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 A COMPLETE
& TOTAL FREAK

 

Let me tell you a little bit about
Rachel.

She doesn’t look like much; pretty cute but
not especially sexy, five and half feet tall, innocent-looking
face, shoulder length dirty blonde hair that’s usually in a
ponytail, just a hint of makeup, a hundred and thirty pounds, no
real tits to speak of, a decent but not incredible body. And on top
of all that she’s a sweet girl, never a bad word about anyone,
smiling at random people on the street, polite to everyone she
meets. Looking at her from the outside you’d never imagine the
depths of depravity that churn inside her.

Because once you get her in the sack she’s a
freak with a capital F, willing to do whatever, whenever, wherever.
Slapping, spanking, bondage, femdom, anal, everything. Whether you
feel like getting dominated or taking control, getting smothered by
her pussy or deepthroated, getting fucked in the ass or dunking her
head in the toilet, she’s game. Every time. Without having to worry
about any awkwardness afterwards.

In other words, she’s my dream come
true.

I first met her through my old college
roommate, Dave. I was coming off the heels of a horrible break-up,
having just found out that my fiancé of two years had been sleeping
with multiple guys behind my back pretty much since the day we got
engaged. It was my first long-term relationship and I was
devastated. I didn’t want to leave the house, let alone go out with
my friends and get drunk and hit on some other chicks. But my old
pal Dave told me that he knew just the thing to cure my ills.

At first I wasn’t sure. Dave has a bit of a
reputation as a player and he isn’t real selective about women. But
after some convincing (aided by a shitload of Jack Daniels) I
agreed to give it a shot. So Dave called her up right then and set
up a date for the next evening.

“I promise you won’t regret
it,” Dave said as he poured us another round of shots. “In fact I
guarantee you’ll thank me later.”

“We’ll see,” I told him,
still not convinced that this was something I wanted to
do.

“Come on, Mark,” he said.
“Have I ever led you down the wrong path before?”

I just glared at him. A good two-thirds of
my bad decisions could be directly traced to Dave’s influence.

“Okay, forget about that
last part,” Dave said. “But trust me on this one. You’ll be
thanking me afterwards.”

“Yeah, yeah, you already
said that. Now let’s start drinking.”

“Start? What have we been
doing for the last hour?”

“Getting warmed
up.”

Dave laughed and we both downed our
shots.
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The next night I show up at Rachel’s house
right on time, dressed in a nice shirt and slacks, ready for a
date. After taking a couple minutes to convince myself I want to do
this, I step out of my car and head towards her door and ring the
bell.

She answers the door wearing nothing but a
bathrobe. Her hair is still wet, as though she’s just stepped out
of the shower.

“I take it you’re Dave’s
friend?” she asks.

“Yeah,” I say. “I’m
Mark.”

“Hey Mark, nice to meet
you,” Rachel says, opening the door a little wider. “Come on in and
make yourself at home.”

I hesitate for a moment but eventually head
in, figuring there’s really nothing else I can do. She doesn’t seem
concerned that she’s not dressed properly so I’m not either.

I grab a seat on the couch, figuring she’s
going to go back into her room and put on some clothes. But much to
my surprise, she sits down next to me, her leg practically touching
mine.

“So, Dave says you just had
a bad breakup.”

“Yeah,” I say. “I found out
my fiancé was cheating on me.”

“That sucks,” Rachel says.
“I’m sorry.”

I shrug my shoulders, playing it off like I
don’t care. “What can you do? Life goes on.”

“Yes it does,” Rachel says.
“And lucky for you, you have a friend like Dave to help pull you
out of the doldrums.”

“Yeah, he’s a nice guy,” I
say.

“Well, I don’t know if I’d
describe him as nice,” Rachel says, laughing softly. “But he certainly is a good
person to be friends with.”

“How do you know him?” I
ask.

“Through mutual friends,”
Rachel says. “We have some of the same interests, so we got to know
each other a bit. But enough about Dave, this night is about
us.”

“Okay then,” I
said.

“I don’t know what you had
in mind for tonight, but I kind of had my heart set on things going
in a specific direction.”

“And what direction is
that?”

Rachel flashes a smile. “Well, I figured we
should get to know each other a little better. And I’ve always
found the best way to do that is have sex.”

My eyes widen slightly but I do my best to
play off my surprise. “Really?” I manage to say.

Still smiling, Rachel nods. “I hope that’s
okay.”

“Well, yeah, that’s great,”
I say. “I just . . . well, I guess I wasn’t really expecting
tonight to go like this, that’s all.”

“Yeah, I like to do things
a bit different than most girls,” she says, her smile growing
wider.

“I can tell,” I reply,
laughing softly.

“So, if you don’t mind,”
Rachel says as she climbs to her feet. “I’m going to get things
started and we’ll just take it from there.”

“Sounds good to me,” I say,
butterflies going crazy in my stomach.

As I sit on the couch, watching intently,
Rachel slips out of her robe, leaving her completely naked, then
walks over towards the other side of the room and grabs ahold of
her purse from a nearby table. Digging into it, she pulls out a
8-inch long dildo. Smiling, she sticks it in her mouth, sucking on
it for a little while then taking it nearly halfway down and
holding it in her throat for a few seconds before letting it slide
back out.

I shake my head softly and remind myself to
thank Dave as soon as this night is over. This is even more than I
could have ever hoped for.

After Rachel catches her breath, she sticks
the dildo back into her mouth and sucks on it some more, bobbing
her head forward and back, gradually making more of it disappear,
until finally she engulfs the entire thing. She holds the dildo in
her mouth, deepthroating it for a full ten seconds before pulling
off.

Now that the dildo is nice and lubed up,
Rachel drops to the floor and spreads her legs and slips it into
her pussy. Staring directly at me, Rachel bangs herself with the
dildo, gradually increasing the speed and depth until she’s
hammering it in and out herself, making it disappear with every
thrust.

“Is this what you like?”
Rachel says, staring right at me. “You like watching me fuck my
tight little pussy with this dildo?”

“Fuck yeah,” I
say.

“Do you want to see me
stick it in my ass?” Rachel asks.

Smiling, I nod vigorously. Who is this girl
and where has she been my whole life?

Laughing softly as if reading my mind,
Rachel slips the dildo out of her pussy. She brings it back up to
her mouth, then sucks it clean of her juices and gags herself with
it, getting it even more lubed up than before. Once it’s glistening
with her saliva, she shifts her position a little bit, sliding her
hips upward and throwing her legs back, exposing her asshole to me.
Then she slides the tip of the dildo into her anus. She holds her
breath for a moment then lets out a soft groan as it enters her
asshole.

“Holy fuck yes,” Rachel
says as she works her asshole with the dildo, sliding it in and out
with a rapidly growing intensity while aggressively rubbing her
pussy with her free hand.

I look down to see that my hard cock is out
of my pants and in my hand. I’m not sure when I pulled it out but I
don’t care. All I know is now I’m slowly jerking myself off as I
watch Rachel go to town on herself, fucking her asshole with the
dildo and playing with her pussy until she reaches orgasm.

Rachel cums in a rush, taking a series of
shallow breaths and letting out a little yelp and then smacking her
pussy a couple of times to finish herself off.

“It looks like you’re
enjoying yourself,” she says to me after her orgasm has
passed.

“Not as much as you are,” I
say.

“Then let’s take care of
that,” she says.

Leaving the dildo planted firmly in her ass,
Rachel shifts onto her hands and knees and crawls over towards me.
Once she’s a couple feet away, she lifts her arms so she’s sitting
on her knees on the floor, then beckons me over.

Smiling widely, excitement coursing through
my body, I climb off the couch and drop my pants and pull off my
shirt and walk towards her until I’m standing in front of her,
completely naked, my hard cock hovering directly above her
face.

“You have a very nice
cock,” Rachel says, looking up at it. She grabs ahold of it and
starts to slowly stroke it. “Do you mind if I take it in my
mouth?”

“Please do,” I
say.

“You’re so polite,” she
says. “I love that.”

“For now,” I say. “But I
can’t make any promises for later.”

“That’s even better,”
Rachel says, taking a moment to lick the bottom of my shaft from
base to tip. “Be polite, until it’s time to not be
polite.”

“That’s my
motto.”

Giggling, Rachel rises up a bit and takes my
cock in her mouth and starts to suck on it, bobbing her head back
and forth quickly, taking me more than halfway down every time
while maintaining consistent eye contact.

It isn’t long before she’s going to town on
my cock, slamming it into her mouth repeatedly, taking it further
down every time, gagging and choking and dripping saliva
everywhere.

After blowing me for a good 30 seconds
straight without taking a breath, Rachel forces my cock all the way
down her throat, holding it there for as long as she can before
coughing and letting it slip from her mouth. Smiling up at me while
she catches her breath, Rachel gathers her leftover saliva and
spits it on my cock and jerks me off.

“That was pretty
impressive,” I say, looking down at her cute little face, made even
sexier by the spit stuck to it.

“Thanks,” she says. “I can
do other things too, you know.”

“Oh, I’m sure you can,” I
say.

“Come on,” Rachel stays,
keeping her hand around my cock while standing up. “I’ll show
you.”

She uses my cock to lead me to the couch,
then sits me down on it. Once I’m situated, Rachel drops back to
her knees and spreads my legs and pulls my butt forward so it’s
hanging off the edge of cushion, giving her easy access to my cock
and balls and whatever else she decides she wants to play with.

Rachel flashes me a dirty smile, then grabs
ahold of my hard cock and starts jerking me off while dropping her
head down a bit until her mouth is practically touching me
ballsack. As I watch with excitement building inside me, she sticks
her tongue out and runs it along my sack. After a couple of licks,
she wraps her lips around my sack, gargling and sucking on my
testicles while continuing to work my cock with her hand.

“Holy shit that feels so
fucking good,” I say, my breath rate increasing.

I can see Rachel smile even though her lips
are wrapped around my sack. She pushes my cock up against my
stomach and starts going after my balls more aggressively, sucking
and pulling on them hard enough that I let out a little gasp.

“Too much?” she asks,
pulling her mouth off my balls for a moment.

“Maybe a little,” I say.
“But I liked it.”

“I thought you might,”
Rachel says. “A little pain makes the pleasure that much
greater.”

“It sure does,” I
say.

Rachel laughs and go back to work on my
balls, sucking and pulling just like before, bringing me right to
the edge of pain and then releasing my sack before it’s more than I
can bear while jerking me off and staring up at me all the
while.

After thoroughly working over my balls for a
couple minutes, Rachel rises up and starts sucking my cock once
again. Shortly after that she deepthroats me for the second time,
coughing and gagging but staying on my cock as saliva drips from
her mouth and down my shaft and onto the floor.

Eventually Rachel pulls off, letting my cock
slip out of her throat and then her mouth. Even as she catches her
breath, Rachel grabs ahold of my cock and holds it in place,
pointing straight-up towards the ceiling as she climbs up to her
feet and throws one leg over me, straddling my waist.

“Are you ready to get
fucked,” she says, staring down at me with mischief in her eyes.
“Because you know that’s what going to happen right? I’m going to
ride you like there’s no tomorrow.”

“I can’t wait,” I
say.

Rachel rubs my cock against her pussy but
doesn’t slide it in.

“Are you sure you can take
it?” she asks. “Because I can get pretty crazy.”

“Do your worst,” I say. “I
can handle it.”

“All right,” she says. “But
don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

And with that, she slips my cock into her
soaking wet pussy and starts to ride me like a drunk cowgirl,
bouncing aggressively on my cock right from the beginning, not even
bothering to take things slow.

My hands make their way up her legs and grab
onto her hips, holding on for dear life as she wails away on me,
her grunts and groans growing more animated with every passing
moment.

She’s hammering up and down on my cock,
impaling herself, her tits bouncing in front of my face and her
hair flying everywhere as she punctuates her deep, gasping breaths
with moans and groans.

Her tits are too good to pass up, so I grab
ahold of them and hang on.

“Yeah, just like that,” she
says. “Squeeze my tits.”

I gladly honor her request, grasping them in
my hands and squeezing tightly.

Rachel lets out a low groan and works my
cock with a newfound intensity, bouncing up and down on it with
everything she has, obviously getting off on having her tits
squeezed.

Feeling the need to get more involved, I
start lifting my hips up at the tail-end of every thrust, forcing
my cock deeper inside her pussy.

All of a sudden Rachel’s eyes roll up in her
head and her body tenses. She lets out a low, guttural moan then
slams down onto my cock and holds her body there and shakes her
head back and forth as an orgasm gashes 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.

“Goddamn that was a huge
orgasm,” she says, laughing as she catches her breath.

“It was a good one, huh?” I
say.

“A fucking great one,” she
replies.

“Do you need to take a
little break?”

“Hell no,” she says. “I’m
just getting warmed up.”

“Lucky you,” I say. “I wish
I could cum multiple times without taking a break.”

“Yeah, you men got fucked
in the ass on that.”

“Tell me about
it.”

“And speaking of getting
fucked in the ass,” Rachel says. “It’s high time I took that hard
cock of yours in my asshole. Are you up for that?”

“Fuck yeah,” I say. “I
can’t fucking wait.”

“Then let’s get it on,” she
says.

And just like that, Rachel lifts herself off
my cock, alters her position a hair, and drops back down, this time
taking my cock in her asshole. It slides in easily, with very
little resistant at all. It’s obvious she’d done this sort of thing
many times.

As further proof of her familiarity with
getting fucked in the ass, Rachel’s tempo doesn’t falter just
because my cock is in her asshole. She immediately starts bouncing
up and down on me with reckless abandon, picking up right where
she’d left off with her pussy. It’s all the same to her, the pussy
or the ass, she doesn’t seem to notice a difference.

But I do. Rachel’s asshole is tighter than
her pussy was and the pressure on my cock is constant, as her
asshole squeezes every centimeter of it at all times, even as she
continues hammering away at it.

“Do you like that?” she
asks, her face mere inches from mine as she works her lower half on
my cock. “Do you like having your cock in my asshole?”

“I fucking love it,” I
say.

“That’s good to hear,” she
says. “Because I do too.”

She thrusts her tongue into my mouth and
roughly explores around, our lips jammed together with insistence
while she continues bouncing on my cock.

After making out for a little while, Rachel
pulls back. She mixes things up for a bit, keeping my cock deep
inside her asshole but moving her body forward and back, rocking my
cock and constantly altering the angle of penetration.

Finally she slows things down, sitting atop
me while she takes a moment to catch her breath and let me catch
mine too. My cock is still deep inside her asshole, but she’s not
moving at all.

“Having fun yet?” she asks,
a filthy grin on her face.

“I’m having a great time,”
I say.

“That’s good to hear,”
Rachel says. “Do you still have some more in you?”

“Hell yeah.”

“You’re not ready to cum
yet?”

“Not yet,” I
say.

“How much longer do you
have?” she asks.

