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 The Girl At The Counter






I waited outside the
Cockbuster Video store. Peering in through the tinted windows, I
could barely make out what was going on inside, but I wanted to
make sure no one else was in the store… except HER. The girl at the
counter.

Her name tag said “Sandra”…
such a pretty name, I thought. She wore a small clip on her short
black hair, which matched her short black tie (which was part of
the store uniform, of course.) Her big eyes were like two beautiful
hazel marbles. She wore suspenders over her store vest, her boobs
pushing out onto the straps, and a frilly, loose-fitting skirt with
black socks which were pulled up not quite knee-high, and a pair of
low heel dress shoes.

Cockbuster was a store
specializing in erotic DVD rental. It was in the seedy part of
town… the red-light district, if you will. There was a liquor store
on one side, and some sort of ammunition store on the other. People
covered in tattoos and strange piercings were a common sight around
these parts. One such person exited the video store as I watched.
He was a big bald guy with a cross tattoo on the back of his head,
holding a big stack of what appeared to be gay porn.

“Hey. You got a problem?”
he grunted at me.

“No…”, I said. “I’m just
waiting for someone.”

“Ain’t no one in there
except the girl,” he grunted. Then he walked off.

This was the chance I had
been waiting for. I opened the door, and walked inside.

“Oh hey!” said Sandra.
“What’ll it be today? A new shipment just arrived this
morning.”

“Haha…” I laughed
nervously. “Uhm, well let’s just see what you’ve got.”

She pulled out a small
stack of DVDs from beneath the counter. I flipped through them
quickly… trying to find the girl who looked the most like Sandra.
One of them caught my eye… It was called “Masturbating Virgins.” A
video full of “virgins” masturbating… both men and women. My
favorite fetish was watching people masturbate. Of course, these
porno actors were never really virgins, they were only pretending
to be. But I didn’t care. The girl on the cover had the same short
black hair and deep hazel eyes as Sandra did… looking uncannily
like her, although her boobs didn’t seem quite as big. But maybe it
was just my imagination.

“I know one of the girls in
that one,” Sandra told me, smiling.

“O-oh? Really?”

“Yeah. We went to high
school together. She’s definitely not a virgin.”

“Heh,” I chuckled “You must
have read my mind. I was just thinking…”

She grabbed the DVD from my
hand. Her hand rested on mine for a brief moment, and I blushed
nervously. “So, how long do you want to rent it?”

“Oh. One week,
please.”

As she ran the scanner over
the DVD, I tried to find the courage to ask her out once again. And
once again, the words froze in my throat. I didn’t know what to
say... I was just too nervous.

“So are you going to ask me
or not? I don’t mind watching.”

“Wha-WHAT?” My blood froze
in its tracks.

“You just have to ask. Do
you want me to watch you masturbate?”

“What… are you talking
about?” I was now completely flustered. “Mastur... wha?” I couldn’t
believe the words I just heard come out of her mouth.

“You only rent videos on
the days that I’m on shift, according to the computer. And it’s
always of people masturbating. It’s almost as if you’re trying to
tell me something.”

“Oh… no… that’s okay,” I
waved my hand and shook my head, as if chasing away the fantasy
that was just offered to me so easily. “That’s just a coincidence.
I swear!”

“I see…” she said. Was that
a disappointed look on her face? “I guess I was reading too much
into it. My apologies…”

My heart was pounding.
Suddenly, I interrupted. “But, suppose I did jack off in front of
you. Would you really want to watch me?”

“Sure I would,” she said
with a half-smile.

I suddenly became aware of
my rock-hard boner.

She sat down in a foldable
metal chair behind the counter. “Come on back,” she said, licking
her lips.

“Right here? Right now?” I
stammered.

“Yeah. That is, unless of
course, you’ve changed your mind. If you don’t want to, it’s fine
too.”

“Seriously?” I said. She
nodded.

I came back around the
counter, looking at her cute legs sticking out from her pulled up
socks. I unbuttoned the button on my trousers and pulled my dick
out of my boxers. It was fat and veiny and it curved back up
towards me at full mast. I breathed hard, not moving, or knowing
what I should do next. My dick was throbbing, and I was sweating
hard.

“What’s the matter?” she
said. “Are you going to do it or not?”

“Uh… yeah.” I said. “Just a
minute. Let me, um, get my bearings.”

She moved her face in
closer. “I’ll help you out a little bit,” she said.

She twisted her tongue
inside of her mouth for a brief moment, gathering spit. She then
put her face directly over my dick, and her spit all came out in
one big glob, smearing my dick. “That should help you jack off.
Okay, go ahead!”

I wrapped my hand around
the shaft of my dick, and began moving my hand up and down, up and
down. It was uncut, and my foreskin rubbed over the head of my dick
as Sandra moved her face closer and closer, staring intently at my
perversion. I looked at the smooth white skin on her legs, and her
boobs tucked in beneath her vest. She moved her face in ever
closer, until it was mere inches away. My dick throbbed as I moved
my foreskin over my dick, my balls peeking out over the top of my
boxers.

“I like dicks that are
uncut,” said Sandra. “But why don’t you pull your foreskin down
further? I want to see your whole glans.”

“I, I can’t,” I panted,
stopping momentarily. “I can’t pull it all the way down… not yet at
least. I’m getting surgery for it next month.”

“Oh. You have phimosis. How
cute,” she said. Then she stuck out her tongue, and ran it up my
shaft. Her tongue stuck under my foreskin, and tugged it upwards. I
breathed in sharply. Her tongue snapped out from underneath my now
twitching cock. I shut my eyes, dizzied. She started
giggling.

“Oh man. What if someone
sees us?” I said. “If someone comes in and sees us like this…
they’ll think I’m a rapist or something.”

“That’s true,” she said.
“We could make it look less incriminating.” She spread her legs and
lifted them up onto the chair. Pulling her skirt back, she revealed
red panties with a little knotted lace on the top. I could see the
shape of her labia sticking out from the underwear. The metal chair
creaked under her. She used one hand to undo three buttons in the
middle of her vest, revealing some of her bra. She moved her hand
inside and started squeezing her own breast. She moved the other
hand under her red panties and started rubbing herself there,
although I couldn’t see it. “We’ll masturbate together. Keep
going!” she said.

I moved my hand up and
down, slowly and deliberately, so I wouldn’t come too fast,
watching her hand do the same through her underwear, her index and
pinkie fingers sticking out on either end. I could hear the “shlup
shlup” sound as she stuck her fingers into her pussy. With her
other hand, she began to undo the rest of her vest, and pulled it
down over her shoulders, revealing her white lacy bra which covered
her big, plump boobs.

“I know you want to put
your uncut phimosis dick inside me.” She pulled her hand out of her
panties and started rubbing her clitoris over them, beneath where
the knotted lace on her panties was. I squeezed my dick several
times. “You want to jam it inside of me…” She pulled up the strap
of her panties, revealing her bare labia, and with the other hand,
she stuck her finger into her vagina through her panties. “Like
this.” She started finger fucking herself through her panties. “Do
you imagine me… just like this… when you rent those videos?... When
you’re masturbating… all alone? How many times… have you imagined
fucking me… raping me in your mind…? Hundreds…
thousands…?”

“Hundreds…” I said. I moved
up close and rubbed my dick over her panties, over her labia close
to where she was sticking her finger.

“Oh yeah. You’re a pervert
aren’t you?” she said. She wrapped one leg around me, her soft
thigh pushing into my bare ass, her dress shoe digging into my
buttcheek.

“Oh god” I moaned. “You’re
so naughty…” I pressed my throbbing dick against her panties as she
fingered herself, her pussy making squishy sounds. I leaned over
her, and braced myself with one arm against the wall. She rubbed
her leg over my back, and pulled her panty strap to the side. Her
vagina was wide open and looked very moist. I plunged my dick
inside and she leaned back in the chair, staring at me with wide
eyes. “Ohhh” she moaned. “It’s inside me…”

“I’ve wanted to do this for
so long…” I groaned. Her pussy felt unbelievable. I pulled her bra
down with both hands and starting kissing on her boobs. She wrapped
her other leg around my back and moaned as I thrust my dick into
the tight, warm wetness.

One week later…

I returned to the store to
see Sandra again and renew the video, as I hadn’t had the time to
watch it. There was a sign over the door.

“Cockbuster Video is out of
business. We thank our many customers who have been with us over
the years.”

Disappointed, I looked in
the return bin to return the video. To my surprise, there was a
note inside, addressed to me.






“Dear pervert,






Thank you for the good
memories. You can keep the video. And yes, I’m the one starring in
it. Consider it a present from me to you.






Love,

Sandra”












 The Nurse’s Office






Brenda Zobel was the school
nurse, 38 years old. She had blonde hair down to her shoulders,
green eyes, and a slim figure, with a sharp pointy nose and thin
glasses, and a beauty spot underneath her left eye. The school day
was over, and she had been getting ready to leave for a date, but
the guy had just called saying that he couldn’t make it. She had
changed into a black blouse over a white vest, and long black
pantyhose over a long skirt, with black heels. Her best friend’s
son, Harry, was graduating from high school in a few months, and he
was the class president. They had known each other for several
years, and he always picked on her, so she wasn't too fond of him.
And when Harry came into the nurse’s office one morning, she was in
something of a bad mood.

“Hey, Nurse Zobel. I’ve
come for the printouts for the health committee,” said
Harry.

“What? Oh. They’re on my
desk. Just take them and go.”

“You’re in a bad mood
today,” said Harry. “Did you get rejected by your date
again?”

Fuck! thought Brenda. How
did he know? “That’s not true,” she lied. “I haven’t been out in a
while.”

“Haha! Why are you changed
into your dress clothes then?” he said. “Maybe if you weren’t so
snippy all the time, you would get laid for once.”

“That’s none of your damn
business!” said Brenda. That fucking brat! She would get him
back... she sniffed. The odor of sperm wafted throughout the room.
Suddenly she grinned. “Have you been jacking off in school? I can
smell it.” She could hardly conceal her amusement.

“Wh - what? I don’t smell
anything,” said Harry, flustered.

“Oh, I can tell” said the
nurse. “I have a very keen sense of smell. Gross. Why don’t you
wait until you get home? You’re just like a nasty little monkey who
just learned to masturbate.” She pushed up her glasses and sneered
at him.

“You… you old wench!” said
Harry. “I get horny too you know! I have a really high sex drive.
It’s not my fault I have to jack off 10 times a day. I have needs
too, you know.”

“Who are you calling a
wench… wait. Do you really jack off 10 times a day?”

“Uh… yeah.”

“Are you serious? That’s…
that’s insane! Let me check on you real quick…”

Soon, Harry was on the bed,
his pants pulled down. Nurse Zobel inspected his dick.

