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 TAKING
CHARGE

THE SEXUAL EDUCATION OF ALEX T. FOXX: DAY
TWO

JT HOLLAND

 

Alex stood at Francesca’s front door at
precisely noon, his cock already hard just from thinking about what
was waiting for him inside the house.

The previous 24 hours had been the longest
of his life; from the moment he’d left Francesca’s house the day
before he’d been thinking about her. Shortly after arriving home
he’d gone into his bedroom and immediately started playing with
himself. His cock was caked with her juices and all it took was a
little bit of spit on his hand and his cock was slick as hell
within seconds.

Eyes closed, his mind focused on reliving
what they’d just done together, Alex jerked off. He could picture
Francesca in his mind’s eye with ease; the dark black hair
cascading down, framing her gorgeous face, that tanned skin, those
insane tits, her ridiculously long and sculptured legs. And her
wet, perfect little pussy. That  most of all.

It hadn’t taken him long to cum, squirting
his seed all over his bed sheets no more than a minute after
starting. Including his time with Francesca he’d cum three times
already on the day and he was sure there were a few more to go. He
just had to make sure he saved some juice for the day after.
According to Francesca it was only going to get better as they went
on.

This anticipation was what fueled his cock
on this, the second day of his sexual education. He had no idea
what to expect from Francesca but had to think it was going to be
even crazier than the day before, which had been pretty crazy
indeed.

Alex rang the doorbell and took a step back.
He could feel a big, stupid smile on his face but he didn’t even
bother trying to wipe it off. He knew it wouldn’t be going anywhere
no matter what. He was just too happy.

Francesca answered the door in a tiny little
black dress that not only took Alex’s breath away, but
simultaneously made him feel spectacularly underdressed in his
collared shirt and khaki shorts. He could only stand and stare at
her.

The dress played up Francesca’s sexiness to
the max; her tits were spilling out, her legs seemed to go on
forever, and the 3-inch heels she wore nearly brought her up to
Alex’s height. With her silky dark hair flowing down over shoulders
and the not-very-subtle makeup job she looked totally different
than she had the day before. Just as hot, only in a slightly
different way. Less elegant and more slutty.

“So what do you think?”
Francesca asked, spinning in place so Alex could get a good look at
her ass.

“I think I’m gonna cream my
pants right here and now,” he said.

Laughing, Francesca took his hand and
ushered him in. She led him past the couch and towards the stairs,
looking back to flash him a smile every once in a while.

Alex’s eyes were locked onto Francesca’s ass
working beneath her skimpy little dress as she made her way up the
stairs ahead of him. It was all he could do to keep himself from
reaching out and grabbing her ass cheeks. Or sticking his head
between them. They were that inviting.

Once they reached the top of the stairs, she
led him down the hall, stopping at the first door on the right.
Opening the door, she ushered him inside the room.

It was an enormous master bedroom, complete
with couches and a lounge chair surrounding a large-scaled
entertainment system that included an 80-inch flatscreen and floor
speakers that were almost as big as he was. Next to the TV was a
fully stocked bar. On the other side of the room was a huge
bathroom with a double-headed shower and a jacuzzi tub. A
king-sized bed sat in the corner, buffered by a pair of
dressers.

“So what’s on tap for
today?” Alex asked after taking it all in.

“Today I’m going to get a
taste of your overall abilities,” Francesca said. “Sort of a
baseline test, to see where you need improvement. The first part
will be a questionnaire.”

“Sounds like fun,” Alex
said sarcastically.

“It’s not designed to be,”
she said. “But it will be informative for me. And don’t worry, the
second part will be more hands-on. But that will come later. For
now, follow me.”

Francesca turned and headed towards the
entertainment area. Alex followed like a dog at heel. He would
follow that ass anywhere without any hesitation.

When they arrived at the other side of the
room Francesca motioned towards the couch. “Lie down and make
yourself comfortable.” She pointed at the side opposite the lounge
chair, where a pillow was sitting. “Put your head over there.”

Alex did as he was told. The couch was dark
leather and plush. Soft as hell. As was the pillow. He got
comfortable quite easily.

Francesca walked over towards the
entertainment center. She pulled a clipboard and a ball-point pen
off one of the shelves, then picked up a pair of black-rimmed
glasses and put them on. When she turned to face Alex again, his
heart fluttered in his chest and his cock got a little bit
harder.

Francesca saw the look on his face and
smiled. “You like the glasses, huh?”

Alex nodded vigorously.

“Yeah, most guys do. That
whole slutty librarian thing.”

“Exactly,” Alex
said.

She walked back towards him and sat down in
the lounge chair down by his feet. Francesca crossed her legs,
forcing her skirt to ride up her leg, drawing his attention. He
could almost see up her skirt. Almost, but not quite.

A few seconds later Alex realized that
Francesca was watching him watch her. He lifted his head slightly,
pausing just for a moment at her glorious tits—which were hanging
out of her dress even more because of the position she was in—and
settled in on her face. Once their eyes were once again locked, she
resumed talking.

“As I was saying earlier,”
she continued, “Based on yesterday, we know some of your general
strengths and weaknesses. First of all, you have a very nice cock.
Big but not too huge, plus it gets real hard, which is always a
bonus. Second, you know how to use it. You’re not a pro by any
means but you’re not an amateur either. Third, you can go multiple
times in one day, which is always nice. And even nicer still is the
fact that you don’t need a whole lot of time in between sessions
before you’re ready to go. Also, you seem to actually be a pretty
nice guy, which is great, and even though you’re a little shy,
you’re not scared. All in all a pretty damn good place to start. As
for areas that need general improvement: Stamina, for one.
Confidence for another. And I’m sure we’ll have to make you more
adventurous in bed. But those will come in time. What I need to
find out today is some more specific things.”

“Like what?”

“Well, for example, how
well do you eat pussy?”

“Are you asking
me?”

Francesca nodded.

Alex shrugged. “I don’t really know. I’ve
done it a couple of times, and the feedback I got was pretty good,
but I doubt if the girls I was doing it too really knew the
difference between good and bad head. I think they were just
excited to have someone that was willing to do that to them.”

“Was it your idea or
theirs?”

“It was mine with one, the
other was theirs.”

“Did you like
it?”

Alex’s face went red.

“Don’t be embarrassed,”
Francesca said. “Just answer it truthfully.”

“Actually I kind of did,”
Alex said. “It wasn’t my absolute favorite thing to do, but it was
pretty fun.”

“Trust me, that’s a good
thing,” Francesca said. “There is a serious dearth of men who eat
good pussy, and even fewer that actually enjoy it. But as long as
you enjoy it, I can teach you how to do it properly.”

For some reason this made Alex blush even
more.

“Moving on,” Francesca
said. “Answer quickly, without thinking too much. And don’t worry
about what this means, I’m just trying to get an idea of what you
have and haven’t done. So I know where we stand.”

“Okay.”

“Good, then let’s get
started. Ready?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever licked
someone’s asshole.”

Alex shook his head, his embarrassment
deepening. But Francesca didn’t seem to notice. And if she did
notice she didn’t dwell on it. She simply made a mark on the paper
attached to the clipboard and moved on.

“Ever had your asshole
licked?” she asked, her eyes looking up from the clipboard for a
moment to read his expression.

He shook his head again.

“Given anal
sex?”

“No.”

“Wanted to?”

A pause, then Alex answered, “Yes.”

Francesca wrote something down.

“Received anal
sex?”

“No.”

“Wanted to?”

“Not
particularly.”

Again she paused, perhaps lending more
credence to his not-so adamant denial than he’d meant to convey.
But he didn’t have time to elaborate. Francesca was asking the
questions more quickly now, rapid-fire style, which lessened Alex’s
sense of embarrassment considerably despite the nature of the
questions but didn’t leave any room for discussion.

“Have you ever stuck your
finger in someone’s asshole?” she asked.

“No.”

“Had someone stick their
finger in your asshole?”

“No.”

“Does that make you
uncomfortable to think about a girl playing with your
asshole?”

“A little bit.”

“Why? Because it seems gay
to you?”

“Not really,” he said.
“It’s just something  that doesn’t seem like it would feel
very good.”

“I see,” Francesca said,
writing this down. Then, looking up at him, she asked: “What if you
were assured that it did. Would you be open to trying it
then?”

He shrugged. “Sure. I guess.”

Francesca made another note on her
clipboard. 

“Double-teamed a
girl.”

“No.”

“Been with two or more
girls at the same time.”

“No.”

“Have you ever peed on a
girl?”

“No.”

“Wanted to?”

Alex laughed softly and shook his head.
“No.” He noticed Francesca was no longer even looking at her
clipboard. Her eyes were locked onto his face.

“Ever had your balls sucked
on?”

“Yes.”

“Did you enjoy
it?”

“Yes. Very
much.”

“What about
deepthroated?”

“No.”

“Wanted to?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever tied a girl
up?”

“No.”

“Wanted to?”

“Yes.”

“Been tied up?”

“No.”

“Wanted to?”

A minor hesitation, then, “Yes.”

“Interesting,” Francesca
said. “Just a few more and we’ll be done. For now, at
least.”

Alex nodded in understanding.

“Before yesterday, how many
girls had you fucked?”

“Seven.”

“How many did you cum
inside?”

“Five.”

“On their stomach or
tits?”

“Three.”

“On their face?”

“None.”

“Did you want
to?”

“Yes.”

“What about in their
mouth?”

“None.”

“Did you want
to?”

“Yes.”

“Did you titty-fuck any of
them?”

“No.”

“Did you want
to?”

“A couple them,
yes.”

“Did any of them ever sit
on your face?”

“No.”

“Did you want any of them
to?”

“It never crossed my
mind.”

“Is that something you’d
object to?”

Alex paused as he thought about it for a
moment. “No.”

“Did you ever get rough
with any of them?”

“No.”

“Did you want
to?”

“Yes. With a couple of
them.”

“How many?”

“Two. No, make that
three.”

“Did any of them ever get
rough with you?”

“No. But one liked to take
charge.”

“Did you like
that?”

“Yes. Sometimes, at
least.”

“Have you ever fucked a
stranger?”

“No.”

“Have you ever wanted
to?”

“Yes.”

“Well, that’s about it,”
Francesca said, setting the clipboard and pen on her lap. “One last
question and then we’re done.”

“Okay.”

“Was this awkward for
you?”

“A little at first. But by
the end, no.”

“That’s good to hear,”
Francesca said. She set the clipboard on the stand next to her
chair and started to take off the glasses.

“Do you mind keeping those
on?” Alex asked.

“You like them that much,
huh?”

He nodded.

“Do you want me to suck
your cock with them on?”

He nodded more vigorously.

Francesca laughed. “Okay, but first you have
to do something for me.”

“Anything.”

“You said you’ve eaten
pussy a couple times before, right?”

“Yeah.”

“And that you thought you
were pretty good at it.”

“That’s what I was
told.”

“But more importantly, you
enjoyed it, right?”

“That’s right.”

“Then come on over here and
show me what you’ve got,” Francesca said, pulling the bottom half
of her dress up over her waist and spreading her legs. She wasn’t
wearing any panties. Her pussy was smooth, recently shaved. And
glistening. Apparently the questions had excited her as much as
they had excited Alex.

He practically leapt off the couch and was
on his knees in front of Francesca within seconds. He looked up at
her expectantly, awaiting instructions.

“This is all you,”
Francesca said. “I’m not going to give you any direction. I want to
see what kind of skills you have.”

Alex nodded, then took a deep breath,
grabbed ahold of her thighs, spread them slightly and pressed his
face between her legs. He went to work on her shaved, incredibly
smooth pussy, starting off slowly, licking the outside of her pussy
lips, tasting her tangy sweetness on the tip of his tongue.

He glanced up to see how she was reacting
and saw her looking down at him, watching him carefully, a little
smile perched on her lips. She definitely looked happy but not
ecstatic, so he figured he needed to turn things up a notch bit.
Returning his attention back to her pussy, he changed his
approach.

Alex stuck his tongue out and ran it up her
pussy, starting at the bottom of her snatch and slowly moving it up
to the top, lapping at it like a kitten drinking milk. Francesca
started to moan softly so he increased his speed, licking more
quickly now, his rigid tongue slipping deeper and deeper into her
silky smooth insides with every pass.

He ventured another glance up and saw that
Francesca’s eyes were closed and her head turned slightly towards
the ceiling. The look on her face plus the increased sounds of
pleasure coming from her mouth excited Alex. He could feel his cock
pressing painfully against his pants. He was enjoying this more
than he’d ever thought possible.

Francesca’s juices were gushing, drenching
Alex’s face, inciting him further. Feeling adventurous, Alex
grabbed Francesca’s legs, pushed them back further, giving him
better access to her pussy. Then he took a deep breath and buried
his head in between Francesca’s legs, smashing his face up against
her flesh, forcing his tongue deeper inside her dripping wet
pussy.

Francesca let out an excited little yelp,
followed by a deep, pleasurable groan. Alex shook his head back and
forth quickly, further covering his face in her juices. He backed
off for just a second to catch his breath.

He looked up at Francesca and saw that she
had pulled her dress down, exposing her glorious tits, and was
groping them with both her hands. Happy and proud and excited all
at the same time, he dove back between her legs once again.

“Holy fuck,” Francesca
moaned as Alex went back to work on her pussy, digging his tongue
in as deep as he could get it. “Right there, Alex. Right fucking
there.”

Francesca grabbed the back of Alex’s head
with both hands and pulled him further up inside her, holding his
face up against her flesh, her pussy opening up even more, allowing
him deeper access to her insides.

Alex breathed Francesca in, her wet, musky,
tangy sweetness his only nourishment while she moved her body
against his face, sliding her pussy up and down on his rigid
tongue, riding his face, her legs quivering as she approached
orgasm.

And then she was there, her body tensing up
for a moment before relaxing, an intense moan coming from her mouth
as her pussy juices flowed out of her, soaking Alex even
further.

Francesca released his head, allowing him to
breathe properly. He did so in gasping breaths, a big smile on his
face while he looked up at Francesca, her nipples hard and her tits
glistening with sweat as her chest heaved. Her hair was messed up
and it hung down over her face, covering half of it. Her eyes were
locked on his and her mouth was turned up in a satisfied smile.

“Well, what did you think?”
Alex asked, his own grin threatening to split his face in
two.

“I have to admit, I’m
pleasantly surprised,” Francesca said. “You were pretty damn good
down there. A hell of a lot better than most men. And even some
women.”

“Thanks,” Alex replied,
starting to blush once again.

Francesca laughed. “Still embarrassed,
huh?”

“Not by what I did,” Alex
said. “But hearing it come from your mouth. For some reason that
still has a strange effect on me.”

“Don’t fret it,” Francesca
said. “I think it’s cute.”

This just caused Alex to blush even more,
which made Francesca laugh louder.

“You did that on purpose,
didn’t you?” Alex said.

“What? Tried to embarrass
you more?”

He nodded.

Francesca shrugged. Her smirk was predatory.
“Maybe just a little. But enough talk. It’s time to repay your
generosity.”

She climbed out of the chair and helped Alex
to his feet, then spun him around and dropped him down into the
spot she’d just been in.

With her skimpy little dress still bundled
around her waist and the black-rimmed glasses still on her face,
Francesca bent over, undid Alex’s belt, opened up his fly, and
pulled his pants off, revealing his rock-hard cock.

Francesca smiled. “Eating me out turned you
on that much?”

Alex nodded.

She reached down and wrapped her hand around
his cock. Laughing, she said, “It’s hard enough to hammer nails
into a two-by-four.”

“Yeah, but I don’t know for
how long,” Alex said.

“You’re that close to being
done already?”

Alex nodded sheepishly.

“Wow, you really
do enjoy eating pussy.
I’ve never seen anything like it. At least, not from a
man.”

“Sorry about
that.”

“Don’t be sorry,” Francesca
said. “Not at all. There’s absolutely nothing wrong with it.”
 

“Okay,” Alex said. “If you
say so.” But he didn’t sound like he believed her.

“I’m serious,” Francesca
said. “It’s a good thing. A very good thing. Trust me.”

“I believe you.”

With her hand still wrapped around his
shaft, Francesca dropped down to her knees. Looking up at him from
behind his cock, she said, “We’ll just take care of this real quick
and then move on. We’ve got all day to play around.”

And with that, Francesca took the tip of his
cock in her mouth.

Alex moaned and took in a sharp breath, then
let it out slowly. It was all he could do to not cum right then and
there.

Francesca understood his situation and
didn’t waste any time, her lips moving up and down on his cock in
tandem with her hand, both working in unison, establishing a
perfect rhythm, knowing that it was pointless trying to prolong
things and just making it as pleasurable as possible for Alex in
the short time he had before he shot his load.

Moving quickly, Francesca was taking his
cock halfway down before bouncing back up again, her hand following
right behind her mouth, using the saliva she produced to jerk him
off while she sucked his cock. Wet, slurping sounds filled the room
as she moved faster and faster, taking him deeper and deeper in her
mouth, maintaining eye contact the entire time, her eyes behind the
glasses locked on his.

Alex gripped the sides of the chair and held
his breath, but it was no use. He was no longer able to prolong the
inevitable. He muttered, “Shit, shit, shit,” and shifted in the
chair so he was leaning forward just a bit, holding on as much as
possible, trying to extract every last millisecond out of the
experience before cumming.

Even though he was right on the edge,
Francesca didn’t slow down. She continued going after his cock with
the same speed and intensity, even as his body tensed up in
preparation of orgasm.

“Holy shit,” Alex said,
trying to give Francesca one last chance to get out of the way
before he came.

But Alex didn’t have to worry. Francesca
knew exactly what she was doing. She kept on blowing him right up
until the point where he started to cum, popping her mouth off his
cock just as the first veins of white semen came shooting out of
the tip of his cock.

She continued jerking him off as he came,
aiming his cock at her chest, taking Alex’s seed all over her tits
as his body shuddered beneath her.

Francesca jerked him off to completion, then
slapped his cock against her tits a couple of times to make sure it
was completely empty before letting go of it.

Alex closed his eyes and shook his head
quickly from side to side then took a deep breath before opening
them again. Francesca was still sitting there on the floor, a big
smile on her face, his semen snaking it’s way down her chest and
towards her stomach, leaving little snail trails in their wake.

Alex watched as she rubbed his cum into her
skin, all over her tits, on top of her nipples, which were still
hard. He wasn’t exactly sure why but watching her play with his cum
was strangely exciting, which made him realize that even though
he’d just came a minute or so ago his dick was still sticking
straight-up, as hard as it had been when they first started.

Francesca noticed it too, nodding in the
direction of his cock.

“Does it always stay hard
like that?”

Alex shook his head. “It never has
before.”

“Do you think you can keep
it up?”

“I have no
idea.”

“Well, there’s only one way
to find out,” Francesca said, climbing to her feet and then onto
the chair.

Before Alex realized what was happening,
Francesca was straddling him, one leg on each side of his body, her
knees and shins lying against the cushion, her ass pressing back
against his cock as she sat on his lap.

“I don’t think this is a
good idea,” Alex said.

“Why not?” she replied,
lifting her body up and grabbing ahold of his cock. “Have you done
something like this before?”

“No, but—”

“Then how do you know?”
Francesca said as she pressed the tip of his cock against her pussy
but didn’t slide it in. “It might be the best idea ever. Let’s find
out.”

And with that, Francesca dropped her body
onto Alex’s, her pussy engulfing his cock as it slipped inside
her.

“Ho-ly fuck,” Alex said,
drawing the words out between deep breaths.

“It feels that good, huh?”
Francesca said, smiling like a shark.

Alex just nodded because he couldn’t
talk.

It was good, very good. But it was
strange too. Different than anything he’d experienced before.
Because it was so soon after he’d just finished, his cock was
extremely sensitive, far more so than normal. So even though it was
still hard it was also very tender.

So far, Francesca was taking it slow and
gentle, but even so, he was right on the edge between pleasure and
pain. Every little movement made him wince just a bit, and when she
bottomed out, her pussy pressing up against his balls, he had to
bite his bottom lip to keep from crying out.

Francesca saw his predicament and took it
easy on Alex, staying on top of him with his cock all the way
inside of her, not moving at all except to lean forward and stick
her tongue in his mouth.

Grateful for the temporary reprieve, Alex
explored the inside of her mouth with his tongue, the pure bliss of
making out with Francesca taking his mind off the precarious
position his cock was in.

Once he had himself back under control, he
slid his hands under Francesca’s ass, spread her cheeks, and lifted
up slightly, signaling to her that it was okay to start riding him
again.

She took his cue and ran with it, bouncing
up and down on his cock; slowly at first but quickly picking up
speed until she was riding him like a cowgirl, forcing his hands
out from under her ass because she was hammering him so
aggressively.

Alex’s cock was as hard as ever, having not
lost once iota of stiffness since they’d started. It was still more
sensitive than usual, but not painfully so. His cock felt like it
was on the verge of cumming, when the rest of his body was telling
him he was still pretty far away from orgasm. It was strange, and
different and wonderful. Yet another new experience brought to him
by this gorgeous woman sitting atop him.

His hands were getting lonely, so he slid
them up her belly and slipped them under her tits, holding them in
the palms of his hands. She leaned back, showing him the hollow of
her neck and accentuating her tits by pushing them out even
further.

With his hands still groping her tits, Alex
straightened his arms, forcing her back even more, changing the
angle of his cock just a bit. He got his hips into the act,
bouncing them up as she bottomed out on his cock, giving his cock
deeper access to the inside of her.

The low sounds of their grunts and hard
breathing combined with the slapping of their bodies together and
the sloshing of their juices to create a cacophony of sound that
was music to Alex’s ears. A symphony of sex.

Francesca grabbed his wrists and pulled them
off her tits then leaned forward once again, even farther this
time, pinning his wrists to the chair next to his head. Holding
them in place, staring right down at him with an intense look, her
body positioned so it seemed like she was hovering over him,
Francesca slammed her body down on his, riding Alex’s cock from tip
to base, picking up speed with every pass.

Francesca was moving so aggressively against
Alex now that she could no longer maintain her balance, so she
released his wrists and transferred her hands to his chest,
pressing down on him with her palms, giving herself more leverage
as she pummeled him, impaling herself on his cock.

She was hammering away at him, her body
slamming down upon his, every thrust forcing his cock deeper and
deeper inside her. She looked like a woman possessed, hair bouncing
everywhere, covering up half her face, eyes boring down on him, her
head tilted slightly to the side, her features screwed up in a mask
of concentration.

From the look on Francesca’s face it was
obvious she wanted something from him and she wasn’t going to slow
down until she had it.

Luckily for Alex she wasn’t far away; he
didn’t know how much more he could take of her hammering away at
him like this.

A couple of deep, guttural growls and then
Francesca had one of her hands around his throat, lightly choking
him as she rose towards orgasm.

Once Alex got over the shock of Francesca
taking control over him like that, her hand around his throat had a
surprising effect. He’d never had a woman take things to such a
level, had never even considered the possibility of it, actually,
but he quickly realized that he liked it. A lot.

He wasn’t sure exactly what it was that got
him so excited—Francesca taking charge, the slightly painful
sensation, the sheer filthiness of it, the taboos it broke, or
something else entirely—but it instantly took him right to the edge
of orgasm. Where just seconds earlier he felt as though he could
last for hours before cumming, now he was holding on for dear life,
once again trying to extract just a few more seconds of pleasure
before it all came crashing down.

Francesca, being the attentive, experienced
woman that she was, instantly recognized the effect of her hand
around his throat, so she squeezed a little harder, her trademarked
evil little smile making it’s way onto her face while she continued
slamming down on him.

The increased pressure led to increased
excitement for Alex and he knew he was a few heartbeats away from
cumming now. And from the look on Francesca’s face, she was too. So
Alex did everything he could to get her there at the same time he
did.

He put all his energy into lifting his hips
upwards into her, trying to match her intensity with his own,
giving it absolutely everything he could with every thrust. And it
seemed to work, as Francesca bit down on her bottom lip and let out
a deep, guttural groan at the same time Alex’s seed came shooting
up out of his cock and deep into Francesca’s pussy.

She bounced on top of him one last time,
then stayed down, wrapping her arms around the back of his head and
pulling him in towards her and holding him tightly against her
while she grinded her hips against his groin in a back-and-forth
motion a couple more times before finally shuddering one last time
and then falling still.

Francesca pulled his head back and rested
her forehead on his.

“Wow,” she said. “Color me
impressed.”

Smiling, Alex said, “Not too bad, huh?”