“That’s tough to say. Not
too much. But a bit still.”

“That’s good to hear,”
Rachel says. “Because there’s still some stuff I want to do before
we’re done.”

“Like what?” I
ask.

“Like taste my ass from
your cock,” she replies. “How does that sound?”

“That sounds great,” I
say.

“I think so too,” Rachel
says. She climbs off of me, drops to her knees, and takes my cock
in her mouth, sucking her ass juices off it.

“My ass tastes so fucking
good,” she says after licking it clean. “Do you want a
taste?”

“I’d love one,” I
reply.

Still holding onto my cock, Rachel stands
up, pulling me to my feet too. After slipping her tongue into my
mouth and swapping spit for half a minute, she wiggles away and
climbs onto the couch and gets on her hands and knees, her ass
facing me, my hard cock sticking straight out, practically touching
her asshole.

“Are you ready to fuck my
asshole some more?” she asks, looking back at me.

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” I
say.

“Okay,” she says. “But I
need you to fuck me good,” she says. “I need you to hammer my
asshole until I’m screaming. I want you to try and break me in
half, understand?”

“I’ll do my best,” I
say.

“Good enough,” she says.
“And when you’re ready to cum, do it right inside my asshole. I
want to feel your hot sperm inside me.”

“If you insist,” I
say.

“Oh, I do. I do,” Rachel
says as she maneuvers the tip of my cock so it’s pressing against
her asshole, then without further ado, pushes her ass back, forcing
my cock inside her.

I immediately take the reins, grabbing her
hips and slamming my cock into her asshole, giving her the entire
thing right from the get-go.

Rachel turns her head back so she can look
back at me while I fuck her ass. “Yeah, yeah, just like that,” she
says. “Hammer that asshole with your cock. Give it to me. Break me
in half.”

So I do, giving her everything I can, my
body slamming into hers so hard that she’s bouncing forward with
every thrust.

“Like this?” I say. “Is
this how you want to get fucked?”

Biting down on her bottom lip, she nods her
head.

Getting into it now, I grab a handful of her
hair and give it a tug, forcing her chin towards the ceiling and
altering the angle of penetration.

“What about this?” I say.
“Do you like it when I pull your hair?”

“I fucking love it,” she
says, growling out the words.

“Yeah?” I say, using her
hair to pull her body back as I’m coming forward, allowing me to
penetrate her asshole even further. “Like this?”

“Yes,” she says, again
growling more than talking. “Yes, yes, YES, YES!”

And then, just when I don’t think it’s
possible for Rachel to get any sluttier, she grabs the dildo from
the end table and slips it into her mouth. Watching her gag on the
dildo while I’m fucking her is almost enough to make me cum right
there. It takes serious effort to hold out, but I don’t know how
much longer I can.

Luckily for me, gagging on the dildo turns
Rachel on more than it does me, sending her right to the edge. Now
that I can see she’s on the verge of cumming, I’m able to use up
the last of my reserves, pummeling her more aggressively than any
other time all night, hammering my cock in and out of her, giving
it to her from tip to base as she squirms and squeals and grunts
even with her mouth still full.

Just before she’s ready to cum, Rachel pulls
the dildo out of her mouth and slides it into her pussy and starts
banging herself. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t fucking stop!” she
screams. “I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna fucking cum so fucking hard
right now!”

Rachel’s moans turn more heated and a few
seconds later she cums again, her body shaking and shimmying while
a loud piercing scream escapes from her throat.

“Goddamnpieceofshitmotherfucker!” she cries as her orgasm run
through her like a freight train.

Now that Rachel is finished, it’s my turn.
My balls are tight and tense and I’m ready to pop.

Rachel can sense it too. She turns to me,
her hair all messed up and her mascara running, and says, “Come on,
baby. Pop that load in my asshole.”

I can’t turn down a request like that, so I
go to town on Rachel’s asshole, giving it to her with absolutely
everything I have, my cock slamming into her, filling up her anus,
my balls slapping up against the underside of her pussy, her ass
rippling with the force of my thrusts while she begs and pleads for
me to fuck her harder.

I’m right on the razor’s edge when Rachel’s
hand slides further beneath her body and grabs my ballsack and
gives it a squeeze.

That last little bit is more than I can
handle. I tense up for a moment then release with a shudder and a
groan as my cock shoots out load after load into Rachel’s asshole,
filling it up with my sperm while I continue moving against her,
slowing down until I finally stops, the tip of my cock still inside
her asshole.

“My god that was
incredible,” I say, barely able to talk because of all the air I’m
sucking into my lungs.

“Yeah, I’d have to agree,”
Rachel says, pulling her body forward and forcing my cock all the
way out of her asshole then spinning around and dropping onto the
couch. “You were even better than advertised.”

“So Dave didn’t speak that
highly of me, huh?” I ask, laughing under my breath as I sit down
next to her

“He said you were a great
guy, but he wasn’t sure how you’d hold up against me,” Rachel says.
She drops her head down and takes the tip of my cock in her mouth
and sucks on the tip, sucking every last drop of cum from me. “But
I’d say you held your own,” she adds after coming back
up.

“That’s good to hear,” I
say. “So what happens now?”

“Well, I figure we can go
get something to eat and maybe hit up a bar and then come back here
for a nightcap,” Rachel says. “Or we can just stay here and order
in and hang out until you’re ready to go again. You’re
choice.”

“I choose option three,” I
say.

“But I only gave you two
options.”

“That’s right.”

“So what’s the third?”
Rachel asks.

“We go get cleaned up and
then start up again,” I say.

“You’ll be ready to go
again that soon?”

“Give me five minutes and
I’ll be good to go,” I say.

“No shit?” she asks, her
smile growing.

“No shit,” I reply as I
stand up. I hold out my hand and she takes it and I help her to her
feet.

“Wow,” Rachel says, leading
me towards the hallway and presumably the shower. “Dave definitely
didn’t mention anything like that.”

“Yeah, well we may be good
friends, but he doesn’t know everything about me.”

“So you have a few secrets,
huh?” she says.

“Of course,” I say. “And
I’m sure you do too.”

“Oh, a couple,” she says
flashing me a mischievous look.

“Maybe we can share them
sometime,” I say as we enter the bathroom.

“Maybe,” Rachel says,
reaching in and starting the shower. “Maybe.”

After the water is warm, she climbs in and I
follow. She shuts the shower door and the steam clouds up the glass
and pretty soon it’s just me and her, getting to know each other
even better than before.
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 HOT &
BOTHERED

MY FILTHY SLUTS: VOLUME ONE

 

I’m a traveling man. Not quite in the
old-school sense of the word, necessarily, but in the spirit of it,
at least. My job takes me around the country, keeping me
continually on the move; two weeks on the West Coast, a day in the
Midwest, a weekend the South, then on to the East Coast for a week
before heading back west. We have companies in almost half of the
states of the US, and I’m constantly putting out fires in every
single one of them.

Needless to say this precludes me from
having a traditional relationship. It simply wouldn’t be fair to be
gone from my family at all times; not to me or to them. But that’s
okay. I’ve never been much for the traditional lifestyle anyway. I
prefer to do things my own way.

Luckily for me I’m a pretty good looking
dude, a tall and dark-haired 27-year old with a body honed from
years of playing sports and working out. I’m extremely comfortable
in my own skin and have a pitch-black, self-deprecating sense of
humor. Which is a long-winded way of saying that I’ve never really
had any trouble with women.

That last part has made things pretty easy
for me while I’m on the road. Over the years I’ve cultivated a
number of relationships, leaving me with one woman for each of the
cities I visit on a regular basis. They’re not girlfriends in the
traditional sense but they’re more than just fuck-buddies. Each
women is someone I spend the majority of my non-working time with
when I come into town, sort of like a short-lived, temporary
relationship, minus all the hassles. We party, we go to dinner, we
hang out, and we fuck. Then we both move on until the next time I’m
in town.

There are, of course, occasional issues that
flare-up in this kind of set-up, but for the most part, it works
wonderfully. I’m certainly happy about my life. The way I see it I
get the best of both worlds; a bevy of hot, awesome,
sexually-active companions without the hassles and pitfalls of a
long-term relationship. I couldn’t ask for anything more.
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I arrived in St. Louis at 6PM, got into my
rental car, and made my way towards Melanie’s apartment. I had four
days in the city, most of which were going to spent working, but
tonight I had the evening to do with what I pleased. So I’d made
plans to take Melanie to dinner before settling down for the
night.

Melanie was a 23-year old graduate student
at the University of Missouri, where she was studying to be a
biochemist. I’d met her a couple years back when she was working
part-time at one of our sister companies, helping make ends
meet.

At a shade under 5’4” and barely more than
100 pounds, Melanie was a tiny young woman with long brown hair and
a rocking body. She was one of those lucky girls that could go
either way; she could play down her looks and be the
girl-next-door, cute as a button, all innocent and wholesome
looking, or she could sex things up and pull off the filthy, slutty
look with ease.

Most of the time, I preferred the latter.
Luckily for me, on this night, that was what I got.

It was just after 7PM when I knocked on her
door.

“Come on in,” I heard
Melanie call out. “I’m in the bedroom.”

I opened the door and walked in, then closed
and locked it behind me. I made my way into the bedroom, an excited
little smile playing on my lips. I loved these first nights with
one of my girls. It was like Christmas morning every single
time.

I pushed Melanie’s bedroom door open and
peeked inside her room. She was standing in front of a full-length
mirror attached to the wall next to the bed, putting the finishing
touches on her bright-red lipstick, which combined with the
generous portion of black mascara around her eyes and the
teased-up, slightly ruffled hair to give her that ultra-slutty look
that I loved so much.

Her outfit played it up too, consisting of a
long-sleeve white blouse that showed off her small but firm and
perfect tits while leaving her flat midriff exposed and a tiny jean
skirt that barely covered her ass and left her black g-string
panties visible. And just to top things off she was wearing a pair
of black knee-high boots with heels that added four inches to her
frame, making her almost my height.  

Melanie caught my eye in the mirror and
flashed me a smile. “What do you think?” she asked, spinning in
place.

“I think I’m already hard
just from looking at you.”

“You like it that much,
huh?”

“Like it? Hell, it’s all I
can do to not cream my pants right now.”

Melanie laughed and went back to finishing
up her lipstick. It was a totally unnecessary move, meant only to
taunt me with her puckered up lips. And it worked. I just couldn’t
resist.

I came up behind her and pressed my body up
against hers. My already hard cock was pressing against my pants,
poking her in the lower back, right above her ass. She caught my
eyes in the mirror and smiled wickedly. I returned the gesture.

“I thought we were going to
dinner?” Melanie said, acting all innocent.

“We are,” I replied. “Just
not until after I ravage you.”

“I don’t know,” she said,
pretending to play hard-to-get, a ruse that was undermined by her
wry smile and the tone of her voice, not to mention her body, which
was rubbing up against mine with deliberate intentions. “It took me
half an hour to get made up like this. I don’t know if I want to go
through that again.”

“Please,” I said, drawing
the word out to play up my mock disgust. “You know this is exactly
why you got all dolled up. You wanted to make it impossible for me
to keep my hands off you.”

“I must admit, I was hoping
it would have that effect.”

“Then stop your whining and
let me do what I’m good at,” I said as I ran my hand up the side of
her body, slipped my hand under her shirt and cupped her right
breast. I pinched her nipple and felt it harden beneath my fingers
almost immediately. She let out a low moan as I rubbed her nipple
between my fingertips.

“Oh, okay. Fine,” Melanie
said in an exaggeratedly resigned tone. “If you can’t keep your
hands off me, then I guess I’ll just have to let you do your
worst.” She began rubbing her ass up and down against me, her
breathing rate growing more and more rapid with every
second.

I leaned over and nibbled on her earlobe
while I switched my hand over to her right nipple and gave it the
same treatment as the left one. Once both were hard enough to be
poking through the material of her shirt, I slid my hand out from
under her shirt and continued running it up her body until it was
wrapped loosely around her throat.

Our eyes were still locked together via the
mirror while I lifted her chin slightly and licked and sucked at
her exposed neck. Her hands came up to her tits and she grabbed
ahold of them over the material and played with them.

Melanie’s breath continued to grow shallower
and quicker as I ran my other hand down under her ass and curled my
fingers and start playing with her pussy, rubbing it over her
panties, causing them to soak through almost immediately.

She tilted her head up and back, kissing my
lips as I slid her g-string to the side, giving me access to her
pussy proper. I slipped two fingers inside her pussy and started
banging her with them. One of her hands dropped to my crotch and
began rubbing my cock through my pants.

I stuck my tongue deeper into her mouth and
explored more aggressively, matching the intensity of my fingers,
which were now slamming in and out of her pussy with more vigor.
Melanie turned it up a notch on her end too, unzipping my fly and
sticking her hand into my pants to get a better grip on my
cock.

Our lips were still locked together as I
added another finger to the fray, making it three inside of her
pussy. She countered by pulling my cock out of my pants and
starting to jerk me off.

Suddenly I pulled my head back, breaking off
our kiss. I slipped my fingers out of her pussy and stuck them in
her mouth. She sucked on them greedily, licking her juices from my
fingers, cleaning them off one by one while she looked at my
reflection in the mirror.

When she was done, I ran my free hand back
down towards her ass and gave it an upwards slap. She yelped in
surprise and pleasure. I did it again. She made the same noise and
starting jerking me off more aggressively while she groped at her
tits with her other hand, slapping and smacking them and pinching
her nipple. She was obviously enjoying herself. As was I. And
things were about to get even better.

I grabbed ahold of my cock and slid it
inside her pussy and slowly started moving my hips back and forth.
It wasn’t long before I was giving her every inch of my
manhood.

“God damn,” Melanie said.
“That feels so fucking good. I’ve missed you so much.”

I wrapped one arm around her upper body and
grabbed her opposite shoulder and pulled her closer to me until our
heads were just inches apart. My other hand slid up her waist and
grabbed ahold of her breast and squeezed as I laid into her with
everything I had.

Melanie spread her legs further apart,
allowing me to get in under her body, giving me a better angle to
work with. I ran my hand down her stomach and between her legs and
began rubbing her clit as I continued fucking her from behind.

“Holy shit,” she said
between deep, shuddering breaths. “Give it to me, baby. Give me
that hard cock of yours.”

We were both breathing hard and grunting
softly, filling the room with the sounds of sex. Melanie’s pussy
was so wet it was difficult to keep my cock inside her, it
threatened to slide all the way out of her every time I pulled back
it was so slippery.   

A short time later, gasping for breath and
needing a break, I leaned over, my stomach pressing against
Melanie’s back and my chin resting on her shoulder.

Melanie turned her face so she was looking
over her shoulder at me. Her breath was ragged, her eyes intense,
her hair everywhere.

“Not a bad start to the
evening,” she said, smiling at me.

“Not bad at all,” I
replied.

