled a condom onto me
and begged me to fuck her.  My cock was ready.


It was awkward at first.  In all my
therapy I never wondered how I�d manage sex (walking was hard enough) so when I
tried missionary with Crystal, I couldn�t quite make it work.  �It�s okay, let
me do it,� she whispered as she slid out from under me and pushed me onto my
back.  I was superbly mounted.  


She slid down onto my achingly rigid
shaft with a smile and a wink.  Her early motion was a slow rise, fall and
rock.  I reached up and cupped her magnificent tits, enjoying their natural
firmness and feeling her nipples stiffen at my touch.  Rise, fall, and rock. 
Her well-lubricated vagina was like the proverbial velvet glove, though a nice
and tight one.  She got into it, incrementally picking up her pace, and I was
glad she sucked me off earlier or I would�ve already shot my load.


I let go of her tits as her bounce
grew more intense.  The matching bounce of her tits hypnotized me.  I felt my
impending orgasm build.


She arched her back and neck and with
one final push, drove onto me as far as she could.  �Ohhhhhhhh, Goddddddddddd!�
she bellowed as I felt her vagina clench at the same time I saw her body twitch
all over.


My cum answered hers.


She collapsed next to me and asked,
�Did you like that?�


I chuckled and then said, �Here I am,
a fucked-up vet with one leg, not having had sex in ages, and this gorgeous
girl fucks me and asks if I liked it?�


�Wow! I�m not sure which one I should
react to more?  You really think I�m gorgeous?  �And you really think you�re
fucked-up?�


�Okay, okay, so maybe I used to think
I was fucked up but not anymore.  And yes, you�re gorgeous and I still can�t
believe I�m in bed with you.�


�Ooooooooo, you�re sooooooo sweet!�
she crooned before kissing me.


Before I knew what was happening, she
was rubbing up against the stump of my leg, her hips gyrating faster and faster
as she ground into me.  I thought that if it would�ve fit, she may have really
fucked what was left of my leg.


�Holy shit!  Humping the stump!�  Carl
was standing in the doorway, naked and with a bemused expression on his face. 
�You two having fun without me?�


Apparently, Crystal was oblivious to
his presence, for she kept humping the stump, as Carl so aptly called it, until
she groaned, signaling her climax.  Not knowing what to say, I motioned for
Carl to join us on the bed.  This was supposed to be a threesome, right?  For a
few more seconds, he watched his girlfriend settle down from her humping orgasm
before he climbed onto the king bed and lay next to Crystal, opposite me. 
Crystal, becoming aware that Carl had joined us, kissed him and apologized for
starting without him.  


Carl said, �My, my, looks like lots of
cum in that condom.�


Crystal answered before I could, �You
jealous?�  Then she did the unexpected, turning to me and kissing me
passionately.  This wasn�t a peck but a wet, full-tonguer.  Whether sincere or
just a ploy to get Carl going, the kiss got ME going.


I couldn�t tell exactly what was
happening, but evidently Carl had spooned against Crystal�s ass and entered her
from behind.  She flinched but kept kissing me.  I felt Carl�s rhythm through
each quiver of Crystal�s body.  As the interval between quivers grew shorter
and the quivers became quakes, Crystal pulled her lips from mine.  She
whispered something but I couldn�t make it out, though I imagined it had
something to do with her impending orgasm.  I rubbed her taut nipples for a few
seconds until her eyes rolled back and her mouth opened.  Carl�s groan was
unmistakable for what it was, though Crystal�s climax went by silently, though
not unnoticed.  Time slowed as I watched every facial nuance as she came.  It
was a beautiful sight to behold.


Carl was unusually chatty afterwards,
so I knew he was jealous of me being there.  Crystal didn�t help matters much
when she got me hard and urged me to do her the same way that Carl had just
done.  The roles were reversed.  She kissed Carl while I fucked her from
behind, managing this position nicely.  Because I was afraid of cumming too
early, I went slowly, much slower than Carl had.  Crystal�s reaction to my
rhythm was amazing, as if we were two musicians playing a duet in perfect
harmony.  Her ass flew back to meet each of my thrusts, and her breathing
turned to throaty rasps, so much so I didn�t have to see it to know she wasn�t
kissing Carl anymore.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Goddddddddddddddd,
Ohhhhhhhhhhhh,� she bellowed this time.


I came very soon afterwards,
filling another condom.


After that, she lay on her back as
Carl and I caressed every inch of her.  She purred like a pampered kitten.  I
tried to get a sense of Carl�s state of mind, but his face didn�t reveal a
clue.  On the other hand, the way Crystal looked at me spoke volumes, and I
knew I had to be careful from here on out.


We�d been in bed for hours, and sooner
or later her threesome experiment had to end.  Over my protestations, Crystal
insisted on helping me put my leg back on.  Before I left, she gave me one last
kiss before whispering in my ear so Carl wouldn�t hear it, �Next time we�ll do
it missionary.  I�ll help you.�


I looked into her eyes, wondering if
her intent was as obvious as her words.  Damn if I wasn�t hooked on my best
friend�s girl!


 


I almost didn�t want to see Carl right
away after our threesome, since I felt guilty of my feelings for Crystal and
anyway not knowing how he�d react to the whole surreal thing.   When I couldn�t
avoid him any longer without making the reason blatantly obvious, he surprised
me by being jovial, going to great lengths explaining how much Crystal loved
it, without a hint of jealousy.  Genuine or not I couldn�t tell.


I asked, �So, when are we doing it
again?�  I was kidding, of course, but he didn�t think so, his joviality
disappearing.  Busted!


How would he feel if he found out
Crystal called me later that same day?


�Hi Rich.  I just wanted to let you
know how much I liked it�you know��


�That�s okay, Crys, I loved it.  You
made me feel great, being so understanding about my leg and all.  You�re the
hottest�Carl�s lucky.�


 �Thanks.  Well, that�s why
I�er�called, like, I want to see you again�,� she paused, �without Carl.�


�As much as I�d love it, Crys, that�s
not fair to Carl.  He is my friend, you know.�


�He doesn�t have to know about it.  It
just felt so right to hook up with you.�


Did she guess how I felt about her?  I
wanted her so badly I succumbed.  �Ah, okay, do you know where I live?�


She did.  We set up a date.


When she came over, it was like living
electricity had entered my apartment.  She crackled with excitement; and
whether I needed it or not, her excitement flickered into me.  She started
pulling off her clothes right away, but I stopped her and asked her to do it
slowly.  She gave me the best stripper show this side of a pole, making me wish
I had one beside the one in my pants.  After I was undressed, as with the first
time she insisted on removing my prosthesis.  It will probably always make me
nervous having someone else touch it but I let her, and she exhibited the
reverence same as before.  On my bed, she ran her tongue all over my
one-and-a-half legs, before stopping to spend some time licking and kissing my
stump.


�Not there,� I murmured.  �Higher.�


She smiled and then moved up and
swallowed my cock whole.  She turned her body around into a sixty-nine
position, and her pussy tasted like the sweetest cuisine.  She must have known
I was going to cum, for she pulled away and flopped onto her back, saying,
�Missionary, remember?�


She helped me with the condom and then
helped me crawl between her legs.  I�ll tell you, crawling wasn�t, nor would it
ever again be a specialty of mine.  Like I confessed the first time, I didn�t
know how it would work without putting my full weight on her, and I didn�t want
to do that.  Being the smart and sexy (and horny) girl she was, she worked out
a tilting of her hips and legs to accommodate what in effect was my tilted
lower body.  She deftly used one leg to bolster my missing one, and then guided
me into her.


She smiled luminously up at me and
said, �See, I told you we could do it.�


I began my first slide into and out of
her, saying, �You practiced this�didn�t you?�


�What do you think?  Ohhhhh, you feel
good!�


SHE felt good.  Her vagina was tight and yet slippery enough
to make every sensation a special one.  She urged me on, her eyes leaving mine,
rolling upward to look at the ceiling.  I took that as a good sign (I was still
as self-conscious of my sexual performance as I was with my leg).  Her
positioning made it work.  I thrust into her with all the reckless energy my
self-forced celibacy provided.  She moved with me, bucking her hips in rhythm
with mine.  


Her back arched and she moaned my
name.


I unloaded.


And that was only the first time that
night.  After we talked for a while, she coaxed me back to stiffness by pushing
her pussy into my face.  Yep, that would do it every time!  I licked her sweet
pussy until she said she couldn�t take anymore.  We didn�t have another condom,
so she surprised me by whispering in my ear, �It�s okay, I�ll take you
bareback.�


I wasn�t about to question her.  I
hated those things even while understanding the need, so I was more than
willing to bareback her.  Oh God, if I thought it felt good before, now�


I can�t say we did it in any one
position.  We started out with her on top, but quickly progressed to every
pretzel positioning we could get into.  All the while my cock was ensconced in
the velvety goodness of her well-lubricated vagina.  Her high level of arousal
and her gleeful embracing of the sex act were unlike that of any girl I�d been
with before or during my service in Iraq.  I slept with one of the married gal
soldiers stationed with me before I lost my leg.  She was certainly a sexual
dynamo, yet her enthusiasm was clearly from the illicit nature of our
coupling�so far from home, in a war zone, and away from her husband�and not
necessarily because she was with me.  Crystal was different.  Her arousal
seemed to be about ME, and I was reveling in it.


�I�m gonna cum,� I moaned.


She must have sensed a hesitation, for
she said, �Inside me, baby�it�s okay,� and pulled me in as deep as I could go.


For that short time, I forgot I hadn�t
come back from Iraq whole.


Crystal spent the night in my bed.  In
the morning, I awoke to discover her hand on my stump and my cock bone hard. 
She purred, �Good morning, sleepy head.  I�m glad you don�t snore like Carl
does.�


�I can�t corroborate that,� I said
before chuckling.


�Well, I can corroborate something,�
she said, palming my stiff morning dick.  �You�re about to get lucky.�


She mounted me cowgirl, and true to
that name, rode me wildly like I was a rodeo bronco.  She whooped and yelled
and exploded in a wet, ferocious climax.  She luxuriated in the orgasm for a
while, still rocking on me; then she climbed off, slipped my aching
cock�glistening in the morning light from her pussy juices�between her smiling
lips, and sucked me dry, swallowing every last drop.


I was in love.


Before showering and dressing she told
me how special I was and how much fun she�d had.  We both went off to work, but
not before I asked to see her again.


With a kiss and an enigmatic smile,
she said, �We�ll see.�


I imagined that Crystal would leave
Carl and be my girlfriend.  I kept running scenarios through my head on how
Carl would take it and whether he would still be my friend.  Crystal and I
hooked up whenever we could, but the leaving-Carl part wasn�t happening.


One day I bought her a rather
expensive necklace.  She wore it (with nothing else) as we made love.  All I
had to do was see her smile and those tits of hers, and I was instantly hard
and ready to go.  As Carl so indelicately called it, �Hump the Stump� became a
regular activity when she was in my bed.  Rubbing against it was her foreplay. 
I was amazed at how wet she got while doing it, but what was equally amazing
was my acceptance of the whole thing; not being self-conscious at all about her
intimacy with my sad deformation.  Maybe I was coming around after all, and I
had Crystal to thank.


Beyond my leg and whatever attraction
it held for her, I sensed that she actually liked me and really enjoyed our
sex.  The problem for me going forward was how to reconcile a relationship with
Crystal with my friendship with Carl.  


 


When I saw Carl again I hoped I didn�t
have a guilty look on my face.  We did the usual catching up, talking about
work, sports, and all the stuff guys always talk about.  When he asked me if I
had a new girlfriend I nearly choked.  I tried to regain some composure before
asking in return, �No, why do you ask?�


�The other night in bed Crystal told
me she wanted another threesome, or like maybe a foursome.  I was thinking if
you had a girlfriend that would be a cool foursome.�


�Did she ask for me in this
threesome?�


 �Not specifically, dude.�  He paused,
smiled, and said, �Whoa, you want another whack at her don�t ya?  Man, she is a
firecracker when she gets going, isn�t she?  I never had a girl who loves to
fuck as much as she does.�


I didn�t know how to respond.  Was I
that naïve, that stupid to think she was now exclusively sleeping with me?  And
besides, she asked him for another threesome but didn�t mention my name.  What�s
up with that?  I had to at least show interest.  �I�m in, if she wants me.�


 �Sure thing, Rich.  We�ll see.�


When Carl called me and invited me
over, I imagined it would be like last time.  I sure was wrong.


Besides Crystal, another girl was in
Carl�s apartment when I got there.  She was introduced as Sherri, �a friend.� 
Now, I�d shown up anticipating sex, but Sherri�s presence had me wondering. 
Obviously, both girls had been drinking and they were acting a little silly.  I
wasn�t sure about the �friend� part, since Crystal and Sherri were touching and
clinging to each other in ways that eclipsed mere friendship.


When I saw Sherri�s hand slip under
the waistband of Crystal�s jeans, Carl turned to me and asked, �Buddy, have you
ever seen two girls get it on?  No?  Well you�re gonna have a treat watching
these two.�


 �This,� I said, pointing to the girls
who were by then shedding their clothes, �has happened before?�


�What do you think, man?  It�s like
regular entertainment.  Crystal can�t get enough, animal or vegetable,� he said
then laughed.


I had to admit that watching them get
it on sure was arousing.  Crystal was clearly the babe of the two, but Sherri
looked like a tongue pro, as she went down on Crystal and within a minute or
two had her howling.  When Sherri said to Crystal, �You taste so good when you
cum,� and then turned to Carl and asked, �Don�t you agree?�  I was as hard as
the proverbial rock.


I was also jealous.  I�d begun to
think of Crystal as mine, and now here she was screwing around with another
girl, no less.


�Instead of sitting there with
hard-ons, why don�t you get out of your clothes and join us,� Crystal said. 
Sherri then said, �Yeah, Rich, c�mon I wanna see it.�  She meant my leg; the
one only partly still there.  The one I don�t let people see.  The one I only
let Crystal touch.


Carl was quick to get naked and join
them.  He turned to me when he saw I wasn�t following suit and said, �C�mon
buddy, get in here.  These girls are too hot for me to take care of all on my
own.�


Crystal chimed in, �Yeah, Rich.  Take
that thing off and let me have a piece of you.�


What a pathetic situation.  I was
pathetic.  �A piece of� me she wanted, yet �a piece� was gone forever.  I
wanted to leave.  Remembering all my thoughts of Crystal being special�about
her being my girlfriend�were stupid in the extreme.  I was the freak she could
brag about sleeping with; my stump a dildo.


God bless her, for Sherri must have
understood my expression, my pain, for she got off the bed and came to me. 
�I�ll help you, Rich.  You�re a nice guy, I can tell.  It�s real shitty what
happened to you�over there, but don�t let it get in the way of having a little
fun.  What do you say?�


Sherri didn�t have the body that
Crystal had but she was no slouch either.  Her breasts were smaller but
pointier, and her nipples were dark and quite pronounced.  I wondered what it
would be like to suck on them, and I got hard again.  Sherri pulled my jeans
down and helped me out of them.  She lingered at my prosthetic leg.


�Do you�should we�like, take it off
now, or wait until we�re in bed?�


I was momentarily distracted, as she
was, by Carl�s grunting as he fucked Crystal in the missionary position.  I sat
on the edge of the bouncing bed and removed my prosthetic leg.  Sherri watched with
keen interest.  I wasn�t sure why I had to remove it, but memories of how
Crystal had �used� my leg stump came to mind and I guessed why Sherri wanted it
off.


She too was a good cock-sucker.   I
warned her that if she continued I�d cum, so she suggested we too went
missionary.  I struggled with it, and she didn�t have the imagination to help
me as Crystal had.  I wished I�d left my leg on.  Sherri grew impatient with
me.  I think she wanted to outdo Carl and Crystal, who were eagerly humping
away next to us.


�How about you on top,� I suggested,
and she complied.  Watching her bounce, riding my cock like she was, proved
more enjoyable than the feel of her vagina.  Sherri was clearly trying to
�out-sex� the other two, making loud grunts and groans and exaggerating her
approach to orgasm.  The entertainment value was better than the sex.  No pun
intended, but I went along for the ride.


Sherri�s screams were amazing.  If I�d
actually had anything to do with them I would�ve been proud.  I hadn�t even had
a chance to cum.   Carl and Crystal actually stopped to look.


Crystal pushed Carl off of her and
moved up on the bed toward Sherri.  They kissed, with Sherri still impaled on
my cock.  I was still stiff and throbbing but not sure if relief was coming. 
When Crystal separated her lips from Sherri�s, she whispered something in
Sherri�s ear.  When Sherri got off me and began humping my leg stump, I knew
what had been whispered.  I wasn�t pleased.


�Oh Rich, oh�� she kept repeating as
she used my truncated leg as her dildo.  Having no idea if Carl or Crystal had
cum or not, I watched Crystal creep toward me.


�Baby�s being neglected,� Crystal
cooed, before she started sucking on my cock.  Her skill could not be denied. 
We came together; what I mean was that Sherri orgasmed at the same time Crystal
began swallowing everything I unloaded down her throat.  Carl cheered us on.


Evidently Carl hadn�t got off yet (he
was hard and stroking himself, waiting), for Sherri and Crystal went back to
him and left me to be the spectator.  Crystal sat on his cock while Sherri sat
on his face, the girls facing each other and kissing.  This must have been
another of Crystal�s threesome fantasies considering how quickly they got into
this position.   Carl�s orgasmic grunts were barely stifled by Sherri�s pussy. 
Crystal moaned very loudly as her climax hit.  I couldn�t tell if Sherri came
or not.


I was sitting on the edge of the bed
and starting to put my leg back on when Crystal came over next to me and said,
�Richie, are you leaving us already?  We�re just getting started.�


I shook my head.  �You don�t need
me�seems like you�ve got your threesome.  Have fun.�


She said, �But we need you,� then
began touching my stump.


I turned to face her.  �Do you need
me, or this?� I asked, pointing to my truncated leg, allowing my anger to creep
in.  �I thought you liked me for who I was, not some freak with a part missing.�


�Rich, come on!  Like you?  We just
had some fun, that�s all.  It�s not like romance or anything.  Snap out of it.�


I turned to Sherri. �And what did you
want?�


�I dunno.  Crys said you were cool and
that I should like, check you out.�


�You mean check THIS out.  The
gimp, right?  �Hump the Stump,� isn�t that what you called it Carl?�


Carl said, �Cool it, Rich.  The girls
just wanted some fun.  It�s just sex, that�s all.�


�Hey, I�ve got an idea.  Try this out
Sherri,� I said.  As she reclined on the bed with her legs slightly apart, I
took my prosthetic leg, which I hadn�t fastened to me yet, and stuck it against
her pussy, rubbing it into her.  She didn�t even flinch.  Instead she began
writhing her hips to assist me with my rubbing.  I was disgusted with her and
with myself.  She rolled her eyes back, seemingly enjoying the thing, but when
I pushed a bit harder she yelped.


�Hey, that hurt!�


Carl said, �What�s up with you, man?�


I spoke to Sherri, but realistically I
was saying it to all three, �You wanna know what hurt is really like?  Why
don�t you stand next to a roadside bomb and have your life changed forever?  Why
not watch your buddies blown up into unrecognizable pieces?  Why not come back
home with your leg gone, and have people look at you like you�re not a whole
man?  Why not have people see you as a freak, toying with your emotions like
everything�s fun and games?�


At least my soliloquy shut them up. 
The sad part was that I could see Crystal didn�t get it.  To her it was, as
Carl said a moment ago, ��just sex.�


Sherri actually giggled when I walked
out after putting my leg back on and dressing.


 


For the first time since right after I
came back from Iraq, I thought of suicide.  The bright side of things was that
I knew I had to see my shrink right away.  I hadn�t seen Dr. Modelle in a
while, but her office quickly set up an appointment for the next day.


I have to tell you, Susan Modelle was
a MILF.  Once before, during my therapy, I admitted to my attraction for her. 
Instead of some therapeutic aloofness, she smiled and said she appreciated my
attraction and took it as a compliment, and told me she thought it was
refreshing that I could be candid about my feelings with her like that.


I said, �Doctor, you are the most
beautiful and intelligent woman I know.  You don�t look at me like I�m a freak
or damaged goods.  You seem to like me��  She appeared as if she was going to
say something but I stopped her, ��and since you always tell me that talk is
good therapy, I�m gonna keep talking.  I don�t think I have one of those
doctor-patient crushes on you.  I guess what I�m saying is I hope someday I�ll
find a woman like you who will accept me for who I am, leg or no leg.


She got up from her chair, gave me a
kiss on the cheek, and said, �Richard, what I think is that you don�t need to
see me anymore.  I think you�ll be okay, but if you ever start feeling
deficient again�the �I�m not a whole man� crap�then don�t hesitate to call me,
okay?�  At her office door, she kissed me again on the cheek and said, �I do
like you, Richard.�


When I walked into her office, the
memory of that chaste kiss held me fast.  She greeted me warmly, though I knew
she was worried about me.  Dr. Susan had picked up some lines around the eyes
since the last time I saw her, and I noticed right away she wasn�t wearing her
wedding ring.  Interesting, but not germane to the issue at hand: me.


I openly explained the threesomes and
how Crystal had used me like she had.  Susan stopped me once to ask, in her own
subtle way, what had bothered me more, Crystal�s fetish for my leg or my
misinterpretation of her motives?


�You nailed it.  I think what bothers
me the most is how stupid or naïve I was in thinking that she actually cared
about me.�


�But you haven�t really answered my
question, or maybe I didn�t ask it clearly enough.�  That�s part of how I felt
about her.  She never got on a high horse.  �Let�s look at it a different way. 
How did your misinterpretation bother you?�


�You�re a shrewd one, Doc.�  She
smiled.  �I know what you�re getting at.  No, I think I looked at it like if
she was going to have sex with me and not Carl, that I meant something more
than a fetish.  Isn�t that a normal thing to believe?�


�Sounds like it to me.  You sure you
weren�t questioning why she wanted you?�


It was my turn to smile.  �Hell no! 
She�s a babe, and I take care of myself.  Honestly, at first I didn�t think
about the leg except the logistics of how to do it with my prosthesis off.�


I noticed a slight change in her
expression, like the therapist façade slipped for a moment.


�You want to tell me about the
threesome?  How it went.  How you felt.�


I wasn�t sure why she wanted to know,
but without getting all lurid, I told her the basic details. The façade slipped
again.  She was aroused, and I thought about the �missing� wedding band.  When
I finished, I said jokingly, �I don�t know how you do it, but you always make
me feel like you cured me by the time our sessions are over.�


�Are you�cured, that is?  Did you
purge the demons a silly girl brought back into your world?�


�Doc, you are the chief purger here. 
You always have been for me.�  Our time was up.  I told her I was going to the
gym to work out the physical kinks since she worked out the psychic ones.


�Where do you go?� she asked.  �I need
a new gym, since��  She left it hanging.


She didn�t have another appointment
after me, so I invited her to tag along and I�d show her the gym I used.  She
pulled a gym bag from behind her desk and off we went.


She said she liked what she saw, and
immediately joined.  When she changed into her exercise clothes, I whistled my
approval.  She chuckled and seemed to like the flattery.  I thought about the
irony that this was the first time, after talking about it so much, that she
actually saw my artificial leg.  She wasn�t afraid to speak about it either.  


�You get around pretty good with that
thing.  Is that a custom unit or are they akin to off-the-shelf?�


�Doctor, you truly are amazing.  Even
my best friend�s afraid to ask me questions like that.  It�s not really custom
in that sense, but it was made for me.�  I told her how I wanted to get a
running leg, the kind with the spring instead of a �foot.�   She truly seemed
interested.


We worked out for a while, and a
couple of times I caught her looking at me.  I was still puzzled by the absence
of a ring.  Was she available, and in her own way telling me so?  I pushed the
thought out of my mind, since it was unethical for someone like her to be
involved with a patient.


After showering and dressing, she said
to me, �Do you still feel cured?�


�Well, I don�t know about �cured� but
I�m feeling damned good.�


�Then let me propose something.  As of
this moment you�re no longer my patient.�  She took my arm and walked me to the
door.  �Let�s go get some dinner.  My treat.�


�Oh no.  If anything it�ll be Dutch.�


I took her to my favorite Italian
place.  The pasta flew and the Chianti flowed.  I didn�t know it then but
that�s when I fell in love.  The woman I held in such high regard was available
after all.  After dinner we went to my apartment.  Dr. Susan was even more
ravishing naked.


I asked her if she wanted me to take
my prosthesis off, and she said, �Why, do you want it off?�


�That�s a therapist�s question, and
you�re not my doctor anymore.�


�Does that mean you won�t answer me?�


I laughed, �Okay, I�ll answer.  I want
it on because it�s a part of me now.�


I kissed her beautiful, full breasts
and moved slowly downward until I was satisfying another hunger.  When she
graced me with a small gush of moisture, I moved back up and gazed into her
eyes.  She whispered, �If I ever hear shit like you�re not �whole,� or
something�s missing, I�ll kill you.  You�re the most whole man I�ve ever
known.�


I put a finger at her lips and said,
�Is that how a doctor should talk?�


�How about this?  Shut up and fuck
me!�


I was about to ask her about
positions, but then I thought, This is the woman who helped me overcome my
depression.  How can I be insecure with her?  I took charge.


Susan was more natural in the pubic
area than most girls I knew nowadays.  It wasn�t a bush; she was nicely trimmed
though more than a landing strip remained.  For some reason as I did
cunnilingus, I thought how perfect that was.  This was Susan��natural� in every
way.  I spent as long as it took dining between her fleshy labia.  Her clit
played hard-to-get at first but whether through my modest skill or maybe just
time, it popped up and proved to be a lively little unit, twitching away in
parry with my tongue tip.


She moaned �Richard,� then nothing
more as her body shivered in climax.  All the loud orgasmic screaming in the
world wouldn�t have sounded better to me than the syllables of my whispered
name.


Her next whisper was, �Whichever way
you want�whatever makes you comfortable.�


Comfort had nothing to do with it, but
maybe stubborn pride did.  I wanted to prove to her more than anyone that I
wasn�t a cripple, so I got between her legs and entered her missionary.  I was
a long way from mastering the position with my prosthesis and she knew it.


She pulled herself up and kissed me
before saying, �You don�t have to prove anything to me, of all people.�


We got onto our sides, and with me
spooning behind her, I entered her again.  She was so heavenly lubricated that
it felt like her vagina was lined with the finest silk.  I kept a slow and
steady pace, not wanting to cum too soon.  I loosely held her ass as I thrust. 
She purred like a cat, which I thought was extremely sexy.  At a certain moment
as I approached my climax, she turned her head back to me and smiled the most
golden of smiles.


 �I�m there, Rich, I�m in Heaven,� she
said with a moan as her eyes rolled back a bit and her body convulsed.  Once
more I thought what an amazing woman.  I gave her two more deep thrusts,
relishing the feel of her pulsing vagina walls, and unloaded what felt like
gallons.  I made much more noise than she did.


While we held each other in
post-coital delight on the bed, she told me about her failed marriage.  It
seems that her husband wasn�t as successful in his career as she was in hers,
and that ate at him until he wanted out.  �I never bragged, never lorded over
him.  We shared our incomes without any distinction of where the money came
from.  He thinks I �hurt� him but he hurt me so much more.�


I played the attentive therapist for a
change and remained silent.


She told me more about him but then
looked me in the eye and said, �I know better than anyone to be careful of
rebound actions.  I feel in my heart that being with you right now isn�t a
rebound, but we�ll have to take things slowly.  After all you�ve been through,
the last thing I want to do is hurt you.  Do you understand?�


I told her I did.  Then we kissed. 
Then we fucked.  This time she pushed me to my back and climbed on top.  She
may not have the body of a teen any longer, but her curves were all in the
right places.  I grabbed onto two of those nice curves, her fantastic, full
breasts, and held on as she rode me to orgasm.  When she came she wasn�t any
louder than before, just a sound not unlike a hum, but her body told me all I
needed to know about her pleasure.


�I�ll be as patient as you want me to
be, but let me tell you, Doc, you�re so above anyone I�ve ever known that I
would never abandon you.�


She kissed me before saying, �You�re
so sweet for not adding �like he did.�  I meant what I said, Rich.  You�re
the one that�s so above any man I�ve known.  Let�s see if we can make this
work.�


I thought of the irony of the
situation.  I�d seen her for therapy, feeling lost and depressed, and now she
was looking at me as her anchor.  A glass-half-empty person could think that we
were two damaged people grasping onto each other in utter dependency.   I was
now a glass-half-full man, feeling as if my glass had just overflowed.


Love has a strange healing power all
its own, doesn�t it?


The Marillion song was in my head
again:


�Put it away this anger and
desire

The open road is infinitely hopeful

Take all those memories and throw them in the fire


And don't hurt yourself

Don't hurt yourself

Don't hurt yourself anymore.


The road ahead WAS infinitely
hopeful.  Yes, a piece of my body was left behind, and yes, I lost some good
friends over there, but I was done hurting myself.  Whether Dr. Susan and I had
a future or not didn�t matter, though I hoped with all my heart we did.  What
mattered was that I felt whole again.


 


 


I almost
didn�t write this one.  After all, what right did I have to speak for a wounded
Iraq vet, being a woman �safe� in suburbia?  All I can say is I hope I treated
him fairly.


 


Consider this
tale as a salute to all who serve us so bravely and well.


 


Donna M.
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Evan
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I
didn�t realize he was in the shower until it was too late.  I walked into the
guest bathroom to find him coming out of the shower stall and reaching for a
towel.  With all modesty he immediately covered himself with the towel, but not
before I got a good glimpse.  The man was sculpted!  Every muscle, every inch
of skin was perfect.  His cock was a thick sausage, slightly engorged, probably
from washing himself.  It was beautiful, and I grew flushed in its afterimage. 



Still
dripping wet and uncomfortable in my presence, he said, �What�s up?�


�I�m
sorry for barging in like this.  I was looking for my deodorant.  I think it�s
in here.�


I
grabbed it off the vanity and got out of there with another embarrassing
apology.  As I finished dressing, I kept reliving the sight of him in my mind. 
I grew aroused, he looked that good.  Evan was my brother Mike�s best friend. 
Mike said he was �safe� so I let him crash at my place while he was passing
through town.  I wished Mike had warned me how gorgeous the guy was, but why
would he? 


We
did our own thing, Evan going out to do some sightseeing.  When he returned, I
was back also, and making dinner.  I explained the chicken dish to him and he
said it sounded �tasty.� 


Over
dinner, I asked as casually as I could if he had a steady girlfriend.  He told
me no, and I left it at that.  My heart leapt a bit when he asked me if I was
seeing anyone special.  My answer, sadly, was the same as his.  I asked him if
he had any plans for the evening.  He mentioned a TV show he wanted to watch
but that was it.  I said I liked the same show and that we could watch it
together.  When he helped me clean off the dinner table, his proximity had its
effect on me.


We
cracked open beers and watched the show.  During commercials, we chatted about
other shows we liked as well as movies and such.  No heavy subjects, just small
talk.


Two
more beers and another TV show later, he headed off to the guest bedroom while
I undressed and hit the shower.  I never heard the bathroom door.  Suddenly the
shower curtain was pulled aside and there he was in all his naked glory.  He
didn�t say a word, just smiled.


 �What�?�
I sputtered through the shower�s spray, momentarily dumbfounded by his
presence.


�Can
I join you?� he said, as matter-of-factly as could be.  When I didn�t answer,
he added, �Come on, I saw your face when you burst in on me this morning.  I
know what you want.�


Maybe
he did.  He got into the shower stall behind me, picked up the soap and began
washing me.  I didn�t protest; I was so damned aroused, and he noticed.  When
it was my turn, I took the soap from his hand and washed his magnificent body,
working my way to his splendid cock, which grew nicely erect at my touch.


I
whispered, �Take me.�  He bent me forward and entered me from behind.  My God,
I never had anyone that big before!  He really stretched me!  His hands were
firm at my hips as he thrust away; his iron-like grip made all the sensations
that much better.  The only thing missing was being able to watch his muscles
ripple as he fucked me.


With
a loud groan, he came with explosive force.  I felt every throb as he filled
me.


He
pulled me from the shower, both of us dripping wet, and laid me down on the
bathroom floor.  He went down on me.  He was good; after the fucking it didn�t
take me long to orgasm.  He said I tasted good.


He
spent the night in my bed.  We made love again and again.  I never thought of
myself as being good at fellatio, but I tried hard to please him, though his
size made it as difficult as it was gratifying.  I swallowed.  He fucked me
missionary the next time, and unlike the first time in the shower, I got to
watch all his muscles flex.  He held my legs high, taking a slow and sensual
pace.  Almost physically disconnected from the whole experience, I enjoyed watching
him while he did me.   I watched his eyes flutter and roll back as he
experienced my tightness.  I watched individual muscles clench and relax on
each thrust.  I saw veins in his neck throb.  I scrunched forward and grabbed
his ass.  Even the feel of his fantastic glutes contracting did something to
me.  He grunted and came.  As he did, he lightly caressed the right spot and I
came too with a delicious shiver and moan.


Even
with his light snoring, there was something quite comforting in having a man
sleeping next to me.


We
were both still tired and maybe a little embarrassed when morning came.  I put
on a robe when I got out of bed, but told him �Please don�t put anything on
just yet.  I want to see you�have another lasting memory of you.�


He
stood there, naked behind me as I made the coffee.  �Did you get everything you
wanted?� he asked before kissing the nape of my exposed neck.


I
turned to face him, and once more couldn�t help but look down as his fantastic
cock.  �Maybe not,� I said.  I sank to my knees and took him into my mouth.  I
tried, I really tried, but as he grew erect I couldn�t take him without
gagging.


�That�s
okay,� he said, helping me to my feet.  He pulled at my robe and let it fall. 
�I don�t think I�ve had enough either.�


He
turned me and bent me over the breakfast nook.  He was fast and ferocious and I
loved it, even if his size stretched me to the limit.  He held me with his
strong hands as he thrust in and out of me. 


Evan
sighed and muttered, �there�s something about you�I�m cumming already!�


I
was filled once more.


As
he drank coffee and had some toast before packing his things to leave, I
showered, cleaning his latest creampie from me though not the memory of it. 
�Maybe someday we�ll do it again,� he said before kissing me at my door.  �Say
hi to Mike when you see him.�  My brother said he was safe, and I trusted Mike,
not having used a condom at all during Evan�s stay.


Before
he walked away, he said, �Tell Mike I think his little brother is some special
dude.�


Yes,
I felt very special.


 


THE
END


 


 


Well, did you catch on?  Be honest!
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Walk Unafraid
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A
hand covered the lens when the video started.  As the hand pulled away, you
could clearly see the wedding band.  It was a man�s hand.  �This is gonna be
fun,� said the voice that belonged to the man with the hand, since it was loud
from being so close to the camera.  �We�ll watch this again and again,� he
said.  �Our own porn.�


A
woman�s voice answered with, �Come here quick.  I want you.�


Once
he moved away from the camera, he proved to be naked.  He walked to the bed the
camera was aimed at.  His cock was semi-erect.  The woman was kneeling on the
bed and had her arms outstretched waiting for him to join her.  She had the
small, pointed breasts often seen on a supermodel; the ones that naturally look
good in a silk blouse and no bra.  The man had a slight pot belly, but
otherwise would look fit to the casual observer.


The
man offered his cock to her and she sucked it for a while.  No deep-throat, but
it looked like she did a credible job nonetheless.


After
some lighthearted banter, he lay on his back and she mounted him.  Her sinewy
body moved in a fluid, aerobic rhythm.  She went up, rocked forward, slid back
down, and rocked her hips backward.  She repeated the motion as if in a
ballet.  Up, forward, down, back.  Up, forward, down, back.  No condom was
used; his cock glistened from her natural lubrication.


�Oh
baby, it feels so good.  I�m not gonna last long like this,� the man said.


It
appeared he came before she did.  Her orgasm seemed forced, like maybe she
embellished it for the camera. When she fell to her back beside him, the woman
asked, �When can we be together again?�


He
didn�t answer her, though they kissed for a long time.  She tried but couldn�t
get him up again, finally looking toward the camera and smiling sheepishly. 
�You want me to turn it off?� she said.  As she walked to the camera, one
couldn�t help but admire her body, all cat-like muscle, exuding raw sexuality.


How
could I hate him for it?


____________


 


Something
was up.  My women�s intuition was seldom proven wrong.  Deep down inside of me
I felt it.  I knew something terrible had just happened.  My immediate worry
was the kids.  Both were due home from school shortly.  Did something happen on
the way home, a bus crash for instance?  No mom is served by this kind of
worrying.  I then thought of my mom, who hadn�t been well for a while.  I
thought of Drew on his business trip, but that was silly.


When
the kids showed up without incident, I chalked it up as foolishness and went
about the business of making dinner.  The doorbell ringing an hour later
changed everything.


�Are
you Mrs. Andrew Pernell?� The older of the two stern-looking gentlemen asked
after I answered the door.


�Yes�what
can I do for you?�


�May
we come in?�  


�Why?� 
Then I thought about my earlier sense of dread.  �Something happened, didn�t
it?  Drew?�


�Please
let us come in and we�ll explain.�  They did, and then I cried forever.


They
explained that they were Massachusetts State Police detectives.  My husband had
been in a terrible traffic accident outside Hartford and was killed.  I broke. 
The kids heard me crying and came to my rescue, and began bawling themselves.


�We�re
sorry to have to ask questions at a time like this, Mrs. Pernell, but we need
to clear up some loose ends.  Your husband, Andrew�you call him Drew,
Ma�am?�was in the Hartford area on business, is that correct?�


�Yes,
he�s an Insurance industry executive.�  I told them the name of his company.


�Do
you happen to know if he was on this trip alone?�


I
shooed the kids away, in their sorrow I didn�t want them to hear any more of
the tragic details; and in reality, I didn�t either.  �Of course; why do you
ask?  It was a car accident�that�s what you said.�


�Yes
Ma�am, it was.  The reason we�re asking these questions is that your husband
was not alone in the automobile when it went off the road.  A woman was also in
the car, and she is also deceased.�


�A
woman?  Who was she?�


�That�s
what we�re trying to figure out, Mrs. Pernell.  We were hoping�and I know this
may be difficult on top of the heartbreak you�re already suffering�that you may
know of this woman, since we could not locate her identification at the scene. 
Could your husband�ah�� he stopped and for the first time lost eye contact with
me, �could he have been having a relationship with this woman?�


�A
relationship?  You mean like an affair?�  That was me, left to tearfully
lobbing silly questions back at them.


The
second cop spoke up for the first time.  �Ma�am, the way the bodies�er�I�m
sorry Ma�am�the way they were found in the wreckage would suggest that she may
have been performing�fellatio�on your husband, and perhaps that may have
precipitated the�accident.�  Now I knew who played �Bad Cop� with these two.


�GET
OUT!� I screamed, pointing to the door.  �Drew is�was a good man and he would
never cheat on me like that, never!�


They
left, not before the older one gave me his business card.  �If you think of
anything that could help us and the Connecticut State Police clear this up,
please give me a call.  We�re sorry for your loss, Mrs. Pernell.�


If
he�d added �Have a nice day� I would have slugged him.


All
I could do was cry.


____________


 


The
day before Drew�s funeral, I called the detective who gave me his card. 
�Detective Smithson,� he answered.  �How may I help you?�


�I�m
sorry to bother you, Detective.  This is Sarah Pernell.  I was wondering if you
found out who the woman was that was in the car with Drew.�


He
didn�t answer for a long time, making me wonder if the call had been dropped. 
Finally, he said, �Mrs. Pernell�Sarah, you have to move on.�  Another pause. 
�The answer to your question is yes, we discovered her identity, but that�s all
I�m allowed to tell you.  Please, there�s nothing you can do now.  Bury your
husband.  Hug and protect your beautiful children.  Move on.�


I
knew he meant well, but I wasn�t sure if I could ever �move on� with the knowledge
that my husband had been cheating on me, and the other woman died with him.  I
needed to know the whole truth, even if it opened the wounds.


The
funeral was a painful event.  Through all the kind and comforting words, I saw
it in their eyes.  They all looked at me like damaged goods.  After all, one
cannot stop the rumor mill.  I didn�t break down once.  At the cemetery, I
spent a few moments alone, having sent the kids along with my sister.  


Under
my breath, I said to the casket �How could you do this to me?�


When
a voice answered, I nearly fainted.


A
man was standing behind me.  The stranger said, �I�m sorry for startling you
like that, Mrs. Pernell.  My name is Philip Boudreau.�


�Should
I know you, Mr. Boudreau?�


�No,
you don�t know me, and it�s obvious the cops never told you, or you would�ve
recognized my name.�


�I
don�t understand.�


�It
was my wife who died in the same accident.�


I
stood there speechless.  This poor man was in the same boat I was, probably
questioning everything about his marriage�as I was.  Then my sympathy turned to
anger.  �Did you know?  Did you know they were screwing around?�


�No,
I didn�t.  I was as shocked and hurt as you probably were.�


�Why
are you here then?�


�I�m
not sure of my motivation, actually.  I guess I just wanted to meet you, offer
my condolences, see if you had any more information than I do, but it sounds
like you don�t.�


�What
was her name?  I need to know that little bit, that�s all.�


�Her
name was Alex, short for Alexandria.�


�Do
you have any children, Mr. Boudreau?�


�Please
call me Phil.  No we don�t, but I saw your two.  They look precious, Mrs.
Pernell.  I�m so sorry everything came to this.�


�I�m
Sarah.  Yes, my kids are special, and they�re taking the loss of their father
very hard.�


�Yes,
I can imagine.  Alex never really wanted kids, and it used to bother me, but
now I�m glad we never did.  She hurt me tremendously; I�d hate to think about
how kids take stuff like this.�  He paused, and then added �Do your kids
know�about�you know, him being with my wife?�


�Certainly
not.  I�m hurting, but they don�t need to carry that burden like I am.�


�You
probably have to go to whatever passes as a bereavement dinner nowadays.  See
your kids, family.�  He pulled a business card out of his wallet.  �Please call
me sometime, if you need someone to talk to or a sympathetic shoulder to cry
on.  I sure wish I had someone,� he said wistfully, before saying goodbye and
walking away.


He
seemed like a nice man, handsome in a rugged way.  Why would any woman turn
away from him for another?  As I walked to my car, I contemplated the same
question about me.  I wasn�t a slouch.  I worked at keeping my figure even
after two kids.  I gave all of me in bed.  Why did Drew go elsewhere?  What did
he find that I couldn�t give him?  I supposed these were the eternal questions
of every scorned spouse, and Philip was certainly asking himself these
questions too.


As
I drove to my sister�s house, I envisioned calling Mr. Boudreau, not for a
shoulder to cry on, but to find out more about the affair, since I suspected he
knew more about things than I did.


____________


 


I
was going through Drew�s stuff, more to pass time rather than anything else,
even though I knew sooner or later I�d have to deal with clearing everything
out.  The memories were too painful.  I found the untitled DVD under some
sweatshirts.  I waited until the kids were out before loading it into the
player.  Did I really want to see this? I thought, as my finger hovered
over the remote.


�Damn
you!� I shouted at the screen, before bawling my eyes out.  At least my tears
blurred the images playing on my television.  I forced myself to watch the
whole thing.  The sex was hard enough to watch, but their intimacy stung more. 
If she weren�t already dead I�d kill her.  Her athletic body was nice, but I
didn�t see anything else that made her special.  Of course, that�s the opinion
of the scorned wife, I had to admit.  I was as pretty.  I could fuck like
that.  I never turned him down.  I bore his children. 


I
cried even harder as the video ended. 


I
got up the nerve to call Philip Boudreau.  He sounded genuinely happy to hear
my voice, so like me he probably was being unconsciously snubbed by friends, as
if widower-hood or extra-marital affairs were diseases to be caught.  He
invited me to meet him for coffee and I agreed.


Seated
at a corner table of the coffee shop, away from other patrons, I asked the
pointed question, �What do you know about the whole thing that I don�t?�


He
stared into his coffee cup for a while before answering.  �I don�t think I know
anything more than what you do.  I guess your Andrew and my Alex had been
having an affair for quite a while.  Evidently, they met at the gym where she
worked and he worked out.�  He hesitated, shaking his head as if to rid himself
of a bad memory.  �Sparks flew, yadda, yadda,� he said derisively.  �I thought
we had a great marriage.  Your husband must have given her something I
couldn�t.  Maybe I wasn�t physical enough for her�in bed.  Maybe�ah, shit.� 
Tears ran down his cheek.  �I�m sorry, Sarah.  I�m rambling on like I�m the
only one who lost something.  You lost more; your children�s father.�


I
reached across the table and took his hand in mine.  �That�s okay.  We both
lost too much.  Way too much.  I thought about it, and we�re not to blame,
either one of us.  I know it.�


�I�m
not so sure.  My wife took pride in being this hardbody, working at the gym,
having men ogle her all day.  Maybe she felt I didn�t appreciate that part of
her enough.  Maybe I kept after her too much about having kids.�


 �Stop
all the �maybes,� Phil.  We won�t ever know what drove them together, and away
from us.  I�ll throw some �maybes� at you.  Maybe your wife was so vain she
wanted to be something other than a wife, and a mother.  Maybe Drew was having
one of those proverbial mid-life crises, stupidly proving he was still a man
while only proving he was acting like a silly boy.�


He
saw my anger, and perhaps realized it fit me better than his gloom fit him, so
he remained silent, back to staring into his cooling coffee.   Eventually he
said, �The police told me what caused the accident.�


�What
caused it?  It was a one-car accident, wasn�t it?�


�They
found his pants down and his�you know�out.  She was blowing him.  That�s why
they crashed.�


I�d
heard it from �Bad Cop� but it still hurt to have it confirmed.  �Why are you
telling me this?�


�You
said you wanted to know.�  He paused again, like he was summoning courage to
continue.   �I demanded to see Alex�s autopsy report.  They found �copious
amounts of semen� in her mouth and esophagus.  At least Drew died a happy man. 
She liked to brag to men she met that she was a swallower.�


�I
guess I can be the one to vent your anger at.  I�m here�convenient.�  It was my
turn to cry.


He
squeezed my hand.  I�d forgotten all about clutching his.  �I�m sorry, Sarah. 
You�re right.  I shouldn�t be venting my anger at you.  It�s just that I never
ever wanted anyone but Alex.  I loved her so much.  The thought of cheating on
her was inconceivable; as I�m sure you never would have cheated on your
husband.�


He
was right.  I never did.  I never would have.


____________


 


My
daughter always had been the inquisitive one.  �How come Daddy was with that
other lady when he crashed?� she asked me one day.  �Kids at school said some
bad things.�


�Oh
honey, don�t listen to what kids say at school.  Your dad was a good man, and
that lady worked with him sometimes, that�s all.�  The white lie wasn�t so white. 
I hoped she didn�t see right through me, and I certainly didn�t ask what those
�bad things� were.  Thankfully my son asked no questions, though he was
brooding a lot.  I think that worried me more.


One
night later that week as I was getting ready for bed, everything came crashing
down around me.  I looked at the empty bed and thought about how lonely I was, particularly
missing sex with Drew.  I always thought our sex life had been great, though he
must have found me deficient in some way.  I�d always been an active
participant in bed.  Was there something she did that I wouldn�t do?  I�d
always been a vocal lover, so when I climaxed he knew it.  Was I too loud, or
not loud enough?  I never liked anal sex.  Did she?  Was that it?  


I
searched and found an old vibrator.  The batteries were still good.  Coming up
with the only way to bring my husband back into our marital bed, I slipped the
DVD into the bedroom player and turned on the television.  I watched him and
pretended it was me he was fucking.  The vibrator worked wonders along with my
visually-supplemented imagination.  I exploded with the first orgasm I�d had in
a long time, my legs and hips writhing wildly, stifling my screams as best I
could so the kids wouldn�t hear me.


And
then I cried; something I was doing quite a bit of.  It was a long while before
I fell asleep.


In
the morning, I took stock of where I was in my grief.  I guess I�d passed
through the �shock and denial� stage and maybe the �guilt� stage as well.  If I
remembered the seven stages well enough the next was �anger.�  Yes, I was
pissed at what was taken from me and my kids.  �Why me?� was a steady
lamentation.  Yet with all my anger and despair, I still wondered about Philip
Boudreau and how he was coping.  Wasn�t �bargaining� part of the third stage of
grief?


I
called Phil the following day.  After some awkward small talk I asked him to
meet me for another coffee.  He suggested lunch instead.


We
met at a small deli across from his office.  �I hope you don�t mind me saying
it, but you�re looking good�better somehow.  I wish I could say the same for
myself.�


�Philip,
I�d say you�re probably fooling everyone like I am.�


�I
don�t feel like I�m fooling anyone, except maybe myself.�


While
we ate, he wanted to know how my kids were doing.  I explained, at least from
my meager observations, how I thought they were coping.  �My daughter said
there are some rumors floating around her school.  Kids can be pretty mean.�


�I
wouldn�t know,� he said.


There
it was, his pain wrapped up in what could have been, not what had been lost. 
He didn�t have kids to worry about.  He�s questioning if he ever would.  I
thought about the DVD.  I now wondered if the video had been her idea, not
Drew�s; a vanity I was beginning to comprehend from his third person accounts. 
Her body was her temple, blah-blah-blah.  Children would change her body in
ways she couldn�t accept; therefore, no children.  I wouldn�t have liked her
much, even ignoring the fact she was screwing around with my husband.  My
thoughts returned to the DVD.  Should I offer it to him?  Was that perhaps too
sadistic, too cruel?  On the other hand, did he have one too?  Did I need to be
cruel to myself and watch it, if he did?


�Phil,
I found a DVD hidden under Drew�s clothes.  It was them.�


�A
DVD?  You mean a video of them?  Have you watched it?�  He must have recognized
the look on my face, because before I could answer, he blurted out, �You mean a
sex video, don�t you.�


�Yes,
that�s what I mean, and yes, I watched it.�


�Why
torture yourself?�


�That�s
a silly question.  I bet even now you�re curious enough to watch it; so you can
get some to all your �why� questions, even though you won�t find any,
let me tell you that.�


�I
admire you, Sarah.  You�re a lot stronger than I am.  I�ve been thinking about
how messed up I am, and then thinking about what I�d be like if we�d had kids.�


I
sighed, �I�m not sure how strong I really am, but I�m trying.  You know, in
some strange way watching their little home movie has helped.  I guess in
seeing them�maybe�I�understand a little more about why they�clicked, you know
what I mean?�


�It
didn�t hurt to watch it?� he asked.


�Of
course it did the first time, but like I said, it�s helping me understand
things, put everything in perspective.�


He
chuckled a bit.  �It�s not for me to delve into your reasons for watching it
more than once, though it sounds the same as when people slow down to gawk at a
car crash.�  He saw my gaping expression, for he quickly added, �I�m sorry for
using that simile.  That was a stupid, careless slip.�


 �But
I got your point anyway,� I said after a pause.  �I viewed it as therapy, to
sort of get by all my �why� questions.�


�And
now you want to know if I�ll watch it, right?�  He watched me nod, then said,
�Okay, I�ll torture myself more than I have been, but if you�re strong enough
then I have to be strong too.�


If
he was surprised when I pulled the DVD from my purse, he didn�t show it.  I
told him about thinking of the Seven Stages of Grief.  �I think I�m in the
fourth stage, reflection, now.  I passed anger and despair a while ago.�


�You�re
quite a woman, Sarah.  Why Drew felt he needed someone else is beyond me.�


�Maybe
the basic �why� questions are unanswerable, Phil.  Like that one.�


�I
believe I�m still in the anger stage, but I also vaguely remember the fourth
stage as also being isolation, depression.  Don�t let that happen to you,
Sarah.  Maybe we can help each other.�


I
put my hand on his again.  I said, �Maybe we can.�


____________


 


Contrary
to Philip�s belief on how strong I was, I was having a tough time moving
forward.  Every friend, every relative threw advice at me like confetti at a
parade.  No matter their encouraging words, all that was accomplished was me
feeling more isolated, more alone every passing day.  I tried to keep up a
brave face for the kids, but they were seeing the cracks in the foundation. 
Hell, they were stronger than I ever could be.


I
thought of the old phrase, misery loves company.  With no one else to turn to,
I figured I�d cry on Philip Boudreau�s shoulder.  I called him.


He
invited me to his house this time.  I wasn�t sure if I could enter the place
where -she- lived, but I sucked it up and went.  Unlike my sister, who kept
insisting I was losing too much weight, and my neighbor, who said I looked
tired and wondered openly if I was sleeping enough, Phil said the opposite,
telling me I looked well.  He didn�t use words like �radiant� or �dazzling� or
�glowing� yet him saying �well� was good enough for me.


On
the other hand, he looked like shit.


�You
were right, but I sort of knew that before watching the DVD.  Alex was always
the exhibitionist.  I mean, she was so damned proud of her body, and maybe I
didn�t acknowledge it enough,� he said after fixing me a drink.  �Yeah, there
was some intimacy between them in the video, but that�s what the sex looked
like to me�her showing off.�


I
took a sip of my drink, and then said, �I had the same impression.�


He
continued, �I beat myself up badly watching that thing, it was like torture. 
All the self-reproach on why I didn�t tell her how great she looked more often,
or why I didn�t spend more time in the gym.  See, more �whys.��


I
laughed a little.  �Don�t beat yourself up over the gym part.  Drew may have
frequented the gym but he was no Adonis, that�s for sure.  I think I�m in
better shape than he ever was.�


�And
that�s what bothers you the most, isn�t it?  You worked hard to stay in shape
for him even after having two kids and he screws around with the gym
instructor.�


He
was right, but of course that wasn�t all of it.  �The sex itself hurt.�  I felt
tears forming, but I had to say it aloud.  �He had no reason to cheat on me!  I
wasn�t some frigid wife.  I love sex.  I never turned him down, whatever he
wanted, because I LOVED it all!  And the bastard still wasn�t satisfied!� 
My tears fell unashamedly. 


He
came to me and hugged me.  �Maybe you�re not so far along in your grief stages
as you think you are,� he whispered. 


I
sensed something in the hug that was more than consolation.  I delicately
pulled away before the inevitable.  �Maybe you�re right, Phil.  Maybe I do need
to grieve a while longer.�  We went back to our drinks, silently lost in our
own thoughts.  Eventually it was time for me to leave.  He asked if I wanted
the DVD back.  I said, �Destroy it, burn it, jerk-off to it, do whatever you
want but I don�t want it back.�


I�d
hurt him, and I�d confirmed what he said about my progress through the stages. 
As I left his door, he said, �It won�t mean anything, but if I had been your
husband, I never would have cheated on you.�


He
was wrong though.  Even said in such a pathetic manner, it did mean something
to me.


____________


 


My
family, especially my sister kept making nagging suggestions that I had to
�carry on� with my life, which in their vernacular meant find another man.  I
wanted to kill them all.  However, they may have been reading my mind on both
parts.  


On
the �kill them all� part, they pretty much began leaving me alone, like I was a
leper.  Ever since the funeral, my husband�s family hadn�t any contact with me
at all.  I�d heard they blamed me, of course.  So be it.


On
the �another man� part, they must have sensed something before they abandoned
me.  Since my college years I�d never gone this long with getting laid.  I
splurged and bought myself some exotic sex toys, masturbating constantly. 
Thinking of Drew and Alex�s video still had some power, and I brought myself to
some pretty powerful orgasms.  But it wasn�t sex.  It wasn�t with the intimacy
and warmth a loving bed partner could provide.


That�s
not what I needed.  I needed my old life back.  I needed to go back to a time
my kids were innocent and had fun.  I needed to go back to a time when I didn�t
feel so alone.  I needed normal, whatever the fuck that was.  I had to face
facts, though.  Normal wasn�t walking through that door anytime soon.  Drew
stole it from me.


If
there could be a silver lining to this storm cloud, it was that I spent more
time with the kids.  Unlike their mom, who tried to hide the pain, they were
like open books.  I supposed that was a good thing, since when they were
particularly troubled I saw it right away and could help, at least a little. 
But nobody was there to help me.  The lightning in the storm cloud was all the
well-meaning but senseless friends who tried to hook me up with someone.  Damn
it, it was too soon; the cuts hadn�t healed yet, if they ever would.  That
damned fourth stage of grief.  I wondered if I�d ever get beyond the
loneliness, the depression.   


When
Christopher Marlowe coined the phrase �misery loves company� he knew what he
was talking about.  Pathetically, the only person I could relate to was Philip
Boudreau, and he wasn�t doing any better in the grief department than I was. 
What could be worse than two sad, lonely people pitifully crying on each
other�s shoulder?


That�s
what we did on our next �date.�  We both cried.  I had to admit he looked
better than the last time I saw him.  He seemed to be more accepting of things,
though he was still deeply grieving as I was.  This meeting was a little more
awkward since we were at my house and I introduced him to my kids.  I could see
it in their faces, all the questions, all the uncertainties, and I knew I�d
have a lot to explain later. 


�I�m
glad we could get together and talk,� he said.  �I�ve been trying to get moving
again; that�s the best way to describe it I think.  Get moving.  I�ve been
going to the gym myself, a different one than where Alex worked, and trying to
be more active, you know, move on with my life.�


All
I could think was that he�d slipped back into denial.  Listening to him
reminded me of when I loaded myself with busy-work to keep me from facing my
pain.  �Stop, Phil, stop,� I said, cutting him off.  �That�s not �moving on,�
that�s hiding.  I know.  I�ve been there.�


Just
then he reminded me of an injured puppy, cute and absolutely begging for care
and affection.  �I thought you�d understand,� he said.


�The
one thing I�ve come to understand is that we can�t keep on being this �Mutual
Commiseration Society.�   I like you, Phil, and I�m not sure if I�ve ever told
you this but you deserved someone better than Alex, You�re too good a man to
sacrifice yourself to be married to someone so self-centered as she must have
been.�


�Don�t
say that!  She was a good woman.�


�I�m
sorry.  I didn�t mean to hurt you, but look what she did to you.  If she was
screwing around with Drew she had to have been screwing around with other men
too.  You had to have had those thoughts, right?"


I
thought he was going to cry, but instead he soberly said, �Have you�are you
seeing someone?�


�Ah,
no,� I answered.  Was he going to take this where I thought it would go?


�Me
neither, but I feel so alone, dammit.  Nights have been especially tough.�


He�s
telling ME?!  I�ve been making love to my vibrator almost every night.  �Mine
too,� I said.


�But
like you said, Sarah, no more �Mutual Commiseration Society� here.  We�ll both
survive this.  We will.�


�Yes,
we will.�  I wasn�t quite sure of myself, but what else could I say?


�You�re
a special lady, Sarah.  I�d like to get to know you better.�  Was he blushing?


�I
appreciate you saying that.  You�re sweet, but based on what we were just
talking about I don�t think that�s a good idea.  Getting to know me better
sounds too much like romance and frankly neither one of us is ready for that
yet.�


�You�re
probably right,� he said dejectedly.  


It
was right there on his face.  He had been thinking of romance.  With me.  I
admit I had some feelings for the guy, feelings besides pity for him being in
the same position I was.  He was a handsome man, and he seemed so kind and
gentle, which was exactly what I needed.  I�d had idle thoughts recently,
wondering what kind of lover he�d be.  I wondered if �kind and gentle� would
translate well in bed.  Drew had sometimes been a disinterested lover, and in
retrospect I should have seen the signs of narcissism long ago in how he
approached sex.  However, Drew�s physicality always did things to me.  I sensed
that Phil would be different, but whether that difference would be a plus or a
minus I couldn�t guess.


So
much for my reservations.  I surrendered to my basest needs, moved toward him
and we kissed.  He responded just like I knew he would�as any man would.  I
felt the bulge in his pants.  I enjoyed the kiss, the feel of his probing
tongue, the warmth of him, but when he cupped my breast, even outside my
blouse, I freaked and pulled away.


�It�s
not time, Phil.  It�s not time yet.�


I
would have rather seen a look of disappointment or frustration on his face
instead of what looked like sad resignation.  I was right; it wasn�t yet time
for this intimacy for either of us.


____________


 


When
we take out insurance, I don�t believe we really anticipate collecting on it. 
We don�t buy car insurance imagining our car totaled.  We don�t buy homeowners�
insurance picturing our house afire.  We don�t buy life insurance with the
anticipation of sudden death.  When I got the call from our insurance carrier,
I was taken aback when a figure was mentioned; I had a lot of money coming my
way, since Drew�s term policy had been a large one.  He had life insurance
coverage from work on top of that, and since the accident had happened while he
was on company business, they paid double.  I felt at least one weight lift
from my shoulders.  The kids had a college fund.


Dealing
with the insurance companies had me wondering if Phil had anything coming in
from Alex�s passing.  Strange how some things go through your mind.  See, I
knew I cared for the guy somehow.


When
I went back to work, I sensed a new normalcy.  The fifth stage of grief is that
upward turn; the adjustment to things as they are, not as we wish them to be or
as they were in the past.  Along with these new feelings of adjustment, I was
feeling better physically.  Many of my various aches and pains vanished as if
they were (and may actually have been) psychosomatic.  Another change was that
I was hornier than ever.  Bedtime masturbation became a nightly ritual.  One
day I even looked up male escorts on the web but found no ads (at least not for
straight men) in my area.


I
wasn�t sure if it was good timing or bad, but Phil Boudreau chose that time to
call me.  �I wanted to check to see how you were doing,� was his intro.  We
talked for a while on the phone.  I asked him the same question he asked me,
and he replied that he was doing better than expected.  Regardless of his
words, he still sounded lonely and depressed.  Finally he got around to what I
suspected was the real reason for the call�asking me out on a date.


Weighing
all my needs and emotions, I decided to say yes.  His baggage would be a burden
(the same baggage I was learning to lose) but a man�s company would be a
welcome change. 


He
took me to one of the finer restaurants, thankfully one Drew and I never
frequented.  Through dinner, I thought of my kids at home with a babysitter. 
They weren�t happy that I was going out on a date with a man that wasn�t their
Daddy.  I knew they hadn�t reconciled his death.  Their �moving on� would be
much different than mine, and I�d have to be cognizant of that difference so I
wouldn�t hurt them.  Nonetheless, I was on a date.


Dinner
was superb, and I had to admit he was sunny and charming throughout.  I didn�t
know where this thought put me within the Seven Stages, but tonight I didn�t
care if anyone thought poorly of me for it; if he wanted me for dessert, I�d
let him have me.  We went to a lounge afterwards and danced to some slow
numbers.  Being in the arms of a man again reminded me of how long it had
been.  I felt his heat, and I was sure he felt mine.


When
we got to his house, he was fidgety and as nervous as hell.  I waited for him
to make the first move.  When he didn�t, I went to him and began unbuttoning
his shirt.  With his shirt off, I let my dress fall to the floor, and my bra
soon followed it.  Maybe the sight of my bare breasts was the shock to bring
him back to reality, for only then did he come to me.  We kissed long and
deeply; Phil probably as lost in melancholy thought as I was on how long it had
been since either of us kissed another.  While we continued, I unfastened his
belt and undid his slacks, pushing them down.  The fact that something hard was
stressing the waistband of his boxers wasn�t lost on me.  I laughed at another
of life�s ironies.  His late wife, the narcissistic lover, had cheated with a
man who was several inches shorter in a key department than her husband.  Now
the question would be: did he know what to do with its size?


He
kicked his pants aside as he bent down and kissed first one then the other of
my nipples.  They stiffened immediately.  �I wanted this moment to occur maybe
since the first time I met you, but I wasn�t sure of my motivation.�


�Are
you sure now?� I asked, as he went back to kissing my breasts and I began
sliding his boxers off.


�Oh
yes!� he replied.


My
panties were now the only thing either one of us had on.   I whispered to him
as we walked to the bed, �I�m only going to say her name once and then she won�t
be mentioned again.  Alex looked like she was aggressive in bed, but you
haven�t seen anything yet.�


You
might say I raped him after I slipped off my panties.  I didn�t bother with a
condom (I figured he was safe, and frankly I didn�t even think of pregnancy) as
I sucked him for a while and then mounted him cowgirl.  I liked it doggie
better, but today I wanted to be �on top��in charge of things, and I pushed the
psychological reason why out of my mind..  When I found myself mimicking Alex�s
movements I�d seen in the video, I changed the rhythm of my humping.  He was
mesmerized by my swaying and bouncing breasts.  Silly to admit it, but I was
proud of my breasts; after two kids they were still as big and firm as they�d
ever been.


�Oh�Jesus�oh��
he groaned.  Okay, so maybe he was cumming before I could get off; I�d give him
another chance.


I
wanted my favorite position, so when I was able to coax him hard again I got on
my hands and knees.  He slid into my cum-filled vagina easily enough and went
at me like a madman.  I loved it.  His longer and thicker cock hit places Drew
never did.


It
was my turn.  �Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,� I bellowed as a long-needed,
sensational contraction overwhelmed me.


He
was ebullient in the aftermath of our sex.  I was exhausted.  He dominated the
post-coital conversation.  As he talked, I realized my mistake.  Because we
were at different points in our grieving, he was stuck at �bargaining��like his
attraction to me was a trade of sorts within his own emotions, and that colored
his view of what we just did.  I�d turned a corner and looked at our lovemaking
as simply what it was�a working through of my unmet needs.  If I had thought it
a �pity fuck� or some escape from grief then I would have run the other way. 
He was the one looking to escape his despair.


He
wanted to shower with me but I said no.  I knew he was confused about the whole
evening but there wasn�t much I could do but try to let him down as easily as I
could.  Our kiss at my door was almost chaste, and wholly my doing.


____________


 


Phil
called me incessantly in the weeks after our date.  I created excuse after
excuse not to see him.  I liked the guy, and my feelings for him went beyond
pity or transference. 


I
had a large support network of family and friends, though sometimes it seemed
the network was out to short-circuit my recovery.  They meant well, I knew, but
they weren�t helping.  I needed to help myself with the reconstruction of my
life.  My kids were my rocks, showing a much greater resiliency than I had, so
they were my real support.


Phil
didn�t have a network.  I wanted to blame him for that, but was it fair?  He
was so insecure now, and maybe always had been.  That didn�t mean he was less
of a man, and it certainly didn�t excuse his wife�s cheating.  It simply meant
he wasn�t the fit for me.


One
thing I did do was have him return the DVD.


I
watched the video regularly, not as self-punishment anymore, nor even for
sexual jollies.  I watched it because it was the best captured glimpse of who
Drew was.  When I watched the video, I didn�t see a cheater, I saw the man I
loved, in many ways a boy in a man�s body who was constantly in awe of life.  I
never wanted to lose the memories of our love in the fog of his last sin.  I
wanted our kids to remember a father who loved and nurtured them, not the man
who abandoned them so abruptly, and I was the filter through which the memories
would flow.  


I
watched the video secure in my sensuality.  She may have been a lithe gym rat,
but she wasn�t any better a lover than I was and still am.  I watched the video,
inevitably masturbating to a superb climax; Drew�s face my focus, nothing else.


Phil
Boudreau and I kept in touch.  He still pined for me, not moving beyond the
night of our sweet coupling.  I worried about him, but I wouldn�t push him
through the stages of his grief like so many tried with me.  I knew some day
he�d work things through.  Almost all of us do.


Stage
Seven wasn�t �Victory� or �Back to life.�   It was Hope.  It was recognizing
the light at the end of the tunnel wasn�t the other train about to hit you. 
Early on in grief, as I learned the hard way, one can never regain what was
lost.  One can never return to a carefree state again.  Nostalgia has no place
in real recovery.  We can only hope for the future as we always did in the
past, before our loss.  It�s not about being �happy� again (like so many try to
tell you) but it�s about accepting that which has changed your life, and moving
on from it�with hope, not gloom.


One
day my youngest asked me, �Will Eric be our new Daddy?�


I�d
begun dating a nice man I met at church.  (We didn�t really click in the end,
but remained friends.)  �Nobody will ever be your new Daddy,� I said to my
baby.  �Daddy will always be right here,� pointing to each of our hearts, �and
no matter if Mommy likes a man and we spend time together, he�ll never replace
your Daddy, ever.�


Later
I was listening to an R.E.M. CD called �Up� while fixing dinner.  When the
track �Walk Unafraid� played, I thought to myself, that�s it, that�s the
way to be back among the living; break away from those constraints, whether
self-imposed or otherwise, walking unafraid into the future.


 


�Say
"keep within the boundaries if you want to play"

Say "contradiction only makes it harder"

How can I be

What I want to be?

When all I want to do is strip away

These stilled constraints

And crush this charade

Shred this sad masquerade

I don't need no persuading

I'll trip, fall, pick myself up and


 


(Chorus)
Walk unafraid�
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Judy, Coming Ashore


Part 5 and conclusion of Judy's story


 


by
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�You�re not changing your mind about
this weekend, are you?� Ivan said to me over dinner one evening.


�I said we�d do it, didn�t I?� 


Okay, so maybe I didn�t look
enthused, but I had said yes after all, and now I was working on increasing my
level of enthusiasm for a weekend with Richie�s cock.  That�s how I thought
about the arrangement�body parts.  My husband got Barbara�s surgically enhanced
tits while I got her husband�s humongous cock.  Thinking beyond body parts just
made the whole swapping weekend seem too tawdry to bear.


Ever since our first cruise on
Richie�s yacht last summer�a swinging boat trip Ivan was so eager to get me
on�I had to deal with Richie�s infatuation for me.  Complicating things was his
brother Paul�s equal infatuation. Add the brothers� rivalry to the emotional
equation and it could end up an explosive mix.  My husband, even while
professing his love for me, seemed eager to sacrifice me to the conflagration. 
He didn�t understand what was going on.  To Ivan it was simply sex, and I
didn�t think he wanted anything from Barb except sex.  My husband still
failed to comprehend the extent of how the boat trips affected my libido.  He
said he liked my new sexual �awakening,� and yet in many ways I didn�t
understand the changes in myself, so how could he?  Nevertheless I was going to
spend a weekend with Richie, regardless.


When Richie and Barbara arrived at
our doorstep late on Saturday afternoon, the whole scene was too bizarre. 
Barb, with her overnight bag in hand, made herself right at home.  Ivan was
tongue-tied from the moment she entered the house, and all Richie could do was
grin between short sentences, the embodiment of �small talk.�  Barb was wearing
s gray knit dress that hugged every curve and complimented her blond hair nicely. 
In comparison, I wore old jeans and a tank top.


She never showed any connection with
me on any of the cruises, but Barbara positively gushed today.  I got the
requisite cheek busses before she said, �Oh, it�s good to see you in those
jeans.  Richie dear always talks about how great you look in jeans, and then he
says my ass looks too fat in mine.�  Her pout was as phony as it was
exaggerated.


I said, �Phooey, you look great in
jeans,� which was bullshit considering I�d never seen her in a pair.


�You ready?� Richie asked.  �I�ll
carry your bag.�


I gave Ivan a perfunctory goodbye
kiss, and then whispered, �Have fun.�  By his facial expression, maybe he did
know what was really happening here, and he knew it was too late to stop it
anyway.


After we set off in Richie�s car (a
Corvette, another of the boy�s toys) he asked, �So, what would you like to do? 
Dinner?  Dancing? You name it.�


�I don�t have a dancing dress in my
bag.�


�Then let�s go shopping and buy one,�
he said.


�Really?  I�m assuming you don�t go
with your wife when she does her clothes shopping.�


�Shit, no,� he said, �she wouldn�t
want me along.  Besides, you�ve seen a little of what she wears.  It�s not
always my cup of tea.�


�Richie, dear, I think �little� was
the appropriate word for what I�ve seen of Barbara�s wardrobe.�


He actually blushed!  Like usual, it
was hard not to like the handsome, hung, man-child.  He said, �Barbara�s taste
in clothes is well beyond my comprehension.  But I get the idea you�re
different.�


In many ways, I thought, but kept it to myself. 
�Let�s go shopping.�  He was clueless on where to shop, so I directed him to my
favorite place.  The owner, Marga was there, and since I was a regular in her
shop, she looked naturally curious when I entered with a strange man.  As I
tried on dresses and modeled them for Richie, her curiosity grew to epic
proportions.  Let her guess.


Richie loved a short, turquoise
cocktail dress; I believed primarily because it accentuated my breasts and
exposed an equal amount of cleavage and leg.  I guess his �cup of tea� was a
shifting ideal.  What the hell, he was buying.


I planned on showering and some
primping before going out.  Over my weak protestations, Richie showered with
me.  His cock, like the beast that it was, had a mind of its own, and poked and
prodded me throughout the shower.  In his shower stall I couldn�t avoid it if I
tried, so I gave up, pleading, �Not now, Richie, please.  Let�s go out first,
okay?�


�Awe, shucks,� he said with a grin. 
�I can�t have an appetizer before dinner?�  He was ready, behind me with his
erection between my thighs, and working ever so closer.


�You�re a big boy.  We can wait.�  I
gave his cock a cursory stroke or two before stepping out of the shower and
reaching for a towel.  �Where does your wife hide her hair dryer?� I said,
almost laughing at his silly, little boy pout of disappointment.  I ignored him
as I got ready.  When I was, I modeled the dress for him by whirling around a
couple of times, letting the hemline balloon out somewhat, showing more leg.


�You look�sensational.�


�You look great yourself,� I said. 
He was dressed casual chic, with a designer sport-coat and a really wild tie
that fit not only what he was wearing but his personality as well.  I wasn�t
kidding; it all looked great on him.


Richie did know how to treat a lady. 
We dined at the best (and most expensive) restaurant in the area.  After the
great dinner, he took me to a hot club where we danced among the
twenty-somethings with nothing to be ashamed of.  I only caught him ogling one other
young lady (�I�m sorry, old habits die hard�) and I grudgingly admitted to him
she had a magnificent J-Lo ass worth looking at.  He liked that (�You�re an
amazing woman, Judy�).


While we danced to a slow number, he
whispered in my ear, �You have to know how hot you are.  You have to.�


I pulled my head back and looked into
his eyes.  At any time in my married life before this evening, his look,
another man�s look, would have unnerved me.  Not tonight.  I couldn�t remember
the last time Ivan looked at me as Richie was now.  Except for being �me� I
can�t say I�ve done anything differently to have men openly desire me as Richie
obviously was.  The boat cruises brought something out in me, something that I
assumed was always there but repressed somehow.  If that was Ivan�s intent in
getting me onto the boat, then he certainly got what he asked for.


I whispered back, �Is that what you
want, to capture my heat?�


His eyes said yes before his mouth
did.


Between dances we talked and laughed,
and inarguably I had a great time.  He really was charming and fun to be with. 
He admitted to me once that he never had to work at seducing a woman because
being hung did the seducing for him.  Of course, I have had his cock, and yet
tonight he was as seductive as he could be, ironically still probably not
working hard at it.  The remainder of the weekend didn�t seem so overwhelming
anymore.


Like a gentleman, he opened the car
door for me, but before I got in, he pulled me into his arms.  His kiss was so
hot, so full of passion and yearning, I melted into him.  For how long I
couldn�t tell you, but it seemed as if we kissed for an hour, our tongues
dancing like our bodies danced in the nightclub.


�Will you want me tonight?� he said
after our lips finally parted.


I was ready to say that was the
deal, wasn�t it?  But being flippant wasn�t called for.  �Yes,� I murmured,
�I�m yours.  Be good to me.�


�I�ll try.�  That was special, since
it was light years beyond saying �I will�.


We listened to some cool jazz on the
satellite radio on the way to his place.  We didn�t talk much, probably because
both of were lost in thought about how the night would play out.  For the first
time this evening it dawned on me that I hadn�t for one second thought about
Ivan and Barbara.  Perhaps that was the greatest revelation of all; I wasn�t
jealous, and I didn�t care.  I�d come to the precipice, and I�d stepped off.


Like a first date in high school, we
were discomfited and tentative once at Richie�s house.  He took his jacket off
and then nervously opened a bottle of Pinot Noir.  After he poured two glasses
in silence, I said, �Richie, why don�t we go to bed?  This is much too awkward
for me. There�s no need for the pretense.�  I took a sip of wine and then
pulled my dress up, over my head, and off.  My first-date analogy still held
true, since he simply stood and stared at me standing there in my black bra,
thong, and hosiery.  �Richie, what�s the matter?� I said, aiming for seductive,
but sensing I missed.


�You know, Judy, I�m not sure.  Maybe
this is too hard for me.  Maybe I can�t get beyond how I feel about you; that
this is way beyond the casual shit we do on the boat.�  He looked down at the
floor and continued, �I feel like such an idiot thinking you�d feel the same
way about me.�


This insecurity was not the Richie I
thought I knew, and I understood immediately that it wasn�t a ploy.  I went to
him, saying, �How do you know how I feel?  Maybe I haven�t seen the real Richie
yet.�  I cupped his package and added, �You�re not defined by this.�


The look in his eyes, when they rose
to meet mine, spoke a new language, perhaps for both of us.  I experienced a
frisson that perhaps I never felt before, even with Ivan.  Silently I began removing
his clothes.  When his massive cock was freed, it sprang up to greet me. 
Richie was going to say something, but I shushed him with a couple of fingers
to his lips.  When he was naked, he picked me up in his arms and carried me to
the bedroom.  Only there did he remove my bra and slowly slip my thong panties
down my quivering legs.  Damn!  You�d think I never slept with the man before! 
He never bothered with the stockings.


While we kissed�wide-eyed and
hungry�we masturbated each other.  His fingers had to be wet from me; I felt
it.  As I stroked him, he grew to his amazing, rigid length, a length I�ve seen
grown women drool and fight over.  He gently guided me onto my back, and I
eagerly spread my legs for him.  Like the proverbial hot knife through butter,
he slid into me with ease.


And that was it for �ease.�


Richie�s length and girth touched
places other men couldn�t.  My vagina walls were humming, my g-spot was vibrating
and all the buzz words of erotica�filled, deep, stretched�were inadequate.  This
wasn�t an R-rated roll; this was fucking, hot and physical.


I�d like to think I wasn�t the type
of woman to succumb like this.


I�d like to think our coupling was
simply sex and nothing more.


I�d like to think this was all about
his cock.


I�d like to think this weekend would
be an aberration.


I�d like to think I had control over
my orgasmic deliverance.


I�d like to think�


�Goddddddddddddddddddddddddd! 
Richieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee! Damnnnnnnnnnnnnnn!� I screamed so hard
black dots swam before my eyes from nearly passing out.  The orgasm was that
intense.


I gave no thought to him cumming deep
inside me right at my womb�s door, though I felt every blessed, pulsating
throb.


As we lay in post-coital languor,
Richie opened up to me, telling me things I either supposed or knew nothing
about.  �I may have told you this before, but the boat cruises were one hundred
percent Barbara�s idea.  She said she was �tired of me.�  I bet you never
suspected that Barb and Ivan already had something going on before your first
trip on my boat.�  He was right; I never suspected anything like that.  In
fact, part of me didn�t believe him, knowing his jealousy of my husband and his
brother.  He saw my shock and continued, �When you first came aboard, I
couldn�t believe it either, watching you with Paul I wondered how Ivan could be
such a fool.  Of course I was the fool first, falling for so superficial a
woman as Barbara, although I know part of the reason.  She was the first not to
want me for my dick, at least that�s what I believed.  Then I discovered how
self-centered she was.   It wasn�t about me or my dick.  It was the oldest
reason in the world and I was blind to it.�


I knew he meant his money and the
business acumen that earned it.  The easy life was what she wanted, paying for
all the toys�and her new tits.  I said, �You mean Ivan�s bullshit to get me on
the boat was all a ploy to be with Barb?  Was he trying to throw me at you all
along?  Was that the plan?� I asked incredulously.


�I think so, but I think he misjudged
you, and your libido.�


�You mean how easily I succumbed to
your brother�s charms?�


�Yes that, but it wasn�t simply Paul
whom you succumbed to, or actually who succumbed to YOU.  Shit, I
watched you with Carlos and the young guy, Josh, and with Paul�s wife.  I
couldn�t take my eyes off you.  When we had our time together I couldn�t shake
the feeling that we were soul mates, destined to be one.  Why do you think I
was jealous of Paul the way I was.  He wants you too, almost as badly as I do.�


�So, who really suggested this
weekend�swap?�


�Actually, I suspect it was Barb�s
idea even though Ivan proposed it.�  He hesitated, and then asked, �You really
didn�t suspect anything, did you?�


�No.  Call me naïve, but I believed
in love and the sanctity of our marriage vows.  I thought Ivan loved me.�  I
put a hand on either side of his face and held him steadfast.  I wanted eye
contact.  �You�re not saying all this to drive me away from him, are you?�


He didn�t have to answer.  I saw it
in his eyes.  After a few minutes, he said, �I think you know what I want, but
I�m not trying to �drive� you anywhere.  Let�s stop talking and sleep on it,
okay?� which is what we did though the night was not entirely consumed by
sleep.  The first time was when I felt him stiffen as he spooned behind me.  I
didn�t know whether he was sleeping or not when I guided the head of his cock
into me, but he was certainly awake when he began thrusting in earnest.  That
was the weekend�s number two.


Number three happened because when I
awoke in the morning, and had one of those where-am-I moments, I looked over at
Richie and his wide-screen version of morning wood, and had to have it.  I woke
him by straddling him where he lay.  My cervix as well as Richie got quite an
awaking.  Number three had me questioning my arousal anew.  As I bounced upon
his extensive shaft, and making a hell of a lot of noise doing so, a part of my
mind was reassessing how I felt about Richie.  When I fell to his chest and
shuddered in orgasmic glee, I knew this new sentiment went way beyond sex
organs.


He kissed me before saying, �I can�t
believe this is happening�you�being here in my bed�sharing��


�Believe it, buster.  Now, what are
we doing today?  And don�t say we�re staying in bed�I see the look on that face
of yours.�


He grinned sheepishly, and then
said.  �Okay, if we�re not staying in bed, then it�s breakfast at my favorite
place and then maybe a quick cruise around the bay.  Whatcha say?�


�Sounds like a plan.�


We showered together, an intimacy I
always enjoyed, though Ivan was too quickly in-and-out for me.  Richie seemed
to enjoy the intimacy, and I gave him points for not trying to turn it into
foreplay, although washing my hair for me as his body touched mine was as
arousing as any foreplay could be.  


We dressed and headed out to his
�favorite� breakfast place, which turned out to be surprisingly good, well
beyond IHOP or Denny�s I�ll tell you.  I ate more than I normally did.  My
mushroom omelet was divine.  And Bloody Marys!  For someone who isn�t big on
breakfast, this restaurant could easily become my favorite breakfast place
too.  Of course then I�d gain twenty pounds.


Richie talked about his businesses
and how they were doing in this crazy economy.  �Those protesters,� he
grumbled, �complain about how much money people like me make in good times, but
they never say anything about how we hold on, and all the people we employ, in
the tough times.�  He wanted to know more about my job, and seemed sincerely
interested in the minutia, things that to me were quite mundane.


It wasn�t the Bloody Mary I drank. 
It was Richie.  Whether a concerted effort, or simply Richie being himself, he
was seducing me.  Unlike the little seductions that happen on his boat trips, I
haven�t felt��courted� seemed to be the right word�in years.   He�d cast his
spell; something I never predicted would happen during this bizarre weekend
wife-swap.  I felt the tell-tale tingling in my loins, so I hastily changed the
subject.


�Where are we sailing to?� I asked. 
�It�s getting a little too cool for getting naked.�


�Actually, the forecast is for warmer
weather out on the bay, with little chop.  I wasn�t really planning on a
�where,� just seeing where the currents take us.�


�Just us?�


�Good question.  How about inviting
Randy and Linda along?  I like both of them�good company��


�Paul won�t be pissed you�re sailing
without him?�


�Yeah, he probably will be.�  He
paused, then said, �Do you want me to invite him and Megan too?�


I knew this was a �gauging� question,
but I had to gauge things as well.  �Yes, I think it�s the right thing to do.�


Back at his house, he called Randy
and then his brother.  Both said yes.  I got out my bikini but didn�t put it
on, figuring I�d wait and see if the weather would be as balmy as Richie�s
optimism.  On the ride to the marina, he said, �While you were changing, Barb
called.  She told me how much fun her and Ivan are having�all the X-rated gory
details.  Wanting to rub my face in it, I guess.� 


�What did you tell her?�


�I told her I was in love.�


�You didn�t!�


�No I didn�t,� he said with a smile,
�but I am�in love.�  As much as he could take his eyes off the road, we looked
at each other, knowing everything had changed because of this weekend.


�Oh, Richie, you can�t feel that
way�you can�t.�


�Sure I can.  My whole life I�ve been
led around by other body parts.  This time I�m being led by my heart.  Please
give me a chance�please.�


�But, Richie dear, we�re both married
to other people, and real life is a lot more complicated than what goes on
during excursions on your boat.�


�Who says it has to be complicated? 
We don�t have kids.  We don�t need to worry about divorces just yet.  Let�s
live together and see how things go, okay?�


�This is serious.  This isn�t like
taking a car out on a test drive.�


�Yes, I know,� he said, and we tabled
the discussion.  We arrived at the marina, and there were Paul and Megan
waiting for us.


With a puzzled look on his face, Paul
said to us, �You two?  �What�s going on?  �Where�s Barb?�


Richie looked at me, like he wasn�t
sure how to answer his brother�s questions and wanted me to do so.  I said,
�Barb is spending the weekend with Ivan��


�And you�re spending the weekend with
Bro,� Paul interjected, �You guys really swapped?�


Paul�s demeanor was hard to judge,
but somehow he looked pissed off.  I put a hand on his chest and said, �Whoa,
Paul, don�t sweat it.  Let�s have a nice cruise.�


Megan took him by the arm and said a
few things that amounted to mind your own business.  I wondered if her
husband�s desires for me were that obvious, and had gotten to her too.  Richie
kissed me on the cheek as he gave my ass a love-pat.  That certainly was for
his brother�s benefit.  As we climbed aboard, Randy and Linda were approaching
on the dock.  Was it possible the bodybuilder had bulked up even more?  He had
a large cooler perched on one broad shoulder, and yelled �Ahoy there!� as they
neared.  �This cruise is now catered!�  Randy carried the large container
aboard as if it was nothing, and the other two men were smart enough not to
offer help.


While the men played sailor and got
us going (do you �launch� a yacht?) we women got caught up on happenings and
gossip.  Megan and Linda only had one news tidbit they wanted to talk about,
and that was me and Richie.


�You really swapped husbands for the
weekend?� Linda said with awe in her voice.  �Damn, you and Richie!  I never
would have thought.�  She probably would have been less shocked if my weekend
was with Paul, but I was glad she didn�t bring that up in front of Megan.  She
continued, �Of course I�m not surprised about your husband and Barbara.  I saw
how he was after her all the time on the last cruise.�


Megan piped in, �You seem pretty okay
with this.  Are you okay, Judy?�


�Actually I�m quite fine with it.�


�Probably sore too,� Linda said, and
then laughed.  Megan and I joined her.


Richie hollered out, �What�s so
funny?�


I answered, �Nothing, dear. Just girl
talk.�


Paul looked at Richie and said,
�Dear?�


Richie�s answer was a what-can-I-say
shrug.  It was Randy�s turn to laugh.


As we sailed out into the bay, Linda
and I decided that it wasn�t too cool for bikinis so we went below to change
into them.  Megan had her miniscule thong bikini on underneath her clothes, so
she simply stripped.  While changing, Linda wanted to know more about the �swap,�
as she called it.  I told her about the proposition Ivan made at the tail end
of our last cruise, and that Richie had since told me it was Barbara�s idea.


�You think your marriage is over?�
she asked me.


�Hard to tell,� I said, �Seems it�d
be very difficult to go back now, wouldn�t it?�


�I guess so.  I mean, Randy and I are
pretty open in our marriage, but at the end of the day there�s nobody I�d
rather live with.�


�If I use the same logic, then maybe
my marriage is over.  I don�t know��


We went topside and enjoyed the sun
and the gentle sea breeze.  Like campers around a fire, Randy regaled us with
stories of his youth.  �I was the proverbial ninety pound weakling when I was a
kid.  Wasn�t until college I started working out and firming up some muscle. 
When I made the connection between muscles and getting laid,� he chuckled,
�there was no turning back.�


�All I know,� I said to Randy, �was
that when I saw you fucking Alisa, I was ready to beg for mine.�


Linda said, �That�s exactly how I
felt when I saw Richie�s cock.�  She giggled like a schoolgirl.


�That�s why we�re a perfect match,�
Randy said.  �Linda and I are both extremely physical.  That�s probably why
we�ve worked at our bodies the way we do.�


�I�ll say you two are physical,� I
said, remembering the threesome we had on the island last cruise.  �You shamed
me into working out more.�


�It shows,� Randy said with a smiling
glance of appraisal.  �Though you were pretty hot to begin with, right Lin?�


Linda answered, �Yeah.  He told me
right off that he wanted a threesome with you and me, but he figured you had
something going on with Paul so we waited.�


I looked over at Paul, who remained
silent throughout the conversation.  �Ever since my first cruise I think I�ve
been an equal opportunity fuck,� I said, chuckling.


Paul finally spoke up, �Are you still
one?�


Enough was enough.  �Stop it, Paul. 
We�ve gone over this before; you have no claim on me, no more than Ivan does
after this weekend.�


Looks were exchanged all around. 
Megan seemed absolutely hurt by the turn in the conversation, so there was no
doubt in my mind she knew her husband�s desires.  I thought, �free� love
sometimes has a price after all.  I had become living proof of that maxim.


Randy shouted to Richie, �Which
island are we headed for today, my friend?�


Richie yelled back a name, but it was
meaningless to the rest of us.  They bantered back and forth until Richie
laughed and shouted, �Two islands ago.�


�Why didn�t you say that before?�
Randy said, laughing.


Megan had cuddled up close to Linda. 
She declared, �I don�t know if it�s the rocking of the boat or the sea air, but
these trips always make me horny.  Goddam, just look at these nipples!�  Her
nipples were difficult to ignore at any time, but now they were indeed extra
hard and poking at her skimpy top.


Linda laughed and said, �Let me see,�
and pulled Megan�s bikini top up to expose them.  Megan�s tits are really all
nipple; not much breast bump and only dime-sized areolas. The nipples were
truly something to behold�and more�as Linda first tweaked one and then the
other, before leaning over to suck on the closer of the two.  Megan immediately
groaned in appreciation.


We moved away from the duo and let
them go at it, but not before with a chuckle Randy removed his wife�s bikini. 
�Saves her the trouble,� he said.  Megan�s thong was pulled aside and Linda was
licking away.  The muscle tone contrast between the two women was striking. 
Megan was a stick figure, really, with the angular, bony hips of a young boy. 
On the other hand, Linda was an amazing hardbody, muscles honed to perfection
without the overdone grotesqueness of some female bodybuilders.


Paul was watching Linda�s perfect ass
with keen interest.  He glanced over at Randy and made a few head bobbing
gestures.  Wordlessly asking permission was what he was doing.  Randy moved an
open palm toward his wife, as if to say go ahead if you want, it�s all right
by me.  Paul dropped his shorts, exposing his erection, and moved behind
Linda.  She didn�t even flinch when he positioned his cockhead at her opening
and pushed.  She never looked back either.


I sat on Randy�s lap as we watched
the show.  �She didn�t flinch,� I said.


He untied my top and cast it aside. 
His hands were caressing my breasts as his cock poked at my ass.  �She�s the
most physical woman I�ve ever met,� he said. �To her sex is like a steak dinner
to some people, something to be completely savored� enjoyed with gusto.�


�Steak dinner, huh?� I laughed, but
my laughter was tinged with arousal.  The man�s muscled arms held me as if
sitting on his lap placed me in a fleshy, steel cocoon.  I felt like a kid
again in my daddy�s arms, and I told him so.


�You�re a special lady, Judy.  I
don�t know where you�ve come from in your life, but you�re a breath of fresh
air in this phony world.  I hope whatever you do�Richie or Ivan or whatever�you
stay happy.�


Neither one of us said another word. 
I wanted him to fuck me but it just didn�t seem right at the moment, so we
watched the threesome culminate their lovemaking.  Megan�s moans grew in
intensity until her back arched.  Linda was cumming too as Paul pulled out and
coated her back and ass.  They were so loud in climaxing that I saw Richie
crane his neck to get a better view.  With Richie, even with shorts on there
was no mistaking HE had an erection.  Randy and I waved to him at the
helm, and he waved back with a hearty laugh.


The island was as I remembered it. 
Randy volunteered to be the ferryman, rafting the cooler and other stuff over
as the rest of us swam to shore.  We laid out blankets, got beers out of the
cooler, and got naked.


I cuffed Richie�s dick and asked,
�Did you feel left out back there on the boat?�


He gave me a light kiss and said, �I
always feel left out when I see you in someone else�s arms, especially the ones
with all the muscles.�


Randy said, �I heard that.  You wanna
arm wrestle for her?�


�You�d win for sure, but I�d have to
try even if it meant a broken arm.  Why don�t we cock wrestle instead?�


Randy laughed.  �Is there such a
thing?�


Linda quipped, �If there is then I�LL
wrestle it into submission, cock or no cock.�


�Uncle!� her husband cried out, waving
his arms in mock surrender.


Linda, Megan and I relaxed while the
men gathered twigs and fallen tree limbs to use as firewood.  The inner Boy
Scout emerged from all three as they used a small spade Richie had sent over on
the raft to dig a fire pit in the loose, sandy soil and make a fire.


Linda said, �You know, we�re three
lucky broads.  Look at those guys�all sweaty.  They�re fine, manly specimens,
all muscles and cocks, and they all know how to use the entire package.�


Megan turned to me and said, �Are you
lucky, Judy?�


I stared at Richie as he worked,
sweat-coated as Linda observed, lean muscles rippling, cock swinging, and
always with that exuberant grin on his face.  �Yeah, I�m lucky,� I answered
her.


�Do you think this swap thing is long
term?� Megan asked.


�I really don�t know, but I do feel
like I crossed some sort of line in the sand, and maybe there�s no going back
regardless.�


�I like you Judy,� Megan said. �I
like you a lot more than my sister-in-law, so I hope you stay with Richie.  I
think you�re good for him too.�


Whether her sentiments had anything
to do with her husband�s attraction to me or not, I considered what she said,
and basically agreed.  I think I am good for him, damn it.


As I was speaking with Megan, Linda
was touching me in places I expected Megan to touch.  Linda was watching the
men while she squeezed one of my breasts, saying �Look at those guys!  I think
we should grab them and fuck the living daylights out of them!�


Megan said, �Who gets who?�


�Gang bang�does it matter?� Linda
replied as she was rising.


The sight of three horny women
jumping three surprised men would be priceless if we had an audience.  I
grabbed the first cock I found and deep throated the thing.  Thankfully it
wasn�t Richie�s or I would�ve been choking to death.  We were in a six body wet
tangle before the first cock entered the first vagina.  When I was penetrated
from behind, the solid hold he had on my hips hinted to me that it was Randy. 
His thrusting wasn�t tame; he pounded into me, and I responded in ways that
would have been foreign to me in the past.


�OH GODDDDDDDDDDDDDD!� I crooned in a
guttural tone, almost a growl.  Wave after wave of orgasmic contractions jolted
me, and I was glad I didn�t have a cock in my mouth at that moment.  As we
climaxed and fell away, the last duo in action, Richie and Megan, were about to
cum.  While I was being fucked, I�d heard Megan scream something about her
womb, so I assumed the skinny, bi spinner was being skewered by Richie�s
flagpole, and her cervix was the flag.  As she came, her screams told us that
the flag was waving.


With semen dribbling from all of us,
we dug out the food and more drink, and partied on around the fire.  Megan
candidly admitted it was only the second time she�d ever fucked her brother-in-law. 
Richie joked that his cock was a bit larger than Maria�s tongue, and asked if
Megan was okay.  She laughed and replied, �I�ll be sore for days, but I�m
okay.�  Her post-coital glow (it wasn�t from the fire) confirmed the fact.


I sat next to Richie, his arm around
me.  I said, �This�ll probably be the last cruise for the year�getting colder.�


�Not the weather, exactly, but I do
have to put the boat into dry-dock for some work, so this is as good a time as
any.� 


�You love this, don�t you,� I said.


He thought for a moment, and then
said, �I know you don�t mean the sex.�  He gestured at the other couples,
similarly in intimate conversation, �Isn�t this how it should be, good, loving
friends letting their hair down and having fun?  Look at them, and remember
some of the boat trips you�ve been on.  Everyone�s having fun, better than some
stale and pretentious cocktail party.�


�But the ocean has something to do
with it too, right?�


�Yes, and also these little islands. 
Remember how we joked once about being Adam and Eve?  The vastness of the
water, its solitude, its own sounds away from civilization somehow fulfill a
need in me.  I wish I could live on an island like this.�


�And leave all your toys behind?� I
asked kiddingly.


His gaze went from afar to me, and he
said, �I�d never need things�toys as you call �em�if you were my mate in the
Garden of Eden.�


At another time, I probably would
have joked that his cock was the serpent, as I had before, but my heart was in
a different place now.  �Oh�Richie�that�s the sweetest thing to say.  I know
you mean it, and I guess I don�t know what I�ve done to warrant��


He didn�t let me finish.  �You being
you; that�s what you�ve done.  I�ve concluded this weekend that I can�t live
without you, Judy, but I won�t be a jerk and push it.�


�You�re a sweet jerk,� I said, and
then brought my lips to his.  We kissed for so long that our audience�Megan,
Paul, Linda and Randy�began clapping in appreciation.  When our lips parted, I
added, �I�ve made my decision.  Ivan and Barbara be damned.�


Richie�s smile was like a lottery
winner�s, ear-to-ear.  �You�ll live with me?�


�I�ll live with you, and let the rest
of the shit take care of itself.�


More kissing, until I heard Randy
exclaim, �I see some serious stiffening going on!�


Megan chimed in, �Look at those
nipples of hers!�


Linda said, �That cock of his needs a
home!�


Paul chuckled and added, �I�d say
�get a room� but that won�t apply out here!�


The sky and the surrounding ocean
waters were our �room� as we began to make love.  Indeed, the act was unlike
the wild coupling associated with past island orgies.  He did me missionary,
and our eyes remained locked throughout.  He started to say something about
�love� but I shushed him.  Love would come later; I was cumming now.


I was surprised that our audience had
moved in closer.  As Richie and I relaxed in post-coital torpor, four other
bodies closely clustered around us.  Soon, Richie and I were the audience.


He whispered in my ear, �What a
contrast that is,� meaning Randy and Megan.  The small, thin woman was dwarfed
by the muscled bodybuilder as they fucked.  I knew the sexual connotation of
the word �spinner,� but this was the first time it truly meant anything to me,
watching Megan go at it.


While Paul and Linda, and Megan and
Randy banged away, I asked Richie how we would handle things going forward. 
�The weekend just got a bit longer,� I said.


�We�ll figure it out when we get back
home.�


His home.


Now my home?


Unlike the lingering aftereffects of
a passing ocean wave, I felt the suction of the approaching one.  Did houses
matter?  Since no pang of real estate regret welled up in me, I figured it was
a sign that I wouldn�t regret leaving Ivan either.  Like the long-passed ocean
wave, I had to stop dwelling on what changed in our marriage�or what changed in
me.  Ivan had been right, however.  The boat cruises had altered me, but not
just my libido as he�d hoped.  I�d come to view my life much more viscerally
now.  Carpe Diem.  And if things with Barbara didn�t work out, Ivan would have
his very own O. Henry ending.


When the shadows grew longer, we
packed things up for the sail home.  Back on the boat, we threw on clothes
because of the chillier sea air and had a last beer (one �for the road� doesn�t
work when you�re on a boat, does it?)


Megan gave me a more passionate kiss
than I expected, though from her it wasn�t that shocking.  �I hope you and
Richie are happy together,� she said when done.


Paul soon took his wife�s place at my
side, and said, �My brother won the prize, I guess.�


I looked at him sternly and replied,
�It wasn�t a contest, and I�m not a prize!�


Smiling, he put his hands up in mock
surrender.  �I know.  I know.  I�m kidding.  I admit to the sibling rivalry
shit, but you�ll always be special to me, so I�m happy for you and Richie.�  He
motioned toward his wife.  �I want you to know that Megan and I are working
harder on our marriage and that things are better than ever.  I love her
tremendously�� then he leaned closer and whispered, �yet that doesn�t mean I
won�t look forward to seeing you on the next cruise.�


I smacked the handsome, smiling
hooligan on the arm and said, �That�s what got Ivan in trouble, remember that.�
He made a stately bow and then we both laughed our asses off.


After we docked, Randy and Linda
echoed what Megan and Paul had said, wishing me well.  �I�m sure we�ll get
together before sailing season next year,� Randy said with an exaggerated leer.


His wife elbowed him and joked,
�You�ll �get together� with her in your dreams, buddy boy.�


�I�m sure I will,� he responded before
laughing, getting another elbow in the ribs for his trouble.


As we pulled out of the marina�s
parking lot, Richie asked, �You like them, don�t you?�


�Randy and Linda are a fun couple. 
I�m glad you invited them.�  He seemed pleased at my assessment, which was
welcome, since any jealousy now would not presage a good relationship.


I turned on my cell phone and called
Ivan.  �How was your weekend?� I asked him.  He went on at length about how
much fun they had and then hemmed and hawed around the question that needed
answers.  Eventually he confessed that he and Barb wanted to continue the
�swap.�  I gave Richie a wink as I listened.  �If that�s what you two want,
Ivan, then I guess it�s okay with me.  Why don�t I come over and get more of my
things?�


Not much was said as I packed a
couple of suitcases.  Barbara was nearly naked as she told me what my husband
had told me�they�d �hit it off� and wanted to prolong the fun.  Thankfully,
Richie had remained in the car.  Their ebullience spared me from having to
justify my decision.  Ivan helped me with the suitcases, loading my car.  �I�m
happy for you,� I said, and kissed him on the cheek.  �It�s been something,
hasn�t it?�  He didn�t look like he got the finality of it all.  It would sink
in soon enough.  I followed Richie to my new home.


Richie�s nervousness and insecurity
resurfaced now that we were at his house and not out on the boat.  Like a
mother hen, he hovered around me, asking every few minutes if I wanted anything
and if I was comfortable.


�Will you stop it, please,� I
begged.  �I�m a big girl, and if I need anything I�ll ask.  Please, just relax
and be yourself.�


He laughed and admitted how surreal
it was to have me there and not his wife.  �I�m happy, and I want you to be happy.�


�I�m happy,� I said, and it was the
truth.  Although comfortable was a word I couldn�t use yet (comfort would come
in time) happy was.  I wasn�t going to fret over the long-term picture, but
right now I was happy to be in Richie�s house, to be in his thoughts, to be in
his bed.  �Let�s relax, watch television, nothing more, okay?�


He fetched a bottle of Sauvignon
Blanc that he said was a special vintage, saved for a special occasion.  �I�d
say this is a special occasion.�  We toasted to the future.


We watched an on-demand movie comedy
that wasn�t as funny as I thought it would be.  As I sat next to him on the
sofa, sipping wine while watching the movie, I thought about that word
again�comfortable. This turned out to be quite a comfortable evening after
all.  As we grew bored with the movie, we conversed about nothing at all, small
talk really, and that was perfectly okay with me.  Normal.  Comfortable, even.


When he set my wine glass down and
kissed me, the heat, the passion was palpable.  Whether it would stand the test
of time was anyone�s guess, but the flame of desire claimed us.  He guided me
to his bedroom�our bedroom now�and silently undressed me.  I lay on the bed
while he undressed.  The sight of his cock never ceased to stagger me.  As we
women know, size does matter.  His cock would wait, for right now his
tools of choice were his lips and tongue.  He worked at my nipples until they
were achingly stiff.  He worked at a special spot for me, my cleavage zone, on
my chest high up between my breasts.  Ivan never got it, but some innate
intuition brought Richie�s lips right to the spot.  As I moaned my pleasure, he
trailed his mouth downward, pausing at my navel before sensually continuing to
my clit, which by that time probably jutted out like a small dick waiting to be
sucked.


He encircled it with his lips and
sucked lightly, occasionally flicking his tongue against my hot little pearl of
flesh.  �Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,� I moaned loudly as the first of several orgasms
swept through me.


I turned over onto my stomach and
raised my ass a bit.  By that time he was hard, not requiring any foreplay on
my part to get him there.  He slipped into me like that, from behind.  As with
our first time, I thought, God, could I get used to this.  His thrusting
was paced perfectly, using his amazing full length in rhythmic splendor.  I
rested my head on the pillow and let him bring me to heaven.


When I groaned �Faster!� he
complied.  The second orgasm caused me to scream out, which propelled him
farther into me, assaulting my cervix; my �Ooomph� utterances getting lost amid
the �I�m cumming!� and �Oh God!� parts.


He commented later that he loved the
way my vaginal contractions �squeezed the cum� out of him.  This was confirmed
by the copious amount of semen dribbling from me.


No sex the rest of the night.  


At first, mornings were surreal as I
showered and dressed for work.  He didn�t have to go into his office until
later so each morning he made me coffee and saw me off with a kiss and a
playful pat on the ass.  Coworkers homed right in on the fact I wasn�t wearing
my wedding ring anymore.  I didn�t feed them anything to gossip about.  Evening
dinners were surprisingly fun affairs.  He turned out to be a good cook, so we
worked together in the kitchen, and experimented a lot.  Some meals didn�t
work, but most were special, and all were fun.  Every day brought new
revelations about the new man in my life.  He took me to dinner and dancing
often, and with boyish wonder told me repeatedly how great I looked.  After a
couple of weeks, I had a difficult time picturing Barbara doing the things with
him that I was doing.  And I figured his cock was a bonus.


 �Have you heard from Ivan at all?�
he asked me over dinner one evening.


�Not a word.�


�I have talked to Barb on the phone,
and she sounds happy.  I didn�t think it was time to talk divorce with her, but
I�m going to bring it up soon.�


Divorce: the final frontier.  He was
right, sooner or later I�d have to speak with Ivan.


After dinner, he went to shower.  One
thought of him and I got naked and followed.  When I pulled the shower curtain
aside, he looked at me and his dangling cock danced a two step and rose a bit. 
�Mind if I join you?� I said, and I heard the mischievous tone in my voice.


When he entered me, I kept thinking
about what he told me when we first met; that he never had to work at wooing a
woman, since his magnificent cock usually did the work for him.  His cock
hadn�t wooed me, but I�ll be damned if it didn�t fill me to the depth of my
vagina much like the rest of him filled my psyche.


As I climaxed under the hot shower
spray, I thought, this IS going to work out nicely, isn�t it?


Next season�s boat trips will be
quite interesting.
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�I discovered a new island.�


�Should I call you Columbus, Richie?
What exactly do you mean by �discovered?� I�m sure wherever it is it�s on
somebody�s map.�


�Of course it is.  What I mean
is�well�it�s owned by some trust, but nobody goes there, and it�s gorgeous. 
Great place for a party.�


I�ve learned to recognize that tone
of voice coming from Richie, those times he�s called about another cruise on
his boat.  It was his regression to what I thought of as his Tom Sawyer
personality.  Richie didn�t get horny like the rest of us.  He became a kid
again.  After all, when you�re hung like he is, you don�t have to work very
hard to get laid.  The women always lined up.  Except me.


From the first time on his yacht last
summer, I was the reluctant one, holding back, not quite sure how I fit in with
the swingers on board.  My husband sure wanted to be part of the fun.  I was
simply his ticket to the game.  What we didn�t foresee was how easily I would
be seduced by the lifestyle.  Richie�s brother Paul was the first seducer. 
Eventually I had Richie�s amazing cock buried in my vagina and I haven�t looked
back.  It�s taken more than a year for my husband Ivan to come to terms with my
newfound sensuality.  Swinging on Richie�s boat (and fucking Richie�s wife
Barbara) had been his fantasy, and it took a while for him to accept that I was
into it as much or more than he was.


Richie and I talked some more on the
phone until I had all the details of who and where.  Many of the usual cruisers
would be aboard, he told me, including the young couple who�d been such a
surprise last time�Josh, the hunk, who had turned out to have a bi streak, and
his quiet, Barbie-clone wife Alisa, who enjoyed getting gang-banged�both
providing great theater.  Richie mentioned some other couples I hadn�t met as
possibilities, though he didn�t mention his brother.  The sibling rivalry was
alive and well, and its focal point was an unlikely person, me.


It sounded like the usual fun.  I
couldn�t wait to tell Ivan.


I�ve been more earnest lately in my
workouts.  It�s not surprising that when you bare everything in front of a
group, you want to look good, and I�ve put the extra effort in.  Ivan now
accepts and likes the new and improved me, once he controlled his jealousy,
that is.


The Saturday of the cruise was a
prototypical gorgeous summer day in these parts.  Not a cloud in the sky, and a
slight sea breeze to keep the heat down.  Ivan and I arrived early, yet three
couples were already on board besides Captain Richie and Barb.  Carlos and
Maria were there in tanned splendor.  The Hispanic duo was a fun couple who
were both comfortably and casually bisexual.  My old friend Janet and her
husband Walt were also aboard, with Janet already hovering around Richie,
wanting desperately to be first in line while Walt talked up our hostess,
Barbara.  The third were strangers, and we introduced ourselves all around.


The newcomers were Linda and Randy,
and both had muscles on top of muscles, straining the fabric of what they were
wearing.  �We�re devoted bodybuilders,� Linda said, though the fact was rather
obvious.  A year ago I would have banished the thought from my mind, but now I
was already fantasizing what it would be like to be taken by the very handsome
muscleman. I didn�t know if I�d have the chance, but I certainly would try, I
thought.


Paul, Megan, Josh and Alisa arrived
together, and the way a flushed Megan hung to an equally flush Alisa made me
wonder if they�d already been at it in the back seat on the way to the marina.


Richie began his sailing preparations,
so this was it as far as passengers were concerned.  Richie guided the big boat
out of the marina and toward the open bay while the rest of us mingled.  Paul
was intent on speaking with me, as intent as his wife�s obvious desire to speak
with Maria.


�I can�t wait to see all of you,� he
said.  �As impossible as it sounds to me, you�re looking better than ever, and
I want to see the parts I can�t see right now.�


�Is that all you want?  To see?�


�Shit, no!  You know what I want. 
What I always want.�


I knew.


We grabbed beers and caught up on
happenings, adroitly avoiding his brother Richie in the conversation.  As we sailed
out of the bay, each of us went below and either changed into our suits or
removed the outer clothing layer to expose them.  I still was in awe of Maria�s
sultry beauty.  She was a goddess in a bikini, and you could see how proud
Carlos was, even if these cruises were an excuse for her to indulge in lesbian
liaisons.  I also was in awe of Megan.  Wearing the smallest thong bikini I�d
ever seen, her very skinny frame and flat chest made her look like a
cross-dressing boy, until you saw her amazing nipples that begged to be
sucked.  I�d sucked them before with pleasure.


Barbara also wore a miniscule string
bikini, but her surgically enhanced breasts strained the top like Megan never
could.  This was the first cruise where my husband didn�t go for Barb first. 
Ivan�s attention was riveted on Linda, who with all her muscles looked
otherworldly in a bikini.  Randy watched Ivan and his wife with a bemused look
on his face, like he would be surprised if Linda went for my husband with
hunkier men like Paul and Carlos on board.  That�s about the time Janet
cornered him, and his attention.


As Richie �drove� (I know, that�s not
the right word but that�s how I thought of it) the mingling was done in four
groupings.  Carlos, Maria, Megan, Josh and I made up one group.  Barbara, Paul
and Walt were the second.  The third group was Linda, Alisa and Ivan, while the
fourth was Janet and Randy off by themselves on the port side (see, I�m
learning).  Alisa must have figured Ivan�s attention was fully on Linda, since
she drifted away and joined Barb, Walt and Paul.


�We are sailing farther today, aren�t
we?� Paul hollered to his brother.


�I told you,� Richie answered.  �The
island is up the coast a bit.  We�re still an hour or so away.�  Richie looked
at us all and said, �I suppose we�re far enough out to get comfortable.�


That meant it was time for our bikini
tops to come off.


I flushed a bit when I saw Randy ogle
my tits.  Barb�s were bigger, after all, and I thought Maria�s were firmer, but
I was still proud of my melons and was happy Randy liked them enough to stare. 
Randy�s wife Linda seemed to be enjoying Ivan�s attention; that was until she
saw Richie kick away his shorts.  Richie�s cock was always breathtaking when
you first saw it, and Linda wasn�t breathing.  Would Linda be Richie�s first
today?


You see, that was half the
fun�keeping score.  Wondering who would hook up with whom and how often.  My own
dilemma was which brother would demand more of me.  My bet was on Paul today. 
However, like last time, it was his wife who approached me first.


�Hi, Judy.  I was just thinking about
the last cruise and how good you tasted.�  Megan pressed her stiff, mushroom
cap shaped nipples into me.


�Yeah, it was fun, Megan, but I hope
you won�t be mad at me for declining this time.�


She laughed, sounding like a little
girl, and said, �That�s okay, I know you�d rather have sex with my husband
anyway, so go for it.  I�ll be alright.�  A quick glance between Megan and
Maria and I knew who she�d be �alright� with.


Randy approached me, and we talked
for a while, getting to know more about each other.  He snuck looks at my tits
and I snuck looks at his impressive pecs.  He and his wife were both swingers
and exhibitionists.  They liked going to swinger parties and �putting on a
show� as he put it.  �We have our fantasies, as I�m sure you and Ivan have,� he
answered when I asked him if they swapped.


�What�re your fantasy?�


�You�ve got a great rack,� he said
after a while; answering without answering.


�Thank you, Randy.  And you have a
great�everything,� I said, and then added, �though of course I haven�t seen everything
yet.�


�I could easily get into the mood
here and take my shorts off�just for you.�


�That�s up to you,� I said, then
seeing Linda naked and rubbing herself against an equally naked Josh like a cat
in heat, I continued, �It looks like your wife has already made that decision.�


�She is something, isn�t she?  I want
to watch this,� he said.  �He looks like a stud.  Can this Josh dude deliver
the goods?�


�You�ll see,� I said, not fully
understanding what �deliver the goods� meant to the bodybuilder.


On the last cruise, Megan and I had
broken the ice (bad summertime metaphor?)  This time it would be Josh and
Linda.  I�d never really seen a woman bodybuilder naked before.  Linda wasn�t
so muscle-bound as to be unrecognizable as feminine.  What was most impressive
to me was the fact that along with her superbly defined musculature, she didn�t
have an ounce of body fat on her.  She was toned, tanned and taut, with small,
upturned, pointed breasts with small areolas, and nipples that could poke
someone�s eye out.  Interestingly, besides Randy playing voyeur and watching his
wife with great intensity, Alisa took her eyes off Richie�s cock long enough to
play voyeur herself and watch her buff husband with Linda.


The two of them put on quite the
show�porn movie quality, for sure.  They pounded away at each other in one
position, and then switched effortlessly to another as if the sex had been
choreographed. I was extremely aroused watching them as I was certain everyone
else was too.  The only thing that distracted me from the spectacle was the
sight of Richie�s erection; a mast one could drape a sail from, for sure.  


Linda and Josh looked equally
comfortable �on top,� when leading the sex act.  By the look and sound of her,
Linda had orgasmed at least twice before Josh pulled out while in the
missionary position, spraying a healthy stream of ejaculate all over her sweaty
and heaving abdomen and chest.  We all cheered enthusiastically.


The soap opera that these cruises on
Richie�s boat inevitable became was now introducing a new episode.  The
gorgeous Alisa, who up to now had seemed eager to party and let her bisexual
husband explore his gay side, suddenly looked extremely jealous watching Josh
screw the super-fit female bodybuilder.  This it seemed didn�t match her
expectations.  Of course, her reaction was to throw herself at Randy.


If they didn�t know better, anyone
watching me would assume Paul was my husband, seeing how he never left my side
throughout the outbound trip.  �You�re enjoying this, aren�t you?� Paul asked
me as we watched Linda and Josh finish, and Alisa and Randy commence.


�Don�t you?� I said, but I got my
answer through touch as I unabashedly reached over to grasp his erection
through his shorts.  �That was some pretty hot action; and I think this will be
too,� pointing toward the muscleman and the Barbie-doll making out. 


�You sound as if you�d rather watch
than participate.�


I thought for a few seconds, and then
said, �I guess it depends on who I�m watching and who I�m participating with.�


All of us mostly naked by now, we
watched Alisa and Randy get it on, like some sort of floor show.  Richie was
having a hard time concentrating on steering the boat, his cock still
magnificently erect while sneaking glances at the action.  Though watching,
Megan and Maria were caressing each other�s body parts, while Ivan openly
finger-fucked a reclining Janet, who by the looks of things was in turn
watching Richie and probably not thinking of Ivan at all.


When Randy lifted the petite woman
and impaled her on his rigidity, I vowed to myself to fuck the man before the
day was up.  He used Alisa as he would a barbell; lifting her up and setting
her down.  She wrapped her legs around his hips and took him all in, the wet
shaft of his cock glossy in the sunlight.  Up, down.  Up, down.  Josh didn�t
look like he had any issue with his wife fucking, like she obviously had with
him.  Instead, he was hard and most likely wondering what it would be like if HE
was the one being impaled.  Up, down.  Up, down�makes the world go-round.


Linda wasn�t paying much attention to
what her husband was doing.  Instead, she walked to the helm and was
chatting up Richie.  Actually, she wasn�t just chatting.  She was leisurely
stroking his cock while Richie could be overheard asking her to wait and allow
him to pilot the boat.  �You�ll be first, I promise,� I heard him say,
wondering if he�d made the same promise to others.


The Randy and Alisa Show was reaching
its climax (ha-ha).  The stereotypical voyeurs, Paul and I were spellbound.  I
was dripping.  Paul was absently tweaking one of my nipples while I held his
rigid cock.  �Oh hell!� I uttered and stood up and sat back down on Paul�s
erection, taking it all into my well-lubricated vagina right to his balls.  As
I bounced upon Paul, we drew some of the attention away from Alisa and Randy. 
I knew I was going to cum quickly, and in the haze of my approaching orgasm I
saw Richie staring at me.


Alisa and I made one hell of a
two-part harmony as we sang to the ocean.


Since the sex so far had been like a
show, the lady of the boat, Barbara, had to at least try to upstage everyone
else.  She took on Carlos and Walt in a frenzied threesome.  Her firm,
augmented breasts kept up an interesting jiggle as one tickled her tonsils and
the other reamed her vagina.  Carlos was a handsome devil with a great ass, and
so I particularly enjoyed watching his cheeks thrust and scrunch as he pounded
into Barb.  The cumshots that each man saved for her chest and face were
spectacular.  I never liked facials; I was the one leaking Paul�s creampie, and
that was my preference.


We were indeed farther out than we�d
been on earlier cruises.  Richie told us we were close before any of us
actually saw land.  As we neared the island, I was surprised to see a dock and
a few cabins.


Paul asked his brother, �Are you sure
it�s okay for us to be here?�


�Sure,� Richie said.  �No one comes
out here this time of year.  Let�s party!�


Richie maneuvered the boat expertly
along the dock, and with some help from the men we were soon secure and hauling
stuff onto the island.  The cabins weren�t much to look at, but there was a
picnic area in the middle of them, like some sort of rustic town square.  Ivan,
Walt and Randy practically tripped over themselves getting a fire started in a
fire pit that had already been fortuitously stocked with firewood.  I guess
proficiency in building a fire was a sign of virility in the Neanderthal
period�and things haven�t changed much since.


It was the firewood that bothered me
more than anything else.  Why would it be there if the place wasn�t used? I�d
have to press Richie later.


Food came first, then sex.  We cooked
and ate our fill before Barbara spewed her pheromones or whatever, and had the
fire-builders�my husband, Walt and Randy�sniffing around.  She took the three
of them on in one of her patented gang bangs as the rest of us watched and
cheered.  Walt was the first to cum, but by that time his wife, Janet, along
with Alisa and Linda were all over Richie, got him hard, and began jockeying
for the �pole� position.


�I never took Carlos for being bi,�
Paul said, sitting next to me again.


I looked around the clearing but
didn�t see either Carlos or Josh.  They�d snuck off again.


�Your wife with Maria?� I asked, not
seeing them either.


�Yep.  Why don�t we wander off into
the woods and see which couple we run into first, and then join them?�


�You�re incorrigible, you know that? 
Let�s do it!�


Paul and I found one of the cabin
doors ajar, went inside, and found Josh on his hands and knees on a cot with an
enthusiastic Carlos behind him.  When Carlos saw us he stopped, but Paul said,
�Go ahead, my good friend.  We�ll have our own party.�


Paul draped me over a low table and
went down on me.  As Barb�s orgasmic wail echoed across the island, my clit was
vibrating to a different beat�Paul�s expert tongue.  When I realized that he
was erect, I begged Paul to fuck me.  He turned me over onto my stomach on the
table and slid into me from behind.  He knew me by now, and the rhythm that
worked best on me.  I heard Carlos grunt in orgasm and wondered if he�d cum
inside the younger man.  No matter, Paul would soon cum inside me for the
second time today.


Paul whispered �It�s okay,� and I
wondered what he meant.  He stopped his thrusting for a moment, and when he
continued the pace was different somehow.  That�s when I heard Josh groan and
knew what was going on.  Josh was fucking Paul as Paul was fucking me!  The
train was a-chugging down the tracks!


When I came, my cries were louder
than Barbara�s.


By the time we all staggered back to
the clearing, the only sex going on was Alisa impaling herself on Richie.  I
figured that meant Linda got to be his first of the day, which was only
fair�the new gal having the pleasure of getting filled by Richie�s monster.  I
turned to Paul and said, �I won�t tell anyone.�


He smiled, and responded, �Don�t
worry.  It�s not a big deal to me.  These cruises are about doing things we
normally wouldn�t do, right?�


�I guess that�s the definition.�


�Look at you,� he said, cupping one
of my breasts and getting closer.  �I remember your first boat trip and how I
had to practically beg you out of your suit.  Now you�re even lustier than
Barb.�


�I doubt that.�


�Don�t be modest.�  He was now
hugging me there at the edge of the clearing.  �Confession time: there isn�t a
day that goes by when I�m not jealous of Ivan.  Judy, I wish I�d met you
earlier in my life.�


The kiss was hot, but only added fuel
to the fire that, instead of in my belly, was in my head.  How did I really
feel about Paul?  Was I somehow sending out unintended signals?  After all, I
was having the time of my life with these men, but was it anything more than
recreational sex?  As we walked to rejoin the group, I caught Richie looking at
me�us�with disdain.  My God, what have I created?


In common naked torpor we lounged
around the fire pit in twos and threes: Randy and Linda were arm-in-arm,
together again; Maria and Megan continuing where they left off in the woods; me
with Paul and Carlos; Ivan with Janet; Walt with Barbara; and Richie regaling
Josh and his wife, Alisa with one of his crazy stories, while both seemed
unable to take their eyes off his cock, now dormant and marvelously draped over
one thigh.


Ivan caught my eye and smiled,
silently mouthing, �Are you having fun?�


I smiled back and nodded.


Paul said, �He�s okay with it now,
isn�t he?�


�You mean Ivan, right?  Yes, he is. 
I thought his original sales pitch was pure bullshit, about it being good for
me, but the lug was right, it has been good for me.�


Carlos leaned over and chimed in,
�All I can say is Judy, you�re the best, and I�m glad Ivan talked you into
joining us.�


I basked in the glow of their
admiration. However, when I thought of what Paul had just said, I grasped the
full weight of my predicament.  As pleased as I was with the knowledge that the
guys, Paul and his brother in particular, desired me, I couldn�t shake the idea
I may be leading them on.  Perhaps I wasn�t the only one having a hard time
being casual about all this casual sex.


I found myself staring at Randy, watching
his taut muscles flex on every movement, no matter how subtle.  I�d just
chastised myself for being too casual about swinging sex, and here I was
fantasizing about being in the muscleman�s arms.  Randy, and thus his wife next
to him, caught me looking.  He smiled, said something to Linda, and they both
waved for me to join them.  Richie was cooking up a second round of food while
shooing away his most ardent cock-groupies, Alisa and Janet, as I walked to the
other side of the fire pit and sat down between Randy and Linda, after they
moved apart to make room for me.


�You�re pretty quiet for someone so
hot,� he said.


I glanced around the clearing as he
casually draped a muscular arm over my shoulder.  �I see Maria and Alisa and
Janet, not to mention your wife, and they�re all hotter than I am.�


He laughed, with Linda answering for
him.  �You�re hot in ways only a good man would see.  This man�s a good man,�
she said, meaning her husband.  Randy smiled at his wife�s tribute.  �I�ve seen
the way Paul and Richie look at you.  Josh too, for that matter.  You�ve got
something they all see, and want.�


�Now your embarrassing me,� I said.


�Don�t be,� Linda continued.  �I
admit I wanted a shot at Richie�s dick, and like a good boy he obliged.  That�s
what it looks like he does�oblige.  He was fucking the little hottie, Alisa,
and all the while I knew he was looking out for you and who you were with.�


�You must be exaggerating.�


Randy spoke up, �She�s right.
Richie�s eyes follow your every move.  Hell, mine do too.�


I tried to diffuse the sexual tension
with humor.  �You two are just saying these things to get into my panties.�


�YES!� they both said, nearly as
one.  Randy added, �Of course, you�re already out of your panties, so that�s
half the battle.�  That got the three of us laughing heartily.


My hand ran over his sculpted body,
muscle by muscle.  I never felt up a man of such steely formation before.  It
was a marvelous journey.  I eventually worked my way to his cock, and it was an
erect splendor all on its own, thick and veiny.  Meanwhile, Linda was caressing
my breasts until my nipples stiffened.  They don�t do that for just anyone.


Our foreplay was well underway when a
commotion stirred the group.  Another group of boaters had walked into the
clearing and were hooting in surprise and glee to find an unexpected bunch of
naked orgiasts.  They were four young couples, the girls in thong bikinis, with
no one looking older than college age.  What should surprise nobody, as soon as
Richie jumped up to greet them all the girls were focused on one thing, and one
thing only.


I heard one man say to Richie, �We
saw the boat�


��It�s cool�


��Figured we�d have this place to
ourselves�


��We can all have fun, right?�


The party crowd just got bigger. 
After exchanging nervous glances, the newcomers stripped off their bathing
suits and began passing beers around.  Three of the four girls immediately
became Richie�s harem.  The fourth girl seemed to surprise her boyfriend by
gravitating to Megan and Maria.  I thought, be careful what you wish for,
boys, as the four young men stood around, realizing they were already
excluded from the festivities.  Well, perhaps that was a hasty observation,
since with Barbara and Janet in this crew they wouldn�t be ignored for long.


No lines, no waiting.  All it took
was Barbara shaking her tits at the four guys and Janet dripping her usual
pheromones all over the place to get them going.  The two women divvied up the
boys like they were choosing sides for a softball game; and two threesomes slinked
off into separate cabins.  Before Randy and Linda returned to seducing me (an
easy task at this juncture) I looked on with amusement as Ivan, Paul, Walt and
Carlos, all with erections, stared at the voluptuous newcomers with the
realization they would collectively have to accept sloppy seconds since Richie
came first.  When it came to the girls, Richie always came first.


I was busy exploring Randy�s amazing
body when I uttered, �You�re so strong, so�perfect.�


�You like strong?� he said.


I palmed his veinous cock, which was
harder than ever, and purred �Yes.�


Linda chuckled when her husband
picked the two of us up and slung us over each shoulder, ass forward.  Like a
caricature of a caveman, he effortlessly carried us to one of the cabins
situated along the fringe of the central clearing, pushed the door open, and
went in.  He set his wife down before spinning me around so my legs were now
over his shoulders and his tongue right where I liked them.  My tits were being
teased by his rippling muscles.  I was staring down at the rather large head of
his cock, and was all ready to reach for it when Linda stepped into view and
slipped him between her parted lips.


I wanted to be fucked so badly like
he�d done Alisa on the boat, and I pleaded for it even as my body was ready to
surrender to orgasmic ecstasy right then and there.


Randy picked me up and effortlessly
lowered me onto his rigid shaft.  I slid over him very nicely.  I was now his
barbell, my legs wrapped around his narrow waist.  He fucked me hard like that,
as his wife hugged his side and played with his balls�I occasionally felt her
hand brush against my ass.


�Godddddddddddddddddddddddddddddddd!�
I screamed as my orgasm tore me into pieces.  I had one�or was it two�more
before he grunted and came deep within me.


I wasn�t done.  When Randy pried me
from his impaling cock  and set me down, Linda was there between my thighs and
tonguing me deeply, her husband�s cum mixing with mine making for a creamy
cocktail.  With a spasm, I came once more.


By the time we wandered back to the
fire pit, which had long ago burned itself down to embers, most all the
action�like our own�was done.  How many of the other �crew� Richie had fucked
was difficult to tell, though everyone looked happy.  The only missing folks
were Carlos and Maria as well as Josh and Alisa.  My imagination ran wild
wondering what combination that foursome was in at the moment.  I imagined
Carlos fucking Josh, while his wife dined on Alisa�s sweet pussy, however some
other combination was equally likely.  The island air could induce anything, I
was coming to realize.


Richie and Ivan were in deep
conversation when I approached, and as if they were caught with their pants
down, (which was a funny simile since both were naked) they quickly dropped
whatever they were talking about.  �Hi, honey.  I saw you with the muscle duo. 
Was it good?� Ivan said.


�You know a good woman doesn�t kiss
and tell, don�t you?�


Richie said, �You are that�a good
woman.  Ivan here is a lucky bastard.�


That�s when I got it.  �You two were
making a deal, weren�t you?  Like I�m a piece of meat?�


Richie laughed, and said, �Grade-A
Prime.�


One look at Richie�s boyish grin and
my anger dissipated as fast as it came on.  I laughed too.  �Well, what�s the
deal?� I asked.


Ivan sheepishly answered, �Richie and
I were talking about a swap some weekend.  Barb spending the night with me
while you and Richie��


�Am I the last to know?  Barbara�?�


Richie said, �Barb will go for
anything, you know that.  It�s your decision that counts.�


I looked at Ivan.  We�d come a long
way since last summer, each of us coming to terms with the no-regret sex on
Richie�s cruises, yet this was a monumental shift in our marriage.  Last summer
I took the brothers� infatuation �on shore� as I had brief dalliances with both
Paul and Richie.  Stoking their competitive, sibling nature along with their
libidos was a dumb idea, so I�ve since saved activity with them for the boat
cruises alone.


I asked my husband, �Is this your
idea?�


When he didn�t answer, Richie pulled
me aside and in a low voice said, �It�s my idea, Judy.  I want one night with
you.  That�s all I�ll ever get, and I know that.  Just one night.�


I glanced over at Ivan, and then said
to Richie, �He went along with it?  Swapping?�


Richie nodded.  �It�s still your
decision.  If you don�t want to, say no.  I�ll understand.�


How can a husband accept another
man�s desire for his wife, and basically barter her away?  Desire isn�t even
the correct word, since I knew Richie�s yearning went beyond infatuation and
the physicality of sex.  Did Ivan know how emotionally dangerous this game was
for all involved?  I walked back to Ivan and said to him, �If this is what you
want, then it�s a deal.  When are we doing this?�


My husband�s mood was hard to read. 
He answered, �It�s up to Richie and Barb.�  His tone sure sounded like one of
resignation.  Like an old yet valuable baseball card, I�d just been traded.


I walked away from both men, looking
for solace among the group.  I ended up speaking with two of the new guys�boys
really�about their girlfriends.  Both admitted that they�d lost them a bit,
chancing upon us here on the island, and it wasn�t just Richie�s cock.  I said,
�Like taking them to a club.  What can you do when they dance with a stranger?�


They both gave me the blankest of
stares.


�You dance with somebody else�s
girlfriend, right?  Have you guys done that?� I asked, pointing first at Alisa,
then around the clearing at Linda, Janet, Barbara, Maria and Megan in turn. 


�Oh yeah!� the cute one with the
curly hair and dimples said with a grin.  He and his buddy regaled me with
their own embellished description of the sex they�d had.  Dimples had high
praise for Barbara.  That, and the way he kept looking at my chest said he was
a tit man.


The other guy said, �Maybe we could,
like go into one of the cabins?� His cock twitched and rose a little.  Ah, the
exuberance of youth!


�Sorry, guys, I�m worn out.  Maybe
next time.�


I left them daydreaming about a next
time.


But it seemed I was one of the few not
worn out.  When Carlos and Josh teased me about being fucked by Randy the
bodybuilder, I teased them back to the point they both began to stiffen.  Like
kids at play, I laughed and led them into the woods where we found a nice patch
of soft moss.  Both Josh and Carlos were buff, energetic fuckers who I liked a
lot, and though I wasn�t worn out before, I was after our impromptu threesome
was finished.  Not one of my orifices was left unused, and I ended up with a
mossy-green ass and dirty knees, and semen everywhere.


�Christ, can you two cum!� I
exclaimed after I got my orgasm-rattled senses back.


The two loveable, handsome hunks
actually gave each other a high five!


I jumped onto Josh�s back and he gave
me a ride piggy-back style to re-join the others.  The three of us laughed and
giggled all the way.


Our gate-crashing young boat crew had
left while I was having my last bit of fun for the day.  We found the rest of
the group packing up and stowing things on the boat.  Paul approached and
wanted to know where I�d been.


I placed my palm on his chest and
said, �Whoa, buddy!  I�m not your wife, and even if I was, around here we can
do what we please.�


He looked at me sternly and asked the
question he really meant to ask.  �Is it true?  The swapping?�


�Yes, it is.  What�s the matter, Paul? 
You know there�s no basis in any of this jealousy of yours.  Like I reminded
both you and your brother after the last cruise, I don�t belong to anyone, not
even Ivan.  Whatever I choose to do, the decision�s mine.  Get used to it.�  I
went to help the others, not waiting for a response.


We got dressed and sat back for the
long sail home.  Ivan was clutching Barbara like a life-preserver, probably
planning out their special weekend.  From the helm, Richie took every chance he
had to look at me.  Maybe he was planning too.  Paul didn�t look.  With a scowl
on his face, he stayed to himself.  I sat with Linda and Randy.


They both said they enjoyed the
cruise�and me�and couldn�t wait for the next one.  Randy said, �Is everything
okay with you, Judy?�


�Why do you ask?�


�There�s something going on here
besides swinging.  Linda and I both see this shit with Richie and his brother. 
You be careful, woman.�


First Randy, then Linda kissed me.  The
tight little hardbody echoed her husband, �Be careful.  Be safe.�


Would I be?
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Summer
was here again, and that meant more fun cruises around the bay islands on
Richie�s boat.  My husband and I have had an agreed upon cease-fire since last
summer, and everything that went on after I stepped onto Richie�s yacht for the
first time.  It was Ivan�s idea, but my hubby soon learned the magnitude of his
mistake.  I came between the two brothers, Richie and Paul, an inevitable
occurrence since I came a multitude of times with each of them separately on
many of last summer�s swinging cruises.


You
see, Richie and his wife Barbara were swingers.  The boat trips were excuses
for a bunch of couples to get away and fuck around.  Ivan had heard too many
stories and wanted to join in.  He convinced me last summer to go on a cruise
with Richie and Barb.  I was reluctant at first; reluctant to be naked, never
mind spouse swapping.  Richie�s brother Paul convinced me otherwise.   My
libido had been resurrected on the boat under Paul�s tutelage, much to Ivan�s
dismay, for we usually learn to be careful what we wish for.  I�d been afloat
in my marriage, especially in bed, but being literately afloat had awakened
something long dormant within me.


And
then there was Richie himself.


Before
the boat trips last summer, I never cared much for Richie.  To me he�d always
been too loud and too brash.  He had the reputation of a master cocksman, and
rumors abounded that he had the equipment for the job, being monstrously hung. 
I had friends who lusted after him.  I wasn�t one of them.  


His
brother Paul was a different story.  To me, he was the sensitive one, the quiet
man a woman could be content with.  He had the looks, and a well-toned body,
and I fell for his charms immediately as he drew me out of my shell on last
summer�s first boat excursion.  As my husband joined the onboard revelry, Paul
seduced me as a woman should be seduced.  His loving opened me up to a whole
new level of orgasmic bliss.


It
wasn�t until a later cruise�one Paul didn�t make�that Richie let his persona
slip away for me to see the real man.  He revealed himself to be a kid at
heart, and his dick was an extension of all the other �toys� he owned.  He
admitted to me that being hung like he was had always been his way into a
woman�s heart (via her vagina).  He confessed that he never really knew how to
woo a woman, or love her for that matter, since his big dick did it for him. 
He and Barb had a good friendship, a partnership, but it was hardly a marriage
except on paper.


After
we fucked that first time, Richie fell in love with me, claiming I was the
first �real� woman who slept with HIM, and not just his cock.


So
here I was; a new summer, with a jealous yet randy husband and two brothers
lusting after me.  I couldn�t wait for the first cruise invitation of the
sailing season.  I thought it was hilarious that Ivan didn�t get the invitation
calls any more.


As
the weekend approached, I said to my husband, �Barb called.  Are we going?�  He
knew what I meant.


�Sure,
why not.  Who else?�


�He
didn�t tell me everyone, but the usual suspects will be on board�Paul and Megan
of course, Carlos and Maria, Janet and Walt.  I bet Mike and Sondra will be
coming too.  Who knows, maybe Big Jim and his wife�ll be back.�


�Yeah,
that Rachel sure is a doozey.  I wonder if Tiffany will be back too.�


�You�d
like that, wouldn�t you�some teen pussy?�


He
knew better than to answer that question.


In
the weeks leading up to the summer�s first cruise, Ivan and I had little sex. 
I�d had some trysts with both Paul and Richie over the winter months, yet there
was something about the salty air and ocean water�and naked bodies�that bumped
my libido to new levels.


I
still remember vividly that first cruise.  I�d been the only female in a
one-piece suit.  I was the last to expose breasts and the last to get
completely naked.  I was nervous as hell, jealous as hell, and figuring I made
the biggest mistake of my life.  After all, Ivan was the one who wanted in on
the shipboard revelry, and I was simply his ticket.  When I saw him and Barb
and the others go below, I almost couldn�t take it.  Everything changed when
Paul made his move.


When
Ivan and I arrived at the marina and climbed aboard, Richie greeted us warmly,
giving me a kiss.  His wife was already down to full bikini mode, though hers
wasn�t �full� in the sense of material usage.  It barely covered her ample (and
seriously augmented) charms.  Mike and Sondra were already there, as well as
another couple, Josh and Alisa, who were introduced as Paul�s friends.  They
looked like models for Mattel�Barbie and Ken in the flesh.


I
asked Richie if Paul and Megan were coming.


His
expression told me what I needed to know about the sibling rivalry.  �They�ll
be along.  Paul�s always late for everything anyway.�


I
raked my finger tips along his bare chest, and said, �Taking a long time to get
somewhere isn�t always a bad thing.�


His
facial expression changed when I ran my fingertips down his tight abdomen and
over his swim shorts.  Ah, what a package the man had!


About
ten minutes later Maria and Carlos arrived, followed soon thereafter by my friend
Janet and her husband Walt, as well as Big Jim and his wife, Rachel.  No girls
this time.  As soon as Janet was aboard she was all over Richie.  She wanted to
be first in line.  Walt and Ivan likewise gravitated to Barbara.  I conversed
with Carlos and his beautiful, bisexual wife, catching up on happenings since
we last were together.  Where was Paul, I wondered, and Carlos knew I was
wondering.


�I�m
sure he and Megan will be here,� he said, as if reading my mind.


Maria
chimed in, �They better be here!  I haven�t seen Megan in a while, and I heard
she got some more ink, and she�s been over-the-top horny lately.�  Horny for
women was what she meant, and didn�t have to say.


As
soon as Paul and his wife arrived, Richie was ready to sail.  The big, motorized
yacht purred effortlessly as Richie guided us away from the marina and out into
the bay.  Soon, everyone was in bathing suits and showing lots of skin, knowing
more skin would be on display later.  Richie talked about a small island, a
different one than last summer, that a friend told him about and which he
intended to �discover.�


�Aye,
Columbus!� Mike shouted.  We all laughed, including Richie, while we opened
beers and poured drinks.


�How�s
my favorite sailor?� Paul said after walking up behind Maria, Carlos and me.


Maria
laughed throatily and said, �Oh Paul, I didn�t know you felt that way about
me,� and punched him playfully on the arm.


�You�re
my wife�s favorite sailor,� he said, then looked at me and smiled.  We knew who
he�d been talking about, so nothing more needed to be said on the subject.


Maria
said, �Speaking of Megan, where did she go?�


�She�s
below, changing into her new bikini.  The damn thing is more micro than her
last one.  The cost per square inch of fabric was staggering, and I wish I�d
never heard how much.�


Her
timing was superb, since she appeared as soon as Paul finished talking.  I
never thought Megan could get any skinnier, but here she was, except for her
tattoos the body of a ten year old.  Paul chose the right word with micro. 
Three tiny triangles and some floss.  She didn�t have much in the way of
breasts; her top covering nipples and that was about it, and by the look of the
fabric she�d had them pierced.  The new tattoos were vivid�diaphanously gowned
angels and dragons were the highlight.  I�d have to ask her how much they�d
hurt.


The
cooler bay air slowed down the rush to toplessness, but eventually we got
there.  As with my first cruise with Richie and Barb, I studied the group
dynamics.  My husband, Mike and Walt were hovering around Barbara, while Janet
and Sondra stuck to Richie at the helm.  I hung with Paul, Carlos, Maria and
Megan.  Jim and Rachel were in deep conversation with the new couple, Josh and
Alisa, probably regaling the younger couple with stories of their �free�
lifestyle.  Regardless of how Barb drew the husbands to her like flies to shit,
I was surprised the men didn�t hound Alisa.  She was a �10�; men�s magazine
centerfold material.  Her long blond hair was beach-babe perfect.  Her waist
was nipped enough that the Barbie paradigm truly did fit her.  Her breasts were
firm looking, magnificent wonders.  Rachel was ogling them while I caught Maria
doing the same from farther away.  Dynamics, indeed.


Probably
in response to Maria�s distraction, Megan asked me �How do you like my
piercing?� thrusting her nipple rings out to me.  She had the most unusual
nipples, like mushroom caps, and now they were adorned too.


I
said, �They�re perfect,� while touching each in turn.  I knew she�d like that,
and she didn�t disappoint, giving me a responsive moan.  �The new tattoos are
even more amazing.�


She
beamed.  �I knew I liked you for a reason.�  Without warning or prelude, she
kissed me, burying her tongue in my mouth while nestling her thin frame between
my breasts.  Carlos and her husband Paul cheered her on.  I went with the
flow.  Maria was quiet.  I never knew Megan �liked� me that much.  Her tongue
still probing deep and her chest firmly encased between my breasts, she
shuddered, making me wonder if she�d had a small orgasm.  Wouldn�t that be
something?!


When
she finally pulled her mouth away from mine, she whispered, �Feel me, Judy�feel
me.�


I
slid a hand under the patch of cloth that made up her thong bottom to find her
soaked.  �Horny, I take it,� I whispered back.


�Oh
God yes!� she muttered.  �It�s all Paul�s fault.  He kept on telling me how hot
you were and how much he enjoyed you,� she whispered.  �Can I have you now?�


Paul
was at my other ear.  �Go ahead.  She needs it,� he whispered.


Megan
practically dragged me below under the staring eyes of everyone else.  I wasn�t
really into other women, but she had flipped on a switch somewhere in me,
getting me hot.  She pulled me toward the captain�s bed and immediately yanked
down my bikini bottoms and went at me between my thighs.  I squirmed around on
the bed until I could reach the string of her thong and untied it.  A little
more squirming and we were sixty-nine, a colorful tattoo before my eyes and a
shaved, dripping cunt before my lips.


She
came first, with an ear-splitting howl, a full body shiver, and plenty of
squirting girl-juice.  My orgasm wasn�t quite as dramatic as hers, but she
seemed to take a lot of pleasure in it.


Sweaty
and naked, we walked back up on deck to cheers.  I glanced toward Richie at the
boat�s wheel in time to see Janet impossibly deep-throating his stupendous
manhood, while Sondra rubbed her tits into his bare ass.  How he managed to
concentrate while steering the boat was beyond me.


The
unofficial signal for full nakedness wouldn�t come from Richie until we were
well enough away from civilization.  However, Rachel and Jim were already au naturel
in keeping with their naturist lifestyle, so Megan and I felt no urge to put
our bottoms back on.  We were both handed new drinks, and mingled.


I
caught Richie staring at me for a moment.  He smiled sheepishly when he saw me
looking.  I understood the smile.  He had two women servicing him, but somehow
he wished one of them was me.


�I
have the feeling you�re gonna be making the rounds today,� Paul said to me when
we were apart from the others.


�What
exactly does that mean?�


�You
know what it means,� he said, giving me a similar smile to his brother�s.


I
leaned in close and rubbed my nipples against him.  �Sounds like you want me
all to yourself.�


He
snuck a subconscious look at Richie�one I couldn�t miss�and said, �That�s the
general idea.�


I
changed the subject.  �Has your wife been this hot and horny for a while?�


�Oh
yes, and I haven�t been very successful in fucking her out of it.�


�You
gonna try that on me?  Fucking me out of it?�


�By
the looks of things, I may not be successful there either,� he said.  I caught
him glancing Richie�s way again.


Just
then, sounds drew my attention to the helm.  Richie had cum a prodigious load
into the open mouths of his squealing groupies, Sondra and Janet.  Like I
usually did on these cruises, I looked at the husbands to gauge their
reaction.  A jealous look flashed across both Mike and Walt�s face.  Jealousy
was always along for the ride, no matter what the participants claimed.  I
didn�t need a crystal ball to predict Walt and Mike would blitz Barbara as
sexual payback, not realizing it really didn�t matter very much to Richie.


Besides
the two husbands, the other staring eyes belonged to Alisa.  The young blond
was mesmerized by the sight of Richie�s cock.  Her husband must have known the
score when they accepted the invitation, being friends with Paul and all, but
by his facial expression he may not have known everything.  �Big Sis�
Judy would educate him, like she herself had been educated last summer.


�Hi
Josh.  Your wife�s very beautiful,� I said.


�Are
you a lesbian?� he asked point blank while vaguely motioning toward Megan.


I
sidled up close, rubbing against him.  �Why do you ask?�


�I�I
dunno, maybe just trying to figure out where everyone stands.�


I
chuckled, pushed my tits into his taut chest, and said, �On this boat, it�s
where everyone lays, not stands that matters.�


Give
him credit he didn�t mind me invading his space, though I knew he�d much rather
get close to one of the younger, firmer shipmates.  �Will it really get as wild
as Paul told me?�


I
backed away a little.  No more teasing.  �It does get pretty wild.  Are you two
into swinging?�


He
actually blushed.  �A little.  My wife is quite�adventurous,� he muttered.  �I
sorta go along for the ride.�


�That�s
okay.  I�m sure you�ll have more than a few of us wanting that ride,� I said,
running a hand over his well-defined pecs.  Josh�our very own Ken doll�will fit
in nicely, I imagined.  Before walking away, I whispered in his ear, �Don�t let
age get in the way.  See Rachel over there?  She may be the oldest, but she�s
both a spinner AND a screamer.�  I left him pondering his options.


Richie,
naked and with a small drop of spent semen at the tip of his dangling sausage,
hollered that we were approaching our destination.  I looked but didn�t see
anything but a smudge on the horizon.  Barb was sitting on Ivan�s lap; whether
my husband�s dick was out and �working� I couldn�t tell.  


With
everyone else lounging around in intimate twos or threes, Paul approached me.  �You
know, I still get goosebumps looking at you, realizing how much you�ve changed
since last summer.�


I
gave him a small kiss.  �Maybe you�re the reason I changed.  On that first
cruise it was like you took my virginity.�


�Now
that creates an image of immediate arousal.�


�Taking
my virginity?� I said.


�Can
I do that today?  Be your first?�


His
words, the tone of his voice, the look in his eyes; my crotch grew damp, and I
felt a trickle on my bare thigh. �Yes,� I answered in a suddenly husky voice. 
I would be sure to honor his request, basically beginning this cruise all in
the family.


Speaking
of his family, Megan was the meat in a Maria and Rachel sandwich.  They were
lounging near the back of the boat (the stern? I never can get those nautical
terms straight) with lips and fingers well occupied.  That was the only current
action going on as Richie guided us toward the island, which was now
recognizable as such.  Carlos, Jim and Mike were watching the intertwined
ladies.  Jim�s extra-thick cock was noticeably erect, poking from the nest of
his equally thick pubic hair.  Janet and Walt had cornered Josh and Alisa,
probably negotiating a swap, or perhaps a foursome.  Barb was still on Ivan�s
lap, though the question of whether they were fucking no longer remained
unanswered.  Sondra was sitting Indian-style at Richie�s feet.  I bet you can
guess where her eyes were looking.  That left Paul and I alone, as things
naturally should have been.


�You
do know that Richie�s in love with you, right?� Paul said.


�That
can�t be,� I replied. �He�s got Barbara, and he can pretty well have any girl
he wants with that dick of his.�


�You�re
not �any girl,� and I can attest to that.�


�Why
wait, you fool.  Kiss me like you want to,� I said, and he never hesitated,
taking me in his arms and kissing me as frantically as his wife had done
earlier.  His finger slid between my labia and he moaned softly, discovering
the moisture of my arousal.  We had no pretext for modesty.  I hadn�t touched
him, but knew somehow he�d be erect and ready for me.  I grabbed the railing at
the edge of the boat (does this have its own name too?) and after ditching his
shorts, Paul entered me from behind.  Oblivious to everyone else aboard,
including my husband�especially my husband�I rocked my ass back to meet each of
his muscled thrusts.  My moans grew in intensity until I was screaming.


�Take
it!  Take it!  Take it�� I yelled over and over, alluding to the imaginary
virginity he wished he had taken from me, until the sound waves of my orgasmic
bellow travelled over the open water, echoing across the waves.


I
shuddered so much from my own climax, I never felt him cum.  However, a river
of semen dripping down my thighs was my indication he had.  We drew an ovation
from the spectators, though Maria and Rachel were not among them, at the moment
being lost in their own orgasmic delight.  I wasn�t the shy, hesitant woman of
a year ago, I pondered.  I�d had sex twice before Carlos, Jim and Walt even got
their dicks wet.


�Will
someone quit screwing around and help me set anchor?� Richie yelled out.  It
was aimed at his brother, and I couldn�t miss the jealousy-fueled acrimony in
his voice.  Instead of Paul, Ivan and Mike bounded over to help Richie.  Paul
watched them, an acerbic half-smile on his face.


From
the boat, this island didn�t look any different than the one we visited last
summer; rocks and trees in abundance, with a small sandy beach.  We weren�t
anchored as close to this one as the last.  Richie must know enough about the
water�s depth not to take any chances.


While
Carlos and Mike got the big inflatable raft ready, Richie gave everyone the
option of swimming over or waiting for transport.  Because of the distance and
the amount of chop, several took longer to decide, while a few, like Rachel,
Walt, and Maria, dove straight overboard and began swimming.  I thought it
humorous that no couple chose to swim.  Carlos asked with a chuckle if
there were any sharks in these waters, probably uneasy since his wife was one
of the swimmers.


�No. 
No sharks,� Richie said with a broad grin.  There was still something unreal
about seeing Richie naked like he was, so casual about having his long manhood
bobbing and dangling as he moved.  I noticed Alisa and Sondra couldn�t take
their eyes off him.  Maybe I couldn�t either.  I decided to swim.  Let the rest
work.


The
swimmers huddled on the shore, watching as the first ferry of people and
supplies moved away from the boat.  It took a few trips, but soon we were all
on the island and setting up for cooking and partying.  Those still in suits
got naked.  More drinks were passed around and imbibed.  The men made a fire
pit and set a grill above it.  Meat came out of coolers and the wonderful smell
of grilling meat began wafting over us.  Our appetite for food quelled our
appetite for sex only so long.  Sitting next to Paul as his hands explored my
body, I watched Josh and Alisa in deep discussion.  I hoped this cruise didn�t
mess them up, though he�d said they were swingers.


After
we ate, the group succumbed to the natural pull of attraction and began pairing
off.  Of course it wasn�t all �pairing.�  Regardless of my husband�s lust for
Barbara, she seemed to have something for the big dude.  Jim and Barb became
the first to begin.  Richie was like the guy at the supermarket deli
counter�pick a number.  Janet and Sondra wanted to be first, but smart Richie
decided to give Alisa a taste.  With a beach blanket in hand, they slipped off
between the trees.  I noticed the wives weren�t the only disappointed souls,
since both Walt and Mike glumly watched Richie walk away with the young lady
they had coveted all day.


On
the sandy beach, a blur of bodies entwined.  Rachel was getting DP�ed by Ivan
and Carlos, and I saw the sideshow of Maria and Megan in their separate,
Sapphic joy.  To the left of where I was sitting, the couples of Janet/Walt and
Sondra/Mike had swapped and were side-by-side, with each man banging the
other�s wife.


The
trio of me, Paul and Josh remained on the sidelines.  I reached out and took
Josh�s hand and asked if he was okay.  �I guess so,� was his forlorn reply.


Paul
offered his advice to �get in the game.�  He asked, �Who do you want? 
Whichever woman floats your boat, go get her.�


I
joined in on the advice by saying, �Yeah, a stud like you could have whoever
you want.�


Josh
proved to be a very candid guy.  �Maria�s a babe, but it�s clear she prefers
women.  Actually, I�d rather fuck her husband, but that ain�t gonna happen.�


�You�re
gay?� I asked, remembering how he�d asked me if I was a lesbian.


�Kind
of.�


Paul
said, �I guess �kind of� means you�re bisexual, and that may make something
like this uncomfortable.  And I must say that you won�t find a non-straight guy
among this crew, though if anyone may experiment, and not care what the rest of
us think, it�s Carlos.  You may as well try.  Might take your mind off what
your wife�s doing.�


�Thanks
for reminding me,� Josh said, though we all heard her orgasmic cries echo
through the trees.  Richie was doing Alisa good.


�I�m
not into men either, but you do have a great body, and so far you�ve failed to
notice how unbelievably smokin� hot this woman is that�s sitting next to you,�
Paul said, grinning.


Honest
to goodness, Josh looked at me, like he took what Paul said as a command.  �I�m
sorry, Judy.  You are great looking, and like, seeing you two on the boat�you
seem to really like to fuck��


I
moved closer and palmed his cock.  �I do, Josh.  I love sex.  I bet a woman�s
ass can feel just as good as a man�s.�  Unbelievably, I just offered to take
him anally.  His cock was responding.  We kissed, and Paul took that opportunity
to discreetly rise and leave us alone.  I went down on Josh, and his groans and
epithets told me I was doing a good job.  His cock rigid and leaking pre-cum, I
pushed him to the ground and mounted him, riding cowgirl in a frenzy of
bouncing motion.  In less than a minute, he pushed me off, spun me onto my
stomach in the grass, and with some spittle lubrication entered my anus.  I
knew that many women hate anal sex, but I�m not one of them.  I used a finger
on my clit while he pounded into me.


Between
moans, I murmured, �Please, I want to see you��


I
got him to stop his rhythm long enough for me to roll onto my back, pull him
between my legs, put my ankles on his shoulders, and urge him back inside my
asshole.  Maybe the narcissism alone did it; having this handsome young stud
with his rippling muscles banging into me, regardless of the orifice, got me to
cumming.  And cumming.  And screaming.  


When
he was done, he fell beside me on the ground and thanked me.  �This is a No
Thanks Zone,� I told him.  �We have fun, we have sex, and just let things
happen the way they were meant to happen.  No need for thank yous or sorries.�


�I�m
sorry,� he said.  His mirthful expression told me he was kidding.  I liked this
guy.  I hope he gets what he really wants, if not today, then someday.


When
Richie and Alisa rejoined the group, she was glassy-eyed and walking funny. 
Richie�s big dick had a way of doing that to a woman.  I knew.  The day was
waning, sexual appetites were fulfilled (for the moment), and so we cooked some
more food and took care of our other appetites.  Janet was the first to begin
bugging Richie for a turn.  The other women wanted him too, but he begged off,
saying he was tired and that they should check with the men for getting their
needs met.  Sondra, Janet and Rachel were particularly unhappy with his
stance.  Barbara and I were more puzzled than anything else.


I
watched as Barb and Alisa fell into a deep conversation.  About Richie?  The
others were congregated into two groups, lounging around in post-coital languor
and talking.  I sat alone, Josh having left my side, trying to get close enough
to Carlos to make a proposal.  In my thoughts, I wished him luck.


It
took a while for the subject of Alisa�s and Barb�s to become manifest. Alisa
walked among the group, collected the men as Barbara urged them all on.  Paul,
Mike, Walt, Jim, and my husband walked down to the water�s edge on our little
sandy beach, following animated Alisa, and probably her wafting pheromones. 
She was about to get gang-banged, and it made me wonder if she�d done this sort
of thing before.  Barbara, who it seemed readily enjoyed that sort of thing,
must have been providing advice.  What surprised me most was the twinge of
jealousy I felt seeing Paul join in.  Wow, I had to watch myself there!


What
was this, round three or four?  Alisa was in stiff dick heaven.  The ladies,
led by Maria, were beginning a lick fest.  When I realized Carlos had not
joined the other men, I looked around the clearing but didn�t see him.  I
didn�t see Josh either.  Good for him, I thought.


Barbara
watched the gang-bang attentively, and provided a secondary outlet for any man
who was too impatient.  The unoccupied people were just Richie and I, so
naturally Richie walked over to sit next to me and watch all the fun.


I
asked, �Really, too tired to service your harem?  Was Alisa that draining?�


His
loveable, boyish grin was ear-to-ear.  �Maybe I�m getting too old for this.�


�Bullshit! 
I don�t believe that thing will ever get old.  Viagra some day, maybe, but
still in action.�


We
both laughed heartily.  That�s when he put his arm around me like a boyfriend
would do at the movies.  �You found me out.  I�m saving myself for you,� he
said.  �My brother can�t have you all to himself.�


�What
about Ivan?�


�Your
husband doesn�t deserve you.  He sniffs my wife�s pussy or sees her tits and he
forgets all about you.  I don�t.�


�Not
even when you were screwing Alisa silly?�


�Maybe
not so silly,� he said, pointing to where the gang-bang was in full swing.  The
noise that girl can make!


�God
damn it!� he sputtered.  �I can�t go a day without thinking of you�YOU!�


�You
can�t mean that.�


His
magnificent specimen of a cock had stiffened considerably by the time he took
me into his arms and kissed me.  I felt its length insinuate itself between us,
poking me high above my navel.  I had prior knowledge, but once more I
realized, by God, his dick was huge!  When I eventually slid its head between
my lips, he was as hard as I�d seen him.  He let me suck on him for a while, then
pulled me to my feet and holding my hand, led me into the island�s woods. 
Along the way we heard grunts, and I swear it was Carlos who cried out he was
cumming.


�Call
me Adam,� Richie said when we stopped at a small grassy clearing.  Ocean sounds
drifted through the trees.  Birds sang, but for all intents and purposes we
were alone in the world.


�And
I�m Eve,� I responded, falling onto my back and pulling him down between my
splayed legs.  I gasped involuntarily when he slid most of his length into me,
right to my womb, in one thrust.  �Fuck me, Adam.� I cried.  �Fuck me�make a
baby.�


What
made me say that was beyond comprehension, but somehow it really spurred him
on.  Richie was a fucking machine, and almost immediately I was having the
orgasm of my life.  There was no beginning or end for this climax, it just WAS.


�Ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!�


No
wonder Alisa had been walking funny.  I would in the morning after this assault
on my cervix.


Call
it a sixth sense, for even though he remained silent, I knew he was about to
cum.  I held on tightly and repeated the inane idea, �Make a baby�fill me up!�


Christ,
did he!


Spent,
we remained in the tall grass.  Mostly silent, he did reiterate what he felt
about me.  �In a different universe, I�d divorce Barb and marry you.�


That
would indeed be in another dimension, and he knew it even as he said it.  I
didn�t need to reply.


When
we walked back to the others, there was no hiding what we�d done.  Paul scowled
at me, as if he alone had a claim.  Carlos and Josh had returned, and I didn�t
see any scowls or raised eyebrows aimed at their coupling.  Ivan, who usually
didn�t care as long as he got his, seemed to be upset too.  It was now my turn
not to care.


Before
we packed up to go back to the boat, Rachel and Megan had one more go at each
other. The two petite women sure were enthusiastic pussy lickers, and a glance
toward Maria, who was breathing heavily, confirmed she felt left out.  The much
older Rachel still had the body and the stamina to keep up with the younger
ones, plus her openness and sense of freedom helped loosen me up too, I
realized then.  The young couple, Alisa and Josh, appeared dazed but probably
for different reasons.  I wondered if the gang-bang had been what she thought it
would be, and I wondered if Josh�s tight ass had gotten more than he bargained
for from Carlos.  Whether they were on Richie�s next cruise or not would
provide the answer.


Like
a repeat of last year, I stuck around on the island with Richie to help with the
loading and ferrying.  Only this time, Paul stayed back too.


�Are
you keeping an eye on me, or your brother?� I asked Paul when we were alone for
a few moments.


�You,
of course.  What do I need to watch my brother for?�


�The
same reason�me.�


�You
think I�m jealous?�


�You�re
the one bringing it up,� I said.  I leaned closer to him, wanting the
conversation to become more intimate than it had been so far.  �Have you ever
had a threesome�share a woman with Richie?  Maybe that�s what I�ll want next
time.  You do want to please me, don�t you?�


Whatever
Paul would have said got stuck in his throat.  I would have paid a bundle to be
able to read his mind then.  Paul took the last raft-load back to the boat. 
That left Richie and I alone on the island.  Again.


�What
were you two talking about?� Richie asked.


I
didn�t directly answer him, instead saying, �He�s jealous of you, you know.�


�Yeah,
I know.  We�ve had words.�


�Fighting
over me?�


�Something
like that.�


�Don�t,�
I said.  �Neither of you can have me.  I�m not a toy for you two to be
fighting over.  I like you both�and maybe it�s love�but life isn�t that simple,
so don�t fight over me.  You both can share.�


We
kissed, and when our lips separated, he said, �Adam thinks we should swim
back.  What do you think, Eve?�


�You
know, I like this Adam and Eve shit.  This island could be our Eden.  Maybe
next time we�ll come back here and pretend again.  After all, the serpent is
here to tempt me,� I said, palming his marvelous cock.


As
we swam back to the boat, I realized that what I liked about these excursions
wasn�t just sex.  I enjoyed the nudity, the freedom of swimming naked like
this, without a care in the world.  Maybe Rachel�s attitude was rubbing off on
me.  I let my mind wander, reflecting on how I wasn�t having any more of those
�rape� dreams.  I looked across at Richie swimming beside me, and thought about
finding myself caught between the two brothers.