“Not bad at all,” she said.
“You’re much further along that I expected you to be. Are you sure
you’re not some closet gigolo or something?”

“Not that I know
of.”

“Then you must just be a
natural. I’d heard my girlfriends whisper about them but have never
come across one before. I always thought they were just a
myth.”

Francesca climbed off him and lied down, her
back on the carpet. She patted the spot next to her and Alex
climbed off the chair and lied down by her side.

“Well,” she said. “How are
you liking things so far?”

“I’m loving them,” Alex
said. “And you. There’s only thing that’s bothering me a
little.”

“What’s that?”

Alex paused for a moment then, said, “I know
I probably shouldn’t be asking this question, but I just can’t let
it go. It’s been on my mind since I left your house yesterday.”

“You’re wondering why I’m
doing this, right?”

Alex nodded.

Francesca smiled. “Come with me to the
shower and I’ll tell you a little story on the way.”

“Sounds good,” Alex said.
He stood up and offered his hand to Francesca. She took it and he
helped her up. Walking side-by-side, they made their way towards
the bathroom on the other side of the room.

“I want to tell you about a
young woman about your age who absolutely loved sex,” Francesca
said. “She loved the feel of it, the excitement, the sheer pleasure
of penetration. For a couple of years she had taken care of all her
needs herself; she had been raised to think that sex was a shameful
thing, and was afraid to venture out into the real world and find a
man to pleasure her. But eventually her needs trumped her fears and
she began to seek out men. Her first few experiences were with
young men about her own age. But she soon found out that they were
way too anxious, way too quick, and most of all way too selfish to
please her the way she needed to be pleased. So eventually she
moved on a few years, to slightly older men—still young; mid-20’s,
most of them—but she realized they had the same problems as the
younger ones. Not as pronounced, most of the time—except for the
selfish part, of course—but pretty much the same issues cropped
up.”

Here Francesca paused. They had reached the
bathroom. She pulled open the door to the double-headed shower and
turned the water on to get it heated up. Then she closed the door
and turned back towards Alex and resumed talking.

“So she continued moving
on, trying out all sorts of different men, different ages,
different nationalities, from all different walks of life, but came
away from the experience vastly disappointed. Sure, there were the
occasional men that knew what they were doing, but for the most
part she realized that men, as a whole, were really shitty in the
sack. So one day she came to a decision. Whenever she came across a
young man with potential she would take it upon herself to make
sure he realized that potential. She would teach him everything she
knew, starting from the ground up, molding him into a man that
could satisfy a woman’s every need, so that hopefully there would
be fewer young girls like herself who came away disappointed in the
quality of men.”

“So you’re a humanitarian,”
Alex said.

“That’s right,” Francesca
said, grabbing a couple of towels from the linen closet. “I’m just
trying to make the world a better place. One young man at a
time.”

“Are you ever tempted to
keep one of these men for yourself after your job’s
done?”

“Tempted? Yes,” she said.
“But I’ve never done it.”

“Why not?”

“Because that would be
selfish of me,” she said as she set the towels on the counter near
the shower. “My purpose is to teach young men how to excel in bed
and then set them free to put their newfound knowledge to use.
Spread the joy, so to speak. To keep them for myself would be to
deny other women the pleasure of being with them. Besides, I love
the teaching part. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy tasting the fruits
of my labor once my job is finished, but the part I love the most
is taking the raw material and molding it in something
wondrous.”

“So that’s where this is
going to end up? With me being a stud in the sack?”

“Oh, you’ll be much more
than just a stud,” Francesca said. “You’ll be a god. Capable of
pleasing a woman in ways she didn’t even know were
possible.”

Francesca opened the shower door and climbed
in. Alex followed. She made her way to one of the shower heads. He
took the other. The water was piping hot. It felt great on his
skin.

“You really think you can
pull it off with me?” Alex said, turning towards Francesca, letting
the water cascade over his back.

“I haven’t failed yet,”
Francesca said, smiling over her shoulder at him. “And to be
perfectly honest, you’re pretty far along already. I have a feeling
you’re going to be one of my easier students.”

 “Really?” Alex said.
“There are people worse than I am when you get ahold of
them?”

“Much worse,” Francesca
said. She had turned towards him and was soaping herself up, paying
extra attention to her pussy, getting it nice and clean. “You’ve
got most of the basic skills down already. You lack refinement,
sure, but that can be taught pretty easily. It just take practice.
And you have the most important things. A great body. A nice cock.
But more importantly you have the right attitude. You’re
respectful, considerate, and overall a nice guy, which is
essential.”

She tossed the soap over to him. He caught
it and started rubbing the bar over his body. He was reluctant to
wash her smell off him but figured it was only temporary.

“Plus you seem like you
genuinely want to learn,” Francesca continued while rinsing the
soap of her body. “With most of the kids these days, you’re lucky
if you find someone that has one
of those attributes. But you have all three. Which
means you’re way ahead of the game already.”

Alex was smiling; he couldn’t help it. His
home life had been pretty rough and compliments were hard to come
by. Being praised by such a gorgeous, accomplished, incredible
woman made him feel pretty damn good inside. The outside was
feeling pretty good too as he watched her rinse the soap off her
skin.

“Don’t get too proud of
yourself,” Francesca said. “You still have quite a bit of work to
do.”

“Like what?”

“Well, for starters you
need to become more confident in bed. More forceful. Stop feeling
your way around so much, waiting to see how I’m going to react
before doing something. Just do what you want. For the most part,
women like a man who knows what he wants and then takes it.
Hesitant men are boring.”

“So more confidence and
less hesitation,” Alex said. He set the soap down and started
rinsing it off his body. “I think I handle that. What else is
there?”

“We definitely need to work
on your stamina,” Francesca said. “What happened earlier was a
perfect example; don’t get me wrong, it’s admirable that eating my
pussy got you almost excited enough to cum while you were doing it,
but it also cut short was came afterwards.”

“Yeah, that was pretty
pathetic.”

“I wouldn’t go that far,”
she said, turning off the water and leaving the shower. “In a weird
way it’s actually pretty impressive. But I definitely need to teach
you how to control yourself better.”

Alex turned off his water and followed
Francesca out of the shower. She tossed him a towel. They both
started to dry themselves off.

“And how exactly do you do
that?” he asked.

“Oh, there’s a few
different ways. We’ll try some of them out at a later date. One of
these days we’ll spend the whole afternoon on it. I’ll set up a
little gauntlet that tests your self-control.”

“Sounds like
fun.”

“It will be,” she
said.

“What else do I need to
work on?” Alex asked.

“Well, eventually we need
to get you to be a whole lot more adventurous, but that comes in
steps. One thing at a time, then build upon it, taking things a
little further, then a little further. That’ll come in time,
though. You can’t rush that part.”

“Anything else?”

“Just overall refinement,
more than anything. But again, that comes with repetition. Just
like anything else, the best way to get better in bed is by
practice, practice, and more practice.”

“I think I can handle
that.”

“So you say now,” Francesca
said as she hung her towel on the rack to dry. “But we’ll see, my
young friend. We’ll see.”

Alex tossed his towel onto the counter
defiantly. A little smirk played on his face. “You don’t believe
me?”

“I believe you
think you can handle it,”
she said, matching his grin with one of her own. Challenging him.
Daring him. Taunting him. “But when push comes to shove, and you’re
trying to get it up again after cumming four times already that
day, we’ll see if you really can
handle it.”

“Four times? That’s
it?”

Smiling wider now, Francesca said, “Big talk
from a man who’s only come twice so far.”

“The key phrase being so
far,” Alex said.

“What are you saying? That
you’re ready to go again?”

“Hell yes.”

“Fine by me,” Francesca
said. “But this time, I want you to take more control. Be more
forceful.”

“I’ll try.”

“That’s not good enough.
You need to just step up and do it.”

“I don’t know if I
can.”

“Why not?”

He shrugged.

“Come on,” Francesca said.
“Don’t be afraid to talk about it. The only way to make progress is
to have open communication about what the issues are. Otherwise
they stay hidden and don’t get addressed. And that’s how things
fester.”

“It’s just . . .” Alex
trailed off, not sure how to put it into words without sounding
cruel.

“Spit it out,” Francesca
said. “Don’t be shy.”

“Fine. But you have to
promise not to take this the wrong way.”

She held her hand up, palm out. “I
swear.”

Alex took a deep breath, let it out slowly.
He didn’t know how to say what was on his mind so he took
Francesca’s advice and just spit it out. “I’m kind of
intimidated.”

“By me specifically? Or
women in general.”

“Not all women. But women
like you.”

“Like me in what
way?”

“Older than me. Bold.
Gorgeous. You know, women like you, what few of them there
are.”

Francesca smiled. “Well, first of all, thank
you for the compliments. Second: Of course you’re intimidated; in
case you hadn’t figured it out yet, that’s just the way I am. Bold
and brash and beautiful. Which men aren’t used to.”

“I know, and I get that,”
Alex said. “And I’m grateful for the way you are, because if you
were just a typical woman I wouldn’t be here right now. Your
boldness is the reason I’ve had so much fun over the last couple of
days. But that doesn’t change the fact that it makes you
intimidating too. And it’s hard to take control over someone who
intimidates you.”

“Fair enough,” Francesca
said. “So if, for example, I was a quiet, petite, little 18-year
old blonde who fawned at your feet you’d have no problem taking
control over me?”

Alex laughed and shook his head.

“What’s so
funny?”

“Nothing. I’m just trying
to imagine you as a petite blonde, that’s all.”

“How’s it working for
you?”

“Not so well. I like you as
you are.”

“But if I was a little
blonde about your age . . .”

“Then I wouldn’t foresee
any issues,” Alex said.

“That’s good to know,” she
said.

Alex tilted his head slightly. He recognized
the look on Francesca’s face. Something was working behind those
beautiful eyes of hers. “Why?”

“No reason,” she said.
“Just curious.”

He didn’t buy it but didn’t press her on it
either.

“What about if we had a few
drinks?” Francesca asked. “Would that help make me less
intimidating?”

“If I was drunk enough I’d
probably be able to get over my fear,” he said. “But that’s kind of
a cop-out, isn’t it?”

“A little bit,” she said.
“But not really. It’s a start, a little step. Something to build
on. So what do you say?”

“You want to try it right
now?”

“Sure,” Francesca said.
“Why not? I’ve got a fully stocked bar just over there. Let’s start
drinking and see what happens.”

Alex pretended to think about it for a
moment, when in reality the decision had already been made in his
head. “Sure,” he said. “Let’s give it a shot.”

“Great. Then follow me.”
Francesca grabbed his hand and led him over to the bar next to the
TV.

Once there, she pulled out a bottle of Jack
Daniels and a couple of shot glasses. “They key is to get drunk
enough to erase your inhibitions but not too drunk that you don’t
remember what happened the next day,” she said as she filled the
little glasses with the amber liquid. “Otherwise it defeats the
purpose.”

“Then why are we drinking
Jack? Shouldn’t we start off with something a little more
mellow?”

“It’s just a couple shots
to get us jump-started,” she said, handing him one of the glasses.
“Bottoms up.”

Francesca shot the Jack back with a little
flick of her head. Alex did the same, grimacing slightly as it went
down. They both set the glasses down on the counter.

Smiling, Francesca filled them up again.
“One more and then we’ll slow things down,” she said.

Alex took a deep breath and nodded. This
time, he shot the Jack first and Francesca followed. The second one
went down a little easier. He set the glass down and so did
Francesca.

“Do you like your wine red
or white?” she asked.

“Red, I guess. I don’t
drink it very often.”

“Then cab it is,” Francesca
said, pulling a bottle of the rack. “This is Silver Oak. Pretty
good stuff. It should go down pretty easy.”

“Sounds good.”

Francesca pulled a couple of wine glasses
and an opener from behind the bar and got to work on the bottle.
Alex could already feel the Jack starting to work it’s way into his
system, loosening him up just a hair. It felt good.

Francesca poured the wine and handed him a
glass and the rest of the bottle and they made their way back over
to the couch and sat. She grabbed a remote and turned the TV on,
found a sitcom in syndication. They both relaxed and drank their
wine and watched the show, their occasional laughter punctuated by
sips from their respective glasses.

An hour later they had just finished their
second bottle of wine. Alex was feeling good and drunk; not quite
wasted, but pretty close. With Francesca it was hard to tell. She’d
drank just as much as he had, but despite her being little more
than half his size she didn’t seem like the alcohol was affecting
her as much.

“How are you feeling?” she
asked.

“Pretty fucking good,” Alex
replied, a goofy smile on his face. “How about you?”

“Not bad,” Francesca said,
smiling back at him. “Not bad at all.”

“So what do you say, should
we get this train a rollin’ again?”

“Come make your move
whenever you’re ready.”

Alex set his empty glass on the coffee table
and stood up. He wobbled for a moment before catching his
balance.

“You okay there?” Francesca
asked.

“I’m fine,” he lied. “Just
fine and dandy.”

He walked over towards Francesca and stood
over her, waiting, looking at her and then down at his cock. It
wasn’t quite hard, not yet, but it was getting there.

“What do you want?”
Francesca said, feigning ignorance.

Smiling, he said, “You know what I
want.”

“Tell me. I want to hear
you say it.”

Still a little embarrassed even with the
alcohol in his system, Alex said, “I want you to suck my cock.”

“Like you mean it,”
Francesca said, her face completely serious.

“I want you to suck my
cock,” he said, more forcefully this time. But it was fake bravado;
even though he was quite drunk he still couldn’t completely let go.
There was just something inside him that fought too hard against
being forceful with a woman, especially once as elegant and
attractive as Francesca.

“I still don’t believe
you,” she said.

He took a deep breath and closed his eyes to
steel his nerves a little. When he opened them, his smile was gone.
It was time to get down to business and stop fucking around. “Get
over here and suck my fucking cock.”

“There you go,” Francesca said, flashing him a filthy smile. “That’s
the Alex I’ve been looking for. Let’s see if you can keep it
up.”

“Stop talking and get on
your knees,” Alex said, getting into it now. After all, it was what
Francesca wanted. She’d been pushing him in this direction all day
long.

“Yes, sir,” Francesca said
and did as she was told. On her knees before him, her head at the
same level as his cock (which had grown considerably harder during
the proceedings) she looked up at him. With eyes as wide as a
puppy-dog’s, she said, “Now what?”

“Take my cock in your
hand.”

She did.

“Now open your mouth,” he
said.

She did.

“Now stick my cock in your
mouth.”

Smiling wickedly, she did that too.

Alex didn’t have to tell her what to do
next. Francesca took care of it herself, going to work on his cock,
sucking and licking it and jerking him off and fondling his balls
while looking up at him the whole time.

“You like that?” she asked,
pulling his cock from her mouth and slapping it against the side of
her cheek. “You like how I suck your cock?”

“I love it,” he
said.

“What else do you want me
to do with it?” Francesca asked, sucking on the tip for a moment
before popping it back out of her mouth. “Do you want me to
deepthroat it?”

Alex nodded, his alcohol-enhanced
forwardness having disappeared as soon as she raised the
stakes.

“That’s not good enough,”
she said, her hand still working his cock while she looked up at
him.

“Deepthroat my cock,” Alex
said.

Francesca tilted her head slightly but she
didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to. Her eyes told Alex
everything he needed to know.

“Take my fucking cock all
the way down your throat,” he said, adding a little attitude into
it this time.

Francesca flashed him a pleased look then
she took his cock in her mouth and started to go down on it,
pushing it further and further into her mouth until it completely
disappeared.

“Holy fuck,” Alex said,
looking down at Francesca as she deepthroated him. Her nose was
almost touching his stomach and her eyes were open and turned up
towards him.

She held his cock in her throat for a good
five seconds before slowly pulling off, revealing the length of his
cock inch by inch. She took a deep breath and smiled up at him. Her
eyes shone with excitement.

“Wow,” he said, laughing
softly.

“I take it you liked that?”
Francesca said while she jerked him off, her hand flying over his
cock thanks to the copious amounts of saliva she’d generated while
deepthroating him.

“You could say
that.”

“Do you want me to do it
again?”

“Hell yeah.”

“Fine by me,” she said.
“But first you need to do something for me.”

“Anything,” Alex said.
“Just name it.”

“I want you to fuck my
face. Do you think you can handle that?”

Smiling wickedly, Alex nodded.

“Do a good enough job and
I’ll deepthroat you again.”

“Sounds like a win-win,”
Alex said as he grabbed the back of Francesca’s head and guided his
cock into her open mouth.

Holding her head in place with his hands, he
proceeded to fuck her face, pumping his hips forward at a rhythmic
pace, giving her just about half of his cock with every thrust. He
was holding back a little, the emotional side of him still unable
to fully commit, even though the rational side of him knew that
this was exactly was Francesca wanted.

And she let him know that, pushing him back
just enough to say, “You’re gonna have to do better than that,” in
a sing-song, taunting voice.

Even though Alex knew she was just trying to
get under his skin that didn’t make him immune to it. A little
flare of anger rose up through his body and he clung to it, using
it to give her what she was asking for.

“Better, huh?” he said,
sliding one hand up towards the top of her head and grasping her
hair in a firm grip. “Like this?” he asked, and when she opened her
mouth to answer he slammed his cock into it.

The move caught Francesca off guard, forcing
her to gag, but it didn’t seem to upset her. In fact, she was
smiling as best she could with his cock in her mouth and her eyes
were dancing. She was enjoying this, perhaps more than anything
else they’d done so far that day.

“Is this what you want?”
Alex said as he pumped her throat, leaning forward just a bit to
get his cock deeper inside her mouth. “Is this good enough for
you?”

Francesca couldn’t answer. At least not in
words. But the gagging and coughing and slurping sounds coming from
her mouth told Alex what he wanted to hear.

“That’s right,” he said as
he continued hammering his cock in and out of her mouth, giving her
the whole thing, from tip to base. He was feeding off the
situation, finally fully comfortable with what was going on.
Francesca was just another girl, nothing special, nobody to be
scared of. “Take my cock, you fucking slut. Take it all the way
down—”

He slammed his cock into her mouth, all the
way down her throat, and this time he held it there. He could feel
her throat constricting, cutting off the circulation to his
cock. 

“—your dirty—”

He put pressure on the back of her head,
pushing her further towards him, pressing her nose into his
stomach.

“—little—”

He continued pushing on her head even as she
started to gag, not letting her move, keeping her from
breathing.

“—throat.”

He held Francesca there for another couple
of seconds before finally letting her go. Her head flew back and
she gasped for breath, coughing and gagging. Tears were leaking
from the corners of her eyes and lines of mascara were running down
her cheeks but she was all smiles.

“Not bad,” she said once
she’d caught her breath. “Not bad at all.”

But Alex wasn’t in the mood for any more of
her compliments. Now that his blood was up and his inhibitions had
been melted away by the alcohol, he wanted to keep things moving
along. He wanted to give Francesca what she craved, what she’d been
begging for. And the only way to do that was to keep the momentum
going.

“I’m only getting started,”
Alex said. He grabbed Francesca by the shoulders and spun her
around and pushed her onto the couch. “Up on your knees,” he said,
lifting her hips up so he could fuck her while standing. “There you
go. Right there.”

She was kneeling, doggy-style, her hands
grabbing onto the back of the couch, her legs forming a perfect L,
her ass sticking up in the air, hovering directly in front of his
rock-hard cock.

Francesca turned her upper body so she was
looking back at him. She was smirking proudly, obviously satisfied
with how she’d manipulated the situation. Alex decided he’d wipe
that smile off her pretty little face.

Stepping up to her, Alex inserted his cock
into the magical triangle right beneath Francesca’s perky little
asshole. It went in without any resistance, as though her pussy was
filled with warm oil. She gasped softly.

He bit down on his lip and took a deep
breath to stifle the sensation. Then he started to fuck her from
behind, his cock slamming into her right from the get-go. He was
too far wound up to take things slow. Her little charade of getting
him to take control had him excited beyond belief. Even as drunk as
he was, Alex knew that he didn’t have very long before he spilled
his seed. Francesca just felt too damn good. Especially from
behind.

Alex pummeled away at Francesca, her tight
ass slamming up against his hips, his balls slapping the underside
of her pussy with every thrust. Her back was arched, making her
shoulders blades and spine visible beneath her tanned skin, which
for some reason turned him on like there was no tomorrow.

Francesca turned her head back towards Alex,
watching him as he fucked her. Alex caught her eye and they
considered each other for a moment, each with filthy little grins
on their faces.

“You like that, don’t you,”
Francesca said. “Fucking me from behind, pounding my tight little
pussy with the huge cock of yours while you’re staring down at my
ass.”

Alex didn’t reply, instead choosing to
answer her by grabbing her hips and slamming his cock into her even
more aggressively.

“There you go,” Francesca
said, her breath growing more shallow by the moment. “Just like
that. Fuck me like you mean it. Like I deserve to be
fucked.”

All Francesca’s talking just fired up Alex
even more. He pressed down on the small of her back, and leaned
forward a little bit, changing the angle of penetration, giving him
more leverage and ultimately more depth. Holding Francesca in
position, he hammered away at her.

Her breathing started to take on a rhythmic
quality, coming in time with his thrusts and punctuated by wordless
yelps of pleasure. Francesca was normally a talker instead of a
grunter, so the shift towards more animalistic sounds made Alex
feel like he was doing something right. This gave him more
confidence, which sent him looking for some other way to escalate
the situation.

Francesca had shifted so that she was once
again facing forward, her face no longer turned to look back
towards Alex. This had caused her hair to spill down her back. It
was right in front of Alex, taunting him, teasing him, just begging
to get pulled. So he obliged, grabbing a handful of it and giving
it a quick tug.   

Francesca yelped in surprise and delight as
her head snapped back.

Getting more comfortable with the situation
by the second, Alex took the initiative, talking to Francesca
instead of waiting for her to speak up.

“Oh, you like that, do
you?” he said, his voice mimicking Francesca’s tone from earlier.
“You like it when I pull your hair?”

She nodded.

“What?” he said, mocking
her. “I can’t hear you.”

“I fucking love it,” she
said, her voice a guttural growl.

Alex gave her hair another yank and held it
there, forcing Francesca’s back to arch even further, showing off
her spine and shoulder blades even more. A shiver of excitement
coursed through his body. He didn’t know why the sight of her back
straining turned him on so much but there was no denying that it
did.

“Harder,” she said. “Pull
it harder. Bend me fucking backwards.”

Alex did as he was told, pulling hard enough
to lift Francesca’s upper body up and back towards him. She
 halted her progress by grabbing more tightly onto the back of
the couch and holding fast, creating even more tension in her back
and more arch in her spine. Alex countered by grabbing another
handful of her hair with his other hand and leaning backwards,
using her for balance.

Francesca’s chin was practically turned all
the way up to the ceiling by now. Her throat was stretched too
tight for any words to escape it. All she could do was growl and
moan like an animal. But her body was still bucking against Alex’s
with vigor, making it obvious she was still enjoying herself.

The position of Francesca’s body accentuated
her ass, making it seem even more perfect than before. Tight but
still round, not too small but not too big, her ass was built for
fucking from behind. Alex found that he couldn’t take his eyes off
it.

And then there was that perfect tiny little
pink asshole of Francesca’s, opened slightly due to her excitement,
beckoning Alex, just asking to be played with. He was tempted to
give it a shot just to see how she’d react, but the mere thought of
it was too much for him to handle. Just the idea of playing with
her asshole was enough to send him rocketing over the edge.

He began pounding away at her even more
aggressively as the impending orgasm grew closer and closer. And
then it was here.

“Holy fuckin shit I’m gonna
cum,” he whispered harshly.

“Right now?” Francesca
asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “Right
now.”

Francesca didn’t waste any time. She pulled
away from him and quickly spun around. Within seconds she was on
her knees on the floor, facing him, her head directly in front of
his hips, her mouth wrapped around the tip of his cock while she
jerked him off.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Alex
said, giving her fair warning. “Here is comes. Here it fucking
comes!”

But Francesca just kept on going, sucking
and jerking him like before. It wasn’t until he started to actually
shoot his load that she pulled her mouth off his cock. She kept
jerking him off, as he sent the white rivulets of sperm shooting
towards her face. One, two, three long squirts splattered against
her cheeks and chin and forehead, barely missing her eyes.

Smiling, her face covered with his cum,
Francesca used her hand to extract the last couple of drops from
Alex’s cock, then wrapped her mouth around it and sucked on it a
little bit, causing him to shake and shimmy and pull it out of her
mouth with a cursing protestation.