Giggling, she turned so she was facing me.
and dropped to her knees. “Do you mind if we mix things up a little
bit?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I
said.

“I want to lick my pussy
juices off your hard cock,” she added, making me shiver in
delight.

“Be my guest,” I said, my
cock harder than ever.

Melanie flashed me a grin and dropped to her
knees. She grabbed ahold of my cock with her hand and then ran her
tongue up and down and all around it, cleaning my cock of her pussy
juices, her eyes turned up to me the whole time.

“Fuckin-A,” I said,
laughing under my breath as I stared down at her. She was one hell
of a filthy slut. But in a good way, of course.

After my cock was cleaned off, Melanie put
her hands on my ass, then wrapped her lips around my cock and
started pushing her head forward, taking my cock into her mouth one
inch at a time, not slowing down and not stopping until the whole
thing was in her mouth, eliciting a soft, wordless sigh from
me.

Melanie effortlessly held her
position—deepthroating my cock, hands gripping my ass, nose
touching my stomach—for a full 5 seconds before backing off to take
a deep breath.

One of her hands went to the base of my
shaft and grabbed on tight while the other cupped my balls. Staring
up at me, locking her eyes with mine, she spit on my cock and
started jerking me off.

“Did that feel good?” she
asked, still jerking me off while she talked.

I nodded.

“Do you like it when I
deepthroat your cock? When I take the whole thing in my
throat.”

I nodded again, my grin matching hers.

“Do you want me to do it
again?”

“Yes please,” I
said.

“Okay,” she replied. “But
only on one condition.”

“You name it,” I
said.

“After I’m done, you return
the favor.”

“No offense,” I said, “But
I don’t think that’s physically possible.”

“Ha-ha,” she said
humorlessly, but her eyes reflected her amusement. “You know what I
mean.”

I laughed. “No problem,” I said. “It would
be my pleasure to eat your pussy once you’re done sucking my
cock.”

“Then let’s get this show
on the road,” Melanie said.

She shifted position, sliding her body
further beneath me. Holding my cock upright against my stomach, she
started licking my balls. With her other hand she squeezed my sack
tight, trapping my balls in a little pouch of her making, and
proceeding to go to town on them, licking, sucking, and gargling
them, one at a time, then the other, and finally both together.

She slapped my cock against her tongue a
couple times then went back to blowing me, her lips moving up and
down my shaft along with her hand, sucking and jerking at the same
time, choking noises coming from her mouth as she took my cock
deeper and deeper down her throat. And then her hands were again
gripping my ass cheeks and my cock had completely disappeared.

“Ho-ly shit,” I said as she
held my cock in her throat for what seemed like an eternity. Her
tongue flicked out and licked my balls, then she started to gag and
finally pulled off my cock. She took a couple of deep, coughing
breaths then spit on my cock and started jerking it some more, the
ridiculous amount of saliva coating my cock making it slippery as
hell.

With her free hand she grasped my sack,
cupping my balls in her palm. “I love these balls,” she said,
smiling up at me. “I want them slapping up against me, smacking
against my pussy while you fuck me from behind.”

“I thought you wanted me to
return the favor?” I said, smiling down at her.

“I do,” she said. “But I
never said when I
wanted you to eat my pussy. That can come later. Right now I need
your hard cock inside of me again.”

“Fair enough,” I said,
smiling widely. I loved it when she talked dirty.

“But this time I want you
to fuck me like you mean it,” she said, staring up at me with an
intense look. “Like you’ve got something to prove. Can you do
that?”

“Fuck yeah,” I
said.

“Then show me what you got,
big boy. Turn me inside out.”

“With pleasure,” I said,
pulling her to her feet and then lifting her up in my
arms.

I carried her over to the bed and dropped
her atop the covers, then spun her around and put her on her hands
and knees. Her skirt was riding up her hips, covering just the very
top of her incredibly tight, perfect little ass, framing it
perfectly. It had me salivating just looking at it. I climbed onto
the bed, spread her legs wider, and sidled up to her, my cock
resting on top of her ass. I flipped the skirt up to get it out of
the way, so it was just above her ass, then slid my cock inside her
dripping wet, freshly shaved pussy.

Melanie let out a little gasp followed by a
low moan as I gave her my cock in fast but shallow strokes,
starting things off relatively slowly. But she was having none of
that, bucking her ass back into me, forcing my cock deeper inside
her with every thrust.

With my hands on her hips for balance, our
bodies slammed together, her ass bouncing off my hips as I bottomed
out inside her pussy. I spread one of her asscheeks, giving myself
a better look at her pretty little asshole, which was opening wider
and wider as she got more and more excited.

“Is that all you got?” she
said, turning her head to look back at me. “Come on, you can do
better than that, can’t you?”

Grinning evilly, I decided to bypass her
asshole (for now) and ran my hands up her back and grabbed her
shoulders, pulling her back harder against me as I continued
pounding away at her pussy.

“You like talking shit,
don’t you?” I said as I slammed my cock balls-deep inside her, my
hips hammering away at her ass.

“I love it,” Melanie cried
between deep, gasping breaths.

“Yeah?” I said. “You like
egging me on, getting me to fuck you harder and harder, don’t
you?”

She was breathing too hard to answer me
immediately so I released her shoulders and grabbed a handful of
her hair and yanked back on it, forcing her to arch her back to
alleviate the pressure.

“Don’t you!” I said, louder
this time, demanding an answer.

“Yes!” Melanie cried, over
and over again. “Yes, yes, YES!”

“Well here you go,” I said,
climbing to my feet on the bed while keeping my cock inside her
pussy. “Try this on for size.”

Standing over her now, my knees bent
slightly and both my hands gripping her hair, I fucked her with
everything I had, destroying her pussy with my cock. I was pulling
back and down on her hair, tilting her head back so her chin was
facing up at the ceiling and her spine was arched backwards,
straining her back muscles and allowing me maximum penetration.

Her cries were louder but no longer made up
of any words. Nothing but animalistic grunts and screams were
coming out of her mouth, with for some reason made me absolutely
crazy with lust, causing me to fuck her even more aggressively.

The harder I fucked her the more noise she
made, which quickly became a dangerous proposition for me. I loved
hearing her squeal so much that it wasn’t long before I was
hammering away at her with all my energy, so lost in the moment
that I was right on the verge of cumming.

I quickly yanked my throbbing cock out of
her pussy and gave it a couple of hard smacks to bring it back from
the brink.

Melanie was looking back at me with a huge
smile on her face, giggling like a schoolgirl. She knew exactly
what had just happened.

“Pretty close, huh?” she
said, taunting me. Not only did she like talking shit during actual
intercourse, but she loved talking in between the deed. It never
ended with her. Which is exactly why I liked her so
much.

“Nah, not really,” I lied,
not wanting to give her the satisfaction of knowing how close she
came to making me cum in such a short time.

“Yeah, right,” she said,
not buying it one bit. “You were just moments away.”

“No I wasn’t.”

“Then why’d you pull out so
quickly?”

I shrugged, playing out the string, although
I wasn’t really sure why. “I just felt like it.”

“Then stick it back in,”
Melanie said, smacking her pussy with her hand. When I didn’t put
my cock back in her right away, she added, “Come on, what are you
waiting for?”

“In a minute,” I
said.

“See, I knew it,” she said.
“If you stick your hard cock back in me right now you’ll cum within
seconds.”

“It isn’t that,” I lied
again.

“Then what is
it?”

“I just wanted to get
something out of the way, that’s all. I don’t like having a debt
over my head.”

“What do you mean?” Melanie
asked, looking genuinely confused.

Instead of answering, I dropped down to my
knees and buried my face in her ass.

“Oh,” she said, groaning
softly. “That’s right. I almost forget that you owed me
that.”

I started working her pussy with my tongue,
licking it up and down a few times before sliding it deep inside
her, tasting her sweet and salty muskiness, breathing it in,
letting it engulf me. She reached down and grabbed the back of my
head, pulling my face deeper into her, practically smothering me,
then bounced up and down, grinding on my face as little moans of
exertion and joy escaped from her mouth.

As I continued working Melanie’s pussy with
my tongue, the amplitude and intensity of the sounds coming from
her mouth increased. For as much as she enjoyed getting fucked, she
loved getting her pussy eaten even more. Which meant she made even
more noise, which turned me on even further. But luckily for me,
while I was eating her out, there was absolutely no danger of me
cumming, so I could do it all night long. And I often did.

But not tonight. On this evening, I had
other plans. Plans I’d been making for a while now, but so far had
been unable to make good on, for fear of how Melanie would react.
Tonight, however, I was ready to move, to turn up the heat a
bit.

I got my fingers into the act, slipping
three of them into her pussy while I continued using my tongue on
it, slurping up Melanie’s juices that were dripping from her as she
continued moaning and groaning intensely.

Banging away at her pussy with my fingers, I
decided to make my move, lifting my head upward just a bit, running
my tongue from the top of her pussy to her asshole.

As my tongue made contact with her anus, she
let out a groan like no other I’d heard from her before. It started
off high-pitched like normal but quickly dove into a deep, guttural
growl.

Startled a bit by the new pitch in her
voice, I glanced up the length of her body, my tongue leaving the
surface of her asshole for just a moment. I wasn’t sure if her
reaction was a good one of a bad one, but I quickly found out.

“Do it again,” she said
desperately. “Please do that again.”

So I did, smiling as I went after her
asshole with more vigor, licking and tonguing it while I continued
hammering my fingers in and out of her pussy.

Once her asshole was nice and wet and warmed
up, I slid the tip of my tongue inside it, penetrating her anus
just slightly. She let out another shriek and her entire body
quivered and she pushed her ass back against my face.

“Deeper,” she said between
gasping breaths. “Stick your tongue deeper inside my
asshole.”

With pleasure,
I thought to myself as I pressed my face further
forward, forcing my tongue deeper inside her.

Melanie got into the act too, reaching back
to grab her asscheeks and spreading them wide, allowing me even
deeper access to her asshole. I yanked my fingers out of her pussy
to give myself a better angle to work with and then dove in with
abandon, reaching under her body with my arms to grab ahold of her
tits while I squished my face against her flesh as forcefully as I
could.

I held my tongue deep inside Melanie’s
asshole for a full ten seconds, wiggling it around a bit and
loosening it up for what I hoped was to come next.

And sure enough, just seconds after I
finally let my tongue slide out of her asshole, she turned her
upper body towards me and looked at me with a mischievous grin.

“Now that you got my
asshole all nice and wet and loose, what are you going to do with
it?” she said.

“I don’t know,” I replied,
returning her grin. I stood up so I was towering over her, my cock
resting atop her perfect little ass. “What do you want me to do
with it?”

“I want you to stick your
hard cock in it and fuck my ass until I cum,” Melanie said, her
eyes full of need.

“Is that right?” I said,
just playing with her at this point.

I love it when Melanie talked dirty to me
and I always tried to get as many words out of her as I could, even
at the expense of immediate gratification. After all, letting one’s
excitement level get too high is a sure sign of a short session.
The key lasting longer in bed is to maintain a lid on your
excitement, to keep a handle on it, so to speak.

Melanie nodded.

“And what are you going to
do for me if I give you what you want?” I said, grinding my hips
slowly against her, my cock riding the crack of her ass and my
balls pressing against her asshole.

“Anything you want,” she
said between deep breaths.

“Anything?” I asked,
raising one eyebrow.

“Anything,” she repeated,
more desperately this time. “Fuck my ass and I’ll do whatever you
want.”

“All right,” I said as I
grabbed ahold of my cock and smacked it against her asscheek a
couple of times. “But I’m going to hold you to that,
okay?”

Biting down on her bottom lip, Melanie
nodded.

I stared down at her sexy
face, made even more attractive by the desperation painted on it,
and slid my cock into her asshole. My excitement level was off the
charts, partially because of my cock in Melanie’s asshole, and
partially because I had her thinking I was doing
her a favor but giving
her exactly what I had been seeking all along. It was the best of both
worlds.

At first, I didn’t even move. I was so
fascinated by the look of my cock planted halfway in her ass all I
could do was stare at it. Not to mention the fact that it felt like
if I moved even a little bit I was going to cum instantly.
Something about the psychological impact of fucking Melanie in the
ass had me right at the point of orgasm. I figured it was the taboo
as much as the physical sensation that was threatening to spill me
over.

Melanie sensed (not to mention, felt) my
trepidation. She looked back at me and saw my face and uttered an
evil-sounding laugh. “Is my tight little asshole too much for you
to handle?” she said, gently taunting me. “Are you going to bust
your load without even having the chance to fuck my ass
proper?”

I didn’t answer. It was taking all my
concentration just to avoid doing exactly what she was talking
about. Melanie’s asshole was so tight, and the pressure was so much
more intense than vaginal sex—her sphincter muscles seemed to
squeeze every part of my cock at the same time, providing constant
stimulation—that I wasn’t sure how long I could hold out for. I
felt like if I moved at all I was done for.

And then she started slowly moving her ass
back against me.

“Holy fuck,” I groaned as
she worked my cock deeper and deeper into her asshole.

“Do you like that?” she
asked. “Do you like the feel of your cock in my
asshole?”

“I fucking love it,” I
said.

“It feels good, doesn’t
it?” Melanie said. “So tight and tense and nasty.”

This time I just nodded my head. I was
afraid to speak.

“Give it to me deeper,” she
said. “I want to feel your cock deep in my asshole.”

Figuring I didn’t have much time left
anyway, I bit the bullet, pushing my hips forward, forcing my cock
further into her asshole.

Melanie let out a little gasp, followed by a
low moan of pleasure. “Just like that,” she said softly, mostly to
herself. “Fuck that tight asshole with that hard cock of
yours.”

My cock was working in and out of her
asshole now, moving fairly quickly but not penetrating her too
deeply. It was disappearing about halfway in before I was forced to
pull it back out but the way things were going that was more than
enough.

Melanie had dropped her head to the bed,
altering the angle of penetration a bit and giving an even better
look at her ass.

“Holy fucking shit,” she
said, groaning with every thrust. Her breath was ragged and her
voice was high pitched. “Don’t stop, don’t fucking stop. I’m gonna
fucking cum!”

So I continued fucking her asshole at the
same pace, a nice, solid rhythm, not too fast and not too slow, not
too deep but not too shallow. I was ready to cum too but forced
myself to hold out until she did. It was the least I could do. But
she had to hurry.

Luckily for me she did, cumming shortly
afterwards, her entire body shaking as a high-pitched scream
escaped from her throat.

A few seconds later, I came too, pulling my
cock out of her asshole and shooting my seed all over her back,
drenching it in white, a couple of the bursts reaching her
neck.

“Goddamit that was fucking
good,” Melanie said, flipping onto her back.

“Hell yeah it was,” I said,
dropping onto the bed next to her.

“You liked it, huh?” she
said.