“Is there… something wrong
with me?” said Harry.

“Well, it doesn’t seem like
it” said Brenda. “But 10 times a day is pretty excessive, I’ve
never heard anything like that before.”

Harry grimaced. “So there
is something wrong with me… I knew it…”

“Show me,” said Brenda.
“Blow a load. I want to see.”

“I can’t…” said Harry. “I
just jacked off in the restroom after seeing a girl bend over near
my locker.”

“Oh. Do you need something
nice to jerk off to? Why didn’t you say so in the first place?”
Brenda took off her glasses and pulled her arms out of her black
blouse, pulling it down to her waist. She then unbuttoned her vest.
She was wearing no bra, and her boobs popped out.

“Oh wow… Nurse
Zobel…”

“What’s wrong?” teased
Brenda, sitting down next to Harry and putting her arm around him.
“Is this not good enough for you?”

“Oh, no…” stammered Harry.
“That’s just fine...” His penis quickly raised up into a boner as
Brenda pushed her bare breasts against him.

“That’s perfect,” said
Brenda. “Looks like I’m not such an old wench after
all.”

Harry wrapped his hand
around his erect dick nervously.

“Wait a minute,” said
Brenda. “Let me do it. I have to check your sperm… and make sure
there aren’t any problems.” She took his hand off and wrapped her
own hand over his throbbing boner. Precum was already beginning to
dribble out as she rubbed her hand up and down his
shaft.

“He’s reacting so cutely,”
she thought to herself. He was closing his eyes and panting. “His
dick is so hard and swollen and engorged with blood. And it’s so
thick and long.” She put her other hand on his head and rubbed it
through his hair.

“You’ve never gotten a
handjob before, have you?” said Brenda.

“N-no…” said Harry. “I’m a
virgin…aah…aaah…”

“Just as I thought,” said
Brenda. She leaned in close and whispered into his ear. “My pussy
is throbbing, I can’t stand it anymore,” she whispered in her
sexiest voice.

It sent Harry over the
edge, and he ejaculated a thick rope of semen so forcefully that it
stuck to the ceiling.

“Wow,” she muttered. “And
you said you just came a moment ago…” Her hand was smeared with his
cum.

The sperm oozed out of
Harry’s dick like a volcano, but his erection didn’t subside.
Brenda stared at his dick, and her pussy began to ache. She gulped.
“Holy shit,” she thought to herself. “I think I really want this
dick inside of me.”

“Nurse Zobel?” said
Harry.

“W-WHAT?!” she snapped,
embarrassed.

“Could, could I… you
know…?” he stuttered.

Brenda shut her eyes and
took a deep breath. “You want me to help you lose your virginity,
huh? You little brat…” She laid down on the bed and spread her legs
wide. “Okay but make it quick. Pull down my stockings and fuck me
quickly... before I change my mind!” She didn’t want to admit it,
but she was enjoying herself.

Harry knelt down between
her spread legs. She shut her eyes and felt his hands slip over the
rim of her pantyhose and her underwear, pulling them down halfway
over her legs. She wrapped her legs around his waist as he pushed
his cock into her throbbing vagina, and it made a thwacking
sound.

“OH!” she yelled out,
surprised and excited at the sensation of penis entering her, which
she hadn’t felt in years. The dick was very thick, and it was a
tight fit, filling her vagina.

“Nurse Zobel… your pussy is
so soft,” said Harry. “Uuggghh… I’m going to start moving
now…”

He dug his penis deep into
her. “Oh.. wa-wait!” she moaned. “Oh no… oh… it feels so good,
brushing against my cervix… it’s such a perfect fit… what a monster
cock” she thought to herself. He pulled her up and over him so that
she sat on top of him, and he kept thrusting, kneading his hands on
her breasts. He put his hands on her back and pulled her towards
him, putting her breast in his mouth.

“Ohh fuuucckk,” he said,
thrusting. “I’m going to cum.”

“W-wait!” said Brenda.
“Pull out!” She tried to pull away, but his penis head got stuck
inside of her. “Oh god, I'm stuck” she thought to
herself.

He grabbed her butt and
pulled himself deep inside of her as his cum exploded into her
pussy, and she rubbed his hair passionately. He kept thrusting,
pushing his thick cum deep into her and kissing her breasts. “Oh,
you little bastard. You’re just using me for my body, aren’t you?
Fuck it, I’ll never be satisfied with regular cock again, anyway,”
she thought to herself, and bounced up and down on his dick. “Drill
me harder Harry,” she moaned. “I want my pussy to be completely
filled with your cum.” He grabbed her ass tightly. “And then,” she
said, “you can pump the rest of your cum into my ass. I can’t
wait…”

Suddenly, the door burst
open. Policemen ran in and surrounded them on all sides, and Brenda
sat up, glancing around nervously. “Freeze!” the cops said, holding
up guns.

“Wh-what is the meaning of
this?” said Nurse Zobel.

A guy with a detective hat
came forward and flipped open his badge. “FBI. You’re under arrest
for soliciting sex with a student.”

“What? No way!” said
Brenda. “Harry is 18 years old. We’re both consenting adults…
aren’t we Harry?”

“It doesn’t matter,” said
the detective. “In this state, it’s against the law to fuck your
students. Get yourself cleaned up and let’s get down to the
station. You too, kid.”

Harry was perplexed. “I
can’t move… I’m stuck! And my erection won’t go away until my balls
are completely emptied.”

“That… that’s right!” said
Brenda. “He has a condition. We can’t go anywhere until we’re
finished.”

“All right,” sighed the
detective. “Go ahead and finish your business. But make it
quick.”

Brenda looked down at
Harry. “This isn’t over, Harry! Now that I’ve had a taste of your
cock, I can’t give it up that easily. Once I get this sorted out,
we’re going to have lots more sex. I’ve got a lot of things to
teach you!”

“All right, Nurse Zobel…”
said Harry, as the policemen looked on amusedly.













Summer Loving






“Do you want to wear these
panties?” said Janelle to Kerry. She held up a white pair of cotton
panties with red lines criss-crossing in a pattern.

It was the middle of July,
90 degrees outside, with crickets chirping and birds singing in the
trees surrounding them. Janelle was standing in her backyard with
her guy friend, Kerry, under a clothesline. They were both young,
barely 18 years old, and had been close friends from a young age.
She was a half-Brazilian girl with long black hair reaching down to
her slim waist, and deep brown eyes. She was wearing a sundress
with no bra, revealing most of her arms and legs, which had been
tanned a copper brown from the beach sun last weekend. The shape of
her nipples were visible through the dress, and white tanline skin
ran down behind the straps of her sundress and above her breasts,
contrasting with the rest of her visible brown body. The straps of
her sandals wrapped over the top of her feet and around her
ankles.

“What are you even saying?”
thought Kerry. He was wearing a white t-shirt, boxer shorts, and
sneakers.

“It was on TV. The morning
show. That famous actor admitted to wearing panties because it felt
comfortable. Now all the guys in the city are doing it. I heared
that they were even starting a men’s line of panties.”

“You - you’ve gotta be
fucking with me, Janelle,” said Kerry. “That guy admitted it was
just a prank.”

“So… you’re not going to
wear them? Not even for me?” said Janelle, cocking her head to one
side. “It’s fine, I thoroughly washed them.”

“That… that’s not the issue
here!” yelled Kerry. “Why do you want me to wear your panties so
badly, anyway?”

“I just want to see you
wearing them. Is that so wrong?” smiled Janelle. She cocked her
head to one side and batted her large brown eyes at Kerry, who
gulped and blushed.

“Ah, ha ha ha,” he laughed
nervously. He reached for the panties, which were clammy to the
touch. “Well, at any rate, these panties are pretty cold, aren’t
they? So I can’t wear these.”

“I suppose you’re right,”
said Janelle, putting the panties on the ground. “They were sitting
there in the laundry basket for a long time, down in the basement.
And you know how chilly it gets down there.”

“Yeah… I need to protect my
balls from the cold… wait, what are you doing?!”

Janelle had turned around,
raised her dress slightly, and slipped her fingers through the
sides of her own panties, and was now lowering them down over her
legs. She lifted one leg out, and then, as she lifted the other
leg, the panties got caught on her foot. As she lifted her foot
behind her and struggled to remove the panties, Kerry had a clear
view of her bare ass peeking through the bottom of the
sundress.

Janelle turned back around.
“Here you go. These are nice and warm. They’re fresh too… I just
washed them this morning.” She held in front of her, with both
hands, a slightly wrinkled pair of panties. Before Kerry knew what
was happening, she had walked up to him and put the panties over
his head.

“Heehee,” she giggled.
“Ooh, you look so fashionable,” she teased.

“Oh, man,” thought Kerry,
smelling the faint scent of ammonia. He removed the panties from
his head.

“Put them on,” said
Janelle. “Go ahead… I won’t look.” She covered her eyes with her
hands.

Kerry looked down at the
panties in his hands for a moment, then up at Janelle. He then
removed his shirt, pulled down his boxer shorts and climbed into
Janelle’s freshly stripped panties. They were a tight fit, he
thought, and hot from the warmth of Janelle’s crotch. The heat of
her panties and the sudden thought of Janelle’s bare ass gave him
an erection. He thought he saw Janelle peeking through her fingers
as he changed.

“All right,” said Kerry.
“You can look now.”

“Ahahahha!” laughed
Janelle. “I wonder what my parents would say if they suddenly came
back and saw you like this.”

“I’d probably be arrested,”
laughed Kerry.

“You know…” said Janelle,
looking at Kerry’s bare chest. “Your chest has gotten a lot bigger
since we were kids. Your abs too. More muscular. It looks… really
nice.” She smiled sweetly, flashing her dimples at
Kerry.

Kerry grinned. “Your chest
has gotten bigger too. You know, I hardly noticed. We haven’t seen
each other naked since we swam together in the lake as
kids.”

“Oh!” said Janelle,
laughing. “How lewd…”

Kerry moved closer to
Janelle, the warmth of the panties heating up his crotch. The sun
beat down overhead, and both Janelle and Kerry were sweating. A
breeze blew through the backyard, lifting the hem of Janelle’s
dress and revealing her bare pussy. “Oh my…” said
Janelle.

At that moment, Kerry
tackled Janelle, and they both fell to the ground. “You have to
show me your chest too.” He pulled the straps of her sundress down
over her shoulders, revealing her bare, untanned
breasts.

“Ouch! Kerry!” gasped
Janelle, her eyes wide as Kerry squeezed and grabbed her boobs and
pulled on her soft brown nipples, stretching them out.

“I’ve never seen them like
this before,” said Kerry, horny and excited. He ran his tongue over
her nipples, and moved his other hand down to her pussy, rubbing it
over her labia.

“Oh, Kerry, don’t” she
gasped. “Oh… we can’t… my parents… oh...”