She laughed and slapped him on the ass, then
stood up and headed towards the bathroom to wipe his cum of her
face. He dropped onto the couch, suddenly feeling exhausted and a
little dizzy.

 “So what was the
verdict?” Alex asked after she came back and sat next to him on the
couch. “How did I do?”

“Not bad,” Francesca said.
“Not bad at all.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m positive,” she said.
“Of course, it would be nice if you took the lead a little more
often instead of waiting for me to tease things out of you, and
hopefully soon you’ll be able to take charge without having to
revert to alcohol to put you in the proper mindset, but those
things will come in time. It was a good start, that’s for sure. You
made a lot of progress today.”

“Well, like you said
before, practice makes perfect,” he said.

“It does indeed,” Francesca
replied.

“So what’s
next?”

“Next you get dressed and
go home and get some sleep. You’ll need a lot of it based on how
much you had to drink today. Especially with what I have planned
for tomorrow.”

“Care to elaborate a
little?”

“Let’s just say that we’re
going to continue building on what went down here today,” Francesca
said. “Hopefully by the end of tomorrow you’ll have broken through
your little wall of trepidation. Without the assistance of
alcohol.”

“I don’t know,” he said.
“That sounds like a tall order.”

“And it is. But I have a
couple surprises planned that I think might do the
trick.”

Alex was starting to get excited again.
“Like what?”

“If I told you then they
wouldn’t be surprises, would they?”

Smiling, he said, “I guess not.”

“But trust me. You’re going
to like them. I promise.”

Alex had no doubt that he would. Whether or
not he could another whole day to find out what they were was
something else entirely. But he had no choice.
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 A NIGHT WELL
SPENT

COLLEGE DAZE: VOLUME FOUR

TJ HOLLAND

 

Most people think of college as the best
times of their lives. For good reason. College is where you can do
those things that you have always wanted to do but real life and
that voice inside your head doesn’t allow you to. Thankfully,
reason and rational thought can be easily quieted by one thing,
alcohol. Lots of alcohol. 

Johnny was handsome. He was just shy of six
feet tall, in tremendous shape, and had a back and shoulders that
made me wet just looking at them. His build was due to spending
hours at the gym and occasionally going to class. He lived as most
college students do, enjoying each day as it came and hoping his
parents would continue to finance the next semester when his grades
were mediocre at best. He was also a man whore. He had spent the
night with many of my friends and they all agreed that it was
a  night worth spending. That made him off limits, at least
when I was sober.

Dorm dances were normally nights I would
stay in and study since I was extremely self conscience about my
two left feet. Tonight, however, was different. I had promised my
best friend that I would go with her to the dance since she was
hoping to hook up with her future husband as she referred to him. I
had a feeling that her future husband was more like her future
pray-I-had-enough-to-drink-that-I-can-talk-myself-into-thinking-it-was-all-a-dream-and-that-evening-never-happened
but who was I to judge? So, I put on my little black dress and high
heels and left my room hoping she’d leave with him early enough
that I wouldn’t have time to make a total ass out of myself on the
dance floor.

 Within minutes of
arriving, I had downed a few shots and started to feel my anxiety
melting away, exchanged by the false courage that alcohol so easily
provides. I saw Johnny, breathed deep, and turned the other way. I
was not about to end up in bed with this guy who so easily seemed
to have that effect on all my friends.

I steered myself toward Brandon. He was in
my English Lit class and was just under six feet tall and perfectly
average. Brandon was safe. Brandon would be my choice for dancing
and drinking and no way would I end up taking my clothes off. Sorry
Brandon but we girls do this a lot. We find that one safe guy who
will never exit the friend zone and that’s how we maneuver our way
through an evening when we know we will be drinking heavily. Guys
like Brandon must hate girls like me. We must seem like a tease but
if Brandon had known to ask me right up front, Will we end up
together? I would have told him no and he could have saved himself
some heartache. Instead, Brandon and I laughed, toasted, drank, and
did something slightly resembling dancing. It probably looked more
like I was having a seizure but I didn’t care. I was drunk and
having a blast. 

Soon Brandon must have realized that he was
in the friend zone or maybe he met someone who felt his average
features were more than average in her eyes because he politely
excused himself, handed me off to the guy next to him on the dance
floor and left. I looked up half in shock and half laughing that
Brandon wasn’t going to put up with my crap for the whole night and
saw Johnny grinning back at me. SHIT! We slow danced for the
remainder of the song and when it ended I quickly excused myself
and headed back to the bar.

 I ordered another
shot, reached into my purse and saw a twenty get passed over me,
another glass poured and Johnny handed me my drink. “To you,” he
said and downed his glass. Fuck. There are always those times in
your life when you know, regardless of how drunk you are, where
things are going to end up. I had a decision to make and fast. If I
didn’t want to end up with my panties lost in Johnny’s room this
evening, I needed to say I didn’t feel well and run back to my
dorm, lock the door and not let myself out until my blood alcohol
level returned to zero. But as he stood there in his black shirt
and black pants with his built body underneath I wanted nothing
more than to see what all the fuss was about. “To us,” I
replied.

Things get fuzzy when shots are on the menu
but the sex was crystal clear. It all started with a backrub. An
innocent kind-hearted gesture. Bullshit. Don’t ever believe that
ladies. All backrubs are is a way to get physical without your
pretty little head thinking it’s a gateway to sex. Trust me, it’s
like walking down the gangplank to a waiting plane. You might not
end up in the air within a few minutes but the chances of you
running screaming the other way in time aren’t good at
all. 

I was lying facedown on his bed with my
little black dress straining to keep my ass covered. My heels had
long ago been removed and were dropped by his bedroom door. He
straddled my ass and began to rub my shoulders and neck. That’s
nice. He slowly was working my muscles and if he wasn’t careful,
I’d be asleep in minutes. Nope, he’d done this before because his
hands were working my back area and reaching around to the sides
near my breasts. He didn’t touch my breasts, not yet. But he knew
enough that my nipples had turned rock hard in anticipation and my
breathing was becoming more shallow by the minute.

 Then, he got up off
my ass which was getting very restless during the massage and moved
to the end of the bed. Whew. That was close. “You’re legs and feet
must be sore from dancing in those shoes.” He softly lifted a foot
and began to rub. This was nice. My body was relaxing as if it had
been fooled into thinking that he was trying to make a pass at me
when he really wasn’t. That was a relief. Then, he began to rub the
other foot, then my calves. He continued to make his way up my legs
to my thighs. Hello! The tips of his fingers got to within an inch
of the cloth of my panties and I was gasping for air. Remain calm,
remain calm. You don’t want him to know that you want nothing more
than to fuck his brains out right now! Again, he moved both hands
up and down my thighs. Accidently brushing my panties from time to
time. He never said a word but he had to have noticed that each
time the fabric was more and more wet. Then, he started massaging
my ass. I sucked in air as he reached up and grabbed both cheeks in
his hands. “You’re so tense.” You have no fucking idea! My pussy
was on fire and yearning for his hands to massage it
too! 

After what felt like forever with his hands
on my ass, my body was shaking. I needed him inside me now! I
turned myself over so that I could see him, then grabbed the back
of his head and kissed him as hard as I could. Green light. He
kissed me back with force and I was instantly moving my hips up and
down to press myself against his rock hard cock which was ready to
go. How long had he been that way? Doesn’t matter. I need it!

He began to bite my lip and again I pushed
my hips as high as they would go, showing him I was ready! He
smirked and laughed, “Patience.” Fuck me! This was gonna be good!
He slowly and softly kissed my neck and ear and began to very
lightly caress my breasts. Shit, I was gonna cum before I even got
my panties off. My body was shaking and he again smirked and slowed
down even more. Fuck! Come on! He slid his hands down my body and
began to lift my dress over my head. Finally! As I laid there in my
bra and panties he stood up and looked at me. Again, I was thankful
for the shots because I’m not a fan of having someone scan your
body from head to toe, especially when I just wanted to get him
inside of me! “Exquisite.” Now that did it. I had to have him, now!
I sat up on the bed, unbuttoned his shirt and let it drop to the
ground, revealing his gorgeous chest. I grabbed his belt, and undid
it. I then unbuttoned and unzipped his pants and allowed his rock
hard cock to bounce in my face. But not for long, I attacked it
like it was the only food I’d been allowed all week. I wanted him
to want to fuck my pussy as badly as I wanted it! I began to suck
his cock like I had remembered from the few porn videos my roommate
had. I was pumping his shaft with my fist as my throat enveloped
him. Up and down, up and down. Lightly cupping his balls with my
other hand and trying as hard as I could to get him to need a
really good fuck!

Within a few minutes he gasped for air and
pulled back, almost losing his balance in the process. Clearly he
was about to cum and wanted to slow himself down before he got the
chance to do what we both came here for. He stepped out of his
pants and guided me back to the bed, laid me down and began to suck
on my breasts one at a time. Meanwhile, his right hand found it’s
way to my black lace panties and slipped under them. Again, I
gasped. He lightly touched my clit and I moaned. He smirked again
and returned to sucking my left nipple while his right hand found
the wet warmth that had been calling out for him for almost an
hour! After playing with my clit and lips for a while, he slowly
moved one finger to the moistness that was so desperate to be
filled. He paused there, touching the opening and knowing that my
body wanted nothing more than to be filled to the brim with his
dick or fingers or whatever he was willing to give me. “Fuck!” I
reared my head back, pushed my breasts to the ceiling, lifted my
hips up and off the bed and begged him to enter me. He laughed
again. “Patience.”

His lips left my breast and returned to my
mouth. He gave me a slow wet kiss that I still close my eyes and
think about whenever I am trying to get myself off. As the kiss
went on, it got slightly harder and more passionate and YES! His
finger slipped inside me as he continued to put his tongue down my
throat. Within seconds, he had three fingers inside me and I was
riding them like I was the one in control of the situation. I
needed to cum now! Just as I got close enough to feel my toes begin
to curl, he pulled his hand away. My eyes got huge, NO! Where are
you going? Then, as if answering my unspoken question, he smirked
again, and moved himself so his head was even with my panties. He
removed them with his teeth and buried his face in between the hot
mess that was my pussy. OH FUCK! His tongue and hands knew exactly
what they were doing. Within a minute I could hear myself, Oh
Johnny. Johnny. Johnny! JOHNNY! My legs were shaking and I felt I
was crushing his skull with my thighs as I came but he just kept
licking and sucking my clit while finger fucking me and my orgasm
lasted well longer than it normally does.

Thankfully, we weren’t done yet. In fact, he
was just getting started. He raised himself up and slipped his cock
right inside my soaking wet self. Again my eyes widened and I began
bucking like a fucking bronco. “Patience.” He slowed me down and
began to move, ever so slightly with a soft, slow rhythm I had
never experienced in bed with a man before. Fuck. I have no idea
how long we were soft and slow like that but eventually he began to
reach that breaking point again because the pumping which was
becoming increasingly faster and our breathing which matched came
to a halt as he pulled out and put his head down on the pillow
catching his breath and recomposing himself. He must have seen the
disappointment on my face. As if to answer, he smirked again and
flipped me over. 

He entered me like a battering ram and I
yelped. He grabbed my hips and didn’t let go. I was being pushed
and pulled and fucked to the point that I came faster than I ever
had in my life! Just as I began to cum, he stuck his finger just
inside my asshole! SHIT!!!! I began to buck in response and he held
on using the leverage and new found enthusiasm to get us both to
cum together as we pounded into one another trying every time to
get him deeper than the time before. FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! I fell on
the bed gasping for air with my body shivering from the aftershocks
of several orgasms. Johnny fell on top of me and began to stroke my
naked body still smirking.

It wasn’t long before we were at it again
and again and yet again that night. My friends were right, it was a
night well spent. In fact, that’s how I would describe my body as I
stumbled back to my dorm in the morning for some sleep. Lucky for
me, he must have liked it as much as I did because we had a few
more evenings together before graduation. Yep, college was the best
years, or at least hours of my life.
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 NO MEN
NEEDED

A NAUGHTY QUICKIE

JORDAN PARKER

 

Molly and Tammy have been roommates for
almost two years now. At first, they were just that, roommates and
nothing more. But as the months rolled on and neither one could
find a man worth spending more than a couple of nights with (if
even that) they started to wonder if men were even needed.

After all, they enjoyed each other’s company
far more than they enjoyed hanging out with men. They understood
each other, got along great, and both thought the other was sexy as
hell.

In fact, as the days wore on, and they
started talking about their feelings towards one another (usually
with some alcohol involved) they started to realize that the only
thing men had that they needed were cocks. And those were easy
enough to approximate.

So they ventured down to the local sex shop
and bought a dildo.

And the rest was history.

They quickly realized that men were not
necessary.

Now they spend pretty much every night
getting freaky in every way possible. But tonight was going to be
special. Molly was going to take things to a whole different level.
She was going to take control and push Tammy’s boundaries to places
they’ve never been before. And Tammy was going to love it.

 

#

 

“Are you sure you’re ready
for this?” Molly asks.

They’re on the couch, having just dusted off
a couple bottles of wine. They are wearing comfortable cotton robes
and nothing else.

“I’m positive,” Tammy says.
“I want you to push the envelope.”

“Then take off that robe
and get down on the floor,” Molly says. “And let’s get this show on
the road.”

Smiling, Tammy does as she’s told, slipping
the robe off, showing off her tight, tiny body, then dropping to
the floor. She’s sitting on her knees, looking at Molly, smiling
widely.

“That’s a good girl,” Molly
says. She too climbs off the couch and slips out of the robe. Then
she walks towards Tammy until she’s standing above her. Looking
down at her roommate, her pussy just a few inches from Tammy’s
face, Molly grabs the back of Tammy’s head and pushes on it until
Tammy’s face is pressing against her pussy.

“Get that tongue in there,”
Molly says, looking down as Tammy eats her out. “Don’t be shy.
Tongue-fuck my snatch you dirty little slut.”

Tammy obliges, slipping her tongue deep
inside Molly’s pussy.

“There you go,” Molly says,
holding Tammy’s head in place, smashing her face against Molly’s
flesh. “Just like that. Good girl.”

Molly holds Tammy in place for a full ten
seconds before letting go of her head. Tammy pulls back and tries
to get some air into her lungs.  

As Tammy catches her breath, Molly turns
around. She bends over and puts one hand on each of her asscheeks
and spreads her ass wide then backs it up into Tammy’s face.

Tammy starts in on Molly’s pussy, burying
her face in it, forcing her tongue deep inside her. She’s still not
quite caught her breath, but that turns Molly on even more, hearing
Tammy struggling for air while eating her out.

“That’s what I’m talking
about,” Molly says. “That’s a good girl. Get that tongue in my
pussy. As deep as you can.”

Tammy obliges, forcing her face deeper
between Molly’s legs. Molly helps her out, reaching back and again
grabbing ahold of the back of Tammy’s head and holding her in
place, buried deep inside her pussy.

Tammy is making gasping, choked noises. They
are muffled by Molly’s pussy but audible nonetheless. After a few
seconds, Tammy tries to pull away to get better access to air.

But Molly is having none of it. She holds
tight to Tammy’s head, keeping it in place, smashed against her
pussy.

“Where are you going?”
Molly says. “I didn’t say you could breathe yet.”

Tammy’s feet are banging on the carpet and
her body is shaking slightly. She obviously wants out of the
situation but there’s not really all that much she can do.

Besides, Molly knows Tammy is fine. If she’s
able to fight this hard, she still has plenty of air in her lungs.
Her body is just panicking but she’s in no real danger.

“Just relax,” Molly says,
still holding her in place. “You’re fine.”

But Tammy isn’t listening. Or at least, her
body isn’t. It’s still quivering around like a fish on dry
land.

“Five more seconds and I’ll
let you go,” Molly says. And she begins to countdown.

Tammy relaxes a little bit now that the end
is near.

“Five,” Molly says. “Four.
Three. Two. One.”

Once she’s done counting, Molly releases
Tammy’s head.

Tammy detaches from Molly’s pussy and
immediately starts gasping for breath. Her face is bright red and
glistening in the light from Tammy’s juices. But despite all this,
she’s got a wide smile on her face.

“Very good,” Molly says.
“I’m impressed.”

“Thanks,” Tammy
says.

“I take it you liked
it?”

“Afterwards, yes,” Tammy
says. “But during, I’m not going to lie. I was panicking a little
bit.”

“That’s just your body’s
natural reaction to lack of quality air,” Molly says. “It starts to
freak out. But in the end, that’s what makes the experience so
enjoyable.”

“It certainly was
enjoyable,” Tammy says.

“Just wait,” Molly says.
“That was just the beginning. On your hands and knees with your ass
up in the air.”

Smiling, Tammy does as she’s told, her
perfect little ass right in front of Molly’s face, her asshole open
and beckoning.

“That’s a good little
slut,” Molly says. She gives Tammy a little smack on the ass then
drops down to her hands and knees too, so her face is at the same
level as Tammy’s ass.

Ignoring her pussy, Molly goes straight for
Tammy’s asshole, lapping at it like she’s a kitten drinking milk,
getting it nice and wet.

Tammy lets out a little yelp of surprise and
pleasure. It’s obvious she isn’t expecting this turn of events.

And Molly is just getting started. Now that
Tammy’s asshole is warmed up, it’s time to get busy. Making her
tongue rigid, Molly slides it into Tammy’s anus.

“Holy fucking shit,” Tammy
says, her voice a high-pitched moan. “Jesus Christ that feels
fucking good.”

After holding her tongue deep in Tammy’s
asshole for a bit, Molly starts bouncing her head against Tammy’s
ass, her still-rigid tongue moving in and out of Tammy’s asshole.
She bangs Tammy’s asshole with her tongue for half a minute, then
smashes her face against Tammy’s ass, hold her tongue deep inside
Tammy for a few seconds before backing off.

As Tammy moans and groans in excitement,
Molly comes around to the other side of Tammy, so she’s facing her,
then grabs ahold of her roommate’s shoulders and pulls them to the
ground until Tammy’s head is between Molly’s legs and her ass is
sticking further up in the air.

Pinning Tammy’s head between her legs, Molly
and goes back to licking her asshole. She runs her tongue around
Tammy’s anus then slips her tongue inside it.

Sliding her body forward so she’s straddling
Tammy’s upper body, only facing the opposite direction, Molly leans
forward and spreads Tammy’s asscheeks. She gathers up some saliva
and lets it drip from her mouth into Tammy’s ass crack, watching is
it slides down towards Tammy’s asshole.

Once that wad of spit reaches her asshole,
Molly uses her index finger to rub it in, loosening up Tammy’s anus
and getting it nice and wet. While Tammy moans beneath her, Molly
slips the tip of her middle finger into Tammy’s asshole and starts
working it around.

Tammy lets out a little squeal and starts
breathing more deeply before getting used to the violation and
settling in a bit.

Once Tammy relaxes, Molly slips her finger
further inside her and works it around in larger circles.

“That’s a good girl,” Molly
says. “You’re starting to get the hang of this. Are you ready for
another finger?”

“Fuck yeah,” Tammy says,
her voice full of excitement. “Give it to me.”

So Molly does, sliding her index finger into
Tammy’s asshole alongside her middle finger. It’s a tight fit at
first, but Molly works her fingers like a pro, and pretty soon
Tammy’s asshole is accepting both of fingers with relative
ease.

“You’re doing great,” Molly
says. “But now that your asshole is good and wet and loosened up,
it’s time to up the ante a bit.”

“I’m ready,” Tammy
says.

“Are you sure?” Molly asks.
“This is a going to be a pretty big step up.”

“Bring it on,” Tammy says.
“I can handle it.”

“That’s what I like to
hear,” Molly says.

Molly lets  her fingers slip out of
Tammy’s asshole and climbs off of her friend. She reaches into the
drawer of a nearby desk and digs into it, pulling out a pink,
16-inch long, double-sided dildo.

“Look what I have for you,”
Molly says, smiling and waving it in Tammy’s face.

“That’s going in my
asshole?” Tammy says.

Molly nods, grinning wider.

“I don’t know about that,”
Tammy says.

“Don’t worry, you can
handle it,” Molly says. “I wouldn’t be breaking it out if you
couldn’t.”

“If you say so.”

“I do,” Molly says. “I
do.”

“Then let’s get down to
business.”

“Pretty soon,” Molly says.
“But first we need to get it all wet. Care to join me?”

“With pleasure,” Tammy
says.

“Open wide,” Molly says.
Tammy obliges.

Molly takes one side of the dildo and slips
it into Tammy’s mouth until almost half of it disappears, then
holds it in her roommate’s throat until Tammy starts to gag before
letting it slide back out.

As Tammy catches her breath, Molly sticks
the other half of the dildo into her own mouth and blows it for a
few seconds before effortlessly taking half of it down her throat.
Tammy gets in on the fun, taking other end of the dildo in her hand
and sliding it into her mouth.

Now with one girl on each side, both Molly
and Tammy start sucking on the dildo, bobbing their heads forward
and back, gradually making more of the dildo disappear inside their
mouths, until finally their lips are meeting in the middle, both of
them swallowing half.

They hold the dildo in their mouths, each
deepthroating it for a full ten seconds before pulling off. With
saliva dripping out of their mouths, they make out, sharing their
spit with each other.

“I think it’s ready,” Molly
says. “Are you?”

Tammy nods, her eyes filled with excitement
and a wide smile on her face.

“Then turn around and get
on your hands and knees and grabs your asscheeks and spread them
wide,” Molly says.

Tammy does as she’s told. Once she’s in
position, Molly sucks on the dildo a little longer to get it nice
and lubed up, then pulls it out and slides the wet end into Molly’s
ass.

“Ohmygod,” Tammy says, her
voice a sexy, high-pitched moan.

“Just relax,” Molly says.
“I’ll take it slow. At first, at least. Okay?”

Tammy nods and takes a deep breath as Molly
starts working her asshole with the dildo, moving it slowly at
first, letting her friend get used to the size. Tammy is moaning
consistently and her breath is ragged, but she seems to be enjoying
herself based on the nature of the sounds coming out of her
mouth.

“You’re doing great,” Molly
says. “Just stay relaxed and everything will be fine.”

And with that, Molly  starts works
Tammy’s asshole more aggressively, sliding it in and out with a
rapidly growing intensity as Molly’s moans turn louder and more
guttural.

“Holy shit that feels so
fucking good,” Tammy says between deep breaths. “Fuck my asshole
with that dildo. Fuck it good!”

So Molly does, giving Tammy more and more
with every thrust.

After banging away at Tammy’s asshole for a
full minute, Molly say, “Reach back and hold your asscheeks open. I
want to see your asshole gape.”

Tammy does as she’s asked, grabbing one
cheek with each hand and pulling them apart.

“There you go,” Molly says.
“Now hold them there, pulling tight, as I yank the dildo out of
your ass. Are you ready?”

“I’m ready,” Tammy
says.

Molly bangs her a couple more times then
quickly pulls the dildo out of Tammy’s asshole, leaving it wide
open and gaping.

“That’s what I’m talking
about,” Molly says, staring down at the huge, gaping hole that
makes up Tammy’s asshole. “That’s so fucking beautiful.”

Molly slips the dildo back into Tammy’s
asshole and starts banging away again, harder this time, making
Tammy groans even louder.

“Keep holding your
asscheeks open,” Molly says. “That’s a good girl. Here we go again.
Are you ready?”

Tammy nods this time. She’s breathing too
hard to talk.

Molly yanks the dildo out of Tammy’s ass
again, leaving it gaping even wider than before. “There it is,” she
says. “You’re fucking incredible.” She leans over and slips her
tongue into the hole that it Tammy’s anus, pressing her face
against her roommate’s cheeks, forcing her tongue deep inside
Tammy. After exploring for a bit, she runs the tip of her tongue
around the edge of Tammy’s asshole as deeply pleasurable noises
escape from her roommate’s mouth.

“It’s time to get me some
of this,” Molly says to herself after extracting her tongue from
Tammy’s asshole.

Molly slides the dildo back into Tammy’s
anus, then turns around and drops to her hands and knees also and
backs her ass up to Tammy’s. Then she grabs ahold of the dildo and
slides the free end into her own asshole.

The girls start to hammer their asses
against each other, fucking themselves with the dildo.

The sounds of sex fill up the room, Tammy’s
high-pitched moans and Molly’s low-feverish grunts combining for a
symphony of fucking.

Once this goes on for a bit, Molly feels an
orgasm coming on. She lets her hand slide down her body and starts
to rub her pussy while continuing to hammer her ass back against
Tammy’s ass.

