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Long Time Waiting



Prologue


A young man has just turned twenty-one, and he’s hoping to finally have sex. So far, his pursuits have proven fruitless, but then one day he sees Ivona, who is known around town as one of the sexiest women in the area. She takes off her top in front of him and he even accidentally catches a glimpse of her pussy. Or was it an accident? As they take the lift together, he hopes to see her again, but when he does, she starts to take control of the situation in surprising ways. He goes along with it, but he doesn’t yet know what he’s in for. This book, in which the characters loose themselves in their desire, is guaranteed to get you aroused and keep you intrigued to the last page.



Chapter 1: Introduction


Summer! I had just turned twenty-one years old and I had firmly resolved that it was time to have sex. The two months of fooling around had not yielded any results. And again, I sank deeper into the pits of self-pity, sorrow, and depression.
“Today I will not go anywhere, except to the top of the building to hang out on the terrace with friends. I just want to chill out,” I resolved out loud.
Upon arrival, I noticed about two dozen individuals in small groups of four or five people each. On the left corner of the terrace, I saw a company of women. There were four of them, fooling around in their swimsuits. But my attention was immediately drawn to Ivona.
Ivona was the number one girl in the city. She was often seen out with a well-known sportsman, a top notch professional player in handball, and a favorite character among his fellow citizens. She was stunning, about one hundred and seventy centimeters in height with barely a gram of fat. Her breasts were a bit larger than C cup, and her ass could only be described as a perfect pear — beautiful, feminine, and rounded as it should be. She had the face of evil in the new American porn industry. Ivona was a sex icon to us.
We all began to mingle. But soon it became too hot to stay. A big majority of the people went away to find some shade from the scorching sun, while others went home. A few stayed; I decided to stay. I simply sat there facing her and stared.
From the time I had seen her, I had become so aroused. I was embarrassed to leave, scared that my hard dick would show. I watched her as she lay on her back. After a while, only the two of us were still up on the terrace. I continued to watch as she took off her top to soak up the sun.
She assumed a different pose and was now lying on her breast, wearing only a small thong. Every second I watched her drove me more and more crazy.
I couldn’t take my focus off her ass and I wanted to smack her good. She commented on how terribly hot it was, then moistened her lips with a wet napkin and changed her pose again. I howled, “Yes!” and continued to fix my focus upon her. I could feel my cock pulsating and it hurt with rigidity. The whole time I was watching her, I kept a small towel over my pants so that she couldn’t notice my erection. Soon, she got up and I instinctively reached out to help her.
She turned away as she thanked me. I could see her ass right in front of my eyes. It was no farther than twenty centimeters away. I watched as my gaze fixed as she accidently dropped her towel. Hurriedly she bent down to pick it up. Then suddenly her costume shifted completely to the side, giving me a brief, but definite look of her pussy.
It was exactly what every lad my age wanted to see, a close-up of her pussy. For me it was almost as if time had stopped for a moment.
I was breathless. I could hardly believe my luck. Her pussy was sparsely covered with thin, brown hair. Her clitoris seemed to be slightly brighter than normal, as if somehow more pinkish. From arousal, I could sense it, the distinctive smell — almost like a sun cream or oil. It seemed wet and moist. The whole spectacle had barely lasted twenty seconds.
She sat down and I could hear her exclaim to herself in horror: “Oh, my God!!! My suit is a little crooked.” I could tell that she was embarrassed.
Quickly, she grabbed her clothes and headed towards the elevator. I jumped up and followed her to the entrance of the lift, where she was waiting for the doors to swing open. I could hear it coming up from the floors below; the sound seemed deafeningly loud, so much so that we could not speak. Finally it arrived, the doors flew open and we found a moment of solitude and quiet.



Chapter 2: Close Encounter


Unexpectedly the lift stopped and the lights went out. I immediately became aware of my enormous, hard erection. I was still trying to hide it under the towel. It seemed like a couple of minutes that we stood, back to back, in the dark. I knew that Ivona was embarrassed by the scene from the rooftop. I could almost feel her body heat as I drew closer.
Our backs touched briefly, and I could feel her hot, sexy body against mine. I heard her whisper something in the dark, and almost instantly, I turned around to ask her, “Are you alright?”
I was so close to her and I wasn’t aware that my cock was halfway out of my shorts, gently touching her sweet, sexy body. As she turned around, she brushed against my penis with her hand. I felt weak with pleasure, but hoped that she hadn’t realized it. I was terrified at how she would react, not to mention that she was five or six years older than me.
In a flash I imagined so many possible outcomes. I was still in fear, and I could feel the sweat start to run down my face. She just stood there silently next to me without saying a word. After a while, the lights flickered back on and the lift jerked before resuming.
Subtly she loosened her top and I couldn’t take my eyes off her breasts. I was speechless and unaware that by now my raging hard dick was in plain sight for her to see. When she became aware of it, she didn't freak out or make fun of me.
She focused on my cock, never lifting her gaze while smiling at me. Slowly, and seductively she leaned forward and said, “You’re cute! You and your little friend!”
I was dazzled, my heart pounding so loud I thought she would hear it. I could hear her voice saying something, but I couldn’t hear what she was saying. I was stunned by her beauty and her casual approach to me. I continued to stare at her almost topless, sexy and sweaty form, it was a killer combination.
When she noticed that I was dazzled, she shook me. “C’mon, we are almost at the bottom, tuck him away.” I came out of my mesmerized form and I could feel the blood rush to my face. When she saw me blushing, she could tell that I was embarrassed.
“No need to feel like that, you have nothing to be ashamed of,” she said. “Then again,” she continued with a frown on her face, “I’m the one who should be embarrassed; you saw my pussy earlier.”
I breathed a sigh of relief, although I was still slightly embarrassed. Nevertheless, she had immediately boosted my ego and just as I was about to pull my shorts up, I grabbed my cock and pulled it out of my shorts for her to see. I wanted her to see the whole thing. “I guess we are even now,” I said to her, feeling confident.
I could see that she was surprised at my words. “Well, well, well, a devil in disguise!” She smiled. “I’m sure your girlfriend is very lucky to have you.”
Instinctively I replied, “I don’t have a girlfriend.” And with that I started to get dressed as I could feel the lift stopping.
The doors flew open and I watched as she walked out. She paused for a moment and turned, “Hope to see you again.”
I could hardly believe what had just happened, and I completely forgot to say goodbye.
Over the next few days I spent a lot of time on the terrace, hoping to see her again. I would play back the scenario in my head and imagine all sorts of possible outcomes.
After three days, I started to give up, and slowly reconciled myself to the fact that I would not see her again. I was a fool to even think that I would ever see her again after what had happened. The next day, at about seven a.m., I decided to go up to the terrace again.
I knew that I could be alone for at least an hour. Nobody ever got up before eight. I looked out over the horizon, when suddenly Ivona appeared. I could hardly believe my eyes.
“Oh hi, it’s you again, nice to see you,” greeted Ivona.
She swiftly laid a towel down next to me and sat down. She pulled out a box of cigars and offered me one. And even though I wasn’t a smoker, I couldn’t refuse. I was surprised that I didn’t cough or choke on it, all the while engaged in conversation.
“So, what brings you up here so early?” I managed at last.
“Ahhh,” she paused. “I decided not to go to work today,” she answered finally. “I think I’m just going to relax all day.” She took a puff of her cigar. I watched as she played with the smoke. “The last time we met you said you didn’t have a girlfriend.” She watched me as she continued, “How come?”
What possible reply could I give to her that would make sense? “I had one once, but it didn’t work out.” I took another puff of the cigar as I remembered what had actually happened. It was only two days before her seventeenth birthday. I told her that I wanted to fuck her.
Mildly put, her response was a loud and hysterical ‘No!’ She proceeded to give me a slap, while telling me that no one had ever offended her as much as I had.
Ivona giggled and told me not to worry about it. We relaxed for a while, and all the time I devoured her with my eyes. The only thought that crossed my mind was that she was not a plain woman; she was a goddess.
We lay in the sun for a while and I noticed that her otherwise pale body now had a wonderful warm color. I felt the rush of arousal and “Mini Me”, as I liked to call my dick, got as stiff as a rod. I sat with slightly bent legs, cleverly hiding my little friend. We had almost finished smoking, when she told me to put out the cigar. I took them, got up, and threw them into garbage.
Upon my return, I saw that she was lying on a towel. She had taken advantage of my absence to take off her top and roll onto her stomach. I was thankful that she could not see my arousal, but also disappointed that I didn’t get the chance to see her perfectly rounded tits.
I spread my towel next to her. Temptingly, she asked me to rub her back with sunscreen. I smiled as though this scene had been taken straight out of a movie.
Without hesitation, I reached for the sunscreen and started to slowly, gently rub it on her gorgeous back. I was thoroughly enjoying it, and decided to also give her a back massage. I could hear her moan with satisfaction.
“Hmmmm… you are so good. That feels so good. Yeah, yeah.”
I was longing with passion and sexual desire to have her. I continued to rub for what seemed like another ten minutes. She was topless as she looked at me, and lay on her back. With a smile she said, “Come on now, and be gentle with my breasts.”



Chapter 3: Meeting


I could not believe it. I reached for the sunscreen and quickly poured a generous amount on my hands. I began to lightly rub her across her breasts. Even at my first touch, her beautiful, delicate nipples hardened somewhat and I began to slowly circle around them. At one point, I had both my hands on her tits and I caressed them gently.
She moaned with pleasure, though I could see that she was blushing a little. Finally she instructed me to, “Continue down my belly, all the way to my feet.”
A little reluctantly, my hand drifted from her bosom and headed towards her stomach. She had a firm stomach for a woman. I rubbed oil all around her panties and started heading for her feet. But she dropped her panties a little, just enough to reveal her pussy.
I took the hint and rubbed her silky hair with my hand. It was beautiful and soft, no longer than a centimeter. I noticed the goose bumps and I realized that I was only inches away from her sweet heaven. It was irresistible, and I couldn’t trust myself anymore.
Quickly, I continued down to her legs, all the way to her soft, delicate feet. But all I could think about was how good it would be if I could ram my hard cock into her hot, wet vagina.
I needed a distraction, so I turned my back to her and focused on her feet. I had no sooner turned than I felt a hand on my dick. I turned my head to look at her, a bit unsure of what she wanted me to do. She was looking at me, biting her lower lip, gently and seductively. It almost seemed like a dream, and I just hoped that I would not wake up to realize it wasn’t real.
She took my hard, raging cock in her hand and squeezed gently. I heard a soft moan from her. She made a few slight hand movements. It felt so good; the pleasure almost unbearable. She whispered that this would be our little secret. Then with the other hand, she removed my shorts, grabbed my balls, and started playing with them. I nodded.
Her hands seemed so little and gentle on my dick, streaked with veins, which almost seemed like the entire Amazon River flowing through it.
“Nice,” she said out loud and started to jerk it.
The pleasure and excitement was unbearable. “I am going to cum”, I informed her, hoping she would not stop.
“I know,” she acknowledged, smiling at me.
I could feel the verge of an orgasm; she could sense it and sped up her hand movements. Uncontrollably I shot a load of cum all over her thighs, stomach, tits and even some on her face.
Ivona smiled and reassured me that everything would be fine. She told me not to move, while she quickly cleaned herself with a towel. She turned in my direction and cleaned my dripping, still stiff dick with her tongue. She got up, took a good look at my eyes and my cock and told me to get dressed and follow her. Breathlessly, I followed her, like a lamb to the slaughter.
I walked behind her and gazed at how wonderfully she shook her ass. I could hardly believe what had just happened to me. She was one of the hottest “fish” in town.
She pressed a button to call a lift and told me to go home. She pulled out a card and then told me to return to the address on it in ten minutes and not to ring the doorbell.
“It will be unlocked,” she said in an angelic voice.
Before entering the elevator, she turned once more, grabbed my cock and in a low voice, whispered, “I dare you not to come.”

Was she kidding? There was nothing on earth that could stop me from going back to her. I got out of the lift and wondered how I would spend the next ten minutes. I knew they would drag by and would seem like an eternity.
They were the longest ten minutes I had ever endured. They were barely up when I arrived at her building and started walking nervously. I wondered if I should wait a moment before going in.
As I went up to her apartment, I met a few of the residents, each time stopping to turn my back as if I were looking for something, hoping that no one would notice the bulge in my pants. I reached the first floor and came up to her door.
My heart wanted to jump out of my chest. I tried to calm down. I inhaled a few times, and then with a final thought of encouragement, I reached for the door handle. “This is it, no turning back now.”



Chapter 4: Surrendering To Desires


I entered the apartment quietly and locked the door behind me. I heard the water in the bathroom and headed in that direction. When I got there, she opened the bathroom door and told me to come closer. I watched her, my focus fixed on her while she turned out the light and lit some candles.
“So, what are you waiting for? Join me.” It was the command of an angel and I did not hesitate for a second. I took off my clothes and came near her. She took my cock and began to stroke it. I sat opposite her in the hot tub and watched her play with my cock. She moved to sit on my lap, took a long, deep look, and started to kiss me. It was wonderful. I lowered my hands from her shoulders and caressed her breasts.
We passionately kissed for a while, and then she stopped. She ushered me to lean back, took my dick in her hands and pulled back the foreskin. Slowly and gently she started rinsing it with the warm, soapy water. She told me to get up and kneeled in front of me, while looking into my eyes.
“It’s beautiful,” she affirmed.
Gradually she leaned closer and started circling the head of my cock with her tongue. She paused for a moment, and looked at me again, her eyes glistening like gemstones. She leaned closer again and took me in her mouth. I could see the way her jaw spread, and that she could barely fit it all in her mouth.
I groaned with pleasure at the warm sensations I was feeling as she began to slowly push her beautiful head up and down. I watched her in silence as she tried harder to get more of it into her mouth and down her throat. I enjoyed watching my huge cock in all its splendor and glory immerse and emerge from her mouth.
She put her hands on my hips and thrust my hips closer to her. I took it as a sign that she wanted me to work my hips by thrusting my dick in and out of her mouth. I began to slowly sway and from time to time moan with pleasure.
I had seen it in the movies and it seemed like a fitting expression of the sweet sensations I felt. I gradually went faster and faster until she couldn’t handle it anymore and choked slightly.
“Sit,” She commanded.
I sat back in the hot tub and she showered both of us. When she was done she reached for the towel in front of us. I got out and began to kiss her. The huge erection between us did not allow me to completely embrace her.
She took my hand, and led me to the bedroom where she sat down on the bed. I leaned down and began to kiss her. Aggressively she stopped me, gave me that look again and crashed down on my cock with her mouth.
This time it was very intense. She worked fast and furiously and from the movement she was making with her head, I could hear all sorts of sounds coming from her mouth, which added to the pleasure. I could feel that I was about to cum.
I tried to move her head away or slow her down but she continued to blow me. I began to cum and spasm after spasm ejected loads of sperm into her mouth. She started to slow down and gently pulled it out of her mouth. She looked at me and went for my lips to try and kiss me.
Instinctively I turned my head and she laughed. She got up and went into the kitchen. Unable to move, I could hear her opening the fridge and a moment later she returned with two glasses of soda. She sat down beside me and slowly sipped while smiling. She did not say a word, but I could only conclude that she loved to suck cock and swallow cum. She had given me an awesome blowjob.

We sat silently sipping our drinks for a while, before she asked me if it was any good. I told her that it was the best blowjob I had ever had in my life. What I didn’t tell her was that it had been the first blowjob I had ever had.
She played with my freshly hardened sledgehammer for a while and asked me if I would care for another go. I did not answer, instead threw my hips in her direction to show her my dick, standing ready for action. She instructed me to swat my hips in a circular motion, and in and out of her mouth.
Soon I was on top of her and began to slowly push it into her mouth. I worked my hips slightly and enjoyed the scene that ensued.

The room was still alight with the last remaining sunshine, enough for me to see my dark blue veins disappear in her mouth. ‘Fuck me already,’ I thought in anguish. I was beginning to worry that sticking my rock solid dick into her pink, moist pussy would not be happening today- although I wasn’t entirely complaining because this was the peak of my sexual experience so far.
I continued to watch her. How wonderfully she worked! In one moment she was swallowing my entire penis and then in the next she was licking it like a professional. I was so excited that my dick was rock solid and felt like it was going to explode. I thrust deeper into her mouth to see how far she could take it. I could feel her open her throat wide, and eventually she had the whole thing down her throat.
She looked delighted with herself, almost proud. Then she took a big breath and again completely swallowed my dick all the way down her throat. I felt the heat of her tonsils against my dick head. It sent me reeling through the roof with excitement.
I continued to work my hips by myself and she gave me a sign to do it more aggressively. I worried that I might hurt her, but she insisted. I began to violently fuck her in the mouth and after a while I was weak and coated with sweat. I collapsed on the bed beside her and stopped to rest for a while.
“Fuck,” I thought, “now is the opportunity.” I moved down to her hips. They looked so soft and silky. It was time to try out these juices that I had read about in so many erotic magazines.

I began to rub my nose on her vagina. I spread her legs even farther apart and before me was a beautiful reddish, pink clit, simply inviting me. I stuck out my tongue and began to slowly drag it alongside the edges of her clitoris. I could feel her shiver beneath me at the first touch of my tongue. I licked her gently at first, making circles on her clitoris. I had read that this was a big hit in driving women to orgasm. She told me to be gentle with the clitoris, and I tried hard.

With my middle finger, I started circumnavigating around the hole of her pussy and I noticed that her stomach played on my every touch. Slowly, I pushed my finger inside her pussy and the first thing that surprised me was the size of its cavity.