As he ran his tongue
between her white boobs and kissed her pink nipples, he put his
thumb and index finger over her clitoris, and rubbed it between
them. “Does that feel good, baby? You’ve been looking forward to
this, haven’t you, you little slut? Don’t lie…”

“Ooh…” she moaned. “I never
thought of you like that… well, maybe a little bit…”

“Maybe a little bit huh?”
said Kerry. He climbed on top of her, grabbed her wrists and pushed
them against the grass beneath her, pinning her down. Janelle’s
panties were now wrapped around his ankles. He stuck his hard cock
in between her breasts and thrust back and forth. The soft, smooth
skin clung to his dick. Her now erect nipples whipped back and
forth as she gasped and sighed, her face completely red as her
heart pounded. He let go of her wrists and grabbed the back of her
head, lifting it and thrusting his dick up snugly in between her
breasts. “Lick it,” he ordered.

“Kerry…” she moaned. She
licked the tip of his dick, then tried wrapping her lips around it,
but she couldn’t quite reach it. So she kissed it with the edge of
her lips, then continued to lick the head of his dick. Her pussy
was beginning to twitch for him.

Kerry leaned back suddenly,
and stood up. “Now I want you to kneel down… like this.”

Janelle kneeled down in the
manner he instructed. Her dress was lifted up over her, and her
bare untanned ass was sticking up in the air. Her ear was to the
ground, and she was grabbing both thighs with her hands. Her
sandaled feet were lifted up behind her, her toes pressing against
the ground.

“Oh god… Kerry, I never
knew you were so perverted,” said Janelle.

“You’re the one taking off
your panties in front of me and asking me to wear them like it’s no
big deal!” exclaimed Kerry.

“That’s different… you’re…
oh!” she yelped as he slid his dick up and down her
buttcrack.

“Your ass has so much meat
on it. So nice and big,” said Kerry. “Your body’s become so
naughty, Janelle!”

“It’s… not my fault…” she
gasped. “Oh, Kerry… you’re so lewd.”

Five minutes
later…

Their bodies were both
covered in sweat. Kerry had tied Janelle’s hands above her to the
clothesline, and her sundress was pulled down to her waist,
revealing her toned abs.

“It looks like you’ve been
working out, too,” said Kerry. He had put his shirt back on, but
was wearing nothing below them.

“Oh, Kerry… what are you
going to do to me?” squealed Janelle.

“Isn’t it obvious? I’m a
perv who wears panties… so now I’m going to act like one.” He stood
in front of her and lifted her legs up to his sides. “I’m going to
tear your pussy up.”

Oh, my pussy is all stirred
up, thought Janelle. He’s going to… put it inside me…

And then it was
inside.

Janelle moaned loudly as
the friction rippled through her vagina and spread throughout her
body. Kerry… oh god… your dick is throbbing so much. It feels so
good inside me, she thought. Her face was a beet red, flush with
pleasure.

After a few minutes, he
pulled out and moved himself behind her. Her toes lifted off the
ground as he lifted her waist to penetrate her from behind. Her
pussy throbbed with anticipation as his cock moved up and through
her vagina, and her entire body trembled. Her legs spread apart
slightly as he leaned her back against him, freeing up his hands to
play with her erect nipples and touch her curvy abs as she bounced
back into his dick.

Finally, he groaned loudly
and pulled out. Janelle’s legs were weak and she went limp beneath
the clothesline, gasping for breath as the cum dripped out her
pussy between her sandals onto the grass beneath her. Kerry’s dick
was still throbbing as he untied her from the clothesline, and she
fell to the ground. He sat down next to her.

“Kerry… you can use my body
whenever you want, but if you’re going to be a pervert… promise
you’ll only do it with me, okay? Otherwise, I’ll call the cops on
you.”

“Okay,” laughed Kerry. “I
promise.”

“We need to do this again
tomorrow,” smiled Janelle. “I’ll wear striped panties next time…
and I’ll make sure to bring an extra warm pair for you.”












 Free Lunches






It was Tuesday, and Oliver
was in the break room, eating a steaming bowl of cup ramen for
lunch. Some of the soup fell on his office shirt and
tie.

“Aw, crud,” he lamented. “I
just had this dry cleaned.”

The pocket watch on the
table started beeping. In five minutes, he had to get back to
work.

His co-worker, the
half-Japanese half-Irish secretary Meredith, came into the room.
She had short red hair and bluish-green eyes, and she was wearing
an orange blouse over a white vest, with a name tag pinned above
her left breast, and a matching orange skirt.

“Hey, Oliver. You having
cup ramen again? That’s not very healthy,” said
Meredith.

“Yeah, well I spent so much
going out drinking this much… you know how it is,” said Oliver.
“You always bring your own homemade box lunch, don’t you
Meredith?”

“Oh, dear me,” said
Meredith. “Alright then, here. You can eat my salad.” She handed
him a salad in a clear plastic tray.

“Uhm… are you sure?” said
Oliver. “Well, okay. If you insist.”

The next day, at lunch,
Oliver was eating a bowl of cup ramen again.

“Oliver, just because
you’re young doesn’t mean you should eat just anything,” said
Meredith. “Here, I made you ginger pork roast. Do you like that?”
She gave him a delicious smelling bento box.

“Oh, wow,” said Oliver,
munching thankfully on the pork and rice. “This tastes great. But
please, you needn’t go to all the trouble…”

“Nonsense,” interrupted
Meredith. “I want to see you eating right. Now eat up! No more
excuses. I’m going to make you lunch tomorrow, too.”

The next day, he was eating
the teriyaki mackerel and soybean stew she had given him, when Ben,
his supervisor, walked in.

“Huh? You here all alone,
Oliver?” said Ben.

“Oh! Hey boss… didn’t
expect you back from lunch so early.”

“Yeah. I just came back to
get my bag. You get a homemade lunch from Meredith again today? You
lucky dog!”

“Wait! It’s not like that!”
said Oliver. “I was just…”

“Look, Oliver. She pretends
to be cheerful at work, but apparently her and her husband aren’t
getting along. She’s a brave young girl. Everyone’s worried about
her,” said Ben. “If she seems troubled, I want you to do what you
can to help her out.”

“Y-yeah,” said Oliver. “Of
course…”

“I know you’ll do what’s
right, Oliver,” said Ben. And with that, he walked out the
door.

On Friday afternoon,
Meredith brought him a big sack lunch. “Here you go, Oliver,” she
said. “Ground chicken and rice with salad, fruit yogurt, and a
desert…”

Oliver opened the sack and
laid the food out on the table, and he sat down to eat. “Thank you
so much, Meredith. You know, this is really too much…”

“Oh, gosh, I’m so sorry,”
she said. “I thought I wasn’t making enough, since you kept eating
all of it. It’s alright if you leave some.”

“Your cooking tastes so
good, Meredith, I can’t help myself from eating everything!” said
Oliver with a mouth full of food. “Really, you needn’t bother doing
this…”

Meredith lowered her head.
“Everyone who works here goes out for lunch, and at home I always
eat my meals alone. I was just so happy to have someone to eat
lunch with…”

“What about your husband?”
Oliver said, glancing up from his food.

“He doesn’t even give my
cooking a second glance. It’s been so long since anyone told me
it’s delicious. Oliver?”

“Uh, yeah?” he said
nervously.

“If it’s possible,” she
said, twirling a finger in her hair. “Would it be alright if I went
to your place… to make dinner for you?”

Oliver gulped. “Um, are you
sure that’s ok? I don’t want to intrude…”

She went over to where he
sat, and leaned over him, unbuttoning her blouse and vest, her
boobs in his face. “I’ll make you whatever you want.” Her boobs
pushed up against a lacy white bra. “Is there anything you want to
have?”

Oliver looked up into
Meredith’s kind eyes. “Meredith, I’ll have anything that you make
for me.”

Meredith moved her face in
closer. “So you’ll just leave it to me?”

“Uh, Meredith…” stammered
Oliver.

“What?” she
said.

“Lunch break is gonna be
over soon…” Their faces were touching now.

“Then we’ll just have to
hurry,” breathed Meredith, “before anyone gets back.”

Their lips locked as she
sat down on his lap, and they embraced passionately, their tongues
darting in and out of each other’s mouth, winding around each
other, making slurping sounds as they kissed, the spit dribbling
out of their mouths. Oliver ran his hands over her back and her
neck and on her butt over her skirt, and she caressed his neck and
ran her hands through his hair. They pulled their faces apart and a
strand of saliva hung in between their lips and then broke as they
pulled apart.

Meredith smiled coyly and
giggled as she pulled open her bra. Her pink nipples shone under
the ceiling light.

“Go ahead, Oliver. Do what
you like,” she said.

“Meredith… your breasts…
they’re so lovely,” said Oliver.

He grabbed the sides of her
breasts, the lace on top of her bra sliding between his fingers. He
made his mouth into an “O” shape and stuck the nipple into his
mouth. “Mmm,” he murmured, with his mouth full of nipple. He slid
his tongue around the nipple, playing with it, moving it around,
and Meredith smiled, closing her eyes and gasping “Ah! Oh! Aah!” in
pleasure as sunlight shone in through the window blinds.

“Oliver…” said Meredith,
pulling her bra back, her skirt folding on his lap revealing white
panties. His boner pushed into them through his jeans. “Do you have
a girlfriend?”

“No,” said Oliver, kissing
her pink tits. “Not at the moment…”

“Good,” said Meredith. “So
I’m not getting in the way of anything by doing this. I’ve been
feeling you down there this whole time, you know.” She rubbed her
butt against his boner, and he started laughing.

“Teehee,” she giggled. “Let
me take care of that. You just sit back and relax.”

“S - sure,” stammered
Oliver, excited.

She kneeled down in front
of him, undoing his pants and undies. “Ah-ha!” she said as she
uncovered his erect penis. “You’re rock hard.” She put the tip of
her tongue on his hairy balls and slurped her tongue up his shaft,
several times. She then put her face up to his balls. “It’s been a
while since I smelled this,” she said, taking a whiff of his balls.
She then licked her tongue around the head of his dick, and opening
her mouth, she pushed her head down. His erect penis disappeared
inside of her mouth, and deep down into her throat. With her other
hand, she lowered her hand and began to rub herself, a patch of
dark red hair peeking out from beneath her underwear.

Oliver remembered Ben’s
words. “I know you’ll do the right thing, Oliver.”

Later that night, he had
eaten the dinner she had promised, and now they were laying on his
futon. Meredith laid on top of him, straddling his leg, wearing
nothing but an undone bra over her shoulders. Oliver was wearing
nothing but a shirt, which was lifted up to his neck as Meredith
licked his nipples, her hand on his chest and her other hand on his
dick. She was rubbing it up and down in between two
fingers.