Back
on board, Richie occupied himself with preparing for our return voyage.  Carlos
helped him.  The rest of us lounged around, with a few having that last beer. 
Walt was making a play for Alisa�one for the road, so to speak.  Just being
close to the babe, he was rigid.  She wasn�t buying.  


I
found it ironic that even after fulfilling our fantasies for another summer day
only one couple was now together.  Jim had his arm around Rachel and they were
talking and laughing, perhaps reminiscing of good times beyond today�s
ephemeral gratification.


For
some reason I couldn�t fathom, since he hadn�t approached me all day, and he
knew how I felt about him, Janet�s husband Walt decided to make a play for me
before we headed back.  I wasn�t rude, nor did I push him away, but he didn�t
get my hints and kept pawing me while spewing bad pick-up lines.  I saw Paul
walking toward us, but Ivan blocked his approach and said, �Not this time. 
She�s my wife.�


Ivan
turned to Walt and with a crooked smile said to him, �C�mon friend.  Can�t you
see she�s done for the day, and not interested?�


I
imagined a fight, but Walt glumly realized his defeat and slinked away, looking
for Janet.


�Thank
you, honey,� I said, patting the seat next to me, now empty.


Ivan
sat beside me, putting his arm around me much as Jim had done with his wife. 
�I haven�t told you today how much I love you.  I do, you know.�  When he saw
the skeptical look that must have been on my face, he added, �I know, I know,
swinging with all these people may be a funny way to show it, but trust me, I
love you.�


�You�d
rather have me than Barbara?�


�Of
course, and I bet Richie feels the same way.�


�Holy
shit, you HAVE been paying attention!� I proclaimed.


�Getting
you onto these cruises wasn�t just to get my rocks off�fulfill my fantasies.  I
wanted you to open up, get out of the rut I put you in, fulfill your fantasies
too.  And looking at you now I know I succeeded.  You�re one hot woman, and as
soon as we get home, I want to make love to you in the proper fashion, in our
marriage bed.�


The
group was spent, not a single sex act occurred while Richie piloted us home. 
One by one we donned our bathing suits and got ready to return to the civilized
though far less sensual world 


�Why
didn�t you say something earlier?� I said to Ivan.


�And
spoil his fun?� he said, motioning toward Paul.  �You know, you�ll have to do
something about those two before they kill each other over you.�  Obviously, I
knew who he was talking about.


I
looked at him, smiled and said, �Next cruise.�
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Instead of abating, my �wet
dreams� have gotten more frequent�and more lucid�since my husband Ivan talked
me into going out to sea on Richie�s boat.  In many of the dreams, the sex was
violent, almost rape, yet when I awoke I was sweaty, horny and wetter than I
usually ever would be with my husband.  It was no surprise that since the
swinger cruise, the abundantly muscled man in my dreams looked a lot like
Richie�s brother Paul.  After all, it was the smooth, well-built Paul who first
talked me out of my swimsuit, before talking his way between my legs.


I connected this morning�s
more vivid dream with the fast approaching date of our next cruise on Richie�s
boat.  Richie was Ivan�s long-time friend who had quite the reputation with the
ladies.  I had often heard rumors of his equine-sized manhood, but it wasn�t
until my first cruise on his boat that the rumors were confirmed.  Richie�s
boat was probably better described as a yacht, but he would never call it such,
feeling the word too pretentious.


True to my intuition, when
Ivan invited me along earlier in the summer, I guessed that the trip out beyond
the harbor islands was an excuse for swinging among the invited couples. 
Richie�s wife Barbara was a brassy, buxom blonde, the buxom part mostly because
of her new super-sized implants; and she had a promiscuous reputation of her
own that partially led me to my original supposition.


I�d expected nudity and casual
sex, but what I hadn�t expected was my participation.  Richie�s brother Paul
had seduced me and taken me and I didn�t regret any moment of it.  On the other
hand, my husband learned the hard way that jealousy works both ways, and that
the ease with which he took part in the on-board orgies didn�t prepare him for
seeing me having sex too.


As I normally do when
awakening from one of my sex-dreams, I went into the bathroom and masturbated. 
I came very quickly.


Ivan explained who would be
along on the upcoming cruise.  �Janet, of course, and Walt.  Carlos and Maria
will be going too, though I�m not sure about Mike and Sondra.  Last time I
spoke with Richie he said he wasn�t sure about his brother.�  I detected a
little tone of lingering jealousy when he mentioned Paul.  �Another couple I�ve
never met is bringing their teenage daughter along with a bunch of her friends,
do you believe that?  Richie says they�re all eighteen so what can I say.�


�Even at eighteen, are they
nuts?  Does this new couple know what to expect?�


�Richie says they do.  I guess
they�re avowed nudists and brought their daughter up in that lifestyle.�


I scoffed, �The nudist
lifestyle isn�t the same as Richie and Barb�s lifestyle though, is it?�


Ivan shrugged his shoulders as
an answer.


�I don�t know if I like this,�
I said, but my mind wouldn�t be changed now about going.


When the day came, we were
early arrivals so not everyone had come aboard yet.  Carlos and his wife Maria
were there, as well as Janet and her husband Walt.  Barb was playing bartender.


�Hi guys, glad you could make
it,� she said, remembering our favorite libations and handing Ivan a Corona, me
a Chardonnay.  �Richie says we�re in for calm waters and sunny weather; can�t
ask for a better mix along with great friends.�  Ivan gave her ass a squeeze
and I pretended not to notice.


No Paul or Megan yet.  Would I
end up disappointed in not seeing him?


I heard a gaggle of new voices
as more people were coming aboard.  It was the new couple and the girls.  The
man and woman were older looking than the rest of us yet still appeared to be
in decent shape.  The girls�well, the girls were girls�too much make-up and too
much giggling.  Three of them were blond beach bunnies; the solitary brunette
showing a resemblance to the woman, so she must be the daughter.   Barb
introduced the couple as Jim and Rachel.  Their daughter was Tiffany, but I
tuned out on the names of the other girls; probably Heather or Brittany or some
ubiquitous teen name.  They all hardly looked eighteen, but all kids look
younger to me nowadays.  Once more, I wondered if the girls would be expected
to participate, or would the party be more discreet in their presence?


After being introduced to Jim
and Rachel, I spent some time speaking with Rachel.  In an earlier generation,
she may have been described as a hippie�free love and all that�considering how
open she was in discussing sexuality, her relationship with her husband, and
how they�ve raised their daughter.  Her hair was salt and pepper, worn in a
sort of bob I hadn�t seen in a generation.  Her breasts looked small yet firm
for her age, at least as they looked to me, ensconced within her bikini bra
cups.  A few stretch marks and wrinkles didn�t detract from her looking a lot
better than most women her age.


�We�ve never hidden anything
from her,� Rachel said with a gesture toward Tiffany, who was in deep (probably
more like shallow) conversation with her girlfriends. �She always saw our
bodies and knew that nakedness was not something to be ashamed of, nor
sexuality.�


I had an image in my mind of
Jim and Rachel in sexual entanglement, beckoning a young Tiffany to watch and
learn.  I hoped not.


Jim was a bear of a man, and I
mean that in both size and hirsuteness.  In today�s fashion, a hairy man was
�out.�  He obviously didn�t worry about such things, and I supposed �natural�
Rachel liked it that way.  I had a brief mental image of an extremely furry
pubic area, but quickly pushed it out of my mind.  Of course, I may see
sometime today whether my imagination was correct.


While Richie set off from the
marina, I sulked.  Paul wasn�t coming and I so much wanted to see him, even if
I tried to rationalize that need.


I overheard Richie say that
the bay was choppier than weather forecasters suggested, and that instead he
was heading down the coast to a small island he knew about.  An island?  


I found it humorous that the
men�Ivan, Carlos, Walt�who would normally be swarming around Barbara, were now
swarming around the four girls.  Maria walked up to me and commented on the
men�s attentions.


�What is it with men? They
smell fresh pussy like buzzards smell carrion.�


I chuckled at her simile. 
�Both attractions are probably as old as time.�


�I saw your face when you
realized Paul wasn�t here. You were looking forward to sex with him, weren�t
you?�


�And you with Megan?� I asked,
more or less answering her question my own way.


She slid a hand to the small
of my back and said, �I think I know how to forget about Megan.�


My breath caught.  After what
happened last cruise I shouldn�t have been surprised, but I was.  I�ll never be
accustomed to women coming on to me, I thought.  I didn�t answer, but she
seemed not to be expecting one anyway.  She was correct.  I had been looking
forward to a return engagement with Paul.


Carlos approached and gave me
a kiss.  �I�m so glad you�re here, Judy. You liven up this tub like no one else
can.�


His wife slapped him on the
ass and said, �Now, now, what about me? Did this sexy lady take my place or
Barb�s place already?�  She laughed.


I said, �Wow, nothing a woman
likes more than to have people fighting over her.�


Now, we all laughed.


Richie was busy captaining the
boat when Barb made her �topless� announcement.  Unlike the first time I�d worn
my two-piece, so without hesitation off came my top.  Maria and Janet dropped
theirs too.  Rachel was next.  The girls looked around, unsure of whether to
join in, until Tiffany took hers off.  Accompanied by more giggling, the rest
of the girls followed and tossed their tops aside.


The men were vocal in their
appreciation. The girls were all fine examples of youthful perky firmness,
their soft tan lines adding to the allure.  Tiffany and her mother had no tan
lines, as I might have expected.


I found that I enjoyed
this�being a voyeur of sorts, watching the group interact; wondering who would
couple with whom.  This was in stark contrast to the first time on Richie�s boat,
when I fumed at the wanton abandon of those around me, especially my husband,
not anticipating that I too would succumb to that same lust.  


I watched Ivan, his eyes agog,
staring at the nubile girls, probably wondering if he would score with any of them. 
I watched Ivan, Walt, and Carlos chatting up the girls like too-eager boys at a
junior high dance.  The girls were lapping it up, responding with a giggle or
two at what may have been inane�or maybe licentious�remarks.  I watched Jim
watch everyone else.  I understood a concern for Tiffany, yet the way he seemed
to be almost �guarding� the other girls got me wondering if the big man had
carnal knowledge of the teens.  The thought conjured up more disturbing mental
images.


Barb announced, �We�re almost
there,� pointing to a speck on the horizon which must be our destination, her
super-sized tits bouncing enthusiastically as she pointed.


Jim�s attention swung from the
bevy of girls to the immeasurably more endowed Barbara.  I guess he liked them
big like all the rest.  By her expression, I don�t think Rachel cared for his
roving eye, at least where tit size was the reason.  In my mind, I thought that
if he were my husband, I�d rather have him lust after Barb than teenage girls.


I was surprised to discover
that there was an off-shore mooring near a small sandy strip on the island. 
Richie piloted near the small buoy and Carlos began tying us down.  Richie
helped him secure everything.


Speaking to all of us, Richie
explained about the island and how we would get ashore.  �I know the guy who
owns this rock. We can use it, though we may have visitors, so we�ll keep an
eye out for other boats. It�s not far so I suggest we all swim over. If you�d
rather not swim, then you volunteer to ferry our supplies over on a small raft
I have aboard. Is everyone ready to party?�


A big cheer erupted before
several people jumped overboard to swim to the island.  I was near Richie and
Barb when Jim approached to offer his services as our supply rafter.  Richie
chuckled and reminded his wife to collect all the discarded bikini bras to send
with Jim to the island, in case someone else did show up.


Barb and I helped Richie and
Jim set up the raft and load everything.  Supplies included booze galore, as
well as blankets, towels, food, and a small gas grill.  Richie explained to me
that no open fires were allowed.  �Don�t want to draw attention to us either,
since we might get�ahem�a little frisky later,� he said with a laugh.


Jim seemed thrilled to be up
close and personal with Barbara as she helped him launch the raft toward the
island.  Barb jumped into the water after that, leaving Richie and me the last
on the boat.  Richie gave me a look, and then said, �My brother can sometimes
have great taste. How about we swim over together? I�m getting� naked, how
about you?�


The �great taste� comment
explained the look.  For all his bravado, I was beginning to like Richie more
and more.  �Why not, big guy; after you,� I said, pointing toward the water.


He dropped his shorts, put an
arm through one of the leg holes to bring them with him, and dove overboard.  I
thought, okay, I can do that too, and did.  We swam au naturel, side by side
toward the tiny sandy beach, where all the others had gathered, waiting for Jim
to arrive with the provisions.


When Richie and I exited the
water, the girls� jaws dropped, and I know it wasn�t from the sight of me.  One
(Brittany?) uttered, �Oh�my�God!�  Richie�s superb manhood did it again.  He
tried to act nonchalant, oblivious to the attention, as he set about organizing
our little picnic.  My nakedness hadn�t gone unnoticed after all, since Carlos
and Maria walked up to me and commented on it.


Maria said, �You can�t be the
same woman we met last time, darling,� then chuckled.


Carlos said, �Judy, you�re
quite a woman�naked and alone with Richie and you still haven�t tried him on
for size!�


�Bad metaphor, dear,� Maria
said. �He�d be trying her on�deeply.�


That got me laughing.  �Size
isn�t everything,� I said, which got both of them rolling their eyes.


�Tell that to them,� Maria said,
pointing toward the group of giggling teens who were almost drooling at the
sight of the well-hung Richie.


As beer and liquor got passed
around, (I noticed that Tiffany made sure her friends had something to drink)�Jim
and Rachel decided to get naked as Richie and I were.  I�d been told that they
were nudists, so it must be natural for them.  On the other hand, I was
still very much self-conscious about my nudity, though of course, it hadn�t
stopped me from letting loose.


Since we got onto the island,
Ivan and I hadn�t spoken one word. I caught him looking at me once, probably
wondering what got into his now-naked wife, before turning his attention back
to every other woman who�d listen to him.


Janet sauntered over and spoke
with me.  �Isn�t this island thing cool?� she proclaimed.  Maybe she was
already drunk.  I couldn�t tell for sure.


�Cool,� I responded.


�Do you think Richie�s gonna
fuck those girls? I mean, you know, look at how they�re checking him out�horny
as hell, I think.�


�Are you worried about being
left out?�


She gave me a hurt look. 
�Well, no�not really, no��  She paused, then went back to her central theme, so
to speak, �He is such a great fuck, after all.  Have you fucked him yet?�


�No I haven�t.�


�You don�t know what you�re
missing, Judy.�


�Have you ever fucked his
brother, Paul?�


�No, of course not,� she
answered, puzzled.


�Then YOU don�t know
what you�re missing,� I said, and walked off.


Barbara, motioning me over,
and in a conspiratorial tone I hadn�t heard yet, said, �Did you catch sight of
the big guy?� She nodded toward Jim. �I�m not a fan of body hair, but take a
look at that tree trunk between his legs. Interesting, mmmm.�


Jim�s cock was indeed
exceptionally thick, and no amount of pubic hair could hide the fact.  He was
off to the side, talking to his wife and daughter, as the three of them gazed
toward the spectacle of Ritchie surrounded by a trio of rapturous nubile
blondies.


Barb muttered, �Oh my God, do
you see that?�


I thought she was talking
about her husband�s soon-to-be harem, but when I glanced back to Jim, Rachel
and Tiffany, I was aghast at seeing Tiffany absently playing with her father�s
cock, and it was stiffening in happy response.  Incest on top of nudism?  Is
this how Tiffany grew up?  I shook my head in disgust.


Carlos, Maria, Walt and Janet
were the industrious ones, spreading large beach blankets around the clearing
above our tiny little beachhead.  While the two women worked at organizing the
food and beverages, Carlos and Walt set up the small grill for cooking.  I
probably should have offered to help, but instead I continued playing voyeur,
and drank, knowing the real show was soon to begin.


Fueled by more liquor, people
began hooking up.  Rachel pulled her husband onto one of the blankets and
started sucking him off.  Wow, she could open her mouth wide enough. 
Carlos soon was in foreplay with Janet while his wife was working on Walt. 
Barb took Ivan by the hand and led him to another blanket.  The four teens grew
ever more animated now that besides Richie, they were in the front row of a
live sex show.  I was the odd person, and maybe liked it that way, at least for
a while.  My mind drifted to thoughts of Paul, wishing he was here.  If he was,
I wouldn�t be the nonparticipant.


More drinks and Lord Richie
had all the girls out of their bikini bottoms and worshipping at the altar that
was his penis. I could tell that the four of them had varying levels of sexual
experience (Tiffany and her dad?) though none appeared to be virgins.


I decided to be a bitch, so I
walked over to the blanket where Barb and my husband were and sat on the edge. 
Ivan was on his back and Barb was doing her best cowgirl impression, her
supersized mammaries swaying and bouncing.  Ivan watched them with rapt
attention, and never once noticed me there.  That was until Barb noticed me,
faltered in her up-and-down rhythm, and said, �Oh, Judy, ah, you okay with
this?�


�Sure. Go on, don�t let me
stop you.�


My eyes met Ivan�s.  I
wondered what he was thinking, just as I wondered how he first reacted when he
saw me with Paul.


Barbara enthusiastically went
back to bouncing, though Ivan may have wilted a bit.  I couldn�t tell, and I
didn�t really want to know, so I got up and went to get another drink.  I
wasn�t drunk but I was getting there.  As I sat down, alone, a tiny bit of
self-pity crept into my psyche.  I was aroused, no doubt about it, but here I
was surrounded by an orgy of hot, coupling bodies and didn�t join any of them. 
Was I that sad?


I watched the girls play with
Richie�s cock like a new Christmas toy.  I had to admit, when I was that age, a
cock as prodigious as his would have had me enthralled too.  They stroked,
giggled and licked; each probably wanting to be first yet so unsure of their
sexuality that they appeared to be waiting for another to make the first move.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh,
Yesssssssssssssssssssssssss!�  I heard the scream.  Janet was the first to
orgasm.  Good job, Carlos, you�re a good lover, I thought.


�Oh God�Oh God�Oh
Goddddddddddddddddddddddd!� shouted Rachel as she too climaxed.


Several grunts and groans told
me the men were cumming as well.


I thought for sure Tiffany
would go first, but one of the blondies spread and Richie was in there, going
deep.  She gasped, and I heard �No�oh no,� though that alone wasn�t going to
stop Richie, or the girl.  The harem surrounded them.  I soon heard shrieks and
wails before I caught sight of Richie between one of the other gal�s thighs,
pounding away.  More shrieks, more wails.  Ah, the glories of youth (and
Richie�s stamina).


Maria got another drink, and
joined me.  I didn�t really care for Walt, but I hesitated transferring the
fact I hadn�t heard her climax to Walt�s prowess.  �You haven�t�?� letting the
question hang.


�No, I haven�t. Don�t really
know why�okay, I do know. It�s because I wish Paul were here, that�s all.�


�Well, he isn�t, so I won�t
pressure you to join in on the joyride, but I would love to see you have fun.� 
She touched me, and I knew how SHE wanted to have fun.


Another series of hiccupping
screams told me another of Richie�s harem had climaxed.  Since nary a condom
had been seen, I hoped Richie knew what he was doing and not end up
impregnating one of the young lasses.  


Maria was caressing my breasts
and I let her.  �Judy, love me�make love to me��


We fell to one of the
blankets.  I tasted her sweet nectar, surprised I didn�t taste something else
since she�d just been laid by Walt, or so I thought.  I licked and nibbled on
her sensitive clitoris until she clamped her thighs around my head, holding me
fast.


�Judy, oh
Judy�ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,� she sang.  Though I couldn�t move my head, I could
still move my tongue.


Maria came with a splash that
trickled into my mouth and down my chin.  No post-climactic languor for this
woman, as she swung around and buried her tongue in my mouth.  We kissed like
that for many a moment.  Finally we both came up for air, but as it turned out she
wasn�t quite finished with me, going for my breasts once again.  Her lips
brushed my taut nipples as they moved down my midsection, heading to heaven. 
She devoured me whole.  When I climaxed it was as if angels above had sprinkled
magic dust all over me.  I screamed, and I knew somehow that everyone stopped
what they were doing and looked at us.


Carlos was the first to
approach.  �You two! Sweet Jesus, can you two get it on!� he said with a
flourish.


Heavy lidded, still tingling
from my orgasm, I looked up at him and said, �You picked a good woman, Carlos.�


He smiled, �Actually, she
picked me, and I�ve been thankful ever since.�  He sat on our blanket next to
me, and added, �I do believe she�s picked someone else too.�


I was flattered by the
attention from both of them, though my thoughts darkened when I wondered if
either me or Ivan could feel as they do.


Oh yeah, Ivan, my husband.  I
saw that he was feeling up one of the blondies; drunk, and one Richie had used
and discarded.  Let him get lucky, I thought, and turned my attention back to
Carlos and Maria.


�I�m hungry. Maybe it�s time
to start grilling,� I said.


Carlos hooked a thumb toward
an exhausted, reclining Richie, and said, �I�ll check with Captain Cock to see
if he�s okay with that.�  The three of us laughed at the moniker.


The latest round of carnal
contortion seemed to be over.  The girls� giggles sounded more languid
following their orgasms as they compared notes on Richie.  I wasn�t sure if
Ivan scored one of the blonds or not.  He was presently sitting on a blanket
with Janet.  Carlos went off to speak with Richie about the food.  I spent
those moments admiring Carlos� tight ass.  Yes, I could do him next, I thought,
seeing I�ve already had sex with his beautiful wife.


Steaks and burgers sizzled on
the grill as we lounged on the wet blankets�wet from cum and spilt drinks.  I
pretty much had decided that for me, Carlos was next.  Who else would couple? 
I had a feeling that if the girls drank any more they may end up as gang-bang
receptacles.  If that happened, I�d be torn between sorrow and
they�d-asked-for-it acceptance.


Our post-dinner entertainment
came from an unlikely duo.  I�d seen that Jim and Barb had been teasing each
other throughout the day, and now Jim had the hard-on and Barb had the heat. 
For his bulk, Jim turned out to be quite athletic.  Barb cried out, �Oh my
God!� when he first entered her with his thick manhood.  She cried out many
more epithets and appellations as he fucked her in varying positions and
angles, until covered in sweat they both came loudly.


As with any after-dinner
entertainment, we all cheered enthusiastically for the performance.  Rachel
looked extremely proud of her husband.  Good for her.


Maria, as if drawn by an
inexorable force, infiltrated the four teens.  I�ve never known anyone so
unabashedly bisexual, so her sexual hunger intrigued me, whether it was
directed at me or others.  Of course, Carlos noticed too.  


He sat next to me and
commented, �This is going to be interesting. You think she�ll get them all into
it? The girls may be shy about sex with a woman after all, unless they�ve already
had that experience.�


�How come you�re not
over there? Wouldn�t you like to tap that young flesh?�


�Yeah, I know, every man�s
dream, right? They�re probably tighter, but what else is there? They seem�what�s
the word�vapid? I�d rather make love to a real woman, one who knows what she
wants.�


I creamed the blanket as he
looked at me after saying those words.  To him, I was that woman.  Paul had
opened me up sexually.  Now it would be Carlos� turn to take me to that higher
plateau; I knew he would.


Quietly and oblivious to the
others, we fucked.  He�s in fine physical shape and knows how to move.  He
moved me, all right!  I begged him, moaning �Faster! Harder!��  I was lost in
my own world, a world closing in on orgasmic bliss as he thrust into me,
obeying my moaned commands.  I heard myself in that disembodied way that
happens sometimes.  �Oh� fuck yes! � yes� oh� oh� yes� yes� YESSSSSSS!� I
yelled.  Within my orgasmic rapture, I thought how spectacular we must have
looked (how is that for hubris!)


It turns out no one had
watched us.  The others were either having sex or watching Maria and the girls
writhing as one on the largest blanket.  Once we regained some post-coital
equilibrium, Carlos and I became spectators too.


�Jesus, look at her,� Carlos
whispered to me, gesturing toward his wife and the four girls. �Isn�t that the
sexiest damn sight you�ve ever seen?�


Yes, I thought, as I watched
with voyeuristic enthusiasm the way Maria led them to orgasm after orgasm, much
like a dancer leading his or her partner across a dance floor.  Their squealing
voices echoed around our little island clearing, interspersed with the sounds
of sex others were making.


Hearing Janet wail, I glanced
over to see Ivan doing the doggy with my erstwhile �friend.�  As I have several
times since the first boat trip, I�ve been shocked by Janet�s wanton, yet
somehow shallow behavior.  I�d been thinking she�d fuck anyone, anywhere.  And
now it was my husband�s turn once again.


I didn�t see Richie anywhere. 
Jim and Barb were at it again, while Rachel was energetically riding Walt to
the orgasmic corral.  Maria solicited one more cum-squeal from one of the blondies,
while Tiffany worked furiously between Maria�s bronzed, toned thighs.  Carlos
sat watching the entire spectacle, his dick rising to become its own spectacle
of sorts.  Shit, I was no better than Janet, since I wanted to fuck Carlos
again.


�Sitting this one out, or is
there a puddle under you?�  Richie�s voice startled me as he approached from
behind.


�Possibly both, wise ass,� I said,
pointing toward Carlos as he approached the five-female pile, his cock
gloriously at full attention.


�Yeah, I still can�t get over
those girls coming along. Hungry little cunts.�


�Oh, that sounded rather
derisive, Richie. Seems to me you had them as your harem after we arrived.�


�Rather they had me,� he said,
chuckling.  �You�re the only smart woman who doesn�t go gaga the first time she
sees this thing.�


�Thank you, I think. I do like
to think that a sexy man is more than his dick�s length.�


�I know, we had this
discussion last trip. You probably won�t believe this but I wish we�d known
each other before this summer, and with my pants on.�


�You probably won�t believe
this, but I agree. You are a nice guy. If only you could detach that thing and
stow it away somewhere.�


That got us both laughing
hysterically.


�Yeah, he does get in the way
a lot,� he said while giving his cock a swing like a cowboy with a rope at the
rodeo.


The around-the-clearing sex
seemed to be over.  While I was speaking with Richie, I hadn�t seen if Carlos
scored.  I hoped he�d had at least one of the blondies.  Richie commented that
he was pleasantly surprised we hadn�t had any visitors.  �I�m not the only
sailor who knows about this place,� he said, jovially. 


Swimsuits went back on and the
men began packing up for the return voyage.  Richie barked orders like a mad
general, which was a silly show all by itself.  Everyone started swimming back
to the boat, leaving Jim, me, and Richie last on the island.  We helped Jim
launch the raft.


I gave a sidelong look at
Richie as we stood on the tiny strip of sandy beach.  He had that look of
youthful naiveté that didn�t jibe with my original impression of him.  What I
thought of as ostentatious arrogance was really childlike wonder at what he
had, whether it was toys like his boat, or what was in his pants.  He wasn�t
simply a crude cocksman.  He was the quintessential teenage boy who discovered that
all the girls liked him.  His money and his penis opened up the playground,
that was all.


�Our turn. You ready?� he
said.


�You�re a sweet guy, Richie.
Don�t change.�


He turned to look at me,
squinting in puzzlement.  �I thought you disapproved of me?�


�Not at all. You just thought
I did because I fell for your brother�s charms instead of yours.�


The teenage-boy smile was
back.  �I�ve never met a woman like you before, Judy. I wish I had.�


�You�ve got the babe, why
would you want me,� I said lightheartedly, figuring this was more playful
teasing.


It wasn�t.  �I said �woman.� 
I have enough immaturity for two. I needed a real woman, one who could keep me
straight. Barbara would rather get gangbanged than do that.�


I was slightly shocked at his
statement, and perhaps a little intimidated as well.  �You don�t really mean
that, do you?�


�Who knows,� he muttered, �I
guess I�m being a typical male who wants to get into your pants.�  He laughed,
but it sounded a bit hollow.


�C�mon, Richie, men don�t
usually strive to get into my pants. I mean, Ivan would rather be here or on
your boat than with me.�  Now who sounded maudlin?


Richie said, �Ivan�s an idiot.
If you were my wife I�d never share you with anyone.�  He was looking at the
ground, as if he was unwilling to make eye contact.


�Would you like to kiss me
before we swim over?�


He finally did make eye
contact.  Then we made lip contact.  Then we made body contact.


Our suits came back off before
we fell to the sandy beach.  This was my first chance at getting personal with
his pride and joy.  I toyed with his cock, giving him a little head as he grew
to an almost unimaginable length and rigidity.  �Here�s your chance, fuck me,�
I murmured.


He needn�t worry about
foreplay to get me wet.  I supposed I�d thought about this moment for a long
time, and denied the thoughts at every turn.  As I was speaking with him, I
imagined how it would feel, so deep, and I felt the moisture well up. When his
fingers explored, they discovered my dampness.


I spread my legs and watched
with both anticipation and trepidation as he guided his cock to my opening.  He
slid into me, going deeper and deeper and�


�Oh�my�Godddddddddddddd,� I
bellowed as he went right past my cervix, at least that�s how it felt to me.


I pulled him down on top of me
and urged him on with my heels against his ass, spurring him as a cowboy would
spur his horse.  I wasn�t sure if the unique sensation was in my vagina or all
in my head.  


He must have realized my back
arched to take him in, to luxuriate in the long ebb and neap of the tide that
was his cock.  �You�re�amazing,� he groaned, as I moaned on each thrust, urging
him deeper, more deeply than I�ve ever been penetrated, urging�


I�d had enough of the sand
abrading my backside, so I made him roll onto his back and mounted him.  The
word �impaled� seemed more appropriate than �penetrated,� I thought, as I held
his shaft and lowered myself onto him.  I read once that the cervix doesn�t
feel, but they lied.  Every bump against it set off tiny explosions within me. 
So different from every other time in my life, there was no ramping up, no
building toward orgasm.  I simply came in one giant spasm, and screamed at the
top of my lungs.


Richie muttered something I
didn�t hear, pulled me down�forcing one more big bump to my cervix�and began to
ejaculate.  Damn it, he had to be cumming right into my womb!  I had another
massive convulsion, screaming again and again.


With his cock still within me,
I fell to his chest.  Rubbing my breasts against his chest, I said, �So, after
this am I any different from all the other women you�ve fucked?�


He smiled and answered, �You
don�t get it. You responded as a woman should. Not from the�ah�the concept of
my cock, but from�I don�t know how to put it, maybe from ME.�


I kissed him lightly.  �How do
you know it wasn�t from the �concept�?�


�I just know, that�s all. Now
kiss me again, then get off me so we can get back to the boat. By now
everyone�ll know what we did. Do you care?�


�All I care about now was that
I had the best damn orgasm of my life.�  Then we kissed deeply.


Swimming back to the boat, he
kept looking at me and smiling.  I knew that look: he was smitten with me, and
I wasn�t sure how I should handle that.  I harbored no fantasies about our
belated tryst, as I admit having about his brother after the first cruise.  I
hoped his infatuation, if that�s what it was, wouldn�t last.


After we were helped aboard,
needless to say we were chided miserably.  


Carlos smiled and said one
word: �Finally.�


Janet said, �Wasn�t he
fantastic!�  It was a statement, not a question.


Barbara said, �Damn, are you
loud!� I guess sound carried well over the water.


Ivan whispered in my ear, �I
hope you enjoyed it.�


More than you�ll ever know, I
thought.


The atmosphere was subdued as
we sailed back to port.  The girls were dreamy eyed.  I understood their sexual
afterglow, since I probably looked like they did.  


Ivan and I didn�t speak much
the rest of the day.  He�d have to reconcile his feelings of jealousy with the
fact he�d invited me along in the first place.  It wasn�t my job.  Certainly
Richie would schedule another �cruise� and we would certainly be invited.  Paul
too.  Ivan better get over it fast.


That night, I had another
dream, maybe more vivid than any previous one.  My rapist was huge, and his
cock split me in two, though I felt no pain, only extreme pleasure.  I awoke
sweaty and hot, practically running to the bathroom to masturbate.  While I
rubbed myself, I replayed the fragments of the dream that were still with me. 
Was his face Richie�s or Paul�s?  I couldn�t remember.


But I came with a bang!
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Judy,
Afloat


By


Donna M.


 


I
awoke wet from sweat and other bodily fluids.  I�d been having these strange
dreams lately where a man fucks me, almost as if it were rape.  The common
thread is that the men are all physically perfect, muscular with tight asses
and big cocks, leaving me panting and sore�and wet when I wake up.  In this
last dream, he had the face of Leo DiCaprio.  My husband, Ivan was still
asleep, so I slipped out of bed, went into the bathroom, and masturbated, using
a fist to stifle any sounds.


What
prompted these dreams was anyone�s Freudian guess.  Ivan and I have had a
decent sexual relationship throughout our marriage; at least I thought so,
though recently Ivan has been acting antsy a bit.  I suspected an affair, but
none of the usual signs were apparent to me.


While
eating breakfast, Ivan asked me if I�d given more thought to his hot tub idea.


I
asked again, �Why all of a sudden do we need a hot tub? Like we�ve spoken about
before, we really don�t have the space for one out on the deck.�


�You
know that Richie and Barb have one, and they have parties, and I�d like us to do the
same.�


I knew
Richie.  He was basically a big kid who reveled in his toys.  Rumor had it that
he was hung like the proverbial horse, so maybe that�s what made my husband
envious, not the hot tub.  Or maybe it was Barbara, who lived up to the
�Barbie� ideal, especially now that she had her breasts augmented.  Had Ivan
seen them, and does that have something to do with this whole hot tub thing? 
Maybe implants for me will be the next thing on his wish list.


Ivan
said, �Speaking of Richie and Barb, they�re going out on a short cruise on
their boat next weekend, and we�ve been invited.�


�Who
else is going?� I asked.  Something was fishy about this sudden invitation.


�Richie�s
brother Paul and his wife, and you know Janet, right? Her and her husband Walt
will go, and couple of other couples who are Richie�s friends.�


I
still thought something was strange about this sea cruise, but with Janet going
I probably shouldn�t worry.  Though not a close friend, I knew her, and she
seemed to be a prim and proper housewife and mom, so I said yes to going.


I
asked Ivan, �This is going to be one of those �let�s see what you�ve got�
excursions, right? Barb will want to show off her new tits and you men will
want the rest of us topless too.�


Ivan
grinned sheepishly.  �Maybe.�


�Well,
then I�m wearing my one-piece.�  Ivan looked disappointed, but too bad.   After
all, I was going, wasn�t I?


When
the day arrived, we went to the marina and Richie welcomed us aboard.  Barb
introduced us to the other couples who were already there:  Carlos and Maria;
Mike and Sondra; and Paul and Megan.  Carlos was a good looking, darker-skinned
Latino, his wife a sultry dark haired beauty.  Mike and Sondra looked like the
quintessential blond and blue-eyed suburban couple.  Paul had some resemblance
to his brother but a better physique by far, as if he worked out a lot with
weights.  His wife Megan was a complete opposite; as thin as a rail, with an
almost boyish build.


Drinks
were offered and accepted.  It was obvious that Ivan knew these people, so he
did better than I did with the small talk.  I was thankful when Janet and her
husband arrived.  


She
seemed surprised I was there.  �Wow, your first cruise with us,� she said. 
�You ready for some fun? Have you met Richie yet? You have your suit on under
there, don�t you?� she asked in rapid succession, not really interested so much
in my answers.  This hyperkinetic, overly made-up woman wasn�t the woman I
thought I knew.


As
Richie skillfully (at least it seemed like it to me) maneuvered the boat out of
the marina and into the harbor, the rest of us lounged on deck and drank. 
Barbara was being her usual boisterous self, commanding us all to don swimsuits
if we didn�t already have them on underneath our clothes, as I did.  She was
already in one of her signature bikinis�not much fabric but with lots of
stretch.  Her augmented breasts were barely contained by the bikini�s top, and
she seemed to take every opportunity to wiggle them provocatively.


Some people
went below to change.  Maria and Sondra filled their bikinis nicely, and the
sight of them made me want to immediately cover myself back up.  Carlos was the
only male wearing a Speedo, the others opting for more conservative swim
shorts.  Mind you, Carlos looked particularly good in those Speedos.  Paul�s
wife, Megan, was the exception to the rest of us women; flat, with hardly any
hips for her bikini bottoms to hold on to.  When the inevitable call for us
women to go topless came, what would Megan do?   Compared to her ample-bosomed
shipmates�and that included me�along with her hostess, who now had the
�mostest� of all of us, she hardly stacked up.


We
sailed out of the harbor into open water, which was surprisingly calm.  Richie
set the anchor and yelled �Let�s party, people!�


That
was his wife�s cue to lose her top.  Every man on board except her husband
stared in keen amazement at the rack she just exposed.  The new pair was indeed
spectacular.  Taut, round and hard looking, she gave them a shake to
enthusiastic applause from the men on board.


Richie
wasn�t paying attention; instead he was in an animated discussion with Maria
and Megan as they too dropped their tops.  As I�d surmised, Megan was all
nipple, no mound.  Her nipples though were strangely incredible, looking like
large mushroom caps.  Maria tweaked one of them, and she and Megan laughed at
the intimacy.  Interesting.


Soon,
all the tops were off except mine.  As the men beseeched, I motioned to my
one-piece suit and claimed structural inability to comply.  All were
disappointed, but none as much as Ivan was, at least by his facial expression.


Richie
let everyone know he was going swimming.  �Don�t worry, no sharks,� he said,
laughing.  


I
looked over as he quickly dropped his shorts to the deck and dove overboard. 
Maria and Megan followed him into the water.  Mike looked over the deck�s edge
and said to Carlos, �Oh boy, she�s starting already.�  I guessed the �she� was
Maria.


When
they climbed back aboard, Maria�s dark skin was even darker, her nipples stiff,
Megan was basically breathless, and omigod, the rumors about Richie were
correct.  He was superbly hung, his (I imagined) stimulated cock at about
half-mast.  He had to have had the biggest cock I�d ever seen except in some
porn films.


There
probably was a script being played out here that I, as the newbie, wasn�t privy
to.  Barb, Walt, Mike and Ivan went below, very soon followed by Maria, Megan
and Carlos.   Janet and Sondra gravitated toward Richie who had plunked down
naked into a deck lounger with a beer in hand and a smile on his face.  Janet�s
skin was flushed, obviously aroused, and her and Sondra began playing with what
was obviously their intended plaything�Richie�s cock.


I sat
there, alone on that part of the deck, hugging my knees tightly, watching a
woman I thought I knew in foreplay with a man not her husband, while my husband
was below deck doing God knows what.  This was definitely a mistake.


Paul appeared
and sat next to me.  �Having fun yet?�


�Not
really.�


�Ivan didn�t
tell you the whole story, did he?�


�If
you mean THAT story,� I said, gesturing toward Janet, Sondra and Richie,
�no, he didn�t.  I point blank asked him if this was about swinging and he said
no.�


�Okay,
well maybe he wasn�t completely untruthful.  None of us think of this as
swinging.  It�s a way to unwind, like a vacation, do things we normally
wouldn�t do.�


�It
doesn�t bother you if Megan gets fucked by Richie, or Ivan for that matter?�


�Let
me explain.  If we went below, we�d probably find Megan and Maria going at it
hot and heavy.  You see, my wife is very bisexual, though she�d much rather
sleep with you than Richie, I think.  This is her chance to indulge, and I�m
all for it.�


�And
what do you want?�


�You,�
he said, smiling with a twinkle in his eye.


�I
don�t think so.�


�At
least roll that suit down and let it all hang out.  You look like you�ve got a
beautiful pair; probably compete with anyone else on this boat, including my
sister-in-law�s bowling balls.  Why not get a good tan and enjoy yourself?�


�Jesus,
is that all men think about?�


�Almost. 
We do tend to think about other body parts as well.�


I
glanced away from Paul to see Janet and Sondra taking turns sucking on Richie�s
pole.  �So, if we did go below, what else would I find besides Maria and
Megan?�


�You
want me to speculate, or would you rather go for a walk?�  Without seeing my
husband or the others on deck, I pretty much figured out what I�d find.  Before
I chickened out, I slipped the straps of my suit off my shoulders and rolled the
fabric down to my waist.


�There,
you happy now?�


 �Wooooo,
yeah, I was right, they are magnificent!� Paul said after he whistled.


I
laughed in spite of myself.  �You�re slinging bullshit, but at least it�s
charming bullshit.�


He put
a pained expression on his face.  �No bullshit. I only speaketh the truth,
milady.�


We
sat, talked a bit, and mostly watched the X-rated show in front of us.  I still
couldn�t believe Janet�s wantonness as she climbed on Richie�s shaft reverse
cowgirl, and slid onto him.  I shuddered, thinking the damn thing would�ve
ripped all the way into my womb, for God�s sake.  As Janet did her dance, I
marveled at her single-mindedness; she�d hinted to me as soon as we spoke how
much she wanted this with Richie, so I could at least give her points for
perseverance.  Sondra had straddled Richie�s tongue and was riding toward her
own destination.


I
asked Paul, �Why aren�t you in on that? Sondra looks like a hot number.�


�Like
I said, I�d rather have you.�  I may have been pissed if it wasn�t for the big
grin on his face.


�You�re
in for a long wait.�


He
didn�t answer that directly, saying instead, �I do have good staying power. I
can hold it�waiting, that is.�  Another big smile.


I
looked over to see Janet bouncing furiously, impaling herself, getting louder
and louder in the process.  She shouted �I�m cumming!� and wailed as she did.


Paul
said, �You�re amazing, I must admit. I�ve never seen a woman out here on this
boat who didn�t get aroused at the sight of my brother�s schlong. You�re not even
breathing heavily.�


Janet
had dismounted and now Sondra had a firm grip on Richie�s cock, rubbing its
entire length until he ejaculated in several high-arcing cumshots, setting the
two women to giggling like schoolgirls.


�Oh,
here come some of the partiers,� Paul said just as Barbara, Walt, Mike and my
husband appeared topside.  They were all nude, with the men�s cocks all
semi-stiff and gleaming wet in the bright sunshine.


Richie
yelled to his wife, �How was the gang bang, hon?�


�They were
very enthusiastic, dear,� Barb answered.


Somehow,
I�d slipped from anger with Ivan to resignation.  After all, unlike an affair,
I knew where he was playing.  Even at resignation, I was glad I hadn�t
witnessed the gang bang, nor did I want to imagine how it went down.  Three
stupidly grinning men told me all I wished to know.


I said
to Paul, �No Carlos? Is he with your wife?�


�Carlos
likes to watch. I�m sure Maria and Megan are giving him a good show.�  Like
eerie clockwork, a high-pitched orgasmic scream echoed from below.  �That�s
Megan. I can tell her climaxes anywhere.�


It
really didn�t bother him, I could tell.  Could I get to that point of
acceptance?


�How
about a swim?� Paul asked.  �Take your mind off all this.�


�Same
issue as before,� I said, pointing out my swimsuit.


He
pointed at Barb, and then Janet and Sondra.  �They don�t seem to be wearing
anything. Why not get out of that thing you�re half way out of already and join
me. You can swim, right?�


�Yes,
I can swim.�


�Well,
I�m not waiting for you,� he said, stripping off his shorts and diving
overboard.  I got a brief glance at a tightly muscled ass as he dove.  Nice.


Oh
what the hell, I thought to myself, and stood, dropping my suit to the deck. 
With the eyes of the rest of the group upon me, as nonchalantly as I could I
walked to the boat�s edge and dove.  The water was quite a bit colder than I
anticipated, and now a bit choppier than it had been earlier.  I bobbed to the
surface to find Paul in front of me.


As we
treaded water, he said, �The cold water becomes you.�


�What?�


He
brushed one of my breasts.  �Your nipples are nice when they�re puckered and
stiff like this.�


I
dropped below the surface.  When I came back up, I said, �I doubt the cold
water has anything to do with you stiffening up.�  His cock was semi-erect and,
though not as prodigious as his brother�s unit, it was a mighty fine specimen
of manhood.


�I�m
looking at the cause of that,� he sputtered as a wavelet broke over us.


A
while ago, I would�ve never thought what I was thinking now, but having him so
naked and so close was having an effect on me.  I think he knew it, too.


�RICHIE,
TOSS US A COUPLE OF MASKS AND SNORKELS,� Paul hollered at the boat.


In
about half a minute, two masks, snorkels and four fins were thrown from the
boat toward us.  We put everything on and did some swimming and some
exploring.  Underwater, I had a difficult time looking at marine life instead
of Paul�s body.  He was the epitome of male physique, and reminded me of my
recent dream lover (rapist?)  He remained semi-erect.  I shuddered, and it
wasn�t from the temperature of the water.


We
were much farther from the boat than I imagined.  I pulled the snorkel
mouthpiece from my mouth and said to Paul, �We probably should be heading
back.�


Removing
his own mouthpiece, he said, �You�re not tired already, are you?�


�No,
it�s not that.�


�I
hope not. Stamina is a great thing�in many sports�and other endeavors.�  He
grinned from ear to ear.


�I can
imagine what endeavor you�re thinking of.�


That�s
when we came together and kissed, tasting the salt water on each other�s lips. 
I felt his erection brush against me, and that�s when I surrendered.  We were
going to fuck, and I was ready, Ivan be damned.


�I
want you,� he uttered once our lips parted.  I nodded.  He said, �Have you ever
made it in the water?�  I shook my head, then grabbed him and kissed him again.


As the
water grew choppier, I wasn�t sure how it would work but I certainly was
willing to try.  With snorkels and masks back on, I spread my legs and he
entered me.  The seawater was no match for my natural lubrication; however, he
wasn�t able to get a decent rhythm going so ultimately it didn�t work.


Out
came his snorkel mouthpiece again, and he said, �You won�t change your mind
once we�re back on the boat, will you?�


�No,�
I hoarsely answered.


We
swam the long way back, and when we climbed aboard, several people expressed
their worry since they lost track of us for a while.  Hugging me, Ivan said,
�I�m so glad you�re back. You okay?�


I
nodded, but Paul interjected, �She�ll be fine in a bit, after we complete our
unfinished business,� taking me by the elbow, separating me from my husband�s
embrace, and lifting me up into his arms.


Ivan
didn�t know what to say or do; however, everyone else hooted and hollered after
us, cheering Paul on as he carried me below.  


�Way
to go, bro, do her good!�  That would be Ritchie.


�Paul�s
gonna score!�  Sounded like Mike.


�Hey,
what about me?�  That was Janet�s voice.  Hadn�t she had enough?


�I�m
next!�  There was an echo; both Megan and Carlos?


I was
filled with mixed emotions.  Was I really going to have sex with this man who
was basically a stranger?  His hold of me was strong and confident, and I
melted against him as he carried me in his muscular arms.  He took me to a
cabin that was nothing more than wall-to-wall mattress.  He set me down gently
and began making love to me, beginning with his lips and tongue.


�Oh
Paul, oh soooooooooooooo good, sooooo gooooooooooood,� I sang as he licked and
sucked and nibbled on my clit.


I
grabbed a handful of hair and �urged� him to climb on top of me, my legs
wantonly spread wide.  He looked into my eyes steadily as he entered my
well-lubricated and oh so ready vagina.  He slid into me and immediately my
hips bucked in response.  He fucked me slowly.  My reluctance evaporated, I
urged him faster.  As he thrusted and I mewled in reply, I sensed someone just
beyond the periphery of my vision.  Did we have an audience?


As I
was beginning to climax, I felt a warm body insinuate itself next to me.  A
hand kneaded my breasts as Paul continued to plunge and retreat.  Megan�s hand.


�Oh
Paulie, how come you�re always the lucky one?� she crooned.


Paul
didn�t answer, instead groaning that he was about to cum.  I was already
cumming.


�Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,�
I warbled, and my cries echoed throughout the boat.


Paul
pulled out, and then his wife took his place between my thighs.  She made love
to me and soon I was screaming in delight once again.  When I next was aware of
my surroundings, I realized others had joined us and were in different stages
of sexual congress.


Megan
cooed to me, �I just love to taste my husband�s cum in another woman.�  She
came closer and whispered in my ear, �You�re hot. Ivan needs to let you play
more often.�  I was going to respond, but she clamped her lips on mine and
wouldn�t let go.


When
she finally pulled away, I saw that Janet�s husband, Walt, was standing over
me.  He said, �May I have the honor, seeing that Ivan�s doing Janet over
there.  I looked, and sure enough, my husband was fucking an eager Janet doggie
style over by the corner.


I
didn�t really want Walt; the guy was a bore in my opinion, and who said
anything about tit for tat?  �Do you think this is a swap meet?  Do I look like
a baseball card you can trade with your buddy?� I said, surprising myself with
my tone.


I got
up, leaving Walt with his hard-on in hand, and began walking up on deck.  As I
left, I saw that Walt was already zeroing in on Sondra, who had yet to pair up
with anyone.  The sea had grown choppier though no storm looked to be in
sight.  Richie, Barb, Carlos and Maria were lounging on the deck.  A quick
glance told me that their last jaunt had not been in husband and wife pairs. 
Paul wasn�t there; I didn�t know where he�d gone after we�d fucked, which
angered me a little, as if I was a plaything, quickly discarded.  I�d thought
it was more than that to him.


Richie
saw me and called me over.  �Well, well, come here. I�m glad you got into the
party mood. Paulie must be happier than a pig in shit.�


�I
don�t know how happy he is, and I�m not sure what mood I�m in,� I told him as I
dropped into the last empty deck chair.


�Okay.
I�m sorry for hitting a nerve. It�s just my nature, I guess.�  He stood up. 
�Wanna go for a last dip before the afternoon chop gets worse?�


�Sounds
like a great idea. Still no sharks?�


He
chuckled and said, �Not unless you�re worried about this monster of the deep,�
grabbing his cock and swinging it around.


�Doesn�t
scare me in the least.�


�My
kind of woman!� he said, then dove overboard.  I followed him into the cold
water.


When
we swam near each other, he said, �Whoa, a little colder than I thought it�d
be.�


I
laughed and asked, �Does yours shrivel up when it�s cold, like my husband�s?�


He
laughed in return.  �Not really�check it out.�


�No
thanks.�


�You
brought it up. At least give it a touch�pretty please.�


I
reached out and grasped his cock.  Damn, the magnitude of the thing was just as
impressive by touch as it was by sight.  The feel of it swelling as I held him
momentarily made me lose my ability to tread water, and I went under.  Perhaps
he thought I was doing something else, since I could see the disappointment on
his face when I resurfaced.


He
collected himself, saying, �Is my brother a good lover? I�ve never seen him in
action, you know.�


�He�s
very good. Are you?�


�What
do you think?�


�I
think that well-endowed men like you get away with just being a big prick, and
forget all the ways to make a woman happy in bed. I�d ask your wife but she
seems to always be occupied.�


�Ouch,
that hurt. My �friend� here does seem to take care of things all by himself, I
must admit, but I do try to be more loving than you seem to think I am.�


�Okay,
but I�m not in the mood to find out first hand if you�re as good a lover as
your brother.�


�Too
bad for me. You are a very sexy woman, you know, even if you dared to come onto
my boat wearing a one-piece bathing suit, for God�s sake. Ivan never lets on
you�re as lusty as you seem.�


I
laughed, which got me a mouth full of seawater.  While I coughed and spit,
Richie swam closer and held me, patting my back.  Feeling his cock rub against
me was enough to halt the choking and make me question my reluctance to give
him a go.  Maybe I did want to give him a try once we were back on the boat.


I
hoped he wasn�t reading my mind when he said, �I think it�s about time we get
back on board.�


We
swam back to the boat, and Carlos helped us climb aboard.  On deck, Barbara was
entertaining Ivan and Walt with a double penetration performance.  I didn�t
particularly like my husband about then.  I somewhat understood his desires for
new experiences, but this near-orgy stuff was crude, and perhaps more
exhibitionism than sex.


Carlos
offered me a drink while Richie made a comment that he was ready to hoist
anchor and head back to the marina.  I noticed Mike and Janet at play on deck
as well; everyone else must be below.


Carlos
said, �You okay with seeing Ivan like that?�


�Okay
isn�t quite the word for it.�


�I
understand. We suspected you weren�t told about all this before today. I�m glad
you�ve had some fun at least. I�m sure Paul told you this, but you are a
fantastic woman. I really would like to get to know you better, if you�d let
me.�


I
wasn�t about to answer yes or no yet to the proposition.  �Where�s your wife?� 
Carlos was a handsome man, and maybe I was a little intimidated since his wife
was a beauty whose body eclipsed mine by light-years. 


In a
non-sequitur reply, he said, �Maria told me earlier that she wanted you. You
two would make great love, if you�d rather her than me.�


�Carlos,
I�m still not sure what I want, though I admit to having my eyes opened today,
as well as my thighs.�


He
chuckled at my admission.  �Well, if you won�t let me make wild love to you, why
don�t we go below and see what the rest of the crew�s doing?�


We
found Paul, Megan, Mike�s wife Sondra, and Maria lounging around on the big
mat.  The casual conversation gave no clues to any previous sexual matchups. 
Carlos and I joined them.


Sondra
asked me, �Did you fuck Richie?�


�No,
we just went swimming.�


�Too
bad. That cock of his�shit, can that thing take you places!�


I
looked at Paul, who smiled back.  �That�s okay; I�ve been taken places today
already.�


Maria
said, �I�m happy to see that you�ve enjoyed yourself. You�re too hot a lady to
stay monogamous with that creep Ivan.�


I was
ready to defend my husband, but Carlos said, �Now, Maria, don�t say things like
that. Would you like someone saying things like that about me?�


�No
one would say anything bad about you, dear. You�re the best husband in the
world.�


Paul
then said, �Meg, why don�t we go topside? Sondra, would you care to join us?�


Did he
somehow sense Carlos� and Maria�s intentions?  Were the signals that strong? 
And what signals were I transmitting?  When the trio left, I waited for their
move.  Carlos, perhaps the bolder of the two, made the first one.  Without a
word he moved closer and began kissing a breast.  My nipples can be very
sensitive, so I moaned as he kissed and licked first one then the other.  Maria
closed in on my other side and took over for her husband, as he shifted his
focus lower.  Two tongues, two pairs of lips, and four hands worked their magic
until I knew I was wet, and beginning my inexorable climb to fulfillment.


I lost
track of time and positioning until I found myself lying down on my stomach,
Carlos on top of, and in me, and Maria�s legs spread with her pussy at my
face.  My ass twitched in response to Carlos� attack as my tongue snaked out to
do some of my own attacking.  Maria was moist and sweet, and didn�t take long
to begin her own orgasmic climb.


�Oh,
Judy,� she cried. �I think I�m cumming already!�


As my
mouth was rewarded with a sweet dollop of Maria�s love juice, my back arched
and my ass rose up to take Carlos deeper.  He groaned suddenly so I knew he was
cumming, though he kept thrusting, which was enough to take me the rest of the
way, bless the man.  My climactic bellow was stifled by Maria�s lips, my saliva
mixing with her pussy syrup.


Maria
wasn�t done yet.  She kept at me with fingertips and lips.  Soon I was singing
again.  As I came down from my orgasmic high, I saw Ivan in the cabin doorway
(do they call them �doorways� on boats?) staring at me, Maria and Carlos.


�I see
you�ve had some fun after all.�


I
responded, �Wasn�t that the idea for asking me along? To have some fun while
you were having yours?� 


�Well
yeah, I guess so.�  His expression was nearly a pout.


�So,
have you had fun? We gonna do this again?�


�Maybe,
I dunno.�


�What�s
the matter? Double-teaming Barb getting to be old hat already?�


Maria
put her arm around my waist and said, �Okay, okay you two. That�s how to make
these fun cruises to nowhere stop being fun. I think�and I�m sure Carlos
agrees�that both of you enjoyed the sex, no strings attached, and that
shouldn�t have an effect on your love.�


Ivan
said, �I know. Jesus, I just didn�t realize how jealous I�d be watching my wife
with other men.�


�And
with other women?� Maria said with a laugh.


Ivan
smiled, �Maybe not so much.�


Carlos
jumped in, �You know, Ivan my man, you never told us how incredibly hot your
wife is.  Keeping secrets from all of us?�


�Ah,
no, no secrets, at least not on purpose.�


Janet
entered the cabin, giggling, probably drunk, after who knows how many fuckings. 
�Oh, Ivan, I�ve been looking all over for you. You haven�t had a turn yet,� she
said, then giggled some more.


Ivan
looked at me, and I mouthed, �Go ahead.�


Naked
Janet jumped into his arms, and I think her tongue went to the back of my
husband�s mouth by the looks of him.  I whispered my goodbyes to Carlos and
Maria, and left the mat space for Janet and Ivan.  Everyone used the word �fun�
to describe these random couplings, and only now could I admit that it had been
fun for me.  I went looking for Paul.


He was
up near the helm, speaking with his brother.  When he saw me, he said, �You
probably should put your suit back on. We�re heading to shore.�


�Okay.
Walk with me?�


Richie
gave him a little thumbs-up signal as we walked away.  When I located my discarded
swimsuit, I said, �I want to thank you for�for�for your�attention.�


�You�re
welcome, Judy. I know what you mean even if you can�t say it. I enjoyed making
love to you, and I think you enjoyed it too. You�re a sexy, desirable,
responsive woman, and I�d love to see you next time we go out on one of these
cruises.�


�Oh
Paul, you�re a sweet, sweet man. Can I have a kiss before I put this back on?� 
He held me in his muscular arms and our kiss was hot.  I pressed my breasts
into him as if to absorb the warmth and strength of his body.  �I�ll definitely
be on Richie�s next boat ride, Ivan or no Ivan.�


Once
my suit was on, I lounged on deck and watched the swinging menagerie return
topside, in various stages of post-coital languor and getting dressed.  Janet
looked worn out but otherwise content and Walt seemed pleased with that.  The
other couples, Carlos and Maria, Mike and Sondra, and Paul and Megan acted as
happily married couples do, holding hands, swapping small talk, so much so an
observer would never surmise the swapping that had gone on earlier.  Ivan had a
difficult time looking at me, and I let him stew in his jealousy as we sailed. 



Barb
sat next to me and thanked me for coming.  �My brother-in-law seems to be
smitten with you. Are you planning to do anything more about that? Maybe on our
next sailing?�


�Who
knows?� I said, and I meant it.  What would I do about all these new feelings I
was having?  Could I get into this (regardless of what these couples all
claimed) swinging lifestyle?  Barb walked off to mingle with the others, so I
took the opportunity to go to the helm and talk to her husband.  I was learning
that underneath the frat-boy braggadocio, and the cock that could back it up,
was an okay guy.


�Whose
idea was the swinger cruises? Yours, or your wife�s?�


�You�d
think it was mine, but actually it was Barbara�s idea. She told me that she
wanted to let everyone else in on what I had,� he said, lightly grabbing his
cock through the shorts.  �You have to understand, and I know this�ll sound shallow,
but because of my cock I�ve never been neglected in that department, though
ironically I�m not that driven when it comes to sex.  On the other hand, you
can find Barbara�s picture next to nymphomaniac in the dictionary, and frankly
she needs more than I can give her.�


�Do
you love her?�


�Oh
yes. We really are a perfect couple in all other aspects, so if she wants to be
double- or triple-teamed, I let her, and the boat works out well for that. 
Besides, I�m calmer when I�m out here, much more relaxed than I tend to be on
land.�


I made
up my mind.  �I�m calmer and more relaxed out here too.  Make sure I know about
the next sailing, okay?�


�You�re
a peach, Judy. I think my brother fell in love with you today. Paulie�s a great
guy, so I never figured out his marrying the lez.�


�I
like Paul too.  He did get me going today.�


�Yeah,
so I heard,� he said, then added, �Is Ivan okay with what went down today?�


�I
don�t know, but he�ll have to be, right?  Like that old saw about what�s good
for the goose is good for the gander. In our case it�s reversed.�  I leaned
closer to him and touched the front of his shorts, feeling his prodigious
manhood within.  �Maybe next trip I�ll put that �not driven by sex� thing to
the test.�


He
smiled, �I�ll be looking forward to it.�  He gave me a quick peck of a kiss. 


Later
that evening in bed, Ivan finally opened up.  We talked about his motivations
and about his jealousies.  We talked about what attracted me to Paul, and how
that was different than Janet�s attraction to Richie, for example.  He made
some promises about paying more attention to me and being more romantic.  For
my part, I told him I understood his need�every man�s need, actually�for sexual
variety, and if he wanted to sail with Richie and the gang in the future it was
alright with me.


�You
really liked it too, didn�t you?� he asked.


I
couldn�t deny it, could I?  


After
making love with Ivan, I fell asleep.  I had another one of those dreams,
though this time the muscle-bound Adonis had Paul�s face.  Damn, was I wet when
I awoke!
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Service


 


By Donna M.


 


 �Your
usual accommodations, Mister Beauregard?� the man at the main desk asked,
recognizing me as I expected him to do.


�Yes,
please�� I read his name badge, ��Joseph.�


Handing
me the key card, he said �Will there be anything else required, Sir?�


�Please
have Henri call me in my room as soon as possible.�


He
assured me he would, and I thanked him, before following the bellhop up to my
suite.


Though
infrequent, my visits to Las Vegas included all the amenities that came with my
financial, high-roller status.  One such amenity was that which I wanted to
discuss with Henri.  His real name was Henry Schwartz, but he claimed the
French guise lent credence to his concierge duties in this most posh of
hotels.  I believed his competency and discretion needed no assistance in
cementing that credibility.  


Instead
of calling, he arrived at my door in short order.  �I assume, sir, that you are
seeking a companion.�  Henri said, his inflection making it half way between a
statement and a question.


�Yes,
Henri.  Perhaps a bit younger than the last time, though youth can often bring
with it a lack of sophistication in the service.  I trust you�ll find the right
girl.�


�Oui,
Monsieur,� he answered with a slight smile, knowing that I knew the French persona
was a false one.


I
showered after I selected one of my finer suits to wear.  During the shower, I
reminisced about my life and how I arrived at this point in it.  Though I�d had
the pleasure of countless women, I�d had only one true love, and only for the
briefest of moments.  I met Maria right here in this town.  She�d been a
blackjack dealer in the casino downstairs.  I told her that she was being
wasted there; she should have been in the chorus line.  She blushed.  I was
hooked.  I invited her to join me for dinner after her shift ended.  We had
fantastic sex.  She was amazing, her beauty unmistakable; fine, olive skin and
dark cascading hair that looked fantastic as it laid spread out on a pillow
below me.  I took every opportunity to visit Las Vegas to be with her.  I
showered her with gifts, though the one gift she was looking for I could not
give.  My heart remained mine, and I would forever regret that.  Eventually she
disappeared and I never saw her again.  I�d been told of a daughter, and spent
many a sleepless night wondering if she were mine.


I
dressed.  I supposed I could wear anything casual, but a fine, well-tailored
suit always made me feel great�and lucky.


The
knock came, and I opened the door to a most magnificent sight.  The girl was
stunning.  She said, �Am I at the right place?�


I
said, �You most certainly are, my dear.�  I handed her the envelope containing
the proper amount of cash.  She slipped it into her small purse without a word,
conveying the expected professionalism.  She was a tall brunette.  The basic
black cocktail dress was anything but basic on her, clinging to every
magnificent curve while highlighting her long, beautiful legs.  Her hair was a
wondrous bed of curls; what I used to think of as �big hair� though it was far
from the tawdry image that �look� usually conveyed.


She
came to me and kissed me lightly before saying, �Will we get to know each other
better as the evening progresses, or shall we do that first?�


�The
night is young, my dear.  We have plenty of time to get to know each other, as
you put it.  Let�s begin by telling me your name.�


�I�m
Storm,� she said, and I imagined the whirlwind this girl could be�a storm,
indeed.


�I�m
Ben, and I�m hungry.  Let�s say we have dinner first before trying our luck in
the casino?�


�Your
wish is my command, Ben,� she said, with all the innuendo her role implied.


She
took my arm and we went to the finest restaurant in the place.  I didn�t wish
to appear a gauche man, throwing money around as a show, but I did order an excellent
bottle of Dom Pérignon with dinner.  Storm was discriminating enough to
appreciate its excellence.  I admired that in a woman of her profession.  We
spoke of many things; world events as well as local gossip, and she held her
own in every conversation subject.   I asked many questions about her.  She
evaded most of them.


I won
more than I lost in the casino, and commended her for bringing me luck.  �Ben,
I think a man like you makes his own luck,� she said, smiling in radiance, �but
I don�t mind being your good luck charm for the night.�


She
was doing something to me well beyond what she would do later.  This young
woman possessed a rare combination of perspicacity and insouciance I had never
seen in someone her age.  Her manners were impeccable.  Her speech polished. 
Until she was in my hotel bed, it would be difficult for me to believe she was
as skilled in her chosen profession as in the social graces.


My
�good luck charm� and I eventually were back in my suite.  She went off to �get
more comfortable� as I fixed myself a drink from the minibar, which had been
stocked according to my needs.  I reminded myself to thank Henri in the
accustomed manner.


Storm
came out of the bathroom wearing only a bra, thong, and heels.  I know of the
finer things, so I knew these were not tawdry, Victoria�s Secret items.  The
bra, for all its daintiness, held her fine breasts with aplomb.  �Would you
like a drink?� I asked her, marveling at her long and magnificently toned
legs.  I imagined them wrapped around me, and I must admit to stiffening to the
thought.  Soon enough, soon enough.


I
fixed her a drink as she lazily unbuttoned my shirt.  �You seem a little
tense,� she said.  �I�m not making you nervous, am I?�


Her
sardonic grin was disconcerting.  �I�m not the nervous type, and I don�t care
much for being condescended to, young lady� I said to her.


�I�m
sorry if you interpreted what I said as condescension, Mister Beauregard.  That
was not my intention.   I do sense tension, though, and perhaps it needs to be
relieved.�


Standing
before the dresser with the large mirror on the wall behind it, she helped me
out of my shirt before unfastening my slacks and helping me out of them as
well, only stopping long enough to unfasten her bra and let it fall seductively
to the floor.  Her breasts were more beautiful than any image my mind could
conjure up, which seemed quite impossible.  �You can touch them, Mister
Beauregard.  They are real.�


�I
have no doubt,� I said, hoping the quaver I perceived to be there was not
heard.  �And please, please, please call me Ben.�


�Okay,
Ben,� she said as she sank to her knees, slid my boxers down, and expertly went
to work on my cock.  I did not use the word expertly lightly, for she proved to
be a pro at fellatio, using mouth and hand to perfection, getting me close but
never crossing the finish line.


I
helped her to her feet as I kicked my boxers aside.  �How would you like me?�
she asked before sliding her thong ever so slowly down her long legs.


�In
spite of what you may think, I�m an easy to please man.  Which way is your
favorite?�


She
turned her back on me and nestled her beautifully firm ass against my ragingly
hard cock.  �Most girls would say that doggie-style brings about the best
orgasms even if they wouldn�t admit it to a man.�


I felt
my cock leak pre-cum.  �Why don�t they?� I asked.


�I
never understood it myself.  I wonder if it�s a shame thing, you know, like
that�s how animals do it or something.�  The way she rubbed against me told me
she knew a little something about how animals did it.


�Then
I am led to believe your favorite is from behind?� I said, unable for some
reason to say �doggie style.�


�Every
position is my favorite.  Or let me rephrase that; the position I�m in is
always my favorite position.�


Our
eyes met in the mirror.  �What about here?� I said.  Her smile was dazzling. 
She turned and with dexterity, unrolled a condom onto my tumescent shaft before
once more turning her ass to me.  I asked her about foreplay, but what I really
meant was lubrication.


Another
dazzling smile, �I think you�ll find me ready enough.�


As I
manipulated my erection toward its target, my fingertips did indeed discover
her to be ready.  So young, and so much a pro!  She bent slightly, placing her
hands on the dresser�s surface.  I slowly slid into her, intent on savoring
every sensation with the beautiful girl.  My cock was in heaven.  She was tight
but not excessively so.  Her natural lubrication felt warm and velvety through
the thin condom wall.  My eyes watched her reflection in the mirror.  As I
fucked her, her tits jiggled seductively.  She smiled, knowing I was looking,
before tilting her head back and closing her eyes.  I admired every inch of her
splendid body as I held her hips and thrust into her, yet not wishing to have
her sensual beauty hasten my ejaculation one iota.  It was a hard-fought
battle.


Soon,
her lips parted ever so slightly and a soft moan escaped.  Nothing dramatic
about it, but I was certain that she�d just climaxed.  I stared at the
reflection of those parted lips and filled the condom.  I was more vocal than
she�d been by a wide margin.


�You
are staying the night, correct?� I asked her as we enjoyed a post-coital
cocktail.


�Of
course.  That was the agreement, yes?�  Which translated to: �I�m sure the
proper amount for my services are in the envelope.�


We
went to bed.  In between her playful teasing of my limp cock with her lips, she
asked more questions about me and my business.  I didn�t find her questions to
be nosy or intruding, but mere curiosity.  My cock responded well to her
teasing and she commented on my returning rigidity.


�Would
you like me on top this time, Ben?�


Oh,
yes, I liked it very much.  Beside the sensation of her luscious vagina sliding
around my hungry erection, the sight of her hovering over me in the cowgirl
position was sublime.  She closed her eyes as she rocked and rolled, her
beautiful tits bouncing and swaying and putting me in a hypnotic trance.  Her
flat stomach became a reminder for me to work out more.  I watched her nipples
harden and her skin blush and that signaled she was about to cum.  This girl
was more than a pro.  A pro can fake it like there�s no tomorrow.  If the
physical changes were faked then she belonged in the call-girl Hall of Fame, if
only such a place existed.


As she
climaxed, she laid down on me, pressing her breasts into my chest.  Her moans,
now almost in my ear, made me shoot my load.  �Mmmm, Ahhhhhhhh, OHHHHHH,� was
my nonsensical cry upon ejaculation.


We
showered together, not saying much.  I simply enjoyed the proximity, the feel
of her.  She was flawless.  After we dried off, I ordered a slew of room
service appetizers along with some Champagne.  We gobbled up the food like
starving children.  I used a finger to wipe some remnant of our
middle-of-the-night snack from the corner of her mouth, saying �You know, we�ll
have to take another shower.�


Her
answer was to seductively spread her legs as she said, �I thought you might
still be hungry.�


The
baby-smooth vulva I was ogling did indeed rouse my appetite, not to mention
something else.  I carried her to the bed and slid my tongue into the folds of
her precious cunt.  Her clit was like a little cock that rose up to meet me at
the door.  Fucking this beautiful creature was one thing, eating her was
another.  It felt as if I�d stayed down there between her thighs for hours.  I
was rewarded with the sweetest juices as she moaned her approval.


Her
power over me was evident, since belying my age, I easily got it up again. 
Missionary this time, she wrapped her marvelous legs around me and I did my
darnedest to be her stallion; to perform adequately for her as if she were the
payer.


�Have
I been�of good�service�to you�Ben?� she breathlessly asked as we approached
culmination.  


�You�ve
been�the best.�  Thump, thump went the bed as I slammed into her.


The
pro that she was, this time she squealed loudly.  It hardly mattered if she
were faking this time or not.  She knew what her vocalization would do to me,
and she was correct.


�Oh,
Storm, you did it to me again,� I groaned as I drained myself in her warm
embrace.


We
fell asleep like that, not knowing or caring what time it was.  Vegas, the town
that never sleeps, right?  If my snoring bothered her (many women have
complained about it) she never let on.


She
woke me with a kiss.  Down there.  I came awake fast, and then I came.  She
swallowed.


We
showered and I called room service for breakfast.  Henri personally accompanied
our breakfast in order to enquire if my needs had been met.  If he was
surprised to see Storm, in a house bathrobe and still here, his professional
discretion kept the fact hidden from me.  I�m sure he surmised that my needs
had been satisfied, without me having to tell him so.


As we
ate, Storm nonchalantly let the bathrobe fall to the floor.  Once more, I grew
amazed at my good fortune to have this goddess delivered to me.  Something else
grew too.


�Wow,
Ben, you�re quite an impressive man, I see.  Most men would be all done in by
now.�


�I�m
not �most men,� and your exceptional beauty adds to the equation.�


She
smiled, rose from where she sat, and walked to me.  �We�ll have to do something
about that,� she said, gesturing toward my spike.  She straddled my lap and
lowered herself onto me.


I
involuntarily gasped.  She was superbly lubricated, and I entered her easily. 
�No condom?� I said, barely above a whisper.  She didn�t answer.  With her eyes
closed, she slowly undulated around my cock.  She leaned to me, her tits
rubbing on my chest on every rise and fall.  Her pace, her rhythm never
altered.  Our lips met, and then our tongues.


After
several minutes of this agonizing ecstasy, I pulled my mouth away from hers and
whispered, �I�m about�to cum.�


She
whispered in turn, �It�s�okay.�


My
ejaculatory spasms were met with spasms of her own.  Even after the entire
night�s superb lovemaking, we somehow climaxed together, and I still managed to
produce quite a few hefty-feeling ropes, shooting them deep into her throbbing
vagina.


After
slipping her dress back on, she handed me her thong and said, �Something to
remember me by.�


�I
don�t need this to remember you,� I said in reply.


She
slid her tongue into my mouth.  After the long kiss goodbye, she said, �Maybe
next time you�re in Las Vegas?�


�I�ll
ask for you, and only you.�


At the
door to my suite, she stopped and whispered, �My real name is Maria; same as my
mother�s.�


I
stood there, holding her thong underwear in my hand, and watched her long legs
flash and her hips seductively sway as she walked to the elevator.  I thought
of just having ejaculated a robust load deep into her, and muttered �Good Lord,
what have I done?�
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A Portrait of April


By  Donna M.


 


I�d
always been drawn to them, and that was no pun.  Eric and I strolled along the
boardwalk, trying to avoid the hawkers and street artists, though the latter
was hard for me to do.  One sidewalk artist in particular couldn�t be avoided.  I
looked at his work and instantly fell in love.  His portraits breathed life
into every subject.  If the drawing was of the ocean, I smelled the seaweed and
heard the gulls.


�Oh
Eric, I want him to draw me,� I said, pulling my boyfriend toward the artist.


�Look
at what he wants for some of those.  You shouldn�t waste your money.�  That was
him, practical, penny-pinching Eric. 


I
tuned him out.  Approaching the man who was rearranging some of his artwork, I
blurted out, �Will you draw me?�  Embarrassed, knowing I was blushing, I added
�Please?�


He
looked at me and smiled.  His light brown hair was long and a bit shaggy. 
There was nothing really amazing about his face; he simply appeared open and
friendly.  His lanky physique defined the �starving artist� stereotype.  �Why
don�t you sit here and I�ll get to work,� he said while pointing to a camp
chair he had set up near an easel.


�How
much will it cost?� Eric asked.


The
artist didn�t look at Eric, but faced me when he answered, �I�ll let you decide
how much to pay me after it�s done.  Do we have a deal?�


I
stammered, �Yes, I guess so,� and sat down.


As
he studied me, he said, �By the way, my name is Seth.�


�I�m�I�m
April.�


He
picked up a small piece of what looked like charcoal from his equipment and
began drawing on the thick paper attached to his easel.  �Ah, April, a month of
so much promise; spring blossoms under rainy skies,� he said.  �Which are you,
April?  The blossom, or the rain?�


I
laughed, but Eric answered for me.  �With her moods, she�s the rain, dude.�


Seth
never looked at Eric.  He looked at me�only me�and maybe he looked into me,
through me.  His gaze stirred something deep within me.  I thought, Blossom,
definitely a spring bloom.  He went back to drawing.


Working
through his kit of pastels and crayons, he drew.  He studied me for a few
moments, and then returned to the easel, saying nothing except an occasional
�Mmm,� as if contemplating his work.  I had no idea of his progress, as minutes
that seemed like hours passed by.


He
stared at me again for several seconds, then said, �It�s finished, April.�


I
didn�t want to break eye contact with him, but I needed to look at his
portrait.  He turned the easel toward me and I gasped.  The girl in the picture
was me, though not me.  Seth had captured something my subconscious knew to be
true even if I hardly saw it in my mirror�s reflection.


Eric,
looking over my shoulder, whistled, and then said �Wow, you look hot!�


He
was right.  Seth had drawn me wearing what looked like a robe that was slightly
open, showing a hint of a breast.  It took me a few heartbeats to recognize the
facial expression.  He�d drawn my mouth slightly open, a wet light in my
eyes�eyes looking ever so slightly upward.  I couldn�t believe it; the picture
made me look as if I was having an orgasm.


�Did
I capture the real you?  Blossom AND rain?�


I
was speechless.  I pulled out my wallet and practically threw bills at him. 
Eric said, �Whoa, that�s too much, hon.� No, I thought, it�s not
enough.


Seth
signed the portrait with a flourish before rolling it carefully and sliding it
into a cardboard tube for safe transport.  �I�m glad you like it, April,� Seth
said.  �Look at it always�enjoy it�forever.�  His smile was enigmatic.


All
the way to my apartment, Eric alternated between complaining about how much I
paid for the portrait and how hot I looked in it.  Along the way, I tuned him
out.  I couldn�t wait to frame it and hang it, and as Seth told me, look at it
always.


After
Eric left, I walked to a local art supply house and had them frame the
picture.  The clerk made a comment about Seth after seeing his signature,
though I suspected she recognized his style anyway.  �What did you think of
him?� she asked.  She took another look at the artwork and added before I could
answer, �Oh, he got you.�


I
didn�t really understand what she meant, so I kept silent.


Home,
I pulled an old landscape from my wall and hung the portrait in its place.  I
stood there seemingly forever, strangely mesmerized by it.  Had Seth seen
something in me no one else did?  How had this image of me originated in his
mind?  As I gazed at it and pondered the unanswerable questions, something kept
gnawing at me, something almost subliminal.


It
wasn�t until bedtime (and my last admiration of the day) did I see it.  Amongst
some squiggly lines he used as fill near the base of my neck, I saw letters and
numbers.  Fishing around for a magnifying glass, I eventually made out what
he�d surreptitiously added to my portrait.  It said �APRIL� followed by a seven
digit number I knew had to be his telephone number.  Had my subconscious mind�s
eye already seen this?  How had he drawn such a thing so small I needed a
magnifier to read it?


My
dreams were of dancing paint brushes that tried to violate me, succeeding only
in tickling my clitoris.  I awoke wet, itchy and aroused.  I should have been
ashamed of the dirty dreams but I wasn�t.  Instead, I resolved to call the
number.  It took me a while to build up the nerve.  When he answered I couldn�t
speak.


�Who
is this?� After a few seconds of silence he said, �April?�


How
did he know?


�Y�Yes�it�s
me,� I finally said.


�I�m
happy you called.  I haven�t had a model as beautiful as you in quite a while. 
What can I do for you?�


�I�I�want
you�to draw me�again,� I said, even while disbelieving I was actually saying
it.


�I�d
love to do that, April,� he said.  �What about now?�  He gave me directions to
his studio.  It was close by, so I nearly ran there.


I
arrived at his door out of breath, and wondered how I appeared to him.  He
invited me in and asked again what I wanted.  �Please draw me again, like you
did on the boardwalk.  It�it�it did something to me.�


�I
take it the �something� was good?� he replied with a chuckle.  He directed me
to sit on a small stool at the center of his cluttered little studio.  He said
something about acrylics but by that time my rushing blood turned my hearing
into a dull roar, and I never heard him.


He
set to work, silently and earnestly concentrating on his subject�me.  Brushes
flew, color splashed.  Occasionally he�d punctuate his work with an �Mmm� or an
�Ah-ha,� but otherwise he kept silent.  There was a blurring in my peripheral
vision.  Only straight ahead was clear; straight ahead to his easel�and him.


With
every brush stroke I felt as if the brush was stroking my clit instead of the
canvas.  I felt my orgasm coming and was powerless to stop it.  When he looked
at me and declared the painting finished, I climaxed with a moan and a
shudder.  The moisture worked its way through my panties to soak the crotch of
my jeans.  If he'd noticed any of it, he didn�t let on as he beckoned me to come look at the finished product.


I
gasped when I looked.  He'd captured me (how ironic the use of that word
is�captured, as in trapped) in repose on a bed.  I had on a robe that lay
partially open, though nothing was fully exposed except for the cleft between
my breasts.  The expression I wore was one of complete abandonment following
some superb lovemaking.  Somehow I knew that my expression, sitting on his
stool as I came moments ago, was the same as that on the canvas.  Yes, he�d
captured me.  Now I understood the notion I�d seen in old movies; of native
people afraid to have their picture taken lest the camera would steal their
souls.


�I
take it you like it,� he said.  It wasn�t a question.  �I�ve never had a model
like you, April.  When you are before me, I see things, I feel things I�ve
never experienced before, ever.�


I
couldn�t stop admiring the portrait.  With each glance I noticed a nuance
unseen before.  In my heart I knew that these nuances he captured in bright
acrylics were parts of myself I never noticed in the mirror, though I was
certain if I looked again with fresh eyes I�d see them.  How long had I stood
before the easel, struck dumb by Seth�s portrayal?  He cleared his throat as if
to regain my attention.


�What
I�m asking, is for you to model for me,� he said.  �I can�t really pay you but
I�ll share a percentage of what I get when I sell them.�


�Okay,�
I answered.  Seth looked at me quizzically, as if he questioned my lack of negotiation. 
His expression slowly changed to something else entirely.


He
gathered up some charcoal pieces and said, �A vision of you just popped into my
head.  Do you mind if I draw another, or do you have to leave?�


�I�no�I
don�t have to go right now.�


�Excellent!�
he said with apparent glee.  He guided me to a small, threadbare sofa that was
along a far wall of the studio, and had me recline upon it.  He began to walk
back to the easel, but after a quick glance he returned to me, unbuttoned two
buttons on my shirt and tilted my head back slightly.  I didn�t mind his touch;
feeling the flush as he did so.


He
set to work, the movement of the charcoal in his hand a blur.  I lay there,
growing warm, as if every stroke of charcoal on canvas was a stroke over my body. 
I thought, he isn�t drawing me, he�s making love to me on that easel. 
My hand unconsciously went to my crotch and rubbed the itch that couldn�t be
scratched through my still wet jeans.


The
next time he looked my way he saw what I was doing, and instead of any
expression of shock or surprise, he smiled a knowing smile while he studied
me.  His eyes!  I moved my hand to inside my jeans and rubbed my
well-lubricated pussy.  I didn�t care if he saw me doing it.  I needed to cum.


Whether
the timing was coincidental or not, when he lifted the small canvas from the
easel and showed me, my orgasm hit hard.  I was amazed by how he made some
gray-black lines convey utter arousal and release.  �Ohhhhh,
Godddddddddddddddddddddd! I screamed as my hips bucked and my legs kicked.


�I
told you that you are the perfect model for my work,� Seth said.  �We make a
great team.�


I
couldn�t speak.  As I came down from my orgasmic high, I looked with renewed
vision at what he�d created.  As abstract as it was, it was me.  He�d captured
me again; this time as a reclining nude on a bed of roses.  How could I tell
they were roses when they were drawn with charcoal?  I just did, that was all. 
In the drawing, I wasn�t simply reclining either, as my legs were parted, not
obscenely so, but as if in anticipation, or maybe invitation.


He
knelt down near the sofa and kissed me lightly on the cheek as if they were not
his lips at all, but butterfly wings.  �Which one would you like for your own? 
I�m sure I�ll sell whichever one you don�t choose for a pretty penny.�  He
laughed as he thought of what he said.  �What else would a portrait of a pretty
girl fetch but a pretty penny?�


I
thought for a moment, though distracted by his kiss, on which one I wanted, or
more honestly which one I didn�t want someone else to purchase and own.  He
waited patiently for my answer, as if time had no meaning.  Finally, I said,
�I�d like the other one.�


�Ah,
the one in acrylics, a good choice.  Be careful, it may still be wet.  I got
your coloring right, didn�t I?�


I
stared at the portrait after he handed it to me.  The paint wasn�t the only
thing still wet.  �H�H�How�do you�do it?� I stammered.   The painting wasn�t of
me, it WAS me.  Every thought, every emotion, every memory that made me
who I am, was laid bare on that canvas.


He
answered, �I don�t know.  It�s not me.  It�s you.  Like I said before, when
you�re modeling for me I see things; like I�m not seeing them with my eyes but
another part of me.�


I
looked from him back to the portrait, and every part of ME�every nerve,
every muscle, every organ�wanted to rip his clothes off and fuck him silly. 
Instead, I made a promise to sit for him the following weekend, and walked from
his place as if a zombie.


I
made excuse after excuse not to see Eric.  Instead, every evening before bed I
gazed up at the portrait hanging on my bedroom wall, and masturbated to a
stunningly quick orgasm, sure that my face looked like the one on the wall.  I
tried to work, to function, but I was pretty much useless all around; I
couldn�t wait for the weekend�and Seth.


At
the agreed-upon time, I arrived at his door with no memory of the journey.  He
welcomed me into his studio and posed me for his first effort.  �I want to do a
little abstract sketch first,� he said, �and if we like it, I may complete it
with oils, okay?�  He had me stand near one of the windows, moving me to and
fro until he got the light to his liking.  Then he set to work.  As it seemed
to be his custom, he�d look at me occasionally before returning to the easel. 
Each of these looks may have felt like a dissection if done by someone else,
but with Seth it was different.


One
last �Mmmm� and he beckoned me to the easel for a viewing.  I shouldn�t have
been surprised anymore, but the picture blew me away nonetheless.  Like a fish
on a hook, I�d been caught again.  No way should lines and shading on a page
expose so much raw feeling.


�Take
me, Seth.  Fuck me,� I whimpered.  I didn�t wait for an answer.  I began
removing my clothes.


He
looked at me without amusement, but also without the wolf-like leer most men
would�ve given me, though he wasn�t emotionless either.  �Are you sure, April? 
Is it what you really want?�


I
nodded vigorously, and by the time my wet panties slid to my ankles, he began
to undress.  I went for his cock the moment it was free, practically swallowing
the whole thing.  He made one of his patented �Mmmm� sounds though this time it
wasn�t while painting.  I lost myself in the blow-job until he grew stiff
enough to choke me.


He
held me as we walked to the small adjacent room that looked to be his sometime
bedroom.  The bed was neat and clean, though not for long.  On my back, I
pulled him atop me and guided him inside my super-lubricated vagina.  He held
himself up as he began to thrust into me, using long, slow strokes.  This pace
wasn�t going to do it for me.  I wrapped my legs around his narrow hips and
urged him faster.  It took a lot of urging but eventually he was pounding into
me, making my hips and ass jump on each thrust.  I tried to match every blessed
thrust with one of my own.


�I�mmmmmmmmmmm
cummmmmmmmingggggggggg!� I yelled out, my insides flip-flopping like an
earthquake in progress, and in many ways it was.


He
pulled out of me and came all over my pussy and belly.  �Nooooo condommmm,� he
muttered.


I
couldn�t speak right away, letting subsequent orgasmic waves have their way
with me, eventually saying, �It would�ve been okay.�


�No
it isn�t�okay.  I should�ve worn protection�for you.�  We lay in each other�s
arms for a while before he said, �It�s what you do to me that gets me so I
don�t think straight.  It happens when I draw or paint you; like I�m not me.�


What
I do to HIM? I thought. 


I
lounged on the bed as he went back to the easel and began to work oils into what
he had previously drawn.  I could see the easel from the bed, so I watched him
work. It happened again.  Every brush stroke was like he was stroking my clit. 
My hand went to my pussy and I once more aped his movements with my own until I
was convulsing, making the wet bed even wetter.


It
would be superfluous to explain how I reacted to the painting once he finished
it.  I wanted to fuck him again, but he urged me dressed and rushed me out the
door with a promise to pose for him the following Saturday.


I
spent another week a wreck, only thinking of one thing.  When I showed up at
his door on Saturday, he met me with a check.  �This is your percentage, as I
promised.  Like I predicted, you�re a quick sale.�


�So,
you made some money off me?  Is that it?�


�No,
April, that�s not it, though the two are connected.  You�re the special model,
one that some artists never find.  I�ll give you more if that�s what you want,
but you must continue to pose for me.  Please.�


�It�s
not the money I want�I�I��


He
put his finger to my lips and said, �Hush, I understand,� and then he held me
close.  After he kissed me he told me of his plan.  He wanted to paint me on a
rock by the ocean, saying he knew the perfect spot.  He packed up all his
equipment and we went back to my place so I could put on my bikini.  While he
drove to the spot he�d pre-chosen (�I thought of you, and I guess I saw it in
my mind, where I wanted to paint you.�) he matter-of-factly said he wanted to
paint me in the nude but the spot wasn�t secluded enough.  I helped him with
his things as we climbed over rocks, the ocean crashing close to us.  This was
no beach, so I questioned his comment about the place�s lack of seclusion.


He
blushed before saying, �Yeah, not many people come here, but I didn�t want to
scare you away.�


�You
wouldn�t have scared me,� I said, taking off my jeans and t-shirt, revealing my
bikini.


As
he set up his easel and squirted oils onto a palette, I casually untied my top,
freeing my breasts.


He
glanced over at me and sighed.


I
cupped my breasts, kneading them as the bracing ocean breeze stiffened my
nipples.


Seth
went to work.  He would occasionally study me in between paint applications. 
Each time he looked, it was as if an electric shock went through me, going to
ground through my aching cunt and into the rock below.  Whether the electricity
was real or imagined, my pussy grew hot along with the rock�s surface.  I hate
to be repetitive but it happened just like before.  I slid my hand into my
bottoms and mimicked each of his brush strokes with a stroke of my own.  He
watched me cum, then he went back to the painting as if all of it was simple
posing.


I
brought myself to orgasm once more before he finished.  When I finally got to
look at the painting, I found myself looking at Aphrodite. or maybe Venus. 
Certainly the naked form on the canvas wasn�t me.  The rock had become my
clamshell.  Whatever he had done before was now surpassed.


�Seth�this
is�magnificent.�


�You�re
magnificent,� he said.  �Without you, I couldn�t do this.�


I
kissed him and before long his shorts were down around his ankles and the
crotch of my bikini bottoms had been yanked aside.  Within seconds we were both
cumming, thankful that the nearby ocean�s roar masked our moans and cries.


The
following weekend when he told me how much he got for the painting (and gave me
my share) I almost fainted.  �The lady who bought it runs a local art gallery,�
he said.   �She told me she�s gonna display it and try not to sell it.  Can you
believe that?�  What I couldn�t believe was that �I� was going to be displayed
in a gallery rather than on someone�s private wall.  I had to see it, and I
begged Seth to take me there.


By
this time, I�d dumped Eric, and thought only of modeling for Seth.  As he had
captured me with that first portrait, I was his.  Captured.  He took me to the
art gallery, and there I was.  The light around �Girl on the Rock� was brighter
somehow, or maybe it was simply my imagination.  It was me!  But why didn�t
anyone else recognize the fact?  The place was more crowded than I expected,
and yet no one pointed at me, saying �Look, it�s her!�  When I looked at the
naked girl, sitting as a goddess upon her throne, I began to cream my panties. 
I had to get out of there before everyone saw the wetness in my crotch, and the
smell of musk overwhelmed the air.  I could smell it.


We
went back to his place and fucked for well over an hour.  I completely lost
track of my orgasms.


Then
he painted me.


I
couldn�t look at it after he finished, thinking of the eyes of a purchaser admiring
it, and therefore possessing a piece of me.  He asked me to move in with him. 
I said yes.


Each
portrait peeled back a layer of me, revealing secrets, laying me bare in more
ways than physically.  I should have felt raped, but I didn�t.  I should have
felt enslaved, but I didn�t.  I acquiesced, surrendering body, mind and soul,
not to Seth, but to the portraits themselves.  Ironically, my submission was
liberating.  Somehow, psychological chains were broken and I was now a new
woman.  Sex was a river, and I was white-water rafting, floating faster at
every portrait.


 Seth
and I settled into a rhythm.  I posed nude.  He painted.  I masturbated.  He
showed me the finished work.  We�d fuck the rest of the day until we were both
sore.  He�d sell it for some exorbitant amount.  We�d go out on the town,
eating and drinking lavishly, then go back to his�our�place, spread money all
over the bed, and fuck all night, moistening the bills with our sweat and other
bodily fluids. 


One
hot weekend afternoon, on a lark I wore my skimpiest bikini and posed for him
at his usual spot on the boardwalk.  As people walked by, I saw their faces
light up when they looked at �me� on his canvas.  Of course, he was painting me
nude, and that caused many an eye to glance my way, virtually undressing me to
match the image Seth was creating.  That made me hot.  In essence, I was naked
in public, and my cunt responded accordingly.


While
I was trying to be as furtive as possible, Seth still saw me rubbing my ass
against the hard seat of the stool upon which I was seated.  He gave his head
an imperceptible shake, admonishing me, yet knowing I couldn�t help myself.  He
stopped painting and got close enough to whisper in my ear, �Don�t be loud.�


I
stifled my orgasm so only one astonished man saw me and realized what had
transpired.  He blew me a kiss and walked away, a smile on his face and a bulge
in his shorts.


As
the portrait neared completion, a crowd gathered around Seth, keeping at the
proper distance as they admired his work.  One guy looked at the portrait then
looked at me and said, �I don�t know how much you want for the picture, dude,
but I�ll be glad to take her home,� pointing at me.


Seth
smiled and answered, �Sorry, she�s mine.�


�That�s
cool...lucky man.�  The guy wanted to high-five Seth, but whether by design or
inattention, Seth ignored him.  He went back to finishing the painting.


When
he signed it with a flourish, the onlookers cheered.  I stood, looked at the
finished product then turned to Seth and said, �You ARE a lucky man.�


He
took his eyes off the portrait long enough to say, �I know.�


The
art gallery later sold this one too.  His commission was staggering.


I
posed many more times on the boardwalk.  He effortlessly dashed off several
smaller works which were gobbled up quickly by the masses that congregated
around his easel.  I felt like I was a pin-up in a bygone era; the facial
expressions of the purchasers conveying pure lust as if Seth�s little
masterpieces were the ultimate porn to jerk off to.  I kept waiting for the
police to show up and shut us down.


The
more portraits Seth painted the more insatiable I became, until I needed sex
24/7.  If Seth begged off, I went in search of old boyfriends and fucked their
brains out.  Eric was surprised to see me the first time, and maybe a little
angry, but the anger soon dissipated with my soaking wet pussy in his face.  


Up
to that point in time, Seth�s portraits of me exuded subtlety even as they
exuded raw sexuality.  The admirer�s first, gut reaction may have been that the
girl in the portrait was in the throes of orgasm.  Yet there was way more to
them than a cumming model.  Everything changed the day he painted me on my
hands and knees, my face in the painting suggesting �I� was about to be nailed
by the biggest cock in the world, one just a bit out of frame.  His marvelous
use of color and shading had �my� pussy exceedingly wet, as wet as the real one
had been as I watched him paint it.


My
subsequent orgasm was not to be measured in discrete terms�I did not cum two or
three times�it was a single, long, continual, throbbing convulsion that never
ended.  Of course it ended, but by that time, time held no meaning for me.


As
I slowly descended into my own version of erotic hell, Seth was quickly
becoming a sensation on the art scene.  His paintings were being sold for
astronomical sums.  True to his word, he kept giving me my share.  I had more
money now than I knew what to do with, but you know how they say money can�t
buy happiness, right?  All the money in the world couldn�t quench the fire
between my legs now that it had been ignited.


More
and more of his works ended up in galleries.  One day I went to a local gallery
to gaze at myself.  That�s what it was after all, like looking in a mirror.  I
stood before one painting, showing me reclining on a silk sheet, my lips and my
legs suggestively parted ever so slightly, an arm strategically draped over and
covering my breasts.  I stood there and stared, oblivious to those around me,
though I did hear one woman say, �It�s her!�


As
inexorable as the tide, my hand went into my pants and began to rub.  The
tsunami grew as my fingers stroked.  I imagined people staring at me, but I
didn�t care.


When
it hit me, I fell to my knees and moaned loudly.


The
police showed up about ten minutes after that.


They
thought I was on drugs or something.  I was brought to the station and
interrogated by a couple of lady cops.  I explained away my masturbation and
subsequent orgasm as a seizure.  I didn�t think they bought it but what could
they do?  I hadn�t exposed myself.  Could my outburst be construed as lewd
behavior?  In the end, I got a stern warning and sent on my way.


I
hounded Seth to paint me, and then I hounded him to fuck me.  The former was
easy.  The latter was getting more difficult.  He�d say, �Come on, April, can�t
you give it a rest?�


No,
I couldn�t.


Seth
would paint a new portrait, and then I�d slink off to local bars and get picked
up by strangers.  Seth�s latest was a bold (I thought) attempt to portray me as
a half-naked version of the Virgin Mary.  When I saw it I knew it might sell
for six figures.  When I tried to get Seth into bed afterwards, he begged off,
so I went off in search of sexual release.  This latest painting�s aftermath
required a double dose of medicine, so instead of one stranger, I enticed two
burly muscle men who were visiting the bar after the gym to take me away. 
Actually, that didn�t take much enticing.  We went to one of the guy�s
apartment and they had their way with me.


These
guys turned out to be quite a hung, sadistic duo.  The strong men spread me
wide and took turns nailing me to the bed.  When one got impatient waiting for
his buddy to finish, he shoved his dick impossibly down my throat.  I didn�t
choke, even when he came, until I had my own orgasm and my scream stung my
damaged tonsils.  Then I choked, and nearly vomited.  That�s when they stroked
themselves back to hardness and nailed me all over again.  Two muscle freaks
double-penetrating you can leave a mark.  I staggered home, ass sore but
temporarily satisfied.  These two would have quite a story to tell back at the
gym.


A
week later, Seth told me he had a �Mona Lisa vision� and began painting in
earnest.  I didn�t bother to actually pose.  I stripped, sat cross-legged on
his crappy sofa, and diddled myself raw.  No sooner had one orgasmic wave
subsided, I began working at bringing on the next.  I�d cum, he�d glance at me
and smile, and then he�d paint some more.


The
finished painting was a masterwork.  Who knew what he saw in his �vision,� but
the result was spectacular.  The girl (me?�to the casual observer, maybe not so
clear this time) was lounging in a garden, naked of course, with several
animals seemingly worshipping at her feet.  She wasn�t Mona Lisa, she was Eve. 
Whether it was really there or simply a trick of color and light, I saw a
snake, and it looked remarkably phallic.  A small bush nearby looked to have
blooms resembling spent condoms.  �Eve� had a blush about her.  She looked
aroused, but with no apparent source or cause, save the suggestive snake. 
Staring at the portrait, my cunt exploded in warm wetness as every fiber of my
being wanted to be fucked by that snake.  I was so wet that as I stood there
staring at the portrait, I had pussy juice dribbling down my legs.


�You
like it?� Seth ridiculously asked me.  Couldn�t he see it?  Smell it, even?


�Fuck
me NOW!� I shouted.


His
effort was, at best, perfunctory.  I swear once I saw him looking at the
portrait instead of me as he halfheartedly thrust into me.  Since his effort
was doomed to failure, I looked at the painting, searching for the elusive
Eden-snake.  When my eyes focused on it, I imagined it, not Seth, between my
legs, slithering, slithering.


My
orgasmic convulsion was so sudden and magnificent, I gasped for the breath my
lungs couldn�t draw in.  I swear that as I trembled and wailed, I muttered
�snake� between clenched teeth.  That�s when I passed out.


I
awoke later on the floor to find Seth working feverishly at his easel, which
he�d perched above me.  He said, �Ah, this�ll be the best yet,� though I
couldn�t be sure whether he was speaking to me or to himself.  On autopilot, my
fingers went straight to my pussy and began rubbing furiously.  We didn�t need
Nostradamus to know that when Seth declared the painting finished I arched my
back, kicked my legs, and screamed.  He didn�t even have to show me first.


When
I did see it, no way could I put the proper words together to adequately
describe such a portrait.  The naked girl (yes, me) had been painted in such a
way as to be ageless.  My first reaction was that she was a virginal nine or
ten years old, but upon a second or third look she could�ve been any age, her
breasts at the mercy of color and shadow.  Do you see the small cones, or not? 
It was Seth�s magic on display again.  The girl was sitting cross-legged amidst
a garden of bright flowers, in her hand one she�d picked.  Many of the flowers
were orchids, including the one she held; their blooms easily looking like
open, aroused vulvas, suggestive of the unseen one between the young girl�s
thighs.  Was she about to smell the flower, or would she flit her tongue
against its stigma (which stood proudly at the top of the flower like a
clitoris) instead?  Was it another trick of color and shading that it looked as
if the stalk of one flower was at her crotch?  IN her?


Seth
wouldn�t fuck me.  He said he�d had enough.  I found the closest useful thing,
a small empty vase, and shoved it deep.  My awkwardly shaped phallic substitute
quickly did the trick.  I came so intensely that for a split second I panicked,
wondering if the compression of my orgasmic vagina walls might break the vase. 
Yet it was only for that split second; I held onto the half-buried vase and
cried out in ecstatic delight.


�See,
you don�t need me.  Any object will do as long as it fits,� Seth said in
disgust.


�Do
you need me?� I pleaded my return question.


�Maybe
it�s time�time to get away from this�our deal�you.�


I
began to dress, noticing for the first time that he�d splashed paint on me.  I
should�ve showered but I didn�t want to stay there any longer than I had to. 
�You know, that one�� I said, pointing to the new portrait, �will be your opus,
the one everyone will remember long after you�re gone.�


�You�ll
get your share, I promise.�


�I
don�t want money for this one.  All I ask is that you call it �April� and not
sell it to some pedophile who�ll keep it for his private pleasure and not the
world�s.�


�Pedophile?�


Oh
Seth, look at it,� I said as I walked out.


 


I
lived with a girlfriend for a while until I found a new apartment.  I didn�t pose
for Seth after that, though I did wander to his boardwalk spot to
surreptitiously watch him work.  Of course, he wasn�t there long since becoming
a sensation in the art world.  The amount he sold �April� for was kept secret,
though rumors flourished.  Yes, it was a lot of money I turned down.


I
gave up something else, too.  From that moment to today I haven�t had an
orgasm.  Actually, I haven�t even tried, remaining celibate with no desire for
sex.  Like a perverse version of �The Picture of Dorian Gray,� my sexuality was
imbued into Seth�s paintings, building and building until it was all there in
�April,� with nothing left in me, the original.  In somewhat of a Faustian
bargain, I sold my soul to Seth�s art.


Every
meteoric rise in popular culture is inevitably followed by a fall.  Seth was not
immune.  In his own way he�d also sold his soul to the Devil when he first
recognized my power as his model.  Without me, his later works were trashed by
the critics.  He tried to capture similar themes.  It just wasn�t the
same�without me.


April.


I
had been the girl in his paintings, or more precisely I could have been that
girl.  I was the ageless girl, searching for the magic of the flowers.  I was
Eve, tempted by the serpent that may or may not have been real.  I was that
girl, the insatiable one, lusting after what life dangled in front of her, as
elusive as the carrot-on-a-stick was to the donkey.


One
day about two years and three jobs later, for no discernable reason other than
to torture myself, I walked the boardwalk, reminiscing.


�Seth�


He
looked up from the brushes he was cleaning.  His expression was a mix of
melancholy and expectation.  �Hi April.�


I
glanced at the teen who was posing for her portrait, before moving to look at
how he�d done with it.  He hadn�t captured her fears and insecurities.  He
hadn�t intended that.  She�d been transformed into a carefree sprite, as if a
refugee from a Disney animation.  It wasn�t a masterpiece, but it soared way
above kitsch nonetheless.


He
daubed at his palette with a clean brush, ready to put the finishing touches to
the painting.  �I�d call this �Tinker Bell,� Beth, but I believe that name�s
already been taken,� he said, smiling at the girl.


Beth
blushed and said, �I�m sure I�m gonna love it.�  Her ass squirmed on the camp
chair, and I wagered to myself that she was wet.


I
leaned down and whispered in Seth�s ear, �Don�t think about it.  What is she,
fourteen, fifteen?�  He looked at me sheepishly, in effect admitting that�s
what he was planning to do.  �Fucking Tinker Bell!� I whispered, �You�ve
sunk that low?�  The sheepish grin disappeared.


He
finished the painting and she walked off with it, a wistful smile on her lips. 
�Will you draw me?� I asked, feeling a slight moisture build in my panties.
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Time
to get up and get moving, I say to myself.  I don�t want
to be late.  I�ll feed and walk the dog, make breakfast, see the wife off to
work, and write a few checks to pay bills.


Finally,
all is done and I can go open the garage door.  It looks like it�ll be a sunny
day, perfect for running.  That means a high probability she�ll jog by.  I
get everything ready, trying to set things up so I can watch her yet look
natural here, working on my car.  Relax, take deep breaths, I think,
no need to be this nervous, though I am.


To
me, she�s the epitome of mature beauty.  I find myself developing fantasy after
fantasy around this woman.  It�s not as if my marriage isn�t a good one.  My
wife and I still have great sex.  I guess I can�t really explain this
obsession.  The mystery jogger one day ran by my house.  I don�t know if she
was new to the neighborhood, or simply decided to alter her route.  She�s about
five-foot-four, with light brown, or what some may call dirty-blond hair.  I
think she�s in her forties.  She looks to have a fine pair on her chest, easily
the most notable asset even ensconced within the sports bra and shirt.  That
isn�t why I watch her.  It�s not about body parts; it�s about the whole of
her.  Besides, every time I see her I feel she�s familiar to me, though I
haven�t been able to pinpoint why.


Okay,
the time is nearing.  Stay calm.  I don�t want to appear like a hungry dog if
she sees me looking.


Here
she comes!  God, does she look great today!  She must have felt the warmer
weather deserved lighter attire, since she�s wearing shorts and a halter. All
her womanly curves are there to be witnessed, and marveled at.  Okay, you
idiot, let�s do something instead of just gaping at her as she runs by, and
getting an erection.


I
don�t do anything, of course.  Too chicken.  Maybe she�ll do two circuits
today?  One can only wait, and hope.


When
I see her coming down the street again, I think, stay calm.  Try not to
think too much about it.  Be natural.  Eye contact first.


She
looks at me!  She smiles, and waves!  My heart flutters.  My dick twitches. 
The lug nut I just removed falls from my hand and rolls down the driveway.


Her
eyes follow the lug nut�s path, and somehow they lose sight of her own path
ahead; her running shoes catching a fault in the pavement and making her
stumble.


I
caused this.  I made her trip.  She�ll hate me for it now.  Then,
Oh no, she�s hurt!  Her ankle!�  I run down my driveway to help her, the
lug nut forgotten.  She�s sitting down, massaging an ankle that already shows
signs of swelling.  Her knee is bleeding.  I feel like an idiot.


 �I�m
sorry,� I apologize, as if the runaway lug nut actually made her fall. 
�You need to get ice on that and elevate it before it swells more.�


She
looks at me and says, �You don�t have to apologize.  It�s not your fault. 
Stupid me should have been paying closer attention to the road.  I assume you
have ice in your house.  Maybe we can put together an ice pack?�


She�s
so close!  I�m going to touch her!  I hope I don�t get a new erection!  �We�ll
get some ice.  Let me help you up and get you out of the street before a car
comes.�  I help her stand, but the pain is so bad she begins to collapse, so I
hold her, pick her up, and carry her into my house.


�I�m
glad you�re a strong man, even though you couldn�t hold on to a little old lug
nut.�


She�s
smiling so I know she�s teasing me.  Does she like strong men?  I�m
happy I can carry her with ease.  She has a scent that overcomes the smell of her
perspiration.  That scent is intoxicating.  Hold it together!  I�m going to
be alone with her, in my house!  Look at that smile, even while she�s in pain!  Stay
focused; speak!


�We�ll
get some ice on that ankle and get it elevated.  Then we�ll take care of that
knee.� I finally manage to blurt out.  �Is there someone at home I should
call?�


�Christ,
no!  It�s not like I�m half dead or anything.  Let�s just take care of the
ankle, okay?�


I
set her down on my sofa, and then prop her injured ankle high atop several
pillows.  �I�ll be right back with that ice.�  Come on knees, stop shaking.
 I return with an ice bag, a glass of water and a couple of aspirins, but one
look at her stops me in my tracks.  Her jogging shorts have ridden up, exposing
thick but beautifully proportioned thighs.  I stare at her as if in a trance. 
She�s staring at something else.


�Oh
no,� she cries, almost in a whisper.


I
turn to see what she�s looking at.  It�s my computer monitor.  I�d been reading
the latest story by my favorite erotica author before I went out to the garage
this morning.  This is embarrassing.  I glance at the pictures on the
web site, and then look back at my neighbor.  The web photos do not show the
author�s entire face, but I now know why she looked familiar.


�That�s
you�You�re� �


�No. 
You�re wrong,� she blurts out before rising from my sofa and limping to the
door. 


I
set down what I am carrying, and follow her.  She really thinks she�s going
to jog home.  �At least let me drive you home.  You won�t make it on that
ankle,� I say to her not-so-fast fleeing back.


I
see the shoulders slump, as if in resignation.  �All right,� she says.


I
help her to my car and drive her home on her directions.  During the drive, I
tell her how much I love her stories, though not detailing how much they turn
me on.  I promise that her secret is safe with me.  But oh what her secret
will do to me now, knowing she�s so close. I help her into her house and
fetch an ice bag for her, propping up her injured ankle as I had done at my
place.


Later,
after I return home and finally come down from the adrenaline rush, I send her
an e-mail through her story site asking about her ankle and telling her how
special it was to meet her.  She writes back a bit later asking me if I knew it
was her all those times I checked her out from the garage.  She noticed! 
I should have felt busted but I didn�t.


I
tell her, �No, I watched you because you are the most beautiful woman I�ve ever
seen.�


I
wonder if she appreciated that.


About
a week later, I see her jogging again and wave.  She stops and I invite her
inside.  Asking about her ankle, I say �I figure the ice can go into a glass
this time.�  She laughs at my joke and tells me the ankle is well and that
today was her first day back jogging.  I fix a couple of drinks.


�You
really think I�m beautiful?�


With
that question, the dam broke.  She opens up about her marital woes and about
her frustrations that led her to write erotica.  I tell her that for me, it was
hard to understand how a woman who could write so eloquently about sex could
ever be frustrated by it.


I
say, �I always thought she�you�would be the perfect lover, and I always
daydreamed about being that lucky man.�  I know I was blushing, yet she blushes
an even deeper red.


�I�m
not like that�she�s not me.�  


�I
don�t think so.  Your stories are too emotional not to be you,� I tell her.  I
tell her again how beautiful she is.  Then I surprise myself by saying, �Can I
at least fulfill another daydream and kiss you?�


I
can see she�s emotionally torn.  I don�t let her have a chance to think about
it.  I sit closer and, with a hand at the nape of her neck, pull her to me and
kiss her.  She takes a moment before kissing back.  My tongue explores her sweet
tasting mouth before it meets hers head on.  Our tongue duel goes on seemingly
forever.


Until
this moment, I didn�t know if her on-line persona was a put-on.  They way she
loosens up and falls into me, tells me otherwise.


As
if in a dream, I can�t tell you how we got to the bedroom.  I remove her
jogging clothes one item at a time until the most beautiful writer is naked
before me.  While I strip, her thighs open perceptively as her eyes lock onto
mine.  I worship at her altar.  I kiss and caress her magnificent breasts, and
her nipples stiffen in response.  I work my way down, down, past her pretty
�innie� to her pussy.  She is freshly shaven, and I find that a bonus.  Her
clit is a prominent little appendage, spirited and engorged as I tease it with finger
and tongue.  She�s sweeter than I could ever imagine.


To
this point she is silent.  Then she quietly says, �Be gentle.  It�s been
awhile.�


I
can�t believe a woman like her would ever be neglected in bed.  I will not
neglect her today.  I climb between her parted thighs and enter her, as
gently as she commanded.  Like the once-in-a-lifetime I hope this isn�t, I make
love to her.  Her body melts into mine.  Her legs wrap around me and urge me
forward.  I�m not going to last long.  I hope she cums soon.  I try to
think of other things to prolong the act, but having this beautiful woman under
me and looking into my eyes brings me back to this heaven-on-earth.


�I
can�t hold it much longer,� I whisper.


�A
little bit more,� she whispers back.  �I�m�almost�there��  We cum together,
both of us voicing the bliss that otherwise can�t be voiced.


Pinch
me, is this real?  I�m in bed with the woman of my
dreams; we just made love!


We
talk for a while, mostly about her writing.  I detail many of the parts of her
stories I love the most.  She seems to enjoy my heartfelt comments.  She
doesn�t ask about my wife.  I don�t think she wants to know.  Let�s keep
this a mystery, she seems to be thinking.


She
rises to leave but I pull her back to me.  I don�t need urging to get hard
again.  She tells me her favorite position is doggie style.  I go slower this
time, savoring the thrill of being inside her.  I hold onto her marvelous ass
as I thrust.  It�s not until her third orgasm that I let loose, filling her
deep.


She
laughs at the leaking creampie. �Wow! That was quite a load for your second
time,� she says.  I love her laugh as much as her stories.  


She
showers, dresses and jogs off, but not until we kiss long and passionately at
my door.  My wife knows something�s up when she gets home from work.  �You look
like the cat that ate the canary,� she says jokingly.  Little does she know
how delicious that �canary� was.  I can�t wait for her to jog by again.


The
following morning I awake with the stiffest boner I�ve had in years.  It is so
stiff I ache.  Man, that was quite a dream!   I look over at my sleeping
wife.  No.  Jerking off to my favorite fantasy will be much better.  Off
to the bathroom I go.
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By


Donna M.


 


I
never would have predicted what happened.  Joe and I�ve been married for twenty
years, and I�d always been faithful.  To my knowledge, he had too.  We
graduated from the same high school, dating occasionally but nothing steady. 
We went away to different colleges.  Somehow we hooked up again and things
escalated toward proposal and a wedding.  We�ve been the quintessential boring,
professional, married, childless couple since.


Boring
didn�t mean uneventful, though.  We�ve had our share of rough spots in our
marriage.  Lately, one of those rough spots had to do with our respective physiques. 
Where Joe had been an athlete in school, he�d slowly let that athleticism slip
away.  I, on the other hand, continued to work hard at staying in shape, and though
far from being a hard body, I still caught the roving eye of many a man.  However,
I never heard him gripe about it.


When
the invitation came for a twenty-five year high school class reunion, we
clashed again.  �We�ve never been to one of these,� I giddily said.  �Oh what a
blast it�d be to see all our old classmates again.�


He
was less than enthused.  �Why, to see how they�ve all gone fat, or bald?  To
play silly games of one-upmanship with everyone?  Gloat?  Why?�


�Oh,
don�t be a party-pooper.  It�s about time we had some fun.�


He
wasn�t convinced, though I wore him down and he relented.  I went dress
shopping.


As
the date of the reunion approached, I daydreamed, trying to imagine what some
of the guys would look like after all this time.  Ron, my first boyfriend,
probably was as skinny today as he had been back then, and more than likely
still had that mischievous grin on his face most of the time.  Gary, the first
guy I let get to second base, was probably the guy most likely to get fat. 
Jerry, the guy I lost my virginity to, was probably gray and ugly now, though
back then his looks conveyed bad-boy mystery.  In high school, I always fell
for the bad boys; my basic chemistry, I guess.  How many would be there?  How
many were still married?  How many had fat, dumpy wives?  How many would I
still throw myself at?  


I�d
soon find out.


I
found a fantastic deep blue cocktail dress that, although not too short, would
show off my legs really well.  I always loved to wear a dress that swished and
swayed (and provided quick glimpses of mystery as it did) while I walked.  The
blue dress had the necessary flare.  It had plenty of flair too, I might add. 
I bought a new pair of Italian heels to go with the dress.  I was ready to
knock �em all dead.


Joe
wasn�t as excited as I was, but he did buy a new suit for the occasion, and
looked great in it.  When I showed him the dress and heels, he said, �You look
like a hooker.�  I took it as a compliment; to me it meant I looked hot and not
cheap as he intended.


The
night of the reunion was fantastic, weather-wise, and I viewed that as the
first good omen.  Joe and I were early arrivers, so we got to mingle and get
reacquainted with other early-birds.  I hardly expected any of my old flames to
be as early as we were, so I wasn�t disappointed.  After we got drinks at the
cash bar, Joe went his own way, catching up with a couple of his long-ago
buddies.


�Damned
if it isn�t Carmen Garcia,� spoke a deep voice behind me, �though I�m sure it�s
not Garcia anymore.�


I
turned to look at a stranger.  These situations are the worst at reunions;
someone remembers you but you are clueless as to who they are.  �I�m sorry. 
You�re right, but I�m drawing a blank as to who you are, and again, I�m sorry for
that.�


�No
offence taken, Carmen.  I�d be delusional in thinking you�d remember me.�  He
put his hand out for a shake.  �I�m Fred, Fred Taylor, the Chemistry whiz.�


I
remembered him, but he never looked as he did now.  Fred sat next to me in
Senior Chemistry.  No, it wasn�t what you may think.  It wasn�t one of those
nerd-boy-helps-pretty-girl scenarios.  We both had a knack for chemistry, and
we left the rest of the class in the dust.


The
man before me was tall, slim, good looking, and had a deep, TV-personality
level voice.  Not the Fred I remembered at all.  I shook his hand.  �You�ve
changed a lot, Fred, and the change is a good one, I might add.�


�Thank
you.  You haven�t changed a bit, and that�s a good thing, since I
remember you as the hottest girl in school but far beyond my league, I�ll
admit.  I couldn�t count the number of times during senior year I wanted to ask
you out, but chickened out instead.�


�Wow. 
You probably would�ve gotten a �no� reply anyway.  Back then I went for the
guys just on the other side of trouble.  Thankfully, I got over that
affliction.�


He
laughed, and I joined him a split second later.


�I
may have lost out on dating you, but our little partnership in Chemistry almost
made up for it.  At least it did for me�


�We
were quite a dynamic duo, weren�t we,� I said.


He
asked, �Did you end up using any of that vast chemistry knowledge?  I mean, I
didn�t.  The world of Finance is where I ended up, and you�ll never hear me
complain about it either.  I�ve done well.  So, how�s life been treating you? 
Married?�


�Oh
yes, married.  Remember Joe Saunders?  We married after college.  He�s right
over there,� I said, pointing.


Fred�s
eyes looked to where I indicated.  �Yeah, I remember Joe from the football
team; the football team I tried out for and didn�t make, I might add,� he said
with a smile.  �Please don�t take this the wrong way, but he doesn�t seem like
your type, at least the type you hung out with back in school.�


�You�re
right about that.  Just call it maturity.�


�Kids?�


�No,
none for us,� I said.  �What about you?  Wife?  Kids?�


Solemnly,
he answered, �My wife died two years ago.  Cancer.  I have a wonderful daughter
who�s just starting her own high school journey.�


�I�m
so sorry to hear about your wife.�


�Thanks. 
It was a tough time for all of us.  I�m not sure I�ll ever get over it �someday.�


�Yes
you will,� I said.  �You seem like a strong man.  You�ll make it.�


�Yeah,
I�m sure, but thanks for the encouragement.�  Time flew by as we drank and
reminisced.  As they arrived, I recognized and pointed out my old beaus.  One
time Fred exclaimed, �You went out with that sleazeball?  I wouldn�t have
trusted Jerry with anything.�


�Well,
I did.�


�Jesus! 
You really did chase the bad boys, didn�t you?�


�And
regrettably, sometimes I did more than chase them.�


He
chuckled, �Okay, we won�t go there, but aren�t you glad you got over that? 
Look at the slob now.�


He
was right, and maybe I had been right earlier when I imagined what the guys
would be like today.  Except for Ron, they were all fat, greasy nobodies; frogs
compared to Joe�s prince.  One by one they hit on me, and one by one they got
the cold shoulder.  I particularly enjoyed Fred�s protective �bubble.�  Where
my husband should have been the one deflecting all the guys, Fred did the
honors.


�Thanks
for that,� I said, after a rebuffed Gary went back to his wife�s side.  �I bet
they think you�re my husband.�


�They
all were so focused on you, as I would be too in their shoes, that they
wouldn�t remember Joe even if he was standing here instead of me.�


Whatever
possessed me was still up for internal debate, as I leaned into him and kissed
his cheek.  �Consider this that date you never asked for.�  


The
look in his eyes was magical.  �I already have considered it, and I�m enjoying
myself immensely.�  His expression softened a bit when he added, �I almost
didn�t come to this thing.  It�s been a while since I went out and had any
fun.  Carmen, you�re as special as you are beautiful.�


A
kiss on his cheek and a sparkle in my eye didn�t get him to make a pass at me
or propose anything.  I thought about many things, letting my mind drift during
our reacquainting small talk.  In fact, �drift� was the right word, since I�ve
only drifted through life since I sat next to Fred in high school.  And now
look at him.  In this short time at the reunion, every one of my life�s
decisions has been called into question; all the choices I made in men, all the
things I�ve taken for granted, passively moving through the world.  Here was
Fred Taylor, a man who seemed to have taken charge of life as easily as he took
charge of his Chemistry lessons.  I bet his wife had been a special woman, and
then she got ripped away from him by the cruelest of diseases.  I sensed they�d
had a bond that perhaps Joe and I never had.


Finally,
Joe approached and we made the introductions.  Based on his body language, I
wondered if he�d been watching Fred and me for a while.  Had he seen me give
him the peck on the cheek?


Joe
and I stepped away, while Fred went to speak with others.  Joe said, as soon as
we were out of others� earshot, �He wasn�t one of your fuck-buddies, was he? 
Though I think you�d want him to fuck you now, wouldn�t you?�


�C�mon
Joe, how can you say such a thing?�


�Look,
I�ve been thinking of how much you looked forward to this reunion, getting all
dolled up, ready to rekindle all the old flames.  I know we haven�t been much
of a husband and wife lately, especially in bed.�


�Oh
honey, I love you, and I had no such intention.  I just figured we�d both like
to see our old friends, that�s all.  I mean, while Fred and I were getting
reacquainted, you looked like you were having fun over there with your old
football buddies.�


He
didn�t look angry, so maybe I was misinterpreting something.  He hesitated,
then said �I guess what I�m saying, sweetheart, is if you want to sleep with
Fred or anyone else for that matter, it�s okay with me.�


�I
can�t believe you really mean that.  You WANT me to sleep with another
man?�


�If
it makes you happy, yes.�


�You
can�t be serious,� I said loud enough to have some nearby people stare at us.


�I�m
about as serious as I could be,� my husband replied.  �I haven�t seen you glow
like that in ages, like you did talking to Fred.  I saw how you were reacting
to him.  Go for it, if that�s what you want.�


Now
I was the angry one, though my anger was driven equally by my guilt as by his
surrender.  �Damn you!  Now YOU get to decide if anything I do is okay
or not?�  I paused, trying to control the anger and failing.  �I was about to
say you don�t own me, but I guess you know that already since you just gave me
away.�


I
left his side and went in search of Fred.  When I sidled up to him, he must
have known something happened between Joe and me, but he didn�t comment. 
Instead, we were one of the few couples who actually danced to the lame
orchestra.  While we danced, he held me close enough for me to notice he had an
erection.  I glanced up at him and saw him blush.


�Don�t
be embarrassed, Fred, I take it as a compliment,� I whispered to him.


He
whispered back, �Oh Carmen, I couldn�t help it if I tried.  It�s been so
long�and you�re the most fantastic woman I�ve danced with since��


I
cut him off, whispering, �Ssh, I understand.  Thinking of your wife is the most
natural thing for you to do, and it shows me how much of a loving man you are. 
You�re pretty fantastic too, even for a chemistry wiz.�


�I
wish this evening could go on forever, though I�m sure your husband would
object.�  He tried to make it sound light hearted, but the yearning came
through.


�You�d
be surprised,� I muttered, which drew a quizzical look from him.  


We
danced, speaking no more.  You might say I encouraged his erection through my
proximity.  When the music stopped, I chuckled watching him attempt to walk and
not show his bulge.  No one was looking anyway.


We
sat at an empty table, and I said, �You want that long lost date with me?  Take
me home with you.�


He
looked stricken.  �Wow, I can�t believe you said that.  Wow,� he exclaimed
again as he thought about all the consequences of my very blunt proposal.  �You
know I want to.  Oh yes I want to, but I can�t be that impulsive.  I mean, I�d
be thinking about your husband all the while, you know, and that it would be
cheating, and I never cheated on my wife.�


I
didn�t want to lose eye contact as I answered, �What if it�s what I want, and
Joe said it was okay?�


�I
don�t know��


�When
you DO know, give me a call.  Don�t wait too long though; your date
window may expire.�  I pulled a business card from my purse.  He gave me one of
his in return.  I was happy to see that his office was close by, for up until
now that was my chief worry, that he lived too far away for me to have any hope
of seeing him again.


I
didn�t speak with Fred the remainder of the party.  Even after having such a
wonderful time, I went home morose and self-pitying.  My sullen mood failed to
dissipate as I thought about my husband�s too-quick capitulation.  That really
had hurt.  I�d heard the word cuckold used before, but did it now apply to Joe? 
Did he not care enough about me and our marriage vows to fight for me, or even
get jealous?  He seemed to have simply given up.


It
took exactly four days for Fred to call.


�I
missed talking to you the rest of the reunion, you know,� he said.  �I had a
wonderful time, and I�m sorry I spoiled it for you at the end.�


�You
didn�t spoil anything, Fred.  I shouldn�t have pushed my marital woes on you
like that, so I should be the one apologizing.�


He
laughed lightly, �That sounded just like how Kathleen and I would talk, each
trying to outdo the other with our apologizing, no matter who was at fault.�


My
heart grew heavy.  I wanted him.  If he said to come over, I�d go to him and
fuck him silly.  But the ghost of his wife would always be there, hovering
above us.  Could either of us get over that?  I wanted so desperately to try.  I
needed it; the warmth, since Joe and I were stone cold.  We slept together, but
our bed could�ve easily been an iceberg.


�The
date offer still stands,� I said.  �I�d like one.�


We
ended the call without a commitment.


My
dreams weren�t just about Fred, but included much of the spontaneity, and yes,
the danger of my early bad-boy couplings.  In my dreams everything imaginable
was done to me, and I enjoyed it all.  I�ve been told that men do the same
thing; they gladly fuck the sex hungry slut, and then marry the virginal,
�clean� girl.  News flash: gender didn�t matter.  I believe we want and need
both; the heat of sex and the coolness of a faithful spouse.  We hardly ever
find both, that�s the problem.


It
was my turn to call Fred.  I basically didn�t allow him to say no.


He
took me to dinner and then dancing.  Much of what we sparked at the reunion got
rekindled.  While dancing, he got another erection.  I encouraged him, rubbing
close.  I asked whether his daughter was home.  He said yes, but she would
respect our privacy.  We were soon in his car and going to his home.


His
daughter was a cute little thing, and before looking at a single picture around
the house I knew she took after her mom.  When I asked, he showed me a portrait
photograph of him and his wife, Kathleen.  I was a little shocked to see the
similarities in our looks.  If I redid my hair and wore my makeup a bit
differently I could�ve passed myself off as her sister.  That was unnerving, as
maybe he chose Kathleen as the virginal alternative to my unattainable high school
slut.


I
noticed some father-daughter unspoken communications going on, as perhaps she
was giving him her approval, which got me wondering how much matchmaking she
did.  Certainly if she didn�t want her father to date, I would�ve gotten a cold
shoulder.  And, certainly, she hadn�t seen my wedding ring, which I slipped off
as unobtrusively as possible after we arrived.


She
went to bed, and soon afterwards we did too.


At
first, Fred was so tentative he fumbled.  As I undressed, after letting him
try, and failing, to remove my bra, it sunk in how all the high school angst of
never getting up the courage to ask me for a date led him emotionally to this
point in time.  This was up to me.


He
tried to say something as I let first my bra then my panties fall to his
bedroom floor.  I shushed him, saying, �Consider this meant-to-be, only twenty
five years later.  Now you can make love to me.�


In
keeping with his tall bodily proportion, he had a splendid cock.  I took him
into my mouth.  His reaction had me wondering if Kathleen was the blow-job
type.  Maybe she wasn�t, since it didn�t take long for him to hit the back of
my throat with his hot, pent-up semen.


He
tried to apologize, but I wouldn�t let him.  Instead, I coaxed him back to
stiffness.  In the meantime, his hands and mouth roamed over my body, as if he
were scanning me for future recall.  I welcomed everything, since I�d gone a
while without this level of pure tenderness. 


�Carmen,
you are the most beautiful�� he muttered, incomplete in thought, fully
distracted by what I imagined to be twenty five years of fantasies.  He was
hard again, dripping plenty of pre-cum.


I
said the words he probably dreamed of me saying, �Fuck me!�


�Do
I need to wear a condom?� he asked sheepishly, �I don�t have any��


�Don�t
be silly.  I doubt I have anything to be worried about.�


He
was a vanilla lover.  Missionary was the only thing on the menu.  When he
entered me, I absently wondered if cunnilingus had been as foreign to his
marriage as fellatio seemed to have been.  I urged him on, spurring his ass
with my heels.  He thrust his hips wildly, and in less than a minute he was
cumming.  


�Ohhhhhhhhhhh,
Caaaaaarmennnnnnnn,� he moaned as he filled my as yet unfulfilled cunt.


Our
chemistry equation was still a bit off, it seemed.  I chalked it up to not
having sex in a while, and possibly that his wife had not been the orgasmic
type and so his PE hadn�t mattered very much.  He sensed my frustration, and
apologized.  �I�m sorry for cumming so soon, Carmen,� he said.  �If you let me
have a next time, I�ll do better.�


I
told him a next time was a distinct possibility.  I didn�t want to complicate
things with his daughter, so I didn�t spend the night.  Before I left, I took a
close look at the pictures of Kathleen; sizing up her looks and his attraction
to them, wondering what kind of woman she�d been in and out of bed.  In other
words, sizing up the �competition.�  Maybe it was up to me to teach him a new
trick or two.  I was the sex-on-the-edge girl, wasn�t I?


My
tactic was playing hard-to-get.  I waited almost two weeks for him to build the
courage to call me again.  We set up another date.  If my husband hadn�t
petitioned to have his picture next to �cuckold� in the dictionary, I would
have worried about stepping out once more.  I looked at myself in the mirror
and began moving my hair this way and that until I simulated Kathleen�s
hairstyle in the cherished photo.  I visited my stylist, and she did my hair in
a near perfect facsimile.  We�d see what Fred�s reaction would be.


Besides
the hair, I did my makeup, especially around the eyes, to get as close as I
could to that photograph.  Perhaps as a direct challenge, a slap in the face
one might call it, I had Fred pick me up at my house.  I wasn�t quite sure if Joe�s
expression was one of anger or smoldering resignation, but he kept silent as I
sashayed out the door.


When
I entered his car, Fred was speechless.  The hair and makeup must have been
dead on.  He took me to the fanciest restaurant in town.  I didn�t have to be a
genius to know that it must have been his and Kathleen�s special place.  He
babbled on about how great I looked, and I wondered if what I�d done only
registered in his sub-conscience.  I hinted that if he took me home, he�d get
lucky.


The
shocked look on his daughter�s face when I showed up at their door brought me
close to regretting the hair and makeup.  I hadn�t thought of her.  She went to
her room, and after having a glass of wine we went to his.


I
sat him on the edge of the bed and did a slow strip tease.  By the time I slid
my panties down to my ankles his bulge was extremely noticeable.  Naked, I
moved to him and freed his cock from his pants.  Not wanting a repeat of his
last oral quick-draw, I sucked him only for a short while, a tease, really. 
Because I suspected that his late wife hadn�t been the oral type, I knew I was
blurring the role I decided to play.  Whether I should�ve been playing the role
at all only bothered me for a second.


I
helped him out of the remainder of his clothes and we slid into bed.  The
whimsy in which I decided to play-act as Kathleen suddenly turned into
something else, like a chemical reaction running amok.  The old chemistry whiz
succumbed to a catalyst too strong to be ignored.  I felt his heat, and its convection
into me was inevitable.


He
slid into my wet vagina with a gleam in his eye that had been missing the first
time.  A few tentative thrust quickly turned into righteous humping.  In this
elemental chemical reaction, electrons broke their ionic bonds and spun out of
their orbits and into the void, creating new matter.  The raw act changed us
both.  He was fucking his wife again.  I was someone else too.  I came first.


�Ohhhhhhhhhh
Freddddddddddddddddd,� I crooned as the wave washed over me, taking me away.


He
groaned, and with a shudder of his own unloaded deep within me.  It was a
baby-maker cum if ever I felt one, I thought.  Birth control should never be an
afterthought, especially at my age.  Now the thought crept into my mind, though
not for long as the still-tumescent Fred was beginning round two.  We morphed
into several different positions that had me reassessing Kathleen�s agility. 
He had me cumming and cumming and I completely lost track of where I was and
who I was with.


He
lost track too, for the predictable happened and he whispered her name as he
came again.  True to my acting role, I spent the night in his�their�bed.


I
awoke in the morning to sounds of a heated father-daughter discussion.


Daughter:
��how come she looks like Mom?�


Father:
�She doesn�t.  Maybe the memory of your mother has faded��


Daughter:
�How can you SAY that, Dad?�


You
get the idea.  I tuned out the rest, figuring that was between them.  I
showered, dressed and with a kiss and a promise, I went to work.  Fred called
me later in the day.  He couldn�t wait to see me again.  I knew I was playing
with fire, but when it comes to sex, I�d been burned before.  Chemistry�always
chemistry.


Not
wanting to cause more problems for him, I had Fred book a hotel room for our
next �date.�  Once there, I grasped his ardor.  Maybe it was the hotel room; I
sensed he flashed back to his wedding night.  I was ambivalent about continuing
the charade, yet I let it unfold anyway.   He was prepared for missionary.  I
gave him cowgirl.  I read the discord in his eyes; his precious Kathleen never
acted like that.  I rode him until he came, wide-eyed and grunting.  I kept
riding.  This one was for me.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,�
I wailed as the big one hit.


He
stayed hard.  I wondered, not for the first time, how vocal his wife had been,
since he always reacted quite noticeably to my orgasmic cries.  I wanted
another, the Big One I hadn�t had in a long time.  I grabbed his hands and
moved them to my throat as I kept fucking him.


�Yes,
do it,� I said.  �Choke me.�


He
tried to pull his hands away.  I wouldn�t let him.  �I�can�t.�


�YES�YOU�CAN,�
I nearly shouted.  He tried but his heart wasn�t in it.  After all, Kathleen
never did that.  I squeezed his hands together.  �Please�do�it�please,�
I begged.


Something
triggered him to comply.  His hands closed around my throat, tighter than I
expected.  I needed it that way�tight, forceful, threatening.  I bounced wildly
upon his cock, anchored to him by the clenching hands at my throat.  I grew light-headed,
all the blood seeming to go to my cunt instead.  Just before I passed out, I
got what I wanted, the Big One.  The orgasm whipped through me.  Even while my
screams died in my constricted throat, the rest of my body screamed instead. 
The last of my convulsions may have been in a dream.  I would never know.


When
I came to, he was hovering over me.  �Are you okay?� he asked, genuine fear in
his eyes.  He probably thought he�d killed me.


I
laughed.  �Of course I�m okay.  That was the best damn orgasm I�ve had in
years.�


Oops,
Kathleen never talked that way.  He said, �Oh�wow�I guess�you had me worried,
that�s all.�  His expression was one of dissonance rather than worry.


I
cuddled up to him and said, �Now you see the bad girl you always wanted to
date.  That�s the way I�ve always wanted it.  Rough.  Can we do it again?�  I
went down on him, not waiting for his answer.


After
I got him hard again, he was different.  Maybe his wife hadn�t been the
adventurous lover, but now he had a taste, and it tasted good.  We did it
doggie.  I pulled a pillow case from one of the bed pillows and twisted it
around my neck.  He took its ends like reins and pounded into me.  It was
during my third orgasm that I lost consciousness.


I
returned to consciousness to find him hard and wanting more.  I�d unleashed the
beast.  We used whatever we could find as bindings to tie me spread eagle to
the bed.   The �new� Fred, the wicked Fred, took his time and had me crying
like a baby.  The orgasms came loud and furious.  I lost track of time.  


It
was well into morning when I begged him.  �I�ve been bad!  Punish me!  Fuck me
in the ass!  Make me hurt!  Please!�


My
prince becoming a satyr, he hogtied me, and using some hotel conditioner as
lubricant he opened me up.  The worst part�or the best, since tonight
everything was relative�was that since my hands were tied, I couldn�t do
anything to quell the yearning of my hungry clit.  Like being unable to scratch
an itch, while he fucked my ass I couldn�t do a damn thing about the aching at
the other hole.  The soap-like conditioner burned a little, but not any more so
than my stretched and battered sphincter did.  The result was that this time I
had an excruciatingly long ramp up to orgasm, so when it finally hit, it was a
tsunami and I was overwhelmed.  My cry was part moan, part yell, part
squeal�and all throbbing bliss.


The
molecular bonds were broken.  I may have been his old Chemistry partner in
crime, but I wasn�t his Kathleen.  To me, it was an end to my little
hair-and-makeup experiment, and the return of edgy sex so long missing in my
life.  To him, it was liberating, opening up the sexual possibilities that were
apparently dormant in his married life.


Sore
for all the right reasons, I went home.  Friday night turned into Saturday
morning as it had for eons.  After spending nights in another man�s bed, I
didn�t expect Joe to be belligerent.  He wasn�t.  His resignation was palpable,
and it made me angry; just the catalyst required to trigger a chemical
explosion.


�How
come you�re not pissed off, Joe?� I demanded.  �Don�t you want to hit me? 
Strangle me?  No?�  I barely got a response.  �I just had the orgasm of my
life, Joe.  Fucked right up the ass, Joe.�


�Do
you want a medal?� he said.


�No,
I want you to care.  Like that old Cheap Trick song we both loved, I want you
to want me.�


�I�ve
always wanted you, Carmen.  You know that.�


�Maybe,
but not the way I want you to.�


�I
suppose I knew that going in to this marriage.  Maybe I�m just surprised it
took twenty years for this to happen.  You want a divorce?�


�You
know what I want, Joe.  It�s what I�ve always wanted ever since puberty hit
me.  It�s not a divorce.�


�Well,
why don�t you go see Frank or Fred or whatever his name is, and get rougher still? 
Anal, huh?  I thought you needed much more than that.�


Sounded
like a great idea.  Though still sore from last night�s intensity, I called
Fred and told him I wanted him again.  He got his daughter out of the house and
I drove right over.  Once his sexual electrons went rogue, he participated with
relish.  I gathered as many improvised sexual aids as I could from around the
house.  A belt was a whip.  A bathrobe sash was a tie down.  His underwear
turned into a gag.


He
tied me to his bed and gagged me.  Over twenty five years of built up
frustrations and fantasies bubbled to his surface.  He whipped and raped me. 
Neither hole was neglected.  When his cock wilted, the vegetable bin got
raided.  I came a million times.


After
several hours, I asked him, �Did you ever dream it would be like this?�


�No
way!  My wildest imagination never traveled into these territories.  Honestly,
I�ve never been with a woman who climaxed like that.�


I
wanted to ask about his wife, but I needed to let that curiosity fall by the
wayside.  Instead, I tried valiantly to get him up again.  Alas, he was spent,
and maybe I was too.   


When
I got home Joe wasn�t there.  I set about doing some long neglected household
chores.  The activity helped, yet I couldn�t quite escape the yearning in me
that now was fully awakened.   I�d spent over twenty years sublimating my
sexual chemistry.  Ah yes, chemistry; how many people know that fire is a
chemical reaction?  The school reunion reignited the fire and now the flames
were consuming me.  I let them burn me to the core.  Throughout the rest of the
day I dug out toys from hiding places and masturbated furiously.  In between
sessions of self-abuse, I contemplated my future, though no clear image
appeared in my crystal ball. 


When
Joe finally came home, he was drunk.  The day�s orgasmic rush must have been
etched on my face, for Joe exploded with pent-up rage.  �You�ve been fucking
all this time?  Has he been here, in our bed?� he bellowed.  I didn�t want to
fight, but clearly he did.  The first blow was a slap across the face.  �You
always talked about how you liked it rough back then.  How�s this for rough?� 
He slapped me again.  �Did Freddie-boy hit you?�  Slap.  �Did he rough you up
before he fucked your ass?�  Slap�


I
didn�t fight back.  I let him take all his frustrations out on me.  I let him,
that is, until the unstable electrons of my atomic self blithely left their
orbits, as I knew they would.  �Don�t slap�me anymore�on the�face; spank me
instead�if I�ve been bad.�


I
turned my back to him and dropped my pants.  When I glanced at him over my
shoulder, he was leering at me.  I had unleashed another beast.


I
was raped by my own husband.  I let him.  I suppose those statements are
contradictory, but that�s how I would dissimulate the entire act.  He ripped my
clothes off before removing his own.  His belt came out of its loops and was
used for a different purpose.  The pain didn�t last long.  My tears either. 
Slowly I turned numb, so when he penetrated my anus I didn�t even flinch.  This
wasn�t chemistry, it was alchemy; my elements had transmuted into something
else, something from which my old composition would never return.  Like turning
gold into lead.  He grunted at the moment of release.  This time his strike was
a punch, not a slap.  A few more and I slipped into dreamland.


I
awoke bruised and battered beyond anything I�d experienced before.  I hurt all
over.  However, no bodily pain could match the psychological one.  That hurt
went much deeper.  That hurt really hurt.  I cried for what was lost.  I cried
with regret for what was regained; the chemical soup that was my perverse
sexuality.


During
the reunion, my first boyfriend, Ron had slipped me a piece of paper with his
number on it.  I�d ignored him then but not now.  I called him, �Hey Ron, this
is Carmen.  You free?�


His
answer told me he would always be free for me.  I told him what I wanted.  The
woman who accompanied him to the reunion was about to be jettisoned; no longer
his girlfriend.  He gave me directions to his place.  I packed my things and
filled my car before driving across the state to where Ron lived.  He met me at
the door with an array of bondage toys, never saying a word or asking about my
bruises.


I
got undressed and he guided me toward a room that once had probably been a game
room but was now his dungeon.  He fastened me into an apparatus hanging from
the ceiling.  The sweet torture soon commenced.  He used many tools to tickle
and torture my aching clit until my stifled scream vibrated from around the
ball gag.  My restrained legs kicked so violently during the exhilarating
orgasm that I thought I dislocated an ankle.  The pain bothered neither of us. 



He
finally undressed himself, his fantastically long cock standing out there in
supreme anticipation, just as I fondly remembered it.  He repositioned the
chains of the apparatus to further expose his target, and then his cock hit the
bull�s-eye.  No sooner had he begun to thrust than I began to cum.  And cum,
and cum.  Whether he came or not, I couldn�t tell.


I
moved in with Ron.  We didn�t have sex for a while until I healed sufficiently
enough to be hurt again.  When we used his special room once more, he hooked up
a noose-like attachment to the gear.  It was like a controlled hanging.  Each
time we used it I had the greatest of orgasms moments before losing
consciousness.  My chemistry had achieved equilibrium.


Ron
would whisper in my ear, �This time you�re never gonna wake up, bitch.  This
orgasm is your last, so you better enjoy it.�


I
did.


The End


 


Most of you
are thinking, �Omigod, she has THESE fantasies?�  Well, not really.  I
won�t go into personal stuff, but I admit that the line between pleasure and
pain is a mighty thin one.  Many folks� sex lives are firmly lived on either
side of that line.  My protagonist chose the side that she needed.  She�s not
me.
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You can e-mail me at boredbutstillhot@yahoo.com
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These
were trying times for me.


My
husband lost his job, and his disposition was quickly heading south along with
our bank account.  I didn�t pull down nearly enough to keep us afloat, however
my company reimbursed for tuition, so it was as good a time as any to return to
school and finish my degree.  Somebody had to be the breadwinner, after all. 
Getting an MBA would allow me to qualify for a better pay grade at work, or
qualify for a better job now that the economy seemed to be rebounding.


That�s
how I ended up back in school; working during the day and going to class at
night.  My load was two courses, each meeting twice per week.  One of my
professors was a pompous, dour woman who made pedantry sound like a good
thing.  Her spin on Strategic Planning had me spinning.  At least I knew
I could pass and get it behind me.  My other course was Quantitative Analysis,
and before it began, I couldn�t imagine a drier subject.  However, Jim Edgars
made it enjoyable.  Well, as enjoyable as business statistics could be.  


Mr.
Edgars was a tall, thinly-built, handsome man, with a stereotypical goatee and
a warm smile.  Math had never been my strong suit but Jim made the subject, if
not come alive, at least bearable.  He appeared to be a few years younger than
I was and so full of energy.  The more sessions I attended the more enamored I
was with the man.  One night I dreamt he took me on his desk while everyone
looked on, and I awoke wet from more than sweat.  How silly was that?


My
husband wasn�t as amorous as he had been before the job loss, but that seemed
understandable to me.  He had a lot more on his mind than sex.  I found an old
vibrator, replaced the batteries, and took care of my needs that way.  That
didn�t stop me from having fantasies of Jim Edgars, sitting in the front row of
his classroom and mooning over him like an infatuated teen.


I
was raising my hand and asking more questions than in any other classroom in my
lifetime.  I tried not to let my Strategic Planning coursework slide, but
Quantitative Analysis was top priority by a long shot.  I began wearing shorter
skirts and showing more cleavage to school.  My husband never said a word.


Jim
Edgars noticed, though.  Several times I caught him sneaking glances at my
assets.  We made eye contact after one of those glances, and I smiled at him. 
I didn�t have a concrete notion of what I wanted out of this, however my libido
was talking and I was listening.  Things went on like that for a couple more
weeks�me wearing provocative clothes and Jim ogling me all the time.  Adolescent
behavior, for sure, yet what could I do now that the juices were flowing?  I
knew it was only a matter of time before something broke.  Based on how he
looked at me, he was proving to be the red-blooded man I figured him to be. 
Should I throw fuel on the fire?


�Mr.
Edgars, may I ask you a question?� I said one evening after class.


�Sure
you can, Anna, as long as it�s not too personal,� he said with a twinkle in his
eye.


�How
personal can statistics get?�  Jesus, I nearly winked at him!


�I
don�t know, though they do tell quite a story sometimes if you have the right
test subject.�


I
asked him a question about that evening�s lesson, and then I asked him out for
a drink.  I wondered about his response, but he didn�t disappoint, and said
yes, suggesting a place not too far from the school.  We drove separately to
the lounge.  The place surprised me; reserved, not tacky as bars tended to be
in this town.


Now
that we were at this milestone�out together and away from school�I grew
aggressive, which though horny, still shocked me somewhat.  While we waited for
our drinks, I touched his leg under the table, slowing moving it up his thigh.


�You�re
a woman who goes after what she wants, I see,� he said.


Our
waitress brought the drinks just then, so there was no need to offer a
response, though my hand stayed where it was.  I thought about his comment. 
With my husband moping around the house instead of aggressively looking for
work, his depression affecting everything, including our sex life, I realized
that I had to go after what I wanted, since it wouldn�t come to me on
its own.


My
hand moved slowly upward while I sipped my cocktail, until I located the bulge. 
He was very hard.


�That�s
me�always going after what I want,� I finally said. �What do you think I want?�


�I
believe you�ve already made that abundantly clear.�


�I
do believe you�re right,� I said, giving his bulge a squeeze.


With
a bit of aplomb, he said, �Would you care to accompany me to my residence?�


We
finished our drinks and soon were in his car and heading across town.  His
house was in a tony part of town.  Very impressive.  �I take it you live
alone,� I said.


�I
live with my sister, but she won�t intrude.�


His
sister?  I pictured a homely spinster, living a lonely existence under her
brother�s roof.


Once
inside the stately home, I surrendered to him.  He removed my clothes as if
they were holy vestments.  My nipples tingled as my bra fell away.  He nibbled
and sucked on my nipples until I couldn�t take it anymore.  He was still
dressed as we fell to his sofa.  I laid back and enjoyed the attention, in just
my soaked panties, as he played with my breasts, moaning about how beautiful
they were.  When I couldn�t wait any longer, I began working at removing his
clothes.


We
staggered to his bedroom.  I was surprised by the womanly decorations, which
made me wonder if he was recently divorced, or perhaps it was all his sister�s
doing.  No matter, I wanted him and I was ready, I thought, as I slipped off my
panties and fell to the bed.  He was ready too; his erection standing tall and
proud.


We
sixty-nined for a while.  He proved very skilled at cunnilingus and got me off
on a small orgasm.  I often had a small one prior to a big explosion; that is
if the big one was right around the corner.  I bet it would be tonight.


�Fuck
me!  Fuck me�now!� I begged.


He
mounted me missionary, and slid easily into my well-lubricated vagina.  I
wrapped my legs around him and thrust my hips out to meet his urgent rhythm.


Jim
and I groaned loudly as our orgasms struck, his ejaculate mixing with my juices
in what was a long-awaited cocktail, deep within me.  How long had it been
since I came at the same time as my husband?


Sated,
he asked me (rather belatedly, I thought) �Should I have used�protection?�


�No,
unless you have some STD and you�re using that question as a veiled hint.�


He
laughed, �No dear, no diseases, particularly since it�s been a long time since
I�ve slept with another woman.�


Another? 
Maybe he was divorced, and that�s what he meant.  Nevertheless, it was
strange phraseology.  He certainly didn�t come across as anything but a
healthy, heterosexual male, especially after the way he just fucked me so well.


�Bravo!�
came a voice from the doorway that startled me.  I looked up to see a woman
standing there.  She was around the same age as Jim, a tall blond with a willowy
figure encased in a business pant-suit.  Who was she and how long had she been
watching?


Not
embarrassed in the least, Jim turned his attention to the woman, saying �You
can leave us alone now, Sis.  We�ll talk later.�


The
woman answered with, �Give her a kiss for me, okay?  She�s a cute one�a keeper,
I think.�  Then she stepped away from the doorway and disappeared. 


I
was aghast.  I�d made a feeble, unconscious attempt to cover myself when I
heard her speak.  He called her �Sis� �this was his sister?  She certainly didn�t
understand privacy, that�s for sure.  I asked Jim to explain, my voice reflecting
my annoyance at the intrusion.


�Yes,
her name�s Vivienne.  She should have known better than to look in, and for
that I apologize.�


It
had been a great fuck, so I figured I�d cut him some slack.  �What we just did
isn�t going to affect what happens in class, will it?�


He
smiled and said, �I was going to give you straight A�s, but if you don�t want
them��


I
smacked him lightly on the arm, but before I could say or do anything more, he
pulled me to him and in a minute was fingering me as I stroked his
re-stiffening cock.  We fucked once more, though I didn�t have an orgasm as
intense as the one earlier, perhaps because I wondered if his sister was
watching.


On
the way home, I worried about whether my husband would buy my story of where
I�d been.  It turned out I shouldn�t have worried, since he was in bed and
never asked me where I�d been so late in the evening.


Jim
and I got together every chance we had.    His sex drive proved equal to my
long-dormant libido.  Before class and after class; and sometimes on weekends. 
We fucked in every position and in every place we found ourselves horny, which
was always.  Jim proved very acrobatic and imaginative, and I pulled muscles I
hadn�t used since playing sports in high school.  Oh, but those orgasms!  I was
a new woman, freed from some prison I�d lived in for too long.  Instead of
satisfying my sexual desires, the affair heightened them, shifting them into
overdrive.  I was never satisfied.


One
day I stopped at his house to see Jim, but he wasn�t home.  Vivienne answered
the door instead and invited me in.  We shared a glass of wine, sitting
together on the sofa and sharing stories about her brother.  The wine did
something to me.  I got lightheaded, but something else was happening too; I
was incredibly hot.  That�s when she leaned toward me and kissed me.  I kissed
back.  Whatever was happening to me, it was as if a furnace had been stoked
deep inside.


Never
saying a word, she undressed me before undressing herself and guiding me to her
bedroom.  My mind was full of conflicting thoughts, as conflicting emotions
swirled through me as well.  Had I been drugged?  The only time I had ever been
with a female was back in high school when I�d experimented with a girl friend
of mine.  I never thought I�d ever experience that again, but here I was,
whether it was my will or not.  


Vivienne
had a fine figure, not bony as I first imagined it to be that day she intruded
on her brother and me.  Her cunnilingus skills were unmatched.  Her probing tongue
had me cumming and cumming, though I wondered how much of this result was
because of whatever she may have slipped into my drink.


I
lay back as she scissored me, pussy to pussy, rubbing herself on me as if a cat
in heat.  Her heat, it seemed, was immense�and catchy, since it oozed into me
until I was panting wildly, and orgasmic once more.  I don�t think I actually
passed out, but somewhat dazed, I may have imagined the ungodly wail she made
when she came. 


During
my next moment of lucidity, I saw Jim hovering over me.  He seemed to be
naked.  He said, �Yes, a keeper,� though I may have imagined that too.  What I
didn�t imagine, I�m sure of it now, was Jim climbing between my legs and
fucking me hard.


In
a short time I yelled, �OH GODDDDDDDDDDDDD!  YES!� as the mother of all orgasms
sent me to another place.  I wasn�t completely back until I found myself lying
between brother and sister in his bed.


�Wh�what�did�you�do�to�me?� 
I managed to spit out.


�We
really didn�t do anything to you, except fuck you,� Jim said, smiling.


�But�something
was in my drink.�


Vivienne
said, �Only a very mild sedative to relax you.  I did the rest.�


�The
rest?�


�I
am a psychologist, and quite adept at hypnotic suggestion.  You didn�t do
anything that wasn�t already in your nature to do.�


�My
nature?�


Jim
said, �Oh Anna, you�re an amazingly sexual creature.  Viv and I always yearned
for someone who could equal our passion but figured no such person existed,
that was until you entered my classroom.�


�As
soon as he described you, telling me about your flirtations, I knew you were
the right one for us,� Vivienne crooned before moving to kiss me.


Our
lips locked together; our tongues teasing each other�s, dancing and darting
within our insatiable mouths.  Yes, insatiable.  What I earlier thought of as
an internal furnace was fired up and red hot.  Still kissing Vivienne, I felt
Jim go down on me.  He devoured my burning hot clit and within seconds I was
quivering and quaking.  Although I couldn�t see it, by his response I believed
that I squirted on Jim�s face as I came.


They
would not let me rest, and frankly I didn�t want them to let me.  On hands and
knees, I was getting furiously fucked by Jim while his sister�s pussy was
pushed into my face.  It was my turn to be the clitoral devourer.  It was her
turn again to scream out in orgasmic delight.


�OHHHHHHHHH
MYYYYYYYYYYY GODDDDDDDDDDD!� I hollered as every muscle in my body seized up in
convulsive tremor.


�Jesus!�
Jim yelled, probably in response to my orgasmic vagina walls clamping down on
his cock.  �I�m gonna cum!�


Vivienne
shouted, �On me!  I want it!�


Jim
pulled out of me, leaving me to fall to the bed in trembling bliss, and sprayed
a copious load all over his sister�s face and chest, which she had readily
offered to him.  It still freaked me out a tad to see siblings engaged in a sex
act, and as they rubbed his spunk all over her writhing body, that�s exactly
what it was.  I went off to shower as his sticky fingers found her cunt, and
she began to moan.


They
both kissed me deeply before I left the house.  When I got home, I expected
many questions from my husband.  I got none.


What
I did get was straight A�s from Jim Edgars.  All my quantitative analyses ended
up in groups of three.  I�d spend time before school at Jim�s and Vivienne�s
place, fucking one or both of them.  During class I�d tease Jim with quick
flashes of skin.  After class he�d be so turned on that we�d fuck like animals
as soon as we got our clothes off.  His sister often used her talented tongue to
clean me up afterward.


I
especially enjoyed the times we set up, where I would enter the house and play
voyeur.  I would pretend to sneak in and watch them fuck.  I wasn�t sure if it
was my burgeoning voyeurism or it was them, but Jim and Viv looked so good in
bed together.  She seemed to prefer riding him.  On top and sliding up and down
on his cock, she took on the appearance of a Roman goddess, a gladiator in
command of her chariot.  I�d watch them while rubbing myself furiously, and end
up cumming long before they did.  After all, the show was more for my benefit
than theirs.


One
time I left his bed to use the toilet.  When I returned, Viv and Jim were
humping like wild dogs.  I ended up watching that time too, though their
screaming and mewling orgasms where much more vivid than mine.  


I
became dessert.


Slowly�just
as Jim was doing in the classroom�they were teaching me many new things.  I
spent more time at their place than I did at home, but my lost and defeated
husband had given up caring long ago.  There were nights I didn�t go home.  I
had many euphoric moments in bed with them, making me wonder how (�if� was no
longer in question) Vivienne continued to hypnotize me.  Frankly, the thought
never bothered me for long, only until my next out-of-this-world orgasm.


I
noticed that brother and sister were increasingly having a hard time sharing
me.  Vivienne would orally assault me, and while I was cumming, I�d espy Jim
sulking at the bed�s edge.  Other times Jim would be fucking me like a madman,
and I�d see Viv out of the corner of my eye staring petulantly at her brother,
probably comparing his ardor toward me with his toward her.  I didn�t care.  I
simply bathed in the most amazing orgasms.


At
the completion of the term, I aced Quantitative Analysis and squeaked by with a
C+ in Strategic Planning.  In reality, I�d forgotten both planning and analysis
and let my vagina make all my decisions for me.


My
mistake.


One
night in bed, Vivienne told me �We�ve grown rather bored with you, dear.�  That
was it.  Jim gave me a pitying glance before climbing into bed and jumping his
sister.  Stupid me watched him slide into her from behind before I shrugged the
whole scene off and left for home.


Perhaps
it had been a bit of cognitive dissonance on my part, but while I shared their
bed I saw nothing wrong with their unnatural relationship.  Now that I�d been
dismissed, could I see them as sick puppies that needed help?  I began to cry,
regretting how I�d let my husband slide away into futility while I became a
wanton slut, only caring for myself.


Yet,
it was too late.  My marriage was crap.  My husband resented me as the
breadwinner.  I resented him for being a quitter.  I kept up my school work,
since school was the only thing I had left, really.  I occasionally ran into
Jim Edgars in the school hallways, but to him I was invisible, probably since
he was �hunting� for his (their) next conquest.  


What
had I seen in him?  Maybe just an escape with a cock attached.  He�d schooled
me good, teaching me some lessons I should have learned long ago.


One
thing besides school that hadn�t changed was my not going home afterwards. 
Lately I�d taken to finding the sleaziest bars in town and drinking myself silly. 
I got fucked in back alleys, back seats of old beat-up cars, and in dirty
restrooms.  


One
night, I found a bar with a phalanx of Harleys in front and figured it for as
good a place as any to lose myself in.  Provocative clothes on a solo woman
late at night in a biker bar: I was fresh meat.  They took turns buying me
drinks and feeling me up.  I didn�t stop either from happening.  Some unspoken
message circulated throughout the bar, as the front door was locked, the �OPEN�
sign turned off, and the hungry wolves circled.  They were all big men, with
big tattoos and other big things.  I was liberated from my clothing and draped
over the pool table.  One after the other fucked me like that; my ass
strategically placed while my tits rubbed against the cool texture of the
table�s felt covering.  I lost track of orgasms as well as cocks.  I had cum
dripping down my thighs, and must have been quite a sight if some unbiased
observer had been able to walk through the door and see me.


As
abused as I was, I still felt good when I realized that some of these guys had
gotten it up again and filled me with their second round.  I was surprised it
took as long as it did, but eventually my anus was assaulted and another hole
soon oozed spent semen.  It didn�t hurt at all.  


Late
into the night, I continued to be schooled, learning many a new lesson on what
could be done to a woman.


The
End
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Cursed


 


by Donna M.


___________________________


I have a problem most people would imagine to be a blessing.  My
name is Erica, and I have orgasms.  I don�t mean I have orgasms in bed during
sex.  I mean I have orgasms everywhere, and at any time of day.  The slightest
provocation can do it: riding in a car on a bumpy road, wearing slacks that are
too tight, sneezing, all of these things can do it.  I never set my phone to
vibrate.


This condition didn�t come with puberty.  It wasn�t until a few
years later that I experienced my first �spontaneous combustion.�  I was still
a vagina virgin then, though I�d experienced oral sex and I masturbated as most
teens did.  My orgasms were normal, I guess, and I didn�t think of them in any
special way until that day in English class.


About halfway through the class period on one snowy winter
morning, A snowplow truck drove by the school, performing its relegated duty
with a scraping rumble that we all clearly heard�and felt.  In these parts of
New England, passing snowplows were often mistaken for small earthquakes by
unsuspecting residents.  This rumbling temblor worked its way up from the
street, through the foundation, to the floor, and into my chair.


And into me.


The orgasmic contraction was so intense I screamed, �Goddddddddd!�
as perhaps it was a religious experience, climaxing like that in the middle of
a crowded classroom.  I kept trembling and moaning as the wave swept through
me.  Of course I knew what just happened, though I hadn�t known why.  I knew
that I was sitting in a puddle.  I also knew without looking that everyone in
the class was staring at me, and that I was in big trouble.


I tried to explain the unexplainable to my teacher and then to
the assistant principle.  I was scolded, told to behave, with them using words
like �proper deportment� and �inappropriate actions,� which they used to imply
I had been masturbating.  They just didn�t understand.


Whenever I felt one coming, and frankly I never had much
warning, I developed methods of stifling the climax such as biting my tongue or
putting my fist at my mouth.  If anyone were truly watching, they would know
what was happening, though my methods did nearly eliminate the noise I made. 
That was if I felt one coming.


I climaxed during a dance at my Senior Prom.  I was accidently
bumped from behind by another dancing couple.  My date, who heretofore had not
had the pleasure of sleeping with me, stared wide-eyed as I rubbed against him
as a cat in heat would do, and with a shudder, wet my panties.  The music
drowned out much of my moaning, though a few people around us did look at me
quizzically.  My date was really disappointed that he didn�t get a piece of ass
after the prom, since he heard and felt me cum with clothes on.  Poor boy; he
wouldn�t be the last to feel that way.


I attended college in Boston, and often had to take the subway. 
Some of the trains were okay, but the older Green Line trolleys vibrated a lot,
so I left many a wet seat behind, and many puzzled fellow riders as well.  One
day standing in a very crowded subway car, so many other riders inadvertently
jounced against me that I climaxed with no warning.  My groan was clearly heard
by just about everyone.  And everyone stared.  Several passengers sternly
looked at a man that was behind me, probably thinking that I�d been molested. 
I had been molested, but my molester was some physical force of unknown
origins.


The condition�I thought it a curse�kept me from some sexual
relationships, but I wasn�t celibate.  Eventually, though, I simply drove my
lovers away.  The first time I slept with any man, my immediate and serial
orgasms were his ego boosters.  Until my lovers realized my problem, they
thought they were superbly skilled love-makers and I was completely overcome by
their proficiency.  The first time I climaxed in public in their presence, it
was a novelty, something to tell their buddies about.  By the third or fourth
time, they were supremely annoyed.  There usually were no sixth or seventh
times.  I tried warning guys up-front.  They always thought I was pulling their
leg, until the first time.  