“I fucking loved it,” I
replied. “I only wish I could have lasted longer with my cock in
your ass.”

“Next time,” she said,
leaning over and giving me a kiss. “Next time I’ll get more warmed
up before hand and get some lubed involved. That should loosen
things up a bit and let you fuck my ass for a while longer before
cumming all over me.”

“Sounds good to me,” I
said, marveling once again at my luck in someone finding
Melanie.

“You ready for a shower?”
she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “Are
you?”

She nodded. We stood up.

“Did you decide what you
want me to do for forcing you to stick your cock in my ass?”
Melanie asked as we made our way to the bathroom.

“Actually, I did,” I
said.

“And what was
it?”

“You’ll find out after we
get ourselves all cleaned up,” I said, flashing her a
grin.

“What about dinner?” she
said.

“That can wait.”

“It’s that good, huh?”
Melanie said, peering at me with one eyebrow raised.

“Oh yeah,” I replied. “It’s
a doozy.”

“I can’t wait.”

“Neither can I.”

 

#####

 

 NEW YEAR’S
EVE

MY FILTHY SLUTS: VOLUME TWO

 

I’m always on the road for work. Because of
this, I’ve cultivated relationships with different women in all the
various cities I visit on a regular basis. But on rare occasions,
my work sends me somewhere new.

Generally when I go someplace new, it’s a
very short trip, so I just take the time to work and hang by
myself. But sometimes, things work out perfectly, leaving me in a
situation that I just can’t help but take advantage of.

This was exactly what happened a couple
weeks back. I got sent to Tampa, Florida for a few days.

It was December 31st and I was at a work
party at the building that held our offices downtown. The employees
and I were watching TV, waiting for the Big Apple to drop in Times
Square when I went down the elevator and out the front door to have
a smoke. It was a few minutes until midnight and I was being
stalked by my personal assistant for the week and I needed to get
out of there before she cornered me at midnight.

As soon as I lit up, the door behind me
opened and a young woman walked out lighting a cigarette of her
own. I’d seen her coming and going from the building a few times in
the last couple days but didn’t know her name. We’d never even said
hi to one another.

I’d definitely noticed her though. At 5’9”
tall and an athletic 135 pounds, with short brown hair with blonde
highlights, the face of a model, a killer body and revealing
outfits nearly every day, it was impossible not to.

Tonight she was wearing a form-fitting
little black dress that barely covered her ass and black knee-high
boots. She looked fucking incredible and I couldn’t help but stare
at her.

When she caught me, I didn’t look away. I
just smiled. Luckily, she smiled back.

“You work here, don’t you?”
she said. “Up on the fifth floor?”

“Yes I do,” I said,
surprised and a little excited that she’d taken the time to learn a
little something about me. “What about you?”

“I’m on the third floor,”
she said, puffing on her cigarette. “I’m Eve.”

I laughed and shook my head.

“What?” she said, looking
serious.

“Oh, I thought you were
joking,” I replied, forcing myself to stop laughing. But I couldn’t
get rid of my grin. I was simply too buzzed.

“Nope,” Eve said. “I’m dead
serious.”

“Imagine that, meeting a
girl named Eve on New Year’s Eve.”

“I’m not a girl,” she said,
glaring at me with a hint of defiance but also a measure of
playfulness. “I’m a woman.”

“Fair enough,” I said,
chuckling. “I’m Jesse.”

“Nice to meet you,
Jesse.”

“Same here,” I
said.

“So, Jesse, what are you
doing out here?” she asked me. “Don’t you have someone inside you
want to kiss at midnight?”

“Hell no,” I said, taking a
hit off my smoke. “I’m running away from someone,
actually.”

“No shit?” she said. “Me
too.”

“Is that right?”

“Yep,” Eve said. “He’s my
boss. He’s been trying to get me in a compromising position for
almost a year now.”

“That sucks,” I
said.

“It is what it is,” she
said. “And it’s not like I dissuade it. As long as he thinks he has
a shot he lets me do whatever I want.”

I laughed and shook my head.

“What?” she said. “If he’s
gonna act like an ass I’m at least going to take advantage of
it.”

“No, no,” I said. “I hear
you. It makes perfect sense.”

“I think so too,” Eve said,
taking another puff. “What about you? Who are you running
from?”

“My personal assistant,” I
said. “She thinks it’s part of her job to make sure I’m happy all
the time.”

“Isn’t it?”

“Not like that,” I
said.

“Oh, I get it,” Eve said.
“She’s old, fat and ugly, right?”

“Actually she’s a 21-year
old former model from Sweden.”

“Bullshit.”

“I’m serious,” I
said.

Eve gave me a sideways look tinged with
disappointment. “So you’re gay then?”

I laughed. “Nope.”

“Married?
Girlfriend?”

I shook my head.

“Then what’s the
problem?”

“It’s simple,” I said. “I
don’t shit where I eat.”

“Makes sense,” Eve said.
“But what about in the same vicinity?” she continued, looking at me
with one eyebrow raised.

“What do you mean?” I
asked, not wanting to be presumptuous.

“Well, you don’t want to
fuck someone that you work with, but what about someone who works
in the same building?”

“Hypothetically?” I
said.

“Of course,” she replied,
smiling ruefully.

I shrugged. “I don’t see a problem with
that. Assuming there was someone at the building that was
interested in me.”

“And if there was?” she
said.

“Is there?”

“Perhaps,” Eve said, her
mouth turned up in a little grin. “Of course, she isn’t 21 any
more, and she isn’t a Swedish supermodel, but she does know her way
around the bedroom and she’s pretty damn hot to boot.”

I dusted off the last of my cigarette and
dropped the butt onto the ground and put it out with my foot. Then
I took a couple of steps over towards her. “Are you saying you want
to fuck me?”

“That depends,” she said,
leaning back, playing it cool.

“On what?”

“On whether or not you want
to fuck me.”

I looked her up and down. “Sure,” I said,
trying to act serious but unable to hide my grin. “I’ve had
worse.”

“Oh, I’m sure you have,”
she said, replying instantly, not wavering for a moment. “But I
guarantee you’ve never had better.”

“Is that right?”

She nodded confidently. Then she grabbed my
hand and led me back into the building. “Come on. I’ll prove it to
you.”

Five minutes later we were in my office with
the door locked behind us while the New Year’s Eve party wound down
a few doors down the hall.

“So what do you think?” she
said, hopping up on my desk. “Are you ready to tap this little ass
of mine?”

“Hell yes,” I
said.

“Good,” she said. “Because
I sure as hell want to get me a piece of you. But before we get the
dirty stuff, we have to have a little discussion first.”

“About what?”

“My preferences,” Eve
said.

“What about
them?”

“I’m not one to take things
easy,” she said.

“Is that right?” I asked,
intrigued.

“Yep,” she replied. “I’m
not afraid to get a little freaky. Even on the first night. Is that
okay with you?”

“It’s more than okay,” I
said. “I think it’s great.”

“You like getting freaky
too?” she said.

“Hell yeah,” I replied.
“Life’s too short for boring sex.”

“That’s what I’m talking
about,” Eve said. “Of course, I’m not just going to sit back and
let you take charge the whole night either,” she said. “I’m prone
to bouts of control every once in a while.”

“Sounds good to me,” I
said.

“Are you sure? Lots of men
say that but once it gets down to it they start freaking out when I
take charge.”

“Not me,” I said. “I’m
totally into that kind of thing.”

“No shit?”

“No shit.” I
said.

“Huh,” she said, looking at
me sideways.

“What?” I said, even though
I knew exactly what she was thinking. What all women thought when
they first looked at me. That I’m just a boring, regular old
businessman.

“Nothing,” Eve said. “It’s
just, you don’t really look like the freaky type.”

“That’s funny,” I said.
“Because I was just thinking the same thing about you.”

“Yeah, I don’t really look
like a dirty little fuckslut, do I?”

“Not at all.”

“I think that’s part of the
fun,” she said, smiling.

“I do too,” I
said.

She laughed. “It sounds like we both
underestimated each other, doesn’t it?”

“It sure does,” I
said.

Eve ran her finger down my chest. “Well I
guess we won’t make that mistake again.”

“I guess we
won’t.”

She grabbed ahold of my shirt and pulled me
in close and slipped her tongue into my mouth. We made out like
desperate animals, aggressively exploring each other tonsils and
smashing our faces together.

Eve ran her hand down my chest and started
rubbing it against my cock, which was already starting to get hard.
In return, I grabbed ahold of her small but perky breast through
her dress and gave it a squeeze. She increased the pressure on my
cock and I squeezed harder. We were feeding off each other, her
excitement made mine grow, which in turn made hers even larger.

She undid my belt, the top button of my
pants and then my zipper, causing my pants to fall down to my
ankles.

“Holy crap,” she said,
laughing softly as she looked at my cock. “It’s fucking
huge.”

“Yeah, it’s a little on the
large side,” I said, slightly embarrassed as I always was when a
woman commented on the size of my cock but not letting Eve know
it.

 As she played with my
hard cock, I pulled her dress off and undid her bra and started
tweaking her nipples, making her gasp.

After making out while playing with each
other for a couple minutes, Eve slid off my desk and dropped to her
knees in front of me. She grabbed ahold of my cock and looked up at
me, jerking me off the whole time.

“You have such a beautiful
cock,” she said, her eyes pools of need. “I want to suck on it. Is
that okay with you?”

Smiling down at her, I nodded my head.

“Are you sure?” she said,
grinning up at me, teasing me.

“I’m positive,” I said,
trying not to sound as desperate as I felt.

Her smile widened and then she went to town
on my cock, rubbing and licking it all over, not staying in the
same place for more than a second or two, sucking on the tip,
running her tongue down the length of my  shaft, caressing my
balls, them taking them in her mouth for a bit before going back to
work my cock

Eve wrapped her lips around my cock, moving
up and down the shaft in time with her hand, which was still
jerking me off. She bobbed on it a couple times, then took me all
the way down her throat, holding it for a couple seconds, before
pulling it back off and jerking me off once again.

“Fuck my face,” she said,
opening her mouth wide. “I want you to fuck my face.”

I grabbed one handful of her hair in each
hand, then slid my cock into her waiting mouth. Holding her head in
place, I fucked her face, forcing my cock as far down her throat as
it would go. She was almost able to take the whole thing before
gagging.

“Not bad,” I said, pulling
my cock from her mouth. “Not bad at all.”

“It’s so big,” she said.
“I’ve never tried to deepthroat such a huge cock
before.”

“It doesn’t happen often, I
can tell you that much,” I said.

“I can do it,” she said as
tears leak from her eyes.

“Are you sure?”

“Positive,” she said, her
eyes twinkling with excitement. “I just need a little help. No
matter how much I’m struggling, keep pushing it in.”

“If you insist.”

Eve took a deep breath and opened her mouth
again.

Smiling, I stuck my cock back into her
mouth. This time it got about three-quarters of the way in before
she started to gag. But I didn’t stop, continuing to force it
further into her mouth, just as she had told me too. She coughed
again and more tears dripped down her face, smearing her
mascara.

“Just a little bit more,” I
said, my cock almost disappearing completely now. “Another inch and
you’re there.”

This seemed to inspire Eve, and she took the
last little bit on her own, suddenly pushing her head forward until
she was deepthroating me, her chin touching my balls. I released
her hair, giving her a chance to pull away, but she stayed put for
another second or two more before finally releasing my cock from
her throat.

“That was pretty
impressive,” I said as she gasped for breath.

“It’s getting better,” Eve
said. “But I can still improve. Give me one more shot at
it.”

“My pleasure,” I
said.

She grabbed ahold of my cock and slapped it
against her face a couple of times then went back to blowing me,
her lips moving up and down my shaft in time with her hand, sucking
and jerking in unison with each other, creating an ocean of
saliva.

Choking noises escaped from her mouth as she
took my cock progressively deeper down her throat. And then her
hands were gripping my ass cheeks and my cock had totally,
completely disappeared.

Her tongue flicked out and licked my balls
while keeping my cock planted firmly in her throat. Her nose was
pressing up against my belly button and her eyes were leaking
tears. She gagged a couple times but still didn’t pull off. I had
no idea how she was able to swallow my cock for so long but I
didn’t care in the least. All that matters was she could.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity
of deepthroating me, she pulled her head off.

I watched her with a combination of respect
and amazement as she smiled and laughed and gasped for breath.

“Holy fucking shit,” I
said, “That was incredible. Nobody has ever held it that long
before.”

“Why thank you,” she said,
grinning up at me.

“I didn’t now you had it in
you.”

“To be honest, neither did
I,” Eve said. “I guess you just bring out the best in
me.”

“Or the worst,” I said,
laughing under my breath.

“Do you want me to do it
again?” she asked.

“I’d love you to,” I said,
pulling her to her feet. “Just not right now. First it’s time for
me to return the favor.”

 

“If you insist,” she said
as I lifted her up and spun around and dropped her onto my
couch.

“Oh, I do, I do,” I said,
running my hands up the outside of her legs and under her skirt. I
hooked my fingers around her panties and pulled them off, then
dropped to my knees in front of her so my face was at the same
level as her pussy.

“Oh my,” Eve said, hiking
her skirt up around her stomach and throwing her legs open, giving
me full access to her smoothly shaved pussy. “I think I’m going to
like this.” 

“Hopefully you do more than
just like it,” I said, grinning up at her. “Hopefully you love
it.”

“We’ll find out soon
enough,” she said.

And with that, I dove in.

I started off slowly, licking around the
outside of Eve’s pussy lips, teasing her a bit and getting her nice
and wet before I started in on her pussy proper, running my tongue
up and down the length of her snatch. I slipped it inside her just
a bit at first, then more deeply, flicking my tongue in and out,
constantly mixing things up, keeping her on her toes.

I peeked up the length of her body to see
her head thrown back, her eyes closed, her mouth slightly open and
a look of pure ecstasy on her face and got more excited seeing how
much she was enjoying herself.

I continued mixing things up, rising up a
bit so I could suck on her clit while sliding two fingers inside
her soaking wet pussy.

“Jesus Christ that feels so
fucking good,” Eve groaned between grunts and heavy breathing.
“Work that pussy. Just like that, just like that.”

I curled my fingers and started rubbing them
back and forth, sticking them further and further inside her until
I found the rough surface of her G-spot.

Eve gasped wordlessly and her eyes shot
open. She looked down at me with a face full of pleasure of
excitement.

“Right there,” she said,
her voice a deep, breathy whisper. “Right fucking
there.”

Smiling, I went after her G-spot with
aggression, applying more and more pressure to it as I worked my
fingers back and forth inside her as quickly and intensely as I
could. My cock was still sticking straight up; it was just as hard
as it had been while Eve was sucking on it. Getting a girl off
excited me almost as much as a girl getting me off. I’d always been
like that.

Eve’s pussy was dripping juices and she was
bucking against my fingers with her whole body, forcing them deeper
into her pussy with every thrust. She was practically screaming
now, her eyes wide and face red from exertion.