A few seconds later, Molly’s eyes roll up in
her head and her body tenses. Her body freezes and she lets out a
low, guttural moan and shakes her head back and forth as an orgasm
flows through her. She holds her breath for a moment, then lets it
out in a rush, her legs quivering and her chest heaving as she
cums.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Molly
grunts as the orgasm passes through her body. Once she’s finished,
she crawls forward, pulling the dildo out of her asshole but
leaving it planted deep inside Tammy’s. Molly then turns around.
Still on her hands and knees, she wraps her lips around her half of
the dildo, sucking her ass juices from it while the other half
stays planted in Tammy’s ass.

Once Molly is done licking her ass juices
off her end of the dildo, she says to Tammy, “What do you think?
Are you having fun yet?”

“So much fucking fun,”
Tammy replies, turning her head to address Molly. Her smile is wide
and her hair is a mess and her face is red from exertion. “That was
fucking incredible.”

“And we’re still not done,”
Molly says. “Can you handle some more?”

“Whatever you’ve got,”
Tammy says.

“Are you sure about
that?”

“Positive.”

Grinning madly, Molly says, “Let’s find
out.” Folding the dildo over, she slides the other end into Tammy’s
asshole too, essentially giving her a double anal.

“Ohmyfuckinggod,” Tammy
moans, the words barely audible. Apparently this isn’t what she was
expecting.

“Is it too much?” Molly
asks.

“No,” Tammy says, barely
able to get the words out between deep breaths. “But it’s damn
close.”

“Here,” Molly says. “I can
help loosen you up.”

As Tammy grunts and moans with barely
disguised discomfort, Molly lies down on the floor, her back to the
carpet and her head towards the ceiling. She slides her body
underneath Tammy’s, facing the opposite direction, her face right
below Tammy’s pussy, her feet beneath Tammy’s face.

Lifting her head up, Molly starts licking
Tammy’s pussy, running her tongue up and down the length of it.

“Is that better?” Molly
asks.

“Much,” Tammy says. There’s
still discomfort in her voice but definitely less of it.

“Good,” Molly says before
slipping her tongue further inside Tammy’s pussy. After a half a
minute of eating Tammy out, Molly’s hand comes up to work her
friend’s clit.

Tammy’s moans turn more heated almost
immediately.

“There we go,” Molly says.
“That’s what I’m talking about.”

As Tammy gets more and more loosened up,
Molly climbs out from beneath her. While still rubbing Tammy’s clit
with one hand, she uses her free hand to bang the dildo (with both
ends still inside) in and out Tammy’s asshole.

“Holy shit, holy fucking
shit,” Tammy says, practically screaming now as Molly pummels her
asshole and rubs her clit with serious aggression. “I’m gonna cum,
I’m gonna fucking cum!”

Half a minute later Tammy does just that,
cumming violently, her body shaking and shimmying while a loud
piercing scream escapes from her throat. Her pussy squirts juices
everywhere, drenching the carpet.

Molly abandons her hold on the dildo and
flops to the floor, her head directly beneath Tammy’s pussy as she
squirts. She’s still working Tammy’s clit, forcing her to squirt
some more, this time getting her juices all over Molly’s face.

“Yeah, baby, yeah!” Molly
says, still working Tammy’s clit and leaving the dildo planted in
her roommate’s asshole as she cums. “Squirt all over me. Just like
that!”

Tammy squirts a few more times, further
drenching Molly, before she runs dry.

Climbing out from under Tammy, her face
drenched with Tammy’s juices, Molly slips the dildo out of her
friend’s asshole and comes around the front of her.

With Tammy still on her hands and knees,
Molly drops down to the same level. Then she slips the dildo into
Tammy’s mouth, forcing her to suck her own ass juices off it. Molly
face-fucks Tammy with the dildo, shoving deep into her throat and
holding it there for a few seconds before pulling it back out.

Laughing, both women collapse to the
floor.

“That was fucking awesome,”
Molly says.

“It sure was,” Tammy
replies, her breath ragged and her hair a mess. “That was
absolutely insane.” 

“Who needs men?” Molly
says.

“Certainly not me,” Tammy
replies. “Not when I have you.”

“Ahh, aren’t you sweet,”
Molly says.

“I’m just being
truthful.”

“I know, baby,” Molly says.
“I know. Which is why I love you so much.” She climbs to her feet
and pulls Tammy to hers. “Now let’s go get cleaned up.”

“What for?”

“Because we need to get
started on round two,” Molly says. “The way I see it, this night is
just beginning.  But next time I get to be on the receiving
end.”

“Sounds like a plan to me,”
Tammy says.

 Laughing and holding
holds, the two women hurry towards the bathroom.

Nope, in Molly and Tammy’s world, men were
definitely not needed. Not at all.
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ANAL INTENSITY

THE ANAL ADVENTURES OF JOSH EVANS: VOLUME
TWELVE

AARON GRIMES

 

Josh Evans is on a cruise ship in the
Atlantic Ocean, heading towards the Bahamas, having booked the trip
after attending the Baseball Hall of Fame induction ceremony for
one of his fellow teammates.

It had been a long week of partying and
catching up with his old friends, and afterwards Josh needed some
time to himself, away from all obligations and acquaintances. When
he saw an ad for the week-long cruise leaving the next day, he
jumped on it.

And now he’s reaping the benefits of his
sudden whim, relaxing by the pool, checking out the young,
hard-bodied women all around him. He’s not looking to score,
necessarily, but he wouldn’t turn down the opportunity if it arose.
Which it soon does.

A young woman he’s been eyeing is heading
his way. She’s been lying around on the other side of the deck for
the past couple hours and Josh has noticed her looking his
direction multiple times over the course of the afternoon. And now,
from the looks of things, she’s looking to have some fun.

She’s a beauty, tall and lanky, with
coffee-colored skin and the sharply-lined face of a supermodel.
Small nose, prominent cheekbones, lips lined with pink lipstick,
and alluring, seductive eyes. Her long black hair hangs down around
her face, framing it perfectly. And her body is smoking. Toned
arms, great tits, flat stomach, bubbly ass, and firm, strong
legs.

Josh looks up as she stops right next to his
lounge chair. Looking down at him, she tells him that her name is
Tyra and holds out her hand. Josh tells her his name and shakes her
hand. But instead of shaking it proper, Tyra grabs Josh’s hand and
pulls him to his feet.

Without saying a word, she leads him by the
hand across the pool deck, through a lounge area, down two flights
of stairs and into the stateroom area.

A short time later they come to a door. Tyra
pulls out a plastic key, opens the door, and leads him inside.
After closing the door behind them, she walks him over to the couch
and sits him down and tells him she’ll be right back. Then he
disappears into the bedroom and closes the door.

A minute or two later Tyra comes striding
out of the bedroom. She’s still dressed in her bikini but now she’s
wearing a pair of pink and purple fuck-me pumps. And she’s holding
a 12-inch long pink dildo in her right hand. After positioning
herself directly in front of Josh, a few feet away, she slides the
dildo into her mouth and starts to suck on it.

Tyra blows the dildo for a full minute,
taking it progressively further down each pump, until almost the
entire thing is disappearing down her throat. Saliva is everywhere,
coating the dildo, spilling onto the floor. She deepthroats the
dildo for a few seconds before yanking it out, glistening with her
spit.

Popping the dildo back into her mouth for a
moment, Tyra slips her bikini bottoms off and steps out of them,
revealing a smoothly shaved snatch. Then she pulls her top off too,
freeing up her incredible tits. They are firm and shapely, not too
small but not too big, and they fit her frame perfectly.

Now that she’s naked except for her shoes,
she gets to work with the dildo. As Josh lovingly admires her dark,
beautiful skin, she turns around so her sweet, round ass is facing
him, then slips the dildo into her pussy.

Tyra bangs herself from behind for a few
seconds, the pink dildo sliding in and out of her pussy while she
looks over her shoulder at Josh, watching him watch her. Smiling,
she flashes him a wink, then slides the dildo out of her pussy and
slips it into her mouth, sucking her pussy juices off of it.

She repeats this process a few times,
slipping the dildo into her pussy, then pulling it out and sucking
on it, until she’s warmed up and ready for the real thing.

Tyra drops the dildo onto the floor, leans
over, puts her hands on the wall, and sticks her ass out. Turning
her head to face Josh, she beckons him over with her finger.

Smiling, Josh walks towards her. Once he is
standing next to her, he drops to his knees and starts to kiss and
lick her asscheeks before spreading them wide, opening up her pussy
and asshole to him.

Bypassing Tyra’s asshole for now, Josh
starts licking her pussy, running his tongue up it from the bottom
to top, ending right before he gets to her asshole to do it
again.

As Tyra moans and groans above him, Josh
works her pussy lips with his tongue until it’s nice and wet. Then
he sticks his tongue out as far as it will go and slides it inside
her snatch and explores around, working it in circles and shaking
his head back and forth, loosening up her insides.

After Tyra is good and loose, Josh starts
bobbing his head forward and back, fucking her pussy with his
tongue, forcing it deeper inside her with every thrust.

Tyra’s groans grew louder and more desperate
with every passing moment. She begins pushing her ass back towards
his face every time he comes forward, meeting him in the middle,
allowing him even deeper access to her insides.

This goes on for a while before Tyra needs
more. She grabs the back of Josh’s head with both hands and pulls
him into her, forcing his tongue deep into her pussy and his nose
against her asshole, smashing his face against her flesh,
smothering him with her ass.

Tyra lets out a deep animalistic groan and
starts grinding her ass against Josh’s face while her hand
continues holding his head in place, making it all but impossible
for him to breathe.

Josh is rapidly approaching the point of
passing out when Tyra finally releases her hold on him. His head
flies back and he gasps for breath as she looks down at him,
smiling widely.

Josh asks her if she likes that. Tyra says
that she does. Then he asks if she wants some more. She nods. So
Josh dives back in.

But this time he goes straight for her
asshole.

Tyra lets out a gasp and follows it with a
low moan as Josh goes to town on her asshole, working the edges
with his tongue, getting it all wet and slippery. Once her asshole
is ready to go, Josh plunges his rigid tongue inside it, forcing it
as deep as he can before pulling it back out and driving it forward
once again.

Josh tongue-fucks Tyra’s asshole while she
bucks her lower half into him, her ass bouncing back against his
face while her fingers work her clit.

After almost a full minute of Josh tonguing
Tyra’s asshole, she lets out a deep, shuddering groan and her body
freezes up. Josh immediately realizes what’s happening and pushes
his face forward, forcing his tongue deeper into her asshole, and
holds it there, jamming it as deep as he can inside her.

A few seconds later Tyra starts smacking
away at her pussy and lets out a piercing shriek. Her legs starts
to shimmy and shake and then a torrent of juices shoot out of her
pussy, drenching the floor, as an orgasm racks her body.

Once that passes, Tyra once again grabs
ahold of Josh’s hair, this time pulling him to his feet and close
to her, so he is situated directly behind her, his hard cock
pressing against the material of his swim trunks and against the
crack of her ass. Without saying a word, she reaches back with both
hands and yanks his shorts down, then grabs ahold of his hard cock
and slides it into her drenched pussy.

Tyra slams her ass back against him a couple
of times, enough to cover it with her pussy juices, then moves
forward, letting his cock slip out of her pussy.

Before Josh knows what’s going on, Tyra
spins around and drops to her knees and starts licking his cock,
cleaning it of all her juices.

Once that’s done, Tyra takes the tip of his
cock in her mouth and starts bobbing on it while jerking him off
with her free hand. She’s making slurpy, choking sounds, turning
him on, while staring up at him with need filling her eyes.

After working his cock for half a minute,
she takes it all the way down her throat and holds it there,
gagging and coughing but not pulling away. While Tyra deepthroats
Josh, she runs her hand under his sack and gives it a squeeze,
lifting his up onto his toes just a bit and forcing his cock deeper
inside her mouth.

Tyra finally pulls her head back and takes a
moment to catch her breath while Josh relaxes, giving his cock and
chance to calm down. The downtime doesn’t last long, however, as
Tyra spits on his cock and works the saliva in with her hand before
taking him in her mouth again.

This time, as Tyra sucks Josh’s cock, her
hands wander back towards his ass. After fiddling around back there
for a few seconds, she starts rubbing his asshole with her finger,
which is still lubed up from the saliva from her sloppy
blowjob.

Josh grabs her by the hair and pushes her
head back against the wall, holding it there, while he fucks her
face. She responds by sticking the tip of her finger into his
asshole and moving it around in circles, loosening him up.

Tyra playing with Josh’s asshole turns him
on like crazy, and he starts pumping his cock further and further
into her mouth, pummeling her with it while still holding her head
against the wall.

This causes Tyra to force her finger deeper
into his asshole, which in turn causes Josh to jam his cock into
her throat as far as it will go and hold it there. From this point
it becomes a question of who will give in first.

After more than ten seconds of not being
able to breathe because of Josh’s cock filling up her throat, Tyra
flinches, letting her finger slip out of his asshole. Josh, in
turn, pulls back, yanking his cock out of her throat. The tip is
white from lack of blood flow and it’s coated in so much saliva
that it’s glistening in the light.

While Tyra gasps in air, still on her knees
with her head against the wall, Josh turns himself around, so his
ass is to her. Then he spreads his cheeks apart and backs up,
forcing her head into the crack of his ass.

Using his ass to hold her head against the
wall, Josh rides Tyra’s face, forcing her to lick his asshole,
which she does with great energy. As she grunts and groans beneath
him, Josh grinds against her face, riding her tongue with his
asshole and smothering her.

Once he’s had enough of riding her tongue
with his asshole, Josh backs off. But before Tyra can catch her
breath, he spins her around so she’s facing away from him, parallel
to the wall, then he pushes on her shoulders, sending her upper
body towards the floor. Her palms are on the floor, her arms locked
out, her back arched and her ass up in the air. Doggy-style, his
favorite position.

He squats behind her and smacks her on the
ass, once on each cheek. She lets out a pair of yelps then smiles
and looks back at him. Josh asks her if she likes that. Tyra nods.
So Josh smacks her ass again, harder this time.

Once he’s done slapping her ass, Josh drops
to his knees and sidles up to her. After taking a moment to
appreciate her incredibly tight body, including her well-defined
back and shoulder blades and perfect ass, he grabs ahold of his
hard cock and slips it into her soaking wet pussy.

Tyra lets out a little yelp as Josh starts
pounding away at her pussy, hammering it with all he’s got, not
taking things slow at all. His hips move in rapid, aggressive
thrusts, slamming up against her ass, making it shake and jiggle
while she moans in pleasure.

Wanting to amp things up a bit, Josh grabs a
handful of her hair and gives it a healthy tug. Tyra lets out a
sharp gasp and arches her back even further to alleviate the
pressure.

Josh is mesmerized by her straining back
muscles as he fucks her from behind. The sharp shoulder-blades
sticking out like razors and her vertebrae pressing against the
skin are a thing of beauty, turning him on like crazy.

He continues pounding away at her pussy
while yanking on her hair, creating the marvelous tension that
makes rough sex so incredible. He’s trying to figure out where to
go next when he sees the dildo Tyra had been using on herself
earlier lying on the floor.

Josh lets go of Tyra’s hair and pushes on
her shoulders, forcing them to the floor. She’s still on her knees,
but now her face lying sideways is on the floor and her ass is
sticking even further up into the air.

Keeping his cock inside Tyra, Josh grabs her
wrists and yanks them back so they’re near her ass. He tells her to
grab one asscheek with each hand and hold her ass open for him. As
Tyra does as she’s told, Josh reaches over for the dildo.

Staring down at her asshole, which is open
wide thanks to her hands spreading her cheeks apart, Josh lets out
a little shiver of pleasure. There’s nothing he likes more than the
look of a woman’s asshole open to him, just waiting to get
abused.

With this in mind, Josh lets a trail of
saliva drip from his mouth. It lands just above Tyra’s asshole and
works it’s way down, disappearing inside of her anus. Now that
there’s a little lube in there, Josh can go to work.

With his cock still inside Tyra but not
moving against her, Josh slides the tip of the dildo into her
asshole. He slowly works it back and forth, opening her up, while
moving his hips against her, fucking her pussy at the same
time.

Josh takes things slowly, working Tyra’s
asshole with soft strokes while fucking her pussy with gentle
thrusts. But she’s having none of that. Tyra obviously isn’t into
the soft stuff, as she starts working her ass backwards into him,
hammering her body against his hips and forcing the dildo deeper
into her asshole while letting out little yelps of pleasure with
every thrust.

Josh takes the hint, moving his hips faster
and faster, hammering away at Tyra’s pussy while shoving the dildo
further and further into her asshole. Once it’s practically
disappeared inside her anus, Josh climbs up onto his feet, keeping
his cock inside her the whole time. Now, standing above her and
squatting down, he can pummel her the way that she wants it.

With the dildo stuck deep inside Tyra’s
asshole, Josh slams his body down onto hers, drilling her into the
floor with every thrust while she screams and groans beneath him.
Leaning forward, he places his hands on her head and pushes down,
holding it flush against the floor.

Tyra releases her asscheeks and hooks her
arms around Josh’s legs, allowing her to hold on for dear life as
he hammers away at her pussy. Her screams have reached a fevered
pitch and she tells Josh to keep going because she’s going to
cum.

So Josh does, giving her everything he has,
until Tyra’s body shakes and shimmies and she lets out a low, deep
moan as an orgasm washes over her.

But Josh still isn’t done. In fact, he’s
just getting started. Dropping back down to his knees, he pulls his
cock out of Tyra’s pussy then slides the dildo out of her asshole.
He leans forward and slips the dildo into her mouth, forcing her to
taste herself.

Tyra does so willingly, sucking all her ass
juices off of the dildo before sliding it into her mouth until it
practically disappears before slipping it back out. She continues
blowing the dildo while Josh sticks his cock between her ass cheeks
and rides it without penetrating her, his balls slapping up against
her pussy with every pass.

After bending over to spend half a minute
licking Tyra’s asshole, Josh rises up, grabs ahold of his cock, and
slips the tip of it into her anus.

Tyra lets out a low gasp followed by a deep
moan of pleasure as Josh starts moving his hips back and forth,
working his cock deeper and deeper into her asshole.

As Tyra grunts and groans and sucks on the
dildo beneath him, Josh ramps up the intensity, jamming his cock as
far into her asshole as it will go before pulling it back out to do
it all again.

He’s giving it to her balls-deep, his cock
slamming in and out of her asshole, his hips bouncing against her
ass while he tries not to cum.

Wanting more, Josh grabs Tyra by the
shoulders and pulls her upper body towards him. Using her shoulders
as leverage, he hammers away at her asshole more aggressively than
ever.

Tyra’s palms are on the floor for balance,
and without them holding the dildo in place, it’s impossible to
keep it in her mouth because she’s making so much noise. It falls
to the floor beneath her, and rolls towards Josh.

He lets go of her shoulders and picks up the
dildo. Gripping it with one hand at each end, he hooks his arms
over Tyra’s head and pulls the dildo against her throat, choking
her with it while he continues fucking her asshole.

Tyra’s screams turn to muffled cries as her
air is partially cut off. But she continues slamming her ass back
into Josh, harder than before, actually. It’s obvious she likes
this new turn of events.

Josh does also. Too much, in fact. Something
about how aggressive Tyra is even when helpless is intoxicating,
quite nearly putting him over the edge.

Before that can happen, Josh releases the
dildo with one hand, allowing Tyra to breathe. But the new burst of
breath just turns her on more, and she starts hammering her ass
back into him almost hard enough to knock him off balance.

To counteract this, he grabs her hips and
holds her in place, her ass pressing back against him, his cock
completely engulfed by her asshole. But still Tyra wants more,
grinding up against his cock, smashing his balls into her flesh,
pressing back against him with everything she has.

At the very last second before cumming Josh
is able to back away. As Tyra looks back at him with a huge smile
on her face, he smacks away at his cock a couple of times to get it
calmed down, at least for a little while.

To buy himself a little more time, Josh
sticks the dildo back into Tyra’s mouth, wraps his arms around her
waist and lifts her up. After carrying her to the couch, he spins
her around and drops her onto it, facing him, her back to the
cushions.

He grabs her ankles and spreads her legs,
opening her body up to him. Then he slips his cock back into her
asshole and starts pumping his hips, hammering away at her, his
cock slamming deeper into her anus with every thrust.

Breathing hard and gasping for air, Tyra
slips three fingers into her pussy and start banging away. She
forces her hand deep inside her snatch and holds it there, filling
it up, making her asshole feel even tighter.

Josh is hammering away at her with
everything he has, his balls slapping against her, his hips
slamming into her ass, making it bounce and shake with every
pump.

Tyra is shaking her head back and forth, her
eyes wild and her face screwed up in a mask of intense pleasure. A
short time later her body tenses up for a moment then releases,
sending juices squirting out of her pussy like they were shot out
of a cannon.

Josh quickly pulls his cock out of her ass
and drops to his knees, putting his face right in the firing line.
Tyra’s pussy juices off splash against him, soaking his face,
getting inside his mouth and nose and completely drenching him.

After she’s run dry for the time being, Josh
rises up again and slides his cock back into her gaping
asshole.

Tyra lets out a deep, animalistic moan as
Josh begins hammering away at her asshole once again.

As she moans and groans beneath him, Josh
grabs the dildo off of the couch in jams it into her mouth. While
still hammering away at her asshole, he fucks her face the dildo,
slamming it into her mouth with extreme aggression as she coughs
and gags and spits runs out of her mouth.

Josh pulls the dildo out of her mouth. It’s
coated with saliva, soaking wet and dripping everywhere. No longer
moving his cock against Tyra but leaving it planted deep in her
asshole, the slides the dildo into her pussy.

He presses forward until the dildo has
completely disappeared inside of Tyra’s pussy. Josh holds it there,
deep inside of her, then goes back to fucking her asshole
proper.

Having one cock in her pussy and one in her
asshole seems to turn on Tyra immensely, as she is screaming louder
than ever before and bucking up against Josh with reckless
abandon.

Josh grabs one of Tyra’s hands and puts it
on the dildo so she can hold it in place, freeing up his hand. He
then grabs her legs behind the knees and leans forward, pushing her
legs down onto the cushions by her side.

Using his newfound leverage, Josh destroys
Tyra’s asshole like never before, giving her his entire weight with
every thrust, forcing his cock balls deep into her anus.

After a while, Josh needs a break. He leans
back, letting his cock slide out of her asshole. He drops onto the
floor, sitting on his butt, his face mere inches away from Tyra’s
pussy and asshole.

While she tries to catch her breath, Josh
pulls the dildo from Tyra’s pussy. After staring at her gaping
asshole for a few seconds, he slides the tip of the dildo into
Tyra’s anus.

She lets out a little gasp, which turns into
a groan as Josh pushes the dildo deeper inside her. After it’s all
the way in, he tells her to reach down and grab her asscheeks and
hold them wide.

After Tyra has done what she’s told, Josh
quickly yanks the dildo out of her asshole, admiring the beautiful
gape the dildo leaves in its wake. After staring at it for a few
seconds, Josh leans forward and licks the outside of her anus with
his tongue then slides it inside.

Tyra moans in pleasure and her body shivers.
Josh looks up the length of her body and sees her face turned
towards the ceiling in a mask of ecstasy, her eyes closed tight,
her mouth slightly open and her breath ragged.

Josh lets his tongue slide out of Tyra’s
asshole and replaces it with the dildo. This time, after sliding it
all the way inside her, he starts banging away at her with it,
rapidly hammering the dildo in and out of her asshole, upping the
speed and intensity with every second as Tyra barely keeps control
of herself.

While Josh bangs away at her asshole with
the dildo, Tyra squirts again, pussy juices flying out of her just
as violently as before, drenching Josh’s face and hair for the
second time, not to mention the floor around him.

Laughing under his breath, Josh slides the
dildo out of Tyra’s asshole once again. This time he climbs up to
his feet and sticks the dildo into her mouth, forcing her to clean
it of her ass juices. After banging her mouth a few times, he
forces her to deepthroat the dildo, holding it there for a good ten
seconds while tears leak from her eyes, making her mascara run.

Josh eventually pulls the dildo out of
Tyra’s mouth. She gasps and chokes, coughing and spitting, her face
red and her hair and makeup a mess. But Josh isn’t ready to give
her any breaks yet. He’s seconds away from an orgasm, and he’s not
going to let up one bit until he’s through.

Josh tosses the dildo aside and grabs ahold
of his cock and slides it into her asshole, pushing it all the way
inside of her, balls deep, and starts to hammer away at her
ass.