Another side effect was that I grew blasé about sex.  If
innocuous little things brought on mind-blowing orgasms, then why would I care
about sweaty couplings?  Sure, if I went several days without cumming I�d get
horny like any gal, yet even that short a time of abstinence meant that when
something did set me off, my vagina was a machine gun�one loud bang after
another�until I was exhausted.


During one such spell, I was at the local laundromat doing some
wash when I absentmindedly leaned against the vibrating washer as it was in its
spin cycle.  POW!  I doubled over as contraction after contraction overcame
me.  I screamed so loudly that the other patrons in the place thought I was having
a seizure or some other attack.  It was difficult explaining that I was okay,
especially after I had four more orgasms before my clothes were dry.  When I
got home the crotch of my jeans was visibly wet.  �I bet they thought I�d
pissed myself,� I said to the cat.  Thankfully, she didn�t respond.


The only man I ever dated who tried�really tried�to understand
my condition was Joshua.  Josh was special, God bless him.  On our first date,
he shifted the gearbox on his sports-car and I climaxed.  Right there in his
passenger-side bucket seat.  Thankfully the seat was leather and I left no
stain.   He glanced at me; perplexed as all men have been when they see (and
hear!) it happening for the first time.  Since I�d basically given up lying my
way out of these situations, I told him the truth.


�Really?  That was an orgasm?  Wow!� he said, accompanied by a
small shake of his head.  �How can I compete with that?�


�You can�t, really, but maybe we can still be friends.�


Most guys would have run away at the �friends� gambit, but Josh
didn�t.  Even though I still embarrassed him at times with my unexpected
orgasmic outbursts, he stayed with me.  He didn�t pressure me for sex.  I
jumped him first.


One evening at his place, I kissed him, and then I came.  He
waited patiently for my convulsions to subside.  When they did, I rambled,
�Don�t let it go by.  Fuck me.  Fuck me now.  I won�t stop cumming, but that�s
what I want.  Do it.�


He ran a fingertip over my clit, and I convulsed again.  He
gently removed my clothes; with one touch of my thigh making me scream out.  He
was hard.  He placed the head of his cock at my pussy, and I squirted, screaming
again, shivering and shaking away.  My vagina�s almost continuous contractions
stopped him from fully entering me, even with the copious lubrication I was producing. 
He was understanding which, for a man who was trying valiantly to fuck his
girlfriend, must have taken a herculean effort.


We dated for a surprisingly long time, but eventually it had to
end.  I can imagine that any man who couldn�t solicit an orgasmic reaction from
his partner during lovemaking would eventually move on.  How about getting
multiple �reactions� yet knowing that they would have happened anyway, and
weren�t specifically about him?  Many lovers can�t compete against a fantasy.  How
does a lover compete against a washing machine, or a street sweeper, or a
pothole in the road?  He can�t.


Like I said, Josh was my most patient lover, but he wasn�t the
first.  Can you guess who my first �lover� was?  


It was my gynecologist, of course.  


I�m in the stirrups.  She begins the exam.  I cum.  Simple.  She
was sympathetic, giving me tons of information but no cure.  At sixteen, I told
her she was my best lover.  The doctor was not taken aback by it, though I
sensed a renewed reluctance to touch me after that day.  She remained my doctor
for several years, and I appreciated her for that.


After college (and no longer having to ride the subway) I had to
choose jobs based on criteria no other graduate had to consider.   For one, I
couldn�t work in any building where I had to take the elevator.  Oh man, the first
time in a crowded elevator car was something!


My knees buckled, and I moaned loudly, �Nottttttttttt here!�
grabbing my crotch in a futile attempt to stifle what I couldn�t.  Since no one
was behind me at the time, my outburst saved some poor slob from embarrassment,
or worse.


I still see doctors; specialists who turn out to be not so
special since they haven�t cured me.  I think I�ve tried every medicine there
is, including a few I think some African witch doctor conjured up in his spare
time.  One specialist told me the answer was surgery.  A clitoridectomy. 
That�s right, cut the damned thing right out!  I could hear Lady Macbeth now:
�Out damned clit! Out, I say!�  The doc couldn�t promise it would cure me, only
offering probabilities for success.  I had a vision of seeing odds posted on a
Vegas board for Erica�s clit: would the operation do the trick? �Currently 5:2�place
your bets!


 Back then I wasn�t ready for so drastic an action.  Things
changed after the party.  


Several colleagues were going out after work.  A couple of the
cuter guys asked me to join them.  No, these two had yet to see my curse in
action.  We went to a local bar that was quite loud and raucous.  I enjoyed the
atmosphere because in a place like that, if I climaxed, it wouldn�t be as
noticeable.  I�d cum twice before one of my female colleagues, Gail, saw it
happen.


�Did you just orgasm?� she incredulously asked above the din.


I didn�t want to explain then and there, so I dragged her into
the ladies room and tried to explain my condition.  I figured I�d have a
sympathetic ear, but instead I had a lesbian one.  She gasped, �You mean you
cum without even working at it?  That�s cool!  Can I see?�  


Before I could say a word, she had her hand under my skirt and
rubbing my pussy through my already wet panties.  I climaxed in spite of every
attempt not to, moaning, �Ohhhhhh Goddddddddddd, please don�ttttttttttttt,� but
it was too late. 


She planted a wet kiss on me, saying, �You MUST come with
me to Lonny�s apartment later.  You�ll be the hit of the party, oh yeah.�


I�d never slept with a woman, yet the effect of her touch and
her kiss lingered within me, and by the time I got back to my chair and my
drink, I�d felt two more orgasmic waves crash over me.


I think word got around fast, for when it was time to leave,
Lonny and several of his friends, both male and female, begged me to go along. 
After a couple of drinks and more than a couple orgasms I barely had a mind of
my own, so off I went with the crew to Lonny�s.


Lonny rented a fantastic loft with a magnificent view.  For a
while nobody hit on me as I fully expected them to.  Instead, people began to
pair up in some natural scheme, kissing and fondling each other.  Gail, Lonny,
another guy I didn�t know who was introduced as Bart, and Lonny�s office mate
Bill invited me to another room.  It was Lonny�s bedroom.


The quartet seduced me.  By then it was fairly easy, since my
crazily charged libido made me cum three more times on the way over.  My panties
were completely soaked, a fact not lost on Lonny as he slipped them off.


�You weren�t kidding,� he said to Gail.


�Go down on her,� Gail said in reply.  �I bet she explodes.�


He did�and I did.


I couldn�t stop cumming after that.  I had one cock after
another buried in me, humping away, my orgasmic contractions so protracted I
hardly knew I was being fucked at all.  Gail practically threw her shaved pussy
at me.  I couldn�t help but lick it between throaty moans.  She turned out to
be a screamer, which excited the three men so much that since she wasn�t about
to let them, they each fucked me again.  I ended up a cum bucket, covered and
filled by everyone�s love juices.  I wondered if any other men had joined in,
but in my orgasm-intoxicated state I couldn�t tell for sure.  One thing I did
know, not much protection had been used.


As with the sex, getting dressed and getting home was a blur.  I
called my doctor the next morning for a prescription for one of those
morning-after pills.  She chastised me somewhat, but what could she really say,
knowing about my condition.  She begged me to return to the specialist, Dr.
Smith, worried that the continually occurring orgasms were driving me crazy.


I think she�s correct.


I saw Dr. Smith.  He arranged for the clitoridectomy, and
performed the surgery.  It hurt like hell for about a week.  I had pills for
the pain, but not for my depression.  A part of me was gone; a part that
defined me as a woman, and though I went weeks without a spontaneous orgasm I
didn�t feel whole.  Now I viscerally understood how a woman feels after a
mastectomy.  I had to suck it up and move on; my life no longer revolving
around sex and my accursed reaction to it.


Oh God, it happened again!  I thought I was done with it, but
one day I was opening my refrigerator�that�s right, the fridge!�and suddenly my
knees buckled and I fell to the floor, orgasmic paroxysms wracking my body.  I
cried out as any lover would at the moment of climax, but my moment of bliss
was all about pain, not pleasure.  This orgasm hurt like hell.


An emergency call to Dr. Smith�s office brought only questions,
not answers.  


�Perhaps we failed to get all the nerve endings��


�Perhaps we need to schedule more surgery��


�Perhaps a psychiatric examination is in order��


I guessed that the old �Take two aspirins and call me in the
morning� line, for me, had been replaced by �It�s all in your head.�


The next orgasm came, and I simply wanted to die.


 


�Excerpts from the journal of the late ms. erica
prutch, used as direct testimony evidence in case #4325-m-2010 � defendant J.
smith m.d.


___________________________


The End


I can�t easily explain how this story came to be.  The germ was an
episode of the �1000 Ways To Die� television program wherein a woman had
inopportune orgasms (no, she didn�t die, but she did accidently kill her
boyfriend).  Many women wish for stronger orgasms, or to have orgasms at all. 
How would it feel to be at the other end of that spectrum?  As I fictionalized
here, I don�t think it would be pretty.
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The entire conversation was
surreal.  My long-time friend, Mike, hesitantly approached me in the gym
locker-room after we worked out.


 


"Hey, Phil," he said,
"I�er�have a proposition for you.  You're always talking about looking for
a second income, and let's just say I heard about an opportunity that is right
up your alley."


 


"Okay, I'm listening."


 


"Ah�have you ever heard
anyone talk about the V-Club?"


 


"What's that, a new
driver?"


 


He laughed. "No, it's not a
golf club, though maybe 'driver' is a good word."  He laughed again,
though it was more of a nervous laugh than a mirthful one.  "It's an
exclusive nightclub.  Only the richest can be members.  They could use someone
of your�er�build�to work evenings."


 


Since moving to the city, I was
having a hard time making ends meet, and Mike knew it, for he was in the same
unfortunate boat.  "Sounds like a bouncer job.  Why don't you go for
it?" I asked.


 


"No, they're not looking for
a bouncer, nothing like that.  And I've already applied, and got
rejected."


 


"Do you know why?  I mean,
you�re about as buff as I am."


 


"I don't have the right
equipment, but you do."  My expression must have mirrored my puzzlement,
for he added, "Look down."


 


Since stepping out of the gym
shower, I hadn't dressed yet, so I got his drift, saying "Oh."


 


"Jesus Christ, you're hung
like a fucking horse.  That's the equipment they're looking for, Phil."


 


�What the fuck kind of job is
it?  Are they making porn or something?�


 


�No, not porn in the movie sense,
but it is performance art�


 


�Okay, you�re losing me.  I still
don�t get what you�re talking about.�


 


Mike explained, and eventually I
got the picture. The �V� in its name stood for Voyeur.  Very rich men (I
assumed men�Mike didn�t say anything about women) paid big bucks to watch men
jerk off, and the occasional sex act; all in private, the only audience being
the one who paid.  The prerequisite being you had to be good looking, be in
superb shape and be well endowed.  As Mike put it, �Ron Jeremy qualifies to one
but not the other two.�


 


When he told me the pay range, I
flipped.  It was great money, but what of the risks?  �You hear anything about
potential cop raids?� I asked.  �What about a mob connection�if there�s so much
money being made in this?�


 


�Who knows?  I heard that many of
the clients were rich Saudis and other Muslim men who don�t want the world to
know about their peccadilloes. You�d think those guys pay enough there�s gotta
be some protection from the law.�


 


The money overwhelmed all caution
except one. �It�s strictly hands off, right?  And no filming?�


 


Mike said, �Oh yeah, the manager
told me the clients are strictly watch-only, and no electronics are allowed in
the viewing booth.  Guaranteed.�


 


I still had lots of questions,
but Mike said to go down and ask about the job.  He gave me a richly embossed
business card with the V-Club logo and a phone number.  No address.  I asked
where it was and he chuckled and said to just call the number and everything
would be explained.


 


All the next day I had trouble
concentrating on work, thinking about this potential part-time job.  Could I
even get it up knowing some perverted fat dude was watching me, and probably
jerking off?  I called the number.


 


A woman answered, said her name
was Camille.  In a buttery voice that conjured up several exotic images, she
asked me some questions, such as who gave me the referral, along with
soliciting the basic body metrics.  When she asked me how long my dick was, I
wasn�t quite sure how to answer.  Of course I knew its length and girth, both
flaccid and erect, but the question struck me as something of a test.  I told
her I didn�t know but threw out the number nine.


 


She said, �I would wager that you
are being modest, Mister Franklin.  From your tone, I imagine you have more
than nine inches, and I find your modesty refreshing.  Please e-mail me a photo
of yourself, shirtless, from the waist up only.  I assure you the photo will
remain private and confidential.�  She recited the e-mail address and I wrote
it down.


 


I dug out my digital camera and
took the picture.  The e-mail reply came a day later, setting up an appointment
at a downtown address.  I noted that it was in a rather upscale neighborhood. 
I wasn�t quite sure what to wear to the interview, as I supposed I�d be taking
my clothes off anyway as part of the �audition.�  I chose to go business
casual, with my best sport coat.


 


The taxi dropped me off at a
nondescript yet clean doorway.  The fact that a Bentley was parked on the
street out front was duly noted.  I pushed the only button by the unidentified
door and was quickly buzzed in.  The woman greeting me was one of the most
beautiful women I�d ever seen.  Raven-haired and full figured, she was the
epitome of exotic, old-world loveliness.


 


�Hello, I am Camille,� she said,
her tone all business-like even as she closed the gap between us and took my
hand in hers.  �I�m so happy to have you here; and please let me say that your
photo did not do you justice, Mister Franklin.  May I call you Phillip?�


 


�Phil, please.�


 


�Very well, Phil, let us proceed
to my office.�  


 


I followed her through a maze,
though a rather ostentatiously ornate maze, until we arrived at her posh office.  I
thought of an old British gentlemen�s club, with all its dark wood and leather. 
She directed me to a rich, dark leather sofa.  I thought �casting couch� as I
sat down and she sat next to me.  Maintaining the business-like tone, she
explained the intricacies of the job, some of which were omitted by my buddy,
Mike.  While she spoke, I tried not to look down, as her skirt had ridden high
on her thighs.  She had gorgeous legs.  I tried really hard.


 


�Phil, as I just explained, our
clientele pays well, and we share that generously with our performers, but the
one thing they have not purchased is the right to, shall we say, participate. 
Frankly speaking, they cannot touch, only watch.  What they choose to do while
watching is up to them, though we allow no recording of the performances.�


 


�My friend implied that
the�er�performances were solo.  Is that true?�


 


�I�m sorry, but it is not. The
nature of the performance is dictated by the client, of course, and our
clientele often request couples. Your partner in every case would primarily be
someone selected by the client.  Since many request that no protection be used,
it will be necessary for you to submit to a blood test and examination prior to
working for us. All participants are checked beforehand.�  She paused for a few
moments, and then asked, �If the client requested you perform with another man,
would you be willing to do that?�


 


�I never even thought about
that.  Wow, I�m not sure.  If I didn�t, would that mean I couldn�t have the
job?�


 


�No, but it may limit your
earning potential.�


 


�Okay, but I�ll have to think
about it, and hope that my hesitation doesn�t jeopardize my chances for the
position.�


 


�Not in the least, Phil.  So far
I�m impressed with what I see.  So far�� I noticed that her skirt had ridden up
higher still, exposing the top of her hose and a glimpse of black lace
panties.  �Now, let�s see the entire package.  Please disrobe�and remember,
first and foremost you are a performer.�


 


I stood, slipped off my sport
coat, and began unbuttoning my shirt.  Keeping in mind what she said, I
stripped as slowly and seductively as I could imagine doing.  Her expression of
clinical detachment slipped a bit when I dropped my pants, as I supposed the
profile of my cock could be seen within the leg of my boxers.  When I slid them
down, she gasped.


 


�As I suspected, Phil, you were
much too modest when we first spoke.  Nine�huh!�  She placed her palm behind my
hanging cock and lifted it a little, as if assessing its weight.  �It hangs
rather nicely while flaccid; most impressive, indeed.  But is it equally
impressive in action; that is the question?�  She saw me sneak another look at
her exposed thighs, and said, �I am flattered that you look at me that way. 
You are an extremely handsome man, with magnificent physical equipment.  I am
greatly aroused to be near you, and that indicates to me that you would be a
valued performer.  Let me show you the stage.�


 


Standing there before her, naked,
with my cock beginning to respond, I thought she�d audition me there on her
sofa.  Instead, hand-in-hand she walked me out of her office, down two
corridors and through a large door.  On the other side of the door was an
anteroom of sorts and opposite the door was a black curtain.  Camille threw on
two wall switches and walked me through the slit in the curtain, and onto a
small, well lighted stage; small for a theater perhaps, but a stage
nonetheless.


 


�This is the performance area.  I
do not like referring to this area as a stage, but so be it.  The lighting is
such that those of you performing cannot see the client as he or she�and yes,
we do have women clients�views the performance.�


 


I stared at the area beyond the
aura of the stage lighting but only perceived what appeared to be a booth, much
like a small theater loge.  I looked back at Camille and found her undressing,
down to panties, bra and stockings.


 


�To be a successful performer
here,� she said, �You must be able to forget you are being watched, withstand
the heat from all of this lighting, and concentrate only on your performance. 
Shall we see if you can do this?�  She walked closer to me, and whispered, �Can
you take me, make your performance real and arousing?�


 


I moved behind her, pushed her
hair aside and kissed the nape of her neck, while unfastening her bra.  I
reached around and cupped her breasts, which were large, firm, and heaving.  I
felt her nipples stiffen.  Her perfume was intoxicating, probably very
expensive.  She reached behind herself to grasp my cock, but her touch had not
been required.  I was growing erect.


 


She moaned and uttered, �Oh my!�


 


I moved around to be in front of
her, kissed both taut nipples in turn, and fell to my knees.  I slipped my
fingers under the elastic of her panties and slowly slid them down her legs. 
She was freshly shaved smooth.  I smelled her musk and felt the moisture of her
panties on my fingers as I took them off.  I rolled down one stocking and then
the other until she was now as naked as I was.  I slid the tip of my tongue
between her labia and tasted her sweet nectar of arousal.  She thrust her
pelvis out and held my head firmly to her.  I probed until I found her clitoris
and darted my tongue-tip against the little nub of flesh.


 


�God, yes, you do know what to
do,� she said, hoarsely.


 


I pulled my mouth away and looked
upward.  �How should we proceed with the performance?�


 


She answered, �Let�s pretend the
client wished to see you take me from behind.�  After a few shallow breaths,
she added, �Remember, someone is watching.�


 


For the first time I wondered if
there were indeed people watching us.  I doubted that in her management role
she�d allow anyone to watch, though perhaps she got off on the exhibitionism. 
It didn�t matter to me; I had a job to audition for.  I lifted her into my
arms, moved my face toward hers and whispered, �Wouldn�t a kiss enhance the
performance?�


 


Glassy-eyed, she nodded slightly
and our lips came together.  I kissed her deeply as I moved to center stage.  I
then lowered her onto hands and knees and knelt behind her.  The hardwood
flooring was tough on the knees, so I figured they usually had a mat or
something like it here during performances, though we�d have to suffer through
it for my �audition.�


 


As I placed the head of my cock
between the folds of her well-lubricated labia, I said, �Is it customary to
speak during performances, like acting out a pretend relationship?�  I slid my
cock in several inches.


 


�Oh�yes�and�don�t�worry�
about�making�noises,� she said between halting gasps.


 


I buried my cock as far as I
could go.  She made noises.


 


�OH GODDDDDDDDDD!� she cried out. 
�Don�t�I can�t��


 


I understood.  I�ve been there
before; the indecision the first time my cock hits their cervix head on, the
first time my girth stretches the walls deep in their vaginas that have never
been stretched.  Regardless of protestations, they didn�t want me to stop, and
I never did.  I fucked Camille slowly and sensuously as I imagined a voyeur
would appreciate, thrusting my full length in and drawing it out so only my
cock-head remained between her pussy lips.


 


Camille appreciated it too. 
Besides the little �Ugh� she uttered every time I hit bottom, she kept up a low
moan that eventually increased in volume to a keening wail.  When she cried out
�Faster,� I obliged.  I felt her orgasmic contractions before her voice
acknowledged it was happening.


 


I groaned and asked, �Do they
like cumshots?�


 


She popped forward off my cock,
spun around on the floor, saying �Oh yes! They love facials.  Show me what
you�ve got!�  Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open.  I grasped my cock
and with a couple more jerks, spewed all over her face.  A few ropes filled her
mouth.  It was a good cum.


 


She hired me.


 


We sat together on the hardwood
and discussed money and other particulars we hadn�t already discussed.  The
money was fantastic, even with the risks.  She said that her orgasm had been
one of her best, and even if she said that to all her recruits, her afterglow
confirmed it.


 


When we stood to walk back to her
office, I asked, �Was anyone watching us?�


 


She smiled.  �Not this time,
Phil, not this time,� she said while slipping back into her panties and bra.


 


We returned to her office.  I was
pleased with the ease with which I walked around naked� and getting the job, of
course.  I knew I had to be self-confident to handle the exhibitionist sex. 
She reached into a desk drawer and extracted a cell phone.  The phone was part
of the job requirement; being able to be reached quickly when a client made an
appointment.  I hardly liked the idea of carrying two phones but I would have
to live with the inconvenience.


 


As I dressed, Camille said, �As
your first time, I know a client who would appreciate your talents, sight
unseen.  Why don�t I set it up, okay?�


 


�What does this client want for
a�ah�performance?�


 


�You�ll fuck his wife.�


 


�Really? His wife?� I said rather
incredulously.  I didn�t see that coming, but I should have.  Thinking about
it, I could now see the possibility that a rich old coot with a trophy wife may
want to experience the vicarious thrill of seeing his wife in action, even in
this new Viagra world.  To filthy rich dudes, it was all about power, and
making your wife fuck a stranger in a public setting, even if the viewing
itself was private, would be the ultimate show of power. 


 


Camille said, �Don�t worry about
it.  She�ll explain the requirements before you begin.�  She paused for a
moment, gazed into my eyes, and added �She�ll like you.�


 


I worked out on the day of my
first �performance,� as much to ease tensions than anything else.  Mike asked
me how the interview went, and although I told him I got the job I was
reluctant to dish out details on my audition with hot Camille.  He figured it
out anyway.


 


�You fucked the boss lady, didn�t
you?  Damn you lucky son of a bitch!  You made her cream, right?  I imagine
that got you the job.�


 


�I�m not talking,� I said with
what I hoped was a deflecting smile.  He got the message.


 


I showed up as scheduled but was
met by another woman, not Camille.  She was a large woman who introduced
herself as Camille�s assistant, Helen.  She ushered me to the big door that led
to the stage�s anteroom, saying, �Your performance partner is already in
there.  I believe you already know that she is the client�s wife.  Camille said
that you know how to handle this.  Don�t disappoint.�


 


I entered to find a petite
brunette sitting on a chair, wearing only a robe that she left open.  She rose
to greet me.  Her hair was a short, dark helmet that framed her face.  Pretty,
but not gorgeous, I guessed her to be in her mid-thirties.  Her breasts were
about the size of small tangerines, with nice nipples and no droop. We
introduced ourselves to each other, first names only.  She was Melanie.


 


�Call me Mel.  You�re new,
right?�


 


I didn�t answer, instead asking,
�Are you?�


 


�No, shit no, this isn�t my first
time on that stage, and it probably won�t be my last.�


 


�You won�t get any value
judgments from me, and that�s even if I wasn�t working here.  I suppose I
should get undressed.�


 


�Through that door�s a shower,�
she said, pointing to a smaller side door in the anteroom.  �We�ve got time.  I
took one.�  I guessed she was letting me know she cared about hygiene.  That
was okay by me.  While undressing, I asked some questions about performance
details; how do we enter the stage, what positions, how did she want me to
finish?  She said that her husband enjoyed the illusion of force, and that she
would go on first and I would follow soon afterward.  After that, it was up to
me.


 


�What do you want?� I
asked.


 


She laughed.  �This has nothing
to do with what I want.�  That�s when I dropped my boxers.  �Oh�my�Lord� You�re
huge!  I don�t know if I can take that.�


 


Now naked, I walked over to her,
kissed her on the forehead, and said, �Yes you can, Mel, yes you can.  And it
can be all about you out there, not just him.�  Her expression was a mix of
fear, wonder, and maybe expectation.  I took a quick shower.  When I came back
out, she was holding a pair of teal green scrub pants like doctors wear,
telling me that�s what I should be wearing when I go through the curtain.  I
put them on.  She took one last look at my swinging cock before walking through
the curtained entrance.


 


I waited about a minute, and then
entered through the curtain.  The stage was lit up more than it had been when I
auditioned for Camille.  It was hotter, too.  Center stage held a platform, sheeted
to look like a bed, but I was certain there was no mattress under those
sheets.  Mel was sitting on the edge of the makeshift bed, still in her robe. 
As I walked towards her, she said in a loud, stage voice, �What are you doing
here?  You�re not supposed to be here.�


 


I wasn�t sure what to say; nobody
had given me a script.  Silently I walked to her, lifted her into my arms and
kissed her.  Her eyes flew open in surprise.  My right hand was under the robe
and cradling her buttocks.  I shifted her slightly so I could pull off her robe
with my left hand.  Our lips stayed together, our tongues danced, she moaned
softly.


 


I broke off the kiss and
whispered, �How low do I have to talk so he can�t hear me?�


 


She nodded, and whispered back,
�No way can he hear this level of whispering.�


 


�That�s good.  Does he like
things acrobatic?�


 


Mel was puzzled.  �Acrobatic?  He
just wants me to look like it hurts.�


 


My turn to be puzzled.  �You mean
like rape?�


 


She nodded again, then whispered
�We�d better start or he�ll get pissed.�


 


�Okay.�


 


Still standing, I spun her around
in my arms until she was upside down, facing me, her thighs on either side of
my head.  I buried my tongue in her pussy and ate greedily.  She moaned again
and at the same time pulled the scrub pants down and let them fall to my
ankles.  She wasn�t quite at the right level to suck me, but she palmed my cock
in both hands and began stroking.


 


I swear I heard a gruff voice say
�Fucking hung,� but I wasn�t sure.  Mel played, I dined; she was wet, I was
hard.  I easily lifted her upright, turned her around, and without her feet
ever touching the stage floor, I kissed her again.


 


She said aloud, �Take me�take me
NOW!�  Part of the script or not, it was the thing to do.


 


I kicked the pants off the rest of
the way.  I held her basically with a hand on each ass cheek; her legs wrapped
around my midsection.  I wriggled her around until I got the head of my cock in
the right place, and lowered her a little bit.  Our eyes were locked together
as I entered her a couple of inches.  She groaned, �God, oh God, oh God,� as I
kept lowering her onto me.


 


She whimpered, �Please don�t drop
me, it�ll hurt, I can�t��


 


Just then an off-stage voice
yelled �Yes, drop her.�


 


I whispered, �I won�t hurt you,�
pretending to let go, dropping her onto my full length, though I really
didn�t.  I turned us slightly so her husband couldn�t see, hoping he thought it
was by chance.


 


Mel played along, shouting, �OH
FUCK!  YOU�RE TOO BIG!  I CAN�T!  YOU�RE IN MY WOMB!  I CAN�T!�


 


I whispered �Sure you can,� as I
began fucking her.  I slid my arms up to hold her back, as she reclined on them
as if they were the back of a lounge chair.  Suspended like that, I swung her
away and back, fucking her in long, slow strokes I was sure her husband would
enjoy.  I imagined how my cock would shine under the intense lighting, slicked
by her copious pussy-juice.  I smiled; all for the performance.  Was her
husband jerking off?  Could he even get it up?


 


She soon began screaming, and it
wasn�t from pain.  Her body shook to the point I had difficulty holding on to
her, and besides, my legs were about ready to give out anyway.  Whether that
should have been the end of the performance didn�t matter to me.  I got no
signal, no direction, so I lowered her onto the bed, climbed between her legs,
and pounded her in the missionary position.  My guess was correct.  The �bed�
was only a plywood platform covered in sheets.  Not easy on the knees, but I
persevered.  I looked to get non-verbal cues from her, but her eyes were glazed
and rolled back somewhat.  I was on my own.  After a while I figured he�d seen
enough of my ass, so I straightened up, placed her ankles on my shoulders, and
thrust into her that way, again holding her quivering ass cheeks while I did so.


 


She may still have had that
faraway look in her eyes, but her mouth was working.  She kept up a litany of
pre-orgasmic chatter, saying things like �Fuck me hard!� and �Oh, Yes!� and �Do
me, baby!�  How much was real and how much was faked I couldn�t tell.  I just
kept on sliding in and sliding out.


 


Suddenly her eyes re-focused,
looking at me as she cried, �Oh, oh, I�m cummmmmming againnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn!�


 


This one was real.


 


I whispered �Where?�


 


She replied aloud, �Facial!  Give
me a big facial!�


 


I pulled out, stroked my cock to
conclusion as she sat up on the pallet.  My aim was excellent.  One after
another I spewed my load; on her face and chin, in her hair, and the last good
rope on her heaving tits.  She exaggeratingly licked a gob that was on her chin
with her tongue.


 


She whispered, �You�re supposed
to carry me off stage.�  As I lifted her into my arms once more, she loudly
said, �Oh, baby, you fucked me good!�  I carried her through the curtain.  Back
in the anteroom, she told me I was the best.  �It�s not just that cock of
yours, you know,� she said, �You�re a natural.  Other guys here try to be porn
stars, like get all macho, physical, but you got physical without really
trying.  I�ll want you again next time.�  With a kiss on the cheek, she was
gone.


 


As Mel walked out, Helen walked
in.  She couldn�t hide the fact she was scoping out my cock, and was suitably
impressed.  �Mmmm, I spoke with the client, and he enjoyed the show
tremendously.  You are a rather energetic fucker, aren�t you?�  She walked right
up to me and rubbed her large bosom against my bare chest, saying, If I wasn�t
so heavy I�d have you fuck me standing up like that.  That was way
hot!�  I was thankful that at least one of us had clothes on.


 


I got dressed, eschewing another
shower.  The smell of Mel was still on me, but that wasn�t such a bad thing. 
I�d ponder later what was �wrong� with her husband that he watched another man
screw his obviously hot wife.  Obviously, he paid for the privilege, so the
whole thing was their business, not mine.


 


The next day I got a call from
Camille, again congratulating me on a good showing.  She told me of two more
booked performances.  �Word got around fast,� she said.


 


The following Friday evening, I
showed up at the club and once again was met by Helen.  While walking toward
the anteroom door, she explained that tonight�s partner would be a younger
woman and that the client was her father.


 


�She�s not underage, is she?  I�m
not gonna do it if she is,� I declared.


 


Helen said the daughter was
eighteen or nineteen, and that everything was on the up-and-up.  I shook my
head in amazement; her father, Jesus!  Oh well, I�d give him a show and fuck
the girl like she�s never been fucked before.  I hoped she wasn�t ugly.


 


I entered the anteroom to find it
empty.  I got undressed and took a quick shower to freshen up.  When I exited
the bathroom I hadn�t bothered with a towel.  She was there, gasping when she
saw me.  She looked younger than eighteen, still holding on to some baby fat,
though not pudgy.  Her blond hair was rather obviously dyed.  Not pretty, but
cute enough.  She had just removed jeans and was in a tee-shirt and white
cotton panties.  Did girls her age wear cotton panties?  Maybe it was part of
the show�Daddy�s little girl, perhaps.


 


�Oh my God!  You�re a fuckin�
stud!  Look at that fuckin� cock!�


 


�And my name is Phil.  Nice to
meet you,� I said, and then chuckled.


 


�Mine�s Heather,� she answered,
not getting the joke.  As if she�d read my mind a moment ago, she added, �I�m
eighteen.�


 


�How do we play this?�


 


She looked at me quizzically, and
said, �What do you mean.�  Okay, maybe she wasn�t the brightest bulb in the
light fixtures.


 


�How do we do the sex�for
Daddy�make him go home happy, getting his money�s worth?�


 


�Oh.  Like regular sex.  I mean,
like first we do oral and then you fuck me.�


 


�Positions?�


 


�Oh.  Like my dad prefers I get
it doggie, I guess.�


 


I asked, �What do you prefer?�


 


�Whatever, let�s just, like, do
it and get it over with.�


 


She turned to head toward the
curtain, but I caught her arm and pulled her back.  �Shouldn�t you enjoy it at
least as much as your father does?�


 


Heather glanced down at my cock,
reconsidered, and said, �Like, sure, but I really don�t want to suck it, like
deep.  It�s too big and I always gag anyway.  And you�re so big it might hurt,
like, my vagina.�


 


�Then let�s make it fun.  Screw
Daddy, I�m gonna screw YOU.  You�re a pretty girl, so why can�t I make love to
you the way it should be.  Forget Daddy�s out there.  Enjoy it for a change,
and I promise I won�t hurt you.�


 


I wasn�t sure if it was the
�pretty girl� line or �make love,� but my little speech sank in.  She turned
and pressed her body against mine.  �Oh yeah, I think I can get into that,� she
said.  With no bra under the tee-shirt, I felt her breasts press against me. 
Ah, the firmness of youth!


 


I spent thirty seconds or so
spelling out a script of sorts for her.  She seemed to like it.  I lifted her
up over my shoulder, gave her panty-covered ass a little spank, which made her
squirm and laugh, and carried her through the curtain and onto the stage.  I
thought I heard an epithet shouted; perhaps her father�s reaction to seeing my
size.  I laid her on the pallet and tickled her, getting her laughing some
more.  Then I leaned down and kissed her.  My tongue was met fiercely by hers. 
Her physical reaction indicated to me that tongue kissing was effective
foreplay.  I couldn�t wait to see what cunnilingus would do.


 


After our lips parted, I said
aloud in what I now thought of as my stage voice, �Finally, you�re father�s not
home, so I�m going to make love to you as I�ve always wanted.�  Heather was
breathing harder.  She grabbed my cock and stroked its length while I rubbed
her pussy through the crotch of her panties.  The fabric was wet.  I smiled.


 


I urged her to a sitting position
and pulled the tee-shirt over her head and off.  I leaned down and sucked first
on one nipple and then the other.  I whispered to her, �Do you like that?�  She
nodded slightly.  I played with her tits for a while, her nipples darkening and
stiffening nicely.  She moaned.  Soon, I slipped my hand under the waistband of
her panties and fingered her clit.  She shaved her pubic hair, though her pubis
did exhibit some stubble.  Her labia were very puffy and well pronounced for a
teenager�and extremely well lubricated.


 


She stroked my cock as I finger-fucked
her.  After a few minutes of that, I said loudly, �I�ve got to taste that sweet
young pussy of yours, girl.�  I pulled down her panties and tossed then aside. 
Lying down beside her, I rolled her atop me in a sixty-nine position and buried
my tongue within the labial folds of her wet cunt.  I hadn�t expected it, so I
was surprised when she mouthed the head of my cock as I licked her clit.  She
probably figured she�d give fellatio a try, gagging or no gagging, though I
sensed she couldn�t concentrate very well on the task while her clit was being
assaulted.


 


The little nubbin of flesh grew
taut as I licked and sucked on it.  She was moaning and groaning louder by now,
her mouth not doing much with my cock even as her hands worked harder.  I
was harder too.  As I ate her, she squeezed her thighs together, though not
tight enough to hurt my ears in any way.  


 


After about a minute or so of this,
she tensed up and screamed �Bay�beeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!�  A veritable river of
cum-juice flowed from her and all over my mouth.


 


I reckoned that this was as good
a time as any to get to fucking.  I almost automatically began positioning her
for doggie-style fucking, but thought as I did earlier, Screw Daddy, and
instead swung her around on top of me.  I said, �Ride me baby!  Sit right down
on my big man-pole, girl!�


 


She was still a little dazed from
the orgasm, but not so dazed that she didn�t understand what was coming next. 
Straddling me, up high on her knees, she tentatively lowered herself onto my
shaft.  I�d only slid in about half way when she stopped, a look of panic on
her face.  My cockhead had met her cervix�nice to meet you.  I whispered,
�Don�t force it, just do what�s natural.�


 


She was a
natural.  The first few ups-and-downs remained tentative, but she got with it
fast and soon was bucking like any good cowgirl would.  She was extremely
tight, so I took to amusing myself by watching her tits bounce and sway instead
of letting her velvet tightness bring me to climax too rapidly.  I�m not up on
anatomy, but with my size and the experiences that have come with it I am
always amazed at the way a woman�s body accommodates my cock.  The portal to
Heather�s womb must have receded to take all of me, as I�ve experienced with
other women.  I didn�t know how that worked but I didn�t question it either.  I
lay back and enjoyed the fucking, especially enjoying the transition of her
facial expressions from exertion to ecstasy.


 


With a few last violent bounces,
she threw her head back and screamed louder than she had before.  As her
orgasmic squeal echoed around the stage, her clamping vagina walls did the
trick; I was about to cum.  I whispered, �Creampie,� and lifted her up until
just the head of my cock was at her labia.  As I came, the ejaculate squirted
out every which way, making a splendid shower.  I hoped her dad enjoyed that
last part.


 


Off stage, she said, �Man, you
were right about everything.  I had a good cum.  You didn�t hurt me with the
big guy.  I just hope Daddy liked it that way, especially the end.�


 


�I�m sure he did.�  I didn�t tell
her that out of the darkness I thought I saw cum flying.  Yes, Daddy liked the
show, I was certain of it.


 


Between the time Heather left and
Helen returned, I sat and pondered the human drama of this whole V-Club thing. 
Being filthy rich didn�t make any man immune from being cuckolded or from
incestuous urges; it just gave him a �safe� outlet.  Did that make it okay?  I
showered, dressed, and spoke to Helen before I left.  Evidently, Heather�s dad
loved the performance.  Yes, I had a great lay, yet that didn�t assuage my
guilt.


 


My next performance came
quickly.  Camille didn�t get too specific, but she told me the client was a
loaded Saudi oilman, and my performance partner would be his wife.  When I
arrived at the club, the wife was already in the anteroom, and she didn�t look
at all pleased about being there.  She wasn�t wearing one of those all over
Arab wraps but she wasn�t undressed either.


 


She said something in Arabic that
sounded to me like a swear, then she said, �Another new one!  I must tell Hassan
to try a different place.�


 


Since I�d entered alone, without
Helen or Camille as a buffer, I had to deal with whatever her problem was all by
myself.  �What�s wrong with a new man?� I asked.


 


�Argh, you men have all big
muscles but nothing up here,� she said, pointing to her head.  �I try to make
everyone understand what my husband wants, but�,� she finished with another
swear.


 


�What do you want?� I began to
strip.


 


�What I want is meaningless.  It
is all for Hassan.�


 


�Okay, then what does he want? 
Obviously, since you don�t wish to be happy, we shall at least make him happy,
right?�  She shook her head yet remained silent.  That was until the boxers
came off and she saw my package.  She tried to appear nonchalant, but I could
tell she noticed.  I wasn�t going to make a show.  I simply wanted to know what
I was doing.  �Please let me know what your husband wants so I know what to do
out there.�


 


She stood and began disrobing. 
�What you do is treat me like a dog.  Humiliate me, debase me, that is what you
do.�  She stared at my cock, and added, �Hassan wishes to see me sodomized, yet
I know that penis of yours will tear me apart.  Please do not do it.  Perhaps
you can pretend�how do you say that in English�simulate it?�


 


�I have no intention of hurting
you, or debasing you, regardless of what your husband wants.  We will put on a
good show for him, and that is it, okay?�


 


She nodded.  �My name is Alima. 
What is yours?�  I told her, and then watched her undress. Her bra and panties
were conservative yet modern.  She was a dark-skinned woman with equally dark
hair that cascaded wildly over her shoulders.  She continued to strip
mechanically, and after the bra and panties came off I saw she had a full pubic
thatch, and bullet-shaped tits topped by large, ruddy areolas and nipples. Her
bottom was a little on the broad side, but she was well-proportioned.  I liked
what I saw.  She was a pretty woman.


 


�Should I shower first?� I
asked.  She said I didn�t have to.  


 


That�s when I made my
proposition.  At first she panicked, then she blushed, and then she giggled.  I
stuck my head out the big door and called for Helen.  I gave Helen the
requirements and she took off to get everything, but not before giving me a
perfectly puzzled look.


 


While we waited for Helen, Alima
said, �I do not have any idea on how Hassan will react to what you propose, but
if you do this and in some way use it as if to humiliate me I believe he will
enjoy it.  Perhaps he will enjoy it afterwards as well, no?�


 


�Maybe he will.  I know I would
if I was your husband,� I said, smiling.


 


Helen arrived with the basin,
scissors, a razor, shaving foam, a couple of small gem clips, and a large,
white silken handkerchief.  I went into the bathroom and filled the basin with
hot water and as stealthily as I could, slid the whole makeshift shaving kit
through the curtain and onto the stage rear.


 


�Time to put on the burka,� I
said, but she corrected me.


 


�No, the veil itself is a purdah,
or sometimes we say niqâb depending on how much of the face it covers.� 
She clipped the impromptu veil to her hair on both sides so only her eyes were
uncovered.  �You are a very clever man, Phillip.  I am changing my mind about
you.�  It was her turn to smile.


 


�Are you ready?� I asked before
lifting her up into my arms.  I chuckled to myself, thinking how carrying the
woman onstage was becoming my trademark.  Going through the curtain, I used the
thumb of the hand under her buttocks to toy with her pussy.  I saw the smile
through the flimsy veil.


 


I heard an epithet from the
darkness.  Alima�s husband must have reacted to the size of my swinging dick.  �You
are mine now, Alima,� I said very loudly as we moved to the pallet at center
stage.  �But first you need to be cleaned up for me.�  I added an anti-Semitic
reference which I was ashamed of, though I knew it would greatly tickle Hassan. 
Setting Alima down on the edge of the pallet, I spread her legs and began my
chore.  Retrieving the kit and bringing it to bedside, I started with the
scissors to cut away most of her pubic hair length, before lathering her up and
shaving her.  I did it slowly, taking every opportunity to intimately touch her
special places as I shaved, making eye contact as much as I dared.


 


Finished, I rinsed her off, not
worrying about getting water on the stage.  That was someone else�s problem. 
�You are clean and delicious looking,� I said.  �I believe you are delicious
enough to eat.�  I went down on her, ignoring the lingering soapy taste.  It
was soon supplanted by another taste�her.  She squirmed and moaned as I worked
on her clit.  Her clit was more pronounced than others I�ve been intimate with;
like a little dick, it seemed to have a head, and some length to it.  It was
stiff too.


 


�Oh, you are too good, Phillip,�
she muttered.  �I could have you do that for hours��  After a few more seconds,
she whispered, �But it will not take hours��


 


Her orgasm was quite
extraordinary.  It seemed that every muscle in her body contracted at once.  However
no body part twitched and convulsed more than her pussy.  She was a quiet
cummer, yet she left no doubt as to what just occurred.  She reached down,
grabbed my arm, and urged me up to lay atop her still twitching body.  Pulling
the makeshift veil aside, she planted her lips on mine and her tongue
practically to my tonsils.  It appeared that all ideas of humiliation and
debasement had been forgotten.  Now, it was about sex, and I couldn�t be
happier.  Would Hassan be as happy?


 


One way I did stay on script was
to fuck her in the doggie position.  I got us situated at such an angle that
her husband could see my cock but not quite detect which hole I was in.  Unlike
with Heather (and other sex partners) Alima�s vagina couldn�t easily adapt to
my size, so I didn�t fully penetrate her; not pushing it, so to speak.


 


Nor did I push to climax.  We
were both bathed in sweat from the hot stage lights.  I glanced at my
cock-shaft to see that it shone from the coating of her lubrication.  I bet we
looked good�porn quality good.  As I thrust, I detached my mind from the action
to keep from cumming.  This was her show, and I would let her get there on her
own schedule, not her husband�s, and certainly not mine.


 


Throughout, her head was back,
bouncing slightly from our movements.  Suddenly she turned to look at me.  Her
expression was difficult to interpret; it could�ve been she was debating the
repercussions of not going anal, or maybe she was perplexed at me for being
different from the other male performers.  She turned her head back and put it
down on the sheets.  I glanced down and marveled how nice her ass looked in
that position, and after all, I loved booty; skinny asses didn�t appeal to me
aesthetically as they did to some of my buddies, based on how they always
talked.  I kept up the slow and steady rhythm.  Long way in, long way out, on
and on, I figured I could go on forever, but I was wrong.


 


I couldn�t hold it off.  I
stifled my usual groan as I unloaded into her.  She knew I was cumming; I felt
the subtle difference in the way her body moved.  My cock remained rigid enough
that I kept going.  How can a man really know what finally triggers a woman�s
orgasm?  People say that it�s as much in their head as in their vagina or
clit.  Did my orgasm trigger Alima�s?  I�d lost track of how long I�d been
fucking her up on that stage �bed� but she climaxed seconds after I spewed my
last rope.


 


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh,
Aliiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii!� she screamed out.


 


I thought, Ali?  When she
was done climaxing, I leaned down and whispered that question.


 


She was aghast.  �I said that
aloud?  Hassan will kill me now!�  She seemed truly scared.


 


�Why?  Who is Ali?�


 


�Ali was my lover long ago.�


 


�Shit, that�s not good,� I said. 
�Can I do anything?�


 


�No,� she answered, losing some
of the fear, her expression softening a bit.  �Phillip, you are a very fine
young man and a superb love maker.  I know you would care to protect me, and
for that I am grateful.  Thank you for making this�show�something that I will
remember always.�


 


She got off the pallet and
unceremoniously ran through the curtain.  I stared into the darkness, wondering
if her husband was still there watching me.  I wanted to display my middle
finger, but that wouldn�t have accomplished anything.  By the time I stood and
walked off stage, Alima was gone.  I hoped she was okay.


 


Helen was quiet.  No praise this
time, which probably meant Hassan had not been pleased by the performance.  I
went home both physically and emotionally drained, and ended up having
unsettling dreams of Alima where nothing worked out well for her in the end.


 


No matter how bad Hassan�s
�reviews� must have been, I still got booked for performances.  I fucked wives
of all ages and made a lot of money doing it.  I didn�t really feel like a
prostitute or a gigolo.  This gig was different, like making porn.  Maybe I was
rationalizing, but the distinction helped me live with it.


 


My first repeat was the lady of
my first performance, Melanie.  She was eager, much more so than the first
time.  I thought, I guess I made a good impression, and
chuckled at my own pun, since perhaps I�d made quite an impression on her
cervix last time, too.


 


�Hi Mel, back for more?� I
teased.


 


Her answer was to practically rip
my clothes off and drag me out on stage.  She fell to her knees and sucked me
as best she could.  She valiantly tried me deep, but she couldn�t overcome the
gag reflex.  That was okay, since I got sufficiently hard.  She jumped into my
arms and I dropped her onto my cock as I�d done the first time.  We spoke in
hushed tones as we fucked.


 


�So, hubby must have got off last
time.  He want this as much as you?�


 


�Yes, but maybe I wanted it a bit
more and convinced him to cough up the fee.�  After more up-down action, she
whispered, �He bragged that he came more than he ever did when he jerked
off�to�us.  He never cums much with me.�


 


I whispered back, �That�s why you
wanted the facial.�


 


Her head bobbed in agreement. 
Mel�s first orgasm hit quickly while making all the appropriate noises to
satisfy her husband.  She�d cum so liquidly that I felt several rivulets
running down my cock and around my balls.  It felt good.  I switched her to
doggie and kept fucking her until she screamed again.  I loved her orgasms
because they were whole-body occurrences; every part of her shook and shivered
as she came, inside and out.  I kept it going for a few moments more before
pulling out, settling my cock between her ass cheeks, and letting go several
cum-fountains into the air that landed all over her back and backside.


 


While I came, I heard a loud
groan float out of the off-stage darkness.  Her husband must have had a good
cum as well.


 


Repeat customers are happy
customers.


 


One of my most interesting
evenings was the time I showed up but the client had cancelled at the last
moment.  Camille was there, and she and Helen apologized profusely.  I wasn�t
sure which woman made the first move, but before I knew it I was naked on
Camille�s office couch and they were taking BJ turns.  Helen was a big girl
with EE tits, and those things smothered me while she climbed on top and fucked
me good, pinning me to the couch.  She was a madwoman.  Several times the
frantic fucking hurt her, with my long cock solidly striking the bottom of her
love canal.  She moaned, but it didn�t stop her.


 


I don�t know how she managed it,
but Camille had climbed up on the sofa back, and straddling my head, forced her
pussy to my mouth.  I lost track of time.  I could hardly breathe.  I couldn�t
tell you who came first or last.  It just happened.


 


They thanked me, promising more
clients and more paydays.


 


One of my favorites was an older
woman named Donna.  Maybe in her fifties, a girlish figure was only a long-lost
memory.  I didn�t mind because she was a friendly sort who knew what she
wanted, demanded it, and made sure I delivered.  For an older woman, she sure
could move, and we fucked in some amazing positions.  As I did with all the
anonymous clients, I wondered what was the matter with her husband that he
couldn�t get his thrills the old-fashioned way�by fucking her himself instead
of watching me do it.  I knew it wasn�t always about my endowment.


 


The appointment with Alima came
as a surprise.  She saw the shocked look when I entered the anteroom to find
her sitting there.  She said, �Yes, I am still alive, in spite of my
foolishness in shouting out Ali�s name, Hassan only struck me a few times.  The
bruises have healed.�


 


�I�m glad to see you�re okay�I�m
glad to see you.�


 


She was already naked.  I
glimpsed that she kept up on shaving; her pubis was bald, and quite appealing. 
She helped me undress.  �Carry me out there as you did before, I loved that.�


 


I did just that, carrying her
like before, and like before using my thumb to tweak her clit.  We didn�t
fuck.  I mean, to me we made love.  I forgot about being watched, and I thought
she did too. We went slow, first oral, then penetration.  Ending up in the
doggie position, her head down and her impressive ass up, she climaxed nicely. 
As she was still twitching from that one, she whispered for me to take her
anally, as her husband wanted.


 


I said, �Are you sure?  You said
before��


 


�Yes.  Now I am
ready.  I used saliva to lubricate her anus, massaging it into her with two
fingers.  Then I �massaged� my cock-head into her.  She gasped loudly, and I
knew it wasn�t simply for show.  I slid into her slowly, a couple of inches at
a time, not wanting to hurt her.  I shouldn�t have worried since it was obvious
to me she had an experienced sphincter.  Her fingers worked her clit while my
cock worked her ass.


 


She cried out, �Hassan, Hassan,
please help me!  I will never be able to sit again!�


 


That was for his benefit.


 


She whimpered, �I am cumming. 
Cumming for you, Phillip.�


 


That was not as loud, and was of
course for my benefit.


 


She must have known I was about
to cum, for at the penultimate moment, she pulled away from me, slipping my
cock from her ass with an almost perceptible pop, and spun to face me.  �Cum on
my breasts, Phillip,� she murmured.  �For me, not Hassan.�


 


I gave her a good showering.  She
rubbed my ejaculate all over her breasts, tweaking her taut nipples as she
went, and moaning softly.  It indeed had been for her, not her husband.  I
picked her up and carried her from the stage.  Without a word, I carried her
into the bathroom and started the shower spray.


 


�You will shower with me?� she
asked.  I answered her with a yes.


 


I couldn�t say for certain why,
but I was falling for this woman.  She coaxed me back to semi-hardness, and we
fucked again in the shower.  She knew her husband was waiting but for a few
moments she let that go out of her mind.  Another trembling orgasm helped.


 


After Alima left, Helen said that
�the client� enjoyed this performance better than the last one, though she said
something appeared to be still �troubling� him.  Maybe the �trouble� was
watching his wife enjoy it for a change.


 


And that summarized my mission:  If
the woman was to be on display like some zoo animal, expected to have sex for
the viewing pleasure of her male, then I would allow her to enjoy the
experience.  Some of the women immediately saw my cock as an indulgence, yet
others, as with Alima, had been humiliated by the process, and therefore needed
to be treated delicately in order to transcend the ignominy and enjoy the ride.


 


About a month later, I entered
the anteroom to find Alima waiting for me again.  She was ebullient in her
greeting, jumping into my arms and kissing me.  And she was nude, of course. 
Fucking her, I lost all connection to time and space.  I can honestly say that
this was the first time in my life I truly made love to a woman without either
of us thinking about my equipment and what it could do.  We didn�t plan out our
positions, we simply loved each other.  Damn, this was special!


 


�Oh, Phillip, you make me feel
like no other has, even my lost Ali,� she said aloud.


 


�Should you say that?� I
whispered.


 


�Hassan will not hear me.�


 


I wasn�t so sure, but got lost in
the moment.


 


�Oh���.I�mmmmm�cummingggggggg,
Phillippppppp!� she cried.


 


�Me toooooooooooo!�  I filled her
up, and she squirted a good portion back out.


 


Later, while lying together on
the pallet, spent from our lovemaking, I asked how she was so sure Hassan had
not heard her earlier.


 


She said matter-of-factly, �He is
not here.�


 


�What?!?!�


 


�I had saved much money to be
with you again.  Camille said it was unusual but she would allow it.  I wanted
to be with you again so badly.�


 


�Oh, Alima.  We can arrange to
see each other outside of this place.  It will not be for money, but for love.�


 


The look in her eyes when I said
that was priceless.  I�d have to ponder what I said later, and what I meant by
it, but for now I knew this woman was special to me.  I needed to see her
again, and we planned to do that.  She was fearful of her husband, but imagined
a few ways for her to get away and see me.  On our dates I got to know her even
better, and I believed it was love that was blossoming within me.


 


And boy did we have great sex!


 


I kept working my evening job.  One
night after performing with a man whose wife (I guessed she wore the proverbial
pants in the family�translation: she brought home the big bucks) wanted to see
him sodomized, things changed for me.  


 


First let me tell you about this
man.  His nervousness only made an appearance on stage.  Undressing in
the anteroom, he was amazed at my cock, and maybe a little anticipatory.  While
I fucked him, he whispered to me that he was secretly gay, had been bottomed
many times before, and loved my cock.  He said he thought that his wife had no
clue.  �And isn�t that irony,� were his words as I came in his ass at the same
time I jerked him off to completion.


 


Later, when I stepped out the
club�s door to the sidewalk, two very large men were there.  The Arabic looking
men were waiting for me, it seemed.  Goons, sent to give me a message; from
Hassan, no doubt.


 


Before the first blow was struck,
I thought, please no broken bones or disfigurement.  Don�t mess me up too
badly.  I have a return engagement with young Heather in three nights.  Why
I thought of Heather at that moment and not Alima I�ll leave for all you
amateur Freudians to assess.  Oh shit, this is gonna hurt!


 


The End


 


Wow, another story from a man�s
point-of-view!  It�s a challenge, but one that�s been very interesting and
enlightening to me.  As with �The Sweetest Revenge,� �Escape from Passionville� and
most recently �Too Hot,� I trust that all you men out there will give me feedback
on what I did well and what I did poorly with the man�s POV.  I hope you
enjoyed it, and I hope I didn�t offend anyone, lest I have two gentlemen
waiting for me outside my home. J


 


Donna M.


© 2011


 


You can e-mail me at boredbutstillhot@yahoo.com



All feedback is welcome!
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TOO HOT


 


By


Donna
M.


 


The
affair was the undoing of my marriage, though not in the way you may be
thinking.


My
name is Greg.  I�d met Brenda one hot, early summer day as I was mowing the
lawn and she came jogging by.  She stopped and jogged in step, asking me a few
questions about the neighborhood.  She said she and her husband had just moved
in down the street and wanted to get to know everyone.


I
saw her eye the beer bottle I pulled from a jury-rigged holder at the side of
my lawnmower and asked if she�d like one.  �It�s a light beer, in case you�re
worried.�


She
smiled and said, �Are you implying I should be worried if it wasn�t?�


I
was a little tongue-tied but managed to spit out that I wasn�t implying any
such thing.  I told her she looked sensational, which was the truth.  She had
her long, blond hair tied back in a ponytail.  She wore a sports bra that
barely contained her tits, and with it being wet from sweat, her nipples stood
out prominently.  She had a great ass, itself barely contained by her jogging shorts,
which was atop two sensational legs.  Yes, from head to toe a hot number.


�Then
don�t just stand there, let�s get that beer,� she said, and we walked toward my
backyard deck where the cooler was.  She fished in the icy chest and pulled out
a Sam I was saving for later.  �Mind it if I take this one?� she asked.  What
was I to say?  I walked to her with the bottle opener and popped off the cap. 
She placed the cold bottle against my bare, sweaty chest.  I flinched, and she
said, �I figured that would feel good after all that hard work.�


�I
guess,� I said, �though I can think of other ways to feel good after hard
work.�


She
nudged against me, and said, �I bet you can.�


Just
then my wife, Diane, appeared on the deck and asked what was going on.  I
introduced Brenda to her, explaining that she was new in the neighborhood.  The
two women were sizing each other up as I nervously stumbled over the
introduction.  My wife is a petite brunette.  Since she has small (though
beautifully firm and perky, I might add) breasts, she�d always exhibited
jealousy whenever I spoke with an endowed woman, and Brenda was no exception
based on Diane�s body language.


Brenda
took a long pull on her bottle, and then said, �I�d better be going.  See you
around, Greg.�  She lightly touched my chest as she placed her half-finished
beer on top of the cooler and jogged away.  I watched her ponytail sway, her
tits bounce, and her ass cheeks swivel as she ran, and from that moment on I
was hooked.


I
studied Brenda�s weekend jogging schedule, and made it a point to be outside at
strategic times as she ran by.  I also tried to do that covertly so Diane
wouldn�t notice, but I couldn�t say how successful I was.  Brenda would stop,
and we�d talk, though flirting would be more like it.


One
particularly hot and humid early Friday evening, I was outside, shirtless,
ostensibly working in my yard but basically waiting for Brenda.  I can�t claim
washboard abs, yet I knew my lean physique drew women�s attention whenever I
was shirtless, like at the beach.  I vividly remembered Brenda�s attention to
my bare chest the first time we met.  Thus I was shirtless again.  When she
jogged by, she stopped and waved.  I walked down to the curb to meet her.


�You
look like you�ve been working too long in this heat,� she said.  �Why don�t you
follow me back to my house and use our pool?  That�s where I�m going.  Shit,
it�s too hot and humid to run anyway, or all this silly yard work.�  When she
caught me glancing at the house, she added, �You worried about your wife?  She
can come too, if that�s what you want.�


Her
expression said that was the last thing she wanted.  �What about your husband?�
I asked, taking the bait.


She
smiled and said, �Tom?  He�s actually gone on a golfing trip for the weekend
with his buddies.  That�s why I�d love the company.�


The
subplot was subplot no longer; I knew the score now with the invitation. 
�Should I get my suit?�


�What
do you think?� she answered.  �Unless you need to go and ask wifey for
permission.�


�Not
necessary,� I said.  Caution (and perhaps marriage) be damned, I dropped what I
was doing and walked with Brenda to her house, allowing my cock to think for
me.  Their home was at the tail end of a cul-de-sac a few streets away from
mine.


Once
there, she pulled two imported beers from the fridge and handed me one, saying
�Better stuff than that light crap I saw you drinking.�  Looking at the label,
I had to agree.  She then said, �I�m going to shower after my run.  Why don�t you
get comfortable, head on back to the pool, and I�ll be out shortly.�


I
think I hid my disappointment well when she mentioned a shower without inviting
me, but the day was still young, unless of course I was seeing this all wrong. 
I took my beer out through her patio door and through a small area much like a
lanai, with wrought iron patio furniture and a covered hot tub, and then to the
pool.  She made the invite, so I dropped my shorts and dove in.


I
swam a few laps, cooling off nicely on this hot and humid summer day.  I looked
up to see Brenda walk up to poolside, wearing a robe and carrying her beer
bottle.  �How�s the water?� she said.  �Not too warm, is it?�  She let the robe
slip to the ground, and I was stunned, unable to answer her.


Naked,
she was a goddess.  Her breasts jutted out proudly, firm and upright.  She was
shaved smooth, her bald outer labia very pronounced, and quite inviting.  She�d
released her hair from the ponytail and now it was swirled about and pinned up on
top of her head.  I grew instantly hard.


She
didn�t dive in; instead she seductively walked down the pool steps to the
shallow end and then waded over to me.  Her hand went directly to my cock. 
�Mmmmmm, nice size, thick around but not too long, nice.  Why don�t you scoot
up on the edge right here?�


I
pulled myself up on the pool�s edge and sat with my feet dangling in the
water.  She got between my legs, smiled up at me, and slid my cock between her
inviting lips.  She was at the perfect height for a blow job like this, so I
was certain the pool depth at this spot had been well researched, perhaps with
her husband, but maybe with other men as well.


She
was a damned expert sucker.  She would run her lips over my length slowly,
taking me deep, before switching to a rapid pace, all the while maintaining
sexy eye contact with a gleam in her eye.  She knew she was good.  I knew I was
getting there fast.


�I�m�gonna�cum,�
I groaned.


I
thought she was smiling as she kept sucking me, her lips vibrating a bit as she
softly moaned.


�Arghhhhhhhh!� 
I unloaded down her throat.  She took everything I sent her way, only a small
trickle appearing at the corner of her mouth failed to be swallowed.   I
followed my cum-cry with, �Oooooooooooooooo, that felt great.�


�Wasn�t
it a good idea to come over here and cool off?� Brenda said with a smile and a
giggle.


I
slid back down into the water.  �Cool off, my ass!  You�re almost too hot!� I
said as she pressed her tits into my chest.


Her
hand was wrapped around my not-quite-flaccid cock when she said, �What do you
mean by �almost?�  I think I�m hot enough, right?�


The
way my cock was quickly recuperating, responding to her touch and the feel of
her marvelously firm breasts pushing against me, certainly confirmed she was
indeed hot enough.  Then she leaned in and kissed me, probing her tongue
between my lips.  I tasted the salty tang of my own ejaculate that was still in
her mouth.  My cock came alive; amazing me so soon after just cumming,
attesting to her power, her sexual heat.


She
led me from the pool and back to the patio lanai.  For a moment I thought of
Diane and the shitstorm I�d have to endure when I got back home�but only for a very
brief moment.  Brenda walked to a patio lounger, nonchalantly saying, �I like
doggie-style�I really like doggie,� as she knelt on the chair with her ass to
me.


To
my way of thinking, there is no more arousing sight than a woman�s willing cunt
from behind, framed by her thighs as she kneels in front of you.  Brenda�s was
beyond beautiful, and I was most assuredly aroused.  My cock throbbed, wanting
to be there, but I wanted to taste her too.  I fell to my knees and moved my
face between her thighs and south of her ass.  Slipping my tongue between her
still wet from the pool labia, I tasted her above the chlorine.  She was
apparently as aroused as I was, and so very well-lubricated.


Her
ass squirmed as I ate her pussy.  She purred, �Oh yes, that�s good�that�s
good,� as she thrust her hips backward to fuck my tongue.  Then she blurted
out, �My ass!  I love anal too, so do me��


I
normally wasn�t one for rimming, but there I was, and her hole looked clean
enough.  I slipped my tongue tip through the clench of her sphincter.  Her
moans and her wriggling were my acknowledgment. 


My
cock was rock-hard, begging for action, and perhaps �weeping� too, considering
the amount of pre-cum I was dripping.  I stood and positioned myself at her
pussy and eased in.


�Yes,
yes, don�t play games, fuck me hard�fuck me hard!� she yelled.


�At
your command, babe,� I muttered and rammed it home.


She
implored me to go faster and deeper.  I was banging her as rapidly as I could. 
She yelled, �Deeper!  Arghhhhh, deeper!�  That had me wondering if her husband
was exceptionally hung, and that maybe I didn�t measure up.  Nevertheless, I
suffered no performance anxiety, banging her as deeply as I could to the point
her knees were rising from the lounger at every thrust.


She
cooed like a pigeon, and her vagina felt different, though she exhibited no
additional signs she�d had the orgasm I thought she had.  In contrast, my
wife�s were much more intense, and one gal I dated was the screamer to end all
screamers.  After all the build-up and foreplay, I thought Brenda�s climax
would be more forceful.  I should have been more patient.


Brenda
murmured, �My ass�fuck my ass��


She
didn�t have to tell me twice.  I left one door and entered the other.  This one
was a tighter squeeze, and I reveled in its tightness.  I fucked her as fast
and as furious as she begged me to while I was in her vagina.


This
time she was much more vocal.  �Ohhhhhh Goddddddd!� she screamed as she shivered
and shook.  She kept up a litany of swears and exhortations as her orgasm
consumed her, and caused her sphincter to horse-collar my cock.  That was it�my
turn to shiver and shake.  I coated her bowels with several ropes of cum, so
many I lost count.


I
didn�t get to enjoy any post-coital torpor, for Brenda pulled me to the pool
and jumped in, with me right behind her.  In the water, she smothered me with
kisses, in-between telling me what a good lover I was.  �We must do this
again!� she proclaimed.  �You game?�


Yes
I was!  �What about your husband?  He go away often?�


�Lots
of times; I get very lonely,� she said, stroking my underwater flesh snorkel
until it did what snorkels are meant to do�seek the surface.  She continued,
�What about your wife?  She doesn�t give you enough so she lets you play?�


�Well,
it�s not quite like that, but I guess so.�  In reality it wasn�t anything
like that; Diane would kill me if she found me cheating, though right then I�d
risk it for more of Brenda�s ass.


�Oh
Greg, you�re fucking hard again!  Fuck me!� she implored.  We were standing in
the pool so I wondered if she meant to do it there.  Her answer was to offer me
her backside, so I slid the head of my cock to her pussy lips.  That�s when she
told me �No�I want you to take my ass again.�


I
wasn�t sure about lubrication, being underwater and all, but I punched my
cockhead in there anyway and pushed.  She gasped, but I kept pushing. 
Underwater, I couldn�t keep the frantic pace she demanded before, though I
fucked her as fast as I could.  Pretty soon she screamed, and seconds later I
was cumming too.


We
sort of cleaned off in the pool.  As I followed her out of the water, she
murmured, �I swear I must have a clit in my ass or something.�  I had to laugh
at that, and she giggled right along with me.  As I said, I didn�t have much
experience with anal sex, but knowing a woman like Brenda who seemed to love it
so much was certainly priceless.  She begged me not to let this afternoon be a
one-time thing.  I assured her it wouldn�t be.  I couldn�t believe my amazing
luck.


When
I got home, I expected Diane to go ballistic.  Instead, she was serene, never
pressing me to explain where I�d gone.  Perplexing for sure, yet I wasn�t going
to press the matter either, for obvious reasons.


As
the summer progressed, occasionally Brenda would jog by and somehow let me know
she was alone.  I�d make excuses and slip over to her house.  We�d fuck in the
pool, out of the pool, her bedroom, the shower, and once in their hot tub.  She
was superbly multi-orgasmic, especially when I reamed her derriere.  She was so
hot a fuck that I hesitated letting her blow me, for she was such a deep-throat
specialist that I�d cum down her eager throat, and then have to work at getting
it up again to satisfy her insatiable libido.  She was a fuck-buddy sent from
heaven, and many a day I wondered about her husband.  What kind of man would
leave a hot woman like this alone?  I never saw any photos at her house, so I
let my imagination run wild, picturing him as an ogre, a fat-cat dude she
married for money.


I
believe you�ve gotten the picture by now.  I love my wife, but I�m a serial
cheater by nature.  Brenda wasn�t my first mistress, and she probably wouldn�t
be my last.  Diane was hot in her own right, and certainly enjoyed sex, yet the
eternal draw for �something new� was my motivation.  With Brenda, as with
others I�ve had affairs with, I was hooked on the 180-degree differences: 
Diane was very petite, dark, with narrow hips and small breasts; Brenda was a
curvy blond with a fantastic booty and large tits to match.  Diane kept a
landing strip of pubic hair, Brenda shaved.  See what I mean?


One
Saturday afternoon as I pulled out of her anus, leaving a dribbling creampie
behind, Brenda asked me how my wife has been lately.  I thought the question
odd.  �What do you mean, like does she suspect anything?�


�Not
that, I was wondering how she�s been in bed with you.  Well, maybe that is
indirectly connected to what you and I have been up to.  Have you had more or
less sex with her lately?�


�Less,
I think.  You think she does suspect, or maybe it�s my fault?�


�No,
not that�er�never mind,� she said, �You better be scooting home or she will
be suspicious, if she isn�t already.�  She seemed to be in deep thought as I
dressed.  Before I kissed her and left, she said, �You know what we need to
do?  We must have a get-together, the four of us, all innocent like, so Diane
can meet Tom and me, and Tom can meet you too.�


�You
think that�s a good idea?  What if we slip up?�


�No
sweat.  After Tom gets to know you, it will�ah�give you an excuse to be
here�after.  You know what I mean?�


Frankly,
I didn�t see it, but the devil in me figured it would be cool to stoke my
wife�s natural jealousy streak by seeing Brenda in her bikini, and besides, my
curiosity about Tom would be answered.  We planned it for the following
weekend.  I went home and sprang the idea on Diane.  She surprised me by not
asking how the invitation came about, especially since she�d seen me speaking
with Brenda out by the street a few times as she jogged by.  The big surprise
was her saying yes.


I
grew extremely nervous as the weekend neared.  Would Tom be an asshole?  Would
Diane be too cold to socialize once she was closer to Brenda?  Would Brenda do
or say something that would give us away?  All these worries were driving me
crazy.


Before
walking over to Brenda�s house, I wondered if Diane wore her bikini under her
shorts and blouse, but I couldn�t tell and she didn�t say.  We�d picked up a
couple of bottles of good wine, so that was our contribution to the
get-together.  Brenda told me that they�d provide the food for grilling and
beer if anyone wanted some.


Tom
answered the door.  Of course, he wasn�t anything like the ogre I imagined.  He
was lean, an inch or so taller than me, with thinning brown hair and a wiseacre
grin.  He greeted Diane warmly as we made introductions, and that cranked up my
jealousy factor a little bit.


Brenda
was in full party host mode, making sure glasses remained filled and food
orders were taken as Tom took up position at the grill.  Plenty of burgers,
kabobs and other meats were grilled up with aplomb.  We filled up on good food
and drink while the usual small talk ensued.  Brenda played it cool throughout,
just the right amount of attention to me as any hostess would give a guest.  My
wife can be cold sometimes, especially after meeting new people, however she
immediately took to Tom, it seemed.  They chatted and laughed about things I
found mundane.  It was as if they�d known each other forever instead of only a
little more than an hour.


Brenda
suggested a dip in the pool.  She ducked into the house to change into her
suit.  Tom was already in long board shorts that probably were swim attire. 
Diane peeled off her clothes to reveal her bikini, one I�d never seen, and that
surprised me.  I�d never seen her in one so skimpy, almost
three-triangles-and-cord!  Maybe she was the one plucking the jealousy string. 
I also wore my swim shorts underneath my slacks, though my disrobing wasn�t
about to have the same effect as my wife doing it.


Brenda
came back out in her bikini and dove into the pool.  Tom and then Diane
followed.  I was last.  I was happy to see Diane being relaxed and civil, as
well as happy to see Brenda acting naturally also.  Our small talk continued
while we waded.  Tom talked about his job and I, mine.  Brenda and Diane swam
to the deepest part and acted like old buddies, which continued to amaze and
mystify me.  When we got out, I couldn�t help myself, staring at Brenda�s marvelous
nipples poking at the fabric of her wet bikini bra.


Tom
sidled up next to me and whispered, �She�s a knockout, isn�t she?�


�Busted,�
I said.  �You caught me.�


�Hey,
I understand.  By the way, your little Diane is a firecracker�a goddam
spinner.  You�re a lucky man.�


I
tried not to choke on his words, thinking about all the times I�d banged his
wife these past summer weeks.  He sure seemed to be thinking about the same
thing with Diane.  I�d better watch out.


Diane
went into the house, presumably to use the toilet.  Tom made an excuse and he
went in also.  My jealous concern was set aside when Brenda undid her top and
asked me to apply sunscreen.  She lay down on a lounger, thankfully facing down
so I wouldn�t feel self-consciously nervous rubbing the lotion onto her while
either Tom or Diane looked on.  I spread the sunscreen lotion on her back, and
after a while she suggested I do her legs. While I concentrated on the back of
her legs�and not getting an erection�I heard Diane and Tom return, both
laughing about something or other.  I didn�t look at them, instead keeping my
focus where it was, on Brenda�s fabulous body.  That was about the time she
turned over.


�Now,
this side,� she said, grinning mischievously.  I began working on her midsection,
and probably staying too long there, for she purred, �It�s okay, Greg, you can
do my tits.  You don�t want them to burn, do you?�


�No,
that would be a tragedy,� I said with a poor attempt at humor, trying to
conceal my nervousness.  I suppressed the urge to glance at Tom to see if he
was watching.  I certainly didn�t want to know if Diane was watching.


�Ah,
yes it would.  Ahhhhh that�s better,� she murmured as I kneaded her breasts,
nearly forgetting the sunscreen lotion.  She then said, �Lower�,� and I did
just that, working down her belly and doing her legs.  It turned out I wasn�t
the only one going �lower,� as she�d slipped a hand up the leg of my shorts and
grabbed my cock.  My semi-stiffness turned to full rigidity as she stroked. 
With one hand rubbing my cock, Brenda used the other to untie her bikini
bottoms at the side.  �I need sunscreen there too,� she cooed, forcing my
lotion-coated hand down to her bald pubis.


Her
pussy didn�t get much sunscreen, though my probing fingers soon were wet from
another source.  We were masturbating each other in earnest when I heard Diane
yelp �Oh� several times in succession.  I glanced over my shoulder and froze. 
Diane was topless as well, lying on the lounger with her legs spread wide.  Tom
was kneeling at the foot of the reclined patio chair and had his face buried in
my wife�s crotch.  Her nipples looked exceedingly stiff from my vantage point. 
Holy shit!


I
muttered �Jesus� at the spectacle of my wife�s cunt being eaten by another
man.  The thought that I had my fingers in that man�s wife�s pussy meant
nothing at the moment.  Tom had pulled the small strip of cloth aside and was
tonguing and licking Diane, while she continued to yelp every time he nailed
her clit.


Brenda
whispered, �Hey sport, over here.  Don�t worry about them.  I want you�let her
do what she wants.  You do what you want�what I want.�


The
term, �mixed emotions� didn�t even come close to explaining what was going on
inside my head at that moment.  I�d enjoyed the fringe benefits of tapping an
erotic dynamo all summer, but now my wife was letting this woman�s husband suck
her clit, something she definitely loved.  Usually, Diane would cum quickly if
I sucked her clit just right.  Would she do the same with Tom?  I really didn�t
want to know, though I was certain to find out very soon.  Brenda slid my swim
shorts down around my knees and moved to suck my cock.  I didn�t stop her, even
as the interval between Diane�s cries of joy grew shorter.


Brenda
was doing her usual splendid job.  I probably would have cum from the blow-job
if a corner of my mind wasn�t imagining Diane with Tom across the patio.


Brenda
uttered, �Okay, big guy, it�s time to put that thing to work on little ol� me.�


�But�Tom�my
wife�what about them?� I replied, which was silly since my shorts were
practically off and my cock was erect for all to see.


She
whispered, �What about them?  They�re not paying attention to us, silly. 
They�re busy.�


I
looked over.  Tom was naked and lying back on the lounger.  Topless Diane was
sitting astride him at thigh level, her back to us.  She was obviously stroking
Tom�s cock though I couldn�t see it.  He moaned; she laughed seductively; I
cringed.


Brenda
pulled me atop her, grabbed my stiff cock and slid the head between her wet and
willing folds.  I looked into her baby-blue eyes.  I looked down at her
breasts, heaving from her labored breathing, with her nipples taut and
engorged.  I looked at her lips, open, inviting.


I
was entranced.  I slid the remainder of the way into her and began pumping. 
She immediately began moaning and whimpering because of my onslaught.  While I
fucked her, I caught Brenda sneaking glances across the patio.  The first time
she glimpsed something significant, she reacted with a noticeable swoon.  I
wasn�t going to glance over there myself.  I wasn�t.


But
I did.


When
my head turned, I saw Diane pull at the last side string of her bikini bottoms
and pull them off.  She reared up on her knees, revealing Tom�s cock to me for
the first time.  It was very long, and quite upright.  Diane scooted forward a
little and eased herself down on Tom�s shaft.  She took him in to the hilt.  I
couldn�t look anymore.  Besides, Brenda urged me to get back into rhythm.


I
pushed the other sight out of my mind and concentrated on fucking Brenda as
hard as I could.  It worked until she snuck another peek over at her husband
and my wife, and swooned again, muttering under her breath, �God, they�re
beautiful.�


Against
all reason, I looked again.  Diane wasn�t simply rising and falling on Tom�s pole
as she rode him.  She was also rhythmically swaying her narrow hips forward and
backward, so the sum total of her movements were as sexually stimulating to
watch as any porn flick I�ve seen.  Since Tom took that moment to shout, �Yeah,
baby, you�re the hottest, I�m not gonna last long like this,� and Diane
answered with �Me neither!� then I believed they felt the same way.


My
eyes were glued to them, but by this time Brenda didn�t seem to care.  She
began to have those tiny orgasmic wavelets sweep through her, defining her
vaginal climax.  I was still watching the other two when Diane went wild, up
and down in such fury that even her small, firm tits were bouncing crazily. 
She leaned over and met Tom�s hands, which now held her tits firmly as she writhed
in pre-orgasmic ecstasy.


I
can�t explain the thoughts going through my mind just then, but they triggered
the most amazing orgasm I�d ever had.  I pumped load after load of semen deep
into Brenda.  When I thought I was done cumming, my cock amazingly spurted
three or four more ropes.


I
fell to lay beside Brenda, the two of us inexorably drawn to watch our spouses
consummate their coupling.  Brenda whispered, �Don�t they look great together?�


I
whispered back, �How can you ask that?  Doesn�t it make you jealous?�


�No,
silly, I love to see Tom have fun like this.  We both know what we like and we
allow each other a chance to have it.�


�You
mean he knows about us?�


�Of
course he does.  I would think you�d have figured it out by now, Greg.�


My
wife was cumming.  She impaled herself one last time, shook all over, threw
hear head back, and wailed loudly enough I was sure every neighbor heard her. 
Tom bellowed that he was too.  Diane jumped off, grabbed his glistening-wet
broomstick, and said, �Oh, Tom, cum on me like you usually do.  I wanna feel
your hot cum all over me!�


�Usually�?


�Ah,
come on,� Brenda said.  �You didn�t realize we�d been with Diane already?�


�What
does that mean?� I asked stupidly.


�It
means that the first time I met you and saw your wife, I knew she was Tom�s
type and he�d love to fuck her.  After the first time you and I got it on, Tom
arranged to walk by your house while Diane was outside and you weren�t home. 
My husband has a way with the ladies.  He told me that he hooked her that first
day.  I think they fucked like two days later.  She loves his cock, you know. 
She told me that she liked them long but not too thick like yours.  To each
their own, if you ask me.  I mean, thicker is better in my book, but she just loves
Tom�s dick.�


�So
while I�ve been fucking you, Tom�s been fucking her?�


�Well,
yes, but it�s really been the three of us.�


�Huh?�


�Oh
yeah, you think Tom�s the only one that�s hooked on how hot your wife is? 
Damn, the first time I licked her pussy and she squirted all over me I nearly
died.  I think I love making love to her as much as Tom does.�


�How
many times has she been over here?� I asked, still unbelieving.


�Oh,
about the same as you,� she replied.


That�s
when Tom and Diane approached us.  The entire scene remained surreal to me;
looking at my wife all aglow with a megawatt smile, holding hands with Tom, his
spent cock swinging pendulously, still glimmeringly wet from being inside my
wife moments ago.


�How
about hitting the hot tub, you two?� Tom asked, at the same time placing his
arm around Diane and pulling her closer.  Brenda, while squeezing one of my ass
cheeks, said yes, I supposed for both of us, though I was too angry to speak.


When
Diane asked, �Are you having fun, Greg?� I wasn�t sure who I wanted to punch
first.  I wouldn�t have had the chance anyway, for she stepped away from Tom,
walked up to me and planted a whopper of a kiss on me, tongue action included,
while pressing her still engorged, rigid nipples into my chest.  When she
pulled her lips away, she said, �I am.�


Tom
pulled off its cover, and fired up the hot tub.  The girls refilled glasses,
and then with one on either side of me, urged me into the tub.  Being generally
speechless throughout, I didn�t see any reason to change.  With many emotions
swirling around inside me, I began to think in terms of what this looked
like�suburban swinging.  With the four of us in the hot tub, Tom with Diane and
Brenda sitting with me, I imagined future scenarios much as today.  We�d get
together once in a while.  Diane would fuck Tom, and I would fuck Brenda (in
her ass!)  Otherwise, life would be normal.


Soon,
I knew I was wrong.


Diane
kept up a steady conversation with both Tom and Brenda.  She seemed to know
everything about them.  Personal stuff was discussed as if I wasn�t there. 
Beneath the roiling water, I could tell that Diane was stroking Tom�s cock. 
His expressions indicated he was appreciative of my wife�s efforts.  I tried to
do the same with Brenda, sliding my hand between her thighs, but she hardly
reacted and kept talking.


At
one point in the conversation, Tom said, �Christ, honey, don�t you ever get
enough of me?�


Diane
cooed, �If I had my way��


Brenda
chuckled and jumped in with, �Yeah, she�d kick me out and have you all to
herself.�


I
thought, �honey?�


Diane
turned to Brenda, �Now, why would I do that to the most talented tongue in the
neighborhood?�  Everyone laughed at that, except me.  I was well past emotional
overload; hearing Tom�s words of endearment with my wife, hearing Diane�s
implication of neighborhood-wide sexual knowledge, and hearing that Brenda
wasn�t as enamored with my lovemaking skills as I so naively thought.


Diane
ended up practically in Tom�s lap, breathing hard, and nipples harder.  Tom
seemed conflicted for a few moments, but then looked at me, said, �Sorry, man,
but I gotta take care of your woman,� and picked Diane up into his arms as he
stood.  He climbed out, carrying my aroused wife with ease, and walked into the
house, leaving a trail of dripping water.


Brenda
turned to me and said, �You�re not okay with any of this, are you?�


I
managed to mutter �No.�


�Grow
up.  You were perfectly okay with balling me whenever you wanted.  Why can�t
your wife do the same?�  She shook her head, and sputtered �Men!� before
sliding up against me in the hot tub, saying, �Maybe you just don�t like being
neglected.�  


She
stroked my cock underwater, as Diane had done to Tom earlier, and in seconds I
was rod-stiff.  She urged me up to sit on the tubs rim, turned her ass to me
and sat on my lap.  Yes, impaled on my lap is a better description.  I
don�t know how she does it, but like previous times she took my cock into her
asshole with no lubrication, no preparation�simply �pop,� and I was in there. 
She bounced like a madwoman, her frantic pace faltering only when we heard
Diane�s orgasmic scream echo through the house.  Brenda came seconds later and
then it was my turn.


There
was no after-play.  I tried to snuggle and kiss her, but her mind wasn�t there,
it was in her bedroom.  After a few minutes, with the other two not rejoining
us, Brenda climbed out of the spa saying, �I�m going to join them.  You
coming?�


She
toweled off a bit, and not waiting for me, followed Tom�s wet footprints into
the house.  I�d just had sex, though this time was certainly less than
fulfilling.  I sat in the bubbling water for a minute or two then decided I may
as well head into the house as well.


Not
knowing the home�s layout, I followed the sound coming from upstairs.  At the
bedroom door I watched three wet bodies fucking.  My wife was on hands and
knees while Tom did her doggie, her head down between Brenda�s spread thighs,
licking hungrily.  Everything was a blur.  I�ve read the description of
somebody being �glassy-eyed,� and that fit Diane�s expression perfectly.  Tom
alternated between rapid thrusts and long, slow ones, his cock glistening from
the moisture my wife�s vagina was bathing it in.  Diane was having difficulty
concentrating on Brenda�s cunt, since she was obviously about to climax.


�AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH��
she groaned loudly, as her body shook in uncontrollable orgasmic spasms, her
face buried in Brenda�s bald pussy.


Tom
shouted, �Sweet Jesus, you�sure�draw�it�out�of�me,� pulling out and unloading a
prodigious amount of ejaculate all over my wife�s trembling back and ass
cheeks.  Spent, he fell back to the bed and watched my wife and his continue
their lovemaking.  That�s when he saw me.  �Hey, Greg.  Have you ever known two
hotter women?�


�Once
or twice,� I answered.  Maybe the �once� was the Diane I used to know, and let
slip away.


Brenda
cried out, �Yes, baby, yes!  Suck it�suck it�OHHHH!�   Her hips trembled.  She
was cumming.


The
three of them hugged each other in post-coital contentment.  I was ignored. 
Forgotten.


I
had to get used to it.


My
marriage as I knew it was over.


No,
we didn�t divorce.  Diane and I stayed married, though only as a convenience. 
Tom, Brenda, Diane and another single neighbor named Alice became what they
called the �open marriage.�  No, this wasn�t swinging.  I remained left out,
except for an occasional dip into Brenda�s insatiable anus.  The only �benefit�
I had was getting to watch them every so often.  Like Diane, Alice was a petite
whirlwind who loved to spin on Tom�s beanpole.  I had fantasies of fucking
Alice but she never let me get close.  Watching the women together was a real
treat, and I must admit to jerking off occasionally to that memory.


True
to my nature, I met and bedded other women.  


I
never let any of them meet Tom or Brenda.
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Gina
wasn�t sure how to feel about being topless on the wide, Spanish beach.  The pretty,
blond-haired, blue-eyed fourteen-year-old was probably more self-conscious
about being nearly-naked walking alongside her parents than being among all the
strangers who were also nearly-naked.  Back home, she rarely thought about how
miniscule her bikini was until now, when the only thing she had on was her
string-tied, tiny bottoms.  She enjoyed wearing the pink bikini, especially the
bottoms since she could wear the tiny piece of cloth low on her skinny hips,
revealing skin almost to her pubis.  At home she felt delicious, here she felt
self-consciously naked.  It�s all about the tits, she thought.


Her
dad looked over at her, and sensing her embarrassment, said, �It�s not that
bad, Gina.  We talked about this.  You know we could�ve booked on Ibiza like
your mother wanted. They have full nudist beaches there.�


Gina
didn�t answer; she just scowled, thinking that she�d reserve judgment on
whether Gandia measured up to how cool Ibiza sounded when they were researching
the vacation.


This
was the first time her father ever saw her breasts.  Though they were small
compared to her mother�s, Gina�s strongest embarrassment was baring them in
front of her dad.  Thankfully, he hadn�t ogled her.  That would�ve grossed her
out for sure.


Gina�s
mom, Agnes, didn�t appear nervous or self-conscious at all.  In fact, she
looked like she was enjoying every bit of this exhibitionism as she walked
alongside her husband and daughter, flaunting her large, D-cup breasts.  Tom,
Gina�s dad, sure didn�t look like he was bothered by the idea his wife and teen
daughter were showing off their wares.  He was too busy checking out all the
other women.


Agnes
said, as they walked along the beach, �Are you okay, Gina dear?�


�Yeah,
Mom, I�m okay.  We talked about it and I told you I would be okay with the
topless beach.�


As
they walked, Agnes commented on the Spanish Riviera beach�s beauty, and at
times the beauty of its current inhabitants.  �Tom, look over there, see the
guy in the Speedo?  He�s trying to hide an erection, talking to that girl with
the giant tits!�


�I
bet you haven�t noticed that I�m trying to hide my erection too,� Tom said.


�Helllllllllo,
you two.  Remember that I�m here.  You don�t want to corrupt me, do you, with
this sex talk?�


Agnes
said, �Phooey, we�ve been honest with you about sex, so why should we hide our
sexuality from you?�


�I
suppose you can�t hide anything on this beach,� Gina answered, and
they all laughed.


She
tried to get the image that popped up of her mom and dad having sex out of her
mind.  She took the opportunity to check out the man her mother pointed out. 
Yes, he did have a stiff one in his bathing suit, but the idea had no appeal to
Gina, even though he was a handsome man and looked pretty big down there. 


What
caught her eye instead were a woman and a girl walking toward them.  Both wore
only a thong and both had spectacular tans without tan-lines as Gina had.  The
girl was especially beautiful.  She looked to be in her mid-teens.  Her long,
dark hair fell almost to her waist, framing a pretty face and an equally pretty
pair of breasts, dark snowball-sized orbs with puffy areolas that were
amazingly pink, in stark contrast to the surrounding, darkly tanned skin.  The
older lady, most likely the girl�s mom, was a dark beauty in her own right,
with upswept breasts and pointy nipples all her own, though hers were ruddier
than the girl�s.


They
caught Agnes�s attention too.  She turned to Tom and said, �Should we ask them
about the good restaurants and nightclubs?  They look like they may be locals.�


Tom
chuckled and said, �I don�t think anyone here is a local, but I�d ask them anything.� 
For that he got a rap on his arm from his wife.


Agnes
stopped the pair and asked.  It turned out they were French, but did know a few
non-touristy night spots.  The older woman introduced herself as Celeste Côté,
and her daughter was Sylvie, who turned out to have just turned fifteen.  With
introductions completed, the five chatted amiably about where they all were
from, and minutia about their respective vacations.


Tom
asked why they were in Spain since the French Riviera beaches were somewhat
more famous.  Celeste laughed and said, �They are too expensive for us.  This
is much nicer, with good dancing clubs, and we still get to, how you say
it�show off�our bodies and get nice tans.�


Agnes
said, �I must admit, your tans are fabulous.�


�Merci. 
A week on this beach and you will be as dark as us.  Of course, we are
cheaters, as you would say, since we used a tanning salon many times
before we arrived here.�


Sylvie
and Gina moved off to the side and traded teenage tales of school and such. 
Gina said, �Your English is great.  I know a little Spanish but no French, so I
apologize.�


�Non,
non, you do not need to apologize for that.  I speak Spanish too, so we
can�hang out, I think is the correct phrase�and I can take care of all needed translations.�


When
the subject of boys came up, Sylvie matter-of-factly admitted that she liked
girls.  Gina blushed.  She never thought of things like that, but Sylvie was
extremely beautiful, and so Gina wondered if the French girl was thinking that she
was desirable.  Gina felt hot all over imagining that possibility.


At
that time, a man approached and was introduced as Sylvie�s dad, Sylvain Côté. 
Tom made a joke of asking him if he was the hockey player.  Mr. Côté was
perplexed until Tom explained about the former National Hockey Leaguer with the
same name.  Sylvain was a slim man with a rather strange looking pot-belly that
made him look like he was pregnant, exaggerated by the smallest of swim
briefs.  He was not as tanned as his wife and daughter.


The
adults discussed the possibility of doing some club hopping after dinner.  When
Celeste heartily approved, giving Agnes a hug and a kiss on the cheek, the
evening was planned.  Gina wasn�t certain if she saw what she thought she saw:
Celeste palming one of her mother�s breasts as they hugged.  


Agnes
knew it wasn�t an illusion, as she warmed considerably at the other woman�s
touch.


�What
about me�us?� Gina asked.


Sylvain
answered, �The two of you should get acquainted more.  Perhaps you could both
go to our rented villa while we are out.  There is much to do to entertain
yourselves, as long as it is not in our supply of liqueur.�


The
adults laughed.  Sylvie said, �We can have much fun, non?�


Gina
wasn�t so sure, thinking of Sylvie�s easy admission of her lesbianism.  That
ease meant she was experienced in sex, something Gina certainly wasn�t.  She�d fooled
around a bit, had boys touch her, but she was still a virgin. Though in awe of
the slightly older and obviously more world-wise teen, she agreed.


They
hung out on the beach together for a while.  If Gina had been self-conscious of
her partial nudity before, lying next to the beautiful Sylvie on the big beach
towel magnified it tenfold.  Then when Sylvie offered to apply some sunscreen,
Gina nearly died from nervousness, though Sylvie didn�t seem to react the way
Gina thought she would while massaging the sunscreen around and on her breasts,
which tingled and grew exceedingly warm at her touch.  All the while, she kept
glancing at her mother and Celeste as they too sat together on a different
beach blanket.  They seem to be getting along real well, Gina thought,
though she couldn�t say the same for the men considering their postures, as
perhaps they had less in common to talk about.


After
they�d had enough sun, the six of them put some clothing back on and returned
to their respective accommodations.  Agnes gushed, �That Celeste is quite a
woman, isn�t she?�


Tom
quipped, �She sure is a beauty.�


Agnes
retorted, �I was talking about her personality, not her tits.�


Tom
answered with, �Were you?�


Gina
said nothing, though both she and her father remembered the way the two women
seemed to react to each other on the beach.


Tom
and Agnes dressed up for dinner and dancing.  Tom gave Gina more than enough
Euros to pay for dinner for both girls.  Since the French couple had an
automobile, they picked up the family and drove back to their rented villa. 
Tom couldn�t take his eyes off the beautiful French woman, dressed to
perfection in a shimmering black, low-cut minidress.  Mr. Côté noticed, and
didn�t seem too pleased by the American�s overt ogling even as he himself ogled
Agnes in her white strapless sheath, her breasts amply highlighted.


The
four of them drove away, leaving Sylvie to show the place off to Gina.  Sylvie
laughed her tinkling little bell of a laugh, pointing out the oversized
bathroom to Gina, saying, �See, we have un bain de ramous, it is very
much fun, especially if one were to sit in the best place.�


�You
mean the tub?� Gina asked.


�Oui,
as you call it, a Jacuzzi� Sylvie said.  To Gina�s ears it sounded like she
said �Jack-ZEE,� so it took a few seconds to realize what she called the big
tub.  Gina knew what a Jacuzzi was, though she�d never been in one and didn�t
know what Sylvie meant with her comment on the best place.


When
they discussed plans for dinner, Gina told Sylvie about the money her dad had
given her.  Sylvie smiled and said, �Ooo-la-la, we shall have more than
enough money to eat and party tonight.�


�Party? 
I thought we were staying here.�


�Don�t
be silly.  Why should our parents have fun at a discotheque while we
remain here and be bored?  We can have a great dinner all to ourselves, and
then we can dance all night at a club wearing sexy clothes and making everyone
watch us.  You will have so much fun.  Our parents will stay out all night
also, and they will never know what we did.�


Gina
again realized she wasn�t as self-assured as Sylvie seemed to be, but it all
sounded so grown-up and therefore somewhere she�d gladly allow herself to be
led.  She said, �Yes.�


�But
first we must bathe.  I will fill le bain.�  Before Gina could say
anything, Sylvie was off to the bathroom to fill the large tub.  She was so
nonchalant about everything, therefore Gina didn�t want to say no and hurt the
French girl�s feelings.  When Sylvie returned to Gina, she took her by the hand
and said, �Let us go, dépêchez-vous!  I am getting hungry and we should
not delay; the evening is still young!�  Gina followed Sylvie to the large
bathroom.


Sylvie
began undressing as soon as they entered.  Naked, she bent down to switch on
the Jacuzzi�s jets.  Gina saw that she didn�t have tan lines down below
either.  Sylvie turned to Gina and admonished her, �Come on young lady, we
should not waste this special treat.  Come.�  As Gina disrobed, Sylvie went
about twisting her long hair into a bun atop her head and pinning it there,
then she climbed into the bubbling water.


Gina
was surprised to see that Sylvie still had a full, dark bush below, though
trimmed for wearing her thong.  Gina had taken to shaving her pubic hair from
the moment it grew, after speaking with her mother and having her show Gina how
to do it.  On the other hand, Gina�s pubic hair was almost as light as the hair
on her head, so even if she didn�t shave it would never look as lush as
Sylvie�s.  Gina hurried into the tub as soon as she was naked, but not before
Sylvie whistled and cried out, �Ooooooh, a bald one!  You are so special Gina
sweet, with your little pointers and your baldie!�


Gina
blushed with embarrassment.  Sylvie noticed her reddening and pulled the girl
towards her so she was nestled between Sylvie�s legs and her back to her.  Gina
couldn�t relax as Sylvie innocently took hold of a wash cloth and a cake of
soap and began bathing the American girl.


As
Sylvie�s hand, and the cloth within it, swept up Gina�s stomach to her left
breast, she whispered in Gina�s ear, �You know I want you.  I wanted you from
the moment my eyes saw you on the beach.�


Gina
trembled and said, �W�Why?�


�Why? 
You are funny, non?�  Sylvie throatily laughed.  �You are très belle,
very beautiful, that is why.�  The wash cloth dropped into the roiling water, so
only Sylvie�s hand squeezed and caressed Gina�s breast as the other hand was at
the inside of her parted thighs.�


Another,
deeper tremble seized Gina.  �You are the beautiful one.  What do you see in
me?�


�Sssshhh,
no more talk,� Sylvie whispered, before sweeping Gina�s hair aside and kissing
her at the nape of her now-exposed neck. Gina trembled once more, a tremor that
originated in a different, deeper place.  Sylvie�s fingers explored.  Gina
gasped as Sylvie massaged a nipple simultaneously with her small pearl of a
clitoris.  �I know you will be a loud one,� Sylvie whispered, words almost
drowned out by the roar of the Jacuzzi�s jets.


Gina
had surrendered herself into another world.  As Sylvie admitted about her, Gina
conceded her instant attraction to Sylvie as soon as she saw the dark haired
beauty on the beach even though she wasn�t consciously aware of it then.  She
could not deny that deep within herself she wanted this to happen.  Sylvie�s
hands and fingers were doing things to her that her own experimenting fingers
had never done.  She moaned as something tensed and released deep within her
belly.


�Ahhhhhhh,�
Sylvie sighed, �la petite mort, not a big one certainement, but
that will come.�  She scooted around until she had Gina facing in a different
direction, then said, �Move just so�yes, that�s the place.  Let the flow of
water be as a tongue, licking, licking��


Gina
now had a jet pulsing directly at her engorged clit.  It didn�t take long.  Her
eyes met Sylvie�s as she cried out, �Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,
myyyyyyyyyyyyyy!�  The orgasm was exquisite.  She�d masturbated before, but the
heretofore experimental activity had never produced a result as intensely
magnificent as this.  Gina had barely stopped whimpering when Sylvie�s lips
found hers.  The kiss was deep�a real French kiss, Gina realized�as their
bodies entwined, splashing more water from the effervescent tub. 


Sylvie
urged Gina from the water, and after a cursory toweling, to her bedroom.  When
Gina asked if Sylvie was still hungry, she responded, �Oui, for you,�
and slipped her eager tongue between the wet folds of Gina�s vulva.  Sylvie
kissed and licked until Gina once more squirmed with pre-orgasmic delight. 
Sylvie moved upwards and kissed every square centimeter of Gina�s body, particularly
around her nipples, until their lips met; then after a few kissing moments,
traveled back down to kiss those spots, such as her navel, that were missed on
the way up.  By the time Sylvie was sucking hungrily on Gina�s clit again, Gina
was in sweet agony and about to burst.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,
Sylvieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee, ohhhhhhhhhhhh!� she squealed as she did burst, her
orgasmic contraction spitting pussy juice at the delighted French girl nestled
between her twitching thighs.


�Oh,
ma fontaine, my tongue is doubly rewarded.  You are most delicious to
eat.�


Gina
said, �That was amazing!  I never felt like that before!  Your kisses��


�The
Spanish would say it as �miles de besos�, or thousands of kisses, and I
would say it as des milliers de baisers, which is what you must now give
to me.�


Sylvie
reclined on her bed as Gina now repeated doing what had been done to her.  By
this time, Gina was on sensory overload; the young French teen tasted so sweet,
especially between her parted thighs.  Gina searched for and found the girl�s
clit and ran her tongue over and around the little pearl of flesh until it
popped up slightly as if in approval of its treatment.  Sylvie moaned and then
yelped, �Mon Dieu, it is coming fast!�  


Gina�s
tongue tasted the tangy additional flow of orgasmic juices that flooded
Sylvie�s vulva as she climaxed.  Sylvie screamed some more and her legs clamped
down on Gina�s head as she convulsed.  To Gina it seemed like forever, and yet
also that time had abandoned her in the midst of this newfound pleasure.


Sylvie
dove on top of the startled Gina and kissed her and hugged her.  �You are more
than I even dreamed when I see you on the beach.  You are my fantastic�no that
is not the right word in English�ma fantaisie, the girl that so much turns
me on!�


�Yes,
it is fantasy, though I never dreamed I would have sex with another girl,� Gina
said, luxuriating in the feel of Sylvie�s long hair cascading all over her
naked skin.  �I�ve never known a girl as beautiful as you.�


Sylvie
laughed.  �It is the only way to have sex, not with dirty boys and their silly pénis,�
then she grew serious and said, �You are the beautiful one, not me, with your
golden hair and perfect sex, all smooth and delicious.�


�I�m
not as pretty as you, with your pretty face and perfect breasts and your
beautiful hair.�  That prompted another round of kisses.  Afterwards, Gina
said, �Are we too late for dinner?  You�re very tasty but not very filling.�


Sylvie
smiled and answered, �We are in Spain, my sweet girl.  To the Spaniard it is
never too late.  You shall see.�  She pulled Gina closer and added, �But first
we must make some more love.�


After
another hour of wet screams and fireworks, the girls fixed their hair, applied
make-up, got dressed and went out.  Gina borrowed one of Sylvie�s party dresses
that was much too short, so she felt self-conscious about wearing it until
Sylvie put her hand under its hem and caressed her ass, saying �It is good
because I can touch my favorite thing whenever we dance.  Both girls in fact wore
short, tight dresses without bras and only thongs underneath.  They were ready
to party.


Sylvie
suggested a restaurant that was within walking distance.  The girls ate
lavishly, persuading their waiter that they were old enough for wine.  When
they left, they were giddy from wine, and each other.  While they walked to the
dance club, many men tried to pick them up.  Sylvie said she thought the men
believed they were prostitutes.  Gina was aghast at the thought, yet she felt
extremely sexy for it.


She
giggled and whispered to Sylvie, �They want to pay to have sex with us?  That
makes me wet.  I�m so wet I can feel it!�


Sylvie
stopped her, kissed her deeply, and then said, �Don�t be wet for men, be wet
for me.�


Gina
moaned �Yes.�


Sylvie
said she heard the club they were headed to was a popular nightspot for young
women.  �My maman told me that many women dance together and make many
men who are there have much envy.�


The
girls looked to be the youngest in the club when they arrived, though security
at the door thought them older.  The music throbbed and everyone danced. 
Sylvie and Gina joined in, first gyrating to the music�s intense beat, then
moving together and gyrating as one to their own internal beat, as young lovers
do.  Oblivious to others dancing, the girls were in effect having sex with
dresses on.  Hands palmed asses.  Chests rubbed together.  Gina gasped when
Sylvie surreptitiously slid her hand under Gina�s hemline and slipped two
fingers within her thong.


Sylvie
spoke, nearly shouting to be heard over the pounding music, �You are wet.  For
me.  If we were not here I would taste you and make love to you.�


Gina
was flushed and glassy eyed, some because of the wine but mostly from utter
arousal.  She was pre-orgasmic, which both thrilled and scared her somehow. 
Sylvie knew just where to touch and how soft or forceful to be, and she felt
the flutter deep within her that signaled the nearing arrival of that most
amazing of convulsions.


The
strangest of timings occurred that sent Gina over the edge.  Dancing next to
the girls were two women who were as sexually overt in their dancing as they
were.  They danced back to front, with one woman�s hand under the other�s dress
and obviously fingering her.  The recipient shuddered before moaning loudly as
she climaxed.  She may not have been heard by many in the dancing crowd, but
Gina heard her.  Gina�s cry was much louder than the other woman�s, and people did
hear her.  Several heads swiveled to stare at the two young girls, and
they received many knowing smiles and envious looks.


On
wobbly legs, Gina pulled Sylvie away from the dance floor center.  Removed from
the reveling throng and the loudest of the music, Gina took Sylvie�s face in
her hands, pulled her closer and kissed her passionately.  �I think I�m in
love,� Gina said as soon as their lips parted.


�Yes,
I think we are both,� Sylvie replied breathlessly.  That�s when she saw them. 
�Look over there, Gina, it is my mama and yours!  They are dancing sexy like we
were!�


Sure
enough, Gina looked out on the dance floor to see the two women gyrating as
they rubbed their bodies together.  Gina, mostly from tonight�s new experience,
recognized what was happening.  �Do you think�?� she asked her new friend.


Sylvie
was happily amazed.  �Oh yes, of course!  My mother is a bisexuelle, and
I remember how she looked at your mother on the beach, especially her beautiful
breasts.  My mother loves to play with nice breasts!�


Gina
was herself amazed to think of her mom as bisexual too.  She imagined the two
women doing all the things that she and Sylvie had done, and it instantly made
her hot again.


The
girls silently watched as the women�s dancing grew more physical and their
dresses slid higher and higher on them, revealing glimpses of ass.  Gina
realized that many dancers, both men and women, were groping and being groped
as their hot bodies moved to the music�s beat.  The mothers were no exception.


�Let
us go to them.  It will be a surprise,� Sylvie said.  She took Gina by the hand
and guided her to the dance floor, and toward their mothers.


Dancing
up alongside them, it took several minutes before the sweaty and aroused women
noticed the girls.  Celeste saw them first and broke away to embrace her
daughter.  Agnes shouted to Gina to be heard above the music, �How long have
you been here?  Did you know?�


Gina
answered, �Not until just now, Mom.�  When Agnes�s expression begged for
understanding, Gina added, loudly, �It�s okay�me and Sylvie too.�


�Really?�
Agnes said, while at the same time Celeste gave her daughter another hug and
said at her ear, �We are both lucky on this vacation, I see.�  Gina and Sylvie
both nodded enthusiastically in answer to each mother�s different question.


Both
couples went back to dancing, and both went back to touching and groping.  As
with other couples, the particular aroma of musk was in the air, the smell of
supreme arousal.  During an interlude in the music, Celeste suggested that they
all go to the villa.  Gina glanced at her mother�s face to see that she was
flushed and excited, which probably was how she had looked when Sylvie began to
make love to her earlier.  Her legs were rubbery, thinking about the
possibility of more lovemaking with the beautiful French girl.


They
didn�t speak much as they walked back to the Côté�s rented villa.  Gina asked
her mom where her dad and Sylvain were, and Agnes answered, �They finally found
something they had in common�poker.  They�ve gone off to play in an all-night
game.�


Celeste
leaned toward Agnes and whispered, �And we will play at all-night games also.� 
The girls heard her and glanced at each other with glee.


At
the villa, Celeste opened a bottle of wine and poured four glasses before
inviting Agnes to check out the Jacuzzi tub.  Sylvie and Gina took their wine
glasses and walked to Sylvie�s bedroom where they kissed and fondled each other,
still in their slinky dresses.  


With
a gleam in her eye and a smile on her face, Sylvie suddenly said, �We should
look in on them�watch them make love.  I love to watch maman with
another woman.  She does that often, and it is always special to see�and hear.�


�You�ve
watched your mother with other women?� Gina asked incredulously.


�Oui,
she knows I am�lesbian�so she wanted me to view her, and learn.�


�Wow,�
Gina uttered.  �What about your father?  Does he know?�


�About
my mother, yes, he knows, and looks away.  About me, perhaps he does not, but I
do take after my maman, do I not?�


The
girls silently approached the bathroom, hearing the roar of the tub�s jets but
not much else, until they were just outside the door, peering in.  The women
were sitting in the tub, facing each other and kissing.  Celeste must have been
sitting on a jet, for she was reacting to it, breathing heavily and moaning
loudly.  Agnes slipped her hand down between the other woman�s thighs, and soon
the act achieved culmination with Celeste crying out her orgasm.


Gina
wasn�t even aware that she had her fingers at Sylvie�s cunt until they slipped
effortlessly into a sea of warm liquid excitement.  While her mother
finger-fucked Agnes, her face buried between the American woman�s breasts, Sylvie
undulated in the doorway as Gina did the same to her.


Sylvie
whimpered, which drew her mother�s attention.  Mother lovingly smiled at
daughter, only returning her attention to Agnes when she began to cum.  Agnes�s
scream couldn�t be overshadowed by Sylvie�s, or the sound of the roiling water.


Celeste
helped Agnes from the tub, and motioned for the girls to take their place. 
Sylvie and Gina got naked fast and climbed in, both vying for the best jet. 
They found their preferred seating arrangement and soon both were cumming.


Both
girls were lost in their multiple orgasms, as each kissed, licked and fingered the
other.  Eventually they switched off the Jacuzzi, toweled off, and went back to
Sylvie�s bed.  Gina began kissing Sylvie all over, saying �Thousands of
kisses�maybe millions�� as she did so.


�Oui,
mon Dieu�OUI!� Sylvie cried out, as perhaps only a hundred or so were actually
necessary.


After
more fantastic orgasms, the girls fell asleep in each other�s arms, only to be
awakened by Celeste�s orgasmic bellow.  Gina whispered, �They�re still at it!�


Sylvie
said, �Let us go see them.�


They
walked hand-in-hand from Sylvie�s bedroom to her parents� room.  The women were
spent, yet still touching and caressing each other on the big bed.  Much more
than all the sex, the girls belied their age as they playfully jumped onto the
bed to join their mothers.  They hugged, kissed and tickled each other until
the four naked females were giggling up a storm.


Celeste
said, �I would not trade this time for anything.  We are happy, les belles filles
are happy.  It is too much of a shame that our holiday will not last for
eternity.�


And
that is how the remainder of the vacation progressed.  The men were sent off,
and the women would play.  One night, the mothers swapped daughters.  Sylvie
was ecstatic playing with Agnes�s large tits, and had two superb orgasms.  


Agnes
told the French teen, �I can see why my daughter fell to your charms.  You�re
an amazing young woman.�  Sylvie thanked her before offering up her womanhood
again to the older woman�s gifted tongue.


Gina
marveled at the difference in the taste and smell of the older French woman,
and she loved it.  Celeste said to Gina, �You are so sweet and lovely.  It is
easy for me to understand how my daughter became infatuated with you.�


Gina
thanked her, commenting to Celeste in turn on the French woman�s exceptional
beauty.  As a reward, Gina�s bald little cunt was assaulted by Sylvie�s mom
until she squealed in delight and squirted a sweet dollop of girl-cum onto
Celeste�s tongue, lips and chin.


Later,
Agnes asked Gina, �This is our secret, right?�


�Of
course, Ma.  Dad doesn�t have to know anything about this.�


�I
love you, sweetheart.�


�I
love you too.�


Sylvie
kissed Gina, and then said, �Aha, I taste my maman on your lips!  Does
she taste better than me?�


Gina
smiled, �Nobody tastes better than you.  Nobody kisses better than you.  What
was that Spanish saying again?  Miles de besos?�


�Oui,
that is it.  We must keep working on that until it is perfected, non?�


Sylvie's
hair caressed Gina as it swept over her, following her lips as they
administered kiss after kiss to Gina�s insatiable, nubile body.  �I cannot
count to that high a number, so maybe I will only estimate how many kisses I
give you,� Sylvie crooned.


It
was the last kiss, of course, that was the most special. The one on that small,
fleshy finger at the crest of her vulva that propelled Gina to a world newly
discovered but never to be forgotten.


Sylvie
and Gina kept in touch through Facebook and in occasional phone calls, but as
these youthful relationships go, after a while they fell out of touch, though
each would never forget the other.


Once
home, Agnes and Tom didn�t have as much sex as they had before the trip.  Blame
it on the Spanish beach, if you must blame something for natural sexual inclinations
that eventually refuse to be ignored.


Adieu
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I hadn�t realized the pool was
clothing-optional until it was too late.  A slew of hot, naked bodies displayed
everything as I entered and spread my towel on one of the vacant lounge
chairs.  The adults-only resort where we were staying advertised its existence,
but I�d naively thought the nudie pool would be one other than the largest.


Deciding that I would stay, I slipped
off my top but kept my bottoms on.  Unlike many of the younger girls, no man
came forward to volunteer spreading sunscreen on me.  Oh well, such is the
nature of the older woman.


I furtively ogled men through my dark
sunglasses.  One tanned gentleman especially caught my eye.   In a time when
most young men do the �manscaping� thing, getting rid of all body hair, this
man seemed comfortable in his chest pelt.  He was swimming laps, occasionally
stopping to talk to one of the top-heavy young ladies who were in the pool. 
His ass and well-defined muscles had me thinking of carnal thoughts, though
thoughts only borne of fantasy.


As I watched him, he suddenly changed
direction and swam toward me.  At the pool�s edge, and right in front of me, he
effortlessly pulled himself from the pool.


I gasped.  


He smiled.


�It�s okay,� he said to me.  �You can
imagine I get that often.�


I gasped because the guy was porn-star
mammoth!  At least nine, maybe ten inches long, and extremely thick, hanging
heavy and pendulous, his cock was as muscular as he was.  His smile and manner
were disarming, but nevertheless I remained speechless.


His towel, it turned out, was two
chairs down from mine.  He nonchalantly reached for it as two young ladies
approached him, one topless, with conical breasts, small, dark areolas, and
prominent nipples, while the other was completely nude, with very large (and
probably augmented) breasts with equally large areolas.


Big-tits seemed to do the talking
while Pointy-tits did the reacting.  I overheard snippets of conversation, and
watched as Pointy-tits managed to get close enough to rub against him.  I never
would have thought it possible, but her nipples grew even tauter, looking like
miniature erections, and based on her aroused demeanor, perhaps that�s the best
analogue.   When Big-tits extended a hotel key card to him, he shook his head
slightly, and the two girls walked away, though with one last backward glance
at the apparent lost opportunity.


�Are you gay?� I asked sarcastically.


�Actually, I am,� he said with
another of his disarming smiles.


�I�m sorry for being so flippant.  I
guess I need to do a better job of minding my own business.�


�That�s okay, Ms. Flippant.  I�d much
rather deal with the curious than with the closet haters.�


�My name�s Sandy,� I said, smiling at
his �Ms. Flippant� thing.  �One can only be curious when I see that beauty of
yours coming out of the pool, close enough to touch, and then you disappoint
those two young honeys.�


�Mine�s Al, short for Alfonso, but
don�t laugh.�


�Nothing wrong with either, I�d say.�


Just then, another man approached and
gave him a slight kiss on the cheek.  This must be his lover, or partner, or
whatever.  Hardly more than a boy, the younger man was of slight build, almost
willowy, with longish hair and cute face.  He had a long, decently looking
cock, though nothing like Al�s.  I pictured Al topping this lanky fellow with
his tight little ass and I shuddered.  That had to hurt.  


Al introduced his friend as Carl.  Carl
awkwardly acknowledged the introduction in such a way that I immediately pegged
him as more bisexual than gay, sneaking a look at my tits in the process.  We
carried on a three-way conversation, as I learned more about them while they
learned about me.  


Al asked about my husband, wondering
where he was.  �Is he the bashful type?�


�No, not bashful, just not the
sunbathing type, but maybe if he saw you two, he�d be bashful about getting
naked.�


Al laughed.  �Yeah, I know what you
mean, but men have to get over the whole size thing.  It�s not all it�s cracked
up to be.�


�Maybe to you guys, but my crack could
definitely use what you have.�  That got the three of us laughing.


We pulled our chairs closer together
and continued the lively conversation.  At one point Al made a comment that he
wished he knew women like me back home.  �You�re candid, open, comfortable in
your body, which is a great one, I might add.�


� �For a woman your age� is how you
meant that last line about my body, right�


He turned to Carl and said, �Doesn�t
she look hot, age be damned?�


Carl blushed and sputtered,
�Y�yeah�yeah�you�re very sexy.�  He glanced from me to Al, as if to confirm
that his response was acceptable.  It took that glance for me to notice that he
was semi-erect.  Al noticed too.


�Oh-oh, Sandy, we better get away
from here before you have the same effect on me,� Al said.  I knew he was
kidding, his massive pole still completely flaccid.  He leaned over and gave Carl
a kiss before the two of them put swim trunks back on as well as towel wraps.


Before it was covered, I stared
longingly at Al�s cock one last time.  I hung out by the pool a while longer
before heading back to our room.  My husband, Sal, wanted to know what I�d been
doing.  I told him about the pool, and meeting Alfonso.


�You�re exaggerating, right?  The guy
couldn�t be that big.�


�I wouldn�t exaggerate about
something like that.�


�Oh my God, you would�ve let him fuck
you if he wasn�t gay, wouldn�t you have?�


Up to a point, I sheepishly agreed
that the thought had turned me on.  �Damn, when that salami came out of the
pool right in front of me, I died a wet death.�


�Can I see if it still is?  Wet, that
is.�  He came up closer, and moving the crotch of my suit aside, slid a finger
into me.  He didn�t meet any resistance.  �Wow, you weren�t kidding, were you?�
he exclaimed.


We got naked and I rode him mercilessly. 
Up and down I bucked, fantasizing all the while that instead of Sal�s average
sized manhood, Al�s big one was stretching me to the limit.  My husband held
and squeezed my ample tits as I bounced, until I felt him tense up.


�I�m cumming,� he murmured.


Mine wasn�t the high-wattage orgasm I
had been looking for, but it had to do.


 


Being on an island, the resort had a
casino, which is where my husband and I went after we showered and dressed.  I
wasn�t ashamed of my body, which was still pretty good for a middle-aged woman,
so I took this opportunity far away from home to wear a killer dress, showing
lots of cleavage and plenty of leg.  I caught a few of the men at various
tables sneaking looks my way as we walked by, which was certainly gratifying. 
I hoped the distraction hadn�t cost them anything.


Sal was partial to blackjack.  He
found an empty chair and began playing while I found a cocktail waitress and
began drinking.


�Hey, Sandy, nice to see you again.� 
Al, along with Carl, materialized next to me.  �That�s quite the sexy dress. 
You look sensational.�  He leaned closer and whispered, �I might lose Carl if
he keeps seeing you at your sexiest.�


The young man did seem to be looking
at me �that� way.  �I bet you say that to all the old ladies,� I whispered
back.


�You�re hardly old.  You look better
than a lot of the women half your age.�


�Let me introduce you to my husband
so you can tell him that.�  I motioned toward Sal at the blackjack
table.


�That�s okay, let him play.  We�ll
meet up later.  See you around.�


He looked great walking away from me,
yet all I could picture was the memory of that cock of his, knowing that�s how
I�d always remember him.


I had another drink while watching
Sal win a few and lose a few more.  Eventually, he quit and joined me.  �I�m
down a little but not too bad,� he said.  �Was that the gay guy with the big
schlong I saw you talking with earlier?�


�Yep, that was the gorgeous hunk,� I
answered.


My husband surprised me by saying, �You
sure he�s gay?  I saw how his buddy was looking at you, and the big guy sure
seemed friendly toward you.�


�Jealousy does something to your
color, have I ever told you that?�


�Only hundreds of times, my dear
tease of a wife.�


The remainder of the evening and
night we didn�t run into Al and Carl, though maybe I secretly wished we had. 
In bed for the night, Sal attempted to be the sexual athlete he rarely was
anymore, and my screams more than acknowledged that fact.  I didn�t care if it
was jealousy or some other motive that caused the increase in ardor; I simply went
along for the ride.


 


The next day I talked Sal into
visiting the nude pool with me.  Sal�s real reason for not wanting to be at a
nude pool or beach had nothing to do with insecurity.  No, it had everything to
do with his easy arousal.  One look at the naked hardbodies sunning around the
pool and he was stiffer than a two-by-four.  His attempt to hide the erection
was like a comedy act, though thankfully for him, I may have been the only
person who paid attention to the show.


Lying on his stomach on the poolside
lounger, he said, �Damn, how do these guys not get a hard-on?�


I chuckled.  �If you were watching
the men like I do you�d notice that others have a similar problem, though yours
is much more noticeable, Big Sal.�


He laughed in response.  �Big Sal,
huh!  You don�t talk about me the way you talked about the gay beefsteak
yesterday.�


�Now, now, don�t let your feelings be
hurt on that front.  Being in second place behind Al isn�t a bad place to be,
darling.�


He stuck his tongue out at me, and we
both laughed.


We applied sunscreen to each other. 
My husband�s erection had ebbed somewhat, though I couldn�t help myself, giving
it a good squeeze with a sunscreen-coated palm.


�Not here,� he moaned.


�Then concentrate, and don�t keep checking
out all the women.�


About a half hour later, just as I
was beginning to doze off, Al and Carl approached.  �Hey, mind if we join you?�
he asked. 


�Don�t mind at all, guys,� I said,
motioning to the two unoccupied lounge chairs to my right.  �Having a good
time?�


The usually quiet Carl piped up,
gushing about how much fun they were having.  �I love this place.  Nobody�s
giving us a hard time.  It�s been great!�


As they dropped their shorts and lay
out on the loungers, I introduced my new friends to my husband.  Dear Sal�s
erection couldn�t be hidden, and I laughed to myself witnessing how Al and Carl
kept sneaking surreptitious glances at it.  Of course, they weren�t the only
poolside voyeurs, as many women were checking out Alfonso� glorious package as
well.  That�s when I caught my husband looking too, and damned if he didn�t get
harder still!


I�ve never denied my bisexual
feelings, but I�ve never dreamed that Sal could also have them.  It took that
moment when Al�s eyes met mine in silent understanding that things were set in
motion.  I waited for Al to suggest it all.


After about forty-five minutes of
sunbathing, Al asked if we wanted to go to his room.  �Our room is a suite, and
we�ve got a full bar we brought with us, so why don�t the four of us relax and
party, okay?�


I glanced at Sal for his acceptance
and I saw the conflict, so I accepted for both of us, saying, �Sure, right
Sal?  We can have a few and let our hair down, relax a bit, maybe have dinner
later.�


We put enough clothing back on to enter
the hotel respectfully, and proceeded up to Al and Carl�s room.  They had nice
digs, and we all got comfortable while Al fixed our drinks.  When the last
glass was passed along, Al said, �I don�t know about y�all, but I�m getting
naked like at the pool.  That�s getting comfortable for me.�  We all followed
suit.


I thought it quite humorous to see
three cocks fighting gravity.  I wanted Al�s badly.  Carl couldn�t stop looking
at my breasts, and Sal couldn�t hide his interest in Al�s cock�his was the hardest. 
What a foursome this could turn out to be, especially with Sal showing me
something in him I�ve never seen before!


I caught Al giving Carl some sort of
signal before Carl approached, sat next to me on the sofa, and whispered, �Can
I touch your tits?  Would your husband mind?�


Two very interesting questions. 
Since Sal is probably fantasizing about playing with Al�s cock, then perhaps
the real question Carl should be asking is whether both couples could tolerate
a mate-swap.  Carl was cute in a boyish way, and he certainly was smitten with
my looks, which meant he�d be gung-ho and do me good.  The only way to find out
is to let things fly.


I glanced at Al, with a tilt of my
head silently asking if he was okay with what was going to happen.  His return smile
answered me with a resounding �yes.�  �Why, Carl, of course you can fondle me
anywhere you�d like.�


As Carl began exploring my body, it was
Sal�s and my turn to carry on a silent, body language conversation.  Sal seemed
to understand my �go for it� expression, for he tentatively approached Al and
soon was trying to take as much as he could into his mouth.  It wasn�t much,
but the dear man was trying.


�Have you ever been with a woman,
Carl?� I asked in a whisper, as I led him to the suite�s king bed.


�A couple of times, but I�m not
sure��


�Don�t worry about it, just do what
comes naturally.  I�m sure it�ll be great for me.�


I coached him on cunnilingus, and he
grew more confident with every lick.  Soon I was moaning up a storm, though my
noises weren�t loud enough to drown out Al saying to my husband, �It�ll hurt
you, man.  Are you sure?�


Carl had a condom handy and I rolled
it onto his rigid shaft.  Spreading my legs, I guided him between them and into
me.  He sighed as he went deeper.  �This is�feels so�different,� he murmured. 


�Yes, baby, I�m sure it does,� I
murmured back, wrapping my arms around him and urging him on.


As Carl did go faster, I overheard my
husband from the other room bellow as, more than likely, he was experiencing
Al�s initial assault on his sphincter.  I smiled, thinking of what Al would
feel like if he was assaulting my vagina instead.  I�d yell too, I thought. 
�Go, Carl, fuck me, fuck me hard,� I cried.  He was a good boy.  I hoped Sal
felt no guilt for what he was doing; I certainly didn�t feel any myself.


�Yes, God damn it, YES!� I screamed
as I gained on my climax.


Carl�s back arched, his head thrown
back as he groaned and unloaded.  By the number of twitches I�d say he filled
the condom to overflow.  I cried out too as I came.


The grunts coming from the other room
drew my attention, just in time for me to look out there and see Al pound into
my husband�s ass from behind, standing up, in a furious rhythm.  Sal�s legs
were spread slightly, his body leaning forward a bit, taking all of Al deep
into his rectum, while Al reached around and stroked my husband�s rock-hard
shaft.  I was in awe, seeing Al�s long member go in to the hilt and its condom-encased
length coming out again.  Sal�s eyes were closed as he suddenly groaned and
sprayed several streams of hot cum in an arc all over the floor,


Carl whispered to me, as he too was
watching, �God, Al�s cock can sure do a number on your prostate.  Look at all
that cum.�  He was right.  I�d never known my husband to ejaculate so much.


He added, �I thought I�d be jealous
watching but I�m okay with it, I think�


I said, �Would you be jealous if that
was me your boyfriend had been impaling?�


Carl smiled, and answered, �Maybe.�


We lounged around the suite in a
post-coital daze, drinking some more and basically cuddling up as a naked
foursome on a king-sized bed.  Al quizzed Carl on what it was like being with a
woman.  Carl seemed to know it was simply teasing on Al�s part, and went along
with it.  While the two lovers talked, my query to Sal was �Where did that come
from?�


Sal thought a moment, and then said,
�I did a lot of�ahem�experimentation�when I was in high school and college, so
being with a man wasn�t new to me.  When I saw Al I knew I had to try it out. 
Now, I won�t be able to sit for a week!�


I laughed.  �At least you got to have
Al.  I wouldn�t mind taking the challenge, having him in me.�


�I heard that!�Al said from the other
side of the bed.  �You�ll have to get my man�s permission for that, but he has
said nice things about you.�


�I sure did,� Carl exclaimed, which
got us all laughing, though it might have been more from the booze we were
consuming in large amounts.


We shifted positions until a
daisy-chain of sorts was formed.  Except for myself, I had no idea who was
touching whom.  I went right for Al�s cock (of course) and began to stroke him
before slipping my lips around his cock-head.  As he stiffened, I found it
nearly impossible to keep my teeth out of the equation.  My jaw eventually
hurting, I had to stop, and dammit if he wasn�t only about a quarter erect!


Surprisingly, the tongue working on
my clit belonged to my husband.  Sal stopped long enough to smile at me.  Dear
him; I lay back to enjoy, since I knew he had great cunnilingus skills well
honed over the years of our marriage from my tutelage.  Al lounged on one elbow
watching the spectacle before him, lazily stroking his cock.  Carl had Sal�s
cock buried in his throat.  The heretofore idle Al decided that sucking cock
seemed to be a great idea, and went down on his lover.  When things concluded,
Sal and I were �happy,� while Al and Carl dribbled cum from their smiling lips.


Eventually we got dressed and Sal and
I bid farewell.  Knowing that we were nearing the end of our vacation, I kissed
Al on the cheek upon leaving the suite, and said, �I guess I�ll never get to
feel what my husband felt, big boy.�


�Sorry for that.  I�m just glad you
gave Carl the chance to experience his fantasy like Sal did with me.�


�Oh well, the old lady gets left out
again,� I whispered, giving him another peck on the cheek as we left.


Back in our room, Sal and I talked
about the little orgy we just participated in.  I urged him to be frank about
the sex with Al, and he was, explaining the urge as much as he could and how
the act felt.  I told him I was jealous, and that was the truth.  He had Al and
I hadn�t, and that was the extent of my �confession.�  I suppose I wasn�t
listening to him as well as I should have.


We were both relatively quiet through
a late dinner, each lost in our thoughts of where we were sexually, especially
at our age and considering how long we�ve been married.  That night, there was
no sex; he was still sore, and I was still a little raw from the abrasion of my
feelings.


The next day, it was our turn to come
upon the sunbathing, gay duo.  One glance at Al�s splendid cock, covered in
sunscreen, looking like he�d just ejaculated, and the desire was greater than
ever.  In an unusual way, I pulled up a lounger next to Al as Sal pulled his
opposite us and next to Carl.  That should have been a signal to me.


Unabashedly, I began whispering to
Al, begging him to do me, at least once.  He was less than enthused. 
Meanwhile, I overheard a few words of the conversation between Carl and Sal. 
Sal sounded like he was doing the same; begging Carl to sleep with him.  Carl
sounded as if he was amenable.  Obviously, Al overheard them too, for his
expression grew dour, as he looked at me and said, �I thought better of you
when we first met, but now��


�Now, what?  You�re shocked that I
have sexual desires like everyone else?  Come on, no person is all gay or all
straight.  We all have a mix of sexual tendencies.  I�ve slept with women
though I prefer men.  You let your lover fuck me, so why can�t you do it?�


He muttered, �Maybe I should.  Teach
you a lesson.�  We were both overhearing the other two men making foreplay
love-talk, and perhaps that�s what changed his mind.  Al rose from his lounger
and said, �Let�s go.  What are you waiting for?�  We covered up enough to walk
through the hotel and up to my room.  Getting naked again, I tried to make nice
with him, thaw the ice.   He did soften somewhat.  �I�m sorry for being so
gruff,� he said, �but dammit woman, I�m gay�I don�t want to sleep with a woman�but
I will give you what you want, especially seeing that my man is busy fucking
around with everyone else but me.�  I fell to my knees at his feet, and slid
his flaccid cock into my mouth.  Working with my lips and my hands, I sucked
and stroked, eventually getting his monster to rise to the occasion.


�Mmmmm, so fuckin� big,� I
unconsciously murmured between stretched-wide lips.


�Yeah, that�s what I seem to be, a
damn curiosity, an object to be used and discarded,� he said.


I wasn�t paying attention to his rant. 
My mind was focused on getting him hard enough to fuck me, and he was slowly
getting there.  I have good control over my gag reflex, so I tried to take as
much of him down my throat until he grew too big and choked me.  


He liked that.  �You�re pretty good
at cock sucking,� he said.  


I�ll take the praise no matter how it
was intended.  By the time my jaw hurt, I was extremely aroused, probably from
the proximity to a swelling hunk of manhood I so desperately wanted.  �Take me,
Al, please take me.�


�Do you need lubricant?� he asked,
not yet having discovered the answer for himself.


Missionary wasn�t really his natural
position, so I had to coax him between my splayed and hungry thighs.  I
expected him to ask me something like, �Are you ready?� but he simply placed
the head of his swollen cock at my wet labia and pushed.


After an inch or two, I cried out, �No�Al�I
can�t�please no�you�re too big�I��


He stopped but didn�t retract an
iota.  �Haven�t you asked for this from the moment you saw me in the pool that
first time?�  He slipped in another inch or two and I groaned; pleasure mixed
with pain.  I truly didn�t believe I could take him now.  Erect, his cock shaft
was thicker around than his cockhead, which amazed me even more.


His strong arms pinned me to the bed
as he slid deeper still.  �Al�I don�t�you can�t,� I cried once more, and then,
�OH AL!  You�re bottoming out!  Please��


He whispered �Aren�t I supposed to go
deep, fill all of you?�  He began a slow thrusting rhythm, one I was powerless
to stop.  �See, you can do it, Sandy.  The vagina is a forgiving little canal,
so I�ve been told.�


He was right.  My vagina dilated to
accept his girth, helped along by the copious amount of natural lubrication I
was secreting.  My cervix must have retracted too because of my arousal, since
I lost that �getting poked� feeling deep within me.  I wasn�t feeling as if I
was split in half anymore, now I was riding a wave to heaven.


Al�s eyes were closed, probably to
help him forget he was fucking a member of the opposite sex.  He kept up a
steady pace, sliding in and out, sometimes in long, to-the-hilt thrusts and
sometimes in short parries.  No matter which, they all did wonders on my clit
and g-spot; his stupendously fat cock abrading everything to perfection.  I may
not be able to walk tomorrow, but this orgasm would be the best of my life.  My
head thrashed about as he banged away, and I whimpered like a baby.  I suddenly
realized that his balls were slapping against my perineum on each thrust�he
really was burying his full length all the way to my womb!


As unbelievable as the thought was, I
felt him grow thicker still as he neared his own climax.  The warmth, the
pressure, the friction, the depth brought not a wave, but a tsunami, as every
muscle in my body spasmed, radiating outward from my cunt then back again to
explode there at my core.


�Fuck meeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee,� I
screamed, as if I needed to define at the moment of my climax what he was
doing.  ��I�mmmmm cummingggggggggggg, oh God I�m cummmmmminggggggggggggggggg!�


I may have startled the man, for he
faltered for a few seconds, probably unaware of how loud a woman can be in
orgasm.  My orgasmic contractions got him going again, as he banged away in
earnest until he too was cumming.


�That was interesting,� he said as we
lay, spent, on the bed.


�That was fantastic!� I said in
response.  �Thank you for that, Al.  I needed it.  Thank you.�


We cleaned up and dressed, and went
up to the men�s suite.  When we opened the door, we immediately heard Sal�s
bull-moose grunting.  Sal was behind Carl, his condom-clad dick burrowing into
the other�s anus on each manic plunge.


Al turned to me and whispered, �See
what you two have done.  I�m fucking jealous of your husband being where I
should be.  Am I gonna lose Carl over all this?�


I whispered in return, �No you
won�t.  Love is more than sex.  Look at me and Sal.�


He shook his head but said no more.  


We watched as Sal grunted that he was
about to cum.  Carl shouted, �All over me!�  My husband pulled out of Carl�s ass,
stripped off the condom, and sprayed several hefty dollops of semen all over
the younger man�s torso and face.  It wasn�t until they fell into each other�s
arms, giggling like two schoolgirls, that they realized they had an audience.


Carl sheepishly extricated himself
from Sal�s embrace and climbed from the bed.  I saw that his cock was shiny-wet
and still dribbling cum, which made me wonder whether it had been in a condom
when it penetrated my husband�s anus and unloaded.


He went to Al and said, �You�re not
mad at me, are you?�


Al took the naked young man into his
arms and kissed him, before saying, �No, of course not, as long as you�re still
mine.�


�Of course I�m yours,� Carl said, and
then they kissed again.


While the lovers got reacquainted, I
asked Sal if he�d gotten the gay thing out of his system, or was I in trouble.


He said, �Same as what the young
stallion just said to his lover; I�m yours�forever.�  Now it was our turn to
kiss.  It would�ve looked funny if someone had been spying on us, to see two
pairs kissing deeply, with one person of each pair clothed and the other naked.


Kissing was having an effect on
Carl.  His cock stirred and began to rise.  I now knew that cock, and knew the
young man had fine recuperative abilities, which he was demonstrating once
more.  Kissing was having an effect on Sal and I too.  After the orgasm I just
had with Al, my state of arousal was equally recuperative.  What was nice to
feel was Sal rising almost as well as his recent fuck-mate.


No words were spoken as Al and I got
out of our clothes.  Side by side on their bed, Carl and I got onto hands and
knees and presented ourselves for rear entry.  I glanced over to see Al�s
amazing dick part Carl�s ass cheeks and plunge forward.  The sight made me
swoon, wanting to experience Al again.  I wasn�t able to ponder my need as my
husband placed his cockhead at my anus and punched in.


�Goddamit!  There?�  I yelled.


Sal laughed and said, �Why not?�


Why not indeed, I thought as he
grabbed my ample hips and fucked me in the ass.  He penetrated deep so his
balls slapped against my vulva.  In my old age I was garnering a newfound
respect for slapping balls, it seemed.


I looked sideways at Carl to see him
smiling, his eyes closed as Al slid his meat stick deep into his rectum, his hand
absently stroking his equally hard member.  I hadn�t realized until then that
my hand was working too, rubbing my clit.   We almost were in sync, two bodies
being anally skewered, bobbing and bouncing and taking everything our partners
were giving us.


Carl came first.  Though silent, I
saw cum shoot from his cock onto the bed.


Sal came next, grunting as he
unloaded into me.


I was next, moaning as my orgasmic
contractions coincided with the throb of my sphincter, encircling as it was my
husband�s throbbing, ejaculating cock.


Al finished off with flair, shouting,
�Here it comes!� while pulling his cock out of Carl�s ass with a plopping sound
and spraying streams of hot cum all over the rest of us.


We ended up showering then drinking
more, emptying the guys� bar supply and getting completely wasted.  We passed
out on their bed and slept, still naked.  And evidently still horny, for at
some time during the night a stiff cock found its way into my cunt and banged
away.  I would�ve thought it a dream except for the cum oozing out of me when I
awoke later.  No one claimed responsibility, though I assumed it hadn�t been
Al.  That assault would�ve awakened me for sure.


What woke me was the bed shaking. 
Well, �shaking� may not have been the right word to describe the bed�s seismic
activity as Carl furiously pistoned in and out of Al�s anus as he spooned
behind the big guy.  I reached over and palmed Al�s semi-erect cock, though
�palmed� wasn�t the right word either, since my hand couldn�t possibly span his
circumference.


Al�s eyes shot open at my touch, and
he languidly smiled.  I caressed his cock as Carl banged his ass.  Leaning
toward him, I whispered in Al�s ear, �You�re a special man, and that�s not just
because of your dick size.�


He kissed me on the cheek at the
moment Carl grunted, signaling his orgasm.  I stroked Al�s cock as furiously as
Carl had fucked him, and was rewarded with several ropes of warm cum from his
big fire hose, splashing all over me.  I rubbed his cum over my body,
luxuriating in the fine morning �dew.�


I don�t know how we managed to fit
four people in the suite�s shower stall, but we did.  Some amazing recuperation
was displayed, as cocks rose and were haphazardly slid into awaiting orifices. 
I was the luckiest person in the foursome, I thought, since the utter
stretching to annihilation of my vagina walls meant that Al was in me.  Water
splashed everywhere.  While Al fucked me all the way to my cervix, I grabbed a
loose cock, figuring that it was Carl�s.  That meant that my husband was
getting some gay ass again.  


I stroked Carl, and felt him throb in
my hand as he came.  That�s when Al must have decided he needed to try out my
other hole, for he pulled out of my cunt and slammed into my rectum.


�GOD DAMMIT!� I screamed.  The pain
was so immediate, so debilitating, I nearly passed out.


Al muttered, almost drowned out by
the spraying water and my grunting husband, �The hole is optional.  If your
husband can take me, so can you.�


He had me.  I was his designated
asshole and he slammed me deep.  When I regained some of my feeling back there
and began to enjoy it a little bit, it was over.  With one, last, deep thrust,
he throbbed and filled my bowels with gobs of hot cum, the heat from which I
swear I felt inside me.


 


The party was over, and so was our
vacation.  We said our goodbyes to Alfonso and Carl.  They still had one more
day before they too left for home.


�You two okay?� I asked Al.


�Oh, yeah, we�re okay.  I think he�s
a keeper, even if he occasionally looks at the ladies.�


�Then we�re okay too,� I said.  �You
guys were the tonic our marriage needed, and I hope we weren�t too demanding.�


Al smiled, �Maybe at first, but I
came around to realizing I have more than enough to go around,� he said,
grabbing at his crotch.


I gave both Al and Carl a kiss on the
cheek, took Sal by the arm, and began the journey homeward.


Both Sal and I asked for pillows as
soon as we were on the plane.  They weren�t for our heads or for sleeping. 
Each of us tried to get comfortable, sitting on a pillow, trying to keep our
wounded asses from hurting too much on the long flight home.


I whispered to my husband in
midflight as he squirmed in discomfort, �Was the anal sex worth it?�


He smiled at me and whispered back,
�What do you think?  Like Al said to you, �the hole is optional.��


I thought, with sex, everything is.


The End
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�Who the fuck do you think I am,
Snow-fuckin�-White?�


As usual, that got everyone laughing. 
So that you know, the joke was at the moment I was surrounded by a handful of
dwarfs.  Okay, political correctness demanded I use �little people� or some
such drivel, but these guys didn�t care what I called them, though the word
�midget� as you can imagine did evoke hostility.


Charlie had put his empty on the bar
and said, �Quick, another round,� followed by his buddies doing the same, and
that�s what I had responded to with my Snow White retort.


That�s what they occasionally called
me in jest�Snow White.  I tended bar at their little (okay, pardon me) club.  My
light complexion, contrasting with my short-cropped, black hair made the
reference a natural one.  They paid me well for this little (okay, now stop it)
gig, in which I utilized my mixology skills to keep the guys happy.


No, not a single one was called
Happy.  Neither was there a Sleepy or a Dopey, though they did call the oldest
dude �Doc.�   My name was Marguerite, and everyone called me Maggie when they
weren�t calling me Snow White. 


I popped the caps off several bottles
and passed them around before I mixed a Manhattan for Doc.  He mumbled
something akin to a thank you before going back to his newspaper, not wanting
to be disturbed.


The club was a rather interesting
place.  The guys were all pretty cool and loads of fun to be with.  I guess if
you�re a non-proportional dwarf as these men were, you needed a place to get
away from the cruelty of others.  Of course, that didn�t mean they couldn�t
tease me.


�Hey Maggie, I hear you broke up with
that loser Bob,� Charlie said.  �Rumor has it the dude should�ve been one of us
since he was so damned small where it counts.�  Greg and Billy laughed right
along with their pal.


�Yeah, and now I get to hear all your
silly boasting about where you guys ARE non-proportional, right?�


�You got it!� Greg shouted, followed
by Charlie�s �Here, here!�


After the joking subsided, I had to
admit they were right about Bob.  His dick was ridiculously small, and thinking
about it made me laugh.  The boys wanted to know what had been so funny, but I
kept that to myself.


When Charlie headed out back, I
assumed it was to use the can.  I didn�t think anything of it as I too went out
back a little later to get a case of beer to put on ice.  As I passed the open
bathroom door, I was surprised to see Charlie stepping out of the shower.  I
should have respected his privacy and kept walking, but my eyes were drawn to
him.  After all, I�d never seen a dwarf naked before now.  Naively, I pictured all
little people as being short and fat.  Charlie may have been short, but he
wasn�t fat.  His legs were big around and very muscular, as were his arms.  His
ass was a tight sight.  What really made an impression was that his cock was
the circumference of a Foster�s beer can.  Sweet Jesus, that thing sure was
impressive even in its dormant state.


He caught me staring.  �Dammit,
Maggie, you must be hard up to be checking me out,� he said with a chuckle.  He
toweled off as I kept looking, and he kept talking.  �Maybe we were right about
your boyfriend not being big enough to satisfy you,� he said, smiling.  He gave
his cock a wiggle and added, �Maybe this is what you need.�


I answered reflexively, �You wish,�
but I definitely needed something, and that cock of his looked mighty fine. 
Horny and available: that was me.


Bless him, he didn�t press the issue,
probably seeing through my bluff to my need.  �It�s okay, Maggie, I�m sorry for
bringing Bob up like that.  Why don�t you have a drink on us while I get dressed?�


I popped the cap off a bottle and
downed the beer in a few swallows.  Charlie saw that and offered me another. 
After a third bottle, I sat with Charlie, Greg and Billy and poured out all my
frustrations to them.  When I said, �Why can�t I seem to find the right man?�
Greg and Billy were cautious enough not to say anything.


Charlie, on the other hand, was quick
with an arm and a comment.  �There, there, maybe you�ve had the right men in
front of you all along.�


I looked at him as I tilted back my
fourth beer, remembering what I saw outside the shower stall and shivered.  The
guys were quick to react to my frisson.  Charlie�s arm around me tightened as
he said, �You�re an incredible woman, Maggie, and I�d love for you to be my
Snow White.�


Charlie leaned closer and before I
knew it we were kissing.  Until the other two guys started feeling me up did
what Charlie said register with me.  He said the right �men� in front of
me, not man.


I was drunk, and I was about to be
gang-banged by three dwarfs.  I abandoned any restraint to my arousal and went
with it.  I was feeling bawdy, and I was going to get fucked, plain and simple. 
Six pudgy hands pawed me from head to toe, though a couple places on my body
drew extra attention.  During our little foreplay, Doc glanced over,
harrumphed, and went back to his paper, though not before grumbling �Did anyone
think to lock the damned door?�


Greg scrambled to do so, but not
before I noticed the sublime bulge in his pants.


Charlie said, �Let�s go out back to
the cot.�


Jimmy, said, �I�ll go make sure it�s
clean.  He hustled off, his short meaty legs pounding the floor, as Charlie
helped me from my chair.  I nearly swooned, but he kept me upright with a
herculean effort and helped me toward a back room of the club.  Jimmy had
straightened things up somewhat by the time we got there, and I fell to the
bed, which as Charlie had indicated wasn�t much more than a glorified camp
cot.  Charlie helped me out of my clothes as Jimmy, and then Greg, when he
joined us, got out of theirs.  


Both of those guys weren�t in the
same league as Charlie.  Like any food before a starving man, their erections
were impressive enough.  As Charlie undressed, the other two went at me, one
licking while the other fondled and kissed my aching breasts.


Jimmy�s (?) tongue was performing
wonders, and if my clit could talk it would be saying �More�more�I want more!� 
Since my clit couldn�t talk, it was left up to my vocal chords to purr like a kitten
in response.  When Charlie supplanted the little gentleman who had been giving
me cunnilingus, I glanced up to see an erection of biblical proportions.  Yes,
a Foster�s beer can for sure.


Jimmy and Greg congregated around me
like worshipers at an altar, as Charlie lifted my legs high and prepared to
enter me.  �Oh, Maggie, this moment�s been one I�d dreamed of for a
longgggggggg time,� he crooned.


Charlie placed the head of his cock
at my opening and pushed a little.  Any more and I would�ve screamed.  I was
torn between the immediate concern for my wellbeing, and the possible pleasant
outcome of being reamed with so large a reamer.  Perhaps �torn� was the right
word to describe my dilemma, seeing that it might be what happens to my poor,
vulnerable vulva.


He whispered what sounded like
��Gentle�� as he pushed in a little bit more.   With Greg on one side of me and
Jimmy on the other, both fondling and kissing me all over, Charlie slid further
into me, and I gasped.  


�No�no�yes�noooo,� I moaned, confused
and suddenly scared of this new, massive feeling of utter cramming of my
vagina.


Charlie eased in a little more, and
all of a sudden it was as if this filling was a natural thing for my insides. 
I certainly was well lubricated, so I must have simply relaxed and stopped
worrying about what his girth might do to me.  He felt my relaxing too, for he
eased himself in to the hilt and began a slow and steady rhythm of thrusts.  I
was getting fucked by a tree trunk and it felt marvelous!


�Maggie, Maggie, Maggie�� he groaned
repeatedly as he pounded into me, my legs in the air, ankles higher than his
head.  He clutched my upraised legs to him, lifting my ass slightly off the bed. 
He stretched me with every thrust, with every nerve ending from my clitoris to
my g-spot rubbed raw and on fire.


At first, Jimmy and Greg probably
thought they would have sloppy seconds; instead they were so turned on by
watching me get laid by their buddy they began to stroke themselves feverishly.


I groaned �Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh
Goddddddddddddd,� twice, as a gigantic orgasmic wave washed over and through
me, quaking my insides as much as Charlie�s huge cock did.


�Hot damn!  I�m gonna cum!� Charlie
exclaimed as he pulled out and held his cock over my shaved pubis.


�Me too,� I heard one of the others
proclaim, just as three jets of hot jism met and splashed in the stratosphere somewhere
over my belly.  Jet after jet of cum cascaded over me as these guys kept
shooting.  They must have been saving that up for a while, I hazily
thought.


They helped me into the shower, where
Charlie joined me, washing the remnants of our sex from my still trembling
body.


�You okay?� he asked.  �I didn�t hurt
you did I?�


�No, of course not.  You were a
little darling,� I said.


�I hope that �little� reference
wasn�t a slur,� he said with a chuckle, �or I�ll have to punish you.�


I smiled too. �Punish me?  You mean
like fuck me again?�


�Will I have that opportunity
Maggie?  I don�t want this to be a one-shot deal.  You�re more of a woman than
I deserve, but I�ve always liked you, and want you, if you want me in return.�


My turn to chuckle, �Was that �more
of a woman� thing a slur?�


He laughed, then I laughed and we
nearly fell out of the shower stall.  He held me tightly before I bent down and
kissed him.  When we came out and walked back to where the bed was to get our
clothes, Jimmy and Greg were there, still naked, and still stroking their pudgy
cocks in anticipation of more action.


I said, �I hate to disappoint you
two, but I�m Charlie�s girl now, so put those things away before someone gets
hurt.�


They laughed and began to dress, but
not before Greg turned to his pal and said, �Fuckin� Charlie get�s all the
girls.�  I didn�t know what possessed me, but I looked at Charlie, who somehow
knew what I was thinking and nodded an assent.  I turned to his buddies and
said, �Okay, I changed my mind.  Let�s do it.�


Three dwarfs had their way with me,
filling every hole (and I mean that, though Charlie didn�t get my ass yet�my
God, that would take some doing) until cum was filling those holes to
overflow.


While Charlie pounded his last couple
of thrusts before cumming, one of the others began whistling.  I knew THAT
tune, I thought.  What Snow White did with seven was beyond me, but three
was just right for this girl, orgasm after orgasm after orgasm.


From the club�s main room we heard
Doc holler, �Will you stop fucking around back there and get me another
drink!?!�


 


I tried not to write this in any offensive manner, but if I failed
and offended anyone, I apologize.  A while ago I read �The Claiming of Sleeping
Beauty,� written by Anne Rice under a pseudonym, and found it unsexy and quite
boring, its BDSM theme not appealing to me at all.  I figured if she can skewer
a classic Disney-esque fairytale, so could I.


 


¯�Whistle
while we work��.�
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We
were having another of our raging arguments.


�Look,
I know why you want to go to the Stuarts� party,� Jake said.  �Sean will
be there.�


�It�s
not about Sean,� I almost yelled.  �It�s never about Sean, and the sooner you
get that through your thick skull the better off we�ll be.�


�Don�t
give me that shit, Emma��never about Sean��like hell it isn�t, or are
you forgetting about how he was practically finger-fucking you last Christmas?�


No,
I couldn�t forget that.  There was no �practically� about it; Sean had been
finger-fucking me, and I�d been about to cum when Jake caught us.  We all had
way too much to drink at the Harris� Christmas party.  Sean and his wife Jackie
were there along with many of our friends.  I always had a thing for Sean, and
considered Jackie to be an ice queen and undeserving of such a fine man.  He
was over six feet tall, with light brown hair that always looked little-boy
tussled no matter what he did with it.  His smile was engaging, his eyes
mesmerizing and his body solid.


Okay,
you got the picture; I was hot for the man.  Sometimes I am hot for any
man; too hot for my own good.


Before
that evening, I never would have thought of actually giving in to my cravings for
Sean.  Socially we would flirt, but otherwise he gave no indication he wanted
it to go any further.  We were both happily married, and that was that.  Then
came the Christmas party.


Mike
and Linda Harris were the established hosts in the neighborhood.  They could be
counted on to throw great pool parties all summer, Super Bowl parties each
year, as well as the occasional holiday bash, offering their spacious house and
their limitless hospitality.  This last Christmas was where Sean found me in
the kitchen, too drunk, trying to help our hostess, and therefore making a fool
of myself in the process.


�Emma,
how much have you had?�


I
laughed, and said, �Oh, a few�not too many.�  All I needed to do right then is
hiccup and we�d all be laughing, instead of just me.


�Let�s
leave Linda and the rest of these fine folks to what they�re doing. I think
they�ve got it all under control.�  He took my elbow and guided me out of the
room.


�I�m
okay, really I am,� I said to him as he led me to a small settee in one of the
large house�s many rooms.


�I
know you�re okay, Emma, but you have had one too many, I think, and I
wanted to protect your dignity.�


�You�re
a sweet man,� I said and planted a slobbering kiss on his cheek.


�Where�s
Jake?�


I
looked around. �Nope, don�t see him; probably chasing one of the neighborhood
MILFs around.�


Sean
chuckled.  �That can�t be,� he said. �You�re the neighborhood MILF.�


I
looked up at him there, sitting next to me, and said, �You think so?�


He
held up his drink glass.  �See, you�re so hot my ice melted just by being close
to you.�


�Oh
Sean, you�re always so nice to me.�  I looked around, this time for Jackie. 
�Where�s your wife?�


�Like
Jake, she�s around here someplace.�


�Then
I guess this will be okay,� I said, and pulled him to me, meeting his lips with
mine.  With my inhibitions lowered by alcohol, I kissed him deeply, as I�d
always longed to do.  He responded in kind, his tongue probing and his lips
moist and inviting.  When our kiss finally ended, I exclaimed �Whew, oh God, my
thong is soaked.�


�We
shouldn�t be doing this,� he said.


�Why,
because our spouses are around here somewhere? Why don�t you see how wet I am?�
oblivious to anyone around us, before lowering my voice to a whisper and
adding, �For you.�


No
one was around us, so his hand tentatively worked up my thigh, under my skirt,
until he came to my cunt.  He moaned so I knew he found me as wet as I�d
claimed.  His fingers slid my thong aside and one found its way between my
swollen labia.  It was my turn to moan.  His fingertip moved around my vulva,
caressing my clit before going deeper.  He worked around my g-spot, moving his
finger faster and faster, and I knew I was close to orgasm.


�There
you are�what the�?�  It was Jake, who was hovering above us as Sean slowly
removed his hand, though no amount of stealth could hide the fact of what he�d
been doing.


I
got up from the small couch and forcefully moved my husband away from Sean, not
wanting a scene.  Soon we were in the car and heading home.  On the way, I
apologized over and over for what I�d done.  He called me a slut, and I
supposed I was, since the only thing I regretted was not experiencing the full
orgasm that I knew would have occurred.


That�s
what happened at the Christmas party.  Since then we�d seen Sean and Jackie in
social settings but never that intimate.  The Stuarts� gathering would
test my mettle, and my husband knew it, thus our argument.


 


It
wasn�t quite summer yet, still cool, so to call the party a pool party would be
misleading.  The Stuarts were a younger couple, a little overweight but
nonetheless good looking.  One thing you noticed right away when you met them
was how touchy-feely they were.  Rumors abounded that they had a secret life,
but no one in the neighborhood could actually swear to it.


From
the moment we arrived, Jake watched me like a hawk. Mingling turned into a
bizarre ritual, especially if I struck up a conversation with one of the men.  Sean
was the special case, of course.  If I even got close to him, Jake was quickly
at my side like a talisman to ward off an evil force.  His jealousy was fueling
something within me, a thrill beyond anything I could cogently describe, but a
thrill nonetheless.


I
let that sense of thrill drive me toward every man in the house, at least the
ones I found mildly attractive.  After a few drinks my sex drive was in high
gear and I was well-lubricated (in all senses of the phrase).  I remembered an
old saying attributed to Dorothy Parker so long ago, that fit my mood exactly:


�I
like to have a martini,


Two at
the very most,


After
three I�m under the table,


After
four I�m under my host.�


My
first target was our host, Bill Stuart.


I
found him out on the patio, deep in conversation with a blond I didn�t know. 
One thing I did know was that Bill was in full blitz mode, working to get the
woman out of her panties (if she indeed was wearing any).  It was that
obvious.  OK, Billy boy, are you man enough to relieve me of mine? I
thought as I approached them.  The patio duo became a trio, though Bill Stuart
didn�t seem pleased by my intrusion.  He introduced me to the blond; her name
was Jenny and had just moved into the next block.  Bill had indeed struck out,
since Jenny took the opportunity of my arrival to extricate herself.


�Didn�t
look to me as if you were gonna score,� I said.


�A
man�s gotta try, right?�


�How�s
your wife with all the �trying�?�


He
smiled.  �Elaine �tries� a whole lot more than I do. Maybe she�s already
�tried� with Jake. You think so?�


�I�d
be the last to know that, wouldn�t I?�


�I
suppose so. Jake isn�t the open minded soul I am, so who knows what he�s done.�


�Open
minded�like swapping?  Seeing your wife with another man�or two? Hearing her cum
by someone else�s doing?�


�Paints
a nice picture; have you tried it? Swinging, that is?� he said as he moved
closer to me.  �You�d be the center of attention at a house party, I think.
Sean�s always saying how hot you are.�


�Sean
doesn�t know me at all, so he shouldn�t be talking�though I am hotter than
hell,� I said as I rubbed my hand against the front of his shorts and began
walking away.  As I did, I looked back over my shoulder at him, and added, �Maybe
someday you�ll find out for yourself.�


I
didn�t really think there was much of a chance he would, but after another
drink, who knew?  Oh yes, he had a hard-on.


As
I went back inside, I heard a voice behind me say, �Thanks for rescuing me.�  I
turned to see Jenny, the blond who Bill had been hitting on, sipping a drink
and eyeing me coolly.  She formally introduced herself.


�You�re
welcome, though when I went out there I hardly knew you needed rescuing.�


�Mr.
Stuart gives me the creeps. The man only thinks of one thing, it seems.�


�I
know what you mean, but face it Jenny, just about all men think of that one
thing first and foremost.�


�Yeah,
I guess, though I sometimes wonder about my husband.�


�Your
husband�s not the lovin� kind, I take it.�


�Not
really. Jesus, sometimes I think he�s a closet gay.�


�I
need to meet this man. Any man who�s married to a doll like you and doesn�t
react like Bill Stuart, is either nuts, or gay.�


�You�re
my kind of woman, Emma,� she said to me before taking my arm and guiding me
toward a group of conversing folks.  �Let me introduce you. His name is Kevin.� 
Before we got there, she pulled to a stop and whispered, �Hey, I�ve got an idea
if you�re up for it. Why don�t you come on to him and see what he does?�


I
realized Jake was in the same group of people.  �You know, that might be a fun
idea, especially since my husband is over there too.�


We
whispered a few conspiratorial comments on spousal jealousy before we
approached them.  Her husband certainly fit a gay stereotype, a physically
fragile looking man with effeminate features.  As unobtrusively as I could, I
sidled up to him and intruded on the conversation.


�You�re
new in the area, aren�t you? My name�s Emma.�  I was so close I actually rubbed
against him as I spoke.


He
tried to open some distance between us but I wouldn�t let him.  �Ah, er, yes,
I�m Kevin, Kevin Bales. My wife and I just moved in.�


I
glanced over at Jenny, who was watching intently, and gave her a wink.  I said
to Kevin, �Well, I�ll have to think of a nice welcoming gift for you. Is that
beautiful blond over there your wife? If it is, you�re one lucky man to sleep
with her, I mean, every man in this room is checking her out, wishing he was
the one she�d climb into bed with, even my husband,� I said, pointing toward
where Jake was standing, watching me with a puzzled expression on his face.


Kevin
looked Jake�s way as well.  �Yes, I�m a lucky guy to have her as my wife.�  His
voice betrayed jealousy; maybe he was worried he�d lose her one of these
days, if she wasn�t lost already.


I
leaned even closer, and whispered, �I bet I know what makes her feel lucky. I
bet you�ve got a monster in your pants, one that if other women saw it they�d
go green with envy.�  He was momentarily speechless, completely flustered by my
brazenness.  �Maybe I can be your welcoming gift,� I added quickly.


I
brushed my hand against his pants-front.  No bulge.  Poor Jenny, I
thought.


I
gave Jenny a look, one I hoped conveyed sisterly solace for her unfortunate lot
in life, at least in regards to her marital bed.  She smiled back, giving me a
small shoulder shrug in reply.


When
I turned, there was Sean.  �You�re looking frisky tonight. Though I would think
you�d hit on someone other than Mr. Bales.�


I
glanced around worriedly, thinking that Kevin could hear what he said.  Kevin
was oblivious, deep in conversation with another man, so I turned back to Sean. 
�What? You don�t like waiting in line?�


�For
you, I�d wait forever.�


�You
may have to,� I replied, watching my husband watch me.


Sean
leaned closer, and in a whisper said, �You know how much I want you. And
dammit, I know how much you want me, even if you try hard not to show it.�


I
leaned closer too, and said, �I know, Sean. It�s just how things are, that�s
all. It doesn�t mean we�re going to find out what we�ve been missing any time
soon.�


The
look in his eyes was pure lust.  I glanced back at Jake to see if he was still
watching, and surprisingly found him in a touchy-feely conversation with Sean�s
wife, Jackie.  Was that anything more than the two of them reacting in shared
jealousy?  Then again, maybe the ice queen was thawing.


It
wasn�t until later in the party, long after Bill and Sean hit on me again with
liquor-freed inhibitions that Jenny stumbled into me.


�Oh,
I�m sorrrrrry�Emma�I guess I�ve had way too much to drink, and I think Kevin
went home�without me.�


�How
could your husband leave without you? Did something happen between you two
tonight?� I asked.


Jenny
looked down at herself, and that�s when I noticed her clothing seemed
disheveled somewhat.  She said, �Well�maybe I was a bad girl,� before
hiccupping.


�Okay,
who�d you fuck?�


She
sheepishly answered, �It was kinda like with Elaine and Linda.�


Wow. 
I could see Elaine, especially if the rumors were true, but Linda?  I never
would have guessed the prim Mrs. Harris would participate in any all-girl threesome. 
The incredulity reached my vocal chords: �Linda?� I muttered.


Jenny
laughed, and said, �Oh yeah, Linda really knows how to�you know, er��


�Lick
pussy,� I said, finishing, I supposed, what she couldn�t spit out.


Probably
embarrassed, she could only nod in agreement.


I
took her by the arm and pulled her farther aside.  �You want me to take you
home?�


Her
expression changed, and she whispered, �I want to l�l�lick�you,� making it
clear to me that liquor surely helped overcome her inhibitions.


�C�mon
Jenny, let�s get out of here. I�ll walk you home since you don�t live very far
away.�


I
went into the Stuarts� spare bedroom where I�d thrown my spring jacket onto the
bed when I arrived.  Jenny followed me in, but said she didn�t have a jacket. 


A
couple was on the bed, fucking wildly when I went in.  Unless it was our host
or hostess, I felt no remorse in interrupting them.  �I need my jacket,� I
said.


The
woman wasn�t listening; on her back and too busy, wailing �Yes� and �Faster�
and similar exultations of sexual joy, to pay attention to anything other than
what was bringing her rapidly to orgasm.  In that second, I could tell the man
between her splayed legs was hungrily responding to her exhortations, nailing
her with wild exuberating.  That�s when I recognized the thrusting man.


It
was Jake.


The
woman he was fucking was Jackie.


I
couldn�t believe it.


I
grabbed my jacket and herded tipsy Jenny from the bedroom.


�You
leaving so soon?� Sean said, right outside the door where his wife was getting
screwed by my husband.