I decided to up the ante even more, sliding
a third finger insider her, eliciting another gasp and more
frenzied bucking from Eve and propelling her ever closer to
orgasm.

Smiling, I slammed my fingers into Eve a few
more times, until she was right on the verge of cumming. Then I
gave her one final finger-thrust and held them there, deep inside
her, filling up her pussy, pushing my fingers up against her as she
squeezed her muscles against them.

Eve’s body started to shake and a guttural
growl escaped from her throat as her body tensed, her pussy
squeezing even tighter against my fingers before releasing a flood
of pussy juices as she came.

As soon as her orgasm passed, Eve grabbed my
arm and brought my hand up to her face and stuck his fingers in her
mouth.

“Goddamn I taste fucking
good,” she said once my fingers were clean. She had a big grin on
her face.

“You don’t have to tell
me,” I said, smiling right back at her. “I already
know.”

“That you do,” Eve said,
leaning forward. Her other hand ran down my stomach, grabbed ahold
of my cock and started slowly stroking it.

I rose slightly and bent towards her and
thrust my tongue into her mouth. We made out while she continued
jerking me off. Before long my hands had found their way to her
tits and were pinching and tweaking her nipples.

“Enough messing around,”
Eve said, breaking off our make-out session. Our faces were just
centimeters apart, close enough that I could smell the alcohol on
her breath and feel it’s warmth on my skin. “I want you to fuck me
with that fat cock of yours.”

She pushed my head back, then flipped over
and dropped to her hands and knees and crawled forward a couple of
paces, towards one end of the couch. She was facing away from me in
the doggy position, her perfect ass sticking up in the air. Her
boots were still on, which was hot as shit.

Turning her upper body so she was looking
back at me, Eve said, “I need your cock. Please give it to me. I
want to feel you inside of me.”

“If you insist,” I said,
smiling wryly. I climbed onto the couch and shuffled over towards
Eve until I was poised directly behind her. It was a wide couch,
allowing me to straddle her doggy style with both my knees on the
couch. I stared down at her ass for a few seconds, marveling at its
perfection, before grabbing ahold of my hard cock and sliding it
inside her pussy.

I didn’t waste any time at all, slamming my
cock deep inside Eve’s pussy immediately, giving her the entire
thing, from tip to base, my balls slapping up against the underside
of her pussy with every thrust as I hammered my cock into her.

“That’s what I’m talking
about,” Eve groaned. “Pound me with that fucking cock of
yours.”

So I did, gradually increasing the intensity
until I was slamming my body into Eve’s hard enough that she was
flinching with every thrust. Low moans and excited squeals escaped
from her mouth, combining with my grunts and the wet sounds of our
bodies slapping together to create a symphony of sex.

I paused for a moment to climb to my feet,
switching up the angle of penetration and giving me more leverage.
Squatting down, my body hovering over Eve’s, I proceeded to pummel
her more aggressively. Her entire body moved forward every time we
came together and wet, smacking sounds filled the room.

Eve’s moans had grown in intensity; she was
grunting like a crazed animal in between deep breaths. Her back was
arched and her head was thrown back, causing her spine and shoulder
blades to press against her skin, which turned me on like crazy. I
reached out and grabbed her shoulders and used them to pull her
body back towards me with every thrust, allowing me to pummel her
like never before.

“Holy fuck!” she screamed.
“Just like that, just like that! Fuck me with that huge cock of
yours! Fill up my dirty little snatch. Fill it up and make me
scream!”

The combination of Eve’s dirty talking, the
pure pleasure on her face, and the physical sensation of fucking
the shit out of her were pushing the limits of my self-control. I
simply couldn’t continue hammering away at her like this without
cumming. So I yanked my cock out of her pussy and scooted backwards
to avoid shooting my load right then and there.

Eve spun let out a disappointed moan and
turned to face me. “What happened?” she said.

“I just couldn’t take it
anymore,” I said.

Once she figured out what I meant she
started laughing. “You were going to cum already?”

“Any longer and I would
have,” I said.

She flashed me a sly look. “I told you that
I knew my way around the bedroom.”

“You certainly
did.”

“Well it’s a good thing you
backed away then, because I need more of your cock. I would have
been pissed if you were finished up that soon.”

“So would have I,” I
said.

“Then I guess we’ll just
have to find something for you to do that doesn’t leave you in any
danger of cumming.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I
said. “What did you have in mind?”

“Lie down on your back and
you’ll find out.”

Grinning widely, I did as I was told,
stretching my legs out on the couch so my back was on the cushions
and my eyes were looking up at the ceiling.

Eve stood on the couch and walked the length
of it until she was hovering directly over my face, her legs
spread, one foot on either side of my head.

“Are you sure you’re ready
for this?” she asked, fingering herself while looking down at
me.

“Hell yes,” I said. “Bring
it on.”

“If you insist,” Eve said,
falling to her knees and dropping her pussy onto my
face.

At first she just sat there, not moving at
all, smothering me with her flesh. After a good 10 seconds, she
raised up just a little bit, giving me a few moments to catch my
breath before dropping her pussy back onto me.

This time she moved back and forth, grinding
on my face, getting me all wet with her sweet, pungent pussy
juices.

“Stick out your tongue,”
Eve said.

I obliged willingly.

Eve spread her ass cheeks with her hands,
giving me deeper access to her insides. “That’s a good boy,” she
said, riding my tongue with her pussy. “Get in there. There you go.
Don’t be shy. As deep as you can.”

While I ate her out, my cock was rock hard
and sticking straight up, pointed towards the ceiling. I grabbed
ahold of it and started to stroke it, succumbing to the inability
to leave my hard cock unattended for more than a few seconds.

But Eve didn’t want to be left out of the
fun.

Leaving her pussy planted firmly on my face,
she leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth. She proceeded to
blow me while I tongue-fucked her, both of us gradually increasing
the intensity until Eve was slobbering all over my cock as I
attacked her pussy with everything I had.

It wasn’t long before I was dying to stick
my cock into Eve’s pussy again. So I grabbed her by the waist and
lifted her off me, tossing her down onto the couch as she laughed
and let out a joyful little scream and gave me a smack on the
leg.

“Getting a little frisky,
huh?” I said.

“Just a little,” she
replied.

“Then come on up and sit on
my lap,” I said. “I’ll help settle you down.”

“Oh, I seriously doubt
that,” Eve said, laughing some more.

As I repositioned myself so I was sitting
normally on the couch, Eve climbed up and straddled me, her knees
bents, her shins on the couch, and her ass resting just in front of
my cock. She leaned forward and kissed me, her tongue darting
around in my mouth while I fondled her tits.

We made out a for a little, enjoying a
little bit of downtime, letting ourselves recover and catch our
breath. Once that was taken care of, Eve reached back and grabbed
ahold of my shaft, lifted her hips up just a bit, and slid my cock
into her pussy.

Keeping her lips attached to mine, Eve rode
my cock, gently at first, moving around in slow, rhythmic circles.
I let out a soft groan. There was something about making out while
fucking that really got me going.

Eve seemed turned on by it more than normal
too and soon started moving more quickly against me, rocking her
body back and forth while keeping my cock planted deep inside her
pussy.

I responded by going after her tits with
more vigor, squeezing them tighter and tweaking her nipples with my
fingertips.

From there she upped the ante, breaking off
the kiss and leaning back, allowing her to bounce up and down and
my cock more forcefully.

I replied by rubbing her clit with my
fingers.

It went on like this for a while, each of us
trying to outdo the other. She would lean back, changing the angle
of penetration and I would grab her asscheeks and spread them wide
to allow my cock deeper entry inside of her. She would reach back
and fondle my balls and I would grab ahold of her hair and give it
a yank. She would lean forward and put her hands on my chest to
give herself more leverage and I would rise up and take her nipple
in my mouth and chew on it.

We continued like this for a few minutes
before I’d had enough. I felt like I was going to burst at the
seams. It was time to take control and finish Eve off, once and for
all.

Without saying a word, I wrapped one arm
around her waist and held her chest tight against mine, then
climbed to my feet.

As Eve giggled, I stood up, turned around,
and dropped her onto the couch, falling atop her, my cock remaining
inside her pussy the entire time.

She let out a sharp gasp as I slammed my
cock into her, not holding back at all as I entered the final
stretch. I was leaning into her, my hands gripping the back of the
couch for leverage.

“Harder,” Eve said in
between gasping breaths. “Fuck me harder. I can take
it.”

So I do, fucking her with the whole length
of my shaft, giving it to her balls deep, punctuating each thrust
by holding my cock deep in her pussy for a second or two before
pulling it back it to slam it back into her again.

“There you go,” Eve said.
“Give it to me deep. I want to feel every fucking inch of your
cock.”

I shifted my body to give myself more
leverage and pushed even harder, shoving my cock as deep as it
would go. Eve let out a loud yelp followed by a series of low
moans, then pushed back against me, forcing me even deeper inside
her.

I held my cock there, all the way inside
her, our bodies grinding against each other, for a good five
seconds before she yanked her body back, pulling my cock out of her
pussy.

Eve’s hand flew down to her clit and she
started rubbing it vigorously, groaning more loudly with every
passing second until she came again, her pussy squirting juices as
her legs shivered.

I barely gave her a chance to recover before
sliding my cock back inside her. I grabbed her ankles and shoved
her legs back towards her head, folding her in half. Holding her
ankles next to her head, I pounded her pussy with everything I had,
grunting with every thrust, my body slamming into hers hard enough
to make the entire couch move.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Eve
screamed. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

 I slammed into her
harder, crushing her, trying to break her in two. She was holding
her own legs back now, so I climbed up onto the couch, giving
myself even more leverage over her.

Time seemed to stretch as I fucked her like
a madman, slamming my cock as deep as it would go, my face right
above hers. I was staring down at her and she staring right back at
me, holding my gaze, her eyes conveying her pleasure more concisely
than words ever could.

It was this excitement in her eyes that put
me over the edge.

“Holy fucking shit,” I said
under my breath.

“Are you gonna cum?” Eve
said, barely able to speak between gasping breaths.

I nodded.

“Cum inside me,” she said,
still staring directly at me. “I want you to fill me
up.”

I couldn’t turn down a request like that, so
I hammered my cock into her a few more times before my body
tightened for a split-second before releasing, the built-up
pressure leaving my body in a series of jerking spasms, my cock
thrusting into her multiple times as I shot my load into her
pussy.

After I was done, I climbed up onto the
couch and flopped down next to Eve.

“Well, what do you think?”
she said, turning towards me, her hair mussed up, her makeup spotty
and her face still red from exertion.

“I think you’re amazing,” I
said.

“Yeah, you’re not too bad
yourself,” she replied.

“Thanks,” I said. “But I
can’t say it was my best performance.”

“That’s okay, it wasn’t
mine either. But considering it was our first time together, it was
a pretty solid session.”

“Yes it was.”

“Of course, it’ll be even
better next time,” Eve said, smiling at me.

“It most certainly will,” I
replied, returning her grin.

Eve hopped off the couch and gathered her
clothes and started putting on her bra. “Well, I should get back
before I’m missed,” she said.

“So should I,” I replied,
standing up too. But instead of putting my clothes on, I reached
out and undid her bra.

“What are you doing?” Eve
said, pretending to sound confused, but her tone and the look on
her face betrayed the truth.

“You know exactly what I’m
doing,” I said, spinning her around and pressing her face-up
against the wall.

“Are you ready to go again
already?”

“Yep,” I said, kissing her
neck and pressing my body up against her ass. “I can go all night
long.”

“No shit?”

“No shit,” I said as I slid
my hand down her stomach and started rubbing her pussy.

“Damn,” Eve said, letting
out a little groan. “Where have you been my whole life?”

“It doesn’t matter,” I
said. “I’m here now.”

Smiling, I went back to work. In the back of
my mind I was thinking I’d have to make sure I made my way back to
Phoenix a couple times a year. I couldn’t let a girl like Eve go to
waste. I’d just found a new filthy slut.
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 TWO PLUS ME EQUALS THREE

MY FILTHY SLUTS: VOLUME THREE

 

My travels last week had me in San Diego,
California, one of my favorite places in the whole country. With
it’s perfect year-round weather and old-school California
lifestyle, San Diego is as relaxing as it gets. While some of the
creeps that inhabit Los Angeles and Orange County have made their
way down south, it’s still quite a ways away—both literally and
figuratively—from its northern neighbors.

And the women . . . well, let’s just say
that it’s about as nice as place anywhere in the world for hot
women.

A couple years back, I ran across one such
woman. Her name is Adriana. Part Hispanic, part Irish, and all
woman, Adriana is a real firecracker. She’s 26 years old, with
wavy, light-brown hair, an adorable, sexy face, hazel eyes, small
nose, full lips, and a body to die for. She stands right around
five and a half feet tall and weighs 125 pounds, with long,
athletic legs, toned arms, washboard stomach, firm, ripe tits and
ass that makes me want to cry.

Needless to say I was looking forward to
spending a few days with her.
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After taking a cab from the airport, I
knocked on Adriana’s door at just after 10pm. A few seconds later
she answered it, wearing nothing but a lacy pink top and white and
pink striped panties.

I stood there staring at her for a moment,
marveling at her, as I always did, drinking her in with my
eyes.

“Hey there,” Adriana said,
flashing me a sly smile, reveling in the way I was looking at her.
“Do you like my outfit?”

“I fucking love it,” I
said. “You look incredible.”

“Ahh, thanks, baby,” she
said. “You’re looking pretty fucking hot these days
yourself.”

“Yeah right,” I said,
laughing softly. I’d been on a plane for the last eight hours and I
was feeling it, from my wrinkled clothes to my messed-up
hair.

“I’m serious,” she said,
holding the door open wide as I walked in. “I like the rumpled-up
look.”

“Is that right?” I asked,
moving in close to her as she closed the door.

“Yes it is,” she said, her
grin growing wider as I took her in my arms.

“I’ll keep that in mind for
next time,” I said before slipping my tongue between her
lips.

We made out for a little while, our tongues
exploring each other’s mouths while our hands kept themselves busy.
I had just run my hand under her flimsy little blouse when she
unexpectedly broke off our kiss and took a half step back.

“What’s the matter?” I
asked, confused.

“Nothing,” she said,
smiling wider now as she looked at me closely, obviously enjoying
my confusion. “Why?”

“Because you’re acting
funny,” I said.

“Am I?”

I raised my eyebrows and nodded.

“That’s because I’m
excited,” Adriana said.

“About what? Me being
here?”

“That,” she said, putting
one foot in front of the other and tilting her head sideways in a
playful manner. “And something else.”

“What?” I asked, laughing
under my breath.

“Follow me and you’ll find
out,” Adriana said. And with that, she took my hand and led me
upstairs.