My finger felt comfortable in it, but I could not imagine room for anything bigger — especially not my enormous dick. I was worried that there would be no place for him. I pulled out my finger and put my tongue down as far as it would go, and she writhed under me. It was pink, without a single hair on it. I started licking and fingering her faster and faster. I could feel her hot pussy getting wetter. Suddenly she squeezed my head tightly with her legs, and began to shake uncontrollably.
She let out a loud scream and shook for one or two minutes as if a demon had possessed her. I continued to gently lick her wet pussy and clitoris, soaking up her sweet nectar.
“That was amazing,” she said as we sat watching each other in silence for a while.
She climbed on top of me, took a good look at my masculine, ripped body, grabbed my cock and put it in her mouth. It was wet from her saliva. In one swift motion, she placed my dick between her legs and slowly she began to descend. I felt the pressure of her body on my cock; she was tight. The first penetration was the most beautiful feeling. The amazing warmth on my cock sent me reeling.
She took it out and descended a few more times, each time descending a little farther down. She told me that I had a huge cock and it boosted my ego to hear such a thing. I smiled as I lay back and watched my cock engulfed into her. She started to work her hips and the rest of her body, descending and rising slowly. I looked at this angelic form and couldn’t believe that it was now mine. She started to groan with pleasure.
I relaxed as I grabbed her buttocks. I was thoroughly enjoying the sight of seeing my dick disappear inside of her. It must be the most magnificent thing a man can see.
The heat of her pussy was remarkably pleasant. It wasn’t long until I felt like I was going to cum again and told her. She lifted herself off my cock and told me to hold it, that I shouldn’t cum yet. I was just barely able to follow her instruction, but was curious as to why she didn’t jerk me off.
She turned away from me, kneeled on all fours, and spread her ass cheeks apart. I was about to re-enter her from behind when she said, “A little higher.”
I was reluctant as I didn’t want to fuck her in the ass. But when she noticed me pause, she told me not to worry, and that she was clean.
“I want your big cock up my ass,” was the line that didn’t take much more to convince me.
Upon hearing those sweet words, I grabbed her and gently started entering her. It felt extremely tight and with every push she was sobbing and yelling with the pleasure of pain. After several tries, I was completely inside her.
It was a whole different feeling, a lot tighter and very sensual. I could tell that she was still in pain, but prompted me to continue with her words, “Oh god, it hurts so much, don’t stop!”
I began fucking her with deeper and longer strokes. I pounded her ass like crazy, when she motioned me not to go in too deep as it was painful.
“Ok,” was the breathless reply I managed, as I thrust a little shallower and more slowly. I could hear my balls bouncing against her buttocks. She was thoroughly enjoying the experience, and whispered, “It’s so good; I want you to cum inside my ass.”
As she started to moan more and more, I could feel that I was about to cum again. I took her firmly by the ass and pounded her hard while I was cumming. She moaned loudly as I filled her with my sperm. My cock was still firm and I kept fucking her until she begged me to stop. She fell on the bed, breathless with exhaustion as I pulled out my cock, and watched a trickle of semen squirt out of her ass.
“You got to go now, my fiance is coming home soon,” she said while gasping for air.
I was speechless. “You have a fiance?” I asked her.
She confirmed it, and in fact told me that she was deeply in love with him and that they were going to get married soon. She told me that she simply couldn’t resist me, especially not after she had seen my cock.
I paused in shock, and said to her, “I can’t believe that you used me like a sex toy!” It wasn’t that I had anything against it, but had just hoped that this could have led to something more.
She lay back naked on the bed, and smiled, “Oh honey, did you really think that you saw my pussy by accident?”
I just stood silently watching her. Again, I realized how beautiful she was, in the afterglow of sex. She got up, grabbed my clothes, threw them at me and told me to get dressed and go out through the back door. She escorted me to the door and on my way out, grabbed my cock through my shorts and reminded me, “You fucked me so good I can barely walk!”

She kissed me, dropped to her knees and ripped down my shorts. She sucked my cock, just barely to arouse me, and then abruptly stopped. She smiled, gave me a firm shove out the door then slammed it in my face. I made my way down the hall, half naked and once more with a slight bulge in my pants.



College Tutoring



Prologue


The professor is meeting with his students to talk about their term papers, but there’s been one that he can’t get off his mind. Madeleine is beautiful but not pretentious, unlike Josephine, who looks like a porn star and acts like she knows it. He can’t tell what Madeleine wants from him; although he’s getting a vibe that she’s interested. She’s not the only one, though. Everywhere he turns, there seems to be another sexy woman giving him that vibe. His professionalism has kept him from making a move so far, but he has to meet with Madeleine alone in his office now. She is friends with Josephine, so he doesn’t know what might happen. He wants her so bad, and it’s hard to hide it, but she is his student. She’s also an adult. Josephine is sexy too, but she does get on his nerves. Still, if she invited him over, would he accept?



Chapter 1: My students


Madeleine — my ex-student…
I noticed her the first day of class. She was sitting in the front row of the classroom. Like many of the students, she was always cheerful, happy and not overly interested in the class I was teaching. She was not an ordinary girl that enrolled in college just like that.
She was extremely intelligent, funny but also undisciplined. Pretty, hot-blooded, vivacious, she would giggle when I would walk by the group of people she was with in the hallway or would gave me significant looks during class. Those short looks, which would make me pay attention to her.
“Madeleine, did you want to ask something?” I would pretend to not notice the significance of her look.
“Nothing, nothing… I was just listening very carefully.” She would laugh almost innocently and pretend to write something down, as always.
Usually she would look me straight in the eyes with her mouth half open and when she would get my attention she would smile discretely and lower her head. I felt guilty when I would catch myself thinking about her. I’m a professor and I am not supposed to be involved with my female students. At the very least she was very young, not even twenty years old.
In spite of this, I had her in my thoughts every day. I could barely wait for the days I was teaching her group. As I spoke, I would walk around the classroom and deliberately stop at places from where I could watch her thighs. She would always wear tight jeans or some sort of tights. She dressed pretty usual for her age, not too sexy. Jeans, t-shirts, sneakers… She didn’t wear any makeup, but she also didn’t need to because with her sensual lips and big brown eyes she could knock any man down to his knees.
My colleagues that didn’t have her in their classes would tease me and ask if I was able to concentrate. Her sex appeal was so strong that she turned me on more and more each day.
The edge of her panties would be visible through her jeans, discretely of course. Madeleine was built for my taste. She didn’t try to be skinny, her legs were perfectly shaped, her ass was gorgeous, her stomach flat, and her tits… Yeah, one day she came in wearing a deep V-cut shirt.
I think the students noticed how much potential drool I swallowed when I saw the gap between her gorgeous tits and nipples that were showing off through her shirt. She noticed my look and smiled oh so innocently. That day I dictated to them a lot because I wanted to enjoy the sight that had me breathing very hard.
Every day, Madeleine became more and more the subject of my fantasies. I would often imagine licking her pussy while lying down, and she moving all over my lips while squeezing her beautiful tits, with her head thrown back and eyes closed. I would fantasize her moaning and begging me to fuck her: “Oh, professor, fuck me…” and imagine her holding my head with both of her hands and ramming it into her crotch. Then I would see her ramming herself on my cock while I would hold her perfect ass cheeks and bite her tits at the same time.
“Professor, may I ask you something?” She spoke to me in the hallway before class one day.
“Yes, of course. Go ahead!” I tried to sound professional and distant.
“Josephine is celebrating her birthday today and I would like to go to town to buy her a present since she’s going on a trip right after class and will be gone for two days. Would you excuse me from class today?”
“Madeleine, this is college. You don’t have to attend classes if you don’t want to. You just have to be ready for the exams.”
“I know that, Professor. But I want to be in your classes and I don’t want you to think I’m not interested in them.”
“Why is it so important if I think you’re interested in my classes or not?” I tried to develop a casual dialogue but still in the context of student-professor relationship. Actually I wanted to be with Madeleine, to talk to her for as long as possible about anything.
“I care about what you think.” She smiled devilishly and ran her hand through her wonderful long and wavy hair.
“Well, that’s nice…” I was a bit confused and sure that Madeleine felt me fantasizing about her. “I’m very happy to hear you say that, but that doesn’t mean you can be undisciplined. Okay?” I laughed and took the opportunity to break the distance I had made between us. I touched her with the tip of my index finger on her nose and smiled.
“Okay, professor. You will see I will pass through the subject matter just the way you like it.” She smiled too, biting her lower lip. Her face turned red. So I wasn’t alone with my fantasies. Madeleine wanted from me the same thing I wanted from her.



Chapter 2: Revealing itself


She turned around and went down the long hallway. I looked after her and enjoyed the beauty of her body and ass. Her curves were clearly imprinted on her jeans. She turned around and gave me a seductive smile. I smiled back, waved to her and opened the classroom door.
“Professor, Madeleine went to town and-” Josephine, her bench colleague said. She was a regular porn beauty. I could never figure out what she was doing in college. Her sexy outfits would have fit in better at some turbo-folk party than an educational institution.
Josephine, as fuckable as she was, didn’t catch my attention. She knew more about diets and tanning salons and a whole bunch of other stuff. With her miniskirts, high heels and deep cleavage she tried to pull all the attention to herself, from everyone, not just me. What I did like about her was her perfectly flat stomach and a little bracelet on her right ankle. I suppose that was her trademark.
“I know, Josephine!” I interrupted her firmly. She was getting on my nerves.
“What do you know? “ She raised her eyebrows and looked at me with her ‘come fuck me’ look.
“I know that Madeleine went to town.”
“Oh, that. Okay!”
“So what else should I know? “ By the tone of voice I used, I wanted to send her a signal that nothing except class should be the subject of communication between her and me, Madeleine or any other student. I felt like all of my colleagues and students knew I was fantasizing about Madeleine.
“Nothing, nothing… I’m sorry!” said Josephine respectfully, and I liked that in a certain way. She had never spoken to me before and I expected her to act casually. I liked her apology.
Days went by and I couldn’t stop thinking about Madeleine. I fantasized about her every day. The energy between us existed and our relationship became more relaxed. I would sometimes sit with the students and have some coffee with them, trying to be with the group she belonged to. We talked more and more in the halls and exchanged casual touches, which would turn me on regularly and I would pull them back in my fantasies about her.
The time came for the term papers and it also meant the time my students would come for regular consultations. That made me nervous. I knew her turn would come and I didn’t know what to do.
Should I pretend like nothing was happening, or should I try something? What if I turned out to be an idiot? What if she started to talk about how I tried to sleep with one of my students? I wasn’t the only one who had ever tried or succeeded at doing that, but that wasn’t in sync with the authority I had, and especially with what people thought about me. I should have been happy about meeting her alone, but I couldn’t wait for that day to finally come and go.
“Good evening, professor!” She cheerfully walked into my office.
She pretended not to notice how she left me breathless. She had white tights made from some fine material and you could see her Venus hill perfectly. The high heels she wore made her legs look beautiful and accentuated her powerful ass even more.
Her white halter top showed off her stomach and could barely contain her tits. Madeleine had put on some perfume that filled out my office and inflamed the desire inside of me. I felt that desire turning into living matter. My stomach shook and I felt myself going erect.
I looked in her eyes pretty seriously, leaned back in my sofa and asked, “Madeleine, did you come here for consultation, or…?”
At that moment I heard a knock on my door and Josephine walked in wearing a light mini halter-top dress. Her long blond hair was falling on her shoulders and the bracelet on her ankle expressed the beauty of her legs.
“Excuse me, professor, could I also participate in the consultation with Madeleine? We worked on the term paper together so I would like to hear what you will say to her.”
It was a situation where the talk was about a term paper but underneath the surface, it all smelled of sex. I got myself together rather quickly and calmly turned Josephine down.
“Nice of you, Josephine, for being so interested. As far as I know you are on the schedule for the day after tomorrow. I wouldn’t want to destroy my principle and I would like to talk about term papers from my students with them privately. Please don’t be mad.”
“Okay, professor,” she answered and looked at Madeleine.
“Wait for me in the cafe,” she told her.
“Okay, I’ll be waiting,” she replied and gently kissed her lips. “Goodbye, professor.”
“Goodbye, Josephine,” I said and looked at Madeleine questioningly.
“What?” She smiled and spread out her hands, looking right at me.
“Madeleine, you know really well that I am pretty open. I’m confused by the way you are dressed, and much more with this kiss with Josephine… Okay, I won’t go into the whole kiss thing but the first…” My self-control won over. Although my heart was beating hard and I was very nervous and horny, I managed to behave like I was perfectly stable and wasn’t thinking about anything other than work. Still I was hoping she would make the first move, which was why I mentioned her looks.
“Well, professor, that is quite normal today. Don’t be so, I don’t know… closed up!”
“What’s normal?”
“Well, that two friends would kiss each other on the mouth. I mean, that doesn’t mean anything.”
“I told you I won’t get into that. Will you explain to me if you came to consultations or to a night club?” I was faking being severe.
“Oh that. Well, I was planning on going out after consultations. What, you don’t like the way I’m dressed? “She smiled provocatively and showed quite clearly that we could talk about anything. “And isn’t it a bit unusual that a professor notices what his student is wearing? If you don’t like it, I can go and change.” She was trying to provoke me.



Chapter 3: Wide open


I kept silent and looked peacefully into her eyes. It was clear that she had come to seduce me. My acting did confuse her though. Her face got serious and she stopped smiling. I was leading the game and that gave me strength to reach my decision: I was going to fuck her.
“Fine, I’ll come back quickly,” she stuttered with a somewhat frightened look. She seemed to be expecting me to stop her.
I didn’t change my expression and looked at her seriously. Her face turned red, and she slowly turned and went to the door. When she reached the door handle, I stopped her quietly: “Lock the door.”
“What?” She turned around with question marks in her eyes.
“I told you to lock the door.” I continued to be calm.
“But professor… How… the key is on the inside of the door.”
“I know and that is why I’m telling you.” I got up and walked slowly to her. I made no attempt to hide my hard on.
I noticed she was getting a bit confused, even a little scared. I came closer and felt the scent of her perfume. While she turned the key with a shaking hand, I gently caressed her ass.
“Professor…” she stuttered and turned to face me.
“I want you so much. So much.” I grabbed her by the waist with my left hand and pulled her to me.
“Professor, don’t… I… let me go…” She tried to get out from my embrace and pushed me away.
“Don’t… Ohhh…” She released a soft cry when she felt my hard cock on her stomach. Her eyes sparkled and lips trembled.
“Madeleine… I want you so much.” I held her tightly with my left hand and brushed her hair from her face with my right. I gently caressed her lips with my tongue. She stopped resisting, closed her eyes, and our tongues intertwined in a wonderful kiss.
“Oh, you are so beautiful, Madeleine.” I looked into her eyes and touched her lips with my fingers. “I want you so much, baby.”
“Ohhh, professor. What-” She was surprised when I grabbed her arms tightly, turned her around and pushed her against the cabinet.
It was a wonderful sight. Madeleine was all in white, curvy, horny and pressed with my entire body onto the mahogany doors.
I held her hands pretty hard and leaned onto her completely.
“Mmmm…” she started to moan gently and with soft movements, she pushed her ass onto my hard cock. I let her arms go and grabbed her hips. She leaned on the cabinet with the palms of her hands and started to squirm. I pushed her again with my entire body so she was barely breathing. I gently kissed her neck and caressed her thighs, ass and waist barely touching her.
“You are so fuckable Madeleine,” I whispered in her ear.
“Ufff… Professor…” she said through clenched teeth and managed to turn herself towards me even though she was still pinned by my body to the cabinet. Her eyes sparkled and her face turned red.
“Is the pussycat horny?” I was kissing her chin and lips with my wet mouth.
“Professor…” Breathing heavily, she pushed her lower body against the cabinet, grabbed me hard, and pushed her tongue into my mouth.
We started to make out wildly and I still gently caressed her curves. I removed my mouth from hers and looked at her.
“You’re so beautiful, Madeleine. Beautiful and horny.” I caressed her swollen pussy with the tips of my fingers, and gently squeezed her tits through her top. She held my hands and rammed her fingernails into my upper arms. She watched me with glazed eyes and a frown on her forehead.
“Your tits are wonderful.” I bit them through her top, and she started to take it off. “Not the whole thing.” I stopped her hands and admired the beauty of her exposed tits and nipples which were hard from all the excitement. “They are so wonderful.” I gently touched them with my palms. “They are so wonderful.” I licked her hard nipples with my tongue.
“Ohhh… Professor… Professor…” — she hugged my neck tightly and pulled my hair when I started to lick and suck on the nipples from her beautiful tits. She was moaning and held my head tightly trying to catch her breath. I moved away from her, grabbed her by her ankles, and looked straight into her eyes.
“Are you horny?” I asked her calmly.
“What are you doing to me, professor?” Madeleine was out of breath and horny.
“I asked you something.” I was strict, but still held my voice calm while I took steps backward, pulling her with me.
“Yes I am,” she barely managed to say.
“You are what?”
“I am horny. I am very horny. I want you to… Mmmm… Mmmm…” I stopped her with a passionate kiss.