Did
he know?  �Yeah, I�m getting this girl home before she tips over,� indicating
the teetering Mrs. Bales.


�Let
me help you,� he said, taking Jenny by the arm.


�Where�s
Jackie?�  I had to ask, after all.


�Somewhere.
She can take care of herself. Let�s go.�


She
was taking care of herself, alright.


As
I said before, Sean was a strong, virile man, and I enjoyed watching the simple
yet forceful way he guided the inebriated woman to the front door.  I flashed
back to the party at the Harris�s and his finger working me into a frenzy. 
Then I thought of the tableau I just witnessed; the �Ice Queen� melting enough
to seduce my husband�the man who flew into a rage any time her husband
and I were mentioned in the same breath.  The countless times I fantasized
about Sean came flooding back.  


I
took Jenny by the other arm and the three of us headed up the street.  As we
walked, Jenny began to flirt with Sean, leaning into him for support beyond
what she truly required.  The pretty, well-put-together blond was, I guessed,
difficult for any man to resist, and Sean appeared to be no exception.


My
house was on the way to hers.  When we were nearing my front walk, Jenny turned
to me and said, �Can we go to your house? I don�t want to go home.�


That
was it: the proposition, all hidden within her innocent sounding question.  My
house.  With Sean and me.  With Jake still at the Stuarts�s.  The way Sean
looked at first Jenny then me I knew he was already contemplating the
possibilities, if he hadn�t been doing that all along.


Decision
time.  �Sure, let me get out my key.�


I
wanted Sean so badly, especially since feeling the sting of my hypocritical
husband�s actions tonight.  What I didn�t want was to share him with Jenny.  If
I wanted that moment to happen with Sean, did I have a choice?


Once
inside, Jenny wasted no time in letting Sean know what she wanted.  �Whew, it�s
warm in here�I need to cool off.�  With that, off came her blouse.


Sean
moved up close to me and whispered, �Oh, Emma. I never thought I�d have the
chance to be with you, but��


�I
know, Sean. Me, too.� I whispered back, while watching Jenny performing a slow
seductive dance where only she could hear the accompanying music.  �I bet three
would be better than two. What do you think?�  I gave his cock a squeeze through
his trousers.  I already knew his answer.


I
gave him a little push, and he went to Jenny.  She fell into his arms and they
kissed as he fumbled with her bra.  The lady sure had a splendid pair.  I left
them, losing my clothes along the way to my liquor cabinet, until I was down to
my thong and a single malt.  When I walked back to the living room, Jenny was
also down to her thong, and down on her knees sucking greedily on Sean�s cock. 
His glazed gaze swept over to me as I approached, doing a double take at my
nudity.


�You�re
a goddess,� he said to me.  


Jenny
probably thought it was meant for her, since she smiled.  Well, it looked like
a smile even if she did have Sean�s cock halfway down her throat at the time. 
I walked to Sean�s side and pressed my body to his.  We kissed, a deep, sensuous,
yearning kiss, long anticipated.


Jenny
stopped sucking him and said, suddenly realizing that I was even there,
�Oh�Sean-ee bay-bee, you have the nicest cock. Am I gonna get it first or is
she?�  


Did
she really pout when saying �she?�


In
answer, we lifted her from her knees and I guided the two of them toward my
bedroom.  One thing I�ve never experienced is a threesome, though it has seeped
into my fantasies at times.  Sean�s breathing was as shallow as his cock was
rigid.  The kid-in-the-candy-store look was replaced by one of lust.  He
wouldn�t last long, I thought; maybe it wouldn�t be a threesome after all.  My
Sean-and-me fantasy probably wasn�t going to happen as I had always envisioned. 



I
sighed aloud, but they didn�t hear me.  Sean didn�t stand a chance, as Jenny
pushed him onto his back and mounted him with glee.  �God, you�re so big!� she
practically shouted as she slid down, enveloping Sean�s erection with her
obviously well-lubricated vagina.  


As
she bounced and swayed to the music of her inebriated state, I lay next to them
and placed a hand at Sean�s cheek.  He turned to look at me, mouthing a silent
�I wanted you� for which I responded �I know, me too.�  However,
the reality was that Jenny had him, not me.


Jenny
was riding him so hard now that the whole bed was bouncing wildly.  Sean hand a
hand on each of her breasts, but it seemed to me that he did it to have
something to hold onto.  Her long, ululating moan grew louder in pitch until
she threw her head back and arms in the air, shuddered noticeably, and yelled
over and over �Fuck�fuck�fuck��


That�s
when she threw up.


All
over Sean, and my bed.


The
drunken bitch!  Ruining any hope I had for something satisfying to materialize
from this impromptu liaison.


I
swore at her and yanked her off the bed.  She was almost in a stupor, most
likely a combination of booze and orgasm.  Sean went to clean off the vomit; I
heard the shower running as I cleaned up Jenny and went in search of her
clothes.  It took a while, but soon enough we were dressed again, and once more
Sean and I guided a tottering Jenny to her house.


Kevin
appeared pissed at his wife when we got to their door.  I didn�t want a scene
so I ushered Sean away without explanation, leaving the seemingly mismatched
couple to work things out on their own.  I secretly hoped she vomited again, all
over her husband.


We
had walked a few yards back toward my house when Sean suddenly stopped me, took
me in his arms and kissed me.  The kiss was lust, passion, heat, every last
synonym that existed.  Tonight should have been our time, yet it had been
spoiled, and maybe now irretrievable.


�Where
can we go?� he said as our lips parted.


�Nowhere,
Sean. We can�t go anywhere. We have things we have to fix, and that should be our
priority.�


�What
things?� he asked.


Did
he really not know?  Standing there in the middle of the street, I told him
about seeing Jake and Jackie.


�What?
You�re shitting me! With Jake?�


�I
saw them going at it.�


He
was shaking his head, and I saw the anger grow.  �You�re jealous of Jenny and what
we just did, and now you�re making things up to punish me.�


�Oh
Sean,� I said, sadly shaking my head. �You can believe what you like, I�m going
home.�  Our kiss, so special, was also so quickly forgotten, as I left him
standing in the street and walked back to my house.


Jake
was home.  I wasted no time confronting him, and was not disappointed with his
typical, childish excuses.  �But, Emma�� became quite repetitive.   Basically,
he was allowed to fuck Sean�s wife since I�ve made no secret of my lust for
Sean.


�Do
you know�fuck it�do you even CARE that I�ve never fucked Sean?� was what
I said to him.  History wasn�t necessarily in conjunction with intent, though I
wouldn�t make that distinction now with my husband. 


�You�re
always flirting with Sean, and now tonight you make a silly pass at Kevin Bales.
How do you think that made me feel?�


�Dammit,
Jake. That�s what we women do. We flirt. We tease. What did Jackie do tonight?
Did she flirt? Did she tease? Did she give you a line of bullshit about how her
husband doesn�t make love to her anymore?�  I saw the silly �gotcha� look on
his face.  �Jesus, you men have used that fucking line so often, you even fall
for it yourselves!�


Unlike
the stereotypical married spat, I slept on the sofa.  I fetched a comforter
from the linen closet and got myself naked and cozy.  With visions of Sean�s
cock glistening as it slid into a wet vagina, albeit one not mine, playing on
the mind-screen of memory, I began fingering myself.  Faster and faster my
fingers flew over my clit and labia, until I muttered Sean�s name and climaxed.


Instead
of �Oh God� or some such cry of jubilation, my cumming cry was the same as
Nancy Kerrigan�s when her knee was whacked: �Whyyyyyyyy?�


This
wasn�t how it was supposed to be.


 


Jake
tried valiantly to thaw the ice between us.  No matter how much I rationalized
my actions in comparison to his, it all came down to the fact that he had Jackie,
and all I got was puke on my bed.  It didn�t seem fair.  I came to realize
feeling that way was pretty stupid, so eventually I did come around.


We
interacted with friends and neighbors as we usually did.  Linda Harris floated
the idea for a pool party.  Most of our neighbors said �Yeah!� though Jake
wasn�t one of them.


I
said, �C�mon, you said it yourself, we�ve got to move beyond this shit, what�s
done is done.�


I
saw that he was still troubled, but he agreed.  �They do throw a great party,
don�t they?�


I
remembered Jenny�s admission of the three-way with Linda and Elaine Stewart,
and had to reassess Linda as a party hostess.  Maybe the Harrises were closet
swingers like the Stewarts appeared to be.  Regardless, a pool party at Mike
and Linda�s seemed the perfect antidote to my ennui.  For me, turning over a
new leaf was tying the strings to my new bikini.


 


The
party had a wild feel to it right from the start.  Jenny, now that she knew
more of us than she had before, was quite the party animal.  She drank, grew
loud, and flaunted her bikini clad body to the point some strategic parts ended
up not so clad.  The men all took notice, including my husband.  A few knowing
facial expressions had me wondering how many she�d fucked in the intervening
time between parties.


Sean
sidled up close to me and said, �I sure was stupid that night, choosing her
instead of you.�


�I
suppose that�s an apology, but never mind, it�s not like you could foresee that
she was gonna barf, right? Maybe it would�ve been a threesome.  You�ll never
know.�  I shook my head a little after I stopped talking, and slowly walked
away from him.


Our
host, Mike Harris, was next to approach me.  �Emma, you never cease to amaze
these old eyes whenever they see you in a new bikini! Good enough to eat.�


�Oh-oh,
flirting again I see. Thanks for the compliment.�


�My
pleasure,� he said, giving me an up-and-down scan, before moving off to mingle
with other guests.  


If
he�d grabbed my ass I wouldn�t have been surprised, nor would I have minded. 
He was the silver fox, sleek and debonair, and now knowing about his wife�s
proclivity, perhaps I was looking at the older gentleman differently.  The way
he said �Good enough to eat� reminded me of Jenny saying �I want to lick�you�
to me after the last party.  I�m no different than most women in loving
cunnilingus when it�s done well, so the talk of eating and the thought of
licking had the expected result. 


Maybe
he smelled the pheromones, for Bill Stewart took that moment to corral me
toward the self-serve bar set up by the pool.  His hand casually cupped my ass,
and I didn�t push him away.


�I
didn�t see Elaine, she here?� I asked, making my point early about his marital
status.


�She�s
here somewhere. I think her and Linda are off doing something.�


Yes,
each other, I thought.  �So, does that mean you�re trolling
for the big catch?�


�Oh,
Emma, no one would be a bigger catch than you. I think you�ll always be my �you
should have seen the one that got away� story.�


I
said, �I�ll tell you what, take your hand from my ass, fix me something strong
yet tropical, and let�s take a walk. I want to ask you a few questions that I�m
sure you�ll answer.�


He
was confused but did what I asked.  The rum drink was indeed strong and
tropical.  I took a greedy sip before thanking him and guiding him by the arm
to the far corner of pool, where we settled into a couple of chairs that were
set close, though not close enough for the ogling Bill.


�Okay,
tell me all about this �open marriage� or whatever it is you have with Elaine.�


�Wow,
you don�t hold back, do you?�


�Not
until I get what I want.�


He
smiled, �My kind of woman.�  He composed his thoughts before beginning. 
�Elaine and I got married when we were in college. We were the quintessential
starry-eyed lovers who at first couldn�t get enough sex with each other. Shit,
we sometimes fucked six or seven times a day��


A
memory popped into my head of one college semester where a boyfriend and I
fucked like that.  Like rabbits.  I must have smiled, because he responded.


��You
remember those days, don�t you? With Jake, or someone else, don�t matter, but
you do. The fuckin� problem is that those days never last. We get into ruts,
don�t work at it, whatever, and pretty soon our partner is either too fat, too
skinny, not pretty enough�as if they were ever perfect in bed to begin with.
Well, that�s what happened to me and Elaine. Some people live with it, some
divorce, but we decided that we loved each other for reasons beyond the
bedroom.�


He
paused as if to catch his breath, not his thoughts.  I used the pause to ask,
�So you fooled around?�


�No,
not like how that sounds��fooling around� sounds so cheap, so crude. We talked
about what each of us wanted with sex but the other wasn�t providing, and we
made a pact that we�d work together to bridge the gap, so to speak. We tried
swinging parties but that grew old fast.�


I
asked, �What didn�t work with that?�


He
must have read between the lines of my interest, for he smiled and answered,
�Ah, you�ve thought about swinging a lot haven�t you? From the first time we
met I�ve sensed that you�re a woman of immense sexual energy, that�s why all
the men in the neighborhood dream about you, me included.�


I
felt my face flush.  �Immense sexual energy� was a nice way to say that I was a
constantly horny lady with a repressed libido.  �Enough, already. What about
the swinging lifestyle?�


He
smiled again.  �Too much hit and miss for me. You have to wade through all the
idiots to find the right people. Most swingers I�ve met think they�re in the Sex
Olympics, or something like it, trying to �win� instead of making real
connections. Am I making sense?�


�Yes,
I see what you�re saying. So, where did you and Elaine go after that?�


�Obviously,
Elaine and I aren�t Barbie and Ken. Eventually we got away from the party
scene, met a few couples, and let things go from there.�


�Don�t
sell yourself short there, Kevin,� I said, then chuckled. 


�Oh
God, Emma, don�t look at me like that. Right now there�s no one else in the
world I�d rather be with, especially if we were under some sheets.�


There
it was; the honest charm that he never lets you see. Anytime but now I�d find
an empty room in the house and fuck him silly. Now wasn�t the right time.
Except in my thoughts, I didn�t acknowledge his comment.


�Elaine
likes women, doesn�t she?�


�You
saw that? I mean, you can tell?�


�Okay,
it�s not as if she wears a neon sign that says �bisexual,� and besides, at
least one gal she�s slept with told me so.�


�Donna
Murphy?�


�No,
not her.�  Donna was the last woman in the neighborhood I would have
suspected.  Amazing.  �I got it from Jenny.�


�Ah,
Mrs. Bales is quite the sexual dynamo, isn�t she?  Since they moved in I think
she�s fucked every man and half the women of the neighborhood. With you?�


Technically,
no, I thought and that�s how I answered him.  �No, I haven�t had that urge.�


�Too
bad. She�s a squirter, you know. First hand as well as second hand knowledge.�


A
vivid image of exactly the kind of squirt she was capable of came into my mind,
and my gut churned.  �I know you probably won�t answer me, but has Elaine been
with Jake?�


�I�ll
answer�no problem. With Elaine and me both.�


�No
shit! Do you mean�?�


�Yeah,
I mean.�


My
husband in a bi threesome?  That was hard to swallow.  That�s when I giggled
unexpectedly, wondering if he did indeed swallow.


�You
shocked?� he said.


�No,
really I�m not��  I was about to say more but then our hosts Mike and Linda
approached us.


�You
two certainly have been in deep conversation, all alone over here,� Linda said.


Mike,
looking more at Bill than me, said, �You weren�t planning on slipping off into
a bedroom without telling us, were you?�  With that he made a silly,
exaggerated wink.


I
knew Bill would have a witty rejoinder, so I jumped in first, �No, I wouldn�t
want to deprive Linda of first dibs.�


Mike
looked at me with surprise.  His wife looked at me with eyes that either could
have been showing anger or lust.  It was difficult for me to tell.  She said,
�I�m pretty sure I know my place in line,� as Jenny came walking up to join
us.  What was before a cozy nook became a stifling confinement.  I had to get
away.


I
got out of my chair, leaned over to give Bill a kiss on the cheek, showing him
more than ample cleavage on the way down, and then walked away without a word. 
I heard Jenny make a snide remark, but I neither understood nor cared what she
said.  I joined a couple ladies who were sitting on the pool�s edge, dangling
their feet in the cold water.  Donna and LuAnn had (probably long ago) shed
their tops, so I did the same.


LuAnn
said to me when I sat next to them, �Hi Emma. I�m surprised you of all people
hadn�t lost the bra sooner.�


�Why
me �of all people�?�


Donna
said, �She means you�re probably the only woman in the neighborhood truly comfortable
in your sexuality. All our husbands want you; they talk of �Emma this� and
�Emma that� all the time. Jesus, half the time following one of our
neighborhood get-togethers, when Joe fucks me I know he�s fantasizing I�m you.�


She
said this without malice, with LuAnn nodding in approval.  They weren�t
jealous, just stating what to them was fact, and that floored me.  �You two
aren�t pulling my leg, are you?� I asked.


LuAnn
said, �Shit no. In fact we thank our lucky stars that you fool around with Sean
and not our men.�


I
leaned toward the women, and they in turn leaned toward me.  �Let me tell you a
little secret. I�ve never fucked Sean or any other man in this neighborhood.
I�ve wanted to, mind you, but wanting and doing are often two very different things.
I bet both of you have had more action than me.�


LuAnn
blushed so deeply that both Donna and I looked at her and smiled.  Donna�s brow
scrunched up a bit when she said, �Not with my Joe, I hope.�  They were best
friends, after all.


LuAnn,
in a little-girl�s voice, said, �No�I�d never do that, you know that, don�t you
Donna?�


�Hey,
LuAnn, if it was with my Jake I won�t be angry with you,� I told her.


�It
was with�I was�okay it was with the Stuarts.�


�You
slept with both of them?� Donna blurted out incredulously.  �You mean like one
of those ménage a trois things?�


�Not
exactly,� she said.


�Worse?�


�There
were five of us. Linda and Mike, with me, Elaine and Bill.�


I
whistled, �Holy shit, like an orgy.�


LuAnn
was still red-faced.  �It wasn�t like that at all,� she said.  �It was
incredible sex. I�ve never cum so much in my life.�  We could see that despite
any embarrassment, part of her heat at the moment was from remembering.


She
told us more stories of these orgiastic get-togethers, featuring many neighborhood
players, some we expected and some not.  Donna was simply pleased for the
moment that her husband�s name hadn�t been brought up.  As for Jake, right now
I didn�t care.  As LuAnn told her stories in hushed tones, I glanced from woman
to woman, including myself, to three pairs of pink nipples, grown exceedingly
stiff from the retelling.  LuAnn understood the arousal more than the rest,
saying �God, I�m gonna leave a puddle when I get up!�  That got us giggling
like schoolgirls, our unencumbered tits jiggling like gelatin molds.


It
was about that time when most of the remaining partygoers joined us by the
pool.  A few more women got topless.  Out of the corner of my eye I spotted
Jenny, Linda and Mike slink off into the house.  So much for Mike�s comment to
Bill and me about �slipping off into a bedroom� since it sure looked like
that�s where the threesome was heading.


I
saw Jake off to the side of the pool talking in hushed tones with Jackie,
wondering if what I�d thought of as a rebound fling was something greater.


Sean
was across the pool staring at my bare chest.  If he�d licked his lips I would
have begun laughing hysterically.  How did I ever convince myself I was hot for
the guy?


I
excused myself and went to fetch a fresh drink.  Kevin Bales was pouring
himself one when I approached.  �Ah, the lovely Emma. May I fix you one?�  As
he mixed and poured, he said, �That�s quite the bikini, too bad I missed the
opportunity to witness the top.�


�Why?
Aren�t these better to look at?�


�Indeed
they are, much more so than my wife�s pair, though I would never hurt her
feelings by telling her so.�


�Jenny�s
are much bigger than mine,� I said, wondering why I even made the juvenile
comparison.


He
seemed to study my breasts for a moment, which was a little disconcerting,
before saying, �Yours are much firmer, even though you�re a bit older than she
is. I like the slight upsweep of yours, slightly pointy, very sexy.�


�Thank
you, Doctor Tit,� I said, laughing.


He
laughed along with me, then added, �And see, they jiggle nicely when you laugh.
Another plus.�


�Kevin,
you�re hard to figure out.�  


�Then
don�t try, my dear woman. Life should retain some mystery,� he said, holding
his glass up as if offering a toast.


Who
is this guy?  I truly couldn�t figure him out.  He was a slightly built man,
though my first impression of him being effeminate was wrong.  In shorts and an
unbuttoned linen shirt, he looked more sinewy than fragile.  Outside, his face
took on a healthier glow than under indoor lighting.  Or maybe it was simply
from the sun.  Regardless of his looks, he didn�t ogle me like the rest of the
men, especially being topless as I was.


�I�m
sorry for what I did at the last party here. I shouldn�t have been so�so like a
bitch.�


�No
need to apologize, Emma. I know Jenny put you up to it. She does enjoy the
sport of belittling me.�


�If
you don�t mind me asking�why?�


�That,
pretty lady, is a long story. If you really would like to hear it, then let�s
refill these glasses and find a comfy corner to talk.�


With
drinks refreshed, we entered the house and went into Mike Harris� den.  For
some unknown reason I was more uncomfortable being topless here than outside,
so I excused myself and went back to retrieve my top, and put it back on. 
Considering that a few people had �disappeared� and most likely had taken
clothing off, here I was putting an article back on.  The thought made me
chuckle.


�You
probably don�t see it, but you and I have so much in common,� he said.


�How
so?�


His
thesis was both enlightening, and scary.  �Emma, have you really taken stock of
your neighbors? I�ve learned so much since moving in, and of course being
married to Jenny has taught me to pay attention.�


�You�re
talking about the undercurrent of sex, aren�t you?�


�Yes,
an interesting word choice�undercurrent. Jenny was attuned to
this�undercurrent�from the moment we arrived. As you�ve seen, my wife is the exemplar
of a nymphomaniac; the only thing wrong with sex for her is when there�s not
enough, and that�s every day. Yeah, every man�s dream��


�But
not yours, right? Do you know she implied you may be a closet gay?�


He
shook his head slowly, and sadly.  �It�s not in my makeup to be homophobic, but
I�m not gay or bisexual. I love women. Real women.�


Trying
to break the tension, I joked, �That sure sounded like a pick-up line, Kevin.�


He
smiled so at least he got the joke.  �I guess it did, but �real woman� does
apply to you, and I don�t have to be staring at your beautiful naked breasts to
know that�and by the way, your bikini bra is perfect for you.�  We remained
silent for a while, sipping our drinks, and perhaps pondering our lives.  �Do
you realize that the two of us are probably the least sexually active people on
the block? Though that doesn�t mean we�re not, shall we say, sufficiently
stimulated.�


�What�s
that supposed to mean?�


�Exactly
what I said. Look around. Where are our hosts? Where is your husband? And
before you say he�s out by the pool, look again.�


I
didn�t need to look.  He knew, and therefore I knew.  �Like Jenny?�


�Bless
her. She really is a good woman even with the libido of an alley cat. From the
moment we were married I knew I couldn�t satisfy her, so after a while I
accepted the inevitable.�  He interpreted my facial expression (incorrectly, it
turned out) and added, �No, I�m not the cuckolded husband. When we make love
it�s all good. She just has 24/7 needs I can�t fulfill.�


�That�s
not what I was thinking. I was thinking about the whole lot of us in this
pathetic neighborhood. Married sex doesn�t provide what we need, for a lot of
different reasons, I guess. Linda and Mike Harris are trying to recapture
youth. Linda as well as a few others, like Elaine Stewart and Jake, from what
I�ve heard, are exploring their bi sides. Bill Stuart�s like a kid in a candy
shop who can�t decide what he wants.�


�And
that leaves us,� Kevin wryly said.  �You know what you want, but you�re
wondering about me. Perhaps I�m no different than your husband.�


�Jake?�


�Jackie�s
like Salisbury steak compared to your Filet Mignon. What could send him there
but a feeling of inadequacy? He feels he can�t satisfy you, your lusts, your
desires. That�s why we�re so much alike, dear Emma. You and I have sublimated
our own needs for the sake of our spouses and our marriages, and look where
it�s gotten us, the only two who haven�t slinked off to a bedroom.�


�Come
on, we may be here but we�re not alone, so it�s not as if everyone�s having sex
except us.�


�No,
then where is your friend with big nipples�LuAnn, is it?�


�I
don�t know. Where is she?�


�I
saw her and Sean slip upstairs a while ago.�


I
was getting slightly annoyed by his incessant observations.  �Do you always pay
attention to what everyone else is doing?�


�No,
though I tend to be an observant cuss, the one I�ve been paying attention to is
you. You�re the lady of my dreams, one that will always be just out of reach.�


�Back
to pick-up lines?�


�Maybe
so, but I am being sincere. There�s always the chance that my image of the
depth of you wouldn�t match reality, as perhaps with you and Sean. Sometimes
the flower falls short of the bud�s promise.�


�Now
you�re getting too deep for me. Okay, I know what you mean, but I suspect you�re
overrating me for sexual sainthood, so maybe my flower would be a
disappointment.�


�I
said �sometimes,� yet I hardly think your flower would ever disappoint.�


I
finished my drink.  �Enough talk about flowers, since mine�s been ready for
that pollinating honey bee for a long time.�  I laughed alone at my own joke. 
�Let�s go see who�s still by the pool and not in a bedroom somewhere. Take a
dip, maybe?�


I
waved to several of my friends as we returned to poolside, wondering if any of
them thought Kevin and I had fooled around as others most certainly were. 
Kevin slipped off his shirt and sandals and dove in effortlessly.  I followed
him, though my diving technique was less than Olympic quality.


I
swam up to him and asked, �Do you really lust after me, or were your words in
there just silly play?�


�Emma,
there�s nothing I�d rather do more right now than kiss you.�


�Then
why don�t you? Your wife goes after what she w��


I
wasn�t able to finish because he gathered me into his arms, and with a hand at
the nape of my neck pulled me to him, our lips meeting, oblivious to the
splashing pool water.  His kiss was neither the forceful mashing of a desperate
man, nor the cold fish feel of a less than virile one.  This kiss was tender,
romance novel Fabio and heat inducing plasma all rolled into one.  This kiss
was so unlike any I�d ever received from my husband.  If Kevin had chosen that
moment to cop a feel I would�ve gladly let him, though that may have
disappointed me for some vague, hard-to-explain reason.


When
our lips separated, I said �Mmmmmm, wow!�


He
said, �Passion, not sex. The first is what people need when instead they search
for the other.�


We
climbed from the pool to a few curious looks from those who saw us kiss.  I was
too breathless to pay much attention to them.  As I picked up a towel to dry
off, Elaine sidled up to me and whispered, �Kevin Bales? Oh honey you can do
much better than that.�


I
glanced over at Kevin, who was also toweling off.  I contemplated once more how
wrong I�d been in thinking him effeminate.  In only his swim shorts, he looked
like a self-possessed man, completely comfortable in his own skin.  I
contemplated his comments that we were alike in many ways and was now beginning
to understand his reasoning.  Self possession.  I lost some of that with my
fixation with Sean, but Kevin believed I�d never completely lost it.


"Maybe not,"
I finally answered, leaving her with synapses misfiring, after my long pause,
wondering what I meant.


Jenny made her
bikini-clad appearance, or should I say reappearance, and announced for the
benefit of all at poolside that she wished to go home.  Kevin said something to
her, probably saying she should get dressed, and she scooted off into the
house.  


Instead of following
her inside, he walked up to me and said, "I sincerely mean everything I've
said about you. Maybe neither one of us deserves what we have but as the old
saying goes, we made our beds and now we must lay in them."  He kissed me
lightly on the cheek, and added, "See you around, lovely, special
lady."


I stood there, thinking
of change, or more correctly the possibility of change, as I watched Kevin leave. 
He�d used the word �sublimated� earlier, yet in my own mind my libido was more
suppressed than sublimated.  I kept my heat bottled up and now I was being
consumed in a firestorm, one I wasn�t sure whether I could easily extinguish.


I didn�t think, I
simply reacted, suppressing no more.  I ran through the house, oblivious to the
stares and my dangerously shifting bikini bra, and out the front door to catch
up with Kevin and Jenny.  They hadn�t walked very far down the street when I
caught up to them.


Wordlessly, I pulled a
startled Kevin to me and kissed him.  Deeply.  Our tongues flitted as I heard
Jenny mumble �What the fuck?�  God bless him; he ignored her as I did.


When our lips separated,
I whispered, �That�s something for both of you to contemplate,� with a smile on
my face.


I walked back to the
party, trying not to let my shaky knees pitch me to the ground, while
straightening out my top along the way.


�Where have you been?�
Jake asked when I ran into him.


�You sure have a nerve
asking me that,� I said.  Let me try one: �Where�s Jackie?�


As lies and excuses
dribbled from his mouth, I simply walked away.  No answer required, I
thought.  I went back to the pool area, fixed myself a new drink, slipped my
top off, and then joined Donna who had returned to her perch at the edge of the
pool.


�Had fun today?� I
asked her.


Donna looked down at my
tits and answered.  �I don�t know about fun, though I suspect I know what
you�re talking about, seeing your nipples are harder than my husband�s dick
ever gets.�


That comment had me
checking out my own nipples, which were indeed ruddy, stiff and distended.


She continued, �I guess
my fun has been watching everyone else slink away thinking no one knew what
they were up to.�  She looked at me.  �And you, kanoodling with Kevin Bales
like that; surprised the shit out of me.�


�What surprised you
more, him or me?�


�You, dammit. I know
how horny you are all the time and how you try to tone it down. So I suppose
I�m more surprised it was with him instead of someone else.�


I smiled, �Like Joe?�


She glared at me, then
smiled when she figured out I was kidding.  �Joe wouldn�t know what to do with
you. Christ, he doesn�t even know what to do with these,� she said, jiggling
her D-sized breasts.


�You want me to go
tease him? See what he does?�


�Do that and I�ll kill
you.�  We both cracked up laughing, kicking our feet in the pool water, before
getting serious again.


�Donna, are you
satisfied with your sex life?�


�Whoa, where did that
come from?� she said, thinking for a moment.  �I suppose I have to answer that
since I�ve been sticking my nose into yours. Basically, I�d say yes, but there
are times��


�When you need more,
right?�


�Maybe I�m still
chasing the elusive homerun orgasm. Shit, sometimes I�m lucky to get a single.�


We talked for a while
longer like that.  I finished my drink and went to shag us both one.  When I
returned to her side, some of the �missing� folks began to resurface.  LuAnn
looked like she�d been run over by a truck, though more than likely she�d been
double teamed by two of the neighborhood men, and if Kevin had been correct,
one was Sean.


Linda and Mike Harris
were back being host and hostess as if that was all they�d been doing.  Jake
was working hard at not being near Jackie, or Sean for that matter.


I sat in silence,
looking at all these people, my neighbors, some with kids, and all with some
sort of hang-up.  The ones who were parents�what did they teach their kids by
example?  Thankfully I had none right now, though like most women I wanted a
child.  Jake didn�t want kids, and now I questioned whether I wanted Jake.


That evening I asked
Jake for a divorce.


The next day, I made an
excuse to call Kevin when I saw his car drive by, and knowing Jenny wasn�t home
yet.


�This is unexpected,
though not unwelcome,� he said when I identified myself on the phone.


�Do you know of a nice
hotel in town?�


�Is that a proposition,
my dear?�


�A limited-time offer.�


�And one I can�t
refuse.�


He picked me up a half
hour later and we drove to a local out-of-the-way motel where he�d just booked
a room.  The clerk gave us a knowing smile as we checked in.  If I looked like
a hooker to him, then so be it.


 The room was
surprisingly clean.  No sooner were we inside the room than we were at each
other�s clothing while we kissed.  We fumbled and touched and somehow managed
to fall to the bed without killing ourselves.  His hands caressed me, lightly
squeezing my taut nipples, until his lips found one and suckled on it.  All I
could do was moan as I reveled in the attention, at the same time my hand found
his erection and did its own squeezing.


Since our foreplay had
been in the pool the day before, (of which we didn�t know at the time) there
was none today.  I lay on my back with my legs spread wide, and he was quick to
get between them and enter me.  No condom, but protection from what?


He was a skilled lover,
making teasingly slow thrusts interspersed with the occasional rapid one that
went deep.  My arms and legs wrapped around him, urging him deeper still.  In
my younger days I had my share of premature ejaculators, yet I knew that Kevin
would not disappoint me.  His pace was perfect, and I felt the rise of sublime
heat at my core, radiating outward, getting me closer and closer�


Every romance novel
cliché was coming to fruition.  Fruition�bearing fruit�with my fruit being
plucked from the tree at its ripest, with him squeezing every last drop of
succulent juice from me.


The walls of my vagina
were being breached by the battering ram that was his cock.  I couldn�t remain
passive, snapping my hips up to meet his thrusts.  The motel bed protested with
the squeal of springs as we fucked, faster and faster until I murmured �I�m�gonna�cummmmmmmmmm,�
and did just that.


He repeated my name
over and over; �Emma�Emma�Emma�,� as wave after wave of convulsive tension and
release swept through me, until it was his turn to climax, filling me with his
warm seed.


Lying in his arms, he
stroked my hair and told me how much this meant to him.  Cupping a breast, he
added, �What a woman!�


�You�re quite the man.
I don�t believe I�ve ever met someone like you.�


�Never too late,� he
said, smiling as he propelled me toward the shower, where we did it again in
soapy splendor.  I caressed him to magnificent stiffness and he then took me
from behind.  We got water everywhere, and when we came, we were both much
louder than the first time, perhaps now that the initial apprehension was
gone.  Thin motel walls be damned; I hoped we gave someone in the next room an
earful.


Back on the bed, I
coaxed him back to hardness and this time I did the work, riding him as high
and proud as any western cowgirl.  I groaned, �Hold my tits,� and he grasped my
bounding, aching breasts as I slid up and down on his fine pole.  This orgasm
had no ramping buildup, instead a precipitous fall off the sexual cliff as I
screamed while my insides twitched and spasmed in glorious rapture.


As we lay there,
exhausted beyond belief, I reflected on Kevin as a lover.  He had
self-confidence well beyond men I�ve slept with, including my husband.  Jake
would ask what I wanted, or whether it felt good to me, but Kevin took it for
granted, I guess, that if it wasn�t good I�d let him know, and merely trusted
in his ability.  Three times, and never did I feel he was thinking of anyone
but me.  Seems so silly that the first time we met I questioned his virility.


�We gonna do this
again?� he asked while teasing one of my nipples.


�Soon,� I said while
teasing his spent, now-flaccid cock.


The clerk�s smirk as we
left made me laugh.  He does think I�m a hooker.  Let him have that fantasy
belief.


Based on neighborhood
gossip, Kevin and I were successful in keeping our affair a secret.  We
christened many a hotel bed in the general area, and jokingly rated each tryst
on the loudness of the bed springs.  He told me Jenny was getting suspicious,
though �She can�t believe I�d ever want to make love to anyone but her,� he
said.


Jake and I still lived
together, though we slept separately.  We still talked of divorce.  Neither of
us had seen a lawyer yet but that time would come soon.


The next neighborhood
party was at Sean�s house.  It should have been awkward for me with Kevin and
Jenny there, but it wasn�t.  We mingled.  People asked in hushed voices about
the state of my marriage.  I was vague in my answers.  At one point, Kevin
moved up close to me and gave my ass a little squeeze.  When I turned around to
look at him, I saw that Sean had been looking and witnessed the tender moment. 
Sean�s expression was of naked jealousy.  I loved it, though perhaps our secret
would soon be made public.  Sean had had his chance and he blew it.  I will be forever
grateful that he did.


�You having a good
time?� Kevin asked.


�It would be a better
time if we could find an empty bedroom upstairs,� I answered.


�Later, later my
lovely,� he whispered as he patted my ass.


Sure enough, as the
evening wound down and people were �disappearing� from the party, Kevin said,
�Now�s our chance.�  I wasn�t surprised that every bedroom in the house had a
closed door and obvious activity going on.  Kevin smiled and pointed toward
what looked to be a closet door.  �In there?� he said.


We hardly had room in
the small enclosure, but my dress went up, his pants went down, and he was
sliding into my extremely wet and willing vagina.  As we fucked we pulled
clothes from hangers and didn�t care.  We faced each other, my back to the
closet wall and my legs wrapped around his waist as I bobbed up and down on his
manhood.  We both tried to stifle our orgasmic noises but weren�t very
successful, as we soon found out.


When we straightened
out our clothes and stepped out of the dark closet, there was Jenny waiting for
us.  I expected a scene.  What I got was a surprise.


�Oh honey,� Jenny said,
�why do you hide?�  She looked me up and down, and added, �If I�d known you
were sleeping with her I would have asked to join you. She�s a babe, and I bet
she�s sweet to eat.�


Kevin laughed so loudly
I thought the entire houseful would come see what was happening.  �You know,
sugar, I think I�ll keep this one all to myself.�


He took me by the arm,
led me to the front door, bid adieu to our friends, walked me down the street
to his home, took me to his bedroom, and took me.  With his lips at my vulva
and his tongue about to flit against my little pleasure-pearl, he said, �She is
right. You are very sweet to eat.�


Oral orgasms were
different with me somehow.  However�and maybe it was my thinking about Jenny�s
proposal�this one was the best.  I sang a happy song as I pulled his head to my
pussy, forcing his tongue deeper, and probably drowning it in buckets of cum
juice.


We soaked the bed in
sweat and other bodily fluids.  For long moments he was the aggressor, and then
I would take over, coaxing every last drop of love juice from the head of his
cock.


�You wouldn�t entertain
your wife�s proposal, would you?�


He gazed at me,
smiling, and said �Why do you ask? Aren�t I enough for you, or are you
insatiable like she is?�


�Oh yes, I�m
insatiable, but only for you,� I answered while trying to spur his marvelously
sore cock into one more erection.


My vision of the future
was hazy, but I knew that I�d found a man who could satisfy me, tamp down the
firestorm of my libido and keep it a controlled burn.


�One more time?� I
asked with a chuckle.


Insatiable? 
Mmmmmmmmmmmmm�


 


The End
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Him


She
was at the water�s edge, in a black bikini that was more revealing than a woman
her age would normally wear.  Of course, I couldn�t say for sure what her age
was, though I guessed she was between forty and fifty.  The revealing black
bikini accentuated her natural skin tone, and contrasted splendidly with her
blond mane.


What
first caught my eye, though, were the impressive beauties barely
contained within her bra.  Hey, don�t get angry; that�s what any red-blooded
male would have ogled first.  The second thing was more interesting.  She was standing
beside a young lady around my age, also in a bikini, who didn�t come close to
matching the elegance and subtle beauty of the older woman.  The resemblance
suggested they were mother and daughter.


I was
drawn to them.


I�m no
muscle man, yet I do stay in shape and the ladies seem to like what they see. 
I walked up to the pair and struck up a conversation, mostly about local
attractions.  They told me about a bar that they liked, one I�d been to and
liked myself though I feigned ignorance.  


I
can�t dignify my actions as a �tactic� but by spending more time speaking with
and paying attention to the younger woman, the mother showed her competitive
nature�and libido�to me, which is what I wanted.


The
mom�s name was Dorothy, the daughter�s Monique.  


Dorothy
said, �Call me Dot,� and so I did.  Monique didn�t tell me what to call her, so
I called her Monique, thinking all the while that I doubted I�d ever call her
�Moaner.�


 


Her


Stop
it, Dorothy Ann, you�re too old to have these kinds of stirrings, I
admonished myself.  Yet this young man did it.  He got my juices flowing simply
by walking over here.  Of course he�s interested in Monique, not me, but why
not have a little fun, do a little flirting.  It couldn�t hurt.


After
he asked about a bar, I suggested a place we enjoyed, and then suggested he
accompany us there.  Monique gave me a dirty look.  I didn�t recognize if the
look was �You�re crazy� or �He�s mine.�  Either way, she�d get over it.  He
told us his name was Dan.


We had
the requisite umbrella-cocktails, though I was sure that, like me, Dan would
rather have had something a little stronger.  My ex could drink anyone under
the table; however I could just about hold my own with him, or with anyone. 
Monique couldn�t.  After another round she was loopy, and I figured that�s when
our new friend would see his opportunity, and take a shot.  My daughter was a
big girl now, and I didn�t feel I had to be overly protective of her.


It
turned out I didn�t have to be.  As the late afternoon progressed, Dan was
talking more with me than with Monique.  I saw it in his eyes, and it sure was flattering. 
Monique didn�t like it, though.  As the conversation�or maybe I�ll think of it
as the seduction�progressed, my sweet daughter figured out the score and was
not going to let her mom win this game.  Dan looked to be a good catch, at
least for a summer fling, and I began to imagine him between my spread thighs,
with the expected moist results within my bikini bottoms.


 


Him


This
was more fun that I thought it would be.  Mom was fucking me with her eyes, and
daughter was ready to throw off her bikini and jump between us, if only to
prevent her mom from being the one.  I thought could I possibly luck out
with a mother-daughter threesome?  I had an erection, which was thankfully
hidden under the table where we sat.  


 �Do
you have any plans for the rest of the evening?� I asked, purposely looking at
Dot when I did.


Monique
jumped in, giggling, �We were going to go to the dance club at the other end of
the beach.  You wanna go?�


I kept
my gaze on Dot, saying, �Is that okay with you, Mom?  I don�t want to intrude.�


She
smiled and said, �Oh, no, no intrusion.  You like to dance?�


�Who
doesn�t?�


 


Her


I�m
not wearing panties tonight, I thought.  Sadly, it�s been quite a
long time since I�ve had a good lay, and I need it badly.  Whether Dan was
trolling for Monique or for me (I�m going to find out tonight, one way or the
other) doesn�t matter.  He�s going to score.  Whether it�s a double score is up
to my daughter.


I wore
the slinkiest, sexiest dress I owned.  My ex always complained when I wore this
dress to a social event because of all the lascivious leers I�d get.  Which is
exactly the effect I�m looking for now.  Monique, bless her heart, knew the
competition and outdid me on the dress.  Hers hugged every one of her ample
curves perfectly.  Her breasts looked glorious.  God bless cleavage!  Whatever
Dan�s motivation, my daughter�s appearance tonight was �I�m ready, come get
me.�


�Oh Mom,
really?� was her comment upon seeing me.


�What?�


�If
you want to get laid, why don�t you just wear a sign?�


�I can
say the same for you, daughter o� mine.  Why don�t we both admit what we want?�


She
looked at me wide eyed, and said, �Both of us�?�


 


Him


This
is quite unlike me; I had no game plan, no set strategy to win the lady.  Maybe
it�s because there were two of them.  A threesome was every man�s dream, I
think.  It certainly was mine.  I liked my chances, so why was I ambivalent
toward the whole idea as I drove to pick them up.  Have I tripped and fallen
for the older woman so much already?


My BMW
usually impresses the ladies more than I do, but when I set eyes on the two
women, my car was the furthest thing from my mind.


I couldn�t
help myself.  �Wow, both of you�so lovely�wow!�  Did I really say �lovely�? 
They�ve gotten to me, that�s for sure.  We were into the car and travelling,
but not before I got a great view of four flashing, tanned legs, all the
way�but not quite�to heaven.


The
club was steamy hot from all the hot beach bodies dancing away.  Mom and
daughter joined right in, dancing frenetically with each other more than with
me, but I didn�t care, I just wanted to watch them, to absorb their combined
raw sexuality much like the power that drew me to them on the beach earlier
today.


We
danced, stopped for drinks, then danced some more.  Once or twice Dot�s dancing
grew so wild, so primal, that the hem of her dress hiked up enough, though just
for a second or two, for me to see firm ass cheeks, tan-lined to perfection. 
Thong or nothing?  What did it matter?


Monique
drew my eyes a little higher.  She was so sweaty that her dress was soaked,
which, like a wet t-shirt contest, highlighted everything that she had to
offer, especially her huge, taut nipples.


Following
another round of drinks, our dancing got kicked up a notch.  Like several
others in the club, we were having sex with our clothes on, the three of us rubbing,
touching, squeezing to the point I was ragingly hard and they were panting. 
Monique worked desperately to grind her pelvis against me, so at one point a
slipped my hand under her tight dress to find the wettest, slipperiest thong on
the planet.  If I had the nerve, I would�ve slipped a finger into deeper discovery. 
Instead, my cock was so hard it hurt, and I danced, dreaming of what could be
upcoming.


After
the two of them returned from a visit to the ladies� room, I was about to make
the proposal when Dot beat me to it.  �Let�s stop off at a package store, pick
up a bottle of champagne, and scoot back to our place, okay?�


Bingo!


 


Her


�I
don�t know if I can go through with this,� she said when we were alone in the
ladies� room.


�Honey,
is it because it�s ME you�re talking to?�


�Maybe,
Mom.  I can�t imagine the same woman who lectured me about safe sex and keeping
my virtue and all that stuff is going to be in bed with me and a virtual
stranger.�


�Look,
sweetheart, you want him, right?  I can see you�re aroused.  Don�t think of me
as your mother, think of me as a girlfriend.�


�Is
that supposed to be any different?�  Girls came into the ladies� room but we
paid them no mind.


�I�ll
let you in on a little secret.�  I pulled her close and told her about my two
college threesomes.  I saw that she was having difficulty fathoming her mother
that way.  After I explained the time I was with two men (�You took two guys
on?� she interjected, incredulously) I filled her in on my other experience. 
�My best friend kept telling me how hung her boyfriend was, so one day I told
her that there must be enough for both of us.  I was teasing, but you should
have seen the gleam in her eye.  She confessed that her boyfriend had actually
told her that he wanted to get into my pants.  She went on to admit that she
often fantasized about us being a threesome.�


�So,
you went for it?�


�Of
course.  The guy turned out to be a fucking HORSE.�  We giggled like two
schoolgirls.


�How
big?�


I left
a long space between my extended palms, and she murmured �Wow!�


We giggled
again.  �Let�s go give Danny boy the fucking of his lifetime,� I said to her,
then added, �You know you come first, baby.  You always have.�


�Thanks,
Mom.�


We
were on fire, and Dan was about to be torched.


 


Him


This
was way beyond my wildest dreams.  No sooner did we arrive at their place,
shoes were kicked off and at least one wet thong got tossed aside, though I
missed watching the actual removal (which maybe was a good thing, since my cock
was already straining my boxers.)  Dot popped the cork and champagne was
poured.


As I
sipped, Dot came right up close and whispered, �Can you take us both?  We�re
going to be demanding, you know.�


I
choked on my last swallow of the bubbly, and feebly answered, �I�ll try.�


She
rubbed the front of my pants and said, �Mmmm, a good sign.�


Monique
polished off two glasses of champagne in minutes and began working on her
third.  She activated an iPod in a docking station, filling the small rental
apartment with some light rock I didn�t recognize.  She danced and drank, while
her mom casually asked me to help her out of her dress.


 


Her


He was
so fucking eager and so fucking hard, I worried that he�d shoot his load before
we ever got down to business.  Monique was probably already half way to orgasm,
the way she pulled off her thong, guzzled the champagne, danced, and oh, not to
mention the rivulets running down her inner thighs.  Did Dan notice, or was he
too focused on me right now?  Damn, her dress had already ridden up to mid-ass
level, so there was no hiding it.


I
turned my back to him and nudged closer.  �Can you please unzip me back
there?�  He coughed, choking on the champagne, and I loved this teasing even
more.  When he finished unzipping, I let the dress fall to the floor.  Since I
wore no undies, he now had all of me to ogle, which is what he did.


He
moaned a few unintelligible syllables as he went straight for my breasts.  Ah,
I knew he was a tit man from the moment he checked me out on the beach.


�What
about yours?� I asked, but by then I was already unbuckling and unzipping him. 
Now that the �goods� were about to be unveiled, Monique took interest in what
we were doing.


�Can I
help?� she asked seductively.


We
stripped him and led him to my bedroom.  Along the way, Monique had bunched her
dress at waist level and left it there, the only thing she was still wearing.


Dan
was speechless.  He wasn�t excessively long or thick, but the damn thing was so
ramrod hard I knew we wouldn�t be disappointed.  My daughter and I took turns
sucking his cock.  I felt it, not knowing if Monique did also; the slight
tremble signaling that he soon would ejaculate.  Of course, the ever-increasing
volume of his moans and groans told me too.


�I�I�I�OOOOOOOOOOOOOhhhhhhhhhh,�
was all he was able to say to accompany the spectacular cum shower Monique and
I received.  On our faces, in our hair, everywhere, he sprayed one magnificent
rope after another.


Monique
actually sighed and muttered �Wow!�


Then
she asked, sounding as innocent as she�d been at ten, �Can you get it up
again?  I�m hot and I wanna fuck!�


That�s
my girl!


I left
them to do some personal clean-up, if you know what I mean, and when I returned
to the bed her ministrations had gotten him hard again and she was pulling him
between her splayed and ever-so-ready thighs.


He
fucked her like the proverbial rabbit and she had two screaming orgasms before
I even had a chance to settle in beside them.


 


Him


�Oh
Goddddddddddd!  OH GOD OH GOD OH GOD OH GODDDDDD!� she screamed louder than
anyone I�ve ever been with.  I got so turned on by my first �screamer� that I
was nailing her so hard the bed was jumping.  That�s when she screamed again. 
Louder!


I
looked over at Dot, and suddenly remembered my first impression on the beach. 
She was a gorgeous lady; though older, the true definition of a MILF.  She was
looking at me, as if studying me while I fucked her daughter.  I was almost
ready to cum, but I wanted my cum deep in the older woman�s vagina.


 


Her


�My
turn,� I said just above a whisper.


His
expression confirmed what I already believed, that he wanted me over my
daughter, and wasn�t that a rush!  I pushed him onto his back and without
another word, mounted him, sliding that hard cock all the way.  I rode him
hard.  My tits bounced so much they ached, but that didn�t compare to the
�ache� of having gone so long without sex, an ache I was in the process of
soothing quite nicely.


I
glanced down at him, seeing the kid-on-the-rollercoaster look staring back. 
�Don�t you cum on me yet,� I said, even as I knew it was too late.


�Arghhhhhhhhhh�hot
damn!� he hollered as he bucked his hips and shot his hot stream deep inside
me.


�You
owe me one, you know.�


Actually,
both Monique and I wanted to collect, so we worked our female wonders on the
young lad until he was solid once more.  I rode him again.  Monique climbed
aboard the other �saddle,� straddling his face.  We were facing each other, mom
and daughter, bouncing and swaying and otherwise slowly approaching the magic
kingdom of O.


Never
in a million years would I have imagined we�d be like this, Monique and I fucking
the same man at the same time.  As if she read my mind, her eyes opened and
caught mine.  She slowly reached her arms out to me and I took her in an
embrace.  


It had
been a while since I hugged my girl, never mind we were now naked and bouncing
in unison upon our shared fuck-buddy.  I was getting closer to cumming when I
remembered the times I explained sex (�the birds and the bees�) to her, and her
wide-eyed, preteen amazement.  She�d grown up, and now I got to witness�and
participate, really�in the epiphany of her libido.  


Dan
was mumbling something but it was muffled by Monique�s wet and hungry cunt.  As
before, I muttered, �Don�t you cum yet,� probably not loud enough for him to
hear.


Monique
was rocking wildly, and I saw that Dan�s tongue was indeed trying to keep up. 
She leaned toward me and embraced me again as the throes of orgasm wracked her
body with an earthquake tremor and a howl of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.


 That
did it.  I exploded, and the shock wave radiated outward from my groin, through
my torso and into my brain, where fireworks I hadn�t experienced in ages lit up
my mind�s sky.


Danny
Boy had two wailing and trembling women on him and he couldn�t do much except
enjoy the ride, though I wasn�t quite sure if he could breathe enough to enjoy
it.  Therefore, I sort of pushed my quaking daughter off him before fucking him
with renewed energy, a sexual energy I wasn�t sure this old lady still had in
her.


 


Him


This
must be heaven!  After having the younger woman dribble liters of pussy juice
down my throat, and the older woman easily drawing the last ounces of semen
from my balls, here was Mom banging away again on top, her glorious tits mashed
into my chest while her tongue snaked into my mouth.  Damn, she must be
tasting her own daughter�s cum on my lips, I thought, and that�s when I
came again.


�Oh,
fuck me!� I yelled, as it seemed my whole insides were pulsing out of my cock.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhh,
Goddddddddddddddddddd!� she screamed as another orgasm swept through her.


They sort
of collapsed around me, and we lay on the bed for a long while.  Hot damn, I
didn�t think I�d ever get it up again but the girl�s touch was doing it, and
her mom looked like a vulture checking out carrion as she watched my cock rise
from the dead.


 


Her


�You�re
a mighty good boy,� I said to Dan as he fucked me doggie.  Monique took her
number and was awaiting her turn.


Dan
had his arms around me, kneading my breasts as he pounded.  Now that he�d
fucked us a few times, his staying power was better, so I climaxed long before
he would have.  Just as good as its predecessors, this orgasm shook me to the
core.  Juices sluiced down my inner thigh as I leaned back and whispered to
him, �Monique�save your last for her.�


He
took her from behind as well.


I
watched them, in awe of their youthful vigor, as I looked fondly back on this
evening.  There was no doubt in my mind I needed this.  It had been so long. 
Too long.  What added to the whole experience was sharing it with my daughter. 
She was a sexual woman, not my little girl, just as she�s seen me (I hoped) as
a sexual woman and not her old mom.


Oh, to
be young again, two bodies in their prime humping away, not a care in the world
except getting off!  Monique�s head was thrown back as she moaned her
approaching glory.  Dan�s tight little ass muscles tensed and relaxed on each
thrust, looking so great I had to touch him.  When he felt my hand caress his
ass, he turned to me and smiled dreamily.


Monique�s
moan slowly built to a low wail until she let her arms relax, and her head fell
to the bed.  What sounded like crying was really her orgasmic vocalization,
which along with whatever was contracting her insides triggered his
ejaculation.  Dan�s ass scrunched tight, while his cock visibly throbbed within
the walls of her glistening wet vulva.  He still had enough, bless him, to
deliver a rewarding creampie.


 


Him


No
sooner do I cum then they�re pushing me to get dressed and hustling me out the
door.


�Can I
see you again?� I ask Dot, before realizing I should�ve asked Monique, not her
mother, but it�s too late.


Dot
stood at the door, in only an unbelted robe, and she looked like no other older
woman I�ve ever seen.  I wanted more of her. She said, �Didn�t we give you
enough to tell your drinking buddies for years to come?�


�It�it�s
not�like that.  You�re��


She
placed a fingertip at my lips and said, �Sssh, just enjoy what you had.  Don�t
over-think this whole thing.�  She then kissed me on the cheek, and said,
�Maybe we�ll see you on the beach sometime.�


Her
tone said the opposite; I�d never see them again, yet I knew the memory of this
hot woman would always stay with me.   I answered, �Sure, see you around,� and
didn�t look back as the door closed.  


I just
got used, but that didn�t make me feel too badly at all.


 


Her


�Well,
how was that?� I asked my daughter as she lay sprawled across my bed, lazily
running a finger in and around her cum-drenched labia.


�Oh
Mom, I still can�t believe it.  You and me�both.  And he was trying to pick you
up all along.  Amazing!�


�I
guess that means �Yes Mom, I had a great time.� �


That
cracked her up.  �You�re the best, Mom,� she declared, and then more to herself
than me, she added, �A threesome�sharing a man with my mother!�


�Let�s
get dressed and get some dinner,� I said.  �Who knows, maybe we can bring home
someone for dessert.�


�Yes!�


More
good quality mother-and-daughter time to come; we both needed it.
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Oh,
do I hate looking in the mirror!  Allow me to elaborate: wrinkles; crow's feet
around the eyes; my tits sagging more and more�no, it wasn�t a pretty picture.  Hollywood
creates the illusion of sexy older women, but now past fifty I don�t feel sexy
at all.  I can�t remember the last time I had a �stirring in my loins,� as
romance novelists would often write.  Alas, maybe it was back when my tits
didn�t sag.


I shouldn�t
stand here in front of my bathroom mirror any longer and torture myself; I
worked out as much as I could but I wasn�t holding off the ravages of age. 
Besides, my husband Peter was bringing home another of his �projects,� so I�ll
put aside my self-pity for the time being and be the proper wife.


At a
time when men�s midlife crises often are linked to toys, like flashy sports
cars or young bimbos, my husband�s seemed to be manifested in humanitarianism. 
He routinely helps men at work �get back on their feet� after some economic
calamity.  Often, when I meet them, I easily recognize the character flaw that
will inevitably bring about future calamities; flaws my husband can�t, or won�t
see.  I often wished he satisfied these urges by building houses like Jimmy
Carter did instead of tending to his �strays.�


�Honey,
this is Jacob,� Peter introduced the unshaven man to me when they arrived.  �I
invited him to stay in the room above the garage for a week or two until he
gets the subsidized apartment he�s been promised.�


With
a little uncertainty, I took Jacob�s offered handshake.  �Nice to meet you,
ma�am,� he said.  �I appreciate your hospitality, and I�ll try not to be an
intrusion.�


Contrary
to his hardscrabble appearance, his voice was melodious, and his manners seemed
to transcend my first impression of him, which was probably tainted by those
who preceded him to my door.


�You
won�t be an intrusion, I�m sure. Welcome,� I said.


Peter
helped him with his meager things, showing him the guestroom above the garage
that had once been our son�s bedroom, as well as the guest bath.  Peter urged
him to relax and shower, and that dinner would be served soon.  Of course,
dinner was my responsibility, not my over-generous husband�s.


With
cooking almost finished, I walked up to the guestroom to see if Jacob found
everything okay and to let him know about dinner.  As I climbed the stairs, I
caught a glimpse of a naked Jacob walking from the shower to the bedroom.  My
breath caught as I saw how great the lean man looked.  Okay, I thought, maybe
this was the stirring of my loins I so dearly missed.  Thankful he hadn�t
seen me, I scurried back to the kitchen.


When
Jacob came down for dinner, he was clean-shaven, and smelled a whole lot better
than when he had entering the house.  I probably blushed, thinking of the afterimage
I had of him naked.  Dinner proved to be more awkward than usual, perhaps
because unlike all the others, he was so nice.


Peter,
maybe sensing something in the other man, kept up a steady litany of
superlatives about me; how well I cooked, how well I kept up the house, and so
forth.  Jacob was profuse in his thanks, with pleasing comments on the food and
the house�s cleanliness and order.


Later
that night in bed, I thought about the pang of arousal, long missing from me,
when I�d seen Jacob�s body.  Peter and I didn�t have much of a sex life, and
only on rare occasions did my husband ever get aroused to the point of an
erection.  I brought up the subject of ED once but that went nowhere, so
without Viagra or Cialis my sex life disappeared too. I know what you�re
thinking�masturbation or an affair�but I wasn�t brought up that way.  I stifled
my libido years ago, which made today�s twinge the surprise it had been.


I
wasn�t due to return to my semi-seasonal job for another two months so I used
the time to reapply homemaker skills as well as some light do-it-yourself jobs
around the house while Peter worked.  I was using a carpet shampooer on the
hall carpet when I heard the front door.  It was Jacob.


�I
hope I didn�t startle you, Ma�am.� he said, probably reacting to the look of
surprise on my face, since I hadn�t expected him so early or to arrive alone. 
He explained as he hung up his jacket, �Peter said to come on here since he�s
working late and I was done my shift.�


I
asked him if he would like a coffee.  He said it would be nice, then offered to
finish the rug shampooing while I made it, �It�s the least I can do in
repayment for your hospitality,� he said.  When coffee was ready and the carpet
cleaned, we sat in the kitchen and talked between sips.  He kept thanking us
for taking him in, saying, �Your husband�s not only a good man, but he�s a
lucky one too to have such a fine wife.�


�Oh,
I don�t know much about �fine�, but thanks for the compliment,� I said.


�To
heck with that false modesty stuff, you�re a beauty and I hope Peter
appreciates that and tells you every day.�


Did
my husband appreciate me?  He certainly never tells me I�m a beauty, I
thought.  �Thank you, Jacob. I guess most of the time I don�t think much of my
aging self, and certainly not in terms of beauty.�


He
made one of those scoffing �Pshaw� sounds, and then said.  �Your mirror must be
broken. I see a beautiful woman sitting there, but I apologize for being so
forward, seeing I made you blush.�


My
face wasn�t the only place that grew warm.  What was I thinking, getting
aroused like this with a stranger? It�s been awhile, but I knew arousal, and I
was damned horny.  Could he sense it, see it?


�It�s
okay, Jacob. You made my day.�


Finishing
his coffee, he said, �Best I go shower before dinner.�  He hesitated, then
added, �If you�d like, I can help with the dinner preparations�for a
hard-working Peter.�


When
I heard the water running, I pictured him naked as I�d seen him the day before,
and my vulva itched with desire. Please, Peter, come home quickly and take my
mind away from Jacob.


Jacob
turned out to be a knowledgeable cook.  He took my plans and turned them
upside-down, pulling spices and other ingredients from my cabinets I didn�t
remember were even there.  He cooked and I got out of the way, though I
listened intently to his running commentary on what he was doing.


Dinner
was superb.  Peter was ebullient in his praise, which I quickly deflected from
me to its rightful target.  �My, my, Jacob. Another hidden talent. Thank you,
my good man.�


Jacob
tried to push some of it back on me, but I said, �Now who�s into false
modesty?� leaving my husband mystified as to what that meant.


Evening
was playing cards and television viewing, but mostly just good old-fashioned
conversation.  After Jacob went off to bed, I tried to get Peter excited, but
he begged off, saying he was tired after a long day.  No wonder I fell asleep
dreaming of Jacob and awoke bathed in sweat.


Several
days went by like that; Jacob home before Peter, helping me around the house,
fixing dinner. I was getting accustomed to having him around, my horniness
somewhat abated, but my fondness for him growing nonetheless.


One
afternoon, I showered and put on a long-forgotten black negligee and matching
black stockings.  Standing before my mirror, I broke down and cried, thinking
of what Jacob had said.  I had become too harsh in my self-assessment.  Sure, I
was sagging and widening, but altogether I looked good compared to other women
my age that I knew.  Just then, I heard the door downstairs, so I threw on my
robe to cover up.  Jacob was home.


�Ma�am,
are you okay? Forgive me for prying, but you�ve been crying, it looks like.�


�I�m
okay, Jacob, I really am. Just a little afternoon blues, I guess.�


�Go
rest then. I�ll worry over dinner. Go take a nap, or read a book.�


�You�re
a sweet man,� I said, before going to my bedroom.  


I
felt guilty about leaving dinner preparation to him, but I felt guiltier about
how I was thinking of him.  I dropped the robe to the floor and faced my
bedroom mirror once again.  I looked at the woman reflected back at me, clad in
a sexy-looking negligee, and began to touch myself as I hadn�t done in years. 
I closed my eyes and dreamed of Jacob touching me, loving me, and the orgasm
came swiftly and powerfully.


�Ohhhhhh,
Goddddddddddddddddd,� I muttered as I convulsed, my knees almost buckling from
the power of the climax.  I lay on the bed for a while, soaking in the
afterglow of the first orgasm I�d had in ages, before I sighed, changed out of
the nightwear, and joined Jacob in the kitchen.


As I
entered the kitchen, the aroma was captivating.  �How did you learn to cook
like this?� I asked.


�Surprisingly,
in the Army,� he said with a laugh.  �I caught the fever, I guess, and wanted
to learn more about recipes and spices and such, which I did, sort of
self-taught.�


�You�re
quite a man,� I said, and then I kissed him on the cheek.


I
thought he�d die, given his reaction to the kiss.  He stammered, then made a
comment about a �cold shower.�  I couldn�t believe the bulge I saw at the front
of his jeans when I took a surreptitious glance down there.


�It�s
okay if you want to take a shower before dinner. I can finish up here,� I told
him. I knew he would masturbate in the shower, and felt proud that he�d be
thinking of me when he did.


I
was whistling merrily when Peter came home, openly wondering why I was so
happy.  I couldn�t rightly tell him, could I?


Jacob
was quiet throughout dinner.  He may have been troubled by his arousal, though
I wasn�t in the least.  It was a nice feeling, being lusted after.  Peter
begged off once more when we were in bed, so perhaps that�s when I made my
decision.


I
waited for the moment to be right.  One day when Jacob arrived from work, I was
ready for him, again wearing the negligee set under my robe.  He said, �You
under the weather again, Ma�am?� when he saw me in the robe as I had been that
other day.


�I�m
feeling fine, Jacob, really fine.�  That�s when I let the robe fall.


His
eyes grew wide.  I saw the lust in them.  �I�I�I don�t�think this is
right�Peter��


�Peter
won�t be home in a while, and we both know this was going to happen, so��


I
walked to him and we kissed.  His reluctance, born of both general decency and
a sense of gratitude toward my husband, soon evaporated under my onslaught. 
The kiss unleashed the hunger that had grown in both of us.  His clothes
recklessly pulled off, we fell to the sofa.  My hand found his erect member as
we kissed.  I�d seen him naked the first day he was here, yet the feel of his
substantial, rock-hard cock still drew a gasp from my lips.


He
moved from atop me, squirming down between my legs, which I spread for him. 
His tongue and lips sent me over the edge first. The orgasm was swift and
strong. I cried out as he sucked intently on my clitoris.


He
muttered an epithet that had always been my sexual response: �Oh God!�


Little
else was said, or needed to be said, as he slipped between my splayed legs and
slid his length into my wet (yes, amazing!) and willing vagina.  Our eyes
locked as he thrust; I nodded ever so slightly as I hugged him to my bosom and
wrapped my legs around his midsection.  Jacob was bigger than Peter, and so he touched
me in ways I�d never before experienced, his steady rhythm pushing me up the
mountainside of sexual fulfillment.  His thrusting pace grew more urgent as our
lips came together.  With a union of eyes, mouths, torsos, and sex organs, we
climaxed together.  I screamed aloud as I shook.  I felt his cock spasm deep
within me, one ejaculated rope after another bathing my cervix in hot semen. 
Thinking about that bath, I orgasmed again, convulsing and screaming madly
while he held on.


He
tried to say something, perhaps to apologize or rationalize the sex, but I
wouldn�t let him, placing a finger to his lips.  I did the talking.


�You�re
a special man,� I said.  �I needed this more than you�ll ever know, and don�t
worry, Peter will never know about what we just did. He�s a good man and a
great husband, but he can�t make me feel like you just did. I�m not ashamed to
admit it. Thank you.�


�You�re
the special one,� he told me.  �I haven�t�been�with a woman in so long.  From
that first day you and Peter invited me into your house, I�ve lusted�I admit
it�lusted after you.  I feel like I�ve stolen something, maybe hurting Peter in
the process, but what we did was�so right, so�so wonderful��


�And
so fast,� I answered, cutting him off.  �Let�s take a shower, and maybe we can
go a little slower and savor it more.�


We
did just that.  He grew hard again and took me from behind under the hot shower
spray.  He was more relaxed this time, with none of the repressed sexual
tension that had driven him earlier.  His thrusts were almost teasingly long. 
Several times I reached behind me and pulled him, urging him on, deeper, deeper
still.


My
cunt hadn�t had this much action in years, so there was no doubt I�d be very
sore tomorrow, but that would be tomorrow, not today.  Today, I would cum
again.


�Ohhhhhhhhhh
Goddddddddddddd, I�m cumming, I�m cumming!� I squealed with delight.


�Me
too,� he moaned, as I felt his cock buck.  �Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!�


After
a long, waterlogged kiss, we washed the smell of sex from each other, dried and
dressed.  I hoped we looked �normal� enough when Peter arrived home.  If we hadn�t
succeeded, he nevertheless said nothing to indicate he suspected anything had
happened between Jacob and me, except for our ritual of cooking dinner
together.


During
dinner and throughout the evening, Jacob and I exchanged glances�glances made
for lovers.  Before he went off to bed, I waited for a moment when Peter wasn�t
around and kissed Jacob on the cheek, whispering, �I want you again tomorrow.
I�m yours to do what you please.�


I
was naked and waiting the following day when he came home from work. We must
have both anticipated the moment so much, we were like animals in heat by the
time we hit his bed.  My cunt was indeed sore, as I�d predicted, but being with
him elicited more than enough natural lubrication to get me past the
irritation, surprising myself along the way.  I couldn�t remember ever being this
wet, never mind over the past decade or so.  He took me doggie-style, and my
orgasm was exquisite.  For some reason I�d never been a fan of this
position�maybe it was too primitive for my rather puritan upbringing�but the
way his erection rubbed my clit convinced me otherwise.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!�
I yelled in one long scream of orgasmic bliss, as wave after wave swept over
me.  I was so overwhelmed by my climax I didn�t know he came.  I knew only by
the creamy, oozing dribble from between my engorged, swollen labia.


Once
more, we showered and dressed, well before Peter arrived home.


Every
day was a new position, or some wrinkle added to our lovemaking.  Regardless of
how sore my muscles would be later�or how sore my cunt was�I did my share of
the �leading,� climbing astride his pole in various ways, impaling myself in
copulating delight.  One day I asked Jacob if he�d ever taken a woman anally. 
He blushed and admitted he had when he was younger and in the Army.  I asked
him what it was like from a man�s perspective.  He blushed again and told me
his partner had been a �foreigner� and seemed to love it, and that to him it
just felt �different.�


�Would
you like to do that to me?�


�Have
you ever�?�


I
said, �One time in college when I had too much to drink, but the guy was a jerk,
and maybe I thought it was too gross to enjoy anyway.�


�But
now�?�


�Now�it�s
with you, and I know it will be�different.�


He
smiled because I�d used his word.


He
spread some jelly we found in the medicine cabinet around my anus, and poked
the head of his cock past my sphincter.  I gasped, and he asked if I wanted him
to stop.  I whispered �No� and he pushed farther inward.


He
was hesitant, so I murmured �Fuck me, please! Do it!�


The
�manimal� in him had returned and he fucked my ass hard, spooned up behind me
as we lay on our side. The threshold between pleasure and pain was blurred
enough that I wasn�t sure which side of the doorway I was standing, yet when
his fingertips found my clit and began stroking, I was clearly on the pleasure
side, before I knew it, I was cumming intensely.  The orgasmic convulsions
squeezed my sphincter, holding him fast as he began coating my rectum with
ejaculate.  The spasms did something to me that no vagina sensation could.  I
screamed louder than before as the biggest orgasm I�d ever had swept me away.


Anal
sex was my late-in-life discovery for sure. 


The
day that Jacob came home and announced his apartment had come available was the
saddest.  Peter may have suspected something based on my reaction to the news,
though I hoped he hadn�t.  As Jacob cleared out his meager things, he slipped
me a small piece of paper with his new address handwritten upon it.


Oh
yes, now I visited his place for afternoon delight as often as I could.


About
a month after Jacob moved out of our guestroom, Peter brought another man home;
another �stray� that he felt compelled to help.  This guy was Taylor, a very
large, muscled young man with a shy demeanor and a dimpled smile.


�Maybe
you�d like to take a shower before dinner?� I asked before showing him to our
guestroom where he would stay for a few weeks.


When
I heard the shower water shut off, I made an excuse and went upstairs.  I
waited around the hall corner for Taylor to emerge from the shower, in much the
same place I first saw Jacob�s naked body.  Taylor didn�t disappoint.  His body
looked chiseled from a single block of marble, and his cock was equally
impressive.  I stared as long as I could without being discovered, all the
while imagining his strong arms holding me, his cock rigid and ready at my
labial doorstep, and his tight, muscular ass poised to clench on every thrust
into my hungry vulva.


Maybe
tomorrow I�ll stay home and not visit Jacob, I thought.


My
cunt ached thinking of Taylor through dinner and into the evening.  I was ready
to fuck another �stray� and couldn�t get over it.  Stray was the right word,
both for these men and for what I was doing, straying from my marriage vow and
my upbringing.  But I had to do it�the late-in-life itch needed to be
scratched.


Tomorrow
would be interesting, seeing if Taylor could scratch that itch. 


So
incredibly wet�.


The
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�I�m
going to kill him!� I mumbled to myself.


It
looked as if my husband stood me up again.  He knew how important company galas
like this were to my career, and yet here I was alone once more and as always
wondering if that fact by itself would hurt my image in our corporate mindset.


 
I wore my best red cocktail dress and the sexy heels that accentuated my legs. 
Let�s face it, looks go a long way in getting ahead in the corporate world, so
I shamelessly exploited everything I�ve got.  I enjoyed the way my male
colleagues looked at me at these functions, and therefore one of the reasons I
was upset at Aaron�s absence.  Before long the whole lot of them would be
hitting on me; and my husband�s presence usually tamped their ardor.  Yes, I
was pissed off at him.


This
bash was to celebrate the exceptional year we�d just completed.  We were at a
posh local hotel, where the company had rented the ballroom as well as an
outdoor pavilion that included an elaborately decorated gazebo.  The sultry
summer evening kept most of the participants inside, so I took my nursed
cocktail outside to avoid the come-ons from some of my more obnoxious
colleagues. 


A
man I vaguely recognized approached me.  Here goes, I thought.  I told myself
to be civil, no matter what.


�Not
enjoying the party?� he asked.  I noticed his drink was pretty much finished.


I
smiled and said, �I suppose I could ask you the same question.�


�Touché.�


As
was usually the case, we stood there and checked each other out.  He looked
familiar, yet I couldn�t place how I knew him.  He was over six feet tall, with
a touch of gray at the fringes of his expensive haircut.  His suit probably
cost a bundle, perhaps hand-tailored.  Not pretty-boy handsome, but ruggedly
so.  An attractive man; was he someone worth knowing in the company?


He
proffered his hand.  �I�m Mike Seldon.�


For
a moment I froze.  No wonder I recognized him; he was our CEO!  Pulling myself
together, I took his hand, shook it while giving him my name, all the while
hoping he didn�t feel my nervousness.


�Ah�the
VP of Asian Marketing.  I thought I recognized you, Sharon.  You�ve done a
stellar job in growing share.  The whole company is proud of you.�


�Thank
you, Mr. Seldon.  Couldn�t do what we did without a great team.�


�It
starts with a great team leader, and call me Mike, please.�  The urge to kill
my husband returned, though for a different reason.  He should be here to
listen to what Mr. Seldon was saying about me.  Me!  He offered his arm, �Shall
we return to the party?�


I
slid my arm around his and we walked back into the hotel ballroom.  The stares
we received were unbelievable.  Mr. Seldon didn�t seem to mind at all.  Since
he wasn�t wearing a ring, I wondered if he was married, and then wondered why I
needed to know.  Surely, all married men didn�t wear wedding rings, did they?


I
thought that once inside he�d leave me adrift and hobnob with folks higher-up the
food chain than little old me.  I thought wrong.


�I
need to freshen this up,� he said, indicating his empty glass.  �You want
another?  Maybe champagne?�  Still arm in arm, he guided me toward the open
bar.


�Champagne
sounds great, Mr. Seldon.�


He
stopped and looked down at me like he was scolding a child.  �I said it�s Mike,
okay?�


I
sensed what it must be like to suffer his wrath, until he gleamed a smile. 
�Sorry, Mike,� I said lamely.


�That�s
better, Sharon.  No reason we can�t be on a first name basis.�  His smile was
golden as he got us each our drinks.  It was humorous, in a way, how people
moved aside to let us pass, even in effect letting us cut in line.  The
experience sure was exhilarating.


I
wondered once more if he was married, and if yes, whether the wife was here. 
Almost psychically at that moment he asked me, �Is your husband here?  I�m
assuming a lady as beautiful as you are must have a dashing husband at her
side.�


I�m
sure I blushed.  �I don�t know about the dashing part, but yes, I�m married,
and the jerk should�ve been here by now.�  I took a long sip of the fine
champagne, still mulling over what was surely a first pass.


What
was truly amazing was that he didn�t ditch me.  I held his arm as he made the
rounds of the party, congratulating everyone he spoke with, including specific
kind words for some of the people, as if he studied them prior to tonight.  I
thought that was cool until I realized that maybe he�d scouted me too, which
was a bit unsettling.


I
had to admit the champagne was some of the best I�ve ever tasted.  Again, as if
reading my mind he said, �Oh, looks like it�s time for a refill.�


Back
to the bar, and then more kibitzing.  I caught a glimpse of a couple of my
colleagues talking and giving me the evil eye, surely envious of the attention
that Mike Seldon was giving me.  Mr. Seldon was taking every opportunity to
introduce me to all the top executives, including a couple of Board members
who�d attended.  He introduced me as �a VP that�s going places in this
company��  The way he touched me�oh so innocently on the small of my back and
on my arm�made me wonder what one of those �places� may be.  The greater
question was whether I would go.


During
a break where no one was currying his favor, he leaned closer to me and
whispered, �This looks like a good time to escape.  Why don�t we slip outside
to that fancy gazebo and talk, okay?�


�Oh,
sure,� I said meekly.  I chastised myself; meek wouldn�t cut it with this man. 
I needed to show I was bold and decisive.


Surprisingly,
only a few were enjoying the late evening air, and we had the gazebo all to
ourselves.  By then I had mixed feelings about my husband�s absence.  Mike Seldon
was a great looking man, and he surely had designs on me.  All the signals were
there.  I was very much enjoying his attention, but did I want it to go
further?  Would I have spent all this time with him if my husband had been
here?


Even
with my champagne-dulled senses, I knew a seduction when one came my way.  As
we conversed, Mike drew closer to me and soon his hand was sliding slowly yet
inexorably up my stockinged leg.  When he reached the top of my hose, he
whistled lightly and said, �Sharon, how marvelous to find a woman wearing a
garter belt.  I like that sexy sophistication in my women.�


�Your
women?� I said.   �Since when?�


�Ah,
since you decided to remain on my arm this fantastic evening.�  His hand moved
to the crotch of my panties and he gently slid his fingers underneath.  �Of
course if it weren�t so, you�d be pushing my hand away.  Alas, my hand
remains.�


No,
it didn�t simply remain.  His fingertips drew circles over my mons, nearing but
never quite touching my clit.  With a man not my husband having his hand inside
my panties, crazily my first thought was not guilt, but regret for not having
shaved myself smooth.  His fingertips circled and circled, and when I moaned I
made no attempt to stifle the sound escaping from my parted lips.


�Mmmmmm,
your panties have such a divine feel to them.  Are they fine silk?  What color
are they?� he asked, his fingertips closer�


 �White�white,
but not real silk...feels like it��


�Ah
yes, indeed.  White is a virgin�s color.  Are you my virgin?� he said, yet his
voice gave no hint at a leer, as most men would express delivering that
line.  His fingers stopped circling, as one gently slipped between the folds of
my now-soaked labia and probed upward for my clitoris.


�Ah�ah�I�I�� 
I couldn�t say what I wanted to say in answer to his provocative question.  As
he began to finger fuck me, I finally said the one word that mattered, �Yes!�


Literally
seconds before I was going to cum�my eyes closed and my head thrown back in
anticipation�he stopped and asked if I�d go with him to his room.  �You�ll love
my suite.  Its king bed is impressive, with a fine collection of well-placed
mirrors.  The Jacuzzi tub is exquisite.�


I
couldn�t say no.  So close.  So close I�d been, and I was still at the crest of
that beautiful wave.  He led me through a side entrance and up to his suite on
a high floor.  Luckily we saw no one from the party along the way.  Undressing
was a blur.  Naked, he removed the last of my garments�the heretofore mentioned
silky white panties�sliding them sensuously down my legs as I stood before his
genuflecting form.  


When
the panties were in his hands, he sniffed them, and looking up into my eyes
said �Ah, the sweet nectar of arousal.  May I partake of its accompanying
ambrosia?�


So
much bullshit, but I was already his and he knew it.  He laid me down on the
bed and after running his tongue up the inside of my leg, he located my
throbbing clit.  I was so enthralled with his seduction I barely noticed his
superb physique, though his splendid tumescence did register in my subconscious
mind.  As he probably was with everything he did, his cunnilingus technique was
masterful, and soon my back arched, my toes curled, and I wailed my release.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh
Goddddddddddddddddddd!�  Any reservations about what I was doing were gone as
soon as that first orgasmic wave crashed against me and I reveled in the
exhilaratingly sweet contractions deep within.


He
was splendidly hard and I begged him to fuck me.  �I�ll get a condom,� he said.


�Nooooooo! 
Fuck me�bareback�please. Now!� I cried out.


�That�s
my girl,� he said as, instead of mounting me missionary as I thought (since
after all I was on my back with my legs spread), he positioned me on my stomach
over a couple of pillows, and entered me from behind.


He
was right about the mirrors.  I could watch him slowly slide into me, almost as
a voyeur, yet unlike a voyeur I felt every beautiful sensation.  How could he
know this was my favorite position?  His initial rhythm was slow and sinuous,
not only going in and out but also having a circular component.  He was driving
me wild.  I couldn�t tell how much of my incredible arousal was due to fucking
my handsome CEO, his skill, or me able to watch us in the many mirrors, but he
needn�t have picked up his thrusting pace to put me over the top.  My face
buried in the folds of the rumpled sheets couldn�t stifle the scream.  


�Ohhhhhh
Godddddddddddddddddddddddddd, I�mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm,
Cummmmmmmmingggggggggggggggggggggg!�


He
was slamming into me by that time and my orgasmic convulsions kept going on and
on, so that technically when he grunted and moaned at the moment of his
release, we came together.


Semen
oozed from my swollen pussy as I hugged him on the bed, grasping his cock and
feeling the last liquid vestiges of his ejaculation ooze out as well.  He
kissed me, then said, �Let�s shower, and then see if any partiers remain.�


In
the shower he grew hard again and slid easily into me from behind.  This time
he was more urgent right from the start, thrusting until my vagina walls began
to vibrate (at least that�s what it felt like to me); a precursor to an exquisite
orgasm.


We
came together once again.  My sounds echoed loudly in the enclosed shower.


It
took us a while to overcome temptation and get dressed, eventually returning to
the party, which was still going strong.  �Nothing like free booze and food to
keep the moochers here,� he said derisively.


Taking
his arm again, we mingled.  He said all the right words, thanked all the people
he hadn�t thanked earlier, shook a lot of hands, and withstood all the
sycophantic fawning.


And
there, standing near the far wall, dressed in his best navy suit, was Aaron. 
Our eyes met as he lifted his glass in salute.  With my guard down, I was
certain he could read me like a book and knew everything I�d just done.  I
excused myself from Mike and with dread went to speak with my husband.


�I
see you�ve kept yourself amused without me,� he said.


�Nothing
of the sort.  That�s Mike Seldon, our CEO, and he�s been introducing me to all
the top execs, honey.  He�s a nice man; you have to meet him.�


�I
suppose I do,� he said, sighing.  �If my wife is sleeping her way to the top,
the least I can do is meet her�ahem�conduit.  Does he?  Have a big �conduit�
that is?�


�Oh
stop it!  I�m not sleeping my way to the top.�


He
grabbed one of my wrists and leaned closer to speak.  �We both know your
post-coital look.  Don�t waste your breath saying otherwise.  You just fucked
him upstairs in his no-doubt presidential suite, and you see it as career
enhancement.�


He
was right.  I didn�t waste any more breath lying to him.  Silence was the alternative. 
We stood there like wallflowers and watched the rest of the party.  My eyes
were mostly on Mike, as more than likely Aaron�s were too.


When
Mike Seldon broke away from a group and approached us, I saw Aaron tense out of
the corner of my eye.  Mike said, extending his hand to my husband, �You must
be the lucky man.  I�m Mike.�


�Aaron,�
he answered while shaking Mike�s hand.


I
completed the introduction, as if I hadn�t already told my husband who Mike
Seldon was.  I cringed in anticipation that Aaron would display his sarcastic
wit by making a comment on Mike�s use of the word �lucky,� but for once Aaron
buttoned his lip.


If
only Mike had done the same.


�Aaron,
how would five hundred thousand dollars sound?�


�Excuse
me?�


�I�d
like to�let�s just say� �rent� your wife for about a month.  Yes, a month would
be about right.�


�Are
you kidding?  Is this some kind of trick you play on your executives and their
spouses?�


Mike
chuckled, �No, not at all.  I�m deadly serious.  I�d like to borrow your wife for
about a month while we�re finalizing a huge, but tricky acquisition.  My
counterpart with this other company likes to see everyone happily married, and
since I�m not, I need to pretend I am, and that�s where your wife comes in. 
She�d be my wife, at least until we complete the deal.�


�You�re
out of your mind,� Aaron said.  �I still say this has to be some sort of a
joke.�


Mike
turned to me, �How can I be any clearer?  I want to buy your services, and I�m
offering you and your husband here a half-million reasons to agree.�


Even
after fucking him twice, I still grew indignant at his insinuation I could be
�rented.�  �You mean I�d be your whore as well as stand-in wife?�


�Now,
now, it�s not as if we haven�t already crossed that line, yes?�


I
felt like slapping him, my job be damned, but Aaron spoke up before I did
anything rash.  �Since you�re the businessman, let�s negotiate.  Seems you�ve
already found out what a hot fuck she is, then maybe I�ll�we�ll�consider it for
a million.  Might make her the highest priced escort in the history of mankind,
but I think she�s worth it.�  At the last, he looked at me and smirked.


Your
point is well taken, especially the �highest priced� part.  Why don�t we split
the difference, call it seven hundred and fifty thousand dollars for services
rendered?  On Monday I�ll get a contract written up and if agreed upon, get the
money into your account.  And don�t even think about something frivolous like
claiming sexual harassment.  I�ll have that covered.�


I
looked first at my husband and then at Mr. Seldon.  �Don�t I get a say in all
this?�


�In
some respects you already have,� Mike said, �but signing the contract will be
sufficient �say� I think.  Your services will be spelled out, explicitly.�


Aaron
said, �Services,� as if he was tasting the word, thinking about it.


Now
I fought the urge to slap my husband.  How could he so blithely consider this
preposterous proposal, whoring me out like this? Damn him, though.  We could
definitely use the money, and in some respects the whole thing may be good for
my career, or at least provide me some �insurance� against anything Mike Seldon
may think to do to me later.


Aaron
told him we�d �talk it over� and let him know the next day.  Mike looked like
he wanted to kiss me, but with people all around, he shook my hand, though he
held it for far longer than normal.  �I hope you agree,� Mike said in barely a
whisper, �I enjoyed everything about this evening�everything.�


On
the ride home, Aaron remained silent.  I had time to ponder the great sex.  I had
time to ponder Mr. Seldon�s proposition.  I had time to ponder what the future
may hold.  Mike�s last aside to me indicated that his proposal wasn�t treating
me like a whore�a piece of meat to be bought and devoured.  His arousal, his
attraction to me wasn�t faked.  The deal sounded better and better as I thought
about it.  The rest was up to Aaron.


Later,
he said, �You�re ready to take his offer, aren�t you?�


�It�s
a lot of money, sweetheart, and that�s not considering what this could do for
my career.�


�Your
career as a high-priced hooker?� he sneered.  �I hope you enjoyed fucking him
tonight.  I mean, he�s buying a whole month�s worth, after all.�


We
argued, but in the end he agreed to the proposition.  We slept apart.


On
Monday morning, after a call from Mike, a contract was delivered, and we signed
it.  I had to admit he had a good lawyer; the contract was both clear where it
needed to be clear and vague where it needed to be vague.


Mike
called me that morning in the office, and we talked about when I�d �start.�  We
talked business for a minute before he told me how great I was and how much he
was looking forward to spending time with me.  �Spending time��an interesting
phrase for sex, I thought.


Before
I left the house on Tuesday morning, Aaron told me his plan to visit the bank
and �do something� with the money.  He spoke of investment options, but I
barely listened.  I�d loaded my things into two large suitcases.  They were in
my car, ready for the move into Mike�s house after work.  I gave my husband a
kiss, but he wasn�t into it much.  Could I blame him?


 


The
day went by in a blur.  I couldn�t concentrate on business.  Thankfully, it was
a light day, without any major crises to deal with.  I was the proverbial
bundle of nerves by the time I drove into Mike Seldon�s circular drive.  His
house was as massive and extravagant as I imagined, and I wondered why a man
living alone needed a mansion this big.  I concluded it must be for the
prestige.


Mike
gave me a tour of the house, along with the �mi casa es tu casa� line. 
When he showed me the master bath and its Jacuzzi tub, he said, �We�ll have to
enjoy this soon since we didn�t get the chance in my hotel room.�


�We�ll
see,� I said, thinking I�d enjoy it alone long before we did together.


He
carried my suitcases to the master bedroom.  Before he said anything, I did. 
�I�m not sleeping with you tonight.�


He
looked at me, his emotions masked, and said, �Of course.  You need a night to
get acclimated.  I understand.  We�ll talk about the schedule and what I expect
from you later this evening.  Have you had dinner?�


�No.�


�Then
I�ll whip up something for both of us.�


�You
do all your own cooking?� I asked.


�Of
course, though I�m accustomed to cooking for one, and that usually means the
microwave.�


�I
figured a man of your stature would have someone come in to cook.�


�No
cook, only a woman who comes in a few days a week to clean�and don�t worry, I
didn�t hire you to do the dishes or make the beds,� he said, chuckling.


�I
suppose that�s what we�ll discuss tonight: exactly why you did �hire� me for
this gig.�


�Sure
thing.  I saw how you looked at the spa tub, so why don�t you relax in there
while I make dinner.  I�ll bring you a glass of wine.  Red or white?�


�White,�
I answered before heading off to the master bath.  I stripped while the tub
filled, looking at my reflection in the room�s very large mirror.  �Looking
pretty good there, Sharon,� I said aloud, turning this way and that to admire
my firm breasts and my nicely muscled buttocks.  I worked out diligently, and
it showed.  I was proud of my body, and wondered how soon Mike would want
another go at it.


The
Jacuzzi had a million jets it seemed, and every one hit a spot on my body
longing for its compelling massage.  I located one that was perfectly aimed at
my clit, and lay back to enjoy.  Unlike masturbation, this passive surrender
had no urgency, no constraints.  Only after several minutes of constant
battering did my clit begin to respond.  Several more minutes went by in sweet
abandon before my back arched and a moan vibrated my vocal cords.


�You
are so damn beautiful, especially when you�re cumming,� Mike said as he hovered
above the tub with two wine glasses.


Unfortunately
for me, his timing sucked and my orgasm didn�t take me all the way as I thought
it would.  I sighed and then took the offered glass.  �To us,� I said in a
mocking toast.


�Think
of the money, and besides the next month won�t be bad at all, you�ll see.�  We
sipped wine, him openly watching me in the tub, me noticing the bulge in his
pants while he did.


Dinner
was surprisingly good, and along with more wine put me in a stellar mood.  He
made a fire in the fireplace.  We sat next to each other on the sofa.  He said,
�Okay, here�s what I expect of you,� detailing all my �wifely� duties.  He
talked of several cocktail parties and business meeting that required my
attendance.  The first meeting I�d have with the other company�s mogul would
happen the next day.  �We�re having lunch with him.  He wants to meet �the
missus� as I knew he would,� Mike said.


�You
are a marvelous woman,� he said, while we sat there on the sofa, sipping more
wine.  �I know I acted like a heel the night of the party�I can be pretty pushy
most of the time�but that night was special, and it wasn�t just about sex. 
I�ve never been as successful with women as I have been in business, and I
don�t really understand why you had sex with me�maybe it was just sleeping with
the boss�but you are the hottest woman I�ve ever been with, and I envy your
husband immensely.  Maybe this whole arrangement is my way of capturing a
little of that, even for a short while.�


�I�I�ll
be honest, I can�t really say what motivated me to go to your room.  All I can
say is that�and I think you know it�I loved the sex, and I had a great time
being with you at the party.�


�I
so much want more of that, but you�re right that maybe I shouldn�t expect this
arrangement to go that far, especially tonight.�


My
motivation, indeed; I took his wine glass from him and set it down, and then I leaned
in and kissed him.  The kiss lasted forever, but forever lasted only long
enough for us to get out of our clothes.  By the time he entered me, I was well
lubricated and breathing heavily.  Why did I do this?  The man exuded something�power?
pheromones?�that belied his statement that he wasn�t successful with women, and
that �something� did something to me.


His
thrusts were urgent, as urgent as my exhortations of ��harder�faster�deeper��


I
screamed as one of the best orgasms I�ve ever experienced swept me away.  I
barely heard his groaning exclamation that he was cumming too.  If I was a
piece of meat that he purchased, I was a willing to be consumed like this.


�Whew,�
he exclaimed.  �I didn�t expect that.�


�You
know, I didn�t either.�


We
lay entangled in each other�s arms for a while, until he unexpectedly lifted me
into his arms and carried me to the master bath.  On the way, he said,
�Remember how we made love in the shower at the hotel?  I�d like another shower
like that.�


�I
would too,� I answered, not fully understanding how so easily I was
relinquishing myself to him.  Was I abandoning my marriage at the same time?


Unlike
the first time showering with him�and unlike how we had just fucked�we went
slowly, savoring the sensations.  He caressed my breasts until my nipples grew
achingly stiff, and then relieved the ache by sucking and tonguing first one
then the other.  I lazily stroked his stiffness, teasing the shaft that had
grown as rigid as a steel rod.  His fingers found my womanhood, and soon my
clit was singing its own song, a song that I knew would soon become vocal and
burst from my lips.


He
slid effortlessly between the moist folds of my vulva.  His strokes were slow
and short for a while, exquisitely teasing me long before he went deeper, all
the while reaching around me and gently squeezing my breasts.  This wasn�t
going to take long.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh
Goddddddddddddddddddddddddddd!� I bellowed, my cry made louder still by the echo
in the enclosed shower stall.  At the same time I felt his cock buck inside me
as he ejaculated several ropes deep into my vagina.


We
concluded our �afterplay� by washing each other, removing the residue of our
lovemaking but not its fire.  Wearing only robes, we refilled our glasses and
returned to his living room.


�How
about a movie?� he said, pointing out an extensive DVD collection in a bookcase
across the room.


�No,
let�s just talk, okay?�


Which
is what we did.  I don�t know what possessed me to open up, but I told him all
about my sometimes rocky marriage.  �You said the other night that Aaron was a
lucky man,� I told him, �but I don�t think he feels that way.�


�How
could any man not feel lucky being with you?  Maybe you�re too strong a woman
for him.�


I
thought for a moment.  �Mmmm, I never looked at it that way�


�You
are a strong woman.  You know what you want and you go after it.  Although I
wasn�t in on the decision making, I�m sure that�s how you got to your present
position in the company.�


�Not
by sleeping my way into it?� I said with a smile.


�Well,
I don�t know that, do I?  But I have an idea that may be how you make the next
move up.�


�I
was hoping it would be through my acting skills, not sexual ones.�


�Oh,
you mean acting as my wife.  Yes, that�s it.�  It was his turn to smile.


�You�re
a devil, you know that?�


�Maybe
my diabolical side is how I got to the top.�


We
talked more about my first �acting� job and what I should say and not say.  I
begged off sleeping with him, and he didn�t protest, though I knew he wanted
another roll with me.  That would have to wait.


 


The
next day felt strange, not going in to the office.  He fixed me breakfast, and
that just added to my newfound affection for him.  He gave me some more
�coaching� tips, but I told him to cool it, telling him to trust me in handling
this first meeting.


I
was a little nervous early on, but as the luncheon progressed I grew more
comfortable in my role as Mike�s wife.  Occasionally we�d exchange glances to
make sure our stories jibed; how we met, how long we�d been married, and so
forth.  Mr. Jenkins, the CEO Mike was wooing, kept trying to look down my
dress, since the one I wore exposed enough cleavage to impress most men.  


Later,
Mike was ecstatic, praising my performance.  I felt pretty good myself, almost
like getting high, and I wanted to celebrate.  Mike took me to an expensive
steak house where we indulged our appetites before returning to his house to satisfy
the remainder of our appetites.


We
barely made it to the bed before we coupled in a flesh frenzy.  We began with
an exhilarating sixty-nine before he flipped me onto my back and climbed
aboard.  Missionary isn�t my favorite position, but Mike was up to the
challenge of changing my mind.  I wrapped my legs around him and held on.  Soon
I wasn�t sure whose hips were thrusting more.  His moans and exhortations
eventually got drowned out by my orgasmic wail.


After,
he pointed out the obvious.  �Look at that creampie!  Sharon, see what
you do to me?�  Indeed, a prodigious amount of spent semen oozed from my still-twitching
vulva.


I
slept with him that night.  Before falling asleep next to him, we planned the
next day�s activities.


 


My
performance today would only be arm candy, and I could do that job as well as
anyone.  While I had the chance, I gave Aaron a call.  I expected him to be
cold.  What I didn�t expect was for him to be giddy; he euphorically told me
about the new BMW he bought.  �It�s an M3 convertible,� he said, as if that
would mean something to me other than it being expensive.


I
panicked a little, thinking that the three quarters of a million would be gone
before I got home.  This was more my sacrifice than Aaron�s so I figured I
needed to have something extravagant too.  That�s when I began dreaming of
things I would buy, and how we would update the house with loads of
renovations.


Since
I caught Mr. Jenkins looking down my dress at yesterday�s luncheon, today I
wore a low cut blouse that showed even more cleavage.  The old coot sure noticed. 
I thought his eyes would pop out of his head, even as he made all the requisite
comments about being �happily married.�  Men are such hypocrites, especially
rich ones, who think the rules don�t apply to them, and that other men�s wives
are commodities to be bought, or perhaps rented for a month.  My price had been
paid.  Mike didn�t understand my grumpy mood when evening came and I slept
alone.


Maybe
because I didn�t sleep with him, the following morning I found a gift-wrapped
box sitting next to my morning coffee.  As I opened it, he entered the room and
said, �I know I�ve been demanding, and maybe taking this temporary wife thing
too far, but dammit you�ve done something to me, something no woman has ever
done before.�  He pointed to his chest, though I imagined my primary effect on
him was actually on a lower organ.


I
opened the box to find an amazingly beautiful necklace, plastered with
alternating diamonds and emeralds; at least I assumed the gemstones were real. 
He helped me put it on and together we went to a mirror so I could admire it. 
The necklace was perfect, as if it was made expressly for me.


�It�s
beautiful,� was all I could say, as I was otherwise speechless.


�You�re
beautiful,� he said as he reached around from behind me and cupped a breast.


He
began undoing buttons and clasps, and within minutes I was naked and he was
between my legs.  I was his breakfast, for he ate me with relish.  As his
tongue worked its magic, I pulled his head to me.  Pressure, sweet pressure on
my clit sent me over the edge as I shivered, shook and squealed with delight. 
When he finally looked up and our eyes met, his mouth and chin were soaked, and
it sure wasn�t from saliva.  He got me standing up in front of the bedroom
mirror and entered me from behind.  I admired the glint of light off the
bouncing necklace as he was admiring the bounce of my full breasts, thrusting
away.  I was already so well lubricated from his oral ministrations that his
sliding cock had a surreal velvety feel to it on my vagina walls.  No big one
for me this time, though by the sound of his loud groan and his last, trembling
thrust, he came well.


No
meetings with Mr. Jenkins today, so I went home.  I figured Aaron would be
working and that I�d have the house to myself.  


I
was surprised when I got home and I saw the gleaming new BMW in our driveway. 
I walked into the kitchen, but before I could call out my husband�s name, I
heard the unmistakable sounds of sex coming from the living room.  I peeked
around the door jamb to see a big-titted blond bouncing on Aaron�s cock, and a
massive string of pearls bouncing around her neck.


I
didn�t think about infidelity.  I didn�t think about indiscretion.  I thought
about how much of the three-quarters of a million had been spent on those
pearls.  By the sounds of both of them, he probably thought the cost was worth
it.  I turned and got out of there, closing the door just as she screamed her
orgasm.


Sitting
in my car I began to sob, but did I have a right to feel betrayed?  Mike Seldon
had surely bought my infidelity, so how could I blame Aaron?


I
slept with Mike that night.  The sex was mechanical with my mind elsewhere,
though it didn�t appear to faze Mike at all.


 


More
social meetings with Mr. Jenkins seemed to solidify the pending deal.  Mike was
pleased with himself, and pleased with me for my role in all of it.  He
especially loved the times he spied Mr. Jenkins ogling my ass or tits.  Mike
commented once, �The old bastard talks about family values, but he�d jump in
the sack with you at the drop of a hat if he only had the chance.�


�Maybe
so,� I said in reply.  �Is that gonna be part of the contract?�


He
laughed.  �Baby, if I thought that alone would seal the deal, I�d suggest it.� 
He laughed again.  �Would you do it?  Fuck the old dude?  For more money?�


�Like
the old joke, I guess you�ve established I�m a whore and now we�re negotiating
price.  Is that it?�


�Take
it easy, I�m only kidding.�  


But
was he?  �You seal your deal without peddling my ass, okay?�


�Okay.�


Later,
after dinner, I was drunk on wine and he was drunk on power, and therefore we
were once more animals in heat when we got to his house.  Every position, every
angle was explored with reckless abandon.  I didn�t count my orgasms but I
swear he had two.


We
ended up in a tangled mess of wet sheets, and that�s how we fell asleep.


In
the dark I awoke to find him awake and looking at me.  �Why aren�t you
sleeping?� I asked dumbly.


�You
know, I was thinking how I could get used to this married thing quite easily,
if only I was married to you.�


�I
don�t know what to say, Mike, but I will admit it�s been fun.  I don�t think
there�s any love in the equation, and doesn�t there have to be for a good
marriage?�


�Love? 
Do you love Aaron?�


His
question took me aback.  �Yes, I love my husband, but that doesn�t have any
bearing on me being here�in your bed.�


�It
doesn�t?  Despite the sex�which has been nothing short of fantastic, I admit�you
and I have been getting along pretty well, I think.  I never thought much beyond
sex with a woman like you before.  And now I wake up next to you and start
thinking about the �what could be.� �


His
kiss was soft and romantic, and in spite of his dubious night-breath, I
reciprocated in kind.  The missionary position was good enough for me this
go-round.  He went slowly and sinuously, and before long I felt the tidal wave
swell within.  I held on, with both arms and legs wrapped around him as his
tempo slowly picked up, thrusting my hips hungrily to meet him.


�God,
you are so hot�I can�t hold it much longer,� he crooned.


�I�can�t�either��
I answered rather nonsensically as my orgasm began.


I
was growing more and more fond of the man�s timing; cumming together sure was a
great thing, one I was getting used to in a hurry.


 


I
don�t know how it happened, but we actually settled into a husband-and-wife
routine, one not matched by what Aaron and I had.  We hadn�t spoken much during
the month so far, and when we did it was colder than an ice cube.  What wasn�t
cold was my libido.  My sex drive easily moved its focus to Mike, and our
nightly fuck sessions were as loud as they were kinetic.


The
business deal was eventually consummated, so I fulfilled the terms of my
contract with Mike Seldon.  Mike, for his part, didn�t want it to end.  He
professed his love for me.  He offered me more money.  He offered to shower me
with presents.


�If
I return to my husband, does it mean somehow that my career is in jeopardy?� I
asked him.  �I�d hate to think that after all this, you�d do that.�


He
shook his head.  �No, Sharon dear.  In fact, you�ve already been promoted to
Senior V.P. and you�ll be responsible for domestic markets, not Asia.  I
thought you�d like that.�


�Mike,
I don�t know what to say.  I can�t see myself going home and pretending this
never happened, but I�m having a hard time seeing us as long-term either.�


�I�ll
pay you more money to stay with me.�


It
was my turn to shake my head.  �Now we�re back to making me into a whore.  It
may have been money at first, I admit it, but without speaking for Aaron, it�s
not about money now.�


His
face lit up, and for the moment I saw a kid opening presents on Christmas
morning, not a powerful business leader.  �You do care about me, I knew
it.�  I could see the wheel�s spinning, before he said, �How about letting
Aaron decide?  I think you�re worth more than a million. I�ll offer him a
choice: a million bucks or you.  Which one do you think he�d take?�


If
I wasn�t pondering that question myself, I would have slugged him for asking it
so brazenly.  Would Aaron take me or the money?  Maybe that IS the test
of whether I could go home again.


Mike
made the call and Aaron agreed to meet him for lunch.  I went into the office
for the first time in a month to find all the paperwork on my promotion, best
wishes from my staff, and directions to my new, larger office two floors higher
in the building.  I met the new staff and got settled, all the while wondering
what was going on across town.


I
figured the first call would be from Mike, but it was from Aaron.  �First day
in your new job, huh?�


I
gave him a cursory overview of my new responsibilities, but even while I did so
I knew he wasn�t really interested.  Finally I asked, �So, which did you
choose?�


He
hemmed and hawed, but eventually admitted that he�d chosen the money.  His
explanations were lame, and basically I tuned them out anyway.  My marriage was
over.  I knew I�d hurt later, probably cry my eyes out soon enough, but for now
I was fairly blasé about the whole thing.


Aaron
turned out to be nothing like Woody Harrelson.  He wouldn�t have second
thoughts like in that movie.  He wasn�t going to do something sentimental with
the money like in the movie.  We wouldn�t have a second chance.  I had been
rented, and now I was sold.  Mike would be pleased, but what about me?  I�d
have to make the most of it, that�s all.


 


I
won�t go into all the gory details of moving my things to Mike�s place and
hiring a divorce lawyer.  Suffice it to say that none of it was pretty.


Mike
didn�t play the part of Robert Redford either.  He was surprisingly empathetic,
not in the least reacting as if he �won� me in the deal.  I was living under
his roof, but he didn�t push me at all.  We slept apart; he never mentioned
sex.  We worked.  He kept me up to date with all company happenings, and
continually asked how I liked my new position.  He openly told me about
feedback he was getting on me and my performance.  This arrangement was
certainly more of a business arrangement than during the month I spent
�playing� his wife.


One
morning as he fussed over me, fixing me breakfast and such, I let my robe fall
to the floor.  �You�ve been so nice to me, how about a reward before heading in
to the office?�


�You
mean like throwing the dog a bone?�


His
robe was open.  �You�re the one with the bone, not me.  Can I have it?�


I
couldn�t explain my arousal, but somehow deep down I�d made a decision.  We
began fucking in his kitchen.  We somehow moved into his den, breaking a lamp
along the way.  We ended up in the shower, where things were finalized, loudly
and wetly I might add.


�Does
this mean�?� he said.


�I
don�t know what it means, but maybe someday your little fantasy about me will
come true.�


�You�d
marry me?�


�I
have to be divorced first, and then a dear man would have to propose, and I
suppose he�d have to buy me a big ring, and��


I
didn�t get to finish, his tongue went into my mouth as his newly energized cock
soon found its own target.  No Viagra for this man.  Our second time may have
been less rambunctious, but no lesser in intensity.  To say I was screwed
royally would be a pleasant understatement.  I let him do all the work as I
basked in the glow of a steadily building climax.


�Godddddddddddddddddddd!�
I screamed, and convulsed in superb orgasmic glee.


�Sharrrrrrrrrrrrrronnnnnnnnnn!�
he bellowed, and my name never sounded so sweet.


�Mrs.
Seldon� was sounding sweet too.  Maybe Demi Moore would play me in the movie,
I thought in that giddy zone following another super orgasm.  Mike�s
rent-to-own plan had really worked out.  He owned me now, and I loved it!


The
End
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I
was driving away; away from my wife, all I own, my entire life it seemed.  It
was the right thing to do, otherwise everything that made me, me, would
have descended into madness like all the others.


It
had all seemed so promising, so idyllic once.


As
I drove, I needed a kick in the ass so I had an Iron Maiden CD in the car�s
player, and Bruce Dickinson was singing my song:


�is it a hand on
your shoulder from the lord above

or the devil himself come to give you a shove?�


 


Indeed,
what at first looked like divine providence soon had turned into a thing of
evil, and I was running from it as fast as I could drive. 


I�m
Scott.  My job had become one where cyber-commuting made sense, and because my
wife�s work also was perfect for telecommuting, we decided to look for a new
place to live away from big-city hustle and bustle.  We did a lot of research
on-line and with real estate brokers until we found Passionville.


Passionville
seemed like everything we wanted in a gated community of homes.  The town it
was in was mostly upper-middle class, a high percentage like my wife and I
techies escaping the rat race.  Our broker described the inhabitants as
�eccentric,� �eclectic� and �fun;� words that painted a picture for Cindy and I
of exactly what we hoped for, and far from the dull suburbanites we�d been living
amongst.  We certainly thought of ourselves as sophisticated and avant-garde
and wanted to have neighbors who were likewise.  The houses were beautiful and
surprisingly affordable considering the locale.  We couldn�t wait to move in to
the house we chose.


Like
something you�d find forty years ago, a group of people showed up as we were
moving in.  This veritable welcome wagon of neighbors not only helped us
organize after the movers had left, but brought a wide variety of food and
wine, creating an impromptu party.


Our
immediate next-door neighbors, Myron and June, were among our greeters.  The
surreal atmosphere of the welcoming somehow extended to their names: does
anyone call their kids Myron and June anymore?  Though I didn�t say anything to
them, they looked like their names, and like a couple straight out of a 1950�s
sitcom.   Myron was a large man, though not fat by any means.  I wondered if
he�d played football in college, since he had the physique, and the crew cut. 
June was the opposite, a small-breasted, pretty, petite brunette, with her hair
tied back in a ponytail; very demure as she let her husband do most of the
talking.  The dissimilarity wasn�t just between husband and wife.  My Cindy
often drew comparisons to Nicole Kidman but with Pam Anderson�s breasts (though
all natural), so as the two wives got acquainted I couldn�t help notice the contrast. 
Cindy was more loquacious than June as well.


As
we met all these new neighbors, I was surprised to hear snippets of
conversation among the group that sounded sexually suggestive, though maybe I�d
misinterpreted the remarks.  For all her voluptuous attributes, Cindy had never
been a responsive woman in bed.  Early in our marriage I blamed myself,
believing that I was an inferior lover.  I had one affair�a short-lived
workplace fling�that altered my belief.  My mistress had been multi-orgasmic
with me, praising my lovemaking ability.  With this small sample, I decided
Cindy had the �problem� and not me.  I�m telling you all of this so you
understand how my curiosity was piqued by what I heard.  My sexual fantasies
were still strong ones, after all.


�We
should all leave you two alone to christen your new home, if you know what I
mean,� said Myron, and he actually winked when he said it.  The way he ogled my
wife wasn�t hard to miss.


June
then said, more to her husband than to us, as if to seek his permission, �We�re
having a small dinner party this coming Saturday.  You�ll be settled in by
then, so how about joining us?�


Cindy
and I were eager to assimilate into our new neighborhood, so we quickly agreed. 
We had so much work to do getting everything in order in addition to our jobs
the days flew by and before we knew it, it was the night of the party.


�How
about this one?� Cindy asked, holding the slinky blue cocktail dress against
her bare bosom.


�You
know, Cindy dear, if you wear it like that without a bra there won�t be a man
there without a stiff dick.�


She
gave me one of her patented sour expressions, saying �Damn, that�s all you men
think about!�


I
gave one of her beautiful tits a squeeze and said, �Yeah, that�s about right.� 


She
decided to wear a strapless bra under the spaghetti-strapped mini-dress.  She
looked good enough to eat, and thinking that, I remembered the way Myron had
ogled her with obvious lust.  Let all the men lust for her; she was mine.


When
we entered their house we both breathed a sigh of relief, as we�d guessed
correctly on the level of dress, something we had fretted over.  Like me, the
men were in casual sport-coat attire, while the women all had short dresses. 
It was easy to admire the great legs I was being introduced to.  As I�d
wondered that first day we moved in, the way some of the men approached other
men�s wives suggested that perhaps these folks may be swingers.  The idea
intrigued me a bit, though I doubted Cindy would ever go for anything of that
sort.


We
had a good time.  Nothing overtly happened to suggest swinging, as we drank and
conversed.  Cindy commented to me early in the evening on who made a good first
impression and who didn�t.  Her thoughts mirrored mine.


Late
in the evening, June asked the group if they wanted Myron to hypnotize anyone. 
Since I had no idea what she was talking about, I asked.


�My
Myron is one of the best hypnotists around.  He can make you do anything,�
she said.  Amazingly, she blushed a deep red when she said it.


Anything? 
I didn�t believe that anyone could be forced to do something under hypnosis
that they wouldn�t do freely otherwise.  I voiced my skepticism, much to
Cindy�s chagrin.  She nudged me and whispered, �Don�t be like that, he�s our
host after all.�


�You
volunteer, then,� I whispered back.


She
didn�t, but another woman named Katie volunteered.  While Myron did his
mumbo-jumbo �you-are-getting-sleepy� routine with the nervous Katie, June came
over to sit next to me.  Unlike her conservative dress on moving day, this
evening she wore a black strapless sheath dress, which was nothing more really
than a tight fitting tube.  When we�d arrived, I couldn�t help notice her lack
of any panty lines, nor even a thong line, under that form-fitting dress.  Made
me wonder.


She
moved up close to me and said in a low voice, �Katie�s very shy, Scott.  She
doesn�t have a clue how sexy she is.  Look at her.�


I
sure was.  While Myron put her into a trance, or whatever it�s called, I acknowledged
what June was saying; Katie was very pretty, with her long, slender legs her
best asset.  I asked June what her husband was hypnotizing her for.


�She
needs to open up more, to feel.  Myron will help her do that.  He�s so good.�


I
didn�t quite know what hypnosis had to do with feeling, so I sat back and watched. 
Myron took a subdued-looking Katie by the hand, helped her from her chair, and
quietly led her out of the living room.  I thought: don�t we get to see the
�cure?�  The rest of the group sat there, evidently, like me, waiting for a
revelation, though their expressions seemed more anticipatory and less puzzled
than the one on my wife�s face, and probably mine.


The
loud moaning coming from the other room surprised the hell out of me.  I was about
to ask our hostess about it when the sounds grew unmistakable, and she spoke
instead, whispering next to my ear, �Doesn�t she sound exquisite, Scott?  It
won�t take her long to scream.  My, oh my, look at your wife.  She looks so
aroused!  Maybe next time she�ll volunteer.�


I
glanced at Cindy, and she was indeed flushed and breathing in rapid bursts.  Her
breathing turned shallower as the noise from the other room grew frantic.  I
could not believe that they were having real sex.  It had to be a trick.  Katie�s
husband looked relaxed, and I knew that if my wife was in there with Myron, I
would�ve been in there getting her long before now.


That�s
when June moved in closer and placed her hand on my crotch.  �Oh Scott, you
feel so big.  Cindy is a lucky woman, and I bet she�ll be screaming tonight,
just like Katie.�


As
if on cue, Katie squealed �I�m cumming, I�m cumming, I�m cumming,� over and
over until her cry was unintelligible to us in the living room.  My wife sighed
upon hearing that cry as June gave my bulge a quick squeeze, whispering, �Fuck
her good tonight.  I�ll be thinking of you, Scott.�


The
entire scene was beyond bizarre.  Myron and Katie returned with no outward sign
anything sexual had taken place.  Katie�s dress looked a bit askew, but her
demeanor seemed to be no different than before she was hypnotized, if in fact
that�s what had happened.  I still couldn�t shake the belief the whole thing
had been an elaborate hoax, and that my wife and I were the only ones not in on
it.


June
returned to her husband�s side.  Katie sat with her husband, chatting quietly
though no more animated than any of the other couples.  I turned to Cindy and
said, �So, what did you think of that?�


She
looked at me as if I had two heads.  �Think of what?� she said.  �You mean the
hypnosis?  I think it�s cool.  Myron seems so sweet and attentive, like maybe
I�ll let him hypnotize me sometime.�


Over
my dead body, I thought.  �What do you think he hypnotized her for?�


�Oh,
to make her feel happy; I sensed she�s not usually a very happy lady and now
look at her.  See how she glows?  And see how happy her husband is too.�


Yeah,
she was glowing all right.


The
rest of the evening was nothing more than what it was supposed to be, a
cocktail party among neighbors.  Except for the incredulous (I still had my
doubts) hypnotism, there were no signs of any other intentions.  When things
wound down, everyone said their goodbyes with cheek kisses and a few hugs. 
June gave no indication she was the same woman who felt me up earlier as we
said goodnight.


One
of June�s comments to me remained burned into my memory: �My, oh my, look at
your wife.  Doesn�t she look aroused?� As we entered our house, I saw she
still was.  I also remembered how June whispered that Cindy would be �screaming�
tonight.  I figured at least that part would be a reward for attending the
strange gathering.


I
got that wrong too.


Cindy
said she wanted to take a shower before bed.  Nothing wrong with that.  I
offered to join her, but she said no.  I waited, feeling my own anticipation of
hot sex grow as she showered, but soon I heard a faint buzzing sound above the
sound of spraying water, followed by the obvious vocalization of an orgasm,
sounds I didn�t hear as often as I liked.


Okay,
I thought, she just relieved me of foreplay duties, but when she joined me in
bed she begged off my advances, saying she was too tired.  She did make a few
more comments about how much fun the party had been and how gracious a host Myron
was.


Yes,
I got fucked, but not the way I wanted.


 


One
evening later that same week, another couple who lived down the street, Jan and
Bill stopped to talk to us as we worked outside.  They�d been jogging but
weren�t out of breath, which sort of pissed me off for some reason.


Jan
asked Cindy if she wanted to attend a party at their house on Saturday night. 
She said, �It�s a sex toy party, just like Tupperware but a whole lot more
fun,� with a straight face, one I never could have pulled off if I said that line. 
In a deadpan serious voice not much different than Jan�s, Cindy asked about the
selections and price ranges.  While Jan explained the �catalog,� Bill kept his
eyes glued to my wife�s chest.  I could understand why, since her sweat-wet
tank top and thin sports bra didn�t leave much to the imagination.  Her nipples
were stiff, and maybe if I looked at Bill�s shorts he�d be stiff too.  I was
more shocked at Cindy�s matter-of-fact interest than I was at Bill�s, since I
was used to the latter but not the former.


Maybe
because of Bill�s leering, I asked, �Are husbands allowed at this party, or is
it an all-girl thing?�


Jan
giggled and said, �No men allowed.  It�s one of my daughter�s rules.�


�Daughter?�
I said, as if I didn�t hear her correctly.


�Brittney
likes her toys, and sometimes she shows off how they�re used, and we can�t have
men around then, can we?�


�You
don�t look old enough to have a daughter that age,� I said.


Jan
beamed.  �Thank you, Scott!  Britt is fourteen so that doesn�t make me THAT
old, but thanks for the compliment anyway.  Isn�t he a sweet man, Bill?� she
said, nudging her husband.


He
took his eyes off Cindy�s chest long enough to agree with his wife that I was
indeed a swell guy.  What�s in the water around here�a fourteen-year-old
expounding on the proper use of sex toys?  I have to admit the mental image
stirred something in my loins, but come on, these two must be the dumbest
parents in town.


Well,
Cindy accepted the invitation, and I wondered what I�d do to occupy my time Saturday
night while Brittney was demonstrating the latest two-headed vibrator or
whatever.


After
the couple jogged away, I said to my wife, �Cin, dear, what exactly are you
looking for in this party?�


�Ah�I
don�t know�maybe I�m going just to get to know our new neighbors better.�


If
her nipples had been prominent before, then now they were like a neon sign
flashing �I�m hot and horny.�  I tried talking her into bed right then and
there, but she told me I was silly.  Was I all wrong in reading the signs?


 


During
the week I got to see what this Brittney looked like, and damned if she wasn�t
prime, Grade-A jail bait.  I had more of those images of her and a dildo.   I
damned near came in my pants I was so fucking horny.


After
Cindy left for Jan�s house, I decided to forego television and do some
reading.  A half hour into my book I heard the doorbell.  As I walked to answer
the door, I wondered if it was one of the abandoned husbands, though I supposed
a husband like me wouldn�t feel too abandoned when imaging his wife and a
teenage girl showing off the latest in sex toy technology.


It
wasn�t a husband, it was a wife.


�Hello
June,� I said upon discovering her on my doorstep.  �You�re not at Jan�s party,
I see.  What can I do for you?�


�Oh,
nothing, I guess I just felt a little left out, that�s all.  Figured I�d visit
someone I could commiserate with.�


�Come
on in.�  I held the door wide and she walked by me into the house, an alluring
scent trailing her, one I couldn�t place.  She was wearing tight designer jeans
and a tank top with no bra.  Again, she destroyed my first impression of her as
an old-fashioned, suburban housewife.  �Can I get you something?�


�You
have any wine?  A nice white would go well right now.�


I
went and opened a bottle of Chardonnay Cindy and I had saved for a special
occasion that never seemed to come.  I was a little nervous having June here
alone, especially dressed like she was.  I delivered a glass to her and invited
her to sit on the sofa next to me.  Well, not too close to me.


�You
never said why you�re not at the party, and what�s this about commiserating?�


�Myron�s
off with his buddies doing God knows what, and a girl can only have so many sex
toys.  I mean, how many vibrators and fur-lined handcuffs do you need?�


�I
can�t answer that, June.  Cindy seems to get by with one vibrator, and I
haven�t seen any handcuffs yet.�  I said it facetiously, but she didn�t take it
that way.


�Wow,
if she only has one vibrator that must mean you�re a great lover.  Are you,
Scott?�


She
was unmistakably coming on to me, which was flattering since she was a hot
little spinner, and the memory of how she touched me at the cocktail party was
still fresh.  I should have had the willpower to withstand the advances sure to
come, but my sex life with Cindy had turned perfunctory at best.  She sidled
closer to me on the sofa and I let her.  Ah, those points, those nipples!


�You�re
a good man for not answering me.  I bet you�re the best, and I know if I was
Cindy I�d be here drinking this fine wine and then dragging that nice ass of
yours to bed.�


What
was I supposed to say to that?


What
I did say was, �I wish sometimes she thought like that.�


June
gasped, �You mean she�s not hot for you?!  I can�t understand it.  Maybe she
should let my husband hypnotize her.�


I
thought: and let him fuck her?  �I guess that�ll be up to her, won�t
it?�  


Maybe
the same sentiment she attributed to my wife could be attributed to Myron,
since he seems to need to hypnotize women to fuck them while his obviously
nymphomania-repressing wife is here at my house, possibly trying to seduce me.


�You�re
right.  She, like us, is an adult who can make up her own mind about things
like that,� she answered, before taking another sip of wine.  �Mmmmm, this is
good,� she said, �How many toys do you think your wife will buy today?�


�I
have no idea.�  The image of Cindy, Jan, Brittney, and others trying out
vibrators and giant dildos sprawled around Jan�s living room popped back into
my head, with the expected result.


�Is
that for me, Scott?� June cooed, gazing at my crotch.


No,
but I wouldn�t tell her that.  �Maybe� was my feeble response.


No
further words were uttered.  She was all over me, her tongue reaching for my
tonsils while her hand kneaded my growing bulge.  I no longer could fight the
temptation of the flesh�her flesh.  Clothing flew as we stripped in a frenzy of
flailing limbs.  �I need it, Scott.  I need you,� she murmured. 


I
needed something.  I�d reserve judgment on whether that something was her.


June
was the ultimate definition of a dynamo.  She fucked me, plain and simple. 
There on my sofa she climbed aboard and her tight little ass was like a piston
in an engine.  Her mouth remained rooted on mine as she rapidly stroked up and
down, up and down.  She pulled away from my lips, thrust her head back and kept
going.  I watched her nice little firm tits with their swollen nipples bounce
in unison to the rest of her.  


I
had no firmer belief that I�d cum long before she did, but that worry became a
non-issue when she wailed like a banshee that she was having �the best� orgasm of
her life.  That was it.  Her cry and the clamping down of her contracting
vagina walls pulled every last rope of semen from me.


After
cleaning up, June declared that out sex had been �better than with any of Jan�s
silly toys.� She said, �Scott, you�re the greatest,� as she dressed.


I
didn�t know how great I�d been, seeing that she�d done all the work.  A stiff,
sex-starved pole had been my contribution; that was all.  I saw her to the
door, and she left after kissing me chastely.  I watched her jean-encased tight
little ass wiggle down my walkway, and wondered what really just happened
(besides a good lay, that is).


By
the time Cindy came home, I�d nearly fallen asleep on the sofa.  Because of my
interlude with June I wanted Cindy to give me all the details of her evening,
mostly to keep her from asking me about mine; seeing that I�m not the best
liar.  Since she carried a bag, I was also curious about her purchases.


�It
was a really fun night,� she told me.  �Jan had some really cool toys.  Myron
did some kind of group hypnotism thing.  He said it was to relax us but I think
he was in league with Jan to get us to buy more, she said, then laughed.


�Myron
was there?� I nearly shouted.  �I thought it was women only.�


�Well,
basically it was, except when Myron and Ron showed up.�


�Ron?�


�You
met him.  Katie�s husband.�


Oh
yes, the guy with the goatee who thought nothing of having his friend fuck his
wife at a party.  I said, �So, tell me all about it.�


She
giggled�an honest to goodness giggle�and told me about the party:


�We
had a great time��


�Jan
had a lot of cool things for sale��


�You
should�ve seen the big vibrating dildo she had!�


�That
girl Brittney sure knows things, more than I did when I was her age��


�Then
after Myron hypnotized us we all got out of our panties and tried the toys��


�It
was strange having Myron there and not June��


I
bet.


I
waited until she ran out of gas, and then asked, �What did Myron and Ron do
after you all dropped your panties and started playing?�


�Oh,
they like watched.  Wouldn�t you?  I mean, we were all using these toys and��


�And
what?� I said impatiently


�Well,
we sure did make lots of noise!�


For
the umpteenth time I imagined a circle of half-naked women�including a fourteen-year-old�all
vibrating themselves to orgasm; now with Ron and Myron their cheering section. 
I couldn�t rightly be indignant at them watching (if that�s all they did), since
what I�d done with June, though not of my own instigation, was perhaps more
lascivious.


Cindy
showed me her purchases, taking them one by one out of her shopping bag.  What,
no fur-lined handcuffs?  The items she bought, vibrators, ticklers and a butt
plug, suggested that I wasn�t always going to play a role in their use.


�Okay,
you�ve painted the picture for me,� I said, pissed, �but the Myron and Ron part
is still a little fuzzy.  So, they just sat there?�


�Of
course not, silly.  We played a game.�


My
wife could be flighty sometimes, but not necessarily capricious, so this
conversation was coming straight out of the Twilight Zone.  �What game?� I
asked, afraid it had been something along the lines of �hide-the-salami.�


�Megan
and Jan had a blowjob contest to see which one could get them to cum first. 
Megan did Myron while Jan did Ron.  Jan won; you should have seen the
mouthful!�


I
was speechless.  Maybe these folks were closet swingers after all, though
something didn�t quite fit; it all seemed more depraved than that.  Cindy
carried her new toys to our bedroom, leaving me behind to wonder about her,
this neighborhood, and what was to come.


 


Except
for lack of sex, things were pretty much normal for a few weeks.  Cindy seemed
to take to her toys more than she took to me.  That got me thinking more of
June.  I fantasized of ways I could approach her; maybe get her alone so we
could fuck again.  That�s when I thought of her husband and his perverted
parlor tricks.  How much of June�s visit to my house had been staged somehow? 
Had it been a tactic of hers and her husband to bring me into their strange
fold, weaken my resolve?  Perhaps drive a wedge between Cindy and me?  The
latter seemed to be happening, but whether it was planned was anyone�s guess.


When
the Cranshaws spread the word about their own cocktail party, Cindy was quick
to accept the invitation.  Sam and Megan Cranshaw hadn�t really impressed me
much as a couple.  Hearing that she�d participated in the �blow-off� at Jan�s
party gave her more demerits.  Sam looked to be the poster child for the old
word milquetoast, while his wife left even less an impression.


Cindy
was ebullient the day of the party.  She dressed accordingly.  Her tits
strained her dress and its hemline strained decorum.  I wanted to ask if she
was wearing panties, but feared her answer.  Maybe she knew something I didn�t. 
Maybe tonight would be the premiere of full-fledged swinging, which got me
thinking of June.  What would she be wearing?  Would she acknowledge our recent
tryst?


Megan
greeted us at the door in an extremely low-cut dress.  Her cleavage was modest
even while she wasn�t.  Her husband openly ogled Cindy�s chest as we entered,
and soon was joined by Myron, Bill, Ron and every other man there.


Drinks
were poured and consumed.  Small talk lived up to its name.  While Cindy was
off conversing with Jan, June finally approached me.


�Hi
Scott, I�m glad you two came.  Cindy sure lights up a room, doesn�t she.�


�How
have you been, June?�  I glanced over at my wife just as Bill tried to look
down her dress.  �Yeah, she lights it up alright.�


�Oh,
don�t be like that.  Let her have her fun.  We�ll have ours.�


I
looked down at her.  Was her meaning obvious or simply innocent banter?  �So,
what is the �fun� tonight?� I asked.


She
grew more animated, saying �I know for one thing that Bill�s dying to share his
new find with all you men, and your women, of course.�  She giggled.


�His
find?� I asked, wondering why my half of these conversations always ended up
being questions.


�Bill
get�s these new drugs from Asia that are better than Viagra.  Just as Jan likes
to have her toy parties Bill likes introducing his latest finds to all you
guys.  Myron told me he found some medicine that increases the amount of semen
a man ejaculates, maybe tenfold.  If that�s true, I�d love to see you take it,
Scott, because you already shoot a great load.�


She
said all this matter-of-factly.  I must have had an incredulous look on my
face, for she then said, �It�s not like they�re Oxycodone or Ecstasy or
anything like that, I mean, the Feds don�t care about this stuff at all.�


June
was wearing a tight little dark emerald cocktail dress that couldn�t hide the
fact her nipples were stiff.  I still could not believe the woman I first
pegged as a prim suburban housewife would be like this; easy sex, drugs, and
letting her husband hypnotize and screw the neighbors.


As
advertised, Bill soon began telling everyone about his new pill discoveries. 
Besides the one June mentioned, he talked of an exotic formula that actually
made a man�s penis grow, if only temporarily.  �I have samples if anyone wants
to try them,� he said to us men, �though if you do, you know we all want to
witness the result.�  Amazing!  Like a bizarre sexual infomercial, but instead
of seeing how well the Ginsu knife cuts, or the latest vacuum cleaner sucks,
the lucky customer will get to demonstrate how his dick grew and how it�ll
spray like a fire hose.  Un-fucking-believable.


Until
she spoke, I didn�t know June was next to me.  �You should try them.  You don�t
need the one to make you bigger, but if I think of you getting any bigger than
you are I�d never get it inside me, though that would be worth trying.�  I
looked at her, and she smiled back.


Cindy
picked that moment to ask Myron if he was going to perform any hypnotism.  He
stared at my wife as if he had a banquet feast spread out before him.  �Sounds
like a good idea.  Actually, I�ve adjusted my �well-being� trance since the
last time.  It might be worth trying it out on the whole group.�


As
Myron got everyone seated in a semicircle around him, with Cindy at his feet.  I
saw several of the men down pills they�d gotten from Bill.  I�d noticed that Myron
had taken two moments before.


He
began his hocus-pocus mesmerizing spiel, first concentrating on my wife before
opening his attention to everyone else.  Besides the fact it did get me to
relax more, I noticed no changes to me or anyone else while he maintained his
soothing vocal cadence.


I
was watching subtle changes in Cindy�s posture and breathing when June
whispered in one ear while another neighbor, tall, nordic Inga whispered in my
other one.  They both urged me to try the pills, and they both suggested that
afterwards they�d like me to remove my clothes and try out a new sex apparatus
that Jan sold to Megan, and had been installed in the Cranshaws� home gym.  It
all sounded quite reasonable to me.


I
took two proffered capsules and chased them down with whiskey.  Myron was
through his hypnotic ritual and was speaking with my wife, close and personal. 
Sam Cranshaw sat next to Katie and was complaining about how tight his pants
felt now that his cock had grown.  Katie offered to free it from its
constraints, and began unbuckling Sam�s belt.  All around me men were reacting
to the medicine, and the women were reacting to the men.


I
submissively let Inga and June lead me to a room where two exotic harness
contraptions were bolted to the ceiling, alongside an exercise machine and a
treadmill.  They undressed me, which I thought was a completely natural thing
to do.  When they undressed, I thought the activity equally natural as I
marveled at the stark differences between the two women.  Where June was
petite, Inga was tall, curvy, and superbly buxom.  Her breasts were larger than
Cindy�s, but I was partial to my wife�s firm tits so I didn�t openly admire
them, instead I looked down at my swollen, throbbing member.  I never saw it so
thick and purple before, and wondered why.


June
cinched my wrists above my head to one of the harnesses while Inga slid into
the other one, which held her legs spread and her ankles tied down in much the same
way my hands were immobilized.  Several partygoers drifted into the room behind
us including Cindy and Myron.  Cindy�s dress was off and she nonchalantly
conversed with Myron wearing only her thong.  


All
very normal, I thought.


June
helped Inga position herself before me, rubbed a bit of lubricant between her
labia, and gave her a push.  She gasped as I penetrated her.  As she swung, she
gasped more.


�Oh
God!  Oh God! Oh God!� she exclaimed over and over again, before crying out,
�It�s TOOOOOO BIGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG!�


Too
big?  I absently looked down at my cock as she swung closer, impaling herself again
on that big purple thing that used to be my dick.  June held Inga�s hand and
whispered to her that she was doing fine, to �enjoy� it.  Inga was trying, she sure
was.


In
the meantime, I glanced around the room.  I saw a familiar pair of feet, ankles,
calves and thighs in the air, bracketing a pale, white ass as it plunged down
and then back up again.  Cindy was groaning and crying �Harder�harder�yes!� as Myron
complied.  I thought about how strange it was to see my wife getting fucked by
another man, especially one with such a large, swollen cock, but then again
wasn�t it strange to be tied down, nearly immobile, and yet still fucking
another woman?


All
very normal.


One
of the wives not his own had been performing fellatio on Ron when all of a
sudden he groaned and a steady stream of semen flew out of him and hit the
ceiling with a splash.


All
very normal.


Cindy
screamed as her orgasm hit.  Myron was about halfway in when he ejaculated, and
that�s when the really amazing thing happened.  As if under tremendous
pressure, semen squirted out of Cindy�s cunt and around the shaft of Myron�s
cock in such a torrent that I actually heard the splattering sound.


All
very normal.


Inga
was screaming too.  Her cries began to drown out everyone in the room.  I made
out the word �cumming� though everything else she yelled was indecipherable. 
June pushed her away, and without preamble, bent over and moved backward to
take me.  June was tighter than Inga, so it was no small feat that my
throbbing, grotesquely swollen member was able to penetrate her at all.  She�d
been right about that.  Since I was basically in a fixed position, she did all the
work.  


June�s
orgasm came quickly, and loudly.  


She
kept at it until she�d had a second one and knew I was ready to cum.  She pulled
herself off me and spun around, grabbed my cock and jerked it furiously.  My
cumshot hit just about everyone in the room, including my wife, who got a dollop
in the eye.  Seemed only fair.  I kept cumming, well beyond anything I�d ever
experienced before.  My ejaculate travelled farther than I�d ever been able to
piss!  Everyone there was soaked except me.


All
very normal.


Inga
announced to everyone there what a fantastic fuck I was, though like with June,
I hadn�t really done much to earn the praise.


June
looked at all the cum I spewed and declared, �That might have killed me!�
before a giggling fit took over.  She might have been right about that too; her
petite size could�ve meant I may have destroyed her womb with the extreme
ejaculation.


Cindy,
June, Inga, Katie and Megan all had a post-orgasmic glow, and I�m not referring
to the glistening sheen of spent semen on their bodies.  Bill�s medicines sure
did work.  Cindy blinked and looking at me, said, �Scott, why are you strapped
to that thing?� as if she hadn�t seen me before and had no clue as to what had
just occurred.


�I
don�t know, honey.  Why are you naked and covered in cum?�


�I
am?� she said.  


So
surreal.  And it all seemed so freakin� normal.


I
turned to Inga, who was out of her sling harness and standing beside me.  �How
about untying these straps?�


She
giggled, her large tits wiggling and swaying along with her laughter.  �Maybe,�
she said, �maybe I can have some more.�  She was looking at my cock so I did
too.


It
was still large, still swollen, still stiff.


Jan
came hustling over from somewhere, naked like the others, and began arguing
with Inga about who would have me next.  Cindy watched the entire thing like
she was watching a soap opera on TV.


Jan
seemed to win the argument and she quickly got into the sling.  She got the
instant replay, as she swung to me and was impaled on my cock.  Swing, swing
swing.  In-out, in-out, in-out.  I could�ve used the phrase �going along for
the ride� though I wasn�t the one riding.


My
climax surprised me since I felt none of the usual build-up.  As with Myron and
Cindy, cum squirted out from around my cock as it was half buried in Jan�s
throbbing vagina.  She squealed, presumably looking at her husband, �Bill! 
Bill!  I�m cummmmmmming! Yes!  Yes!  Oh Lord I�m cummmmmmmmmming!...� as more
and more semen sprayed and oozed from around my cock as I planted its head
firmly at her cervix.  �GODDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD!� she screamed.


I
hoped I hadn�t hurt her.


Eventually
I was released from the harness, though not until my cock serviced a couple
more of the wives before finally wilting.  I overheard Inga talking about the
party to her husband, Eric, while she got dressed, never mentioning sex, or
me.  Cindy slid back into her dress and told me she was tired and wanted to go
home.  I was going to tell her she still had dried semen in her hair and on her
face, but figured we wouldn�t run into any strangers on the way home.


June
sidled up to me as we were leaving and asked, �Did you have a good time,
Scott?�


�Why
would you even ask, June?  It was a regular party, nothing special, right?�  I really
said that; I heard myself say the words.


She
moved up to kiss me but instead whispered in my ear, �Myron had Cindy, so next
time I�m yours�over and over again�as often as you like.�


I
had no retort to that, so I took my wife by the hand and led her home.  It
wasn�t until I awoke in the middle of the night in a cold sweat that I realized
how wrong everything had been.  


No,
it wasn�t all normal.


Cindy
had showered at my urging as soon as we got home.  Sex was out of the question,
so for once I was glad Cindy wasn�t in the mood.  She didn�t even use a single
toy before bed.  In the morning, I spent a great amount of time wondering how
many memories of the party were real, or some figment of a Myron-hypnotized
mind.  Or maybe the drugs.  Even my coffee tasted funny.


 


For
the next week my mind was a fuzzy, addled mess.  I couldn�t concentrate on
work, and even if my wife wanted it, I doubted very much I could get it up for
sex.  Jan and Bill jogged by every day, but neither hinted at the events at the
Cranshaws� party when they stopped to chat.  Eric dropped by one day to borrow
my edger, but he gave no external clue that he was upset in any way with me. 
I�d fucked his wife, or more accurately she fucked me, right under his nose,
but you�d never know it by our casual, neighborly conversation.


If
I�d taken the call from June instead of Cindy, I would�ve declined, but my wife
readily accepted her invitation to the next party.  I almost told Cindy to go
alone, however the memory of my neighbor Myron between my wife�s legs triggered
jealousy, and maybe some deeply hidden protective trait, though Cindy didn�t
act as if she needed protection. 


The
party was next-door, and when we arrived June met us at the door with a deep
tongue kiss�for both of us.  If Cindy was as uncomfortable with the kiss as I
was, she didn�t show it.  Most of the neighborhood crowd was there, or soon to
arrive.  I watched June greet the remaining arrivals, and no one got the same
osculation greeting Cindy and I received.


Every
time we had one of these neighborhood cocktail parties, June�s dress became
more and more provocative.  The clingy number she wore tonight was nearly
transparent and shorter than hell (and twice as hot).  With a little abrasion
her taut nipples could probably wear through the thin fabric, and I thought
that perhaps by the end of the evening they would.  


After
many drinks were poured, Myron made his flamboyant call for some hypnosis. 
When he asked several of the wives to gather closely around him, I figured
tonight was his orgy night.  True to form, Cindy was right there with Jan,
Megan, Katie and the others.  I had no desire to be part of this charade, so I
stood and walked into the kitchen to get away.


I
wasn�t alone long, for June and Inga soon joined me.


�Why
are you in here, Scott?� June asked with that little girl inflection of hers.


�I
just didn�t want to be party to your husband�s sex games.  I mean, my wife is
out there and he�ll fuck her again.�


�And
you�ll fuck me again,� June said, moving closer.  �Won�t you?�


Inga
moved closer as well, pressing her impressive chest against me.  �Me too!�


I
chuckled at my luck, and its absurdity.  �I suppose you want me to take a
couple pills first.�


June
pressed against me, opposite Inga.  �Of course not, silly.  You�re the only man
in this neighborhood who doesn�t need them.�  I must have unconsciously glanced
at the doorway, since June added, �Though maybe I�m wrong and you�d rather be
out there�with them.�  To my ears, �them� sounded like a filthy word coming
from her lips.


I
hadn�t noticed until then that Inga had a pair of furry handcuffs in one hand
and what looked like a small whip in the other.  She cooed, �Oh Scott, tie me
down and hurt me, take me!�


June
yelped, �I�m first!  I promised him already.�


�Promised
me what?� I asked her.


�I
promised that we�d do it again since Myron was going to have Cindy again.�


�So,
that�s the plan?  If you all are swingers why not just open up about it?  Why
all this hypnotism hooey?�


 �We�re
not like that, Scott,� June said, now rubbing herself against me like a cat in
heat.  �We just like to try things, get to know our neighbors better.  That�s
all.  Now, are you going to handcuff us and punish us for being such bad
girls?�  I think Inga wet her panties just then, at least that�s how I
interpreted the animal sounds she made as June spoke.


�C�mon
June,� I said, lifting her off the floor, bringing us eye-to-eye.  �You�re one
of the sexiest women I�ve ever known.  You showed me at my house how you don�t
need chains and whips to make love.  What�s wrong?�


Inga
gasped and said, �You fucked him at his house?  Alone?�


June
answered me, oblivious to Inga, �Scott, I need lots of things.  Ever since we
moved here I�ve not been satisfied.  Your wife is the same way and you don�t
get it.  We ALL want more. Please put me down.�


I
set her feet back on the floor.  I glanced at Inga to see she was fingering
herself, and by her facial expression just about ready to arrive at the big O. 
�Since my wife is getting fucked somewhere in the house, why don�t we go into a
bedroom and make love like adults?�


June
shook her head, saying once more, �You don�t get it.�


�What?
What don�t I get, June?�


�You�re
too nice a man to live in this neighborhood, Scott.  You don�t fit in with the
rest of us.�


�Why? 
Please explain it.�


Instead
of answering, June turned to a just-climaxed Inga and said, �Let�s go find Ron
and Bill.  They�ll do what we want.�  They left the room with their handcuffs
and whip, leaving me with my unfulfilled hard-on and pondering my strange fate
here in Passionville.


I
finished my drink while I consider what to do.  I was afraid of what I�d find
if and when I returned to the party.  Leaving by the back door wasn�t an
option, with my wife still here, probably getting double-teamed or whatever. 
If I wasn�t lusting after June so badly I�d let my jealousies take over and get
the hell out with or without Cindy, yet my libido remained a powerful thing. 
Eventually, I rejoined the others.


I
was somewhat surprised to find Eric, Megan, Sam and Katie in the living room,
fully clothed, sipping on cocktails, and talking politics.  When Katie saw me
she said, �Hey there, Scott.  Where have you been?�


�I
wasn�t in the mood for any more mesmerizing hocus-pocus, so I took my drink to
the kitchen, that�s all.�  I hoped my voice expressed bathos, but they didn�t
look like they got it.


�Oh,
don�t be a party pooper!� Eric said.  �Cindy hasn�t been one, so you shouldn�t
be one either.�


A
scream emanated from an upstairs room just before I answered Eric with my
questions.  �So, Cindy�s been the life of the party, huh?  I suppose your wife
has been too?�  The scream hadn�t solicited a single noticeable reaction from
the quartet.  


Eric
genuinely looked puzzled when he said, �Inga?  Oh, yes, Inga always loves a
nice party, but why do you ask?�


�Oh,
no reason,� I said, as another scream echoed throughout the house, this one a
long, ululating wail of clearly two female voices.  Sounded to me like June and
Inga, but I could�ve been wrong.  I faced the four of them and said, �Hey, why
don�t we go look for the others?  I bet they�re having all the fun and leaving
us out.�


Eric
looked at me strangely, like I was asking him to wallow in a thicket of poison
ivy.  On the other hand, the Cranshaws both declared it a grand idea, and
proceeded to drag Eric and Katie off the sofa to follow me.


I
had no idea where we were going, nor why either for that matter, but I led the
merry gang toward the loudest of the carnal sound effects.  We walked
upstairs.  In the first bedroom we came to, Katie�s husband Ron was being
whipped by June as he was fucking Eric�s wife, the bodacious Inga, from
behind.  Ron�s ass was a roadmap of crisscrossed red welts.  June urged him on
with more lashes.  Inga screamed again. I thought I heard her say �five,� and
wondered if she was counting orgasms.


I
looked first at Eric and then Katie.  Neither seemed the least bit put off
seeing their spouses like this�the fucker and the fuckee.  Sam and Megan,
though, practically flew out of their clothes and fell to the floor in animal
abandon.  I was happy for them; at least they were husband and wife.  June
stopped whipping Ron�s ass long enough to look at me.  She seemed to mime �Join
us,� but I couldn�t be sure.


As
much as I lusted after June, I couldn�t bring myself to join them.


I
turned and walked away, heading to another room where I heard noise.  The
shocker wasn�t seeing my wife astride Bill, but Jan�s fourteen year old
daughter Brittney under Myron, while her mother whispered encouragement in her
ear.


I
couldn�t help myself.  I said, �How disgusting!� 


Jan
was the only one who reacted.  �Why do you have to be such a spoil-sport,
Scott?  Brittney can have fun too, can�t she?�


I
muttered, �Fuckin� perverts and pedophiles, all of you.�


Perverted
timing too, since Cindy picked that moment to scream out in climax.  Brittney
came moments later.  When I saw that neither men wore condoms I realized I was
beyond shock.  I simply stood there, shaking my head, ready to punch the first
guy who gloated about his sexual conquest.


It
turned out to be Myron.


He
got up from between Brittney�s legs and matter-of-factly said, �Hey Scott.  Are
you enjoying the party so far?�


Yes,
he was a big man.  He went down hard.


Cindy
jumped up and confronted me, oblivious to her cum-dripping nakedness, and
perhaps everything else.  �Why did you do that?  Myron is such a good man; he
didn�t do anything to you.�


I
looked down at Brittney, still lying on the bed, her eyes glassy as if still
under a spell.  I felt like kicking mesmerizing Myron in the head.  Instead, I
met Cindy�s confronting posture with my own.  �Do you know who you are?  Where
you are?  Who you�ve been fucking?�


She
blinked.  I saw it; an almost exaggerated accent to a mental pause.  She looked
at Bill, looked at Brittney, looked at Myron, still down and out, and then back
to me.  �W�what do you mean?  It�s just a party.  Why can�t you have fun like
everyone else?�


I
muttered the word �Fun,� as a voice spoke up in the doorway behind me.  �I�m
sorry, Scott.  I really am.�  It was June, wearing a kimono, a frown on her
face.  She motioned for me to follow her.


We
left the room and walked to the now empty living room.  �What are you
apologizing for, June?� I asked.  �Apologizing for letting your husband mess
with my wife�s mind so he could seduce her?  Apologizing for mixing us up in
this crazy fucked up group?�


�Am
I fucked up, Scott?  Did I somehow do something evil that night at your place?�


�No.�


�Then
don�t condemn us.  You think Cindy is so sexed up because of Myron?  You do
know that people can never be hypnotized into doing something they wouldn�t
ordinarily do, right?  Cindy�all of us�are doing things we want to do
but never dared.  Look at Jan.  She grew up repressed and afraid of sex.  She
told me once that she never had an orgasm.  Never.  No masturbation, nothing. 
We helped her to find joy, to achieve multiple orgasms, and now she wants to
make sure her daughter doesn�t lose out like she did.�


�Do
you really believe your own bullshit explaining away your husband fucking a
fourteen year old girl, without protection?�  She looked away.  I guess that
answered my question.  I moved closer and said, in a lower tone of voice, �June,
why did you come to my house that night?  You weren�t playing games with me,
were you?�


�No
I wasn�t.�  She still wouldn�t look me in the eye.  �I�needed�you.  I�still
do.�


I
opened my arms and she fell into them.  I felt her warm tears wet my shirt. 
More cries of ecstasy spilled from the bedroom above.  Sounded like my wife. 
Again.  From another direction I heard Katie�s ungodly scream, sounding more
like pain than pleasure.  Again.


�What
do you want to do?  Do you love your husband?�


She
ignored the questions by asking her own.  �Do you still love your wife, Scott?�


It
didn�t catch me by surprise.  I�d been pondering that question perhaps for a
long time.  I told her so, for some reason feeling I needed to unburden myself
to this woman.


She�d
let her kimono fall open, exposing her uplifted little cupcake breasts.  I
responded.  I wasn�t sure where this was going but just then Sam, Megan, Katie,
Ron, Eric and Inga came into the room, surprisingly fully clothed.


Ron
shouted, �What happened to the party?  Let�s have a drink!�


The
image of his ass, covered in red welts, came to me and I couldn�t shake it from
my memory banks.  These neighbors were beyond freaky, I thought.  What did I
get myself into?  I caught myself; was I already erasing Cindy from the
equation?  This was more than just about me, yet another orgasmic cry from
upstairs confirmed that maybe I was right to think selfishly for once.


June
disappeared, leaving me amongst the soon-to-be drunks.  At least those here
were finally acting like married couples.  I guessed a part of this�what can I
call it?  Lifestyle?�is having a short memory, or delusion.  As they snuggled
together on the sofa, Eric certainly didn�t act like a man who just witnessed
his wife getting fucked by another.


I
left, never saying anything to our hosts.


Cindy
never came home that night.


 


Throughout
that Sunday I attempted to keep busy, trying to forget last night�s party and
the fact my wife abandoned me.  By afternoon I couldn�t take it anymore; I had
to call over and find out if Cindy was okay, even if a part of me didn�t want to
know.


June
answered the call and told me that my wife was fine.


�When
is she coming home?� I asked.


�I
don�t know,� June answered.  I hung up in disgust.


A
few minutes later, the doorbell rang.  It was June.  The look on her face had
me asking if she was okay.  Something was wrong, I could see it.


�No,
I�m not.  My Myron and Cindy have been at it all night and now today��


�So,
you�re here to �commiserate� again, or get some of your own?� I said
sarcastically.


�Shit,
no.  Damn it, everything�s all fucked up, and now the police are at the
Cranshaws�, something about a strangling.  I don�t know��


I
grabbed her elbow and made her accompany me as I hurried to Sam and Megan�s
house.  When we got there, Jan and Bill were standing outside the yellow-taped
perimeter.


Bill
said, �They just took Sam away in an ambulance, and Megan in a cruiser.  I got
the idea, from what we heard Megan tell a cop, that they were trying out a new
toy and they went too far.�


�Yeah,�
piped in Jan, �we use that rope thing all the time and I never hurt you, have I
dear?�


�Never,
my love,� Bill said to his wife.


Great! 
A strangling toy for auto-erotic asphyxiation!  Jan probably sold it to them. 
Un-fucking-believable!


As
I watched the couple turn inwards, no longer thinking about the Cranshaws, Inga
and Brittney came walking up, both in the stringiest string bikinis.  I stared
at them, one a grown woman and the other barely a teenager, and first wondered
how they could brazenly walk the street with that much flesh showing, and
secondly why they were together.


They
never asked about Sam and Megan, just watched as police cleared away.  �Where�s
Eric?� I asked Inga, still perplexed about seeing the girl with her.


�I
don�t know.  We were sunbathing when we heard the sirens,� she said.


�And
you�re getting here now?� I asked.


�Well,
we had to put our suits back on, didn�t we?� 


I
had no response to that.  What I did think was that they had to climax first,
not letting good sex go to waste.  This neighborhood had permeated my
attitudes, I realized.


The
show now over, everyone slowly drifted away, going back home to their little
nests, leaving me and June as the only ones on the sidewalk in front of the
Cranshaws� quiet house.  I began singing the old Mister Rogers song, �It�s a
beautiful day in the neighborhood��


June
was crying.  �Stop that,� she said between sobs.


�Why? 
Everyone is just trying things, getting to know the neighbors better, isn�t
that it?� 


�Go
home, Scott.  I�ll make sure Cindy goes home too.�  She walked away, still
crying.


Cindy
did come home, acting as if everything was completely, utterly normal.  Later,
I went to bed before her, mainly because I didn�t want to confront the
probability of sexual rejection once again.  My horniness had to go unsatisfied
a little longer, or I�d have to face demons I was unwilling to face.


I
fell asleep and eventually had the craziest dream: Cindy had me handcuffed to
our bed and was putting a rope around my neck.


It
wasn�t a dream.


I
awoke with a start as she began tightening the noose-like end of the roped apparatus. 
Looming over me, she whispered, �You�ll have the best orgasm, you�ll see, Scott
my dear.�


She
was nude, her beautiful breasts rising and falling lusciously on every panted
breath.  I couldn�t speak, needing what little air I was getting to stay alive
and not pass out.  Cindy�s smile was radiant and haunting.  As my vision became
ragged at the edges, she looked at my crotch and her smile grew, as evidently
something else was growing too.   She climbed on top of me and I felt her
extremely wet cunt envelop my cock.  As my vision moved from gray to hazy
black, she bounced energetically, moaning louder than I�ve ever heard her
(though it sounded like she was at the far end of a long tunnel).  I lost all
desire to pull on the cuffs.  Before my vision faded I marveled again on how
beautiful her tits were, the way they bounced and swayed.  In my mind�s eye,
the only one still working, I imagined Sam Cranshaw at the penultimate moment,
purple, bursting.  


I
burst.  Cindy screamed.


 


I
knew it wasn�t heaven or hell.  Neither one would be this close to my own
bedroom.  June might have been in my heaven, but her face was too real to be an
angel.  I tried to talk to her, ask her why she was there.  Had she died too? 
But I couldn�t speak.


Her
voice came to me from somewhere.  �You�re okay, Scott.  I was in time.  I
knew.�


I
wanted to ask her about everything.  What did she know?  I couldn�t, at least
not yet.


She
gave me a kiss.  I felt it, so maybe this wasn�t heaven, or a dream.  It wasn�t
a passionate kiss, but it was good nonetheless.  I needed it somehow.  I
realized (felt?) that she was naked next to me in bed.  Her warm skin was silk
against mine.  Heaven could be a nice place, I hazily thought.


�W�W�� 
I tried, I really did.


�Sssh,
don�t try to talk.  Your throat.  It�ll take a while, but thank God you�re
alive.  You almost��


Eventually
it all came back to me.  Cindy.  The rope.  The blackness.  As she lay next to
me in bed, June explained what had happened at least from her angle.  She was
suspicious of my wife�s intentions after she practically forced her to go
home.  Myron had been pissed that his wife cut short his day of debauchery with
the next-door neighbor�s wife, and that not only got June pissed off too, but
brought along new suspicions.


As
evening fell, June told me that her worries intensified.  She was still stunned
by what happened to Sam and Megan, and that only magnified her concern for me. 
She played voyeur and spotted Cindy with the choking contraption through an
opening in our drapes.  She knew what was happening.


�I
was almost too late.  I never would have forgiven myself if I had been.  Oh
Scott, I�m so mixed up right now.  What have I been a part of?  What have I let
happen; to me, the neighborhood?�


I
managed to croak my wife�s name but that was it.


�She�s
back at my house, I think.  Where else would she go?�


Now,
I croaked her husband�s name.


�Yes,
with Myron.  Please don�t hate me.  I knew what he was doing�what we were all
doing.  I enjoyed everything, never thinking it would go this far.  Don�t hate
me, Scott, for being so selfish, thinking only of my own sexual needs��


�I�don�t,�
I managed to say.


�Oh,
Scott, you don�t deserve this.  You shouldn�t have moved here.  We shouldn�t
have involved you.  I should never have listened to Myron after that first day
when he saw Cindy.�


I
coughed, then hoarsely said, �I saw�you�too.�


Had
Cindy ever looked at me the way June was at that moment?  I couldn�t remember. 
She kissed me on the cheek.  �I�m going home�to make things right, but I�ll be
back.�  The next kiss wasn�t on the cheek.


My
throat hurt like hell, but I managed to clear my head and get out of bed.  As I
dressed, I nearly passed out once, but was able to keep myself together long
enough to finish.  It was almost midnight, yet no way was I going to leave my
fight to June.  I was going next door.


My
breathing was labored but I got there, only to find the front door ajar.  I
tentatively walked in and called first Cindy�s name then June�s.  I got no
answer so I went looking.  A few lights were on so it wasn�t completely dark. 
I called out June�s name again.  No answer again.  I moved to the stairs and
ascended.  Not until I reached the upstairs landing did I hear anything, a
childlike squeal.  That didn�t sound like my wife, I thought.  I moved toward
the room where the sound came from. I didn�t know where June was, and I began
to feel concern for her safety.


At
the bedroom door I expected to find my wife.  Instead I found Myron, chained
hands and feet to the four corner bedposts, with three obviously young teenage
girls, one of them being Brittney, attending to him.  The three girls
alternately sucked on his stiff cock.  There were pools of semen on two of the
girls� faces and heads, as well on Myron�s abdomen; so he must have taken one
or more of Bill�s magic pills, and was on his second or perhaps third round of
ejaculation. The man was disgusting in more ways than one, and I had to figure
that his mesmeric bullshit was at work here, otherwise what would attract three
pretty, early-teen girls to him, and his depravity?  He didn�t see me, lost in
his pedophilic bliss, nor did the girls see me, as they were hypnotically
preoccupied.  I left them and went in search of June and Cindy.


I
searched the entire house and found no one else there.  I stepped out the front
door and surveyed the neighborhood.  At this hour, all the houses except one
were dark.  Not Bill and Jan�s; it was lit up like a Christmas tree.  That�s
where I went.


As
I approached, I heard sounds from the back yard and so I walked around the
house to investigate.  I found June handcuffed to a patio table, her petite
backside draped over the edge.  Her naked ass was getting whipped by Cindy and
Jan with short, cat-o-nine-tail whips, with plenty of red, seeping welts
already visible.  June cried out, but it sounded orgasmic.  Unsure yet determined
to stop the whipping I charged toward the women, but was tackled from behind
before I got there.


�She
said you�d try to spoil the fun,� Bill snarled as he held me down.  Bigger than
me, he was able to sit on me to hold me in place.  He was naked, and his
erection was difficult to ignore.  I squirmed but was unable to break free.


Eric
and Inga came out of the house, naked as well, carrying more toys, and more
fur-lined handcuffs.  Eric too had a prodigious erection, obviously as with
Bill, one that was chemically enhanced.  They all had this dazed yet maniacal
look on their faces.  I knew I was in trouble.


June
cried out again, and I yelled for them to stop the whipping.


Eric
got down to look into my eyes, and said, �My wife told me how hot you were and
what a nice ass you have.  Well, Scott old boy, I�d love to find out.�


Inga
chimed in, �Me too!  Me too!�  Among the sex toys in her hand was a strap-on
dildo.


I
couldn�t free my hands so I spit in Eric�s face.  He simply laughed.  He wasn�t
going to sodomize me without a fight.  The fight left me when Bill forced open
my mouth and he and Eric forced me to swallow a pill.  After a few minutes my
mind grew hazy and the fight was lost.


Bill,
Eric and Inga stripped me while Jan and Cindy uncuffed June from the table. 
They handcuffed me to the table in the same way they�d done to June.  I heard
Eric and Inga make childlike goo-goo noises before my anus was unceremoniously
lubed up and penetrated.  


Eric
fucked me like the maniac he was.  �Oh yes, I so wanted to do this.  Oh God,
yes!� he muttered as he pumped.  It hurt like hell, but knowing he wasn�t
wearing a condom hurt more.


Inga
was in my face.  She actually swung a tit in my face before saying, �Wheeee! 
Eric and I are soooooooooooooooooo bi!  I told him you had a nice ass but he�d
already been looking at it, tee-hee!�


Eric
grunted, and by the sound of it he was cumming, though by this time my hurting
ass was so numb I didn�t feel it.  Inga whooped it up and then took her
husband�s place behind me.  More lube, and then a dildo assault.  I didn�t
think it could hurt more, but it did.  I couldn�t help myself; I cried.


I
was only peripherally aware�at the edge of my field of vision�Bill was
sodomizing June while Cindy and Jan were feverishly working a two-headed
dildo.  June�s cries were unbearable, and no longer sounded orgasmic as she
curled into a fetal ball while Bill fucked her in the ass.  I fought against
the handcuffs until I heard Inga giggle.  That must have been the proverbial
last straw, for I summoned an adrenaline surge and broke the cuffs completely
from the table, taking out two of its legs in the process.


Like
a charging bull, I swept Inga away and ran at Bill as he was thrusting into
June�s poor rectum.  I never was a violent man, but at that moment I was
capable of killing him.  Of course I didn�t kill him, but I did beat the shit
out of my sodomizer, getting good use out of the handcuffs dangling from my
wrists.  Bloodied Bill fell to the ground, Jan screamed, and Inga, sitting on
her bare ass, laughed as I retrieved the handcuff key from the ground near Bill
(it must have been in his hand) and freed June before removing mine from my
abraded wrists.


Jan
ran at me, shouting, �Why did you do that?�


Any
other time I would have laughed at this hysterical, naked woman charging me
with a two-headed dildo hanging out of her cunt.  Not this time.  I decked her
with one punch; one I pulled up short since she was a woman, after all.  I
dressed, daring with my stare for anyone else to try stopping me.  I threw my
shirt over June and carried her back to her house.  She was out of it,
delirious and unfocused.  I was worried.  


The
one memory of what just occurred that will remain with me always was the
vacuous gaze my wife gave me before I left.  The woman I married, the one I
thought loved me, looked at me as if I was an alien.  Perhaps I was, alien to
the lifestyle she longed for and repressed.


I
carried June into her house and took her to the living room sofa.  Laying her
down, I went in search of a washcloth and hot water, trying to ignore the
teenage screeches and screams still emanating from upstairs.


I
washed her welted and sore body until her eyes fluttered and opened.  �Scott? 
Is that you?�  I acknowledged my presence and told her to relax and be still.  She
asked me where we were and when I told her that we were at her place, she grew
agitated and tried to get up.  I didn�t let her.


�You�re
okay now.  Nobody will hurt you now, ever,� I said.


�But�Myron�he��
she coughed, and I saw the internal battle she waged with herself to speak. 
�He�did�this�he did something�to me�and let Cindy and Bill take me�away.�


�Your
husband hypnotized you?�


�Something�� 
She heard the girls and flinched.  �He did it to Brittney and her friends,
too.  They�re so young��


�Can
you make the shower?  We need to get cleaned up and out of this madhouse.�


She
nodded, so I helped her to the shower.  She didn�t seem to care about her
nakedness or mine as I stripped and urged her under the shower�s hot spray. 
Having her tight little body so close got me hard, but I pushed all thoughts of
sex out of my mind.  I helped her dry and get dressed, thanking God above that
she had clothes in a different room than the one Myron was using.


She
packed a suitcase and then we went to my house and packed one for me.  I took a
look around at the house Cindy and I barely �broke in;� so many plans, so many
hopes and dreams, gone.  I couldn�t wait to leave Passionville.


Before
getting into my car, she made a cell phone call, and I didn�t ask who she was
calling.  We hit the road and didn�t look back.


 


I
shut off the CD when �Bring Your Daughter to the Slaughter� started up.  I
couldn�t take it even though the song didn�t really parallel what happened in
the Passionville neighborhood.