As Tyra gasps in pleasure, Josh grabs her
under the knees and shoves her legs up until they are pressing down
on the couch alongside her body, essentially folding her in half.
Holding her legs down, he pummels her with everything he has, his
cock slamming into her asshole with uncontrolled aggression, his
hips bouncing off her bubbly ass, making it jiggle and shake, her
tits bouncing in a circular pattern.

As Josh rises towards orgasm, he releases
Tyra’s legs and let his hands migrate to her tits. Squeezing
tightly, he uses them for leverage, allowing him to pound her even
harder. Her screaming grunts fill the room and she’s staring
directly at him, nodding her head up and down, her eyes full of
lust and desire.

The looks Tyra’s giving Josh is what finally
puts him over the edge. He slams his cock into her one final time
and holds it there, deep in her asshole, pressing forward, grinding
against her, forcing it as deep as it will go, before releasing,
sending his cum shooting out of his cock and deep into her
asshole.

Mere moments after he cums, Tyra does too, a
loud gasp escaping from her throat followed by a couple brief
exclamations towards a higher power as her body shakes and shimmies
in a violent spasm.

Once her body stops moving, Josh pulls back,
letting his cock slide out of her asshole. But Tyra isn’t quite
finished with him yet. She quickly flips over so she’s sitting on
the couch in front of him, then leans forward and takes his still
hard cock into her mouth.

Tyra sucks her ass juices off Josh’s cock,
staring up at him, her eyes smiling the whole time. She keeps
bobbing on it until he can’t take it anymore, backing away due to
the unbearably intense sensation.

Laughing, Tyra climbs off the couch and
gives Josh a smack on the ass, then grabs his hand and leads him
towards the bathroom. After showering together, they put their
swimsuits back on and head out towards the pool to hang out.

Josh isn’t one for spending more than one
night at a time with a woman, but since he’s stuck on the cruise
for a week anyway, he figures he might as well enjoy it with Tyra.
And who knows, maybe they’ll find another pretty young thing to
hang out with as the week goes on. The odds aren’t all that great
that Tyra will be into that sort of thing, but one can always
hope.
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 THE TEEN
SLUT DOWN THE STREET

JEREMY HOLMES

 

Let me tell you about the slut down the
street. Her name is Holly and she’s nineteen years old. Although
not the hottest girl in the world, Holly is extremely cute, with
big brown eyes, long brown hair, and a tiny, incredibly tight body.
Standing at just a shade over 5’8” and checking in at right around
120 pounds, she’s skinny but athletic, with well-defined muscles
and a washboard stomach and thin but toned legs.

But where she really shines is her attitude.
Upon first seeing her, Holly appears like she’s going to be petite
and demure, even a bit shy, but it quickly becomes apparent that
she’s wickedly smart and armed with a black sense of humor. Plus
she had absolutely no qualms about speaking her mind, something
that I adore in people, especially women.

And in the bedroom? Let’s just say that she
knows her way around. She’s up for anything, often instigating our
more adventurous sessions and never turning down a request of mine,
no matter how perverted.

Holly is a true slut, in the best sense of
the word. And even though she’s almost three years younger than me,
she has the experience and attitude of a much older woman, making
me feel like the younger man, something that doesn’t bother me at
all.

We hooked up for the first time six months
ago. We didn’t get super-freaky that afternoon but considering we’d
only known each other for a few minutes before hopping into bed, I
wasn’t complaining. After all, how often is it that you meet a girl
while jogging and end up fucking her less than five minutes later?
Not often. But that’s exactly what happened.
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I was on my way back to my house after a
three mile run and she was just getting home. She parked her car
against the curb and exited the driver’s side just as I got to her
driveway. I glanced up at her, saw that she was a cutie, and kept
right on looking, even as she returned my stare. In fact, she was
checking me out just as intensely as I was checking her out. More
so, actually.

“You like what you see?”
she asked. She was glaring at me with eyes that were harsh but held
an undercurrent of playfulness and one side of her mouth was turned
up in a little smirk.

I stopped in front of her. We were about
five feet away. I was already done with my run, so I figured I
might as well do a little bit of flirting, not expecting it to end
up anywhere. I looked her up and down, just as she had done to me.
She was wearing a red t-shirt, jeans and t-shirt. Nothing too
revealing but she wore them well.

“That depends,” I said. “Do
you?”

She shrugged. “You’re the best looking boy
I’ve seen in a while.”

I laughed softly. “Well thanks, I guess. I
believe I can honestly say the same thing about you. Except
substitute girl for boy, of course.”

“I was hoping you’d say
that,” she said, speaking casually. “So do you want to come in and
fuck?”

“Excuse me?” I asked, a
little smile masking my disbelief.

“What? Did I stutter?” she
said.

“No, I guess you
didn’t.”

“Well then, what do you
say? You like what you see and so do I. No sense beating around the
bush. We might as well get on with things and see what comes of
it.”

I considered her offer, trying to figure out
if she was just messing with me. I’m generally considered a pretty
good-looking guy, even having done a little modeling for an
underwear company back in my earlier years, and I was used to
getting hit on. But not like this. Never like this.

“You’re serious?” I asked,
just to make sure.

“Absolutely,” she
replied.

I pretended to think about it for a moment,
but in reality, there was nothing to think about. She was a cute
girl, and undoubtedly experienced, based on the way she was acting.
Plus her forwardness could only mean good things in the
bedroom.

“Sure,” I said. “What the
fuck.”

“Great,” she said, turning
and heading up the front walk. “Then follow me.”

So I did.

She unlocked the door and held it open for
me. “By the way,” she said. “My name is Holly.”

“I’m Clay,” I replied,
walking past her and into the living room. It was a decent enough
place, fairly well furnished. I idly wondered if Holly lived alone.
Not that it mattered too much at this point.

“Nice to meet you, Clay,”
Holly said, closing the door behind us.

She took my hand and led me across the
living room. My eyes were on her ass the entire time as it worked
beneath her jeans. It was tight and tiny, exactly how I liked
them.

We went through the first door on the right.
It was a sparse bedroom, consisting of a television, a couple of
bookshelves, a king-sized bed and not much else.

I closed the door behind us and when I
turned around, Holly was already on her knees, her hands pulling
down my flimsy running shorts and briefs I wore underneath.

“Okay, then,” I said,
caught off-guard but not complaining in the least. “I guess it’s
going to be like that.”

“Yes it is,” Holly said
right before she took my cock in her mouth.

My cock was already chubby from anticipation
and it quickly grew hard as Holly worked it inside her mouth,
licking and sucking on it like she’d done this a thousand times
before. And maybe she had. I had no idea. But again, I wasn’t
complaining.

Shortly after my cock was hard, Holly stood
up and starting taking off her clothes without any pretense. I
followed suit, stripping my shirt off and slipping out of my socks
and shoes.

Once we were both naked, she spun me around
so my back was facing the bed, then gave me a little shove, pushing
me down onto the covers, falling on top of me as I came crashing
down.

Before we had even stopped bouncing, Holly
was climbing on top of me, one leg on each side of me, straddling
me. She grabbed ahold of my cock and guided it into her dripping
wet pussy. Leaning forward, she stuck her tongue into my mouth and
started slowly grinding on my cock.

It wasn’t long before she began to pick up
the pace, breaking off the kiss and leaning back until she was
sitting straight up. With my hands on her waist, she worked my cock
in and out of her pussy, moving her body back and forth, then in a
circular motion, then bouncing up and down on it, mixing things up,
keeping me from getting too comfortable.

I ran my hands up her washboard stomach and
grabbed ahold of her small but incredibly perky tits. I played with
her nipples, rubbing and flicking and lightly squeezing them until
they were hard.

Staring down at me, Holly’s face was a mask
of concentration, her eyes totally focused and her jaw set tight.
Her breath was coming more quickly now and she was slamming down
onto my body with more and more force. Both of us were covered in
sweat and the room smelled like sex.

She leaned forward and put her hands on my
chest and used the newfound leverage to drop her ass onto my cock
even more aggressively.

“Holy shit,” she said.
“Your cock feels so fucking good in my pussy.”

She hammered down on me a couple more times
then climbed off my cock and slid her body down the bed until her
head was poised directly between my legs.

Staring directly at me, she ran her tongue
up and down my cock, licking it clean of her juices. With her eyes
still locked on mine, she said, “I love the taste of my pussy. Do
you like it when I lick my pussy juices off of your cock?”

I nodded, unsure of whether I could even
speak at that point.

Sensing my trepidation, Holly laughed, then
took my cock in her mouth and started to blow me proper, bouncing
her head up and down on it a few times before taking it halfway
down and holding it there.

A couple seconds later she pulled her head
off. Gripping my cock in her hand, she jerked me off, still
maintaining eye contact.

“Do you like how I suck
your cock?” she asked.

“I fucking love it,” I
said, finding my voice.

“It makes you want to come
all over me, doesn’t it?” she said.

“Yes it does,” I
replied.

Smiling, she said, “Maybe in a little while.
But first I need your hard cock inside me again.” She released her
hold on my cock and turned around.

Climbing onto her hands and knees, she stuck
her ass up in the air. Then she turned her upper body so she was
looking back at me as I sat there, staring at her.

“You like what you see?”
she asked.

“Very much so,” I
said.

“Well then, what are you
waiting for?”

I didn’t have a good answer, so I climbed to
my knees and slid my body in behind hers. I grabbed ahold of my
cock and slipped it into her dripping wet pussy.

It slid in easily, like dipping into it pool
of warm oil. It felt so good that I was afraid of giving her too
much of my cock for fear that I wouldn’t last very long inside her
if I did. But she refused to take things slow, working her ass back
into me, moving it back and forth, slowly at first but gradually
picking up steam.

It wasn’t long before she was bouncing her
ass back against me hard enough that I was losing my balance. I
grabbed ahold of her hips and started moving forward as she moved
back, our bodies meeting in the middle. It started off as a way to
counteract her gyrations but we quickly settled into a nice rhythm.
 

We continued on like this, our bodies
working in perfect synch, slamming together with just the right
amount of force to maximize the pleasure. Her breath was growing
more rapid, as was mine, along with the rising pitch of the moans
and groans coming from our mouths.

I grabbed ahold of her ass cheeks and spread
her ass apart and started slamming my cock into her more
aggressively, giving it to her balls deep, our bodies smacking up
against each other with a wet sound.

“Holy shit,” she said.
“Just like that. Just like that.”

Holly shifted her body, lifting her chin and
arching her back a little further. She shook her head back and
forth a couple of times, causing her hair to spill down her back.
It beckoned me, just lying there, begging to get pulled.

Holly turned her head and looked back at me,
and somehow knew exactly what I was thinking. Between moaning
breaths, she said, “Go ahead. Do it. Pull my fucking hair.”

So I did, grabbing a handful of it and
giving it a yank. Her head tilted further back and her spine arched
even more, revealing her vertebrae and sharp shoulder blades and
back muscles.

This drove me crazy with lust, and I started
hammering my cock into her even more aggressively.

“Holy fuck,” she said, her
voice rising in tone and intensity. “Just like that. Just like
that. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare fucking stop! I’m going to fucking
cum!”

And Holly was as good as her word,
tightening up for just a moment before unleashing a wordless scream
as her entire body shimmied and shook while I continued pounding
away at her.

Once her orgasm had passed, she pulled
herself off me. Before I had a chance to move, she’d spun around
and wrapped her lips around my cock .

Maintaining the same intensity from earlier,
she started to blow me, moving her head back and forth while I
looked down at her. Holly worked my cock like a champ, jerking me
off while she sucked on the tip, constantly varying the speed and
pressure and depth, keeping me on my toes.

One of her hands slid down to my ballsack
and gave it a squeeze while she continued to blow me. After a
particularly intense series of maneuvers, she took my cock three
quarters of the way down, and held it there for a few seconds while
she continued massaging my balls.

I let out a soft moan and quickly pulled
away before it was too late.

“What’s the matter?” she
asked, looking up at me with you a little grin on her face. “You
don’t want to cum all over me?”

“Of course I do,” I said.
“Just not quite yet. First I want to eat your pussy.”

She flashed me a mock disappointed look.
“Well, I guess if you insist . . .” she said.

“Oh I do,” I said. “I most
definitely do.”

I climbed off the bed, then grabbed ahold of
her legs and pulled her towards me. Giggling, Holly scooted her
backside along the blankets. Once her hips were poised right at the
edge of the bed, I spread her legs apart, opening her up, and
dropped to my knees. I shot her a quick glance, then buried my face
in her shaved, sopping wet, perfect little pussy.

I started working it with my tongue, lapping
at her pussy from the bottom to the top like a kitten drinking
milk. As Holly made high-pitched pleasurable sounds, I stuck my
tongue deep inside her pussy and started exploring.

Based on the sounds coming from her mouth
she was enjoying it immensely. I was too, totally digging the
control I had over her while I was down there, not to mention the
smell, the taste, and the smoothness of her insides.

I glanced up at her face and saw her eyes
closed and her head thrown back. Smiling, I got my fingers into the
mix, sliding them into her pussy while I moved my tongue up and dug
it into her clit.

This set Holly off again, her eyes opening
wide and a string of obscenities pouring from her mouth. As her
body bucked back and forth, she screamed, “Holy fucking shit! Right
there, right fucking there!”

A few seconds later she came again, her body
quivering while her pussy drenched my fingers and my mouth with its
juices.

Feeling my own orgasm creeping ever closer,
I slid my fingers out of her pussy and pulled my tongue away from
her clit and climbed to my feet.

“You’re really fucking good
at that,” Holly said, her mouth turned up in a smile and her eyes
brimming with excitement.

“Thanks,” I said. “I’m glad
I got a chance to show you what I can do.”

“So am I,” she said. “So am
I. Now stick your cock back into me and fuck me until you’re ready
to come all over me, understand?”

“If you insist,” I said,
matching her tone of mock disappointment from earlier.

Laughing, she threw her legs open, grabbed
ahold of my cock, and slid it into her waiting pussy. It was wetter
than ever and it engulfed my cock immediately.

I tried to take things slow but she was so
wet that it was impossible. So I didn’t worry about trying to make
it last as long as possible, and just went with the flow, sliding
my cock in and out of her pussy with increasing speed, giving it to
her balls deep every time.

Holly threw her legs over my shoulders,
lifting her ass up off the bed a little bit, giving me a better
angle to work with and allowing my cock deeper inside her.

Leaning forward, my palms on the bed, elbows
locked out, I pummeled her with everything I had, hammering away at
her pussy while she moaned in pleasure beneath me.

She wrapped her arms around the back of my
neck and lifted her head up a little bit. “Are you ready to come
yet?” she asked.

“Almost,” I
replied.

“Make sure you tell me
when,” she said. “I want your hot cum all over me.”

“Don’t worry, I will,” I
said.

I pumped my cock into her a few more times
then said, “Holy fuck here I cum,” and quickly slid my cock out of
her pussy.

Holly climbed off the bed and dropped down
to her knees on the ground in front of me. She grabbed the base of
my cock in her hand and took the tip in her mouth. Holding the skin
of my shaft tight with her hand, she sucked on the head of my cock,
her mouth acting like a siphon, drawing my cum from me.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I said
under my breath as my body took the final steps towards
orgasm.

Maintaining eye contact the entire time,
Holly continued sucking my cock right up until the moment my sperm
was going to start shooting out of it. Only then did she pull her
mouth off my cock and jerk me off, sending white spurts of cum all
over her chest.

I spasmed four times before falling
still.

Holly’s tits were covered in my sperm. It
was dripping down her chest and onto her stomach. Smiling up at me,
she took my cock in her mouth one last time, sucking on the tip to
extract every last bit of cum from me before rising to her feet and
falling back onto the bed.

I fell down next to her. Both our backs were
on the covers and our eyes were looking up at the ceiling.

“Well, that was fun,” she
said, adding, “If a little bit unadventurous.”

“I’ve known you for all of
thirty minutes,” I said. “You can’t expect people to get too crazy
on each in that short of a time.”

“I guess not,” she said.
“But next time, we’ll have no excuses.”

“None at all,” I said,
flashing her a smile. “None. At. All.”
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The last time Jamie and I hooked up she
wanted me to treat her like shit. So I did, smacking her around and
pulling her hair and forcing her to choke on my cock. It was a
punishing session, borderline brutal, and I took things farther
than I’d ever taken them with any other girl before.

But at the end of the night Jamie let me
know that I hadn’t been rough enough with her. I’d come
close—closer than any other man had, she’d said—but didn’t take
things quite far enough. Then she told me that the next time her
friend was in town, she’d show me how it was done. That was almost
a week ago. I hadn’t heard from Jamie since. Which wasn’t that big
of a deal, really. After all, we normally hooked up just about once
a week, so it wasn’t like anything was amiss. But I’d so been
looking forward to seeing Jamie brutalize her friend that it had
seemed like longer.

Which is all a long way of saying that when
my phone started to ring, late on Saturday night, I got pretty
excited. And when I saw from the readout that it was Jamie calling,
I was practically giddy. It was finally time.

I answered the phone with a calm voice,
trying to stay level, knowing that if I gave Jamie anything by way
of an opening, she’d pry it open and make me regret it.

“What’s up?” I
asked.

“Not much,” Jamie replied,
sounding as calm and casual as always. Keeping her wits about her
at all times was one of the things she strived for. The way she saw
things, emotion was the enemy. “What about you? Anything going
on?”

“Not really,” I
said.

“Are you busy tonight?”
Jamie asked.

“Nope,” I said. “I’m just
hanging out.” Waiting for you to
call, I said to myself but not aloud. No
reason to give Jamie more ammo to use against me. She talked more
than enough shit without me providing her with extra fodder.
“Why?”

“I was hoping you could
come over. I’m feel like getting the shit fucked out of
me.”

“Is Carrie going to be
there?” I said without really thinking things through.

“Not tonight,” Jamie said.
“She’s still out of town. She’ll be back next week. We’ll set
something up then.”

“Okay,” I said, trying not
to let my disappointment shine through.

Jamie picked up on it though. “Don’t sound
so fucking upset about it,” she said.

“I’m not,” I
lied.

“Sure you’re not,” she
said.

“No, really,” I said. “I’m
not disappointed. Not at all. I was just looking forward to it,
that’s all.”

“And you weren’t looking
forward to fucking just me?”

“No,” I said.

“So you weren’t looking
forward to fucking me?”

“I mean, yes. I was looking
forward to it.”

“Are you sure?” Jamie
asked. “Because you don’t really sound like it.”

“Yeah, I’m sure,” I said,
trying hard to pull my foot out of my mouth.

“Because I could always
call someone else—”

“I’m positive,” I said. “I
would love nothing more than to come over and fuck the shit out of
you tonight.”

“That’s good to hear,”
Jamie said. “Because I have something special planned. A nice
little surprise for you.”

“What is it?”

“Don’t be so fucking lame,”
she said. “If I told you then it wouldn’t be a surprise now would
it?”

“No, I guess not,” I
said.

“Trust me. You’ll like it.
I promise.”
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I got myself cleaned up a bit then hopped in
the car and made my way over to Jamie’s house. There were
butterflies in my stomach, but I was more excited by the
anticipation of what perverted acts we were going to engage in than
nervous about seeing her.

Jamie and I had a purely physical
relationship. She wasn’t the kind of girl I saw myself in a
long-term relationship with; we didn’t get along like that. She
knew it as well as I did. We’d talked about it many times
before.

The key to our chemistry
was tension. Due to our age and personality differences, we were on
opposite ends of the spectrum when it came to most things. We were
like one of those rock band that made great music together
because we didn’t get
along, not in spite of it. The tension between us was what fueled
the music, so to speak; it’s what made the sex great. Take away the
tension and replace it with harmony and the spark would be gone.
The sex would have still been good, just no longer
special.

Which is why we didn’t hang out at all
outside of the proverbial bedroom. We knew that if we did, we’d
either: 1) Hate each so much that we wouldn’t even want to get
together for a hate-fuck session or: 2) We’d start to get along
better, which would lead to an emotional connection, which would
lead to us seeing each other as actual human beings with dreams and
feelings and all that crap, which would lead to harmony instead of
tension, which would lead to the end of the great music we made
together. And neither of us wanted that.
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Twenty minutes after she’d called me, I
knocked on Jamie’s door. She answered it wearing what I thought of
as her “elegant slut” outfit. A white, long-sleeve, designer blouse
with black polka-dots, white panties, and black leather ankle
boots.

Jamie opened the door without so much as a
word of greeting, then stepped aside to let me in. She had an
annoyed scowl on her face, but that was her default expression and
it didn’t bother me in the least. If anything, it was a good sign.
It meant the tension would be ratcheted up.

Replying to her silence with a brief nod of
my head, I walked inside, stopping almost immediately. When Jamie
closed the door and turned around I was right there, inches away.
It was time to do our little dance.

“Well, well, well, getting
started right away tonight, are we?” Jamie said, her scowl having
shifted in an insolent smirk. “No wasting half the night talking
about some bullshit I don’t want to hear?” 

“I figured there was no
reason to waste any time,” I said, looking down on her.

I wasn’t a huge guy—right around 6 feet tall
and 200 pounds—but I towered over Jamie. Even though her
personality was huge, making her seem larger than life in many
ways, physically she was a tiny girl, barely over five feet and
right about half my weight.

“I’m glad you finally
figured that out,” she said. “I was starting to wonder if you were
going senile on me.”

“Hardy-fucking-har,” I
said, grabbing a handful of her long brown hair and giving it a
tug, yanking her head back, forcing her eyes up towards me. “You
shouldn’t talk to you elders like that. It’s
disrespectful.”

“Disrespectful is my middle
name,” Jamie said, her eyes twinkling with mischief and joy. She
loved this sort of thing just as much as I did.

“I thought it was slut,” I
said.

“I got it changed last
week,” she said, smiling a little wider now. “Now slut is my first
name.”

I laughed under my breath and shook my head.
I couldn’t help it. Jamie was just too damn perfect. I took a deep
breath and gathered myself again. I knew she didn’t like it when I
broke character. She wanted things to remain serious, all the time.
No levity was allowed in Jamie’s world. Or so she’d have me
believe. But I knew the truth. She always started off our sessions
completely serious but it rarely lasted all the way through the
evening. Inevitably I broke her façade of self-control and she’d
let the real Jamie out. Or, at least what I assumed was the real
Jamie.

But that wasn’t until later. For now I had
to talk shit right back to her, otherwise things would get real
ugly, real fast.

“Is that right?” I said,
wiping the smile off my face. “Then let’s see if you can live up to
it. Get down on your knees and start sucking my cock you little
slut.”

“Yes sir,” Jamie said, her
voice tinged with sarcasm. But she did as she was told, dropping to
her knees and undoing my pants and dropping them to the floor along
with my boxers.

My cock was already hard, as it almost
always was around her.

“You’re such a dirty old
man,” Jamie said, taking my cock in her hand and jerking me off
while she looked up at me.

“And you’re such a little
teen slut,” I said. “Now shut up and do what you’re good
at.”

She glared at me in defiance for a couple
seconds, just to let me know that she wasn’t going to suck my cock
just because I told her to, but because she wanted to, then took my
cock between her lips.

Jamie worked my cock like a pro, moving
around constantly, running her tongue up my shaft, then sucking on
the tip while she jerked me off, her eyes locked on mine the entire
time. After taking things slow for a little while, she started
moving her head back and forth, taking my cock halfway down in
rapid thrusts, her hand still working my shaft in time with her
mouth.

Pretty soon her hand dropped away and she
went full throttle on my cock, taking it three-quarters of the way
down every time, her hair flying everywhere and saliva dripping out
of her mouth and onto the floor.

After working my cock for half a minute
without letting up, she let it pop out of her mouth. Jerking me
off, she looked up at me, her expression serious, as it always was
at this point in the proceedings. “You like the way I suck your
cock, don’t you?” she said.

I nodded my head.

“Do you want to see what
else I can do?”

I nodded again.

Still jerking me off, she slid her body
further under me and took my ballsack in her mouth. She sucked on
one of my testicles, rolling it around between her lips and
flicking it with her tongue before switching up to the other one
and giving it the same treatment. After working that one for a
little bit, she took them both in her mouth at the same time.

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly
as she worked my balls, bouncing them off each other while she
continued jerking me off.

Jamie pulled down on my sack with her mouth,
stretching it out to its limits before finally releasing it.

I let out a low groan at the sudden absence
of pressure.

Jamie’s laugh sounded like it could have
come from the devil himself. “Sounds like you like that too,” she
said.

“Just a little bit,” I said
sarcastically.

“If you think that felt
good, just wait.”