She sat on top of him, legs
spread apart, grabbing his dick with her hand and guiding it
towards her open pussy. “Ah! Meredith!” said Oliver. “I haven’t put
on a condom yet.”

Meredith smiled. “It’s
okay. It’s fine just like this.” She kneeled over him now, her
boobs resting on his chest, and the head of his penis inside of
her, her legs against his, and her hands on his chest. She slammed
her hips down forcefully, and his dick plunged inside her with a
loud thwack.

“Oh!” squealed Meredith.
“Ungh!” groaned Oliver. She lifted her ass slowly, as they both
panted… then brought it back down hard. “Ah!” grunted Oliver.
“Haa!” gasped Meredith, as the thick cock thrust deep into her
moist cunt.

“Oh god,” said Meredith.
“It’s been so long since I’ve had the real thing inside me! I don’t
remember cock feeling so warm… so hard… so good!” She lifted her
hips up and down, the penetration making a loud squelchy noise.
“Ooohh… I can’t stop my hips from moving anymore. Oliver! I want
your cum inside me!”

“Meredith! Let me do it!”
said Oliver, and he grabbed her ass with both hands, thrusting
himself inside of her over and over again, fucking her hard, his
sperm shooting into her.

“Oh Oliver! Your sperm
feels so nice and hot!” said Meredith, her pussy squeezing itself
tight around his thick cock.

The next day at
work…

“Oww! No!” Meredith’s
husband had just slapped her across the face.

“Meredith! Where the hell
were you last night?

“Stop it!” cried Meredith.
“How can you come to my work and do this to me? You’re such a
self-centered asshole!”

“Shaddup!” yelled
Meredith’s husband. “You’re cheating on me! Who’d you do it with?”
He raised his fist again, ready to strike her. “Tell me right
now!”

Oliver grabbed his wrist.
“Hey!” he shouted at her dumbfounded husband. “Keep your hands offa
my woman!”

Meredith looked up
suddenly, and smiled at the turn of events. She knew that Oliver
would protect her now.












 Tied Up With The Boss






I was working overtime
again, all alone, as usual. That morning, Karla, my boss, had been
shouting at me, like she wanted the whole office to hear her. That
stupid bitch… saying that I wasn’t being productive, or something.
I could barely hear her anyway because while she was shouting, all
I was focusing on was her oversized tits. Yes siree, she had some
of the biggest tits I had ever seen. She stared at me with gray
eyes, her black hair tied back in a ponytail. I adjusted my glasses
and said “Yes, Miss Karla. No, Miss Karla. Yes, Miss Karla.” Just
waiting for her to shut the fuck up. If she didn’t have such big
tits… maybe I would have given her a piece of my mind.

Anyway, it didn’t matter.
What she didn’t know was that I had installed cameras on her desk
to record videos of her in secret, which transmitted to my computer
at home. Yesterday I had seen something shocking… she had been
masturbating in her office, in her chair, right in front of the
camera where I could see her clear as day! Her dress skirt had been
pulled down to her ankles, her vest unbuttoned and open revealing
her huge titties, and she was squeezing on them with one hand while
rubbing herself under her panties with the other hand. I couldn’t
believe my eyes… or my good luck.

So that night, as I was
working overtime, and I got horny to the thought of my boss
masturbating in her chair, I decided to rub one out. I went into
her office, and started furiously jacking my cock over her chair.
It still smelled like her sweet perfume. I said to myself aloud:
“Damn it, she rests her ass and pussy on this chair all day long.
I’m going to cum all over this chair. Fuck you, Karla. I’m going to
fuck you so hard someday.”

Then I heard a voice from
behind me. “Oh, is that so? I would love to see you try.” My blood
ran cold as I turned around to see my boss standing over me. She
had caught me red-handed.

A few minutes
later…

Karla was sitting on her
desk. I was sitting in the chair in front of her, stripped down to
my boxers. She had tied me to the chair with my own shirt, my arms
pinned to my sides. Her shoes were off and she was pressing her
bare foot against my boner, her legs crossed.

“I’m sorry Miss Karla,” I
apologized, sweating. Why is this happening to me, I thought. This
is all your fault…

“I don’t want to hear it,”
she said. Although she was slim, her bare legs were thick and
muscular. “What is this? Make it go away. It’s grossing me out,”
she said, smiling evilly while she pressed her foot on my boner.
“So what were you doing, grinding your cock against my chair?” She
pulled open my shorts with her toes, and my erect cock flung out
from the hole in my boxers. She rubbed the sole of her foot over
it. “If I were to report you, you’ll be charged as a sex offender.
Good luck finding a job after that.” This can’t be happening, I
thought to myself.

“Are you afraid? You don’t
look like it. You seem to be enjoying this. Look at that stubborn
cock of yours,” she said. That’s because you keep touching it with
your feet!, I thought to myself.

“You sicko,” she said,
leaning back on her desk. She lifted up her other leg and began
rubbing my cock in between both feet. I could see her pussy lips
through her skirt, sticking out from her underwear. “So that’s why
you can’t focus at work. Because you keep thinking about dirty
things all the time.”

“You…” I seethed. “I know
you masturbated in the office!” I yelled.

“What? How did you…” She
dropped her legs.

“I have a video as proof. I
could easily post that all over the internet…”

“You… put spy cameras in my
office? Are you blackmailing me?”

“No… I’m just s-saying, you
should forget what you saw here tonight…”

“Oh yeah?” she said,
grinning. “You sure don’t sound confident about it!” She hopped off
the desk and squatted on her toes down in front of me, grabbing my
boner with her hand. “You should’ve threatened me to suck your
cock, you amateur!”

She licked from my balls up
to my glans. “Hmm. You have a clean dick, at least. Even though
you’re a virgin.”

“W-what does that have to
do with it?” I stammered. I can’t believe it!, I thought. Karla’s
actually sucking my cock!

“So what now?” she asked.
“Would you like me to stop? Because I’m perfectly fine with
that.”

“NO!” I shouted. “Keep
going! I want it! I want to have sex with you, Miss
Karla!”

“Fine. Since you asked for
it,” she said. She put her mouth over my glans and sucked on it
using her tongue, slurping on it. “It’s not like I have a choice
anyway, since you’ve seen me masturbate.”

Her soft lips touched my
cock, and she parted them to reveal her perfectly straight white
teeth. She rested my boner on her warm tongue and closed her lips
around it, sucking quickly, her hand wrapped around my shaft,
squeezing firmly. It felt exquisite.

“Your cock is throbbing.
Are you about to cum?” she said, pulling my cock out of her mouth.
“Which part of my body do you want to come on? Tell me!”

“Your tits! Your tits!” I
said desperately. Her tits were heaving out under her
vest.

“Haha. Oh you. You really
like tits, don’t you? But mine are pretty heavy,” she said, opening
her vest. Her boobs stuck out of her bra, which was several sizes
too small. She rested her boobs over my boner and they fell into
the crack between. They were heavy indeed, but soft and bouncy. “Go
ahead. Fuck my tits,” she said, squatting down in front of me, her
hands resting on my legs. “I’ll hold still.” Am I having some sort
of wet dream?, I thought to myself.

I tried fucking her tits,
but my hips would barely move. I was still stuck to the chair.
“What’s the matter?” she teased. “Does it feel too good for
you?”

I wouldn’t give up now. I
had been jerking it to her tits for god knows how long… with an
effort, I lifted my legs up violently, moving the chair up and
down, making a loud clattering sound as my dick slid through her
massive breasts.

“Keep going!” she said.
“Thrust your hips out.”

I was about to cum, and
stopped moving. “Oohh! Miss Karla, I’m gonna cum!” I
shouted.

She took her hands and
moved herself over my cock, trapping it in between her breasts. I
shot thick ropes of cum into her warm bosom, and she squealed.
“Ooh! It feels so hot and thick… and what a heavy scent!” she
exclaimed. She pushed her boobs together and moved them up and
down, squeezing the cum out of my dick. “How does it feel to be
milked like a cow?” she asked. “Feels great doesn’t it?”

Later…

Karla was buttoning up her
vest. “Don’t worry about work. You’re worthless anyway, except for
your cock. Starting tomorrow, you can be my personal ‘chair’, if
you want. You were the one who stressed me out until I was
desperate enough to finger myself in the office, anyway.” She
licked me on the cheek playfully.

Damn it, I thought to
myself. How dare she humiliate me like this. But at the same time,
I really liked it. One of these days, I would fuck her for real.
Maybe tomorrow… “I’m sorry, Miss Karla,” I said
pathetically.

“You’re so pathetic,” she
said. “Pack up your things. We’re done for the day.”

I started to put my clothes
back on as she headed out the door. She opened it, then turned
around to face me.

“But if you’d like to do
some overtime,” she smiled and winked at me, “you can come do it at
my house! Let’s go!”












 The Kingpin’s
Daughter






“Am I to be the escort for
the miss today?” asked Nathan, kneeling in front of the Kingpin and
his daughter Rika, sitting cross-legged in front of him. Nathan was
a big bald half-black half-Japanese man, who belonged to a rotation
of bodyguards which had served the Kusanagi family for many years.
They were very influential in the Japanese underworld.

“Yes,” grunted the Kingpin
in his whispery voice, crossing his arms and glaring at Nathan
sternly. “She’s my precious only child. Don’t let her out of your
sight. Do you understand, Nathan?”

“Of course, sir. It’s an
honor.”

“For some reason, she asked
for you specifically today.” Rika turned her head, averting her big
brown eyes, and blushed. “Don’t let any undesirables touch
her.”

“Leave it to me, sir!” said
Nathan.

That night, Rika strolled
about in Yoyogi Park on her way home from the night’s festivities,
while Nathan followed closely behind. Her long, flowing brown hair
whipped around in the breeze, and she was wearing a long, frilly
white dress which nearly touched the floor, with long white
sleeves. She wore a white collar on her neck, and was carrying a
large white purse. A strong spring gust blew past them, and the hem
of her dress lifted up, revealing white panties with a thin strap.
“Gyaaah!!” she shrieked, trying to push her dress back down. The
strong gust disappeared.

Rika turned to face Nathan.
“You were staring at me, weren't you! Pervert!”

Nathan blushed. “N-no, I
swear I wasn’t!” he lied. “Where are you going? Please wait!” Rika
trotted away quickly, disappearing behind a statue.

Nathan followed. As he
turned the corner, Rika grabbed his arm from behind the
statue.

“Do you remember what we
talked about yesterday?”

“W-what was it again?”
Nathan asked, surprised.

“Me wanting to leave this
old and restrictive family. I need to ask you this favor, and
you’re the only one I can ask…”

As they walked the path in
the park, Rika clutched at Nathan’s arm, holding it to her
cheek.