I
looked over at the passenger seat to see that June was awake, smiling, and
looking at me.


I
smiled back.  �You okay?  Hurting?�


�Only
on the inside,� she said.  After miles of comfortable silence, she spoke
again.  �I fell for it.  All of it.  Myron and his ways.  Did he ever want me? 
Was our marriage some game to him?  Oh God, I�m such a fucking idiot!�


�You�re
nothing of the sort,� I told her.  �Myron�s a manipulator and you were a victim,
but not anymore.�


She
smiled again, and said, �Well, maybe we�ll see how good a manipulator he really
is.�


�What
does that mean?�


�I
called the cops.  Told them I was Jan.  Told them my daughter was over a
neighbor�s house and I suspected rape.  I told them I went over to the house
and heard screams from an upstairs room.  I doubt if they�ll knock.�


�That
was your call?  Lady, that took guts.�


�I
guess so.  I had to make him pay somehow for what he did to me�to you�to those
girls.�


We
rode for miles, making plans as we went.  We chose to leave our spouses, and
our lives, to fate.  We had no idea what the future held for us, but we were
ready to find out.


I
checked us in at a motel as husband and wife.  June was tentative at first, and
I chalked it up to her need to come to grips with the last twenty-four hours. 
I had no carnal intentions.  I decided not to try.  Instead, she made the
first move, kissing me, telling me how special I was, how I was unlike any man she�d
ever known.  She went down on me, sucking me like there was no tomorrow.   I
hoped there was a tomorrow for both of us.


�Whoa,
hold on or I�m gonna cum,� I groaned.


She
looked at me, and smiling said, �Isn�t that the idea?�


�Yes,
and I know where I�m gonna put it.�  I popped her onto her back and entered her
missionary.  I pumped, she bumped.  We were two sweaty, colliding bodies by the
time we both climaxed.  Exhausted, it took me about an hour to recover, and
then she rode me, loud and wet, her ordeal and fears at least for the moment
forgotten.  Oh man, did I love to watch those firm little cupcakes jiggle and
bounce! 


Lying
together in the dark before we fell asleep, we opened up about our marriages
and what we were leaving behind.  She confessed that her attraction to Myron
wasn�t all due to his hypnotic talent.  �He can be sweet,� she said, �and he
did open me up to new sexual experiences, and I liked that�liked sex.�  


I
doubted she meant to the extremes she just experienced.


Dawn
came quickly.  I awoke to find June kneeling on the bed next to me.  �You ready
for more, Scott my new love?�  In her hand were a rope and a pair of handcuffs.


THE
END
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When
I opened the letter, to say I was shocked would have been an understatement.


My
aunt Cecilia, who I hardly knew, had died and left me her house!  I remember
visiting often when I was a little girl, intimidated by the woman who was my late
mother�s older sister, as well as the house that seemed to be an imposing
mansion to someone as young as I was.  My mom and Aunt Cecilia had a falling
out over something, I don�t remember what, but the effect was I hadn�t seen my
aunt in years, thus my surprise.


I
called the lawyer who sent me the letter.  He filled me in on the details.  It
seemed the house was mine as long as I chose to live there.  He explained how
the small staff and all the upkeep were budgeted, set aside by a provision in
my aunt�s will.  All I had to pay were utilities and any redecorating I wished
to do.


After
hanging up, I pondered the logistics.  What would I do, a single woman, in such
a large house?  It was in the next county, so my commute would be longer,
though quite manageable.  Overall, plusses outweighed the minuses, so I agreed.


Before
moving in, I revisited what would now be my house.  I was introduced to the
staff�my staff.  Matilda was the domestic, responsible for the inside of the
house.  Ferguson was the caretaker; an ancient handyman who I was assured was
very capable of maintaining the house and grounds.  The lawyer explained that a
local chef came in several days of the week to prepare dinner.  This must have
been mundane stuff to my Aunt Cecilia, but the whole idea of a staff seemed
decadent to me.


Matilda
gave me a tour.  �This will be your bedroom, I assume, Miss Linda.  It was your
aunt�s,� she said, showing me a huge, luxuriously appointed bedroom.


�Are
there others?� I asked, �I�d feel funny sleeping in my aunt�s bed.�


She
made a scoffing sound, and then said, �It would be silly for you to sleep
anywhere else, Miss.  This is by far the nicest bedroom in the whole house.�


I
noticed a large oil portrait of a young man hanging above the bed.  The man�s
clothes appeared to be modern, so I asked who it was.


Matilda
smiled, and said, �That�s Jonathan. He was a good friend of your Aunt Cecilia. 
He used to live in the cottage down the road.�


I
studied the portrait.  �He looks rather young there.  Seems interesting that my
aunt had a friend his age; or was the picture painted years ago?�


�No,
Miss Linda, the portrait was painted a month or so before he passed.� 


�He�s
dead?�


�Yes,
Miss, he died right here in this house.  The doctors said something burst in
his brain, I think.  Your aunt found him.�


�That�s
so sad.  And you say they were friends?�


With
another wistful smile, she answered, �Indeed, the best of friends.�


Throughout
the rest of the tour, I pondered her cryptic words.  Was Matilda suggesting
they were something more than friends, perhaps something sexual?  I rather
doubted that, given the obvious age difference, but she was being reticent for
a reason.  Was this Jonathan a secret relative of hers?  Was that it?  Oh,
well, maybe Jonathan would remain simply a portrait�and a mystery.


Before
leaving, I explained my moving-in timeline to Matilda.  My plan was to move
some essential clothes and such immediately then decide what else to bring or
put into storage.  Tomorrow I would be living in my new house.


 


I
arrived after work with a carful.  Ferguson helped me bring everything in.  In
fact, Ferguson brought almost everything in, which made me feel guilty since
the man looked so old and frail.  I thanked him profusely then set to work
putting things away.


Matilda
let me know that this was one of the evenings the chef would be in, so I had a
fantastic roast duck dinner, again feeling guilty about all this extravagance
and not sharing it.  While eating, I noticed another portrait of Jonathan in
the dining room.  Though smaller, this one appeared more vivid, almost
lifelike.  He looked to be thirty or so, exceedingly handsome, maybe even
beautiful, which is not to say that he wasn�t a virile man, one who would take
a woman to new heights of sexual fulfillment.


Wow,
how did I know that? I thought, as I sat in stunned silence. 
Somehow the essence of this stranger was known to me.  The experience felt
creepy, so I quickly drained my wine glass and went in search of a television,
more as a distraction than entertainment.


Later
while getting ready for bed, I once again contemplated my dinnertime intrusion,
for that�s how I thought of it, an intrusion of memories truly not my own.  A
shiver ran up my spine.  I hoped this would not be a precursor to some haunted
house mumbo-jumbo.  I tried reading in bed, but soon gave up, unable to
concentrate, wondering what my first night in this big house would be like.  I
was tired, yet the old house�s creaks and groans prevented me from falling
right to sleep.  I glanced up at the young man�s portrait, highlighted by a
shaft of moonlight.  For some reason it looked different, as if the man�s
clothing had changed.  Must be a trick of light, I thought.


After
an indeterminate time, I fell asleep.  Sleep turned out to be more than the
restful interlude I so greatly desired.  


I dreamed I was on horseback, riding up to my Aunt Cecilia�s
house, when my summer dress simply blew away.  Now naked, I felt the powerful
muscles of the horse (bareback?) ripple beneath me, radiating up through my
groin.  I grew warmer and felt (?) moisture seep from me onto the horse�s back. 
When I arrived at the house, a handsome young man helped me dismount; cupping a
breast while commenting on what a beautiful day it was for a ride in the
country.  I looked at him and now his clothes were gone, revealing a remarkable
physique and an equally remarkable erection.  I climbed back onto the horse and
rode some more.  Wildly through the countryside I rode until the horse became
the man.  My body bounded up and down,
up and down until the stallion (?) snorted, and I climaxed all over him.


I
awoke with a start.  The dream, as they so often do, began fading immediately,
but the image of the man lingered.  I gazed up at the moonlit portrait and
confirmed the match.  I then realized I had no panties on.  I�d gone to bed
with them on, and now I was naked from the waist down.  They were not in the
bed, nor on the floor next to the bed.  As I was groping around the bed looking
for them, I realized one spot on the bed was extremely wet.  Had the dream made
me orgasm?  If yes, that was definitely a first for me.


I
couldn�t go back to sleep. I lay in bed, wondering where my panties were and
wondering how the man in the portrait made it into my dream.


I
didn�t need the alarm clock that morning.  I dragged myself out of bed, tired,
grumpy, and still panty-less.  Before I went into the shower, I looked at
myself in the large mirror.  My vulva appeared swollen, as it can get only
after an extremely vigorous orgasm.  My clitoris was similarly swollen.  I
still felt wet as I washed myself in the shower.  The fuzzy memory of my dream
still intruded, first making me want to learn more of the dashing young man in
the portraits, the mysterious Jonathan, and then whether any horses were kept
in the area.  The estate lawyer hadn�t mentioned horses, but the dream�


 


I was
late for work, hardly able to concentrate all day, and eventually said �fuck
it� and left early.  Matilda was surprised to see me and questioned my health.


�Are
you feeling well, Miss Linda?  You look peaked.  May I get you something, maybe
aspirin?� she asked, her concern genuine.  My Aunt Cecilia used the word
peaked�pronouncing it �peek-id� as Matilda just did�like I might use the phrase
�under the weather.�  I�d never heard anyone else use that word in my entire
life.


�Thank
you, Matilda.  I�ll be fine.  I didn�t sleep well last night.  A glass of wine,
dinner, and a good night�s sleep should do the trick.�


�Very
well, Miss Linda.  I�ll get a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc from the cellar, one
that will go well with the poached salmon.�


I
swear she glanced sidelong at the room�s picture of Jonathan when I told her I
hadn�t slept well.  The woman certainly was hiding something from me.  Who had this
Jonathan been anyway?


The
white wine was excellent.  I made a mental note to scout out the wine cellar
over the weekend.  After dinner, I walked outside and toured the grounds.  I�d
been quoted acreage, but the number failed to reveal to me just how huge the
property really was.  A large copse of trees stood at one end, which is where I
headed first. 


 The
sheer magnificence and old-world feel of the place was overwhelming.  As I
entered the thicket, I grew surprised at the silence, with nary a bird chirp or
squirrel rustle to be heard.  I came across a small concrete bench in a clearing,
so I sat down and luxuriated in the woodsy solitude.


About
five minutes into my reverie, a chill wind coursed around me while an
incongruous hot flash coursed within.  I had difficulty breathing, panting like
a winded sprinter.  Or panting like a pre-orgasmic lover, I thought. 
I�d unconsciously spread my legs, taxing my skirt�s seams.  Suddenly, I felt
it; I�d been penetrated by something, though looking down I only saw my skirt
hem tremble.


I
was cumming, and I had no explanation for it whatsoever!


Orgasmic
wave after orgasmic wave swept over me as I sat on that bench.  I willed my
hand to reach down, pull up my skirt, and feel myself, to somehow confirm what
was or was not happening to me.


I
had no panties on.


The
morning�s awakening discovery may have had a logical, though elusive
explanation, but this had none.  I had not been without panties, and yet now I
wore nothing, soiling the skirt and bench with my juices of unexplainable
arousal and climax.  I stood on wobbly legs and searched the area for my
missing underwear, convinced the only credible conclusion was that I�d taken my
panties off to masturbate and tossed them aside.  Yet I hadn�t masturbated, I
was sure of it.  I hadn�t entered some erotic fugue state either.  I had been finger-fucked
by someone or something, which was clear enough, though nothing else made
sense.


I
ran back to the house, distancing myself from what I now believed to be a
haunted wood.  I ran into Ferguson�almost physically running into him.


�Are
you okay, Miss?  You look like you�ve seen a ghost.�


�I�m�I�m
okay, Ferguson.  I�I thought I heard a noise among the trees and it scared me,
that�s all.�


�Usually
t�ain�t much noise comin� from them woods, at least until you get to the
property line next to the old Fitzhugh place.  I wonder what you heard.�


�Probably
an animal, that�s all.  Maybe I just have too much city girl in me for those
woods.� I said.


�Whatever
scared you sure left you a-flustered.  You got what my dear mom used to call
the �beet flush.�  He stared off, like he was searching for a memory.  �Weren�t
no wild animal that put the beet flush on momma�s face after Pa died.  Mostly
the young bucks that came a-courting did that.�  Then he laughed, saying,
�Though some of them might�ve been wild animals if you went by the sounds
coming out of her bedroom at times.�


I
laughed with him, but hoped it didn�t sound hollow after my experience in the
woods.  Mostly to change the subject, I asked him about what he called the
Fitzhugh place.


�I
don�t rightly know who lives there now.  I�ve completely lost track of things
since Master Jonathan�� he paused as if choking on his words.  ��since he
passed on.�


�Jonathan,
the man in all the portraits lived there?�


�Yes,
Miss Linda.  Your Aunt Cecilia thought very highly of him, as he felt about
her.�


The
question almost escaped my lips, yet I couldn�t bring myself to ask if they
were lovers, and not sure if Ferguson would acknowledge anything anyway. 
Instead, I asked another question that somehow popped into my head.  �By any
chance did my aunt and Jonathan meet in the woods by that concrete bench,
perhaps take walks together?�


He
had another of those faraway moments before answering, then said, �Miss Linda,
I don�t know what possessed you to ask, but yes, that was their favorite place
in all the world.  Most of the time they�d ride, not walk.�


�Ride,
like on horseback?�


�Yes
Miss.  We used to have horses here but when Master Jonathan...when�he was gone,
your Aunt Cecilia couldn�t even stand to see them around anymore, and then the
barn fire��


�Where
were they kept?  I haven�t seen a barn or stable?�


�You
were close to it, Miss Linda.  Just t�other side of them woods, sort of
opposite that cement bench you found,� he said, pointing in what I took to be a
northwest direction.  He actually pronounced it �ceee-ment� and I enjoyed his
rustic twang.


�I�ll
have to check it out.  Thank you, Ferguson.  It�s too bad there�re no more
horses here.  Riding would be fun.�  A memory of my dream�riding bareback and
feeling the horse�s vibrations traveling up through my groin�made me feel warm
inside.


�Yes,
Miss, it would.�  He hesitated, perhaps weighing his words.  �Miss Linda, you
may not be aware but you look much like Cecilia, especially when she got all
excited �bout things like you just did.�


The
warmth within must have produced a flush without.  I thanked Ferguson again and
began walking back to the house.  I wanted so much to explore the rest of the
estate, though it was getting dark and I still felt spooked about what had
happened.  Two thoughts intruded above all others: I had a great orgasm even
though I knew not how, and I�d have to shop for new panties, seeing that I�ve
�lost� two so far.


�So
far;� I said aloud, realizing I had every expectation that the eerie episodes would
happen again.


I
approached bedtime with so much trepidation I wondered if I could sleep at
all.  Remembering the wreck I�d been at work, I couldn�t stand a repeat performance. 
Unlike my usual custom, I wore full pajamas.  Would they disappear?  Normally
the idea would have made me laugh, but these occurrences were no laughing
matter.  Lying in bed, I stared at the portrait of Jonathan and cursed,
�Dammit, It�s all your fault!� though why I believed that I had no idea.


I
eventually did fall asleep.  No horse appeared, but that didn�t mean I didn�t
dream.


I heard the whisper at my ear without seeing him.  �Have you
missed me?� he asked, his lips lightly brushing my earlobe as he spoke.  I
croaked �Yes,� as his hand went to a breast and caressed its areola and
nipple.  His hand wasted no time with the other breast, thought it too ached
for his touch.  Instead his fingers moved downward, past my navel to my waist
and beyond.  He swirled a finger through my pubic hair as if he were curling it
more than it already curled.  Tantalizingly, his fingers remained so close yet
so far.  I croaked again, �Please.�  Finally his fingertips found my dampness,
lazily stroking my clit.  Stroking.  Stroking.  The wave was about ready to
crash against the shoreline.  Closer. Closer.


I
awoke with the scream still on my lips.  The orgasm (and there was no doubt now
that�s what it was) had overwhelmed me, both body and soul.  I still trembled from
its aftershocks, thrusting a pillow between my legs as if to smother that which
could not be smothered.  The pillow turned out to have the opposite effect, as
its pressure caused me to orgasm again.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh
Godddddddddddddddddddddddddd!� I cried as this second convulsion shook me to the
bone.


When
I was able to organize my thoughts following the orgasms, I jumped from the bed
in horror.  Once more I awoke from a dream naked from the waist down!  No
pajama bottoms, no panties.  I found the pajama pants balled up on the floor
near the foot of the bed, but my panties were gone.  Again.


I
cried.  What was happening to me?  Had I gone too long without sex and this was
the result?  Was someone, somehow molesting me while I slept.  That idea was
scary; however I rejected it right away.  No, they were dreams and I�ve been
masturbating in my sleep.  That had to be it.  Except, where had my panties
gone?


I
looked up to see Jonathan looking back at me.  �Fuck you, Master
Jonathan,� I yelled at the portrait.  Thankfully, he didn�t yell back.  I
didn�t sleep any more.


 


I
called in sick, unable to think straight, never mind work.  I didn�t know how I
could continue to function without proper sleep.  Matilda fussed over me,
offering dozens of folk remedies for my feigned illness.  After some breakfast,
I wandered the grounds.  I walked in the direction Ferguson had pointed,
determined to find the horse barn.  He�d mentioned a fire, however he hadn�t
elaborated.  I�d see for myself.


When
I eventually came upon the structure, I saw evidence of a fire though the barn
was remarkably in good shape.  I walked into the barn.  The smell of hay and
horses was still evident.  I closed my eyes and tried to imagine how it must
have been when horses were kept here.  I noticed a ladder that went up to a hay
loft, and decided to climb up, testing it first.  It seemed sturdy enough, so
up I went.


The
hay up there still smelled surprisingly fresh.  I lay down on one pile, placing
a piece of straw between my teeth.  There, I thought, now I�m really
a farmer�s daughter, so where�s the proverbial travelling salesman?


Since
I�d been without much sleep, I immediately dozed off.


�That tickles!� I said to the person who was running a piece of
straw up and down between my spread thighs.  �Don�t be like that, you love to
be tickled there,� came the unseen man�s voice.  �Maybe I�m not using the
correct implement.�  My head was back, eyes closed, so I didn�t see him go down
on me, using his tongue like a sword to cut me to my core.  �Mmmmmm, that�s
much better,� I muttered.  His tongue and lips grew more insistent, more
forceful, and so did my response.  �I�m cumming already!� I cried.


I
forgot where I was, looking around at the hay loft, lost and afraid.  As the
dream faded, my whereabouts came back to me.  The barn.  The loft.  Falling
asleep.  That�s when I realized I was naked, my clothes in a heap near the hay
pile I was lying on.  A hand instinctively went to my crotch and found all the
tell-tale signs of sexual climax.


Suddenly
I felt hot breath at my neck as something brushed against me there.  I jumped
up and spun around in horror.  My startled leap sent me over the edge of the
loft and I fell to the hard barn floor.  The last I remember was my thought
that no one had been there with me.


 


�Oh
Lord, Miss Linda�Miss Linda�you�re coming to.  Girl, I don�t rightly know what
you were doin� up there but at least you don�t seem to have no broken
bones�though I�m ashamed to be lookin� at you t�all.�  My eyes fluttered open
to see Ferguson�s lined face looking down at me with concern.


�I�I�I��


�Don�t
you move.  Just stay there for a minute whilst you get your wits about you.�


�I
fell.�


�Yes,
miss, you most certainly must have.  What you were doin� up there with your
clothes off is none of my business, so when you feel like it, I�ll go fetch �em
so you can be dressed proper again.�


I
was too damned sore to let my nakedness bother me as much as it seemed to
bother poor Ferguson.  My head was cleared enough by then to ask him to get my
clothes.  As he climbed the ladder, I took stock of my battered body.  It
didn�t feel like anything was broken.


Ferguson,
God bless him, was torn as any man would between modesty, averting his eyes,
and ogling my exposed body.  I was grateful he did more averting than staring,
as he handed my clothes to me and helped me get into a sitting position.


�I�ll
be outside while you get yourself dressed.  If you�re having trouble, call out
and I�ll come help.�  He nearly choked on the last part.


I
managed to get into my clothes, shocked that my panties were among them.  At
least that result of my orgasmic dreaming hadn�t repeated itself.  I
managed to walk out of the barn, though my stiff-legged gait produced pain in
places I didn�t know I had.  Ferguson took an arm and together we walked the
distance back to the big house.


Matilda
fussed over me, heating me up some soup that soothed my insides.  I wasn�t sure
if anything then could�ve soothed my outsides.  I needed sleep so badly, but I
didn�t think I could take more of the dreams.  As I remembered the scraps of my
most recent one, something made my mind place Jonathan into it, making him the
man who had worked cunnilingus magic on me.  I laughed at myself.  The
portraits around the house were beginning to play tricks on me.  The ghost-lover
Jonathan, indeed!  How silly was that.


The
day went by in a daze.  I tried to nap but couldn�t�or wouldn�t�fall asleep. 
For the third time today, I took the hottest shower I could stand.  The heat
eased my aches and pains though it did nothing for the fear welling within me. 
I either believed in an incubus, or I was going mad.  Neither option appealed
to me.


At
night, fitful sleep seemed better than no sleep.  I didn�t dream, at least
about sex, and when I awoke, my mind was more at ease though my body still
rebelled because of my fall.  I went to work and tried not to think of dreams,
non-existent horses, spooky haylofts, and Jonathan.


 


No
sex dreams for a few nights, and I was feeling better.


Bright
and early Saturday morning I set off walking back toward the old horse barn. 
Maybe my motivation was much like an exorcism, to expel the demon that was
invading my dreams, and invading me.  Nothing had changed.  I saw the spot
where I�d landed, thankful I hadn�t broken any bones, or worse.  Before I had a
chance to chicken out, I climbed the ladder to the hay loft.  �My� hay pile
still showed the impression of my body.


Like
a silly fool, I shouted, �IF YOU WANT ME, COME AND GET ME.  DON�T WAIT UNTIL I
SLEEP, FUCK ME NOW!�


Thankfully,
no voice answered.  I climbed back down from the loft and walked toward the
woods.  The bench was easy to find.  I sat down and once more chided my elusive
spirit, �I had a good orgasm here.  How about another one?  I�ve got new
panties on��


Nothing.


Like
a miracle cure, I hopped up from the bench; my light, summer dress billowing in
the breeze.  Whatever it was, it�s over, I thought, as I took a step to return
to the house.  Suddenly, I felt the same breath at my ear, then a voice, �You
do have the sweetest climaxes,� as my dress hiked up much like Marylyn
Monroe�s did over the steam grate in that movie.  My heart pounded in my chest,
but I couldn�t move.  My dress kept rising until it went over my head and
floated away.  It felt like lips faintly kissing the nape of my neck as my bra
came unclasped and fell to the ground.  There was NOBODY THERE, yet I
felt hands caressing my body, down, down, until my panties began slipping downward. 
I was powerless to move.


My
inability to bolt the clearing could have been hypnotic suggestion, but I
doubted that.  Something else was at play here, and maybe that something else
was my latent sexual needs.  I remained rooted to the spot, like the trees
surrounding me, and let whatever force it was take me.  I gasped when unseen
hands bent me forward and an unseen cock poked between my thighs and found what
it was looking for.


The
grip on my hips was unmistakable.  The penetration was equally unmistakable.  I
was being fucked by a spirit, and this surely was not a dream.  I should have
been petrified, but instead I was amazingly aroused.  �He� pounded into me, and
I took it, and I wasn�t quiet about it either.  My voice echoed among the
trees, and I wondered if it would carry to the house.  What would Matilda or
Ferguson think if they heard me?  That I was hurt?  Did I sound like that, or
what I truly was: pre-orgasmic and getting there fast?


When
I climaxed, the tremor swept over my entire body as I cried out,
�Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!�


My
spirit lover�for how else could I describe him?�must have cum too, for he (it?)
pulled out and released my hips.  Again, invisible lips brushed my neck and
cheek.


I
heard a voice.  It sounded something like ��love you� whispered at my
ear.  I was so dazed from my orgasm and the shock, I couldn�t be sure it wasn�t
a trick of the wind.


I
knew nonetheless.  I�d been fucked by a ghost.  And I�d loved it.


Like
déjà vu, my panties were nowhere to be found.  My bra was nearby, though I had
to search for my dress, eventually finding it stuck on a tree branch where it
had been deposited by the wind.  Slipping it back over my head, I felt a
trickle of something on my thigh.  When I felt it, my hand came away sticky.  I
looked at my gooey fingertips and realized it was semen.


That�s
when I fainted.


Like
one more eerie déjà vu, Ferguson hovered above me as I regained consciousness.


�Don�t
look like you fell again, Miss Linda, though the result looks the same to me.�


His
use of �result� didn�t register, until I realized I hadn�t completely got back
into my dress when I passed out, so I was panty-less and exposed.  What did he
think of me now?


�I
don�t know what happened, Ferguson.  I fainted for some reason,� I said while
trying to lower my dress to cover myself and sit up at the same time.  I saw
him take in one last, long look at my nakedness below, and I said in jest,
trying to deflect my embarrassment, �Now, you won�t tell anyone I don�t like to
wear panties, will you?�


I
thought he�d die, but he coughed and eventually said, �No, Miss, what you do is
your own business.�  Then he chuckled and added, �But your business looks
mighty fine to these old eyes.�


I
chuckled with him, kissed him on the cheek, and said, �Thank you, Ferguson. 
I�m glad you�re honest about looking, and I didn�t mind it at all.�  He helped
me the rest of the way to my feet.  Curious, I asked him, �How did you find me
anyway?�


�I
heard some caterwaulin� going on out here, and I remember you sayin� last time
about a noise that scared you, and so I came out here to investigate.�


�I�m
glad you did.�


I
took his arm as we walked out of the woods.


The
remainder of the day was spent exploring the estate, though I stayed closer to
the house.  I didn�t know how I ended up as a player in a gothic romance;
perhaps more Jane Eyre than Emma Woodhouse, though my Rochester was a ghost.


I
supposed Ferguson had told Matilda at least some of what happened to me, because
the rest of the day I caught her looking strangely at me, like I was the
ghost, not my spirit sex partner.  There it is again, I thought, �spirit
lover��I must have gone completely mad.


 


Saturday
night, the old saying �if you can�t beat �em, join �em� came to mind when I
decided to sleep in the nude.  The decision felt so much like surrender, but
since it seemed as if I couldn�t do a damned thing about these �invasions� (and
losing panties,) then why not acquiesce?


Before
I fell asleep, I glanced at the portrait of Jonathan, sensing something there
in his knowing smile.


�You�re awake.  Here, I brought you your morning tea.�


�Why, thank you, dear Jonathan.  I�d rather have you again
instead of the tea.�


�Cee-Cee�I think that can be arranged,� he said as he disrobed
standing over me while I remained in bed.  I can�t get enough of him; so
handsome and so virile.  Why does he care for an old lady like me, I wondered
for the millionth time?  


He slowly pulled up my nightdress, and proceeded to nibble on my
nether regions.  I cried out, �Oh yes!  Like that!  Yes!� as I felt another
exquisite climax approaching at the high velocity only Jonathan had been able to attain.  


I was balanced on the precipice, and Jonathan knew it, for he
took that moment to climb atop me and make love to me, his strong arms holding
him up as he plunged�


�I�m
cummmmming, oh God I�m cummmmming!� I heard myself screaming.


Was
I awake or still dreaming?  My legs were spread, my cunt was squishy wet, my
stomach fluttered; I�d most certainly just had an orgasm.  I had been dreaming,
that was for sure, remnants still there, not having drifted away just yet.


Cee-Cee?


�Cee-Cee�
had to be my Aunt Cecilia.  


Jonathan?


Unlike
before, these names WERE in my dream.  Was the idea of the dream as real
as my response to it?  Jonathan had to have been my aunt�s lover, as
incomprehensible as that�d seemed to me earlier.


I
should have been deathly afraid, but my orgasm had been so intense�ALL
of my orgasms here have been intense�that I wanted to believe, accepting the
idea that Jonathan�s spirit was fucking me as a way of reliving his time with
my aunt.


Or
maybe I have gone mad.


Eventually
I managed to get back to sleep, and another dream�


�Where are you?�


�Over here, my love.�


I felt the bed move as he crawled up between my splayed legs. 
Before his hands touched any part of me, his tongue flicked against my most
sensitive place.  �Oh Jonathan, dear, you�re so good to me.  You make me feel
so very young again.�


His hands lightly caressed my bottom as his tongue dipped and
delved.  He didn�t answer me, but I didn�t want him to answer anyway; I wanted
him to keep going.  �Yes, oh yes�dear, yes, yes,� I moaned in approval.


My
legs were spread and my feet were in the air, and I felt a tongue lick and
probe as no man had ever so expertly done before.  Yes, I was awake.  I knew I
was awake.  Hands were at my ass and tongue and lips were at my clit yet no one
else was visible in the bed with me.  I felt him�I actually did�as he climbed
up on top of me and slowly eased into my vagina.  Strong arms that weren�t
there held me.  A tumescent cock that wasn�t there was fucking me.  My legs
automatically wrapped around the ass that wasn�t there, urging him on, urging
him faster, harder.  I felt hot breath at my neck, felt a throbbing deep within
me, and heard my name on the wind.


My
eyes found the eyes of the portrait, reflected in moonlight, and I screamed and
screamed, with no one in the main house there to hear me.


 


By morning,
the face that stared back at me from the mirror WAS that of a madwoman; hair
sweaty and matted, eyes red, their orbits puffy and swollen, and lips parted in
a rictus of ancient suffering, though my trauma was perhaps neither ancient nor
suffering.  How I got to this confluence of time and space was beyond my
comprehension.  I was having the best sex of my life and yet my lover appeared
to be a specter, an incubus, invading my sleep and driving me crazy.


Matilda
prepared some breakfast, fussing over me, saying how ill I looked.  Tell me
about it, I thought.  I wanted so badly to escape the house, but where
would I go?  Surely not the woods, and certainly not the old barn either. 
Instead, I took a longer walk.


The
Fitzhugh place looked run-down and uninhabited as I approached from the road,
though there was a late model car in the driveway.  As I stopped, deciding my
next more, a woman walked out onto the porch.  My presence appeared to startle
her, as if no visitors ever came.


Regaining
her composure, she said, �Hello.  Can I help you?�


As I
walked toward her, I saw that she was somewhat frightened by me for some
reason.  I introduced myself and explained to her that I was the new mistress
of the estate next door.  Her apparent fear seemed to change into an amorphous
sort of anger.


�I�m
busy.  Please leave me be, Miss, and return to your big house.�


I
didn�t know what to say to that.  Now that I was closer, I realized that she
was years younger than I originally surmised.  Her slovenly dress couldn�t
quite hide the woman underneath.


Finally,
I said, �All I wanted was to find out more about Jonathan.  Did he live here?�


She
gasped, began crying, and charged back into the house.


I
stood there in the driveway for a long while, but she never reemerged, and so I
began walking home.  Perplexed by her strange reaction to me, and what I said,
I almost didn�t see the path that ran toward my aunt�s property.  Someday I�ll
think of it as mine but not yet.  I instinctively knew the path was a shortcut
between the two properties though I had no idea where it led.  I decided to
take it, momentarily forgetting about ghostly sexual invasions.


Through
the woods I walked until I came to a breach in a stone wall, one that I assumed
was there to demarcate the properties.  As I was about to walk through the gap,
unseen hands pulled me backwards.  The nightmare that had invaded my nights was
now freely invading my days.


�Please
don�t go.  I want you,� whispered the disembodied voice at my ear.


�Who
are you?� I cried, as invisible hands began to tug at my clothes.  �Please
don�t, Jonathan, don�t.�


Whether
my �ghost� was Jonathan, Rochester, or Casper for heaven�s sake, it didn�t
matter�and he didn�t stop.  I was powerless as every piece of clothing was
removed until my panties were left.  When they slid down my parted legs, I no
longer was being raped, I was a willing participant.  He draped me over the
stone wall and fucked me from behind.  Before I knew it I was cumming, and
cumming hard.  My vagina contracted upon a very rigid�and very real�penis.  I
heard the grunt of a man ejaculating.  I overcame the fear that suddenly
enveloped my post-orgasmic mind, and glanced backward over my shoulder.  Of
course, no one was there to stake physical claim to that penis which was now coating
my vagina and cervix with ejaculate.


I
fainted.


When
I came to, I was on the ground, still alone, still naked, still fucked.  I
gathered my discarded clothes, and remained nonchalant while once again failing
to locate my panties.  I began walking back to the house and soon came upon the
bench and clearing.  Ignoring my fears, I sat down.


�Can
you get it up again so soon, you bastard?� I yelled through gritted teeth.
�Here I am.  Bring it on.�


No
answer.


A revelation
came to me, making a connection between this path, the opening in the wall
through which it passed, and the so-called Fitzhugh house.  If my ghostly
rapist was Jonathan, then these places, especially the path between the
properties, had significance, and therefore the woman I�d spoken with did also. 
Against every good sense I had, I turned back and retraced my steps to the
neighboring house, and the woman.


I
banged on the door several times before she shouted, �What do you want?  You
want to ruin my life too?�


�I
don�t want to ruin anyone�s life,� I shouted back through the door.  Then I
took a chance.  �It�s Jonathan that�s ruining lives.�  I heard a sharp cry as
something broke inside; she�d probably dropped whatever she was holding.


I
waited, not knowing what else to say.  Just as I was turning around to leave,
the door creaked open.  �You know, don�t you?� she asked, holding the door open
to invite me inside.  After she closed the door behind me, she added, �And if
you know, then he�s been doing you too.�


I
was stunned speechless.  She introduced herself as Sherrie.  I reassessed my
initial notion of her; she wasn�t the haggard woman I thought I�d seen on the
porch earlier.  In fact, she was younger and prettier (and now much more
serene) than my preconception-colored first impression.


She
offered me coffee and I accepted.  Once we were both seated at her kitchen
table, she began to unweave the mystery that was Jonathan.  �He was my
husband.  I don�t know if you knew that.  Your aunt��


A
choking sob overcame her, and she stopped.  I let her regain composure before
returning to the story.  She told me about the first time my Aunt Cecilia asked
her husband to teach her to ride.  Then he spent more and more time �over
there� as she put it, before he confessed.  


�She
was an old lady.  How could he even want to�have sex�with her?� she said, the
hurt still apparent.


�It
was her money, wasn�t it?� I asked.  I didn�t remember my aunt as a sensual,
caring, loving person, so something else had to be the draw.


Sherrie
said, �No, it wasn�t just the money, though we barely scraped by.  I think your
aunt made him feel important, like the damned Lord of the manor, or something
like it.  The whole thing�money, privilege, even the sex�made him feel
special.  He even told me she was better than me in bed.  I never met the
woman, but really, at her age?  How do you think that made me feel?�


Tears
were once more flowing freely, but she continued to school me.  �I still loved
him even though he�d spend many nights over there.  Is that stupid, or what?  I
don�t know what good it�ll do now, but I still believe his death wasn�t
natural.  I think she killed him, and they all covered it up.�


When
she saw my expression, she said, �I know she was your aunt but I can�t help
it.  That woman stole my life from me.�  More tears.  


I
let her run down again, and then asked, �You said I knew, then you said he was
doing me.  You can�t mean Jonathan, can you?�


�I
see it on your face.  You know he�s back.  A spirit.  A ghost.  What do they
call them when they fuck you in your dreams at night?�


�An
incubus.  You really think Jonathan is one of those?�


�He
started fucking me first.  Then he rejected me for the new resident of that
house.�


�I�m
so sorry, Sherrie.  I didn�t ask for any of this.�


�But
it�s true, isn�t it?  He left me for you�again.�


I
chose not to argue the �again� part.  I wasn�t my aunt.  I didn�t invite anyone
into my bed.  I was simply the bed�s newest occupant.  �Yes, he�or what�has
taken me in the woods, in my bed, in the old barn on the property, even on the
damn stone wall.�


Her
expression was strange and difficult to place.  She said, �Did you�did it�was
it good?�  I was appalled by her question, and she recognized it.  �I had to
ask,� she said, �because Jonathan was such a fantastic lover that I�ve never
had an orgasm any better than with him, and I haven�t had one since.  I tried
to meet new men, get on with my life, but the sex wasn�t any good.  Before I
met Jonathan I thought I was frigid.  Now I know better.�


I
thought about my own relative celibacy, and how at times I questioned my
feelings toward sex.  I couldn�t admit it to her�or to myself for that
matter�that the spectral sex has been the best of my life too, if the explosive
orgasms were the measure.  I said, �So, here we are.  What do we do?�


�Do? 
I don�t understand.  What can we do?�


�Let
me put it another way, what do you want to happen?�


�I
want my old life back.�


�But
Jonathan is dead and nothing can change that,� I said.  �Do you want him to go
away?  Move on to the afterlife, or whatever?�


She
began crying again, sobbing �I don�t know� over and over.


�Was
he a jealous man?� I asked, starting to formulate an idea.


Through
tear-induced sniffles, she said, �Yes, he was.  He would go crazy if another
man even smiled at me.  And the bastard leaves me for an old lady.�


�I�m
going to ask again, what do you want?�


�I
WANT HIM BACK!  I WANT TO FEEL LOVE AGAIN!� she yelled.


�Even
if he�s a ghost?�


�Yes!�


�Sherrie,
have you ever been with another woman?� I asked.


�Once�when
I was a teenager.  We experimented, that�s all.  No big deal.  What does that
have to do with Jonathan?�


�You�re
a pretty girl�and�� I moved to be next to her chair, and whispered the rest in
her ear.


Her
eyes widened.  �I can�t,� she cried.


�If
you want him back, you will.�  Eventually she agreed.


 


Matilda
was a little put off by the extra person for dinner, but I figured it had more
to do with who it was rather than just the extra mouth to feed.  
Sherrie had been nervous, and more than a little angry to finally see the house
which enticed her dead husband.  I saw a few tears fall when she noticed the
succession of portraits.  She relaxed a bit during dinner, and from the bottle
of Cabernet we polished off.  Through our small talk, I wanted her to accept me
as a friend, not as a rival.


When
Matilda asked where Sherrie would be sleeping, I dismissed her, saying that I
would take care of her sleeping arrangements.  She didn�t like that but what
could she say?


Later,
I coaxed her into the shower.  When she emerged, I sat her down at the vanity
and primped her like no one else had ever done.  She didn�t seem anxious to be
naked in front of me.  I brushed her hair, gave her a manicure and pedicure,
put on some make-up, all the while exhorting her to look into the mirror, to
see how beautiful she was.


She
whispered, �Thank you.�


I
kissed the nape of her neck, and she said, �You don�t have to.�


�You
think I don�t want you?  That it�s all��


She
turned around and kissed me.  She�d told me how long she�d been without sex,
and it showed in her kiss.  She helped me out of my pajamas and into bed. 
Touching, kissing, loving each other�s body from head to curling toes,
breathless in eager anticipation, she surrendered to me.  My tongue went where
it�d never been�inside a woman.  I licked, nibbled and kissed her clit, probed
her vulva until she was writhing and mewling like a kitten.  I worked on her
until I was rewarded with warbled cries of climax.


When
she wanted to reciprocate, I whispered to her while pointing to Jonathan�s
portrait.  �Let�s wait,� I said.


I
thought we�d have to fall asleep for it all to start but I was wrong.  While we
lay there together in bed, strong invisible hands pulled me away from Sherrie�s
embrace and pulled my legs apart.  When I felt the unseen Jonathan climb
between my thighs and try to penetrate me I hollered �NO!�  I had to fight his
spectral power, a power that permeated every cell of my body, aching to
consummate that which he was starting.


I
don�t know where the strength came from, but I pushed his ghost away and pulled
Sherrie to me in its place.  �Now, make love to me now.  I want you!� I cried,
and Sherrie responded.


Sherrie
buried her face between my now dribbling-wet thighs, and began to eat me, while
simultaneously keeping Jonathan away, as we�d planned.  She obviously had made
love to a woman before since she expertly drove me straight to the fissure that
would be my orgasm, and I giddily fell into it.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhh
Sherrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrieeeeeeeeeeeee!� I screamed.  �Goddddddd
Yourrrrrrrrrrrrr the Besssssssssssst!�


I
pulled her up on top of me and I held her as closely as I could.  �Do you feel
him?� I whispered to her.


�Yes,�
she hissed through clenched teeth.


�Do
you still want this?�


�Yes,�
she again hissed.


I
felt the tug, trying to separate us; invisible, strong arms.  I yelled, �SHE�S
MINE, YOU BASTARD!  YOU GAVE HER UP FOR CECILIA AND YOUR SELFISH DREAMS.  YOU
CAN�T HAVE HER NOW!�


Whether
the sound I heard was real or imagined, it was still there; �She�s not
yours, I had her first.�


I
looked into Sherrie�s eyes.  She nodded.  I hoped she knew what she was doing,
and I said a silent prayer before releasing the hold I had on her.  �You win,
but she�ll always want me.  Always.�


A
wind that wasn�t whispered �No.�


Sherrie�s
eyes shone in the dim bedroom light.  Her husband, the spirit that was
Jonathan, was climbing atop her, and her legs spread and arose to take him. 
Reduced to the role of spectator, I watched the one view of intercourse I could
actually see.  Sherrie was penetrated, and her breathing kicked up a notch. 
Her arms entwined around air as she urged her ghostly lover deeper.  The bed
rocked to their motion.  Sherrie grew more animated�and noisier�as the
otherworldly sex act continued.  A strange rustle of air told me that Jonathan
was climaxing.


Sherrie
let out a wail that made my orgasms sound tame by comparison.  Afterwards, I
heard her whisper, �I love you Jonathan.  Don�t leave me again.  Please don�t
leave me.�


 


I
walked her back to her home in the dark, with only a small flashlight to guide
us, though neither one of us felt we had anything to fear any more.  At her
doorstep, I kissed her, a kiss much more chaste than the one earlier, and asked
her if she would be alright.


�I
think I will.  I�ll have him with me always.�


I
left her, hoping once more that she had her husband back, and that she could
handle it.  Sadly, upon reflection I realized she was already basically mad, so
continuing life with a ghost husband couldn�t make her any worse.  Of course I
wasn�t one hundred percent sure that Jonathan had regained his desire for his
pretty wife, so as I walked back to the estate, through the opening in the
wall, past the concrete bench, and within range of the barn, I kept waiting for
invisible arms to grab me, invisible hands to grope me, pull me down.


Instead
as I cleared the trees, I came upon Ferguson, as if he�d been waiting for me. 
�Are you out here keeping an eye on me?� I asked.


�I
reckon, Miss Linda.  I know you had some strange things happen to you out this
way, and I couldn�t help seeing you escorting the young lady you invited for
dinner back to her house and all.  Are you okay?�


�Yes,
I�m fine, Ferguson.  Thanks for caring.�


�You�re
welcome, Miss.  I care �bout you like I cared about Miss Cecilia, maybe more.�


�Why
more?�


�Because,
pardon me sayin� so, but Miss Cecilia was a silly old lady who couldn�t see
what was going on right in front of her, pretending things were different than
they were.�


Suddenly,
I understood everything.  �You did it, didn�t you?  It wasn�t something
natural.  You killed him to protect my aunt.�


For
a while he said nothing, his pained expression saying it all.  He wouldn�t even
look at me.  Eventually the anguished words spilled forth.  �You may think I�m
a bad person, but I couldn�t let him fool her like he was doin�.  And I ended
up makin� everything worse.�


�Worse?�


�I
made him a haunting spirit and I know what he�s been doin� to you all along.�


I
blushed, remembering the times he found me naked.  �Let�s go back to the house,
okay?� I said, and we headed back.  On the way I explained in less than sordid
detail what I�d just done with Sherrie�and hopefully Jonathan�s ghost.  He
shared my hope.


�What
now, Miss Linda?� he asked.


�You
mean will I tell anyone?  No.  I don�t know anything about it, do I?  What�s
done is done.�


He
thanked me, and that�s when he broached the subject of his age and asked if I
would interview his son to take his place.  He spoke of his medical issues in a
blunt fashion, then proceeded to extol the hard-working nature of his �boy.�


I
gave him a hug, and said, �Ferguson, if your son is half the man you are, I�d
hire him sight unseen, though if you want me to, I�ll interview him as a
formality.�


�Oh,
Miss, Jake is twice the man I am.  At least twice,� he said, and then chuckled
softly, leaving me to ponder what the joke was. 


 


Jake
turned out to be a hunk. Over six feet tall, with hard muscles fused to a sleek
physique, and a congenial way about him that melted me instantly.  I hired him
on the spot.


One
day while wandering the estate, I came across Jake in an outdoor shower we�d
installed after rebuilding the barn.  I stood transfixed, for not only did he
have the finest male body I�d ever seen, but now I knew the meaning of his
father�s double entendre.  �Twice the man� was right on target!


I
thought about how the father had seen me naked.  Did he set this up, getting
his son here, with me?   If yes, Ferguson certainly always did the right thing,
unlike Jonathan.


Except
for the invasion of a spirit, I hadn�t had a man in my bed for a long time. 
Maybe I�ll get to know Jake a bit better, I thought, as I slinked away before
he could see me staring.  I walked back to the house, my panties wet, wondering
if Sherrie was as happy as I was.
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HOT FUN IN THE SUMMERTIME


BY


DONNA M.


 


�Hot
fun in the summertime�hot fun in the summertime��


The
old Sly Stone favorite blared from my sound system as I rolled down the
Interstate, and I found myself easily singing along.  I always loved the song,
unlike the crappy Mungo Jerry beat that gets played at the onset of every
summer season since I could remember.


�First
of the fall and then she goes back�bye bye bye bye there��


Unlike
the song�lamenting that summer had to end sometime�I thought only of my freedom,
a freedom this summer would represent in my mind forever.


�Them
summer days�those summer days��


Now
that my divorce was final, I was ready to celebrate, cut loose.  I was on my
way to Cape Cod to see an old friend, Victor.  Vic was about as gay as you
could be, seemingly unaware of how his stereotypical swishing mannerisms
reinforced those same homophobic stereotypes.  He had a cottage in Wellfleet
that he shared with whoever his current partner may be.  Wellfleet doesn�t have
the gay and lesbian cachet of P-town to the north, but always seemed, to me at
least, to be as tolerant. 


My
visiting Victor so soon after the divorce was rather ironic.  I�ve always been
lean and athletic.  Described as being �boyish� by some, many assumed
(incorrectly) that I was a lesbian.  For my part, even with having a gay
friend, I still pictured lesbians as bull dykes.  I know, I know, my bad. 
You�d think I was more open-minded, but we all have our albatrosses. 


I
believed that my thin, angular body, with no tits to speak of, may have helped
kill my marriage, since my husband left me for a buxom, full figured, curvy
bimbo.  In retrospect, we never were physically compatible anyway.  I was the
physical one, probably more demanding in bed than he could take.  He wanted to be
smothered; I wanted to fuck.


Victor
was ebullient in his greeting when I arrived, kissing me repeatedly on both
cheeks.  �You look mah-velous, Alyssa dear,� he said, before introducing me to
his partner, David.  In a conspiratorial aside, he winked and said, �Doesn�t he
look just like the statue?�


The
younger man blushed at the comparison, though I must admit he did look chiseled
from the same block of marble used by Michelangelo.


�Good
for you, Vic,� I said, winking at David.


Victor
was beautiful in his own way.  Unlike David, Vic was almost wraith-like.  He
had a cherubic face and a cherub�s golden ringlets of hair to go along with
it.  At least physically they made a great couple.  I�ll reserve judgment on
the rest.


They�d
tossed together a great salad and they shared it with me while I got caught up
on all the Outer Cape gossip.  I was filled in on who was sleeping with whom,
who (�finally,� Vic added) came out of the closet, and where all the best
parties were going to be.


�By
parties, you mean orgies, right?� I teased Victor.


With
a wildly exaggerated eye roll and its accompanying eyelash batting, he said,
�My dear, what would lead you to that conclusion?  Or do I read something
Freudian in your question, as if perhaps you�re looking to, shall we say,
broaden your sexual horizons and move past your boring straight life.�


�C�mon
Vic.  You saw me once a long time ago getting it on.  Did that cowgirl you saw
look like she�d rather be licking than riding?�  I referred to the party we met
at, where I�d smoked some weed, and then smoked the hunky host while onlookers
cheered.  I vowed never to do something like that in public again, and I�d
never cheated on my husband (as he evidently did on me) but at times when I�m
as horny as hell, well�


�Alyssa,
honey.  I for one DO enjoy the bliss of a dance around a fleshy maypole,
but there are other ways to satisfy those hungers, and I happen to know a few
excellent female satisfiers.�


�Please,
Vic.  Fleshy maypole?  Only you could come up with that one.�  I turned
to David and said, �I can assume you�ve got the requisite maypole for Victor to
dance around?�


He
looked stricken, probably hearing for the first time a woman obliquely
wondering about the size of his manhood.  He sighed, and answered, �Vic and I
have fun, let�s leave it at that.�


�You�re
a good looking man, David.  Maybe I�m just a little bummed out you don�t play
for the other team.�


Vic
piped up, �Now don�t you start trying to seduce him�he�s mine!�


We
all laughed, and finished our salads before polishing off a good Chardonnay. 
Vic and David spoke of a nude beach in Provincetown and whether I�d go with
them.


I
said, �Because of the National Seashore, I didn�t think the rangers would allow
nudity.�


�There�s
a place in P-town where they sort of look the other way, as long as no sex,
that is,� Vic said.


�Hey,
I�m a big girl, so count me in.  Your buddies won�t get all a-flutter if they
see us descend on the beach as a threesome, will they?�


Vic
blew me a kiss, and said, �Oooh, the way you say �threesome� makes it sound
sooooo delicious, don�t you think so, David dear?�


David
smiled and simply shook his head, pretending to dismiss his lover like an adult
would dismiss the ramblings of a young child.  �Vic, that beach tends to be a
little cliquish; women on one side, men farther down.  No problems?� David
said.


Victor
laughed and said, �Look at her.  She�s going to draw all the lesbian darlings
over to our side anyway.  Why should there be a problem?�


It
was my turn to laugh.  �I think you�re giving me way too much credit; �draw all
the lesbian darlings�� Please!�


And
so it went as we drove up to P-town.  David was right; nude men on one stretch,
topless women together on another.  I followed my two companions as they grazed
for a spot on the small beach.  Our threesome garnered a few stares but overall
not that many.


We
stripped, and merrily ran to the water like little kids.  My speculation on
David�s equipment was right on target.  Vic was a lucky man.  The biggest kid
really wasn�t that big himself, though Vic was about as cute as any man could
get to the definition of that word.  Cute.  Like a boy who never grew up.  We
laughed and teased each other all the way from the water to our beach blanket. 


 I
looked around at all the men here.  Quite a few were fine physical specimens,
making me feel like a vegetarian in a butcher�s market.  I saw some swinging
dicks of various shapes and sizes, with a few in various stages of swelling,
either from looking (as I was) to the occasional touch or kiss.


Victor
was a little stiff too.  �If I were you, Alyssa dear, I�d walk on over toward
the ladies and introduce myself.  Be like bait on a hook,� he said, and then
laughed heartily.


�You
want to get rid of me that bad?  I thought no sex on this beach.�


Vic
laughed again.  �You�ve got my motivations all wrong.  I�m thinking of you, not
this hunk of a man here,� he said, reaching for and hugging a smiling David. 
�Besides, if the rangers show up there�s plenty of warning.�


Not
having had sex in quite a while, the parade of fit men was getting to me, so I
said, �Sure, why not,� and left the two lovers to themselves.  I walked down by
the water�s edge near where the women were congregated.  I was soon joined by
two rather large topless girls.


�Hey,
Twiggy, where you from?  We haven�t seen you before,� said one of them.


�You�re
not old enough to remember Twiggy.  By the way, she was blond,� I said, hoping
my smile didn�t look like a smirk.


�Okay,
then we�ll call you Raven, though for a bird, you need to put more meat on your
bones,� the second one said.  It wasn�t funny but they laughed anyway.


The
first one stepped closer and rubbed my ass.  �Skinny but a nice ass anyway.  I
think it would fit real well right here,� she said while gesturing to her
tongue that had slithered between her fat lips.


I
pushed her hand away.  �I don�t think so.�


I
can take care of myself, but I was a bit worried as the two of them descended
on me.  �Maybe we need to break this twig in half,� one said to the other.


�Okay,
girls.  That�s enough.  Go into the water and cool off.  She�s new here but
that doesn�t mean she doesn�t belong.�  This came from a woman who�d walked up
behind me.


Seeing
her, I was reminded of Jessica Rabbit from the toon; a buxom redhead, looking
healthy in a thong and nothing else.  My rotund welcoming committee grumbled
but walked away.


I
turned to my savior and said, �Wow, they obeyed you, didn�t they.  What�s your
secret?�


�No
secret.  I guess they know I can make their life miserable.�


�Remind
me never to get on your bad side.  Hello, I�m Alyssa.�


�I�m
Jessica.  And let me warn you before you say ANYTHING,� as if reading my mind. 
�You come with somebody?� she asked.


I
pointed toward the men.  �Yeah, with a couple of friends.�


�You�re
straight, aren�t you?�


�Yes. 
Does that bother you?�


�No,
no bother at all.  Just knew it because you haven�t been ogling me, that�s
all.  Interesting you�re fully nude.  Most newbies just go topless, so I assume
you�re comfortable with it and that�s cool.  You bi?�


�Never
been with another woman.  You�re asking like maybe you�re propositioning me.�


�I�d
be joking if I said you didn�t turn me on.  I hope that doesn�t bother YOU.�


�You
are a fantastic looking woman, so if I was gonna go there, you�d be number one
on my list,� I said, and I guessed I meant it.


She
got closer, her breasts brushing against me, and said, �I�ll be here if you
change your mind.  See you around.�  Before I moved she kissed me on the cheek.


I
watched her walk away from me, her firm ass cheeks swaying like there was no
tomorrow.  I thought of the feel of her nipples against my skin and whispered
aloud, �God damn!�  She did it, I thought.  She got me horny and now I had no
way to satisfy that need.


When
I returned to Vic and David, they were kissing on the blanket.  Both were rock
solid hard, though David was the sequoia and Victor the sapling.  They pulled
apart to ask me about my �adventure� as Vic put it.


�Did
someone try to pick you up?�


�Yes.�


�So
tell Uncle Vic all about it.�


�One,
you�re not my uncle, and two, if a stunning redhead wanted to roll in the sand
with me, why would I tell you.�


When
I went to sit and join them, Vic gasped and said, �Sweet Jesus, look at her,
she�s got a stream of girl juice running down her thigh!  Goody, goody, my
Alyssa is bi and doesn�t even know it!�


David
chuckled and added, �Yet.�


�Will
you two stop it!�


�I
surmise the redhead in question is the sultry Jessica?� Vic said.  �If I were
to �play for the other team� as you so indelicately put it, she�d be second on
my list�after you, of course, my dear.�


�Shit,
I�m ready to join any team that could ring my bell.� I said, sighing.


�That�s
the strangest mixed metaphor I�ve ever heard, though your horniness is quite
apparent, isn�t it, David hon?�


�Yes
Victor,� he said, then smiling at me added, �And if I switched teams, you�d
already be satisfied.�


I
couldn�t help myself.  I glanced at his fabulous cock, and said, �You know,
David, I think you�re right.�


Vic
chimed in, �Stop all this bullshit.  Now I�m horny.�  Indeed, he had a
nice spike going.


�Will
you two go home and fuck�now,� I said.


David
had swelled a bit too.  He said, �Sounds like the lady knows what�s good for
us, right, sweets?�


As
we gathered our clothes, I cuffed Victor�s still stiff cock, and whispered to
him, �Fuck him good.  You deserve it.�


He
whispered back, �I�ll be the fuckee, my dear.  I�m a �bottom� sort of guy, and
if you look at him you know why.�


On
the way back to their cottage, their lust was palpable.  Somehow their
pheromones were affecting me as well.  I thought of Jessica and wondered what
that would be like, making love to another woman, since unlike Victor I�m more
�top� than �bottom.�


They
went straight to their bedroom while I took a shower.  With a towel wrapped
around me, I walked toward my room, passing theirs.  The door was ajar, and the
grunts and moans of heated copulation drifted from the room.  I was drawn to
the sounds.  I had to look.


I
peeked through the slightly opened door and stared, transfixed by the beauty of
their act.  I suppose I always envisioned gay sex as two hairy dudes humping
like dogs.  Vic and David were far from that image.  David, his body that of
Adonis, was on his knees on the bed, behind Victor who was also on his knees,
propped up by a pillow.  Bareback David was sliding his full,
lubricant-gleaming cock in and out of Vic�s ass, while his hand was slowly
stroking Victor�s cock.  If I had been watching a good looking, heterosexual
couple fucking doggie-style, it wouldn�t have been any more sensual than this. 
David�s slow, sinuous thrusts got my pussy tingling.  I watched his tight,
muscled ass cheeks clench and unclench, and thought about how long it�d been
since I was fucked like that.  Besides the tingling, I bet my clit was as erect
as a little dick.  It got like that, you know.


Suddenly
Vic looked toward the door and saw me.  Rather than show surprise, he smiled
the dreamiest smile, pursed his lips to blow me a kiss, and ejaculated across
the bed in an impressive series of ropy streams as David stroked him.


David
did him a few more seconds and then groaned, �My turn, sweet.�


I
watched in complete, utter arousal as his cock, with only the head inside
Victor, twitched and pulsed as he came.  One stream of semen even squirted back
out under pressure, though most simply oozed.


I
hadn�t realized that I�d dropped my towel and was fingering myself until the
orgasm hit me.  My knees buckled, I groaned, and nearly fell through the
partially opened doorway.  I looked up to see both of them staring at me.


Vic
leapt from the bed and came to me.  �It�s okay�it�s okay�don�t fret�I
understand.�  He hugged me and guided me toward the bed and his lover.  �Come,
lie down with us.  Let�s enjoy the moment together.�


So
we did.


I
curled up between the two men, and apologized for being a voyeur.  �I�m glad
you�re not angry with me.  You saw how you guys turned me on?�  This tableau
was otherworldly.  Here I was naked, lying between two openly gay men, one
cupping a breast while the other lazily ran his fingers from my pubis to my
breastbone.  I sighed at their touch.  �I�ll be damned if this doesn�t feel
like a threesome,� I said.


Victor
said, �Alyssa dear, if there was any woman I�d do the nasty with it would be
you.  It�s clear to me�to us�that you need it bad.  I just wish we could do
something about it.�  I was probably blushing, so exposed to these
gorgeous-in-their-own-way men.


David
chuckled and said, �Maybe we should invite Jessica over for dinner.�


�Mah-velous
idea, my love,� Vic answered, �and then WE could watch.�


I
playfully punched Vic�s arm.  �You two are like a broken record; Jessica,
Jessica.  Aren�t there any straight men that look like him this part of the
cape?� I said, hooking my thumb toward David.


�None
that we know of,� they said in unison.


We
stayed in bed like that, falling asleep.  I felt warm and protected between the
two of them, even if I wasn�t sexually sated.


In
the morning we went back to the beach.  Vic kept after me: �Go look for
someone� Jessica, whoever, doesn�t matter, just get laid.�


With
some misgivings I walked over to the �lesbian� area, looking for Jessica, or
any other attractive woman who appeared to be solo.  I didn�t see either one,
so I waded, and watched out for the large duo from yesterday.  In my zeal to
avoid them, I hadn�t seen Jessica approach until her silky voice said behind
me, �I wasn�t sure you�d be back, but I�m glad you are.�


When
I turned to her she must have seen my expression, which certainly was a pleased
one, for she smiled broadly and her nipples stiffened noticeably.  �Yep, I�m
back.  I like the scenery,� I said.


�Don�t
say that, girl, while looking at me.  I�m creaming my thong already!�


�Normally
I�d consider that TMI, but not today.�


�Oh
God, please say you changed your mind about being bi.�


�I�m
not sure about that, but I�m dealing with the fact no one has ever openly
lusted after me like you�re doing now.  Is this for real, or am I just a new
fish to catch?�


She
stepped closer, practically hugging me, and said, �Honey, you�re hot, and no
fish I�ve ever seen.�  She leaned toward my ear and whispered, �I want you. 
Let me be your first.�


She
thinks I�m hot?  I looked her up and down; a deep, rich tan with a hint
of freckles visible on her chest, and what a chest it was�magnificent breasts
with very prominent nipples.  What she saw in my stick figure body was beyond
me, but how would I know about lesbian attraction?


I
leaned into her and whispered, �Teach me.�


She
trembled with excitement.  �Oh Alyssa, let me kiss you.�  Her tongue worked its
way almost down my throat, her breasts pushed against me, and her hands went to
the small of my back, where one moved slowly downward.


One
of my hands settled on an ass cheek and gave it a gentle squeeze.  She moaned
and her tongue went into overdrive.


�Where
are we going?� I asked when we finally stopped kissing.


She
breathlessly said, �What about where you�re staying?  My place is farther
away.�


�We�ll
have to hitch a ride with Vic and David.  It�s Vic�s place, after all.�


�You�re
friends with Victor?  He�s such a cute little darling, isn�t he?�


�He�s
more than that,� I said.


�You
haven�t�?� She let the question hang there, but I knew what she meant.


�No,
it�s not like that at all, we�re just old friends.�


She
gathered her things from the beach, put her top back on, and we walked over to
find Vic and David.  They stared at us as we approached.  �Goody, they�re
holding hands!  Next they�ll be�� Vic said, but didn�t finish because David had
elbowed him in the ribs.


�Leave
them be, Victor my love.  Nature will take care of itself,� David said in a hushed
voice.


The
men and I dressed, and then we rode back to Vic�s cottage.  In the back seat,
Jessica had me in another lip-lock, and I can honestly say I enjoyed it.  Any
qualms I may have had were quickly slipping away in her arms.


When
we arrived, we were like two kids heading to the playground; Jessica acting as
my �big sister� pulling me headlong toward the nearest slide, more
knowledgeable of how much fun it would be, though our playground would be the
guest bedroom.  Her bikini came off in a flash.  I began to undress when she
intervened.


�No,
let me do it,� she said.  It felt like a remote-control strip tease, as she
removed one piece of clothing after another with seductive leisure.


This
was unlike the pawing and tearing received from any man who�s ever undressed
me.  That�s not to say that more often than not I�d been the aggressor in sex. 
Not this time, I decided, surrendering to her as few men ever could surrender
completely to me.  I allowed her to be the lead in this dance.  There were no
surprises, really.  We�d both seen �all� of each other on the beach, though the
miniscule part of her that had been covered by the thong did reveal a very
pretty sight.  Unlike my unruly and unkempt landing strip, she was shaved
smooth, and framed beautifully by her tan lines.


She
kissed me again and pulled me atop her on the bed.  After all those �aggressor�
ruminations, I found myself on top, so why not?  I had no experience with a
woman; if she were a man I�d be riding cowgirl already.  So, I improvised,
sliding one leg between hers and used it to run against her vulva.  Jessica was
responding well, her head back and her breasts heaving.  I wasn�t yet getting
anything out of this, but it was nice to see her so aroused, and she was much better
to watch than some sweaty, grunting man.  Did I really think that?  Wow, the
Outer Cape vibe must be infectious!


She
moaned, �My�turn�I�want�to�taste�you.�


We
swapped places and she went down on me.  The man/woman comparisons were
inevitable; most men, including my ex, would slurp me like an ice cream cone,
which was fine as far as it went.  Jessica used her tongue like a knife,
slashing and stabbing me until my clit was on fire.


�God,
this is good,� I crooned.


She
knew right were to go, especially since I was giving her plenty of feedback
along with my pussy juice.  When she suddenly switched to sucking my clit, I
exploded.


�Ohhhhhh�Ohhhhhhh�Ohhhhhhh��
on and on I wailed.


Between
my thighs, Jessica lifted her head and smiled up at me.  �Mmmmm, nice cum.  You
like so far?� she asked, my orgasmic juices glistening on her chin.


I
quickly devoured her, so damn turned on that no hesitations remained.  I sucked
on her nipples, caressed her breasts, licked her tummy, went back up and kissed
her deeply, before moving back down to her pretty pussy.  Her thighs parted and
before I could think about it, or worry about how, my tongue was licking
between her puffy outer labia.  She tasted sweet, with more than the expected
quantity of her juices trickling onto my probing tongue.  I started thinking
about what I liked, and what Jessica had just done to me, so I did my best to
mimic those techniques.  The phrase �virgin territory� came to mind, and I
laughed inside, since that�s where I was, losing my same-sex �virginity� to the
gorgeous Jessica.


I
must have been doing a good job, for she soon yelled she was cumming, and I
received an unexpected splash from her orgasm.  She actually squirted!  I loved
it!


Jessica
taught me the joys of scissoring, as we rubbed our swollen yet still unsatisfied
cunts against each other.  Just before she appeared to cum, she breathlessly
said they called this �tribbing.�  I didn�t care if people called it
�poonswoggle,� I was enjoying myself.


Her
cum-squeal was quickly followed by mine.


�Did
you hear those sounds?  Such music!� came a voice from the bedroom door.


We
looked up to see Vic and David staring in at us.  They were both wearing only
boxers, and David�s erection was quite noticeable in them.  I was going to
admonish them for their voyeurism, but remembered that I�d done the same
thing.  Jessica commented instead.


�Did
you guys watch the entire show, or just the finale?�


Vic
answered, �Mostly the finale, but I�ll say that was spectacular.  I mean, I
never make THAT much noise when I cum.�


�You�re
just as cute, though,� I said, which got Jessica looking at me quizzically, and
David laughing.


David
then added, �I don�t know about the noise part, but he does make his own
special squeal at just the right time.�


I
climbed from the bed still naked and went to David.  Pulling him aside, I
commented on his very visible erection, whispering �You okay?�


�Yeah,
I�m okay,� he said with a sigh.


�David,
I know what�s happening, I�m not blind.  You want to fuck me don�t you?  I�ve
sensed it from the moment we met.�


�Ssssh,�
he said, while Vic looked at us, wondering what we were conspiring.


�Vic
will understand, he really will.  Just let me say that my answer is yes, the
rest is up to you�and Victor.�  I stood on tiptoes and gave him a kiss on the
cheek.  He blushed, and his erection actually bobbed within his shorts.  �Go to
him,� I said.


I
went back to bed, and Jessica, while David pulled Vic away.  I told Jessica
what was happening.


�I
suppose I can�t be jealous already, since we just met, but hot damn I never
thought the man was bisexual.  Well, maybe he didn�t either, until he
saw you, that is.�


Vic
entered the bedroom as Jessica excused herself.  �You may think I�m a silly
fool, but I want him to, if he really wants it�and you want it.  You take care
of him now.  He may be big and beautiful, but he is fragile on the inside. 
He�s never been with a woman before like I have, so teach him well.�


�You
have�?�


�Of
course, silly.  One must never be closed minded about anything, especially
sex.  Now, fuck his brains out,� he said before kissing me hard on the lips. 
�I wish you�d been my first.�


I
was flabbergasted.  This whole situation had an otherworldly feel to it.  After
Victor stepped out, David appeared in the bedroom doorway, and hesitated.  I
went to him.


�It�s
okay.  Come,� I said, leading him onto my bed.  He was so tentative, almost
afraid to touch me, so I urged him to explore.  �David, make love to me.  We
aren�t a man and a woman; we�re two people who are going to have sex.  Gender
doesn�t matter.�


He
remained hesitant, touching me only as if it were an exercise.  �I don�t�� he
said, and stopped, lost for words.


�Yes
you do, David.  If you didn�t know what you wanted in your heart you wouldn�t
be hard,� I said as I palmed his impressive manhood.


�No,
I meant I don�t know what to do.�


�What
do you like?� I asked.  �Do you like this,� I said then went down on him.  His
eyes closed and he moaned as I sucked his cock.


�You�you
do it good,� he groaned.


I
stopped and said, �You think women haven�t learned this trick too.�  He smiled,
lay back and enjoyed my mouth ministrations.  After a minute or two, I said,
�Now it�s time you tried something new.�  I got him between my thighs and
face-to-face with heretofore unexplored territory.


He
made a tentative smile, and asked, �Now what?�


I
smiled back.  �You know, most heterosexual men haven�t a clue what to do
either, so simply check me out, use your fingers, see what it�s all about. 
When you�re ready I�ll guide you to the best spots for your tongue.�


�Wow,
okay, I�ll do that.�  


I
laid back and let him explore.  His fingers were tentative at first, feeling
their way around and between my labia.  When he discovered my clitoris, I
moaned, which made him stop.  �No, don�t stop.  That�s the best spot.�


He
said, childlike wonder in his voice, �When I touched it, it moved!�


I
chuckled a bit, �Well, when someone touches your dick I bet it springs up a
little too.�


Honest-to-God,
he said �Wow� again!


�Use
your tongue on my clit, or kiss it�no matter, it�s all good.�


At
first extremely timid, he got into it, sucking on my clit as if it were
a tiny cock.  The way he did it with equal force and tenderness, I almost
wished I had one!  Between licks, he said, �Am I doing it
okay?�


�Oh
David, you hear me moaning?  Am I wet inside?�


�Yeah,
you are wet, so that means I�m doing a good job?�


�The
best,� I said, then moaned loudly as he went back to work.  I thought about how
strange this liaison was; David, for all his years and sexual know-how (albeit
homosexual) he was no more than an oversexed yet inexperienced teenager between
my legs.


It
was time for some more teaching.  �Come on up here, big guy, and put it in me.�


As
he moved up on top of me between my splayed legs, he said,� Lube?� as a
question.


�David
hon, what do you think all that liquid you�ve been teasing out of me is?�


�Oh.�


Man,
his cock was impressive, I thought as I guided him between my swollen labia. 
Both of us sighed together as he slid into my vagina.  I probably should have
made him wear a condom, but knowing Victor as I do I was sure that he made sure
David was disease free.


I
gazed up into his hooded eyes and asked, �How does it feel?�  I loved the dreamy
expression on his face, much like the one I�d seen on Vic when he was getting
fucked by David.


�It
feels good�different�but��


I
shushed him, �It�s okay, don�t think about it, just do what comes naturally.�


In
classic missionary form, he began slowly, like someone who was savoring a new
taste, before speeding up, as the same person would in taking a larger bite
after discovering the new taste was special.  I was going to wrap my legs
around him when he decided to shift position, rising up on his knees and
holding my thighs to him as he pounded away.  So instead I rested my ankles on
broad shoulders and enjoyed the ride.


While
he kept up a steady (and spectacular) pace, he all of a sudden took interest in
my breasts.  �Yes, that�s nice,� I moaned.  �My nipples are very sensitive. 
Play with them.  Yes.�


My
legs were bent back quite a ways, but I was lithe enough to handle it�and him.


The
express train that was my orgasm came rapidly down the tracks.  My hips bucked
to meet each of his thrusts.  His cock was tight in my vagina, and so I felt
him swell a tad more, signaling that he was close, too.


�I�m
cumming!  David, sweetheart, I�m cummmmmmmminggggggg!� I yelled, and thank God,
what a great one it was!


He
went spastic on a few last thrusts and shot his load as deeply as he could go. 
�Meeeeeeeeeeee toooooooooooooo,� he crooned.


Spent,
we lay together as I probed for his feelings.  He rather sheepishly admitted
what I�d already known; he was turned on to me the moment he saw me naked.  As
he tried to explain the foreign (to him) attraction, I realized I knew what it
was already; the same reason behind my loss of appeal to my ex-husband�my
�boyish� stick figure�somehow made me desirable to him, a gay man.  This
world can be quite ironic, I thought.  Perhaps he wasn�t all that bisexual
after all.  


I
got him to play with my tits.  �They�re like a bonus for being with a woman,� I
told him.  His touch was delicate and exploratory, and I loved it.


He
tried to explain how my vagina felt, but words failed him.  I�d never had anal
sex, so I wasn�t going to go there either.  Based on our post-coital
conversation, Victor had nothing to worry about.


�Let�s
go find the other two, shall we?� I said, and together David and I left the
bedroom in search of Vic and Jessica.  If I thought what David and I just did
was the day�s shocker, I�d be sorely mistaken.


We
found Vic and Jessica in their own post-coital repose.


�You
two�too?� I asked in awe.


Jessica
answered, �Yeah.  We snuck a peek at the two of you getting it on, and one
thing led to another, and��


Vic
continued, ��unlike you guys, we were all oral.  She gives fantastic head for a
lesbian.�


�I
had a good teacher,� Jessica added.


�Was
he a good boy?� Vic asked me.


�He�s
the best,� I said, fondling David�s manhood before planting a kiss on his
cheek.


�There�s
room on here for all of us,� Jessica said, and David and I joined them.


Foreplay
had begun.


Jessica
went right for my pussy.  I supposed any residue still there from David�s
ejaculation wouldn�t be noticed after blowing Vic earlier�whether she�d even
care anyway.  Soon, my clit was almost vibrating with pleasure.


Vic
was doing some impressive sword-swallowing, with David�s swelling member going
deeper than I could�ve taken him.  While Jessica�s tongue went wild, I reached
over and lazily stroked Vic�s erection.  I noticed David�s fingers insinuate
themselves within the folds of Jessica�s outer labia.  We�d completed a
bisexual daisy chain of sorts.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,
Jessssssssssssssssssssssssiiiiiiiiiiiicccaaaaaaaaaaaaa!� I screamed as my body
convulsed in that beautiful fury known as orgasm.


I
hadn�t realized that I kept stroking Victor while I was cumming.  I must have
unconsciously picked up the tempo for right after I climaxed, Vic sprayed a
veritable fountain over us all.


Vic
took David�s full load in his throat (amazing!) while Jessica and I swapped
places, with it being my turn to partake of the wonders of her beautiful
pussy.  The men settled into the role of spectator as I slowly brought Jessica
to a squirting orgasm.  Actually, Vic and David hadn�t been complete
spectators, since while I worked on Jessica, hands were touching me; caressing
my breasts, my ass, my thighs.


I
wished I could have been the proverbial bird, overhead, looking down at four
spent, languidly satisfied people sprawled out on the big bed.  Eventually the
post-orgasmic spell had to be broken, so we got up, dressed, and with kisses
all around, we drove Jessica home.  �Home� turned out to be a cottage in
Orleans she shared with other women.


�Please
come visit tomorrow, Alyssa.  My housemates and I are having a party and I want
you here,� Jessica said with a quaver in her voice, as the words �I want� were
emphasized.  I accepted the invitation.


Back
in Vic�s vehicle, David said, �Orgy, right?�


Vic
said, �Of course, and our Alyssa will be the main attraction.�


�Okay,
enough out of you two,� I admonished, but they teased me all the way back to
Wellfleet.  I thought about it; an all woman party�correction, all lesbian
party.  That will be interesting, I thought, and my suddenly moist cunt agreed.


Once
more, my bedtime music was the grunts and groans of Vic and David, taking turns
filling each other�s rectum with semen galore.  I loved those sounds, though
I�d been sufficiently satisfied by today�s sex not to want to masturbate myself
to sleep.


The
following day I drove to Jessica�s cottage.  Her friends were all great looking
ladies, and of course more voluptuous than I could ever hope to be.  The party
was basically a bikini-clad, beer-and-wine-fueled cookout.  We took turns
manning (now that�s an interesting choice of words to describe a bunch of
females cooking!) the grill, got sloshed, and pigged out.


I
turned out to be dessert.


When
the bikinis fell to the floor the girls were well lubricated, I discovered,
from both liquor and anticipation.   Jessica whispered to me that her and her
friends had forsaken sex among themselves since they arrived, to build the
tension that would be released today.  �You�re like the wild card,� she said,
�Sherrie and Anna both told me, you�re the extra seasoning to take us over the
top.�  She nibbled on my earlobe then whispered, �And I know how great you
taste.�


Okay,
I was ready�yes, and well lubricated too.


I
was learning so damned much this week about who I really was sexually.  In the
next two hours or so, I wondered if I�d ever again have my tongue in so many pussies
in so little time.  My first of many orgasms was so stupendous that a line from
Lady Chatterley�s Lover came to mind: it was a �curious molten thrilling
that spread and spread��  And, I knew why it and all my subsequent orgasms that
day were so special.  For the most part, I�m a genital cummer, with most of the
sensations of pleasure focused below the waist.  Today I�ve had so many hands
and bodies stroking, touching, and petting me that each orgasm was a total body
wave of pure rapture, climaxes of a magnitude never experienced with men before.


I
quickly learned each woman�s sensitivities; her likes and dislikes and how to
coax the best squealing orgasm from her.  As strange as it seemed, throughout
all this I managed to play a little voyeur, watching the others, especially
Jessica, give and take pleasure.


Her
tanned body was nonetheless noticeably pink with excitement as she had one
after another orgasm.  Once when she was between my thighs, she stopped licking
and sucking long enough to say, �Alyssa, your clit is the most amazing little
devil, stiff and proud like a small dick.  I love it.�  She went back to
suckling on my little �dick� and her reward (and mine) came quickly
thereafter.  It turned out that more than one of my new acquaintances loved my
clit too.


Eventually
we ran out of gas, as well as pussy juice.  Jessica told all the girls that
she�d been my first and that she was glad I had come to the party, to be
�shared,� as she put it.


Like
girls around a campfire, I regaled them with stories of my sexual experiences
(up to this week all heterosexual), my marriage, and finishing up with a recap
of my tryst with David.  Anna gasped, and said, �David?  Omigod you fucked
him?!  I would never have guessed in a million years the stud would go for a woman. 
You�re incredible!�


With
that, she leapt into my lap and started kissing me.  Pretty soon we were
scissoring up a storm while the others cheered us on.  Oh God, another climax
to die for!


When
I got back to Vic�s place, the men wanted to hear all the details of the
party.  David correctly described it as �the orgy.�  I gave them a full recap, and
then told them of my date with Jessica the following night.  It wasn�t as if
they needed anything extra to fuel their desire, but later the sounds of sex
coming from their bedroom were particularly intense.  I could easily imagine
the cum flying.


The
next day was beach and sun, but no sex.  David appeared to have been satisfied
with his one-time dip into my well, and so I had no reason to feel guilty about
letting him fuck me.  That evening, I drove to Orleans and picked up Jessica. 
She wore a striking sundress that fantastically complimented her coloring, and
her ample bosom.  I wore designer jeans, boots, and a tank-top with no bra. 
When we got to the restaurant, several women openly ogled us, and I ate up the
attention, something that I never saw before this week on the Cape.  Of course
it helped that my nipples had stiffened and were very prominent through my
shirt.  Damn, did it feel great to be sexy again!


In
hushed tones over dinner, Jessica openly admitted that she�d fallen for me,
professing her love.  I told her that I�d always cherish this week and
everything I experienced and learned about myself, though I still preferred a
man and probably always would.


She
said, �Oh honey, I believe that all people are bisexual, and that anything is
possible if you just let go and let it happen.�


I
was beginning to agree with her.


Like
two teenagers, we drove to a secluded spot and made it our lovers� lane.  We
fingered each other to monster orgasms while we kissed.  When I dropped her off
at the cottage, she tried to talk me into coming in, but I had to break away,
get back to civilization, and on with my life.  We exchanged numbers and I
promised to keep in touch.


Would
I?  Only time would convince me that something had truly kindled here between
us.  The sex had been the most intense of my life, so thinking myself bisexual
from now on would be easier.  What remained to be seen and discovered was who
the next woman would be for me to kiss, to taste, to explore.


I
drove back to Wellfleet, my panties wet and the CD playing while I sang along.


�Hot
fun in the summertime��
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Beryl�s Diary


By


Donna M.


 


May
3


Wow
finished another diary book already!  I bet my teachers wished I wrote this
much in school LOL


I
guess I�ll blogit from now on�no more dorky book!


OK,
my first entry has to be about Joshua�he made a comment 2day that Beryl was a
gemstone and I was pretty like it is. He can be a dweeb sometimes but he is
kind of cute.  I don�t have a prom date yet but I think he�ll ask me now that
he broke up with that bitch Erin who thinks her boobs are a gift from god WDDD


 


May
6


Josh
hasn�t asked me yet�AFDN   I�m getting desperate J


Mom�s
new live-in bf isn�t like the others (surprise!)  Since her last joker almost
raped me I don�t want anything to do with them but Jon seems different so I�ll
give him a chance at least.  He isn�t condescending (w00t, did I spell that
right?) and so far hasn�t tried to feel me up.


 


May
10


Can�t
wait any more for that dildo Josh to ask, so I said yes to Sammy�tho I know
he�ll be GYPO as soon as the prom is over like he�s entitled or something.  A
good kick in the balls will fix that.


 


May
14


OMG
Jon came with me and mom to look for my prom dress!  I�m a little late so most
of them were like picked over.  Jon was kewl about it     -- offering
suggestions on color & style like he knew fashions & what it was all
about�and he never looked like he was checking me out like all of mom�s old
l00zer bf�s did.  Mom was clueless and kept picking out really st00pid dresses
like she�d wear.


 


May
15


WE
FOUND IT the purrrrrrrfect turquoise dress that Jon said �contrasted
beautifully� with my hair and eyes.  HE REALLY SAID THAT!   Mom said it was too
tight (predictable!)    which it is, but she let me buy it anyway.   New thong
and strapless bra to go with it too!


Ready
to Par-tay!!!!!


 


May
20


SSDD
���shitty weekend followed by equally shitty week in school.  Jon�s been giving
me a ride to school lately and it�s totally lood how some of the girls look at
him when he drops me off.  Prissy even said he was a �dream�  WTF?


I
guess he is a good looking man 4 his age but jesus it�s not like he�s in an
A&F ad or anything like that.


 


May
22


Horray
no HW 2nite!  BION I caught a glimpse of Jon coming out of the shower�didn�t
see his tool but the rest of him looked buff.  Mom must be getting laid real good,
better than the fat slobs she�s had be4.


I
thought about prom and wished it wasn�t with Sammy.  It�s been so long w/o sex
feeling horny but NFW I�ll let Sammy get into my panties.  What�s a grrl 2 do?


 


May
23


CONFESSION: 
Last night I thought about sex and HAD to do myself. Didn�t really get off max
(can I ever??) but it felt good. I remembered Peter and how strange it was when
he took my cherry behind his house 2 summers ago. F*ing lucky I didn�t get
pregnant by that fr3ak. Maybe some day Ill figure out what sex is all about�the
way gf�s tell me about orgasms like it�s the best f*ing thing in the whole
world LOL


 


June
4


Prom
2nite!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!


 


June
5


I
feel like I should write �Dear Diary� like this book is my bff        ;-)


Sammy
was being Sammy, pawing me all night and he almost pulled my dress down doing
it�if he had I�d have killed the bastard!!!!


Mom
drove me crazy before he picked me up with all her blah blah blah about no
drugs no sex, no booze�I felt like yelling �no fun either!?!?!�


Jon
was very complimentary about the dress and my hair, tho maybe he was a little
nervous saying good things about me in case mom got jealous and got pissed off
at him.  I like the guy and maybe feel sad for him B-cause I don�t think mom
appreciates him enuf.  What he sees in her IDK??????


Sammy
was jerk like usual �pissed since I didn�t put out 4 him  ATAB


 


June
11


F-ing
finals are going to be DEATH


Mom
always talks about college but ROTFL with my grades�����


Instead
of the usual bs from mom, Jon told me about a JC he went to�he said it allowed
him to �mature� before he went to a 4-Y college. I l00ked it up online and it
sounded kewl tho living @ home would still be  $#@#$%


 


June
21


Junior
yr almost dun!!!!   Cheryl actually wanted 2 know if I was screwing Jon LOL


What
do the grrlz see that I don�t?


 


June
23


Done! 
Came home to m-t house mom working put bikini on and got sun in back yard


Surprised
to hear door slam and wondered who home�went to look and saw Jon getting
undressed to take shower OMG he didn�t see me but I saw him                   $  =========>


Peter
n Sammy have skinny spike dicks but Jon�s is fat! w/ big bulb on head like how
could that go in a vagina when hard-on?  I snuck away b4 he saw me�.he went in
shower and I made noises to let him know I was home.


 


June
24


Had
amazing dream of Jon and I having sex!  Woke up with wet fingers   (@_@)


 


June
25


Jon
working strange hrs again 2day so home @ midday then back to wrk later 


Mom
working � I was down and Jon figured it out, asked what�s wrong & I told
him how prom sucked and not like I dreamed and now summer was here and I had to
get job or mom would have a bird


He
looked sad and wished I was �happier�   He told me how b-u-tiful dress was and
how good I l00ked in it and said too bad about �your date�


 
I asked him if I put dress on would he dance with me�.crazy!!!!!!!!


I
got all dressed up and he put nice clothes on and suit jacket (!)  and we put
some music on and we danced and I could tell he was nervous dancing close �tho
he didn�t get hard-on like Sammy and the others I danced with at prom.  I told
him he was a good dancer and he blushed BION !  then I said I wished he had
been my prom date and that got him more nervous when I laid my head against his
chest as we danced.


No
bulge so either he was scared sh**less or needed Viagra LOL 


I
told him it made up for the lame prom�he is a great guy�don�t know what he sees
in mom 


 


June
28


Mom
wigged cuz I wanted to go to lake w/ friends and hang out  Job, job, job,
yadda, yadda is only drum she beats.  She bit Jon�s head off when he defended
me like why couldn�t I have fun b4 summer job.


Bitch
doesn�t deserve him.


 


July
3


Town
fireworks lame but went anyway with a bunch of kids from school.  Saw mom &
Jon there 


LOL
he was  to be romantic, arm around her etc but she was like
�whatever�


I
wish I had a bf like that


 


July
6


Applied
4 job at store where Jon gave me recommendation.  Doesn�t look like l00zerville


 


July
7


Jon�s
rep must be good --- I got it!  Start next week   W00t!


 


July
8


Had
another dream w/ Jon�maybe had O while sleeping!  All wet when woke up


 


July
9


Dear
Diary,


8-0  



This
was the day!


Jon
working a split shift again and was taking shower b4 going back to wrk�I
thought about seeing him b4 and about my dreams and I HAD TO


What
a fr3ak!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!     I got naked and went into shower with him!


He
kept telling me to get out but I said what�s the big deal�I turned my back to
him and faced the shower spray and began washing myself like he wasn�t there�he
still *protested* but when I backed toward him and felt his dick twitch as it
touched my butt I knew I was going to have SEX with him!


I
asked him if I could wash him and he couldn�t even talk LOL


His
dick was sooooooooo big close up!  I put soap on it and rubbed and he got super
stiff.


He
said it wasn�t right �again� but I worried too about mom coming home and
finding us and I wasn�t ready 4 that even if I was ready for HIM�so we didn�t


After
out of the shower I asked him if someday we could pretend again about him being
my prom date


He
said yes�and tho he tried 2 hide it while drying, his stiff dick said yes too!


 


July
10


Had
2 write this down!  Last nite I heard them effing they were so loud I heard the
bed bang against wall and I heard mom squeal so it must have been s00per big O


Someday
maybe I�ll have 1 of those


 


July
15


Am
I dreaming???????????


Jon
came home early from work so I put my prom dress on with n0thing underneath and
got all made up etc while he showered and dressed up too.  We danced to decent
toonz, like his tastes aren�t lame like mom�s, and he held me close�I felt very
hot against him heat coming thru dress! 


8-0   
!!!!!!!!!!!!!!    felt trickle on thigh!  Felt him get hard too!


Can
I even dare writing this down????????????


He
asked me what I wanted and I said �HIM� and he wanted to know why and I told
him how I�ve never known anyone like him -- so nice but not a dweeb � he told
me how pretty I was and that he couldn�t understand how I didn�t have all kinds
of bf�s         all this while dancing slow and close�


And
then he said he wanted to kiss me and I let him OOOOOOOOOOOO  DFK = KWSTA


 more
trickles down my thigh!


When
my dress finally came off, I was soooooooooooooo ready


GOD�CAN�T
WRITE ANY MORE GOT TO TOUCH MYSELF �REMEMBERING


 


July
16


Where
do I start?


He
was tender and caring but eventually did me hard�harder and deeper than clumsy
Peter ever could� I wrapped my legs around him and he stretched me tight


My
O was the best of my life�.I really screamed I couldn�t take it anymore my
whole body tightened up and sort of LET GO!  Wow did Jon really fill the
condom!


 


July
17


Whenever
mom wasn�t looking, Jon gave me ©-eyes
and I knew he wantd me again but we�d have to wait for right time.


 


July
19


First
day work was dull but what did I expect?  Kept thinking of Jon and made stupid
all day


 


July
22


No
work 2day�Jon snuck home from work and we took another shower together.  I gave
him head and he got super hard so we did it there�he had me bend over and he
went into me from behind banging me hard so my feet were lifting up every time
he pounded me   OH GOD THIS ONE WAS BETTER THAN 1ST !  I SCREAMED SO
LOUD


Because
no condom he pulled out and made cumshot on my ass and we had fun washing it
all off after.


 


July
24


After
work hanging w/ friends Prissy wanted to know if I�d had sex with Jon yet �He�s
practically your stepdad and I�ve fucked my stepdad� was what she said.  I
didn�t really believe her about sex with her stepdad but my silence sort of
told her that it was true about Jon and me doing it.


I
hoped nobody yap�d about it since I didn�t want Jon in trouble


 


July
25


Jon
still super nervous around me when mom there like he will do something to give
it up


But
we still planned our next time together�actually it was MY planning and him
going along LOL


I
had an idea but i�ll keep it from you�Diary� so you wont blab RMETTH           = - 0


 


July
26


When
I told Jon I wanted to cam our sex he nearly died�but he got hard (supreme !!)
and got freaky trying to hide it from mom!


 


July
29


Our
Day!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!


Set
cam up next to my bed and we got naked.  


Like
pron I went down on him and tried deepthroat but  couldn�t go 2 d33p


He
licked me and told me how wet I was


He
taught me more about �doggie� and I liked it that way A LOT!         


Big
O came fast!   YELLED WAY LOUD and that made Jon like manic and he went faster
and made throat sounds like he was having real big cum too           
(!_!)        <*_* >


NOW
I KNOW WHAT THE GRRLZ TALK ABOUT    SWEET!!!!!!!    MAYBE I HAD 2 or 3!!!! 


Was
it position or vidding that did it 4 me?  never felt like that be4�.ever!


Must
test next time J


Cuddled
in bed after and he played w/ my tits and told me how B-U-T-ful I was�.so
great!


No
chance to watch vid but he said he would burn on DVD and we would look at it
next time we had chance.


 


August
4


8-0    Finally watch�d video  I�M
A PRN STAR !   Surprised how much noise I made even be4 cumming���.mouth hangin
open��.ass bouncing WOW made me horny watching but he was even more horny�so
hard watching it---watching US


Gave
him bj ----- asked him if mom did that 2 him and he said no�.said she thinks
its �disgusting� LOL


he
was deep in my mouth when he ejac�d    it WENT UP MY NOSE!   Ive said to p-ple
BIOYN but I actually did!!!!!!!!!!!!        Choked and made him panic big
time�.told him next time warn me


 


August
7


Mom
went out so we fucked a quickie  Maybe worry about her coming home and finding
us made it better but WHAT A F***ING ORGAZM!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!    Jon too! � Came
buckets!


 


August
8


They
went out so I got the DVD and watched ME again��..what a rush to see his dick
go in and out all wet from ME & 2 see the way my ass wiggles and how my
mouth is wide open and making NOISE until got real LOUD like I scr34med and I
saw how I sh00k all over and then he made a grunt sound so I knew he was
cumming and then cuz I felt it my BIG O kept going WOW!


I
didn�t realize I was fingering mys3lf until I screamed so f*ing loud I bet
neighbors heard me.


Best
damn porn I ever saw and its ME IN IT!!!!!!!!!!!!!!


 


August
13


ADIH         
Work is dull dull dull dull dull dull dull ∞


No
time alone with Jon����.he looks like he�s busting a nut waiting 4 a chance to
be alone with me but mom watching him like she suspects something


 


August
15


Got
our chance! mom has church meeting or something so we set cam up agin and made
another pron vid.


Jon
was like wild dog humping me so he came 1st b4 I had a big
one�didn�t matter it was still GOOD!


So
horny he got it up again so I did like ive seen in porn vids rode him
cowgirl��.really cool tits bouncing felt specially good (strange) and this time
I felt O building up like slowly turning up volume on Ipod til I was LOUD again
and scr3ming and mashing my pelvis into him hard so much my cunt exploded and I
scr3amed again even LOUDER�he moaned �Oh Baby I love you� and I felt him cum
some more.  Lucky we used condm LOL


 


August
17


After
work in bedroom watched new vid with earbuds --CAN�T BELIEVE IT so dam hot I
barely touched clit once and W00p�BIG ONE had to really work not to yell so no1
would hear


Cant
say whats more fun�real sex vs watching us and mast?  Saw site called Beautiful
Agony where p-ple send in vids of them mast 2 orgazm�.FOFL if I sent 1 of me in
they would call it �overkill� like they do to some 


 


August
20


Jumped
in shower with Jon and he said no sex he was in hurry didn�t have enuf time but
his dick said YES�and his dick won!  Maybe he was a  late 4 wrk
but at least he liked it�I sure did


(
!_! )


 


August
21


MISTAKE�slipped
and told Prissy bout DVDs she wanted to see them sooooooooooo bad and so I did


She
got so hot watching I thought she�d start diddling herself thru clothes 


She
said no boys have Jon�s cock and that she wished she could fuck him�said he
wasn�t like older men had good body even if losing hair�who cares about hair I
told her.


She
swore not to tell anyone about me & Jon & the vids, but Im worried big
time


 


August
22


Tried
to talk Jon into ride in car go somewhere 2 do some serious effin but he said
no�I think mom is figuring things out & hes nervous.  Don�t know what 2 do
I NEED A GOOD ONE maybe watching vids and using fingerz NOT enuf


 


August
26


OMG
Cindy asked about DVDs so Prissy blabbed  DEEP DOO-DOO but its all my fault


maybe
everything is 2G2BT


 


August
28


End
of summer = END OF MY LIFE!


Cin
had pool party over her house and invited a few kids from sk00l  Jon drove me
over since mom was doing something dunno what.  When we got there surprised 2
see only a few grrlz I knew and no boys.  Cin asked Jon if he wanted to hang
out 4 a little while with us.  I saw what was going on but doh! Jon is so blind
(MEN! dick does thinkin 4 them!)  of course he hung around.


No
one else around so grrlz all got naked and skinnydipped in pool.  Teased Jon
about going in so he did�hard-on was hard 2 miss LOL


Jenn
was first to go 4 him,frst grabbing him and then BJ.  I thought about movies I
seen w/ Pirranahs and that�s what grrlz looked like�I couldn�t watch as they
took turns effing him and when he ejac�d they�d get him hard and do it more�OMG
no condoms�I thought Jon cared about me but now I know im just POAss to him


Grrlz
laughed @ me I HATE THEM HATE HATE HATE HATE never talk 2 them in sch00l ever
ever


Didn�t
talk going home�cried when I got there��mom knows something�s wr0ng


 


August
29


Jon
tried 2 make up but no more sex w/ jerk after orgy���..maybe he got s.t.d. from
one of them 


 


September
1


W00t
mom found out about �party� �f*ing orgy more like it at Cindy�s so I�m grounded
but SHE KICKED THE A-HOLE OUT�made stink bout doing me but BMGWL she didn�t
b-lieve him!!!!!!


I
always wondered if he had copies /vids on comp but at least I have DVD hard
copies.


Never
mind I have plan to use them 4 $$


 


September
2


B-ing
grounded sucks��..under this f*ing roof suckier 


 


September
8


Sk00l
is for f00lz!!!!!!!!!!!   Don�t care anymore


Called
guy named Freddie who runs website of girls having sex �for 1st
time� (as if!!) 


Sold
him DVDs and he paid me good $


Had
ORGAZM (really!) when I saw them on his page�he said I was supernova hot and
wanted me to make more 4 him


I�m
skippin sk00l 2morrow and hes gonna pick me up and go make some righteous PORN!


 


September
9


�Dear
Diary�  J


MY
1ST VID SH00T!    NEVER SAW COCK THAT HUMUNGOUS !!!!!!


And
I thought Jon was big LOL


D00d
fucked me every angle and I didn�t have 2 fake Big O so Freddie fr3aked and
said I was �natural� for pr0n�promised me $$$$$$ if I kept at it��..think I
might  HOIC!!


 


September
11


MORE!
Did 2 guys (HUNG!!!!!)  Freddie said if I did DP would get big $$$$ but said I
had 2 think about it


 


September
15


COPS
@ DOOR!!!!!!!!!!    Asking about Jon�.didn�t stick around 2 find if about me or
orgy w/ grrlz


I
bet they�ll get around 2 taking my comp as  so I put all on
flash dr. and took DVDs out of house to hide���..17, so don�t think I was
illegal but who knows f*ing law


 


September
18


Freddie
said he�d take care of me if I moved in w/ him


He�s
a nice guy�.lets me watch all video taken of me and then we fuck until I HOWL
(he calls me his wolf grrl LOL) drives him crazy & he cums big time


Said
I�m best loudest Orgazm he ever heard    + they�re REAL!


 


September
19


Pick�d
up stuff at house when mom not around and  to Freddie�s


Told
him I�d do anal scene 2 try out b4 committing to DP


Just
bought new clothes w/ $ i�m making


 


September
20


No
more f*ing sk00l �drop�d out!


SWEEEEEEEEEEET!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
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I got
this idea from a call to another author here on ASSTR, Candy.  Her cherubic
voice, which belies a maturity well beyond her sixteen years, humorously
challenged me to write �like a girl.�  I have a tween daughter, who I�ve been
very open with about sex (yes, she knows all about the birds and the bees�and
condoms, and STDs, and sexual predators, as well as masturbation and wonderful
orgasms.)  What Candy has done in her life scares me, thinking of my daughter
as she approaches that age, wondering if my little girl could handle what Candy
has (and praying she never comes close.)


 


I
don�t condone grown men having sex with teenagers, since most of these
situations occur because of some type of coercion.  However, there is such a
thing as consensual sex; as in this story, and in many jurisdictions a 17 year
old is able to give consent.  I�m not sure how erotic this story truly is. 
I�ll leave that assessment to you, my faithful readers.


 


To
Candy: you�re a special person and I love you for being who you are, even after
reading the final draft of this story and chastising me for my leetspeak and
emoti faux pas!  Be safe, young lady, be safe! 


 


© 2010


Donna M.


 


 


You can e-mail me at boredbutstillhot@yahoo.com



All feedback is welcome!
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We were three
friends, working out in my home gym on our mutual day off.  Since I was fortunate
enough (meaning I could afford it) to have a nicely equipped exercise room in
my home, I invited my friends Carrie and Lynn to work out regularly with me,
which we were doing today.  My husband Phillip had contracted to build an
oversized walk-in shower adjacent to the gym room, and today was the first time
we women could use it.


�Shall we?� I said,
inviting them into the shower.


My name is Julia, and
I am somewhat the newcomer to the friendship, as my husband and I moved here
only last year.


Stripping out of our
sweat-soaked gym clothes, the girls joked that Phillip had probably installed a
secret video camera, and our pictures would end up all over the Internet.  I
thought: fat chance of that, Phillip wasn�t imaginative enough.  


My second thought was
if he did, the pictures would be quite popular.  I was in awe of my
friends� naked bodies, seeing them for the first time, and how buff both were,
belying their ages.  Carrie was a lithe gazelle, and now I could see how taut
every part of her body was, including her hairless pubis and her pert B-cups
with their prominent nipples, now stiffened under the shower�s spray.  Lynn was
the oldest of us three, yet you wouldn�t know by looking at her body.  She had
full D-cups with the biggest, oval areolas I�ve ever seen, great hips, and
long, to-die-for legs that met at a perfectly trimmed triangle landing strip. 
Compared to them I was a slug (why do you think we spent the money for the home
gym?), and suddenly I wasn�t too happy about joining them in the shower.


The girls didn�t seem
to notice.  They didn�t act self-conscious in the least, and immediately began
washing each other.  Damned if it didn�t look intimate, which increased my
self-consciousness but also my curiosity.  Their tenderness made me wonder if
they had a relationship beyond being friends.  I hadn�t seen this before;
though looking back, I was sure there were signs.  Their tenderness also
tweaked something sexual within me, which surprised me as I tried to suppress
it.


Lynn asked, �Would
you like us to��


I said yes and
immediately responded to their touch.  My nipples were hard (and I was certain
my clit had stiffened too).  I wasn�t suppressing the arousal anymore and let
them both intimately touch me as they washed me.  I�d had a couple of
experiences with other women before I met Philip, but never considered myself
bisexual, only that the encounters were experimental.  


The way they
continued to fondle and rub against each other confirmed their relationship. 
The way I responded confirmed something about me.  Did they want me as much as
each other?  Where they were light and sexy, I was dark-skinned (some Cajun
blood in me, I�ve been told) and tended to hairy, long ago giving up on
constant body waxing and epilating.  Maybe they weren�t seducing me but only
seeking an approval of a sort, testing my tolerance or understanding?  


Okay, yes, they were
seducing me!  


These women were very
much friends, and if they wanted to take our friendship to another level, I
guess I was ready, as evidenced by my body�s response.  


They double-teamed me
out of the shower and back to the home gym.  We had a large mat covering one
section of floor for yoga and such, with the surrounding walls mirrored.  This
was our destination.


Lynn whispered to me,
�You sure, Julia?�


�Yessssssssssss,� I
purred in answer.  She smiled, pleased.


My body was
apportioned between them, Carrie taking the top half and Lynn my bottom half. 
Lynn wasted no time in sucking on my clit before thrusting her tongue within
me, searching for my g-spot, challenging herself, I imagined, to whether she
could reach it with her tongue-tip.  Carrie tweaked my nipples as she kissed
me, her tongue going deep too.


Carrie stopped
kissing me and said, �She didn�t think you�d go for it,� meaning Lynn, who was
still expertly working on my cunt.  �We�ve been arguing for weeks, trying to
decide if and when to approach you�to give this a shot.�  Not waiting for a
reply, she went back to kissing and fondling me.


Lynn stopped licking
long enough to say, �Baby Doll, her clit�s like a small cock begging to be
sucked. Come see it.�


Which is what Carrie
did.  She went down on me, exclaiming �Oh, wow!� before sucking on my clit. 
Lynn lazily rubbed my breasts and stomach as Carrie sucked away.


Oh, God was this
going to be an exquisite orgasm!  I was moaning along with Carrie�s sucking
sounds, interspersed with �Mmm� and �Oh yeah!�  I listened to myself, mewling
like a lost kitten.  Then I grew louder until I was screaming as I never had
before.  I�m not usually a loud cummer, but this wasn�t the usual.


Carried yelped, and
said with glee, �She squirted! You should�ve seen it, Lynn honey.�


Lynn chuckled and
said, �Don�t worry, love, I will, I will.�


They went back to
ministering to each other, allowing me to bask in the glow of the sensational climax. 
I watched them lick, rub and finger each other until I was so aroused again I
had to join in.  Now there were three sweaty, writhing bodies on the mat.


My first sensation
was taste, then their wetness itself, as I enjoyed each of them�swollen labia,
proud clits�especially Carrie�s hairless pussy, her clit a fine, fleshy pearl
to kiss and suck on.  Our shrieks of orgasm reverberated around the room, not
knowing whose tongue was in whose cunt, and not caring.


Sated, and sticking
to the mat in wet abandon, we got up and returned to the shower.


The girls conspired,
Lynn saying, �Shave her?�


Shaving materials
were collected and they lovingly shaved my pubic area smooth, talking all the
while of future waxing �parties� so I would be their �smooth baby.�  Carrie
shaved off Lynn�s landing strip.  More kisses as we moved to my bedroom, where
they took me again.  Soon I was screaming in magnificent climax once more.


While the three of us
lounged on my marriage bed they told me about their �history� and how much
they�d hoped I would join in.  When I questioned why, Lynn said, �It�s not all
about tit size you know. You�re a sexy lady, so why wouldn�t we want to fuck
you.�


Over coffee with Lynn
a few days later, I pressed the matter.  �Have you and Carrie really been
plotting to seduce me all this time?�


�Of course, silly,
why would you doubt us?�


�Look at me. I�m
nowhere near as gorgeous as you two are.�


�You�ll have to get a
new mirror. What we see is a lot sexier than what you do, I guess.�


My face felt flush so
I must have been blushing.  �Maybe I should break my mirror, or would
that be too much bad luck to overcome the good luck of knowing you?�  We both
laughed.


She filled me in on
more of her and Carrie�s history as lovers, and the first time they tentatively
explored their mutual attraction. �I probably have always been bisexual,� she
said. �In high school I looked at other girls as much as I looked at guys, but
never got up the nerve to do anything about it, even later in college. Before I
knew it I was married with what I thought was a great sex life. That was until
I met Carrie and fell in love with her. She came on to me, and suddenly I was
in heaven.�


I told her about my
experiences in college.  �So, sleeping with a woman wasn�t such a big deal to
me, like it was simply a phase I was going through.  Looking back though, maybe
it�s because I didn�t find the right woman.�


She said, �Do you
feel as if you�ve found one now?�


�Two,� I answered, as
we held hands and drank our coffees.


An enigmatic smile
crossed Lynn�s face.  �Only two?� she asked.  �I bet you�ve looked at someone
else in the area and thought, �She looks good enough to eat�.�


�Well, maybe I have.
You know Erika who lives at the end of Cedar? I�ve seen her jogging a few times
and she does look delicious in those tight, spandex outfits she wears.�


She laughed, which
got me giggling like a schoolgirl.  �Yes, I�ve seen her, and that ass of hers
is fantastic. Maybe you could invite her to work out with us? I bet you�re wet
thinking of her, aren�t you?�


I was, but Lynn was
equally desirable.  The remainder of our coffees grew cold as we went to my
bedroom and made sweet music.  I kissed and caressed her magnificent breasts as
she went down on me.  Wet only got wetter as I came on her expert tongue.


�You are so
delicious, Julia,� she moaned.


I then enjoyed her
deliciousness.


Following our next
workout session, Carrie pulled a nasty looking neon green double dong from her
gym bag and we quickly put it to use.  I joked with her that if it wasn�t too
long, we could meet in the middle.  We almost did, holding each other as we
moved our hips in unison, plunging the dong as deep as we could take it until
we cried out in orgasmic glory.  The only question left to be answered was
which one of us left-out Lynn would jump first.


Carrie got the
honors, as I watched them love each other, writhing on the mat, the
double-headed dildo getting more use.  Lynn�s explosive orgasm was truly
something to behold.  I came right after Lynn did, my fingers rubbing
furiously.  Carrie and Lynn actually stopped to watch my self-induced climax.
Their loving smiles meant the world to me.  I quivered and shook so much I
pulled a hip muscle, and the girls laughed and said they�d massage me back to
health, though it wasn�t my hip they massaged.


One day I planned to
bump into Erika as she jogged by.  �Hey, how�ve you been?�


�Great,� she panted,
running in place.  �I have to tell you, Julia, you look fantastic. You�ve been
working out?�


�Thanks, yes I have.
I�m pleased you noticed, since I�m certainly not in as good a shape as you
are.�


�You look good to
me,� she said, which fueled the fire within me, whether she meant it like that
or not.


�I said, �We have a
small group of neighborhood girls who meet at my house to use my built-in gym.
How about stopping over next time? You know Lynn, don�t you?�


�I�ll give you a
call, let you know.�  As she jogged off, I gazed at her ass and considered the
possibilities.


That night, I asked
my husband to eat me, and I imagined it was Erika instead, which was difficult
to pull off with Philip�s stubble chafing my inner thighs.  When I came, he
acted surprised, wiping my abundant pussy juice from his chin.


Little did he know.


Erika called, wanting
to know about our workout sessions.  I gave her days and times, then called
Carrie and Lynn to tell them.  During our first session, we were on our best
behavior, chatting with Erika, getting to know her better, working up a good
sweat along with our anticipation.  By the time we stripped out of our sweaty
workout clothes, I was insatiably impatient to see Erika naked, and by their
expressions, so were Lynn and Carrie.  The reality turned out better than the
fantasy.  She was perfect.  Her breasts were firm, slightly upswept with very
prominent nipples, more prominent than even Carrie�s spectacularly suckable
ones.


The three of us snuck
glances at each other as we shepherded Erika into the big shower.  Much as Lynn
and Carrie had done with me, we three surreptitiously and �accidently� touched
her in strategic places.  After a minute or two of this, Erika said, �If I
didn�t know better I�d say you were trying to seduce me.�


That was déjà vu for
me.  �We are!� came a chorus of three voices.


And she let us!  Much
to our squealing delight, she opened up to us, one kissing while the other two touched,
caressed, and squeezed.  She proved to be an energetic and tireless lover.


Many orgasms later,
she admitted to being bi.  �You girls have sex radar or something?� she asked.


�Something,� I
answered.


The afternoon�s
second workout got us eventually back into the shower before the girls split. 
What was three was now four.


Perhaps I should have
been jealous at the way Carrie�s and Lynn�s primary attention swung from me to
Erika, but I understood it, and the four of us still made some nice flesh
sandwiches and we all satisfied our hunger.  Besides, how could I complain
since I loved being loved by the beautiful Erika too?


We bought some more
wicked dildos and had fun trying to rig them to the gym equipment, attempting
to transform them into sex machines.  Some worked, and some failed laughingly. 
We had a great time regardless.


One such contraption
worked so well, I used it daily even without the girls being present.  We�d
attached a massive black dildo to the frame of an old rowing machine, and now I
got fucked nightly while working out; no fuss, no baggage, just stretched and
deep.  Hubby couldn�t know what was happening, but he did make occasional
comments about our waning sex life.  I hadn�t forsaken him completely; however,
I mostly satisfied my desires with the girls and with my toys.


Erika enjoyed our
workout interludes so much she talked one of her friends into joining us. 
Melina turned out to a buxom, curvy lady with boundless sexual energy to go
along with her caustic wit and talented tongue.  Melina and I quickly
established a special bond, perhaps because of our dark ethnicity far removed
from our fair workout comrades.  We�d have private waxing parties to keep
smooth, often licking and humping to electric orgasms afterward.


When the five of us
tangled on the gym mat, we became a wet collection of limbs, torsos, and
heaving breasts, gasping for air amid squeals of rewarded passion.  Carrie was
the first to call us �The BW�s� for Bi Wives, and it stuck, a club of sorts. 
We all freely admitted we still fucked our husbands, but the attraction, the
bonds that held us together transcended marriage-bed sex.


The dynamo that was
Melina overwhelmed me, bringing me to new heights of ecstasy beyond what I
originally experienced with Carrie and Lynn, and later with Erika.  I was
confused at first the day she invited me to her house to meet her husband.  It
wasn�t until I met him, and realized he knew of his wife�s consummated
bisexuality, and embraced it, did I understand.  Chris was a striking man, a
prototypical tall, dark and handsome Greek gentleman.  He was way more
attentive to me than I expected and soon learned why.


�Melina�s always
telling me how lovely and passionate a woman you are, Julia, yet I see you are
even lovelier than her words conveyed.�


At times like this in
the past, I would reject such praise and comment of my less-than-lithe
physique, but lately I�ve seen the changes in my mirror.  I�ve lost weight,
looking more fit and toned than I have since adolescence.  I thank both types
of workouts for that.


�Well, thank you, Mr.
Georgopoulos.�


�Please, call me
Chris.�


Melina said, �Chris,
Julia and I are going in the hot tub. You can join us if you like.�


�No my dear, I�m sure
you�d like to spend time with this lovely lady without having me around to
entertain.�


On that, we disrobed
and went into their spa.  We kissed, and soon fingers were probing as equally
as tongues.  �Oh, Julia,� she muttered.  �I need you! Love me, love me!�  My
fingertips worked her clit below the waterline until she was writhing and
splashing. �Yes, oh yes! I�m cumming, I�m cummmmmminnnnng,� she cried, her legs
pumping as her thighs tightened around my still-working hand.  Her quaking body
belied the depth of her superb orgasm.


�May I join you, now
that my wife has informed the neighborhood of her pleasure?�  I looked up to
see Chris standing outside the hot tub, wrapped in a towel and wearing nothing
else.  He looked even better unclothed, with nice abs and the muscled thighs of
a weightlifter.  My heart skipped a beat.


�It�s your spa, so I
suppose you can come in any time you want,� I said, not at all shocked by my
renewed arousal.  I needed no crystal ball to see I�d soon be part of a
threesome.


Chris dropped the
towel, and rest assured the newly revealed parts were as fine and impressive as
the balance of him.  Melina and I sat him between us and wordlessly began to
work on him, though we hardly �worked� at all.  Amid much touching, stroking
and splashing, I somehow ended up between them and they were working on me. 
Again, not much work was required to arouse me further than I was.  Very soon,
I was kissing Melina as Chris skillfully fucked me.


�You are�a
beautiful�woman Julia�especially�now,� he uttered, his voice breaking but not
his rhythm.


Melina crooned, �I
told you honey, she�s one of a kind,� before her tongue slid between my parted
lips once again.


My body trembled and
shook as I climaxed, pulling him deeper, wanting him at my core, through my
womb, to the center of me, deeper�


I moaned my release. 
Melina cheered happily.  Chris exploded, filling me with his cum.


In post-coital
happiness, Melina kept telling her husband that I was hers, and not to get any
ideas this would be a regular occurrence.  In my mind, this could easily
be a regular occurrence.


The BW�s continued to
work out, continued to satisfy our sexual cravings, continued to explore new
ways to enjoy each other�s charms.  When the five of us entangled on the mat of
my home gym, heaven appeared on Earth.  We speculated on another neighborhood
woman named Aileen, an Irish redhead with amazing cleavage, but hadn�t
approached her yet with an �invitation.�


Melina and I kept our
special bond alive.  At times, Chris would join us for superlative sex.  How I
turned into an insatiable, bisexual, sex machine is difficult for me to fathom,
yet the BW�s are a big part of my life now and I�m forever grateful.


My husband, Phillip,
hasn�t caught on, as far as I knew.  I was sure he wondered why we don�t have
sex as often as we used to.  If he suspects I�m having an affair, he�d be
shocked to find out the extent of my infidelity, four beautiful women who
complete me.


Carrie with her taught
nipples and virginal-tasting pussy.


Lynn, with her magnificent
breasts and amazingly responsive clit.


Erika�s perfection.


Melina, with her
explosively vocal orgasms and her lust for life.


Thinking of them, I
grew horny.  It was time to head to the gym and use some of the toys to tide me
over until the BW�s reconvene.


The
End



Donna M.
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I�m
the man who makes your wife cum.  You don�t know me though you may suspect I
exist.  No matter.  Your wife comes to me again and again.


I
met her at the office (or at a church function, or in a lounge when she was out
with the girls, or�)  I commented on her looks, but nothing overly sexual.  In
the office, I�m careful because of all those annoying sexual harassment rules,
but I pick my spots to comment on her clothes (�Is that a new dress? It really
sets off your eyes.�) or hair (�Wow! You got it cut. Looks great!�)  Do you
compliment her?  Do you notice?


I
make a point of listening to her problems, her gripes, her frustrations with
work, or whatever.  Women crave for someone to listen to them.  I wait for that
particular bad day she�s having and invite her to lunch.  Nothing fancy, just
another chance to listen and show I care.  I look across the table to see a
beautiful woman.  Sure, she has flaws, doesn�t everyone?  Yet her qualities
shine through.  I�m sure that�s why you married her.  You still look at her and
admire her, don�t you?


A
few more lunches like that and I can detect her changing attitude towards me. 
Of course, I remain the gentleman.  Perhaps she has begun to fantasize.  Have
you detected any upswing in�ahem��activity� in your bedroom?  


Soon
the day arrives.  I make an excuse for dinner and ask her to accompany me. 
Maybe at first she declines.  That�s okay, because next time she�ll say yes.  I
know she will.


In
the meantime, she�s looking at you.  When was the last time you regaled her,
taking her out on the town?  Our first dinner will be romantic except nothing
will happen.  I�ll take your wife home with nothing more than �I had a great
time. You�re great company,� and perhaps a chaste kiss on the cheek.   She will
tell you a story about being with the girls or something like that, and you�ll
believe it even if you smell the hint of cologne she�s wearing�one she saves
for �special� occasions.


It
may not be until our third dinner date that she agrees to visit my place for a
drink.  I�ve worked at linking this evening with a celebration, perhaps a group
success in the office.  Dinner therefore will maintain this celebratory mood. 
At my apartment I give your wife a tour, but of course not the bedroom, at
least not yet.


I
open a bottle of good champagne (or her favorite wine) and toast to what we�re
celebrating.  A few glasses will get her to open up about home�and you�more
than she�s done before tonight.  I listen.


Maybe
tonight will be the night.  If not then soon.  I�ll see the signs: body
proximity, willingness to drink more to loosen up, and her eyes.  Even if sex
is not on the agenda, I�ll initiate contact, maybe a back rub (�You seem
tense�relax��)


Whether
this time or next, she will move closer at some point and we�ll kiss.  I�ll be
tentative, not push it, ever the gentleman.  Her tongue will be my signal.  


Your
wife�s signal is strong this evening!  Her tongue attacks mine and I
reciprocate.  My, your wife is aggressive!  She goes right for my belt. 
However I don�t do likewise; instead keeping my hand at the nape of her neck
and lightly caressing her there.  


Now
I show her my bedroom.


She
undresses for me, modestly at first mainly (I believe) because of her
conservative bra and panties.  I like that, but now I know to buy her some
Victoria�s Secret lingerie for our upcoming �special� occasions.  I�ll get
virginal white; she is a virgin to me, yes?  I especially love how she blushes
when removing her bra.  Do you comment on her lovely breasts as I do?


I
caress her breasts, spending time at her nipples, exploring their sensitivity. 
I tell her how beautiful she is.  I don�t go directly for her cunt, though I�m
dying to feel how wet she�s become.  I spend time kissing her belly, swirling
my lips all around her navel.  She tells me how ticklish she is and urges my
head downward.  I bypass her vulva and kiss her legs down to her toes and back.


Ooh,
your wife is rather playful, but you know that already, right?  She�s quickly
reverting to her initial aggression and wants to show me how good she is at
fellatio.


I
say teasingly, �Ummmmm. Where did you learn that?�


She
looks up to meet my eyes, bats her eyelashes and says, �Learn what?�  She�s a
sweetheart!


I
pull her up to kiss her again as what remains of our clothes hit the bedroom
floor.  It�s my turn.  My tongue is the first part of me to discover how
amazingly wet she�s become.  By the time my tongue tires she is whimpering and
begging for more.


Let
me assure you, I�m no bigger nor better looking than you are, but how she
responds!  Your wife may be more comfortable letting me take the lead in the
missionary position, where another may be bolder and ride me cowgirl.  No
matter, it�s all about her.  I climb between her parted thighs and enter her
willing cunt, and she gasps at the moment of insertion.  Maybe she is realizing
the giant line she crossed by being here in my bed, but the die is cast and she
pulls me all the way into her.


Your
wife made no demand I wear a condom.  Would that upset you if you knew?


I
go slowly.  Your wife is so hot and having her lying under me is making me want
to pop right away, but that would not make the lady happy, would it?  It is all
about her, after all.  As slowly as I�m moving inside her, she is urging me to
go faster.  Her legs and arms are wrapped around me and pulling me tightly to
her, almost keeping me from thrusting, yet I still do.


 She
keeps crying, �Goo�goo�goo� like a baby.  Her back arches, eyes flutter, mouth
agape.  Her underlying low harmonic moan grows to a powerful wail; trembling,
her legs further tighten around me as her body convulses.  Her vagina has
swollen so much from arousal and orgasm that I doubt she�s felt this tight
since her prom night.  Was she yours that night, or someone else�s? 


We
find every opportunity to be together.  Sometimes we skip lunch and go right
for �dessert.�  She shaved for me!  She wants to be smooth for my touch.  Did
you wonder what was going on the first time she shaved and waxed herself
smooth?  Did you like it?  Did you think it was for you?


I�m
the man who makes your wife scream.  Eventually she may either be consumed with
guilt or begin to want more from me.  Either way, it will be over between us.


Then
I�ll find another fine woman who needs me.  I�ll think of her husband and say
to myself, I�m the man who makes your wife cum.
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�You
know I�m not looking forward to staying at your mother�s place,� I said,
looking sternly at my husband, Richard.


�C�mon
Sam, it�s not like you don�t get along with her. I mean, she may be eccentric,
but she likes you, maybe more than she�s ever liked me.�


�So,
what am I supposed to do while you�re working in Boston all day, huh?�


�It�s
not like she lives in the sticks. Amherst is a great little college town, with
all kinds of things to do. And besides, she�s into her poetry thing so there�ll
be a whole slew of interesting characters around the place to liven things up.�


�Why
don�t you look so enthused yourself while you�re selling me on how great it
would be? You�ll stay in the city most nights, leaving me alone, and all you�ll
have to endure is the weekends mostly.�


Richard�s
mom, Janice, was so much different from her son you would think she adopted him. 
I think sometimes he wished he had been adopted.  Where Janice was still
playing flower child well into her fifties, my husband was about as conservative
and straight-laced as they came.  I�ve always believed it was a form of
psychological compensation while growing up without a father figure, distancing
his psyche from hers as much as possible.  Who�s to know?  Richard never knew
who his father was, and perhaps Jan never really knew either, since in her own
words she had been the proverbial �free love hippy girl� sleeping with anyone who�d
provide her with drugs and a warm bed.


On top
of everything, she�d named her only child Peace Dove Richarde (yes, with a
ridiculous �e�) because it sounded �groovy� at the time.  Richard legally
changed his name before entering law school.  He would bristle at anyone who
greeted him with the word �peace� or gave him a peace sign.  He�d glare at
anyone who called him Dick or Rich or Ricky�it was Richard or nothing.


Richard
spoke and pulled me out of my reverie.  �It�s only going to be a few months at most.
Why don�t you get involved with her poetry thing? You used to love writing
poetry.�


The
�poetry thing� was Janice�s latest venture.  Jan had been a renowned artist years
ago and sold some good pieces before her fifteen minutes of fame ended with her
genre falling out of favor.  She had money, and liked flaunting it on causes. 
Her latest was sponsoring poets in Amherst, Massachusetts, the home of U-Mass
and a bunch of tony liberal arts colleges.  She�s probably sleeping with every
one of her �sponsored� would-be bards.


�I
used to love a lot of things,� I said.


�What�s
that supposed to mean?�


�Let�s
drop it, okay? I�ll play my part and be the happy daughter-in-law while you�re
off being the legal eagle.�


�Samantha��
he started, but I stopped him with a glare.  End of discussion.


I knew
this move was stressful for him as well.  He�d come out of law school ready to
change the world, and now he was moving up into a prestigious Boston law firm,
while I stepped away from my career so he could follow his dream.  This
arrangement�living with his mother�was a temporary though necessary action
until we established roots here in Massachusetts.


When
we arrived at Jan�s house she was gracious to a fault, welcoming us with a
�what�s-yours-is-mine� soliloquy.  The woman did look good for her age.  She
had on worn and holey jeans and a midriff-baring tee shirt more appropriate for
a teenager�and braless, of course.  Her hair was a dyed-brown, wild mane with
only hints of grey, and she was barefoot, which solidified the old hippy stereotype.


She
gave Richard and me the grand tour since this was our first time visiting.  The
place was huge, and quite incongruous in some respects.  The basic architecture
seemed to me slightly Victorian, with a little New England Colonial mixed in
for good measure, yet it had a pool and a hot tub out back and had some odd
trim accoutrements with an unusual paint scheme.  I wondered if she ran afoul
of any stodgy Amherst homeowners associations or whatever.


Our
bedroom was out of place with the architecture as well.  The room was furnished
in someone�s idea (Jan�s?) of ultra-modern, with ebony lacquered wood and a
hideously stark headboard that contrasted poorly with the equally hideous
geometric-shapes wallpaper.


�Lovely,�
Richard uttered sarcastically as we began putting our things away.


At dinner,
we were introduced to Andrew.  Jan didn�t introduce him as such, but he was
obviously her lover as well as her current poet protégée.  He was in his early
to mid twenties, with longish blond hair, an engaging smile, and a quick wit.  He
was a hunk and I could easily imagine how Jan benefitted from her sponsorship. 
Throughout dinner, Andrew was cheerily buoyant, carrying the conversation and
causing Jan to flush at least twice that I saw.  In contrast, Richard was
quiet, picking at his food like a disgruntled child.  Jan skillfully worked me
into their conversation, knowing it was hopeless to include my husband at this
point.  


Andrew
was inquisitive about us and our �new life� as he called it.  I explained about
Richard�s new job and how we would be temporarily staying with his mother.  He
said, �And what will you do while your husband is working?�  Although his tone
didn�t suggest any hidden meaning, both Jan and Richard overtly bristled at
Andrew�s question.  Jealousy must be genetic, I thought.


I
said, �I thought I�d soak up the poetic aura of the place and see if I can get
the creative juices flowing again.�


Andrew�s
brows lifted slightly as he said, �You�re a poet? That�s great! This place is
special, especially to get juices flowing.�  Was that a double entendre?
I felt the heat of my face�I blushed.


Later
as we prepared for bed, Richard filled me in on the details around his staying
in Boston during the week.  He had spoken with his best friend and fellow
lawyer earlier in the day and everything was set.


�Teddy�s
got plenty of room for me, and I know I�ll have some long days in the office
especially the first few weeks, so he�ll understand. You know, it won�t be like
a bachelors� pad or anything like that. Jesus, I�d be dead tired anyway.�


That was
supposed to be reassuring, but I certainly didn�t expect him to fool around in
Boston.   Besides, Richard had the �jealousy gene��not me.  �It�s okay dear;
I�ll keep busy here with your mom.�


Before
sleep, I heard the thump-thump and bedspring squeak down the hall that told me
Jan was keeping busy herself.  Richard made a face and sighed.


I
said, �How about we follow your mother�s lead, big boy? You�ll be gone all
week��


Richard
sighed again.  �I know hon, but I need sleep�it�ll be a long, stressful day
tomorrow. You understand, don�t you?�  I did not, but that didn�t change the
fact I would go to sleep with my needs unmet.


Richard
was up early the next day, looking great in a chalk-striped dark suit.  I told
him so.  Skipping breakfast, he was off on his two-hour drive to Boston after
loading a week�s worth of clothing into his BMW.  That left me to dally around
the house alone, since Jan and Andrew seemed to be sleeping in.  I made coffee,
toasted a bagel, and thought about my day.  Sipping coffee, I tried to imagine
how �writing poetry� could be a communal effort.  I had a daydream of several
young men cavorting around Janice, reciting their verse trying to impress her
almost like a seduction.  Silly thought indeed.  When Jan finally appeared, I
was on my third cup and watching insipid morning television.


�Good
morning,� she offered. �How long�ve you been up?�


�Oh, I
saw Richard off. He had to leave early enough to be in Boston on time. First
day impressions, you know.�


�I
guess. Like the fucking first day of school. Can�t be late. No, no.�  She
looked away, like she was remembering something from a long time ago, then she
looked back at me.  �I take it he got off okay. Did you get off?�


�Pardon
me?�


�I�m
sorry�none of my business. I suppose you heard Andrew and me last night. No
secret there. I know you don�t�approve�of me having lovers like Andrew at my
age. However, Samantha, you can�t have much of a sex life married to my son.
He�s so uptight he��


I cut
her off.  �Don�t say it Janice. You were right at the beginning; it is none of
your business.�


I
thought she�d be pissed but she wasn�t.  She laughed and told me that she and
Andrew were going to spend the day in the pool. 


�All
day?�


She
laughed again.  �I�m wrinkled like an old prune anyway, so why not. You know
you can join us anytime.�


It
wasn�t until late in the afternoon that I chose not to ignore them any longer
and went out to the pool.  The late summer afternoon was still warm.  When I
got there, Andrew and Jan were in the water.  Jan was topless.  They were
clinging to each other.


I
said, �You haven�t really been in there all day, have you?�


Both
of them laughed.  Jan said, �Of course not. We had to get out earlier so I
could fuck him silly.�  I know I blushed.  She added, �And besides, at my age
having my skin shrivel up doesn�t help.�


Andrew
said, �C�mon in Sam, the water�s at the perfect temperature, and besides I�d
like to get to know you better.�


I�m
sure he did.  �I don�t have a suit.�


�That�s
no big deal. You can get down to bra and panties. I doubt your undies are any
more revealing than the latest bikini fashions.�


Even
though he was correct, was he making some kind of a slam against what he
perceived I would wear?  Or was it a manipulative tease?  I would show him. 
�Okay, here I come.�


After
I stripped and was climbing into the pool, Andrew whistled.  �I apologize.
Those are the sexiest panties and bra this side of Victoria�s Secret.�  Jan
elbowed him in the ribs for the comment.


In the
water, I mimed a small bow and thanked him as I waded toward the cuddling pair.


�What
a way to make me feel old and inadequate,� Jan said.  She looked at Andrew and
said, �Now you won�t pay any attention to the old bag.�


Andrew
turned toward me as I approached, �Don�t listen to her. She looks decades younger
than she is. Look at those tits; still firm and standing tall. I wouldn�t trade
them in for anything, though yours look very nice.�  That earned him another
elbow.  As if to confirm his comment, he cupped one of Jan�s breasts.  �Yep,
firm,� he said, �Feel them Sam. Go ahead, she won�t mind, right hon?�


�No
thank you,� I said.


�C�mon,
stop fucking around,� Janice said to him curtly. 


Andrew
smiled and said, �Okay, okay, two against one. I know when I�m outgunned.�  He
gave Jan a kiss and she reciprocated; a full lip-lock and swapping-spit kiss.


I swam
away, leaving them to their cozy comfort.  I�d overcome my unease about
stripping down to my underwear and agreed that Andrew had been correct�it
wasn�t much different than being in a bikini.  However, a bikini was made to
stand up to chlorinated water, not my silk bra and panties.  I didn�t know what
possessed me, but I suddenly unhooked my bra and tossed it out of the pool.  Applause
accompanied my toss: Janice and Andrew were clapping in witness to my daring
(for me at least) move.


�Now
that�s the spirit, sweetheart,� Jan called out.


�Now
come over here and let me see those big beauties,� Andrew chided.


I
wasn�t that daring.  �No. You�ll have to catch me,� I said, and began
swimming away.  I�d never done anything so brazen before.  I�d never been
skinny-dipping, never been to a topless beach, never.  I had to have the lights
out the first time I got naked with Richard.  I wasn�t that kind of woman, at least
not before today.  I swam, and Andrew swam after me, laughing heartily while
Jan cheered him on.  He eventually cornered me at one end of the pool.  


Looking
appraisingly at my breasts, he said, �Wow, those are beautiful,
especially topped by the big areolas�all puckered up�nipples stiff.�


He hadn�t
touched me but I was in shock and speechless anyway.  How did I let this
happen?  Jan had waded up to us and she was the one who did the hugging,
pulling me into a cuddling embrace.  �Don�t get all shook up by his macho
bullshit,� she said, playfully pushing Andrew away.  �I�m proud of you darling
for letting your hair down a little today.�  Our nipples touched and I didn�t
know how to handle it.  Jan continued, �I know how prudishly proper my son can
be to live with, so I�m glad to see my daughter-in-law living it up a little.� 
She leaned closer and whispered near my ear, �I�m also happy you gave sweet
Andrew a hard-on, which he�ll thankfully indulge me with once we�re out of the
pool. After all, this old lady still has her sex drive. Please don�t
ever lose yours, Samantha sweetheart.�  She kissed me on the cheek.


�What
are you two doing? Conspiring against me?� Andrew said with a chuckle.


Jan
went to him and said, �Of course not dear. Just girl talk, that�s all.�  I saw
her hand working below the waterline, inside his shorts.


I was
more self-conscious getting out of the pool than I had been in the pool.  I
knew both pairs of eyes were watching me.  My nipples ached from both the cool
air and Andrew�s stare, but I wasn�t about to try covering my breasts now.  Too
late for that.


Jan
hollered out, �I�ll be in later. We�ll fix a nice dinner.�


I
waved in acknowledgment and went into the house, conscious of my dripping body
and in search of a towel.  When I located one, I dried myself off and cleaned
up the water I�d dripped onto the floor.  I debated whether to go back outside
and get my clothes or to put on fresh ones.  Oh hell, I went back outside with
the towel wrapped around me to retrieve them.


�Yes!
Yes! Faster!� came Janice�s voice echoing around the yard.


On a
large towel by the pool, Andrew was between Jan�s legs and fucking her hard,
his ass moving like a machine, in-out, in-out.  She was spurring him on by
kicking her heels into his buttocks, shouting encouragement.  I stood
transfixed, and watched until Jan�s orgasmic screams snapped me out of my
hypnosis.  I grabbed my clothes and hurried back into the house, hoping they
hadn�t seen or heard me.


While
Jan and I fixed dinner, I couldn�t get out of my mind the memory of them
fucking.  I never thought of myself as a prude, but I haven�t much experience
with wild sexuality.  Making love outside where someone could see me; that was
beyond my imagination, until seeing them today.  Richard would never have porn
in the house so that element of voyeurism was beyond me as well.  Watching
Andrew and Jan going at it was the first time I�d ever seen someone else having
sex.  I kept thinking about my mother-in-law.  I�d always questioned her
devil-may-care attitude, with strong disapproval of what Richard called her
�Peter Pan� mind-set, never wanting to grow up and act her age.  I was having
an epiphany of sorts being with her today.  Maybe �not acting your age� was a
good way to live.


Over dinner,
no one brought up our time in the pool, nor what they�d done afterwards.  Jan
and I made a friendly wager on whether Richard would call me tonight.  I of
course thought he would, and his mother believed he wouldn�t.  �He�ll be all
puffed up about his big first day, thinking about how special he is now. He�s
not thinking about you, but that�s my boy. He�ll call tomorrow maybe, but not
tonight,� she said. 


I
said, �What if you�re right? What happens if I lose the bet?�


�Well,
Andrew and I are spending some time in the hot tub tonight. If Richard hasn�t
called by then, you�ll have to join us. That�s all.�


�Bra
and panties again?�


�Of
course not dear, no clothes allowed in my hot tub,� she said with a wry
smile.  Andrew laughed but didn�t comment.


She
turned out to be right.  Richard never called.  I wasn�t sure if I was more
pissed off at him or her, I hated it that she knew her son better than I knew
my husband.  I resigned myself to being naked in the hot tub.  Waiting as long
as I could, I showered, threw on my robe and headed out to pay my debt.


�See,
I told you she would come,� Jan said to Andrew before saying to me �I told him
you were a good sport and would be here.�


They
looked like they�d been in there for a while.  I dropped my robe and hurriedly
climbed in, settling on the other side of Andrew from Jan.  As my robe slid
away Andrew whistled, which got the standard elbow in the ribs from Jan.  He
responded with �Hey, can�t a guy express his appreciation of a fine body?�


Jan
said, �Express this! You�re only allowed to appreciate this body,�
giving her left breast a squeeze and a wiggle.


Andrew
smiled at me and said, �I apologize, ma�am. I�ll suppress all urges to comment
on what a fine ass you have and what a splendid pair of tits�� 


That
received another elbow.  We all laughed.  The two of them talked about the
poetry group, occasionally getting a question from me on the subject.  They saw
my interest and soon included me in their conversation; so much so I began to
feel I was a part of the group.  That felt good to me, and definitely got me
beyond the anxiety of being naked in a hot tub with a heretofore stranger and
my mother-in-law.  They told me about a group session scheduled for the
following day and invited me to sit in.  The conversation swung to Janice
regaling us with wild stories of her youth.  If I believed what she was saying,
she�d lived a very promiscuous and drug-filled life.  


I
asked if she still did drugs.  She answered, �Why, you want some?�  When she
saw my shock, she said, �Only kidding, dear. There�s no way anyone married to
Richard could possibly be a user anyway. To answer your question, no, no more
drugs. Occasional weed, but that�s it. Andrew here keeps me straight.�


Andrew
chuckled and said, �Straight is right! All your stories about the orgies and
DPs put my dick straight and as hard as a rock!�


�Oh
my, let me see,� Jan said, and moved her hand to find out.   �God, you do have
a serious boner there.�  She turned to me and shocked me by asking if I wanted
to touch him too.  


I said
�No, thank you.�  I thought Andrew would be all for me touching him, but he
appeared relieved by my refusal.  I guess he knew this was Jan�s way of
brazenly teasing me, nothing more.


Janice
asked, �Sam, do you have any wild stories of your youth, perhaps before you met
my son? I�m sure there�re some delicious stories you can tell that�ll keep
Andrew hard.�


I was
ready to say no, but I found myself relating an experience from my early teen
years when an older girl seduced me.  Interestingly, I saw that my tale of
young, sapphic experimentation aroused both of them.  Damn, it aroused me too.


�I
thought I was hard before, Jesus,� Andrew said before lifting his ass out of
the water so we could see his erection, a smile on his face.


Oh my
God!  His cock was thick; a very thick eight or nine inches long.  He was much
thicker around than Richard was, and more solid than I�ve ever seen a man�s
cock before.  Jan must have seen my reaction, �Ooooo! Somebody likes what she
sees!�


Andrew
gazed into my eyes.  He said, �Don�t mind her. She�s still teasing you,� though
his words didn�t match his expression.  �God, we�ve gotta go take care of
this.�


For a
moment I thought he was referring to me as part of the �we;� after all, he was
still looking at me as he said it.  Then he took Jan by the hand as if to climb
out of the hot tub, but she pulled him back to his seating position.


�That�s
okay hon; I�ll take care of your problem right here. I�m sure Samantha won�t
mind.�  


She
straddled his lap, facing him, and eased herself down on his rigid manhood.  I
was aghast.  I couldn�t believe she would shamelessly fuck her lover in front
of me.  However, I couldn�t stop staring either.  She humped up and down, going
a little faster each time until water was splashing everywhere.  Andrew�s head
was back, smiling, his eyes closed, and not making a sound.


�I�m
cumming!� Jan cried in an uncharacteristic little-girl�s voice.  About three
seconds later she cried out again, louder, �I�m cumming!�  Her body trembled.  


I
hadn�t known I�d done so, but suddenly I realized I had a hand on Andrew�s
lower abdomen and my face was inches from his.  Just as suddenly, he opened his
eyes and they met mine.  Almost in a trance, I kissed him.  Our tongues
touched.  A moan welled up from within him as I felt his abdominal muscles
clench and heave.  He was the one cumming now.


Descending
from her orgasmic high, Jan exclaimed, �Wow, that�s MY favorite
poetry�poetry in motion!�


She
didn�t say anything about my brief participation.  Andrew didn�t either, though
his expression showed surprise, curiosity, and maybe a little awe.  This overt
sexuality must have always been natural to Jan, and perhaps to the younger
Andrew as well, but not to me.  I was embarrassed.  I was extremely self-conscious
of my nudity, the kiss, and where my hand had been.  So close.  In my mind, I
replayed the sensation of his convulsing muscles at the moment of ejaculation. 
I was aroused, tremendously aroused, yet with no outlet except self-abuse.


 Jan
and Andrew were not oblivious to my �condition� and were smart enough to exit
the hot tub first and leave me alone.  As they walked away, I heard snippets of
conversation.


�You
shouldn�t have��


�Pooh,
she�s a big girl and��


�Yeah
but did you see her? Horny as��


�She�ll
be OK��


Would
I be?


I
closed my eyes and conjured up the memory of Andrew�s erection.  I thought
about the kiss, about my hand on his hot skin.  One hand worked at my clit
while the other stifled my rapidly arriving climactic scream.  My spasmodically
quaking body didn�t splash nearly as much water from the hot tub as Janice had.


I
slept fitfully, and resisted the urge to masturbate again in the morning.  I
scolded myself: Yes, you�re a big girl, so get over it�control it.


Morning
conversation didn�t touch on anything that had happened yesterday, as if it
never happened at all. I was thankful for that.  Over breakfast, Jan talked
only of the poetry group, and how much she looked forward to the meetings.  She
wanted to know if I�d sit in.  I reminded her that I�d already agreed to
participate.


I
watched all these earnest young men along with two women file into the house
and head to the parlor.  Janice acted like the classic proud parent, ushering
them inside as she greeted each one by name.  The large parlor was laid out
with a circle of folding chairs.  I wondered who set this up but pushed it from
my mind as I settled into an empty seat between a tall, lean blond boy and one
of the women.  The boy (and that�s how I thought of these college men like him)
had unruly hair and an engaging smile.  He turned that mega-watt smile on me. 
He was a doll but I looked away, not ready for introductions yet.  The woman at
my other side was plainly dressed, almost matronly, and this made her appear
older than the college student I assumed she was.


She
looked me up and down and said, �Are you new here? I don�t think we�ve met
before.�


I saw
it in her eyes, the way she looked at me: she was a lesbian.  Okay, this will
be interesting.  �Actually, I am new here. Janice is my mother-in-law
and she invited me to sit in today,� I said in reply.


Before
the girl could say anything, cutie-boy piped in, �You write? Poetry, I mean?�


�Well,
I have a few from college. Mostly haiku. I was smitten by them in my younger
days.�


��Younger
days?�  C�mon, you�re our age, right?�  He asked, and I couldn�t tell if it was
genuine or simply flirting.  �By the way, my name is Hunter.�


�That
a first or last name?�


�Oh,
first. I was named after some old author or something.�


�My
name�s Samantha. Everyone calls me Sam. Named after my grandpa.�


He
chuckled and said, �I hope he was Samuel and not Samantha.�


I
laughed, but the heretofore unnamed, suspected lesbian girl didn�t think his
line was that funny, as she grunted instead of a laugh.  At least she wouldn�t
make a play for me, I thought, unlike what I expected blond cutie-boy to do
intently.  He looked like a player to me�a great looking player, but a player
nonetheless.  I assumed he wasn�t much of a literary scholar (even for a poet)
if he didn�t know who Hunter S. Thompson had been, as I was sure that was the
�old author� his mother named him after.  Jan would laugh at his ignorance of
Mr. Thompson if she knew.


Jan
got everyone seated and quiet and the meeting began.  She didn�t introduce me
and I appreciated that immensely.  It was obvious that many of her �protégés�
were eager to recite their new poetry.  Jan called on each of them in turn and they
recited their poems, followed by critiques from the rest of the group.  Some
harsh criticisms were directed at a few of the poets, and that surprised me.  I
thought this type of round robin would be more nurturing than hostile.  The
atmosphere bothered me and made me nervous since sooner or later I�d be called
upon to recite something.  After a while, it was my turn.


Jan
said by way of introduction, �Sam has an affinity for haiku, and I believe she
has a few of hers to share with us.�  I stood and delivered one from my college
days.


�The
wee hummingbird


there
at the budding flower;


dew on
its beak�


Criticism
came from several people who disdained haiku in principle, one boy chiding me
for not writing in Japanese, as if that was an option for me.


Hunter
whistled, and said to me loud enough for the group to hear, �You must have been
one horny chick when you wrote that. The thing is dripping with sexual
innuendo.�  A few people laughed at his pun.  �I want to hear more, and don�t
listen to this rabble either.�


I read
another I�d written down from memory that morning.


�My
darkened dreams


become
modern grapes of wrath


reaping
bitter wine�


Hunter
was quick with his comment.  �Whoa, no innuendo there. That one�s intense!� 
This haiku didn�t get as much criticism from the group as the first one had. 
Maybe they were tired of haikus already.  Hunter shushed the group then asked,
�Sam, you got any more like the first one? We need a little erotica to spice up
this dour assemblage.�


The
group�s muttering seemed to contradict Hunter�s enthusiasm, but Jan looked to
be okay with what was happening; and one look into Hunter�s mischievous and
oh-so-sexy blue eyes had me ready.  I felt a little frisky so I pulled the next
haiku solely from memory of hornier times.


�His
hard meets my soft,


stirring
sparks of pure pleasure


in the
dark, I cry�


Several
laughed, while quite a few whistled and applauded.  �You devil, you,� Hunter
exclaimed.  Jan loved it, I could tell.  I made an exaggerated bow before
sitting down.  After the girl sitting next to me recited her dreary (and much
too long, in my opinion) work, Andrew followed with some fantastic verse.  I
thought it was superb even though another student complained it was �too
Eliot.�  I felt like banishing HIM to the wasteland, and almost laughed
aloud at the pun my own thoughts conjured up.


When
we were through, Jan gave an encouraging speech and challenged everyone to do
better.  As people filed out some stayed behind to speak with her.  She really
was the guru of this little gathering, though she didn�t recite anything of her
own during the session.  Does she write?  I�d have to ask.


�So,
Sam, what are you doing the rest of the day?�  Hunter surprised me as I was
turning to leave.


�Didn�t
have anything planned, really.�


�Then
how about we take a walk down to the coffee shop?  I�m buying.�


What
the hell, I thought.  Richard was off into his new life and I was stuck here,
sexually frustrated with nowhere to turn.  Why not give the young player something
to shoot for.  Not that anything would happen.  He was a doll after all.


�Sure,
why not?� I replied, and off we went.


Hunter
turned out to be quite the conversationalist.  Over lattes, he regaled me with
crazy stories of his school life until his mood changed and he said, �I�I
didn�t think�you would accept my invitation�I mean, you�re wearing a ring,
er�you know, you�re married and all�and I��


I
stopped him by placing my hand upon his on the tabletop.  �It�s okay, Hunter.
You don�t have to explain yourself. I�m flattered actually.�


He
replaced the furrowed brow of worry with a broad grin.  �Aw Jesus. It�s just
that you�re so beautiful and I loved your openness with the haikus.�  He
blushed!  �You�re not like the girls around here.�


I
changed my opinion of him.  He wasn�t a player, simply an extroverted (maybe
even naïve) college kid who got smitten by the mysterious older woman.  That�s
when I told him about myself: my life with Richard, how I�d sacrificed my
career to help him further his, staying with my mother-in-law, etc.  He told
some anecdotes about Janice and the poetry group members that set us both to
laughing.  When he looked at his watch and said he had to get to a class, I
could see him struggling again with his thoughts.  Damn, he was thinking about
asking me out on a date!


My
hand found his once more.  �Since I�m stuck here by myself, how about we meet
here tomorrow for another coffee, my treat? Pick a time.�


The
beaming smile came back.  He said, �Sure! What about ten? Maybe I can show you
some other poems I�ve written. I�d love to. And I�ll pay.�  Everything came out
in a nervous rush.


What
do you know; I had a date!  As Hunter dashed off, I thought about how cute he
was.  I really liked the kid.  I walked back to Jan�s wondering if Richard
would call.  I ran into Jan as soon as I entered the house.  I had to hand it
to her; she was quick to recognize something had sparked between Hunter and
me.  She commented how cute and �avid� Hunter was and then switched
effortlessly to wondering if Richard would call.  I laughed and remarked that
Hunter was indeed cute, but being a married woman I would dutifully wait for an
evening call from my husband.


�If he
doesn�t call tonight, am I back in the hot tub with you and Andrew?� I asked,
smiling.


It was
her turn to laugh.  �Only if you want to, dear. I promise I won�t jump his
bones in the tub like yesterday, as long as you promise to keep your hands off
him.�  Her smile told me she was kidding, but I was still horrified with myself
for touching and kissing him while they were doing it.  I knew I blushed, and I
knew she saw me.  That�s when she surprised me even more.  �I have a vibrator
you can borrow. Get you past Richard�s, ah�leave-taking�and, ah�take care of
things, you know.�


Did I
look that desperate?  Considering I couldn�t survive another voyeuristic
session in the hot tub without exploding, I embarrassingly took her up on her
offer.


Richard
finally called.  As would be expected, he talked at length about how great he�d
been accepted at the firm, how much work he had and how many hours he would be
putting in.  He never asked what I had been doing.  Nothing.  Therefore, I
didn�t volunteer anything.  I certainly wouldn�t have talked about a topless
romp in the pool or nakedness in the hot tub.  Nor would I say anything about
Jan and Andrew�s proclivity toward sexual exhibitionism.  I didn�t tell him
about Hunter.  Especially Hunter.


After
the call, in my bedroom staring at my mirrored reflection, I pondered the nice
things Andrew had said about my breasts and my ass.  I remembered that Hunter
had called me beautiful. I stripped and studied myself again.  I did
look good.  Richard would never say things like that.  Richard wouldn�t want me
swimming topless in front of others.  Richard wouldn�t fuck me in a hot tub
either, audience or not.  I remembered the sight of Andrew�s erection and I
grew flushed.  I remembered Jan nonchalantly straddling it and her lusty cries
of orgasm.  I absently ran my hand down to my pubic zone.  I didn�t remember
ever being so wet and aroused.


I
retrieved the loaned vibrator and began using it there in front of the mirror. 
For a few minutes I kept my eyes open, watching my hips undulate and my nipples
stiffen as I worked the vibe around and over my throbbing clitoris.  A silken
rivulet ran down my inner thigh, as I watched.  My breasts heaved from my
labored breathing, as I watched.  The undulation of my hips changed to a
frantic pantomiming of the sex act, as I watched.  I plunged the bullet-shaped
toy deep into my vagina, as I watched.  Then I didn�t.  I closed my eyes and
remembered the texture of Andrew�s lips and tongue.  I remembered the kiss. 
Then Andrew�s face morphed into Hunter�s, and his penetrating blue eyes, before
something else penetrated�


My
legs buckled as I fell to my knees in convulsing glory.  The orgasm went on
forever, the best I�ve had in ages.  I didn�t know how much noise I made but
then realized I didn�t care what Jan heard.  After all, she let me borrow the
vibrator, right?


I
cleaned myself up a bit, threw on a robe and went downstairs.  Jan and Andrew
were in robes as well; they�d been in the hot tub I surmised.  By the looks of
them, they�d fucked too.  That was okay since now I wasn�t the frustrated woman
as I had been�I was still basking in the glow of my own, self-induced orgasm.


�What
did my son have to say?� Jan asked as I walked into the room.


�He
filled me in on all the important things he was doing, you know, like saving
the world.�


Jan�s
eyebrows raised a bit.  She obviously heard the sarcasm in my voice.  �So, he
didn�t ask about your day?�  I supposed it was a rhetorical question, for she
added immediately, �That�s my boy.�


I
picked up her tone too.  I noticed Andrew had a drink in his hand.  �What�s
that? Anything I�d be interested in?�


He
held up his glass and said, �It�s a scotch and soda. Not sure if it�s your
poison but you�re welcome to one. Want me to get it?�


�Thanks
but I�ll mix up my own poison.�  I walked to the dry bar and made myself a
whisky sour.  I became aware my robe came untied somehow, but didn�t let it
worry me, seeing no one seemed to worry about much about staying prudently
covered in this house.  When I turned away from the bar, Andrew was staring at
me with a rueful smile on his face.  To be more accurate, he was staring
somewhere below face level at the opening in my robe.  I sat down on an
unoccupied loveseat.  Jan began asking questions about my day, especially
interested in my time with Hunter.  Comments she made about him suggested that
she had slept with him at one time or another.  No surprise�I assumed she slept
with all her poetic protégés, perhaps the women as well. 


I cut
through the small talk when I asked her if I could use the hot tub tomorrow
afternoon. She reiterated the �what�s-mine-is-yours� speech she�d welcomed me
with.  


My
empty glass surprised me.  I sure did down that first one fast enough, I
thought. Time for another.  I rose from the loveseat and went for a
refill, my robe loosely fluttering to the side as I walked.  When I turned back
from pouring my drink, Andrew was staring at me, no pretense at all; his cock
had sprung rigidly from beneath the folds of his robe.  It was my turn to
stare.


Jan
came to sit next to me.  �Are you okay, sweetheart?� she asked.  I simply
nodded and gulped some of my drink.  She continued, �I think maybe we�ve opened
up your eyes a little around here in two days. You sure you can handle it?
I�we�don�t think you�re used to the sexuality�our candor, shall we say. It�s
obvious to me at least that you have unmet needs, Sam.�  She glanced over at a
very stricken (and guilty-looking) Andrew and said, �He�s been lusting after
you since you got here. Look at that erection of his! I wouldn�t be angry with
either of you if you went at it�got it out of your system.�


With
that, she got up and walked out of the room.  I gulped the rest of my drink
before patting the loveseat where Jan just vacated.  �Is she right?� I asked
him.


He
walked over and sat next to me.  �Oh yeah, she�s right,� he said with a sigh. 
�You�re impossibly sexy, and oh so beautiful. You had me hexed as soon as you
joined us in the pool. Look at this fucking thing!� he said, motioning toward
his stiff cock. It was impressive�he was definitely a big man in that
department.  And I certainly needed something like that.  But�


I
said, �Yes, I�m looking at it. And for sure it would go nicely about now, but
we�re not doing anything. Don�t be stupid. I saw Janice�s face, and she may
have said to go for it but do you really think it�d be baggage-free?�  I ran my
palm around and over his stiff cock.  �You know I�m vulnerable�and God, so
ready, but go find your lover and put this beautiful specimen to good use,
okay?�


Andrew
was conflicted but agreed with me in the end.  He gave me a kiss, a little more
chaste than the last one, and went off in search of Jan.  I remained on the
loveseat and absentmindedly fingered my explosively wet, aroused vulva.  What
would he have felt like?  The orgasm swept over me, surprising me a little
with its swiftness and ferocity.  I hadn�t admitted it to myself until that
moment, but I knew Hunter had better be ready tomorrow.  I sure was.


In the
morning, Jan was cordial toward me, so Andrew must have made everything good
between them.  Before coming here I never would have asked the question, but
things had changed, �How many times did you get it on last night?�


Jan
laughed and said, �My, my, asking your mother-in-law a naughty question like
that. You�re a bad girl, Samantha, but I love you for it. Yes, Andrew was,
let�s say, very willing to satisfy my�em�needs last evening.�  She leaned
closer and like a conspirator smiled and said, �I think my Big O count was
four. I�m not daft so I knew he was thinking about you dear, but then he was
quite vigorous. I�m not one hundred percent sure why you turned the poor slob
down last night but I thank you for it. I do love him, after all.�  She paused,
and then added, �I love you too.�


We
talked for a while, sipping coffees and discussing our respective days.  She
asked me about Hunter and I told her of our planned meeting.  She asked me if I
still planned on using the hot tub.  She knew the score, saying �Hunter is
quite an impressionable young man�quite energetic too I might add.�


�You�you�think
it�s�it�s�wrong?�


�No,
dear, I don�t,� she said.  �Look, you�re married to my son so you expect a
certain motherly judgment, but then I�m hardly the �normal� mother, am I?�  She
sighed, �Besides, you�ve showed how special a woman you are, especially with
Andrew last night. Richard can�t keep you from being a hot-blooded woman, no
matter how prudish he is. Have some fun.�


So, at
ten o�clock I met Hunter at the coffee shop.  You�d think he was a high school
boy on prom night the way he acted.  Maybe he was like that, I thought, going
to get lucky.  He paid for our coffees and danishes, blubbering his attempt
at small talk the whole time. Once we sat down at a corner table, I couldn�t
take it anymore.  


After
taking a sip of coffee, I placed my hand on his and said, �Hunter, relax, I�m
not going anywhere. You don�t have to impress the hell out of me or anything.� 
I smiled at him as he blushed.  �Shit, I�m impressed already.�


He
said, �It�s just�you know�you�re so beautiful�and smart�and older��


�Hey,
I�m none of those things, though I thank you for all of them, except maybe
�older��Jesus, you make me sound like an old lady. I�m not even close to Janice
and you�ve been with her.�


He
blushed an even darker crimson.  �No�well, yes�I mean�once��


I knew
by his answer it�d been more than once.  I smiled and said, �I bet she was hot.
You like older women, Hunter?�


He
shook his head, too flustered for words.  My hand went back to cover his.  I
asked about his studies, his major, his poetry, and his plans for the future. 
He saw himself as a teacher, perhaps a college professor someday.  He
sheepishly admitted he didn�t have a girlfriend now.  As he said this, I
stroked his fingertips with mine.  Our fingers entwined in a prescient
semblance of how I knew our bodies would soon entwine. I was aroused, and he
most likely had an erection safely hidden from view under the table.


Later,
we walked hand-in-hand back to Janice�s as I told him more about myself.  As
sweet as can be, he recited some of his poetry as we walked.  What was he
thinking?  Was he contemplating sex with another �older� woman?  Why wasn�t I
thinking of Richard?


Janice
and Andrew appeared to be out when we got there, so fortuitously we had the
house to ourselves.  I asked, �How about a nice soak in the hot tub?�


�Really?�
he said.  �I�er�you mean, nude?�


I
sidled up next to him and said, �Of course. You must know Janice�s rule about
no suits in the hot tub, right?�


I
leaned into him and raised my lips to his, and soon our tongues met too.  We
undressed after I fired up the hot tub. I let him slip my panties off and then
we kissed again.  He was erect and the head of his cock poked against my
abdomen while we stood there and kissed.  He went to his knees then kissed my
freshly shaven pubic arch, running his tongue-tip up and down the upper labial
fold, coaxing my clitoris from under its hood.  We weren�t going to make it
into the water; that was for sure.  We lay down on an oversize beach towel
beside the hot tub.  Hunter went back to what he was doing before, getting
between my spread thighs and working his tongue and lips on and around my
swollen clit.


Oh
God, I needed this!  �Yes, oh yes, just like that, oh yes�YES,� I cried
as he worked his magic.


I
realized it wasn�t technique�any magic�on his part, but simply my need that was
getting me there quickly.  My legs began to shake uncontrollably as my back
arched and everything released.


�Oooooooooooh!
Goddddddddddd! I�mmmmm cummmmmmmming! Ooooooohhhhhh!�


I
heard Hunter mutter �Wow!� as I bathed in the warmth of the orgasm.  I looked
down between my splayed legs to see he had a solid erection, leaking pre-cum,
so I opened my arms for him and he climbed on.  He entered me slowly but
easily.  I kept my legs wide and high as he fucked me missionary.  He was an
eager lover.  Unbidden by me he went faster and faster, slamming into my hungry
vagina�and I was loving it.  I needed the �hard� and I needed the �fast,�
though I knew he�d beat me to the Big O.


�You�re�so�tight�and�so�warm�I�m
gonna�cummmmm!� he groaned.


Damn! 
How many ropes did he fire into me?  I thought I felt his cock spasm
seven or eight times, but I couldn�t tell for sure.  He fell to the side of me
and we lay there for a while.


�I�m
sorry I came so quickly like that,� he apologized.  �You didn�t�?� 


I
traced a fingertip across his face, down to his chin, studying him as I said,
�That�s okay, it felt good�really good, and there�s always next time.�  His
face brightened at �next time� and we kissed again.  Afterwards I said, �You
know, we�re wasting that hot tub. Why don�t we use it?�


We
climbed into the very hot, roiling water.  Now that Hunter had gotten his rocks
off, he took this opportunity to explore the part of me that most men focus
on�my breasts.  As Andrew had observed in the pool the other day, my girls were
large, round and firm, with large areolas that seem to turn men on when they
see them.  Hunter was rubbing and caressing my breasts now.  Boy, was I loving
the attention.


�How
are your recuperative powers?� I asked.


�My
what?�Oh, yeah,� he answered, but I�d already felt the answer to my question.
The young man was eager; his newfound rigidity flattered me.


I
said, �You know, I really do need it again. Fuck me.�


Eager,
indeed!  I climbed out of the hot tub and got on my hands and knees, and he was
behind me and in me in seconds.  He was a little timid at first but I implored
him to give it to me hard.  His big hands had my hips in check as he slammed
against my ass.


�Sam,
you�re so good!� he moaned. �I�ll try to last longer�this time�so you can��


He
needn�t have worried. I always loved getting it doggie (to �missionary�
Richard�s consternation) and with my head thrown back, I let the neighborhood
know how much.  �Yes�yes�YES!� I cried, my body wracked by orgasmic
convulsions.


��I�m
gonna�� Hunter groaned.


�On
me!� I cried.


Like a
cheap actress in a bad sex movie, I flipped over on my back in time to get a
cum shower the likes of which I never imagined.  I cheered him on as the ropes
pulsed from his cock while he stroked, splashing over me in a warm embrace.  I
rubbed it all over my body, and when my gooey fingertips reached my clit, I was
rewarded with new wavelets of my own climactic wetness.  Hunter remained
leaning over me on his knees, seemingly transfixed by my utter abandon.


We
were cleaned up and getting dressed when Jan came home.  �Oh, hi Hunter,� Jan
said. �Hope you enjoyed the hot tub.�  I wasn�t sure if it was meant for Hunter
specifically (hidden meaning: �Hope you enjoyed Samantha�) or for both of us.


Regardless,
I answered, �Of course we did, and we adhered to your rules��


�I�m
sure you did,� she said, smiling wryly.  


There
were no secrets or surprises here; she knew the score of what we�d done.  Was
she upset that I�d cheated on her son right here in her own house, or did her
free-love lifestyle trump those concerns?  She didn�t let her opinion show,
regardless.


I sent
a perplexed yet satisfied Hunter on his way with a kiss, and �You�ll be here
for the poetry group tomorrow, right?�  He agreed like the eager puppy he was.


Jan
said nothing about my liaison with Hunter the rest of the day.  I went to bed
sexually satisfied for the first time in a long time.  Before falling asleep, I
thought of myself as a vagabond, wandering the new country of sexual awakening,
making discoveries along the way.  What would I discover tomorrow?


The next
day�s poetry group meeting held a different dynamic than the first one I
attended, or maybe it was simply my imagination.  A young man who introduced
himself as Donald sat next to me before Hunter arrived and could claim the
seat.  Donald began chatting me up immediately, asking questions about my
haikus and poetry in general.  Where I�d assumed Hunter�s easy charm to be that
of a player, Donald had me assuming as well.  As he talked, I thought Oh
yeah, player indeed.  When Hunter arrived, there wasn�t an empty seat
anywhere near me, so after a sheepish nod of acknowledgment he sat across the
room.  Before the meeting began, I made every attempt to size up Donald. 
Handsome in that dark Irish way, with wavy black hair and a strong physique,
probably was a jock based on his musculature, easily viewed encased in a tight
polo.  


About
half the group stood and recited something.  I didn�t.  Hunter�s was full of
double entendres, which made me believe he dashed it off with full memory of
our lovemaking.  Donald�s was rather pedestrian, making me believe he wasn�t
much of a poet.  If he�d joined the poetry sessions to meet girls, this wasn�t
the group for him, with only the two dowdy lesbians reciting bad poetry.  Then,
perhaps it was all about Janice.  Hunter admitted as much.  Perhaps that�s why all
the boys were here�Janice�s past playthings.


After
Jan gave everyone her brand of support and positive reinforcement, we broke up
and I urged Hunter up to my room to Donald�s gee-I-wanted-to-make-a-move
dismay.  I quickly liberated a breathless Hunter from his clothes and stripped
myself.  Within moments, I was pulling the tumescent young man into my wet and
willing vagina.