Before I could reply she ran her tongue
along the bottom of my sack, sliding her body even further
underneath mine.

Jamie flipped herself over so she was
sitting on her butt, her head right below my ass, her body between
my legs.

“Spread your legs more,”
she said, pushing on my inner thighs with her palms. “And squat
down a little bit.”

I did as I was told, anxious to see where
this was going to lead. I quickly found out.

Jamie cupped one hand around my balls and
pushed them forward, getting them out of the way. Then she started
licking my taint, starting at the base of my sack and ending right
before she got to my asshole.

I closed my eyes and clamped my mouth shut,
not wanting to give her the satisfaction of knowing how good it
felt. But that didn’t last for long. Before I had even fully
recovered from her latest escalation, Jamie released my balls, put
one hand on each of my ass cheeks, spread them wide, and ran her
tongue over my asshole.

“Holy fucking shit,” I said
aloud as a bolt of lightning shot up my body, making my head feel
like it was going to explode.

“Ooooh, I think he likes
it,” Jamie said in a sing-song voice. “Am I right you dirty old
man? Do you like it?”

“Yes,” I managed to squeak
out.

She laughed softly. “Do you want me to do it
some more?”

“Yes, please,” I said. My
voice sounded desperate but I didn’t care. I was desperate. There
was no reason to hide it.

“Okay,” Jamie said. “But
you have to return the favor later.”

“My pleasure.”

“You promise?”

“I promise.”

“You swear?”

Now she was just messing with me. But I knew
if I didn’t play along she would just mess with me some more. So I
said, “Yes. I swear. Now stop torturing me and get on with it.”

Laughing, she went back to work on my
asshole, licking it a few times before spitting on it and working
the saliva around the edges with her tongue.

I let out a pathetic moan and tried to keep
my legs from buckling. My entire body was tingling, from my head to
my toes, as though a low dose of electricity was running through
me.

Unable to leave myself alone, I started
jerking myself off while she worked. I was excited beyond all
belief. No girl had ever played with my asshole before and I
surprised at how much I enjoyed it.

I enjoyed it so much, in fact, that when
Jamie slid the tip of her tongue into my asshole it very nearly
triggered an immediate orgasm. Cursing under my breath, I quickly
shuffled away from her and turned around.

Looking up at me from her knees with a
satisfied smile on her face, Jamie said, “You pathetic old man.
Ready to cum so soon?”

“What can I say? It felt
fucking great.”

“That was the whole point,”
she said. “And speaking of how good it felt, I do believe you said
you’d return the favor?”

“I certainly
did.”

She turned around and leaned over, putting
her palms on the wall, and stuck her ass out. “Then come on down,”
she said in a deadpan, dry voice. “Because you’re the next
contestant on lick this asshole.”

The fact that Jamie was joking around showed
just how excited she was. It was extremely rare that she dropped
her guard like that this early into a session. Not only did it make
me happy to see, her excitement served to fuel my own even
further.

“With pleasure,” I said,
walking over towards her.

Once I reached Jamie I dropped to my knees,
pulling her panties off along the way. Jamie had a perfect ass,
tight and tiny, just like I liked them. I planted a few kisses on
her asscheeks before spreading them wide with my hands.

Even though Jamie’s asshole was right there,
staring at me, just begging to get licked, I started with her
pussy, licking and sucking on it, running my tongue up it, starting
at the bottom and ending right before I got to her asshole, just as
she’d done to me earlier.

After her pussy was nice and wet, I stuck my
tongue inside it and started exploring around, shaking my head back
and forth quickly to loosen her up. Still holding her ass wide open
with my hands, I started bobbing my head forward and back, forcing
my tongue deeper inside her with every thrust.

Jamie started getting into the act, pushing
her ass back in rhythm with my face so they met in the middle,
allowing me even deeper access to her insides. This went on for a
little while, Jamie’s breath growing more rapid and her moans
growing consistently louder.

“That’s it,” she said.
“Bury that face in my pussy.”

So I did, pressing against her with as much
force as I could muster. She helped out too, reaching back with one
hand and grabbing the back of my head, holding me there, smothering
me, my tongue buried deep in her pussy, my nose smashed up against
her asshole as she pushed her ass back into my face.

After what seemed like an eternity, she
released my head, allowing me to breathe. Once I’d caught my
breath, I smacked her ass a couple times, then once again grabbed
ahold of her ass cheeks and spread them wide.

I stared at her asshole for a few seconds,
admiring it, thinking about how lucky I was to have hooked up with
a girl like Jamie in the first place. Then I went to town on her
asshole, exploring the edges with my tongue, getting it all wet and
slippery while she moaned and groaned in pleasure.

I leaned back a little bit and spit on her
asshole, took a moment to work it around with my thumb, then
plunged in again, burying my face in her ass. Looking up the length
of her perfect little body, her spine arched and her hair spilled
down her back, I plunged my rigid tongue into her asshole.

Jamie cursed under her breath and her lower
half shook and shimmied, her ass pushing back against my face,
forcing my tongue even deeper inside her.

“Jesus fucking Christ that
feels so fucking incredible,” Jamie said, her voice a harsh
whisper. One of her hands left the wall and flew down between her
legs and started working her clit. “Don’t fucking stop, don’t
fucking stop, I’m gonna fucking cum!”

Even though I was having trouble breathing,
I kept my face buried against her ass, my tongue deep in her
asshole, just as she had asked.

No more than five seconds later an
unintelligible moan of pleasure escaped from Jamie’s mouth and her
pussy released a torrent of juices, drenching the lower part of my
face.

Once her orgasm had passed I pulled my face
from her ass and took a moment to catch my breath. She reached
back, grabbed ahold of my hair, lifted me to my feet and pulled me
in close. With my cock pushing up against her lower back, right
above her ass, she turned her head so she could see me over her
shoulder.

Without saying anything, Jamie grabbed ahold
of my cock and slipped it into her pussy, her eyes locked on mine
the whole time. She was as wet as she’d ever been, her pussy
practically leaking juices, making it so slick that I couldn’t have
gone slow if I’d wanted to.

With my knees bent to account for the height
difference, I moved my hips against Jamie, forcing my cock deep
inside her pussy. I grabbed ahold of her hips and proceeded to slam
into her, moving my cock in and out of her pussy in fast,
aggressive pumps, her entire body moving forward every time I
bottomed out.

Jamie returned her palms to the wall to give
her more leverage, allowing her to push back against me. Her upper
body was bent at a ninety degree angle and she was facing away from
me, her leg muscles tight and her back arched, showing off her
spine and shoulder blades. 

With one of my hands, I released her hips
and gave her a slap on the ass. She let out a little yelp of
pleasure and started bucking back harder against me.

“You like that, do you?” I
said, taunting her just as she’d taunted me earlier.

“I love it,” she said. “Do
it again.”

So I did, smacking her again, hard enough
that it left a red handprint in her ass cheek. While I admired my
handiwork, my eyes caught a glimpse of her asshole. It was staring
right at me, beckoning. I let my hand wander towards it and started
rubbing it with my thumb.

Jamie responded by bucking even harder
against me, as though trying to force my thumb inside her
asshole.

I decided to help her out, spitting on her
asshole and rubbing it in with my thumb before slipping the tip of
it inside her while I continued fucking her pussy.

“Holy fuck,” she said in a
gasping breath.

“Is that what you wanted?”
I asked, knowing full well it was but wanting to hear her say it.
“My thumb in your asshole while I fuck your pussy?”

She shook her head from side to side.

“No?” I said, unable to
hide my surprise.

“No,” she said, rising up
so her back was pressing against my chest. She turned her head so
she could see me. She was still moving against me, but more slowly
now. My thumb was still planted halfway in her asshole. “I want
your cock in there. I want you to fuck my ass.”

“Are you sure?” I
asked.

“Of course I’m sure,” Jamie
said, pulling my thumb out of her ass and sucking on it, cleaning
it of her ass juices. “That was the whole point of the
evening.”

“That was your surprise?”

Nodding, Jamie stepped forward. My cock slid
out of her pussy. Smiling, she dropped to her knees and grabbed
ahold it.

“I want you to take this
cock—”

She paused for a moment to wrap her lips
around my cock, taking it halfway down and letting it out slowly,
inch by inch.

“And I want you to stick it
in my tight little asshole—”

Pausing again, she slid my cock back into
her mouth, taking it three-quarters of the way down this time
before letting it out just as slowly as she had a moment ago.

“Until you shoot your load
in my dirty little shithole.”

She took my cock in her mouth yet again,
this time taking it all the way down. After it had completely
disappeared in her mouth, she held it there, deepthroating me for a
few seconds before letting it out at the same slow pace as the
previous two times.

“What do you say to that?”
she asked once my cock was clear of her mouth.

“I say turn around and get
down on your hands and knees so I can give you what you
want.”

“That’s what I was hoping
you’d say,” Jamie replied, spinning around and dropping to her
hands and knees. Her legs were spread, opening up her ass, giving
me a perfect view of her insane backside. She flicked her head,
sending her hair to one side, then turned her face so she could see
me.

“Well, what are you waiting
for?” she asked.

I didn’t have an answer. So I fell to my
knees and sidled up to her.

Looking down at her perfect little ass from
this angle, I found myself staring at the perfectly round black
hole of her anus, slightly opened up from the foreplay but by no
means gaping. I was mesmerized, completely fixated by it, thinking
about how good my luck was. Here I was getting ready to fuck an
incredibly hot, impossibly filthy eighteen-year-old in her tight,
tiny little ass. It didn’t get any better than
that.    

“Come on, give it to me
already,” Jamie said, breaking my stupor. She sounded annoyed, like
she thought I’d been deliberately messing with her.

“Sorry,” I said. “I got
lost there for a moment.”

Her gaze softened. Apparently she believed
me. But now that she was back to playing the attitude card, she
couldn’t let it go. Maintaining the façade, she said, “I don’t care
what the fuck happened to you, if you don’t stick that hard cock of
yours in my ass I’m going to rip it off.”

Laughing softly, I grabbed ahold of my cock,
slapped it against her asscheeks a couple of times, then slid it
into her asshole.

Even though it was already warmed up from
the foreplay, Jamie’s asshole was tight as hell, grabbing my cock
in a way that her pussy didn’t. It felt just as incredible as
fucking her pussy, but different. The pressure was more intense and
constant up and down my entire cock as her anus squeezed it tight.
And I hadn’t even started moving against her yet.

I started to push but Jamie said, “Hang on a
second. Let me work it for a little bit.”

So I sat still while she worked my cock with
her perfect little ass.

Jamie started slowly, moving back against me
with deliberate care, slowly and gently while her asshole got used
to my cock. It didn’t take long before it opened up, and within a
minute she was bucking back against me with more intensity, taking
my cock all the way down, making it disappear inside her asshole in
long, smooth strokes.

“Holy fuck,” I moaned under
my breath.

“You like that?” Jamie
said, her face still turned so she could see me. “You like it when
I fuck your cock with my asshole?”

I nodded, afraid that my voice would crack
if I tried to speak.

“Are you ready to take
over?” she asked, her voice full of need. “Are you ready to start
pummeling my ass with your cock?”

I nodded again.

“Then take over,” Jamie
said. “Show me what you can do.”

So I did, grabbing ahold of her hips and
using them for leverage, allowing me to start moving against her at
the pace and depth of my choosing.

Jamie’s asshole felt so fucking good that I
knew I wouldn’t be able to last long, so I started slamming into
her right away, giving her my entire cock, balls deep, pounding her
with such intensity that my ballsack was slapping up against the
underside of her pussy at the end of every thrust.

“Is that all you got?”
Jamie said, catching my eyes. “Can’t you fuck me any
harder?”

“Like this?” I said,
hammering into her as hard as I could and holding it there, my cock
planted deep in her asshole. “Is that how you want it?”

I slammed into her again, hard enough to
make her yelp as my hips made contact with her ass. “Like
that?”

“Harder,” she said, still
staring directly at me.

I grabbed ahold of her shoulders and yanked
back on them as I came forward, allowing me even deeper access to
her asshole. I sped things up, sliding my cock in and out of her
asshole with ever-increasing rapidity, so quickly that I could
barely keep any rhythm going. Jamie started grunting upon contact
and her breathing rate increased dramatically as I continued
hammering away at her with reckless abandon.

“Is this what you want?” I
asked. She was no longer looking back at me. Her head was facing
forward, her spine arched, her hair spilling down her back. “Am I
giving you what you want you fucking little slut?” 

“More,” she said even
though she was breathing so hard she could barely even talk. “Give
me all you got. I can take it. Break me in fucking half. Punish
me.”

Laughing under my breath, marveling at her
insatiability, I climbed to my feet and pushed her shoulders down
so they were lying on the floor, along with her face. This would
allow me maximum leverage over her and allow me to give her what
she wanted. An ass-fucking like no other.

I pummeled her asshole with everything I
had, pounding away at her so hard that her body was moving forward
with every thrust. My hips were moving like a jackhammer, her ass
rippling every time I made contact with it.

“Holy fuck!” she screamed,
totally into it now. “Just like that, just like that! Fuck my
asshole. Yes, yes, yes! Fuck it, fuck it, fuck it!”

Her talking was what put me over the edge.
Despite wanting to continue fucking her all night long, my body was
telling me it was done.

“Goddammit,” I said, partly
out of frustration at cumming already and partly out to warn Jamie,
to make sure she still wanted me to cum in her asshole. “I’m gonna
fucking cum!”

“Cum in my ass,” she
growled, her voice guttural. “Fill up my asshole with your
cum.”

Well, that answered that question. I
muttered, “Shit, shit, shit,” under my breath and released my seed
into her asshole, continuing to pound away at her until every last
bit of sperm had exited my body.

Once I’d stopped, Jamie pulled forward. My
cock slipped out of her ass, drooping a little bit but still pretty
hard. She spun around and took my cock in her mouth, sucking it
clean of her ass juices before letting it slide out.

“Well, what did you think?”
she asked, looking up at me, her trademark smirk back on her
face.

“I think you’re a filthy
little fuckslut,” I said.

“Why thank you,” she
replied. “That may be the nicest thing you’ve ever said to
me.”

I laughed and shook my head. “You have a
warped sense of humor, you know that?”

“Of course,” she said.
“I’ve worked very hard on it over the years.”

“Too bad it doesn’t come
out more often,” I said.

“Too bad you can’t fuck my
ass longer without cumming,” she countered.

“Ouch,” I said. “That’s a
low blow.”

“Sorry,” Jamie said. “I was
just joking.”

“No you weren’t,” I said.
“And I don’t blame you for being annoyed. I didn’t last very long once I started
fucking your ass.”

“Oh, you did fine,” she
said. “It was our first time doing that, after all.”

“Still, that’s no excuse,”
I said. “What do you say I make it up to you.”

“How?”

“Come with me into your
bedroom and you’ll find out,” I said, flashing her a wry
smile.

“What? You want to go twice
in a row?”

“Sure,” I said. “Why
not?”

Jamie shrugged. “I’ve tried to get you to do
it before and you always had some excuse why you couldn’t.”

“That’s true,” I said. “But
you’ve never let me fuck your ass before.”

“And that changes
things?”

“It sure seems like it,” I
said. “After all, I’m still pretty hard, aren’t I?”

Jamie looked down at my cock, which was
already starting to make a comeback. “I’m seeing it but I’m not
sure I’m believing it,” she said. “Did you take Viagra before
coming over here or something?”

“Nope,” I said, grabbing my
cock and bouncing it up and down a couple times. “This is all
natural, baby.”

“All because I let you fuck
my ass,” she said, shaking her head softly.

“That’s right.”

“Hell, if I would have
known that’s all it took I would’ve let you fuck my ass that first
night.”

“I wish you would have,” I
said, climbing to my feet.

“So do I,” she replied. “So
do I.”

“Well, shall we?” I asked,
holding out my hand.

“We shall,” Jamie replied,
taking it in hers. I helped her up and led her to the bedroom. “We
shall indeed.”
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Most men don’t understand the concept of
give and take. Of course, there are men out there that need to be
in control all the time and can’t deal with being a submissive or
even for a couple seconds, but those aren’t the guys I’m talking
about. The way I see it they’re hopeless; there’s no reason to even
try and fix them.

No, the kind of man I’m talking about is the
one who doesn’t mind when I take charge. But even in that case, the
man needs to understand that just because I take the initiative
doesn’t mean that I want to do all the work all of the time.
Ideally we will trade off taking control, not only on a
night-to-night basis, but even within the same session. I’ll spend
a little time running the show, pushing him around, putting him in
the positions that I want him to be in, but at some point he needs
to take the reins for a little while too, forcing me to do with he
wants.

This give and take is what provides that
glorious tension that creates the most memorable fuck sessions. I
want a man who’s going to treat me like an equal, and more
importantly, one that allows me to treat him like an equal. I don’t
want a control freak but I also don’t want a spineless jellyfish. I
want a man that’s flexible but also willing to push his boundaries,
and mine too. Of course, if he’s hot and has a nice body and big
cock, that’s always a big plus. But in the end that’s not
completely necessary. At least not for him to become a regular.

One guy that I work well with is Mike. Even
though he’s eight years older than me he’s pretty good looking in a
rugged sort of way. His body is only so-so, but he’s got a
good-sized cock, and he knows how to use it. But most importantly
he understands the concept of give and take, letting me have my way
for a while but regularly imparting his will. Plus he’s just a cool
guy; smart, mellow, self-deprecating, and a good conversationalist
with an ironic sense of humor, just like me. While he’s not someone
that I could ultimately see myself ending up with, he’s someone
that I call when I need a good solid pounding. Like the other
night.
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After a nice steak dinner at The Palm that
included three bottles of Cask 23 from Stag’s Leap, we headed back
to Mike’s place. Once there I didn’t waste any time getting
started. I told him to take a seat on the couch and slipped out of
my black dress, leaving me in my black bra and panties and
heels. 

“What do you think?” I
asked, standing over him.

“I think you’re fucking
incredible as always,” Mike said. “And then I think I should ask
you what the hell you’re doing here with me instead of someone more
attractive but I’m afraid you might answer honestly.”

“Don’t sell yourself short
Mike,” I said. “Looks and brains aren’t everything you
know.”

“Obviously not,” he
said.

We shared a quick laugh.

“Okay, time to get
serious,” I said, only half-joking. “Sex isn’t supposed to be fun
dammit.”

“You’re right,” he said.
“It’s supposed to be hard work.”

“It is if you’re doing it
correctly,” I said.

“I couldn’t agree
more.”

Even though we spoke of
being serious, we were both smiling. After all, sex was supposed to
be fun and hard
work.

I walked up to him and spread his legs apart
then stepped forward until my knees were touching the inside of his
thighs. Leaning forward, my tits pushing down against his chest, I
stuck my tongue in his mouth. He put his hands on my hips but I
grabbed his wrists and pushed them aside.

“Not yet,” I said, pulling
away. “You’ll have your chance later. For now just sit there and
relax.”

He didn’t argue, putting his arms by his
side and leaving them there.

I pulled off his shirt and kissed his neck
then made my way down to his chest, kissing his pecs and licking
his nipples. From there I moved down to his navel, kissing his skin
as I moved.

Mike let out a little groan as I grabbed his
cock and gave it a squeeze through his pants. Laughing under my
breath, enjoying the control I had over him, I moved my head
further down until it was at the same level as his groin.

Looking up at him, maintaining eye contact
the entire time, I ran my tongue over the length of his cock, which
was still trapped behind his pants but pressing stiffly against the
material. Then I turned my head, took his bulge between my teeth
like a dog with a bone, and bit down hard enough to make him
squirm.

Shaking his head, he looked down at me.
“You’re one evil little bitch, you know that right?”

“Of course,” I said,
flashing him a devilish smile. “That’s what you love about
me.”

“It is indeed,” he said,
grinning at back at me. “But if you don’t speed things up a little
bit I’m going to have to take control.”

“Promises, promises,” I
said, enjoying the game just as much as he was.

Before Mike’s little outburst, I was going
to free up his cock but instead I decided to mess with him some
more. I was curious to see how much I could get away with before he
turned the tables on me. 

I climbed up onto the couch and straddled
his waist. Flicking my hair to one side, I put my hands on his bare
chest and started to grind on his trapped cock, moving slowly back
and forth atop it. Even though both our bottom halves were still
covered, it wasn’t long before I was soaking through my
panties.

I reached behind my back and undid my bra. I
let it fall to the ground, freeing up my breasts.

Mike reached for them but I intercepted his
hands before they got there.

“Come on,” he said. “That’s
not fair.”

“Nobody ever said life was
fair,” I replied, my eyes gleaming with perverse enjoyment. “But if
you want my tits that bad, who am I to deny them to
you?”

Still holding his hands in my own, I leaned
forward, pinning his wrists against the rear cushion of the couch
while simultaneously putting my tits in his face.

He went to work immediately, latching onto
my right breast and sucking on my nipple.

“That’s a good boy,” I
said. “Get it nice and hard.”

Mike worked my nipple like a champ, flicking
it with his tongue, sucking on it, even lightly biting down on it,
constantly mixing things up to keep me from getting too
comfortable. It didn’t take long at all before my nipple was
sticking out like a pencil eraser.

I shifted my body slightly, giving him my
other breast. He immediately latched onto the nipple and gave it
the same treatment while I continued grinding on his cock.

Once my other nipple was hard, I pulled it
out of his mouth, then leaned forward and stuck my tongue in his
mouth. We made out for half a minute before I broke it off and slid
down his body again, kissing his chest as I made my way down.

I dropped to my knees on the carpet, my body
between his legs, my head right above his growing bulge. I undid
the top button of his pants and pulled down his zipper, revealing
his underwear. His cock was rock-hard behind it, pressing against
the material. No surprise, considering how much I’d fucked with him
already.

“A little excited, are we?”
I said, looking up at him. “Especially considering your cock is
still in your pants.”

“I’m surprised it hasn’t
poked a hole in the cotton,” he said.

“Give it a little more time
and maybe it will.”

“Any more time and I’ll
explode before it even comes out.”

“Oh, I seriously doubt
that,” I said. “I’ve put you through worse than this before and
you’ve never had that problem.”

He glared at me for calling his bluff but
didn’t say anything.

“No,” I said, “I think I’ll
mess with you some more. I’m having too much fun to
stop.”

Before Mike could reply, I grabbed his cock,
which was still behind his briefs, and gave it a good squeeze. He
breath caught in his throat and his eyes widened in surprise.

Smiling, I dropped his pants down around his
ankles, leaving his underwear on. But I left his cock alone,
lifting my body up and licking his stomach again, taunting him,
torturing him, knowing that he liked being messed with just as much
as I liked messing with him. Especially when he knew he would have
a chance to flip things around later.

I ran my hands up Mike’s body and played
with his nipples. My head was close behind, licking and kissing him
as I made my way up his chest, my tits pressing against his
cock.

I flicked his nipple with my tongue, sucked
on it for a moment, and even gave it a little bite, eliciting from
him a sharp gasp. Then I started to slowly making my way back down
his body, dropping all the way to my knees and once again grabbing
his cock through his underwear.

Staring up at him, still not releasing his
cock from his briefs, I played with it, licking it through the
material, rubbing it between my fingers, and rolling it against his
leg.

Mike took a deep breath and let it out
slowly, barely clinging onto his composure. Seeing him struggle
like that turned me on immensely, but I also knew that if I wanted
to keep messing with him I needed to start making a little more
progress. Holding back too much would just cause him to take
control. And I didn’t want that. Not yet, at least. I was enjoying
myself too much.

With this in mind, I finally pulled Mike’s
underwear off, freeing up his cock, causing him to literally moan
with relief. Unsurprisingly, his cock was rock hard and sticking
straight up.

“Oh, is that better?” I
asked, my tone full of over-the-top mock sincerity.

He didn’t bother to answer, choosing to just
glare at me instead.

Laughing softly, amazed with what Mike was
letting me get away with, I grabbed the base of his cock with one
hand while my other cupped his balls. Holding his cock tight, I
stuck out my tongue and licked the underside of his cock a couple
of times before taking the head in my mouth.

I sucked on the head of his cock in short
quick strokes, still holding the skin of his shaft tight to
increase the stimulation. Once I started to feel him getting
anxious, I released my grip on his cock and dropped my head further
down, taking half of it in my mouth and holding it there for a
couple seconds before lifting back up. His cock was glistening with
my saliva as I again gripped the base of it with my hand, this time
jerking him off.