“We-we’re touching too
much…” said Nathan nervously. “It will look like we’re on a
date…”

“I’m okay with that,” said
Rika. She had a serious expression on her face. “Anyway, I want to
hear your answer. I’m already prepared for it.”

“You said you wanted to
leave the family,” said Nathan. “So… you want me to raise the money
for you?”

“You misunderstand,” said
Rika, clutching Nathan’s arm “so I’ll tell it to you in plain
English. I want you to marry me.”

Nathan froze for a moment.
“What the…”

He broke free of her arm,
and put his hands on her shoulders. “No fucking way!!” he
exclaimed. “A lowly bodyguard like me? Your father would literally
kill me for such a thing!”

Rika frowned. “Ugh… I know
it’s not a small thing I’m asking but… you yellow-bellied
bastard…”

“And I even let you see my
panties!” she cried, running away down a side path.

“Miss Rika! Wait!” yelled
Nathan, chasing her.

When he caught up to her,
she was speaking to a police officer.

“Officer! Save me! That
strange man has been following me!”

“Do you know this person?”
said the officer.

“Nope,” she
replied.

“Hey you! Let’s take a walk
down to the station! Hey, hold it right there!”

The policeman gave chase,
but he didn’t notice Nathan hide himself in the bushes on the path,
and lost sight of him. He popped out of the bushes a few minutes
later, as Rika walked by sucking on a popsicle.

“Oh! I didn’t notice you
there,” said Rika.

“I’ll let it slide this
time, Miss Rika…”

“You deserve it for
rejecting me,” said Rika, lifting her nose in the air.

“I can’t betray the old
man…” said Nathan. “But I’ll do whatever you ask of me.”

“Anything?” said Rika,
flinging the popsicle stick to the side. “Well then… kiss me on the
forehead.”

“Then we’ll be even?” asked
Nathan.

“Yup.”

 

Nathan towered over the
girl. He leaned over, put his hand on her forehead and kissed her
there.

She spun around quickly, as
if to hide her expression from Nathan.

“What’s the matter?” he
said.

She held her purse out to
one side, her back facing him. “Hold my purse. You can carry it
until we get to my room.”

“Of course, Miss,” Nathan
said, somewhat relieved. That seemed to calm her down, he thought
to himself.

They arrived at her
mansion, entering Rika’s room. So this is her room, Nathan thought.
There were fancy looking portraits on the walls, a table with a
flower pot on it, a piano, a large bed, and other luxurious
niceties in the room.

“Where do you want me to
leave your bag?” said Nathan.

“Nathan…” she
said.

“Yes, Miss?” He turned to
face her.

She had taken off her dress
and was standing in front of her bed, her young, supple breasts
sticking out bare naked in front of her. She was still wearing her
white collar and her white panties with the thin strap.

“I haven’t shown my body
like this to anyone except you,” she desperately
confessed.

She isn’t calmed down at
all!, thought Nathan. My kiss just made her all excited!

“Nathan…” She leaped
forward and wrapped her arms around his waist. “Please… make me
yours tonight! Just this once!” Nathan’s dick grew large at the
touch of her soft arms. I won’t get this chance again…, he thought
to himself.

They were now on the bed.
Nathan was squeezing her breast with one hand, licking on her
nipple. “Oh, Miss Rika…” he panted.

She was laying there
passively, her head turned to one side, whimpering softly as Nathan
rubbed her pussy with the other hand. “Please… just call me Rika,”
she pleaded.

I always thought her
breasts looked huge… well, they really are huge!, thought Nathan
excitedly. He pushed his fingers into her vagina and rubbed on her
clitoris.

“You’re a naughty girl,
aren’t you? You’re already this wet,” he said as his fingers soaked
in Rika’s vaginal juices. “Ah! Aahh!! Aaahhh!!!” Rika yelped in
pleasure.

“Your father might hear us!
Can you keep your voice down?” Nathan whispered.

“O-Okay, I’ll try… ooohh,”
panted Rika.

Nathan pulled off her
panties, revealing her fat, wet pussy lips. “What a lovely puss
you’ve got here…”

“Oh, Nathan,” said Rika.
“Be gentle…”

Nathan grinned
mischievously. “Sorry, babe, but I don’t do gentle. I always go at
full force!” They were in the missionary position, and he thrust
his dick in forcefully. Rika screamed at the intensity of his
sex.

“Aah! Nathan! It
hurts!”

“What? Is this your first
time?”

“Aahh!” she screamed in
pain and pleasure.

Nathan covered her mouth
with his own mouth to silence the screaming, and stuck his tongue
into her mouth as he tore apart her hymen and pussy with his big
black cock. It figures that you’re a virgin, he thought to himself.
You’re always being watched anyway, it’s not like you ever had a
chance to shag before now.

The vagina that never knew
a man coiled around his penis, tightening and squeezing and
swallowing him whole. Rika clenched her teeth, and the pained look
on her face excited him.

Suddenly her back arched,
and she buckled. The sensation was too much for him. “Rika! I’m
coming inside of you!”

“Oohh! W-waaiit!” she
screamed, her breasts lifting into the air as Nathan’s sperm
drizzled into her meat flaps.

Nathan pulled out quickly,
and Rika pressed her legs together, her mouth wide open as she
panted hard, her face red.

“That’s one hell of a vag
you got there, Rika,” he said, sitting up on the bed. “But I have
to make like a tree and split, before your father finds
me…”

He turned his head, to find
the sharp point of a samurai sword in his face. He was surrounded
by several guards, who held swords and gun barrels to his head. The
Kingpin was behind them. “Nathan… you son of a…” he seethed between
clenched teeth.

Later that night, Nathan
found himself kneeling prostrate in front of the Kingpin and
several trusted guards, who sat cross-legged in front of
him.

The Kingpin spoke. “Nathan!
How dare you repay my great kindness with such evil. You have
soiled my Rika forever. Now you must atone for your sins with your
index finger. Cut it off! Get on with it!”

Nathan felt dizzy. Instead
of a samurai sword to cut off his finger, as was the custom in the
Japanese yakuza, he had been given a razor, such as the kind you
would use to shave your face. I’m doomed, he thought to himself. I
can’t cut my finger off with this. It’s impossible…

Suddenly the door slid open
behind him.

“Rika!” said the Kingpin.
“I thought I told you never to come in…”

“Take this!” she
interrupted. She threw a bloodied finger at her father. Then she
lifted her bandaged hand in front of her face for everyone to
see.

“I did it in his place!”
she cried. “Always keep it close to your heart.”

“Noooooo!” shouted the
Kingpin.

Rika grabbed Nathan’s arm.
“Nathan! Let’s run!”

They ran through the
hallways of the mansion, escaping the pursuing guards. “But Rika!
Your finger!” said Nathan.

“Oh, that was a toy,” she
said, unwrapping the bandages from her hand to reveal five delicate
white fingers, unwounded.

The next week…

Nathan and Rika were at the
Business Hotel. They had been fucking each other all week, and Rika
was kneeling in front of Nathan, who was sitting on the bed. She
pulled his dick out from her mouth. “Oh, I can’t stand up from all
the shagging,” she said, kissing his balls.

“Please, Miss Rika, can’t
you at least get in contact with your father?” said
Nathan.

“How long are you going to
sulk around like this?” said Rika as she gobbled his cock. “This is
the life I want. And I’m enjoying every minute of it.”

Nathan looked down at her
with a mixed expression on his face.

“Well…” said Rika. “If you
behave, I could call my father… and in return, you pleasure
me.”

“Really?” said Nathan. Rika
climbed up onto his lap.

“You think I’m lying?” she
said. She sat her pussy over his erection, and pushed him back down
onto the bed, squeezing her pussy over his throbbing
member.

“Ohh, Gooooodddd…” he
moaned, his eyes rolling back into his head. “Oohh, Buddha… Ohh,
Rika… please save me…”

She licked his face.
“That’s a nice face you’re making. Now, I’ll call my
dad.”

She sat in his lap, her
legs wrapped around him as he thrust himself balls-deep into
her.

“Hello, papa?... Yes, it’s
Rika. How are you?... Where am I? I can’t say where, or else you
might come… hm? My voice sounds funny? Heehee… I wonder why…” She
gasped for breath.

“Well, I am having sex with
Nathan right now… I’ve been getting screwed the whole week… yes, he
just forced himself on me against his will. He won’t let me rest…
he said he’d kill me if I don’t comply.”

“That’s not true!” said
Nathan, reaching for the phone, but Rika held her arm out to the
side where he couldn’t reach it.

Rika yelled out. “That’s
right! He’s going to kill me unless you transfer money to my
account! Oh, what’s that you say Nathan? You also want an escape
car? Well, if you insist. And after that, he says you need to bring
my passport to the train station!”

Nathan dug his penis into
her, and she threw her head back. “Oh, Nathan!” she moaned loudly,
and he grabbed her wrist, retrieving the phone from her
hand.

“Hello, sir! It’s all a
lie! I made her call you!”

“Nathan?” said the Kingpin
over the phone.

“Yes…?” said
Nathan.

“I will kill you before I
die.”

“Gah!” shouted Nathan,
throwing the phone to the ground, where it broke apart.

“Give up yet?” said Rika,
smiling. “Ooh, you’re making such a scary face!” she
teased.

“If I’m doomed anyway…”,
said Nathan, pushing her back and pinning her wrists to the bed,
“I’m going to fuck the living shit out of you!!”

He turned her over and
fucked her doggy style as she yelled and screamed in perverse
pleasure. “Fuck yeah! I love… pounding… this pussy!!” he said as he
fucked her hard and fast. He grabbed her ass hard and squeezed the
asscheeks in his hands, leaving red marks. He turned her over
afterwards and lifted her legs over his shoulders, then squeezed
her boobs in the same manner, leaving red marks. “Fuck yes! Fuck
yes!” he grunted, his dick making a thwack thwack sound, his balls
whipping painfully against her crotch.

“Ugh! I’m going to come!
I’m going to come! Get fucked, Rika!” he grunted as he crushed her
breasts in his hands. “Ohh fuuuckk!” yelled Rika, arching her back
as his sperm flowed into her.

“Hey, Nathan,” Rika asked
as they lay together in bed, cooling off. “How many kids do you
want?”

“Oh, man… kids… I don’t
really care… but wait a minute,” said Nathan. “That’s it! To your
father, our children will be lovable grandchildren! If we go back
with them, he’ll have no choice but to greet us warmly!”

“Well then,” said Rika,
spreading her legs coyly. “In that case, we had better get started
making lots of children!!”












 Thief In The
Night






Sir James Woolingsworth
lifted the porcelain cup of tea to his beautiful face. “Hmm… what
an exquisite aroma. As usual, your darjeeling tea is quite
delectable, my dear Erica. Just one refreshing sip makes me forget
all about my hectic day.” The young billionaire was sitting down in
his suit and tie, having just come back from work. His long black
hair reached down past his ears to his neck, and it was combed and
parted halfway through.