After
he banged away between my splayed legs for a minute, I rolled him over and rode
him cowgirl.  I would have made any rodeo rider proud. My tits bounced so much
they hurt.  The bed bounced so much I�m sure anyone in the house heard it. My
first orgasm came along in supreme glory and dear Hunter seized the moment to
throw my convulsing body to the bed, on my stomach, and finished us off in
reverse missionary.  My second orgasm timed out near perfectly with his
grunting ejaculation.  Wow, can that boy really cum!  The creampie was of epic
proportions.


For
the rest of the week I fucked Hunter as often as we could get together,
sometimes his place and sometimes at Janice�s.  Jan and Andrew kept at discreet
distance when Hunter was in the house.  Neither brought up the subject of my
wanton infidelity.


When
Richard returned on Friday night, his demeanor was predictable.  He was quick
to explain to me and his mother how great the job was and how many �important�
cases he�d been given.  Not once did he ask how my week had gone.  Typical.  


He did
ask about Janice.  �You two getting along okay? I bet she still walks around
the house naked. And I don�t trust this character Andrew. Seems shady to me.�


How
would he know?  �We�ve been getting along swimmingly, dear, and no, she
doesn�t run around naked all day, and Andrew seems like a nice guy.�


�You
know for nice guys?� he asked.  I wondered if he�d ever understand the irony of
that line.


That
night Richard�s interest in sex was perfunctory.  So much for absence making
the heart grow fonder.  I gave him my best blowjob, thinking it�d be the ticket
to jumpstarting his sex drive.  Instead, he quickly came in my mouth and that
was that.  I tried to get him up again to no avail.  When he fell asleep, I
brought the vibrator into the bathroom and thought of Hunter, Andrew and cute
Donald (what would he be like in bed?) and covered my mouth to stifle
the orgasmic whimpers.  I then brushed my teeth to get the last taste of
Richard�s cum from my mouth.


The
weekend was civil but unspectacular, and Richard was gone from my mind long
before he was gone from Amherst on Monday.  I spent my Monday morning fucking
the shit out of Hunter at his place before sending him off to his first class. 
When I returned to Janice�s house, I heard sounds from out back and so I walked
toward the pool.


Jan
and Andrew weren�t in the pool.  Instead, they were in the hot tub and it
looked to me as if they were in serious foreplay.  I interrupted.


�Mind
if I join you?�


Jan
smiled half-heartedly, and said, �Sure, come on in.�


I
didn�t feel the least bit guilty of interrupting them.  I stripped quickly and
climbed in beside Andrew.  Thinking why do they have to stop on my account,
I said, �It�s okay, you can pretend I�m not here. Go ahead and do what you were
doing.�  The way Andrew was looking at me I knew he couldn�t quite pretend I
wasn�t there.  Maybe it was because I furtively rubbed a breast against his
arm.


Jan
said, �I think we will,� and they went back to kissing and fondling.  


I lay
back, closed my eyes and enjoyed the hot roiling water.  I hadn�t showered
after my romp with Hunter so I imagined residue of his semen leaking from my
hot, still wet cunt.  I imagined filmy white streams of flotsam drifting to the
water�s surface.  The image turned me on; my fingers found my clit and went to
work.


 I
opened my eyes when the splashing of the tub�s water grew to a level I couldn�t
ignore any longer.  Jan was draped over the edge of the tub, facing outward as
Andrew slammed into her from behind.  I moved up, got behind Andrew, and rubbed
my pelvis against his ass, mimicking his thrusting motion.  He hung his head
back, searching for my lips as before.  I reached around him and wrapped my fingers
around the base of his shaft, stroking in rhythm to his thrusts into Jan.


�Andrewwwwwwwwwwwwww,
Oh Godddddd, I�mmmm cummmmmmmingggg!� Jan wailed in that little girl lilt of
hers.


In
three last thrusts, Andrew did the same.  I felt the swelling surge seconds
before the throbbing pulse of his ejaculating manhood.  All he did was groan
�Ohhhhhhh!� as he came.


They
collapsed into the tub, enjoying the aftermath of their orgasms, while I pined
for one of my own.  Jan looked over at me and said, �I think I know a gal
who�ll be using a toy in a little while. What do you think, Andrew dear?�


Andrew
looked at me as he has been, with a blend of desire and melancholy.  �I think
she does look like she needs a little something.�  


He
probably had the memory of me rubbing against him burned into his brain.  Not a
little something but a big something was what I needed, thinking
about his impressive size while erect.


The
fact that Jan didn�t question me anymore about my extramarital action was a
surprising development.  Maybe free-love culture did trump a mother�s
instincts.  Andrew copped a sneak feel underwater and then the two of them got
out and left me to soak.  I stayed in the hot tub for a little longer,
pondering what to do with Hunter and what this newfound sexual freedom meant
for my future.


The
following morning, I attended the poetry group session, making sure I was
sitting next to Donald again.  He went to work on me almost immediately, line
after line.  He had no clue that he was wasting his breath, since he was going
to get me into bed today anyway.  During some readings, I placed my hand on his
thigh and got the requisite response.  When it was his turn to recite, he could
hardly breathe, never mind speak.


My
turn came, and I stood.  My poem drew some gasps, some titters, and more than a
few cheers.


 


With my eyes closed


I feel your heat


Sense your musk


Grow aroused


 


With my eyes closed


You touch my hair


Nape of neck


Inner fire


 


With my eyes closed


Time stops to grasp


Surging wave


Elation


 


With my eyes closed


Penetration


Ecstasy


Be fulfilled


 


With my eyes open


I drink you in


Filling me


With your seed


 


Jan
actually rolled her eyes.  Hunter looked like he was going to cum in his
pants.  To Donald, my poem was like a mating call; I could almost smell the
testosterone.  I smiled and made an exaggerated curtsey before sitting back
down.  I wasn�t sure if it was the poem, the memories behind it, or the group�s
reaction, but I was aroused tremendously.  Lucky Donald.


After
the poetry group session was over, I quickly dragged Donald up to my room on
the premise I needed to get a few things.  I also moved quickly so I could get
away from Hunter.  In my room, I dropped all pretence and pulled him to the
bed.  We kissed, tongues probing deeply in each other�s mouth.  His hand was
inside my shirt and bra and kneading my aching breasts.


�Eat
me,� I commanded in a hoarse whisper.


Like a
maniac, he pulled off my jeans and then my panties and went down on me.  What a
good boy!  I somehow knew he would be more proficient than Hunter, and he
didn�t disappoint.  He nibbled, licked, sucked around and on my clitoris until
I couldn�t stand it anymore.


�Oh
God, YES!� I cried.


�Mmmmm,�
he groaned.  I must have given him a wet surprise.


My
turn to pull off his clothes.  When his cock sprung free from his boxers, I
gasped; he was indeed a big boy!  I took him in my mouth and gave him the
special treatment my husband accepted so matter-of-factly.  I�ll say that Donald
was much more appreciative.


�Oh, yes
baby. You�re so good. God�deep. I�m gonna cum already�� he crooned.


�No,
you�re not! You�re going to fuck me good!� I yelled.


I
pulled him between my legs and he slid into me.  Donald was very strong and
muscular, and through my urging, he put that strong and muscular body to good
use.  In fact, urging was what I did, begging him to go hard, go deep, and with
his great, virile, young, hard manhood he did go hard, go deep.


�Samantha�Oh�Oh�you�re�� 
He never said what I am, as he punched in and out of my vagina, but did it
matter?


My
voice betrayed the wanton need: �Ah�ah�ah�ah�ah�� to match the beat of his
thrusting manhood.  I had my legs draped over his strong shoulders, his hands
holding on to my quivering thighs.  My eyes locked into his as he continued to
fuck away.


�Ugh�ugh�
ugh� ugh� ugh� ugh� ugh� ugh�� he grunted.


�Yes�yes�oh�oh�yes�oh�
oh� oh� oh� oh� oh�� I whimpered.


Our
bodies shivered as one, as he unloaded his seed to my cervix�s portal and I quaked
uncontrollably, sucking it deeply into me.  His was nearly a scream.  Mine
surely was.  He was throbbing within me long after his ejaculations ceased.


After
we fell to the bed in post-coital languor, he said, �Oh Sam, you�re fantastic�I
can�t believe we just made love like that��


�Stop!�
I yelled. �Don�t talk like that, like I�m some sort of frat-house conquest you
can brag to your buddies about.�


�I
didn�t mean��


�Never
mind. I enjoyed the sex. Let�s just keep it at that, okay?�


�Can I
see you tomorrow?� he asked.


He
didn�t get it.  He didn�t understand that he was my boy-toy of the day.  In my
newfound sexual freedom I�d come to realize I could experience things just the
way I wanted.  Even with Donald�s warm semen dribbling from my cunt, I can
imagine fucking any other member of the poetry group whenever I wanted.  Eager
boys willing to satisfy the �older� woman, putting a notch on their bedpost,
and I was willing to indulge myself as that notch.  I gave him a vague �maybe�
about seeing him again.


After
Donald left, I saw Jan and she said to me, �Mmmm, Donald is a nice choice,
dear. Very energetic and such a fine body to expend all that energy with.�


�Do I
hear approval?�


She
smiled.  �How can I possibly approve of my daughter-in-law�s promiscuity,� she
said.  I heard the facetiousness.  �Next time, maybe the hot tub or pool. Always
gets the young lads �up� for anything.�  She was still smiling, still firmly
within her role as aged hippy chick.


I
alternated between Hunter and Donald for another week.  Donald began fucking me
in the pool before we ended up on the patio and me getting it firmly from
behind.  Wow, was he strong and forceful!  When he got going that cock of his
was like a battering ram, and I didn�t mind him battering my hungry cunt.  I
admit I was spoiled, having these young men bring me to screaming orgasms repeatedly.


The
weekend with Richard came and went.  Our sex was quite unremarkable; a
contradiction between what should be his weeklong unmet needs and my supremely
oft-met ones.  I began to wonder if he was getting some on the side in Boston,
though I could hardly be jealous if he did.


I was
ready to expand my horizons�or should I say �territory?�  I sized up another
member of the poetry group; a shy, lanky young man named Jason, and seduced
him.  The first time in his dorm room, he was barely out of his clothes when he
shot his load.  No problem.  I went to work on him and soon he was fucking me
silly with the pure abandon of youth.  He got me off several times missionary
as I captured his deep brown eyes with mine. His ejaculating cock throbbed
deeply within me, and I had one final orgasmic throe.  I congratulated him on a
nice job and invited him to Jan�s pool the following day.


Déjà-vu�almost
a carbon copy of my tryst with Donald.  Jason proved to be equally energetic.


And
that�s how it went.


I went
through the poetry group like the lusty slut I�d turned into.


I even
bedded one of the lesbians.  Jesse taught me the joys of tribbing, and we rubbed
pussies well into the night at her place when her girlfriend was out.


I
never moved to Boston.  Richard one day told me he�d found someone new.  The
shock was how little I really cared.  I was so much a part of the scene here in
Amherst and among Jan�s circle of friends now that I never wanted to leave
anyway.  Janice let me lead the poetry group discussions most times; that and
the exhilarating and constant sex kept me very happy.  A flow of new
underclassmen into the poetry group�and my bed�made for quite a fun life.


Could
I ever have imagined how my life would change coming here?  Janice had
�adopted� me as a daughter, in effect replacing her son.  Richard didn�t seem
to care so why should I?


One
last thread to tie up here: Andrew.


Did we
ever get it on?


About
six months after Richard left me, Jan and I conspired to give Andrew a birthday
present he wouldn�t forget.  We double-teamed him and gave him quite the
fucking; the old, liberated lady and the younger, recently liberated one drew
every last drop of cum from him in one marathon sex session.  Of course, the
liberated ladies of Amherst got deeply, ahem, tickled, and did a lot of
squealing and screaming along the way.


There�s
a poem in there somewhere.
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�What�s
the matter, honey?� Greg asked, seconds after he�d ejaculated.


�Nothing,�
I answered. I wasn�t about to share post-coital candor with my husband.


He
persisted. �C�mon, Pam, something�s the matter. You didn�t really want to make
love? Is that it?�


Make
love. 


Was
that what the past few minutes of grunting exertion was called? I remembered
when �making love� had been something different, something special. I
remembered staggering orgasms�often doubles or triples�drenched in sweat and
coursing with endorphins. I remembered a low murmur beginning somewhere at my
core and working its way out of me as a full-fledged rapturous shriek. I
remembered gasping inhalations, tingling nipples, throbbing nerve endings, swollen
labia, skittering heartbeats. I remembered the total, utter release.


I
remembered.


�Nothing�s
wrong. Maybe you�re right; maybe I wasn�t in the mood. Don�t let it
bother you,� I said, but I didn�t sound very convincing to my own ears, and he
didn�t look convinced.


Greg
collapsed onto his back next to me in bed. �If nothing�s wrong with you, maybe
there�s something wrong with me. I guess I don�t satisfy you anymore.�


He
didn�t, but that was more my problem than his. Greg was an adequate lover. Though
working in a physical occupation he had always been more comfortable in the
cerebral realm than in the corporal one. Too bad men�s orgasms weren�t more in
the mind than in the groin, as with women�s. However, I�d always been a great
fantasizer. No matter the mood, when my husband fucked me I could be counted
on to imagine I was with someone else: my favorite actor; the local news
anchorman; the cute guy I saw at the store; one of Greg�s fellow firemen. I
imagined every single one of them taking me, without hesitation, without
sensitivity, without mercy, ravaging body and soul and leaving me whimpering
for more. How could I explain this to Greg? Not now, not ever.


�Don�t
make it personal, Greg. We�re older now and maybe I don�t feel as, you know,
sexy or something.�


�Pam�no
fuckin� way have you lost any of your sexiness. Jesus! Mike can�t go a day
without commenting about how hot you are�like he�s trying to get under my skin
but I know he means it. No, it�s not you, it�s me,� he declared as if it was
his final testament.


Mike
Jones. I thought my, oh my, the firehouse stud talks about me! Now
that gets blood cooking and juices flowing! Unlike Greg, Mike didn�t just
reside in the physical world, he embraced it. The man was a lean, six-foot-two
sculpture in sinew and skin. If there was a sport or physical activity out
there, Mike�s done it, and bragged about it more. He probably hasn�t read a
book since school, but then unlike Greg, that�s not the world he lives in. 
I�ve included him in some of my fantasy mind-movies, wondering if his superb
musculature extended toward his genitalia, and imagining it so.


Mike
had never made any overt passes during times when we�d been at the same event. 
During a Christmas party two years ago that had been organized by local
firemen, I had actually stumbled into Mike in a tipsy lack of aplomb, and felt
how absolutely solid the man was. He acted embarrassed. I went home
horny.


I
broke my reverie and said, �When Mike says I�m hot what do you say?�


�I agree
with him and let it drop. I know he�s trying to get my goat, that�s all.�


�Maybe
that�s not all he�s trying to get,� I said.


�Look,
hon, I know what he wants, okay? He thinks of himself as King Cock and I�m sure
he�d love to claim you as one of his trophies.�


�Do
you think of me as your trophy?�


Greg
nuzzled closer. �You�re my �I�m-the-luckiest-man-in-the-world� trophy. First
Place all the way.� We kissed. I was aroused, but certainly not by the kiss
alone, with thoughts of Mike Jones unable to escape my imagination. We fell
asleep. Guess what I dreamed about.


I�m
usually home from work before Greg. The next day when he came home from what
sounded like a grueling shift, he surprised me by bringing up Mike Jones again.


�Let�s
face it, I saw how turned on you were last night when I mentioned Mike�s
interest,� he said with a slightly defeated expression. �I thought about it
and came up with a solution. You�ve seen his new girlfriend, haven�t you? The
goth chick Deanna with all the tattoos? I invited them over for a little pool
party Saturday, the four of us.� He waited for a comment but I was
speechless. �I figured you can see for yourself. Flirt with him if you want. 
Fuck him if you want. I�ve come to the conclusion if I can�t satisfy you then
maybe I should let someone else do it.� Had I emasculated my husband that
much through my blasé attitude toward sex with him that he was now pondering
some perverted foursome, or worse?


I said
all the right words. I told him I didn�t want another man. I told him I
wasn�t interested in Mike. What I didn�t tell him was to call off the pool
party. I realized how much Mike�s incessant teasing had gotten to him
regardless of what he said, yet the fantasy that was Mike Jones couldn�t allow
me to say no, and thus protect Greg�s self-esteem. The die had been cast.


Saturday
was suddenly here. I wore my blue top, white bottom bandeau bikini,
conservative and not very revealing. I didn�t want to be throwing gasoline on
an already spreading fire. I pulled on a pair of loose fitting gym shorts and
steeled myself to be the gracious hostess�and whatever would happen in addition
to those duties. I didn�t want a scene, and I didn�t want to hurt Greg either.


Deanna
sure was one-of-a-kind. She seemed younger than we were, and the goth-black
hair with peroxide highlights made her seem even younger still. Her entire
upper body appeared to be inked. Later by the pool, I inadvertently gasped at
the extent of her tattooed skin when she stripped down to a miniscule thong
bikini. My body was white, dull and chubby compared to Deanna�s lithe and
colorful frame. Why would Mike desire me over this girl?


Greg
grilled half a cow, at least that�s what it looked like to me, as I hoped
Deanna wasn�t a vegetarian. After we ate we fixed drinks and retired to
poolside.


The
dynamics were intriguing, though perhaps I thought so only because of Greg
forewarning me about a possible pass from Mike. Deanna was a smart gal. She
and I ended up in great conversation I would never have anticipated from her
appearance alone. As co-workers were apt to do, Mike and Greg mostly talked
shop. I caught them conspiratorially looking at us a couple of times. Could
Deanna be somehow �in� on this whole thing, or was it some sort of gigantic
hoax being pulled on me?


I was
beginning to think �hoax,� when while we were up and fixing a new round of
drinks, Mike began to flirt. He told me how great I looked in my bikini. He
stayed with me as we headed back to the pool. When he started with the
horseplay, threatening to throw me in the pool so he could see how my nipples
looked through my top when cold, I knew Greg had been right. He must have been
urging Mike on, and the young buck was obliging him, now that some liquor had
relaxed his inhibitions.


Deanna
was looking at him�at both of us�with perplexed curiosity, so I presumed she
wasn�t in on any sexual subplot after all.


When
Mike asked, �How about you girls going topless, nobody can see back here?� he
was looking at me, not Deanna.


She
must have picked up on his tone, or maybe it was my facial expression, for she
uttered �Holy shit!� under her breath before taking an almost involuntary step
backward.


I
think she figured out then what was going on. Neither one of us took Mike up
on his dare though the drinks were loosening me up too. I looked over at Greg
sitting in a lounge chair. His face revealed something between mirth and resignation. 
For the next half-hour or so the four of us traded conversation. Deanna
conversed with Greg for a while. I wondered what they were talking about;
surely not sex, though Mike may have been discussed. Mike�s flirting kicked up
another notch as he got closer to me and every once in a while would lightly
touch me; an arm, my side, my exposed tummy all felt a brushing finger stroke.


It was
working, of course. The man was chiseled, confident and insistent. I thought
about what Greg had told me. About Mike�s comments. About me.


�Maybe
we can go for a swim now?� I said, almost in a whisper, close to him�real
close.


I dove
in and Mike followed. After swimming to me he touched me. Below the
waterline, probably unseen by my husband or Deanna, he moved a hand up my thigh
until he brushed my crotch. I gasped, which may or may not have been heard by
my husband or Deanna. Mike heard.


�I
want you,� he whispered. �Your husband more or less said it was okay by him.�
He reached around and brushed his fingers over the nape of my neck before
untying the halter strap of my bandeau top. I gasped again. �I think it�s
okay by you too,� he added, still whispering.


He had
me. 


And he
was going to have me.


I
could hardly swim to the pool ladder. On shaky legs I climbed out, not
worrying about the untied halter strap, since the bandeau-style bra was still
cinched in back and my tits were keeping it from falling down. Barely. I
noticed my nipples did show through.


Greg
made appropriate comments about moving the party indoors. �Don�t worry about
the wet suits,� he said to us, �They�ll dry soon enough.�


They�ll
be off
soon enough, I thought. 


The
pairing soon matched the new dynamic�Mike and I on the leather loveseat, Greg
and Deanna on the sofa, not nearly as close together as Mike and I were. More
drinks, more small talk. Mike moved ever closer; his skin was hot against
mine. How hot did mine seem to him? I had this crazy image in my head of my wet
pussy acting like a suction cup on the leather surface of the loveseat if I
didn�t have anything on. I almost laughed.


As I
felt him against me, and smelled his musk, and sensed his strength, I grew more
and more aroused. I was sure by then Mike could smell my musk.


Greg
surprised me by asking Deanna if she wanted to swim. Deanna surprised me by
saying yes. They went back out to the pool. Of course, it was not about swimming,
it was about leaving me alone with Mike. Would Deanna and Greg get it on? 
That thought did something to me�made me hotter while pinging me with a bit of
jealousy�yet what was I about to do?


�We�re
alone now,� Mike said while reaching behind me to unclip my top.


The
dam burst. The unleashed river flowed through. I breathlessly went for Mike. 
His hands explored me as our tongues met. When he discovered how wet I was he actually
moaned.


�God,
you are one hot woman!� he uttered while his fingers were probing my swollen
clit and equally swollen�and soaking wet�inner labia.


For my
part I was running my hands over his granite hard body, feeling every muscle,
holding off on discovering the muscle I ultimately would have, and hoping it
was as solid as the others.


He
muttered, �Where?�


I
whimpered, �Anywhere, here, now.�


I
don�t remember taking off my bottoms but they somehow were off, as was his
bathing suit. And suddenly there it was. I�d fantasized about his cock. He
was surprisingly shorter than my husband though a little thicker, especially at
the end, where his circumcised head looked very large and inviting. He was
hard. Very hard. Dripping pre-cum like a leaky faucet. Breathlessly I pushed
him back into the loveseat and mounted him. He sucked at my stiffened nipples
as I slid down on his erect cock and began to slide up and down.


My
pace quickened until I was uncontrollably screaming out in orgasmic glee.


He suddenly
hoisted me off him and stood up, before lifting me upward and settling my
throbbing cunt onto his swollen cockhead. He lowered me onto his shaft, and
then with my legs supported by his strong arms and a hand cradling each of my
ass cheeks, fucked me standing up. My arms were around his neck but he did all
the work. I�d never been fucked like that�I�d never been with a man strong
enough to pull it off. Mike proved strong enough.


Soon he
groaned so I knew he was cumming, though his groan was pretty much drowned out
by my second visit to climax-land, �Ooooooooooooooooooooooh!�


Before
we fell back to the loveseat, I glanced out to the patio in time to see a colorfully
topless Deanna on her knees and giving Greg a blowjob. I couldn�t know what
they had discussed earlier but I figured this was Deanna�s �sympathy suck� or
some such nonsense. Good for Greg.


�Damn,
that was good, Pam,� Mike said, his hands still roaming, still exploring. �I
can�t believe this�I�ve always wanted you, from the first time I saw you.�


�Can
you get it up again?� I asked. Nothing like pressure; I was still in need.


�For
you I can do anything,� he answered.


�Mmmmmm,
I like that.� I went down on him. I can�t say it was prowess on my part though
he was stiff in a couple of minutes.


I
pulled him to the floor and on top of me. With my legs up and wide he got
between them and penetrated me. His rhythm began at slow but that wasn�t good
enough for me.


�Harder,
deeper, faster, harder�� I cried as I wrapped my legs around his ass and urged
him deeper. He was sapped by this time so he had difficulty in trying to match
my insistence. I kept up a steady litany of pleas that harmonized with the
thrusting of my hips. �Harder, faster��


All of
a sudden an array of colors entered my sex-hazed field of vision. Deanna�s
tattooed tit was in my face and I went for her nipple. I suckled on her as
Mike�s rhythm got a little stronger and steadier. Deanna joining in must have
given him a second wind. Her twittering of pleasure couldn�t compete with my
mewling cries for volume yet together we were quite a symphony. Where was
Greg?


The
frantic pair on the living room carpet had become a threesome as Deanna mounted
my face, and my tongue snaked within her deliciously pussy. Somehow my
tongue-tip found the textured surface of her g-spot and, along with the
writhing push of her hips mashing her clit against my chin, set her off.


��Oooooo�
oooooo� oooooo� oooooo� OOOOOOOOOOO!� She cried out. My face was showered by
her hot juices.


Mike
thrust as Deanna and I climaxed.


Since
Deanna was straddling my face I couldn�t see anything, though the cessation of
her pleasure sounds suggested Mike and Deanna were kissing somewhere above me. 
Thankfully Mike never stopped thrusting. I kept cumming until the throbbing
deep in my vagina signaled that he had joined me in climax.


Mike
climbed off while Deanna and I continued to roll around on the floor, locked in
sexual embrace. She nuzzled downward and began to nibble and tongue me. I had
another small orgasmic wavelet, and when I looked down at her she was smiling,
Mike�s spent spunk on her lips. 


I was
too overwhelmed by post-orgasmic glee to remember much detail of what followed. I
recollect Deanna getting dressed then asking Greg for a ride home. I thought
asking Greg was unusual until I realized she assumed Mike and I would get it on
again, and maybe all night long. I hazily recollect getting a kiss from Deanna
before they left.


My
next truly conscious sensation came with Mike behind me in the shower. The hot
water beat down upon me as he sensuously soaped and washed my sated body,
concentrating on my breasts and vulva as only a man would. While he washed me
he kept up a steady monologue.


�Oh,
Pam, you�re so amazingly hot. You don�t know how often I dreamed about a day
like this. I haven�t been so horny�so able to get it up again and again�since I
was a jerk-off teen looking at my dad�s Playboys. And you and Deanna�wow, that
was hot too. I still can�t believe Greg let this happen. God, you�re so
hot!...�


His
muscled physique held me close as he stroked my crotch while continuing to
express his disbelief. Under the hot shower spray I was ready again.


�Oh
God, Pam,� he said, not much above a moan, as he once more touched off my
arousal; his fingertips dipped in wetness. I felt his cock twitch and grow
erect. 


I
murmured, �Fuck me again.� 


A
bitch in heat.


He
half-pushed, half-carried me to the bedroom adjacent to the bathroom�mine and
Greg�s, the marriage bed�and still wet from the shower, propped me up on hands
and knees and entered me from behind. He had a firm grip on my hips as he
plunged slow and steady.


�Pam�oh�Pam�oh��
he kept repeating, almost in rhythmic time with his thrusting pelvis. �Your
ass�your cunt�so tight�so warm�oh��


Normally
I�d think so bullshit, but not now. I was about to cum.


�Pam?�
my husband�s tentative voice came from the bedroom doorway.


I
caught sight of myself reflected in the dresser mirror. I saw what my husband
saw: his wife, on her knees, soaked from the shower and sex-fueled sweat; hair
a wet and tangled mass, half in her face; mouth open and ready to scream, being
brought to orgasm by another man. Before he ducked away�I guessed in shame�I
made eye contact and mouthed �sorry.� Was I?


I
screamed and convulsed in another spectacular climax.


�Oh�oh�oh�Pammmmmmm,�
he moaned. Then, like he�d seen way too many porn movies, he rolled me onto my
back and hovering over me gave me a facial. Thankfully he was pretty spent by
that time so it wasn�t much of a cumshot.


I got
off the bed to go fetch a towel so I could clean off. Mike kept talking from
the bed. �Baby, you�ve got game, let me tell you,� he said. �I�ve never been
with a woman who came like you do. Oh yeah, you�re a gamer. I wish I could go
all night��


I
tuned him out. �Got game�? �A gamer�? During all the Michael Vick brouhaha a
couple of years ago I had heard those types of things said about the poor
fighting dogs�saying they had �game� when they�d keep fighting even though
mortally wounded. Mike may have thought he was flattering me, but I didn�t
much think so. The words that popped into my head were more like �whore� and
�slut� and the like. Greg�s expression when he saw us was burned into my
brain, and most likely would be for a long, long time.


�It�s
time to go home, big boy.�


�Can�t
I spend the night?� he asked.


�Hey,
look, I enjoyed all of it�obviously�but you�re not my husband, and only he spends
the night in this bed.�


In an
almost little boy�s voice he asked, �Can we do this again?�


�We�ll
see. Now go get dressed and get out of here, okay?� I hoped my smile would
take the edge from my voice.


Mike
went home, and I went in search of Greg. He was sitting on the sofa exactly
where he sat earlier, this time in the dark.


I
said, �Come to bed, hon.�


�I�ll
be up in a little while.�


His
�little while� turned out to be forty-five minutes. I stayed awake, waiting
for him. I�d brushed my hair, trying to get some of the disheveled tangles out
so Greg wouldn�t have a visual clue to remember what he�d had to witness
earlier. I pondered my words, hoping to choose the right ones, but he spoke
first when he came into the bedroom.


�Pam,
I know you�re gonna try to smooth the whole thing out. It�s your way. But facts
are facts; it�s all my fault for starting this with Mike. I know I haven�t been
the lover you wanted and you just proved it. I haven�t seen you like tonight
for so long. We have to figure out where we go from here. Maybe you�ll want to
sleep with Mike more often. Maybe other men; I don�t know��


I
kissed him on the cheek and then said, �Not now. No decisions. No
recriminations. You�re my husband. I love you. Let�s sleep on it and take a
fresh look at everything in the light of a new day.�


The
look of simple resignation was still on his face as he climbed under the sheets
and fell asleep. I couldn�t. I kept seeing the look on Greg�s face as he saw me
in that state. Had I emasculated him that much, that he was ready to �pimp� me
out to his friend in order to keep me sexually fulfilled? I saw it now. As
I�d admitted to myself before, I was the problem not Greg. Thinking back on
our years of marriage he was always a conscientious lover. I was the one who
wanted something I didn�t have, something unattainable, a fantasy that could
never be, something someone like Mike couldn�t deliver. For all his strength
and physique, Mike turned out to be quite an ordinary lover. Except for the
standing up thing, he didn�t do anything for me physically that Greg had done
many times over. The difference was in my head�I willed it to be�my fantasy. 
I should be fantasizing about being with the best man I knew, one who took care
of me, loved me. I should have been concentrating on Greg, not an illusion. I
shouldn�t have let this mess happen.


I
needed to fix things. I had a plan.


At
breakfast, I laid it out for Greg�my game. �This is what I want to do. You
guys have Friday night off, so I want Mike over here�both of you�to play a
little game. Call it Pam�s sex game. The winner gets to have me. The loser gets
to watch.�


I
could see him getting frustrated, and maybe angry, but I cut off any objection
and continued, �I�m gonna be home first. I�ll tape down some of the drapes and
curtains to keep out as much ambient light as possible, and there won�t be much
of a moon so it should be pretty dark anyway. Then I�m gonna get naked and wait
for you two. When you come in I want both of you to strip�completely�and come
looking for me. In the dark. I might even play with myself a little. Get
aroused enough to put out a little scent,� I said then laughed.


He
said, �So, that�s what we�re reduced to? Playing sex games? Well, if that�s how
you want your jollies, then so be it. But this is the one and only time, got
it?�


I got
it. I spelled out some more parameters for Friday night. Then I asked Greg
the question I�d been dying to ask. �So, what was Deanna like? I saw you two
out by the pool. Did you get anything else beside a blow job?�


My
question drew a smile though it was half-hearted at best. �She gives good
head, for someone who loves girls,� he said.


�Huh?
She�s a lesbian? How can that be? She was with Mike, and they��


�Yeah,
she told me. I guess she could be considered bi, but let me tell you something.
All the while she kept telling me how hot you looked and how she wanted you,
and dammit I think she was jealous of Mike. That�s why she joined in; she
couldn�t help herself.� Greg sighed, and then added, �I even had to share you
with another woman.�


�Well,
you�ll just have to �win� me Friday. Then you can lord it all over Mike and
show him that I�m all yours.�


He
muttered under his breath, �A marriage reduced to fucking games.� I heard it
but ignored it. I knew my plan.


The
week went by; obviously, no sex. Greg was civil yet reserved. I began having
doubts about my strategy, though I knew deep down it would work. It was up to
me to make it work since it was my fault to begin with.


On
Friday I rushed home from work to get the house ready. I was too keyed up to
think about dinner, so I didn�t eat, instead going from room to room
rearranging curtains and drapes to keep out as much light as possible, in some
cases taping them down with masking tape. After surveying my work, I checked
the time and acknowledged there was enough for me to shower before the men
showed up. As I�d hinted to Greg, I did finger myself in the shower; working toward
an orgasm but backing away before I got there. I toweled dry then sat on my
bed and waited for the sounds of an opening door. 


The
combination of my anticipation with the self-propelled foreplay had me right on
the edge. I didn�t have to feel myself to know I was wet. Besides, my nipples
stiffened and tingled: a sure sign.


There
is a niche in our spare bedroom formed by the placement of a closet door and a
tall chest of drawers. I went to that spot as soon as I heard one of the men
climb the stairs. Before then I�d waited at the top of the stairs and eavesdropped
on what little conversation they had as they undressed. 


I had
my secret tactic: Greg always wore the same aftershave. I figured I could smell
it from across a room easily enough. The man who�d come upstairs first had a
different scent. Men can be so dumb sometimes. The man I thought to be Mike stopped
at the threshold of the pitch-black room. I think he was sniffing too. I�d
purposely avoided soap in the shower and hadn�t worn cologne all day. I was
hoping that was enough. I heard the man take a few tentative steps into the
room before he bumped into a piece of furniture and uttered a curse under his
breath. Confirmed: this was Mike.


I
heard him leave the room and I finally took a deep breath. The guys wandered
around a while. In the meantime I moved from the spare bedroom to the master
bedroom and waited in my vanity chair. After about a minute I heard someone
swear downstairs; must be a stubbed toe or a barked shin.


One of
them came to the bedroom door. Different smell; this was my husband. He
walked slowly into the dark room while I rose from the chair and met him
halfway. We bumped chests and he said, �Ah, there you are.�


His
arms encircled me and he pulled me to him. Our lips came together. Our
tongues darted in each other�s mouth. When our lips finally parted I
whispered, �I knew you�d find me. I�m yours, and I always will be.�


We
went downstairs, and when we put on a light found Mike stumbling out of the
kitchen. Greg motioned him to follow us to the living room. �You sit over
there, buddy,� he said, pointing to a chair.


I
said, perhaps louder than I had to for Mike�s sake, �Fuck me now, Greg, do me
now!�


Greg
smiled and said, �Whatever my wife wants.�


He sat
me on the sofa and went down between my legs. His tongue moved lazily around
my clitoris and labia, never staying in one place, teasing, tantalizing�and working! 
Just as his tongue-tip pressure picked up (and my breathing nearly stopped) he
pulled his tongue back and began lightly sucking on my clit. Oh, God, my clit
must be fat, swollen and out there, for I swear he was giving me clit-fellatio! 
I�ve been told my clitoris was more prominent than with most women, and an old
boyfriend told me it did look like a little cock when aroused. Greg was taking
advantage of my special little gift, a gift Mike had apparently never noticed. 



I lost
control: my legs twitched, my back arched and a low moan escaped my lips as he
kept the clit blow-job going. When I felt him let up a bit, I moaned, �No!
Don�t stop! I�m so close��


Greg
stopped anyway. He moved from between my legs and scooted up to kiss me. His
tongue was coated with my juice. He knew I would taste it. This was more
teasing foreplay and it was working splendidly. A flutter went through my
lower abdomen; a precursor to an excellent orgasm. I reached down, frantically
searching for my husband�s cock, and found it hard. Extremely hard, and
dripping a rivulet of pre-cum.


�Fuck
me now, dammit!� I groaned.


Greg
turned me over and positioned me on hands and knees. He taunted me a bit with
the head of his cock, so much so I threw my hips backward in an attempt to
impale my hot and yearning pussy on his shaft. I heard him chuckle as he
backed away enough to thwart my attempt before returning to the tease.


I said
again, this time louder than a groan, �Fuck me now!� and added, �Please!�


Greg
obliged by entering me. He had a strong hand on each hip as he went slowly and
deep. My hips were involuntarily thrusting backwards to meet him but his hands
firmly held me. 


I
heard myself muttering �Yes� over and over again, interspersed with the
occasional �Ooof� or �Aaah� or �God.�


I also
heard Mike mutter �Oh my God� as he sat there and watched�and most likely
imagined he was buried in my cunt as Greg now was. Offhand, I wondered if he
would jerk-off.


Greg
kept up his steady rhythm; several quick bursts followed by one or two long, slow
thrusts. I kept at my singing, with my climax coming on quickly. Greg knew I
was almost there, for he pulled me up to him, switched his hands from my hips
to my breasts, and kissed me just below the nape of my neck.


�Oh�Pam�I
love you�I�m�cumming!� he groaned.


�Meeeeeeeee
toooooooooo!� I bellowed as a most spectacular orgasmic wave spilled over me. 
I felt my abdomen scrunch up in a big contraction before all tension released
from my body. I shook and screamed again, it felt that great.


By the
time we paid any attention to Mike, he was cleaning up his spilt ejaculate and hurriedly
getting dressed. He appeared embarrassed, and except for a few pleasantries
and a �Have a good night� he didn�t say much as he made a quick exit.


�He
said it. Are you ready to have a good night?� I said to my darling husband.


�You
mean there�s more?� He joked.


Oh
yes, there was much more. We fucked as many times as he could recharge, and
that turned out to be quite a bit. Every position, every place, every
intensity. My orgasms that night surpassed anything I�d had with Mike. By
morning we were sore and tired�and sated.


From
that night forward, I made sure I remembered the part I played in my own sexual
fulfillment. My husband had always been a good lover, but I hardly did my part,
fantasizing about what I didn�t have instead of what I did. Besides a renewal
of the sexual part of our marriage, Greg and I learned the value of a little �game�
now and then. Mike had been correct after all. I was a �gamer� and Greg loved
it.


On
Sunday, Greg asked me, �You still have that little plaid miniskirt? Maybe we
can play �schoolgirl-and-the-teacher� tonight?�


Ooh
yeah, another fun game!
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Rebecca
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�That girl again,� I mumbled
to myself.


The petite brunette was across
the Little League diamond as I watched my son take embarrassing swings during
his at-bat.  From this distance it was hard to tell, but I swore she�d been
watching me throughout the game.  I wondered if she�d been stalking me: I saw
her at the market; I saw her near the job site; I even saw her once when I
picked Timmy up at middle school one day late in the school year.  I figured
her to be in her mid-to-late teens, which meant she should have been at the
high school instead of outside Timmy�s.  A thin wisp of a girl, she looked very
pretty with her long brown hair and full, Angelina Jolie lips.  Who was she and
why did she always seem to be around?


My mind wandered as the game
progressed, not able to shake her relentless attention.  As she appeared to
watch me I brazenly began staring back.  Our mutual stare-off confirmed it was
me, not someone else who held her unnerving concentration.  I tried to ignore
her as the game progressed.


�Hey dad, did you see me hit
the fly ball?� my son asked after the game.  I assured him I was proud he�d at
least connected on one pitch.  He took off to say goodbye to his teammates
while I walked over to the car.


�Hi Jim,� a voice piped up
behind me.  I turned to see my new nemesis standing near me, and I got angry.


�Hi. I don�t know what�s going
on, but young lady, my name is Mr. Talbot. You have no business calling me by
my first name since we do not know each other.  Whatever your game is, I�m not
interested.�


Damn, I thought she�d cry.  My
words had stung; she did have a tear forming at the corner of one eye but kept
herself together under my glare.  �I thought you�d see it, Jim.  I�m
Rebecca�Rebecca Jenkins, really I am.�


As cute and innocent as she
looked I wanted to kill her.  How could she say that?  Who put her up to this? 
Rebecca Jenkins�the real Rebecca Jenkins�had been the first (and Janie please forgive
me, maybe only) true love of my life.  We went together for about a year when I
was a first-year student at the community college in my old hometown and she
was a high-school senior.  I took her to her Senior Prom.  I�d taken her
virginity a month before that.  I promised her eternal love, and we spoke of
marriage some day.  I fucked up that love later when I screwed around with a local
slut and she found out.  When we were together we threw sparks.  When we made wild
love, time had no meaning.  When she felt betrayed by my unfaithfulness, her
hatred was hotter than the core of a nuclear reactor.  I had learned to fear
that anger just as I had learned to savor her sexual intensity.


�Cut the shit, your name can�t
be Rebecca Jenkins, and frankly I don�t know what I�m supposed to �see�.�


She cocked her head to one
side, stuck her lower lip out slightly, and began playing with her hair,
twirling thick tresses around her index finger in ringlets.  �It is me,
Jim.  I remember all those times we�we made love, like the first time�at
Billy�s apartment on Elm St.  I remember how strong you were and how gentle you
were with me, and��


How could she know about
Billy�s apartment more than twenty years ago?  How could she mimic all of
Rebecca�s mannerisms: the hair twirling, the pouty lip, the head tilt?  Had
someone put this girl up to this?  I hardly heard the rest of what she said,
until�


��you taught me so much, like
loving anal sex and how much I used to yell when I had a great orgasm.  I want
to feel that again�with you, Jim.�


�No, this can�t be real,� I
said.  �I don�t know who you are but you�re sick, kid.  Sixteen, seventeen?
Talking about sex like that at your age.  I don�t know how you came to
this�ahem��memory� about me, but it stops now,� I nearly shouted.


�I�m not giving up�like last
time.  I�ll have you again.  We�ll make love again, like we did before��


�Something wrong, Dad?�  Timmy
had approached, surprising me.  Had he heard any of it?


�Nothing�s wrong, Tim.  I was
talking to this girl,� I said, motioning toward the stranger�no way could I
even think of her as Rebecca�as she turned to walk away.


�Who is she?�


�I don�t know, Timmy�I don�t
know.�  He seemed to shrug it off and we went home for dinner.


I was little more than a
zombie the remainder of the evening.  Janie sensed something wrong, as wives
are apt to do, but she could never in a million years comprehend what I was
going through, thinking about the encounter at the baseball field.  This
�Rebecca� was about twenty years too young.  And my love, Rebecca, sweet
Rebecca was twenty years dead.


Having the old
memories come flooding back had an expected impact on my libido.  When Janie
undressed for bed I was instantly hard and she saw it.  �My, my, does somebody
want something tonight?� she asked.


Yes, I wanted something. 
Something I couldn�t have.  Janie was the steadying rudder in my life.  That�s
why I married her.  I recognized, especially after Rebecca�s death, the
self-destructive demon that resided within me, sometimes hidden but always
there.  I love Janie, no doubt about that, and she�s been a great wife and
mother, but being an anchor to my speedboat didn�t always feed that inner demon. 
The fire of my youth was still there and probably always would be; Rebecca had
been gasoline�boom!


My wife could play any
character she wanted to on the local theater stage but she had always been so
one-dimensional and unimaginative in bed.  No matter how many times I tried to
teach her new things and give her new experiences we�d end up back at the
good-old missionary position, and ho-hum, questionable orgasms.  I say
questionable since most of the time I figured she faked it, and being a good
actress, how was I to know for sure?  Tonight while I was pumping away my mind
conjured up the vivid memory of fucking Rebecca, and in a brief moment it was
Rebecca who lay under me.  In my mind I heard her pleas to go faster, go harder,
go deeper, before she screamed out her explosive climax.  How could I not cum
to that?


�What got into you tonight,
Jim?  That must have been great for you the way you sounded when��


I couldn�t tell her the
truth.  �I guess I�ve been saving that one up,� I said lamely.  Maybe for
two decades.


In the morning I called my
friend Gerry, who was a cop.  I wanted to get to the bottom of this, before the
girl really got to me.  I told him about her, omitting the whole �I�m Rebecca�
claim, saying I was worried she was an attention grabber of some sort, perhaps
even a potential blackmailer, and I wanted to know exactly who she was.  �I
don�t know, Gerry, maybe she wants to get close to me so she can claim rape or
something, knowing I�ve got some money. Sounds weird but I have no other
explanation for her stalking me,� I told him when he asked about her possible
motive.  After I gave him some particulars he said he�d look into her, find out
who she was.


In the meantime I had a life
to live.  That evening Timmy had another ballgame, and sure enough the girl was
there watching me.  During the second inning my cell phone chirped.  It was
Gerry.


�If it�s the same girl, her
name�s Heather Buckridge.  Lives with her folks and a brother.�  He gave me the
address.  �Doesn�t seem to be any trouble attached to the family.  Moved here
two years ago from upstate. No legal history I can find.�  He wished me good
luck and said to call if I needed anything more, or if she gave me any more
trouble.  I thanked him.


After the game, she
predictably approached me.  �Hi Jim.�   Once more.  With any other woman�and
especially with my wife�her facial expression, one of love bordering on
adoration, would have stirred many emotions within me, but not the pure anger I
was feeling toward her then.


�What do you want from me�Heather?�
I asked, stressing her real name.


�I want YOU, Jim.  It
took so long to find you, to manipulate my host family to move closer, so we
can make love again, be together again. Forever.�


��Host family�, shit, girl,
you�re a nut case!� I said in disbelief.  �I don�t know why, or who�s behind
this, but this �Rebecca� shit has to stop. She�s dead, dammit.  SHE�S DEAD!� 
I yelled, and became aware people were now staring at us.  �Leave me alone,
Heather, please.�


By then she was bawling, and
more people were staring.  I was sure it was a grand spectacle: the big, grown
man yelling at the poor defenseless, crying teenaged girl.  Jesus!  Before I
knew it she lunged forward and stuffed a piece of paper into my hand and ran
away.  Luckily, Timmy hadn�t seen any of it, which spared me the unpleasantness
of explaining the unexplainable to him.


I stuffed the folded,
lilac-colored paper into my pocket and tried not to think about the strange
teen and what she claimed.  Throughout the evening my mind was somewhere else,
not at home.  All memories of Rebecca, both happy and tragic, came back to me. 
I remembered how she showed no nervousness as we approached the moment she�d
lose her virginity.  I remembered how aggressive a lover she soon became;
insatiable, and sometimes scary in her burgeoning sexual appetite.  The teacher
soon became the student, as she led me places in bed I�d only dreamed about. 
She�d been the first to suggest anal sex.  She�d heard girlfriends talk of it
and openly admitted experimenting with inanimate objects.  Anal quickly became
a regular staple of our lovemaking.  


That day still haunts me when Rebecca
said in complete anger, �If I can�t be with you, there�s no reason to live.�   Why
hadn�t I done anything?  Later that day she ran her car head-on into a bridge
abutment.  The police report was inconclusive as to what had happened, but I
knew.


The note remained unread and
in my pocket.  An electric shock ran through me when I first saw that folded up
lilac notepaper in my hand.  Rebecca always used these small lilac notepads
adorned with pastel butterflies for notes, often passing them to me like a
grade school girl with a crush.  I loved her for that sweet innocence.  Now I
was instead petrified.


It wasn�t until Janie had gone
to bed that I dug the note out with trepidation and read it.  Oh my God, it was
Rebecca�s unmistakable handwriting!  How could it be?


 


My Dearest Jim,


 


I don�t care if you are married, I
cannot bear to let you get away from me a second time. I love you and want to
be with you forever. Please don�t reject me again. How can I convince you it�s
me? If I tell you about the birthmark you have on your left thigh, and how I
giggled the first time I looked at it when I tried to give you a blow job,
would you believe I am Rebecca?  If I reminded you what you had said when I
told you I wanted to try anal sex, would you believe me?  You may not believe
in Transmigration of the Soul, but I am almost all Rebecca now�Heather was so
shallow she�s merely a shell at this point, to contain me until we consummate
our love once more.


 


(By the way, you said �Who gave you
that idea?�)


 


                             I love
you  ©  xoxox


                        Rebecca


 


 


I was stunned.  She was
correct, that�s what I stupidly said that time.  �Transmigration of the
Soul��what was that, reincarnation?  I certainly didn�t believe in any of that
mumbo-jumbo.  There had to be a logical explanation�sinister, but at least
logical.


No goodnight�s sleep for me. 
I dreamed of Rebecca: the curve of her hips, the unusually soft down of
her pubic hair, the way her nipples hardened when kissed, the gooseflesh at the
nape of her neck when she was aroused, and the peculiar way she screeched when
she climaxed.  All of it resulted in vivid REM sleep, waking me several times
with the most raging hard-on since I was a teenager.  I tried to arouse Janie
to take care of my �affliction� but she�d have none of it, pushing me away and
rolling over, back to sleep.  By the first hint of dawn I couldn�t stand it anymore
and went into the bathroom to jerk off.  I think I whispered Rebecca�s name as
I shot my load, incredibly hitting the opposite wall from my perch on the
toilet. I can�t remember ever having a porn-star cumshot like that in my entire
life!


After days of dreading Timmy�s
baseball games, I now couldn�t wait for the next one.  Would she be there?  I
had to see her before then.  When Gerry had given me the info on Heather he�d
given me a phone number.  I called it later that day from my office.  Now who
was the stalker?


The phone was answered by
someone I assumed to be Heather�s mother.  �Hello Mrs. Buckridge, may I speak
with Heather please?�


She of course wanted to know
who I was and what I wanted.  I told a mostly-true tale about speaking with
Heather at my son�s Little League game and simply wanted to ask her a
question.  Thankfully she didn�t ask where I got their phone number, and soon
Heather was on the phone.


�Yes?�


�Hello, Heather�Rebecca I mean�this
is�er�Jim,� I said.  �Don�t say anything out loud, but I want to see you�I need
to see you�� 


�Oh yes!� she said, as close
to a shout as any whisper could be.  �How?�


�Can you get to the Dunkin
Donuts on Chestnut Street?  I�ll meet you there at four.�


Another whisper, �Yes, oh yes,
I�ll be there.�  Before she hung up, I swore I heard her blow me a kiss over
the line.


At four o�clock she was
there.  As much as I was getting to believe, her look of teen innocence and
vulnerability renewed my doubts.  I ordered two coffees and a chocolate chip
muffin for her and motioned toward a far table where she sat and waited.  I
stole glances as the coffees were being poured.  She looked nothing like
Rebecca did, though every subtle movement she made screamed her memory.


�This is another test, right?�
she asked.  I feigned innocence.  �You think I�d like be Rebecca and not carry
over her likes and dislikes?� she said as she pushed the muffin away from her. 
�Fuckin� chocolate chip!  The worst!�  More incongruity�Heather�s looks,
Rebecca�s attitude.  Most of my disbelief was gone.  In a hushed voice I
challenged the entire concept of reincarnation.  She corrected me by saying she
didn�t think it was reincarnation �like the Hindus believe� but more along the
lines of her �soul� coming back for �unfinished business.�  Her unfinished
business appeared to be me. 


She leaned closer at one
point, smiled and said, �Giraffe.�  O, the word!  But, the power of that one
word�my belief was complete.  You see, when she saw me naked for the first
time, she giggled and said the birthmark on my left thigh looked like a giraffe. 
�And look here,� she had said. �Here�s his lonnnnnnng neck,� palming my
stiffening member before taking me into her inviting mouth.


My coffee cooling and
forgotten, I lean closer and whisper, �What do you want?�


�You, of course,� she whispers
back.


I drove to a secluded spot
behind the ball field and in the soon steamy interior of my car I surrendered
to her.  The lissome contours of her teen body were a revelation.  In contrast
to Rebecca�s (and my wife�s for that matter) soft curves and healthy bosom,
Heather was small and lean.  As we kissed she explored the known territory
behind my zipper, while I explored the unknown of her.  Heather (my mind still
balked at thinking of this teen as Rebecca just yet) had small, high, upswept
breasts with tiny areolas and nipples.  Those nipples however were as sensitive
as I ever remembered Rebecca�s to be; as soon as I began touching and tweaking
her nipples she was hyperventilating and begging for more.  When my hand crept
into her panties I found her wonderfully wet.


�Fuck me,� she murmured
hungrily.


�Here?� I croaked. 
�We�I�don�t have a condom.�


I expected her to say it
didn�t matter, but of course it did.  Instead, she whimpered, �Eat my
pussy�please!�


Her jeans and panties came the
rest of the way off and I buried my face in the magical cleft between her
thighs.  My Rebecca had only bikini-trimmed her pubic thatch; in contrast
Heather-Rebecca was completely shaven (of course, customs have changed in
twenty years yet I was still a bit surprised to see this since Rebecca was
supposedly �in charge�, not Heather.)  Her pussy was as petite as the rest of
her.  I licked her labia, tasting the sweet nectar of her arousal, having
forgotten how sweet a young girl could be.  My tongue worked as she moaned
approval.  I moved slowly up to her clitoris, discovering its difference as
well.  Rebecca�s had been a plump little pearl that had to be coaxed from under
its hood.  Heather�s clit was a proud little mini-cock that sprang out and
hungrily greeted the tip of my tongue.  While I licked and nibbled I absently
wondered which shape could be more sensitive and as if in answer Heather-Rebecca
moaned loudly and uttered another word that sold me on who she was.


�Eight,� she groaned between
deep, panting breaths.


I always kidded her about my
�figure 8�s� during cunnilingus.  When I worked my tongue in small figure 8�s
around her clit and labia it only took moments for her to sing out in climax. 
Up to this moment Heather�s voice had been much different than Rebecca�s
throaty warble.  Not now.  Her scream of orgasm sent chills up and down my
spine from its familiarity�so long ago but still like it was yesterday.


When her twitching and keening
subsided she kissed me like she would suck the marrow from my bones.  After a
while she pulled her lips away from mine and throatily asked, �Your turn,
Jimbo?�  Nobody since Rebecca dared call me that.


She got my pants down enough
to free my cock and wasted no time sucking me.  She instinctually always knew
how sensitive certain places were on a man�s cock.  Though it was Heather�s sensuous
lips wrapped around my aching shaft, it was obviously Rebecca in the driver�s
seat as she expertly worked her magic.  Deep, deeper, Heather�s throat took me.


I was moaning and then I groaned,
�I�m cumming�oh God�Ohhhhhhhh.�


She never pulled away.  Our
eyes met as she gulped; taking every rope I sent her way.  And then she
smiled.  �I guess I still have the touch�oops�I guess Heather�s pretty good,
huh?� she said before laughing, with a small trickle of semen at the corner of
her mouth.


It wasn�t until I�d dropped
her off around the corner from her house that I thought of the risk I�d just
taken.  If a cop had patrolled the area where we parked I�d be screwed for
being with an underage girl.  Trying to explain Rebecca would have been
absurd.  Let�s face it.  I can�t even explain it to myself.  


She begged to see me again. 
�I want you�all the way,� she�d said.  The rational part of my brain had
already vacated the premises by believing she was Rebecca �returned� to me; how
would I ever be able to return myself to the life I had before today?  It was
hopeless.  Before she exited my car I had promised a lot to her�the least of
which was to plan a rendezvous for the �all the way� stuff.


It took a week�s worth of
clandestine cell-phone calls to come up with a time we could be together.  I
knew of a quaint old motel about 10 miles out of town which still had those
separate �cottages� as rooms, nicely tucked into the abutting woods.  I made a
reservation for the most remote of those little cabin accommodations and made
plans to pick up Rebecca.  In my mind it was easily Rebecca now; no more thoughts
of �Heather� at all.


In the meantime, I went online
and studied up on what she�d written in her note.  Wikipedia had a page on
Transmigration of the Soul and how it differed from reincarnation in certain
eastern faiths.  The whole idea confused and scared me.  What I didn�t
understand still had control over me and I was powerless to run away now. 


I had my story all worked out so
Janie wouldn�t be suspicious; though I knew, by the way she acted, she felt
something had changed in me, as it truly had.  One way she acted differently
was her sudden aggressiveness in bed.  The first night following my making the
motel reservation, Janie put on the sexy black negligee she usually saved for
�special occasions,� which occurred slightly more often than full solar
eclipses.  The lacy black number didn�t leave much to the imagination and
accentuated her blond hair and blue eyes.  Her arousal made me a believer in
the power of pheromones.  Thinking of Rebecca must have released a tidal wave
of them from me.


�You look tense,� she said. 
�Let me massage that tension right out of you.�  I guess she thought the
tension was all in my cock, since that�s were she went to work.  


During our entire marriage she
never sucked me like she did then.  Damned if I didn�t betray the mind of a
cheater: Who had she been practicing on? I thought.  She used her lips,
hands and tongue to perfection and I almost came�almost, because just when I
must have been showing signs of imminent release she straddled me reverse
cowgirl and began grinding away.  No need for lubrication to mount me; she
turned out to be surprisingly wet and she slid onto me easily.  


She rode�and rode�blond hair
flying, head back, I actually felt the gush of cum juice envelop my cock before
any sound of orgasm escaped her lips.  As I came, I pondered the irony of her
climaxes: faking and she was loud, really cumming and she was as quiet as a
mouse.  If I hadn�t been fantasizing about Rebecca I might have been stunned by
her performance.  Pheromones indeed; Janie knew something was up with me (�up�
like my stiff cock in Rebecca�s mouth) and it kicked her libido up several
notches.  Too bad it was too late.


�Mmmmm, I needed that,� was
her post-coital comment before falling asleep.


Unlike my wife, I couldn�t
sleep.  Thinking of Rebecca in Heather�s body�a nymphet dream coupled with the
mind and experiences of a sexual dynamo�got me hard again.  I nearly woke Janie
to fuck her again, but something held me back.  Saving myself for my old,
long-lost lover?


The way colleagues looked at
me at work let me know I wasn�t acting as I usually did.  I spent several days
in an addled haze while begging off Janie�s nightly advances.  My near hypnotic
daze continued up to the moment I picked up Rebecca and went to the motel.


I parked in such a way as to
minimize the chance someone would see her going into the cabin with me.  She�d
told me she liked Mike�s Hard Lemonade, so I had four bottles on ice in a small
cooler already stashed and waiting for us.  I figured supplying alcohol to a
minor was the least of my legal worries.  I had condoms, lube and a couple of
sex toys stashed in the room as well; all per Rebecca�s instructions.  This was
after all her show; I felt I was only playing a part, though one I was ever so
willing to play.


Once inside the small cabin
she began a slow strip tease, saying, �You�re gonna like this little dynamo
body, I think.�  Off came her shirt.  �I had some curves but I always thought
you lusted after the spinners, like Ellen�remember her?  Seemed all skin and
bones to me, but that�s what you secretly wanted.  I knew.�  The bra was off,
exposing her cute little upturned points �held way up firm and high� like Bob Seger
sang about; tits I only vaguely got to know and enjoy the other day in my car. 
�I�ll warn you,� she chuckled, �Heather here is so fucking tight.  I know
because I�ve taken her for a few test drives.�  This was typical Rebecca
sarcastic humor, her jeans off and panties now sliding down her legs.  She took
a long slug from her bottle of Mike�s as I sat on the bed�s edge in rapt
attention.  �I may have only thought of you, Jim my dear, but I wasn�t about to
stay a celibate virgin.  A girl has her needs.�  Yes, I pondered, Rebecca
always had her needs.  Now naked, she stood before me, legs together and arms
stretched out wide.  She turned once as if to show me the whole package.  


Facing me again, I couldn�t
help but stare at the nice triangular gap at the junction between her thighs. 
I�ve always been attracted to lithe, supple women who have that gap.  It was
one of the little nuances that attracted me to Janie the first time I saw her
naked.  The original Rebecca had meatier thighs and thus no gap, but she had
one now.


She laughed at me for still
having my clothes on.  Maybe it took Rebecca�s biting sarcasm to wrest me from
my hypnotic state.  My clothes very quickly joined hers on the floor.


�How can I explain how much
I�ve dreamed of this moment,� she said as she lay next to me.  She palmed my
cock.  �Someone else has been dreaming too.�  I was rock hard.  �I love you,
Jim.  I always have.�


No prelim, no foreplay, no
lube, she rolled the condom on and mounted me.  She was already wet, yet as she
had warned she was also extremely tight.  She had to work me in a little at a
time before she began rocking and rolling.


As she moved, she whimpered,
�Oh Jim�ugh�ugh�it feels�so good�so right.�  She kept grunting �Eh�eh�eh�eh�� as
her petite teen body swallowed my cock on each bounce.  


I laid back and enjoyed the
sensation.  It was like getting two for the price of one�Heather�s tight young
physique coupled with Rebecca�s insatiable sexual appetite.  This was going to
be one memorable fucking day.  The sight of her, her little cupcakes bouncing
firmly on her chest; the sound of her, her squeals of impending climax; and the
feel of her, her teen vagina a slippery yet gripping force brought me to my
orgasm quickly.


�Oh�oh�I�m cumming!� I moaned.


If she heard me or felt me she
didn�t react.  She kept riding me, her head back, lost in her own world.  I was
glad I didn�t wilt right away.


Soon, she wailed, �Ohh,
ohhhh�Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh!�  The way her cries turned to screeching
intensity made twenty years melt away in an instant.


Sweaty and sated, we managed
to stuff ourselves into the cabin�s tiny shower stall.  Getting wet, I spent
the time studying the girl my old lover now possessed.  In the afterglow of her
orgasm, Heather was even more beautiful than I�d first surmised.  When I first
saw her I thought of a petite Angelina, but up close and without makeup she was
more like a young Jennifer Connelly.  She smiled up at me, her eyes luminous.  She
was without an ounce of baby fat on her yet not too skinny like an anorexic
girl would be, I thought.  Without her doing much I was stiff again.


Giggling, she pulled me from
the shower stall.  We were back on the bed without drying off.  Another condom
was rolled on and I began doing her from behind.  She kept up constant pleas,
begging, �Harder�harder�yes�yes�harder, fuck me good�yeah�harder��  


I knew it was coming so I
wasn�t surprised that she acted as if I wasn�t nailing her hard enough and
began slamming backwards to meet my thrusts.  Rebecca�s ample ass had always
jello-wiggled as I thwacked against her; now, Heather�s tight little ass hardly
jiggled at all.  This was indeed the best of both worlds.  I held onto her
slight hips and slammed away.


Soon I leaned down and
reaching around, fondled her firm little tits.  God, her skin was like silk!  This
time we came together.  With one last thrust as deep as I could penetrate her
tight velvet hole, I groaned and unloaded.  She screamed, �Ahhhhhhhh�I�mmmmmmm
cummmmming toooooo!�  Her pulsating vagina squeezed more semen from me.


We were bathed in sweat, the
small cabin�s crappy air conditioner not able to keep up with our frenetic
exercise level.  I pulled off the spent, semen-filled condom and tossed it
unceremoniously to a corner of the room to join its mate from earlier.  Tangled
in each other�s arms we talked.  


Often failing to summon the
right words, Rebecca tried to explain her life within Heather.  �I was aware,
you know, what was going on when I was like two or three.  At first it freaked
me out so much I think Heather�s mom and dad thought she was nuts.  Maybe like
one of those�savants, especially when she�I�talked.�  She talked about the
struggles to come to terms with who she was and what she could do.  �I mean, I
could do things and know things a kid that age shouldn�t.  It took me like
years to figure out I had to hide being Rebecca.  By that time the real Heather
was toast.  She was smart enough I guess, but like emotionally she wasn�t
strong enough to overcome me.  I simply took over.  And thought of you. 
Always.�


I had to ask the one question
that forever haunted me.  �Did you�did you�was the crash an accident or�?�


She looked into my eyes but
didn�t answer right away.  Maybe she didn�t have to answer since in my heart
I�d always known.  She knew I knew.  Eventually she said, �We�re together
again.  That�s what matters.  We�ll work something out so we can always be
together.  Always.�


There was that word again�always�and
what it meant to me and my life.  Leaving Janie?  Losing Timmy?  Letting
Rebecca bury Heather forever?  Risk legal consequences for what we�ve done
today?  I glanced at the bedside clock and was shocked at how long we�d been
here.


�We�ve got to go�I�ve got to
get you home before too long.�


�Aw, can�t we do it again?�
she asked, looking at me with those mesmerizing eyes.


�Hey, I�m not as young as you
remember me.  This old body doesn�t recover like it used to.�  What I said
didn�t stop her from trying, first with hands and then with her sensuous lips. 
Oh boy, the mind was willing but the flesh was weak.  She still managed to get
me semi-rigid, so she kept right on sucking until I rewarded her with a little
cum.


She wiped a trickle of semen
from her lips, and with a triumphant gleam in her eye said, �See, I knew you
could do it, big boy.  That�s why I came back.  That�s why I love you.�  Then
she proclaimed, �Lay back there and let me finish up.�  She got one of the
vibrators I�d stashed and went to work on herself.  Her eyes closed and her
head back, she diddled and I watched.  Usually during sex, I�m as much paying
attention to what I was doing as I would my partner.  Watching a woman
masturbate is a whole �nother ballgame.  As the vibrator vibrated against her
clit the rest of her began to twitch until her eyes closed and she spasmed.  Her
body shook as if gripped by a grand mal seizure. She sang her marvelous song of
orgasmic bliss.  The old Rebecca had explosive orgasms but none like the one I
just witnessed.


We showered again, got dressed
and I took her home, making sure to drop her off around the block from her
house.  I�d go back to the cabin later and clean up a bit and check out.  While
driving I kept thinking about the predicament I was in.  It truly was amazing
to have Rebecca back in my life, especially in her Heather package, but what
was I to do?  She was quick to cite her love for me.  How long would she wait
to hear those three words from me?


I spent the next several days more
or less back to normalcy; a normalcy consisting of countless daydreams about
our time in the little motel cabin.  Those several days were also spent waiting
to hear from her again.  Almost a week went by before she called me.


�Hi, my love,� she said. 
�Figure out a way for us to spend some time together?�


I told her I was working on
it, to be patient.  Of course, I was the impatient one.


I heard her chuckle before
saying, �It wasn�t impatience, Jim�it was all about letting an old man recharge
his batteries.�


�Don�t worry babe, my
batteries are fully charged.�


�That�s my boy.  How about I
show up at Timmy�s game tomorrow night?�


Could I say no?  �Sure, but
don�t do anything stupid, okay?�


�C�mon, you know I�m smarter
than that,� she said with a perceptible snarl.  That sure was the Rebecca I
remembered.


So, that�s what we did.  At the
game she nonchalantly sat near me and waited a couple of innings before sidling
closer and asking, �How come your wife doesn�t come out to watch your son
play?�


I nervously looked around to
gauge who was within earshot, and comfortable by everyone�s distance on the
aluminum bleachers said, �Janie�s usually working at the playhouse or
practicing or whatever.  It�s not like she doesn�t care about Timmy.�  Why did
it sound as if I was overly defending her?


�Janie,� she said as if she
somehow was tasting the name.  �She must be a self-centered bitch.�


�No she�s not,� I said, still
defending.


She looked at me and smiled
broadly.  God, were those eyes and that face hypnotic!  �Okay, then why are you
fucking me?�


I took another surreptitious
look around.  Once more the words coming from her mouth didn�t match the
teenager saying them.  �Rebecca, you know why.  You know how I�ve always felt
about you.  I died a bit inside when you died.�


�Say it then.  Say those words. 
I want to hear them.�


�I love you.�


She looked smug.  �I love you
too.  So, when are you gonna leave the bitch and take me away from here?�


For a moment I was
nonplussed.   �Well�I�er�I think maybe you�ve got to be legal first.�


�Okay, lover, do you carry a
photo of your wife in that wallet of yours?�  I took it out and showed her one
I had.  �Hey, she looks hot, though maybe a little cold.  Yeah, cold.  I bet
she�s like the ice maiden, huh?�


�She does have her moments.�


�I�m sure she does.  I feel
better already about you dumping the ice queen for me.  Oooh, we are gonna make
quite the couple!�  She slipped her arm under mine and hugged me.


I pushed her away, trying not
to draw attention to us and said, �Not here, not in public, okay?�


She pouted a few seconds then
smiled.  �Okay.  We got that cabin lined up again, loverboy?�


�I�m working on it,� I said. 
�Not the same place again but maybe something a little more upscale.�


�Like a suite with a Jacuzzi
tub in the room?�


�I might be able to wrangle
that, as long as I can get away that is.�


�Fuck Janie!� she said loudly,
which made me look around again with worry that she�d been overheard by someone
else in the bleachers.


I leaned closer and said
softly, �You really want me to?�


She got my meaning.  �Hell no,
I want you ready to go for me, over and over.  Oooh, I�m getting wet just
thinking about it!�


�Ssssh,� I admonished her. 
�Let me watch the rest of the game, okay?� which she did, though I did detect a
little bit of pouting within the silence.


After the game Timmy asked me,
�You said you didn�t know that girl, then why did she sit next to you the whole
game?�


�Just trying to be friendly is
all. Her name is Heather and I think she�s related to one of the boys on your
team, but I don�t remember who.�  I hoped the lie was smooth enough.


The following day Rebecca
called me on my cell.  �Did you get the room yet?� she asked, sounding edgy
even before I could answer.


I explained that I was working
on it and told her to be patient.  She said that her patience was in short
supply.  She said she was horny and wanted me in her.  She said she didn�t
think she could wait too long.  I wondered if there was a threat in there
somewhere.  Later, I logged on and searched for a suitable hotel that would be
nice yet far enough away to maintain secrecy.  I found a chain hotel two towns
away on the interstate that had Jacuzzi rooms.  I booked one, and then set
about coming up with my excuse to get away.


As before, I picked up Rebecca
at a predetermined place after I�d stopped at a package store and bought a
bottle of chilled champagne.  Her state of arousal was palpable in the car as we
drove, so much so it got me hard without even thinking about the upcoming sex,
watching her from the corner of my eye fidget and squirm in the passenger seat. 
She had on a short denim skirt; as I drove I reached over and ran my hand up
her thin, tight thigh until I touched the lace of her thong.  She was already
wet, even wetter than I thought she�d be.  When we got to the hotel I went and
checked in while she waited in the car.  I had condoms and lube along with the
champagne in a small satchel which at least gave the appearance of having a
traveling bag.  I walked from the front desk to a side entrance door and let
Rebecca in as we had planned, and went up to the room.  Once inside she giggled,
and like the kid she was physically, ran to the bathroom and began filling the
tub.


She wasted no time in getting
naked, saying �Hurry up and open the champagne!  I�m thirsty and horny, and not
necessarily in that order!�


I popped the cork and poured
out two cups in the plastic ones provided by the hotel.  Then I got undressed
as I studied the young brunette �possessed� by Rebecca.  She was gazing around
the room, checking out the mini-suite unfazed by her nakedness.  On the other
hand, I was �fazed� as my cock sprung rigid from my pants.  She noticed and
giggled again.  She took a cup of champagne and gulped it down.  Another giggle
followed.


She went in and shut the water
off.  Before I could move that way she came back and said, �Damn, I can�t
wait,� and tackled me onto the bed.  


More than last time, what we
did was Fuck with a capital F.  I was in her in a flash and we writhed around
on the bed; at times her on top and at times I was.  Our hips flayed and smashed
together in copulating frenzy; the kind of sex where partners can hardly tell
their own arms and legs from the other�s limbs.  The only woman who I ever
fucked this intensely was Rebecca and now we were at it again, returning me to
the fire of my youth with her own.  She kept up a steady ululation, alternating
between moans and cries.


�I�m gonna cum,� I moaned.


�Oh, not yet�not yet�not�� she
cried out.


It was too late, and yet it
wasn�t; for as I ejaculated deep within her she screamed out she was cumming
too.  And what a climax it was!  I know sometimes orgasms are described as
convulsions but hers was indeed that and more.  She quivered, trembled and
shook like an earthquake hit, taking me right along with her like a bronco
rider trying to hold on.  My cock remained embedded while my eardrums balked at
her primal shriek of orgasmic heaven.


�Oh my God, that�s what I
needed�we both needed,� she said as we lay together in bed, our sweat-soaked
bodies finally untangled.


I suddenly grew afraid of
saying the wrong thing, something that would break the mood.  Is this where I
need to pledge my soul in undying love?  Should I tread within the minefield of
our future?  Or should I be a coward and run?  I chose the latter.


I said, �Why don�t we use the
Jacuzzi like I paid all the money for?�


I got a look that I couldn�t
decipher, but she agreed and we got off the bed and walked toward the bathroom
and tub.  She looked down at herself and said, �Wow, that�s quite the creampie,
huh?�


Looking at her crotch I saw
the rivulets of semen running from her and down her thighs.  Of course then it
hit me I hadn�t used a condom.  Was she on the pill?


She saw my expression; this
time her chuckle held more menace than glee.  �Freaking you out I might get
pregnant?  Maybe that�s what has to happen to get you away from the ice queen
and with me for good.�  Her expression told me she knew she�d hit that nail on
the head.  �I bet if we had a kid it would be beautiful�our love child.�


I had no retort and none
seemed to be expected.  We climbed into the tub and turned on the jets.  The
water wasn�t hot any longer but neither was it tepid.  For a few minutes we
stayed on our knees facing each other and washed the detritus of sweat and
semen from each other.  Soon we were kissing and fondling and I was growing
erect again.  Rebecca had that effect.  She nudged me back to a sitting
position and unexpectedly climbed from the tub.


�I�ll be right back, lover boy,�
she said.  She came back in seconds, holding the tube of lube I�d brought
along.  �I think it�s time you took my virginity.  What do you think?�  Like a
dumb-ass I sat there wondering what she meant, until she turned her backside to
me and gave it a little wiggle.  She didn�t wait for me as she worked a dollop
of jelly around and into her anus.  She leaned over the tubs edge and said,
�What are you waiting for?�


I wasn�t waiting for
anything.  I sidled over behind that glorious little ass and worked the head of
my uncovered cock into her lubricated opening.  She grunted, �God�no�ugh� as
she grimaced from the assault though only my cock-head was inside her.  She
uttered one more tentative �No� before shivering and saying, �Don�t stop, do
it�do it, before I say no again�NOW!� 


I went deeper and she grunted
and shivered again, her hands clenched around a bath towel she�d pulled up from
the floor.  She told me not to stop and I didn�t.  I fucked her slowly at
first, not wanting to hurt her (clearly she began in pain) but picked up my
tempo after she gave me the green light.  �Okay, okay, uh�uh�it�s
better�uh�uh�Jesus, this�wasn�t like�our first time!� she bellowed.  �Heather
must have the smallest, tightest sphincter in the world!�


I asked her if she wanted me
to stop and pull out, but she yelled �NO� and so I went back at it.  As
my rhythm picked up my depth picked up as well.  I was drilling her deep and
she now loved it.  Her hand had traveled down between her legs and she was
furiously working her clit as I worked her rectum.  �Yes! �Yes! �� she cried
over and over.  Before long she reared up on her knees and leaned back against
me.  I reached around and cupped her breasts.  The water splashed everywhere as
we fucked until a small groan deep in her throat grew to a wail and I felt her
orgasmic tremors vibrate her anal muscles like a tuning fork around my ready to
explode cock.  So�I exploded!


We fell from the now cool tub
to the bathroom floor, hugging each other as we bathed not in water but in the
afterglow of sensational orgasms.


She giggled and said, �I
forgot how good that felt but damn, this chick is too fucking tight.  Maybe I
should�ve practiced.�


My turn to chuckle.  �You sure
are a minx��practice� huh?  I can imagine the fit Heather�s mom would have if
she discovered a big dong in her precious daughter�s bedroom.�


We finished up the champagne,
feeling satisfied and supremely happy to be together.  She asked, �Ever do anal
with Janie?�


I said �No� and she responded
with a grin.  She knew the answer before she asked it.


�Still worried you forgot the
condom?�


�Yeah, maybe,� I said.


�Does that mean you have
second thoughts about us?�


I told her, �This isn�t easy
for me, you know.�


�Fucking me and lying to your
wife seems to come easy enough to you so far,� she said, something I didn�t
have an answer for.  It has been easy�too easy.


We were quiet for a while
until she suggested we refill the tub and enjoy it while we could.  When we
settled into the hot and bubbling water she wondered aloud if I could get it up
a third time.  She said it like she considered it a personal challenge and she
began �accepting� that challenge.  Rebecca could always get me hard and now was
no exception.  As she played with my cock she regaled me with a story from
Heather�s youth.


�When Heather was seven, I
pretty much was in control.  One night her uncle baby-sat me�her�and he was
kinda cute, like he reminded me of you a little.  I got naked and walked around
right in front of him just about all evening.  It drove him nuts!  I could see
the bulge in his pants and every once in a while he would rub himself there. 
He never said a word.  I mean, what could he say?  When it was time for bed I
jumped up in his lap and asked him for a goodnight kiss.  It was like he
stopped breathing.  He kissed me, and do you believe it, he moaned!  I kinda
rubbed my ass on his lap and I could feel his prick push against me in his
pants.�  She laughed as she thought about what she�d done.


She continued, �I asked him
what that was I felt.  You should�ve seen the look in his eyes!  The guy
actually said �It�s part of my body, would you like to see it?� so I said yes
and he took his pants off, and it really wasn�t that big but he was proud of it,
I could tell.�


�You didn�t, did you�?�


�No, silly.  I touched it
while he put a finger in me, that�s all.  He came so quick not much else could
happen.�


I pictured a naked and
nonchalant seven year old, with the mind of an adult, covered in an uncle�s
semen and at the same time dismissing the size of his member.  Jesus!


After soaking for a while as
she told me this and lazily stroked me to firmness, we dried and went back to
bed.  With a condom this time we fucked in the missionary position, slower yet
somehow more intensely for it.  She didn�t have that one big orgasm but instead
seemed to enjoy a string of little quakes that kept going until I couldn�t hold
it any longer.  As I came I focused on her face.  Heather-Rebecca was even more
darkly beautiful post-climactic, her luminous eyes fluttering, not quite closed
yet not fully open either.  For the umpteenth time I thought of my luck: two fantastic
women.  One the flaming, sensuously transcendental soul and one the teenaged
embodiment of budding loveliness.


I took her home but not until
we talked more about the idea of transmigration of the soul and how it brought
her to me.  She explained some more about what she knew, and things she sensed
during her soul�s �reconnection� as she called it.


During the next few days I
practically thought of nothing but Rebecca.  I fucked up things at work and
knew people were wondering about me.  I read as much as I could find on the
whole phenomena of reincarnation and soul transmigration as believed by many
eastern religions.  I was now a believer too.


Though we spoke frequently on
the phone it was weeks before we could see each other again.  By that time we
were as horny as hell.  I arranged to pick her up at a local store and drove to
a secluded spot on the outskirts of town and we fucked in the car.  I pulled
the driver�s seat all the way back and she straddled me.  She had the short
denim skirt on, and she tugged her thong aside and fell onto me as soon as my
pants were pulled down.  She gave my car�s driver seat a stress test probably
more strenuous than the manufacturer could have imagined.  She bounced and
swayed in a rapid rhythm until we both came in loud harmony.  I�d given no
thought to not using a condom.


As she had been doing, on the
way home she kept up the pressure.  �When are you leaving Janie?� she asked
incessantly.  I couldn�t withstand the pressure much longer.  I had to make a
decision.


The following day at Timmy�s
game, one that Janie decided to attend, I saw Rebecca hanging around.  I
worried about her making a scene with my wife there but she kept her distance. 
However, her stare was ugly and made me think of the old saying �if looks could
kill�.  The next time we spoke she sounded cooler than usual and that worried
me too.  We had another clandestine meeting where we fucked each other silly. 
Afterwards I admitted that leaving Janie and Tim was maybe too complicated for
me to handle, but that I had an idea.  


When I told her what I wanted
to do her eyes grew wide.  Through her shock, she said, �But we�ll be
together�any way we�ll be together always is right with me.  I love you Jim,
and if that�s what you think we should do then I say yes.�  We kissed long and
passionately, sealing our decision.  �I love you too, Rebecca,� I said.


Two days later I picked her up
a block from her house and we drove down the frontage road near the
interstate.  I reached over and ran my hand up her thigh to her crotch.  I felt
her extreme wetness as I took my eyes off the road for a second and locked hers
with mine.


�Ready?� I said.


She nodded and shivered a
little, as if she had a small orgasm.


I steadily picked up speed
until I was driving near a hundred on the narrow road.  At the last moment I
swerved toward the cinder block retaining wall at the overpass and we slammed
into it, our eyes again locked together at the penultimate moment.


I don�t know about that �life
flashing before your eyes� bullshit.  A week ago I�d read a passage from a
sacred Hindu text: �Death is certain
for anyone born, and birth is certain for the dead; since the cycle is
inevitable, you have no cause to grieve.�   She�d done it once�come back�and felt
extremely confident she could do it again and this time guide me along with
her.  We would not grieve what will be lost, for we believed in the cycle of
our souls.  


I no longer saw or felt
anything, at least corporeal, but after impact I �saw� two sparks of light
hover above the wreck before soaring skyward to join other sparks.  Our souls. 
No one would ever know why the young girl was in a stranger�s car and there
would be much speculation and possible recriminations, but I �felt� the
headlines would be kind.  Our souls would remain together and one day, perhaps
as young they�re-made-for-each-other teens we would consummate our love again,
unencumbered by society�s strings.


We believed.


The End


 


I got the idea from some e-mail correspondences with another ASSTR
author, �Cotton Candy� (She's good - I hope you've read her stories.)
    I began writing it from the girl character�s
perspective but soon figured out it wasn�t working, so I rewrote it using a
third-person, omniscient voice.  This sucked, so still obsessed by what I
thought to be a great story idea, I scrapped what I had and wrote it in the
man�s voice.  I�d dabbled in writing from a man�s POV before (�The Sweetest
Revenge� is an example) and didn�t want to do it again, however here is
another one.  I hope I did okay.  In case you�re wondering, I don�t believe in
soul transmigration, but I do keep an open mind. 
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The Sweetest Revenge
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Donna M.



 



I didn�t have
any intention to snoop.  I couldn�t get
the damned drawer open, that was all.  


Like most people, we had
one drawer in our bedroom dresser that simply ended up being the catch-all for
everything from an old curling iron to an oddball long handled screwdriver (the
latter apparently being the reason I couldn�t presently open the drawer).  In situations like this it was recommended
to remove the drawer above the stuck one if you could.  The fact it was my wife�s underwear and
nightgown drawer didn�t enter into the decision-making process.  My wife had gone out, and I had to get that
drawer open.  I�m a stubborn bastard,
above all.


The extraction
of the recalcitrant drawer now accomplished, I went to replace the other one,
the one with my wife�s unmentionables. 
The first thing that caught my eye was the red lace thong.  I�d never seen her wear that.  The second thing that caught my eye was the
edge of a silver disk.  I picked it up
from underneath her panties�a DVD, home burned, no label.  What was this, some old porn she looked at
to get horny?  I had to find out.


I went to the
den and placed the DVD in the player and turned on the TV.  When the disk self-started I was surprised
to see my wife, Sharon in a strange bedroom, vamping before the camera.  


She asked if the
cameraperson was �ready� before beginning a striptease, first pulling her
t-shirt over her head, exposing her beautifully large and upswept tits.  Those tits�one of her best assets, I think
absently, pained to know she was sharing them with someone else.  When she provocatively slid her jeans from
her hips, there was the red thong.  She
turned around and flaunted her ass cheeks to the camera.  Damn, did she look great in that thong!  She kicked off her jeans before facing the
camera again.


A hand snaked
into view and cupped one of her breasts as she smiled.  �Those are the greatest tits I�ve ever had
the pleasure to hold,� came the male voice of the camera-holder.


Sharon
responded, �Is that all you want to do, big guy?�


�Not exactly,
but we�ll get to that, sexy.  First, how
about sucking my friend over here?  See
how happy you�ve made him so far?�


�I can do that,�
she said, and then sank to her knees and began giving the guy a blowjob.  He kept the camera on her eagerly submissive
face, her eyes up at him�and the camera. 
She fellated him for a while before pulling back and saying, �No you
don�t, you�re not cumming yet.�  


The camcorder
was placed on a bedside table.  Sharon
and her (so far) unknown lover got onto the bed.  He was still hard and her thong was off.  She climbed on top and rode him cowgirl,
first up high in the saddle, then lying down on him.  The top of his head was just below camera level, so her face was
in direct line with its lens as they fucked. 
Her smile turned to panting reverie, as she got closer to orgasm.  She wasn�t a screamer, but I knew she was
getting there when her eyes rolled back in her head.  She uttered a low, guttural groan and slammed down one last time
onto him.  I didn�t hear him so I
figured he�d already cum.  


All of this
magnificently captured on video for posterity.


My wife kissed
her fuck-buddy before raising her eyes to the camera and speaking to it: �Wow,
that�s gonna be quite the porn vid, for sure.� 
Her smile was radiant.


�Oh, Baby,
you�re the hottest!  I�ll burn a copy
for you,� the guy said, and I finally recognized the voice.  Didn�t matter that right then he too lifted
his head to smile at the camera.


George Daniels,
business mogul and neighbor once removed. 
His house was two down from mine�a big McMansion sort of place.  He was divorced, owned a string of
businesses and had a ton of money.  Toys
too: boats, summerhouses, sports cars. 
You name it he had it, including my wife, it seemed.  The �business� trip Sharon took last month
in hindsight did correspond to one George took to Chicago.  What did George have that I didn�t, except
money?  Maybe that was it: the power he
exuded because of his dough.  Could
Sharon be that shallow?


I sat there as
the DVD ended, pondering how close my old hunting weapons were.  A bullet between the eyes was too good for
old George.  Probably wasted on the slut
too.  My anger was mostly directed at
him.  The bastard was going to pay.  Then she would.


It didn�t take
long to come up with a plan.  Happened
that same day, in fact.  I had just got
out of my car when I spotted George�s teenaged daughter Allie loading a
surfboard onto hers.  I walked across my
neighbor�s lawn toward George�s long driveway, my sights set on Allie.  She was 15 or 16, I couldn�t remember.  Every time I�d spoken with her she seemed
ditzy and dumber than a fruitcake, but maybe that was simply the standard teen
girl manner.  She was bursting out
nicely from around the skimpy bikini bra, and her shorts barely contained her
J-Lo ass.  Her long blonde hair billowed
in the afternoon�s hot wind.  Surf would
be up.  I was too.


�Hey Allie.  I saw you and your board and it made me
realize how long it�d been since I caught a wave.�


She smiled at me
and said, �Oh, hi Mr. B.  I didn�t know
you surfed.�


�It�s been a while, but
when I was younger I was quite the schlong.� 
She snuck a peek at my crotch, a puzzled look crossing her face.  �It�s old school slang, means I rode a long
board,� I said, trying not to laugh. 
�Still have my competition board, though I have a newer one too.�


�You, like,
competed?  Where?�


�Oh, all up and
down the coast�everywhere I could find a contest.  Surfed Ocean Beach in San Diego once.  So, where you off to?�


�Meeting my
boyfriend.  I leave it up to him on
where we go.�


�Boyfriend,
huh?  I guess I don�t stand a chance to
get you out on a surfing date.�


�Don�t be silly,
Mr. B.� she said, with perhaps the beginnings of a teasing smile.  �You�re like old enough to be my dad�though
you�re like in better shape.�


 I wish my wife thought the same.  Ah-huh, she was flirting a bit.  Good. 
I gave her the �gee-shucks� routine and asked point blank if she would
go surfing with me on Saturday.  She
said she�d think about it, but her eyes said she was intrigued�sizing up the
old man�s potential.  Things were going
to get interesting.


�Yeah, the more
I, like think of it, it�d be a hoot to see you on a board,� she said. �My dad
would never surf.  It�s cool you do,�
she added with a beaming smile.  So much
for the �thinking about it� part�we had our �date� and I�d kicked off my plan.


My anticipation
for Saturday nearly overwhelmed me.  Up
to now I had never lusted after Allie, but now all I could think about was that
body of hers.  When Saturday arrived it was
like Christmas morning.  I told Sharon I
was going surfing but not with whom.  I
loaded my board on top of my SUV and drove over to Allie�s.  She came out of the house wearing a skimpier
bikini top than the one she had on earlier in the week.  Jesus Christ!  I tried thinking of anything else not to get a
hard-on.  I helped her transfer her
board to my vehicle then she climbed in and off we went.


I�d checked the
weather so I knew what beach would have the best offshores, and I drove us
there.  We�d packed wetsuits but decided
to go skin since the air and water were warm this time of year.  I wanted to help her into her wetsuit, but
the sight of her in that bikini erased all thoughts of changing.


She looked over
my board as I slid it off the roof rack. 
�That�s a nice board.�


�I bet you
thought I�d have some old-fashioned log,� I said, smiling.  �I may be old school but that doesn�t mean I
can�t keep up with you, girl.�


She said slyly,
�We�ll see about that, old man.�


� �Old man�,
huh?  We�ll see, all right!�  With that, off we went into the surf.


I watched her
while we surfed.  She was amped, for
sure, and all I could do was hope it wasn�t all because of the surf.  Probably wasn�t a good idea to study her too
much; I ate it a couple of times when a little more concentration would have
kept me up on my board.  Allie was very
good, so I was pleased to be keeping up with her.  And she seemed pleased that I was.  She ate it once, and her bikini top rode up to momentarily expose
two beautiful melons before she nonchalantly put everything back together.


She glanced at
me and grinned, �Did you get a good look?�


�Oh yeah, and
what a fine view it was,� I declared, grinning too. �Your boyfriend�s a lucky
guy.�


�Naw, the
current �luck guy� hasn�t got lucky yet,� she said, and then laughed. �I�m
still trying to grade him on my �cool scale�.�


�Oh-oh.  Don�t be grading me on that scale.�


�Oh, you�re
pretty cool, Mr. B., so I may give you a good grade.�


And then I
might get lucky, I thought.  �No
more �Mister� okay?  Call me Dave.�


She giggled like
a girl half her age.  �You�re so
different from my dad and other guys his age, so I guess I�ll be comfortable
dropping the Mister, Dave.�


�Can�t say I
know many young ladies your age, Allie, but you�re different too.  And very cool.�


Her smile
glowed.  �What�s say we catch one more?�


Off we paddled
to join the growing line-up heading out. 
This last ride was great, and I didn�t wipe out even if I did spend as
much time as before checking her out as she stood proudly on her board.  Loading the boards on top of my vehicle, I
was near to her again, this time with her more revealing wet bikini.  Memories of her temporarily unencumbered
breasts got my dick a bit excited, and I had to maneuver around delicately to
make sure she didn�t see the bulge.  I
threw her a towel to dry off as I pulled on a t-shirt.  Time for part two of my plan.


�I probably
shouldn�t because I don�t know you well enough, but you mind if I smoke some
weed?�


�You really ARE
different, Mr. B, I mean, Dave,� she said, smiling enigmatically.  �I won�t tell if you let me have some, too.�


We climbed into
my SUV and I pulled a baggie from the compartment between the seats.  I handed her the bag, which contained loose
marijuana as well as several rolled joints. 
I wasn�t a pothead; I�d just bought it from a friend for this occasion.


�It�s the best
of the local shit.  Hydroponically
grown.  Take a whiff, go ahead.�  She did.


�We won�t light
up here, too many eyes.  Mind if I drive
us somewhere safe?�


�We can go to my
house.  Dad�s gone for the day, and
besides, he won�t freak at the smell, probably wouldn�t know what the smell was
anyway,� she said, laughing.


Wow, even better
than a deserted lovers� lane�George�s fucking house!


We talked as I
drove.  She gave me a full rundown of
her school and social life, enough to lead me to believe she�d been around the
block once or twice.  She didn�t do well
in school and talked enthusiastically about a few dismal sounding (to me) jobs
she thought of as future prospects. 
Daddy was probably proud of her anyway. 
She wanted to know about my life, never hinting she knew anything about
my wife and her father.  At her house, I
helped her stow her surfboard before following her inside.  She dug up an ashtray and we each lit up.


After a few long
tokes, she said, �This is good stuff. 
You said it was local?�


�Yeah, a friend
gets it for me.�  I took a drag but
tried not to hold my inhalation too long. 
I wanted her to get nice and high, not necessarily for me to.


�You�ll have to
give me your friend�s name and number.�


�It�ll cost ya.�


She exaggerated
a lascivious smile, and said, �What did you have in mind?�


�Oh, I have lots
on my mind, but I don�t think I rate high enough on your �cool scale� for
that.�


�You know, Dave,
you are pretty cool for your age. 
You never know.�


I did
know.  �You look like you�re ready for
another,� I said, and lit a joint and passed it to her.


Allie was like a
reverse chimney, sucking down that pungent smoke like there was no
tomorrow.  She made a face and declared
that she needed to get out of her wet bikini, and without much ado, off came
her top.  With a smile.  And a wiggle.


�You better go
put something on, and I should get out of these shorts too.  Your father have a robe or something I can
wear in the meantime?�


�What�s the matter?  Afraid of me?�


�Not afraid of
you, except what the sight of those beauties is doing to my heart,� I said,
clutching my chest, feigning a heart attack.


She giggled,
already high.  �Don�t want that to
happen, old man.  I�ll go get you a
robe.�


She walked away
and I lit another joint.  She was doing
two to every one of mine.  Very
encouraging.  After several minutes she
came back into the room wearing a light-blue bathrobe and carrying a burgundy
one.


�Here you go,�
she said, handing me the robe, which must be her father�s.  �You want a beer or something?�


Something,
I thought, but said, �A beer would be great. What does your old man
drink?�  She went and pulled a Belgian
import I never heard of but assumed expensive from the kitchen fridge, returned
and handed me the bottle.


�This�ll need a
church key,� I said, indicating the non-twist-off cap.


�A what?�


�Another
reminder of how young you are compared to me. 
It�s what earlier generations called a bottle opener.  I�ll get one�I assume there�s one in a kitchen
drawer somewhere?�


�Oh yeah, I know
where there�s one of those.  You change
and I�ll get it.�


I dropped my
board shorts and picked up the robe. 
She returned from the kitchen before I was completely covered, alerted
to that fact by her giggle.  �C�mon,
it�s not that funny-looking, is it?� I said.


She giggled again.  �No, like just the opposite.  You look good for your age, and it
looks good to me.� More giggling.


I took a swig
from my beer and followed it up with a toke from the joint.  �That�s better, I thought you were laughing
at me.�


�Oh no, Dave.
This is good weed and I�m higher than I�ve ever been.�  She fell into a fit of giggles, interrupted
only by more drags on her latest joint, smoked down to a roach.


�You do look
like you�re pretty mellow, Allie.  Maybe
you should take it easy on the marijuana.�


�I can handle
it.  How about rolling me another?�


I did, and she lit it as
soon as I handed it to her.  That�s not
the only thing she did: her bathrobe fell open and she didn�t make a move to
close it.  Her pussy was nicely shaved
and as bald as a baby�s butt.  Would it
be as smooth to the touch?  I casually
let my robe fall open as well.  Couldn�t
help it�my �Mini-Me� was stirring again. 
Let her see it, I thought.


�Damn this almost feels
like a date, doesn�t it?� I asked, baiting her.


�I haven�t been on many
cooler ones,� she answered before giggling some more.  Stoned for sure.  She took
a long drag and walked closer.  �I
sometimes, like, put out on first dates.� 
She reached out and took hold of my swelling dick.


I led her upstairs to what
appeared to be her father�s bedroom. 
Wouldn�t this be justice!  The
robes were discarded and she more or less tackled me on the bed.  She examined (the best word for what she
did) my body, as if someone my age was a mystery to be solved.  Done touching, she dreamily began sucking my
cock, but I had to stop her since I was getting too many teeth rakes.  Maybe because she was stoned.  She giggled some more when I began my
examination.  She had that teenaged
pudginess that was sexy, though auguring future weight issues.  Of course, I didn�t give a shit about her
future�here and now, baby!  I played
with her ample tits, and she liked that a lot. 
I put a finger in her snatch and found it exceedingly wet, and ready.


�Condom?� I whispered.


She pointed idly to a
bedside drawer, and sure enough, there was a stash.  Did George wear one of these when screwing my wife? I
mused as I unrolled the condom onto my eager erection, already leaking pre-cum
by the pint.  She�d languidly rolled
over onto her stomach like she was going to sleep.  No fucking way, high or not. 



I eased her thighs open,
and getting between them, slipped into her. 
She moaned but otherwise didn�t react until I started banging her in
that reverse-missionary position.  Her
ass was a firm, round mound of cushion that crept up slightly to meet my
thrusts.  I usually had good
self-control but sliding into her tight, velvet-glove of a vagina was going to
have me cum sooner that I wanted to.  No
matter.  I figured I could get it up
again and nail her once more, after she smoked more weed, that is.


She hardly made a sound (I
almost believed she�d fallen asleep) until all of a sudden her vagina gushed
and my condom-sheathed cock felt all warm and squishy-wet�she�d orgasmed.  


Oh God, here comes
mine!  �Aaaarrrrrggggghhhh,� I groaned
and filled the condom with my pent-up seed. 



No obvious response from
Allie except she raised her ass a bit more while I spasmed deep within
her.  I rolled onto my back, and she
moved to me, resting her head on my chest.


She said, hardly above a
hoarse whisper, �You�re pretty good for an old man.�


What had I done that was so
special?  �Thanks. You�re some kind of
hot young lady.  I guess this was
a date after all�makes me want to go surfing with you every weekend.�


Allie giggled again, and
said, �You get weed this good every weekend and, like, (giggle) I�ll go
anywhere with you, (giggle) anywhere�� She reached down and slid the condom
from my wilting dick, pulled it up closer to her eyes, and said, �Wow, you cum
a lot for an old man too.�  Another
giggle.


I know Allie was clueless
that I hadn�t had sex for a while, with all my wife�s �headaches� and such
while she screwed around with George, and who knows how many others.  It truly was weeks of pent up seed that I
spewed into that condom.  She dreamily
looked at the used condom as if it was a holy relic or something before perking
up and announcing she wanted another joint. 
Sounded good to me; I wanted the time to recharge so I could do her again.  When we got out of bed, the soiled condom
went under Daddy�s pillow, a surprise for my buddy George to find later and
wonder where it came from.


We smoked some more while
chatting small talk.  From my
perspective it WAS small talk: mindless teen chatter that proved to me
how shallow the girl was.  With that ass
I didn�t care about shallow.  More weed
and she was flying again.  And giggly.  And horny.


She draped herself across
her father�s bed and I climbed on top, another condom stretched over my achingly
hard cock.  She giggled, spread and
lifted her legs and pulled me into her. 
I fucked her like that, her ankles up around my neck.  As before, she wasn�t a vocal fuck.  Her quivering thighs and bucking hips spoke
for her.


I didn�t plan on it, but on
one wild thrust I left her pussy and hit her anus.  She yelped in protest but damn, it felt good to me.  Her whimpering didn�t stop me from fucking
her there.  The whimpering turned to
moaning as she began to orgasm.  Nothing
like a tight asshole surrounded by a firm, young ass!  I moaned too, filling the condom almost as much as I�d done the
first time.  


She berated me for going
anal, but it was only a half-hearted scolding. �You should have warned me about
that,� she said, �Well, ok, like, it felt good, but now my asshole�ll be sore
for days.�  She giggled, �Like, it
wasn�t my first time, but I still laugh at it �cause my dad always talks about
�ass-fucking� his business rivals and the politicians, duh, not like he really
does it, but��


Just what I wanted, our
pillow talk swinging toward her old man. 
I wanted dirt and this was my opening to get it.  �So, it�s like he�s screwing them in
business?�


�Oh yeah!  He�s always talking about how he has all
these selectmen and state reps in his back pocket, like, he gives them money
and he has some tapes so they can�t back out. 
When it comes to his business he gets whatever he wants.�  She stopped smiling.  �He�s not always a nice man.�


Tell me about it.


�Tapes, huh?  I�d like to see one of those, you know, see
how your old man operates.  I can�t say
I admire that shit, but hey, it might be cool to watch.�


�I�ll go get one, but only
if you roll me another.�  She walked
away wearing only a smile.  Watching
that ass sashay out of the bedroom nearly got the old dick hard again.  I rolled her another joint.  The baggie was nearly empty, but so far it
was well worth it.


She led me to a room set up
like a movie theater, and fired up a huge, ancient VHS VCR that probably
coexisted with Beta format machines.  We
smoked, fondled and watched.  George was
an idiot for secretly taping this stuff. 
His obviously tremendous ego (is that another thing that attracted
Sharon?) must have clouded his judgment when it came to keeping the tapes
around so even his daughter knew where they were.  And now I knew.  George
brazenly offered bribes to many public officials on the tape, most I
recognized.  Allie told me that this particular
tape was only one of many her dad kept around as �insurance� though I thought
of them as �evidence� instead.


�This is boring.  Let�s watch some porn,� Allie declared,
sucking on the joint held in one hand while stroking my dick with the
other.  Wow�multitalented!


She got up and ejected the
tape before rummaging around for a particular DVD.  I noted where the tape went, for later.


�What�s the DVD?� I asked.


�It�s like my fave�surfers
and sex on a bunch of beaches.  Some hot
hunks in this one.�


�Yours or your dad�s?�


She giggled, �Mine of
course, silly!�  I�m sure her dad
preferred the reality vids anyway.  I
wonder how many other women he�d been able to seduce on camera?


The DVD had some of the
best bodies I�d ever seen in a porn movie. 
I jokingly made a comment about feeling inadequate, but she laughed and
said I wasn�t that bad.  My cock was
stiff again and I guessed it was all that mattered to her anyway.


She watched the video while
sitting on my lap on the sofa.  Soon she
was impaled on my cock�bareback, no less! �bouncing up and down to the rhythm
set by the duo copulating on the beach in the movie.  She soon got wrapped up more in the moment than what was
happening on the TV screen, her bouncing and bobbing on me getting so much more
intense.  She was vocal this time, going
from moans to loud yelling as she began her orgasmic shiver.  And what a shiver it was!  This climax had her whole body shake and
convulse.  I figured it was weed-fueled,
but quite an orgasm nonetheless.  She
hadn�t said anything to me about birth control, so against my animal urge I
slipped out of her, and to my surprise, shot three massive fountains of cum up
between her quivering legs, splashing us both. 
She reacted with a yelp of glee and started rubbing it all over her tits
while still quivering from her orgasm. 
I helped her, of course.


She never made a comment
about not using a condom, or me pulling out. 
She turned around in my lap and kissed me.  Unbelievably, after three fucks that was our first kiss.  When our lips parted, she told me I was
quite cool for someone her father�s age, and she�d love to go surfing with me
again.  Sexual benefits were implicit in
her words.  God, this was more than I
was hoping for!


We jumped into the shower
and nonchalantly washed the sex from our bodies like a long-standing couple,
instead of a young teen and her older neighbor who just had at it for the first
time.


While dressing, I covertly
slipped the VHS tape into my shorts� pocket. 
I made an excuse to return to George�s bedroom and removed the soiled
condom from under the pillow.  With a
clearer mind I figured that was some DNA evidence I didn�t want to leave lying
around.


�You can get s�more of that
good weed, right?� She asked as I gave her a peck on the cheek at the back
door.


�Yeah, this old man still
has his connections,� I said.  And I
still have my stamina in the sack, I thought.


�Maybe we can, like surf
next weekend?�


�Sure thing!  Can�t let this nice weather go to
waste.�  I leaned toward her and cupped
her ass.  �Nor can I let this fantastic
ass go to waste, either.�  


She laughed�and was that
really a blush?  Holy shit!


I walked toward my house,
thoughts of revenge lost in the memory of hot sex shrouded in a giddy haze of
pot smoke.  Sharon knew something had
happened.  The cat-who-ate-the-canary
look that was probably on my face may have explained it.  Later that night she must have sensed something�maybe
a whiff of my exuded pheromones�for she was horny and tried to get me up.  I was too tired and too spent from my day
with Allie to respond.  She fell asleep
frustrated, I guessed.  Too bad!


The big scene happened two
days later.  I saw George in his
driveway and walked over.  His
expression was friendly yet uncertain. 
I didn�t make friendly visits to his house as a rule.


�Hi Dave, what�s up?�


�Hi George.  Nothing much, just letting you know that I
consider us even.�


�Even in what?�  His expression began to betray his
unease.  Good.


�What I mean is, you�ve
fucked my wife, and even though I didn�t like it at first, Allie made up for it
so we�re even.�


A lot of emotions flashed
across his face�denial, fear, anger�before he settled on rage.  �How dare you�you bastard, coming here and
accusing me of�of�and what about my daughter?�


�Spare the outrage.  I saw the video.  Let�s face it, that IS something you seem to be good at,
making videos.�  He didn�t get that
one�yet.


�She seduced me, I
swear.  I didn�t want to, but�� 


�See, now you�re adding
insult to injury, like maybe Sharon isn�t desirable or something?�  I shook my head as he sputtered.  �Doesn�t matter, Allie is desirable and I
had a great day Saturday hangin� with her.�


He stopped sputtering long
enough to question my sanity and my manhood.


�C�mon George,� I said, �I
found Allie�s weakness�marijuana�so it was pretty easy to get her out of her
panties, and me into her pussy.�


�I don�t believe you,
asshole.�


�Hey, I actually did
fuck her there, in the ass�on your bed. You should have seen her cum. Jesus,
George, that ass of hers should have a shrine built to it.�


�I still don�t believe you,
but if you touched her in any way you�re going to jail, you bastard. Then we�ll
see who�ll get fucked in the ass,� he said with a bit more bravado.


�Tsk, tsk, I wouldn�t talk
about jail like that, George.  You know
how the feds would react if they knew about your, ah�political dealings.�


�I hear talk but little
else.�


�Now, George, you must know
by now your sweet little girl with the great ass told me all about the bribes,
and by the way, I have one of the tapes. 
Like I said before, we�re even.�


We sparred for a few more
minutes.  I told him to leave my wife
alone if he knew what was good for him. 
He made threats about me touching Allie, but they were pretty meek by
then.  I thought about my next surfing
date with her and damned if I didn�t get hard! 
It wasn�t simply sweet revenge that I got, but maybe a renewed sex drive
too.


I don�t think George even
came close to Sharon after that day.  My
wife lost her �headaches� and �tiredness� and got frisky with me again.  She was even more animated in bed than she�d
appeared on the secret DVD.  Who knows
what she knew, but I figured I�d take it.


I did take Allie surfing
again.  We traveled up the coast to a
secluded beach I knew about.  The surf
was ordinary, but the seclusion did facilitate other things.  We smoked some weed before screwing right
there on the fog-shrouded beach, like they did in her favorite porn.  She was quite the cummer; as usual not loud, but boy
did she squirt pussy juice!


The sweetest revenge,
indeed!


The
End
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A
typical vacation for us, with hubby playing some high-stakes poker while I sat
around bored.  I didn�t gamble, so the next best thing to do in Las Vegas was
to sun by the hotel pool and get sloshed.  I was on my second cocktail when the
first guy hit on me.  Why, I didn�t know.  I was well on my way toward fifty
and my bikini wasn�t nearly as revealing as all the twenty-somethings
surrounding me.


I
basically ignored him and he got the message.  Two more drinks, and two more
hits.  What was going on?  Was �Candid Camera� still around in this day and age? 
My drunken mind couldn�t comprehend the attention.  Well, okay, time for
another, even if I�d need to be carried back to my room.  I imagined one of the
young studs by the pool carrying me, and I grew hot.  I laughed to myself.


�They
think you�re a cougar.�


I
glanced over at the black man reclining in the next lounge chair.  I hadn�t
noticed him earlier, but that was hardly surprising in my inebriated state. 
�Pardon me, what did you say?�


�Sorry,
didn�t mean to intrude.  I was saying that those dudes hit on every woman they
think is a cougar.�


�A
cougar?�


�You
know, an older, independent woman with money looking for a younger man; the old
�feeling younger� thing.�


�Older,
yes�independent, hardly�money, fat chance.�  I laughed, and it sounded to me
just like a giggling drunk would sound.


�Okay,
but don�t put yourself down.  You�re a good looking lady and I don�t blame them
at all for trying.�


�Thank
you.  I needed that, though I think you just hit on me too.�  I giggled again.


�Sorry,
didn�t mean to sound like that.�


�That�s
the second time you apologized to me.  It�s bad form for such a strong-looking
man,� I said.  Maybe I embarrassed him, because he said no more.


After
about ten minutes, as I was thinking about another drink, he read my mind and
said, �None of my business, but maybe you should call it quits on the liquor. 
You�ll never make it back to your room.�


�You�re
right, not really your business,� I said.  �You could carry me, but then you�d
just apologize all the way.�  I followed that up with an honest-to-goodness
hiccup.


He
went silent again; I should�ve been the embarrassed one, instead I ordered
another drink.  When later I finally arose from the poolside lounger, my legs
buckled and I nearly fell.  I didn�t fall because the man was right there to
catch me.  My fuzzy brain processed that he was a) tall, b) muscular, c) very
handsome, and d) had a firm, strong grip.


�See,
I told you,� he said, as he held me up and kept me from falling down and really
making a fool of myself.  �I�ll help you to your room�with no devious
intentions.  I don�t want to see you get hurt.�


I told
him my room number and in a haze I let him guide me there, not remembering much
along the way until I was at the door, fumbling for the card-key.  He helped me
with that too.


Once
inside, without thinking I pulled off my top and headed straight for the room�s
minibar.  �You want a drink?� I asked my newfound friend.  God bless him, for
he was ogling my tits in spite of himself, and that flattery overcame my guilt
in taking my top off in the first place.


�No
thanks.  I�m gone, but you shouldn�t, after all you�ve had already.�


�You
sound like my husband.�


�Lady,
if I was your husband I wouldn�t leave you alone by the pool or let you invite
strange men into your room.�


�That�s
sweet, but you�re no stranger anymore, are you?  You like?� I asked him,
jiggling my breasts. 


�They�re
beautiful, but like I said, no devious intentions.�  With that, and before I
could say anything more, he was out the door.


I had
the drink and afterwards passed out on the bed.  When I came to, I was alone,
though there were signs my husband had been back to the room in the
undetermined interval.  Las Vegas has no �night� or �day� per se, although I
grew bored either way.  I got dressed and headed out to see if it was AM or PM,
and get a drink while I was at it, of course.  I was surprised at how little
time had elapsed.  I could make something of the rest of this day after all.


In the
casino lounge, I saw my new friend from poolside and called out to him.  �Hi
there, big guy.  Can I buy you a drink now?  I need to thank you for getting me
safely to my room and preserving what�s left of my dignity.�


�You�re
welcome, and this time I will take that drink.�  He ordered bourbon and
sat next to me.


I
said, �You must have played football.�


He
looked defensive.  �Why do you say that?  Because I�m big and black?�


�Don�t
be like that.  I saw you had a slight limp so I figured you�ve had your share
of knee injuries.  That and the fact you�re big and black.�


He
smiled.  �My, my, besides pretty and having a fine pair, you are very
observant.�  I know I blushed, thinking how uncouth I�d been to expose my
breasts to him.


�You�re
observant, too.�  We both laughed.  �No wife or gf?  Or are you like me,
sacrificed to the gaming gods?�


�No. 
No other.  I�m on �vay-cay� with a pair of old bros�an ex-teammate who�s on one
last spree before he gets hitched, while the other�s busy chasin� tail like he
always does.�


�No
shit.  I take it they�re not, let�s say, as mature acting as you seem to be.�


�Oh-oh,
�mature� sure sounds �old� to these ears.�


�Fuck
that, I�m the old one here.�


�Don�t
look old to me, and that F-word gets me to thinkin�.�


�Am I
blushing again?�  I knew I was, considering what he said.


�A
little, and the color becomes you.�


I was
ready to make my own comment about �color� but thought better of it.  Still
embarrassed I�d dropped my top so easily in front of him�a stranger�I realized
my thoughts had shifted gear.  He was big, strong and handsome, so why couldn�t
I fantasize a little?  


�You
know, we don�t know each other�s name,� I said, �I�m Liz.�


�I�m
Antoine.�  We playfully shook hands.


�What�re
your plans for the rest of the day?� I asked.


�I
don�t know.  Probably hit the casino after hangin� by the pool, checking out
the babes.  What about you?�


�Pool
sounds good.  Mind if I join you?�


�Sure,
I�ll meet you there.�


 In a
while, we were lounging again at poolside, though it was rapidly approaching
dusk.  I snuck glances at his package, and felt my crotch dampen as it hadn�t
in many a year.  I�d worn my leopard-patterned bikini that was probably
outdated, revealing more than a woman my age should reveal.  When I ordered a
drink from a poolside waiter, my new friend gave me a disappointing look but
didn�t say anything.   We talked some, but mostly remained silent as I drank
and he ogled passing women.  When he made an excuse to apply sunscreen on me, I
let him even though it seemed a wasted application so late in the day.  His
touch triggered my dormant libido.  I couldn�t conceive that I�d quench my
internal fire one way, so I turned to my usual Plan B, more liquor.


�Liz,
you realize I�m gonna have to carry you to your room again, don�t you?�


�No,
Antoine, you�re going to carry me to your room,� I said, slurring every
word. 


He
didn�t respond to the invitation, but offered his hand to help me to my feet. 
My legs buckled as before and again I fell against him.  �Your room,� I said.


�No,
yours,� he said.  I pouted and let him guide me there.  He used my key to open
the door and I immediately found the note from my husband saying he was at
another casino in another poker game.  �Damn him!� I shouted and began crying. 
Like a magnet, the minibar drew me to it.


Antoine
said, �No, don�t, please.  You can�t drink away whatever it is you�re feeling.�


I
cried more, even stomping my feet like a toddler having a tantrum.  �I have to
do something, I can�t��


Still
wrapped in a pool towel, he pulled me to him, held me close, and let me weep. 
Finally, I turned my head up to him and said, �Help me.�  He leaned his head
down to meet my lips.


After
forever, our lips parted and he said, �What if your husband comes back?�


�If
you�re worried about a scene, then take me to your room.�  Still in the beach
wrap over my bikini, he led me to his room.  His buddies weren�t there, so I
was out of my bikini in seconds and into his arms again.


�I
don�t know why you put down your looks or your body, but you be very fine�very
fine indeed,� he said while caressing my breasts.


His
kneading only intensified the ache of need.  I helped him out of his swim
trunks.  �Oh my God!� I muttered.


�Stereotypes?�
he whispered.


�Shut
up and fuck me.�


He
took me to his bed, laid me down and then went down on me.  He was expert with
his tongue, which was noticeably large.  Everything on him was large.


�Yes,
oh yes!� I cried.


We
were in sixty-nine form as I stroked and stared as his magnificent beast rose
to the occasion.  I put it in my mouth but was unable to take much of him in. 
Imaging this flesh-sword impaling me got me to cumming.


�Ah�Ah�Ah��
I screamed.


�Yes,
baby, yes,� he murmured between slurps of my long-lost but now resurrected
female cumshot.


I
wanted him in me.  I wanted him deep.  I got my wish.  My legs wide, he mounted
me missionary and began to fuck me in a slow and steady rhythm.  His cock
filled me up and it wasn�t long before I was crying again in orgasmic delight. 
His rhythm picked up to a near-frantic pace, and as I kept cumming, he began to
cum too.


�Ugh,�
he groaned as he unleashed rope after rope deep to my womb�s door.


�Aaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,�
I sang.  It�d been a long time since I�d cum like that.


We
hadn�t realized we were watched until his friend said, �Hey �Toine, you found
yourself some white pussy!  Who�s yo� boo?  You game, or you been floatin�
cheese down at the street corner?�


Cheese?


Antoine,
now lying next to me, didn�t answer, but I did.  In a haze of liquor and
post-coital bliss, I looked up from the bed to see the newcomer looming over
me.  If Antoine was big, this dude was huge!  �Oooo, you�re big,� I
said, immediately realizing the inanity of my words.


�Hey
man, I think she likes the Osca� Maya�� he said, as he dropped his pants,
exposing a massive cock.


I must
have smiled.


Antoine
said, �She�s a lady, Mikey.  Why don�t you ask her real nice like?�


�I
think she done answered already,� he said as he threw off the rest of his
clothes, and poked his cock at my lips.  I sucked him as best I could, sneaking
an occasional glance at Antoine, gauging his reaction to sharing me.  His face
gave nothing away.  Years of repressed yearning wasn�t going to be satisfied by
one man today.


Mikey
flipped me over like a rag doll, pulled my ass up to him, and did me doggie. 
I�d never been so pounded in my entire life.  He did me hard, reaching around
and squeezing my tits as he banged away.  God, this man stretched me beyond
Antoine�s earlier penetration.  Sometimes pain and pleasure can be two sides of
the same coin.  I screamed and cried�and climaxed.


As I
was cumming, my fucker yelled out, �Where you want it, sugar?  Cum salad
dressing?�


In my
orgasmic stupor, I bellowed �Yes!� and swung around to take his meat between my
lips as he unloaded�and did he unload!  I choked, and the big man laughed.


�You
okay?� Antoine asked as Mikey pulled his pants back on and unceremoniously left
the room.


A few
more coughs and I said, �Yeah, I�m better than okay, just could use a drink.�


�Shower,
and I�ll fix you one.�


The
shower felt good.  I felt good, though my returning sobriety dimmed the
post-orgasmic glow.  Out of the shower, I wrapped myself in a towel and
unabashedly took the drink from half-dressed Antoine.


�You sure
you�re okay?�


�Dammit,�
I said loudly, �I�m a big girl, and if I wanna fuck, I fuck.  You didn�t hear
me say no, did you?�


�No, I
didn�t, and I say you�re one hot lady, and I can�t understand the old man
preferring poker to pokin� you.�


�That�s
sweet, I guess.�  I took a long swig of my drink.


�You
going back to your room?�


�You�ve
seen me cry like a baby.  You�ve seen me act like a slut.  I suppose you can
see me to the bar for another drink.�


�Okay,
I will, but I�ll keep after you about your drinkin� even as I buy you one.�


I put
my bikini back on and my wrap to go to my room and get dressed.  Of course,
hubby wasn�t there.  When I met up with Antoine at the hotel bar, I said, �You
have any more friends like you and Mikey?�


His
expression was a mixture of quizzical and angry.  �You askin� �cause I�m not
enough?  Need some more dark meat in your diet?�


�I�m
not sure if anyone is �enough� for where I�m at in my life,� I said while
thinking of threesomes and foursomes, something I�d never participated in nor
ever thought I would.


�So,
sleepin� with men is like liquor�never enough�?�


�Don�t
say it like that.�


�How
else can I say it?�


We
finished our drinks in silence.  I thought about the hole at my core that may
never be filled, and thought of getting my physical hole filled as a substitute
for the metaphysical one.  �How about my room this time,� I said.


�What
about your husband?�


I
laughed, �Wouldn�t that be a shock if he caught us?  No, won�t happen.  He�s
too damn busy to even check in with me.�


We
went to my room and silently undressed each other and got into bed.  This time,
the term �making love� fit better than the word �fuck� did.  More tantalizing
than the first time, we played with each other and let our arousal simmer
rather than boil.  When he entered me, I once again wallowed in the sensation
of being utterly filled.  His thrusting rhythm was magical, and as with any
well-matched lovers, we came together in moaning glory.


�See,
you don�t need any of my friends,� he said as we lay on my hotel room bed.


I held
on to his glistening-wet and dribbling cock like a security blanket.  �How do
you know I�m not just getting warmed up?�


�Liz,
baby, if you attacked fuckin� like you attack drinkin� then maybe old Antoine
ain�t enough after all.�  We both laughed, but he may have been right.   �Attack�
was what I would do, hubby be damned.


Antoine
was long gone from my room, and I was showered and mostly sober by the time my
husband returned.  �How about we go to the lounge and have a drink?� he asked. 
He never did ask me what I�d done while he was gambling.  Over cocktails he
proclaimed how great he�d done but was skimpy on actual monetary amounts, so I
was skeptical.


I was
well into my third drink when Antoine, Mikey and another big guy entered.  I
saw Mikey gesture toward us and Antoine whispering something in return.  I
wondered what would happen if they came over and were less than discreet.


At
least for a while, they were gentlemen.   I began working on my fourth drink,
and feeling pretty sloshed, when my husband went to the men�s room.  Antoine
took the opportunity to approach me.


�That�s
your husband?  Jee-zuss!  I could break him in two and use half for a tooth
pick.�


�Yep,
you probably could with one arm tied behind your back.�


�By
the looks of things, you�ll need help getting� back to your room again.  Hubby
up to it?�


�Hubby�s
never up to it,� I said, pausing.  �Like you and Mikey are,� I added.  One of
my patented drunken giggles followed.


�Mikey
and me always up to it, sure �nuf.   Darnell up to it too, I imagine.�


�Get
away before hubby comes back,� I said, and smiled so he knew it was said with
bluntness but no malice.


My
husband returned and promptly announced he was going back to the poker tables
for more.  �I�m on a roll,� he said.  I wanted a �roll� and remembered with a
flush of heat how it felt with Antoine and then Mikey fucking me silly.


�Go
ahead, dear.  I�ll be okay,� I said.  As he walked away, I waved to the trio of
friends.


They
got the message.  The three of them converged on me and helped me to my (shaky)
feet.  I smiled at Darnell, and said, �Hi there.  Did they tell you how good I
am?�


He
looked a little flustered for a big, strong man, but pulled himself together
and answered, �They sure did, mama.  You gonna prove to me you�re as hot as
they say?�


�Sure
�nuf!� I said, mimicking Antoine, and then giggled some as they nearly pushed
me toward the lobby and the elevators.  On the elevator, I leaned into Darnell
and said, �You the one getting married?�


�Yeah,
that�s me.�


�Ooooo,
does bridey know what you�re up to?�


He
didn�t answer, but one grab at his crotch told me he was �up� for me.


No sooner
were we in their suite, clothes started flying.  To one of the beds we stumbled
and in moments I had a cock between my tits, another in my mouth, and the third
enveloped by my stroking fingers.  I gazed upward to see it was Antoine between
my lips, which was a good thing since I wasn�t sure if in my drunken state I
could have handled Mikey�s massive bulk.  Antoine was big enough, mind you, and
I still struggled to keep from choking on his manhood.


Someone�s
cock retreated and then that same someone�s tongue went to work on my hot,
aching clit.  Darnell or Mikey, I didn�t know which�and frankly, I didn�t
care�was doing a great job.


Mikey
said, �Darnell, you want next crack at the ho�?�


Okay,
the expert tongue was Mikey�s.


Darnell,
the groom-to-be at some future date, was happy to substitute me for his
�honeymoon� fuck.  On my back, now with a cock in each hand, I spread my legs
as Darnell hovered above me.  He entered me slowly.  Slow, however, wasn�t
Darnell�s regular speed.  He fucked me at warp speed, fast and furious and
deep.


�Oh
God!  Oh God!� I cried.  �Oh God! Oh Godddddddddddddddddddd!�


Mikey
shouted with glee, �She a fast cummer, I�ll say that!� he chuckled, as a spent
Darnell rolled off me.


Mikey
was next.  As he had before, he flipped me over and did me from behind.  Hard. 
When I began crooning my approach to orgasm, Antoine shoved his cock nearly
down my throat.  Gagging and cumming happened simultaneously.  I tried as best
I could to deep throat Antoine.  I was progressing away from my gag reflex when
he let go several ropes which I couldn�t help but swallow.


I lay
on the bed amongst my man-toys�I, the trio�s very own cum bucket�as Darnell
worked at getting back up for round two.  Whether because of me or his
fantasies, it didn�t take long before he got back on for another ride.  Yes,
�ride� sounded like a good idea, so I pushed him from between my legs and onto
his back, and climbed aboard cowgirl-style.  Darnell grinned from ear to ear,
as Antoine and Mikey hooted and hollered like I was riding a mechanical bull in
a cheap Texas dive.


�Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa,�
I sang, as another orgasm was fast approaching.  Up and down, up and down I
rode, until Darnell held me down and I felt his member throb in release deep
within me.


I
screamed, �Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, Goddddddddddddddd, Yessssssssssssssss!�


After
a reasonable interval of recuperation, Mikey had me again.  By the time he was
finished, I had so much sticky semen oozing from me my cunt was a sloppy mess. 
I expected Antoine to take another turn as well, but he shook his head when we
made eye contact.


Mikey
and Darnell gave each other high fives as they dressed and left the room.  �You
a good lay, lady.  Yo� went lookin� fo� the ace of spades, but done drew a full
house instead,� Mikey said to me on the way out, laughing.  Wow, such a compliment.


Antoine
pushed me into the shower.  �You joining me?� I asked, but he declined.  He
looked disappointed in me somehow, but how could that be?  He�d been a part of
the gang bang, hadn�t he?  As I toweled off, I said, �Okay, what�s wrong?�


�Nothing,�
he said.  �I suppose you�re heading to the bar for more liquid courage?�


�I
will if my husband�s not around.�


�Then
what?�


�What
do you mean �then what�?�


�After
you�re drunk again�after you leave Vegas�whatever.�


�C�mon
Antoine, I�m an over the hill broad without much to look forward to in life. 
So, I drink.  So, I fuck some strangers.  So, why the concern?�


Oh�strangers�the
black suit, full house bullshit��


�Enough
already!� I nearly shouted.


He
came at me, and for a second I thought he would hit me.  Instead, he kissed me
and took me back to the bed.  His tenderness mirrored our earlier intimacy.  He
held himself above me as his hips moved in a slow and tantalizing rhythm.  


At his
deepest, on each successive thrust, he said:


�Mikey��


�was��


�wrong��


�you�re��


�much��


�better��


�than��


�a��


�good��


�lay��


�I�m��


�not��


�gonna��


�forget��


�you�


�Liz�
�


Mikey
had been right about one thing though, I am a fast cummer.  �Oh God, I�m
cummmmmming, I�m cummmminnnnnngggggg!� I screamed.


After,
as we lay together, I said, �Yes, I�ll remember you too, Antoine dear.  I�ll be
so damn sore for a week after this.  My husband will try to make it up to me
somehow for his poker absences.  I�ll go home after this vacation, and think of
you, wondering how long it will take for you to forget the horny old lady you
had the orgy with in Vegas.  For a while I�ll be a great story to your
friends.  I�ll be lonely, and I�ll be a drunk, but at least I had this.�


�You
expect me to respond to that?�


�I
don�t expect anything from you.�


�You
do expect to keep drowning your sorrows like an olive in a martini, I guess.�


�What
else is there?�


�Leave
hubby.  Find someone who�ll appreciate you�not the inebriated you, but the
intelligent, sexy, fun-loving you.�


�You
volunteering?�


He smiled,
�Hell no.  You jus� a ho I done playin� wid, if yo� ax me.�


�Cut
the shit.  You ain�t Mikey.�


�That�s
right, and I�ve got better recuperative skills than he has.  Let me show you.�


He
entered me and we fucked again; every position, every angle.  I�d definitely
be sore by tomorrow.  I rode him to climax, though the word �impale� still came
to mind as I did so, squealing my cumming cry.


I left
with his cell number.


He
made a promise that if I could get away anytime soon, he�d show me a real
vacation.  He spoke of islands and cruises and far away places; bullshitting
the gullible old broad who�d fallen for the big lug, but why not dream?


It
kept me sober for a while, at least.


 


The End
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This story was written mostly to challenge myself.  Could I write a
tale of a man succumbing to the exact same temptation as in my story of female surrender
- �Lady Luck�?  I
hope you all enjoy this story as a bit more than the whimsy of an amateur erotica
author!


 


 


At
first, I thought this business trip to Las Vegas would be a great one.  Turned
out far from it, since I wasn�t getting many bites at the convention, and the
no-sales were bringing my mood down, dampening my enthusiasm for the casino
night life.  I�d worked the convention circuit as a salesman for years, but
this new breed proved to be a harder sell for some reason.  I didn�t like many
of them anyway, which made me wonder about which was cause and which was
effect.


 


Instead
of the casinos, I hit a couple of strip joints on the first two nights.  Maybe
the entertainment provided a few jerk-off memories but otherwise the profusion
of silicone-enhanced breasts didn�t do much for me.  Damn it, I was in quite a
funk.


 


The
next day, burned out by the convention�s mind numbing non-activity, I
dejectedly went back to my hotel, content to work out a little in the gym and
swim a few laps in the pool.  I was alone in the hotel�s small workout area. 
After doing my thing on a couple of machines, I realized even the exercise
didn�t prove to be a distraction from my down mood.  I went back to my room,
made the obligatory call home to my wife and kids, and dragged on my swim
trunks.


 


Unlike
the gym, the pool was occupied by a young couple who appeared to have that
special intimacy of newlyweds on their honeymoon, and a lone young man doing
some serious swimming.  The sight of the newlyweds didn�t do anything for my
sour mood.  In reality, neither did the sight of the other man swimming laps as
if he were in an Olympics qualifier.  How was I to casually swim with this guy
in the pool? 


 


I
went in anyway, harboring my dark, fuck-all attitude.  After a few laps, we
ended up along the deep end wall.  He struck up a conversation immediately;
obviously someone who made friends easily.  


 


He
introduced himself as Sean, and told me he was part of a troupe of male exotic
dancers. �Like Chippendales, though not in that league, for sure,� he said.  He
told me the hotel they were appearing at.  It wasn�t one of the better resorts
on or near the strip, but not a dive either.


 


�If
you�re working there, why are you here?� I asked.


 


�Good
question. We begin our gig in a couple of days, and when in Vegas I like to
celebrate�and I guess, pamper myself�by staying at one of the good places.  I�m
booked in a mini-suite here, with a big Jacuzzi tub and all the accouterments. 
I�ll live a little�drink room-service champagne, before I get in front of the
grab-happy fat ladies trying to get into my thong.�


 


He
laughed easily, as if it were normal to talk about what he did, though to me it
was t.m.i. all the way.  We talked for a while at the end of the pool.  I told
him about me and my job, and he listened like it was as novel a profession as
his own.


 


�Okay,
enough of this chlorine,� he declared suddenly.  �I�m going back to my
expensive indulgence of a hotel room and drink myself silly in the Jacuzzi.�  


 


He
popped out of the pool like the fit bastard that he was.  I, on the other hand,
had to swim to the ladder and climb out like a mere mortal.  When I approached
him, he tossed me a pool towel before returning to drying himself off.


 


He
said, �I know this may sound strange, but how about getting a bottle or two of
your favorite libation at the hotel bar and joining me in my room.�  When he
saw the way I reacted, he quickly added, �Nothing like that, I mean, the tub is
more than big enough for two�without touching�� he chuckled, �I figured we could
continue our conversation there instead of in the bar so I�m not wasting what
I�m paying for.�


 


I
never thought of myself as a homophobe, but the invitation seemed hinky to me. 
Probably if the guy was wearing a Speedo I would have run the other way, but
his suit was conservative and looked �straight� to me�whatever that meant. 
What the hell, I may as well take him up on his offer.  I�d love to hear all
his stories about his job.  I bet a good-looking young man like him had a lot
of stories to tell, probably about a few conquests of lady fans along the way. 
What else did I have to do?


 


�Sure,
as long as I�m not imposing. Let me get a couple of cold beers from the bar and
I�ll be right behind you.�


 


His
mini-suite turned out to be quite the accommodation.  Separate living area and
bedroom, with a large screen plasma television.  Nice.  While he opened a
bottle of champagne, I sipped my beer and peeked into the oversized bathroom
and its large tub.  The damn thing must have a hundred jets, I thought.  Nice. 



 


�Go
ahead, turn on the TV and make yourself comfortable while I fill the tub.�


 


Water
pouring, he returned and sat on the sofa across from the easy chair I�d plunked
down in and we watched the basketball game I�d luckily found on one of the
thousand or so channels.


 


He
told me about a time his group performed for a party of college cheerleaders. 
�I wonder if the mommies and daddies knew how lascivious their little girls
were while away at school.  The little darlings couldn�t wait to see the
goods,� he said with a laugh.


 


�You
guys strip all the way?�  I imagined if the rest of them looked like Sean, most
girls would want a look.


 


�Duh! 
What do you think?� He answered, smiling.


 


�Must
be cool having all those women ogling you,� I said.


 


�Sometimes,�
was his enigmatic answer.  �I would imagine the tub is as full as it needs to
be.  Let�s reconvene in the comfort of the soothing hot, bubbling water.�


 


He
stood with his glass of champagne and headed toward the bathroom.  In a few
seconds I followed.  Before entering the bathroom I heard the jets kick on, and
when I got there I saw he had kicked off his shorts.  Jesus Christ, the guy was
hung.  Well, what did I expect considering what he did for a living? 


 


He
said to me, �You can take yours off or leave them on, doesn�t matter to me.  I
figured it�s my room and I can do what I want.  Hop in.�  Which is what he did,
practically jumping in, with its accompanying splash.


 


I
looked at him and shook my head.  �Shit, at the pool I was intimidated by your swimming,
and now I�m intimidated by your cock.  How do you expect me to drop my shorts
when you just made me as envious as hell?�


 


He
laughed.  �This ain�t no competition, man. I don�t care about the size of your
package. Just get in.�  It was his turn to shake his head.


 


So
I did, slipping off my shorts and slipping into the tub across from him.  My
self-consciousness dissolved as soon as Sean began regaling me with tales of
his stripping gig, and the women�s reaction to it.  As he sipped champagne and
I drank my second beer, he told me of the many times women threw hotel keys and
key cards at him, and the times he took them up on their offer.


 


�There�s
this one woman right here in Vegas who�s about 40 and the hottest babe in bed. 
She�s like a fucking animal.�


 


A
mirthful expression came over him as he reminisced on his encounters with this
one particular woman.  Suddenly, I saw his cock pop up above the waterline in a
magnificently tall erection.  No wonder the lady acted like an animal in heat
with this guy.  My envy had been kicked up a notch.


 


�Jesus,
you�ve got a hard-on too,� he said playfully.  �Why don�t I call her to see if
she�ll come over?�


 


�She�s
not a hooker, is she?�


 


�Of
course not,� he declared as he got out of the tub and went to the phone,
allowing me one more time to marvel at his physique and his prodigious manhood.


 


I
overheard �threesome� and the name of our hotel.  He used the phone again, and
when he returned to the bathroom he told me he�d ordered more champagne and
beer from room service.  �I wonder who will show up first, room service or
Briana?� he asked.  I was sure he was betting on Briana based on his supposed
past experience.


 


Room
service won.  Sean was already well into the next bottle of bubbly when Briana
knocked on his door.  As soon as she was ushered in I saw she was wasted�from
drugs or liquor I couldn�t tell.  I simply stayed in the tub as Sean introduced
me as his �friend� and gave Briana a perfunctory kiss.  He offered her a glass
of champagne and she nearly guzzled it down before giddily shedding her clothes
and jumping into the tub, beckoning Sean to follow.  She hungrily ogled Sean as
I checked her out.  She was an unnatural blond with fantastic breasts too good
to not be unnatural as well.  Didn�t matter to me, they still looked squeezable. 
She was carrying a little too much weight but she carried it nicely like a teen
with some baby fat, though upon closer inspection her face carried way too many
age lines to ever be close to her teen years.  Neatly shaved beaver, though,
and I gave her points for that.


 


�C�mon,
Sean honey, get in here so we can play,� she begged.  While Sean sipped the
last of his glass of champagne, Briana turned to me as if noticing me for the
first time.  �Well, hi there, handsome.  What show are ya in?�


 


�Not
in a show, sugar,� I answered. �Just passing through�visiting�having fun.�


 


�Mmmmmm,�
she crooned. �Do ya like having fun?�  Her tits were practically in my face.


 


I
said, �Sure do,� but in that nanosecond her attention was back on Sean.  She
went for his cock, and really, I couldn�t blame her.


 


Her
hand stroked and her body rubbed and pressed but for some reason Sean didn�t
seem to be responding as she hoped.  He sheepishly smiled and cocked his head,
motioning me join in.  I snuggled up to her backside and reached around,
playing with her ample tits.  She tilted her head back toward me even as the
rest of her kept ministering to Sean.  Briana�s moist lips found mine, and then
our tongues met.  Her booze-breath masked some other non-hygienic odors yet as
horny as I was I wasn�t going to let that distract me.  I was about as hard as
I�ve ever been.  She must have felt my erection poke at her: the intensity of
our kissing went up a notch.  She pulled her lips from mine long enough to take
a deep breath and take one more look at Sean�s splendid but limp cock before
sighing and turning back to me.


 


�He�s
such a pretty boy�but he�s not ready�fuck me, baby�fuck me��


 


She
straddled me there in the tub, but she wasn�t lubricated enough for me to enter
her underwater; so I lifted her up, sat her on the tubs edge, and went down on
her, not for her sake but to lend her some spittle lubrication.  When she was
wet enough, I slid into her and went to town.  My feet were still in the tub
and my dick was buried in her surprisingly tight vagina (she must never have
had kids). Her feet were in the air, spurring me on every once in a while when
she must have thought my thrusts were waning.  I pounded into her.


 


She
was moaning loudly, accompanied by an occasional �Faster, baby� or �Do me
hard.�


 


As
I was nearing ejaculation, I glanced over at Sean to see what he was doing.  To
my surprise, he was watching us and stroking himself to hardness. He winked at
me and blew me a kiss when he saw me glance his way, then made a pumping fist
motion that pantomimed my thrusting.


 


Her
moaning intensified but I couldn�t hold on any longer.  �I�m cumming,� I
groaned.


 


�Honey,�
she crooned. �Show me what ya got.�


 


I
pulled out and pumped my jism all over her.  I surprised myself by the volume
and number of ropes; I�d been saving this up for a while and it showed.


 


�Oooooo,�
she moaned.  �You put the head on that beer!� �whatever the fuck that
meant?!


 


I
figured it for her note of approval, but I hadn�t figured on Sean�s
approval, that was until he reached over and palmed my post-coital, wilting
member.  A part of my brain had picked up on the signals though most of it
glibly ignored everything. However, Briana knew from the get-go.


 


�Hey,
stud-man, can you do me first before fucking your new friend?� she leeringly
said to Sean.


 


Sean
looked at me�for acknowledgement?�then nodded to Briana and positioned himself
between her thighs where I�d been minutes ago.  He pounded away with gusto, and
she screamed in appreciation.  In fact, she appreciated it so much, and came so
hard, that she passed out as soon as her wailing began to subside.


 


�A
little too much booze and way too many chemicals, but the woman sure loves
dick,� Sean said as he pulled out.  His prodigious cock appeared as a shimmering,
wet snake slithering from its burrow.  �She doesn�t care whose or where it�s
been, just that it can perform. Some champagne?� he asked me as he went to pour
himself some.


 


What
the fuck, I thought. I was more a beer man, but mine were gone. �Sure, pour me
some.�  I watched him.  The man was so nonchalant about standing there naked,
his large member in splendid half-swollen dangle.  


 


While
pouring the champagne, he caught me staring.  He smiled.  �We should get her out
of the tub before she shrivels up like a prune.�  I helped Sean dry her and
carry her to the suite�s sofa.  We pulled the coverlet from the bed and covered
her snoring form.  �I told you she was hot,� he said, �at least while she�s
awake.  Did you enjoy it?�


 


�Sure,�
I said, sipping some champagne. �She is a hot one.�


 


�You
fucked her good, man�pounded the shit out of that pussy of hers. Damn made me
jealous.�


 


I
chewed on what he said for a minute or two.  �You invited me up here for sex,
but not with her,� I said, pointing to passed-out Briana.  �I�m not gay.�


 


�I
know, and neither am I, well maybe a little on that side of bi.  You did come
here willingly, you know, and you knew the score whether you wanted to admit it
to yourself or not.�


 


�Okay,
maybe I had a feeling about that,� I said.  �Especially the way you talked
about your job and the ladies, that being the chick magnet wasn�t the be-all
and end-all of your motivation. Besides�I�ll admit it�shit, I did feel
intimidated by your looks and your body, and you still invited me up here.  I
kinda liked that.�  Christ, I couldn�t believe I admitted that.


 


Here
we were�two very naked men; both of us with half-erect and twitching
members�looking at each other, and with an equally naked though passed-out woman
completely ignored on the sofa.


 


Sean
said, �I want to kiss you, you know�you don�t know it but you�re exactly my
type�I wanted you from the moment I saw you at the hotel pool.�


 


Maybe
it was the beers, maybe it was simply hidden destiny, but I let him come to me
and we kissed. It wasn�t altogether different from kissing a woman, I thought. 
Our tongues danced together, first him being the aggressor then me.  I grew
hard and I felt his member grow too.  We were as two swordsman crossing swords
before battle, only this �battle� was one I never thought I would ever be in. 
Soon we tumbled to the bed still entangled in each other�s arms.


 


�Have
you ever�?� he whispered.


 


�No,�
I whispered back.


 


I
surrendered to him and his amazing physique.  He retrieved a tube of KY, rolled
a condom onto his erection and joined me as I lay on the bed, wondering if I�d
lost my marbles.  He spooned behind me and worked a generous dollop of the
lubricating jelly in and around my anus.  He finger brought me to attention; I
wondered what his cock would do.


 


I
gasped when he penetrated me.  Shit, I almost saw stars it shocked my sphincter
so much.  I was just about at the point to push him away when I relaxed enough
to move the assault below my pain threshold.  I never thought about it, but he
fucked me no different than I�ve fucked many a woman.  His thrusts were slow
and tentative at first, then began picking up speed as his arousal peaked.  His
hands alternated between exploring my body, holding my hips and reaching around
to stroke my erect cock.  I was aware of the idea of prostate massage,
yet his thick unit was accomplishing the reality. I tried to turn a
little to look at him but this threw off his rhythm and he fell out of me.  As
if that was his cue, he rolled me onto my back, lifted my legs high and back,
and penetrated my ass once again. His thrusts were manic.  I watched him: his
muscles bulging and flexing as he fucked me, beads of sweat dripping from his
brow, his eyes alternating from staring into mine to nearly rolling back into
his head.  He snaked one hand around and began jerking me off as he continued
to pound my ass.


 


Sean
spasmed a couple of times before declaring, �I�m gonna cum!�  I wondered if
that�s what I look like when I ejaculate.


 


He
made a few more post-orgasmic thrusts before pulling out with an audible �plop�
and without hesitation went down on me and gave me the blow job of my life�full
deep throat, and plenty of tongue.  I warned him I was cumming, but that just
made him smile as he took all of my ejaculate in his mouth.


 


�My,
oh my, that was quite a load for a straight dude,� he said, wiping cum he
hadn�t swallowed from his lips as he spoke.


 


�Was
I good?� I asked him facetiously.


 


�You
silly gander, of course you were good. Virgins are always tight, right?� He
laughed.


 


I
was about to make a retort when Briana awoke on the sofa and yelled, �Hey,
Stud, did the big fella get his way with ya?�  She laughed throatily. �I saw
how he looked at ya so I knew he wanted a piece of your ass.  Asshole�s gonna
be sore in the morning.�  I wondered if that was her anal experience talking.


 


Sean
had stripped off the soiled condom and was sipping what must now be lukewarm
champagne.  �Can you remember that far back, my dear? How your first anal
felt?�


 


�If
it�d been you, Sean dear, I�d always remember,� she said, sidestepping
his barb.  She got up off the sofa, walked toward the bed and flopped down next
to me.  She began playing with my flaccid cock and nibbling on an earlobe. 
�Think you can get it up again, Stud?  I want more.�


 


�He�s
all yours,� I said, motioning to my cock.


 


She
went down on me.  Her style was different from Sean�s but equally effective in
that soon I was stiff again.  Realizing I was hard, she substituted her cunt
for her mouth and rode me cowgirl.  While Briana rode me enthusiastically, Sean
had joined us and his cock was at my lips.  I�d never sucked a cock before. 
Sean�s impressive member probably wasn�t for beginners, but I went for it
anyway.  I ended up a passive fuck�Sean fucking my mouth while Briana fucked my
cock.


 


I
figured I�d be the one to cum first.  That was until without prelude my throat filled
with several sprays of hot, pumping cum, Sean moaning as he unloaded.  I choked
and coughed up jism as Briana blithely rocked and rolled to her own orgasm, finally
screaming in ecstatic release.  Here I was, the odd man out who hadn�t cum yet,
gagging on another man�s discharge.


 


�Poor
baby,� Briana purred. �Weren�t ready for the pretty boy�s spunk, huh?� she said
as she patted my back to help me clear my airway.


 


Sean
looked on amusingly, still holding onto his spent member and milking a few more
drops of semen from himself.  �Sorry, buddy, got carried away�should�ve warned
you.�


 


Briana
somehow realized I was still hard and hadn�t cum yet, so she said, �Stud-baby,
you look like you need a tight ass to bury that in, though I suppose you�d
rather do his muffin than mine.�  Even with that supposition, she began to get
on her knees and turn her round bottom toward me.  And that was positively
okay.


 


�Your
ass is what the doctor ordered. Condom?�  She smiled sweetly and nodded so Sean
tossed me one and I put it on.


 


Yes,
her ass was nice and tight.  She played with her clit as I reamed her asshole. 
The surprise came when I felt Sean behind me and I soon became the meat in a
fuck-sandwich. How can it be possible that he recovered so fast after
cumming in my mouth minutes ago?  It took a while for me to get over this
second shock to my virgin sphincter, but I eventually became the conductor of
our little flesh symphony by establishing the three-way rhythm of motion.  Who
came first would be a matter of conjecture.  Maybe it was me.  I know my
ejaculatory ropes seemed to go on forever, spurred by the throbbing restriction
of Briana�s anus.  I believed the throbbing was from her having an orgasm but how
was I to know for sure?  I�d heard Sean groan so I guess he�d been able to cum
again.


 


The
three of us hit the tub one last time, mostly to clean the flotsam of sex from
our bodies.  Briana wanted to know the next time my �show� was in town.  I told
her I didn�t know, but I�d look her up when I returned.  She gave me a kiss and
gave Sean one last playful tug on his manhood, sighed, dried, got dressed, and staggered
home.


 


Sean
said, �You okay�with what happened?�


 


�Yeah,
I�m okay with it.�


 


�Not
angry with me for luring you up here?�


 


�Not
angry. Like you said, I�m sure my subconscious mind knew what you were up to
all along.�


 


�One
last kiss for the road?�  And we kissed.  Long and deep.  If he�d gotten hard
again I would have let him do me again.  That simple.


 


As
Briana had, Sean asked me when I�d be back to Vegas.  We compared notes on his
traveling schedule and mine, making some vague promises to try and hook up in
the future.  As I left his room, probably never to see him again, he blew me a
kiss. 


 


The
convention ended without a sale; though I was probably so sleep deprived I
perhaps wouldn�t have remembered a sale even if I�d made one.  My flight home was
sleep filled and uneventful.  I thought of how the Las Vegas �nightlife� turned
out to be very different than I�d experienced before.  


 


After
asking me about business, my wife asked me what I�d done at night.  �Oh,
nothing. Ran into an interesting guy who was in a show and we hung out
together, that�s all,� I said.


 


Later
that night, in bed, she asked, �You miss me?�


 


Luckily
I was able to get it up sufficiently to fuck her so she wouldn�t start getting
jealous thoughts about what I may have done so far away from home.  Wouldn�t
she be surprised, I thought, as I imagined Sean�s cock having his way with me.
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Las
Vegas was a great place to be, but not if you�re a forty-something, married
woman far from home, attending a business conference that was determined to go
to all hours.  Not much time left for fun, and what was fun anyway�getting hit
on by slobbering men in cheap suits whenever I ventured out?  At least I was
staying at one of the finer hotels on the strip.  By my third night in Vegas I
eschewed the casino glitz for a more relaxed evening using the hotel�s facilities.


 


I
worked up a sweat in the gym, went back to my room for an indulged room-service
meal (with champagne!) after a long, hot shower.  Endorphins kicked up by my
exercise were tickled by the bubbly as I put on my bikini and prepared to try
out the hotel�s Jacuzzi spa.  I checked myself out in the mirror and had mixed
reaction to what I saw.  Though a two-piece, the suit was hardly skimpy or
daring, and I certainly wasn�t �skimpy� in it.  A few more pounds than I was
happy with adorned my body so the bikini didn�t quite fit like it used to.  Fuck
it, I thought; who would I impress anyway?  No pick-ups for me, that
was for sure.


 


Wearing
a wrap and sandals, I headed down to the hot tub.  Two women were already in
there, so I asked if it was okay to join them.  They said yes, so I stepped
into the roiling water and sat opposite them.


 


�What
brings you here,� I asked.


 


One
of them gave me a funny look, saying, �Why does anyone come to Vegas?� 
The other one laughed.


 


I
smiled.  �Okay, okay, but unfortunately I�m here for a conference that�s boring
me to tears.�


 


The
first woman introduced herself as Liz, the other was Kathryn.  �Call me Kat,�
she said with a smile.  


 


They
told me they were here on vacation together, but didn�t elaborate on their
relationship and I wasn�t going to pry.  They probed for more info on me, so I
gave it to them: that I was married, my age, and where I lived.  I knew how
comfortable I was in these small-talk situations, though I sensed they were a
little reluctant to talk about themselves with a stranger.  It didn�t matter to
me.  Liz seemed more reticent than her friend, though I sensed she might be the
stronger personality of the two.  She had straight brown hair with blond
highlights, not quite shoulder length.  Kat had blond hair that was longer (now
tied back for the Jacuzzi) though her overall coloring suggested it wasn�t her
natural tint.  Like I said, my bikini was hardly skimpy but their suits were slightly
more conservative than mine.  I was still trying to figure them out, especially
because of the way Kat was looking at me and the way Liz reacted to her
looking.


 


�For
someone who�s here for work, you�ve got a bit of color to you,� Kat said, her
eyes obviously trying hard not to stray from making eye contact.  �You�ve been
able to get some sun?�


 


�Not
here,� I replied.  �My husband gave me a gift certificate to a tanning salon
and I�ve been a few times.  I�ll never be a tanning junkie, not with this light
skin.  I mean, with all the scare about skin cancer I usually buy sunblock by
the gallon.�


 


�You
have nice skin,� Kat said.  And there was another of those �looks� from Liz. 
Kat seemed to ignore the look and said, �We�re planning to hit the hotel lounge
later for a few drinks.  Why don�t you join us?�


 


I
thought hell, no harm in a drink or two.  I could still function well
enough at the meeting in the morning.  �Sure�when?�


 


Liz
picked a time, and the three of us got out of the spa.  I couldn�t help notice
Kat still ogling me.  This will be interesting, especially if they were a
couple as everything seemed to indicate.  I�d have to be careful not to lead
Kat on.  Back in my room, I showered and dressed.  My version of the �little
black dress� happened to be an emerald green number I still looked fairly good
in.  I wasn�t planning to wear it here but like the Girl Scout I used to be I�d
packed it anyway.


 


We
took a small table in one corner of the lounge.  It looked to be a sparse
crowd, but probably normal for a weekday, even in Vegas; a margarita for me, fruity
martinis for Liz and Kat.  We chit-chatted a bit and got to second drinks.  By
the time we got to round three, Kat was touching my leg under the table and the
conversation grew more personal.  I couldn�t believe how her touch and her look
were arousing me.  I�m straight, I said to myself almost as a mantra.  Yet
here I was, my panties wet from the stealthy touch of a woman.


 


Suddenly
Kat stood and said she had to go �freshen up.�


 


After
she hurried red-faced from the table and went to the ladies� room, Liz leaned
closer and said, �I�m sorry. Please forgive Kat.  Her libido can be bigger than
Mt. Everest sometimes, and you�ve had an effect on her, which should be quite
obvious.�


 


�No
no, no need to apologize.  Maybe if I said or did something to�ah�encourage
her, I should be the one apologizing.�


 


�You
can�t help being you,� she said, and I detected a hint of melancholy as she
said it.  I was about to respond, but she added wistfully, �You're very
beautiful, you know.�


 


I
was sure I was blushing.  �Thank you.  I�I�actually, I�m enjoying the attention
of you two pretty ladies.  I just don�t want to cause any problems in your
relationship, that�s all.�


 


It
was her turn to blush.  �Our relationship is strong.  We find ways to take care
of all our idiosyncrasies, our�ahem�special needs.  Don�t worry about us.�


 


�Okay,�
I answered and was about to say more when it became Liz�s turn to place her
hand gently at my thigh under the table.  I could blame the liquor, but it
wasn�t to blame for my sudden gush of wetness.  Yes, my panties were completely
soaked and I was afraid of what I was thinking.  Damn, I knew what THEY
were thinking, but me?  My mantra�I�m straight after all�was fading away
in my brain as Kat returned from the ladies� room.  I wasn�t a mind reader yet
anyone could tell by looking at her�the all-over flush�that she had masturbated
in there.


 


Liz
sure knew.  �You better now?� She asked.


 


�For
a little while,� Kat answered.  �But you know me.�


 


Was
I supposed to think she had a bladder control problem?  Fat chance.  Besides,
Kat was playing footsy with me under the table.  �I think I better call it a
night.  Gotta be fresh for my conference in the morning,� I said as I stood.


 


�Too
bad,� Kat said.  �We were going to get a bottle or two of champagne and go to
our room, and we were hoping you�d join us.�  She told me their room number;
one floor up from mine.


 


�I�I
think it�s best I get to bed,� I said, picking up my purse.


 


Kat
proclaimed, �Well, that�s where we�re going.� She got up from her chair and
came closer to me.  She held my arm as her lips moved toward my ear,
whispering, �Please join us, you�ll never regret it.�  


 


Her
hand moved lightly from my arm to along the curve of my waist then down to my
hip.  I thought she was going to kiss me, that�s how intimate the moment seemed. 
I glanced at Liz expecting jealousy, but instead I saw the same yearning from
her.  


 


�I�ve
got to go,� I said hurriedly and scampered away before either could say another
word.


 


 Back
in my room I looked at myself in the mirror, thinking of how wet my pussy was
and how the need to masturbate was overpowering.  Why diddle myself, I
thought, when two lovely ladies wanted to do it for me?  My reflection
was a woman more flush than Kat had been.  Balanced on the decision precipice,
my subconscious took over.  Without thinking about it, I slid my dress off and
then my bra and panties.  I pulled the dress back on sans undergarments, and
barefoot (!) went out the door and to the elevator.  I hesitated for only a
second before knocking.  Liz opened the door in bra and thong, quickly ushering
me in.  Her smile was golden.  Kat was reclining naked on the king bed, sipping
from a champagne flute; her smile even more radiant and expectant than Liz�s.


 


�I�m�we�re�so
glad you changed your mind,� Kat exclaimed.


 


�Let
me pour you some champagne,� Liz said, noticing my nipples poking at my dress. 
She made a slight moan but otherwise didn�t say anything else as she got me a
flute.


 


In
the meantime, Kat jumped from the bed, ran to me and after �I�ve wanted to do
this all night,� put her lips on mine, her tongue soon following.  


 


It
was a long time before my mouth was free to take a sip of the bubbly.  I had to
catch my breath first before I could drink the champagne.  Kat steered me to
the bed as I appraised her body; on the way I gulped down my drink.  Unlike me,
she wasn�t completely shaved; a small, neatly trimmed tuft of darker hair
adorned her pubic mound.  I wondered how she would respond to my baby-bottom
mons.  Liz followed us to the bed as Kat laid me down and went down on my
ready-to-explode cunt.  I lay back and reveled in the feeling.  At first, Kat
licked my bald pubis and moaned softly, before circling around my outer labia
with her tongue.  Where I had expected an immediate assault on my clit, she
instead was drawing ever smaller circles with the tip of her tongue, teasingly
getting closer, closer�


 


I
had one stranger slowly zeroing in on my womanhood and another sitting beside
me on the bed and gazing into my eyes like a long lost love, yet here I was,
tipsy from too much alcohol and for the first time in my life having sexual
congress with a member of my sex.  Two members of my sex, that is, since Liz
slipped out of her nightgown and leaned down to kiss me.  She was slightly more
petite than her lover.  Her pubic hair was nothing more than the proverbial narrow
landing strip of dark fuzz, and in the second before our lips met I saw glistening
moisture at her labia.


 


It
was double penetration of the female persuasion; as Liz slipped her tongue into
my mouth, Kat slid her tongue into the folds of my wet pussy.  While we kissed,
Liz caressed my breasts to the point my nipples ached, even before she pinched
them.


 


Kat
hiccupped in surprise as my clitty did its usual tricks.  


 


My
husband always marveled at my clitoris.  He told me often how when he first
touched it my clit would spring up like a proud little dick before suddenly
retracting like an animal hiding in its lair waiting to pounce, only to emerge
slowly, all engorged as I grew closer to climax.  My little bud must have been
putting on its show, if I was interpreting Kat�s murmurings correctly.  With
Kat concentrating on my clit like she was, I knew it was coming and I knew it�d
be big.  Orgasms for me were like big coil springs deep in my belly, compressing
and compressing until taut, then going �kaboing� as all the tension was
released in one singular, glorious moment.  That moment was here.


 


�Ohhhhhhhh
Goddddddd, Ahhhhhhhhhh,� I screeched, as my pelvis shook, my back arched and my
toes curled.  The �springs� had released.


 


Kat
went nuts at my climax, but I heard her more than saw her since Liz was
smothering me with her tits as I convulsed.  Liz then slowly moved her lips
down past my breasts, (kissing a nipple on the way) by my navel to my pubic
mound.  That sensation, coupled with what Kat�s tongue was still doing brought
another wave of orgasmic spasms, and I screamed again.


 


Several
seconds later, after I�d come down a bit from my climactic high, I realized
that no one was touching me so I looked down to see Liz and Kat in a lip-locked
embrace.  I curled up in a satisfied fetal position and watched the two lovers
make love.  I was actually happy to have been the appetizer spicing up their
sex rather than the main course.  I was the interloper after all.  They were a
tangled blur of wet, female flesh, writhing as one across the hotel�s king
bed.  


 


I
took my small corner and watched in amazement.  Two women making love: as with
my heterosexual experiences, feeding each other�s needs while still taking what
was offered; first frenzied, then on to pacific tenderness.  They came together
in glorious harmony.


 


Liz
looked at me and mouthed a silent, �Thank you.�


 


Kat
was more vocal.  �Oh God!  That was sensational!  Come here, you,� she said,
motioning me to join them.


 


I
did.  We hugged, kissed and fondled with less urgency than before.  Soon we
were off the bed and drinking more of the champagne.  Both of them were still
aglow from their orgasms, and I assumed I was as well.  I certainly felt like
that.  We were simply three naked women, sweaty from lovemaking, tentative in
our conversation�after all, I was basically a stranger and I imagined a
potential complication to their relationship.


 


Hands
urged me toward the shower.  I wasn�t drunk, though I surely wasn�t sober
either.  Once under the hot spray I believed the person who got in behind me
was Kat, until Liz whispered sweet nothings in my ear.  She began cleansing me
in the most intimate way.  As was her obvious intention, I was soon panting and
gasping for lost breath.  Her tongue explored my mouth as her fingers explored
elsewhere.


 


She
muttered, �Mmmmmmm,� as her fingers brought forth flowing juices.


 


I
whimpered, �Aaah�aaah�aaah�aaah�� as those aroused springs coiled and tightened
deep within me.


 


Our
lips and breasts ground together; our bodies linked as one under the shower
spray.  My fingers lowered and found their mark.  When I tweaked her clit her
pussy exploded in moisture and she moaned approvingly.  Each of us fingered the
other as we continued to grind our wet bodies together in feverish rhythm.


 


I
came first with a sputtering scream.  Liz followed shortly with a high-pitched
wail.  Then we heard Kat climax rather loudly, as she must have been playing
the voyeur and masturbating on the other side of the shower curtain.  


 


Once
out of the shower, dry and exhausted, I saw the time and said I had to go get
some sleep or I�d never make the conference let alone stay awake.  Liz kissed
me and helped me slide my dress back on.  Kat begged for more.


 


�You
are so hot and sexy, I can�t believe you�ve never done this before,� she sighed
as she sat naked on the bed and watched me dress.  �God, those tits and that
shaved puss of yours�we�ve got to do it again�we have to.�  To Liz she asked,
�Please Elizabeth, ask her, make her, please��


 


I
saw that Liz was torn, perhaps some jealousy was there.  Yet she nodded and
looked at me, the pleading in her eyes.  �Tonight? We�ll have dinner after your
meeting�our treat.  Maybe the casinos, and then��


 


I
never thought this day would ever happen, but the thought�the anticipation�of
more sex like this was too much of a draw.  I agreed to meet them again.


 


I
actually fell asleep twice during the day�s sessions.  My mind barely
registered what was being discussed, thinking only of warm flesh, wet pussies
and splendid orgasms.  Kat, Liz and I met and went to dinner.  Our meal was
more flirting and teasing than repast.  It was plain to me how aroused Kat was
from the moment we got together.  I wondered if she could contain that arousal
without masturbating as she�d clearly done last evening.  I hoped she�d hold
on, knowing how explosive that first climax would be if she managed.


 


We
visited one of the larger casinos on the strip.  Three women overdressed
somewhat in our cocktail dresses; furtively touching each other in subtle ways
as we sipped drinks, tried the slots and watched some of the card games.  Maybe
Kat wasn�t the only one who�d explode.


 


Their
hotel room (bed!) was bigger than mine so along with another bottle of cheap
champagne we got to it.  There was little foreplay this time, as we practically
tore our clothes off and began the sweet threesome.  My tongue was savoring
Kat�s sweet nectar as it circled around her clit, while Liz was devouring
mine.  A finger slipped into my ass but I couldn�t tell whose.  I really didn�t
know who cried out first but soon we were all singing variations of the same
splendid tune.  As in a game of musical chairs, different tongues flitted and
probed different cunts, though the outcome was magnificently the same.


 


Spent,
we sat around the bed, sipped champagne and chatted about ourselves�our hopes,
our dreams, our regrets.  The conversation came around to me and THIS.


 


�This
really was your first time, yes?� Kat said.  �I guess I can�t get over that.  I
feel so lucky.�


 


I
said, �Well, this is the city to be lucky in, isn�t it? �What happens in Vegas,
stays in Vegas�, as the saying goes.�


 


Liz
had been quieter than her partner, but then said, �Will it?  Stay in Vegas, I
mean?�


 


I
caught her drift.  �I don�t really know. You two have sent me places I haven�t
been to before.�  I wiped my hand across the moisture on my inner thigh and
held it up.  �Jesus, I�m still wet�wetter than I�ve been in ages.�  And it�s
not my husband�s cum, I thought, yet kept that to myself.


 


Kat�s
hand was soon where mine had been seconds before, searching for the moisture. 
She was ogling my pussy as she uttered a soft moan.  I gently stopped her.


 


�Kat,
I think I better go and let someone else take care of that raging libido of
yours,� I said, smiling as she smiled back.  


 


They
took turns kissing me and thanking me for joining them in ecstasy.  I was glad
I could oblige.  As I got dressed I pondered whether this was but one small
chapter in my life never to be experienced again, or would it be the beginning
of a new chapter�a bisexual one.  Do I blame it on Vegas, or simply fate?  As I
left the room, never to see them again, they began to make love.  Kat was
insatiable, I thought, and Liz was lucky for it.  Just before I
closed the door, Kat blew me a kiss before going down on her lover.


 


The
conference ended okay, and my flight home uneventful.  I thought of how the Las
Vegas nightlife turned out to be different than I expected.  Much
different!