I dropped my head down a little bit and ran
my tongue over his sack a couple of times before taking one of his
balls in my mouth. Still jerking him off, I sucked on one of his
balls, bouncing it around in my mouth then closing my lips around
it and pulling on it, stretching out his sack. I switched over to
his other testicle and gave it the same treatment before taking
them both in my mouth and gargling on them.

“Holy shit that feels
fucking good,” Mike said, staring down at me as I
worked.

I caught his gaze and smiled as best I could
with his balls in my mouth. I put a little extra pressure on them,
causing him to squirm a bit, then released my hold on his balls and
went back to work on his cock. Pressing it up against his stomach,
I ran my tongue up the length of it, starting at the base and
finishing at the tip.

Staring up at Mike, maintaining eye contact,
I pulled his cock towards me. I slapped the head of it against my
cheek a couple times, then slid it back into my mouth. I dropped my
head down, taking his entire cock into my mouth and holding it
there for a few seconds before lifting my head up.

“Goddamn you’re good at
that,” he said.

“I should be,” I said.
“I’ve had lots of practice sucking cock. Not as much as you,
though.”

“Very funny,” Mike said,
trying to act like he wasn’t amused. But his little smile told a
different story.

“Come on, I’m hilarious,” I
said as I smacked his cock against one my tits, moving from one to
the other.

“You’re a regular
comedian,” he said. “Now put your mouth to good use and stick my
cock back into it.”

“Hey, watch your tongue,” I
said, giving him a sharp smack on the inside of the
thigh.

He jumped out of his seat and grunted in
shock but his smile was still intact. I’d reacted just how he’d
expected me to, no doubt exactly how he wanted me to.

“Just for that I’m going to
mess with you some more,” I said.

He moaned in mock consternation but didn’t
object. It was all part of the game.

I gathered up some of the saliva leftover
from sucking his cock, then tilted my chin towards my chest and let
the saliva drip from my mouth. It landed on my chest, in the
channel between my tits. I gathered up more saliva and spit it on
his cock, using my fingers to spread it around. Then I stuck his
cock between my tits.

Looking up at him, I grabbed the outside of
my tits and pressed inward with them, squeezing his cock tight to
keep it in place. I tossed my hair back with a flip of my head,
then started bouncing up and down, titty-fucking him.

Mike groaned and leaned
back, tilting his head towards the ceiling for a moment before
bringing his eyes back down to watch. He loved getting
titty-fucked. It was a foolproof way to bring him to orgasm
quickly. Which is why I was doing it to him. I knew he didn’t want
to cum, not yet. And I didn’t want him to cum yet either. But
I did want to
torture him, and the best way to do that was to take him right to
the edge and force him to use all his strength to keep from
cumming.

To this end, I squeezed my tits even tighter
together and started bouncing on him more aggressively. I tilted my
chin down and stuck out my tongue, making contact with the tip of
his cock when it snuck out from between my tits.

He groaned more loudly and bit down on his
bottom lip and sat a little bit higher up. I could tell from his
body language that he was rapidly approaching orgasm. If things
didn’t change, he would be there within seconds. He knew it, and I
knew it. But more importantly, he knew that I knew it. Which gave
me all the control.

Cursing under his breath, Mike quickly
pulled back, forcing his cock out from between my tits before he
blew his load. But I wasn’t about to let him off that easily.

Before he had a chance to recover
completely, I grabbed ahold of his cock and slid it into my mouth.
I ran my hand down under his sack and played with his balls while I
sucked his cock, moving up and down quickly, taking it deep into my
mouth with every thrust. Saliva dripped from my mouth, down my
chin, and onto my breasts.

I pulled my head off his cock for a moment
to catch my breath. He was looking down at me with a little smile
on his face, proud of himself that he had conquered his urge to
cum.

I took this as a challenge to get him right
back to where he’d been just moments before. I flashed him a wink,
then wrapped my lips around his cock once again.

This time when I dropped my head down, I
didn’t stop until I had swallowed his entire cock. Once I’d taken
the whole thing in my mouth, I held it there, his cock deep in my
throat, my nose pressing up against his flesh just below his
stomach.

Still holding my head in place, I flicked my
tongue out and licked his sack. He shuddered but I stayed locked
onto his cock, deepthroating him for a full 10 seconds before
finally pulling off. The tip of his cock was white from lack of
circulation and it was shining in the light it has so much saliva
covering it.

I took a couple of deep breaths, then
prepared to deepthroat him again. But before I could get my lips
around his cock and grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled,
keeping me from making contact with it.

“What’s the matter?” I
asked, feigning innocence. “You don’t like it when I deepthroat
you?”

“It’s not that I don’t like
it,” he said. “It’s that I like it too much.”

“So you don’t want to cum
in my mouth while I’m sucking your cock?”

“Oh, I definitely want to
cum in your mouth,” Mike said. “Just not yet.”

He stood up, lifting me up with him. Once we
were both standing, he grabbed my shoulders and turned me around
and threw me down on the couch.

“Now it’s my turn to mess
with you,” he said, standing over me. He stepped out of his pants
then grabbed my panties and slid them off.

Giggling, I hooked my arms under my knees
and spread my legs, opening myself up to him.

Mike dropped to his knees and slid two
fingers inside my wet pussy.

My legs threatened to buckle from the
initial pleasure, but I held them open and the feeling soon passed.
But the enjoyment was just beginning.

Mike was an expert at finger-fucking, which
is something I don’t understand why more men don’t embrace. After
all, it was a fail-safe way to get a girl off without any of the
danger of early ejaculation. Men could bang away for literally
hours on end, giving their women multiple orgasms without having to
worry about cumming too soon. Not only did it take away all the
pressure off the man, it pretty much guaranteed that the woman was
completely satisfied before they stuck their dick in her. Which
meant he didn’t have to worry about lasting long enough to get her
off, since she’d already cum.

Oh well, even if most men didn’t understand,
at least Mike did. That was all that really mattered at the
moment.

He started slowly, moving his hand back and
forth in long, patient thrusts, his fingers going deep inside me,
then backing out until they almost exited my pussy before sliding
back in again.

Mike gradually began to pick up steam,
moving his hand back and forth more quickly while still maintaining
a perfect rhythm. My moans were increasing in intensity right along
with his speed. 

He grabbed one of my legs and threw it over
his shoulder. He moved in closer to me until his chest was pressing
against the inside of my thigh, altering the angle of penetration
just a bit, then slipped a third finger inside of my pussy.

I let out a little yelp of surprise, then
lifted my hips to give myself more leverage so I could buck against
him as he worked his fingers deeper and deeper inside me.

My chest was heaving and inarticulate sounds
were coming from my throat as he hammered away at me, his fingers
going deep inside my pussy while pushing up against the side walls
of my vagina.

The pressure was nearly
unbearable. And then he curled the tips of his fingers and went to
work on my G-Spot. Then it was
unbearable.

I came almost instantly, a piercing yelp
escaping from my throat and my body shaking and shimmying as my
pussy drenching his hand with juices. But he didn’t let up one bit;
in fact, my orgasm just seemed to fuel Mike further.

He went after me even more aggressively
after I came, giving me everything he had, his fingers hammering in
and out of my pussy, which was now wetter than ever.

My entire body was on fire and I could
barely breathe. I tried to pull away from Mike but he was having
none of it. He grabbed my legs tight and held them against his body
while continuing to slam his fingers inside me.

“I can’t take anymore,” I
said, barely able to get the words out of my mouth.

“Yes you can,” Mike said.
“You’re a big girl.”

“No I can’t,” I said,
unsuccessfully trying to squirm away once again. “I just want your
cock inside me. Please give me your cock.”

“Not yet,” he said. “I need
to finish you off first.”

“I’m done,” I said, looking
up at him with pleading eyes. “I’m so done.”

“No you’re not,” he said.
“You’re not done until I say you’re done. Now shut up and take it.
The more you complain the longer I’m going to go.”

I let out a shuddering groan but didn’t say
anything else. At this point, my best hope was just to ride it out
as best I could. I closed my eyes and just tried to go with the
flow.

And for half a minute I was
able to. Now that I had resigned myself to accepting the fact that
no matter what I said, Mike was going to finger-fuck me
until he decided
to stop, I was able to give in and ride the wave of
pleasure.

Then he stuck a fourth finger inside of
me.

“Holy fucking shit,” I
growled in an animalistic voice as he completely filled up my
pussy, stretching me out, his fingers providing constant pressure
on the inner walls of my pussy.

Mike covered my mouth with his hand to keep
me from making any noise and continued banging away at me, his
entire hand now practically disappearing inside my pussy. I opened
my mouth to scream but he stuck his fingers inside it, forcing me
to gag while continuing to hammer his fingers inside me.

Looking up at me, my eyes pleading, I willed
him to stop, to give me a chance to regain control over myself. But
he refused. He was enjoying his payback way too much.

Even though I was on the receiving end, he
was the one in control, a complete reversal of our earlier
scenario, but maintaining the same principles. That was what I
loved about Mike; he totally got what made sex so wonderful. A
combination of tension and anticipation made the ultimate payoff
that much better. He knew, just as I did, that even though one part
of me was pleading with him to stop, another part didn’t really
want him to. Part of me wanted my boundaries pushed, wanted to be
defied, wanted to be controlled.

This became apparent a couple minutes later
as I came again, harder than I’ve ever cum before. My body
shuddered uncontrollably for a full fifteen seconds and tears
leaked out of my eyes. My legs shook and my pussy sprayed juices
everywhere, drenching Mike’s hand and arm. Tears leaked out of my
eyes and my chest heaved up and down, desperate for air.

Smiling, Mike let his
fingers slip from my pussy. “There,” he said. “Now you’re done.”

“For good,” I said, barely
able to talk. “I think you broke me.”

“You? Broken?” Mike said.
“Never. You’re the toughest girl I know. Hell, you’re tougher than
most of the guys I know. You’re damn sure tougher than me. No way
could I have taken what you just did.”

“I don’t know about that,”
I said, flashing him an evil smile. “Have you ever tried to take
four fingers inside you before?”

“Hell no.”

“Then how do you know you
couldn’t take it? I think we should give it a shot.” I made a move
towards him like I was going to try and slip my finger into his
ass.

“Don’t even think about
it,” he said, scrambling away.

I laughed. It was nice to regain control.
Even if I did take the easy way out.

“Come on,” I said, not
willing to let it go. “Some guys are into that sort of
thing.”

“Not me,” Mike
said.

“How do you know until you
try it?” I asked, moving towards him again.

“Oh, I know,” he said,
dancing behind a table to get away from me, his cock flopping
around as he moved.

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll stop
trying to stick my fingers in your ass if you stop running
away.”

“Do you promise?” he
asked.

“Yes, I promise,” I said.
“Now get over here so I can ride your cock for a little
while.”

“If you insist,” he said,
coming back over toward the couch.

“It’s my turn to regain
control,” I said, grabbing him by the shoulders, and pushing him
down onto the couch, just like he had done to me earlier. I climbed
onto his waist, my knees bent, my shins flat on the cushion
underneath my thighs, straddling his waist. I grabbed ahold of his
cock and slapped it against my ass but didn’t yet slip it into my
pussy. “You just sit there and let me do my thing.”

“Yes ma’am,” he said, a
little half-smile on his face.

I lifted my body up and placed the tip of
his cock against my pussy, which was still completely drenched and
wide open from the evening’s fun. I messed with him a little bit,
rubbing my pussy lips on the head of his cock for a few seconds
before finally dropping my body onto his, my pussy engulfing his
cock as it slipped inside me.

At this point in the proceedings, I didn’t
even bother taking things slow. Because of the length and nature of
the foreplay, I knew Mike was too far along to last very much
longer and I wanted to ride him for as long as possible before he
came.

I put my hands on his chest for balance and
started bouncing atop him with reckless abandon, impaling myself on
his cock, pounding my body onto his. I rode his cock from the very
tip all the way down to the base, slamming my ass down into his
groin until I could feel his balls against my asshole, taking the
entire thing in fast, rhythmic thrusts.

The room was filled with the sounds of sex;
wet, slapping sounds as our bodies came together, grunts and moans
and labored breathing.

I put my palms on top of Mike’s thighs and
leaned back, arching my back and tilting my head up towards the
ceiling, exposing the hollow of my neck and offering him my
tits.

He took advantage, cupping his hands
underneath them and lifting, pushing me even further back and
changing the angle of penetration.

I hammered down on his cock a few more times
before eventually resting my body on top of his. I straightened my
legs out in front of me and wrapped them around his hips. Keeping
his cock deep inside me, I moved  my hips back and forth,
grinding on him, out faces mere inches apart.

Staring at Mike while I rode him, it was
obvious that he couldn’t hold out much longer. But I didn’t want
him to cum yet, so I slowed things down, leaning forward and
kissing him, giving him a chance to recover while I gently moved
against him.

But he was just too far along. Instead of
slowing things down, Mike was ready to finish. He picked me up off
of him and tossed me onto the couch. He stood up and turned to face
me, grabbing my ankles and spreading them wide, opening me up.

Then he took a step forward and dropped to
his knees and slipped his cock into my waiting pussy. Just like me
earlier, he didn’t even bother taking things slow, giving me his
entire cock in hard and fast strokes right from the beginning,
holding my legs wide open the entire time.

Grunting wordlessly, he pounded away at me,
giving me his cock balls deep with every thrust. He was no longer
interested in any witty repartee; nature had taken over, his
attention was focused solely on expelling his seed.

He released my ankles and shifted his hands
to my tits, grabbing them as he continued to fuck me, squeezing
them tight as he hammered away on my pussy. One of his hands slid
up to my neck. He wrapped it around my throat and gave it a little
squeeze, not enough to cut off any air but just enough that I could
feel it. But he wasn’t really into the rough stuff, and his hand
only lingered there for a few seconds before returning back to my
tits.

Mike slid his feet backwards a little bit,
then went after me with more intensity than ever, the new angle of
entry allowing him deeper penetration. Holding my legs back with
his arms, he pounded away at my pussy, his lower half slamming
against me at the end of every thrust.

His hands made their way up under my knees.
Pushing back on them, he rolled me up even more, lifting my ass
further off the couch. With his hands, he pushed down on my legs,
forcing them deep into the cushions, folding me practically in
half. He spread his legs wider and slid his feet forward, giving
himself even more leverage, allowing him to pummel me even harder
than before.

I was close to my third orgasm of the night,
but I knew I didn’t have long to finish. My hand flew down to my
pussy and started rubbing my clit, trying to help things along.

At this point in the proceedings Mike was
too far along to even care. It was no longer about control, it was
only about pure pleasure. A single-minded, mad rush to the finish
line; a race that was nearly over. The first leg of it, at
least.

His pounding ramped up yet another notch and
I knew he was just seconds away now. I went after my clit with more
intensity, desperately trying to cum before he did. Because I knew
that if he finished before I was then I was screwed. And not in the
good way.

As it turned out, I started to cum at
precisely the same moment he shot his load into me. The often
talked about but rarely achieved simultaneous orgasm was a thing of
pure beauty, our bodies peaking in unison as we stared into each
other’s eyes. both of us feeding off the other’s pleasure to
prolong the sensation for an extra couple of moments.

After Mike had finished he stayed inside me,
our bodies joined together, not moving, just relishing the feel of
each other while we came down off our orgasms. After we’d both
caught our breath, he leaned forward and gave me a kiss, then
pulled his cock out of my pussy.

He fell onto the couch beside me, his cock
practically glowing in the light from the cum that coated it. It
was still hard but fading, although not too rapidly. From the looks
of things, he wouldn’t need very long to recover before being ready
to go again. Half an hour, tops. If even that.

“So what do you think?” I
asked, rolling over to look at him. “A shower and another bottle of
wine, and then we can get started on round two?”

“Sounds like a plan to me,”
Mike said. “And this time, we’ll spend more time on fucking than on
foreplay.”

“I think that’s a great
idea,” I said.

Mike stood up, then held out his hand,
helping me off the couch. Holding hands, we headed towards the
bathroom to get cleaned up before doing it all again.

Good old Mike, always the reliable lover.
And a gentlemen to boot. I could do worse.  A lot worse. I
had, in fact. Many times. And undoubtedly would again in the
future.

For now, at least, I was satisfied. And
really, what more could a girl ask for?
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It took Eric a little while to realize just
how awesome Jasmine was.

Of course, from the first time they met,
certain things were obvious. Namely, Jasmine was ridiculous hot,
she knew her way around the bedroom, and she could take a pounding
worthy of a porn starlet. Add to that her approachability, her
comfort in her own skin, and her flat-out coolness, and Eric was a
happy man.

In the beginning, he was perfect content to
meet with her whenever possible and get freaky in all the basic
ways. Then one night she turned the tables on him, revealing just
what was possible in the world of pleasure.

That first night it was only a little taste,
but even so, it quite literally opened a new world to him, one that
once was experienced could never be put out of mind.

 

#

 

The night starts out just like any other.
Eric is drinking a beer and watching TV when there’s a knock on the
door. His heart palpitates in expectation as he sets the bottle
aside, turns off the television, and walks over to answer the
door.

He glances into the peephole and see Jasmine
there in all her glory, looking as radiant as ever. A flash of
excitement wiggles through his body. It’s his favorite time of the
week, the night he looks forward to more than any other, the only
thing that keeps him going in his pathetic little life.

Eric opens the door and holds out his hand
to help Jasmine inside. She takes his hand, steps over the
threshold, gives him a little peck on the cheek, and he closes the
door behind them.

They take care of the formalities and then
it’s on to business.

Jasmine slips out of her full-length white
coat, revealing a tiny purple bikini and light pink thigh-high
stockings accented by purple fuck-me pumps. Her blonde hair is
curled a little more than usual and she’s wearing slightly more
makeup; hot pink lipstick and a dash of black eyeliner. Her skin is
not as tan as usual but just as flawless and enticing as ever. Eric
finds himself wishing (as he always does upon first seeing her
skin) that he had a couple hours to lick every square centimeter of
her flesh.

Thin but not skinny, Jasmine always stays in
shape and tonight is no exception. Her lithe body is as toned and
fit as ever. From the barest hint of abs to the slight definition
of arm muscles to the incredibly sexy hollow of her neck she is the
measure of perfection. Eric can’t imagine a more ideal woman. At
least not one who’d he actually have a chance to fuck on a regular
basis.

But there seems to be something slightly
different about Jasmine this evening. An edge that usually isn’t
there.

His concerns are reflected almost
immediately.

The first thing out of her mouth is, “Sit
your ass down on the couch.”

Even though it’s a bit odd to see her being
so forceful, Eric does as he’s told. He immediately starts to undo
his belt.

“Did I tell you to do
anything else?” Jasmine says, her tone harsh.

Eric shakes his head and gives her a funny
look. He’s confused as hell.

“I can’t hear you,” she
says.

“No,” he
replies.

“That’s right. So leave
them on. And sit on your hands, while you’re at it.”

He tilts his head and gives her a funny
look. “Are you serious?”

“Completely,” she says.
“Now do it.”

“Fine,” he says. He shakes
his head but does as he’s told.

“That’s a good boy,”
Jasmine says, coming over to pat the top of his head as though he’s
a dog. Which is fitting, because that’s what he feels like right
now.

“What exactly is going on
here?” Eric asks. Jasmine has never done anything like this before.
Up until now, every time she’s come over he’s been the one in
control, the one taking charge. He’s never even considered that she
has another side to her. Which was a bit silly, in retrospect.
Especially now.

“This,” she says, “Is my
way of mixing things up. You see, every time I come over here it’s
the same old thing. You slap me around and get to do whatever you
want, and then you cum on me and then I go away until next week
when we do the same thing over again.”

“But I thought you liked
it,” he says, a little hurt.

“I do,” she says. “I like
it a lot. But it gets a little old, always doing the same thing. I
think it’s time we mix things up a little bit. And we’re going to
start by getting you to understand the other side of the equation.
Today I’m going to be the dominant one and you’re going to be my
submissive.”

“I’ve never done anything
like this before.”

“I know you haven’t,” she
says. “Which is exactly why were doing it tonight. You need to
expand your horizons a bit.”

“But what if I don’t like
it?”

“Don’t worry,” she says, an
evil little smile on her face. “You will.”

“I don’t know,” he says
doubtfully.

“Trust me,” she says. “I
know what I’m doing.”

He couldn’t argue with that. From what he’d
experienced so far with Jasmine, she definitely knew what she was
doing. And then some.

“Fine,” he says. “Tell me
what to do.”

“Oh I will,” she says with
a little twinkle in her eye. “I most definitely will.”

A little flutter wiggles around in Eric’s
stomach. He isn’t sure if it’s fear or excitement or a little of
both.

“For now, just sit there,”
Jasmine says. “I’ll take care of the rest.”

“If you insist,” Eric
says.

Smiling like she owns the situation (which
she does, of course) Jasmine forcefully spreads Eric’s legs and
steps between them. Then she reaches down and grabs ahold of his
flaccid cock through his jeans.

“What’s the matter?” she
says. “Don’t I excite you anymore?”

“Of course you do,” he
says.

“It sure doesn’t look like
it. Are you sure?”

“I’m positive.”

“Let’s just see about
that,” Jasmine says.

She unzips his fly and reaches into his
jeans and grabs his cock and pulls it out. It just lies there
pathetically, the zipper teeth digging into his skin.

“Is that what you call
excited?” she says.

“No,” Eric says. “It
doesn’t look very excited.”

“Fix it,” she
says.

Eric grabs ahold of his cock and starts to
jerk it. Thirty seconds later he hasn’t gotten anywhere.

“Oh, poor baby,” Jasmine
says in a tone that offers absolutely no sympathy. “You just aren’t
feeling it, huh?”

“No,” he says, letting go
of his cock.

“Why not?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Is it because you’re
scared?” Jasmine asks.

“I think so,” Eric
admits.

“Why? Do you think I’m
going to hurt you?”

“I don’t know,” he says
after a slight pause.

“You do think I’m going to hurt you, don’t
you?”

“Not really,” he says. “I’m
just afraid I’m not going to like it.”

Jasmine sighs and shakes her head. “It’s
obvious you’re nervous, which makes sense. So we’re going to have a
little conversation. Hopefully by the end of it you’ll understand a
few things.” She sits down on his lap and looks him straight in the
eye. “Okay. I’m going to ask you some questions. I’ll start with an
easy one. What do I do for a living?”

“You’re an escort,” Eric
says.

“That’s right,” Jasmine
says. “I’m an escort. And what do escorts do?”

“They get paid to have
sex.”

“Exactly. Now, who does an
escort get paid by?”

“The person they’re having
sex with.”

“Right again,” she says.
“Their clients. Now, with that in mind, is it fair to say that the
more clients that call for a specific escort’s services, the more
money that escort will make?”

Eric nods.

“So then how does an escort
get more men to call her?” Jasmine asks.

“By . . . being good at
their job?”

“Yes. And what constitutes
being good at your job if you’re an escort?”

“Making the client
happy.”

“Bingo,” Jasmine says. “The
better job an escort does of making a client happy, the better the
chances are she’s going to get more calls from him. And if she
doesn’t make him happy, then she is in danger of losing him as a
client, right?”

“Right.”

“Good. Now do you think I
want to keep you as a client?”

“I hope so.”

She gives him a look that she’d give a
five-year old. “Do you think I like money?”

“Yes.”

“And we’ve already
established that more clients equal more money, right?”

“Right,” Eric
says.

“So I’ll ask you again, do
you think I want to keep you as a client?”

“Yes.”

“And how does an escort
keep their clients?”

“By making them
happy.”

Jasmine smiles at him and tilts her head
slightly. “So you see what I’m getting at, don’t you?”

Eric nods.

“Now, I can’t promise you
that you’ll like it,” Jasmine says, “But so far I’ve never come
across anyone who hasn’t. And to a man they’ve ended up asking for
the same treatment on other occasions. There is just something very
liberating about giving yourself up to someone else, letting them
control you, allowing them to have their way with you. And not only
that, but it inevitably leads to better sex down the road
too.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because it tends to open
things up between people,” Jasmine says. “Being on the other side
of the equation brings a new appreciation to what the other person
is feeling and experiencing, which builds empathy. And the more
empathy two people have for each other, the better they’ll
communicate, and the better they communicate the more comfortable
they’ll be, and the more comfortable they are, the better the sex
will be.”

“I take it you’ve
experienced this phenomena before?” Eric says.

“Oh, I’ve been through it a
few times,” she says.

“I’ll bet you have,” he
says with a laugh and a shake of his head. “You’re something else,
you know that?”

Jasmine raises her eyebrows twice in quick
succession. She knows. She definitely knows. A little smile teases
her lips. “So what do you say? Are you game?”