Chapter 4: Furthermore


I enjoyed her, her tongue, her lips. I caressed her ass, touched her hips, caressed her back, and then went back to her ass again. I would squeeze her ass from time to time and then caress it again. I kissed her neck, licked her earlobe, and then started to kiss my way lower, bending my knees and sitting on the couch. I kept myself a bit longer on her tits and licked her nipples. Then I sat down and hugged her legs.
“You are so beautiful, Madeleine. You have such a pretty stomach. Baby, do you want me to kiss it?” I squeezed her legs with my hands and caressed them through her tights.
She looked at me with glazed eyes. She was shivering. She put her hands on my head and quietly said, “Professor… I… I–I… Please…” Her legs were shaking, her ass was tight, and she mixed her thighs as much as she could.
“Your stomach is so pretty, mmm… I am going to kiss it now.” I leaned my lips to her stomach and licked it from the edge of her thighs to her bellybutton and then I started to get it wet with my lips and tongue.
“Ohhh…” A hard and loud sigh passed her lips. “Ohhh… Professor, don’t… ahhh… ahhh…” she cried and shook in my hands.
“You are a horny pussycat… that’s what you are. You are my little horny pussycat, my student… Aren’t you?”
“Yes.” She looked at me with pleading eyes while I started to take off her tights very slowly.
I caressed her bare legs and touched the edge of her panties with my tongue, which were already wet from her pussy juices. I was extra turned on by her scent mixed with the scent of her perfume.
“You are so pretty, my pussycat.” I held her harder and continued to kiss her stomach. I caressed her hot thighs and squeezed her ass. When I felt her naked in my hands, I got goosebumps and leaned even more into my horny student. “Oh, baby, you are so pretty, wonderful, soft.” I continued to lick her stomach and squeeze her ass.
“Professor… my head is spinning, please… Ohhhh… Pleeeeasssee… Oh… Oh…” Madeleine convulsed in my hands. She twisted and tried to remove herself from my hug.
I pulled her panties farther down with my teeth. She was baring herself in front of me and I could see her shaven pussy, all wet. I kept her under my control with my left hand, and helped her get rid of her panties with my right hand. I leaned back on the couch and pulled her towards me. “Give it to me, baby.” She climbed onto the couch with her left foot and raised the right onto the back of the couch. She was crying and panting, waiting to feel my tongue on her. Her thighs were damp from her passion juices and her little flower was now in front of me. She tried to put her crotch on my mouth immediately, but I stopped her by squeezing her hips really hard.
“You have to listen to me if you want me to fuck you with my tongue, Madeleine.” I told her convincingly.
“Oh…What are you doing to me? You are not normal. Fuck me, please… I am going mad!” she screamed and begged me, almost crying.
“You are such a pretty pussy, Madeleine.” I was driving her insane with taking my time and I was just enjoying the view. Her little pussy was wet and swollen. I kept the thigh placed on the back of the couch with one hand, and caressed her spread out leg, reaching all the way up to her ass, with the other hand. I started to circle my tongue over her swollen pussy.
“Uff… Hahh… Hahh…” she cried, feeling just my breath on her horny crotch. She leaned onto the wall with her hands and moved her hips, with her head thrown back. “Professor, pleaseeee… I can’t take it anymore… I can’t…”
“First tell me why you came dressed the way you did. If you want me to fuck you with my tongue, tell me first.” I passed the inner side of her right thigh with my tongue and then started to kiss it with my lips and tongue.
“Ohhh… Nooo… Fuck me, please…” she cried, and her voice trembled.
“Tell me first, you little slut,” I continued to drive her crazy.
“Nooo… I can’t… I can’t…”
“Yes, you can my little whore.” I squeezed her ass tightly and circled with my tongue around her pussy.
“I came… Ah… I came to turn you on… I wanted you to fuck me… Please, professor…” She tried to ram her pussy onto my mouth again.
“You are a very obedient little whore. I am going to reward you.” I touched the entrance of her pussy with my tongue and started to lick her pussy lips all the way to her clit.
“Oaaah… Yes… Yeees… Yeesss…” With her eyes closed, Madeleine squeezed her tits with one hand and waited.
I hugged her legs and controlled her completely. She squirmed and made my face wet with her horny pussy. I spread out her pussy lips with my fingers and uncovered her swollen clit.
“Ohhh…” she screamed hard when I touched her with my tongue.
“Madeleine.”
“Professor… Professor…”
“Mmmmm… hah… hah…” she moaned and tried to get some air when I touched her entrance again with my tongue, and licked her pussy lips. “Ohhh… ohhh… ohhh…” she screamed, feeling my tongue playing with her clit. “Yess… yesss… yeeeessss… ohhh…” The office was filled up with her screams, her body convulsed and shivered in my hands. I was stimulating the crown of her wet flower and led her to an orgasm which soon followed and Madeleine started to yell uncontrollably. She started to rub her pussy on my mouth, bang her hands on the walls, and squeeze her tits. I didn’t stop licking her clit and enjoyed her hard orgasm that shook her and I squeezed her ass.
“Professorrrrrrr… Oh… Professor…” She started to relax and pressed her pussy on my chest. I didn’t let go of her ass while she kissed me wildly and started to unhook the belt on my pants.
“Fuck me… Fuck me right now… I need your cock… in my pussy… Fuck me…” She unzipped my pants and rubbed my cock through my boxers.
“You have to earn it, Madeleine.” I squeezed her arms, pulled her towards me, and stuck my tongue in her mouth.
Madeleine ripped the buttons off my shirt, and freed me of my undershirt as well. She kissed and licked my chest, nipples, and stomach and twirled in my hands. She continued to go lower and removed my pants. I put my fingers in her lovely, tangled hair and let her take off my boxers.
“Oh…” she sighed quietly when she took my already ready cock into her hands and licked it with her tongue, looking at me with her horny eyes.
“Lick my balls, you little whore.” I said and made myself comfortable.
She went down on all fours and started to lick my swollen balls, to place them in her mouth, first one than the other. All the while she massaged my stomach and gently jerked off my cock with her hands.
“Suck it, you little whore.” I placed my fingers in her hair again.
She licked the head of my cock and started to suck. I went deeper in her mouth with every move. She was mumbling and breathing through her nose. She was a real horny cunt. She sucked me off pushing it deeper inside her mouth. At one moment, she stopped and then started to lower down her head until my whole cock was inside her mouth. She started to gurgle and her spit completed soaked my balls. Madeleine’s face was all red and her head bobbed up and down while she slapped her ass with one hand.
“Ohh… Madeleine… My pussy… My whore… Oh… Oh… Oh…” I was shaking and convulsing, moving my hips and at one moment I pulled on her hair tightly and ripped it out.
“Haaaah… Mmmm… Haaah… Haaah…” With her mouth wide open, she was catching her breath, her face red. She was wet. “Did I earn it? Was I good?” She looked at me and jerked me off.
“My little whore, I am going to fuck you out.”
“Yes… Yes…” She jerked me off harder and touched her pussy.
“Put my cock between your tits.” I bent my knees a little and placed my cock between her big tits.
“You like fucking my tits?” She squeezed them and started to provoke me, smiling just like she was torturing me.
“You are one horny little whore, Madeleine.” I moved my hips and put my fingers in her hair.
“Mmmm… do you feel the warmth of my tits on your cock, professor?”
“I am going to fuck your mouth, my little whore!” With my left hand, I started to pull on her hair, and with my right I placed my cock on her mouth and ruthlessly pushed it in.
I started to fuck her mouth for a while and then I lifted her onto her feet and pushed her towards the table. She sat on it and spread out her legs with her hands behind her back. It was a wonderful sight. I came to her, touched her face with my fingers, and touched her hot pussy entrance with the head of my cock.
“Do you want me to fuck you, Madeleine?”
“Mmmmm…” She moaned, closed her eyes and instead of answering. sucked two of my fingers and bit them gently when she felt the head of my cock penetrating her pussy.
I moved slowly, fucking her with just the head of my cock. Madeleine was breathing heavily and nibbled and sucked my fingers. I lifted her legs up a bit more, grabbed them with my hands, and pushed deeper.
“Oh, yes… yes…” She closed her eyes and threw her head back. The beauty of her tits was clearly visible. He breasts were full, pretty, swollen and I wanted to squeeze them hard and I wanted to suck her nipples. I looked at her tits while I licked the ankle of her left foot, went to the edge, and sucked on her toes.
“You are beautiful, Madeleine…” I squeezed her below her knees and got goosebumps from the warmth I felt in my hands. I spread out her legs even more and pushed deeper into her hot pussy. With slow speed, I started to fuck her.
„Ohhh… Yes… Fuck me… Fuck me, professor… Fuck me…” She panted with her eyes half closed and her mouth wide open, looking at me and my hard cock fucking her.
I started to speed up, pushing her ankles backwards with my shoulders. The tips of her nipples were touching her legs.



Chapter 5: Driving insane


That sight did me over… her ass was on the edge of the table and her pussy was ready for the fucking that came. I fucked her harder and faster. Madeleine was crying, losing her breath, closing her eyes, and biting firmly on her lower lip.
She grabbed my hands, dug her fingernails into them, and by doing so, kept her balance. I started to fuck her even harder. She screamed out loud when I went all the way into her pussy and squeezed me with her thighs around my waist. I got even more strength and went totally mad… I leaned down and kissed her greedily. I pushed my hands under her ass, squeezed her hard, and lifted her off the table. She was mumbling and moaning, kissing me the whole time and sucking in my tongue while she was completely impaled on my cock. My cock started to pulsate. She squeezed my shoulders with her fingers, looked at me with glazed eyes, and clenched her teeth. Her hair was all over her face, damp from all the crazy kissing.
“My pussy…” I whispered in her ear and removed the hair from her face with my fingers.
I sat on the couch and told her to turn her back to me. She got up like a pro and turned around. She squeezed her ass cheeks while standing up, spread them, and started to push herself down on me very slowly. My cock was about to erupt and holding it by the root, I placed the head at the entrance of her pussy.
“Haaaaohhh… hah… hah… hhhh…” she moaned and shook while she slowly impaled herself on my hard cock. She squeezed her tits and shook awaiting her orgasm. I was reaching the end and was left breathless. I leaned forward and grabbed her swollen tits. She started to move her hips to the front and to the back, sucking in my cock with her pussy. The world turned dark and I leaned my open mouth on her back. I squeezed her tit with one hand and started to rub her clit with the other.
“Haa… haa… haa… OHHH… OHHH… HAAOHHH…” she screamed while I splashed her insides with my sperm.
I was moaning and convulsing, putting my hand down and squeezing her hips. She was screaming, yelling, twitching, and twirling without stopping. She continued to impale herself on me while large amounts of sperm seeped out of my cock which continued to pulsate and was squeezed by the vaginal muscles of my pretty fucker.
“Madeleine… Madeleine…” I whispered and hugged her with both of my hands around her waist, caressing her back with my lips. She cried and drained the last drop out of me.
I turned her, so she was facing me. Her eyes were filled with tears and she scratched me with her fingers. I hugged her and kissed her gently, and she hugged me hard and pushed her tongue deep into my mouth. She twisted in my hands and caressed my stomach with her pussy. We kissed for a long time while I was calming her down from her big orgasm. Her pretty breasts were pressed to my chest while Madeleine continued to kiss me.
“Are you going to fuck me some more, professor?”
“Damn, what a good fuck that was,” I thought to myself while her head rested on my shoulders. I caressed her back, ass, and legs.
“We have to do this again, right?” She looked at me smiling and kissed the tip of my nose.
„You are wonderful.” I caressed her face with my fingers.
“I’m sorry I have to go. I would like to stay with you all night.” She got up and started to get dressed.
I felt weird! My fantasies had come true but the feeling that I was doing something against my better judgment wouldn’t leave me. I lit a cigarette and stood by the window. I felt Madeleine’s hands on my shoulders and her lips at the bottom of my neck.
“Is everything okay?” she asked me, like she knew what I was thinking.
“Of course it is…” I tried to sound natural, brought her manicured fingers to my lips, and kissed them.
“Why were you being so rough on Josephine?” She turned around and took her bag from the table.
“What do you mean…I don’t understand.”
“Well, she told me you always answer her matter-of-factly, that you don’t look at her when you talk to her and you are nice to everyone else. And that thing today when you didn’t want to let her…”
“Are you sorry she didn’t stay?” I smiled provocatively.
“Oh, no… Actually… No, everything is fine… but really why does she get on your nerves? Even I could feel that.”
“Truthfully, Madeleine, I don’t know. I have no idea; she just gets on my nerves. She is all so turbo-folk dressed up and you know I don’t like that style and that way of thinking and living.”
“So you wouldn’t want to fuck her?”
I was stunned by Madeleine’s direct question. I had forgotten for a moment that I just had sex with this fiery and intelligent girl so her question unnerved me.
“What, am I expressing myself wrong?” She looked at me as if she was reprimanding me.
“Madeleine…” I got confused.
“Okay, okay, you Petrarch an professor. No fucking, there is only making love. No tits, those are breasts. No pussy, only Venus hill. So you wouldn’t want to make love to her?” She made a face as she said “make love.”
She was getting on my nerves and I felt hurt.
“Listen kid.” I raised my tone of voice and came to her.
“It turns me on when you act so rough on me…” Her facial expression changed momentarily and she twisted her body while caressing her hips. She looked at me straight and licked her mouth.
The situation was more than I had expected. Madeleine had a complex personality. She wasn’t just some little fucker, or a horny kid, or a dumb student. Who was this girl?
“I think you’re late. Your friend is waiting.” Manners, attention to one another, deus ex machine for a situation I had no answer to.
“Yeah, you’re right. So…I had a good time.” She smiled at me.
I came to her and gave her a gentle kiss. “Madeleine, you are wonderful. Talk to you soon.”
“Talk to you soon…” She kissed her finger and put it on my lips.
I stood in front of the closed door for a long time. After very fantastic sex that I used to have fantasies about, Madeleine had raised some questions with her behavior. I didn’t just not know the answer to those questions, but I also didn’t know how to formulate them either. The sound of my cell phone interrupted my thoughts.
“Professor… is there a student in there, professor?” It was my childhood friend who used to tease me about my students.
“Hey, you maniac! Where are you?”
“I’m at the pub. Come and have a drink!”
“I’m coming!”
I was thrilled by my friend’s phone call. Some great male company in the pub, hollow stories, and fooling around would do me good. And help me forget the questions whose names I did not know.



Chapter 6: Questionable things


The atmosphere at the pub was great. My friends Jack, Anthony, and Samantha were already waiting for me. I saw that Anthony was in the company of a young girl, so I assumed it was his girlfriend.
“Hey, professor, let me ask you something.” My friend Jack came near, hugged me, and in fake whisper, imitated the unenlightened crowd. “Is there any pussy about, professor? Do those college students fuck you, ha?”
“Come on Jack, stop shitting me. The ladies in here will hear you.” I pushed him away.
“What are students like these days? I have the impression that they are all interested in anything but what they are teaching them in college,” Samantha asked.
She was a pretty girl with black hair, and makeup like some high school chick. Her hair was tied in a ponytail and she had medium-sized earrings on her ears. Two buttons were discretely unbuttoned on her tight white shirt and they were showing off her large tits. Her eyes were blue, her eyebrows nice, and she had the smile of an experienced girl with the tone of voice of a determined woman. I liked her company.
“Well, I don’t know what to say. The whole country is in shambles, there is a total lack of values and you can feel it among the students.” I answered with general knowledge. This black-haired beauty had a wonderful long neck, accentuated by the shirt neck which was lifted up. I really wanted to lick it.
“What about all of those sexual affairs? I heard that some of the professors at law school even blackmailed some of the female students,” asked Anthony.
“Or they were blackmailing them. Ha ha,” Jack teased.
“Well, that is up for debate,” I answered, as if I was defending the honor of all college professors, the system, and the state.
“Dear Lord, that is today and it looks quite normal,” Anthony’s girlfriend said. She was really a small-town goose that killed all of the ambition my friend had, so as to show she had found a real man that can pay the bills regularly.
“And what is today ‘So, Oh my God normal?’” I challenged her, not feeling provoked at all, although I was supposed to be feeling that way.
“Well, that…”
“What?” I was in her face.
“Hey, what’s wrong with you?” Anthony said.
“What? I’m not allowed to talk to your girl?” I looked at him angrily.
“What’s wrong, idiot? What’s with the tone?” Anthony felt like something wasn’t right.
“What tone? I was just asking her what she meant by ‘So, Oh my God normal.’ Well?” I leaned on the chair and placed my arm behind Jack. I looked ironically in her eyes.
“Well… sex!” she answered loudly and looked at my chest. She was quiet for a moment like she was freed of something and then continued to speak. “It looks like it’s completely normal for professors to have sex with their students.”
“What, you actually think that is normal?” I asked her calmly.
I noticed Samantha looking at me and smiling at me, looking pleased. I pretended not to notice and I actually felt myself getting hard: Wow, I felt good in my dominant role when it came to the topic of sex. My Alpha male yearnings were completely sated that night. I fucked the most fuckable student at college (Wow I fucked her good!), I was provoking a socially acceptable coordinator of a non-government organization, and I managed to get the hot lawyer from the ministry of finances horny. What a night!
The conversation of (non)normality of sex between professors and female students stretched on, and I only said something about it occasionally. Here and there I would exchange a few words with Samantha or Samy (she told me to call her that). We exchanged a few smiles but I just kept thinking about Madeleine.