 


My
husband asked me what I did at night.  �Oh, nothing.  Met some girls there and
we had fun,� was all I said.


 


Later
that night, in bed, he asked, �What do girls do for fun in Vegas, anyway?�


 


�You�d
be surprised,� I answered, as I climbed onto him and fucked him good.  I
thought, now he�s REALLY going to wonder what I did.  I may have had a
cock deep within me when I came, but it was a pair of sweet tongues I was
fantasizing about as I screamed and convulsed.
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I
told my husband I�d had enough.  �C�mon Danny, what the fuck are we going to
do?  Shit, I�m working as many hours as I can get and you�re not making any
more in your job.  How we gonna pay the fuckin� bills?�


 


He
looked at the bills I waved at him and said, �I don�t know, Dee.  We�ll make
do.�


 


I
shook my head.  What could I say to that lame response?  More curses?


 


Dan
and I have been married for six years.  We�ve had the proverbial ups and downs
for sure, though this �down� has been the toughest.  I�m basically a realist
but I�ve had my dreams.  I�d like to have a nicer house in the suburbs and have
nicer clothes and go to nice parties.  I had a college degree and always
believed I�d have a great career and make enough money on my own.  This economy
killed that dream.  Dan�s dreams had been a mystery to me since I met him.  It
was love at first sight for me; he was a lean hunk and seemed quietly
self-confident when I met him, unlike the egotistical boors I�d met in college. 
Somewhere along the way, I don�t know why, the self-confidence went away and he
wasn�t the man I married anymore.  I still had my dreams but they weren�t his. 
I still had my shape too; I�d never been a centerfold hottie yet I looked good
and men sure still glanced my way.  What truly vexed me was that as Dan�s
self-confidence waned so did his sex drive.  On the other hand, I was at a
sexual peak, practically masturbating twice a day.  So you see, money wasn�t
the only problem we had, but it was becoming the catalyst of our discord.


 


That
night after climbing from the shower, I looked at my reflection and thought, still
looking good�tits are still firm and high�no sag yet�and the ass can
still get them looking�    I muttered to myself, �Yeah, fucking �make
do��damn him.�  


 


How
were we going to do that?  Maybe I�ll take a second job and keep the income for
myself.  I remembered a college roommate trying to talk me into stripping to
pay the bills.  I declined back then but now looking at myself in the mirror I
began to wonder if that wasn�t a bad option after all.  The only problem I saw
with that idea was there were no strip joints in my general area.  Where could
I go to find a job like that?


 


I
forgot the notion for a couple of days.  Then more bills came in the mail and
the idea of stripping came back to me.  I began searching the web for
possibilities.  One Yahoo listing mentioned Craig�s List, but when I went
looking on CL, most of it was for escorts.  Now that would be an
interesting second job, wouldn�t it?  I imagined a posting on CL: �HORNY AND
HOT NON-PRO LOOKING FOR A LITTLE EXTRA MONEY FROM APPRECIATING GENTLEMEN.� 
That got me laughing.  No way could I do that�stripping, maybe, but not
hooking.


 


Again,
the �extra cash� notion was forgotten for a few more days.  That was until It
came rushing back on a particular day when an influx of bills arrived, and
while I was amazingly horny and Danny declared he was �too tired� for a
bed-time romp.  I fell asleep angry and frustrated.


 


�And
determined.  The following morning I called my friend Lana and asked her to
meet me for lunch.  While eating I hit her up for her condo.  Lana had to be
the most libidinous person I knew, and had maybe a half-dozen fuck buddies
(something I was envious of) both male and female.  She rented a condo in town
to �entertain� so her sugar-daddy husband wouldn�t find out.  I didn�t have a
sugar-daddy, so my plan needed that condo.  


 


�You�re
what?� she exclaimed a bit too loudly in the crowded restaurant.  


 


I
shushed her.  �Yes, I�m going to try the escort business for a while.  I need
the money.�


 


She
shook her head, �Oh honey�Dee�I�ll lend you some if you�re that desperate.�


 


�I
guess that�s the right word�desperate�but not only with the money situation.�


 


We
talked for a while in hushed tones between bites.  I doubt if I truly convinced
her but she agreed to let me use the condo as my �incall� crib.  We set up a
schedule of sorts of when it would be best for me to �work� at my new job.


 


Later
that evening I composed my �ad� and placed in on Craig�s List �adult services�
section.  I pondered how thing�s have changed on CL since the idiot in Boston
went nuts.  As long as I could post though, I really didn�t care.  I said I was
an amateur, hot MILF, and was available as GFE, while also saying the usual
about gentlemen preferred, good hygiene, and D/D free, etc.  


 


By
the next morning I had over a dozen calls, most I let go to voice-mail.  A
couple I did take wanted me that night, and I told them I was booked�in reality
I was scared shitless and not ready.  I changed the ad to narrow my available
hours to the days I wasn�t working.  Most of the voice messages sounded like
the men were unintelligent idiots, so that became my first filter.  Two of the
messages passed that filter, so I called each of them.  The first didn�t
answer, and I wasn�t about to leave my own message.  The second guy did
answer.  He had a basso voice that immediately got my juices flowing.  Of
course, a lot of cops have those deep, authoritative voices.  I had to be
careful.  For his part, he wasn�t crude, asking questions about my services
discreetly.  He said his name was Steve.  I gave him my �donation� rate and we
agreed on a time.  I had done some research on how escorts set up calls, so I
gave him the instruction to call me one hour before our appointment.  He acknowledged
that, and in a slightly sheepish manner said he looked forward to our time
together.


 


By
the time he called I was a nervous wreck, unsure if I could go through with it.
When he called, I gave him general directions to Lana�s condo complex but not
the number.  When he got here he would call again for the unit number.  I�d
gone crazy thinking about what to wear.  I could answer the door in lingerie,
but would that be considered tacky?  I settled on an old pair of very short and
tight cut-offs and a checked blouse that was open all the way through my
cleavage, and tied underneath.  The farmer�s daughter image would be complete
if I�d found a piece of straw to hold between my teeth.  I gave myself the
onceover in the mirror.  Except for the nervous eyes I declared myself
hot-to-trot.  I teased up my long brown hair into a perfect �hooker hair�
fluff.  Only minimal make-up; I was ready.


 


The
condo (luckily) had a great view of the entrance and road, so I saw his car
enter.  It was a late model �Baby Benz� so I figured that lessened the chance
he was The Law.  He parked and then my phone rang.  I gave him the unit number
and tried to calm my nervous stomach.


 


He
seemed as nervous as I was when I ushered him in.  He wasn�t that bad in the
looks department; perhaps in his late 40s, and a little overweight.  He ogled
me, barely able to make small-talk with his salivating mouth.  He handed me the
money without a word.  I put it in a kitchen drawer and invited him to sit next
to me on the sofa.  I sat very close, touching him ever so slightly, and asked
some questions about what he did for a living and where he was from.  He
answered haltingly, and I only half-listened to what he said.  I did like his
deep voice, though.


 


�You�re
so beautiful,� he said.  �May I kiss you?�


 


�Of
course you can, sweetheart.�  


 


Before
I could say anything else, his lips were on mine, his hand was grabbing a tit,
and his tongue was slithering into my mouth.  I gently pushed him away.  �Whoa,
big boy!  How about going into the bedroom and getting comfortable, okay?�


 


�Okay,�
he answered through trembling lips; he was so aroused, his erection straining
his pants.


 


He
went into the bedroom.  I�d lit some candles in there before he arrived, hoping
that would lend the right atmosphere to what we would be doing.  I counted the
money�all there�and hid it in a different drawer.  I walked into the bedroom
with as much swing and sway as I could muster.  He was naked and reclining on
the bed, eyes fully on me as his hand casually stroked his larger than average
dick.


 


I
untied my makeshift halter and let it fall to the floor, exposing my good-sized
tits.  As I undid my shorts, I said, �What would the big guy like?�


 


�Can
you suck him?� he said, his cock visibly stiffening to its full length as he
said it.


 


�Sure
I can.�  I dropped my shorts to the floor and kicked them aside.  In only a
thong now, I got onto the bed next to him, taking his cock in my mouth.


 


I
thought of the money in the kitchen drawer.  I�d better earn it, I
thought.  I had to admit the dude had a good cock and I was having a tough time
sucking the thing because of its girth.  However poorly I judged my technique,
he seemed to be enjoying the experience tremendously�much moaning interspersed
with �Oh baby, you�re good�Oh baby��


 


Thinking
maybe I could get away with skipping penetration, I stopped and looked at him,
saying, �You want me to finish you off, sweetheart?  I�ll swallow��


 


He
needn�t say anything, though he did; his facial expression gave it all away.  I
went at it again, taking as much of him as I could down my throat until I felt
the tell-tale swelling of his cock.  My tonsils got blasted by streams of his
cum.  Damn, the dude was a fire-hose!  I almost choked on it all, but shit, a
promise was a promise.  I swallowed the whole damned load like a pro. Well,
wasn�t I one now?


 


We
mostly talked for the remainder of his paid-for time.  I let him play with my
tits for a while, knowing he was trying like hell to get back up again.  We
never agreed on a double-pop fee, but I probably would have let him if he
managed another erection (He was my first client, after all).  Alas, he
couldn�t, and he departed, ostensibly a happy man and saying he�d love to see
me again.  We�d see.


 


That
wasn�t too bad, I thought, as I gargled some mouthwash to clear my semen-filmy
mouth.  I checked my messages to find two.  Both were looking for time later in
the afternoon.  I chose the one that sounded older and more interesting, and
called.  He answered, saying his name was Dave and asked me for my fee.  I
mentioned my �donation� amount for the one hour session he was looking for and
he agreed so we set up the time and the phone call process.  After hanging up,
I called the second man and told him I�d be busy.  I offered some time the next
day I would be free and he said he�d think about it.  Fair enough.


 


The
second man (see, I was tallying them up already) made his calls and was soon at
the condo�s door.  I still had on the same outfit.  �Dave� looked disappointed;
what did he think I�d wear�nothing? Okay, maybe I wasn�t his physical type.  I�ll
show him, I thought as I ushered him in and told him to get comfortable.


 


Like
before, I placed the money in a kitchen drawer while he went into the bedroom.
When I walked in he was down to his boxers and sitting on the edge of the bed.
He arose and grabbed me and pulled me onto him on the bed.  I felt a moment of
fear before I realized he wouldn�t hurt me.  He was the caveman type, that�s
all.


 


�You
want to undress me?� I asked.


 


He
did.  His answer was to practically rip my shirt off.  I helped him with the
rest before unleashing him from his boxers.  This guy was small.  He was
probably as hard as he was going to get and it still barely made four or five
inches. The dude couldn�t hide his over-excitement, breathing hard with his
paws all over me.  I sucked him, and he did get a bit stiffer; still a thin
four inches or so.


 


�Which
way?� I asked as I helped him with the condom.


 


�W�What
way do you like it?�


 


In
my entire life, nobody, not even my husband, ever asked me what position I
liked.  Wow, this was a moment to savor, even if I was a paid fuck.  �I like it
doggy, but don�t go too fast, big guy. I don�t want to be sore.�  Jesus, I
couldn�t believe I spouted that bullshit line.


 


It
surely got him going. The guy was banging into my backside from behind so hard I
was barely able to stay on my knees.  I was beginning to feel the tension
build, more from his balls whacking my clit than from his puny cock doing
anything inside of me.  I thought that maybe I could cadge an orgasm from this,
but that thought ended when he groaned loudly that he was cumming.  Lo and
behold, I ended up sore after all when he decided to slap my ass at the moment
of ejaculation.  


 


Hard.


 


�Damn,
did you have to do that?� I asked angrily, thoughts of �customer service� out
the window.


 


�You�re
damn right I did. That�s what you do to a whore. You�re a whore, right?�


 


�Fuck
you,� I hollered.


 


�No. 
Fuck you,� he said, and grabbed me as I tried to slink away from him and
get off the bed.


 


I
couldn�t believe it; even though I knew he�d cum and I saw his spunk at the
head of the condom, he was still hard. I fought him yet he pinned me on my back
and fucked me again.  Not fucked�raped this time.  You may think me stupid, but
at that moment I let off from fighting him and figured to more or less allow
the paying customer to get his rocks off one more time.  Of course, that was
before he slapped me again.  Then, while in the throes of pre-orgasmic
happiness he let his guard down.  I pushed him away just enough to get my knee
right where his balls would be in another second. I was gratified the asshole
screamed far louder than anything I could have faked.


 


Before
he could go on the offensive I kicked him harder and yelled, �Get the fuck out
of here, you asshole.  You paid me for sex�not for this other shit.�


 


If
he had been a larger man I would have been scared shitless. Oh yes, I was
scared, but at least I still had my shit, which I gave to him as he
thought better of any further machismo and hurriedly dressed and headed for the
door.


 


�You�ll
pay, you bitch,� he cursed on his way out.


 


�No,
YOU paid, you fuckin� idiot,� I answered, still pumped up with
adrenaline.  Well, it was a stupid thing to say, and when I realized that (and
the fact he was gone and I was still okay) I had a good therapeutic laugh.


 


I
counted my blessings�and my money�and debated whether I had time (or the
stamina, or the courage�) for another session. I decided I did, and turned on
my cell phone and ran through the messages.  I started calling and got an
affirmative response on the third call.  Another deep, masculine voice, saying
his name was Larry.  We made our deal, and then I showered to get ready for
him.  He had asked if I could answer the door in something sexy, like a
negligee, and I agreed (I said I was GFE, right?).  After showering I fixed my
hair, put on a little make-up, dabbed on some scent, and slipped into the lacy
black number with the matching thong I�d added to my �whore bag� (as I thought
of it).


 


I
answered the door nervously, but was delighted at the way he looked at me as I
let him in.  He was a big man, maybe 6-foot-one or -two, good looking and about
my age; dressed well in a sport coat, as if he just came from work.  We talked
for a few minutes.  He was the perfect gentleman, which eased the fears still
lingering from my encounter with Dave.  I didn�t smell cop either. With cash
safely tucked away, the new customer �got comfortable� and I steeled my nerves.


 


�You�re
a sweet looking babe,� he said, up on one elbow, sprawled across the bed.


 


�You�re
not a bad looking dude either,� I said, looking at his nice body and his even
nicer dick.


 


�I
hope you really do GFE, because that�s exactly what I need today�


 


I
lay down next to him, saying, �You had a bad day at work today? You want me to
help you forget? Maybe pretend I�m your sweetheart?�


 


�Oh
yes, baby. Can I have a kiss?�


 


�Of
course Larry,� I said seductively, and moved my lips toward his.


 


Alright,
the dude was a good kisser, so I didn�t mind swapping spit and dueling tongues
with him.  I must be giving him what he wanted because his cock was swelling
nicely and rubbing against me as we kissed.  He gently rolled me onto my back
and hovered above me, still kissing me.  I didn�t know how long we kissed like
that, but eventually he pulled his lips away.


 


�Ummmmm,�
he groaned. �This is going to be great, I can tell.�


 


�Would
you like a massage?� I went and got some massage oil and began rubbing him all
over.


 


I
saved his cock for last.  By the time I got there he was harder than the
proverbial rock.  I figured nine inches of thick, veined manhood. Yes, this could
be great, I thought. I went down on him, toying with his cockhead for a
while before attempting to take more.  Like I said, I�m not a deep-throater,
but I tried.  He loved it�crooning �Yes baby, yes.�


 


Instead
of asking him how he wanted it, I figured what was good for the goose was good
for the gander.  I slipped off the thong, slid on the condom and climbed
aboard. My pussy was wet, I was ready, and I impaled myself on his flesh-sword. 
As I began bouncing, I pulled the negligee off over my head and tossed it
aside, never missing a beat.  His ear-to-ear grin said he liked that move.


 


I
bounced and swayed to my own soundtrack.  �Oh yeah�oh Larry�your cock is so
big, it�s filling me, oh Larry�oh��


 


�God,
you�re fuckin� hot,� he said with a flourish.  Instead of mashing my tits like
some men would in this position, he was nicely tweaking my nipples. They�and
I�responded in kind.


 


I
threw my head back and rode him hard.  Without thinking about it I�d
established my own rhythm, first sliding up and down a few times on his pole
before rolling my hips in a wide circle, his cock my marvelous pivot point.  I
bounced and thrashed and rocked like that until I sensed we were both
approaching nirvana.  


 


My
orgasm hit me in mid-bounce.  �Yes�oh yes,� I moaned.


 


Another
�Yes�baby� escaped his lips in a groan.  ��Cumming� was another groan, right on
its heels.


 


I
couldn�t believe it had happened; I came!  And before him!  Hot damn!  Climbing
off, I reached down and swiped my pussy with my fingers.  They came away wetter
than I ever could have imagined.  �My, oh my, seems I had some fun there too,
Larry.�


 


�I
guess you did, baby. Didn�t have to fake it,� he said as he pulled me next to
him on the bed. �You�re one, hot piece of ass, you know?�


 


�I
know.�  I smiled coyly, and asked him, �Anything else I can do for you?�


 


�I
think you drained every last drop out of me, baby,� he said. �You�re GFE for
real, better than any girlfriend I ever had, that�s for sure.�


 


I
batted my eyelashes, �Thank you very much, sir.�


 


�You
been doing this long?�


 


�Not
long at all,� I answered. He�d never know the true meaning of �not long� in my
case.


 


�Like
I said, doll, you�re not only gorgeous but very good and hot.  Whew, I haven�t
been fucked like that in a long time, and you didn�t fake it, did you?�


 


I
smiled, �What do you think?�


 


We
lay there, laughing and talking for quite a while.  Though I was mum about me,
he told me a bit about himself.  He said he was divorced and didn�t feel much
like the dating game; therefore he took care of his needs with call girls.  I
didn�t mind being one of his release mechanisms, I thought as I let him kiss me
one last time.  When he was dressed and ready to leave, he told me he would
definitely move me to the top of his �favorites list� and he would love to see
me again.  Almost like a damn doctor, I gave him my availability days and
times.  He had my number.


 


I
showered before heading home.  Looking at my take for the day, I was pretty proud
of it�nice cold hard cash and a bonus orgasm�plus when was the last time my husband
called me gorgeous? Great day indeed!


 


The
end of the day presented me with a little poetic justice.  In bed, Danny announced
he was horny.  I told him I was tired and only wanted to sleep.  He
went to bed frustrated.


 


Even
without an updated CL posting, I was still getting calls.  I was letting them
go to voicemail, so by the next day that I was free (and Lana�s condo free as
well) I went through my messages and picked the best sounding ones, mostly the
ones who sounded mature and didn�t ask stupid, lewd questions about my
services.  I began making return calls and setting up appointments.


 


I�d
decided to play the MILF angle, especially with my clothing choices.  In my mind
I wasn�t old enough to be a MILF, and I wasn�t even a mother yet, but why not
play on men�s fantasies?  For my first customer I wore a silky sun dress with
nothing underneath. The dress just hinted at my chest assets, though the
fabric�s feel stiffened my nipples noticeably.  I considered that at-the-door
advertising!


 


My
first appointment was a disappointment.  He said his name was Chuck, and his
diet must consist of nothing but; he was almost as round as he was tall.  His
money was good though.  He did me from behind (no way was THIS guy going
to be on top) and it didn�t take him long to cum.  For the remainder of
his time I played with his limp dick before ushering him out.  No orgasm for
me.


 


By
the time my next appointment was at the door, I was ready for anything.  The
silk sundress clung to my freshly-showered body, more revealing than ever. 
When I opened the door and invited him in, some internal alarm sounded.  The
guy looked too composed, too aloof, and he certainly wasn�t ogling me in this
dress like Chuck had, and most guys would.  I smelled cop.  He told me how nice
I looked, but without passion.  How would I handle this?  First thing was to
distance myself from the money, just in case.


 


�Hi,
how are you?  Come on in and make yourself comfortable.  Would you like
something, a Pepsi maybe?�  I hoped I didn�t sound like I was babbling.


 


He
was the quintessential tall, dark and handsome man.  The guy obviously worked
out, as evidenced by his strong upper body and his nicely tapered waistline
that couldn�t be hidden under his sport coat.  When he made the move to hand me
the money envelope, I vaguely gestured toward the counter.  He got the hint and
put it there.  While making small talk, I �accidently� bumped the envelope,
sending it to the floor.  His no-nonsense stare, his lack of any unease, and
his evasion of my chit-chat questions confirmed it for me.  Had I said or done
anything so far that would be patently illegal?


 


�So,
what are you going to do for me?� he asked.


 


�I
don�t know, after all it IS a date,� I said, sounding obtuse enough to
be okay.  �You want to get comfortable?� I asked, pointing to the sofa instead
of the bedroom.  When he hesitated, I added, �Oh, you dropped your envelope.�


 


�Not
mine, it�s for your services.�


 


�And
what services might we be talking about?�  He stood staring at me.  I stood
staring at him.  It was a standoff.


 


�Okay,
lady, let�s cut the bullshit.�  He pulled his badge from a pants pocket and
showed it to me.  �We both know what this is about.�


 


I
figured I�d caught on in time and hadn�t admitted to anything illegal, and
still had my clothes on.  �What IS this all about, Officer?  It�s only a
date�where are you taking me to dinner?� I said. Now that was pure bullshit�I
gave him my million dollar smile.


 


�Look,
we know you�re engaging in prostitution here,� he said.


 


�Are
you going to arrest me?�  Why stand here and deny it?


 


�No�you�re
smarter than the usual assortment of hookers. Or maybe just lucky you played it
right. Whatever, I�m only going to warn you this time. Personally, I don�t know
why a good looking, middle class lady such as yourself is doing this. Can�t be
simply for the money,� he said, slightly shaking his head.  He finally bent
down and picked up the envelope that had remained on the floor as if it were
poison.  To me, maybe it was.


 


�I�m
not sure I understand all of what you�re talking about, but I�ll be good.�


 


His
expression softened a bit, as he said, �I can see you�re no dummy. I know to
some gals this seems like a great way to make extra money, but I�ve seen things
that would scare anyone. Some real nasty things. I don�t want to see a nice
lady like you get hurt.�


 


�You
didn�t simply call me on a whim, did you? Why exactly are you here, some sort
of a crackdown?�


 


He
chuckled. �Ma�am, may I sit down?  Don�t worry, you�re not in any trouble
today.�  He sat on the sofa and after some hesitation I sat next to him.  �I�ll
tell you the truth,� he said, �and maybe you�ll get a kick out of it as well as
give you some, ah, insight into consequences of this, ah, business
you�ve entered.�  He looked at me as if checking to see that I was listening. 
�I believe you had a client who, let�s say, was less than thrilled with your
service.  I�ll tell you�the fool actually came to the precinct house and filed
a complaint against you.�


 


�You�ve
got to be kidding!�


 


He
laughed but he wasn�t kidding.  �Yeah, the idiot didn�t even consider we could
arrest HIM.�


 


�Did
you?�


 


�No. 
Look, I�m not going to hassle you. I�ve got too many real crimes to worry about
without busting gals like you.  You�re a fantastic looking woman�too good
looking and smart to be doing this kind of work.  My advice is to stop before
another of my fellow detectives takes it more seriously than following up on a bogus
complaint.�


 


�Thanks,
Officer�I mean Detective.  Thanks for being so understanding�and thanks for
what you said about me.�


 


�Oh
I meant it, honey.�  He started for the door, then stopped and asked, �Are you
married?�


 


�Yes
I am.  Why?�


 


�You
know, I was thinking maybe we could date the old fashioned way�like without
money changing hands that is. But, you�re married so that�s out of the
question.�


 


�Are
you married?� I asked.


 


�No
I�m not.  Long divorced, like I guess all cops end up sooner or later. I wouldn�t
even have thought about it if I was, you know.  Never mind.�


 


I
walked closer to him and said, �I�d love an old-fashioned date. How about
giving me a business card of yours?� He pulled one from his wallet and handed
it to me with a slightly puzzled expression.  After looking at his name and
memorizing his number, I wrote my cell number on the back and gave it back to
him.  �I know you already have my number, Francis, but here it is again
anyway.�


 


He
smiled, �Call me Flip�that�s what my friends call me.�


 


�Am
I your friend already?�


 


He
chuckled, �Best friend you�re going to have if you stay in prostitution, that�s
for sure. Stay safe, okay.�


 


�I
will, thank you,� I said as I showed him out.


 


Would
he wait to see if I set up another trick?  God damn it�trick!  I actually
thought that word!  He may stick around, so I�m going to call it a day and
thank my lucky stars I got Detective Flip at the condo�s doorstep instead of
some hard-ass.  I got out of the dress I was wearing and redressed into jeans
and t-shirt, with bra and panties on underneath. On the way home I wondered how
Danny would react if I wore in front of him what I had when answering the door
at Lana�s condo. Would he even care?


 


That
night, the opposite of the previous �work� day happened.  Instead of being
sexed-out or too tired, my libido had been kicked up a notch.  I resisted a
pre-bed masturbation, but then my husband resisted me.  I went to sleep
frustrated and horny as usual.  Later I dreamt of a stranger seducing me to the
point my orgasm wouldn�t stop, a flood pouring from my convulsing vagina.  I
woke up and jumped Danny.


 


�Wha�What
got into you?� he stammered as I furiously sucked his cock to hardness.


 


�You�re
getting into me,� I cried, jumping onto him and riding his cock like there was
no tomorrow.  I was really rocking and rolling when I remembered doing the same
with Larry and how I�d cum so easily.


 


�OH,
GODDDDDDDDD, OHHHHHHH,� I shrieked.  Now that was a great orgasm, and I was
fantasizing about being with a john!  Danny was thrilled at my
enthusiastic climax; if only he knew from whence it came.


 


Asleep
later, I dreamt again of the shadowy man fucking me raw and leaving me soaked
and sated.  Somewhere in the periphery of my dream haze I glimpsed a badge.


 


I
waited about a week and a half before placing another listing on CL.  As the
calls came in, I set up my schedule.  Yep, line �em up, fuck �em, then on to
next; that�s my plan.  The first guy I chose to see said his name was Phil. 
Phil turned out to be a tall, geeky thirty-something who had some erectile
difficulties.  I took care of those difficulties with oral aplomb, sucking him
almost to the point of ejaculation.  I managed to get a condom onto him without
any wilt, and he energetically fucked me missionary style for about 30 seconds
before he came with a shout, reminding me of those Latino soccer commentators
when they announce a goal.


 


The
next guy was a short, fat dude with a short, fat dick.  He wanted it doggie and
I obliged.  He managed to fill me well enough and lasted long enough to get me
to a mini-quake of an orgasm.  Another satisfied customer.  The day went on
like a well oiled assembly line.  Well oiled meaning well lubricated, as I used
almost an entire bottle of sex lubricant to make it through.  Even with that, I
went home sore as hell�and with a fistful of welcome cash.


 


No
sex dreams that night.


 


Two
days later, when I had the afternoon off from my real job, I called Lana to see
if the condo was clear and I booked two more appointments. I was nervous when the
first guy�s über-eagerness reminded me too much of Dave, my troubled
complainant.  He turned out okay though.  He ended up polite and had a good
cock.  He wanted me on top and I complied.  He went crazy over my bouncing tits
hovering over him.  It didn�t take him long to cum.  Amazingly, he stayed hard,
so I let him do me again, with a fresh condom and a fresh position. He paid me well
for my �time and companionship� after all, right?


 


The
second man was grey-haired and close to, if not over, sixty.  His florid
complexion spelled Viagra.  His supremely stiff erection confirmed it.  All the
while he screwed me, repeating �Oh you�re beautiful� about a hundred times, I
had visions of him keeling over from a heart attack, wondering what I�d do?  I
knew the guy came, yet he still pumped away.  Was he trying to reaffirm his
virility, or trying to get me off?  I faked a good orgasm with my best throaty
scream.  He went away happy, and thankfully still alive to tell all his cribbage
buddies.


 


I
didn�t have time for another customer, but I checked my voice mail messages
anyway.  Amidst the usual I was surprised to hear my new detective friend�s
deep voice, asking how I was, wanting me to call him.  I remained wary, but
admitted I was intrigued by the big, handsome man.  How would a date with him hurt
anyway?  Maybe a friendship with Flip could be beneficial, keeping me out of
trouble from his fellow cops, insulating me somewhat.


 


When
I called him, he said, �You give up your second job yet?�


 


I
told him I was thinking about it, and thanked him again for his concern.  We
spoke for a while, small talk really, hovering around the main theme like a
teen boy hovering around his crush building up enough courage to ask her to the
prom.  Finally, I let him off the hook.


 


�You
want to see me, Detective?� I asked.


 


�Sure
I would�how much?�  I got pissed at that and told him so.  He chuckled, and
said, �I�m sorry�poor joke�what I�m asking is how expensive the restaurant will
be that I take you to.�


 


�You
okay spending money on a married lady?�


 


�A
very beautiful and sexy married lady�that would be a �yes�.  And besides, I
have the feeling we wouldn�t be having this conversation if the married lady
weren�t interested in meeting new people, since she�ahem�has been meeting a lot
of new people lately.�


 


I
picked the restaurant�one I knew to be nice, and where the chance of running
into someone I knew was small�and he picked the time.  Screw Danny, I
thought, I�ll tell him I�m out with friends and to hell with anything else.


 


Our
dinner was marvelous.  I didn�t think it would be a good idea under the
circumstances to wear something too provocative so my dress and jewelry were
conservative to a fault.  Flip seemed to like it.  Throughout the meal, his
eyes rarely strayed from me�no, not my tits or my ass or my legs�ME. 
Maybe it was his detective�s training, but I loved the visual attention
anyway.  It�s been years since Danny looked at me quite that way.  Even though
my pussy was still a little sore, I was wetting my panties watching him watch
me.  I didn�t really know if my intention was to shock him or to seduce him,
but I said it anyway.


 


I
leaned over the table, closer to him, and whispered, �Would you like me for
dessert?�


 


His
eyes betrayed nothing.  �You are quite the woman,� he said, which never
answered my question.


 


In
his car, he said, �I pegged you wrong.  I thought you�d be just like the other
housewives I�ve busted; the last resort to making money and hating every minute
of it.�  He glanced over to me quickly while he drove, then went back to
concentrating on the road.  �The money may have been the driving force but you
love it as much for the sex as anything, am I right?�


 


I
didn�t answer, leaving his dead-on analysis hanging.


 


After
a few moments of silence, he said, �You know, I think I�ll skip dessert for
tonight.  I would love to see you again, maybe dancing, I don�t know, maybe
dinner again.  I don�t know what�s going on with you at home�your marriage�that
shit, but I like you�I�m attracted to you more than I�ve felt with any woman in
a long time. I don�t mind admitting it; I�m pretty candid�don�t keep much
in�you�ll see if we get to know each other better, but I don�t like the escort
shit.  You�re playing with fire, and sooner or later some asshole is gonna hurt
you�bad�I�ve seen it too many times.  I don�t want you to get hurt.�


 


�You
trying to rescue me, like some stray puppy?� I said, perhaps a little angry at
him.


 


He
shook his head slowly, as if he were a parent disappointed in a wayward child�s
behavior.  �Yeah, I guess that�s it.  Like a fuckin� puppy.  Don�t want you to
end up in a damn pound.�  Maybe he�s angry too.  He muttered something else
though I didn�t hear it all over the road noise�sounded like �or in the fucking
morgue,� but I wasn�t sure.


 


When
he dropped me off at my car, I told him, �You�re quite the man, you know.�  We
kissed.  He was restrained but some of his passion came through, like stray sparks
conducting through the tip of his tongue.  I told him I�d be good, and I
definitely wanted to see him again.


 


My
pent-up and unsatisfied sexual hunger had me ready to pounce on Danny and let
him be the beneficiary of Flip�s rebuff.  One look at my husband and I couldn�t
do it.  My marriage for all intents was over.  I felt no zing, no spark, no
interest in the man I�ve shared my bed with.  I diddled myself in the shower,
fantasizing that the big cop was behind me, touching me, entering me, until an
immense contraction overwhelmed my body.  I did everything I could not to
scream at the top of my lungs, exhilarated by the incredible orgasm sweeping
through my body in waves of pure heaven.  Because of my self-control I don�t
think Danny heard me.


 


I
didn�t use the condo for almost a week.  Checking my voice-mail, I found many
inquiries but no call from Flip.  What did I expect, that he�d be obsessed with
me or something?  I forgot about the detective and began making phone calls and
setting up a schedule.  One of the messages was from Larry, the nice guy with
the good cock who had gotten me off, looking for an appointment next week.  I�d
be sure to call him and say yes.


 


By
the time I finished my day, I was several hundreds richer and several degrees
sorer.  I�d done it in just about every position�doggie, missionary, cowgirl,
reverse cowgirl; you name it I did it�with a couple of facials thrown in for
good measure.  Whatever service it took outside of anal to please my customers
I performed.  I earned that money, along with two orgasms.  I wondered how many
call girls actually cum while working.  Was I different like Flip seemed to
think I was?  Flip�there he was, on my mind again.  Damn him, I thought,
he better call.


 


It
wasn�t until the following week, after I�d had a great session with Larry (two
orgasms!), that Flip called.  He wanted another date.  I said yes in a
heartbeat.


 


We
met like last time and drove to the next town over, to a restaurant I�d never
heard of.  �My kind of place,� he said with a chuckle.


 


It
turned out to be a sports bar of sorts, with all the big-screen TVs any sports junkie
would desire.  The place was clean and not seedy as I imagined it would be. 
The menu was beer, burgers, sandwiches and buffalo wings.  I was glad I hadn�t
worn a dress with pearls as I almost had.


 


�Why
here?  Your favorite hang-out?� I asked, looking around to see if I could spot
off duty cops among the clientele.


 


�Naw. 
I didn�t want to miss the basketball game,� he said.  It was hard for me to
assess his smile and tell how facetious that had been.


 


He
had a beer and a large order of hot wings.  I guess he wasn�t the
self-conscious type, who would worry about kisses and breath later.  I had more
than one beer, and a big, bacon cheeseburger with onions and the works.  I
wouldn�t worry about kisses and bad breath either.  The beer loosened me up
after a while.  Maybe it was my company that eventually loosened him up but
that was hard to tell with his reserved personality.  Our small talk grew more
personal as we revealed new things to each other.  I admitted that I was still
seeing men and that disappointed him. He didn�t scold me as I thought he would.


 


As
we walked to his car, he asked me if he could show me his apartment.  I knew
that it wasn�t the apartment he wanted to show me.  I told him I�d love to.


 


�You�re
going to let me rescue you?�


 


It
took me a few seconds to remember our conversation after the first date.  I
laughed and said, �Bow-wow,� and stuck my tongue out and panted like a winded
pooch.


 


His
laugh was the most human and less reserved thing I�d seen from him since we
met.


 


His
apartment was clean yet spartan and about what I expected from a divorced man. 
He pulled a couple of beer bottles from his fridge and offered me one.  He flicked
on the TV to the same basketball game that�d been on in the bar, and we sat on
his sofa.


 


�So,
Dee, did you give hubby a good story on where you�d be tonight?� he asked. 
�Can the stray puppy stay out late?�


 


�No
worry, though I�m feeling more like a pussy cat tonight than a puppy,� I said,
then made a purring sound.


 


Small
talk and our beers were merely pretext for that first kiss.  For a man of
little overt emotions he sure was a great kisser.  Our tongues dueled for many
minutes until we both had to stop and breathe.  Being this close to him I felt
his strength.  My nipples hummed like a high-tension wire from rubbing against
his muscled chest, even though they were safely ensconced within my bra and
blouse.  His arms were around me and his hands didn�t stray.  I began willing
them to explore; I wanted his strong hands to find my erogenous zones, and
fast.


 


In
a hoarse voice, I croaked, �Take me�take me.�


 


He
looked into my eyes and in silence began unbuttoning my blouse.  After he
unclasped my bra, his lips went to one of my willing nipples, a hand to the
other.


 


�Oh�Flip�I
need it�ooooooooooooooooooooooooh,� I moaned.


 


Before
he could make an attempt, I started unfastening my jeans and pulled them part
way down.  He nibbled and sucked on a nipple while I kicked my jeans aside and
began working on removing his shirt.  We were in awkward positions but still
managed to eventually get each other down to undies.  The bulge in his boxers
held lots of promise.  


 


When
he slipped a hand inside my panties he gasped.  �My God, Dee, you�re soaked.�


 


I
murmured, �I told you I wanted you.  Did you think I was faking?�


 


�No,
I don�t think you fake anything.�  His fingers probed further, searching for
the source of my sexual fountain.


 


Oh
YES, he found it!


 


Stroking
me with his fingers and massaging my clit were needless foreplay.  While he
played with me, I worked his boxers down and freed his cock.  His manhood was
supremely correlated with the rest of his physique.  Tall, muscled, hard yet
smooth, I played my hand over its length.  I thought, this will fill me well,
and then his touch, our heat and my anticipation got the better of me and I
moaned loudly.


 


�Here,
now, do me�don�t play anymore�now, now,� I warbled.


 


He
kicked his boxers from around his ankles and sat on the sofa.  He then pulled
me atop him so I was on his lap and our lips came together, my tits nestled
warmly against his muscled and well-defined pecs.  He wasn�t in a hurry but I
was.  I grabbed his erection and impaled myself on it.  I expected �oomph� yet I
was still surprised to have it escape my lips aloud.


 


�Oooomph,�
I yelped, as his cock filled me to its hilt and punched at the opening to my
womb.


 


�Dee,
baby. You don�t waste time, do you?�


 


�Shut
up and fuck me,� I muttered.  He wasn�t fucking me exactly�I was fucking him.  I
danced on his flesh-pole, up and down, up and down, while he sat there and held
onto me.  My nipples hardened and ached as they rubbed against him.  I felt the
first stirrings of climax.  


 


He
didn�t let me speed down that exit ramp just yet, as he said, �Baby, let me do
some of the work.�  He managed to stand, still holding me, his cock still
buried within me.


 


He
carried me to his bedroom like that and gently lowered me to his bed.  I opened
my legs wide for him and he climbed on top and immediately thrust back into my
wet and willing vagina.  He was now in control and he exercised that control to
perfection.  He alternated between long and short thrusts, first riding low and
then high to get at my g-spot.  My hips rocked and thrust in hungry harmony
with his.  My mind was a kaleidoscope; colors intensifying as I closed in on
the Big One.  I knew he was fast approaching his climax but I wasn�t worried
about being left behind.


 


�Oh�oh�oh�yes�yes�oh�yes�YES�OH�YES!� 
I sang as my vagina muscled clamped down on his beautiful cock in mid-thrust in
the most exhilarating of contractions.  Every tissue of my body pulsed in wave
after wave of wonderful agony, beginning at my core and radiating outward like
the warm rays of the sun.  Then the tension released and I gasped, �Goddddddddddddddd,�
as the burning sun within me went nova.


 


Flip
was a silent lover, and only groaned, �Ohhhhhhhhh,� as he ejaculated deep
within me.


 


Only
now as we basked in the glow of our orgasms did I study his body.  The man was
indeed a marvelous specimen.  I�d never been with a man so buff, with such an
amazing muscular physique.  I had no thought of safe sex; of fucking him
bareback.  I didn�t care.  �I don�t think I�m done,� I whispered.  �Can you�?�


 


Hot
damn!  He could!  With only a little help from my hands and lips he was hard
again.  I got onto my hands and knees on the bed and positioned myself so I
could see my reflection in the dresser mirror.  I wanted to see his magnificent
body in action.  He got behind me and slid effortlessly in.  I watched his muscles
flex as he slowly pumped into me.  I watched his ass cheeks flex on each long
thrust.  I watched, hypnotized, as my ass thrust back and upward to take him. 
I watched his shimmering wet cock go in and out, in and out.  I watched his
thigh muscles tighten as he began to pump faster.  I watched him close his eyes
and throw his head back, enjoying the moment.  I watched the sweat pool and
drip from his buff body.  Oh God, I�m cumming already!


 


As
I cried out, he spasmed a couple of final thrusts and yelled, �Ohhhhhh,
Deeeeeeee!�


 


I
never in my life had so much spent cum dripping from my pussy as I did when we
were done.  We showered together and I secretly wished he could get it up one
more time so he could do me in there.


 


�I
want you again,� I confessed.


 


�I
want you forever,� he professed.


 


Was
this a forever thing?  As he drove me to my car we made plans for future
dates.  I didn�t know where this budding relationship would lead, but I was
ready and willing to give it a try.  Now, would I be willing to give up my
newfound �career� as a call girl?


 


As
the days progressed, the answer appeared to be NO.  I kept making
appointments and screwed the lights out of every man who paid me.  It turned
out I never had to place another posting on CL; there was so much word of mouth
on my �services� that my number was probably on every men�s room wall in every
bar in town.  Many were repeat customers like Larry who I�d send home smiling
(and more often than not I�d be smiling too, if you know what I mean).  After all,
as Flip so accurately pointed out, it wasn�t all about the money.


 


My
new detective friend didn�t like it I was staying in business, but not enough
of a dislike that he stopped being my fuck buddy.


 


�Hi,
Francis, I mean, Detective, sir,� I said over my cell phone.  �I know a woman
who has a stray pussy cat that needs rescuing.  Are you the right person to
talk to?�  Oh yes, my well-used pussy cat would love to shelter his
splendid manhood tonight.  


 


�Purrrrrrrrrrr,�
I sang to him.  Later in the week I�d sing �Ka-ching!�  My other melody.
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J Paradise Lost


By Donna M.


 


A woman shouldn�t find out
on her honeymoon how sexually naïve she is.


I was a junior in college
when I met Jack.  To say he swept me off my feet would be an understatement. 
From his first smile to our first kiss I was smitten.  I held on to my
virginity for a while but eventually succumbed.  There were no fireworks.  It
hurt a little, it felt good a little.  Jack didn�t simply take my cherry and
run, so subsequent sex improved for me even if in retrospect the improvement
may have been merely psychological.  Wasn�t that what the experts always
say�for a woman, sexual gratification begins in the brain?


After graduation we moved
to the same city to work, and after a while he proposed to me.  We had the most
beautiful wedding.  We were off to Aruba for our honeymoon!


It wasn�t like we were
consummating anything after all, but I still bought a new, sexy negligee for
our wedding night.  I also bought two new bikinis.  One was all white and the
other was an aqua print.  Both were far skimpier than anything I�d ever worn or
dared to wear before.  I wanted my new husband to be proud of his new wife on
the Aruban beaches.


After arriving tired but
expectant in Oranjestad, we checked into our hotel and ordered room service. 
Champagne and munchies were downed in leisurely repose.  I changed into my new
negligee and garter set, all white lace and complete with white hose�and no
panties.  I checked myself out in the bathroom�s mirror.  I thought I looked
hot.  I wasn�t a virgin, but I would play one on my wedding night.  


�I saved myself for you. 
Take my virginity.  Be gentle,� I remember saying, or something close to it.


Jack thought my virgin play
was corny and didn�t get into it very much.  I was disappointed but the sex was
okay; no earthquakes, yet I think I orgasmed.


The next morning Jack was
in a hurry to �get going� as he put it.  He was eager to hit the beach, do some
snorkeling, and maybe take a scuba diving lesson.  I just wanted to lie on the
beach and get a tan.  I�m a brunette and not necessarily lily-white-skinned to
begin with, but until I tanned I decided to wear the aqua print bikini, saving
the white one until my skin was darker to add some contrast.  I�d hoped to
windsurf here too, though I figured I wouldn�t since Jack didn�t like the sport
at all.  Well, we�d see, maybe later in the week.  


We went to Palm Beach,
which figured to be filled with tourists, and it was.  Jack said he liked my
bikini, and to my pleasant surprise I got a few ogling looks as we picked our
spot on the crowded beach.


Once we were sunscreened-up
and reclining, Jack said, �Oh by the way, I asked about scuba lessons at the
hotel desk and they filled me in on where to go.  You interested?�


�You know how much I miss
windsurfing, honey.  Why don�t you go for the lessons and in the meantime I�ll
check out renting a sailboard, okay?�


He was a little
disappointed about separating like that, especially on our honeymoon, but
admitted we�d both have fun that way.  He wasn�t particularly fond of
windsurfing; the sport seemed too intense for him when he�d tried it (at my
insistence). 


�We�ll do everything else
together after this,� he declared, and I agreed.  


We sunbathed, and later
headed back to our hotel.  The concierge gave me a tip on where to rent a board
and where the best windsurfing was, and with shorts on over my bikini bottoms I
went out in search of my adventure while Jack went looking for his.  No doubt
Jack would enjoy learning scuba diving�and probably I would as well�but first
loves are always special, and windsurfing was mine.  At Malmok Beach I located
the shop and rented a sailboard.  The young man who served me had difficulty
maintaining eye contact, ogling my chest the whole time.  Normally I�d be
pissed but somehow today in my new bikini, and being a newly married woman and
far from home, the attention was appreciated.


Growing up on a large lake
with ferocious winds, windsurfing had always been my passion, my escape.  The
windsurfing here wasn�t crazy wild like the Columbia River (I managed to
survive that experience!) but close, the warm ocean water making for a pleasant
ride without a wetsuit, wearing only my bikini.  I found myself following a man
who appeared to be knowledgeable of the local wind currents.  I found myself
admiring him as well; he had the bronzed skin of a native, a muscled upper
torso (though not overly so, like a bodybuilder), and an ass I thought was
fantastic.  Men always comment about women�s asses; well, I happen to admire a
nice ass on a man every bit as much as any man can admire a woman�s.  This guy
was wearing a tight set of trunks, not Speedos but something a bit more
old-fashioned, I thought.  I almost wiped out while I ogled his tight ass
cheeks ripple from his maneuvering on the sailboard.  I may be a newlywed but I
could still look, couldn�t I?


Tired, I rode to shore,
much as a surfer would.  The unknown man was there, seemingly waiting for me. 
Oh God!  Along with the great ass out back he had a huge mound in the front of
his tight trunks.  How big a package did this guy have?  It took all my
willpower not to stare.


�Hi, you looked very good
out there,� he said.  


�Thank you, but I sense a
�but� in there somewhere.�


He smiled, �Yes, there is,
I believe�you obviously are not a novice but (he chuckled a little when
he said the word) you are a bit straight-up when making some turns.�


�Straight-up?�


�Here, let me show you.� 
He had me take a stance on the beach as I would on a board and stood behind
me.  �You don�t use your legs to their advantage�and such beautiful legs they
are�muscle tone, I mean.�  I�m certain I blushed as he said that and at the
same time placed his hands at my waist.  This dude had all the pick-up moves
down pat, I was sure.  He continued, �You have a tendency I noticed to bend
your upper body too much and not let your lower body do its thing to help.  If
you surfed instead of riding a sailboard you�d be ahead of the game by now.�


He proceeded to show me how
to move into turns while using my whole body.  I proceeded to get all tingly at
his proximity and touch.  And a voice in my head kept saying I�m glad Jack
isn�t here to see this.


�My name is Jongen, by the
way,� he said, almost at my ear.


�Mine�s Lynn,� I answered,
my voice sounding hoarse for some reason.  Okay, I knew the reason.  �Your
name�where does it come from?� I asked.


�My mother�s sense of
humor.  Jongen is like how you Americans say �Dude� or �Bubba� when you don�t
know a young man�s name.�  He launched into further explanation, hitting on the
Dutch influence on his island homeland, while he was hitting on me.  I
loved his easy laugh, his easy manner, his attention�and yes, his looks and his
blatant play for me.  He didn�t seem put-off when I told him I was on my
honeymoon, asking where my husband was without the wolf-look that question
might accompany another man�s asking.  He said he knew all the scuba
instructors on the island and felt my hubby was in capable hands.  Was I,
I thought, and probably blushed again.


As I returned my sailboard
to the rental place, Jongen lashed his to the top of this Jeep-looking vehicle
that seemed to be something left over from World War II.  I walked toward him
to say goodbye.  I wasn�t trying to fool myself; I didn�t want to NOT see
him again.


He saw me approaching and
smiled.  Oh God, I loved that smile of his.  �I don�t know if you�ve got to get
back to that husband of yours, but if you don�t how about joining me at my
father�s bar down the street.  He can make a great afternoon cocktail; anything
you like.  How about it?�


�Yes, I�d love to,� was out
of my mouth before my brain could decide otherwise.


His father�s bar turned out
to be a rather cozy little island joint about half full when we got there. 
Jongen introduced me and got a quizzical look in return from the old man.  In
some form of code I didn�t get, he ordered me a drink which turned out to be
rainbow-colored and very delicious.  We sat and drank and talked for maybe an
hour, though time had lost its meaning for me.  I wanted to drink HIM
instead.  My one cocktail turned into two.


He asked, �How about coming
upstairs to my flat while I take a quick shower, then I�ll take you back to
your hotel, okay?�


�I�I shouldn�t really. 
I�ll get a taxi.�


�Don�t be silly.  It�ll
only be a few minutes and then I�ll give you a ride.�


I relented and we walked
upstairs.  His apartment was rather spare of furnishings and tidy, which for
some reason surprised me.  I sat on his sofa while he showered.  At the sound
of running water I daydreamed about what the part of his body I hadn�t seen
looked like.  What I had seen was perfect enough.  When he walked into
the room he had only a towel draped around his waist.


�You know, you can shower too
if you�d like.�


�Ah, no thanks, I think I
need to get back to my hotel,� I said as I arose from the sofa and
instinctively took a step toward the door and away from him.


He walked up behind me and
before I knew it his body was against mine, with one hand at my abdomen just
above the hem of my shorts and the other at my side, a little higher than the
other.  He whispered in my ear, �I�d like you to stay.�


�I�I�I�can�t,� I muttered,
but at the same time shivered involuntarily at his touch.


�Of course you can,� he
said, before lightly moving my hair aside and kissing me on the nape of my
neck.


�I�we�can�t�do this,� I
said, hardly recognizing the croaking voice as my own.  �I�m�married.�


�You were also married when
we talked and drank, and when you came up here with me.  You�re married now as
I hold you.  You�re married now while I remove your bikini, correct?�  That�s
what he did, as my top dropped to the floor and he cupped a breast in one of
his strong hands.  


I shivered again but didn�t
stop him, hoarsely whispering �Yes.�


I pushed down my shorts and
my bottoms and kicked them aside while he still held my back to him.  He must
have dropped his towel since I felt his swelling manhood rise and brush against
me, all while he kneaded a breast with one hand and slowly rubbed my belly with
the other.  I leaned my head back to him and in that twisted position let him
kiss me.  What was I doing?  On my honeymoon and nakedly kissing another man?


His fingertips found my
vulva.  As he brushed them ever so gently against my clitoris I moaned and
turned to him.  �N�N�No,� I whimpered.


He ignored my voiced plea
and listened to my body instead, which was crying out for him.  He kissed me
again and I succumbed.  I hadn�t looked at his cock but the feel of it,
standing tall and rubbing against me told me I had to worship him.  I broke the
kiss and sunk to my knees.  He was more than twice Jack�s size both in length
and girth.  When I took him into my mouth I wondered whether it was Jongen who
was huge or Jack who was small.  I had no experience to answer my own
question.  As if hypnotized I went to work on Jongen�s spectacular shaft. 


In a moment, he pulled me
to my feet and kissed me yet again.  �So much passion locked away within you,�
he said once our lips separated.  He was right.  Fate brought me here, knowing
Jongen would draw heretofore restrained passion from me.


Straight out of a romance
novel he lifted me into his arms and carried me to his bed.  His lips and
tongue were weapons to destroy my defenses; they licked and probed every
vulnerable place, from neck to cleavage, nipple to navel, inner thigh to aching
clitoris.  I was overwhelmed.  Was I climaxing so soon?


�Aaaaaahhhhh,� I moaned, as
he kept working on me, until he stood up and pulled a condom packet from the
nightstand.


I lay there mesmerized as
he tore the foil packet and nonchalantly unrolled the condom onto his
impressive erection.  Unbelievably I begged him to fuck me.  My legs spread and
he eased between them, taking his time to nestle his cockhead between the folds
of my pussy and penetrating me.  I gasped at the surprising fullness of his
penetration.


�You are even more beautiful
when you�re aroused, Lynn,� he said, just above a whisper.  �Has anyone ever
told you that before?�  He knew the answer already, beginning his manly
thrusting rhythm.


His muscles rippled and I
melted around him, arms and legs clutching his body so tightly that only his
swaying hips moved.  So many new sensations�some physical yet others
psychological�and then the howling voice echoing around the small bedroom was
mine.  I grabbed his clenching ass cheeks and pulled him completely into me as
I orgasmed like never before.


He uttered �Oh, man,� but
nothing else.  He was still hard.  He hadn�t cum yet.  Jack would have easily
been done by now, and thinking that, my orgasmic shivers were joined by
schoolgirl giggling which made Jongen stop and stare.


�Oh God, I need more of
that,� I said throatily.  I rolled him onto his back and straddled him.  


This was new to me�being
aggressive�for besides being a good girl on her back, I knew nothing else.  Now
I would learn.  I grasped his cock in my hand and shuddered when I felt how wet
his shaft was: wet from ME.  I slid down around him and began my own
up-and-down rhythm.  I alternated bouncing and wriggling atop Jongen as he
grasped my breasts and held on tight.  I discovered faster was better and ended
up slamming myself down on him at an ever increasing speed.  Who knows when my
orgasm actually started but I was quivering and screaming once more.


�Lynnnnnnnnn,� he moaned,
�Sweet Jesus, I�m going to cummmmmmmm!�


�God, I need to see it�feel
it,� I groaned, jumped off him, and stripped off the condom just as he
ejaculated a prodigious first rope of cum all over my head and face. In
reaction I jerked backwards in surprise, with the second, third and fourth shot
hitting me in the chest and belly.


�Oh wow, that was a lot!�  Ok,
so maybe after I�ve had the orgasm of a lifetime I was allowed to say something
stupid.


�That�s a clue to what you
did to me.  You had that effect on me, ever since I saw you riding your
sailboard, athletic and so sure of yourself, not strutting like a beach bimbo.�


�Well, you had an effect on
me too.�


�Now what?�


�What do you mean?  Like,
taking me back to my hotel, and my husband?�


He looked away, as if
that�s not what he meant.  He changed the subject and urged me to the shower. 
I�d forgotten I had cum all over me, including in my hair.  Post-orgasmic, I
felt so good, so alive; it was easy to forget anything.  Like my wedding vows.


Under the hot spray of the
shower, he washed my hair and other areas.  He grew aroused as once more I felt
his magnificent manhood rise and brush against my backside.  This and his
tender touch had me aroused too.  I leaned forward slightly in the shower stall
and he entered me from behind.  He held my hips firmly as his thrusts went from
slow to fast.  Eventually, he was nailing me so hard my feet would leave the
shower floor on each thrust.


�Ooooooooooooohhhh,
Jongen�I�m cummmmmmminggggggggggggggggggg!�


I felt his spasms as he
unloaded deep within me.  I was only tangentially thinking that this time he
did me bareback.  For the longest time he simply held me, oblivious to the
spraying water, as his cock lost its stiffness while still nestled within my
pussy�my well satisfied, contented pussy.


An hour or so later Jongen
drove me to my hotel.  I thought Jack would want to talk about two things: my
day and his.  Surprisingly he was reluctant to discuss either.


I had to ask, �So, was the
scuba lesson as much fun as you thought it would be?  You�re not talking about
it like I thought you would.�


�It was fun, I guess.�


�That�s all?  What
happened?�


�Nothing, dammit.  We just
learned some things and went underwater a bit.  Not deep.�


I didn�t understand his
snappishness.  Maybe it was my guilty conscious, but I got it�he had met
another woman, maybe even the instructor, and he�d fallen.  Had he fallen as
far as I had?  I couldn�t ask, not after what I�d done all afternoon.  Some
honeymoon!  As we ate dinner, Jack let it slip that he wanted to take another
scuba lesson.  He only halfheartedly asked if I wanted to join in.  He seemed
relieved when I declined.  I guess I was right.  Tomorrow he would see his new
crush, and I would fuck Jongen again.


I was back to Malmok Beach
the next day.  When I spotted him with his sailboard, I waved.  His smile when
he saw me was fantastic.  I�d worn the white bikini, and he unabashedly looked
me up and down before whistling.


�I thought I�d never see
you again, Lynn.  You look like an angel in that bikini�a very sexy angel.�


We talked for a while on
the beach but it was only a pretext to what we both wanted to do.  He took me
to his apartment and fucked my brains out.  I did a slow striptease getting out
of my suit before climbing onto his bed where he licked my pussy until it was
crying out in wet glory.  I got onto my hands and knees.  He slid into me
easily, his hands strong on my hips.  His thrusting was slow yet steady, as if
not wanting the sex to end.  Regardless, it was coming to a climax for me.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh, Yesssssssssssssssssss,
Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, Godddddddddddddd!� I yelled as I throbbed from groin to toenails.


Jongen�s bed was wet from
sweat and spilt seed.  I felt like my body was enveloped within a cocoon; and
maybe it was, the butterfly that was the new, sexually charged me ready
to emerge.  How could I return to Jack as if nothing had happened?  I had to. 
After a shower, Jongen returned me to my hotel where I found Jack as quiet and
sullen as yesterday.  What was it with him?


�Tomorrow will be our day
sweetheart,� I declared, and he agreed, though I saw something in his eyes I
couldn�t define.


Aruba�s Palm Beach was
tourist-pretty, but there was something about Malmok Beach (besides Jongen and
windsurfing) that appealed to me so I persuaded Jack it was the place to go the
following day.  I wasn�t sure if I wanted to see Jongen or not but when I did I
know my heart fluttered.


�So this is where you went
windsurfing, huh?� Jack asked.  �You seem to know that guy over there, the one
walking this way.  Did you windsurf with him?�


�Yes I did, he�s very
good,� was all I could think to say.


�Very good,� Jack echoed as
he watched Jongen get nearer.


For his part, Jongen was
discreet in addressing me with Jack there.  He welcomed me back to �his� beach
and asked if I was going windsurfing today.  I introduced Jack and said we�d
only be sunbathing.  I looked sideways at Jack, wondering if he was getting any
clues that Jongen and I had been lovers, but instead I was surprised to see a
totally different expression on Jack�s face.  He was looking at Jongen as I
had!  Holy shit!  Jack kept sneaking looks at him as he walked away.


I was imagining things I
shouldn�t have, so I needed to ask a few questions.  �You taking any more scuba
lessons?  I figured you�d want to see your hot female instructor again,� I said
with a facetious-sounding (I hoped) laugh.


�Instructor is an
ex-Marine,� was his terse reply.


Ah-huh.  Must be a very
virile, good looking ex-Marine, I bet.  �Just kidding.  So, any more lessons?�


�No. I don�t think so,� he
said rather pensively.  �Lynn, you know how you�ve always wanted me to like
windsurfing.  Do you think that guy I just met could teach me?  You know, like
get me interested more?�


Yeah, he could get you
�interested� if he swung that way, I thought. Really
interested.  I said, �Why don�t I teach you?  I�ve offered to enough times,
that�s for sure.�


�I don�t know, maybe I just
wouldn�t be comfortable having you teach me, you know, like maybe you�d give me
a hard time or something.�


�I�m your wife now, for
God�s sake!  What�s wrong with me teaching you?�


He sulked and eventually we
went back to Malmok Beach, looking for Jongen.  Jongen�s expression was curious
at best, sneaking a glance my way as if to ask what the fuck?  Looking
at Jongen walk to the water with his sailboard and my husband, my pussy
dripped, longing for my newfound lover.  I had to have him at least one more
time before I went home.


I stood in the sand and
watched the lesson proceed offshore.  Jack looked like once he had the chance
to hold on to Jongen he wasn�t about to let go.  Jongen seemed uncomfortable,
but from this distance I couldn�t tell for sure.  When they were done, Jack and
I helped Jongen stow his sailboard.  Jack was reserved and sulking again.  I
guessed that Jongen must have firmly turned away his advances.  When Jack was
looking away Jongen gave my hand a quick squeeze.  I only wished he was
squeezing me elsewhere.


Dinner that evening was
subdued.  Jack remained taciturn throughout the evening until we were in bed,
where he suddenly turned ferocious and fucked me from behind like a madman. 
He�d never been like that with me before.  He pushed the head of his cock at my
anus, and I reluctantly let him have his way.  It hurt, but I did it for him. 
He came in no time.


Our honeymoon week winding
down, we spent more time away from each other than together.  I went back to
Malmok Beach looking for Jongen.  I found him at his father�s bar.  His smile
glowed when he saw me.  I couldn�t believe this was more than sex for him but I
was being convinced.  He ordered another strange cocktail concoction for me and
we sat and talked the afternoon away.  How many of those potent fruity drinks
had I consumed before I was back in his apartment and in his bed?


Our lovemaking turned out
to be an amazing athletic endeavor.  We experimented in so many positions I
lost track.  I also lost track of my orgasms.  Jongen came twice himself.  We
ended up sweaty and sated.


He wasn�t sure how to
broach the subject but our pillow talk afterwards was mostly about Jack and his
predilection.  Jongen was concerned for me, as I was for myself.  I knew
someday I�d hear those stereotypical words �I�ve been living a lie,� or
something like them from Jack�s lips.  In the meantime I�d live my life in my
own way, outwardly being the happily married woman.


�I will never forget you,
Lynn,� he said, and I saw the pain etched on his face as he said it.


I�ll never forget him
either, I thought as he kissed me that one last time.


On the plane ride home, I
reflected on the fact that on my honeymoon I�d actually fucked a stranger more
times than my husband.  I also reflected on how naïve I�d been.  How could I
have not seen it in Jack?  What does that say about me as a woman?


Someday soon, I thought, I�m
going back to Aruba and look Jongen up.


�I miss you already,� I
whispered when no one could hear me.  My pussy ached, yearning for him.



The
End
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Afterglow
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�You�re the team player, I
suppose.�


He hesitated
enough for me to know the score.  �No,
it�s not like that.�


�Okay, if you say
so, but it�s obvious to me you�re the guy taking one for the team.�


This was too fucking
awkward.  Three men met three women in a
bar.  There was a natural pairing
process that�s as old as humankind.  I
understood that, didn�t mean I had to like it. 
My friends Shelly and Jill were the blondes.  They had the tits.  They
were younger than I was.  I�m Kim: mid-forties
separated mom with the shape to prove it. 
Seriously, I wasn�t bad looking, but with my �motherly� hips and too
many wrinkles I was past the MILF stage and knew it.  Admittedly I was always prepared for being the third wheel when I
went on the hunt with my best friends. 
Like I said, it didn�t mean I had to like it.


�Tell me about
yourself, Greg.  What�re you looking
for?�  I figured I�d ask the loaded
question early and see how he stumbled through the minefield.


Yeah, he
stumbled.  When he opened with �There�s
not much to tell�� I was already tuning him out.  He wasn�t a bad looking man overall.  He was tall and a bit gangly. 
He moved his hands a lot while talking�a minus, to me�and I noticed how
big his hands were�a plus, if you believe in those correlations.


He pulled me back
to listening when he said, �You�re not listening to me so why go on, Kim?  You asked what I was looking for.  Well, I�m looking for somebody real�there
aren�t many of those any more, as I�m finding out.  I thought you�d be real.� 
His eyes were downcast, sad.


�I�m sorry, Greg,
I�ve had a bad day, that�s all.� I lied.


�I�m sorry
too.  Let�s finish our drinks, talk
small talk, and go our separate ways.� 
He looked around, adding, �I guess my friends and yours hit it
off�they�re gone.�


I hadn�t noticed.  I hoped Jill and Shelly scored what they
wanted.  Both of Greg�s friends were
good looking and seemed to have money.  See?
�The two priorities for shallow, desperate women.  Lord, forgive me.


�Look, I really am
sorry.  Most times I can be real,
but maybe just not today.�


�Apology from the
pretty lady is accepted.�


�If you promise to
take it easy on the bullshit, I�ll try to be real.�


�What
bullshit?  That I called you
pretty?  Maybe you don�t look in the
mirror enough.�


�Oh, I look in the
mirror alright; I know what I see.�


�Do you?�


�Yeah, wrinkles,
fat, and sag.  The killer trio for a
woman.�


�Now who�s
slinging the bullshit?  You�re not fat,
and I sure don�t see any sag.  Okay,
maybe a couple of wrinkles,� he said, laughing.


�Funny guy.�


�Not really.  I try not to be funny as a rule. I usually
fail at funny,� he said with a sigh. �Funny, and women.  Don�t usually fail with anything else but
those two.�


�What don�t
you fail at?�


�You mean how I
make my living?  IT solutions, mostly;
I�m a consultant in the dot-com world.�


�Make good money,
I assume.�


�Ah, now a
gold-digger?�  He laughed, I
didn�t.  �Only kidding�see, told you I
wasn�t good at being funny.�  Then
it was my turn to laugh.  He continued,
�I also tend not to fail at sports, I guess. 
Played some college basketball, nothing great but friends still don�t
like going one-on-one with me.  Decent
golfer too�friends don�t like playing me on the links either.  Tells you something about me, doesn�t it?�


�Tells me you hate
to lose.�


�That�s me.  I imagine I lose enough in the love
department so I need to win at everything else.�


�You�re trying to
pick me up with a line like that?�


�Pathetic
sounding, right?�


�No, just too
honest, I think.�


�Read me like a
book.�


�I don�t think you�re that
simple.  I mean, I bet you�re more
complex�like a long novel.�


He made a silly
bow and thanked me for the compliment. 
�Maybe my novel is too long,� he said. 
He asked me if I wanted another drink. 
I figured what the hell? 
We talked, and I got a clearer impression of him.  For a professional he didn�t exude a lot of
confidence.  Perhaps his self-esteem was
only lacking in the �love department,� as he called it.  That didn�t create the greatest first
impression.  Was he telegraphing a
sexual shortcoming to me, either physical or temperamental?  Christ�exactly what I needed right now!


I said, �OK, so
you want to hook up?  Explain why you
don�t win in the love game.�


�Jesus!  You don�t pull any punches, do you?�  He shook his head a bit and chuckled.  �It doesn�t look like we will��hook up� that
is�so I may as well tell you.  I�m not
the type, I guess, to play the game. 
You know what I mean, being fake, saying things I don�t mean�things
you�re thinking she wants to hear. 
Maybe I�m too damn stubborn about being myself, warts and all.�


�So, you have
warts?� I asked, making a show at studying his hands.


He gave me this
dumbfounded look before he realized I was kidding.  Then we both laughed.  �Oh
yeah, I�ve got warts, the kind you don�t see,� he said, vaguely pointing to his
head.


�Oh-oh, means
you�re dangerous?  Women like that, the
hint of danger.�


�See, I�m so not-dangerous,
women never look twice.  I told you I
fail miserably in the love business.�


I tried to sound
more serious.  �You�ve never had anyone�met
anyone�who seemed like Ms. Right?�


�I�ve known a few
women who I felt attraction�affection�for, but they were all married, and I�m
not the kind of cad who�d chase a happily married woman.�


�I�m separated,
but I�m still married.  What about me?�


�For one thing,
you�re here, and being separated explains why you�re here.  But then again, you�ve already told me this
wasn�t going anywhere, so we�ll chalk it up to a lack of chemistry or whatever
the relationship gurus call it nowadays.�


�Ready to give up
on me so soon?�


�Now, that sounded
like a coquettish tease.  Something I
didn�t expect from you.�


I felt bad about
that�it was a tease and I knew it.  �I�m
sorry, Greg.  I�ve been wallowing in
self-pity a bit tonight.  Kept me from
seeing chemistry even if it�s right in front of me.�


His smile was
natural with no trace of the self-aggrandizement I may have seen with other men
if I said that to them.  �Ah,
chemistry.  I doubt you�re one to
mistake desperation for chemistry as I often do.�  His eyes�bedroom eyes, for sure�fixed on mine as he continued, �I
like you very much, Kim.  You�re smart,
witty, playful�and the wrinkles just make you prettier.�


�I doubt that last
bit, but thanks.  You�re a nice guy,
Greg, and I�m sure you�ll find the lady you�re looking for real soon.�


He smiled, and
said, �Thank you, too.  You�ve seen my
desperation and have offered hope.�  We
both laughed at that.


Our drinks
finished, he asked if I had a ride home and offered to take me if I
didn�t.  Why not, I thought.  He certainly wasn�t dangerous, and a piece
of my subconscious mind seemed to be hoping he�d ask me for a date�a real one
this time.  His Lexus had me thinking
gold-digger thoughts, but I pushed them away. 
Our conversation was relaxed and animated on the way to my house.  I considered how easily I�d given him my
address.  Since my husband�s affair�and
his leaving�my house was too big and too lonely for my taste.  As we neared my street, I decided to invite
Greg in for a nightcap.  Was he correct
in assuming I wouldn�t confuse desperation for chemistry?


He was a little
wary when I invited him in.  Maybe not
so sure of my intentions, �I guess one drink is ok,� he said, sounding more
like surrender than success.  His
self-esteem again, I wondered, or simply that brutal honesty?


My answer was
conveyed through his easy banter as one drink became two.  We sat next to each other on my sofa, and I
spilled my guts to him.  It didn�t seem
to scare him at all.  What do you know,
a man who can actually listen!  He
didn�t try to feel me up, simply sitting close and listening.


�You�re a good
listener,� I said, or maybe it was the liquor talking.


�You�re worth
listening to.  And that�s big in my
book.�


�Your book? Your
long novel of a life?� I giggled.


�I think someone�s
had one too many.  I better go.�  He rose from the sofa.


I pulled him back
down.  �Dammit, will you kiss me?�


First kisses were
always special, but this one was better than most in my life.  Unlike other men, he didn�t try to fuck my
mouth with his tongue.  His played against
the tip of mine before lightly caressing the rim of my parted lips.  I imagined him doing that to my pussy, and
my panties were wet in seconds.  I knew
then that I would succumb.  He hadn�t
yet tried to go anywhere else but my lips. 
One hand caressed the nape of my neck while the other lay easily at my
side.  Score another point for Greg�he HAD
to know I was aroused, gooseflesh under his hand at my neck and me breathing
like a panicked swimmer�yet he concentrated on the kiss.  He knew what he was doing.


We never left my
sofa.  I whispered in his ear that he
could have me.  He disrobed me slowly
and deliberately, until I was down to just my panties.  My soaking wet panties.  Then he kissed me again, longer than the
first.  His fingers insinuated themselves
inside my panties and massaged my screaming clitoris.  I didn�t realize his shirt was off until his light downy chest
hair teasingly tickled my erect nipples.


I�d always
marveled at the romance novel cliché where the first lovemaking is wild
animalistic sex, and then the second time is slower and more exploratory.  I was ready for animalistic.  However, Greg seemed to have never read any
of those novels.  He was exploring me
from the start.


I moaned, �Oh
Greggggg,� at his touch.


He whispered,
�Sssssh,� and began to move his lips to my nipples.  When his tongue flitted against one of them my breath caught in
my chest.  �Mmmmmm� he murmured.  I figured his fingertips just got a little
wetter.


He eased me onto
my back and his lips traveled slowly from my breasts, down my belly, once
around my navel, before settling somewhere near the top of my panties.


�Uhem, no sag
anywhere.  I wonder what she was talking
about,� he whispered teasingly as he slowly eased my panties down.


�Oh Greg,� I
moaned again.


My eyes were
closed, so I didn�t know what he was doing until I felt his tongue flit ever so
gently against my clit.  I was climbing
quickly�closer, closer.


Again, very much
unlike other men I�ve been with, including my husband, he went about things
differently.  Instead of licking me like
a child would lick an ice cream cone, Greg used the tip of his tongue like a
quill�gently making his mark upon me.


This time it was
more than a moan, as I cried out �Oh Greggggggggggggg!�


His response to my
orgasm was another reverberating �Mmmmmmm.�


His finger found
my g-spot and I kept on cumming, one glorious spasm after another.  I�d lost it completely, not conscious of
anything but my climax, until his moistened lips found my open mouth.


He stopped kissing
me long enough to whisper two words��Kim� and �bedroom��the last word inflected
as a question.  I motioned with my head
which direction to take me.  He picked
me up effortlessly and carried me to my bed. 
My marriage bed, I thought, to be christened with another man�s
semen.


My hand-to-size
observation was prophetic�he was nicely endowed.


�You�re a woman in
tune with her body,� he said, touching me here and there lying next to me. �I
like that.�


�Y�you have a nice
touch.�


�You�re beautiful
in the afterglow.�


�Afterglow?�


�You know, the
plateau following orgasm�the �afterglow�. 
It radiates all around you.�


�No one�s ever
told me that,� I whispered.


�Because most men
are apt to roll over and not pay attention when it�s done.�


�But we�re not
done, are we?�


�No, and I�m not
like most men,� he said, and went to work on me again.  This time as he tasted me he tasted my
orgasmic juices.  He murmured �Mmmmm�
again.


I spread my legs
wide for him and he entered me slowly. 
I reached out and pulled his hips to me.  He was deep, and I gasped at the feeling, one I hadn�t
experienced in quite a while.  His pace
was slow at first, but he proved good at varying his thrusts for maximum effect
on my g-spot and vagina walls.  He
expertly rode high to be sure to rub my clit on each thrust.  My legs held onto him as my body raced to
climax.


�Oh Kim, oh Kim,
you�re so beautiful, I can�t hold it much longer.�


�Oh Greg, (pant)
it�s okay, (pant) I�m cummminggg, ohhhhhhhh.�


He groaned and
filled me with his seed while my vagina pulsated around his spurting shaft.


After, he
collapsed to lie beside me.  He nibbled
on my ear while one hand lightly drew circles around one of my nipples.  I held his softening cock while the last of
his ejaculate dribbled onto my fingers.


�You�re right,
you�re not like most men,� I muttered before we kissed.  After, I whispered, almost to myself, �I
feel soooo good.�


�The afterglow�you
look great, so naturally you feel great.�


�I thought you
weren�t so hot in the love business. 
You could have fooled me.�


�I wasn�t
kidding.  Maybe it�s because you�re more
of a woman than the ones I usually try to impress.�


�Can
you�impress�me again,� I whimpered longingly.


His tongue carved
a trough over my tingling hot, post-orgasmic body, until I was magically
pre-orgasmic once more.  When he flitted
against my clit I coughed out another groan. 
It wouldn�t take long.  He
nibbled and I came; the gloriously wonderful agony of my third orgasm swept
over me like a tsunami over a battered shoreline.  I screamed louder than I had before, heralding every contraction,
every spasm.


How many years had
it been since I spooned against my husband after fucking�and talked?  That�s what Greg and I did.  We talked of many things, including how
wonderful a lover he was and how great I felt.


The afterglow�I
had a name for it now.


�You still think I
was taking one for the team?� He said, smiling.


I bopped him one
on the arm, and said, �Yes you were�you just didn�t realize you were going to
score a touchdown tonight.�


His smile
faded.  �I wasn�t looking for a �score,�
I hope you know that, Kim.�


My smile
broadened.  �I know you weren�t, I was
simply being funny, but I forgot you don�t do �funny� very well.�


�Ok, ok, I�ll try
to loosen up,� he chuckled, �and I know I �scored� because I found a fantastic
woman, much more fantastic I�m sure, than the bimbos my friends went for.�


�Jill and Shelly
aren�t bimbos,� I protested, but his smile disarmed me.  He was kidding. �Well, ok, they can be a
little superficial at times,� I lamely admitted.


�Something you�re
not, I�m discovering,� he said before he kissed me once more.


I had no idea what
time it was�two o�clock maybe?  I didn�t
care; I wanted more of what he had to give. 
He sensed it before I said anything. 
My hand felt for his cock and he was tumescent.  He had needs too.  I wanted to be in control this time, so I made the first move and
pushed him onto his back before straddling him.  I eased myself down onto him and began to writhe.  After a few seconds of undulating up and
down, I wondered whether I was in control after all.


He smiled up at
me, and said, �Damn, you�re even more beautiful when you�re like this.�


Between halting
breaths, I asked, �Like what?�


�Hot, and knowing
what you want and taking it�a real woman.�


�Shut up and let
me fuck you,� I panted.  Unconsciously I
had increased my rhythm.  His hands at
my hips, he raised up to meet me, all the while maintaining unblinking eye
contact.  The eye contact was
mesmerizing.  It was like his eyes were
imbedded into me as well as his cock. 
Was that another woman who was screaming like a banshee, bouncing wildly
up and down, up and down?  Me?  Solid, cautious, even-keeled me?


�I�mmmmmmmmmmmm
cummmmmmmmingggggggg!�


�Oh baby, I am
too,� he groaned.


I felt it�the
afterglow he talked about.  The best
damned afterglow I�d had in months, maybe years.  I collapsed next to him and never knew I fell asleep until I
awoke to the morning sun invading my bedroom. 
A man asleep next to me in my bed! 
The first man in my bed since I kicked my husband out!  I watched him there, a peaceful smile on his
face and snoring ever so softly.  I
guess I didn�t know how much I needed some good loving, how absolutely horny
I�d been, until the first orgasm.  After
that it wasn�t lust, it was Greg.  We
had chemistry.  I mean, I came four
times in one night!  That never happened
before.  Ever.


�Good
morning.�  He was awake and smiling at
me.  �You still ok with me being here?�


�Yes�yes I am,
Greg,� I said softly.  �I don�t know
what it means, where we go from here, but I�m ok.�


He reached out and
pulled me back down to him.  This kiss
was as passionate as the first one last night. 
�You�re so wonderful,� he whispered when our lips disengaged.  �How did I ever find you?�


�Taking one for
the team has its advantages.  Sometimes
there�s a diamond in the rough.�


�A �diamond�
huh.  Is someone letting things go to
her head?�


�See, you can do
�funny� when you want to, smartass,� I said with a laugh.  �You know, I�m thinking I�d like to see you
work on that �love business� shortfall some more.  How about it?�


�Let�s go shower,
and maybe you can help me with my self-improvement there.�


In the shower he
washed me all over, until every nerve ending tingled, especially my aching
nipples. (Remembering what we�d done last night helped a little, I might
add.)  I was lathered and slippery when
he kissed me again.  The soapy
slipperiness only enhanced the feeling of our bodies pressed together under the
shower�s spray.  I thought we�d end up
back in bed, but I couldn�t wait.


I turned away from
him and rubbed my ass against his stiffening cock.  I�d worried that maybe he wouldn�t be able to get it back up
again after our all-night lovemaking. 
Thankfully I was wrong.  �Yes,
oh, yes�right here, right now,� I moaned.


He took his time
entering me, almost as a tease, so by the time he was beginning his rhythm I
was bucking back roughly against him, begging him to go faster, harder.  He did. 
Hips shoved, water splashed�it didn�t take long at all.


�Oh, Kim,
I�m�I�m�ohhhhhhhhhhh,� he groaned.  I
felt his ejaculatory spasms.


I screamed,
�Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhh,� which echoed loudly within the shower stall.


After coming down
from our orgasmic highs, we washed each other again.  While drying, I said, �I could eat a horse.  Is there a gentleman around here who will
treat his new lady to a Sunday morning breakfast?�


�Indeed there is
such a gentleman, and he happens to know a fabulous place across town.  More brunch than breakfast, but I�m sure my
�new lady� will enjoy it.�


And that�s how a
tremendous love affair began.  We�d made
love over and over, and then had a fabulous (as he predicted) brunch.  We ate like pigs, probably replenishing the
energy expended in all our fucking. 
That first night and morning was prelude to our blossoming
relationship.  I almost didn�t let it
happen, and it bothered me, but only for a short while.  Greg and I, though we didn�t speak about it
often, knew in our hearts that when my divorce became final we would be
married.


Shelly and Jill
are still carping on their luck that fateful night at that bar.  After all, I had the afterglow now.
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Having Faith
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We had it all planned down
to the smallest detail. Our secret after-prom party was going to be like no
other.  Danielle and I had our joke:
Senior year in high school was going to go out with a bang.  Every time one of us would say it, we�d be
laughing so hard we�d hurt afterwards.



I�m Faith, the one with the
hot tub.  Well, at least the lucky one
whose family owned a vacation home by the lake with a big hot tub on its
deck.  Nobody would be there (until we
showed up on prom night, that is) and I had ferreted away the key from its
hiding place and had a duplicate made. 
This would be the party to end all parties!  Josh�s big brother bought several cases of beer, wine coolers and
other libations for us (our money of course, not his).  Everything would be transported to my folk�s
lake house on prom night.  Everything
was arranged�everything was cool.



My best friend Danielle and
I were far from being virgins, but we knew a whole bunch of classmates who
still had their cherries.  Our after-prom
party was planned to take care of that shortcoming.  I (humbly) admit I�m a nymphomaniac.  By senior year I�d fucked most of the studs in my school,
including half the football team (ok, maybe not half, but many of the hunkier
ones) and a couple of teachers to boot. 




I lost my virginity before
I�d even entered high school.  When I
was in junior high I went on a religious retreat my mom and dad thought would
be a �moral building block� for me.  One
of our chaperones was a dreamboat college student with the most beautiful blue
eyes.  He made a speech one day that
�the best this world has to offer comes to those who have faith.�  Later that night I went to his room and told
him I agreed.  I offered myself to him
and he busted my cherry good.  It hurt that
first time but I never looked back; letting guys �have� Faith ever since.



�Who you gonna do
first?  Josh, or Robby?�  Danielle asked me the morning of the prom.



�I suppose it�s only fair I
let Josh fuck me first, I mean he�s my date after all.�



�Yeah, I guess so, but you
know how much Robby wants you, and he does have that nice big dick.  So what if he�s taking me to the prom.  Maybe we could swap when we get there.  Doesn�t that sound cool?�



�Cool indeed, girl.�  Mmm, Robby did have a nice dick.  I thought about Josh and Robby and Rick and
Leroy and all the other guys who were going to be there.  How many could I do and not get sore?



By the time I was getting
into my prom gown I was dripping.  The
gown would be sure to get people talking, with its slit up the side that went
almost to my crotch and showing plenty of cleavage.  I only wore the skimpiest of thongs underneath.  How many guys beside Josh would grab a feel
while dancing with me?  I�d have to take
count.



During my first dance with
Josh at the prom, he said in a near whisper, �You�re going to fuck everyone
tonight, aren�t you?�  His hand was
inside my dress slit and massaging an ass cheek.



I whispered back, �Probably,
but I�ll let you go first, okay?�



His erection pushed up
against me as we danced.  That was his
answer.  We danced past Danielle and
Robby as they practically dry humped on the dance floor.  Josh whispered again in my ear, �Robby will
be second, won�t he?�



�So what?  You don�t own me.  You�ll have me first, like I told you.�



During another slow number,
while Danielle danced with Josh, I meandered over to Cheryl, one of the
cheerleaders (and from what I understood, still a virgin) �what a fucking
waste.  The girl was all blond hair,
legs, and dimples.  Her boyfriend Steve
had danced with me earlier, and I�d surreptitiously rubbed the front of his
pants so he got an instant hard-on.  He
got to feel me up too, grabbing a handful of my firm ass.



�How�s it going?� I
asked.  �How come you�re not dancing
with Steve?  He�s your date, right?�



She looked at me nervously,
I guessed since we weren�t exactly best friends or anything.  �He doesn�t want to dance with me,
especially after he danced with you and your friend Danielle.�



�Oh, come on, it�s the
Senior Prom; we�re having fun like we�re supposed to.�



�But�but he touched
you, and you let him!�



�You mean he doesn�t touch
you?  My God, you�re one of the
prettiest girls in school.  Damn, if I
were a lez I�d play with those legs of yours, and that ass.  Steve is nuts if he�s not touching you, Cheryl.�



She blushed, and answered,
�I�I don�t let him touch me like that. 
It wouldn�t�be�right.�



I got a little closer and
whispered to her, �Baby, you want him to dance only with you, remember only
you, then you gotta chill out, loosen up, keep him busy, you know what I
mean?  Men are like puppy dogs, only WE
have the tails to wag instead, so they�ll follow us anywhere.�



�I don�t know, I don�t wanna
be a slut.�



�Slut�Jesus, I�m not talking
about sleeping around, I�m only talking about Steve.  Make yourself more interesting than Dani or me and he�ll dance
only with you the rest of the night. 
C�mon, Cheryl, you�re prettier than all the girls he�s dancing with, so
go cut in on him and Heather and show him you�re the woman he wants.�



She took off onto the dance floor
with determination.  When she pulled
Steve away and they danced, I smiled, wondering if her cherry would last the
night.



By the last dance I�d
counted eight guys who�d gotten under my dress to cop a feel, with one of them,
Leroy, bold enough to get under my thong to briefly visit the promised
land.  I�d done Leroy in junior
year.  He had a thick cock, and I
figured he�d be one of my partners later. 
After Josh and Robby, of course.



When the prom was over, we
piled into various cars and SUVs and took off for my parents� cabin.  It didn�t take long for the beverages to
flow and the formal clothes to come off. 
Several of the girls brought t-shirts and jeans they now changed into.  Some of the boys just stripped down to
boxers.  I was the only topless girl.  All the guys were staring.  I uncovered and turned on the hot tub.  Danielle and Robby had already disappeared
so I knew they were fucking in one of the spare bedrooms.  Josh was the first to get into the hot tub,
dropping his boxers unceremoniously onto the deck and climbing in.  Beers in hand, several more boys joined
him.  They began taunting their
girlfriends to strip and climb in with them. 
A few had hard-ons already.  None
of the girls had swimsuits so nobody wanted to go.  



I walked over to Cheryl and
whispered, �Steve�s in there, why aren�t you?�



�I can�t�get naked�like
that.�



�Okay, suit yourself,� I
said as I slipped out of my thong and climbed into the hot tub, sitting between
Steve and Josh.  I winked at Josh,
whispering in his ear, �Don�t forget the jets.�  Turning to Steve, my hand went straight to his cock as his eyes
stared at my tits.  �Hi Steve, you
having a good time?�



He stammered,
�I�I�guess�so.�



� �I guess so��is that
it?  Something�s telling me you�re
having a great time,� I said, feeling his solid erection fill my palm
underwater.  I leaned closer and
whispered, �Why don�t you ask Cheryl again to get in here?  I think she may be ready to change her mind.�



He called out for her to
join him.  Her jealousy at my
�intrusion� into her world was obvious. 
She slipped out of her clothes and got in.  I relinquished my spot by moving to the other side of Josh.  As if they were waiting for somebody (other
than me) to break the ice, several more of the girls got undressed and entered
the roiling water.  I saw that Josh got
my message.  While I was teasing Steve,
he had gotten the other boys to spread out so that every girl who now got in
the hot tub had to sit on one of the spa�s jets.  I knew what none of those girls knew: what those jets could do to
an unsuspecting teenaged pussy.  Beer
and hot tub jets�let the fun begin!



By the time Josh and me got
down to business, several other couples were also making out, including Steve
and Cheryl.  I figured it would be just
like hours earlier at the prom�it would take one couple to start dancing and
then everyone else would follow.  I told
Josh I was ready.  He slid into me right
there in the water.  When other couples
realized he was fucking me, the �dancing� began.  First one couple then another began to screw until so much water
was splashing I thought the tub would go dry. 
You could practically hear the cherries popping.  



I heard Cheryl protest, �No,
Steve, it hurts, stop, Steve�� but soon her hymen was tattered and she was
singing louder than the other girls.  I
snuck a glance over at the two of them. 
Cheryl�s blond hair was wild, her head back, her plump tits heaving as
Steve did her hard.  I was so horny
seeing all this sex around me I knew it wouldn�t take me long.  



�Yes, yes, yes, Josh, harder,
yes, oh God yes, I�m�I�m�cummingggggggggggggg!�  My screams echoed across the lake.



The moans, groans, squeals
and screams all followed mine.  Cum was
flying, some guys pulling out, some not giving a shit and cumming deep.  Every girl within earshot was orgasmic,
perhaps driven by hearing the others climax at the same time.  When the dust settled (well, maybe not dust,
but as the water settled) naked bodies lay everywhere in languid repose.  Several milk-white streamers of semen
floated on the surface of the water.



Danielle walked out onto the
deck, wearing what looked like Robby�s undershirt, and said, �Holy shit!�  



We must have been quite a
sight to someone who didn�t know about the fuck-fest.



I waved to her and got out
of the hot tub.  Cheryl smiled up to me
as I urged her from the water.  As
Cheryl stood next to Dani and I, she fidgeted, looking around for something to
cover up with.



�Don�t be silly.  Look around,� I said, motioning around the
deck at all our naked friends.  �Now
look at you.  You�ve got the best body
around.  You�re a 10.  Don�t be ashamed of showing it off, I mean,
be proud of what you got, girl.�



�Really?�



�Really.�  I leaned toward her and whispered, �How was
the sex?  Felt good, didn�t it?�



She smiled at me, and said,
�Yes!  Oh, Faith, you were soooooo
right!�



I gave her a hug, which she
wasn�t all that comfortable with, both of us naked like we were.  �Let�s go into the house�want a drink?�  She agreed so I fetched a couple of Smirnoff
Ices from a cooler and gave her one as we headed off the deck.



Before we went into the
cabin, she stopped and stared at a corner of the deck where Leroy was fucking
his girlfriend.  I admired the scene
too, watching Leroy�s magnificent chocolate ass tense and relax as he pumped
his thick cock, the slap of his balls against her easily heard above the sound
of the bubbling hot tub.



�Looks good, doesn�t it?� I
asked, but except for a small nod she didn�t answer.  She was hypnotized. 
Whether she was conscious of it or not, one hand had moved up to cup a breast.  Yes, Leroy�s ass could do that.  Now that Cheryl had a taste of sex, I
figured she might be hooked.  I winked
at Danielle as she sat in a deck chair, beer in hand.  She obviously saw Cheryl�s horny fascination, for the first time
watching another couple fucking.  I
whispered to Cheryl, �Let�s go, hon, you can have some of that later if you
want.�  The look on her face when she
turned to me was priceless.



Walking into the house, we
came upon Robby lighting a fire in the big fireplace.  Cheryl froze again at the sight of him.  Robby was hung like a horse, and his dick was wonderfully
dangling there for us to see.  I knew
Robby was dumber than shit, but that didn�t stop any girl from enjoying his
endowment.



He looked up at us entering
the room and did a double take on seeing Cheryl in all her naked splendor.  �Hi Faith, hi Cheryl, coming in here to warm
up?� He said, not taking his eyes off her. 
�The fire will be roaring in a minute, why don�t you come over here and
relax.�



He had a big quilt spread out
on the floor.  I presumed this is where
Danielle and him had fucked earlier.  I
coaxed Cheryl to sit on the quilt while the fire began to blaze.  I reclined next to Robby.  He wasn�t interested in me as much anymore
with Cheryl�s sudden, shall we say, availability.  She�d gulped down most of her Smirnoff Ice.  Liquid courage?  She remained transfixed on Robby�s dick.



I whispered to Robby, �How�s
that beautiful cock of yours?  Dani
didn�t wear it out, did she?�  I reached
over and palmed his cock, feeling it begin to swell. 



�Why?  You want to try wearing it out yourself?� He
smiled at me, his eyes though still on Cheryl.



�You know what I can do,� I
said, and went down on him.



He mumbled, �Nice.�



Cheryl groaned.



I sucked him until he
swelled so erect it barely fit in my mouth. 
I wanted that cock to stretch me so much, but Robby was so intent on
Cheryl that I figured I could wait.  I
pulled my lips away and turned toward a breathlessly aroused Cheryl.



�Maybe you�d like to try
this one?� I asked her, waving Robby�s masterpiece like a flag.



She didn�t say a word, just
swooned, as Robby went to work on her within the glow of the fireplace.  He sucked on her clit before moving his body
up between her thighs.  When she saw his
immense erection hovering over her, she moaned loudly, her legs spreading ever
so slightly more.  Damn, for someone who
just lost their virginity less than an hour ago she sure was ready for
more.  He eased into her slowly.  Within a few thrusts he was slamming into
her to the hilt.  I�d stood up and moved
to a chair away from the fire, masturbating while watching them go at it.



Cheryl�s hips were writhing
and her caterwauling was awe-inspiring. 
I�d wondered if her recently de-virgined vagina could take Robby�s size,
but her cries and bucking hips said she was enjoying him very well, thank
you.  For his part, Robby was
maintaining a pace that would ensure he enjoyed fucking the prettiest
cheerleader equally as well.



�Whoa, is that Cheryl?  Jesus Christ!�  I stopped fingering myself long enough to see Leroy standing near
me, watching them fuck like rabbits in the flickering glow cast from the
fireplace.



One look at his dark,
sculpted form standing there and I had to have him.  �Never mind Cheryl, come here and fuck me good!�



I sucked Leroy�s cock to
sufficient stiffness, then leaned over the chair and offered my ass to
him.  He rammed into me from behind like
the good doggie I was and fucked me hard. 
The slap-slap-slap of his balls against me competed with Cheryl�s wails
as all the sounds of sex echoed through the large room.



Then came the sounds of
climax: Cheryl�s �AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAhhhhhhh!� was punctuated by Robby�s �Oh
God!� which dueled with Leroy�s loud grunts and my �YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!�



Cheryl and Robby collapsed
in each other�s arms and promptly fell asleep. 
Leroy and I walked back out to the deck, each grabbing another beer on
the way.



�Damn it girl, you are one
hot piece of ass, you know that?� Leroy said, looking like he was hoping to get
it up one more time.



�Like I always say, �you
gotta have Faith�,� I said with a giggle.



He told me how he had to
pull some of the �drunken fools� from the hot tub before they �cooked like
lobsters.� Steve was one of them.  Leroy
said that Steve had jumped Anita, probably thinking he was quite the stud after
busting his girlfriend Cheryl�s cherry, oblivious to Cheryl getting better
�seconds� with Robby inside.  According
to Leroy, Anita gave in, but �didn�t seem impressed,� which was his way of
saying she didn�t scream a quarter as loud as Cheryl when she came.



It warmed my heart (and
other body parts) to see people still screwing in and around the hot tub.  Danielle, in fact, was getting double-teamed
by a couple of the football players.  I
figured DP was next, and sure enough a cock made it into each hole.  Boy, could my friend Dani be noisy,
especially now getting ass-fucked!



Over on one of the lounge
chairs two girls were making out, neither of which I would have ever thought
was bi or lesbian.  This was way
cool!  I looked around for Josh but he
wasn�t there.



Leroy said, pointing to the
hot tub, �Shit, look at that water. Must be all cum-suds in there. You gonna
have a cleanin� chore ahead of you, girl.�



�Don�t worry about the
tub.  Can you help me pick up some of
these bottles and cans?  Fuck, they�re
everywhere!�



�Sure I�ll help you, Faith,
but what does ol� Leroy get in return?�



I smiled up at him and
patted him on the ass.  �Why, Leroy, you
get some more Faith.�



He guffawed, and we started
picking up all the trash.  We left the
deck behind and did some picking up in the rest of the house.  Ah, there was Josh, in one of the
bedrooms, deep-brown Felicia hopping up and down on his glistening pole.  Leroy and I stopped for a second and watched
them.



�The sister likes �em
white,� he whispered.



I elbowed him. �So what, you
do too,� I whispered back.



He grabbed my ass, �You�re
right about that.�



Watching Felicia riding Josh
faster as she moaned and whimpered, Leroy leaned toward me and whispered in my
ear, �This whole scene turns you on, doesn�t it?�  I looked at him but didn�t answer.  He added, �you know what I mean, this party, everybody fucking,
little white cheerleaders� cherries a-poppin�, the whole orgy thing�it�s your
fuckin� spigot�gets all that pussy juice flowing, don�t it?�



�Well�yeah,� I said
matter-of-factly.  I like fucking and I
like to see everyone else fucking too. 
So what�s the big deal?�



�No big deal, excepting
this,� he said, pulling me away from the bedroom door and showing me his erect
cock.



He pulled me along back
toward the living room, where the spot in front of the fireplace was now
vacant.  He laid me down in front of the
still smoldering fire and began tonguing me. 
He didn�t need to do that to get me ready, I already was hot for him�or
anyone for that matter.



He can be quite the pile
driver when he gets going, and he was going.  He slammed into me, exactly what I needed.  I was soon crying out �HARDER!  DEEPER! 
FASTER!� and like a good boy he did as he was told.



�YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS, OH,
YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!� I screamed, the incredible orgasm, borne by my need, by
the whole sex-filled atmosphere, overwhelming me, taking me down, down�



He groaned, �Damn you girl,
you�re draining me,� as he came deep within my convulsing vagina.



We showered together before
walking around and surveying the damage. 
Although it was near dawn, a few couples were still drinking and
fucking.  I shut off the empty hot tub,
trying not to think about its cleaning, cum stains everywhere.  We found Cheryl passed out with her head
resting on Steve�s midsection, her hand on his flaccid cum-covered cock.  Dani and Robby were asleep in one of the
bedrooms.  I pondered the consequences
of not seeing a single condom used all night, figuring they could ding me for
the booze maybe, but not THAT.  
In another bedroom a pile of bodies lay entangled on the bed; I
recognized Josh�s ass, Rick�s head and Felicia�s tits, but the others�or even
how many there were�remained a mystery I had no urge to solve just then.  I�d get everyone out of here and on the way
home in a while.



�Had a good time, Leroy?�



�What do you think?� He said
with a big grin.  �I got to have my
favorite piece of ass twice.� He gave me a big kiss as his hands found my ass
one more time.



No third time.  After we talked for a while about college,
Leroy got dressed and took off after he�d roused some of the �body pile� folks
in the back bedroom, including Josh, who followed Leroy out the door.  So much for Josh being my prom date �laugh!
�that was meant as a joke.  I picked up
a few more empties and took inventory of those who were still there.  I finally located my thong and slipped it
back on.  I draped my dress over a chair
and said what the hell and popped open another beer.  Breakfast!  I went back
out to the deck, sat in a lounge chair, and admired the black-turning-to-navy
dawn sky.



Sleepy-eyed Dani came out to
the deck, still naked.  �Well, Faith, I
think your idea was a hit.  Senior year
is going out with a bang�or two,� she said, her lust-swollen tits bouncing as
she giggled.



When she flinched sitting in
the chair next to me, I asked, �You sore?�



�Maybe a little bit.�



�First time?�



�You mean the
two-for-one-sale?  Yeah.  Felt good, and I�m sure my asshole will be
back to normal tomorrow,� she said with a laugh.



�I�m not sore,� I declared.



�How many?�



�Once with Josh and twice
with Leroy.�



�Leroy!  He�s so fucking good!�



�You got that right.  But I never did get to have Robby�he got
Cheryl instead.  Can you believe how
wild she got after her hymen was liberated? 
She�ll be a slut for sure when she gets to college!�



�Yeah, that was amazing
wasn�t it?  Don�t you worry about losing
out on Robby, maybe next weekend we could do a foursome, do you think Josh
would go along?�



�Does he have a cock?�  We both laughed.



We heard a door close
followed by car doors slamming.  The
rest of the participants were going home. 
I asked Dani, �We the last?�



�Looks like it, girl.�



�I was gonna clean up some
more, but I�m beat.  I think I�ll sneak
back up here before next weekend and finish the job.  My parents will know something happened, but as long as
the place isn�t trashed I�ll be ok.�



�On that note, I think I�ll
get going.  You riding with me, or you
calling somebody for a lift?�



We both rose from our
chairs.  I said, �I guess if you�re
going, I�m going.�



Danielle came close to me,
�You�re my best friend in the world, you know that?  I love you, Faith.�



She hugged me, her warm tits
pushing into mine.  The kiss was nowhere
near sisterly.  She had one hand at the
nape of my neck and the other at my back, pulling me ever closer.  She was my best friend, but this was a first
for us.  I�d never planned for the
moment, but now that it was happening, I was thrilled and incredibly horny.  We stumbled into the house and fell to the
quilt that still occupied the space before the glowing embers of the dying
fireplace.  The quilt wasn�t too
wet and sticky to use one more time.



She tore my thong off and we
began tonguing each other in a sixty-nine stranglehold.  We were two insatiably hungry girls, in
spite of the sex we�d had throughout the night.  I wasn�t very experienced in the flavors of pussy, but Danielle�s
was exquisite, even if I tasted more familiar cum remnants still inside
her.  We thrashed, licked, and crushed
our tits fiercely into each other.



When I absently fingered her
anus as I sucked on her clit, she uttered, �Don�t�do�that�.�



I imagined she said that
because she was still sore from her earlier anal adventure, but with my
fingertip still parting her sphincter, she came with an explosive spray of
pussy juice and an ungodly scream of ecstasy. 
Having been satisfied, Dani lost all concentration in getting me
off.  That was all right with me.  I wasn�t easy to keep satisfied anyway,
orgasm or not.



We showered, and I put my
dress back on minus my shredded thong, which went into the trash.  Danielle wore the t-shirt and shorts she�d
thoughtfully brought along.  We locked
up and climbed into her car.



On the way back to the city
we talked of the prom, the party, graduation, summer, and college in the
fall.  We were both glum.  We�d been friends for eons and soon would be
going to different colleges in different states.



�I hope you don�t have
second thoughts about what we just did,� she said, momentarily taking her eyes
off the road to look at me.



�You mean the sex?  Dani, I love you too much to think badly of
you for that.  I think we both needed to
love each other that way just once. 
You�re my friend forever, no matter where life takes us.�



Her smile meant more to me
than any of the orgasms I had all night.



I reached across the center
console and placed my hand on her thigh. 
�Okay, let�s talk about that foursome.�











The End



 



I wanted to tell this story as a way to exorcise the demons of my
teen years.  My senior prom was a
disaster.  My date ignored me except in
his car after the dance, where he tried desperately to get inside my
panties.  I wasn�t going to let the
idiot have the satisfaction.  It�s not
like I was a virgin saving myself for my prince charming to come along.  I wrote about my early sexual experiences in

Summer Camp Memories, so you know I wasn�t a teenaged prude
when it came to sex, but my insecurities (a little overweight, acne, etc.)
weren�t going to allow me to simply give in to anyone.



I wish at that age I�d had the chutzpah, the self-assuredness of
Faith to go after what I wanted sexually. 
I was a horny teenage girl too timid to go for it.  So you see, Faith is the �inner me�.  I love her, and I hope you do too.











With Love,



        Donna
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Jill had never
been any more than a school acquaintance of mine when our folks shipped us off
to girls� summer camp.  Jill was my
bunkmate.  I wanted to bunk with my best
friend Jeannine but the camp gods deemed otherwise.  To be honest, one reason I�d never got friendlier with Jill was
because she was by far the prettiest girl in my class.  And she had breasts, too.  I was too envious and felt out of her league
besides.  She had long, blond hair, and
for a 12-year-old, an actual curvy body, unlike the rest of us who were either
skinny as rails or adorned with baby fat some of us would never grow out
of.  I hadn�t known much about puberty
and sex at that age, but I did know all the boys in school sniffed around Jill
when at the same time they wouldn�t look at me twice.  Looking back, I can imagine many a pubescent dick had been jerked
off to thoughts of her.


 



The first week
at camp had been uneventful�if you didn�t call all the bullshit games and
crafts �events.�  Mischief for a few of
the girls amounted to sneaking into the woods to smoke.  I didn�t join them�I wasn�t much for
mischief.


 



The communal
shower took some getting used to.  For
some reason beyond modesty I didn�t like the idea other girls would be seeing
me naked.  I had to get over it fast
since that was how it was going to be for the duration of camp (and school gym
classes going forward).  Showering with
Jill was an eye opener.  Like I said,
she didn�t have the body of a 12-year-old. 
Her breasts weren�t round like my mom�s (or like I imagined all women�s
to look like).  Jill�s were pointy.  They looked like upswept cones, topped by
big, puffy nipples.  My tits and those
of the other girls were either flat or tiny bumps, and nothing close to her
size.  Her pubic hair was almost as
blond as the hair on her head, little curly tufts of light hair that was
amazing for its contrast with the rest of us, ours being dark and coarse. 


 



Day One shower,
and Jill was right next to me, bellyaching under the tepid spray, �Did you see
Jeannine checking out my boobs?  I mean,
like she�s a lez.�  Huh? Lez?  She continued, �Like, she�s your friend,
Donna.  Have you two fooled around or
anything?�


 



�Fooled around?�
I said, dumbfounded.


 



�You know�� She
looked at my expression, I guess, and said, �Maybe you don�t,� dismissing me
with a wave of her hand.  That didn�t
stop her from going on to the others and me, �Sometimes I hate these things,�
placing a hand on each breast and giving them a wiggle.  �All the stupid boys wanna do is touch
�em.  It�s disgusting.�  She went back to soaping up and washing the
aforementioned touchable objects, and I didn�t think the idea was disgusting at
all.  I must have been blushing since my
face felt hot and it wasn�t from the shower water either.


 



I don�t know
what possessed me, but I said, �At least you have �em, not like me.�


 



She looked at my
chest and said, �C�mon, girl, yours will grow and probably be a lot bigger than
mine.  I can tell.�


 



�How?�


 



Without any
hesitation she reached over and touched one of my bumps.  �See, like right here you can feel the
outlines of how they will be in a while. 
Yours are gonna be big ones.�


 



I knew I was
blushing then, my breath caught in my chest that remained hot from her touch.


 



During the
remainder of the day, I was in other activity groups so I didn�t see Jill until
it was bedtime.  When I said bunkmates,
I really meant it�good old-fashioned bunk beds.  Jill had the top bunk and I had the bottom.  I had on full pajamas and she wore a
nightdress.


 



At lights out, she
leaned over the edge of her bed and spoke to me.  �Hey Donna, I�m sorry if I made you uncomfortable in the
shower�you know, like touching you.� 
She chuckled a little and said, �I have to admit you did look cute with
that baffled look on your face.  You
ever kiss a boy?�


 



�Never,� I
answered.  And I never had a boy want to
touch my tits either, I forlornly thought.


 



�It�s a
shame�kissing is so neat,� she said, before saying goodnight.


 



The following
day was dumb activity after dumber activity. 
The best part was swimming in the nearby lake.  I figured Jill would have the skimpiest bikini of us all but her
suit was a one-piece not much different than mine.


 



That night in
our beds, Jill leaned over the edge as she had the night before.  �Goodnight. 
You having fun here at Camp Dumpy?� Using the perversion of the camp�s
actual name everyone used there.


 



�Yeah, I think
so.  The lake is nice, isn�t it?�  She agreed. 
I asked the question that had been haunting me all day.  �Why did you ask me if I ever kissed a boy?�


 



�I dunno, you
seem kinda innocent, like you don�t know about sex and all.�


 



�I, er, don�t
know a lot, I guess,� I said.  Shit, I
knew NOTHING about sex.


 



�She smiled, and
whispered, �Kissing is the best, at least so far that I�ve learned.  I mean, when I kiss boys I get all weird,
you know, down there.�  


 



What was she
talking about?  My face must have
betrayed my puzzlement.


 



She made a sound
like �Urgh� and sort of rolled her eyes, and then whispered, �In a bit when the
rest are asleep, climb up here and we�ll�ah�talk, OK?�


 



I was still
clueless of what she wanted to talk about, however I warmed to the adventure so
when it grew quiet around our bunkhouse I scampered in the darkness up to her
bed.  Jill was acting very animated, so
I was sure she would talk too loudly and wake the others.  But she didn�t.


 



Whispering, she
said, �Why don�t I teach you how to kiss?�


 



�What?�


 



�Shush�you don�t
know how to kiss a boy so I think I can teach you.  I mean, it�s pretty cool the way you feel after, and it�s kinda
like getting you ready for sex.�


 



She lost me in
connecting kissing to sex.  I didn�t
know what to say.  She must have known
all along how clueless I was and at some level I was happy she took interest in
me and was teaching me things.  All I
knew was that I felt really funny (in a good way) laying this close to
her.  Even in the near blackness, she
looked so pretty, her golden hair shining in the filtered moonlight.


 



In her
conspiratorial whisper, she said, �You know, boys will always mash their lips
against yours like they�re hungry or something.  You have to kinda take charge, what I mean is you have to open
your lips so they get the hint and put their tongue in.�


 



�Tongue?  That�s not kissing,� I interrupted.


 



�Shhhh,� she
scolded.  �We gotta be quiet.�  She placed a hand at my cheek, and
whispered, �Oh yeah, tongues are the best part.  Let me show you�I�ll be like the boy.�


 



She slid her
hand from my cheek to the nape of my neck and used it to pull my head
closer.  When her lips met mine I
thought I would faint.  They were soft
and warm and electric.  She wormed her
tongue between my lips and began rubbing its tip against mine.  She slowly moved her lips against my lips,
which were surprisingly wet from saliva. 
Was I drooling, I thought in horror?  While the one hand remained at the nape of my neck, her other
slowly ran up my side until the combination of kiss and touch made me shudder
involuntarily.  That�s when I became
aware her breasts were pressed into me with only our nightclothes between us.  Her heat somehow transferred into my chest; I
felt my nipples pucker tight. 
Altogether a fantastic feeling, as she predicted.


 



Jill soon
whispered, �See how nice kissing is?�


 



�Yeah, it felt
good.�


 



�Did you feel
anything in your vagina?�


 



�Huh?� Still clueless,
but soon to be educated some more.


 



            �When a boy kisses
me I get all kinda, er, fluttery down there�and wet like I peed�but it�s not
like that, I know�it�s better�way better. 
Did you feel that way?�


 



�I dunno, I
sorta felt funny in my stomach, like butterflies or something.�  I don�t know why I felt like I HAD to, but I
did�I slid my hand into my panties and touched myself.  �Yeah, I�m kinda wet, maybe a little.�


 



�See?  It�s cool.� 
She was silent for a moment, then asked in her hushed voice, �Wanna do
it again?�


 



I nodded but in
the darkness I doubted she saw me.  She
must have taken silence as a yes anyway, for she moved her lips to mine once
more.  This one was better, though I
couldn�t pinpoint why.  Maybe it was the
heat of her lips (more saliva?) or maybe it was the greater intensity of my
butterflies.  I lost track of how long
we kept our lips and tongues together. 
After a long while Jill whispered that I better get back to my bed
before we fell asleep, or �they�ll all be talking in the morning.�


 



I clambered back
down to the lower bunk.  Before sleep
took me, I felt between my legs again. 
Oh yeah, much wetter this time; such a nice feeling I thought.  My dream that night was of puddles and
fluttering butterfly wings.


 



Following
breakfast the next day I didn�t see Jill until we went swimming in the
afternoon heat.  She seemed glad to see
me, which was a surprise of sorts since the �popular� girls weren�t usually
that friendly to me.  Seeing her smile,
I remembered our kissing last night and I�m sure I blushed bright red.  She went so far as to compliment me on how I
looked in my bathing suit.  I couldn�t
believe my ears.


 



�Yeah, it looks
great �cause it�s tight and you have a nice butt.  When those boobs of yours really sprout you�ll look really good
in a bikini.�  She laughed.  �I�ve got a bikini but my mom said there was
no way I was gonna wear it here.  I
think she had ideas of male counselors raping me or something.  Jeez!�


 



I said, �You
look so good in that one-piece, �specially up top, I can only imagine what you
look like in a bikini.�


 



�Wow!  Talk like that and I�ll be your friend for
life!�  She giggled lightly, with a hint
of throatiness.


 



�I�d like to be
your friend.�  I really meant it too�a
whole new realm for me to be in.  I was supremely
happy the rest of the day thinking about her.


 



At lights out,
Jill whispered from the top bunk, �Psst, hey, you.  C�mon up here,� sounding as if she were suppressing a giggle.


 



I climbed up in
the darkness and was immediately shocked. 
She was naked except for her panties! 
She whispered to me that she never wore pajamas or anything to bed at
home and was tired of having to wear the nightdress in the summer heat of our
cabin.


 



�You wanna kiss
again?�


 



I answered her
with action, not words, brushing my lips against hers.  This one lasted longer than the one the
night before.  I was itchier and wetter
than the night before too.  I found I
liked kissing very much. 


 



Jill moaned
�Mmmmmm,� her lips vibrating, and at the same time her tongue grew more frantic
as it darted all around my mouth.  Her
hand went under my pajama top and touched one of my nipples.  I pulled away.


 



�Don�t do that,�
I whispered.


 



She took a deep
breath and then said, �Donna, I�m so sorry. 
Whew, I got carried away for a minute.� 
Another deep breath; �Wow, like you�re a great kisser for a rookie.�


 



�You touched
me,� was all I could say, more out of confusion than accusation.


 



Just then a girl in another bed
coughed and stirred.  Jill said
�Shhhh.�  After several minutes of
renewed silence, she whispered, �You know, you can touch me if you want.  We�ve been talking about tits seems like
every day, so if you want to, like, see what they feel like, I won�t mind.�


 



The surprising
thing to me was that I really did want to see what they felt like.  I reached my hand out and lightly cupped one
breast and squeezed it a little.  She
moaned.  I thought she likes it,
and that intrigued me for sure.  Did I
like it when she touched my nipple?  It
got goosepimply and I shivered a little, so the answer seemed to be yes.  I fondled her and soon our lips were locked
together again in another long, juicy kiss.


 



When we finally
came up for air, she whispered, �Omigod, I�m really wet now.  I can feel it.�


 



I knew how wet I
was then, but I shocked myself by asking in a hushed voice, �Can I feel it?�


 



I got a
too-loud, croaking reply, �Yes, oh yes.� 
I slid my hand tentatively into her panties and discovered her
arousal.  She was indeed wet, maybe a
lot more than me.  The crotch of her
panties was so wet it did feel like she�d peed herself.


 



She moaned
softly, then whispered, �You better get down into your bed.  I�m gonna do myself, and I don�t want you as
temptation so close, OK?�


 



I truly didn�t know what she meant, but I dutifully
climbed down from the top bunk.  In a
minute I felt the bunk bed rock a bit and I heard her moan and whimper.  I was beginning to understand what she meant
by �temptation� and what she had just done.


 



The next morning before breakfast, Jill whispered in
my ear, �Today when we go to the lake, we�ll sneak off into the woods�to do
some, ah, exploring.  OK?�


 



Exploring with Jill sounded like a grand idea.  All I could think of all day was kissing
her, and the sounds she made after I left her bed.  At lakeside, we conspired. 
Since this time was ours and not for any organized camp activity, we
could do anything as long as we weren�t conspicuous by our absence.  On the lake was one of those floating wooden
rafts to swim out to.  Jill and I swam
out to it when we knew no one else would be out there.  On the raft, she pointed out a cabin that
was a short way around the perimeter of the lake from our camp.  She said the cabin seemed uninhabited, which
she thought was strange given the season.


 



�Let�s swim over there and check it out,� she said
excitedly.  Off we went into the water.


 



When we got there, we found that the unusual
building on the shore was a boathouse. 
We walked up the tiny beach to the cabin.  The small house wasn�t as rustic as it looked from afar, but was
empty nonetheless.  We looked in windows
and tried the doors but they were securely locked.


 



�Owners must have hit bad times, or maybe they�re
dead or something,� I said.  �It�s a
shame, looks like a nice place.�


 



�Let�s look in the boathouse,� Jill proclaimed
before grabbing my hand and practically dragging me along.


 



The one door was padlocked.  We looked in through the door�s window to
see there wasn�t a boat in there.  The
small building, much like a garage of sorts, had a floor ledge on one side with
the rest being water.  An overhead door
was at the water�s end.


 



Jill grew excited, and said, �We can go in there and
check it out.  The garage-door-thing
doesn�t go all the way down so we can swim under it.  Let�s go.�


 



I thought it was a neat adventure so I didn�t
protest.  We swam under the door and
found ourselves in the cool yet damp boathouse.  We scrambled up on the wooden side ledge and sat down.  No sooner were we sitting and drip-drying,
then she leaned toward me and said she wanted to kiss.  Yeah, I liked this kissing stuff and I guess
I was secretly hoping she would want to. 
We weren�t simply kissing though; our hands were also joining in the
fun, touching each other�s recently learned tender spots, ignoring our wet
suits.


 



I was surprised yet not totally so when Jill stood
up and began taking off her bathing suit, saying, �C�mon, it�ll be like we�re
lost on an island or something.�


 



When hers was off, I couldn�t help but stare.  To my eyes she was the epitome of young
beauty with her wet, mussed, golden hair and her lithe curvy body.  She implored me to do the same, but I was
reluctant, even though she�d already seen my nakedness in the camp shower.  She jumped into the water and bobbed up and
down, still hounding me to take off my suit. 
Maybe I just didn�t want to disappoint her, seeing she was becoming my
unlikely friend.  I stood and stripped
off my suit, and before I could chicken out, jumped in with her.  We playfully splashed each other in the
shallow water.  At some point we ended
up holding each other.  Our impromptu
embrace spawned more kissing.  I was a
collection of charged nerve endings; with the excess sparks concentrated at the
point my wet breasts touched hers.


 



Without saying much we got out of the water and lay
out on the boathouse�s wooden ledge, close to each other.  I hardly knew what was going through her
mind.  I barely knew what was going
through my mind.  I was lying naked with another
girl, one I had kissed many times so far�and enjoying it all.


 



�Oh Donna, this is like heaven.  I�m so glad you came with me,� she said in a
dreamy voice.  �This is like we�re the
only two people in the world�like the Garden of Eden or something.�  She reached over and touched me.  She was touching me THERE.  She lazily traced fingertips around my
suddenly hot and buzzing labia before finding a magic spot�one I didn�t know
much about then but later grew to understand fully, as all women eventually do.


 



I moaned, �Ohhhhhh,� that fluttery feeling in my
stomach I felt when we kissed back, and this time with a vengeance.  At the sound of my voice, Jill looked at me
and smiled angelically.


 



�Feels good, doesn�t it?�  She murmured.


 



She kept at that spot and all sorts of vibrations
overwhelmed my body.  I�d never felt
those sensations before but I wanted them to go on forever.  I had my eyes closed and was surprised to
realize Jill had gotten between my legs. 
She was kissing my pussy!  I was
all ready to push her away in disgust when her tongue found the magic spot and
all revulsion was forgotten in a swell of fluttering stomach-butterfly wings.


 



Before I knew it, I made a loud noise that echoed
and careened around the small space.  My
body heaved and twitched.  I was having
my first orgasm.  My cherry was still
intact (I would lose that in a few years) but I was no longer a virgin.  She hugged me again, heat radiating from
both of us.  She confessed that since
the first day in the shower she wanted to do that to me.


 



�Y-you like girls?� 
I sputtered, still awash in my climax.


 



�I like boys too, don�t get me wrong, but yeah I
look at girls.�  She leaned over me as I
lay on my back, one of her warm breasts against me�I loved it.  �You might not have thought of it but I saw
how you looked at me in the shower, and how much you like kissing me,� she
said.  �I just made love to you�will you
do the same to me?�


 



She lowered her face to me and we kissed.  It was so hot all of a sudden in the
boathouse.  Make love, I
thought.  Sex.  With a girl, no less!  


 



She laid on her back and closed her eyes as I
explored her body.  I touched and
caressed every curve.  I played with her
breasts, squeezing them in rapt study, first one then the other.  I ran a fingertip over and around her
nipples; she moaned as I did so, the only sound she�d made so far.  I looked at her face to find her eyes closed
and a smile on her lips.  I kissed one
of her nipples, soliciting another soft moan. 
My hand went back to exploring the soft texture of her preteen skin.  As I lightly touched her lower abdomen she
spread her legs.  Or did they naturally
spread on their own for me?  I
scrutinized her pubis and vulva (of course, I didn�t know those names then as I
do now).  Her pubic hair wasn�t quite as
blond as that on her head but light nonetheless, wispy curls feeling not nearly
as course as mine were.  Her lips were
open like a flower�s petals, and they were as dewy as a morning lawn.   I moved between those inviting thighs.  I thought of what she did to me minutes ago
and tried to emulate her.  If I �missed�
she coached me on finding the right spots. 
I soon forgot the apprehension of having my face in the crotch of
another girl as my tongue explored and learned.


 



�Yes, oh yes! 
Right there!  Yes!�  She groaned.  


 



Her pussy grew so wet and I knew it wasn�t saliva
this time, or dew.  Wow!  Her body quivered as I licked.  I remembered (very fondly!) the blissful
contractions of my own orgasm a short while ago, so I was prepared for hers.


 



�YES, DONNA, YES!!!!�  She screamed as her hips bucked and her legs kicked and clamped
onto me.  My lips and chin were covered
with her pussy juice.


 



We hopped back into the cool boathouse water.  We kissed and touched and hugged some more,
until we realized the sunshine had almost disappeared from the building�s only
window.


 



�Holy shit!� 
Jill yelled.  �We gotta get
back!  Shit, are we gonna be in
trouble.�


 



We hastily put our suits back on.  Figuring how far camp was by way of the road
(and without shoes) we decided it was prudent to swim back the way we came,
first to the raft then to the camp�s tiny beach.  The swim was tiring but we got there.  When we walked up to the compound, counselors and campers alike
yelled and ran to greet us.  In unison
they all said how they thought we were lost, or worse, drowned.  They were in fact just getting ready to call
the State Police.  We were first hugged,
then hollered at, then scolded some more. 
Demanding to know what happened, we told how we swam off to explore
another part of the lake and got lost. 
Jill embellished the story by saying she had gotten a stitch in her side
and was afraid to swim more until it went away.  They seemed to buy it.


 



Of course later that night I joined her again in the
top bunk.  We kissed and fondled each
other, taking turns bringing each other to orgasm.  We made noise, not loud, but we knew other girls in other bunks
could hear us making love.  The
following night while we repeated our lovemaking and sang our songs of climax,
we overheard a couple of other girls cumming, probably having masturbated to
our orgasmic soundtrack.


 



The remainder of summer camp was like that; we were
loose friends by day and lovers by night. 
Because of us being �lost� on that amazing day, they wouldn�t let us out
of their sight so we never had another chance to moisten the ledge in the empty
boathouse, instead moistening the sheets of Jill�s bunk.


 



In the fall, back in school, Jill would say hi and
we�d talk and laugh whenever we ran into each other, still friends.  It wasn�t often since we sort of ran in
different circles.  She was, of course,
one of the �popular� girls.  I
wasn�t.  We never talked about our
summertime sexual liaison�my sex education. 
My best friend Jeannine gave me a hard time for ignoring her during
summer camp.


 



�You spent all your time with that Jill girl, like
you knew she wouldn�t be friends with you like I am,� Jeannine bellyached.  


 



Little did Jeannine know what kind of friend Jill
had become during those precious few weeks.


 



It took a few more years before I had sex again,
stupidly losing my cherry in high school. 
I really hadn�t been that experienced when I met my future husband, but
I considered myself securely rooted on the side of heterosexuality.  It would be some thirty years or so before I
made love to another woman when my friend Shannon invited me between her thighs
at Millie�s beach house.  I seriously
don�t think of myself as bisexual, but I know I�ll never forget Jill.  I lost track of her after school.  I�m sure she became the woman she wanted to
be.  Maybe she�s a lesbian now.  Who knows? 



 



All I know is what she taught me that beautiful
summer.  Since then I�ve never quite
looked at boathouses the same way.










Donna
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The story is as its title suggests�slow and
sexy foreplay



 



Donna M.



 



I was sweaty and dirty, struggling to get the new
shrub into the dug hole where hopefully it would lead a full, green life, when
Eric spoke to me over the back yard fence. 
�You know how sexy you look when you get down and dirty like that?�


I glanced over to
see his always-mischievous smile.  �I
bet you say that to all the girls.�


�Of course I
don�t, only those I�m trying to get out of their clothes and into the shower
with me.�  I smiled back at the flirt.


�Won�t happen,
buddy.  I�m not that kind of gal.�  I�d stopped my shrub planting to look at
him.


�Yeah, I know�the
play-hard-to-get gal all the way, that�s my Kate.  Seriously, how about letting me help with that thing?  Looks like you could use it.�  I could, so I asked him over.


Eric and Heather
have lived next to us for about five years now.   They were in their late twenties and had the athletic physiques
to match.  My husband Scott, and I were
in our mid forties, and unfortunately our bodies reflected our age equally
well. For some playful reason known only to him, Eric had flirted with me from
the moment they moved in.  His wife�s
body could be in Playboy while mine was more suitable for Better Homes and
Gardens, with my wide hips, lumpy thighs (to me) and less-than-flat
stomach.  Eric helped me unwrap the root
ball and muscle the whole thing into the prepared hole.  It wasn�t easy being that close to the
man.  He only had on shorts and sandals,
his tanned bronze skin glistening with sweat as he knelt beside me.  I snuck a glance at his handsome face and
his unruly mop of black hair I found so sexy. 
When we were done, he gave me another one of his boyish grins.


�See, that went
much easier than if I wasn�t around. 
Now, why don�t we jump in the shower and let me clean all that dirt off
you.�


�In your dreams,
buster,� I said and laughed.  


He made a
wisecrack about furry bushes and holes, though instead of laughing at his crude
double-entendre, I must have blushed, my face growing hot, thinking about my
unshaven pubic hair.  I bet Heather was
shaved baby-smooth.  Maybe Eric was too,
I thought, and that made me blush again. 
I hoped he didn�t see it.


�Ok, but it�s your
loss.  I�m known around these parts as a
great back washer.�


�Known by whom?� I
asked, before realizing I was treading into dangerous territory.


He chuckled, and
said, �If I told you I�d have to kill you.� 
I thanked him for helping, and he said bye as he headed to the gate
between our adjacent back yards.


As he was about to
close the gate, he turned back and asked, �I�m going into the pool to cool
off�could use some company.  Why don�t
you put on your bikini and join me?�


My God, was I
tempted.  So many times I�d fantasized
about sleeping with Eric, imagining how it would be, how it would differ from
the routine sex Scott and I had. 
However, no way would I dare to be such a fool as to say yes to his
flirtatious invitations and suffer that kind of rejection.  I knew it was simple flirting on his part,
especially with a lean, blond aerobic instructor for a wife.  I would be a poor substitute for Heather, I
was sure.  I didn�t want to act the
fool.


I smiled and shook
my head.  �What�s the matter?  Heather�s not home and you�re afraid to go
in the pool by yourself?�  He laughed,
his turn to shake his head.  I added,
�Besides, I don�t own a bikini.�


�I thought every
woman had a bikini in their closet. 
Shit, Heather has dozens.�


�Maybe if I had
Heather�s bod I�d have dozens too.�


�Come on, Kate,
nothing�s wrong with your body.  I bet
you could fit into one of my wife�s suits without a problem.�


I patted my rump
and said, �Well, this is one �problem� that I don�t think one of Heather�s
bottoms could fit.�


Eric laughed,
muttering �Women!� as he closed the gate.


Later I heard the
splash of Eric going into his pool. 
Before going into the house to shower, temptation got the best of me and
I peered over the face in time to see him climb up the pool ladder.  He had on navy blue Speedos and he looked
gorgeous in the suit.  Looked like quite
a package he had in that suit too.


Under the spray of
hot shower water, the sweat and grime of my landscaping work rinsing off, I
contemplated what his promising package might look like freed from his
trunks.  I quickly got aroused and
fingered myself to an amazing orgasm.  I
never got orgasms like that anymore with Scott.  I figured that�s just how things were and accepted it.


My husband had to
spend some time in the office on that Saturday to handle some emergency or
other.  Seems there were more and more
emergencies lately.  After dinner, we
sat out on our patio sipping cocktails. 
Scott never made a comment about the new shrub.  Not on his radar screen.  When we heard splashing coming from the next
yard, he got out of his chair and looked over the fence.


�Nice bikini
there, Heather.  A new one?�


I heard her laugh,
and then, �Not this one.  Last year�s
model.�


I got up to go to
the fence and join my husband as Eric called for us to join them.  �Put suits on if you want, the water�s
great.�  We went back into the house and
put on suits; mine was my sensible (that�s how I thought about it) one-piece
that had the elastic panel to �control� my waistline.  Didn�t do much for my hips and thighs though.


When we got to
poolside, a petite brunette in an amazingly skimpy thong bikini had joined
Heather.  They were sprawled
side-by-side on a lounge chair built for two. 
Heather introduced her as Tina, telling us she was a fellow aerobics
instructor and coworker.  My husband�s
eyes were bulging out of his head ogling the hard-body pair in their miniscule
bikinis.  I glanced over at Eric sitting
on his lounger and he returned a wink. 
He knew the effect the young ladies were having on Scott.  In his baggy board shorts it was difficult
to tell if my husband had an erection, but I bet he did.  He liked them young, I knew all too well,
sadly remembering rumors of a couple of his past dalliances with impressionable
young secretaries at the firm.


Heather and Tina
rose from the lounge chair and without fanfare pulled off their tops and dove
into the pool.  Before they did, I got a
chance to see Heather�s tits for the first time.  They were small cupcakes with nicely upturned nipples, barely jiggling
as she bounded toward the pool.  Tina,
on the other hand, hardly had tits at all, �A� cups that were almost all areola
and nipple.  The rest of their bodies
showed no fat, both sinewy and solid in their thongs.  One look at Tina�s tight and tanned ass cheeks and I certainly
did not want to rise from my chair and display mine.


Scott looked to
choke when he saw them.  I knew his
libido�and his male ego�would have him in the pool with them very shortly.  I glanced at Eric again to gauge his
reaction when I noticed that Tina had kissed Heather and was probably touching
her below the water line.  He looked
embarrassed and uncomfortable, which had me wondering if this was a first or
had this �intimacy� been evident to him before.


�C�mon, Heather,
ladies, we�ve got company.  Let�s show a
little discretion,� Eric hollered to his wife and her friend.


They giggled like
teenagers but stopped the touching and kissing.  That�s when my predictable husband decided to go swimming.  After he dove in he tried to get close to
the ladies but they didn�t seem to appreciate it.  Good for them, I thought.


Eric got off his
chair and slid it next to mine. 
Reclining back in the lounge chair once again, he turned to me and said,
�I hope you�re not�ahem�offended by the girls. 
They play around like that a lot.�


I didn�t know what
to say.  It sure looked to me like his
wife and her friend were acting as lesbian lovers would.  �No�Eric�it doesn�t bother me, I guess.  It�s just they look, you know�� I let my
reply hang, still unsure of what to say.


He looked at me
with a sweet half-smile but said nothing about Heather and Tina.  Instead, after a few minutes of watching
them trying to avoid my husband�s crude advances, he said almost in a whisper,
�I still think you�d look great in a bikini, not that your suit isn�t flattering.�  He looked away, continuing, �I don�t know
why you hide what you have, you look fantastic for��


I chuckled.  �Yeah, I know, �for a woman my age� is what
you were gonna say.�


�For any age,� he
uttered, not looking at me.


With a wife like
Heather was he really looking at me that way? 
What a flirt!


The ladies climbed
out of the pool, followed by my panting husband.  Scott�s wet shorts were visibly tented.  Eric saw it, shook his head, and laughed softly so only I could
hear him.  Eric got up and fixed us all
cocktails.  Heather and Tina, still
brazenly topless, would occasionally between snippets of conversation touch
each other in intimate ways.  It was
clear to me now, if it hadn�t already, that they were lovers.  I absently entertained the thought of Eric
and the ladies in a threesome, and imagining their tight bodies intertwined I
grew wet and nearly moaned aloud.


When it was time
to leave and after saying their goodbyes, Heather and Tina rushed into the
house, holding hands as they went, Scott looking after them with unmistakable
longing.  I noticed Eric also watched
the girls skip off, with something less than happiness etched on his face.  


Going through the
gate to our yard, Eric held me back. 
�Hey, Kate, you ever been in a sauna?� 
I told him no.  He smiled his
beguiling smile and said, �Maybe you could come over and try out our new one we
just had installed.  You could try on a
bikini too if you dare.�


�Will you stop it,
Eric,� I chuckled.  �I don�t think I�m a
bikini type of woman, I told you before, and besides what will Heather say?�


�She�ll be out.�


Could I do it, be
alone with him, in a sauna for God�s sake?  �What time you want me?� 
I cringed after realizing my unwitting double-entendre.  He acted like he didn�t get it, and told me
the time.  I said I�d think about
it.  A sauna sounded great.  He�d want to be in there with me.  Naked in a sauna�God, was I crazy?  If Scott was going to go off and play golf
with his buddies on a beautiful Sunday, then I could dare to be a
fortysomething fool.  Eric, flirt away!


I wore a sundress
and no bra, just my laciest black panties. 
Eric beamed when he opened his door and let me in.


�Damn, Kate, you
look good enough to eat,� he said, then turning serious, added, �I�m really
glad you came over.  I really hate these
weekend days by myself, and I DO love talking with you even if you won�t
take a shower with me.�


�I think you need
a cold shower,� I said, laughing.  �So,
where�s this great sauna you have?�


He led me through
his house to a room that used to be a small office.  That�s where they�d remodeled and built a sauna.  He opened the door and showed me the small
wood room, already getting warm from the heater.  Next he guided me to another room, which was obviously the master
bedroom.


�You promised to try on a bikini, and here are a few
of Heather�s she doesn�t wear anymore.� 
He pulled several sets from a bureau drawer, and handed them to me with
a wink.


�I don�t think I promised
anything, you big flirt, but I think I will take you up on that dare.�


I held a few of
the bikinis in turn, looking them over. 
One was a light blue number with side-tie bottoms and triangular-cut bra
cups.  The thing looked miniscule but
not as flimsy as some of the others. 
The blue would look nice against my pale skin and brown hair, I thought.


�Ok, now close the
door so I can try this on.�


�Aw, can I
watch?  That�s the best part!�


�You watch and
I�ll club you, now shoo or I won�t do it.�


After he closed
the door I pulled the sundress over my head and slipped off my panties.  For a moment I thought about being naked in
another man�s bedroom.  I was a fool,
but a fool who nonetheless was trying on that bikini.  I put on the bottoms, tied the strings, and looked in the mirror.  I was amazed.  I think more flesh was showing than with Heather since I was
wider.  Yes, my hips were a little �out
there��I never would have bought one like this for myself�but the damned thing
actually fit better than I could have dreamed. 
When I tied up the top, I had to laugh. 
My D-cup breasts were bulging out of Heather�s B-cup bikini bra.  I stood there and rotated slowly, looking at
my reflection.  I blushed.  Could I model this for Eric?


�Ok, I�m ready,� I
declared before opening the door.


Eric�s only
comment was a long wolf whistle.


�I take that as a
compliment,� I said as I pirouetted.


�Kate, you look
like a beach goddess, now all you need is a tan.�


�No tanning today,
just the sauna, monsieur.�


�Wow,� he
muttered.  �Let me change into shorts
and we�ll get in there.�  He looked at
me sideways, and said, �I don�t imagine you�ll join me nude like you�re
supposed to.�


�Not on our first
date,� I said, and he looked at me funny until he realizing I was kidding.


He slipped into
his bedroom while I went to a hall mirror and admired myself in the
bikini.  What a strange sight; I hadn�t
worn a bikini since I was a teen.  I
kept turning first one way then the other, looking at my ass.  I knew my ass was far from Heather�s friend
Tina�s, but I felt good showing what I was showing (and I was showing a lot)
even if it wasn�t a thong.  I reveled in
the way Eric had looked at me. 
Amazing�for an old broad like me!


I heard Eric say
something from the bedroom but I didn�t understand it all.  I went to the bedroom door and asked what he
said.  He was naked, getting ready to
pull up a pair of gym shorts.  He was
spectacularly hung!  His beautiful cock
hung down in that inverted J that always made an endowed man look so good. I
groaned involuntarily, getting him to look up at me.


He pulled up his
shorts quickly. �Hey, it�s not fair you peek at me when I had to close the door
on you.�  He smiled mischievously, his
trademark.


�Who said life was
fair?� I said.  �Let�s go use that sauna
you�ve been teasing me about.�


�Ok, but I�m not
sure who exactly IS the tease right now.�  He was looking me up and down again.  It made me hot�and exposed more than I was accustomed to
being.  As he opened the sauna door, he
reached into a small adjacent closet and lifted out two large towels and handed
one to me.  You know, since you�ve
already had your peek, I�m going to go in nude.  I hope you don�t mind.�


�I won�t
mind.�  I hope he didn�t detect the
tremor in my voice.


As he slipped off
his shorts and we entered and closed the door, he said, �I know you�re not
gonna take off the suit, but let me be honest, it�s better without it, the heat
and humidity is gonna make it uncomfortable.� 
He sat on the wooden bench and draped the towel over his lap.  Raising his hands in surrender, he said,
�But I won�t press the issue.  Relax and
enjoy.�


He was right.  After he had ladled some water on the heat
contraption (just how did that work? �gas? �electric, under those rocks?) I
soon got very uncomfortable and itchy under the suit, regardless of how skimpy
it was to begin with.  Eric looked
asleep.  I stole a glimpse at the towel
and thought about what was underneath. 
I whispered to myself, �I think you�re right, this thing�s coming off,�
standing and pulling off the bikini.


Without seeming to
open his eyes, Eric said, �Now that�s more like it.�


�You devil!  I thought you were sleeping.�


�Just relaxing.  Hard to sleep with a hot woman sitting so
close to me.�


�Hot, my ass.  You never stop do you?�


�Why should I
stop,� he said, opening his eyes and staring at my now exposed body. �You�ve
never got it, have you?�


�Got what?�


�How much I care
about you, think about you,� he looked away, �and damn it, lust after you.�


�You�re kidding,
right?  You�re teasing me like
always.  What would a young man like you
want with an old lady like me?�


�All you have to
offer,� he said.  �And you�re not old,
and I�m not teasing you.  �Look,� he
said, pulling the towel away, �does this look like I�m kidding.�


His erection was
an awesome sight to behold.  I swallowed
hard, and answered, �N�No.�


�Kate, I�m sitting
here admiring the most perfect breasts I�ve ever seen.  What am I supposed to do but get stiff as a
board?�  He draped the towel back over
his lap.


�I still think
you�re teasing me.  Heather is younger,
fitter, and way more beautiful than I am.� 
I shook my head, �I think you�re nuts.�


�Maybe so.  Nuts is marrying a closet lesbian and
thinking I could change her.  Nuts is
marrying a beautiful woman who�s too serious, too driven, too�too boring to
live with.�  He looked away from me once
more.  �And here I am living next to a
real woman, one who takes what life gives her with a smile and a laugh; so
pretty she doesn�t even give herself enough credit for who she is.�


�Whew,� I whistled
through pursed lips.  �You aren�t
kidding are you?�


He looked at me
and the priceless Eric-smile was back. 
�Nuts, yes, but not kidding.�


I was taken aback,
but now things were becoming clearer. 
Heather�s �play� with Tina by the pool yesterday was surely explained by
what Eric just told me.  Eric was a nice
guy and he deserved more, I thought.


My inner heat was
adding to the heat of the sauna.  All
the teasing, all the flirting was for real, and I still had a hard time
believing it.  I was having difficulty
breathing; it wasn�t from the sauna�s humid air.  Eric knew it too, for he was watching the rapid rise and fall of
my chest.  My breasts ached, and so did
other body parts.  I wanted him but it
wasn�t right.


Saving us both
from the awkward moment, he said, �You know, after you�ve been in the sauna for
a while you need to close the pores�I call it shocking the system.�  He chuckled.  �The way we�re gonna do it is you and me are gonna run out of
here and jump into my pool.�  He saw the
look I gave him and added, �Scott isn�t home and no one else can see into our
backyard, we�ll run out there, jump in, splash around for a second, then run back
inside.  You ready?�


He didn�t wait for
answer.  He took me by the hand and
pulled me out the sauna door and before I could think about it I was running
with him toward the back patio door.


�Last one in has
to pose for the other,� he shouted. 
What did that mean?


I was looking at
his fantastic ass and his long, bobbing dick as he ran ahead of me.  With a rebel yell he jumped into the pool,
making a giant splash.  I followed him
in.  He swam to me as I tried to catch
my breath�knocked out of me by the shocking temperature change.  He was right there, face to face, our bodies
touching ever so slightly below the water.


�You were the last
one in, so you have to pose for me when we get back inside.�


�P�p�pose?  W�w�what do you mean?� I sputtered,
shivering.


He put his arms
around me and pulled me close.  �Wow,
you�re shivering!� Let me warm you before we go back in.�  I thought he was going to kiss me but he
didn�t, instead saying, �By pose I mean you�re going to show me what you got,
sexy.  Like a stripper who�s taken
everything off.�


�Everything�s
all�already offffffffff of m�m�me.�


�I know all too
well, don�t I,� he almost whispered, as I felt his cock swell and brush against
me.


Oh God, I was
ready for sure.  I wanted him to take
me, anywhere, just fuck me silly.  �I�I�
g�g�guessssss� a deal�s�a�d�d�d�deal.�


�I love it when a
woman says yes.�  He unwrapped his arms
from me and guided me to the pool ladder. 
Did he know my �yes� was to more than to pose for him?  Once out of the pool, we ran back into the
house.  I thought we were going back
into the sauna, but instead he went to a closet and pulled out a camera and
turned it on.


As if in
explanation, he said, �Digital.�  He
pointed at me as I panicked, not wanting to have nude photos of me hanging
around anywhere.  He smiled and said,
�Don�t worry, Kate, no pictures.  I�m
just kidding.  You told me a deal was a
deal and now I want you to pose for me.� 
He made sure I saw him turn it off.


�Like this?� I
said, turning a little each way and jutting my hips out to one side then the
other.


�Yes, like that,
you beautiful lady.�


I know I blushed
but still I posed.  I cupped my breasts
and thrust them together to accentuate the cleavage, all the while staring at
his marvelous cock.  It was at
half-mast�a splendid image for an endowed man�as it stood straight out parallel
to the floor with that little bow at the head that screams �I�m long and I
know it.�


When I spread my
legs a bit and he looked down there, I suddenly remembered his comment about
�bushes� and the fact I was nearly dripping from arousal.  I closed my thighs fast.  He noticed my embarrassment as if he was
reading my mind.


�You don�t shave
it.  I thought all women shaved
nowadays.�


Not just women,
I thought.  He was clean-shaven
too.  �I guess I�m too old to worry
about stuff like that, I mean, I trim it but that�s it.�


�No way are you
too old.�  He set the camera down on a
hall table then walked closer to me. 
�Would you allow me to shave you?�


I couldn�t
answer.  He was almost as close to me as
in the pool and I could barely breathe. 
His cock even twitched and touched me. 
I moaned.


�I�ll take that as
a yes,� he said with his big smile.  He
led me meekly by the hand to the master bath. 
When I saw the shower and thought about all his teasing, I involuntarily
moaned again.  He seemed to ignore that
one as he gathered up a towel and some shaving supplies.  From there we walked to his bedroom where he
spread the towel out over the coverlet and had me lie down on it.  When he said, �Don�t worry, I�ll be gentle,�
I almost died.


Eric rubbed
shaving cream on me in slow, sensuous strokes of his fingertips.  When he began to shave me with the razor,
his fingertips would every so often brush against my labia and hooded clitoris.  God, I felt like I was about to cum.  I pleaded with myself: not now, dammit
not now!  He shaved me with the same
slow, deliberate strokes, being extra careful around my now-swollen outer
labia.  Once or twice his eyes went to
meet mine instead of concentrating on my pubic zone.  Can�t he see what he�s doing to me?


When he was
finished to his satisfaction, he took the end of the towel I was laying on and
wiped up the vestiges of shaving cream. 
�I think I did a great job if I may say so myself,� he declared, then
bent closer and kissed my pussy just above my clit.


That was it�the
dam burst.  I convulsed, my pelvic area
clenching and unclenching in a massive orgasm. 
I groaned �Oh, Godddddddddddddddddd.�


Eric pulled back slightly and uttered his own �Oh
God.�  When my tension was fully
released, he laid next to me and said, as if in awe, �Holy shit, Kate, you CAME!�



I said in a near whisper, �What did you expect,
parading around with that�that�that cock of yours, and then touching me like
this?�


He gazed into my eyes, and all the flirting and comments
for five years I knew were sincere.  The
last few years have been foreplay leading to this moment.  There was that magic smile again, �Do you
know how even more beautiful you are when you cum?�


�No one�s ever told me that before, you devil, but I
love it.�


He was languidly running his fingertips down my side
as if tracing my curves, from beside my breast to my thigh and back again; not
only slightly ticklish, but bringing back the heat, the tension as well.


�Why don�t we get back in the sauna?�  He took me by the hand, helped me to my
feet, and on shaky legs I followed him.


We sat close to each other in the heat and humidity
of the sauna and talked of our lives. 
Where we�ve been and where we hoped to be.  He was open about his life with Heather, never seeming like he
was searching for sympathy.  He got me
to open up about my life with my husband. 
I told him of my knowledge of Scott�s extra-marital affairs and our
vanilla sex life.  Perhaps with me it WAS
an attempt to garner sympathy.


�Never any kids. 
You mind me asking about that, or is it too personal?�


I paused for a moment, and then answered, �Who
knows?  It�s not like we didn�t try
early on.  I had a check-up and
everything seemed to be in �working� order for me.  At the time Scott didn�t want to be checked.  Later we just figured it wasn�t meant to be,
that�s all.�


�Does it get you down?  I always hear women talking about their ticking biological
clocks.�


�I don�t know, maybe a little.  I guess I don�t think about it much
anymore.�


�Yes you do,� he said.  I met his eyes with mine, and what I saw both chilled and
thrilled me.  His eyes betrayed
something much more that lust, something I�ve seen only two or three times in
my life.  I knew I was more than ready
to have sex with this man.  Was I ready
for more than that?


�Make love to me,� I whispered.


He traced his fingertips under the swell of my
closest breast�a breast heaving because of my panting chest.  He whispered back, �First, you know, we�ve
got to close those pores.  First one in
gets the top.�


We raced from the sauna and into the pool, giggling
and jiggling select body parts all the way. 
I was content with letting him win. 
I would be happy lying beneath him. 
We splashed and played like two kids, until we moved together and
kissed�a long, sensual kiss as further prelude to consummation.


As before, we exited the pool and dripping wet,
raced into the house.  Unlike before we
went directly to the bedroom.  By the
time we hit the bed, he was already hard and I was dripping more than pool
water.  He moved to eat my pussy, but
instead I pushed him onto his back and straddled his hips.  I lowered myself slowly and gingerly down
until his magnificent spike was hidden all the way inside me. I rode up and
down, wincing once or twice when his length bottomed out.  Something I�d never felt before�completely
filled.  I fucked him in a slow
up-and-down rhythm while he caressed the curve of my belly with one hand and
the curve of my hip with the other.


I was enjoying so much the slow and steady climb to
orgasm.  My body felt as if enveloped in
a warm blanket.  Eric seemed to be
enjoying it too, until he pushed me off and onto my back.


�Ok, that�s enough of that,� he said as he climbed
between my legs and slid into me.  �Slow
fucking isn�t going to cut it.  I know
what we both need.�


His hips swung machine-like as he thrust into my
hungry pussy.  My vagina sang along with
the vibrations of his sliding cock.  My
clit throbbed and my abraded g-spot screamed for release.  He murmured my name over and over again, his
head thrust back, eyes half closed.  As
he pounded away and I felt the wave build, I looked from his face to the wall
mirror situated adjacent to the bed. 
Our humping bodies were well reflected in it.  I watched his ass cheeks clench and drop.  I watched his cock�shiny wet from my
juices�plunge its full length into me and then out again.  I watched my upraised legs kick and my hips
buck to meet every one of his splendidly long thrusts.  Here it comes, my mind screamed
before my mouth could.


At the last moment he realized I was looking in the
mirror and so he did too.  When his gaze
met my reflected one, we both climaxed.


�Unh�unh�ung�um cummingggggggg, aaaaaaAAAAAAAAAAAH,�
I wailed.


�Kate, oh Kate, oooooh Kaaaaaaaate,
oooooooooohhhhhhhhhhhhh,� he bellowed.


When Eric came he was so deep within me he was
knocking at my womb�s door.  My
contractions were so massive�the most intense orgasm I thought I�d ever had�I
was wailing and moaning louder than ever before, and kept at it long after his
spastic ejaculations ceased. 


After he collapsed onto the bed next to me, he
pulled me to him and kissed me.  The
sensuality of that kiss before the act would be part of foreplay; that
kiss after intercourse meant something else entirely.


�What now?� I asked Eric, still not breathing
regularly.


�We go on living our lives.  I can�t ask anything of you, but�� he
paused, �Kate, I want you, not just today, but forever.  I�ve always wanted you.  I�ve dreamed about being with you�no, not
just like today, but forever.�


I stared into his eyes, unable to believe this
wasn�t simply more teasing, more flirting. 
He was going to say more but I stopped him by placing a fingertip at his
lips.


�But, what about Heather?�


�I don�t have answers, Kate.  I have so many questions, so many uncertainties,
except for one thing I�ve been sure of for a long time.  I love you.�


�Eric, how can you? 
You don�t know me.�


�I know you more than you think I do.  I�ve watched you for five years.  I�ve been jealous of Scott for five long
years.  I know��


�When will Heather be home?�


His face grew puzzled.  �Why?�


�Because I think it�s time for that shower you�re
always wanting to get me into, and I don�t want her to come home and spoil it.�


We went into the shower and under the hot spray I
sucked him back to magnificent hardness. 
I turned away from him and bent over. 
He entered me from behind.  His
hold of my hips was firm.  His thrusts
were long and deep.  He murmured his
love for me as his pace grew quicker. 
My feet would leave the floor each time he slammed into me.  I was cumming already, crying and
whimpering.  Eric was about to.


�Kate, I�m gonna cummmmmmmmm,� he yelled and I felt
every ejaculatory spasm deep within me, as they seemed to mesh with my own
orgasmic convulsions.


For a long time we didn�t move.  He stayed buried in my vagina as the last of
his semen dribbled out and his cock slowly lost its tumescence.  The heat of the water and the strength of
his hands perpetuated the warm blanket feeling of sexual fulfillment.  Eventually we soaped each other and washed
the vestiges of sex from our bodies, though nothing could wash it from our
minds.


Out of the shower, I put the bikini back on as he
pulled on his Speedos, and we went back to poolside.  I didn�t ask, but I think he decided he wanted Heather to
discover us together, even if innocently lying by the pool.


When his wife got home, she didn�t look nearly as
surprised as I thought she would be. 
Perhaps she suspected long ago how Eric felt about me.


�Kate, dear,� she said, looking me up and down.  �I must admit that old bikini of mine looks
better on you.  You�re taxing that top
to its limit, I think.�


�Why, thank you, Heather.�  I got up from the lounge chair and vainly posed for her.  Appropriating her bikini was the least of my
transgressions this afternoon.  �The
bottoms are a little small for me but I think you�re right about the bra,� I
said, jiggling my breasts a little to call attention to their size.


Her expression was strange.  I wondered if the look she gave me was
sexual, since it didn�t look like one of jealousy.  


My, my.  


She told me that if I liked the bikini I could keep
it, she had plenty (as I already knew). 
I said goodbye to a smiling Eric and walked back through the gate to my
house, with the bikini on and my sundress and panties under my arm.


Predictably, when he got home Scott told me I looked
good in the bikini, though he killed all the enthusiasm by asking me if it
might be a little small.  Fuck you,
I thought.


When it was time for bed, I told him I was staying
up late.  After he retired, I went into
our bathroom and stripped.  I admired my
body with the new eyes Eric gave me.  I
looked at my newly shaved, smooth pubic area, and remembered how tenderly Eric
had shaved me, and his little kiss when he was done.  I sat on the toilet lid and masturbated to the memory of our
afternoon.  As I came, I stifled a
scream and began plotting how I could be with him again.  And again.


I read somewhere that the human female orgasm can be
linked to the continuation of the species, the physiological need for the
selected, �fittest� male�s sperm to be �sucked up� by the woman�s convulsing
vagina.  The more aroused she became and
the more satisfied she was in the mating (The Big O), the greater chance his sperm
would get to her waiting egg.  My fantastic
orgasm certainly sucked his sperm today, even if he was so deep I didn�t think
it needed help.  


Wouldn�t that be an amazing twist to what happened
today on the first day of the rest of my life?
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Chapter One: Peter



 



 �¡Madre
de Dios!  You Americans, all you
hear is Mayan ruins and you all flock to Chichén Itzá or Tulum.  Mi amigo, those are for turistas
with too-expensive Japanese cameras.�


Porfirio laughed when he
said this, looking into his beer and not at me.  Simple social commentary and not a rebuke, at least that�s how I
took it.



�You�re right, my new friend.�  I took a swig, trying to hide my
grimace�this wasn�t beer I�d take home with me.  �My friends and I would rather see Toltec ruins not trampled over
by everyone.�


He exhaled a small
sigh.  �Sí ...Toltec,� he
said.  �Peter, did you know I am partly
of Toltec ancestry?�



I didn�t answer.  As if he hadn�t told me several times since
we met two afternoons ago.  We
concentrated on our beers, and our thoughts.



Brad, Liz, Ruthie and I arrived in Cancún not
looking for party thrills but real Yucatán adventure.  Yep, jungles, and ruins, and tales of ancient Mayan
sacrifices.  Ruthie was my girlfriend of
about six months.  She�s a 5-foot-four
strawberry blonde, with a lithe, Barbie-doll body that brought about on more
than one occasion questions of anorexia. 
She didn�t have an eating disorder, I could attest, though she certainly
didn�t have any body fat to speak of, including her nearly flat chest, though
her nipples were hard, sensitive and kissable�one of my favorite pastimes.  After six months I still didn�t know how she
felt about me, even though she didn�t deny me anything in bed.  I always thought of myself as a geek, but
since college I�d developed a better sense of self.  I�m five-nine and, I guess you would say, wiry.  People are always making comments about our
mutual thinness. 


Brad and Liz had been dating
a while longer, but not much.  Brad
would always be the stereotypical jock. 
Someday he�d be an overweight blob but now he still had the
muscles.  Liz, unlike Ruth, had all the
curves to go along with her dark, sultry looks.  Many people took her for Indian or Pakistani.  I took her for sexy.



Brad and I had grown up together in a Cleveland
suburb, and then went off to the same college. 
We stayed in touch after graduation, and here we were, sharing our
thirst for adventure.  Two nights in a
Cancún hotel and Ruthie and I had yet to get it on.  I chalked it up to her being too keyed up for the upcoming
quest.  I hoped Brad was getting
some.  


Inquiring about guides, I
was introduced to Porfirio Quintana and told if anyone could lead four
greenhorn Americans to adventure then he was our man.  He was a short, slightly built man, with an air of intensity
about him that didn�t jibe with his quick sense of humor.  I liked him the moment we spoke.  His English was superb, having spent some
time in the States.  Brad was a little
wary of the Mexican.  The girls were
wary of EVERYONE so far.  I was having a blast, and we hadn�t even
gone anywhere yet!  Tomorrow we
would.  I finished my beer.



I patted the guide on the
back and said, �Buenos noches, Señor. 
We�ll be ready at nine o�clock.�



�See you in the morning,
Peter.�  We shook hands as I slid off my
barstool.



When I walked into the hotel
bar looking for my friends, I was surprised to see Liz at the bar in a lip-lock
with a stranger.  What was she doing,
and where were Brad and Ruthie?  As I
approached I sized up the guy she was kissing. 
He was tall and light-skinned, with somewhat curly blond hair.  Swedish, I guessed.



�¡Hola!�  I proclaimed a little too loudly as I neared
the bar.  I startled them, which of
course was the idea.  The guy said
something to Liz I couldn�t understand, but I did pick up on the
language�German.  �Where�re the other
two?�  I asked, feigning nonchalance at
what they were just doing.



�Oh, hi Pete.  They...ah...they must be, like, in their
rooms, I guess.  I think we all had a
little too much to drink.�  She
stammered, before turning to her new �friend�. 
�Hey, this is Gerhard...he�s German.� 




I shook the German�s hand as
Liz introduced me.  It seemed Gerhard
couldn�t speak a lick of English, but kissing was a lingual skill all its own,
I mused.  I gave Liz a disapproving
look.  She blushed and looked away.  I said goodnight and proceeded up the noisy
elevator to my room.  I was feeling a
little randy and wondered whether I could get Ruthie to spread her legs for me
tonight.  As I unlocked the door to our
room, I heard muted voices inside and a lot of rustling.  When I entered, there were Brad and Ruthie
sitting on the edge of the bed.  They
were fully clothed yet looked a bit mussed. 
Had they been fooling around?  The
air smelled of alcohol and musk.  Oh,
shit.



I had to get my shot
in.  �Hey, Brad...what you doing
here?  And why is Liz downstairs at the
bar with that German guy?  They looked
rather friendly, I�d say.�



Brad couldn�t hide the
guilt.  Ruthie was doing a better job.



�German guy,� Brad repeated,
not forming it as a question, like he knew for whom I was referring.



�Yeah.  You�ve met him?  Seemed like Liz knew him pretty well, if you know what I mean.�



�Ah, I guess I better go
find her,� he said.  �See you in the
morning.�  When he arose from the bed he
never once looked at Ruthie.



As soon as Brad was gone, I
asked the only question my jealousy-fueled mind could think of:  �Were you two fucking around behind my
back?�



She denied anything had
happened.  They were a bit drunk and had
just talked, she said.  Maybe so, but
later she claimed exhaustion in rejecting my sexual advances.



I knew something had happened.
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Chapter Two: Ruth



 



I had second thoughts about
this �adventure�.  I mean, Pete was
gung-ho and Brad would go along with about anything he said, but in some
respects I just wanted this trip to be over and to be going back home.  I wasn�t sure what Liz was all about
yet.  She seemed to want to BE with Brad, but she also didn�t seem
to CARE for him.  Got me thinking, I�ll tell you.  I was finding Brad, ahem, interesting.  He wasn�t full of initiative, but the guy was a handsome
hunk.  He was over six feet tall and
very athletic and muscular.  Nothing like
Pete.



While Pete hung out with the
Mexican, the three of us stayed in the hotel bar and got plastered on
tequila.  Liz started making eyes at a
couple of German guys, and soon they joined us.  They were named Gerhard and Michael, both tall and
good-looking.  They couldn�t speak
English but that didn�t stop Liz�s flirting. 
Pretty soon, Brad�s jealousy was palpable.  The more attention Liz gave the Germans, the more attention Brad
in turn gave me.  I really didn�t mind.



�Ruthie, you look like
you�re gonna pass out,� Brad said to me. 




I thought, he�s probably right; I was a bit wobbly
on the barstool.  �Yeah, I guess I,
like, had too much tequila.  I was
hoping Pete would be back by now, but maybe I better go up to the room.�



Brad said, �Why don�t I help
get you there, okay?�  Liz gave him a
dirty look, and he gave it right back.



He took me by the arm and we
took the elevator upstairs.  Maybe it
was from my drunken state, but his closeness and his touch were doing something
to me.  When I opened the door to mine
and Peter�s room, I turned to say goodnight to Brad.  He was very close to me and I couldn�t help but brush against the
front of his jeans.  I was startled to
find he had an erection, and from what I felt, a BIG one.  I admit I�d been
wondered about his anatomy ever since Pete introduced me. 



�I think somebody�s got a
problem,� I said with a wink and a loosened tongue.



�Oh, God, Ruthie...I...I...�



I put a finger at his lips
to shush him.  I pictured this gigantic
cock uncoiling from his pants as I said, �Why don�t you come on in and maybe I
can like take care of it for you.�



Being drunk, my libido was
pretty much unchallenged by my conscience. 
Brad was like a panting puppy dog as I urged him into the center of the
small room and unfastened his jeans.  I
lowered them to his ankles before pulling at the waistband of his jockeys.  



Oh my God!  He was indeed huge, much bigger by far than
Pete, at least nine inches of thick meat, standing up proudly now that it was
freed. I pushed him onto the bed, and without further thought, slid the head
between my lips.  I couldn�t take him
very deep because of his size, so I mostly used my hand to jerk him off.  I was thinking about whether I could take
all of him into my pussy at the same time he slid his hand into my pants and
found my clit.  Maybe it was thoughts of
him inside my vagina, or simply my lowered inhibitions, but my instantaneous
orgasm amazed me.  The cock stuffed in
my mouth stifled my scream.  I felt him
swell, stretching my already stretched lips. 
I pulled away and with a few more quick jerks he began to spew.  Stream after stream hit me in the face as he
groaned.  I never saw a guy cum so
much.  Wow!  Another late orgasmic shudder passed through my body.  IN me
someday, I kept thinking.



Luckily I was able to clean
up and get his pants back on before we heard movement at the door.  Pete knew something had happened.  I knew I had to get Brad alone again and see
if he�d fit.  I�m kind of a skinny girl,
but I was sure ready to give him a try. 
I fell asleep dreaming of Brad�s monster stretching and filling me.  I was soaked by morning.
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Chapter Three:
Brad



 



Until Liz copped the
attitude and started making eyes at the Germans, I hadn�t given Ruth much of a
thought.  She was cute, but I liked them
with a little more meat on their bones. 
Besides, she was Pete�s girl.  



We drank way too much.  Liz had been treating me like shit ever
since we got here.  As soon as the two
German guys showed up, she started flirting with the taller one.  She even had the nerve to make a joke about
his name, asking if �Gerhard� meant he was always hard.  I�m not sure Gerhard got it, but he sure
looked like he knew the score.  He sat
closer to Liz and I got more pissed.  So
I sat closer to Ruthie, and she seemed to think that was okay.  I began looking at her with different
eyes.  Everything that was happening
around me was leading me to her.



Then she nearly fell from
the barstool.



I asked her if she thought
she might pass out.  She answered, �I
don�t know, Brad, I guess I had too much tequila.  I was hoping Pete would be back by now, but maybe I better go up
to the room and wait for him.�



By the time I got her to
their room, I had other ideas.  I
couldn�t believe it when she felt my erection and invited me in.  When she dropped my pants and started to
blow me I thought this can�t be happening.  I barely touched her clit and she
climaxed!  Half the time Liz faked it
thinking I couldn�t tell, and here was this girl who creamed just from a touch!  I was going to cum and she knew it.  She pulled me out of her mouth and I shot
all over her.  No girl ever let me cum
all over her face like that before.



I wanted to fuck her so bad,
but I knew Pete would be back soon. 
Maybe tomorrow.
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Chapter Four: Liz



 



Gerhard was a good
kisser.  Though I�d studied German in
college, I couldn�t understand half of what he said, but I surely understood my
need.  I admit I was sick of Brad�s
wham-bam-thank-you-ma�am sex.  He had
excellent equipment, but lately it simply wasn�t enough.  When Brad helped Ruthie upstairs, I vaguely
wondered if they would fuck, seeing Peter wasn�t around, but I realized I
didn�t care.  As soon as Michael left to
go to his room, I made the move on Gerhard.



More tequila and another deep French kiss.  I ran my hand up his thigh to find him stiff
inside his jeans.  That�s when I knew I
was going to his room tonight.


�¡Hola!�  



It was Pete, making a show
of �catching� me kissing this stranger. 
I introduced my new friend.  When
Pete went to the elevator, I secretly hoped he�d catch Ruth and Brad in the
act.  It would serve him right.