Eric takes a deep breath, lets it out
slowly. “All right,” he says. “You convinced me. Let’s give it a
shot.”

She claps her hands and bounces on his lap a
couple of times, momentarily slipping out of her role in her
excitement. Or maybe it is just all part of the experience. Eric
isn’t sure.

“You won’t regret it,”
Jasmine says. “I promise. Not by the time we’re done.”

Eric narrows his brow in concern.

“Don’t get me wrong,” she
says. “There are going to be moments when you’re not so sure, where
you’re going to think about tapping out, but just trust me. By the
end of the session, you’ll be begging for more. I guarantee
it.”

“If you say so.”

“Oh, I do,” Jasmine says.
“I do. Now, about your little problem down below. Would you like a
little help with it?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?” she asks. Now
that their conversation is over her tone takes on a harsher tone,
similar to the very beginning of the evening. Just like that, she’s
reverted back into dominatrix mode.

Eric looks at her with raised eyebrows and
shrugs. “Yes . . . please?”

 “Yes, mistress,” she
says slowly, enunciating every word as though she’s talking to a
five-year old. “You’re supposed to say ‘yes mistress.’”

“Yes, mistress,” he says,
sufficiently cowed.

“That’s better,” she says,
her tone lightening. “Now I’ll ask you again. Do you want help
getting your cock hard?”

“Yes mistress.”

“I bet you do,” Jasmine
says, leaning her head in towards his. “In fact, I bet you’d like
for me to drop on my knees right now and go to work on your cock
until it’s hard, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes mistress.”

“You’d probably like for me
to lick your balls, to take them in my mouth, suckle them for a
bit, then run my tongue up the length of your shaft,” she says, her
face now inches from his and holding his eyes. Her voice is a
seductive whisper, her gaze intense. “Then I’d take the tip of your
cock in my mouth and start sucking away, dropping my head lower and
lower on your shaft until I’ve got the whole thing in my mouth,
gagging away with your cock all the way down my throat, choking me,
making it so I can’t breathe. Is that what you want?”

Eric just nods, her words affecting him so
much that there is no possible way he could spit any words out
right now.

“Well too bad,” Jasmine
says, her voice mocking. She quickly pulls her head back and climbs
off of him. “Because that’s not in the cards for today.”

Eric feels a stab of disappointment.

“But,” Jasmine continues.
“The good thing is you’re hard as hell now, and all it took was me
talking you through it.”

Eric looks down and sees that his cock is
indeed sticking straight up. He laughs softly and shakes his
head.

“Now put it back in your
pants,” she says.

He opens his mouth to protest.

“Don’t even think about
it,” Jasmine says, tilting her head as though scolding the dog.
“Just do as you’re told.”

“Yes mistress,” Eric says,
his voice reflecting his disappointment as he stuffs his cock back
into his jeans and zips up the fly.

“Now we can get started for
real,” Jasmine says. She turns around so her tight, perfect little
ass is facing him. It’s hovering directly in front of his cock, no
more than a foot away, taunting him.

She turns around and bends over at the
waist, keeping her legs perfectly straight. Her leg muscles are
taut, her ass tight as hell as she turns her upper body to look at
him. With her eyes locked on his, she slaps her ass, her open palm
smacking against her skin loud enough to make him wince.

“You like this ass of mine,
don’t you?” she says, her voice harsh, demanding.

Eric nods.

“Say it,” she barks at
him.

“I like your ass,” he
says.

“You can do better than
that.”

“I fucking love your ass,
mistress.”

“That’s much better,” she
says. “Now, I suppose I were to rub this beautiful little ass of
mine on your cock, do you think you can keep from
cumming?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“You think you can, huh?
Well, let’s find out.”

Jasmine straightens her body up and backs up
towards Eric until she is pressing up against the inside of his
legs. She turns her head and flashes a nasty little smile at him,
then drops her ass onto his lap and starts rubbing slowly it
against his hard cock, which is held hostage beneath the surface of
his jeans.

Moving her body in a circular motion, she
rubs her ass over his cock for a bit, bounces on it a few times,
then grinding on it, then sliding up and down the length of it, her
tight little ass expertly working his trapped cock.

Eric stifles a groan. He doesn’t want her to
know how good it feels. But she knows. It shows in her face when
she turns her head to look at him.

“You like this,
huh?”

He nods, unable to speak. Jasmine laughs and
starts grinding him more aggressively.

Eric takes a deep breath and tries to calm
himself. But Jasmine isn’t having it. She increases the intensity
further, her ass always on the move; bouncing, grinding, moving in
circles, back and forth, up and down.

A soft groan escapes from Eric’s mouth. Here
they are only a couple minutes into a lap dance it and already he
has to focus all his attention to keep from cumming; the
combination of pleasure and pain feels better than he could have
imagined. Jasmine sure knew what she was doing.

“So soon?” Jasmine says,
reading his mind.

“I’m fine,” Eric says. It’s
only a half-lie. He reaches up and puts one hand on each of her
hips, hoping that by taking an active part in things he can take
his mind off how close he is to orgasm.

But Jasmine doesn’t cut him any breaks.

“Hands to yourself,” she
says, slapping them away. “You don’t get to touch me until I say
you can.”

Moaning, Eric drops his hands back to the
couch. Jasmine grinds his cock for a little while longer before
finally showing some mercy on him and standing up.

Eric exhales audibly, thankful for a break,
now more how short-lived it might be.

Jasmine gives him a few seconds to gather
himself then drops to her knees. She sticks her tongue out and
gives his cock a lick through his jeans. He groans and starts
breathing harder.

Jasmine laughs. Then she gives his cock
another lick. Her smiling face is right in front of his crotch,
looking up at him, her eyes locked on his.

“What do you think so far?”
she says.

“I like it,” Eric
replies.

“I knew you would,” she
says. “And just think, we haven’t even really gotten started
yet.”

Eric doesn’t know if this is a good thing or
a bad thing. And he doesn’t have time to ponder it, as Jasmine is
already getting back to her feet. This time she’s facing him as she
straddles him, one leg lying flat on the couch on each side of
him.

She doesn’t provide any relief for his cock,
leaving it trapped beneath his pants while she rides him. She seems
to be taking it easier for the time being, varying her pressure up
a little more often, not taking him so close to the edge before
giving him a chance to relax.

Shortly after one such lull she reaches
behind her back and releases her bra. She pulls it off, revealing
her small but incredibly perky tits. Her nipples are rock-hard and
sticking out like pencil erasers.

Eric reaches out to grasp her nipples; he
just can’t help himself, they’re simply too inviting, too perfect
to not be played with.

Jasmine lets him rub them between his
fingers for a few seconds before shutting him down. She grabs ahold
of his wrists and pins them back against the couch, one on either
side of his head.

“What part of no touching
don’t you understand,” she asks.

“I’m sorry,” Eric says. “I
couldn’t help myself.”

“Well you’d better learn
to, otherwise it’s going to be a long night for you.”

“I’ll try, mistress,” he
says.

“Not good enough,” she
says. “Do it.”

“Yes, mistress.”

Jasmine nods and starts once again grinding
on his cock. Her hands are still wrapped around his wrists and
she’s still holding them tight against the couch. For some reason
he finds this extremely hot. Maybe there is something to her claim
that being on the other side has some of its own pleasures. He’s
still not totally convinced but he has to admit that he’s feeling
something different right now, an excitement that tickles him in
ways that their normal sessions didn’t.

Jasmine must have been able to read his
facial expressions, as she puts words to his exact feelings shortly
after they cross his mind.

“It feels good, doesn’t
it?” she says.

He nods.

She grips his wrists more securely, pushes
them harder against the couch. Then she proceeds to grind on his
cock more aggressively, bouncing up and down on his groin, riding
him like a cowgirl, her face looking down on his with growing
intensity.

“Do you still want to play
with my nipples?” Jasmine asks.

“Yes, mistress,” Eric
replies, the words rolling off his tongue like second nature
now.

“Then come get them,” she
says, continuing to ride him.

He starts to move his arms forward but she
pushes them back into place. He flashes her a questioning look.

“Not with your hands,” she
says. “Use your mouth.”

Eric smiles. He’s starting to enjoy this
little game. He cranes his neck forward as far as it will go. But
still he’s a couple centimeters short of his goal. He can see
Jasmine’s glorious nipple right there, almost within reach. He
looks up at her face but it’s obvious she’s not going to help him
out by shifting her body forward. In fact, he starts to believe
that she is deliberately setting herself up so her nipples are just
barely out of reach. Her evil little smile lends credence to this
idea,

But he’s not willing to give up just yet.
Wanting to see if he can circumvent her plans he sticks out his
tongue and gives her left nipple a good, long lick.

Jasmine can’t hide the groan of pleasure
that comes from her mouth even though she tries.

Smiling inwardly but careful not to show it,
Eric shifts his head and goes after the other nipple. But Jasmine
moves back at the last moment and he once again comes up just a wee
bit short.

Disappointed, he looks up at her.

“Come on,” she says, “You
can do it.”

Eric strains further forward, stretching his
neck out as far as it will go with his arms still being pinned to
the couch by Jasmine. He gets a lick in on the other nipple but
before he can do anything else Jasmine pulls her body back a little
further.

“Ah, come on,” he says, his
voice an exaggerated whine.

She laughs. “You want my nipples that bad,
huh?”

He nods vigorously.

“Fine,” she says, leaning
forward far enough that he can wrap his lips around her protruding
nipple.

Eric sucks on it greedily, rolling it
between his lips, flicking it with his tongue. After a short while
he switches to the other nipple and gives it the same
treatment.

Jasmine releases her hold on his wrists and
wraps her arms around his head. Squeezing tightly, she presses his
head closer in towards her, smashing his face against her chest,
forcing her nipple deeper into his mouth, making it hard for him to
breathe, a sensation that he finds strangely intoxicating.

With his mouth still attached to her nipple
as though breast-feeding, Eric shifts his head and looks up at her
face as best he can.

Jasmine’s eyes are closed and her head is
thrown back in ecstasy. The hollow of her neck is fully exposed.
She is still grinding on Eric’s cock with just as much enthusiasm
as before; if anything, she’s moving faster against him.

Eric bites down on her nipple. Not too hard,
but certainly not softly.

Jasmine groans and starts grinding him even
more aggressively.

Eric is super-excited but in no real danger
of cumming yet. Now that she is allowing him to take an active
(albeit limited) part in the proceedings he’s able to divert his
attention away from his own pleasure.

He bites down harder.

Jasmine curses beneath her breath and
bounces on his still-trapped cock even faster.

He bites down one more time, eliciting a
sharp gasp from Jasmine. Her body pauses, tenses up for a moment,
then releases in a quick shudder. She grabs ahold of his hair and
forcibly removes his mouth from her nipple. He lets it go with a
pop.

Looking up at her, Eric smiles. But she
glares down at him.

“Don’t try to tell me you
didn’t like that,” he says.

“You did good,” she
admits.

“So I get to fuck you
now?”

Jasmine laughs and shakes her head. “No, not
yet. We’ve still got a ways to go before happens. If it even
happens at all.”

“Wait a minute, what does
that mean?”

“It means you have to do a
hell of a lot more to please me before you get a chance to stick
your dick in me,” she says. “And even if I do allow that to happen, it’s going
to be me that’s fucking you. Not the other way around. But for now
just shut up and do as your told, okay?”

Sulking a little bit, Eric grumbles,
“Okay.”

“What?”

“Yes, mistress,” he says,
still in a slightly whiny voice.

“You’re going to have to do
better than that,” she says.

“Yes, mistress,” Eric says,
his voice slightly more upbeat now. “Whatever you say,
mistress.”

“I still don’t like your
tone,” Jasmine says as she climbs off him, leaving a big wet spot
on his leg from her drenched pussy. “It’s too bad too, because I
was going to give your cock a little bit of well-earned attention
before we move on to the next thing.”

“Sorry, mistress,” he says
in a truly enthusiastic manner, hoping to get back into her good
graces. His cock felt like it was going to explode if it didn’t get
a little loving in the near future. “I’m sorry for disappointing
you. It won’t happen again, I promise.”

“It’s too late now,” she
says. “Maybe next time you’ll think a little harder before acting
like a spoiled brat. Now lie down on the couch lengthwise with your
back to the cushions and your face towards the ceiling.”

Eric does as he’s told without putting up a
fight. Even though he’s protesting at every turn he is truly
starting to enjoy the submissive role. Jasmine had been spot-on
earlier when she’d said there is something liberating about just
doing what you are told. He doesn’t know if it’s the lack of
responsibility or the feeling of helplessness or something else
entirely but he is definitely getting used to it. Even looking
forward to it.

He is just starting to wonder what’s going
to come next when Jasmine climbs atop him, scoots forward until
she’s straddling his head, then drops her suddenly panty-less pussy
right onto his face, engulfing his mouth and nose, smothering him
completely.

 Caught off guard,
Eric gasps for breath. But there’s no air to be found. His world
consists of Jasmine’s inner flesh and nothing else. Like a fish out
of water he struggles, overwhelmed by the sweet and tangy
stickiness of her juices.

Panicking, he tries to push Jasmine off with
his hands but he doesn’t have any leverage and her position is too
entrenched. After a couple seconds of ineffectual resistance he
gives up.

“That’s right,” Jasmine
says. “Just relax. You’ll enjoy it more.”

Eric’s not sure about the
second part but he is able to relax a bit. Even though he feels like he can’t
breathe he has come to realize that there is enough air to keep him
conscious, allowing his panic to subside.

Jasmine remains in place for another minute
before finally lifting herself off his face. He gasps for breath,
his face red and his eyes watering.

“Not bad,” she says,
looking down at him. “Way to take it like a man.”

“Thanks,” Eric manages. He
realizes he’s smiling and his excitement has increased
further.

“Keep it up and I might
even free your cock from its denim prison,” she says.

“Just tell me what else I
need to do, mistress.”

Jasmine tilts her head, gives him a little
nod of appreciation. “Do you really mean that?”

Eric nods and looks up at her expectantly.
His eyes are hungry with anticipation.

“Open your mouth,” she
says. “And keep it open no matter what.”

He nods and does as he’s told.

Still squatting above him, her pussy mere
inches from his face and positioned directly above his open mouth,
Jasmine goes to work on herself, sticking two fingers inside her
pussy, working them in and out, faster and faster, until her juices
are dripping from her pussy and straight into his mouth.

“Drink it up,” Jasmine
says, working herself feverishly to give Eric more of her pussy
juices to swallow. “That’s a good boy,” she says, her eyes intense
and boring down on him. “Do you like how I taste?”

“I fucking love it,” he
says. “Give me more. I want all of you.”

“Yeah?” she says, her
excitement audible. “You want more?”

He nods vigorously.

Jasmine’s left hand gets involved, going to
work on her clit while she continues banging herself with her other
hand. She works herself over in both places until she’s right on
the verge of orgasm. “Stick out your tongue,” she says. “Now.”

Eric obliges.

Jasmine drops her pussy back onto his face,
grinding his face and riding his tongue while continuing to work
her clit with her fingers.

As she drops onto his face Eric finds his
excitement reaching new places. He loves the taste and feel of her
insides; silky smooth and sweet and tangy and salty all at the same
time. Because she’s riding his face instead of smothering him, Eric
is able to see up the length of her body while she moves back and
forth against him. Her head is thrown back and her back is arched
and she’s making sounds he’s never heard from her (or any other
woman, for that matter) before.

Then he feels her body tense up for just a
moment, followed by the loudest, most intense moan of the night,
and then his face is drenched even further by her juices as she
reaches orgasm.

“Holy fucking shit,” she
cries, leaning forward and grasping the edge of the couch as she
catches her breath. “That felt so fucking good.” She seems to be
talking to herself more than him. Which is fine. As long as she’s
happy.

“You liked that, huh?” he
says, risking her ire.

“I liked it a lot,” she
replies, sliding down onto his chest and leaning over to plant a
kiss on his lips. “In fact, I liked it so much I might actually
free your dick from where it’s been trapped all evening. Would you
like that?”

“I would like that very
much, mistress,” he says.

“Good answer,” Jasmine
says. “Very good answer.”

She slides down his body and positions
herself between his legs. Working slowly, methodically, drawing it
out, Jasmine undoes his zipper, reaches in, unfurls his cock from
inside his pants, and frees it. It’s sticking straight up in the
air, as hard as it’s ever been in his life.

Eric gasps in relief. He never would have
thought how good it could feel just to pull his cock out of his
pants. And there, he realizes, lies the genius of Jasmine’s
approach. All the things he’d taken for granted in the past could
be of far greater importance than he’d ever imagined. Under the
right circumstances even the tiniest of things could bring great
relief and incredible pleasure. It’s all dependant on how you
handle the situation. It’s something he’ll try to remember from now
on.

All Eric’s deep thoughts are suddenly
forgotten the moment Jasmine wraps her lips around his cock.

“Holy shit,” he says, his
eyes fluttering and his breath catching in his chest.

“You like that, do you?”
Jasmine says, smiling up at him.

He nods.

She takes him in her mouth again, gives him
a couple of quick sucks, then slides his cock back out of her
mouth. She scoots back on the couch a bit and runs her tongue up
and down his shaft a couple of times before taking his balls in her
mouth.

Eric makes a low groaning sound as she
suckles on his balls while her hand slowly jerks him off.

Jasmine maintains eye contact the entire
time, looking up at him from behind his balls, her gaze intense and
playful at the same time.

Eric isn’t sure how much more he can take
and he wants to make sure he at least gets his dick inside her
before he cums, so he reaches down and grabs her shoulders and
tries to pull her up to him.

Jasmine slaps his hands away. “What do you
think you’re doing?” she says.

“I need to stick my dick
inside you.”

“Oh, you need to, do you?”
she asks, her tone serious but her eyes telling a different
story.

Eric nods.

“How do you ask?” Jasmine
says.

“Please,” Eric
says.

“Please what?”

“Please ride my cock,” he
says.

She tilts her head sideways, waiting for
more.

“Mistress,” he
adds.

“Say the whole
thing.”

Biting down on his frustration, Eric says,
“Please ride my cock, mistress. I can’t take it anymore. I need my
cock inside of you. Please.”

“Fine,” she says in mock
disdain. “But only because you asked nicely.”

And with that, she lifts herself onto her
knees and climbs atop him.

“Are you sure this is what
you want?” she asks. “Because there are still a whole hell of lot
more things I can do to you.”

“This is what I want,” Eric
replies. “You can do more things to me some other night. Whatever
you want. But right now I need to fuck you.”

“If you insist,” Jasmine
says. She grabs ahold of his cock, lifts herself up a bit, shifts
her position so she’s squatting over him with her feet on the
couch, then slides his cock into her pussy.

Her pussy is so slippery, so soft, so
inviting, so luscious; it’s like sliding into a vat of exotic
oil.

The first few seconds after entering her are
always the toughest, and tonight even more so because of the
torture that she put his cock through up until this point. It’s all
Eric can do to not cum right then and there.

But after Eric weathers the first few
seconds of the storm it gets easier. Jasmine works him like the
expert she is, her hands on his chest, moving her body up and down
in a deliberate rhythm, taking the entire length of his cock inside
her with every thrust.

“You like it when I bounce
on your cock?” she says, staring right at him.

Eric nods.

“Tell me how much you like
it,” Jasmine says, carefully controlling her voice so she seems
like she’s in total control of herself, unaffected by the
situation. Whether she is or not Eric doesn’t know but she’s
certainly doing a good job of making it look like she is. For some
curios reason her apparent disinterest turns him on even
more.

“I fucking love it,” he
says, his voice coming out louder than he’s expecting.

“Do you want me to ride you
even harder?”

“Yes please, mistress,”
Eric says.

“Beg for it,” Jasmine says.
“Beg for me to ride your cock until you explode inside of
me.”

“Please, mistress,” he
says. “Please ride me until I cum. I need it. Make me cum,
mistress.”

She shifts so her legs are lying flat on the
couch and starts riding his cock faster and faster, her body
slamming down onto him, smashing his balls at the bottom of every
thrust, causing just the right amount of pain to keep him on edge
of orgasm without any danger of going over.

Eric tries to take a deep breath but his
body is just too wound up. Something about her having control,
riding him like he’s a worthless piece of meat turns him on more
than he’d ever thought possible. He longs for more abuse at her
hands but knows that his time tonight is almost at an end. He’s
simply enjoying this too much to go on much longer.

He reaches up with his hands to try and
prolong how long he can hold out by taking some semblance of
control over the situation but she’s having none of it.

“Don’t even think about
it,” Jasmine says as she grabs ahold of his wrists before he
touches her flesh. “This is my rodeo, mister. I call the shots
here. You don’t get to do shit unless I say so.”

She pushes his arms back near his head,
holding them down on the couch, one on either side of his head,
while she continues to ride him like an insane cowgirl.

Because she’s holding his wrists up near his
head, Jasmine is now leaning over Eric, giving her even more
leverage to hammer away on his cock. She’s holding nothing back
now, lifting her entire body up and then dropping it down onto him,
giving him her full weight with every thrust, impaling herself on
his stiff cock.

Her hair is flying everywhere, covering her
face so he can barely see her eyes bearing down on him. She’s
scowling, no doubt exorcising some demons as she pleasures herself.
Although this frightens Eric a little it also excites him in ways
he can’t rationalize. In fact, more than anything else, it’s the
way that she’s looking at him that finally puts him over the
edge.

“Holy fucking shit,” he
says under his breath.

“You’re going to cum
already, aren’t you?” Jasmine says, her tone harsh, which (as she
probably well knows) doesn’t do a damn thing to quench his
enthusiasm.

Eric nods.

“Then cum already,” she
says, not slowing down one bit. “Come on you piece of shit, shoot
your pathetic load inside me and get it over with.”

Eric obliges, blasting his seed up into
Jasmine, bucking and shimmying beneath her as she continues to ride
his cock. She doesn’t let up, even after he’s expelled all his
seed, continuing to bounce up and down on him as though oblivious
to the fact that he’s done.

He allows her to do her thing, assuming
she’s going to climb off him any second now. But a good half-minute
later she’s still showing no signs of letting up. She’s staring
down at him, taking pleasure of his discomfort, seeing how far
he’ll let her take it.

A full minute later he’s done. His boner is
all but gone and she’s starting to rub him raw. No longer willing
to play the submissive, Eric lifts Jasmine off him with ease and
tosses her down onto the other side of the couch. She’s laughing,
her face full of good humor.

“So what did you think?”
Jasmine says.

“I liked it,” Eric replies.
“Loved it, actually.”

She smiles. “I told you.”

“You certainly did. I can’t
believe you were right. But you were.”

“It’s a natural extension
of things,” Jasmine says. “Those who like to dominate also like to
be dominated. Most of them will never admit to it, but it’s true in
almost every case. It’s the same basic compulsion, just a different
side of the coin. You almost never see one without the
other.”

“I didn’t know that,” Eric
says.

“I know you didn’t,” she
says, leaning forward to plant a little kiss on his lips. “Which is
exactly why I had to teach you.”

“Thanks for
that.”

“My pleasure,” Jasmine says
as she stands up and starts gathering her things. “So you’ll want
to go this route again some time, I suppose?”

“Hell yes,” Eric says.
“Next week. If I can wait that long.”

“Cool. But I have to warn
you; next time I won’t take it so easy on you.”

He raises his eyebrows. “You call what you
just did to me taking it easy?”

Jasmine pauses in her efforts to redress and
flashes him a look of disdain. “Think of all the things you’ve done
to me and think about what I did to you tonight.”

Eric purses his lips and nods his head.
Jasmine is right, of course. She didn’t do to him a fraction of the
things he’d done to her in the past. “I see your point.”

“I’m glad that you do,” she
says as she puts the finishing touches on her shoes. “But don’t
worry, the more extreme I get with you the more you’ll like it. I
promise.”

“How can you be so
sure?”

“Because that’s how these
things work,” Jasmine says. She grabs her bag and heads for the
door.

“I don’t know . . .” Eric
says, only half-serious.

“Yes you do,” she says,
arriving at the door. She turns the handle, opens the door, and
glances back one last time before leaving. “You know damn well that
you’ll like.”

Laughing under his breath, he says, “You’re
right.”

“Of course I am,” she says,
flashing him a smile. “I always am.”

And with that she steps outside and closes
the door behind her.

Eric shakes his head and drops to the couch.
He’s already looking forward to the next time. “I’m a sick man,” he
says aloud. He grabs the remote and flips on the television. “A
sick, sick man.”
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