I was expecting us to turn into her bedroom
but we kept going past it, towards the back room, which was set up
like a family room, with a plush leather couch and an entertainment
center. As far as I could remember, we’d never really spent much
time in it.

Adriana was giggling softly, obviously
excited about something. Which was unlike her; normally she was
pretty stoic and not prone to giddiness.

But once we entered the room I understood
exactly where she was coming from. One glance at the couch and I
was starting to get giddy also.

Sitting sideways on the couch was a tall,
leggy blonde. She was a couple years younger than Adriana and just
as cute, but in a different way. Taller, for one, maybe 5’10”. Long
blonde hair. Brown eyes. Pale skin. A softer body than Adriana,
with thinner legs and smaller tits but just as sexy.

“Jesse, this is Molly,”
Adriana said. “Molly, Jesse.”

“Pleased to meet you,” I
said.

“Hey there,” Molly said,
looking up at me with a lazy smile and sleepy eyes.

“So I was telling Molly a
little bit about you the other day and she said she wanted to meet
you,” Adriana said, flashing a knowing glance at me. “And, you
know, get to know you a little better.”

“Is that right?” I said, my
excitement level rising even higher. I was already salivating at
getting freaky with Adriana, but getting her friend involved too?
That was too good to be true.

“Yes it is,” Adriana said.
“Right Molly?”

Molly nodded.

“Sorry,” Adriana said.
“You’ll have to bear with Molly. She’s a little bit
shy.”

“No problem,” I said. “I
like ‘em like that.”

“What?” Adriana said,
giving me a look of mock consternation. “I thought you like them
loud and raunchy and out of control like me.”

“I do, I do,” I said,
smacking Adriana on the ass. “But I like them shy too. And I
especially like having one of each at the same time.”

“Yeah, I’m sure you do,”
Adriana said, grabbing my cock and squeezing it hard enough to make
me flinch while Molly giggled from over on the couch. “Luckily for
you I like my women shy too. Especially when I have a strong man
with me.”

“Then it sounds like a
perfect situation for both of us,” I said. “What about you, Molly?”
I added, flicking my chin in her direction. “What do you think of
this little setup?”

“I think it’s perfect,” she
said, her wry smile growing larger.

“Then what are we waiting
for?” I said. “Let’s get this show on the road.”

“Indeed,” Adriana said,
grabbing my hand and leading me over to the couch. As Molly sat up,
Adriana turned me around so my back was to the couch and gave me a
little shove. I dropped back onto the couch, sitting normally, and
Adriana sat down next to me so I was in between the two
women.

Sitting on either side of me, Molly and
Adriana started making out with me relaxing in between them. I sat
back and watched, letting them do their thing, knowing that they’d
get to me in good time.

The two women explored each other’s tonsils
for a bit before Adriana started going to work on Molly’s tits,
licking and sucking on her nipples.

While Adriana played with Molly’s tits,
Molly’s hands dropped down to my groin area. She unzipped my zipper
and pulled my cock out of my pants and started jerking me off,
getting me nice and hard.

Once Adriana saw my cock, she immediately
pulled her mouth off Molly’s nipple and dropped her head down to
the same level as my cock.

“You have such a nice
cock,” she said, looking up at me. “Do you mind if I suck
it?”

“Be my guest,” I
said.

Adriana wrapped her lips around the tip of
my cock and gave it a good suck before popping her mouth off of
it.

I shivered and let out a little gasp.

Adriana laughed. “A little sensitive
tonight, are we?” she said.

“Just a bit,” I
replied.

“Or maybe just a bit too
excited,” Adriana added.

“That too,” I
said.

Smiling, Adriana said, “Well you’d better
learn to control that. Because if we don’t get what we want out of
you tonight there’s going to be problems. Isn’t that right
Molly?”

Molly nodded emphatically.

“I’ll do my best,” I
said.

“You do that,” Adriana
replied before taking my cock in her mouth once again.

She was an electric cocksucker, attacking my
cock more than sucking on it, gagging noises coming from her mouth
while saliva dripped everywhere.

While Adriana worked my cock, Molly leaned
forward and stuck her tongue in my mouth. We made out passionately
while Adriana continued blowing me like a pornstar.

After a short while the two women traded
places.

Molly’s cock-sucking technique was different
than Adriana’s. She took her time, using her tongue in a variety of
different ways, taking things far more slowly than her friend. On
the other hand, Adriana kissed like she sucked cock, aggressively
thrusting her tongue into my mouth and exploring it with
intensity.

Half a minute later, Adriana released her
hold on my lips and turned her attention back to Molly. While her
friend continued to suck my cock, Adriana grabbed ahold of Molly’s
hair and held it up above her head.

With her hair now out of the way, I could
clearly see Molly’s face as she slowly went all the way down on my
cock, taking the entire thing in her mouth before coming up for
air.

“Goddamn that felt fucking
good,” I said, shaking my head in amazement.

“Pretty impressive, huh?”
Adriana said as Molly caught her breath.

“I’ll say.”

“That was amazing,” I said
to Molly.

“Thanks,” she whispered in
a soft voice while flashing me a shy smile.

I realized that was the first word I’d heard
her say since we’d starting getting freaky. Adriana hadn’t been
joking when she’d said that Molly was a shy one. But that was
perfectly fine with me; the contrast between the two women made for
a very interesting dynamic, one that I found quite titillating.

“Yeah, she’s coming along
pretty good,” Adriana said. “But she still can’t hold a candle to
the master.”

“Is that right?” I said,
challenging Adriana with my tone.

“Damn straight,” Adriana
said, flashing one of her trademark smirks, letting me know she’s
not going to fall for my little tricks. Her look says that she’ll
deepthroat me, but it will be at a time of her choosing, not
mine.

Just to prove her point, Adriana stuck her
tongue in Molly’s mouth and they started to make out. Half a minute
later, Adriana broke off the kiss and without saying another word,
dropped her head down and took my cock in her mouth.

She immediately took me all the way down,
deepthroating me with ease. She held my cock inside her throat, her
lips touching my balls and her nose pressing against the inside of
my leg.

“Holy fucking shit,” I said
under my breath as I tried desperately not to cum. Her throat
constricting my cock felt too good to handle for any length of
time. If Adriana didn’t pull up soon, I was going to shoot my load
right then and there.

Finally, a good ten seconds after she’d gone
down on me and no more than two seconds before I would have shot my
load down her throat, Adriana pulled her head off my cock, leaving
it glistening with saliva and the tip white with the loss of blood
flow.

She didn’t so much as gasp or gag or
anything the whole time, and even now, as she gathered breath back
into her lungs, she seemed no worse for wear.

“You weren’t kidding about
being the master,” I said.

“I told you,” she
replied.

“You certainly did,” I
said. I knew my cock couldn’t take any more sucking before it burst
at the seams, so I decided to mix things up.

I climbed to my feet, pulling my cock out of
Molly’s mouth and separating my mouth from Adriana’s.

“What’s this?” Adriana
said, giving me that sly little look of hers.

“You’ll see,” I said as I
picked Molly up off the ground and dropped her on the couch,
face-up. As she giggled, I grabbed her legs and pulled her towards
me until her ass was hanging off the front of the couch and the
back of her head was where the seat cushions and back cushions
met.

Once Molly was in position, I spread her
legs wide, then started licking her pussy. She closed her eyes and
let out a low moan of pleasure.

“I like where this is
going,” Adriana said. Without saying another word, she climbed onto
the couch, straddled Molly’s face, and dropped her pussy right onto
her friend’s mouth.

While still eating Molly out, I inserted two
fingers into her pussy. I banged her until she was moaning in
pleasure, her cries muffled by Adriana’s pussy, which was still
planted firmly on Molly’s mouth.

My eyes were turned up to watch Adriana lift
herself up, giving Molly a chance to gulp a couple lungfuls of air
before dropping her ass right back down on Molly’s face. She rode
Molly with the same intensity she’d shown while sucking my
cock.

Adriana looked down and saw me watching. She
flashed me her trademark dirty little smirk.

“Do you like watching me
sit on Molly’s face?” Adriana asked. “Does it turn you on to see me
smothering her with my pussy?”

“Fuck yeah,” I
said.

“It turns me on too,”
Adriana said. “It makes my pussy so fucking wet. Do you want to see
how wet it is?”

I nodded.

Smiling, Adriana flipped herself around so
she was on her hands and knees, face-to-face with Molly, her ass
and soaking wet pussy directly above my face.

“Well,” Adriana said,
turning to look back at me. “What are you waiting for? Lick that
pussy just like you were licking Molly’s.”

“If you insist,” I said,
lifting my head up until it was at the same level as Adriana’s ass.
After staring at her pretty little pussy for a moment, I dove in,
burying my face between her legs.

“That’s what I’m talking
about,” Adriana said as I explored her insides with my tongue. “Get
in there. Smash that face against my pussy.”

So I did, pressing my head forward until my
entire universe existed solely of Adriana’s insides. Her juices
covered my face, filled up my every pore, and I breathed her smell
into my lungs.

Feeling bad for Molly, I felt around with my
fingers until I found her pussy. Then I slipped three fingers
inside her, banging away at her snatch while I ate out Adriana’s
pussy.

I kept my face buried in Adriana’s pussy for
what seemed like an eternity before finally pulling back to get
some air.

As I breathed in, I watched Adriana and
Molly making out some more, their lips pressed together and their
hands running up and down each other’s bodies.

I slid my fingers out of Molly’s snatch and
slipped them directly into Adriana’s. She uttered a little groan
and turned to look back at me.

“Fuck my tight little pussy
with your fingers,” she said. “Bang me like there’s no
tomorrow.”

I did as I was told, hammering my fingers in
and out of her soaking wet pussy, finger-fucking her.

“Harder,” Adriana said, her
breath ragged. “Give it to me harder!”

I climbed to my feet to give myself more
leverage and started banging away at her with everything I had.

“There we go,” Adriana
said. “That’s what I’m taking about!” And then she thrust her
tongue back into Molly’s mouth and they continued making out, more
aggressively than before.

After banging away at Adriana for a bit, I
felt a hand around my cock and realized that Molly had reached down
and started stroking me. This just got me more excited and I
started pounding away at Adriana’s snatch even harder, causing her
to moan and groan like never before.

A few seconds after that, Molly guided my
cock towards her pussy and scooted her body forward, forcing my
cock inside her. Her pussy was dripping wet and smooth as silk.

“Holy shit,” I moaned as
her warmth engulfed me.

I was in a slightly awkward position, on my
feet but crouching down, my fingers still inside Adriana’s snatch
making it difficult to do much moving around. But Molly took care
of that, moving her body forward and back, fucking my cock with her
pussy.

It felt so good that I didn’t even realize
I’d stopped banging Adriana until she called me on it. My fingers
were still planted in her pussy but were no longer moving.

“What the hell happened?”
she asked, turning her upper body to look back at me. Then she saw
what was going on. “Oh,” she said with a laugh. “Now I
understand.”

Adriana climbed to her feet, forcing my
fingers from her pussy and allowing me to shift my position, giving
me more leverage over Molly. Now, with my knees on the couch, I
grabbed ahold of Molly’s ankles and pushed back on them, holding
her legs against the back of the couch and folding her in half.

With this newfound leverage, I was able to
pummel Molly’s pussy, hammering away at her, my body slamming into
hers, causing her to yelp repeatedly.

There was a slightly pained look on her
face, which forced me to slow things down a bit and not give it to
her quite so hard.

“What are you doing?”
Adriana said. She had climbed to her feet and was standing behind
the couch, facing me, looking down on us.

“What do you mean?” I
asked, still fucking Molly.

“You let up on her,”
Adriana said. “Why the fuck did you do that?”

I shrugged.

“It’s because she had a
pained look on her face, isn’t it?” Adriana said.

I shrugged again. “Maybe.”

“Fuck that,” Adriana said.
“That look just means you’re doing things properly.” Looking down
at Molly, she added, “Isn’t that right?”

With her face still screwed up in a mask of
discomfort, Molly nodded her head.

“You like getting pounded,
don’t you Molly?” Adriana said.

Molly nodded again. “I love it,” she said,
her voice as soft and shy as ever. “Fuck that little pussy with
everything you have. Give me all you got. I can take it.”

Something about hearing that shy, soft voice
talk dirty to me was intoxicating. It turned me on more than
anything so far. And I certainly couldn’t defy it. So I positioned
myself for maximum leverage and started hammering away at Molly
harder than ever before.

“There you go,” Adriana
said. “That’s much better, right Molly?”

Molly nodded emphatically. The look of
discomfort had returned to her face but this time I didn’t let it
faze me. In fact, it fueled me to fuck her even harder.

“That’s a good boy,”
Adriana said. She’d grabbed ahold of Molly’s legs and held them in
place back behind her head, allowing me to grip the back of the
couch and give myself even more leverage than ever before. “Fuck
that tight little pussy. Show her what it’s like to get fucked by a
real man. Break her in half. Fucking destroy her! Don’t let up
until she cums. Not until she cums all over your cock.”

And so I did, pounding away at Molly until
her entire body tensed up and then released in a burst as an orgasm
crashed over her. Her legs shook and her mouth was open in a silent
scream and her eyes were wide for a good five seconds before she
relaxed once again.

“Very good,” Adriana said,
coming around the side of the couch as I paused to catch my breath.
My cock was still inside Molly but I wasn’t moving against her.
“Now it’s my turn. I hope you have some more energy. Because you
don’t get to cum until I do.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” I
said.

“Not good enough,” Adriana
said. “You need to fuck me until I cum, understand? Failure to make
me cum before you do is unacceptable.”

“I got it,” I said,
laughing.

As Molly watched on with amusement, Adriana
climbed onto the couch, flipping herself over so she was on her
knees, her ass in the air right in front of me.

I licked Adriana’s pussy from behind for a
few seconds before sliding my cock into her. She immediately
started bouncing back against me, as energetic as always. Loud
moans of pleasure and a series of curses escaped from her mouth
with every thrust.

Molly sat up on the couch alongside Adriana,
but facing the opposite way, her chin lying on top of Adriana’s
ass, her mouth just above Adriana’s asshole. As I fucked Adriana
doggy style, Molly grabbed one of Adriana’s ass cheeks with each
hand and spread them apart, opening her up to me.

“Holy shit,” Adriana said.
“That feels so fucking incredible. Open me up more,” she said to
Molly. “Hold my ass cheeks open as far as they can go.”

So Molly did, pulling on Adriana’s
asscheeks, spreading them wide and revealing her asshole. I was
tempted to start playing with it, but knew that if I did it would
be all over within seconds, so I stayed away and focused my
attention on pummeling Adriana’s pussy.

And pummel it I did, hammering my entire
body into hers, my hips slamming into her ass hard enough to push
her forward with every thrust.

After half a minute of fucking Adriana from
behind, Molly grabbed ahold of my cock and slid it out of Adriana’s
pussy. She took my cock in her mouth and gave it a couple of quick
pumps, getting it nice and wet. Then she guided it back into
Adriana’s pussy.