We kissed again before
Gerhard asked if I�d like to go to his room (no problem translating THAT part.)  He said something else that I didn�t get, so he tried different
words until I understood that he was sharing a room with Michael.  He may not have been hinting at a threesome,
but I was ready for anything.  He picked
up the tab and we went arm-in-arm to his room. 
When we entered, Michael was indeed there, lying on one of the beds,
watching television.  I wondered how
much of the Spanish-language show he understood.  Gerhard said something to him and the two exchanged rapid-fire
words.  I only caught a few phrases, but
I knew what they were discussing�privacy.



Michael finally shrugged and
Gerhard awkwardly asked if I wanted more to drink, motioning to an uncapped
bottle of tequila on the dresser.  I
nodded and he poured me a generous slug in one of the hotel�s water
glasses.  I downed it in one swallow.  This excited Gerhard so much�he finally knew he was going to get lucky
tonight.  I bet Michael didn�t know HE might get lucky too!  On the bed Gerhard and I kissed while
Michael kept watching television.  I
undid his jeans as he began undoing mine. 
He was very hard and leaking a lot of precum.  He may not be as endowed as Brad but he had a lean body and a
great ass, and would do nicely.  In a
few more minutes all our clothes were off and he was between my spread thighs
as I lay crosswise on the smallish hotel bed, my head dangling over the edge.  He expertly toyed with my clit until I was
wet and aching for it.



He had a nice rhythm about
him, not manic as some horny guys would be but slow and steady.  I looked over at the other bed to see
Michael with his pants open, fondling his cock as he watched us fuck.  Our eyes locked as I made an almost
imperceptible �come here� nod with my head, and opened my mouth.  Michael�s cock was now semi-erect.  He was long, though without the girth of his
buddy.  Good for sucking, I thought, as Michael pulled his jeans and boxers
completely off and moved toward me. 
When he slid his dick into my mouth I felt Gerhard pause, as if he was
either surprised by Michael�s participation or by my willingness.  I reached between my splayed and upraised
legs and pulled Gerhard�s ass to me once more. 
He picked up the pace and began to fuck me even harder, as Michael�s
cock was buried in my throat and swelling. 
What had I thought about his girth? �I couldn�t breathe as he fucked my
throat at the same rhythm his buddy fucked my pussy.



I was about to climax when
Michael groaned as his cock throbbed, filling my throat with jism.  I tried to swallow as much as I could but my
orgasm took over, making me shiver and convulse in the sweetest agony�coughing
Michael�s spent cock from my mouth along with a string of his cum.  I was still riding the wave of my orgasm
when I heard Gerhard grunt something in German and felt his cock pulse as he
shot his load deep into me.



I told both guys they were
great.  I kissed Gerhard goodnight, but
he wasn�t as enthusiastic now, probably because some of Michael�s cum was still
on my lips.  I told them not to get too
expectant of me; I wasn�t going to be their slut.  I hoped they understood.



Back in my room, Brad was
waiting for me.  �So, did you fuck the
German?� He asked.



�No.  Should I have?� I peevishly asked back.



I wondered if he�d done
anything with Ruthie.  Now, THAT would be a blast, I thought.  He probably smelled cum on me anyway, so I
knew he guessed what I�d done.  We went
to bed but didn�t touch one another all night.
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Chapter Five:
Peter



 



 �Buenos días, Peter. 
How are you this fine morning?� 
Porfirio looked chipper as we shook hands before loading my stuff in his
van.  �The others are up and ready,
yes?�



�They�ll be right out,� I
said.  �They all had a little too much
tequila last night so they may be a little hung-over, but they�ll be fine once
we get to the ruins.  Porfirio smiled
and made a comment about gringos not handling their tequila very well.  I thought what else couldn�t we handle?  



What I couldn�t handle was finding out the Germans were going to join us
that morning.  Porfirio said it was okay
for two more as long as they paid; he had plenty of room in his van.  Everyone mustered at the Mexican�s elongated
vehicle and loaded their gear.  We had
tents and many supplies for our stay at the edge of the jungle.  Porfirio would guide us to ruins seen by few
tourists.  He seemed
enthusiastic�anticipating our journey much more keenly than I would if I�d been
doing this sort of thing for years as he had.



I entered the van last
(except for Porfirio), and saw a young girl sitting in the front-most passenger
seat.  She had a wild mane of coal dark
hair and a round face that was very pretty. 
She gave me a tentative smile.  



I turned to our guide behind
me and asked, �Your daughter, Señor?�



�Ah, no my friend.  She is my niece.  Her name is Maria.  She
wanted to join our adventure so she will, how you Americans say it�ride
shotgun.  She will be no problem and has
her own provisions.  She is smart in
jungle ways, Señor Peter.�



I smiled at her in
acknowledgement, and wished her a �Buenos días.�  The cat-like look she gave me suggested she was smart in certain
other, more worldly ways too.



As we began the long drive
that would take us past Valladolid, I noticed where everyone chose to sit, and
their body language.  Liz sat next to
the German, Gerhard, leaving Brad to be next to the other guy (Michael?) who he
couldn�t even speak with.  At least I
was able to sit with Ruthie, though she wasn�t very talkative, probably because
of last night.  I still wondered if anything
had happened between her and Brad.  WE sure didn�t do anything.



The young Mexican girl,
Maria, was checking us all out, sneaking peeks at each of us in turn.  Probably trying to figure out the crazy
foreigners.  Good luck.  When I first saw her I guessed her age at
around twenty, but the more I look at her I was now thinking fifteen or
sixteen, max.  I hoped Porfirio was up
to the task of keeping an eye out for his niece, considering men outnumbered
women in this trek, and especially with all the sexual tension in the air,
including mine.



Ruth was quiet, but I
couldn�t say the same about Gerhard. 
Liz was trying to teach him some English, but all I really heard from
him were monosyllabic grunts and a few laughs. 
However, he seemed to be doing better with his Braille.  I was certain he was feeling Liz up, and she
didn�t seem to mind at all.  Brad sat,
and fumed.  I looked around and caught
Maria staring at me.  She smiled before
turning away.  



I figured we would go by
Piste, but Porfirio turned the van off from old Rt. 180 onto a back road that
soon was nothing more that rutted dirt. 
We were closing in on our adventure.
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Chapter Six: Ruth



 



I had always imagined lush
vegetation with big, vine-covered stone pyramids towering in a great
clearing.  What I was seeing was crappy
bushes trying to imitate a forest and an endless dirt road.  I occupied my mind during the monotonous
ride thinking about Brad�s cock and what it could do to me.  I wondered if we might be able to sneak away
from the camp so I could get laid.  My
seat was wet, and it wasn�t only from sweating in this miserable heat.



When we got to the site,
frankly it wasn�t as disappointing as I thought it would be.  We were on the side of a hill and the
vegetation was fuller, more jungle-like. 
There was a pyramid of sorts but it had crumbled long ago and the jungle
was well into the process of reclaiming its own.  The whole place gave me the creeps.  At first I didn�t know why but then it came to me.



�The Ruins,� I said.



Peter and Liz, both closest
to me, said, �What?�



�The Ruins. 
It�s a book I read a year or two ago, I don�t remember the author�s
name.  It was kind of a horror story
about a group of young people, like us I guess, who went into the jungle
looking for an archeological dig and got eaten by these viney plants that were
all around.�


Peter scoffed, but Liz
wanted to know more.  �Plants?  How could plants eat people?  Like Venus Fly Traps or something?�



�Naw, they�re like vines
that kinda grew everywhere and were alive.�



Peter said, �Duh, Ruthie,
all plants are alive.�



�I know that. 
I mean they were like humans and could think and plan, and they smelled
body fluids like blood and semen and went after the people and killed them
all.�


�Sounds stupid to me� was
all Peter could say.  The idiot.  I looked over at Brad setting up a tent, and
once again wondered if I�d be able to get him away from the group.



Liz seemed to be thinking
about something, then said, �Now that you talk about it, wasn�t there a movie
made on that book?  I remember seeing a
TV ad for it a little while ago.�



�Don�t remember.  Just that the book gave me the creeps for
weeks after I read it.�  Body
fluids�I�ll feed the plants some body fluids, I thought.  Let me at Brad, that�s all.



While we set up camp, the
Mexican, Porfirio, gave us orders on how and where to place the tents and
stuff, like he was the boss or something. 
Maybe he was, since he was supposed to be the expert on all this, and it
did appear he�d been here before.



With everything set up for
the night, Peter proclaimed he was going to check out what was left of the
pyramid, and invited us to join him. 
The Germans were gung-ho, so naturally Liz said she�d go too.  Porfirio and his niece would lead the
way.  Brad had already wandered off in a
different direction.  I told the group I
didn�t feel well in all the humidity and would stay behind.  I couldn�t decipher Peter�s expression as he
trudged off.  Did he know what I was
thinking?



After the group was out of
sight, I slipped into our tent and changed out of my sweaty clothes and put on
a fresh t-shirt and a pair of very short cut-offs, not bothering with a
bra.  I took off after Brad.  When I found him, he showed me a large stone
he called an altar.  That�s where I
fucked him, on the altar like a virgin sacrifice thousands of years before.
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Chapter Seven:
Brad



 



�Hey, where the hell are
you?� I heard a female voice call out, honestly scaring the shit out of me.



Ah, it was Ruth.  �Over here, Ruthie.  I found this really neat stone set-up, looks
like some sort of altar.�



As she walked toward me my
mouth must have been hanging open.  Her
nipples were clearly visible poking at the thin t-shirt, and those shorts!
�Damned if I couldn�t see a camel toe, the fucking things were that tight!



�Altar, huh?  You think they sacrificed virgins on that
stone?�



I was trying to remain
calm.  �Much too many eons gone by to
have blood stains on �em I guess.  Of
course, maybe they used it to deflower virgins, not kill �em,� I said, laughing.  �Not as much blood that way.�



�That could be�aren�t any
virgins here anyway.�  She got real
close, adding, �We could make believe, right? �Test your theory?�



We kissed.  I felt the heat radiating from her.  My hand went under her already
sweat-streaked t-shirt and cupped her small breast, feeling a taut and
goose-pimpled nipple.  I pinched it
softly and she moaned in response.  She
muttered something about being a virgin and sacrificing herself by getting
impaled on my sword.  My cock was rigid
by that time, but somehow grew even harder. 
She quickly got me out of my shorts, and on her knees began sucking my
cock.  She looked dazed; I figured that
was her �horny� look.



She pulled her mouth away
from me and looked up, smiling.  �Help
me out of these wet clothes, will you?� The word wet implying the double
entendre I didn�t miss.  After I pulled
her t-shirt over her head and helped slip her shorts off, she hopped up on the
altar stone and spread her legs suggestively.



�You�ll have to peel these
off, they�re sticking to me,� meaning her panties.



She lifted her ass from the
stone so I could.  The crotch was soaked
through, and I smelled the musk of her heat as I pulled them down her
legs.  She was fucking dripping!



Almost breathless, she
panted, �Lay down on this fuckin� rock, will you?�  I did. 



God!  I�ve heard guys call skinny girls like Ruth
�spinners� but never knew until today what that truly meant.  She spread wide and impaled herself on my
turgid shaft.  She rode me like a
cowgirl with no tomorrow, bucking up and down and back and forth in a rhythmic
motion I�d never seen in any porn movie. 
She was marvelous to watch as she bounced upon me.  I didn�t have to do anything but enjoy the
slight jiggle of her taut nipples as she fucked me hard.  Her head was thrown back and she was lost in
her own world.  I knew I was close to
cumming already.  I thought of baseball
games and movies I�d seen, anything but the feeling of her writhing body and
the velvet hold of her tight vagina, so I wouldn�t cum. 



I failed, my pent up seed
spraying into her.  She must have felt
it, her expression changing, bucking harder, forcing me deeper.  Her orgasm came with a wail so loud,
startled birds in nearby trees took flight.



When she eventually fell to
my side on the warm altar stone, she purred, �Ooooo, now that�s the way
I would wanna be sacrificed!�



She asked me if I thought
Liz was going to sleep with the Germans. 
I told her I figured she already had. 
�I meant tonight,� she said.  I
hadn�t thought much about tonight�s tent arrangements.  The way she looked at me suggested that�s
exactly what she was thinking about. 
Tonight would be interesting.
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Chapter Eight:
Peter



 



When we returned to the
campsite, Ruthie was gone and Brad still hadn�t come back from wherever he�d
been.  The ruined pyramid was
fabulous.  We located a small crevasse
between two toppled stones, which appeared to lead into a cavernous chamber of
sorts.  We decided that with better
lighting we�d explore it tomorrow.  It
added to my fun to practice Spanish with Porfirio and Maria.  I needed a lot of practice but they were
patient with me; Porfirio chuckling occasionally to a misused or mispronounced
word, and Maria politely and tactfully pointing out errors in phraseology.  The girl was smart as a whip and I was growing
as fond of her as I had her uncle.



We were making plans for our
first camp dinner when Brad and Ruthie returned.  I didn�t know what the others thought, but I knew they�d fucked,
and the rest of our adventure would not be the same.  Ruthie smiled ear-to-ear, her post-coital glow something I fondly�and
now sadly�recalled all too well.



�Hey guys, remember I was
talking about that book, you know, with the killer plants?  You should have seen the BIG vine I
saw!  It sure looked alive, like it
would eat me all up,� she said, giggling. 
She looked drunk.  I knew it was
because of the sex.  She got like that.



Brad was trying to look
nonchalant but failed miserably.  As
much as the sight of the two of them distressed me, Liz didn�t seen to
care.  She turned to Michael and Gerhard
and motioned to their tent.  I got the
message, as I was sure everyone else did. 
The tent �assignment� had made logical sense earlier, however that plan
was shot to hell now.  We had five
tents: ostensibly one each for Ruth and I, Brad and Liz, Gerhard and Michael,
Porfirio, and one for Maria.  When I
confronted Ruthie after we ate dinner, she told me matter-of-factly she was
going to spend the night in Brad�s tent, and that Liz was going to sleep with
the Germans in their larger one.  I was
to sleep alone.



Late in the evening I sat
near the fire with Porfirio and Maria, trading stories of the U.S., Mexico,
Toltecs and the Yucatán, trying hard not to think about my lost relationship�if
I�d really had one in the first place. 
Porfirio looked at me with sad eyes when the unmistakable sounds of sex
floated from Brad�s tent.  Ruthie was
never that loud with me, so I felt doubly crushed by her abandonment.  Thankfully, the sounds emanating from the
Germans� tent grew louder and drowned out Brad and Ruthie�s moans and
groans.  I say thankfully only because
it wasn�t Ruth, not because it made me think so much about sleeping alone.



Before calling it quits,
Maria gave me a little kiss on the cheek, wishing me a good night.  Her eyes were as sad as her uncle�s.  Taking pity on a poor soul.



 



ef



Chapter Nine: Liz



 



�C�mon Michael,
you can do better than that,� I said in my best mischievous voice.  He was eating my pussy, but not hitting all
the right spots.  A girl has needs,
right?


Gerhard laughed,
laying beside me on the spread out sleeping bags, lazily playing with one of my
breasts.  He said something in German,
probably chiding his buddy about his cunnilingual skills.  I was silently chiding Gerhard for not
addressing my aching nipples.


Michael wised up
and concentrated on top of my clit where I was most sensitive.  I knew the little pearl was getting stiff
and poking out from its hood, starving for more attention.  Good boy�he was finally giving it the
attention it deserved.  Gerhard wised up
as well, tweaking and pinching my nipples. 
My tits ached with desire.  I
gasped involuntarily at their ministrations. 
This got both of them more excited. 
I was in a tent with two hunks with extremely stiff and upright
cocks.  Yummy!


It was time to put
those splendid cocks to good use.  �Will
you two fuck me�NOW!�


They knew what THAT
meant!  Michael said something to
Gerhard, maybe demanding to go first. 
No matter, he did.  He propped me
up on hands and knees and did me doggie, in long, languid strokes.  Gerhard sat beside us, stroked his cock, and
smiled.  I thought he was anticipating
his turn, but not understanding that much German I had no idea what they had
planned until they did it.


I begged Michael
to go faster, but he kept at that slow and steady pace.  I thrust my hips back at him but he held them
firmly enough so it had no real effect. 
I wanted to cum.  He seemed to
want to postpone his orgasm for some reason. 
Toying with me?  


I cried �Fuck me
harder, you bastard!  Harder!�  Then, �Damn you�HARDER!�


Michael pulled
out.  Dazed and wanting to cum so badly,
I looked at Gerhard and puzzled at the tube he had in his hand.  He squeezed a dollop of clear gel from the
tube and spread it on his cock.  When he
rubbed some on my asshole, it finally worked its way through my aroused state�I
was going to lose my anal virginity�was I ready?


Gerhard rolled me
over onto himself so my back was on his chest. 
He said something in German; maybe it was �get ready� or some other
warning, before the head of his cock popped through my startled sphincter.  I whimpered.  I cried.  He slid in
further.  My brain cried foul; I thought
I would faint.  I knew he was in me
deep, but it took a while for the feeling to come back to my nether
regions.  


Ok, now that I
could breathe again, this ass fucking wasn�t half bad.  His hands were under my ass cheeks and he
was raising and dropping me in a steady rhythm.  In my peripheral vision I saw Michael stroking his hard cock and
moving toward me.  He positioned himself
between my flailing legs�and Gerhard�s�and slid into my soaking wet cunt.  So this was DP�double penetration�which I
figured was only a porn movie construct until now.  Michael thrust from above; Gerhard thrust from below.  Their cocks were rubbing together, I
realized, with only a thin membrane separating the two spears of hard, manly
flesh.  I never felt that before but I
certainly wanted to feel it again and again and again.  I could be a DP addict.


I whimpered, �God,
oh God, oh yes, oh yes, fuck me, you two bastards, fuck me, yes, oh God YES!�


At that moment I
heard a woman�s orgasmic scream from an adjacent tent�Ruthie was cumming.  I thought you may have Brad, BUT my
orgasm will be ten times yours, you skinny bitch!  


I heard myself�my
whimpering grew louder.


Gerhard groaned
something in his native language, and Michael responded with a groaned
exclamation of his own.  No need to know
German for those; they were both going to cum. 
I felt every spasm, every jerk of their spurting cocks.  Filling me good.  Never mind ten times�must have been twenty times more intense
than Ruthie�s.  I screamed and screamed
and screamed�


The convulsion
that enveloped my body was a mind blower. 
Every muscle twitched and every nerve ending sizzled.  My breasts felt like they would burst.  My groin felt like it had been set on
fire.  I don�t know how long I screamed,
but it seemed like an eternity.  Best
damned orgasm of my life.  Maybe even
twenty times better was too conservative an estimate.
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Chapter Ten: Peter



 



You could imagine I didn�t have the greatest
night�s sleep.  I convinced myself that
what was done was done.  I�d lost Ruth
and so be it.  Whatever occurred last
night would not dampen the remainder of our adventure; at least I�d try not to
let it.


�Buenos días, mi amigo,� I
called out to Porfirio as I climbed from my tent.  He was by the fire with coffee already brewed and the beginnings
of breakfast in aromatic evidence. 


He responded with
a good morning wish of his own as he poured me a mug of coffee.  We chatted for a while about the day�s
planned explorations, careful not to mention the others in our group in any
particular sub-groupings.  Maria was
next to come out and join us.  I was a
bit surprised she looked like she spent some time primping this morning.  Unlike my just-up, disheveled appearance,
she had brushed her hair�and was that make-up I saw?  Her uncle noticed too.  He
frowned a little before hiding it behind his ever-present smile.  I asked if she wanted coffee, and poured her
a mug when she said yes.  She did look
extremely pretty this morning.


After a while, the
others crawled from their tents.  By the
sounds that echoed across the jungle floor last night, I understood the vacant,
spent look on both Liz and Ruthie�s faces. 
Multiple orgasms last night required coffee and a good breakfast this
morning to recharge.  Brad still wore
that embarrassed look around me, though I wasn�t about to be as angry with him
as I did with Ruth.  I thought fuck
it, and helped Porfirio and Maria get them all plates of bacon and
hash-brown potatoes.


Equipped with
better flashlights and lanterns than we had the day before, we trudged off to
explore the recesses of the pyramid ruins. 
The chamber we found was cool (in both meanings of the word).  We found a few broken pottery shards and
what looked like tools, as Porfirio kept up a running commentary on the nature
of the chamber, and the pyramid in general. 
I found it all fascinating.  When
Gerhard pointed out a brownish stain on one wall he thought was blood, half of
us got solemn while the other half laughed. 
Porfirio said that he doubted human sacrifices happened down here.  He mentioned an altar stone, which drew a
gasp from Ruthie as she stared at Brad and he back at her.  I guess they christened one, by the looks of
them.


The rest of the day was the same: exploring the
area, both above and below ground, sometimes together and sometimes in smaller
groups.  Perhaps since the sleeping
arrangements hadn�t been challenged with fistfights today, the group was
livelier around the campfire that evening. 
Bugs were a bigger problem than bruised egos, though mine was still
bruised and would be for a while.  We
did the usual campfire things�told scary stories (nothing about killer vines),
sang some goofy songs, toasted marshmallows�and after were rewarded with Maria,
in her best English, regaling us with her ancestral lore.  As she spoke, her uncle looked on with
pride.  When she was done, I gave her a
kiss on the cheek and thanked her for her marvelous tales of the Toltecs and
Mayans. 


Later, in my tent,
alone on top of my sleeping bag, I thought: I guess everybody fucked
themselves out last night, I don�t hear the slap of skin and groans of ecstasy
tonight.  Just before slipping over
the edge into sleep, I heard the �zzzzzzzzip� of my tent opening and looked up
groggily to see Maria crawling in like some ghostly apparition in the Yucatán moonlight.


As I was going to
say something, Maria touched a finger to my lips and whispered, �Shhh, Peter,
do not let the others know I am here.�


The moonlight
coming in through the tent flap allowed me to see her well.  On her knees next to me, she unbuttoned her
shirt and let it fall behind her.  Her
breasts were small up-swung shapes, with dark, nickel-sized, areolas.  They were beautiful.  As she crept up to me, I realized she only
had panties on, simple white cotton never looking so sexy.  


She got down next
to me, and on one elbow whispered, �Peter, you are too special an hombre
to be without�a�a partner.�


I tried to say
something again, and she shushed me again.


�You know I have
been watching you, how you �ah�handle such things�as with the girl Ruthie�and
her�ah��


I whispered, �It�s
ok, Maria.  You don�t need to say any
more.�


�And nor do you,�
she responded in her own husky whisper. 
�Make love to me, Peter,� she said in English, then said the same in Spanish,
though I translated it into much saltier language.


I muttered, �Oh,
Maria��


For the third time
she stopped me with a �Shhh.�  She said,
�I know in my heart I am ready to be loved�as a woman, and that you are the man
I want to��


Her lips found mine.  Our kiss was long and sensual. 
I could tell she wasn�t experienced when my probing tongue startled her
somewhat.  She pulled her panties off in
a flash and then whispered, �I believe this is the way it is to be done,�
getting on her hands and knees, her ass to me.


I yanked off my
boxers and without thinking placed my face at the crook of her thighs and
tasted her nectar; she was so wet, and she tasted so sweet.  She seemed not to have anticipated my tongue
but seemed to enjoy it anyway.  Even
lost in the moment of loving this cute girl, I thought it�s nice knowing somebody
appreciates my cunt licking ability. 
Her ass was round and firm, and it swayed and swung to the tempo of my
slashing tongue.


I pulled my tongue
away and moved up onto my knees to enter her. 
She gasped when I slipped my cock-head between her wet labia.  She mumbled something in Spanish�did she
really say she didn�t know what was coming? 
I slid into her slowly, relishing her moist tightness.


All of a sudden, I
stopped in shock.  �You�re a
virgin?�  I whispered, louder than I
should have been.  I had bumped into a
very intact hymen.


�Sí, Señor Peter, what did
you expect of me?�


I hadn�t expected
to take her cherry that was for sure.


She had turned to look back at me, though her face
was hidden in shadows.  �I thought you
would know I was offering my maidenhood to you.  I am ready.�


I maneuvered her
around so she was facing me.  �I can
only be the luckiest man in the world for that offer, but it�s such a big step
in your life.  Back home we say �let�s
sleep on it� when we wish to think about a big decision.  Why don�t we do that�sleep with me here�no
sex�then tomorrow we can talk about it, ok?�


I thought she was
pouting but I couldn�t see her face well enough in the darkness of the
tent.  She said, �Am I not attractive
enough for you?  Perhaps I am too fat,
unlike your Ruth, or maybe not white enough skin.�


�Oh Maria!  You are so wrong.  You are so pretty.  That�s
what I thought when I first saw you on your uncle�s van.  You will make a man very happy someday.�


�But not you,� she
said, trying not to cry.


I chuckled and
pulled her closer to me.  �And how to
you know, chiquita, that I am not that man?  Maybe we will discover that tomorrow under a new day�s sun.�  I kissed her and she responded more
passionately than before.


We slept in each
other�s arms the whole night.  Couples
will say they �sleep together� but they really don�t do that.  Maria and I truly slept together, not
separating.  I awoke to find my face
buried in her fragrant mane of black hair.
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Chapter Eleven:
Maria



 



I awoke with a
scream trapped in my throat.  I felt the
warm body lying next to me and at first did not remember where I was.  Then I remembered Peter.  No man in my town had the intelligence and
kindness of this American.  Unlike the
fat and lazy young men I knew, Peter was fit and athletic.  His friend Brad may have had more muscles
but he was not the man Peter was.  I saw
that immediately.  When he smiled at me
he triggered feelings in me�womanly feelings�I had not yet experienced.  I was experiencing arousal, as mi concha grew wet and begged for release.  If I was not to have release last night, then I vowed to get that
release today.  Peter was so kind,
checking to see if the �coast was clear� to be sure no one saw me dash to my
tent wearing only panties, so I could dress for breakfast.  


While we drank our
morning coffees and prepared breakfast around the campfire, only my uncle
seemed to know that I had spent the night in Peter�s tent.  I met Uncle Porfirio�s stern gaze with one
of my own, hoping he understood my determination to no longer be a chica.  I would make my own decisions about
men.  I believed he saw the
determination in my eyes for he sighed, as he was known to do to his brother,
my father, on occasion when he was displeased with one of his business
decisions, and looked away.


While the others planned their day�s exploration,
mostly taking heed of my uncle�s suggestions about the ruins in the general
area, I pulled Peter aside and mentioned a nearby stream where we may
swim.  The group didn�t know about this
watercourse, and I did not think my uncle would think of it until the ruins had
been fully explored.


Peter said, �We�ll
go skinny dipping.�


I did not know
that phrase.  �¿We must be skinny to go
swimming, sí?�


He smiled (the one
that attracts me to him!), and said, �No, my sweet girl.  �Skinny dipping� is a saying for swimming
without clothes.�


�That is a silly
saying.  ¿Why do gringos fail to
use words that say what they mean?�


He laughed.  �Maybe today you�ll learn a lot about
gringos, one in particular.�


That is my hope.


When his friends
were not paying attention, Peter and I slipped away from camp and walked a
hidden path leading to the stream.  Upon
our arrival, we removed our clothing to swim. 
Peter commented on the beauty of the area and wanted to know how I knew
of its existence.  He thinks I have not
been here before, swimming without clothing in this beautiful stream with the
eddying pool?


�You�re much more beautiful here, naked in
sunlight.  You are a goddess�do you know
that?�  He said.  I loved how he looked at me.  ��Never see it when you�re wearing all those
loose clothes.�


We kissed, our
bodies warmly together under morning sun. 
I felt his manliness harden and push against me.  I was aroused and so was he.  I would be a woman today.
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Chapter Twelve:
Peter



 



Was this how Adam
and Eve existed?  To be alone, as one,
making love in the lushness of their Eden? 
As much as I discovered last night how marvelous Maria�s body was, I
became more amazed today.  She had
curves as a young adolescent girl; her round ass as firm and proud as her
upright, upturned breasts.  Her
naturally light brown, unblemished skin shone in the morning sunlight.  I told her how beautiful she was, images of
Mayan goddesses dancing in my mind.  She
shook her head to toss her long, thick, raven-dark hair before looking at me
and smiling.


�How old are you?�
I asked.


�I am fourteen,� she said defiantly.


�Fourteen,� I
repeated, mostly in awe of what was to happen here, in our Eden.


�Your voice
betrays something su erección does not,� she said, gesturing to my very
hard and very upright member.  �¿Do you
fear my age�mi amante?�


She didn�t wait for an answer.  With economy of motion she turned and dove
into the pool of water formed by a crook in the jungle stream.  I followed her in�mi amante: my lover!


We swam and
touched and played and hugged.  I knew
my heat couldn�t be kicked up any higher, and I felt her arousal was nearing
fever level as well.  She led me from
the water and toward a large flat stone that until now I hadn�t noticed;
another altar stone, by the looks of it. 
I bet she knew it was there all along.


She climbed up
onto the stone and as she did last night, got on her hands and knees and
offered her ass to me.  God, what a
glorious ass to behold!  The pubic hair
around her vulva glistened in the sun, and I was sure it was not from the
stream�s water but from her own juices. 
I lay down on the stone next to her, looking up into those big,
questioning, uncertain eyes.


�Why do you get
into this position?�  I asked.  �If you have never�made love�then how do you
know it?�


She looked at me,
still nervous and unsure, and said, �This is how I thought�it is the way of
horses and other animals�I have seen�how they mate.  Oh Peter, I do not know��


I wanted to laugh
but smartened up in time.  �It�s ok
sweet Maria, the way of horses is not the only way, unless you think I am built
like a horse.�


She was allowed to
laugh without hurting my feelings.  �¡Usted
no tiene un gran pene de caballo!�


I collapsed in a fit of laughter.  She collapsed along with me.  No, I thought, I don�t have any way near the
equipment of a horse, but I�ll try to use what I have wisely.


After a few
moments, she looked into my eyes, and said, �Hacer el amor que me ha.�
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Chapter Thirteen:
Maria



 



I asked Peter to
make love to me.  He gently laid me on
my back against the warming stone.  He
moved his hand between my thighs in order to feel my need.  I knew I was wet for him.



He moved between my legs I opened for
him.  I saw his pene, hard and
upright and ready to take me.  A breath
caught in my throat as he put it at my opening and began to enter me.  All my nerves shouted.  I looked into his eyes and saw the special
look I knew would be there.  Peter was
being gentle, but when he came to my maidenhead I couldn�t help but
flinch.  He asked me if I wanted him to
stop.  I said no.  I was not a girl anymore.  He pushed and I cringed; it hurt, but not as
bad as I imagined it would be.  When he
was in me to the fullest, it was no longer an unpleasant feeling.  He leaned down and kissed me as he began to
go in and out, in and out.  He was not
as furious as the stallions I have seen mating; the fury must be good for the
stallion but not for the mare.  Peter
was making sure I would not be simply a mare. 
The idea floating in my mind that he may impregnate me did not scare
me.  In fact, I grew exhilarated at the
idea.



As he grew more intense (ah, the stallion�s
fury was now more evident!) my body responded in ways I had never
experienced.  Mi concha
begged for him to be powerful.  I was
hot like the noonday sun.



�Peter�Peter�ay�ay�it feels�so good�ooooooh,
sí, sí�oooooh,�
I cried.



I watched his lean muscles flex as he swayed
his hips to meet mine.  Ah, yes, my hips
were magically moving at the same speed as his, to take him, to swallow him
with my aching vagina.



�¡Jesus, dulce!� I cried my Lord�s
name in vain.  �¡Mi Dios!�  I sinned again.  �¡Vaya más rápidamente!� �No sin, simply the need
to feed my desire.  Ahhhhhhh, my release
was here!
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Chapter Fourteen:
Peter



 



My virgin lover,
who�s tearing hymen stung just seconds ago, now cried for me to fuck her
faster.  She was crooning some words I
understood and some I didn�t.  I was
fighting the urge to cum.  Damn, I was
so close my balls ached, but I wanted so much to give her the best orgasm on
her first taste of sex.  


This was my second
act of deflowering.  The first had been
a clumsy, teenaged coupling that turned out dissatisfying for both of us.  I was determined not to let my second virgin
go unfulfilled.


Her legs wrapped
strongly around my thrusting hips and her body arched and twitched and ground
into me.  Her hips bucked faster and she
began to cry louder.  Her orgasmic scream
was not a scream but rather a warbled plea to her God�a plea of divine
thanks.  She convulsed and pulled me to
her tightly.  I didn�t want to cum
inside her since I wasn�t wearing a condom, but her tight embrace kept me
buried.  I managed to pull out enough (I
hoped), shooting most of my load around her pulsating labia.


She was
overwhelmed with the entire encounter, puzzled by my external ejaculation.  As we lay on the altar stone baking in the
heating sunlight, I caressed her perfectly perky breasts and explained that it
might not be a good idea to get pregnant now.


�¿Why, you have no
feelings for me?� She asked.


�I have many
feelings for you, chiquita, but when I return home, what is to happen
then?�


�Then you will not
return to America but stay here and be mi marido,� she declared
matter-of-factly as if no debate was ever expected on the issue.


It may seem
strange I didn�t immediately run back to camp. 
I certainly didn�t come to Mexico for a wife, but what the fuck did I
have to go back to?  My job sucked.  My girlfriend jumped my friend as soon as
she had the chance.  I asked if her
father could get me a job in his import-export company; I was a business school
grad after all.  That question was as
good as a marriage proposal to Maria.  I
grew scared until she laughed, and with a twinkle in her eye said that if I
impressed her strict father then maybe I would be proper husband material.  I laughed now that I knew she wasn�t
completely serious.  We went back into
the stream and swam a bit, having lost absolute sense of time.  We played and talked and touched some more.


When I walked out
of the stream ahead of her I gazed back and admired what I saw.  She was indeed a teen goddess standing wet
at the water�s edge.  Natural bronze
skin tone.  A perfect round ass.  Perfect upturned cones topped by perfect
small brown areolas and nipples. 
Perfect adolescent curves from waist to hips to thighs.  I was getting hard again.


As we walked to
get our clothes, she tittered and said, �Oh, mi concha es mojado otra vez.�  She came into my arms and when I put a finger
at her opening, she was indeed wet again, as she announced.


�Well maybe, my
young lover,� I said, �I�m not as endowed as the horses you�ve been so
studiously watching, but maybe they have something right after all.�


On the shore of
the precious stream I took her from behind doggie-style.  Her ass would slap back audibly to meet
every one of my thrusts.  She was
moaning from the start, Spanish epithets sliding easily from her innocent lips
surrounding the incessant �slap-slap-slap� of our bodies.  I never knew when her orgasm began.  She simply grew louder and louder, and her
vagina, tight already, clamped down further onto my aching cock.  Again I struggled to pull out to cum,
spraying rope after rope of hot semen all over her beautiful, glistening wet backside.


We collapsed on
the silty edge of the jungle stream; her long, wet hair draped across my
thankfully sated body.  I didn�t know
how long we lay there, but after a while I awoke to a sunburn, and giggling
voices.


�Oh, my God!  Pete�s been fucking the Mexican girl!�  It was Liz speaking to Ruthie at the
jungle�s fringe.  Eden was no longer
ours.


As Maria awoke
from her post-coital slumber, I thought she�d react in shame, but instead she
reacted in defiance.  �You think you are
better than me, you American slut.  You
fuck strangers two at a time without love.� 
Liz was agape, speechless, yet Ruthie was ready to come to her
defense.  Maria wouldn�t let her.  �Don�t say anything, you�you, mock Peter and
humiliate him and he�he does not deserve it. 
He is a man worthy of much more than me, but I am happy to offer myself
to him and take his seed.�  By now,
three Americans stood silent in awe of her fire.


I went to Maria
and kissed her.  �Forget them.  We know what we have.� I said to Maria when
our kiss was over.  Exactly what DID
we have? I thought.  


We helped each
other gather our clothes and get dressed, ignoring Ruthie and Liz, who decided
to explore the steam rather than contend with the hot chica.  We returned to camp holding each other�s
hand.  We spent the rest of the day
together.  When I asked Maria again if
her father was hiring, her eyes opened wide and she hugged me to her.  Call me a fool.  I was hooked.
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Epilogue: Peter



 



The Germans would
return home with tales of the hot American girl who they took night after
night.  I would never see Ruthie again,
though I heard she�d been married and divorced.  No, not to Brad; we stay in touch whenever I go back to the
States.  I wouldn�t say Brad and I were
the best of friends any more.  I guess
it�s just keeping up with things for old time�s sake.  Hector Quintana is quite a man to work for.  At first skeptical of the gringo looking to
marry his teenage daughter, he�d come around to at least tolerate me.  Just kidding�we got along fine.  Living on the outskirts of Cancún was a
blast.  We had a very nice house.


�Hey, mi
semental, why don�t you come back to bed and show me again how you
stallions mate with us poor females.� 
Maria laughed, looking up from the bedsheets at me with those dark,
piercing, fiery eyes of hers.


�Haven�t you
milked the seed from your stallion enough already?� I answered.  I climbed into bed anyway and rolled her
onto her stomach.  


You needn�t worry,
with Maria I was hard again and ready to satisfy her needs.  I was finding it difficult to keep up with
the demands of a budding fifteen-year-old who since discovering sex in a
Yucatán jungle had turned into a downright nymphomaniac.  I figured doggie; she figured differently.  She pushed me onto my back and climbed on,
impaling her tight yet well-lubricated self onto my throbbing dick.


�Yes, I think I
will ride my stallion as is natural,� she moaned, beginning to bounce
wildly.  I laid back and looked up at
her in awe.  She cupped her breasts as
she fucked me, leaving her stiff nipples exposed for me to admire.  My climax snuck up on me and I shot into
her, willing my sperm to go deep and my cock to stay hard until she came.  Her bouncing grew more frantic until she
yelled out a bunch of salty Spanish I loosely translated as �I�m cumming!�


Yep, that�s about
how things went.


We traveled back
to my hometown and renewed our vows, basically for my mom�s sake since she
couldn�t travel to Mexico for the wedding. 
My family was disappointed I would live in Mexico, but they all fell in
love with Maria, though I didn�t dare tell anyone how old she was.


That night,
sleeping in my boyhood room, I commented to my wife how her breasts had looked
swollen somewhat.  She impishly replied
that those things happened sometime to a woman.  Could it be true?


�Perhaps,� she
said, �in a few months we will not be able to�� She mimed fucking by running
her index finger through the circle formed by her other hand�s finger and
thumb.  �But you have taught me other
ways to keep mi marido a happy man.�


She took my cock in
her mouth and expertly took it into her throat.  She sucked me dry, swallowing every drop.


I was the luckiest
man alive!










The End
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The Lonely Pussies Club
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�Another meeting of the Lonely
Hearts� Club comes to order.�


 



�Cut the shit, okay Millie,� I
snapped.  �We�re here to have fun, hang
out together, and not BE lonely, right?�  Since her divorce, Millie had lost a few pounds but hadn�t lost
any of her sarcasm.


 


Shannon jumped in before Millie
could respond.  �She�s right, but it�s
our pussies that are lonely and not our hearts.�  She self-consciously tossed her long blond hair back and laughed,
though it didn�t sound very mirthful to my ears, her super-large tits bouncing
more animatedly than the laugh.


 



Linda seconded her with, �You got
THAT right, girl.  Shit, I haven�t had a
good orgasm in ages.  I bet my pussy has
cobwebs.�


 



I couldn�t believe either one of
them said what they did.  Linda and
Shannon were both gorgeous and didn�t look like 40-year-old married women,
especially Linda and her lithe, petite body that I�ve seen men reduced to
drooling idiots over.  I think I can
understand my marriage bed frustrations but these two should�ve had their
husbands� undivided attention in and out of bed.  My name is Donna.  I hated
to admit I was at least 20 pounds heavier than I was on my wedding day, most of
it at my hips and ass.  Having two kids
can do that I guess.  My husband was
probably screwing around with his new bombshell assistant; I knew he wasn�t
screwing me much any more.  Yep, the
bored, sexually frustrated wife was hanging out with three other bored and
sexually frustrated women�what fun!


 



Where we were hanging out was the
best part.  When Millie divorced her
rich and philandering husband, part of the settlement was this vacation house
on the coast.  The four of us were
sitting on the back deck overlooking the roiling ocean, now partially obscured
by fog, wearing bikinis and sipping various drinks.  I was a white wine drinker, unlike my friends who were well into
their mixed cocktails.  Even with the
fog, we saw wet-suited surfers trying to catch some waves.


 



I bet each of us in our own way was
fantasizing about the surfers below, Millie more obvious than the rest of
us.  Linda made a comment about one man
who was separate from the others, wondering aloud about his physique; from this
distance he looked big and well built to me. 



 



�Doesn�t look like one of those Spanorexics
you�re always hot over,� I said.


 



�Huh? Spanorexics? What�s that?�


 



�You know what I mean.  Those dark, scrawny, emaciated looking
Hispanics with their scruffy goatees or little soul patches you�re always
sniffing around�Spanorexics.�


 



�I don�t believe you actually made
up a word for that, damn,� she said, and then laughed.  �Yeah, he�s not one of them, at least from
here.�


 



Just as Millie added to the
conversation by commented on the unknown surfer�s body, he wiped out riding a
large wave and went out of sight.  We
could see his board bouncing within the surf, but not him.


 



�He might need help, let�s go down
there,� Linda shouted.  Not waiting for
acknowledgement she rose from her lounge chair and took off for the beach
below.


 



Shannon looked at her as she
bounded away, and said, �OK, let�s go with her.  Maybe he is a hunk and we don�t want her to have all the
fun.�  The three of us followed Linda to
the beach, powered by estrogen as much as by alarm.


 



The fog was thicker down by the
water and for a moment I lost sight of Linda. 
When we got closer to the water�s edge, we came upon her, standing
before a man in a black wetsuit with fancy purple trim.  I could smell the pheromones yards away�she
was practically leaning against him as they talked.  He was a hunk, that�s for sure. 
Six-one, maybe six-two, with black curly hair, a square jaw, hazel eyes
that twinkled even within the gloom of the fog, a muscular chest, and a narrow
waist leading to a tight looking ass. 
Not that I noticed.  As I got
closer, I estimated his age downward�maybe 19 or 20 tops.  Just a kid, but what a hot looking kid he
was.  Stop it, Donna, or you�ll wet your
bikini bottoms, I thought to myself.  I
was old enough to be his mother, for God�s sake.  Didn�t change the itch I felt between my legs.  What pheromones was I emitting?


 



�Are you ok?� Shannon asked as she
got to them.  �Looked like quite a
wipe-out.�  God, Shannon was invading
his personal space too.  We must all be
horny as well as a little drunk.


 



�Yeah, I�m ok, a little battered,
and got some sand in my wetsuit, but I�ll be fine.� 


 



Millie said, �Why don�t you take a
break, come up to the house with us and have a drink, maybe get the sand out of
your suit.�


 



I added, �We�re right over there,�
pointing up to the house, which wasn�t visible through the fog.  I felt silly.


 



He smiled and agreed, probably
pondering, as any young, hot-blooded male might, the intentions of four smitten
older women in bikinis.  He introduced
himself as Ryan.  He�d been vacationing
in the area and figured he had to try out the surf here, and rented a
board.  I didn�t know you could rent
surfboards.  Millie gushed that she
always wanted to learn how to surf and asked Ryan if he could teach her,
perhaps the next morning.  He was
noncommittal, still sizing us up, I thought. 
Back up to Millie�s beach house, we got him a beer and freshened up our
own drinks.  He had unzipped the top
half of his wetsuit and it was now gathered at his waist.  We were all ogling his broad chest�hairless,
bronzed and fabulously muscled.  


 



While we filled him in on who we
were and where we lived, Ryan kept rubbing his legs.  When he repeated the rubbing, I knew he was getting itchy inside
his wetsuit, and hadn�t he said something about sand? 


 



Linda was first in saying something.  �You should get out of that, you know.  You�d be a lot more comfortable.�


 



�Sorry, no can do.�  


 



Oh-oh, no trunks under there.  Mmmm.


 



�Sure you can,� Millie said.  �You can use a towel to cover up.  No need to feel shy around us.�


 



Ryan�s expression was cute.  He smiled a wry smile, like he was imagining
the possibilities while gazing at Shannon�s chest.  Oh yeah�the possibilities. 
I still had that itch, though I knew he wouldn�t look at me like
that.  I was wondering where this would
lead.  I was sure Ryan was too.


 



Shannon said, �You don�t have to do
anything you don�t want to do.�


 



�C�mon, it�s no big deal.  Why don�t you get comfortable?�  Millie said.  I don�t think Ryan�s comfort was what Millie or any of us were truly
concerned with at the moment.


 



Linda jumped in, �Why don�t you let
me help.� Before he could reply she was on her knees in front of him, spreading
the towel Millie handed her across his lap. 
�There you go,� she said.


 



�Thanks, but I�m not so sure about
this,� he said, though his expression confirmed he was a bit more sure than he
let on.  He gulped down the last of his
beer.  Millie quickly got him another.


 



�Sure you are, scoot up.�  When he reluctantly raised his butt from the
chair, Linda tugged on the suit and pulled it off him.


 



Millie put a hand on his chest and
asked, �Isn�t that better?�


 



�I guess it is,� he said, before
sipping from his fresh beer.  


 



He was now naked, and more fidgety,
but the four horny women around him were even more so.  Linda�s skin looked pink and flushed and she
was breathing harder.  Shannon�s breasts
were heaving as she too breathed with more difficulty.  Millie was almost drooling.  I realized my hand was hovering over my
pubic region, wet yet safely hidden within my suit.  How was I breathing?  I
took a sip of wine and noticed my hand shaking.  His legs were red from being trapped inside the sweaty
wetsuit.  Millie idly rubbed them like
Ryan had a few minutes before.


 



�More comfortable now?� Millie
asked, and he nodded yes, looking more nervous than he had earlier.


 



As he moved in the chair, both
Linda and Shannon stretched to sneak a quick look at his ass.  I wasn�t sure if they got a glimpse, though
Millie looked him over too and declared, �See, you�re alright, nothing shows,
we can�t see anything.�


 



Linda said suddenly, �You know
girls, it�s not fair he�s the only one naked. 
It must be embarrassing.  I bet
he�d be less embarrassed if he weren�t the only one.�  


 



As Ryan took another slug of beer
and stared amusingly at Linda, she slipped off her top in one practiced
motion.  Her breasts looked like she was
still 18 instead of 40, pointy and not sagging one iota.  I wished I could say the same.  Ryan obviously liked what he saw; the towel
on his lap began to tent.  


 



�You don�t mind, do you Ryan?�  He swung his head back and forth.  �Am I the only one?� Linda asked while
looking at the rest of us.


 



�You know, it is kinda hot anyway,�
Millie said, and her top was quickly discarded.


 



The towel kept rising.


 



When Shannon�s top came off, the
towel�s �tent� was at full height.  Hers
were the biggest and best anyway.  Oh
what the hell, I took mine off too. 
Linda was doing a slow seductive dance�that�s what it looked like to me
anyway�her breasts swaying to her inner music. 
She was as horny as I�ve ever seen another woman.  It was palpable.  Ryan�s eyes swept from one of us to the other.  I didn�t want to admit it but I was as horny
as Linda seemed to be.  Where was this
going?  My eyes went back and forth
between watching Millie move closer to Ryan and sneaking quick looks at the
marvelously high arch of the towel, so I didn�t notice Linda had removed her
bottoms before resuming her dance in front of him.


 



�Now isn�t this better?� Linda
said, her voice more throaty than usual. 



 



�Wow, I would say so.�  He took another long sip from his beer.


 



Linda danced closer so he was
basically looking right at her shaved pubic mound.  �Aren�t you glad we came down to rescue you?�


 



�I don�t know about �rescue� but
now that I�m here, yeah, I feel like maybe I�m dreaming, he said.�  Now Millie had lost her bottoms.  I was close to doing the same.  Shannon simply stared at the spectacle.


 



Linda�s dance grew more erotic,
running her hands up and down her sides before squeezing her breasts together
and tweaking her nipples; they looked extremely stiff.  Ryan was staring at her tight little body,
blinking and squirming in his chair, his breathing about as ragged as
mine.  She was the snake charmer and he,
or his cock to be more specific, was the snake.  She reached down and plucked the towel away before he could grasp
it to keep it on his lap.  With only a
small moan, she mounted him there in the chair and impaled herself on his
cock.  She sunk right down on top of
him, his splendid looking cock disappearing into her willing and obviously
well-lubricated pussy.


 



This was unbelievable, seeing Linda
begin to fuck him right out here in the open in front of us. Shannon shook her
head and wordlessly got up and walked away, though I saw she was as hot and
flushed as I was.  


 



Linda furiously bounced on his
thick hardness and it was over soon after it began.  Ryan groaned and Linda wailed loudly as they came.  However, it wasn�t really over, as Millie pulled
both of them to the floor and insinuated herself into the flesh pile.  �I gotta get some of this,� she moaned.


 



Ryan murmured, �Oh God!� He was
still hard, and he got right into Millie. 
He started fucking her as hard as Linda had fucked him.  While Ryan pounded and Millie sang �Ugh�ugh�ugh��
at every thrust, Linda played with his fine ass and balls.  Millie screamed soon thereafter.  


 



And I was next.  Oh no, I can�t said the voice in my
head.  


 



I almost had my bottoms off, having
pulled them down to thigh level, before I listened to the sane voice and pulled
them hurriedly back up and walked away. 
Of course who was to say which inner voice was the �sane� one.  My pussy ached, my clit was probably
vibrating and I just walked away from a young stallion who would do me better
than I�ve been done in years.


 



I walked toward Shannon�s bedroom
looking for someone to commiserate with, or at least help me rationalize my
decision.  She was sitting in a corner
chair sipping her drink as I entered. 
Even in this room I heard the pounding noise that signaled Ryan was
still �up� and banging one of my friends.


 



Shannon looked distressed, she too
having to listen to what was happening. 
�Damn, Donna, I thought you were going to join in for sure, you sure
looked horny enough.�


 



�I was so fuckin� close, believe
me.  I heard a voice in my head say
�You�re a married woman and he�s just a kid.� 
Damn those inner voices, I really do need it.�


 



Shannon gulped the rest of her
drink before pointing to the bed and inviting me to sit.  �I guess we�re still in the Lonely Pussies
Club.  Those two will fuck his brains
out and we�ll sit here and be sensible and frustrated like hell.  I need another drink.�  We went to fill glasses and returned to her
bedroom, two topless, horny women listening to the sounds of hot sex
reverberating through the house. 
Another scream�Linda cumming again. 
Ryan was still going strong I guessed.


 



�Why do we put up with it?�  Shannon got up from the chair and came to
sit beside me on the bed.  �I mean, why
do we put up with unfaithful husbands who don�t give us what we need while we
dutifully stay faithful ourselves?  Are
we nuts?�


 



What was I to say?  I probably should be out in the other room
riding Ryan�s wonderfully thick cock while he still could keep it up.  My pussy squished as I moved I was so fucking
wet.  And here I was.  I looked at Shannon and said, �What do you
suggest, dear friend?  Do we go back out
there?  Do we look for some studs to
fuck on the side?  Do we go home and
swap husbands?  God, I�m so damned
horny!�


 



Shannon put her arm around me and
gave me a hug.  �I am too, hon.� My eyes
met hers and I saw it.


 



�It� was maybe confirmation of the rumors
I�d heard: though she was married, Shannon supposedly had an on-again,
off-again lesbian affair with another friend of mine, a woman named Debbie, at
least that was the buzz.  The buzz took
on a new meaning when she reached over with her free hand and cupped my
breast.  


 



I whispered, �Don�t��


 



She leaned closer herself and
whispered, �Ssssh, I know what you need, and I�ll take care of it, sweetheart.�


 



God, she was going to kiss me!  Part of me abhorred the thought, yet another
part, knowing how lovely and sensual a woman she was, was primed and
ready.  Maybe I had been thinking about
this all along, since I first heard the rumors.  In my mind I�d just been �rejected� by Ryan.  He didn�t look at me invitingly as he had
with Linda, Millie and Shannon.  I
remember feeling the same way when I heard folks talk of Shannon and
Debbie.  Why had Shannon picked
her?  I was better looking.  I needed it more�that �need� left undefined
as well as unfulfilled.


 



We inevitably kissed.  It started out soft and tentative.  Soon, our lips were as united as our heaving
breasts were.  We were locked.  Tongues flitted into willing mouths.  Nipples touched nipples and hardened.  We fell back onto the bed and kept kissing.


 



Goddamn, I was breathless and she
was too.  She whispered, �Oh Donna, I
wished�I hoped�you would let me�but I was afraid��


 



�You wanted me?  And you thought I would push you away?�  I said softly, my hand palming one of her
magnificent breasts.  �You�re the most
beautiful woman I know, why would I reject you?�


 



�But you�re not��


 



�Lesbian, or Bi?  Maybe not, but we just kissed, and I feel
better than I�ve felt in months, dammit.�


 



�Donna, oh Donna, I need you!�  With that said, we went back to kissing, and
oh what an exquisite kiss it was.  I
absently searched back through memories and I couldn�t remember any man who�d
ever kissed me like she was now.  Lying
next to her, I caressed her beautiful breasts as her fingers explored beneath my
bikini bottoms.  When she discovered how
extremely wet I was, she moaned.  


 



I loved her nipples.  Large areolas centered with steely hard
nipples that I could tell were sensitive as she writhed from my touch.  I loved the rest of her too.  Over forty, she couldn�t be any heavier than
she had been at eighteen.  She had the
flawless skin and natural blond hair to solicit any woman�s envy.  I was about to have a beautiful woman�my
friend�make love to me.  She coaxed me
onto my back and proceeded to kiss me the length of my body, first at my
breasts before moving down my stomach. 
She slipped my bottoms off easily. 
My legs spread for her. 


 



Shannon whispered, �You should
shave. You know, you�re so full and beautiful down here.�


 



Shave?  She meant my pubic hair, of course, but I did trim it for my
bikini.  She meant shave it all
off.  I would do it for her, I promised
myself, if for no one else.


 



She ate me like no one else
had.  She was only the second female in
my life to taste me.  Jill and I had
been twelve and thus Jill wasn�t as proficient as Shannon.  Shannon�s tongue was a sword that cut me to
pieces.  I squirmed.  I arched my back.  I willed her tongue deeper. 
I begged her to suck my clit.  I
begged her to suck my pussy dry.  My
begging turned to whimpering as she did just what I asked.


 



�Oh yes, Shan�oh yes�OH YES!�  I screamed. 
She licked and sucked harder. 
She would not let this moment be anything but heaven.


 



�I THINK I�M��  


 



I was cumming, but couldn�t utter
the word that would finish my thought. 
The convulsion began at my clit, where Shannon was earnestly nibbling,
traveled up my spine and wrapped its tentacles around my torso and
squeezed.  I felt my vagina spasm; funny
feeling that spasm and not have something inside me to spasm around.


 



Shannon moaned, probably feeling
the convulsions, and maybe getting her mouth a little wetter from my climaxing
pussy juices.


 



It was the orgasm I�d waited a long
time for.


 



Within the foggy mist of my
post-orgasmic brain, I imagined that now it was my turn to pleasure Shannon,
however she wasn�t done with me.  Her
mouth and hands were everywhere and I felt it building again.  As if far away, I heard a rhythmic pounding
and Millie screaming.  Ryan must be
robo-stud to keep going like that. 
Would fucking him have been better than how I felt now?


 



Oh�Oh�OH�OH�Oooooooooooooooooh
Shannonnnnnnnnnn!�  It was my turn to
cry my new orgasm, this one so much more bone shaking than the one only moments
ago.


 



The way she looked at me�just her
gaze�brought me an aftershock, keeping my climax going and making me whimper
once again.  She looked satisfied, and
maybe proud to have made me cum like that. 
Could I be so proud?


 



I made love to a woman for the
first time.  I pulled on the ties and
slipped off her soaking wet bikini bottoms. 
Trying not to mimic what she�d done to me, I nevertheless used my mouth
and hands on every lovely inch of her. 
I snuggled against, caressed and kissed her beautiful breasts.  I�ve always envied them so I wasn�t going to
skimp on worshipping them now.  I
studied every curve of her body as a blind person reads Braille.  I tongued her clit until it stood tall and
arrogant.  I nibbled and sucked on it
until she arched her back and rewarded me with a yelp and a flood.


 



With her juices still on my lips, I
moved up and kissed her.  It was a long,
deep and immensely satisfying kiss. 
Without saying anything, we lay together, and soon I was spooned behind
her and absently kissing the nape of her neck. 
I thought maybe she�d contentedly fallen asleep.  Why hadn�t I done this earlier?  


 



A corner of my conscious mind
registered a voice saying, �Omigod, THAT�s what they�ve been doing.  Look at this!�


 



Was it a dream or did I really hear
Linda speaking?


 



Shannon awoke, and after a moment�s
hesitation, said, �I think we had great time while you two fucked the kid�s
cock off.�


 



That solicited a laugh from the
four of us, me and Shannon naked on the bed, and Millie and Linda standing
naked in the bedroom doorway.


 



Millie said, �You know, Ryan kept
asking about the two of you, at least while he wasn�t out of breath, ha-ha�


 



�Yeah, I really do think he wanted
a fivesome.  Damned almost made me
jealous,� Linda added.


 



�He�s gonna come back tomorrow and
teach me how to surf,� Millie said. 
�I�m sure the hunk will be ready for round two.  You girls up for it?�


 



Shannon said, �No, I�m OK.�  She looked at me as she ran her hand
leisurely over my hip.  �You, Donna?�


 



Maybe I would offer my awakened
pussy to Ryan.  Lord, did I know now
what he�d do to me.  I imagined his cock
ramming me deep.  Then I imagined
Shannon�s tongue licking my clit, and I wasn�t so sure.  The girls were waiting impatiently for my
answer.  Mmm, what should I do?  When they figured out I wasn�t going to
answer, Linda yelled �pussy pile� and her and Millie jumped onto the bed with
us, and the tickling and teasing began. 



 



At least for today, the Lonely
Pussies Club meeting was adjourned. 


 











Donna
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Gigolo
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I�d never done
this before.  I never even thought of
doing this before.  Sooner or later
though, it had to happen.  I couldn�t do
it another way without feeling like the cheat I would be.  No matter that my husband has probably
cheated on me.  No matter he�s probably
cheating on me now; he�s had more of the �I�m working late� excuses lately,
even for him.  When you can�t remember
when the last time you�ve had a scream-at-the-top-of-your-lungs orgasm it�s
time to do something.


 



I combed the
Internet, at first not sure what to search for.  Male escort?  Gigolo?  Male fuck-buddy?  I found a couple of sites for male escorts, but they were for gay
men.  Craig�s List had nothing in my
area.  Then I chanced upon Derek�s web
site.  Derek was described as the
perfect escort for discriminating women, those wanting the very best.  He went for $300 an hour up to $1500 for the
whole night.  Expensive, though I had
the money, but could I go through with it, and what if he wasn�t as
advertised?  


 



His photos
showed a superbly fit man in his upper 30�s, with washboard abs and a tight ass
and muscled thighs that made me drool. 
His face, though not exactly handsome, was ruggedly masculine.  He had black hair and a full mustache to go
along with it.  The remainder of his
great body (at least in his web photos) was shaved smooth.  Oh yeah, I saved the best for last: in one
photo his cock was at least ten inches long and looked exquisitely thick.  I wasn�t that naïve to ignore what you could
do nowadays to doctor a photo, but if that thing was real�wow!  The page highlighted that he was well
educated and well read and could hold his part in any conversation.  I thought knowing he had that cock I would
have a difficult time holding up my part of any conversation we had.


 



While my husband
was on one of his frequent business trips, I figured it was time to make the
call.  I dialed the number on the web
site and got Derek�s �business manager,� at least that�s what he said he was.  The guy sounded professional as he told me
that Derek usually didn�t take appointments on such short notice, but at
present he was available for this evening, and would I like to book his
time.  I never hesitated, saying yes.  He asked me what I was looking for, and I
almost said �sex� but realized it wasn�t exactly what he was asking about, nor
what I should say openly over the phone. 
I thought about it, and replied I would like to go to dinner then spend
some time at my home.  He asked for some
information, including whether I believed 3 or 4 hours would be sufficient,
including dinner, going so far as to inquire if I would like him to reserve a
table or would I be making the reservation myself.  I figured that was also his way to open up the topic of the
fee.  I agreed to it all.  Let him make the dinner reservation, expense
be damned.  I wanted to be a pampered
woman.  He had my cell number to confirm
my �date� with Derek.


 



Later that
evening, I put on my favorite little black dress and my pearls.  Looking in the mirror, I liked what I saw�not
too openly sexual as to seem wanton, but elegant nonetheless.  He�ll have the pleasure to discover I wore
my best black lace bra and panties underneath. 
He was to be at my door in a few minutes.


 



I felt like a
teen on prom night when I answered the doorbell.  He looked better than his web photos.  He wore dress chinos and a polo shirt under an expensive looking
sport jacket; smart casual style with a smile. 
Introductions made, he escorted me to his Audi TT, and off we went.


 



Dinner was at a
restaurant I�d never been to.  The menu
was great, his company fantastic.   We
shared a bottle of Merlot he selected. 
It was perfect.  I let him
suggest my dinner selection�I don�t remember ever doing that, even with my
husband.  Between bites he complimented
me on my looks.  That hadn�t happened in
ages either.  It was a job to him, I
knew, but the way he looked at me made me want to jump his bones right in the
restaurant, maybe fuck him there under the table.  My panties were wet; I could feel it.  My dessert would be him.


 



At my front
door, he insisted I let him unlock the door for me�a gentleman for sure.  Inside at last, he took me in his arms and
asked, �May I kiss you?�


 



�Oh God yes,� I
said, barely recognizing my own croaking voice.  His arms were strong and his lips were tender.  I melted into him.


 



I handed him an envelope from my
purse�his fee.  He didn�t look at it or
open it, simply sliding it into a pants pocket.  He slipped off his jacket, while asking me (very directly, I
thought) what I wanted him to do. 
Sinking onto the sofa while he stood over me, I unloaded all my troubles
on him.  I told him of how my husband
wasn�t intimate with me much anymore.  I
told him how I felt something was missing in my life.  I told him how long it had been since I had a mind-blowing
orgasm.  He listened, making no
promises. 


 



I told him, �Make love to
me!  Don�t just fuck me, make love to
me.�


 



He pulled me to my feet and took
me in his arms and kissed me like I�ve never been kissed before.  It just wasn�t his lips or his probing
tongue that did it.  It was the
indescribable combination of hot passion and affectionate tenderness.  Indescribable.  Upright sex while fully clothed is the best I can do.


 



When our lips finally parted, he
whispered, �Yes, Donna, I�ll make love to you, wherever and however many times,
I�ll make love to you.�  I think I wet
my panties.


 



He coaxed my arms upward and
lifted the cocktail dress up and over my head. 
He stopped and admired my middle-aged body; at least that�s what it
looked like to me.  Damn is he good at
this.  I grew hot under his gaze.  He acted like he appreciated what he saw,
and I adored him for it.  He reached
around and unfastened my bra, and as it slid to the floor he told me I had
great breasts.  Dear, dear man.  


 



He asked me �Where?�


 



I said, maybe a hair too loudly,
�right here, dammit,� pointing to the sofa.


 



He more or less lowered me to the
sofa and proceeded to remove his clothes. 
Usually the woman does the striptease, but this was his show.  When he slipped off his bikini briefs I
gasped.  His cock was everything it was
supposed to be and more.  He smiled,
knowing how this moment must play out with every client.  It was already at quarter-mast and beginning
to engorge, now freed from his pants. 
Before I knew what I was doing I reached for the marvelous shaft and
began to stroke it and play with it.  I
was totally in awe.  He stood there and
let me play.  His member rose to a
magnificent height.


 



I begged him to fuck me, but he
moved to eat me first.  I got the best
cunt licking I�ve experienced in my life�one more notch on his proficiency
belt.  He nibbled, licked and kissed in
just the right combination, alternating (as he had with kissing me) between
rough and gentle.  I hardly recognized
my own voice as I moaned ever louder before shrieking in ecstasy.


 



My legs still spread as I
luxuriated in the orgasm, he climbed between them and placed the head of his
cock within the folds of my wet labia and pushed.  He went slowly at first, penetrating me only a few inches at a time.  Teasing, oh God teasing.  


 



Our eyes met and he smiled.  �Good loving so far?�


 



�God, yes!�  I whimpered, and reached for his tight ass
cheeks and pulled him into me.


 



I cried out again, for he was
deeper than any man had ever been.  And
God did he fill me!  As if he read my
mind, he asked me if I wanted it fast the first time.  The first time!  I cried
out, �Yes!  Fast!�


 



I felt his muscles ripple as he
rhythmically thrust into me.  Fast, hard
and deep.  I wished for a
scream-at-the-top-of-my-lungs orgasm, and that�s what I got.  Man, did I howl!  My hips were bucking and quivering and my vagina clamped down on
his cock as it was wonderfully bottomed out at the opening to my twice-blest
womb.


 



�Feeling better?�  He asked, with that ever-present wry smile
on his lips.


 



�Did you�?�


 



�Cum, you mean?  No, of course not.  You�re not done with me yet, are you?�


 



I looked at his cock as he pulled
out of me and knelt beside the sofa.  It
was still gloriously thick and erect, though now glistening wet from being in
my climaxing vagina.  �Can you spend the
night?  I have the money,� I asked.


 



�Sure can, Donna honey,� he
answered.  �Neighbors won�t say anything
when they see me leave in the morning?�


 



�No, the next door neighbor isn�t
that nosy and wouldn�t be the type to tell my husband anyway.�


 



�Good.  So, lovely lady, how many times have you ever been laid in one
night before?�  I wished I could put his
smile in a jar and save it.


 



�Not enough, I can tell you.  I don�t know, maybe only twice.�


 



He made a sound like �pshaw�, and
then said, �We can do much better than that. 
Which way�s the bedroom?�  He
carried me like a baby to the bedroom�imagine that!  �Slow or fast this time?�


 



Fast was good.  I told him and once more he was between my
thighs and fucking me, his cock never wilting. 
I wrapped my legs around his fine ass and urged him on.  His rhythm was relentless, and still he
didn�t cum.  My husband would have cum
in about two or three minutes.  Derek
kept his steady thrusting for maybe five or six glorious minutes, pounding into
me hard, meeting each thrust of my hips in time.  When I came it was as if an explosion went off in my head.  I moaned, I screamed, I whimpered, my whole
body quivering beneath him.  And he
still hadn�t cum.


 



He laid next to me and we talked
some more.  He told me a little bit more
about himself and his ambitions in life. 
I told him that he had the most amazing cock, and the most amazing
stamina and willpower.  He laughed and
in a theatrical voice said, �It�s my job, ma�am.�


 



His hands were lazily touching me
all over.  My husband would never do
such a thing after we made love.  Derek
was slowly getting me there again.  He
rolled me over so I was lying on top of him and he asked if it was okay.  I moaned and said anything he did to me was
okay. 


 



Derek muttered �husbands� under
his breath but I heard him.  I asked him
why he said it, and he answered, �I usually don�t say things like this but
you�re a beautiful lady, and just like all my, ah, clients, I can�t understand
why husbands like yours leave you wanting. 
I mean, sometimes I understand, but not usually.�


 



�Don�t try to understand, just
make love to me again.�


 



�I�m all yours,� he said.


 



I wiggled until his cock was at
my pussy.  Damn, the thing was hard
again!  What a man!  I slid backwards on him and slid him inside
me.  I never was one for riding
cowgirl�maybe I was too self-conscious for the position�but I sat up, impaled
on his cock, with his cockhead knocking on the door to my womb.  I began bouncing upon him.  I knew right away I was going to orgasm
quickly this time.  On every bounce he
smacked my cervix and maybe that alone did it. 
I wailed and wailed, soaking his groin with dollop after dollop of my
cum-juice.  He smiled.


 



�Do you want me to cum now?�  He said in a near whisper.


 



I groaned, �YES,� still feeling
orgasmic contractions.


 



He rolled me off him and with a
few short strokes gave me the �money shot� of a lifetime, coating my tits and
belly with rope after luscious rope of cum�another category where the man was a
superstar.  I rubbed it all over
me.  He surprised me by chuckling and
joining my attempt at adult finger-painting, gleefully helping me smear his
spunk everywhere.


 



We took a shower.  After washing some, I teased him about
screwing me in the shower.  He teased me
by asking if I liked anal.  Oh God,
taking him in my ass would be a death wish, but I was already breathing hard
thinking about it standing under the hot shower as he mischievously washed my
breasts.  My aching hard nipples were
one shade darker and that told him everything. 
I lightly stroked his cock, and surprise!  He was getting hard again.


 



I sighed, �Fuck�me.  Anywhere you want, just fuck me.�


 



He positioned me with my ass to
him, and then lubricating his cock as well as my butt hole with some shower
gel, he punched into me.  Just like
that.  He was in my ass, and I about
died, my breath caught in my chest.  He
waited, maybe to see if I�d protest or push him away.  When I didn�t he began thrusting.  I wanted it to stop but at the same time I wanted it to
continue.  Anal sex is like that, I�ve
discovered.  His size was only adding to
my pain/pleasure dilemma.  He didn�t
fuck me there at the same frantic pace I begged him to in my pussy
earlier.  Good thing.  He did me slow and steady under the splashing
hot water spray.  I didn�t realize my
fingers were massaging my clit until I started bawling.


 



�AaaaaaEeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!� My
squeal echoed violently around the shower stall.


 



He kept going (which wasn�t
surprising anymore) and I kept cumming, until he uttered barely loud enough
over the shower�s�and my�noise, �I�m going to cum in your ass and you�re going
to feel it.�


 



I did, oh Lord I did�every last
spasm!


 



Afterward he was still the
consummate gentleman, rinsing away the cum dribbling down my crack to my
thighs.  We kissed again before finally
climbing from the shower and drying each other.


 



In my bedroom, I got another
envelope from a dresser drawer and handed it to him.  �Here�s the rest�for spending the night.�


 



He smiled and said, �I knew you
were good for it.�  He placed the
envelope on the nightstand without opening it. 
�Am I earning my keep?�


 



�Yes, oh yes!� I whimpered.  �I guess I knew you would�why do you think I
had the cash ready?�  


 



I threw on one of my husband�s
dress shirts and he put on my husband�s robe. 
I asked him if he was as hungry as I was.  He slyly wondered aloud why I wasn�t �full� by then.  We both laughed at that one.  Indeed one part of me had been filled,
however that only made me as hungry as hell. 
We went to the kitchen where I assembled some fixings and made us
sandwiches.  We�d had the marvelous
dinner earlier in the evening but we�d certainly worked up our appetites
since.  Again we chatted about life, him
telling me a little more about his.  I
looked at the clock, and was amazed at the late�actually, early morning�hour,
thinking money well spent.


 



In bed, he spooned behind
me.  I felt safer, more warm, more
protected perhaps than I�ve felt in years; and I�m lying naked next to a total
stranger, I thought, totally flabbergasted. 
I fell asleep before he did. 
When the morning light filtered into my bedroom, I awoke to find him
still holding me in his strong arms.


 



�Good morning, lovely lady.  How did you sleep?�


 



�Contented,� was my answer.  �Did I dream everything�you?�


 



�I don�t know, maybe you�re still
dreaming,� Derek said.


 



He took me doggie-style; his firm
hands on my hips and making full use of his immense length and girth. Maybe it
was the great night�s sleep, or maybe I was no longer nervous of being with him,
but this was the best.  Instead of
pushing me over the orgasmic edge, he would slow down and back off every time I
got close.  I was bucking and throwing
my ass at him in frustrated need.  He
kept at it, fast then slow then fast again. 
I was cumming and I didn�t even know it, since this one wasn�t a
climactic tidal wave but one, long tidal swell.  I didn�t necessarily scream this time.  I sang a song of moaning bliss that seemed to go on forever.  I knew that if I had timed this one I
wouldn�t believe the clock anyway.  He
fucked me, and I knew I would never be fucked like this again.


 



I heard him mutter, �OK I think
that�s enough,� as he pulled out, toppled me onto my back, and spurted
fountains of semen all over me, actually hitting the headboard with the
unbelievable first rope of cum.


 



Like before, I toyed with the
warm, creamy-white goo, rubbing it all over me, especially my tits.  Like a darling, he helped.


 



We showered.  I made him some breakfast before he had to
leave.  He told me he�d had a wonderful
night.  I wasn�t unsophisticated to
think he didn�t say that to all his women clients, but it was nice to hear
anyway.  I kissed him one last time and
told him it had been the best night of my life.  I felt like a woman again. 



 



He smiled the million-dollar
smile once more, and asked, �You�ve got my number, sweet Donna, right?�


 



Oh, yes I sure did!  Time to squirrel away some more mad money.
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Rekindled
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�Donna, you devil, you wrote about it �
about me.�  She shook her head when she
said that, making her beautiful natural blond hair swirl.



We were on her deck, indulging our
over-forty bodies with some topless sunbathing.  She�s been my best friend forever, yet that didn�t make it any
easier for me to accept coming up short in any comparisons with her.  I wasn�t a bad looking broad for my age, but
in the hair, tits, ass, and bank account areas she was the clear winner.  I lived with it.



�I figured sooner or later someone would
find it.  You mad at me?�



�Shit no. 
We did have fun that day didn�t we?� 
She was smiling so I knew she really wasn�t angry about it.  � �The Lonely Pussies Club�, I�d forgotten
about that little joke.  You can imagine
how surprised I was to stumble on that story with your name attached to it.�



�I hope Linda has the same reaction when and
if she reads it.  You�re not gonna tell
her, are you?�



�And spoil things?�  She chuckled, � �Spanorexics�, damn it girl,
you can sure come up with some good ones.�



�Well, look at who she�s bedding now.  The guy�s so scrawny his pants barely stay
up, like some of those ghetto kids where you can see most of their boxer
shorts.�



�I can�t believe her husband hasn�t figured
it out yet.�



�Maybe he has.  Maybe married to Linda has its benefits even if she
spreads it around.�



�Spanorexics!�  We both laughed heartily as she said the made-up word again.  Shannon looked like she was going to say
more, so I waited.  Eventually, �You
really did pay an escort, didn�t you?�



�Of course. 
That wasn�t my crazy imagination, though if you read the whole story you
know what he did to my imagination�and other parts of me.�



�I can afford what you paid, but � I don�t
know � would I?�



�Only you�and your neediness, let�s say�can
answer that.  I sure needed it.�



�How you handling this writing stuff?  Must be lots of guys e-mailing you looking
to hook up.�



�Yeah, but I�m having fun.  What about you?  You still seeing Debbie on the side?�



She hesitated before answering, �No, Deb is
playing with somebody else these days.�



�You miss it don�t you � with a woman, I
mean?�



�I read the story you wrote about the summer
camp.  See, unlike you I never even
thought about sex with girls when I grew up.�



I interrupted, �Until then I didn�t think
about it either.�



�OK, but what I mean is even as an adult I
never looked at a woman and thought of sex until Debbie seduced me.  Yeah, that�s what she did � she seduced
me.  She�s a lesbian all the way and she
went after what she wanted�me.�  She
paused a few seconds, then added, �And, Jesus, did she open me up.  Sex with her cut me to the bone and I loved
every fuckin� moment!�



Why I said it I didn�t know; I thought it,
but saying it aloud wasn�t like me: 
�Sex with you did that to me too. 
We never talked about it much after that summer at Millie�s place, but
maybe we should have.�



She reached a hand out to me and in the
softest voice said, �I don�t know what it would do to our friendship, but
you�re right, we should have talked about it � and done it again.�



Our fingers entwined as we touched from one
lounge chair to the other.  �I think our
friendship just makes anything we do that much better,� I said.



�Oh God, Donna � we have more than a
friendship.  I love you.�



I looked at her.  Her eyes bore through me. 
Her breasts were heaving and she�d unconsciously spread her legs ever so
slightly.  �I love you, too.�



�Let�s go in the house.�



The look in her eyes opened the floodgates;
my pussy grew hot and wet.  She looked
so beautiful lying there, and she wanted me. 
I wanted her.



We picked up our bikini tops and dashed into
her house like kids running to the playground, and maybe that�s what it would
be�our playground.  She led me toward
the sofa and in a blur our suit bottoms were off and we were as one.



Deep tongue kissing and fondling went on
forever, well, at least until I moved my lips from her mouth to her
nipples.  Shannon has marvelous breasts
and I sucked and kissed and nibbled and caressed both of them until she was
moaning and writhing, wanting more. 
Unlike that fateful summer day when we made love the first time, nothing
about this coupling was tentative. 
Chests heaved, nipples stiffened, pussies dripped, and clits
throbbed.  I moved down to her
thick-lipped and shaved-smooth pussy and didn�t so much lick her but devoured
her.



�Ah-ah-ah-ah-ah �
Donnaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa,� she crooned and climaxed, slaking my tongue�s
thirst for her.



I kept at it, drinking her in, suckling on
her pulsing clit, soliciting more convulsions and dollops of sweet pussy
juice.  Why had I waited so damned long
to do this again?



She was flushed and breathless when she took
her turn at my desperate pussy.  She
stopped long enough to gasp out, �Oh Donna, you shaved. You look so good down
here,� before resuming her hungry feasting on me.



My orgasm was sublime.  The spasms began at the walls of my vagina
and radiated up through my torso until I saw bursts of light in my mind.  Somehow I knew I screamed but the voice
didn�t sound a whole lot like me.  My
stomach muscles contracted and another wave of screaming ecstasy went through
me.  



Shannon muttered, �Oh my.�  Maybe I squirted.



I wondered (sadly) if I�d had a better
orgasm than this one since the last time Shannon and I made love.  We tumbled to the floor in a sweaty pile,
both basking in our own post-orgasmic heaven.



I didn�t have a chance to say anything
before Shannon whispered �Wow,� before throatily saying, �Let�s go to the
bedroom.  I�m not done with you
yet.�  Music to my ears! 



We walked to her bedroom and in a more
leisurely though no less passionate tempo made love once more.  We spent more time in our own way exploring
with our lips and our fingers.  After
several minutes we both begged for more. 
I begged her to suck my clit.  I
squirmed and arched my back, and sensed déjà vu.  We�d done this before at Millie�s beach house.  I was whimpering like I did that day.



�Yes � yes � yes,� I sang my song.  When I came, I didn�t so much scream, but
growl an otherworldly groan, as every nerve ending from my clit to my tongue
became a burning tip of internal flame.



Shannon didn�t let up on me and soon had me
cumming again and again.  Somewhere in
the fog of my orgasmic mind emerged the thought this was love, not sex.  I returned her love.



�AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA,� was her response to my
tongue-tip at her clit and a fingertip at her g-spot.  That fingertip felt the most amazing spasm a woman can
experience.



I looked up from between her thighs to study
her face.  She was so beautiful in
climax, and I was the acolyte worshipping at her altar.  Her eyes were rolled back in her head and
her mouth was agape.  I wanted so much
to kiss that mouth.  I crawled up on top
of her and did just that.  She moaned
when our lips came together, and damned if I didn�t too.



And unbelievably we weren�t done with each
other yet.  Nearly out of breath, she
croaked, �I love you, Donna, I love you.� 
She was at my pussy again and soon I was cumming again.



�Ooooooooooooooh Shannonnnnnnnnnn!� I cried.



We spent the next hour and a half
luxuriously studying each other's body, bathed in sweat and the afterglow of
our multiple orgasms.  Our juices were
tangy on our lips; so much so that kissing was like eating the other�s pussy
all over again.



�Whew! 
We both needed that�what do you think?� 
She whispered at my ear after she nibbled on its lobe.



�I�m not thinking.  God, that was good!�



�We still friends?�



I looked into her eyes to see if she was
kidding.  She wasn�t.  �We�ll always be friends, no matter if we
never do this again.�  I kissed her,
then said, �But we�ll do it again, I know.�



�Yes, I can feel it.  We�re two hopeless married women and I guess
that won�t change.  When we have that
need, that itch, we�ll have each other.�



�Always.�



�Oh, Donna, I meant it before�and I hope it
doesn�t scare you away�I love you, I really do.�



�I love you too, Shan.�



We changed the bed linen and then showered
together.  The fire in me that had been
missing for too long was rekindled.  I
contemplated my marriage�nothing would really change there.  Shannon was right.  We would be each other�s port in the storm, safe harbor from our
sexual frustrations.   Like my newfound
hobby�writing.



�Still friends?�  She chided when I was leaving to go home.



�Always,� was my answer, along with a hug
and kiss.



�You�re gonna write about this, aren�t you?�



What could I say?
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Frustration Nation


by


Donna
M.


 


I
tried to fall asleep, but the constant thump, thump, thumping of the headboard
in the guest bedroom and Millie�s moaning were too much to ignore.  My husband
could sleep through an earthquake but my chances of sleep then were pretty slim.  
I remembered reading an erotic story once about a house�s thin walls, and a
woman feeling sexually left out and being turned on by the sounds in the next
room.  I was angry more than horny, listening to my friend Millie and her
latest beau going at it.


 


Okay,
maybe I was horny too.  As I heard Millie cum loudly, I nudged my husband
awake.


 


�Wha�what�s
the matter?� He sputtered.


 


I
had my hand inside his pajama pants and was stroking his cock.  No luck in
arousing that part of him, at least so far.


 


�You
hear �what�s the matter�, don�t you?�


 


�Oh�
�  was all he said as Millie screamed again and we heard her boyfriend grunt
loudly in splendid orgasmic harmony.


 


�Yeah,
�Oh� is about right. When�s the last time you made me scream like that?�


 


I
put him on the spot, and he muttered that I screamed like that all the time,
though I knew he knew the fallacy of that statement.  �You want it now?� he
asked, though his equipment certainly wasn�t �up� to that task at the moment. 


 


�Why
do you have to ask?  By now I would imagine you could sense when I needed it. 
Doesn�t that come with being married for as long as we have?�


 


�C�mon,
of course I do.  How about using those talented lips of yours to get the big
guy ready?�


 


I
had a brief mental flash of the male escort Derek servicing me, right here in
this bed.  I did pay him for those services, but it was MY pleasure he
produced and I didn�t have to work on his �big guy� to get anything started.  I
went to work on my husband�s dick with my mouth as he grabbed for one of my
tits.  His bullshit �talented lips� comment didn�t excite me, but my sucking
did get him stiff after all.  He mounted me missionary and pumped away.  


 


Two
or three minutes later he grunted, �I�m cumming.�  I made a cooing sound,
faking an otherwise non-existent climax.


 


Just
as he fell to my side, spent, we heard more thumping and Millie�s wails of
orgasmic bliss coming from the guest bedroom.  At that moment it was difficult
to not hate my best friend, envious of her multiple orgasms.  I have nights
like hers every once in a blue moon, just not tonight.  Hubby fell asleep in
seconds but it took me a long time to join him.


 


In
the morning, Millie joined me for coffee at the kitchen table.  She was
sporting the glow that confirmed, as her cries last night had, that she�d been
fucked good.  Millie and her new boyfriend Barry were staying with us for a few
nights before they went up to Bangor to spend Christmas with her folks.  Millie
was making up for lost time, I figured.  Since her messy divorce she�d worked
hard at losing the extra pounds that always seemed to be with her, and along
with the new self-esteem (and freedom) she seemed to be so sexually hungry
she�d fuck about any man that she took the slightest fancy to.  Barry was her
latest.  I understood the attraction; he was ten years younger than we were,
with six feet of lean muscle and easy charm.


 


�So,
how did you sleep last night?� I asked before taking a sip of my coffee.


 


She
studied my face, then said, �You heard us, didn�t you?  That�s why you�re
asking, you devil.�


 


�Yeah,
that�s why,� I said, smiling.  �He�s good, huh?�


 


�Very
fucking good,� she answered, smiling too.


 


�Better
than that guy Ryan a couple of summers ago?�


 


She
hesitated for a moment.  �Oh, that Ryan.  He was a kid, for God�s sake�energetic
fucker but totally not in the same league as Barry.�


 


I
remained quiet, waiting for more juice on her new man.  We drank our coffees
and talked.  She told me some tidbits, hinting that he came well equipped, if I
knew what she meant.  


 


Our
men were both sleeping in, and I didn�t mind the opportunity to chit-chat with
one of my best friends in the world.  Inevitably the conversation got around to
my sex life.  Millie was particularly interested in whether Shannon and I had
�got it on� (her words) after that day at the beach house.  You know how
sometimes a non-answer is an affirmative anyway?  I didn�t answer, instead
changing the topic to my marriage and the kids, who were staying with their
grandparents during Christmas vacation.  (It pays to have in-laws who have a
cottage at a NH ski resort.) 


 


Millie
got the message.  �Okay, so Shannon is off-limits.  How is she doing, anyway?�


 


�Oh,
Shannon is fine.  She just bought a new car.  A Lexus�looks expensive as hell.�


 


Millie
smiled. �I�m sure it is. Only the best for Shan,� she said wistfully, her envy
obvious.  I left it alone.  Even in these tough times Shannon�s hubby was a
money machine and it was easy to be envious of her.


 


We
cleaned up and went about our business; Millie returning to Barry, and I to doing
some laundry.  In a while, as I walked by the downstairs bathroom I was
surprised as Barry came out wearing only a towel.  Afterwards, I wondered if it
had been done on purpose, as for a second or two the towel slipped aside and I
got the full monty.  I had to hand it to Millie.  Her new man was hung, and his
ass looked muscled and tight.  My juices got flowing there for a second.


 


�I�m
sorry, Donna.  Millie was using the upstairs shower so I figured I�d come down
here for a quickie.�


 


A
�quickie� indeed!  Was he teasing me with first the peek and then his choice of
words?  �Ah, it�s okay.  I won�t bother you,� I answered, detecting the nervous
hitch in my own voice.  He sauntered off, letting me have one more glimpse of
his great ass.  Yes, I concluded he was teasing me, making me wonder if Millie
had fed him some pillow talk about my, ahem, frustrations.


 


That
night I heard more thumping, pounding, grunting and screaming but it sure
wasn�t coming from my bedroom.  Hubby claimed he was too tired, and I
fell asleep wishing for more�much more.  In the morning I broached the subject
of her relationship with Barry.


 


�Well,
you know, he�s a flirt and a cock-hound and probably can�t be tamed, so I�ll
ride him as long as I can stay on and then I�ll look for another horse.  Why do
you ask?�


 


I
couldn�t say anything specific about his blatant skin-tease, or make fun of her
mixed metaphor, so I kept it vague.  �I don�t know.  Maybe he does strike me as
the wandering kind.  Shouldn�t you be looking for someone to settle down with? 
Someone, maybe�er�more reliable?�


 


�Been-there-done-that,
I guess, and where did it get me?� Millie said.  �No, I�m gonna keep after the
hung fuckables and save �reliable� for later.�


 


Before
they left for Maine, Barry gave me one more �show� so there was no doubt he was
practicing his crude seduction.  Damn it, parts of me did want to take him
on�parts like my pussy and clit�but I�m too cautious, scared really, to cheat
on my husband, especially so blatantly.  I took some solace in knowing he found
me attractive enough to make a play in the first place.


 


Yep,
I�m simply another member of Frustration Nation, I thought; sex
on the brain and dying for a big O.


 


I
called Derek�s service.


 


His
�manager� took my call and was very cordial when I introduced myself.  I
guessed that meant I was a good customer.  I made the in-call appointment and
made sure he had my cell number so I would be notified of the hotel at the
arranged time.  I wanted to see Derek the following afternoon when my husband
would be occupied.  Let�s face it, I wanted my PUSSY occupied so badly I
didn�t know if I could hold my sanity until the next day.


 


Though
the anticipation was near killing me, my husband didn�t seem to notice.  Did he
notice anything anymore?


 


That
night I thought if I could get hubby to fuck me I could fantasize and really
get off, but he was �too tired� again.  Old news.  It meant my �date� with
Derek would be even more memorable, though I wasn�t sure I�d still be sane by
that time.


 


I
didn�t dress up special or anything.  I didn�t even bother with a bra.  When I
got the phone call I was already wet and my unfettered nipples tingled.  Derek
was superb at foreplay but I wouldn�t need any today.  The hotel was just down
the highway.  I knew where it was, and knew it had some nice rooms.  


 


When
I pulled into the parking lot, I called Derek�s service, and his man told me
the room number.  �302, and have fun,� he said cheerily.


 


I
took the elevator to the third floor and knocked on 302�s door.  Derek opened
the door wearing sweats as if he�d been exercising, though any residual
moisture was from his shower, not sweat.


 


He
smiled, and I said, �Don�t stand there, kiss me you fool.�


 


He
pulled me into the room and did just that.  I melted into his strong arms as
his tongue played games between my parted lips.  Exactly what the doctor
ordered, I thought�and money well spent.


 


�How�ve
you been, my sweet, neglected woman?� He said once we were done kissing.


 


I
put the money envelope on top of the television and removed my coat as I said,
�I�ve been fine, I guess, and still neglected.  No, wait, not like that, I
mean��  I went on to explain Millie�s visit, the envy of hearing her orgasmic
sounds as well as her boyfriend Barry�s crude advance.  �Frustrated, not
neglected,� I said.  �You�ll take care of that.�


 


I
pulled off my shirt and went to him again.  This kiss was longer, warmer, yet
no less intense.  After the incessant kiss, which both soothed and fueled me, Derek
pushed me away to his full arms length, and said, �Donna, what�s this, your
fourth time seeing me?  You can�t get attached to me�this�you know, don�t you.�


 


I
grew a little angry.  �What?  Where did this come from?  I bet if our genders
were reversed there�d be no problem having this be a steady thing.� I looked
into his eyes and it dawned on me.  �I�ll be damned!  You�you�feel something
for me, don�t you?  �More than just business?�


 


�C�mon
Donna, it�s not that,� he said, then sighed. Changing the subject, or perhaps
simply getting back to business, he said, �Why don�t we get comfortable?�


 


In
seconds our clothes were all off and we made a near perfect 69 lying there on
the big hotel bed.  His tongue did marvelous things for me, as he always knew
how to do.  This was his profession after all.  His magnificent member was
semi-hard, and I couldn�t resist taking its big head between my lips.  As I
began sucking him I felt him grow to the point I was straining to keep his
girth in my mouth.  I never considered myself to be anywhere close to being
good at fellatio, yet Derek kept moaning as if I was a deepthroat queen.  What
a darling he was, making me feel special like that.  He really was good at his
job.  He sucked on my clit with just the right amount of pressure and before I
knew it I was cumming.  As I loudly moaned my exquisite release, he kissed my
bare pubic mound and held me close, absorbing my convulsions with his tender
lips.


 


�Oh,
I needed that!� I exclaimed.


 


�Didn�t
take long,� he replied.


 


�Guess
not,� I said.


 


�And
I�m sure there�s more,� he said.


 


His
head resting on my midsection, he lazily ran his fingertips over my thighs and
hips.  My pussy was just warming up.  It begged for more.  He would give me
more; service beyond all others.


 


I
rolled onto my stomach and he insinuated his magnificent cock between my ass
cheeks.  Down, down, until his head slipped between my wet and willing labia. 
My breath caught as he began the slow, steady rhythm, fucking me
reverse-missionary.  I relaxed and let the inner tension build.  Just when I
thought he was at his final thrusting rhythm, he surprised me by going faster
still, slamming me so hard I was bouncing from the bed on each thrust.


 


He
groaned, �Donna, is it okay if�?�


 


�YES,
goddammit,� I screamed, and then screamed some more as this orgasm surpassed
the first by a factor of ten.  I felt him cum inside me, adding his spasms to
mine.


 


There
is no better time than when both partners cum together.


 


�Whoa,
lost control there,� he said, laying next to each other in post-orgasmic torpor.


 


�It�s
okay, big boy, you can lose control like that any time.�


 


He
looked at me with a solemn expression.  �I don�t often lose control, but then
again you�re not like my other clients.�


 


I
snuggled closer, and said, �Why?  Who are your clients?�


 


�Most
are rich-bitches, you know, years younger than their husbands, who they married
for money and not much else.  They pay me and I can give them what they really
want, except for all the perks of their husbands� bank accounts.�


 


�I
guess I don�t fit that category.�


 


�No
you don�t.  You�re much more your own woman.  You�ve told me what you want and
why, and I respect that�that you know yourself better than most women do.�


 


I
was overwhelmed by his words, and maybe a little more understanding of his
earlier comment about me getting attached.  He was so good at what he did. 
Part of that professionalism was his ability to listen to a woman and to
understand her needs, not just sexually.  I�d been dropping hints like lead
balloons to my husband for years but he never gets it.  In every other aspect
he�s a great husband and life partner, but damn it, he simply was clueless in
bed.


 


As
I lightly touched him, admiring his fine body with my fingertips, I said, �I
wish I could get you to teach my hubby how to do it.�


 


He
laughed, �Sorry Donna, that�s not one of my services.�  He paused for a moment
and said, �I have done couples, where the husband watches me screw his wife. 
Some men get off on that, but that isn�t your situation.�


 


My
turn to laugh, �Not by a long shot,� I answered.


 


�Do
you think he cheats on you, or maybe sees escorts?�


 


�Probably�well,
I don�t know about escorts, but I�ve suspected him of cheating a couple of
times.  Why are you asking?�


 


�Look,
you can keep paying me as long as you want.  I like you and enjoy our times
together, I really do.�  He was smiling.  �But if you want to get him to pay
more attention to you in bed, why not try to get him into swinging.�


 


�You�re
kidding, right?�


 


�I�m
dead serious.  I�ve been booked by women to accompany them to these swinger
parties where everyone�s doing it from one corner of the house to another. 
You�d be amazed at how the men pay attention to what�s going on around them,
not just as a voyeur, but like they�re taking mental notes on performance,
especially if their significant other is getting banged in the same room and
screaming like a banshee.�


 


I
couldn�t believe this conversation.  My God�swinging?  Never mind if my husband
would go for it, would I?  �I don�t think so,� I said.  I reached for Derek�s
cock and found him stiff.  �You must have liked that swinging party.  Damned if
you didn�t get hard remembering and telling me about it.�


 


�Oh,
it�s you not the party that did that.�


 


�That�s
bullshit; sweet bullshit, but bullshit just the same.�  I chuckled then pushed
him onto his back.  Straddling him, I said, �Let�s see what this �independent
woman who knows what she wants� can do.�


 


I
eased him into me and sunk downward, enveloping all of him in my wet and ready
vagina.  I leaned back, closed my eyes and rode him.  I went slowly at first, more
back and forth instead of up and down, but soon found myself rocking
uncontrollably on his magnificent cock.  I dared not look at his facial
expression as I fucked him.  My eyes remained closed, my head thrown back as I went
faster, the big one building like a tsunami.  Higher, higher I rose until� 


 


�Oh
God, it�s cumming, it�s cumming, �I�m cumming,
aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaarrrrrrrrrrhhhhhh,� I screamed, and only afterwards wondered
how many hotel chambermaids heard me.


 


Sweet
Derek!  When I finally opened my eyes and looked at him, he was grinning.  The sly
devil hadn�t cum yet.  �You�re time�s almost up, lady. You done, or is there
one more of those buried in that fine body of yours?�  While he said that he
held my sensitive breasts in his hands and squeezed.


 


�Oh
yes,� was all I could say in response.  I hardly recognized my own voice when I
said it.


 


He
tipped me onto my back and went at my pussy with his tongue.  He was so fucking
good!  He lightly rubbed the shaved-bare skin of my pubic mound as he expertly
worked my little pearl.  I knew I�d cum again simply by his work on my clit. 
When the first small convulsion hit me, he bounced up and sent his big, guided
missile of a cock right in the trajectory of my pulsating pussy.  When he slid
all the way into me I groaned and felt a bigger contraction that clenched my
vagina walls down on his cock like a vise.  Holding himself over me, he looked
at me with those soulful eyes of his and locked onto mine.  Our eyes remained
locked together as firmly as our bodies were.  He dipped into my wet fountain
with several short strokes followed by one or two long, buried thrusts�deep
into me.  That was his rhythm; many short, clit-teasing parries before the
full, deep stab.  On and on.  The man truly was a fucking machine.


 


I
whimpered, wailed and screamed but he kept going, still gazing into my eyes. 
Eventually the waves of orgasm became so intense I shut my eyes, breaking that
spell even though the spell being cast further down in my body was as strong as
ever.


 


Through
clenched teeth and my head plunged backward into the bed by the force of my
exquisitely continuing orgasm, I muttered, �You�can�cum�now�, in�me,
oooohhhhhh.�


 


He
groaned and released deep within my quaking vagina.


 


After
he collapsed next to me, I said, �I think I got a lot more than my hour�s
worth.  Thanks.�  I felt his ejaculate seeping from my pussy and down the crack
of my ass.


 


�The
pleasure�s all mine.�


 


�No,
the pleasure was all mine,� I said, and then kissed him on the cheek.


 


We
got out of bed and I took a quick shower before dressing.  As he always did,
Derek reminded me that I could call his service any time; all thoughts of
�attachment� apparently forgotten.  We would see.


 


Later
that night in bed, my husband made a comment about how I looked.  Something
about a �glow� he said.  Still captured within the aura incubated by that afternoon�s
tryst with Derek, I�d worn one of my sexy nightgowns to bed, so hubby was
probably correct in seeing a glow.  He interpreted (my sweet spouse!) the glow
as need rather than satiation.


 


�You
look like you need a little loving,� he said.  Bless him.


 


Like
many times before, he was too quick on the trigger.  I was getting there�I
really was�but fell just a little short.  Maybe because of the afternoon
lovemaking, I was too tired to put on the requisite show.


 


�What�s
the matter, hon?  I thought when you put on that nightgown it meant you were
horny tonight.  Was it me?�


 


�No
dear, not you, more my fault, I guess.�  I paused before adding, �Maybe we�re
getting a little too predictable, too stale in the sex department.�


 


With
a somewhat scornful look, he said, �Not that again!  Okay, okay, maybe I�m not
the best lover in the world.  If I don�t satisfy you any more does it mean you
want someone else?  Is that it?�


 


I
put a hand on each side of his face and pulled him closer.  �No, I don�t want
to trade you in for a new model,� I said.  �And I don�t have a boyfriend�I know
what you�re thinking�wait, let me ask you a question and don�t get mad at me
for asking, okay?�  He knew what was coming.  �I know we were all over this back
when you had the affair with that girl in the office.  I know she was young and
pretty and seductive and all that, but was it a need for variety?� He was ready
to get defensive but I cut him off.  �That�s usually what men say: �looking for
something new,� that�s it isn�t it, the excitement of a new, different lover?�


 


He
lost the defensive look and shrugged.  �Yeah, maybe that�s part of it.  Now
it�s your turn, right?� He asked.


 


Well,
maybe he was right, but that wasn�t entirely the plan.  I thought of Derek and
Jeff and got a twinge between my thighs.  No, gigolos weren�t the next
move�Derek�s swinging suggestion was.


 


�What
if I said it was perfectly okay for you to screw around with someone else?� His
expression became dumbfounded.  I continued, time to get right to it, �Have you
ever thought of swinging?  You and me meeting other couples and seeing where
things go.�


 


�You
mean like wife-swapping, stuff like that?�


 


I
chuckled, �No, I mean husband-swapping.�  Smiling, I added, �Yes, that�s
the gist of it.  We get to work out our fantasies without cheating on each
other, and maybe, who knows, we can get out of our rut and have great sex
again.�


 


He
confessed that the thought had crossed his mind and he�d gone as far as
researching swinger sites on the web and swinger house parties in the area.  He
told me he knew of a party place in our neck of the woods in northern Mass and a
couple he knew of in southern NH that were pretty close to us.  His biggest
fear was jealousy, of course.  I spent several minutes assuring him that
leaving him for someone else was far from my motivation.


 


I
told him, �I love you.  It�s about sex, not love.�  He was seriously
considering it; I could see the wheels turning.  �Just think, we�re at a party
and you see a nice babe and you go for her, like back in college. You don�t
even have to think about me being with another man�unless you wanted to
watch.�  I gave him a lascivious look, saying, �I know some men get really
turned on to see their woman getting it from another guy.�


 


You
know, we didn�t talk much more about swinging after that last comment of mine. 
He was rock hard and I decided to give him a treat.  I went down on him and did
my best.  I didn�t have to wait long (as usual) to be �rewarded� as he coated
my throat with more jism than he normally shot.  I was hoping the volume was a
result of our discussion.


 


The
next day we began visiting swinger web sites and looking for more info on house
parties.


 


My
husband noticed one couple living about 20 miles from us on one of the
websites.  �How does he look?�  He asked.  �She�s got a great body�ahem�like
you do.�


 


I
let that one go by, �Yeah, if the picture is real, and recent.  He doesn�t have
a beer gut either, and his ass looks good�ahem�like yours.�


 


We
both laughed at the touché.  We dashed off an e-mail through the site�s mail
system, and then began googling for more info on swinger parties.  Maybe this
would be my passport out of Frustration Nation.


 


We�ll
see what transpires.










Donna
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A Night To
Remember


 


By


Donna
M.


 


�Okay,
Shannon, what�s the matter?�  I asked as we sat on my deck, the Saturday of the
Memorial Day weekend. The rest of my family was out.


�Why
does something have to be the matter?�


�You
came over here to visit and you�ve barely said ten words since you got here. What
gives?�


She
didn�t answer right away, instead staring off into the distance.  After several
moments passed, she turned to me and said, �I envy you, you know.�


�Huh?
Explain that one.�


�You
know what I mean; you�ve channeled your�whatever you want to call it �frustration,
maybe�into your writing, which I must say you�re very good at. You have the
guts to pay a gigolo for sex. I�m too chicken for that.�  She sighed.  �Anyway,
I woke up this morning feeling lost and actually thinking about divorce.�


�Please
let me wrap my brain around that one,� I said.  �I�ve always thought of you and
Bill as the perfect couple. What�s wrong?�


Another
sigh, �Nothing. Everything. Shit, I can�t even do a decent job of explaining.�


�Let�s
refill our wine glasses and start over, shall we?� I said; which is what we
did.  Once settled back into our chairs, I asked, �Is this about sex or money?
My experience says it�s usually one or the other.�


�Maybe
it�s sex, but that�s too easy an answer, like a cop-out, I guess.�  One more
sigh, deeper this time.  �It�s not as if I don�t love Bill anymore, yet there�s
too much of a �been there, done that� element to our love life, kind of like
going through the motions. He�s, I dunno, wrapped up in his toys and his golf,
and I�m into my work and my charity stuff, and I sit around thinking is that
all there is?�


I began
singing the old Peggy Lee song�s refrain: 


     
IS THAT ALL THERE IS, IS THAT ALL THERE IS,

                    IF THAT�S ALL THERE IS MY FRIEND, THEN LET�S KEEP DANCING;

                   LET�S BREAK OUT THE BOOZE AND HAVE A BALL�


Shannon
joined in, at least making the rendition somewhat musical.  We ended with both
of us laughing hysterically, which is always a good thing.  When our laughter
petered out, she said, �Yeah, so let�s keep dancing.�


�Dancing?�


�You
and I�ve had some nice horizontal dances over the last few years, haven�t we?
We�ve sung some nice melodies, too.�


I
knew I was blushing.  �Yes we have. Is that what this is about?�


�Not
fully. I just keep thinking about what else is out there. How do I kick some
life back into this body? YOU know how, that�s a fact. So maybe I equate
you, Donna, with what I�m missing.�


�We�ve
come full circle, so�what can I do? Take you into the bedroom and fuck you?
Give you Derek�s number, so HE can fuck you? Or, maybe ghost write a story
about you so you can be fucked virtually?�


�Oh,
don�t be like that.�


�That�s
a good start; anger is far better than resignation. Besides, it puts color in
your cheeks.�


�What
if I told you the answer to your question is all three?�


�I�d
tell you to slow down, and we�ll do one at a time,� I said.  Looking at her
reaffirmed she was the most beautiful woman I knew.  I wanted to run my fingers
through her beautiful long blond hair.  I wanted to feel her fantastic breasts
rub against mine, nipples hardening all the while.  I wanted to lose myself in
her kiss.  Except for when I was a girl, she�s the only woman I�ve ever slept
with, and that�s coming from someone who�s as heterosexual as they come.


She
said, �I love you, Donna; maybe more than anyone. And maybe that�s one of my
problems, why I envy you so much.�


We
sat there, heads tilted toward each other, not saying anything for several
minutes, until I said, �I love you too,� and reached out to take her hand in
mine.


�When
are you expecting everyone home?�


�We
have time,� I answered.


I
didn�t plan this, but it was going to happen.  We walked hand-in-hand to my
bedroom where we undressed in silence.  I smelled her musk.  She�d been
thinking of this, even if I hadn�t.  We spent a long time touching, caressing
each other�s breasts until they tingled (at least mine did.)  My finger touched
her and came away soaked.  Our kiss was nearly endless, infinite, eternal.  We slipped
into a sixty-nine position, and our tongues went to work.  I licked and sucked
her and within seconds her first orgasmic tsunami hit the shoreline.


�Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh,
Godddddddddddddddddddddd!� she cried out.


Mine
took a little longer to arrive, and I wasn�t nearly as vocal as Shannon.


I
gave her the gift of two more exquisite orgasms before we dragged our sweaty
bodies into the shower.  As I washed her hair, I said, �Does that take care of
things for you?�


�Mmmmmmm,
for a while, along with this,� she said, slithering closer under the shower�s
hot spray.


We
dressed and returned to the patio before my husband got home.  I really don�t
know if he�s ever suspected that Shannon and I have occasionally been more than
best friends, and frankly I don�t know how he�d react if he did.  He makes no
secret of the fact that he�s lusted after Shannon for as long as we�ve known
her, open with me about the draw of her beauty and her magnetic personality. 
Perhaps he�d be jealous I had her and he didn�t.


True
to his nature, hubby fawned over Shannon before asking me when dinner would be
ready.  I love him, but damn his priorities.


Before
she left, I asked Shannon if I could do anything more.  She said, �You�ve done
so much for my psyche already today.�  She looked around to see if anyone was
watching, then kissed me.  �Why don�t you give me that Derek-fellow�s number? 
Maybe that�s what I need�besides you, my dearest friend.�


�I�ll
have to check with him. You�re supposed to call his service first, though I
have his cell number since I�ve seen him a few times.�


�Is
he that good?�  She must have seen it written on my face, saying �I guess he
is. I better do this before I chicken out.�


A
few days later, I called Derek directly.  He was a little cool toward me,
seeing how our last session ended with a discussion about a possible unhealthy
fixation on my part.  When I explained about Shannon, he whistled and said she
sounded like a �firecracker ready to explode. I like that,� he said.  �You were
just like that the first time, remember?�


�How
could I forget?�


�Is
she as beautiful as you are?�


�Much
more so,� I answered.


He
chuckled, �I rather doubt that, but I know that my favorite client needs a
little maintenance work done on her self-esteem every once in a while.�


�Oh,
so I�m still your favorite client? I thought that had changed.�


�I�ve
had second thoughts about our last�shall we say, disagreement, Donna.� He
paused, and then said, �Actually, I was sort of hoping you�d call.�


�So,
maybe you�re the one getting obsessed. Or maybe it�s just the recession killing
your revenues.�


�Wow,
getting feisty, are we? Okay, I�ll see your lady friend�Shannon is it? You�d
better have her call my service number anyway to make the appointment. What
about you?�


�You
mean separate, or with Shannon?�


�Whoa,
I meant separate, but suggesting a threesome had to come from somewhere within
you. Have you two�er��


�The
magic number three has appeal, and the answer to your question is yes, we
have.�


�Knowing
you, I think that�s great. And still best friends, huh?�


�The
best.�


�I
have no problem with a two-for-one special for you, Donna dear. Still, have
Shannon make the appointment, okay?�


�Will
do. My pussy awaits. And wait until you taste hers.�


�I
bet. Ciao.�


God!
 A threesome with the two hottest beings I know!  I called Shannon right away
and gave her Derek�s web site address, where she could check out his reviews
and get the telephone number. I was naughty and didn�t tell her that I would
participate too.  Let that part be the icing on the cake.


The
weekend soon approached.  Thursday, June 3rd, brought the North
Shore a nasty rain and wind storm that toppled plenty of trees in our area, but
luckily we were spared.  Hubby complained about all the branches and twigs he�d
have to clean up in our yard.  The poor boy.  I was going to have more fun than
that.


Shannon
booked the appointment.  When she called me to tell me, she said, �He�s got a
room at the Hyatt Regency in Cambridge. I told his contact that I wanted an
overnight; is that a good idea? Is he that good?�


�Yes,
he�s that good, and yes, it�s a good idea. How would you like company?�


�You
mean�you�the three of us? Will he do that?�


�Of
course. In fact I�ve already cleared it with Derek, and it won�t cost us more.
Are you okay with having me along?�


�Oh
Donna, you of all people know the answer to that question.�


We
planned our excuses to our husbands for the all-nighter.  A vague
girls�-night-on-the-town getaway was sufficient.  �We won�t even tell them anything
about where we�re staying�a true getaway�and if they need to contact us it�d be
by cell phone, and only in a dire emergency, right?� she said.


�Sounds
like a plan.�


She
never flinched or even commented on Derek�s overnight four figure fee.  She
must have liked what she saw on his web page, going along with how I�ve raved
about him in the past.


Late
on Saturday afternoon, we stepped out in our best party dresses and high heels,
ready to party.  I pondered for a moment the expected thunderstorms but pushed
that thought out of my mind.  Nothing terrible would happen here.  Shannon
looked exquisite in her slinky black dress (as always.)  She drove toward
Boston as we talked about our upcoming adventure.  She pressed me for details,
and I tactfully refrained from telling her anything specific about Derek. 
She�d find out for herself tonight.


�I
bought a new bra and panties at Victoria�s Secret,� she confessed.  �They�re
red and soooooo sexy.�


�I�m
wearing the slinkiest thong I own,� I told her.  �Anything else with my ass and
I�d NEVER wear this dress.�


�What
are you talking about? Your ass is divine.�


�Well,
thank you sweet lady. I just wish my mirror reflected that ass-essment.�  That
got us both laughing uncontrollably.


As
we neared the metro area, I called Derek.  He told me he was checked in and �everything�s
ready.� 


When
he told me his room number, I asked him about dinner.  Shannon and I had
discussed that possibility, letting her meet him and talk with him before the
sex part.  I was worried she would develop cold feet when it sunk in what she
was doing.  I knew, like me, she�d never cheated on her husband with another
man, and we�d talked about that at length after she�d confirmed with Derek.


�Technically,
you have cheated, Donna; with me, with Derek, and with the other gigolo dudes.
So I guess it�s a little like rationalization.�


�Yes,
Sigmund. I guess it�s like that. I�ve convinced myself that unless it was
something more than simply sex with another man, it wasn�t cheating.�


�What
if Bill found out?�


�Did
Bill ever suspect you and me?�


�Not
that I know of.�


�Well,
there you go,� I said.  �Bill�s had at least one affair that you know of, and
I�ve suspected my husband of the same, so what�s the issue? Tonight is for
letting go and having fun. Derek is a handsome and charming dream-come-true. Just
wait �til you see him in the buff. He�ll charm you right out of those
Victoria�s Secret undies before you know what hit you.�


�And
you�ll then write all about it in one of your stories.�


�Probably.
You�ve been okay with it so far.�


�I
suppose if you do your usual stellar job of writing, it�ll be like having a
keepsake to remember this night by.�


�You
have my solemn vow, beautiful and sexy woman you.�


We
were on Memorial Drive when she said with a sigh, �Sometimes I�m not sure about
that �sexy� part.�


�Well,
I don�t know what�s wrong with your mirror, but whatever, you�ll be feeling
mighty sexy by the time my buddy Derek is done with you.�


�These
high expectations you�re setting may be difficult to meet.�


�Don�t
worry about all that; just relax and enjoy the company. Everything else will
simply happen.�


After
parking, we went to the hotel�s restaurant.  Derek was waiting for us.  I still
marvel at his beauty and his body every time I see him.  He was wearing black
dress slacks and a pastel lilac shirt that looked silk.  Everything form
fitting, the short sleeved shirt allowing full appreciation of his biceps.  All
that and his 1000-watt smile were enough to wet my thong panties.


Shannon
leaned in and whispered, �Is that him?�


I
nodded, and figured her panties were getting wet too.


Introductions
ensued before we got a table.  I was glad but certainly not surprised that
Shannon got all his attention. She was the reason for tonight�s adventure, and
I was sure he appreciated her good looks.


From
her body language, I shouldn�t have wondered about her getting cold feet. 
While we ate and chatted, she hung on every word, leaning so close to Derek she
could have fallen over, and that was before her second martini.  I knew her
well; the drinks weren�t liquid courage, but simply lubrication.


As
Shannon paid the check, Derek winked at me and mimed a kiss.  God, was this
going to be a great night!  We went up to his room.  Once inside, Shannon grew
a bit nervous.  I knew the feeling: what�s the script, what�s next?  She looked
around the room, her eyes settling on the king bed.


She
turned and whispered to me, �I�ll slip into the bathroom to get undressed.�


Derek
heard her, so he walked up close to Shannon and said, as he put his arms out,
�Shannon, darling, not so fast. Think of this just like dates you went on as a
teenager. Let�s get to know each other, relax, get comfortable, and then do
whatever feels natural. Okay?�  He held her in something less than a lover�s
embrace, letting her decide the level of intimacy.


Shannon
looked up into his eyes and said, �You�re very nice. Donna was right. I do like
you, and you are very handsome. May I kiss you?�


�You
can do anything you like with me. After all, I AM yours for the night.�


Watching
them kiss was a complete turn-on.  Deep French kissing all the way, �swapping
spit� as the old saying went, making me instantly jealous.  I wanted to be
kissed like that; shit, by either one of them!  Shannon really melted into his
arms.


�I�m
going to get comfortable,� I announced to the kissing couple.  I went into the
bathroom and slipped out of my dress and bra.  In only the thong, I freshened
up my lipstick and my hair, then went back out to see how far they�d gotten.
They were sitting on the edge of the bed, still kissing.  Derek�s hand was under
the hem of her dress, well up her thigh.  She was purring like a kitten even as
they kissed.


When
they came up for air, Shannon said, �Whew, you�re quite good at this aren�t
you?�


Derek
smiled and said, �I�m good at quite a few things.�


I
sat in the chair that was by the bed, and said, �He�s good at a LOT of
things.�


Derek
stood and pulled Shannon to her feet.  �Allow me,� he said, and pulled her
dress up over her head and off.  Then he began unbuttoning his shirt, but
Shannon wouldn�t let him finish, instead taking over the task.  Her hands
caressed his now naked chest, feeling his taut pecs and
abs, and then moving on to his biceps.


He
undid her red bra as she began unzipping his pants.  Her bra was very pretty;
too bad it had to come off.  When she dropped his briefs, she gasped.  No
matter how many times I described his anatomy, she was still surprised by the
sight of it.  His cock sprang up as I knew it would; it was well trained.  Like
watching a really good porn film for the umpteenth time, I knew what would
happen yet it aroused me anyway.


Derek
snuck a look (and a smile) at me while Shannon adored his magnificent rod.  It
wasn�t as if she sucked him; it was more lick, kiss and caress.  Like I said:
adoration.  I wondered if that�s how I looked the first time.  


He
gently lifted her off her knees and said, �How about we lie down?�


It
was Shannon�s turn to look my way.  I loved it�her expression was as if she�d
just remembered I was there.  I mouthed the words, �Go�fuck�go� to her.


Watching
them was like déjà vu.  I was reminded of the first time with Derek and how
special it was for me, a forty-something married lady, to be utterly taken over
and over again by a virile young man.  I watched two fine bodies entwine in the
dance of love as old as humankind.  Because I�ve been intimate with Shannon, I
knew how her body responded sexually, yet seeing Derek make love to her opened
my eyes to the sexual splendor of my best friend.  Derek knew how to do it,
opening her up like a flower in bloom, both physically and metaphorically.  He
entered her missionary, with her legs wrapped around his tight ass.  His
opening rhythm was slow and sinuous, utilizing his exceptional length to full
advantage.  I began to masturbate.


She
was moaning and crying, �Oh, this is good�so good�oh�oh�so good��


He
whispered, �Am I doing okay?�


As
if he wasn�t.


She
groaned, �Faster�I�need�faster��


He
did, pounding his magnificent length and girth deep into her vagina, soliciting
ever louder affirmations of pleasure.  Before Shannon could cum�and I knew she
was getting close�Derek raised himself off her, and on his knees he held her
ass off the bed and began fucking her that way.  Her back arched and she sang
the song of orgasmic bliss.


Derek
looked over at me, since at about the same time I came too, though not as
loudly as Shannon.


The
déjà vu feeling continued when she asked him if he�d cum.  I remembered his
answer to me back then, and he just about said the same to her: �No. You�re not
done with me yet, are you?�


In
her post-orgasmic fog, Shannon was still nearly breathlessly, looking at Derek
as if she�d hit the jackpot at slots.  I knew that feeling.  He motioned for me
to join them on the bed.  He kissed me in that deep way that radiates straight
into your soul.


�You
don�t mind watching your friend?�  He said, once our lips parted.


�No.
You saw me over there. Quite the turn-on, really.�


He
turned back to Shannon, and it was her turn for one of his patented
soul-penetrating kisses.  She actually moaned as they kissed; I heard her!  I
went for that beautiful cock and slid him between my lips.  He stiffened almost
immediately.  It was my turn to moan.


Shannon
said to him, �Can you�go again.�


Derek
looked down at me fellating him, and said, �Yes, of course.�


Shannon
pulled him away from me and to her.  He gave me a wry smile, as if to say �what
can I do, she�s got me again.�  I didn�t know if I looked disappointed or what,
for he then said, �How about a little porn film reenactment? You�ve both seen
those movies, I�m sure, where two gals line up side by side and the man doggies
them, moving from one to the other then back again. Both of you have such great
asses to get behind, and poor Donna�s been neglected so far.�


�Great
ass my foot,� I scoffed.


�Your
feet are as great as your ass, my dear,� he said, proceeding to grab a foot and
suck on my toes, which got me laughing hysterically.


We
lined up on hands and knees as he choreographed.  As he slid into Shannon, she
whispered to me, �Oh Donna, thank you so much for setting this up. It�s exactly
what I needed.�


I
leaned toward her and we kissed, as Derek began thrusting in earnest. 
Shannon�s moans grew louder until he pulled out of her and slid over and into
me.  Now it was my turn to moan.  The man�s stamina was truly amazing, moving
from one to the other and back again just as he�d promised.  Shannon was the
first to orgasm, trilling �Oh, oh, oh, I�m cumming, I�m cumming!� before
screeching in glorious paroxysms. 


I
wanted to see him, so I spun around, popping him out of me.  I flopped onto my
back, spread my legs and pulled him atop me.  �Hard, do me hard!� I implored.


His
thrusting was manic and soon I was screaming in climax.  He said in a guttural
voice, �Shit, I�m gonna cum,� and I felt his convulsions as he unloaded deep
inside me.  I�d feel bad for Shannon not getting any if I didn�t know he could
recuperate fairly quickly.


Three
spent bodies lay entwined on the hotel bed.  Shannon cuddled up to him and was
absently playing with his flaccid yet still wonderful cock.  �This is so good!�
she said.  �No matter all the great things Donna�s said about you, I admit I
had my doubts�until tonight, that is. I guess I didn�t want to believe how much
I really needed this.�


�I
take that as a compliment, beautiful lady,� Derek said.  �My mission is to make
sure I give you exactly what you need.�  He chuckled, looking down to see how
intently Shannon was rubbing his cock, trying to get him up again.  �And I do
believe you need some more.�


She
moaned, �Oh Yesssssssssss,� and was showering him with kisses.


I
leaned closer and whispered in his ear as Shannon moved her lips south. 
�You�re the best, but you know that already. Do her slow this time. She�ll want
to hurry it along but you know what to do.�  It was my turn to kiss him,
slipping my tongue between his moist lips, at the same time Shannon slipped a
part of his anatomy between hers.


Derek
took his �mission� into the missionary position and with her legs wrapped
around him, began the tantalizingly slow fucking rhythm.  As before, though now
much closer to them, I watched in voyeuristic amazement at the sight of his
tight, muscled ass cheeks clench and relax on each thrust into my friend.  His
focus was resolute: Shannon and only Shannon.  Her back arched as she tried to
urge him faster, as I�d predicted, but Derek kept at the steady pace that might
prolong her orgasm�or maybe set off the many multiples I knew she was capable
of.  Nevertheless, she would be delivered to the same blissful land Derek�s
skill had taken me before.


Derek
had a way of �corkscrewing� into you as he thrusted�it must have taken lots of
practice�so he hit spots a woman perhaps didn�t feel normally.  Of course, his
length and girth did some fantastic things too.  He was doing all those things
to Shannon now, and she was responding very vocally.


Shannon
was getting the deluxe-Derek, multi-orgasmic treatment.  She was crying and
wailing so much it was hard to separate her orgasms from one another.  As she
screamed, I kept my gaze on Derek�s face to see the same, Zen-like countenance as
he fucked her with metronome-paced precision. 


Until
then a detached, though not unemotional observer, I slid closer and began
stroking his rippling ass muscles.  When my hand slid down to cup his balls, he
moaned, �Don�t.�  He tensed and then ejaculated, with a low throaty groan.  I
felt him expel every rope of cum, and Shannon evidently did too, for she howled
as one more orgasmic wave swept through, her juices mixed with his.  I knew
from experience just how filled she was.


Shannon
sighed and said, �Again�and again, and again, and again��


Derek
kissed her gently on the lips, and then said, �Sssssh, we have all night,
hungry lady.�  He turned to me and gave me a playful slap on the ass.  �Why did
you do that? I swear she had at least two more big ones in her.�


I
chuckled, �Couldn�t help myself. You know why mountain climbers climb the
mountain�because it�s there. Well, your ass is so magnificent I had to touch
it, and then��


He
laughed too.  �Yeah, I know.�  His expression changed as he looked at me.  When
he rolled over to be facing me straight on, he said, �You�re quite the enigma,
beautiful Donna. You want no-baggage sex yet you keep coming back for more,
even setting this up with your friend here. I know you�re looking for
something; I don�t know what yet.�


�Just
calling me beautiful makes me want to cry,� I said, indeed tearing up.  �You�re
the best lay I�ve ever had, and yet it�s not all, and you know it.�  I didn�t
say it aloud, but I mouthed, �I love you.�


He
groaned �Oh Donna, you can�t,� but our lips came together and I was in heaven. 
I had no perverted fantasy.  I didn�t believe he�d run away with me like
Hollywood would have it.  I wanted to feel like a desirable woman as he made me
feel, ignoring the wrinkles and the extra pounds beyond his commitment to
service.  This kiss was the embodiment of my fantasy, and I reveled in it.


When
we breathlessly stopped kissing, I whispered, �Please, make Shannon feel like I
do. You know what I mean.�


I
climbed out of bed as he turned back to Shannon.  His stamina was amazing;
almost superhuman.  Shannon was exquisitely sex-drunk, and by the looks of
Derek�s swelling manhood, she would soon be drunker still.  Yes, �drunk� was an
apt analogy as was �drugged.�  She was now addicted to Derek�s charms.  She
pulled him into her, bucking and mewling, and finally wailing as one, two,
three waves of orgasmic ecstasy washed over her, swamping her.


Momentarily
sated, Shannon made a comment about being hungry again.  I didn�t know what
time it was or how long we�d been at it, but Derek assured her that room
service was still available, so we ordered enough to feed an army.  Considering
what Shannon was paying, the cost was far from Derek�s service-with-a-smile
mind.


Food
washed down with champagne, then more sex; first me, then Shannon.  Again.


The
king bed accommodated the three of us in post-coital slumber, satisfied by
food, drink and sex, Shannon on one side of Derek, me on the other.  I slept
peacefully, warm against the naked body of my favorite gigolo.  I awakened to a
bouncing bed and looked over to see Derek between Shannon�s splayed legs doing
some hot horizontal dancing.  I just watched.  Here were the two hottest, most
sexually charged people I�ve ever slept with, fucking like two horny teens on
prom night.  Her breasts heaved.  His magnificent cock plunged.  Their
rapturous expressions priceless, I once again realized how this sort of thing
was never simply a service to Derek; he was enjoying the sex as much as she
was.


We
showered and spread kisses all around.  Once dressed, Shannon didn�t seem as if
she could say goodbye.  Instead, it was me who formed the words to thank Derek
for a tremendous night.  Shannon simply went for the deep French kiss one more
time.  I�d say that was thanks enough.  I asked Derek if he would join us for
breakfast but he declined.


�You
both have sufficient alibis for this, don�t you?� he asked.


We
both assured him we had it covered.


I
finally got Shannon coaxed out of the hotel room and it wasn�t until we were
well into our elevator ride that she hoarsely said, �Oh, Donna, thank you,
thank you.�


I
tried to lighten the moment by saying, �No big deal, after all it was your
money that paid.�


She
didn�t want light, just heat.  �Can I ever be satisfied in bed after this?�


I
took her hand in mine.  �Sssssh, we�ll talk about it later, okay?�


We
left the hotel and along the route north toward home, we stopped and ate
breakfast.  Shannon�s sexual appetite may have been satiated, but her physical
one seemed to be in overdrive; I never saw her eat so much food.


On
the rest of the drive, I pondered the metabolic connection between the two
appetites.  When I was red hot and at my horniest, I rarely thought about
eating.  So much for the �fueling the fire� hypothesis.


Yes,
we did talk at length both in the car and later.  I didn�t try to assure her of
anything regarding her own reaction to the sex with Derek.  Instead, I reminded
her of my roller-coaster emotions.  �This past night put me back on that
roller-coaster, you know. Shit, I told him I loved him, for God�s sake, and
maybe I really do. He can�t possibly treat all his customers like he�s treated
me�he can�t. So, you see how fucked up I am?�


She
laughed, �So much for helping me cope!�  Then more seriously, she said,
�I may not have understood when we left the hotel but I think it�s coming to
me. I�ve held in what I need for so long and only you know about it, and you
knew what I needed. I love you, Donna sweetheart. I understand your dilemma.
Derek is more than just a fuck-buddy, way more. So you�we�have to figure out
how to reconcile the needs that Derek fulfilled and those of our marriages and
lives.�


�Yeah,
that�s it in a nutshell,� I said and chuckled.


The
hand not on the steering wheel snaked across the center console and found
mine.  �Well, we�ll figure it out together, won�t we?�
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The �Club� Gets Back Together


By Donna M.


 


With
kids to worry about, divorces gone by, pending divorces and just plain life, we
girls hadn�t had one of our all-girl vacations in a couple of years.  This year
was shaping up differently.  For various reasons we had to get away from it
all.  The Lonely Pussies Club, as we dubbed ourselves last time, was getting
together again.


I
was the one with the kids.  My family had planned for some time to vacation in
Ireland, where my husband traced some of his ancestral roots.  As spring of
2011 approached summer, for some unfathomable reason, hubby changed his mind
and began souring the kids on an Irish tour.  I was pissed, especially since he
wouldn�t tell me why the sudden change of heart.


When
talk evolved into the possibility of an insipid Disney vacation, my young teen
daughter rolled her eyes and with one of her patented �Pah-lease!� retorts
dismissed the idea for both of us.  I wasn�t sure if the whole destination
discussion colored me as selfish, but there are only so many places to visit in
one�s lifetime, and I figured Dublin had Orlando beat by several miles.


We
couldn�t agree.  We fought.  In the end all plans looked shot, my son was angry
with me, and my husband was inexplicably nonchalant about all the family
discord.


And
I was extremely horny.


I
called Derek�s service and that of another of my favorite escorts to find that
they were on the road and weren�t available.  �On the road� meant they were
travelling to other cities and bringing other lonely women to orgasmic bliss. 
The frustration got me writing more, which was my usual way of handling things.


One
day while speaking with my best friend Shannon, the subject came up of having
another all-girl vacation, which we hadn�t done in a while.  What was once a
tradition of sorts among old friends petered out when first Erin, then Millie,
and then Linda got divorced.  Shannon and I recognized the uneasy predicament
we were put in as the others were wont to run wild, while we were still
married.  Now Shannon was getting divorced and our friendship was strained
because of it.


As
we talked in generalities about vacations, Shannon was the first to bring up
the underlying issue.  �What�s happened to us, Donna?  Is it my fault?�


�We
both can share the blame, I guess.  I think I wanted to give you some space to
settle into the new life, and I believe you felt a little guilty with me still
married.�


She
took my hand, �No.  I can read you like an open book,� she said.  �You didn�t
want to be the fall-back position, right?�


That
certainly was part of it, but not all.  �Shan, I�m afraid.  I don�t want out of
my marriage.  You know how things are with me, the writing, gigolos, the
works.  I�m worried that I�ll end up divorced like you.�


She
smiled.  �I never thought divorce was catchy, like the cold bug.�  That set us
to laughing and a big hug, and then to crying as in each our own way we
recognized our fear of the future.  Shannon kissed me, but it was a friend�s
kiss, not a lover�s kiss.  �I was remembering the vacation at Millie�s beach
house where we first made love.  We never planned it, never talked about it,
but it was so natural, so beautiful.�


�Yeah,
the Lonely Pussies Club�we did have a great time, didn�t we?  Even if Linda and
Millie went crazy and fucked anything that moved.   Too bad Millie sold the
place.�  Shannon was right, she could read me, and the way she looked at me let
me know she knew I was avoiding the subject.  So I added, �Yes, we�ve had some
nice sex, haven�t we, but I�m glad it never overwhelmed our friendship.  I just
hope your situation doesn�t do that either.�


�Let�s
not let it,� she answered.


We
called Erin.  Erin was the first of the group to separate from her husband
(would I end up being the last?) and had not been with us at Millie�s beach
house that vacation, although it may have seemed to her that she had been since
she�d heard all the stories ad infinitum. 


We
floated the possibility of us girls going on a vacation together, and solicited
ideas.  Erin told us that she had gone to a Hedonism resort in the Caribbean a
couple of years ago with a boyfriend.  The boyfriend did more trolling for
other women than anything else, so the experience had been less than hot for
her.  �I�m sure they have resorts like that for singles, right?  We should
check those out on the web,� she said.


Singles. 
Well, we all were except me.  I volunteered to call Millie and Linda to get
their ideas, as well as research possible vacation destinations.  The �Lonely
Pussies Club� vacation looked promising to me, and because of the precedence of
past years, my husband couldn�t say much in protest, could he?  And what did
that say about me?  Was I about to turn a corner in my life?


My
mind was made up the next time Shannon came to visit.  Where my hubby usually
goes gaga over Shan, this time he was surprisingly aloof; surprising mostly
since she was now �available.�  I wondered if his cool attitude reflected the
fact she was no longer a �challenge� for him, but then it hit me.  My mind made
the kind of intuitive leap that usually serves me well.  He was having an
affair, I was sure of it.  It wasn�t the first time, but I hoped those days
were behind us.  If he was screwing someone else as I suspected, the irony was
sublime.  Considering how my ASSTR fan base lusted after me, telling me in
e-mail after e-mail how lucky my husband was and how they would treat me, to
think that once more my husband was cheating on me was indeed ironic.


�We�re
going, Shan,� I said.  �I don�t know where but we�re going on that trip, and
I�m getting laid.�


�Whoa,
what got into you?�


I
told her my suspicions.


�You
want me to find out for sure?  I know a PI who can find the dirt in a jiffy.�


I
laughed.  �PI?...jiffy?...what happened to the old Shannon I knew and loved?�


Now
it was her turn to laugh.  �Yeah, that�s what my life�s about now,� she said
with a sigh, �digging up dirt on my husband for the divorce.�  We talked a bit
more about the end of her marriage.  She revealed some things she hadn�t yet
told me; some nasty things about how she�d been treated.  �You know, I simply
accepted everything as normal until that night last year with your gigolo buddy
Derek.  I think that scene works well for you, but I�d get too dependent on it,
I think.  I�ve had men want me since puberty but that�s the first time a man
actually made me feel special, and I had to pay him for the privilege.�


�No
boyfriend yet?� I asked.


�Hell
no!  Besides, why give my husband any ammunition for the coming war?�


�So,
maybe the answer is one of those hot resorts in the Caribbean somewhere like
Erin suggested.  You game?  I don�t think your husband can have you followed
there.�


�You�re
serious about this aren�t you?� she said.  �This is so NOT like you,
Donna.  You really think he�s screwing around again, don�t you?�


�All
the signs are there, Shan.  I can smell it.�


�The
bastard.�


�Oh,
don�t be so hasty, it�s not like I�ve been this chaste angel.�


She
shook her head, �That�s not the same thing.  We�ve been over this ground before
about the emotional element of real cheating.  You�re not there.�


��Yet,�
was my comment, and we both left it at that.


I
did speak with Millie and Linda about a vacation, and they both were extremely
enthusiastic.  Linda mentioned a good friend named Amber, and wanted to know if
she could come along.  Considering everything is double occupancy, I took it
upon myself to say okay.  The �Club� now had six members.  Shannon pulled up
some web pages on the Hedonism resorts.  When we read that one of them had a
high ratio of men to women, we both agreed that we�d look into that one.  On my
own I read some web articles on sex tourism and how excursions once made only
by men were now something women were doing.  Sex tourism sure sounded like what
we were doing, though I kept this categorization to myself, the only married
woman of the bunch.


Shannon
became our booking leader, contacting various travel agencies looking for the
best deal.  Our flights would be complicated seeing that the six of us would be
coming from four different locations to get there.  We debated booking a large
suite, but considering our fantasies and what may happen, we decided on three
rooms: Erin and Millie; Linda and her friend Amber; and Shannon and me.  Hey,
even if something happened between us, we could simply swap roommates.  We
didn�t know Amber or if her relationship with Linda was more than friendship,
but it seemed like a practical solution to all of us.


My
kids weren�t happy.  I did the nasty thing and blamed their father.  We�d been
talking about Ireland for so long and he killed the idea.  He still wouldn�t
tell the truth about why he killed it.  Was his new suspected mistress that
important, more important than the family?  I hoped and prayed that wasn�t the
whole story.  Nevertheless, mom needed a vacation and she was going to have a
fun one.  Dad made promises to make it up to them.  I warned him he better not
let them down.  Of course, I had �warnings� thrown back at me, but to hell with
him.  I was going.


Shannon
and I went bikini shopping; her with glee, me with trepidation.  It�s been a
while since I owned a bikini, and frankly from the waist down I wasn�t too
happy with the look as I tried on various suits.  Shannon, on the other hand
had lost some pounds recently and looked marvelous for her age.  Watching her
model bikinis in the boutique�s dressing room, I could easily hate her if she
wasn�t my best friend.  She picked the best one for her, a little turquoise
number.  She then turned her attention to me before I had a chance to quit in
resignation.  She convinced me to try on a black one that wasn�t as severely
cut at the hips as others were.  The bra was more substantial than her two
triangles, which is what I needed.  It wouldn�t remind me of my youth, but she
was right, and I bought it.  I didn�t show my husband.


We
had plenty of round-robin phone calls to plan everything�what clothes to bring,
what to expect when we got there, nudity once there (oh God!), and most of all,
MEN.  I got to know Amber a little bit during the calls.  She seemed more
subdued, tame compared to Linda who had a wild streak like no other.  I had
visions of Linda and Millie chasing after every young dick in the resort.  It
was certainly going to be interesting to witness if nothing else.  How would I
act?  That was the big question.  I could fantasize like anyone else, and maybe
more so, but actually being wild and promiscuous?  That would be the biggest
step of all.


I
won�t bore you with any more pre-flight and flight details.  Suffice it to say
that Shannon was a nutcase during the flight, and I probably mirrored her.  She
fidgeted like I�d never seen her do before, talking incessantly about what it
would be like and whether any men would �go� for her.  I had a feeling that
wouldn�t be a problem, since she looked the part of a cougar, and would have no
problem acting as one now that she was divorcing.


When
our conversation turned to speculation on who�d get laid first, we knew
adjacent passengers were paying attention.  All the craning necks gave them
away.  We both put our money on Linda, remembering our last all-girl vacation
and Ryan the surfer.  Linda was bold and out-there.  She honed that petite body
of hers in the gym like she was obsessed, as perhaps she was.  You saw strong
men go weak in the knees when the petite blond dynamo approached them.


I
closed my eyes and tried to nap but couldn�t.  I was in some sort of emotional
storm, thinking about what lay ahead.  If I thought about sex at the resort as
an extension of the gigolos I paid for, then maybe I could do it.


There
was no doubt in my mind that my friends could do it.  After last year and the
threesome with Shannon and Derek, I knew Shannon was entering a new phase of
her life with relish.  She�d do okay.  Millie was as unpredictable as her
weight.  The last time I saw her she�d slimmed down considerably, succeeding in
overcoming her mousiness that always crimped her behavior.  I�d witnessed her
wildness along with her transformation.  Erin was a complex woman.  An attorney
who conveyed a take-no-prisoners image, she often was assumed to be a dyke by
those who didn�t know her.  She wore her dark hair in a short shag and didn�t
smile much, though I always knew that was simply her lawyer �balls� showing
through.  She could be as bold and assertive as Linda, and if she wanted
something she got it.  So if Erin wanted a man, she�d have him.  Amber was an
unknown, but if she was anything like Linda�well.


And
then there was me.  This wasn�t the first time I pondered a correlation between
motherhood and marital status.  I was the only mother in the �club.�  Maybe
that�s why I was the only one of us staying married.  I sure hoped that wasn�t
the only reason.  The correlation bothered me, as it seemed so pessimistic, so
morose, and that got me NOT thinking about my marriage.


As
the plane approached the airport, Shannon may have read my mind, for she said,
�No matter what we all choose to do or not do, I won�t let you be alone.�


That
was the big question: what would I do?  What I won�t do here is write a
travelogue.  The web site or a brochure can describe the resort well enough.  


Transportation
had been arranged, so Shannon and I got a ride to the resort and we checked
in.  The desk clerk told us that two of our friends had already checked in and
handed us a message.  Millie and Erin were here and invited us to the pool
where they assured us that they would be �topless and drinking.�


�Sounds
good,� Shannon said as we were shown our room.


We
rummaged through our bags for our suits and put them on, then ensconced in our
cover-ups and sandals we asked for and were given directions to the nude pool. 
Millie jumped up and with a big wave, came running toward us, her unencumbered
breasts bouncing wildly.  She gave us both kisses while announcing to the world
(at least the world around the pool) how glad she was to see us.  What was cool
and not totally unexpected was the way many eyes around the pool checked us
out, both men and women.


When
we took our wraps off, Millie asked �You�re gonna lose those tops, right?�


Like
she usually did, cool Erin waited for Millie to splash us with her enthusiasm
before she joined us and said hello.


I
hugged Erin and bussed her cheek.  With her arms around me, she undid my bikini
bra and pulled it away.  �I figured you�d take awhile to do it, so now it�s too
late,� she said.


I
hugged her closer so her pointed breasts dueled with my rounder ones, saying
�You�re right, as always.�


With
Shannon and me now topless, we drew four lounge chairs together and got down to
good old fashioned girl talk.  We had a lot of catching up to do.  Millie and
Erin took turns trying to outdo each other in telling �weird boyfriend�
stories.  What occurred to me was the stark difference between men in each
woman�s life.  Millie was drawn to the bad boy type, which doomed her to
disappointment after the initial gratification became a memory.  I remembered
one such man, Barry, her boyfriend-du-jour who made a pass at me the first
moment he could.  On the other hand, Erin the lawyer ended up with Type A�s in
her bed, and it sounded like gross mismatches considering her propensity to
control every situation she was in.   Nevertheless, their stories were wild.


Shannon
and I couldn�t compete so we didn�t try.  Millie probed Shannon, saying she
must have some juicy stories to tell since she left Bill.  At first she didn�t
acknowledge anything, but then she looked at me and started telling the other
two about our night last year with Derek.


�No
shit!� Millie exclaimed.  �You paid a guy for a threesome?�


I
didn�t really want to talk about it, but Shannon continued, �Yes, he�s Donna�s
regular gigolo, and he�s no �regular� guy,� making sure to put emphasis on
regular with a pantomime of his equipment size.


Millie
was dumfounded, but Erin picked up on the dynamic right away.  �I can�t see
myself doing it, but it makes all the sense in the world,� she said.  �You see
him regularly?� she asked me, and when I nodded, said �He must be good at it,
right?�  I nodded again.  �No emotional baggage, just a good professional
fucking.  Yes, it does sound like a solution.�


A
solution; to what exactly I didn�t know.  �It works for me,� I said.


Millie
said, �I wouldn�t pay for it,� and all I could think of was every idle boast
I�ve heard from men throughout my life when the subject of prostitutes came
up.  Instead, she�s gone through boyfriends one jerk at a time, and as she
claims has never been truly satisfied by any of them.


Shannon
picked up on it right away.  �Millie, how much did you pay for this trip?� 
When Millie quoted a figure that was of course well known to all of us, Shannon
said, �So maybe you are paying to get laid.�


Erin
and I laughed.  Millie pouted.


Erin
said, �You know, if we�re after sex partners, girls, we better find them now
before the other two get here.  Those two will have every man on their knees as
soon as they get here.�


�You�ve
met Amber?� I asked.


�No,
but I�ve seen pictures of her on Linda�s Facebook page, and she drips sex like
a thawing icicle.�


�You
know, Erin, sweetheart, you do have a way with words,� I said.


�That�s
because she�s a silver-tongued lawyer,� Millie said.


Silver
tongued, indeed; I probably wasn�t the only one who figured Erin swung both
ways.  She never made a pass at me, and neither Shannon nor Mille has ever
indicated anything.  I considered myself staunchly heterosexual, even though
I�ve dallied a few times with Shannon, which I consider a special case yet
there have been times when Erin�s intensity has triggered something within me. 
I admit it.


We
didn�t run off looking for sex partners.  We continued to get caught up on
everything that had happened the last couple of years, before we decided to
head to the beach.  Plenty of folks, mostly couples, stopped us for a welcome
and introductions.  The four of us got enough looks from the men to bolster our
forty-something self-esteem.  A good looking, young black couple cried out
�Vanilla� when they saw us, and got us talking about the resort�s theme for the
week.  Introductions were made, and the woman, whose name was Maisie, gave off
plenty of bisexual vibes, enough that Erin�s usual inscrutable disposition
slipped for a second or two.  The couple was hot enough that I could
easily fantasize about being in between them in bed.  As we walked along the beach,
I guessed that each of my friends was contemplating how far she�d go this week,
as I most assuredly was.


That�s
when we heard the yell, and saw Linda and who I assumed to be Amber walking
towards us.  Both blonds were topless, without a tan line between them.   They
were holding hands.


Seeing
the hand-holding, Millie was quick to ask, �You two aren�t hooked up, are you?�


Linda
answered, �Hello to you too,� and introduced Amber to us.  She may have not
answered Millie�s question, but it did look like they had something going.


We
talked amongst ourselves on the beach, occasionally having couples and groups
say hello, with one couple saying they thought it was �cool� for a group of
lesbians to be vacationing together like we were.  When they walked away,
Millie muttered �Oh my God!  Is that what we look like?�


I
expected Erin to say something�I detected a momentary frown on her face�but she
didn�t.  The rest of us chuckled at the reference.  We spent the rest of the
afternoon mingling and meeting people, and frankly sizing up potential partners. 
Linda and Amber were especially popular, as I figured they would be; the other
three and I were over-the-hill merchandise in comparison to the two athletic
blonds looking at least ten years younger than they were.  I could have been
jealous of Linda, but she worked harder than all of us to stay trim, so she
earned what attention she gets.  Of course, being relatively newly single, she
seeks attention like a missile seeks a heat source.  And she�s equally explosive,
as I�ve witnessed.  Before we left the beach area, Linda and Amber had already
been invited to �party� with a bodybuilding man and wife.


�Do
you think he�s got a dick to match the rest of his muscles?� Linda said.


Shannon
added, �Steroids have been known to shrink dicks.�


Amber
said, �The wife looked happy enough, so maybe it�s a myth.�


�You
two gonna find out for sure?� Millie asked.  �If not, I�ll offer my services.�


�I
bet you will,� I chimed in.


We
eventually walked back toward the pool and the main complex to see what was on
the menu, not just for food but also entertainment, which here meant games. 
Sexy games.  Amber and Linda liked the idea of nude volleyball when I brought
it up.  The other three weren�t as thrilled.


�When�s
the toga party?� Millie asked.


�What
about this chocolate-vanilla thing?� Shannon wanted to know.  �I know Donna
yearns for a big, black cock.�


Erin
looked at me and said, �You should have said something to those two,� meaning
Maisie and her hubby.  �They seemed to want an oreo threesome.  After all,
you�ve got the right filling.�  She saw my reaction and quickly added, �I�m
talking about your libido and those puppies,� pointing to my breasts, with
their rosy glow and taut nipples in response to being �free.�


�I
don�t know�� I said, and let it hang there.


Erin
said, �I�m sorry, Donna dear.  You do what you want without pressure from the
rest of us unattached, unfulfilled women.�


Linda
chimed in, �Unfulfilled?  Speak for yourself.�


Shannon
said, �You know, we don�t have to all hang together all week.  Let�s do our own
thing, okay?�


Erin
said to that, �Then Donna and I are going to find a bar, get the biggest Bloody
Marys we can, and get caught up on old times.  You all can go find some chocolate
thunder, if that�s what you want.�  She took me by the arm and led me away.  


The
whole thing had been surreal, and I think I captured the conversation well
enough.  The weird part had been standing on a nude beach and not being
completely nude; the six of us still in our bikini bottoms.  I thought I�d be
nervous exposing myself, but so far I was pretty comfortable.


We
found those Bloody Marys with our names on them, and relaxed by the nude pool,
reminiscing.  Erin wanted to know so much about �my ASSTR life� as she called
it, especially my motivation in writing about myself the way I�d done.  In the
midst of our conversation, we got with the program and lost our bottoms.  She
looked at my pubis and said, �You�re still shaving, I see.  Looks good on you,
especially with the nice tummy you have.  No telling by looking at you that
you�ve had two kids.�


�Thanks.� 
I didn�t know what else to say.  Erin didn�t shave.  In fact, her bush was
rather lush, though bikini-trimmed.


�So
tell me about this Derek dude.  Is he really the stud you make him out to be?�


I
told her Derek�s real name, and then told her about not only his physical
attributes, but the skill with which he used them.


�I
still can�t fathom any woman paying for sex, but I can see how good he must be
in the way you light up and get all pink�hot and bothered when you talk about
him.�


�I
do?�


�Don�t
you know it, girl!�


We
drank and watched the parade of good looking nude folks around us.  I saw Erin
particularly checking out a large breasted (they looked real) blond.  �Erin,
just like we said earlier, you don�t have to hang with me.  If you want to hook
up with someone, go for it.  Don�t worry about me.  I�m a big girl.�


Her
eyes bored into me, and she responded, �You don�t get it Donna, do you?  It�s you
I want to hook up with.�


I
was flabbergasted, and struck mute.


She
continued, �Look, it�s no secret I prefer women.  When I read about you and
Shan, I got jealous.  Do you believe it?  We were always such good friends but
I figured you for staunchly straight and kept all my feelings to myself.  Then
I saw you here��


�You
really mean that?  You want me?�


�There�s
a �but� in there.  I can hear it.�


�No
�but.�  I�m just caught off guard, that�s all.  I never knew.�


�Like
I said; you�re really straight.  I can tell.  I finally came to grips with who
I was, out of the proverbial closet, so to speak, and now I can�t hide my
feelings any longer.�


�Then
let�s go to your room.�


�You
mean that?�


�I
always mean what I say.�  But did I?  Did I want to sleep with Erin, or was I
simply acquiescing to her stated, surprising desires?  I�d soon find out.


We
put our suits back on and walked to where Erin and Millie�s room was.  With
Shannon, lovemaking was a natural extension of our deep friendship.  Erin and I
would be different.  She knew how nervous I was, so she took the lead and I
submitted.  She pulled all the strings, figuratively and literally (the strings
of our bikinis that is).  She made love to me with her hands, her lips, and her
tongue.  My breasts felt heavy and swollen, and my nipples responded to her
touch, as did my pussy, which opened up with an internal geyser that surprised
both of us.


Erin
muttered, �Oh Donna,� with my juices wet on her lips and chin, before going
down for a second helping.


I
grabbed her hair and bellowed in the most excruciatingly wild way as the mother
of all orgasms swept over me and crushed me.  Was it just because it had been
so long?  Did Erin possess skills beyond mere mortals?  Or was it something so
mysterious within me it had no name?


She
let me come down from my orgasmic high before we got down to it again; this
time her turn.  Her nipples proved to be extra sensitive, and she had a little
quake while I sucked on them.  Then I went for her pussy.


�Higher�a
little more�more�THERE!� she murmured and then yelped as, much like a pit bull,
I nailed her special spot and didn�t relent, didn�t let go.  Erin turned out to
be a very loud cummer.  I made noise, but she was quite a few decibels beyond
me.  I never heard the word �Yes� shouted so many consecutive times, and at
that amplitude.


As
we lay in bed together, sweaty and spent, she chuckled and said, �You came here
to get laid, but you never thought it would be by me.�


�No�that
never entered my mind.�


�Any
regrets?�


�Of
course not.�


We
stayed in bed, touching and exploring each other�s body in a more relaxed
manner than the original frenzy.  Neither one of us budged when we heard the
door open.


�I
don�t believe this!� Millie barked, gaping at us in bed.


�What�s
there not no believe?  We�re in Hedo, land of enchanted sex, and we enjoyed a
little of that enchantment, didn�t we, Donna dear?�


I
acknowledged we had.  For some reason, Millie�s expression pissed me off, as if
somehow finding Erin and me together was an affront to her vacation.  �Maybe we
should swap roomies,� I said sharply.  �You can room with Shannon.  We�ll swap
clothes and things later.  What about it?�  I always believed Millie to be a
bit of a closet homophobe, and the way she jumped at the chance to room with
someone other than Erin may have confirmed it.  She changed out of her bikini
and left the room.


�You
didn�t�?� I said.


�No,
I�ve never made a pass at her.  Frankly I love her as a friend but she�s not my
type.�


�And
I am?�


�Always
have been, lady.�


Now,
that was a revelation!


Eventually
we rejoined the group and had to withstand all the teasing from the other
four.  Shannon had agreed to room with Millie if that�s what I wanted.  Erin
squeezed my hand, and I said yes, that�s what I wanted.  We ate, visited the
beach again, got drunk, laughed our heads off, played silly themed games, and
overall had a great time.  The current membership of the Lonely Pussies Club;
so far from home and yet so close.


I�m
not going to recount everything we did.  If you�ve been to a Hedonism resort,
then you know how things are.  Amber, Linda and Millie were quite active, and
loved to tell the rest of all the gory details.  Shannon met a recently
divorced doctor who was with �a friend� and one afternoon they slinked off. 
Shannon was aglow afterwards.  Erin and I slept together and learned quite a
lot about each other�s buttons to push.  We pushed the buttons, and the orgasms
were sublime.


�You
still seem surprised by my desire for you,� Erin said to me while in bed. 
�It�s really strange that you�re the married one, since you�re way more
intelligent and ballsy than the rest of us.  I like that.�


�Intelligent
and ballsy?  That description fits you more than me.�


�Ah,
modest to the end,� she said, and we both laughed.  She went on to say that she
had no delusions, that I was �hetero� and she knew it, that she just wanted to
enjoy the week in all ways possible, and one way was to sleep with me.


I
could buy that.  Our hook-up had no complications, unlike any I could have with
a stranger.  Erin had driven that fantasy away a little bit.


But
we still had fun and games.  Linda and I were the volleyball queens.  Whatever
team we build around us, we�d kick the ass of the other team.  I�d never played
volleyball naked before, and it took some getting used to with my unencumbered
larger breasts, as I guess it did with the men and their unencumbered balls.


One
man who we drafted for our team sure made the effort on the nude beach worth
it.  He was around six-two, with chocolate skin. A few tattoos, and a fabulous
piece of dangling meat that could be nine or ten inches, not quite surrounded
by a small trimmed patch of wiry pubic hair.  The rest of him was manscaped
perfectly.  His name was Teddy.


After
one hard-fought point, he said to me, �You�re gonna be sore tomorrow, with
those babes bouncing around like they are.�


�And
maybe you�ll be sore too,� I answered, pointing to his large package.


�One
can only hope,� he said, which I was sure was a double-entendre.  The question
was whether it was meant specifically for me, since he also made similar
complimentary comments to other women, including Linda.


Later,
Linda had me aside and said, �He�s quite a specimen.  You going for that?�  I
told her that I�d let things play out however they did.  �Passivity won�t cut
it here.  Aggression, sweetheart, aggression.  Go for it, or it won�t happen.� 
It was easy for her to say.  After the game Linda walked away from the beach
with two dudes young enough to be her sons.  That�s a threesome I�d pay to
watch.


�Looks
like your friend has plans.  Do you?�  Teddy was behind me.  I turned around,
but fell to temptation and glanced at his dick.  He knew, but thankfully didn�t
say anything lewd.  After all, he was looking at my tits.


�Is
it too early for the hot tub?� I asked, and he wholeheartedly agreed it wasn�t.


The
large hot tub was sparsely occupied at that moment but I knew it wouldn�t last
long.  It was a popular place.  No need for small talk; I got right down to
asking everything about him.


He
was: Married, and his wife was here; he thought she was in a group thing in
someone�s room at the moment (�Getting her bi-side taken care of�); he was
thirty-five; one child at home, a son; they lived in North Carolina; and he was
attracted to me.


�Explain
why?� I said, and that caught him by surprise.  He tried to explain, but it
really came down to two things�my ample chest (�I admit it, I�m a breast man�)
and what he called my �attitude.�


�You�re
older than me, and you probably have kids, but you�re still �out there,� I mean
that you look like you get what you want, like how you took charge in the
volleyball match, and I find that attractive in a woman.  Besides all that, you
have a bitchin� body�a MILF.�


�If
you�ve declared me a MILF, then I guess the next move is yours.�  He kissed me,
a hand immediately going for my crotch.  My hand went where it was destined to
go.  I felt his long fleshy shaft stiffen and grow in my palm.  He had one
formidable tool, and my body responded to the thought of how he�d use it on me.


He
knew it, too.  He felt my heightened state of arousal.  �Whoa, mama, you�re a
hot one,� he muttered as his fingers worked into my pussy.


I
knew public sex was frowned upon here, but I wasn�t sure if that applied to the
hot tub.  I�d read stories of this place, though, and in the blogs it sounded
like the hot tub was a hot place indeed.  Teddy�s cock had grown to massive
proportions, or at least that�s what it felt like underwater.


He
was about to set me on his lap when I whispered �condom.�


�You
kidding me?� he said.  �Those things don�t work in the water, anyway, I�m
clean.  You can trust me.�


�It�s
not trust�just gotta be safe��  I said, breathless.


Teddy
suddenly raised his voice and said to someone who was behind us, �Marcus, you
believe this mama?  She doesn�t want the big guy without pro-tec-tion,�
emphasizing each syllable.


I
looked over to see a grinning black man in shorts watching us.  I pushed Teddy
away from me, and said, �You had to be an asshole, didn�t you.  I�m not going
to be the white lady conquest you can brag about to your friends in the �hood.�


�What
happened to your Chocolate craving, Vanilla?�  He stood and waggled his
semi-erect cock at me.  �You won�t find one like this anywhere else on this
island.�


I
climbed from the hot tub, just avoiding his hand grasping for one of my
breasts.  �Don�t flatter yourself.  I�m sure there are bigger ones around, and
they�ll probably not be attached to an asshole like you.  In fact, I think I�ll
go look for your wife.  That sounds like better �chocolate� action for me
anyway.  How is that for attitude?�  I walked away to the sounds of their
laughter.


I
located my bikini and wrap, and went in search of a drink.  Or two.


When
I met my friends again, they were disappointed I didn�t get it on with Teddy,
but when I told them about his behavior, they agreed upon his asshole status. 
�Too bad,� Linda said.  �The bro� was hung!�


Ironically,
Amber realized who Teddy�s wife was, having taken part in the same all-girl
orgy.  �She�s hot, and NOT an asshole,� was her assessment. 


�Well,
what about you?� I asked Linda, and she regaled us with a tale of her
threesome.  �Those boys were game, but I fucked them silly and they went away
tired and sore.  Good cummers, though.�  Millie eagerly requested their names
and room numbers.


We
drank, and got drunk.  Not falling-down drunk, but close.  That loosened up our
lips, if not our libidos.  Shannon told us she was going to join an older
married couple in a threesome later, and of course we wanted to know
everything.  When Millie began telling us about some anal sex that she�d
�loved,� we declared it TMI.  Not surprisingly, Erin was silent.


It
wasn�t until the next morning that Erin told me how much she envied Linda and
Amber.  �They�ve got a hot thing going, don�t they?� she said.  �I doubt I�ll
ever meet a soul mate.  Maybe I�m too�too�something.�


�Maybe
you�re too everything.� I said.  �I bet in a different life we�d make a
great couple.�


�You
mean that?  It sounds like you�re coming over to the home team.�


�Not
likely, Erin.  Not likely.�


�But
you are in bed with me.�


�So,
stop thinking like a lawyer and start feeling like a poet.�


Erin
was nothing like Shannon as a lover.  As I was cumming, I thought, the �home
team� wasn�t such a bad thing after all.


The
following day, as Shan and I sat at the swim-up bar and sipped drinks, she
asked me about Erin and me.  I explained that it was a passing thing, born of
old friendships and new longings.  �Like with me and you.�


�Is
there still a me and you?� she asked.


I
kissed her and said that there was, as long as she wanted me �as a friend or
otherwise.�


The
bartender saw the kiss and smiled before bringing us another drink.  He asked,
�You two come together?�


I
chuckled and said, �We�ve cum together several times.�  Good man, he got the
joke.


The
toga party was fun.  Sailing a little catamaran was fun.  Flailing my tits
about playing volleyball was fun.  However, before I knew it the week was over
and it was time to go home.  Shannon�s and my flight was the earliest, so we
bid our goodbyes to our friends as we prepared to leave.  I welcomed Amber to
the �Club,� and after she gave me the puzzled look, I laughed and told Linda to
fill the newest member in.


Erin
took me aside and thanked me.  I said, �Okay, maybe I didn�t get a taste of
chocolate cock like I planned, but I experienced something better.  Let�s keep
in touch.  I know that soul mate is out there.  Keep looking.�  Our parting
kiss was more than between friends, and the girls razzed us for it.


On
the flight home, I asked Shannon if she got everything she wanted out of our
Hedonism vacation.  Using veiled language, in case eager fellow passengers were
listening, she filled me in on the sex she had and how �liberating� it had
been.  �But what about you?  You didn�t get any, did you?�


�Except
with Erin I didn�t, but I still had lots of fun, and I was with friends having
fun, and that means the world to me.�


She
told me some more Millie stories, ones she heard all about since they roomed
together.  �Did you see her getting screwed from behind by that big badass at
the disco?�  I acknowledged I�d seen it.  How could anyone miss it, with her
miniskirt hiked up, her legs rhythmically lifting off the dance floor, and all
the noise she made, only partway drowned out by the music?  As Shannon told me
more, some passengers sitting around us were indeed getting an earful.


When
we touched down at Logan, I contemplated the needs unmet by the vacation. 
While waiting at the carousel for our luggage, I stepped aside and called
Derek�s service for an appointment.  I had a date for next Friday evening.


So,
that�s it.


I
think I got it all down here as it happened, at least what was important to me.


If
you were at Hedonism II in Negril in the middle of August, then you may have
seen us, six ladies in our forties, four blonds and two brunettes.  Maybe we
spoke.  Maybe you hooked up with one of my friends.  


I
hope you enjoyed yourself.


 


Kids and hubby treated me strangely
upon my return.  What sort of ideas about what mommy did on vacation my husband
may have planted in the kids� heads would need to be ferreted out eventually,
to keep some semblance of familial peace around here.  The fact I was going out
�shopping� Friday night so soon after the vacation didn�t go unnoticed either,
though it did go uncommented on.  I wanted to dress especially well for Derek,
but that was out of the question, since that �shopping� attire would
definitely raise too many questions.


Derek booked a room at the Marriott
in Peabody.  He was dressed in jeans and t-shirt when answering the knock on
the door.  �How�s my favorite client?� he asked.


�Kiss me first, and then I�ll tell
you.�


He did.


When romance writers say someone was
in �flames of passion,� they were talking about me at that moment.  I was
afire.  Derek would usually take his time; undressing me as foreplay.  But not
that night; our clothes were shed quickly, stumbling to the bed.  I worked him
to stiffness (it wasn�t hard work) and within minutes he was on top of me and
between my splayed, eagerly bucking legs. All my suppressed desire came rushing
out, along with a fair amount of womanly dew.  I was cumming so strongly I
almost cried, the contractions all breathtaking bliss bordering on sweet agony.


�Next!� he said teasingly as he
positioned me on hands and knees and entered me from behind.  I docilely let
him nail me good, a strong hand holding each side of my ass.  His strokes were
rapid and deep, and before I knew it I was wailing again in orgasmic glee.


He wasn�t done.  He pounded away
until I was cumming again and he pulled out of me.  �I�want�it�� I sang,
flipping over onto my back.  He knew exactly what I wanted.  Yanking off the
condom, he coated me.  I had his cum all over my body and I loved the hot feel
of it; the warmth inside matched by the warmth outside.


Lying on the bed, I told him about my
Hedo trip after he asked me about it.  �I should be flattered that you came
home from a Hedonism resort and called me.�  He hesitated, then continued, �I
said I should be flattered, but I�m worried about you and me.  Donna,
there CAN BE NO YOU AND ME and you have to understand that.  I like you
as a client, but that�s all you can ever be.  I can�t be your emotional safety
net.  I can�t.�


By the time he finished, I was crying
like a baby.  I consider myself a strong willed woman.  How could I be weak
like this?  He was right, after all, and I pretty much figured it out before he
said anything, but that didn�t fill the hole at the center of me�besides my
vagina, the �hole� only Derek seemed to be able to fill lately.  I took a quick
shower and fixed my make-up so I could once more look like a happy shopper.  We
left unspoken the truth that I couldn�t see him again and remain sane.


�Buy something nice,� were his parting
words as I left the hotel room.


I shopped, and realized how strangely
I felt, as if I wasn�t the same woman anymore.  Somehow, my vacation got me
thinking that my marital status wasn�t simply an anomaly among friends, but
something worth fighting for.   I bought a too-expensive, racy nightgown
ensemble closer to Frederick�s than Victoria�s.  If I was going to fight a war
over my husband, I�d be damned if I wouldn�t make sure I had all the best
ammunition�


 


Donna M.


© 2011


 


You can e-mail me at boredbutstillhot@yahoo.com



All feedback is welcome!



 



Click here to return to my
story site
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