Chapter 7: Home visit


“Professor? Sorry to be bothering you. I lost my keys. Until my parents get back, I can’t leave my apartment, and they will be back tomorrow afternoon. Will it be unpleasant for me to ask you to come to my place?” I was reading the text Josephine sent me.
I wasn’t surprised that she knew my number. All of the students had it but the invitation to come to her place scared me a bit. Madeleine had certainly told her what happened between us. This wasn’t any fucking term paper; Josephine was calling me for sex. Who saw professors going to revise term papers in their student’s apartments? I was confused again. I was dominating in the crowd from my generation. I was surrounded by people that were on my intellectual and experience level, but I didn’t know how to handle the ones I was supposed to be leading into life.
I looked at the text. It was custom to answer it and accept her proposal to prove to myself that I didn’t make any difference between my students. I also wanted to prove to Madeleine that I don’t discriminate against people who are different from me. That is exactly what I should do. I needed to prove to Madeleine that although we fucked, I still had to act on confirming my lessons about respecting difference and different people.
In reality, I felt a cramp form in my stomach just by thinking about the bracelet around Josephine’s ankle. I decided to accept the game and answered: “OK Josephine. Send me your address.”
“King Hills street, number 27. It is across from central fountain. Third floor. The front doors are on the left side of the elevator. Thank you very much in advance. Josephine!” The response came immediately like it was prepared, or I just wished it had already been prepared, and that it wasn’t just part of the game or games they played. I didn’t participate in them but in fact I very much wanted to be a part of them. Somehow it seemed less painful to have someone lure me into those games, as if that would diminish my responsibility. If I entered them. I would enter with just a small part of me and that would be the animal, natural part. Who in their right mind wouldn’t want to have casual sex with pretty, horny students and young girls?
I left the faculty building. It was a very nice night and the soft wind carried the scent from a tree along the alley. The scent soothed me and lifted my adrenalin levels at the same time. I opened the doors of my recently bought Audi. The thought of me finally getting one of my wishes granted, namely buying the car I wanted, went through my head. I remembered the movie Crash, which I used to look at with my ex-girlfriend. We stopped watching it in the middle, having come to a conclusion that a work of art doesn’t have to be filled with violence and sex scenes and by a bizarre and perverted way of connecting a car crash and sex. I was asking myself if I was changing personally and if I was giving up the firm beliefs I always had.
My train of thought was interrupted by the wonderful voice of a determined woman.
“ The professor is working really hard and it looks like he is going to continue working.” Samy was standing behind me.
“Oh, good evening!” I smiled politely and extended my hand to her.
I looked into her eyes and barely contained myself from looking into her wonderful cleavage. She was wearing a light spring dress that showed all of the charms of Samy’s curves. She was classy, beautiful, not so flashy and very sexy. Her long lovely legs were on high heels and there was a lock of hair that fell over her face and was touching the edge of her cleavage. It was purely erotic! “Not at all like those sluts,” I thought to myself, which immediately raised the question automatically: Why sluts? Why not just one slut, Madeleine?
“I went to the hotel to have dinner with some friends. I don’t know why, but I thought it would be interesting if you came with me.” She spoke calmly and showed interest but also to try to remove the notion that some distance was necessary (we only just recently met each other that night in the pub).
“How did you know I was here?”
“Jack told me. He says that you barely leave the faculty building.”
“Ah, Jack…” I said, just to say something. “I’m sorry, Samy, but I already have something scheduled.”
“With a student? Ha ha ha…” She laughed and covered her lips with long finger. “I’m sorry; I’m kidding… actually that is something Jack would say.”
“Yes, he is a crazy character.” I laughed too. “But… we can take a rain check.”
“Okay! Have a nice night.” She extended her hand and I got mild goose bumps from her touch.
With a gracious walk, Samy went to the hotel. I looked at her, confused. “How are we going to speak? I don’t have your phone number?”
“I took your phone number from the faculty. I hope you don’t mind?” She turned around and smiled.
“No, no… It’s okay. You have a good night too.”
She waved her hand without turning around. I looked after her. I asked myself what was happening to me. What did I do to attract women this much? Where was I going? If I was with Madeleine, where did the idea that her friend wanted the same thing came from? Samy maybe just wanted to get to know me better. I sat in my car and drove to Josephine’s place on autopilot.
“Hello, professor. Thank you so much for this!” Josephine opened the door and motioned with her hand for me to come inside.
“Good evening, Josephine,” I said quietly and looked at her.
She looked like she was about to make a homemade porn movie. She had her makeup on and it was very discrete, but she had accentuated the beauty of her eyes, long eyelashes and lips that I wanted to lick momentarily. I stood there and waited for her to tell me where to go and shamelessly kept looking. She licked her lips and threw her hair behind her left shoulder.
“Please follow me and excuse the mess in my room. I’ll take care of that immediately.”
I followed her and admired the beauty of her long shapely legs. The bracelet was at its place around her ankle. Her skin was smooth and her ass was barely covered by her short orange mini skirt.
“Please sit down. I’ll just pick up these little things from the floor.” She knelt down and started to pick up the scripts and books with one hand. “You know, I like to sit on the floor while I study.”
I didn’t say anything and just kept admiring her beauty. I took a deep breath and wanted to let her know how horny I was. I lit a cigarette.
“The ashtray is on the shelf. I will also bring us some coffee. Would you like a drink?” She stood in front of me holding the books she had picked up. Her breasts were larger than I thought and her nipples were shamelessly showing off through her dress. One of her straps slipped down her shoulders.
“Some soda if you have any.” I laughed looking at her bare shoulder.
“Oh, sorry.” She laughed back, looked at the strap of her dress and walked out of the room. “I’ll be right back.”
She came back with two glasses of orange juice.
“You left that teddy bear by the couch,” I told her, totally relaxed.
“Ouch…” She reached to get it, bending at the waist. Her dress lifted and uncovered white panties, the edges of which cut her beautifully shaped ass cheeks. “I still sleep with it. It looks like your student is still pretty childish.” She placed the toy on her tits.
“Just sleep?” I looked at her with a question on my face.
“What do you mean?” She kept smiling.
“Teddy bears from childhood can be used for a few other things.” I decided to cut to the chase and point the conversation in one direction. I leaned on the couch, lowered my arms and spread out my legs.
“I don’t understand. What other things might that be?” Her face turned red and her smile disappeared.
She set the toy on the book shelf and went to the couch. She sat next to me, crossed her legs and placed her manuscript on the desk.



Chapter 8: End of tutoring


“This is my term paper…here, this is the introduction.” She started to flip through the papers and accidentally touched my knees with her elbow. “Sorry.” She looked at me, frightened.
“Why are you apologizing, Josephine.” I looked at her calmly.
“Well…” She was confused when I caressed the hand that touched me.
“You are gorgeous.” I looked in her eyes.
“Oh, thank you.” She dropped her gaze and I noticed how she squeezed her thighs.
“Gorgeous.” I touched her left cheek and then her lips.
She looked at me and opened them slightly. My fingers were moist. She closed her eyes and caressed them with her tongue, grabbed my wrist and started to suck two of my fingers, slow at first and then with much more greed. She swallowed them, with her eyes still closed and then licked them. She didn’t move when I took them out and passed them through the gap between her wonderful tits.
I caressed her cheeks, put my hands in her hair and kissed her. Her lips were juicy and hot. She kissed wonderfully. She lowered her hand to my thigh and squeezed it while I kissed her neck. I removed the straps of her dress from her shoulders and bared her wonderful tits. They were swollen and hard.
“Oh, your tits are so beautiful, Josephine.” I squeezed them gently, spread them apart and licked them with my tongue.
Josephine put her fingers in my hair and pulled me even closer. I played with her tits for a long time. I squeezed them, licked them with my tongue, kissed them with my lips, circled around her nipples and then I sucked them in and nibbled on them.
“Fuck me.” She whispered softly, pushing my head lower.
I knelt in front of her, kissed the sole of her right foot and licked her ankle and the inner side of her thigh. She moaned quietly when she felt my tongue on the edges of her panties. I went through her crotch and bit her pussy through her already wet panties.
Then I licked the inner side of her other thigh and began to lower my face again to her other foot. I stood up, lifted her legs and put them together. I started to lick the edges of her feet, to kiss and wet her ankles with my lips, especially the one with the bracelet. I lowered my hands and started to take off her panties, pulling them off.
“Do you want to smell the scent of your horny pussy, Josephine?” I spread her panties and brought them to her face.
She didn’t answer but just started to breathe through her nose very fast leaning on the couch with her hands. I knelt next to her and she spread out her legs. Her pussy started to reveal itself to me already wet with juices flowing out of her.
“Your pussy is wonderful, Josephine.” I squeezed her thighs and spread out her legs even more. “Do you want me to kiss it?” I was turning her on, touching her around her pussy and even some parts of her ass with my tongue.
“Professor… Professor…” she whispered in a trance, squeezed her tits and swiveled her lifted thighs.
I placed my hands underneath her ass and with my open mouth started going down to her crotch. I enjoyed the sight of her wonderful pussy getting even wetter and more open.
“Hah!” she screamed when she felt the mild touch of my tongue between her pussy lips. I started licking her but barely touching her. “Vvvvv…” She bit her panties and spread them out with her fingers.
That sight undid me! I still wanted to enjoy her for a long time. I spread out her pussy juices with my tongue all over her pussy and then I sucked in her swollen clit, squeezing her ass cheeks at the same time.
“Ohhh… Professor… Professor… Profesorrrrr… Mmmmm,” she said through clenched teeth, placing her hand on my head and pulling my hair.
“Mmmm…” she moaned with her eyes closed, pulling my hair with one hand, and her hair with the other.
I squeezed her thighs again, spread them apart, and touched the entrance of her pussy with my tongue. I started to penetrate her slowly, to fuck her with my tongue, and I pushed my tongue in as far as it could go. She was very tight, but wet so I could penetrate her easily and enjoy the juices leaking from her, as they continued to make my chin wet.
“Fuck me… Fuck me…” She cried and started to move her hips to rub her pussy on my mouth harder. I felt her enjoying herself and I let her crotch wet my mouth, nose, and chin. She sped up the rhythm and rubbed herself wildly. “Uuuuu… Uuuuu… Uuuu…” Her body shook and her movements became more intense and faster. I was all wet from her pussy juices.
I moved myself away from her and turned her around. She leaned on the couch with her knees and reached the reclining end with her shoulders. Her ass and legs were shaking; she was breathing heavily and moaning. I started to unbutton my belt and started to slap her ass with it.
“Aaaah!” she screamed.
I realized she liked that so I slapped her few more times with my belt switching from right to left ass cheek.
“Yes… Yes…”She squeezed her tits and moved her hips in a circle.
“You like it rough, you little whore?” I pulled down my pants and boxers with one swift movement.
“Fuck me, professor, please fuck me!” She cried, squeezing her tits ruthlessly with her eyes still closed.
I placed the head of my cock on the entrance of her pussy. I was even more excited by her tightness and I shoved it in. I held my hard cock at the root and started to push it in deeper. Josephine stiffened, opened her mouth wide and tried to get some air. I stopped for a moment and then I started to push my cock in even deeper. I wanted her to feel every inch of my hard cock that was drowning in her tight, wet and beautiful pussy.
I caressed her thighs, ass and back. Josephine’s breathing grew heavier and she banged her hands on the couch and moaned. I enjoyed her body which started to shake harder. I also enjoyed her pussy which convulsed around my cock. I gave myself to her completely and let her enjoy the pre-orgasmic spasms that made her produce inarticulate sounds. Josephine began to pull on the covers of the couch and moan loudly with her mouth wide open as I continued to ram her on my cock.
“Pro… fe… so… hhh… hah… hah…”She squeezed the back of the couch. I grabbed her hips and let her ram herself on my hard cock. She sped up the movements of her hips and started to go deeper. “Yes… yes… yes… fu…ck… mee…ohhh… ohhh…” She started to cum like a wild woman, screaming at the top of her lungs, banging her hands on the wall. As she leaned
towards me, I grabbed her tits and rammed myself into her all the way. “Ohhh…professssoooooor… yeeesss… yeeesss…”
I pulled her to me and kissed her neck. Then I pushed my tongue in her ear. She didn’t stop ramming herself on me and my hands were everywhere: her face, tits, and stomach. We caught the same rhythm again and I continued to fuck her.
“Fuck me… Fuck me more, professor… you are fucking me so good… you are fucking me so good…” She pushed her hands behind, caressed my hips, threw her head backwards and continued to ram herself on my cock.
I touched her clit. “Ohhh… Yes, professor, yes…Uuuuu… Fuck your pussy… I am your pussy… I am your horny little whore, professor… Fuck me… Fuck me… More… More… I’m going to cum
… I am going to cum, professor… ohhhh… mmm…” She came back to our first position and led me to my pleasure with expert movement of her hips.
I squeezed her hips even harder and we caught the rhythm again. I felt shivers through my whole body, everything darkened and I was ramming her to the hilt, hard and fast. Beads of sweat started to form on my forehead, and my legs stiffened.
“Josephine… Josephine…” I cried, continuing to fuck her.
“Professor… Ah… Ah… Ah…” She slapped her right ass cheek a few times.
I grabbed the hand that was slapping her ass and then I grabbed the other and started to pull her like that on my cock which soon started pulsating.
“Josephine… my little whore…”
“I’mmm…cumm…iiiinng… yeeessss… ohhh… ohhh… yeesss… ooooooo… mmmmmm…” She came the second time really fast.
I used the last atom of force in me not to explode while this little whore was relaxing herself from her orgasm. When her body relaxed enough, I released her hands, still settled deep inside of her and waited for my explosion.
Josephine went from the couch to the floor and licked my cock, fully soaked with her pussy juices, from top to bottom. Then she licked the head of my cock and put it in her mouth. She circled her tongue around it, jerking me off softly and looking at me.
“Josephine… Josephine… Huh… Huh…” I lowered my hands onto her head, stopped moving and my whole body shook.
“Mmmm… mmmm…” she mumbled, circling her tongue around the head of my cock and speeding up the jerking off motion of her hand. “Cum all over me, professor, I want to drain you out.. Ufff…” She took my cock out of her mouth and started to jerk me off hard with her lips on the tip of my cock.
“Maa… jaaaa… Hah… hhhh… ha… ha… mmmmm… yeeessss… yeess… yeessss…You little whore…ohhh…” Huge jets of cum splashed her mouth, chin, tits. I was shaking and moving my hips uncontrollably.
“Mmmmm, that’s nice…” Josephine continued to jerk off my cock and spread the sperm all over her tits and chin. She collected the sperm with her fingers and placed it in her mouth. She completely drained every drop out of me.
“Josephine… you are beautiful…” I lifted her off the ground and kissed her softly.
It took me a while to relax from the strong orgasm. The little whore just enjoyed and kept playing with my cock. She licked it, put it in her mouth, caressed my legs, and then she raised up and touched my soft cock with her tits.
We lay on the couch and kissed each other for a long time. After some time, I just stood up, got my clothes and left. I left her alone with a smile on her lips and thought how I had the opportunity to pass my experience to her and learn something new in the meantime.



Longing For Pleasure



Prologue


She works at an ice cream shop by the beach and her coworkers often like to eye the men who come in off the boats. In particular, one black man named Aaron has caught her attention and one day he approaches her with an invitation. Although they have a wild ride together, she can never be completely satisfied. She wants to meet him again, but only fate will determine if they get another shot at ecstasy. Another man might be able to offer what she wants, which is unlimited and unending sex that will excite and fulfill her in every way, but if she hopes to ever find someone with the same needs as her, she will have to do some searching. Will she meet up with Aaron again and play out her fantasies with him, or could she possibly find someone else willing and able to satisfy her as strongly as she desires? As she struggles through her everyday life, she can’t help but look for an outlet for her sexual cravings.



Chapter 1: Black And Gorgeous


“I listened to a lot of stories about black men and their huge cocks, but I thought those were all fiction.” Actually I wasn’t attracted to black men at all.
I was 27 years old, lived at the beach and worked at an ice cream shop on the ship dock.
My colleagues and I adored watching (when we had the time, of course) muscular and strong guys working on the ships, which docked next to our ice cream shop every day. They would wink at us, but we never could make the time to have drinks with them. There was a black man working there. From what I heard, he was speaking our language.
He had a strong, perfectly shaped sexy body, broad shoulders and back with a narrow waist. I could say he had a triangle body shape. Involuntarily, my eyes used to dodge between his legs. There was something to be seen down there.
That week I had the afternoon shift, and at the end of my shift I would always be greeted by this handsome and attractive black man.
Finally he decided to make a move. He introduced himself as Aaron.
“You know, I have been watching you for quite some time now and you are very pretty. You are the prettiest waitress in here.” I turned red at his compliment. Looking at his body and his strong hands, I got terribly excited. I have to mention that I had been single for the past two years. Two years of drought is a lot!
I usually hitched a ride from a friend but tonight I told her I was going to go with Aaron. She was surprised. Upon leaving, she yelled, “Call me.”
We sat in his Mercedes. “Nice,” I thought to myself. Aaron was driving and he talked a lot. Clearly he was nervous too. He spoke our language mixed with French but we managed to understand each other. We passed by the woods and I told him to turn off the road to a little trail in the woods. He obliged and when he stopped he said he liked women who take initiative. And again I took it.
I kissed him on the mouth, then on the cheek and then his neck while touching his chest. I took off his shirt and started kissing and licking that perfect body of his. He started to breathe deeply.
“Ahhh,” he sighed and shivered when I licked his nipples. Then I took off my shirt and was left wearing only my bra. I reached in between his legs with my hand. He was hard and strong. I put my hand in his sweats, and he put his in my bra.
‘’Damn, he is huge!’’
I could barely engulf him. He lifted a little bit so I could get his sweats off and at that moment his huge and hard cock sprang out.
It was without exaggeration the biggest cock I had ever seen. He was also thick. A little scary, but mostly a turn-on. I lowered my head and licked the tip of his cock. Then I licked him whole, caressing the tip at the same time. His breathing became deeper.
Wow, what a new and exciting feeling! There was a flood between my legs. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and swallowed him. I jerked him off and sucked him. He was moaning and panting.
”Ohhh, baby… oh how… aaaaaahhh… it’s good… Good gooooood!!! Jesus… ooohhh… yeeesss baaaabyy…” he started to shake and scream. It was an added turn-on for me. He started to convulse and cum.
Oh my god, did he come… “Wow, baby, that was the best blow job I ever had,” he said when he came to himself. Others obviously didn’t try to swallow him whole. I felt like suffocating for a while but I wanted to please him. He gave me back the pleasure later, tripled. Okay, quadrupled!
What happened later was beyond my wildest imagination. He unhooked my bra and reached under my skirt. He caressed my thighs and kissed my tits. He licked, sucked, and nibbled my nipples. He drove me absolutely crazy! Then he started to touch me through my wet panties. He took them off, then my skirt. I was completely naked, shivering and moaning out of the pleasure I was feeling for the first time. “You are so beautiful,” he said quietly. He continued kissing my tits, holding my nipples with his finger and he played with my clit at the same time. I moaned loudly and closed my eyes. My panting and breathing grew louder and louder.
My God, he was good! He started to penetrate my burning insides with his fingers.
“Oh… ahhhh… ohhh…” I was moaning. I started to weep and my body started to convulse. My body was overflowing with amazing excitement and I got lost in my orgasm.
I couldn’t take it anymore; I wanted him inside of me. I straddled his lap and felt his cock touch my stomach. I jerked him off for a few minutes. Then I raised myself up. I placed the tip of his cock at the entrance of my pussy which by then was burning from desire and was overflowing with juices.
The tip of his cock was huge and I sighed. He held my hips. I closed my eyes, threw my head back and started to push down. “Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh… arghhhhh…” My ramming was followed by moaning and sighing. I was sweating profoundly, weeping and moaning at the same time. He placed his lips on my tits and started licking and kissing them.
That gave me extra pleasure and made me even wetter, when I thought I couldn’t. I managed to get only half of him inside of me so I got up and went back again. I didn’t stop moaning and sighing from pleasure and comfort. Then he joined me.
“Ohhh, Aaron… Oh, oh, ooooh… that feels sooo good… you are the best… Ohhhhh!” I screamed, fighting for control. It didn’t take long for me to come. With screams and tears I came while he was still very aroused. I fell on his shoulder exhausted and kissed him.
I was still impaled on him and felt his cock pulsating. He was breathing deeply and shaking lightly. He lifted me up, still impaled on his hard cock and carried me away. He took me to a tree and gently lowered me down and my knees started to buckle.