“Thank you, Master James,”
I replied, folding my hands in front of me and bowing my head. “I
find your compliments most heartwarming.”

My name is Erica. This is
Sir James’s mansion and every day I work here as his young maid.
But at midnight, I put a black eye mask over my green eyes, and a
headband to hold together my short, spikey blond hair. Finally, I
put on my black leather suit, and my black leather gloves and black
leather boots, and I tear through the darkness looking for my
victim. What is my mission, you ask? That’s a secret… for now.
First let me tell you what I was up to last night at
midnight.

While Master James was
sleeping, I snuck into the mansion yard and used my grappling hook
to reach the ledge of his windowsill. Then I climbed the attached
rope and opened his window slowly. It creaked as I peeked my head
into his bedroom.

I stepped inside the room.
He was fast asleep. “Pardon the intrusion, my dear sir. You look
like you’re resting well, ” I chuckled silently to myself, pulling
off my gloves. “Now then, it’s time to start the
operation.”

Sir James slowly stirred
from his sleep. The lights were on, and I was boiling some tea for
him.

“Huhmm… is it morning
already?”

“Ah!” I said. “Awake
already?”

He opened his eyes wide.
“Who are you? Wh-what the hell? I can’t move!” I had stripped him
naked, and strapped his wrists and ankles to the
bedposts.

“What is the meaning of all
this!” he shouted. “Guards… somebody help…!”

“There now,” I smiled at
him, “we mustn’t shout so loudly. It’s still the middle of the
night… ah, I must inform you that your guards are taking a break.”
They were sitting in their chairs outside the bedroom, sleeping
soundly as I had drugged their coffee earlier.

“I apologize for tying you
up. I do hope it’s not too uncomfortable. Now then, I must ask that
you wait patiently while I take your treasure.”

“Treasure?” he stammered.
“There’s nothing of value in this room! Wait… don’t tell me… you’re
going to take me for ransom?!”

“Oh, heavens no! I wouldn’t
use such a lowly tactic,” I said as I poured his tea. “When I take
something, it’s in a much more elegant and bewitching manner. Here,
drink this.”

I held the tea to his lips
and he turned his head, his eyes going wide. “S-stop it! What are
you trying to make me drink?”

“Ah, you think I poisoned
it! Nonsense, it’s perfectly safe. Look!” I took a sip of the tea.
“Now you know it’s safe. Anyway, the tea is hot, so don’t struggle,
or you’ll get burned.”

I held the tea to his lips
with one hand, and his chin with the other hand. It poured into his
mouth little by little, and he swallowed reluctantly.

“This tea… what did you put
in it…” he said.

“It’s delicious, don’t you
think? Oh my, are you interested in my recipe? I always have a cup
before work. Speaking of which…”, I poured the rest of the tea down
my throat, “time to get back to work...”

“Wh-what is it you want
from me?” he said.

“Oh, I’m a thief by
profession, you know. And what I want, is your treasure,” I
giggled. “Now then…”

I grabbed his cheek with
one hand, and leaned my face in to kiss him.

“Wh-what are you…” he
stammered, pulling away.

“Hold still now!” I
commanded. I climbed on top of him, pinning him down. My eyes
closed behind my eye mask, and my soft pink tongue entered his
mouth, our lips and noses rubbing together as I tenderly caressed
his face and his hair with my fingertips, my long pink nails softly
scraping his face. I felt a movement near my leg.

“Oh dear!” I said
delightedly as I turned around to see his penis sticking straight
up into the air. “You got this hard already? Just from the taste of
my kisses? I’m so happy!” I stuck the tip of my finger over the
head of his dick and moved it from side to side. “By all means,
allow me to show my gratitude.”

“Your… gratitude?” he
moaned.

I grabbed his cock with
both hands, leaning over it to kiss the glans, pushing it against
my lips. I then wrapped my lips around it and thrust it over my
tongue, moving his shaft in and out the vacuum of my mouth. The
blood vessels on his dick throbbed violently, as if they would
burst at any moment, and the dick heated in my mouth.

“Oh,” he moaned. “You’re so
amazing… I’m going to burst, I’m going to come…”

Not so fast!, I thought.
Quickly, I reached into my pocket and snapped a strap over the base
of his dick. This strap was of my own special design, which would
stop him from ejaculating.

“I won’t let you cum so
easily!... Oh, don’t make such a sad face.” His teeth were
clenched, his eyes squinting. “You should just enjoy yourself. Of
course, I intend to do the same…” I unzipped the zipper on my
leather suit, and part of it fell away… the front part which
covered my breasts all the way down to my pussy and back up to my
anus. “After all, we’ve got plenty of time before
morning.”

The leather around my
vagina expanded as I sat it down onto his throbbing cock. It filled
me, rubbing my vaginal walls as I bounced down over it, my hands
supporting myself on his chest as he clenched his eyes and teeth,
the cum building inside of him, and the pleasure expanding through
my pelvis as I moved.

“Ooh, what a great penis.
But don’t you think it’s unbecoming to let the lady do all the
work? My hips are getting tired.” I leaned over to kiss his face,
my hands holding his head. “I need you to thrust from below. Just
move your hips.”

He thrusted violently into
my vagina, groaning loudly, his balls whipping back and forth. “Ah!
I can’t take it!” he moaned. “Please let me cum! I want to cum! I’m
going crazy!”

“Not yet,” I teased. “It’ll
feel better if you hold it in just a bit longer.”

He gasped and sweated, his
dick pleasuring and filling me, my body tingling from the
sensation.

“Are you at your limit?” I
asked, sucking on his lip. “You want to let it all out inside me
that much?”

“Please, I… I want to cum,”
he pleaded. “I want to let it out inside you...”

“Hmm. What should I do?” I
teased, kissing his mouth. “Well, I guess you’ve had enough.” I
pushed a small switch under my suit, and every strap on Sir James
came undone.

His arms came flying
towards my ass, taking me by surprise, and I fell down over him as
he filled my pussy with his juices, his fingers digging into my
asscheeks. We both yelled in unison as our lovemaking came to a
climax.

I laid on top of him,
catching my breath, and rubbing his chest with my hands. “Your
penis is still throbbing…” I whispered.

His dick had lost its boner
for a few seconds, but it was getting hard again before it had even
left my vagina.

“Wh-what’s going on?” he
said. “What’s happening? It’s the tea isn’t it! What did you put in
the tea!”

“Teehee,” I teased. “I
don’t know what you’re talking about! At any rate, it looks like
you can move freely now. So what are you going to do? Apprehend me?
Or perhaps…”

He sat up suddenly, and
threw his arms around my waist, fucking my hot pussy with his
delicious cock.

It was morning, and Sir
James stirred in his sleep. Suddenly he woke up.

“Oh shit!” he said aloud.
“Huh? There’s no one here.” He sat up, looking around the bedroom.
“What in the world happened last night? The place doesn’t look
messed up… was I dreaming?”

I walked into his bedroom
in my maid’s outfit. “Good morning, Master James!” I said
cheerfully. “Breakfast has been prepared.”

As he walked past me to get
breakfast, he smelled a familiar smell wafting from my
clothes.

“Erica!” he said, turning
to face me.

“Yes?” I smiled sweetly at
him.

He was silent for a brief
moment. “Ah, it’s nothing… if you don’t mind, how about we eat
together today?”

“Oh my, are you sure it
would be quite alright?” I replied, folding my hands together and
bowing my head. “But of course, I would be more than happy
to.”

My prize walked down to eat
his breakfast, and with that, the first part of my master plan had
been carried out. That’s right! My plan… to marry into
money!












 Bathing The
Mistress






“What? I’ll be alone
starting today?” I cried.

“That’s right,” said Leila,
sipping tea on her fancy red plush sofa. She brushed her light
blond hair out of her bright blue eyes. “My father is on a trip,
and the other servants have been given vacation time, so you’ll be
the only one here.”

“That’s absurd!” I
protested.

“To begin with, you’ll need
to do the cleaning, cooking, laundry, tend to the garden, help me
dress, help me study, record my TV shows, go shopping…” she counted
on her fingers.

Ugh… I thought. No time to
rest at all…

“It usually takes quite a
few people, but I’m relying on you to do it. Oh, and don’t forget…
we’ll be sleeping together at night.” That part made me the most
nervous.

Leila stood up and yawned.
“Aahh. I think it’s time for the evening bath. I’ll be going in
soon, so would you please prepare it for me?”

I stammered. “Y-yes,
milady, I mean, Madam Leila… miss.”

A few minutes later, I was
undressing her at the edge of the bath. “Such a huge bath. My
father has such poor taste… would you please hurry?” she snapped.
“I’m going to catch a cold.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Leila,” I
apologized. In truth, I was getting dizzy from the sight of her
gorgeous body. Once I had removed her robe, revealing her bare
breasts, full and pink and round, only her underwear
remained.

“Don’t forget my change of
clothes… Where are you going? Take off my underwear too!” she
ordered.

“Of-of course, I beg your
pardon, milady,” I said. Kneeling down behind her, I slipped my
fingers through the soft lace of her panties, pulling them down to
her feet.

“How dignified,” she
teased, smiling and brushing her hair back. “You could have taken
them off from the front. I understand… you like my ass, don’t you?”
She pushed her plump, beautiful butt into my face.

“No! It’s not like
that…”

“It’s okay,” she said,
stepping out of the underwear, the pink soles of her small feet
brushing against my hand. “No reason to be embarrassed about
it.”

I took my top vest off, and
rolled up the sleeves of my shirt.

“You probably haven’t
noticed, being as thick-headed as you are, but my body is more
beautiful than yesterday. My beauty treatments are working well,
don’t you agree? Hmm? What are you doing?”

I was kneeling at the edge
of the bath, wetting the sponges. “I am finishing preparations for
the bath.”

“NO!” she barked. “You will
get into the bath with me and wash me by hand! Those sponges are
not suitable for my skin!”

“Yes, madam, I
understand... Pl-please calm down…”

She sat down on a large
stool at the edge of the bath. “What are you so nervous
about?”

“Oh, it’s nothing…” I said,
gazing upon her pure white skin.

“All right then, could you
please start washing me?”

“Where should I start
from?” I inquired, wetting my hands in the soapy water
bowl.

She chuckled coyly. “Oh,
I’ll leave it up to you. You may start wherever you
like…”

“Well then, I’ll start with
your arm…” I lifted her arm nervously, and she held it outstretched
as I rubbed on her elbow and bare shoulder with my hand.

“Next, I’ll do your back…”
I rubbed my hands up and down her back, lathering it with soap. She
seemed rather irritated at this, and it made me even more nervous
than the thought of being her sleeping companion.