This time Adriana did the work, backing into
me while I stood there, her ass bouncing against my groin and
jiggling and shaking constantly. The movement of her ass was
mesmerizing. I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

Adriana didn’t seem to appreciate my
amazement though. After nearly a full minute of bouncing back
against me, she turned her head back and said, “Are you going to
let me do all the work? What’s going on back there?”

Molly giggled and I smiled.

“You want me to take over?”
I asked.

“Hell yes,” Adriana
replied.

“Fine,” I said, grabbing
her hips and laying into her.

“That’s a start,” she said
breathlessly, still trying to maintain control even though she
could barely breath. “But you can do better.”

“Let’s see how you like
this,” I said, grabbing her shoulders and pulling her body back as
I thrusted forward, our bodies slamming together with more force
than ever before.

“I love it,” Adriana said,
grunting the words out. “I fucking love it!”

After hammering away at her for half a
minute, I took things even further, grabbing a handful of her hair
and yanking her head back while continuing to pound away at
her.

Adriana was grunting wordlessly now, her
head thrown back to alleviate some of the pressure and her back
muscles and shoulder blades gleaming in the light.

I was grunting too, trying desperately to
last just a little longer before cumming, knowing that I needed to
get Adriana there before I finished.

Molly was up on the couch by now, on her
back with her legs thrown wide and three fingers of her right hand
banging away at her pussy while she worked her clit with her
left.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Adriana
said, finally approaching orgasm. And none too soon, considering I
didn’t have more than half a minute left before I was going to
burst.

Now that she was close, I poured all my
remaining energy left into fucking her with all my heart, my hips
jackhammering back and forth while I pulled further back on her
hair, creating more tension than ever before.

“I’m cumming, I’m fucking
cumming!” Adriana screamed, her body clenching tightly before
releasing with a guttural growl. She hammered her body back into me
and held it there, my cock deep inside her pussy, while an orgasm
coursed through her.

I glanced over at Molly and saw that she was
cumming too, but in a far more subdued way, just like before, with
her mouth slightly open and a surprised look on her face.

And then it was my turn.

As Adriana came, her pussy squeezed my cock
tight. And once her orgasm had passed, her body relaxed, as did her
pussy, and the sudden absence of pressure put me immediately over
the edge.

“Shit, shit, shit,” I said
breathlessly.

Adriana knew exactly what that phrase,
uttered like that, meant.

She pulled forward, yanking my cock from her
pussy, then quickly spun around and dropped to the floor in front
of the couch, on her knees directly beneath me, pulling Molly down
with her.

As I stood over them, my cock hard and
waiting to burst, Adriana took my dick in her mouth. Knowing that
it wasn’t going to take much, she sucked on the tip while
aggressively jerking me off while Molly dropped her head down lower
and started sucking on my balls.

“Ohmyfuckinggod,” I moaned,
trying to hold as long as I could to enjoy every last possible
second of this wondrous feeling. But both of the women working my
cock and balls so expertly was simply too much for me to
handle.

I was practically in tears from holding on
and my face was screwed up in a painful grimace.

“Here it comes,” Adriana
said, pulling her mouth off my cock but still jerking me
off.

Molly released my balls and rose back up so
her face was right next to Adriana’s.

“Cum on our fucking faces,”
Adriana said.

“Paint our pretty little
faces with your cum,” Molly added.

So I did, finally giving in and relaxing
enough to let the orgasm flow through me.

“Holy fuck,” I groaned as I
came, my seed shooting out of my cock in a jet stream.

Adriana took the first blast straight in the
face, the thick, white sperm splashing against her cheek. Still
jerking me off, she turned my cock towards Molly, spraying her face
with my second stream. Most of the third ended up on Molly too,
before Adriana turned my cock back towards her for the fourth
stream of cum and the last few spurts.

Laughing softly and shaking my head, I
stared down at Adriana as she moved her clenched hand slowly
towards the tip of my cock, milking every last drop. With her face
covered in cum, she licked the tip of my cock then released it.

My legs weak, I dropped to the couch. But
the girls weren’t done yet. As I watched, Adriana licked my cum off
of Molly’s face. Molly then returned the favor, cleaning Adriana’s
face of my seed.

With both of their faces now clear of my
milky white sperm, they proceeded to kiss, sharing my cum between
them. After making out for a bit, Adriana ended up with the
reservoir of cum.

I continued staring as Adriana grabbed ahold
of Molly’s face and tilted it upward. Adriana then rose up and
situated her head directly above Molly’s. Adriana pursed her lips
slightly, letting my cum and their collected saliva drip from her
mouth, down and into Molly’s open and waiting mouth below.

After all the liquid had been transferred,
Molly flashed me a little smile, then tilted her chin back and
swallowed the concoction down.

It was all I could do to keep from standing
up and cheering. And then, once I realized I still had two more
days of this to come, I actually did, clapping my hands and hooting
and hollering obnoxiously while the girls took turns giving me
exaggerated bows.

Nights like tonight reminded me just how
much I enjoyed my life. And would continue enjoying it as long as I
had my filthy little sluts waiting for me in all my favorite
cities.

Life was good.

 

#####

 

 HITTING IT OFF

 

Teagan is by far the coolest woman I’ve
every met.

First of all, she’s truly a super-freak, up
for absolutely anything, no matter how perverted or deviant. But
what she likes most is rough sex. Slapping, spanking, bondage, that
sort of thing. The only catch is she dishes out just as much as she
takes. Which scares the hell out most men. But for me it just turns
me on more.

Teagan is also vocal as hell. She talks
constantly, always telling me what she’s going to do to me and what
she wants done to her. With some girls that can get kind of
annoying but with Teagan it never does. Because, unlike most girls,
the words that come out of her mouth are genuine. Not some trumped
up version of what she thinks you want to hear.

I remember the very first time I met her. It
was at a party one of my friends were throwing. I didn’t really
want to go, as I’m not a big socializer and pretty much just hang
out and do my own thing, but they eventually talked me into it. So
to combat my inability to mingle, I took control of the keg,
content to just sit there and fill up everyone else’s cups while
periodically doing the same to my own.

After an hour or so of filling people’s
cups, I started to recognize a few regulars, people who were
drinking as much as I was. They’d give me a little head nod or a
thanks for being the kegmaster and I’d return their brief show of
gratitude with a little gesture. Most of the regulars were men. But
one was a young woman who couldn’t have been a day over 21. She
came over alone every time, got her drink, gave me a little smile,
then went on her way.

She was hot as shit, with short black hair
highlighted by purple streaks in the front and an angular sexy
face. Her makeup was skewed towards gothic without being out of
control, with black eyeliner and purple lipstick to match the
streaks in her hair, and I could see part of at least one tattoo
sticking out at the edges of her clothing. She was just about my
height, which made her right about six feet tall, with a long,
lean, but athletic body. Pale skin, big and perky tits, long legs,
toned arms and an incredibly tight ass. In short, my dream
woman.

As the night went on I found myself watching
her more and more. When she worked the room, it reminded me of
myself, staying on the edges, observing more than mingling,
occasionally saying a few words here or there but not lingering in
one spot for very long. Plus she had a wry little smile on her face
the whole time, and that grin, combined with the look in her eyes,
was a familiar one. It was a look of detached amusement. I saw it
in the mirror all the time.

 “Hey,” she said after
I’d filled her cup for the sixth or seventh time in that hour.
“Thanks for doing this.”

“My pleasure,” I replied
with a smile, trying to play things down, like I always did. A
small part of me wanted to tell her how I’d been admiring her all
evening, but the larger part thought this was a mistake. It would
most like come off as at least creepy and possibly even disturbing,
a couple of traits that never lead to anything at all except maybe
a beat-down. So after holding eye contact with her for a few
seconds, I turned my attention to the next person in
line.

I expected her to move on like she had all
evening, but instead she lingered, even after I started filling up
the cup of the guy behind her. Eventually she climbed up onto the
kitchen counter and sat atop it, a few feet to my left.

“Do you live here?” she
asked as I filled up another cup.

“No,” I said. “I live a
couple places down.”

“But the guys throwing the
party are your friends, right?”

“Yeah.”

“And I take it you felt
obligated to come?”

“Exactly,” I said, laughing
under my breath.

“Because you don’t really
like these kinds of things, right?”

I turned to look at her. “How did you know
that?”

One half of her lips turned up in a grin.
“Because I’m a mind reader.”

“Yeah, right,” I said,
laughing.

“Actually, it’s pretty
apparent to anyone who’s been watching,” she said. “The way you’ve
sat here the whole time, filling everyone’s beer without even
starting a single conversation, not even pretending to
mingle.”

“It’s that obvious,
huh?”

She nodded.

“Yeah, I guess it is,” I
said, chuckling under my breath. I stood up and walked over towards
her, standing beside her, letting everyone fill their own cups from
now on. “But let’s get to the more important issue
here.”

“Which is what?”

“You’ve been watching me
this whole time.”

“That’s right,” she said
immediately, and with no shame whatsoever. “Just like you’ve been
watching me.”

I started to blush and dropped my eyes.

“Yep,” she said, answering
my unasked question. “That was pretty fucking obvious
too.”

I laughed and shook my head. “Look, I’m
sorry if I made your uncomfortable—”

“If it made me
uncomfortable, do you think I’d be over here talking to you about
it?” she said.

“No, I guess not,” I
replied.

“Actually, I’m flattered,”
she said.

“Why is that?”

“Because of all the hot
girls at this party, you picked me to watch
obsessively.”

“I guess that’s one way to
look at it,” I said under my breath but loudly enough to be
heard.

“What I want to know is,
why me?” she asked.

I shrugged.

“I know it’s not because
I’m the hottest one here,” she said in a self-deprecating
tone.

“What makes you so
sure?”

She tilted her head and flashed me a look of
exasperation. “While I appreciate the flattery, it isn’t
necessary,” she said. “I want to know the truth. Why me?”

“Honestly?” I
said.

“No,” she replied flatly.
“I want you to lie to me.” She dusted off her beer before adding,
“Yes, honestly.”

“It’s because you remind me
of myself,” I said.

“In what way?”

“It’s the way you worked
the room,” I said after a brief pause to decide whether or not I
wanted to go down this rabbit hole.

“How so?” she
said.

“It’s hard to
explain.”

“Try,” she said.

“You were watching,
observing, lingering, not really a part of anything,” I said, still
holding back for fear of saying the wrong thing.

“Keep going,” she
said.

Fuck it,
I thought. Just let it out. And so I
did.

“It’s like you think you’re
better than everyone else,” I said. “That they’re beneath you
somehow. That you’re cooler than them, smarter than them, more
evolved than them. But you’re also smart enough to not let them
know how you feel. As far as they’re concerned, you’re one of them,
even though you know that’s the furthest thing from the truth. And
the whole time, you’re trying to decide if it would just be easier
if you could be
exactly like them: oblivious, banal, satisfied. But you always come
to the conclusion that you’re better off exactly who you are, no
matter how difficult that can be at times.”

 I fell quiet. I was
no longer looking at my new friend, but staring blankly at the
window and the darkness outside.

“So that’s how you see
yourself?” she asked after a few seconds of comfortable
silence.

“Yep,” I
replied.

“Which also means that’s
how you see me,” she said.

It wasn’t really a question but I answered
it anyway with a nod of my head. “Although I have to admit, it’s
strange saying those things out loud. I don’t think I’ve ever
verbalized them before.”

“Me neither,” she said
quietly. “But that’s exactly how I see myself too. And, not
coincidentally, you too.”

I looked up at her. “So what happens
now?”

“Whatever we
want.”

“And what is it that
you want?” I
asked.

“To find someplace a lot
more private,” she said.

“Then follow me,” I said,
holding out my hand. She grabbed it and I helped her off the
counter and to her feet.

“I’m Teagan, by the way,”
she said.

“I’m Brian,” I
replied.

“I know,” she said. “Now
let’s go.”

Five minutes later we were back at my place,
making out while groping each other, practically tearing each
other’s clothes off. We’d started going at it immediately after
closing the front door and were still just in the living room. We
hadn’t even bothered to make our way into the bedroom before
getting started.

“There’s something I need
to tell you,” Teagan said, breaking things off for a moment. She
was down to her purple bra and black panties and me to my boxers
and socks. Our clothes lay in a heap on the floor next to
us.

I unfurled my arms from her body and took a
step back.

“It’s not a big deal,”
Teagan said after seeing the look on my face. “It’s just . . . I’m
not what you’d call a normal girl.”

“No offense, but that
doesn’t make me feel any better,” I said, eyeing her sideways. If
she told me she was really a guy I was going to flip my
lid.

Teagan must have read my thoughts from my
expression, as she laughed and shook her head. “It’s nothing
horrible,” Teagan said. “I’m not a dude or anything like that.”

“That’s good to know,” I
said, trying not to let the depth of my relief show.

“It’s just that I like
things a certain way and I’m not shy about telling men what way
that is.”

“Well, luckily I’m not a
typical dude,” I said, stepping forward and wrapping my arms around
her once again. “I’m actually know how to follow
directions.”

Teagan smiled widely and her eyes lit up in
excitement. “That’s good to hear. You wouldn’t believe how many
guys just go and do their own thing without even thinking about
what the girl wants.”

“Not me,” I said. “In fact,
I’m just the opposite. When I’m in these types of situations, I
only want wherever the girl wants. That’s what makes me
happy.”

“What’s that?”

“Making them happy,” I
said.

Teagan tilted her head and looked at me like
I was an alien from another planet. “Are you serious?”

“Completely,” I
said.

“That’s not just some
bullshit line you’re feeding me?”

I shook my head from side to side. “It’s the
honest truth.”

“Damn, Brian, where have
you been my whole life?”

“That’s funny, I was
wondering the same thing about.”

“I’m not sure where I’ve
been,” Teagan said, pushing me back against the wall. “But I’m
positive about where I’m going.”

“And where’s that?” I
asked.

“Down, down, down, to the
bottom of the sea,” Teagan sang as she dropped to her
knees.

I laughed as she pulled my boxers down
around my ankles. “You’re pretty fucking funny.”

“I try,” she said before
taking the tip of my cock in her mouth. I took a deep breath and
let it out slowly and looked down at Teagan’s sexy face as she
worked my cock, sucking on the tip while she jerked me off, her
eyes locked on mine the entire time.

After bobbing on the head of my cock for
half a minute, Teagan took me deeper inside her mouth, more than
halfway down, and held it there for a few seconds before pulling
her head off.

She spit on my cock and started jerking me
off with more intensity. Still looking up at me, she said, “You
have a very nice cock.”

“Thanks,” I said
sheepishly.

“I love sucking on it,”
Teagan added, smiling wryly at my reaction to her words. “Do you
mind if I do it some more?”