He turned me around so I was facing the tree. He started to play with my clit, very gently with the head of his cock and the hole that couldn’t wait to take him inside again.
”Come on; give it to me… Fuck me… break me… God I want you so much… Give it to me…” I said delirious and he finally started to penetrate me. He was slow and gentle.
He caught one of my tits with his hand. Then he rammed himself inside with one jerking motion, making me screech. But it was a very good feeling. He took it out and put it back again and again. He was very good. I wanted it to go on forever. The feeling that went through my body was like nothing I have ever felt. I was shaking and lost in a delirious state of mind. I wept and cried from the beauty of it.
The orgasms shook me one after another. He soon started to shake and convulse. He came loudly and spilled his sperm all over me like he had just taken a piss. We calmed each other down hugging.
Slowly we kissed, fighting for breath. He took me to the car and laid me on the hood. He knelt in front of me and started licking me. He was good at that too. I again started to lose control over myself and just when I was going to come he penetrated my pussy with his cock once more.
I was screaming and shaking and he was twirling inside of me. When I calmed down, he remained inside me. I twirled my hips and he started to fuck me hard. We were in a position where I could see him spreading me and entering me halfway, leaving me all wet and sticky. That turned me on even more. All the time he was fucking me, he was squeezing my tits.
“Oh you’re the best… just keep going like that… ohhh,” I moaned.
“God, this is so nice…” he said. I lifted myself up and hugged him tightly. I squeezed his shoulders, back, and ass, pulling him inside of me even deeper, and harder. I came again and lost track of everything.

I don’t know how we found ourselves lying on the grass on a blanket. Well, that had never really happened to me before. Did I fall asleep for a moment or lose consciousness from the beauty and the strength of the orgasm? I have no idea. I started riding him vigorously and manically. We were both so wet like we had just gotten out of the ocean. He flipped me over and was on top of me, not with his full body weight. He was keeping himself up with his palms. He fucked me faster and then he slowed down.
He had excellent technique and the right kind of tool, of course. I don’t know how many times I came that night. It was a night to remember. He brought me home and asked if we would see each other again. I promised him we would.
“I want to take your beautiful cock all the way in. Break me to the end. ” I said to him and kissed him.
“Of course. No problem. I can’t wait to see you again. You are one fiery lady and I like being with you,” he said, and that made me very happy. The next morning, the phone ringing woke me up. It was my work colleague…



Chapter 2: Mysterious Encounter


After an unforgettable night of sex with a complete stranger, I avoided those kinds of situations for a while because I knew that the same thing wasn’t likely to happen again. I had his phone number and there wasn’t any reason that would stop me from calling him again to have a repeat of the experience.
Maybe I was a coward or all of the other failures before him made me happy with what happened and content to wait. I was simply waiting for a new moment when it would happen all by itself. But things never happen by themselves, or by accident.
I was very committed to my work, so I expected a Sunday spiced with a seminar that lasted three days. If there was anything going through my mind these last couple of days, it was the different subjects I was preparing for the seminar.
Finally the day arrived when we had to go. I decided to spend those three days with a friend that lived in the town where the seminar took place and after a hardworking day relax my brain with various women topics. I arrived early in the morning and went to the amphitheater right away, with a bunch of papers in my hand.
I left my things somewhere in the last row but since I was the second speaker I sat in the first row so I could be more focused on the things I was supposed to be saying.
Although we were all grown-ups, just like children people avoided the front row, so I could prepare myself in peace. In front all of us, there was an old lady who gave an introductory speech and introduced another colleague who was supposed to speak before me. Her expose was very short and pretty soon the same old lady invited me to come to the stage. I said what needed to be said, got a round of applause and headed to the last row where I had left my things.
In those few seconds as I was leaving the stage and another speaker was being introduced, I felt enlightened and I looked down, watching not to miss any of the steps. But the person that was speaking after me bumped me with his shoulder and I momentarily looked up, taking a breath of air to help myself from reacting hysterically. Although I took a breath, it left my lungs that same instant.
The gentleman that bumped me was not an unknown person. I saw the very same guy that I made me feel like a complete woman. I went towards the last row of seats with a hint of a smile visible on my face and carefully hid my excitement of seeing him again. While he moved with ease around the stage, the images of our last encounter were passing through my head. I, of course, wanted everything to repeat itself, to feel him again. He finished his speech and headed to the last row.
I waited for exactly that, to at least feel his warmth if nothing else. He came up to me and asked me to stand up so he could take a seat. Of course, I got up and pulled backwards so I could make some room for him to pass, but he wanted to pass behind me. Although there was enough room, he stood close to me for a few seconds just to let me know how attracted he was. I felt it at my ass because that wasn’t a touch from his pants but his hard cock inside his pants.
We sat next to each other and gazed at empty space because all we could think about was sex.
He put his hand on my knee and reached further down underneath my skirt to my thong. It was a pretty embarrassing situation. A full amphitheater of colleagues, beside me a person I was terribly sexually attracted to and I was already horny. We looked like a pair of kids messing around in class but acting as though everything was okay. Our eyes faced front while he consistently put his hand in my thong. I tried at first, against my will of course, to stop him. Then I tried with my thighs to squeeze his hand because I knew if he kept going there was a question of my control and focus.
There was no way to stop him. He played with his fingers at the entrance of my already wet pussy. I wanted and expected to feel his fingers inside of me, although that would be a very risky move. I had the impression that we were both turned on by the fact that this was a public space and we wanted to play those dirty games even more.
Absolute silence arose. He wrote on a little piece of paper: “Do you want something hard in your pussy right now.”

Well duh, of course I wanted it, but I just looked at him without any reaction.

He took it as a sign of approval. He put two fingers inside of me and started to finger fuck me harder and harder. I was very wet. I started to twitch in my chair while sweat was breaking out of me. I had to be quiet and pay attention so none of my moans could be heard, although I would be moaning loudly if we were alone. You could see he was enjoying trying to drive me nuts. But however horny I was right now the only thing that mattered was to be quiet and enjoy myself. He finger fucked me even harder trying to make me come. Of course he succeeded. At one moment I squeezed his hand with my thighs, put my head on the table, and tried to catch my breath.
All of the juices from my pussy, the ones he had started, spilled across my thighs. I managed to wipe myself off because I had to get up later and everyone would notice. But I liked the game very much and I wasn’t willing to interrupt it. He wore classic pants which were wide, and that gave me an inspiration to put my hand inside.
That is what I did. I felt his hard cock underneath my fingers and had the insane desire to jerk him off. First I touched him up completely to the balls and started to jerk off. I enjoyed my naughtiness and it was a complete thrill. When I felt him pulsating in my hand I just looked at him seductively without a single word. He looked at me confused like he wanted to remind me that his cock was about to explode, that there is going to be a lot of sperm and he was not going to be able to hide that, but he also didn’t try to stop me.
I enjoyed jerking him off and thought how wonderful it would be to have his cock inside my mouth. All of a sudden I felt the warm liquid, and I just laughed like a naughty little girl.
I had the impression that I had never felt so much cum in my life. Most probably because that had to be wiped off without anyone noticing. I gave him some tissues and he managed to bring himself under control, but the sperm stains were not unnoticeable.



Chapter 3: Saying Goodbye


While we played our dirty games, the lecture had come to an end. Luckily he had a suitcase which he placed in front of him to cover up the evidence of previous events. We went outside at the speed of light and yet slowly like nothing had happened. While we passed the crowd, he just whispered, “You were very bad and you are going to pay for this, since you had better luck.”
He told me not to go with city transportation and that he would drive me so we headed to his car. He had parked away from everyone else, but still in a place where some people would walk by. We talked carelessly about what had happened, but not to summarize the events but for him to get my attention.
“I am a gentleman and I will not allow for a lady to get in the car without me opening the door for her,” he said so carelessly that I believed him.
He went to the door, held it open and pinned me to the side of the car. “I know you want to feel it,” he said, grabbing my hips and pulling me closer so I could feel his hard cock.
I placed my fists over his and held on for a few moments. He probably expected for me to push him away and that I wasn’t in the mood to play.
You could see he was confused. But I just pulled my hands down to the bottom of my skirt and lifted it up. I knew he wanted to continue playing. In one swift movement he raised my skirt and moved my thong while with his other hand he removed his cock out of his pants waiting to ram himself inside me. I also couldn’t wait to feel his cock in my pussy, to the hilt so my pussy could swallow him whole.
He positioned himself towards my pussy not centering it, but his cock already knew the way and just slipped right in. I felt that big piece of meat pulsating in my pussy. I started to move having him inside of me the whole time not letting an inch of his cock peer outside of me.
We had that same feeling in the amphitheater, but it was worth the wait. I moved like I was going to break his cock in half because my pussy wanted him so much. Then he grabbed my hips a little harder and started to ram himself on me. With short, strong moves, he fucked me like he wanted to punish me for being so bad.
I didn’t mind at all. I enjoyed every time he rammed his cock in my pussy. Suddenly two young twenty-something men were standing beside us. He rammed his cock and we stopped. You could see they had noticed what was going on.
At first it seemed they were ignoring us, but since we didn’t comment they turned towards us like they wanted to watch us fucking live. We didn’t mind and didn’t feel embarrassed for a single moment. All we wanted was to continue and he kept impaling me on his cock vigorously like he wanted to show our audience how it was done.
Since I was close to cumming, I started to moan, not paying attention to anyone around us.
Loudly so they could hear us he asked, “Do you want me to fill your pussy with my cum, and then lick it?” I agreed.
“Come on, fill my pussy with your cum,” I said with a lustful tone. We fucked each other like crazy. My pussy swallowed his cock waiting to be filled out to the brink with his sperm.
Suddenly I felt him come and a splash of hot sperm was filling up my pussy and leaking down my thighs while he continued to fuck me like he wanted to release every drop. It was a wonderful and indescribable feeling.
That was when I noticed those two young men standing there frozen looking at us.
You could see they were horny and that they would like to fuck me as well.
He went down under my skirt and started to lick the cum from my pussy. I enjoyed it, but couldn’t get the thought of those two young men out of my head and what it would look like to ask them to come here and continue to fuck me.
It was too big of a challenge for me though since I had never done that. Still that thought turned me on profoundly. Me getting fucked from behind, while having one, then the second and the third guy fucking me.
I wasn’t ready to play that game but I still wanted to try it out. The young men started to go their way and it seemed they were disappointed at not being invited to join.
We sat in the car and he drove me to my friend’s house. The feeling that was inside of me was indescribable, but so was the longing for having denied myself one of the games I would have probably enjoyed. We agreed to meet for drinks since I was going to be here for the next few days and of course to fuck each other out harder than before. All our talking remained unfulfilled since I had to go away.



Chapter 4: Something New


It had been a long time since I had good sex. Mostly it was just doing it without any pleasure. I decided to go with my needs and find myself a man who would satisfy me completely and fuck me so hard I could make up for all the lousy moments lost.
The first thing that came to mind was to visit one of those websites and look for someone with the same wants and needs as mine. And of course that is exactly what I did. After searching for a while I found a man who wrote, “I just want good, but really, really good sex with a lady who has the same needs as I do.”
I was a bit skeptic at first because I know that everybody wants to have good sex, but few know how to give it. But until I could see for myself I wouldn’t know if that man is really the one who will give me complete satisfaction or not. I contacted him and after a solid number of messages, we set up the time and place of our meeting.
He said he would pick me up that same night around ten pm with his car and that we would go for a drink and later we’ll see what happens.
It took me a long time to get ready although it usually doesn’t take that much time. I thought about what kind of underwear could turn him on the most. I was standing in front of the mirror trying out thong or mini boxers. At last I settled for the boxers since my ass looked sexier in them. I was dressed in jeans and a cotton T-shirt. I knew I had pretty nipples, and if I got turned on they would be more visible through the cotton shirt which was my main goal.
Maybe I was a bit overly concerned about looking sexy, forgetting that attraction comes from somewhere in the air. Either it exists or it doesn’t.
Eleven o’clock came, and I heard a car approaching my house. I went out into the yard, walked to the car, opened the door, extended my hand and said hi. It was a magnificent sight for my eyes. He was a handsome man with short black hair and with a somewhat uninterested air. At first glance I thought this was going to be a total disaster and I wasn’t going to get laid tonight.
While we traveled to the first bar in a nearby town we talked about common subjects, and day-to-day stuff. I t drove me nuts because I thought his reaction would be different. I expected his hand at least to be on my knee, but it wasn’t.
We stopped after about thirty minutes. He sat across the table and looked at me curiously without a word as to why we were here. We were somewhere in the middle of a drink, and I was about to explode. I think a blind man would have noticed by my hard nipples that I wanted everything and that I wanted it right now.

While I held my glass in my hand, he touched my shoulder lightly and said that we should go. I was waiting for that sentence the whole night and finally it came. He didn’t specify where we were going, but asked the waiter if we could get the bill and paid for the drinks. Then we were off. He obviously had reserved a room in a hotel because the bar was just a few steps away. Upon entering the hotel he pulled out a key and it was clear then that my assumption was correct.
We reached the front door. He looked at me like he was scanning me from head to toe. The only thing he said then was: “Welcome. Let’s make some of those wishes come true, because there are certainly too many of them for just one night.”
He unlocked the door, let me go in first and then came in behind me. We were standing in the middle of the room just a few inches away from each other.
You could feel the passion in the air, and we just waited for the moment when it would ignite. His face came close and our lips almost touched, but it was like he wanted me to make the first move since it was obvious enough that I was so horny and in a matter of seconds I would be ready to speed things up. He caught both of my shoulders and pushed me against the wall.
I could feel by the way he looked at me that we both wanted the same thing. He looked at me without blinking, while one of his hands was going into my jeans and the other was touching my nipples. He felt on his fingers just how wet I was, smiled and took out his hand to lick his fingers. I couldn’t control myself anymore and told him how turned on I was and just how much I wanted him.
Like he wanted to tell me to shut up, he put his tongue in my mouth while he expertly unbuttoned my jeans with his hand.
He pulled them down just enough for him to be able to put his hand in my boxers and feel my wet pussy. He grabbed my pussy smearing all the juices and then jammed two fingers inside of me, finger fucking me faster and faster.
I was already beside myself and wanted us to fuck each other, hard. With his free hand, he lifted my shirt up and started to lick my nipples and then he sucked them lightly nibbling them in the end.
That had me very turned on. I was very selfish at that moment and didn’t even touch his cock, because all I wanted then was for him to fuck me and for me to satisfy my lust. I was perfectly clear to him about what I wanted. In the end, he wanted the same.



Chapter 5: Finally Fulfilled


Barely speaking, he said, “I am going to fuck you so hard, feel how much he wants you.” I reached for his cock, which was still hidden in his jeans.
All the while, he continued to finger fuck me and I wanted his cock inside of me now. He was so hard and willing to fuck. I unbuttoned his jeans, pulled out his cock and was greeted with a magnificent sight.
Just the kind of cock I wanted. Like he didn’t want to waste a minute of our time he turned me to face the wall, grabbed my hips, and put me in a doggy style position. My pussy could hardly wait to take his rock hard and pulsating cock. He entered me whole in one swift movement.
He held my hips and fucked me from behind very hard. I was moaning from all the pleasure. By keeping the same speed, he fucked me until I came. Then he slowed down, grabbed my tits and he had no mercy on them. He continued to fuck me hard. At one moment, he pulled his cock out and sprayed hot cum all over my back.
Yes, I did come and he fucked me good and hard, but for me that wasn’t enough. I didn’t say anything, but I expected him to continue. It was simply inconceivable for this to be the beginning and the end of our fucking. Finally his first words echoed about what was going on between us. He said, “This was like coffee, like when a guest arrives. I couldn’t keep you so horny because I saw how much you wanted to feel my cock.”
Of course he wasn’t mistaken, I did. We went to the bathroom and there while showering we cuddled while he French kissed me and occasionally went from my neck to my stomach. I continued to be like a time bomb on the brink of explosion.
Lust and desire were there, with the same intensity as in the beginning. We came back to the room, lay on the bed, smoked a cigarette, and everything looked as though we had just entered the hotel.
I expected we would continue after the cigarette break but he just got dressed and said he would be back in about ten minutes. I suddenly had a funny feeling that I wouldn’t be getting what I came here for and there would be no good sex. I simply could not understand what the hell was going on. I asked myself where could he have gone, and why?!
Wasn’t he satisfied with the fucking?
Is this enough for him?!