“Now, I’ll wash your legs…”
She held her leg out, glaring at me as I rubbed my hands over her
firm, round thighs and calves.

“That’s quite enough!” she
said. “You are so boring, after I brought you all the way here.”
She stood up, and sat herself in my lap, grabbed my hands, and
rubbed them firmly against her breasts. “You’re supposed to wash
these!”

My hands slid over her
breasts and nipples, and I could feel their perfect firmness as my
hands gripped them. I pushed and rubbed them together,
excited.

“I knew this is what you
wanted to do all along!” she said, grinning. “Just look at the way
you’re handling me. How scandalous!”

She spread her legs apart.
“You’re only washing there. Do you intend to let me get dirty down
here?” She jabbed at her pussy with her fingers.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized
as I stuck two fingers into her vagina. She put her hand over mine,
pushing them in deeper, and spreading apart her pussy lips with her
fingers. I thrust my fingers in and out as I manhandled her boobs
with my other hand.

“Oh…” she moaned. “How
could you be so rough with me?” She gasped as I fingered her
hard.

Once we had finished, she
leaned over the edge of the bath. “Now I need to be scrubbed out,
right here.” She pointed to her asshole.

“Are you sure, milady?” I
asked, lubing up my dick with soap.

As I entered her butt, she
clenched it around my cock. “That’s it, clean me thoroughly. Jam it
all the way inside,” she moaned.

She yelled, rubbing her
clit as I fucked her ass. “Ooohh! That feels so good!”

I pulled out, and her ass
made a loud popping sound. “Oh! What’s wrong? Are you going to
cum?”

I nodded.

“That’s okay,” she said.
“Fill my ass with your dirty semen. I want you to shoot it all
inside me! Now!”

I did as she commanded,
filling her anus with my thick, gooey semen. The thick rope hung
from my dick and out of her butthole as I pulled myself out again.
She laid on the ground gasping, her knees and stomach on the floor,
legs spread out as the cum drained out of her ass.

Half an hour
later…

Leila was sitting in the
bath, relaxing. She sighed. “Hmmm. I thought I’d only be in here
for ten minutes. I guess a nice long bath isn’t so bad every once
in a while… hey you!” I was sitting on the other end of the bath,
and she called towards me. “What are you doing so far away? Come
over here.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “You
seemed to be relaxing, so I thought I should not disturb
you.”

“You idiot,” she said. “We
got in the bath together, so don’t worry about it.”

“This coming from the man
who came in my ass,” Leila thought to herself. “Come to think of
it, I’m not satisfied just by doing it in the ass. And the only
thing I keep telling him is that he’s boring. Maybe I should give
him a little invitation…”

Leila laid herself on the
edge of the bath, raising her butt out of the water, baring her
pussy to me. “Ah… I’m getting dizzy…” she said aloud.

“Miss Leila…” I muttered,
dumbfounded. I pretended not to notice.

“What is he doing?” thought
Leila. “From there, he should have a clear view of my perverted,
twitching pussy. Why isn’t he jumping at the chance? Jeez, how
irritating. Hurry up and fuck me, idiot.”

“If you let this
opportunity slip by,” said Leila aloud, “there won’t be another
one. Oh, what a waste that would be…”

I had been staring at her
pussy, and my boner was throbbing. Finally driven to action, I
waded through the bath, came up behind her, and grabbing her ass, I
stuck my cock all the way into her twitching, perverted
pussy.

“Aah! You idiot! Why are
you jamming it in all the way so suddenly?” she yelped in pain.
“How are you so hard already, anyway, after you just came into my
ass? Hey! I didn’t tell you to take it out!”

“I’m sorry, milady,” I
said, pushing my dick back inside. She lifted her leg around my
head and I turned her over. She was now laying on her back on the
edge of the bath, her legs wrapped around me as I fucked her from
inside the bath.

“Oh! Oh! Ah! Oh! Slow down
a little!” she squealed. As I plowed her sweet pink pussy, I moved
my face in closer to hers to kiss her, and her boobs pushed up
against my chest.

“Your breath is so hot,”
she gasped, turning her head. “Don’t bring your face in so close to
me…!”

I moved in and kissed her
forcefully on the lips.

“You…” she
gasped.

She slapped me hard across
the face with her hand.

“You kissed me! How dare
you! I’ve never been kissed before!”

“But, milady!” I protested.
“I’m sure you’ve kissed…”

“Shut up!” she yelled,
blushing. “Do I seem like the type to fool around like that? I
wouldn’t let just anyone do this!”

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I
didn’t mean…”

Her lips locked with mine,
her eyes shut tight, her shiny wet hair gleaming in the
light.

“Now I have to practice my
kissing with you,” she said, moaning and her pussy squeezing me
ever tighter as we sucked on each other’s lips. She kissed me
forcefully as I climbed out from the bath and held her down to the
floor, porking her faster and faster, and the sperm raced up
through my dick.

“I’m going to cum! Where
should I cum, milady? Milady?” She was panting, completely
oblivious, her moans echoing throughout the bath. Reaching my
limit, I came hard into her pussy.

A few minutes later, we
were sitting naked on the edge of the bath. “You came into my pussy
without permission!” she snapped. “And you came too much! The
kissing was fine, though…”

“You got a little carried
away yourself, didn’t you?” I retorted.

“I really wish you would
have considered the mood a bit more.”

“Eh?”

“Never mind. Anyway, I’m
all sweaty again, thanks to you. Will you wash me again…” she
looked at me coyly with her soft blue eyes, “…one more
time?”

“Yes, milady
Leila…”












 Extracurriculars






Chamie, a schoolteacher
with long black hair and brown eyes, took a sip of her beer at the
local bar. She had just gotten back from work, and was wearing a
professional looking red blouse. Her face was beginning to match
the color of her blouse as she became drunk.

“Are you listening,
Chamie?” said her friend, Meg. “There’s no such thing as destiny
when it comes to love. You should stop daydreaming about finding
your perfect Prince Charming, and start actively hunting for a guy
to marry.”

“I… I know,
but…”

“You’re turning 30 soon,”
said her other friend, Roberta. “Surely you don’t want to stay a
virgin forever, right? Even if you’re a teacher, I’m sure you could
find a good man if you looked around.”

“Bartender!” said Chamie.
“Can I have another beer please!”

“Okay…” the bartender
yelled back.

“No!” said Meg. “You’ve had
enough for one night!”

“I… I can’t have more?”
asked Chamie meekly.

“No! Do you even need to
ask? You were never good at handling alcohol,” said
Roberta.

“They just don’t
understand. It’s not like I wanted to stay a virgin forever…”
thought Chamie to herself. “I’m always busy with work, and the
other teachers are old farts in their mid 40’s… how am I supposed
to find the time to meet other men?” Chamie sighed and lowered her
head. She closed her eyes.

After a while, she raised
her head again. She was sitting on a park bench, beer in hand, her
arm around a young, good looking man wearing glasses, jeans and a
t-shirt. She was holding his head to her chest with her arm, his
face pressed against her boobs.

“What did she mean, I
should go hunting for a guy to marry! Who is she to judge me! Did
she think I chose this lifestyle for myself? Why doesn’t she just
mind her own business? Right?” she proclaimed aloud.

“Y-yeah… you’re right,”
said the young man.

“I mean… wait a second. Who
the hell are you?” She looked at the man sitting next to her. “And
why are you putting your face on my boobs? Are you some sort of sex
offender?”

“Huh?” said the young man.
“Don’t… don’t you remember? You were the one who dragged me
here.”

“Wha?” said the confused
Chamie. “Okay, I was having beer with my friends…” she
remembered.

“Fine! I get it, okay? I’ll
go get laid, okay? You’ll all shut up once I do that, right?” she
had yelled, standing up from the bar booth. “I’m gonna find a man
off the streets right now! The next time we meet, I’ll no longer be
a virgin!”

Meg grimaced. “Well, good
luck with that. You’ll need it.”

Roberta called after her.
“Hey, wait up! You haven’t paid yet!”

Chamie had stormed out of
the bar. “I need to find a guy who’s my type.” She had seen the
young man on the street, calling out to her. She had put her arm
around him, dragging him along with her. “Come with me. Don’t
argue,” she had said.

“…okay, I remember now,”
said Chamie. “So you’re the man I captured who was trying to hit on
me.”

The young man sighed,
putting his face in his hand. “You’ve got it all wrong…”

“So this is what it’s like
to be hit on! I never knew!” said Chamie, not listening to him.
“There’s no need to deny it. You came along at just the right
time.” She looked at him with a deadly serious face. “If you don’t
mind, would you like to take my virginity?”

“W…what are you talking
about?” said the young man. “Ow!”

She was slapping him on the
back hard. “Well, you seem like a good person, and you’re totally
my type! So I wouldn’t mind having you as my first time. Although
it would be perfect if you wore glasses too…”

“But I do wear them…” he
said. “I wore them back then, too.” He pulled a pair of eyeglasses
from his front pocket, and put them on his head. “Do you recognize
me now?” he asked. “I’m Kerry. You taught me algebra in high
school.”

“Oh my god! You’re Kerry
Hickson! What are you doing here?” said Chamie. “But you look so
different! Your face used to look rounder…”

“Well, it’s been many years
since high school,” said Kerry. “I’m a college student now, and I
live in the apartment close by. I was the boy who wrote you a love
letter on your graduation day. Remember that?”

“Oh, right! That was you!”
said Chamie. She had rejected him for being 6 years younger than
her. “Wow, how long has it been? 4 years? Look at how much you’ve
grown…” She took a swig of her beer, and started choking. “Cough
cough… uuuggh…” Her face turned blue as she puked all over her
blouse and on the pavement.

At Kerry’s
apartment…

Kerry was putting her
blouse and pants in the dryer. “Chamie, I’m drying your clothes
right now. Just give it a while…” He gulped. Chamie was sitting on
his bed in a white long sleeved shirt and panties. Her long white
legs crossed over each other. “Why aren’t you wearing the pants I
gave you?”

“The waist is too small. It
didn’t fit. You did that on purpose, didn’t you!” she teased. “Oh,
don’t be embarrassed. Relax a little. Just pretend I’m not here.”
She patted the bed next to her. “Come take a seat…”

Kerry sat down, not looking
at her. “So, uhm, Chamie. About what you said earlier… like, me
being your type, and you wanting to have your first time with me.
Does the offer still stand?”

Chamie raised her hands in
a panic, shaking her head. “Uhh… I was drunk when I said that! Not
that I won’t do it, but…”

“What have I done?” she
thought to herself, lowering her head into her hands. “I’m so
embarrassed,” she said. “When I think that you used to be my
student… and you saw the way I pushed you around and the way I
behaved when I was drunk. Puking in front of you… I mean, you must
have been super turned off by that, right?”