“Not at all,” I said. “I’d
like that.”

Giggling, Teagan took my cock in her mouth
once again, this time blowing me proper, her lips quickly moving
back and forth along my shaft as wet, sloppy sounds escaped from
her throat.

She sucked my cock like an expert, altering
the speed and depth continuously, keeping me on my toes, staring up
at me the entire time.  When she finally released my cock from
between her lips, it was rock-hard, sticking straight out and
coated with her spit, glistening in the harsh light of the
room.

“How are you liking things
so far?” Teagan asked.

“I’m loving them,” I
said.

“Are you ready to get a
little freakier?”

“I can’t wait,” I
replied.

Teagan smiled. “That’s what I like to
hear.”

She grabbed me around the waist and spun me
around so my back was facing the wall, then gave me a shove,
backing me flush against it.

Looking up at me with a devilish smile,
Teagan quickly undid her bra, letting it fall to the floor. After
letting me admire her large, perky, perfect tits for a bit, she
squatted down and grabbed ahold of my cock and smacked it against
her chest.

After taking turns smacking my cock against
each one of her tits a couple of times, she held my cock against
her flesh between them and moved her body up and down,
titty-fucking me.

I took a deep breath, held it, and let it
out slowly.

“I take it you enjoy this?”
Teagan said, looking up at me with a nasty little smile.

I nodded.

“What about this,” she
asked, dropping her body down and using my cock to slap herself in
the cheek, then opening her mouth and smacking my cock against her
tongue a few times. “Do you like that too?”

I nodded again, more vigorously this time. I
didn’t know if I could speak.

Teagan laughed
softly.  “Yeah, I think you might like it a little
too much,” she said.
“Perhaps we should mix things up a bit.”

“Sounds good,” I said. I
was all for switching things up, because if we continued on like
this, I would cum way too soon, and neither of us wanted that.
“What do you want me to do?”

 “Get down on the
floor,” Teagan said. “On your back. I’ll take things from
there.”

“My pleasure,” I said,
doing as I was told.

As I got into position, Teagan slipped out
of her panties, then took a step forward and put one foot on either
side of my head until she was standing directly above my face, her
chest facing my feet, her ass pointed at my face. She rubbed her
pussy and looked down at me, smiling.

“Are you ready for this
sweet pussy in your face?” she asked.

“I can’t wait,” I
replied.

Smiling, she said, “Neither can I,” then
fell to her knees and dropped her pussy directly onto my face, just
as she’d said she was going to do.

At first Teagan just sat there atop my face,
not moving at all, smothering me with her flesh. After a little
while she started moving back and forth, grinding on my face,
soaking me with her pussy juices while I flicked my tongue around,
exploring her insides.

Not long after that, Teagan reached down and
spread her ass cheeks, giving me deeper access to her pussy.
“That’s a good boy,” she said. “Don’t be shy. Get as far in there
as you can.”

I tilted my head up, forcing my tongue
deeper into her pussy.

“There you go,” she said.
“That’s what I’m talking about.”

Getting smothered by Teagan’s pussy turned
me on like crazy. My cock was as hard as a wood plank and sticking
straight up towards the ceiling, just begging for attention.

“My, my, my,” Teagan said,
noticing my cock for the first time. “It looks like you’re enjoying
this just as much as I am. Let me help you out with
that.”

Leaving her pussy planted firmly on my face,
Teagan leaned forward and took my cock in her mouth. I let out an
involuntary groan as she started to blow me, and I returned the
favor by going after her pussy with even more vigor, getting my
fingers involved along with my tongue.

We both gradually increased the intensity
until I was attacking Teagan’s pussy with everything I had while
she slobbered all over my cock.

Some time later, Teagan abruptly rose up,
letting my cock slip out of her mouth, and put all her weight on my
face, making it so I couldn’t even breathe.

“Holy fucking shit,” she
said, her voice a deep groan. “Right there, right fucking there!
I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna fucking cum!”

A few seconds later she did just that, her
legs shaking violently and her pussy squirting juices all over me,
getting in my hair, my eyes, my mouth, and everywhere in
between.

With my entire face a soaking wet mess,
Teagan crawled forward, pulling her pussy off my head. As I gasped
for breath, trying desperately to fill my lungs with air, she stood
up, then turned herself around so she was facing me, putting one
foot on either side of my body. Then she squatted down, put one
hand on my chest for balance, grabbed ahold of my cock with her
other hand, and slid it into her pussy.

Teagan immediately started working my cock,
bouncing down on me with more and more intensity, my cock going
deeper and deeper inside her pussy with every pump. It wasn’t long
before my cock was completely disappearing inside Teagan, her ass
hammering down onto my body, driving me into the floor. My grunts
and her groans combined to fill up the room with sounds of sex.

After riding my cock for a full minute with
ever increasing aggression, Teagan slammed down onto me one final
time and held her body in place atop mine with my cock deep in her
pussy.

Teagan took a moment to recover, then
dropped her knees to the floor, straddling me proper. She then
reached back and put her hands on my thighs and leaned back,
arching her spine, tilting her chin towards the ceiling and pushing
her tits out more prominently.

While Teagan went back to riding my cock, I
reached out and grabbed ahold of her tits, one in each hand.

“That’s what I’m talking
about,” she said, staring down at me with an intense look. “Squeeze
my tits.”

So I did, squeezing them tightly, causing
her to pummel me even more aggressively. As she hammered herself
down atop me, she glared down at me with fire in her eyes and said,
“Slap my tits.”

I did as I was told, giving her two good
smacks, one on each tit.

“That’s right, just like
that,” she said, bouncing up and down on me with her full weight,
our bodies coming together with loud, wet, slapping sounds. “Smack
my fucking tits. Smack them like you mean it!”

I continued smacking away Teagan’s tits
while she impaled herself on my cock. I was enjoying myself
immensely—too much in fact. I needed to take a little break, and
fast, before it was too late.

So, after giving Teagan a few more smacks
for good measure, I slid out from underneath her, forcing my cock
out of her pussy.

“What’s the matter?” she
asked, flashing me a confused look.

“Nothing,” I said. “I just
need to take a little time to recover before, you know . .
.”

She smiled and nodded knowingly.
“Gotcha.”

“But don’t worry,” I said.
“I’ll keep you plenty busy while I recuperate.”

“Sounds good to me,” Teagan
said.

I stood up, then reached my hand down
towards her. “May I?”

“You may,” she said,
grasping my hand.

I helped Teagan to her feet then picked her
up in my arms and carried her over to the couch while she giggled
playfully and nibbled on my ear. Once there, I dropped her atop the
couch, lengthwise and on her back, so her head was lying on the
pillow nestled into the crevice between the cushions and the
armrest. Then I spread her legs, putting one of them up over the
back of the couch, opening her up to me.

Once she was in position, I held my hand out
in front of my face, showing it to her. It was balled in a fist
except for my index and middle fingers, which were sticking
straight out and pressed together.

“The fingers are the great
equalizer,” I said. “The easiest way for a man to guarantee that
any woman comes away satisfied without having to worry about
cumming too soon.”

“That sounds like fun to
me,” Teagan said, grinning from ear to ear. “And don’t be shy with
them. Feel free to get them in there and get them
dirty.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” I said.
“I will.”

And with that, I leaned forward and slid two
fingers inside Teagan’s pussy.

Teagan took a deep breath and let it out in
a rush as I began exploring around. I started slowly but it wasn’t
long before I settled into a good rhythm, my fingers gliding in and
out of her slick, soaking wet pussy with ease while she moaned and
squirmed. 

I gradually increased the intensity,
slamming my fingers inside Teagan’s pussy at a faster pace, her
moans growing more animated as I finger-fucked her with more
aggression. I lifted my body up a little higher, changing the angle
a bit and relieving some of the pressure on my arm.

“That’s it, that’s it,”
Teagan said, her voice insistent. “Bang that fucking pussy with
your fingers. Harder, baby. Give it to me harder!”

I was already giving it to Teagan pretty
good, but if she wanted it harder, I had no problem giving it to
her. I rose up even higher, allowing me deeper access to her pussy,
which I took advantage of, pummeling her with everything I had, my
fingers working furiously, the tips curled up so I could rub her
G-spot while I banged away at her snatch.

“There you go,” she said,
her voice more intense than before and rising with every word. With
one of her hands she’d began to rub at her clit like a madwoman.
“Holy shit that feels so fucking incredible!”

I worked her pussy for another full minute
before slipping a third finger inside, filling her up, all while
still banging away, not slowing down one bit. She continued working
her clit, just as aggressively as before.

“Right there, right there!”
Teagan screamed. “That’s the spot, that’s the fucking
spot!”

I continued pounding away, my fingers
disappearing inside Teagan’s pussy as she bucked against me,
forcing my fingers deeper and deeper inside her.

“Holy shit I’m going to
fucking cum again!” Teagan screamed. Staring directly at me, her
face a mask of focused intensity, she said, “Don’t you dare stop.
Don’t you dare fucking stop!”

Even before she’d said that, there was no
way I was going to stop, not seeing how hard she was getting off.
Especially not with her so close to cumming.

Teagan’s orgasm came shortly after. It
arrived with a low-pitched, animalistic growl, her body tightening
up for a moment before releasing in a flurry of movement, sending a
wave of juices streaming out of her pussy, drenching my hand and
arm.

After taking a few seconds to catch her
breath, Teagan pulled my fingers out of her pussy and brought them
up to her mouth. She sucked her pussy juices off them, one finger
at a time, before letting them go.

“You’re pretty fucking good
at that,” she said, smiling at me. Her hair was a mess and her
mascara was running down her face from the exertion.

“Thanks,” I said. “It’s
kind of my specialty.”

“I can tell,” Teagan said.
“But now I need your cock again. Are you ready to stick it back in
me?”

“I can’t wait,” I
said.

“Neither can I,” Teagan
said, quickly flipping around onto her hands and knees on the
couch. Now she was in the doggy position, facing away from me so
her perfect ass was pointed right at my face, staring at me,
taunting and tempting me at the same time.

“Well?” Teagan said,
turning her head so she could look back at me. “What are you
waiting for?”

My smile growing wider, I climbed up to my
knees and shuffled over towards Teagan until I was poised directly
behind her. I stared down at her ass for a few seconds, admiring
its beauty, then grabbed ahold of my hard cock and slipped it into
her wet, waiting pussy. She was so wet it went in easily and
immediately engulfed my cock with it’s warmth.

“Just sit tight,” Teagan
said, her head still turned back, looking at me. “Let me do the
work for now.”

“My pleasure,” I said,
holding my body still while Teagan moved her ass back against me.
She started slowly but quickly gained speed until she was hammering
her ass back into me with serious intensity, forcing my cock
balls-deep inside her pussy.

“Do you like that?” she
asked, still looking back at me. “Do you like it when I do all the
work? When I slam my ass back into you?”

“I love it,” I
said.

“So do I, baby,” she said.
“So do I.”

Teagan shifted her upper body so she was
facing directly forward, her tight body perpendicular to mine,
maximizing her leverage and allowing her to slam her body back into
me even harder, her ass pounding against with my hips with serious
aggression, hard enough that the sounds of our flesh filled the
room like a gunshot every time we came together.

“Holy shit,” Teagan cried.
“Holy fucking shit! That feels so good. So fucking
good!”

A few seconds later, her body tensed up
again, and shortly after that, released in a spasm of movement as
another orgasm rocked her. But it didn’t even slow her down one
bit.

“It’s your turn now, baby,”
Teagan said after her orgasm had passed. “Take control. Show me
what you can do. Give it to me like you mean it.”

So I did, grabbing Teagan by the hips and
slamming my cock deep inside her pussy, giving her the whole thing,
from tip to base, my balls smacking up against the underside of her
snatch with every pump.

“That’s what I’m talking
about,” Teagan said. “Pound me with that fucking cock of yours.
Give it to me. I need it, I need it, I need it!”

Her spine was arched, showing off her back
muscles and shoulder blades and her head was high, her chin tilted
towards the ceiling. I keyed in on her hair, suddenly feeling the
urge to grab onto it. So I did, giving it a yank, which set Teagan
off again.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she
said between grunting screams. “That’s right, pull my hair. Pull my
fucking hair while you fuck me with your big, hard
cock!”

The combination of Teagan’s talking, her
overwhelming excitement, and the pure physical sensation of fucking
her doggy-style were rapidly pushing me towards orgasm.

Somehow Teagan could sense it too. “Are you
ready to cum?” she asked.

“Fuck yeah,” I
replied.

“Then cum all over my
back,” she said. “Can you do that?”

“Yeah,” I said, hammering
away at her harder than ever.

“I want to feel your cum
all over my flesh,” Teagan said. “Cum for me, Brian. Cum for me
right now.”

As with the rest of the night, I couldn’t
refuse Teagan. I slammed my cock into her one final time and held
it there for a moment, deep inside her pussy, until I was mere
milliseconds away from cumming, then yanked it out and jerked
myself off, spraying my sperm all over her back.

“Holy fucking shit,” I
groaned as my cock shot stream after stream of white cum onto
Teagan’s back and ass, sending some of it rocketing out so far that
it got in her hair.

“Goddamn that was a huge
fucking load,” Teagan said, laughing softly, once my orgasm had
finally passed.

“Tell me about it,” I
said.

“I feel like someone dumped
a bucket of it on my back,” she added, laughing some
more.

“Yeah, that was pretty
insane,” I said, flopping down onto the couch next to her. “I’m
spent.”

“As well you should be,”
Teagan replied, still on her hands and knees, looking at me with a
wide smile. “That was one hell of a session.”

“You can say that again,” I
said.

“Especially for our first
time together,” she added.

“We did have some pretty
good chemistry,” I said.

“More than pretty good,”
Teagan said, climbing to her feet, careful not to let her back
touch the couch, lest any of my cum get on it. “It was
great.”

She held out her hand and I took it and she
pulled me to my feet.

“Now let’s go get cleaned
up and head back to the party. I don’t want our friends to worry
about what happened to us.”

“Fuck them,” I said. “I
think after we get cleaned up we should have a few drinks here and
dirty ourselves up again.”

“Another round?
Tonight?”

“Sure,” I said. “Why
not?”

“Can you get it up
again?”

“Hell yeah,” I said. “Just
give me half an hour and I’ll be ready to go.”

Teagan eyed me with a sly gaze. “I like the
way you think, mister.”

“And I like the way you
look,” I said. “Among other things.”

She laughed and leaned over and locked her
lips to mine. After making out for a little bit, she broke off our
embrace but didn’t go far, keeping her face right in front of mine,
our foreheads touching.

“I know I said it earlier,
but I have to repeat it,” Teagan said. “Where have you been my
whole life?”

“It doesn’t matter,” I
said. “Because I’m here now.”

“As am I,” she said. “As am
I. And that’s all that matters.”

“Exactly,” I replied.
“That’s the only thing that matters.”
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