I almost lost all hope and started to cool off with the desire to go home. But just as he said after ten minutes he came back with a bag in his hands. He placed it beside the bed, smiling mystically. I knew then that my wishing hadn’t come to an end and this would be an attempt at making some of them come true.
I was lying in the bed partially covered with the sheets, while he was still dressed. His jeans were on the verge of breaking, since his cock was rock hard again waiting to fuck. He took them of in a few movements, and then took off the shirt he still had on him. In front of me, stood a man with an arrow instead of a cock, who just wanted to hit his target as soon as possible. I couldn’t continue just looking at him.
While he was standing beside the bed, I came over and took his cock in my hands. I wanted to suck him off, and prepare him for another round of long and hard fucking. The head of his cock was so juicy and smooth I started to suck and lick it immediately.
My tongue licked his head, and then I started to go lower. I licked his entire length, and reached his balls. While I was sucking and licking his balls I continued to jerk him off. I could see he was enjoying it and he couldn’t wait to put his cock into one of my holes.
Then I swallowed him with lust, and he started to move. I looked straight into his eyes with his cock still in my mouth. I didn’t need to ask anything; he understood my look completely. Lying on the bed, I put my head on the edge and opened my mouth. I wanted him to fuck my mouth. He got lower and started to put his cock inside my mouth.
He started to fuck me, leaving me breathless. As if he doubted I could swallow him completely, he didn’t go all the way in.
I reached out for his ass, and started to pull him towards me. He understood my need to swallow him completely. He fucked my cock-wanting mouth. My pussy started to get so wet; I wanted someone to fuck me while I sucked cock at the same time.
He noticed my wish and stopped for a moment. He pulled out a banana from the bag, and started to peel it. I was totally excited thinking what he could do with it. We switched to pose 69. I continued to fuck him with my mouth while he licked my pussy.
He put two fingers inside and realized that my pussy could take even more. He put the peeled off banana inside. I started to suck him off with more force because I was so turned on by the fullness in my pussy and mouth. At one point he rammed the banana in so deep, not letting it slip outside and started to ram his cock in my mouth even harder. I just waited for the moment when he would fill my mouth with his sperm.
That is exactly what happened. He came in my mouth and I could feel warm sperm gliding through my throat. He went to my mouth, still holding the banana in my pussy and started to kiss me, ramming his tongue inside my mouth. With my mouth covered with sperm, he went to my neck, through my nipples and reached my filled pussy.
I was moaning and twisting with pleasure. He licked my pussy and started to nibble piece by piece of the banana sticking out of it.
He looked at me and said, “When I’m done, I will fill you up again and fuck you until you had enough cock.” That is exactly what I had wanted, but I could never get enough cock.
While still licking my pussy, he slowly reached the crook of my ass. He licked my entrance and stuck one finger inside. The banana was almost eaten up whole. There was just a small part sticking out of my pussy. He sensed that I liked all of my holes to be filled, and thought the one finger up my ass wasn’t enough for me so he put another one in. He relaxed me enough so I could take his cock up my ass.
I felt he wanted to fuck too and I wanted to be fucked. As if he hadn’t fucked me the whole time, his cock was still rock hard and ready.
He licked me the whole time, wanting to fill one of my holes again. He flipped me on my stomach, put a pillow underneath, and spread my ass cheeks with his hands. First he played with his head at the entrance of my ass, which was already relaxed enough to take his cock completely. He started to fuck me with the head of his cock. I was going crazy and told him, “I want you completely inside me, fuck me like no one before.”
At that exact moment I could feel his cock stretching me and started to moan even louder from the sheer pleasure.
He grabbed my hips and started to fuck my ass like no one had ever fucked me before.
He fucked my ass harder and harder.
At one moment I spoke. “That’s how you fuck, fuck me till the end.”
He stopped and asked, “Is your pussy jealous? Does she want to be filled up too? “
I just looked at him wanting to say yes, but like he had already read my mind, he took out another banana from the bag. I laughed knowing both of my holes were going to be filled. He pulled his cock out of my ass and stuck the banana in my pussy. I held it with my hand not letting an inch peer out of it.
He again placed the head of his cock on my ass, and started to penetrate me deeper and deeper. I felt like I was flying. He fucked me without mercy and I wanted my ass to be sated with cock. But I wasn’t satisfied, I wanted more and more… I was covered with sweat, and came a few times but he didn’t stop. He fucked me with the same intensity as at the beginning. At one moment, we were both consumed by a feeling like we were in another galaxy.
We came together.
He filled my ass with sperm and I moved my hand from my pussy where in the moment my orgasm hit me the banana had slipped out. While sperm was leaking out of my ass, I just told him that that is how you fuck, just like he did me.
We went to the bathroom again, sweaty and sticky from the sperm all over us. He took the shower head and smeared the sperm over my body. Like he wanted to play with my body, like it was a roll of clay.
He washed me with a spray of water and his fingers didn’t miss a single inch of skin. The shower was supposed to cool me off, but I was still so horny like at the very beginning. After our playing we went into the room again and smoked a cigarette.
This time we were both filled with excitement and contentment.
He said he had never fucked a woman who wanted cock as much as I did. I just laughed and nodded my head in agreement. Yes, his cock suited me and I probably wouldn’t ever let him leave my holes if that was possible.



Chapter 6: All the way


We looked at the clock for the first time that night. It was 4 am and we felt like nothing had happened, like we both wanted to continue fucking with the same intensity. We knew we could stay at the hotel until 7 am and that every minute spent without a cock filling my holes was a waste.
It was still the same, his cock was hard and I was still wet. It was all too obvious. He reached for my pussy and I reached for his cock.
“My little nymph, do you want me to fuck you again? Do you want me to break your pussy and fill it with sperm?” he said to me.
“I don’t want you to take it out until my pussy goes numb from all the fucking and I want you to fill it with sperm,” I responded.
He came to me and lifted my legs onto his shoulders. “I am going to ram your pussy until the end so you can feel him fucking your pussy,” he said with a pretty perverse tone, which excited me even more.
This time he didn’t play with the head of his cock. He centered his cock at my entrance so my pussy could swallow him whole. He rammed his cock with a few twitches just to be sure he was all the way in. He grabbed my nipples and gently pinched them. “Can you feel him? Do you want it to go deeper?” he said fucking me.
He didn’t move, he just stood there, but I could feel his cock pulsating in my pussy and I strained every muscle so my pussy could squeeze his cock even tighter. He felt that too. “I am going to fuck you so hard, until your pussy goes red and you beg me to stop.” He sounded pretty suspicious because he knew I would never get enough of his cock and that the only thing that could stop us was when we would have to leave.
He started to fuck me.
I wanted his cock to go deeper, so I spread my pussy with my hands. He fucked me harder and all you could hear was the sound of him banging me. He would go all the way out and ram back in. My tits were shaking from the vigorous fucking.
“I want you to fuck me just like that. You are perfect,” I said to him before my mind wandered off to a dimension of pleasure and contentment.
He pulled me on his cock while my pussy was covered with juices which flowed to my ass. He felt that I liked those poses where his cock could go the deepest. He asked me to turn my back to him and as I was on all fours he prepared me for another round of fucking. Of course, I happily accepted. I took his cock in my hand, placed him at my entrance and pulled myself on him.
We started to fuck each other again without mercy, he broke me again and I moaned loudly because every time he rammed me it was more exciting. He put his hands on my ass and spread my ass cheeks. He liked those perverted sights. You could see he liked when all of my holes were spread, begging to be filled.
At one moment he asked me, “What are we going to do about this ass?” since he knew I liked both of my holes filled. The question was uncalled for because he didn’t even want to hear the answer. He pulled some anal beads from the bag and that made me extremely happy.
He had probably brought them hoping I would turn out to be just like he expected, someone who liked the same things he did. While his cock was still in my pussy and he moved it like he wanted to feel every inch he started to insert the beads one by one. After the first he said, “You had enough?” and laughed just so he could continue until he had all of them inside.
Again that divine sensation of fullness I so adore. He fucked me from behind while the thread from the beads was sticking out of my ass. He was turned on by the thought that my ass was full. He grabbed my hips and fucked me vigorously, like he had the strength to fuck me with the same tempo all day long. I could feel his pleasure, although it was mutual because I was feeling it too. He was much larger than me and he turned me around placing me in various poses, fucking me with the same ferocity. I enjoyed myself like never before.
I felt we were both going to explode, although I came many times during this fucking session, but when the moment came we were like time bombs waiting to go off. He filled my pussy with cum. There was so much like he hadn’t fucked for a long time and like he saved his cock just for me so he could drain every drop of sperm filling up my pussy.
While the sperm was leaking out of my pussy, he started to lick it while slowly extracting the beads out of my ass. I came again. I couldn’t remember when the last time I had come so fast was and I couldn’t remember the last time someone had given me such pleasure like he just did. We showered and unfortunately it was time to go.
My pussy was pulsating because by this time it was thoroughly fucked out just like I wanted it, and my whole body was covered with a feeling I can’t quite describe, a feeling of sheer fulfillment and satisfaction.
We dressed and walked towards his car because we had to go back. He was more talkative on the ride home. We stated that there were more exciting things that could be tried out. Unfortunately, neither he nor I had partners with such freedom and desire for sex so many fantasies were left unfulfilled. Those could be tried out as well. We agreed to meet up again and repeat or maybe try out what we missed out on with our previous partners.



Going With The Flow



Prologue


Alice and her husband have invited a couple over to their house. As they chat over drinks and pizza, their guests are in for a surprise. Alice is going to reveal a side of herself that they might not have anticipated, as she shows off her sexuality and appetite. She begins to tell a story about her relationship with her husband, which includes intimate details of how she taught him to fulfill every one of her desires, without her having to do a thing in return. In the meantime, Alice knows how to flaunt her natural physical assets, both verbally and in her manner. With the right clothes and a sexy attitude, Alice understands that she is hot, and she loves to use her sexiness to her advantage, no matter who is present. She likes to tease, especially when it comes to her husband the professor, and making him cater to her needs could lead to sex for him, but only if she’s in the right mood. As she recounts a few times when she took advantage of her husband’s adoration, Alice might offer a few tips here and there so that her friends can follow her lead.



Chapter 1


It was a warm summer night. Our friends Joan and Paul came to visit. We always felt relaxed and content in their company. Alice especially liked when they came to visit because she liked them very much.
She felt liberated with them and always liked to fool around. As was customary, Alice asked me to serve our guests. While I was making coffee and cold drinks, they had already started to fool around. Alice always led the conversation. She started to talk about summer vacation.
I heard her talking about our stay in Spain. She described in detail where we were and what we saw. She accentuated the beauty of the beaches and the warmth of the sea. I brought the coffee and cold Coke.
They continued to talk about their summer vacation. Paul and Joan talked about where they went, and how their time was spent. Later, Alice suggested that I could serve all of them some red wine. The gang agreed. She immediately started to joke at my expense because I don’t drink alcohol. The girls settled for pure red wine, and Paul wanted his wine mixed with Coke. Then she asked me to bring out the shirts, skirts, and little dresses she had bought in Spain, to show our guests.
While she was displaying her wardrobe, she talked about all the things you could buy in Spain. Joan asked her to put on one white dress so she could see how it looked on her. When Alice changed her outfit and walked into the living room, Paul and Joan both excitedly commented that it looked nice on her.
“Wow, Alice that dress looks great, only a little too short. Where are you going to wear it?” Joan asked.
“Whatever do you mean? I already wore it at work, and went out in it a few nights ago. Just look how nice the material is, it is very comfy for this heat.” She started to walk around the room and twirled seductively. While she was walking around, she showed off her nice tan.
“Hey Alice, what do your colleagues say when you come to work dressed like that?” they both wanted to know.
“What can they say? They just stare at me and talk nonsense. I don’t pay attention to them anyway. Everybody is looking at me just like this professor of yours.”
Then she turned to face me and said, “Come now; what are you staring at? Like you’ve never seen my tits, legs and ass. You know what? I don’t care, you just keep looking and fantasizing.” Full of herself, she walked out of the room, twirling her body and ass seductively, laughing the whole time.
When she changed back again and came into the living room, she told me:“Come on; don’t just stand there. Put this clothes back in the closet, and put these white sandals back in their place.”
Our guests Paul and Joan were watching what was going on the whole time and they laughed together with Alice. “No, professor, don’t,” they both said at the same time. “Sit here. Let’s talk.”
“Let him go, he is used to this. It’s not hard for him. Hey, when you finish with the wardrobe, call the pizza service and order us some pizzas. I am very hungry.” She yelled, still laughing hard. “See, you will also have pizza for one night. Ha, ha, ha…” While I was in the room, Alice told me to bring her laptop since she wanted to show the photographs from our summer vacation.
After a few minutes, the laptop was turned on. She was flipping through the photographs and talked about all the places we had been to. Some photographs she paused to look at longer, some shorter. Then she stumbled upon a complete set of very sexy photographs I had taken of her swimming or sunbathing. I noticed she was keeping those photos open longer than the others.
Her ass was in prime view in these photos. While those photos were on the monitor, she kept talking about stores or clothing she saw, or something else.
She wanted those pictures to be looked at for a long time so they could enjoy looking at her body. So she stalled and talked about shops. Five to six photographs were displayed for an especially long amount of time where you could see only the front side of her panties. She wanted me to take those pictures so I could, as she pointed out, have a sort of inspiration for our nightly adventures.
When she got out of the water she came to me, lifted her bikini panties up and said “Take my picture. This is a special opportunity for you so don’t go complaining how you’re not getting any. Here, after we get home you will have some inspiration and you can look at my pussy in the bathing suit at night and enjoy.”
Then she pulled them even higher so the cloth dug into her pussy. Since I was sitting in the sand, her pussy was directly at my head level, so I made a few close shots. Those photos were now safely placed on the laptop screen for a few minutes.
During that time, she was telling a story about the house we rented. At the end she only commented “Do you see the kind of pictures your professor likes to take? He is really foolish, looking at my pussy the whole time. It seems like it’s constantly on his mind.”
Then she spoke to me. “Just so you know, you are not the only one obsessed by my pussy, so be careful what you’re doing. I don’t even care anyhow what others are doing or thinking.
“I live my life doing everything I want. Sleep for as long as I want, go out with my friends whenever I want. Dress how I want. Say anything I want. Hey, anyone who likes it, okay, but whoever doesn’t can just go away. Ha, ha, ha, ha…isn’t that right my dear husband? Come on say it. You like your wife. Tell them what I can do. You know I used to enjoy teasing him and humiliating him, and he took it all in stride, just to be with me.
“God, when I remember all the stuff I used to do to him. Ha, ha…I simply cannot comprehend why everyone is running after me, chasing me.
“Go on and tell them what happened at the beach. Admit that everyone on the beach turned to look at me. There were some guys who would stare at my body for like two hours. Well, what can I do? I’m used to it by now. Wherever I go, people just stare at me, and begin talking nonsense, especially the people I work with.”
“Would you tell us about that?” said Joan. “I, for one, am very interested.”
“Well what can I say? I draw a lot of attention from both male and female colleagues. What can I do? It’s not my fault.” She laughed. “They stick to me, run around me, buy me gifts, and try to please me. They often invite me to be a guest at their homes. Then they try to greet me nicely, and to be good hosts.
“Let me tell you about what happened to me last summer when I was invited by one of my friends, Isabel. By the way, she was constantly asking me to come for a visit. She used to tell me that she and her husband always wanted to treat me.
“‘Alice, come visit us,’ Isabel pleaded. ‘My John is going to order the barbecue you like so much from a nearby restaurant.’
“I really had no reason to turn that offer down so one day I decided to go and visit them. Of course I got ready and dressed especially for the occasion.”



Chapter 2


“I ordered my husband to iron my outfit. I got dressed in a miniskirt he bought me. He liked that skirt and couldn’t resist buying it for me. He likes to buy me things he knows would make me especially desirable. Also this is the only opportunity for him to see my sexy side, and when I get back home from work.
“That husband of mine thinks that if he pleases me in various ways he will get to see my pussy. You know that until now he never was wrong about the size of my clothing, because he obviously knows my body, which he looks at not only during the day, but also dreams about every night.
“He must totally be obsessed with me. Ha, ha, ha…That skirt fit me perfectly. The upper part was cut so it was pinned to my hips, and the bottom part was pleated from the middle of my ass. The miniskirt is very short, so it is inevitable for the pleated part to lift and show off my ass every time I bend down a little. I like to wear this skirt because the fabric is very soft and nice.
“I wore a tight, short, red sleeveless shirt. I topped the outfit off with my new red high-heel sandals. Hey, let me find you some photos of me wearing that skirt in my laptop.”
While she was searching for the photos, she continued with her story. “After I finished getting ready, I gave this slave of mine a few orders, what needed to be done while I was having a good time. I ordered him to vacuum the carpets, dust, scrub the bathroom, iron my clothes, wash some of my shirts and skirts, fix the bed for sleeping, and cook lunch for tomorrow. I always need to give him a few assignments so he won’t get lazy and sloppy. Ha, ha, ha, ha.
“While I was giving him his homework, I demanded for him to kneel in front of me, kiss my legs, knees and ass since I know that excites him and gives him a motive to work.
“There, I finally found the document I was looking for with some of my photos. Look at that miniskirt. How do you like it?” She turned the laptop and started to explain the details of where those photos were taken.
“It is a very short skirt!” Joan said “You look dangerous in it. Woman, you can see your ass on this one!”
“Really?! Was that the one you took before I went to the farewell party for one of my workers? I can’t remember. Who could find their way around here? There are a lot of photos of me in here. He uses every opportunity to take a picture when I get ready to go out.
“I usually don’t forbid him to do it. He can take as many pictures as he wants to look at me later. It costs me nothing, and means a lot to him. There you see this one. We were at a birthday party of my nephew in a restaurant.”
“Damn. You can’t make out if the skirt is really shorter or if the cleavage is deeper. Look at the size of those heels. You look very provocative,” commented Joan.
“Well, what does it matter? I like to dress that way. Here, this professor of yours adores staring at those photos all night long. While I’m asleep he flips through them, looks at them and fantasizes. That is his inspiration, and I think he jerks off every night.”
“Come on Alice. You are being horrible. Why are you torturing the man so much?” said Joan.
Paul interrupted, “Okay, okay, just continue with the story. But before you do, please tell me if you and the professor ever go visit people together. Here, us two, we go everywhere together all the time. We go to boring family celebrations, birthday parties and so on.”
“No. When I go visit my friends I always go alone. I don’t want him bothering me. That is my opportunity to relax and enjoy myself. Since I felt good about myself then, and felt happy with the way I looked I decided to do one more thing to him before I left.
“While I was at the desk putting my makeup on, I lifted one of my legs to the sofa and ordered him to kiss it. Since my legs were spread apart, he started to kiss my inner thighs and went to my pussy. I quickly moved his head away. His behavior irritated me. He actually dared to go after my pussy without permission.
“Can you believe that? Give him a hand and he wants to take the whole arm. He knows very well that if he chose to be with me, he has to fulfill all of my wishes. Since he was so rude I decided to fuck him out completely, and after a while took a piss in his mouth.
“At that point I needed to go to the bathroom since before that I ate a watermelon. I thought since I have got to do it, I could easily do it in his mouth just so I could get rid of him for a while. Ha, ha. I knew that after that I could demand anything from him and expect him to do any work that came to my mind since he would do them hoping I would maybe give him access to my pussy again.
“I used to piss on him a lot before and he used to get really hot sex after, that is why I wanted to give him some hope, just this time I took a more direct approach, in his mouth. Ha, ha, ha…
After I expertly put on my makeup and put some perfume on, I went to the bathroom. I stopped at the foyer in front of a large mirror to check how I looked. While I fixed my hair, I saw him sitting in the living room watching me. All the time I was moving my ass seductively.
“Then I abruptly turned to face him, put my hands on my hips and started yelling.
“‘What is it? Why are you looking at me like that? You just keep staring at my ass and tits. Don’t get on my nerves now, because for punishment I will piss inside your mouth,’ I yelled at him. Then I went to the bathroom and shouted that I needed to go bad, and I am not going to repeat myself. He was supposed to come running. Of course he listened straightaway.