“You’ve got to be kidding!”
Kerry said. “Seeing my first crush… sitting beside me like this,
defenseless and half naked…” Suddenly, he lunged at her, tearing
off her shirt. “You think I can control myself now?!”

“W-wait!” cried
Chamie.

“I’m not going to stop
now!” said Kerry, stripping her shirt off, and rubbing her breasts
with the other hand. “If I do, nothing will ever change. I’ll be
nothing more than your ex-student, while you get drunk and offer
yourself to another man! I won’t pass up this chance!” He pushed
her down over the bed and kissed her, his fingers rubbing her
vagina through her panties.

“Wow… that was careless of
me,” thought Chamie, as Kerry unbuttoned his jeans to reveal his
hard boner. “I treated him as if he were still a freshman in high
school… without realizing that… he has become a man.”

She pulled her panties down
as he moved in to fuck her. “Here it comes. He’s about to penetrate
me,” she thought, “and I’m glad that he’ll be the one to do
it.”

“Take me now, Kerry!” she
pleaded loudly, spreading her legs open for him. She sat on the
bed, her arms propping her up behind her as he penetrated her tight
pussy. “Owww!” she said. “That hurts!” She wrapped her arms and
legs around him.

“Oh god, you’re so tight,”
said Kerry as he pistoned her hard. The slick walls of her
untainted vagina gripped his dick tightly. He pushed her over, and
came inside of her as she clenched her eyes shut from the pain,
wrapping her legs tightly around him.

“…Kerry?”

“Sorry,” said Kerry. “I
came too quickly.”

“I see. That was fast,”
said Chamie. “So that was my virginity, huh…” She
smiled.

“Chamie… this is your first
time. It would be a shame if we let it end like this…” He reached
down over the side of his bed and pulled a dildo out from
underneath.

“Huh? Why do you have
that?”

“Never mind!” said Kerry.
“We’re not done yet! I’m not going to stop fucking you until you’re
satisfied! Get ready for round two!”

“Oohhh!!” moaned Chamie as
he fucked her with the dildo, rubbing her clitoris with his other
hand. He moved his hand down to her anus, rubbing her there, and up
and down her taint.

“Ooh! That feels so naughty
and embarrassing!” she cooed.

“You’re so cute, Chamie!”
he said as he pinched and squeezed her nipples with one
hand.

“It feels so good!” she
yelled in ecstasy. “Kerry, I love yooouuuu…!!”

Later, at the
bar…

Chamie was getting drunk
again. Meg and Roberta were sitting in front of her.

“So check this out. I met
my ex-student from high school the other day, and we fucked. He was
so rough on the bed… and we kept fucking all night! And now, we’re
both living happily ever after.”

“I bet none of that
happened. What do you think?” whispered Meg.

“Sounds like she’s making
it up,” Roberta whispered back.

Just then, Kerry walked
into the bar. “Ah, there you are Chamie.”

“There he is to pick me
up!” smiled Chamie. “Hey Kerry! What took you so long?” She stood
up, staggering drunkenly. “Well then, ladies! As you can see… I’m
off to make love to my boyfriend! I’ll see you both
tomorrow!”

“Oh wow,” said Meg. “I
guess it was true after all.”

“Kerry… give me a piggyback
ride!” said Chamie drunkenly as they walked out.

“No way,” said Kerry.
“You’re too heavy for me to lift… hey, stand still!”

“Whaaat? What is that
supposed to mean…”

“You know, they actually
make a pretty good couple,” said Meg.

“She left without paying
again…” said Roberta.












 On The Job
Training






Maria was just meeting me
at the subway. She wore a white blouse under a plaid red and white
sweater, a long knee-length skirt, and was carrying a small white
purse over her shoulder.

“Oh, hello Thomas! Are you
just getting home?” she asked.

“Good evening, Maria!” I
said. “Where are you coming back from at this late
hour?”

“I was out visiting a
friend,” said Maria, brushing back her short black hair. “She was
helping me get a really nice job. I start next week! I’m looking
forward to this so much!”

Maria was recently widowed.
Last year she moved into the apartment next to mine. Her husband
died in a car accident while on a trip with his lover. But the
worst part is, she became saddled with the huge debts that her
husband had piled up to pay for his lover.

“Oh, you’ve never worked
before?” I asked.

“No, I’ve always been a
housewife,” she answered. “To be honest, Thomas… I’m really feeling
excited about this. To be able to work and make money by myself
feels liberating!”

“Yeah, I guess it is,” I
said. She wasn’t quite in touch with reality, but that was part of
what made her attractive. I stared at her face as her brown eyes
sparkled, and the shape of her cute round butt wiggling back and
forth through her skirt as we walked down the street. At that
moment, I felt that I would never do anything to hurt a woman this
beautiful.

“I spoke to the president
of the company I’m going to be working for, about my husband’s
debts. He said that depending on how hard I worked, I could pay
them off in no time. He also said that he’d help me out in any way
he could.”

“By the way, Thomas,” she
said, “do you know much about porn movies?”

“Porn?”

“Yeah. Like adult videos. I
mean, DVDs. Being a woman, I don’t know much about
them.”

“W-well, sometimes I rent
them,” I said, scratching the back of my head nervously, “but I
wouldn’t say I know a whole lot about them.” Suddenly it dawned on
me. “Maria… don’t tell me your new job is…”

“Yes! I’m going to be a
porn star!” she smiled.

“Whaaat?!”

“The CEO of that video
company said that a woman like me would sell like hotcakes! I think
he really took a liking to me. I got a really great contract,
too.”

“Well, yeah. Any porn you
were in I’d watch for su… hold on a minute! You’re going to be in
porn! Do you have any idea what that means?”

“Yes, there were a few
videos among my husband’s possessions, and I watched them all the
way through, but I didn’t quite understand what they do… oh,
Thomas! Are you free right now?”

“Why?”

“I want you to teach me how
to have sex like they do in porn!”

“What? I dunno… this is all
kind of sudden…”

“Please! I want to do as
well as I can for the shoot next week!” Maria grabbed my arm,
dragging me with her. “Come on! I’ll pay for the hotel room! Let’s
go!”

She changed her clothes at
the hotel room as I sat naked on the bed. When she came out of the
bathroom, she wore a pink, loose-fitting, lacy see-through corset
through which I could see her brown nipples, and see-through
panties through which I saw the black patch of pubic hair over her
pussy. She had on sexy pink leggings which stopped halfway up her
thigh.

“They gave me this lingerie
to use for practice,” she told me. “I’m going to wear something
like this for the shoot next week. What do you think?”

I stared at her private
parts, not knowing what to say or how to react.

“Oh, Thomas. Quit staring
like that. It’s embarrassing,” she said. “This is the first time
I’ve ever worn lingerie this sexy.”

“I wasn’t staring! Honest!
I didn’t think anything of it…” I said modestly.

“Oh, my! I think your dick
says otherwise,” she said, running her finger up my
boner.

She pushed me over the bed,
and leaned over me, stroking her hand up and down my shaft. “They
did this kind of thing in the porn my husband had. Am I doing this
right?” she asked.

“Oh yeah!” I exclaimed, my
dick trembling. “Don’t stop! You’re doing good!”

As she stroked my dick, she
leaned her face in close to me and kissed me, shoving her tongue
deep into my mouth. I followed suit, running my tongue over her
gums and squeezing her boobs with both hands. I took my thumb and
index fingers and rubbed her nipples in between. Her nipples grew
erect through the lingerie.

“Ooh! Look at how hard my
nipples are!” she squealed. “You’re so good at this. My husband
never did any foreplay… this feels really good.”

I pulled down the corset
over her shoulders, baring her breasts to me. “I can’t bear seeing
your hard and nasty nipples in front of me like this! It’s too
much! I need to put my mouth on them!” I panted, slobbering on her
perky brown nipples.

“Th-Thomas! Settle down!”
she teased as I pushed her boobs together, touching her nipples
together and licking them both at the same time. I rubbed my hard
dick over her panties, poking at her vagina.

“Thomas! Is-is this what
they do with their dicks in porn?” she moaned.

“Oh, oh yeah!” I said. “I
see it all the time! It’s a pretty popular kind of foreplay…” I
pushed my dick under her panties and lifted it, stretching them
upwards. Then I began to rub my dick over the crack of her
taint.

“Ahh! Ahh!” she panted. I
kneeled over her and lifted her legs up until her knees were over
her head, and grabbing her thighs, I rubbed my cock up and down her
pussy, my balls rubbing against her taint.

“Oh gosh!” she squealed.
“Hurry up and stick your dick inside me, please! I want to do porn
with you!!” she moaned.

I lowered her panties down
just a bit, so that they were directly over her stockings. She got
on all fours as I slipped my love stick inside.

“Ooohhh!” she moaned. “A
dick other than my husband’s… inside of me…”

“You have to moan louder!”
I instructed. “That’s how they do it in porn. And say, ‘fuck me
hard, Thomas’. You have to beg me to fuck you!”

“Oh, please fuck my cunt,
Thomas! Fuck it so hard!”

“How does my dick compare
to your husband’s?” I said, thrusting my dick into her pussy
smoothly.

“I… I couldn’t compare
yours to his,” she said, “but Thomas… your dick is so nice… I’ve
never had a dick go this deeply inside of me before… oh, please,
come inside of me! Give me your cum!”

I lifted her panties back
up over my dick, and fucked her hairy snatch through the panties.
As I lifted her leg up, she howled in pleasure as I filled her with
cum.

“My dick is shoved all the
way up inside you, Maria,” I said, “filling you with cum. In the
industry they call it a ‘creampie’.”

“Oh! Sounds delicious…”
said Maria.

I pulled my dick out, and
Maria lay sprawled out on the bad, her panties soaked in cum and
sweat. My dick was covered in my own sperm and her pussy
juices.

“Your dick looks so
wonderful, even when it’s only halfway hard,” said Maria. “Hold it
to my face. I’m going to clean it off.”

She sucked my dick clean,
scrubbing it with her tongue and even scraping it off a bit with
her teeth, squeezing my dick like a ketchup bottle and sucking out
the leftover sperm. I shivered and gasped with pleasure.

As she wiped off her mouth,
I heard a faint “plfft” sound come from between Maria’s legs.
“Maria,” I said, “the creampie I just gave you is spilling out onto
the bed.”

She giggled. “How silly.
Thomas, if it’s alright with you… I’d like you to push it back
inside of me. This time, we can take it nice and slow.”

“Maria,” I sighed. “You’re
a natural.”

Maria’s porn debut was a
huge hit. She paid off all of her debts in no time at all.
Afterwards, she released more and more videos – facials, anal,
roleplay, you name it - and became a very popular porn star. And
even now, she still practices with me before each shoot.
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