Chapter 3


“I ordered him to take off my panties. Then he sat next to the toilet. When I turned my ass to him he put his head directly above the toilet seat. His mouth was just a few inches away from my pussy. I commanded him to drink all of my piss. He was not supposed to spray me since I already had my makeup and perfume on. I pulled my high-heeled sandals to the edge of the toilet, lowered my ass a bit, bent my knees and lowered my head so I could take a good look. I took hold of my knees. When I waited for the splash to come I looked at my legs and his head below my pussy.
“I was ecstatic with the way I looked and with this pose. I enjoyed looking at my tanned legs covered and glowing with the scented oil I put on my body. The high heels made all of my leg muscles pop out.
“Finally I felt a strong splash that bathed all of his face. Ha, ha, ha. I was actually pissing directly on his ear at one time, but he expertly corrected himself and opened his mouth which was filled up in no time. I looked him directly in his eyes. I lifted a little bit and pissed on his nose and eyebrows.
“His face was glowing from the warm smelly liquid. Then I directed the splash back into his mouth. I was yelling at him the whole time to swallow.
“The splash was like a whirlwind in his mouth. Bubbles of foam were pouring together with the liquid down his cheeks and chin.
“All of a sudden he stuck out his tongue and directed it under the stream of my piss. While I was pissing on him I also yelled out all the things he needed to do that afternoon and night. Ha, ha, ha, ha. At the very end, an already weakened splash was leaking directly into his mouth and his tongue. I made him drink the lot under my careful glare. I told him I could see him swallowing and he better not let anything spill out. I was pleased to note that he swallowed everything with light movements.
“Besides that, I told him to lick me and not miss a single drop. He obediently went to my crotch. The last drops were collected by his tongue which was placed a few inches from my pussy. When I was done I ordered him to wipe me off with paper and to pull up my red thong. He was very careful and gentle. He took a large sheet of toilet paper and gently wiped up my freshly shaven pussy.
“He treated me like I was a piece of finest crystal or porcelain. He put on my panties and with his hands fixed all the creases on my pleated skirt. With the same paper he used to wipe up my pussy he started to wipe his mouth and chin. Ha, ha, ha, ha. There, that was my reward to him. I gave him an incentive to work around the house while I went out and had a good time. Lately I haven’t practiced rewarding him that way.
“Before I used to do it on a daily basis, even two or three times a day, and now those moments were rare. He is still crazy about me and is ready for anything just to get a little attention from me and hope of getting a piece of my pussy. With that I pleased him and eased myself since I needed to use the bathroom before I left.
“I can safely say I totally enjoyed pissing on my servant.
“Dominant like this, looking sexy, and smiling, I watched through my spread legs how liquid sprayed the mouth, face, nose and ears of my slave. I yelled at him to open wide and to drink my liquids. I saw him swallowing and the remnants of the liquid spilling through his chin and disappearing behind his shirt. I even pissed on a lock of his hair and his neck.
“This dog swallowed it whole and licked just like I ordered him. Of course I knew that afterward I would be visiting friends where I would enjoy more attention, and the slave would be in this house cooking, cleaning and filling out my orders. I also knew he was going to jerk of immediately thinking of me just to ease himself and calm down. Ha, ha, ha.
“Otherwise he would have to spend the whole afternoon and evening walking around with a hard cock and he wouldn’t be able to walk straight. He is aware that he has to work hard and fulfill all of my demands so he could hope, if he is good and obedient, to get some pussy from me.
“I was sure that after I had left he was doing all of the chores, running around content having had that little attention from me. When I got home that night the apartment was shining. It’s great, believe me. Ha, ha, ha.
“Right after, I told him I was going to go since I didn’t want to be late. I ordered him to wash his face and change his shirt so he could go out and open the garage door for me so I wouldn’t get dirty. ‘Come on. Hurry up. I don’t want to wait. My barbecue at Isabel’s is going to get cold.’
“When he opened the garage door I realized that I was missing my cigarettes so I sent him to the nearest store to buy me some cigarettes and gum. He came back after a minute. He took out some wet tissues out of his pocket and gave them to me through an opened car window.
“He knew I was always careful about hygiene and I always needed wet tissues.
“I was very pleased that he remembered to buy them since I didn’t give him that order, but he always seemed to remember exactly what I was missing and needed. He doesn’t actually do anything else except think of me and the various things he could do to keep me happy and satisfied, hoping I would give him what he longed for.
“While I was waiting for him in the car for a minute or so I analyzed my looks. I looked at the rear view mirror of the car to check if my makeup was ok. I was super content with how I looked. The car was always clean because he washes it constantly. I found nice music on the radio. I felt wonderful and powerful and I had a craving for something more. I ordered him to come closer, and kneel down beside the door. He could barely bend down looking at my slim body and naked legs. I shifted the steering wheel into first gear and got ready to go.
“Then I ordered him, ‘Come on, open up your mouth quickly. I want to spit. You know how I like that.” I spit directly into the mouth of my slave, and drove off to have a good time. Ha, ha, ha…
“Of course during the drive, at all of the traffic lights and crossroads everyone was looking at my legs, cleavage, shouted some things and took long turns after my white Golf.”
“Alice. It looks like all you ever do is drive the professor crazy and nothing more. That really isn’t right.”
“So what? I don’t care. I do what I want. If he wants to be with me he knows he has to fulfill all of my wishes. He needs to make all the effort over my pussy. That’s how it always has been.”



Chapter 4


“When I reached my colleague’s house, I was bombarded with compliments from all sides. They gave me a central spot, on a wide sofa. The colleague’s husband was looking at me with eyes and mouth wide open like he had just seen an alien. He took out a clean cloth from the closet and placed it quickly on my seat. I noticed him looking at my ass and thighs.
“Those two are very crazy. They’re constantly fooling around, and their favorite topic is sex. They could talk about it for days. Isabel served the food soon after I got there. Something sweet, coffee and drinks. We fooled around a bit and gradually John and Isabel started to talk about their favorite topic. John told a lot of jokes about sex and carefully watched me. I accepted his joking and felt just great.
“Later John went out to buy us cold beers and to bring the barbecue from the restaurant nearby. When we were alone, Isabel told me I looked very sexy and fuckable.
“‘Alice. No wonder everybody at work has the hots for you.’ Wanting to know more details, I said ‘Who has the hoots for me? Don’t be silly!’
“‘Trust me, Alice, you have been the main topic at work for a long time. When you came to work dressed very sexy the whole office heard about your attractive, fuckable looks. You must have noticed some of our colleagues coming to your desk asking you things, and all the time they kept staring at your extra short miniskirt.
“‘They talk about your looks so much that some of them called their friends to comment with an added extra. Do you know that the colleague you are sitting with called his buddy who just happens to be working ten miles away to come by for a visit and take a look? Of course he came by and just kept staring, so they had a hard time making him go back to work.’
“That did sound familiar and like nothing strange, since I was indeed getting attention and lustful looks from my colleagues, but until now I wasn’t aware of the reaction from that particular event.
“Isabel also told me that she noticed how some of our younger colleagues, after talking to me in my office where I would hand out orders, went behind garages to jerk off. They mentioned how excited they were numerous times. They said I was a strict but fair boss, also demanding but they were ready to do anything, even swallow my curses and insults just to please me because I excited them so much.
“‘Alice, I heard with my own two ears,’ Isabel said, “that older colleagues kept nagging the younger ones. Every time they saw them walking out of your office the older colleagues told the younger ones to go and jerk off first, and then to get to work.’
“At that moment, John came back with the hot barbecue. We ate with fervor since the meat was perfectly prepared. ‘That was chosen just for you,’ said the host. ‘I told them to take the best meat they had, since it was for a special guest.’ After such a good dinner I felt full and thought I was going to burst. After cold beers and a fresh salad I was totally content. That’s what I told my hosts. I could see that they were both pleased when I complimented them.
“‘I could easily lie down and sleep,’ I said, touching my flat stomach. They offered for me to lie down on their comfortable couch. I kept listening to their stories as they continued to fool around. I sipped at my drink slowly and started to enjoy myself, and I decided to turn them on a little bit for fun. I looked seductively at John, watching if he was getting aroused, but I didn’t notice any sign of it. I wasn’t taught that someone could look at me all the time, admire my curves and not get a hard on.
I started to lazily go through my hair with my fingers, and listened to the conversation.
“Then I relaxed on one side of the couch, turning my pelvis towards John. The leg that was crossed was moving up and down asking them what they thought about my sandals. Just by ‘accident,’ I moved the pleated part of my skirt just a little and showed some more of my naked thighs. At that moment, their cat walked in. I don’t like cats, but I lifted myself up to pet her, giving them another round of pleasure.
“The cat was lying on the floor. I went to her. Standing on my high heels, I bent towards the cat not bending my knees. The muscles on my legs were stretched like a wire. The high heel of my sandal lifted up my calves and tightened my thighs, making my ass hard as a rock. The more I bent down, the more the back part of my skirted lifted.
“I was well aware that I was showing them my back side. The skirted lifted up completely, showing off my ass. I knew they were both looking at me. The string from my thong was lodged deep between my ass cheeks and it looked like I wasn’t wearing any underwear. I bent down even more, to pet the cat so the skirt was all the way up.
“They could clearly see the little triangle of red silk cloth covered with white pearls between my ass cheeks, as well as the narrow strips of my thong around my hips. I turned to face John and Isabel to compliment their cat, when I noticed them both looking at what someone could only dream about. I bent down to the max again and patted the animal for a long time saying to her how sweet she was, not caring at all that the hosts could see my nakedness.
“In fact I was very pleased. Then the cat got up and went her merry way somewhere into the yard. I started to walk around their living room with seductive moves looking at various objects in the glass case and the pictures hanging on their walls.
“I knew they were swallowing me with their eyes, if they could see anything at all, because I thought John at least was completely blinded from the previous events. That could have been seen only by looking at divas on TV or certain magazines.



Chapter 5


“After my walk I went back to the towel carefully fixed by John. I waited patiently for what would come next. There was a silence so I asked them what had got them so confused.
“‘That husband of yours doesn’t have it easy,’ Isabel said. ‘How does he keep up with you? Can he fulfill all of your demands and wishes? Tell us about that.’
“‘Seriously, people! What has gotten you so horny? I am not superman. Why does he have it hard? He has to serve me and meet with all of my demands. I don’t need to tell him anything or make him do anything. He does all the chores; he takes care of my looks. He watches over me. Everyone knows he cleans, washes, irons, cooks, pleases me. And what does he get from me in return — nothing.
“No matter how hard he tries to be obedient he gets nothing, only the hope that I will let him enjoy my charms one day. I enjoy torturing and yelling at him. Sometimes I let him see me naked or wash my feet. When I’m in a good mood, I allow him to jerk off in front of me looking at my body. I used to let him kiss my feet, lick my soles, nibble my heels, suck at my toes which used to bring him into a state of frenzy.
“When we had guests in the house I used to fool around a bit and come over to him touching him and pretending to kiss him, but instead I was spitting in his mouth, and watched him swallow my spit afterwards. Before I turned him into my slave, I let him massage me, scratch my head, lick my pussy and ass until his tongue went numb. Surprisingly, those licking sessions used to last a few hours.
“I started that treatment as soon as I showered in the evening. While I was in the bathroom he would make the sofa ready to go to sleep. He had to place the little table next to the sofa, so close that I could reach it when I lay down. Then on top of it he would serve me various snacks, cookies, juice or beer, remote control, and the phone. That table had to have my cigarettes, a cigarette tip, lighter and an ashtray. When he was finished making up the bed and bringing all of the treats, I would then lie down.
“He would turn on the bedside lamp and turned off the main light. While I would watch my favorite TV shows he had to massage me all over my body. When I would get bored with the massage I would raise up my ass a little bit and order him to take off my panties. Then he would cover me up nicely and I would give him a sign to place his head under my pussy and start licking.
“While I would watch a movie covered up and warm he would lick me and enjoy himself. Very often during his licking I would read a newspaper or a book. At one time I liked to solve crossword puzzles while he would kiss and lick me between my legs. I would smoke, drink my juice, eat chocolate, and nibble some chips or salt sticks. When I was in the mood, I asked him to lick me for a few hours.
“We would usually start at 10 or 11 p.m., and finish at 2 or 3 a.m. I demanded the licking to be slow and gentle. He licked every inch of my ass and pussy. He massaged me between my legs with his lips and tongue. I am positive that he kissed my ass or pussy about a few thousand times. While I was lying there relaxed, I wanted him to kiss me very, very gently and lick my clit. After a longer period of him slowly licking me I felt his warm breath turning me on.
“Every nerve in my body was shivering under his tongue. And so after an hour or an hour and a half, my whole energy accumulated in the lower part of my stomach. As I was closer to cumming, I felt my hands and legs tremble. My stomach would convulse and shiver from passion. Then I would gently grab the back of his neck, put his mouth on my trembling pussy and ordered him to lick me faster. From all the emotions, running like a current through my body, I started to move and ram myself on his tongue with all the strength I had left.
“Soon in a large spasm I would be cumming for a long time. He had to lick and eat all of the sweet juices from my pussy. I didn’t let him catch his breath but he had to continue to lick me very, very slow. That licking was very soothing, and I started to relax slowly. A few times a very strong orgasm would drain me out completely. In order to come back, I would eat chocolate and drink while he would continue to kiss and lick me.
“Depending on my mood after a hard orgasm, it took an awful lot of time for me to cum again but sometimes I would feel the same flows of passion after a few short minutes and I would be cumming very hard again. I used to cum a few times during the night under his expert tongue. When I allowed him to lick my ass there were numerous times when I would fall asleep. Believe me it was the best way to get me to sleep.
“One time when I fell asleep he continued to lick me. I had the most beautiful dreams then. When he stopped I woke up. I saw that it was dawn. I moved a little and noticed that he was sleeping with his lips plastered on my ass. I woke him up immediately and ordered him to continue.
“As soon as I felt his tongue licking my ass sweetly and him entering my ass I would fall asleep again. There used to be times when I would wake up in the morning and see him under the sheets with his nose up my ass sleeping soundly. I could never understand how he could sleep and breathe at the same time when both his nose and mouth were up my ass. But there you have it, he would always try to please me.
“Before that even, I used to let him fuck me. Now I don’t, just one time or not once over the entire year so now he lives with the memory of the moments and hovers over me so he could maybe get it again. It would seem I haven’t let him fuck me for more than four years. That’s why he is constantly crazy and running around me. Now it is my practice to piss into his mouth and to watch him swallow my fluids. I can tell you I did just that before coming to visit you. I know that he is home right now thinking about me, faithfully doing all the chores I gave him.
“We are drinking, eating and fooling around right now, and he is working hard hoping to get some pussy when I get back. But it’s not going to happen so he will have to jerk off once or even more times tonight so he could relax enough to fall asleep. Just out of spite, I won’t let him jerk off in front of me. I am going to drive him completely crazy.
“As soon as I get home I will take my clothes off in the bathroom so he can’t look at me and enjoy the view. He will be confused thinking about why I won’t let him at least see me naked. He will get jealous. Then I am going to crawl inside the bedroom leaving him to suffer. I know he will obediently beg me to let him see me naked or to let him kiss my ass, pussy or lick my feet so he could get inspired to jerk off. But all he is going to get is my shirt and panties to smell.
“Later when he will be in full swing I am going to get up and yell at him a lot, totally fucking him up with that. He has to go crazy about me.”
Paul interrupted. “It simply can’t be, professor, that Alice can torture you like that. Alice you are simply playing with us.”
Alice answered. “No I’m not. I like it that way. I am going to tell you that he thinks about me constantly and he keeps making up various, unbelievable things to please me to the max just to get my pussy again. He really knows how to surprise me. Sometimes I walk into the house and he throws rose petals in front of my feet. Everywhere I move he would continue to throw scented rose petals just so I could step over them. One time he took the rose petals from all of the roses in our street. When I come home from work, I am greeted with a set table, cooked meal warm enough I don’t have to blow or wait for it to cool off. He became an expert at evaluating the heat of the meal. He always chooses the best piece of meat for me. He is extra careful to be silent while I have my afternoon nap. As soon as I lie down, he turns off the phone and while I sleep he quietly washes the dishes and cleans up the house. You are still young and have a lot to learn.
“You know how they say ‘you can’t bend old wood.’ I explained to him who is the boss from the beginning and all the things he had to do to keep me satisfied. From the first moment, we met I was clear about who was in command.”



Chapter 6


“I was like that with all of the guys I used to date and who were simply crazy about me. Some were kneeling on the street and in front of viewers begged me to forgive them, to have mercy on them and to stay with them.
“At that point, they were ready to do anything I wanted just to please me. I changed a lot of guys. I could do what I wanted to them, like I am doing right now. You know, when we started to have fun, I saw immediately I could do what I wanted with him. When he would suggest we do something I always get so powerful and dominating. I wanted to let him know right away who the boss is. At the moments he wanted my pussy I would simply and determinedly say a short — NO.
“He would freeze completely from that NO. Then he would think of things he could do to change my mind. At the beginning he would push and beg. When he realized I was too tough a nut for him, he tried with nice gestures, hard physical labor, kind words, compliments and such to change my NO into a YES. I admit I was at times pleasantly surprised. But I don’t fall for that stuff anymore. Now he has to do a lot of good things for me to treat him nicely.
“My dears, it is all training. It all depends on how you place yourself from the beginning. I started to train him from the beginning. While we were still dating and visited cafes, I used to adore spitting in his glass and watching him drink the juice. During dinner, I used to spit in his glass about ten times. I simply enjoyed watching him drink that in front of me. He expected for me to be good to him afterward, so that is why he did it. I can tell you that your professor is very talented and capable of giving me all I want in order to get some. I like that and that is why I am still with him. I think it is nice like this.”
At that moment the pizzas arrived. While we ate the hot pizzas the gang continued to drink the red wine. I had already opened the third bottle. Alice was getting pretty warmed up. She wasn’t paying attention to her behavior. She was leaning across the table and showing off her naked tits.
Everyone was completely relaxed, and continued to fool around.
Alice asked me what my pizza was like. “Come on. Feel free to eat and enjoy, then give me a slice from your plate with your hand. Here have some of mine. Enjoy but don’t complain later how you hadn’t tasted my pussy for the last five years. Did you even count how long has it been since you had seen a pussy?”
While she was nibbling her pizza she said, “Hey guys, he complained to me how he hasn’t had my pussy for over 967 days. He counted it precisely.” Then she started to laugh loudly and nearly lost a bite.
“So what, Alice?” they both asked.
“I just don’t want to do it with him. Maybe I will give it to him one day. He could only hope. When she said that, she started to laugh like crazy. Then she patted my knee and said, “You are good to me. I don’t know how many people would last through this fast. You just enjoy hoping. Something will turn up for you maybe tomorrow, maybe in a month, maybe a year. Ha, ha, ha.”
When we finished eating our pizzas, she asked me to open up another bottle. Since the wine got to her pretty good, she continued to joke around at my expense. It was after all her favorite thing to do in front of company.
Paul said, “Seriously Alice. The professor is a great guy, and you are really one hell of a woman. What are you doing to him? I can see you humiliating and torturing him in various ways.”
Alice responded, “What can you do? That’s just how it is! Whoever wants to be with me has to listen to me. Come on now. Make us one more coffee. This wine made me a little dizzy and sleepy. I haven’t been this relaxed in a while. I just remembered something. I definitely have to tell you this. You are going to piss yourselves from laughing. ‘’
‘’A few years ago a married couple lived in our building. They were both my age. I was around 23 back then. Since I wasn’t working I was hanging around with my friend Nicole a lot since I had a lot of free time. We were together every day. Nicole didn’t leave our apartment so she soon figured out what was happening. She saw professor cleaning, cooking, washing and ironing every day. That was very unusual to her. ‘’
“Sometimes I used to demand that the professor wash my feet in front of her and massage my feet while we watched a movie. I used to love placing my legs in his lap and asking him to give me a light massage while watching a movie. Nicole always used to comment that I lived like a queen. Since at that time I was very close with Nicole and felt related to her, I was also relaxed around her.
“When Nicole would be telling me all the things she did in her apartment that day or what she made for lunch, I would take off my socks and put my foot in my husband’s mouth and order him to lick my soles and suck my toes. I enjoyed pointing out that my husband was doing all of the washing, cooking and cleaning instead of me. I wanted to show her who was the master in the house. By the way, this apartment is mine and it was normal for me to dictate.
“My friend used to visit every day a few times a day. It was perfectly normal for us two to hang out while he was ironing in the kitchen or in the living room. I always liked that. I noticed that Nicole was commenting with certain sadness just how cruel I was to him. In our conversations, Nicole always used to take his side although she would eventually agree with my behavior as a master and after some time I became her role model.”



Chapter 7


“I simply adored having conversations with Nicole about the most mundane things while he was licking my feet. I used to put my foot in his mouth with the greatest appetite. Then with a soft and sexy voice, I would make him lick and suck my toes. Then Nicole used to say I was born to live like a queen.
“Every day after coffee Nicole used to look at my future from a coffee cup. Then we would be laughing out loud jokingly commenting on what will happen to me sexually and if I will ever have a lot of money. Nicole practically adored me and approved of my actions completely. I knew that she couldn’t say a word in front of her husband, especially to demand those kinds of things.
“At one time, when we were fooling around a lot, and I can tell you that I had a little too much to drink, the story about behavior towards my husband began.
“Nicole was very interested in having me explain to her how I could behave like that. A few times when my parents were here, she even emphasized how I did nothing around the house and was just enjoying myself. She was, I suppose, a little bit jealous of me, so she wanted me to look bad in front of my parents, although I don’t give a crap about that.
“They know exactly the type of person I am. When we were alone in the apartment, I used to tell her in detail all the things I would do to him, and all the things he was willing to do for me just to get a little attention.
“With utmost fervor, I talked about how he always listened to me. Who knows how many times I bragged about how he accepted to clean the house all day long, to cook, clean, iron, go shopping for groceries while I was relaxing, reading a book or watching TV. I told her how he bought me sexy underwear, shirts and how he chooses my entire wardrobe. I even told her how I liked for him to lick my ass and how I liked to piss on him when he washes my feet with soap and my ass in the shower. I also like to piss directly on his face and mouth while he would kneel beside the tub while washing my pussy.
“I realized Nicole had the same tendencies as I did, only she did not have the courage and means to use them. She always approved of everything I did. She used to say that in her opinion there was nothing wrong with me thinking like that because all is fair in love and war.
‘Alice you are really dangerous,’ she used to say to me. ‘You use every opportunity to misuse a man who wants you to the max. He doesn’t find it hard doing all you want and he is obviously willing to do anything to keep you happy. I envy you. It is great that he cleans, cooks, washes, irons, shops for your wardrobe…’ Nicole commented.
“‘You have it easy since you don’t have to do anything around the house and can take all the time you need to concentrate on your looks. I am sure that every woman would like to have a helper like you, who loves her, and is willing to do all the stuff around the house completely free. I can see him getting turned on when he is helping you and relieving you of your chores.
“‘People can get excited by anything, and all of those needs to be satisfied. You are extremely lucky that your husband wants to do all of that stuff for you. It is clear that he is crazy about you. All he does is with maximum love and passion simply because you are constantly exciting him and teasing him. I have to admit it is unusual for a husband to be running around for his wife so much, especially after years of marriage.
“‘Usually men go looking for some new excitement, and your husband seems to love you even more, and wants you uncontrollably. Lots of men fool around looking for a younger pussy since they are no longer content with their wives. Some men don’t even see their wives during the day. Everyone is seeking their own pleasure.’
“Nicole was absolutely right about that. She was pretty smart. She saw some things clearly, unlike him. He still needed to see things clearly. I really hadn’t hoped to find a fool like him. He looks at me like I was made out of gold. He won’t let me do anything, which suits me just fine. He took all of the work upon himself. I admit he is a much better cook than I am.
“He is much more precise while washing and ironing than me. I don’t have the patience to spend three hours ironing like he does. Believe me, I’m so used to his obedience that I wouldn’t be able to find my way around the house without him. Also I never did like to do chores. When I was a girl, I used to get everything from my parents. I never had to cook, wash or clean.
“The only thing I used to do, although rarely, was to wash the dishes and nothing more and my parents didn’t force that upon me. I guess I am lucky that as a married woman I am still living like a girl. I can tell you that this life really suits me. I have a good husband.
“He doesn’t drink, gamble, or chase other women. He is honest, hardworking and a little crazy ’cause he is running after me all the time. I talk and laugh. I am aware that my slave loves me more and more each day and wants me, which is unbelievable. He is willing to do anything to please me, hoping to get my lovely pussy.
“Then I asked her, ‘Come on, Nicole, tell me what husband would allow his wife to spit in his mouth. I can do that and I do it any time I want.’ Then I turned to him and said, “Isn’t that right, my faithful servant? Come closer so I can give you a treat in front of our friend. Maybe you will get something nice after. You never know.’ As soon as he came closer I spit in his mouth and face. ‘There you see how he adores my spit? Come on now and lick it all up.’ Then I took my foot to wipe some of the spit and put my damp toes into his mouth. ‘Come on, lick my toes quickly.’
“‘You see, Nicole, just how obedient he is. If somebody had told me my husband would want me so much to lick spit from my feet I really wouldn’t believe him. I am a total witch to my slave. Every time I come home, I come to a clean house, set table, and a prepared meal. It’s not a bad thing,’” said Alice and started to laugh sweetly.
“‘No it’s not a bad thing. It’s great,’ said Nicole. ‘Anyway I don’t see anything special about you spiting in his mouth,” she commented. “Spit transfers itself from mouth to mouth during kissing anyway and it’s completely okay. It’s also okay for him to lick your pussy all the time. It’s very good since spit has a totally different chemical compound than pussy juices, and is very positive to vaginal juices by preventing various infections.
“‘I know that because I went to medical school. And when you ask him to lick your ass, it’s good for you because you don’t have to shower later. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha… it’s nice to know when a man wants to offer something pretty and unusual,’ continued Nicole. ‘My husband unfortunately won’t give me any tenderness or affection, let alone wash or lick my feet, and he doesn’t have a clue about anything else.
“‘All of the stuff you told me you did I approve of and am okay with it,” Nicole said. ‘But I simply can’t imagine what it looks like and what it feels like for a woman to piss in her husband’s mouth or for him to lick her ass. You have it good, Alice. You are even allowed to freely talk about a lot of things, and to do whatever you want in front of your husband. It means he completely wants you, and is trying to give you anything you want.’
“While Nicole spoke I could only nod in agreement. It really is nice to have complete freedom in front of your man. I can say to mine whatever I want, and do whatever I want, and he will still be running after me with a hard on. Sometimes that behavior would get on my nerves, but basically I don’t have anything against it.
“‘Hey if you want I could show you right now what it looks like when a woman pisses in her husband’s mouth I really need to take a piss from all this talking and the beer I had.’
“‘Super. Let me see that miracle!’ Nicole said and followed me.
“When I reached the bathroom I could see Nicole standing next to me yelling excitedly, “Now Alice is going to pee!’
“Then I saw that she really wanted to see and I yelled at him, ‘Come on. What are you waiting for? Come quick. I want to pee. Come on. What’s the hold up? Get in here, and takeoff my stockings and panties. I need to pee. Don’t fool around. What’s the matter? Are you embarrassed in front of Nicole? Well, I want to do it in front of Nicole. I want her to see how I do it. Come on. Hurry! Sit on the tiles next to the toilet. Do you know everybody knows I like to piss on you? Remember what my friend asked you in that lovely cafe by the fountain when we were in Paris? You know she asked you ‘I hear you have been drinking Alice every day,’ and you answered like an orthodox fool, ‘No, I don’t drink alcohol.’
“‘Well idiot she was joking and asked you for Alice. I told everyone I love to piss in your mouth. All of my friends know it, my sister; I even told some of my colleagues I jerk you off like a monkey. You are really so stupid and can’t understand. Come on now. Come and drink some hot Alice.’
“Then I turned my back to him and took off my stockings and panties in one move up to my knees. After that I ordered him to lower my stockings even more so Nicole could have a better view. Then I bent forward a little and settled my ass above his head.
“‘Now look carefully. I’m about to piss on him,’ I said to Nicole.
“‘Listen up, you slave, I want you to open up your mouth wide and to drink my piss. Make an effort like only you can so Nicole can figure out how it’s done,’ I ordered him firmly.
“So Nicole could get a better view, she knelt on the floor in front of the bathroom door.
“‘You pig, you slave. I am going to piss on you. You are supposed to drink it all. Do you hear me?’ I yelled firmly. ‘Show who you really are, an obedient slave and my faithful dog. “Without extracting a lit cigarette from of my mouth, I was giving him orders to scrub the bathroom after, clean the house, go shopping and at that moment I started to piss.
“Then I turned to Nicole and said, “See how I’m pissing in his mouth. Now he’s going to drink it if he wants me to be good to him tonight and have my pretty and shaven pussy.’ Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha… Nicole was watching carefully. ‘Come on slave, I want you to drink it all. Don’t you dare spill a drop.’ I looked at Nicole and then at him. Then I started to laugh like crazy. ‘I’m really enjoying you watching me piss. Hey, Nicole, watch and learn. Breathe a little, why are you standing like a statue? And you slave, keep enjoying it.’
“I was done pretty soon. Only a little fluid was coming out on his cheeks and mouth. ‘That’s how you do it. Now wipe me off nicely.’ When he obliged, I made him wipe off his mouth and face with the same piece of paper he used to wipe off my pussy.
“‘Well I hope you are both satisfied,’ I told them. Then I looked at Nicole from high up who was kneeling all red in the face staring at my pussy. It was unbelievably funny how she was looking at my shaven pussy which now smelled like bad milk.
“At one moment, it seemed to me as though her eyes would fall out from the way she was staring. I noticed that her eyes were swallowing me while my husband was wiping me between my legs with toilet paper.
“Then I stood up and saw that Nicole was not averting her eyes from my pussy. I thought it was nice and after peeing I wanted to play some more.”



Chapter 8


“While my husband continued to wipe his mouth and face, I walked out of the bathroom with small steps. I was actually creeping since my legs still had stockings on them and they were around my ankles. During that walk, I was spinning my ass seductively, lifted my shirt and started to rub my stomach. Then I started to talk like a little baby: ‘There, there, the baby peed. Quickly, quickly I need to go to my room.’
“When I got out of the bathroom, I stood in front of Nicole. She was still kneeling, holding herself up with her hands. Her head was inches away from my pussy. While I was holding my shirt up with one hand I patted my flat stomach with the other. ‘There, Auntie Nicole, the little girl peed. She peed a lot. Did you see? Me so little but peeing like from a jug. Wow, Auntie Nicole, this mean old man scratched me with his roughness.
“‘He made my pussy so hard. Here, look at my pussy.” Then I moved my front and practically touched her. ‘That dirty old man doesn’t know how to be nice with my little pussy. Look, Aunt Nicole, my pussy is so small without a single hair.’ While I was talking, I was touching myself. Nicole was watching mesmerized the whole time between my legs.
“With my cigarette still in my mouth, I continued, “Mister, Mister, come here and dress me. I am still little and I don’t know how. Put on my panties. My pussy will freeze.” All this time, I was jumping and hopping in front of Nicole’s head like some spoiled little brat. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.
“When we came back into the room, Nicole was all excited, commenting on the previous events. ‘I simply can’t believe what I just saw. Hey, you are unbelievable. I am not surprised about you, Alice, that you were ready to do something like that. Your approach has so much sex appeal. But who would have thought that my friend would be ready to do such a thing. I always thought you were calm and collected but would you look at that.’
“‘Whoever asked him anything? He’s just here to fulfill all of my desires. I wouldn’t even say it was your pleasure alone. But you are probably right. He is the one constantly talking about how he accepts everything I do to him just so I would allow him to fuck me. So now I have the satisfaction to do whatever I want no problem.
“‘That was nice. I really peed well. Now my slave will have incentive to work around the house, and you saw what it looked like when a dominant woman wants to fulfill her pleasure and piss in her husband’s mouth. You can take me up as a model and apply it to your husband. You will enjoy it, trust me.’
“Totally crazed up from what she had heard and seen, Nicole said she had to go home. Before she left the apartment, she thanked us for a nice show and modestly said she would like to see me doing it again. ‘No problem. You can come by any time. I piss a lot.’ Then she started to laugh hard. Later I liked to remember that whole scene when Nicole saw me piss and how funny her red and inflamed face was.
“Even now I want to die laughing when I remember her wide eyes and mouth kneeling and looking at me piss. That particular event will probably stay logged in her mind constantly and she’ll probably be wishing she could be so lucky to piss on somebody, but I don’t believe she will ever get the chance.
“She doesn’t have the kind of charisma I have, the kind of power I have over men. She will envy me for that forever but let her. Not just anyone can be as attractive and wanted as me. I am sure that every one of my colleagues dreams and fantasizes about licking me between my legs, and there would probably be some fools like him who would agree to me pissing in their mouth. But who knows, maybe there are guys willing to do a lot more like allowing me to take a shit in their mouths.
“Am I not right?” she asked. “By the way, Nicole was really horny so I had to repeat it to her a few more times. Isn’t that right, professor? Why are you sitting there like a statue? Say something.”
Alice continued to speak. “Nicole made allusions to this event every day. Every time I would go to the bathroom, she reminded me I could take a piss on him with her watching.
“‘Well, Nicole, it can’t happen when someone else wants. It will happen when I decide. He will get his portion when he deserves it.’ When I was bored with Nicole’s persistence, I yelled at her profoundly and on one occasion I told her she was boring the hell out of me. Nicole stopped talking about it after that and she wasn’t allowed to say a word more about it.
“After a few weeks, Nicole couldn’t take it anymore and started talking about that event again and how it had become a complete nightmare for her. I was totally surprised when my friend told me how she really liked my clean and smooth pussy. ‘Alice, your pussy is like sugar. You know that I have been thinking about it a lot. Almost every night I remember you standing in front of me and touching yourself. I like it very, very much.’
“‘So that‘s the problem. You like my pussy and would like to have a taste of my pussy. What is wrong with you people? All of you would just like to lick me or fuck me. You are really boring me. I already have a pest. My slave, who would like to fuck me day and night. I have a pack of horny guys chasing me and wanting to fuck me and now you have joined my fan club.
“‘What is wrong with you? I am not the only attractive woman on this planet. There’s got to be more beauties and women with sex appeal like me.
“If I wanted it, then I would ask her to lick my pussy. I am sure she would accept it. Before Nicole moved away, I gave her the pleasure of watching us closely while I was pissing in his mouth. After Nicole’s move and me getting a job we started to see each other less and now it is rare that we get to even speak over the phone.”
Joan spoke up, “Well, Alice, you are really a menace for your surroundings.”
“I am not a menace. I just live my life the way I want to. Tomorrow I am going to spend the whole day with some friends of mine. We are going to have a blast. We planned to go to the pool and after that to a local concert.
“Yes, yes, my dear. Why are you surprised? When you have time, come again, so we can hang out some more. If I am in the mood, I might tell you another story…”



Phone Call



Prologue


After fifteen years away, Carol returns home to the town where she grew up. Her mother is sick, so she had decided to stay a while. As she plans to meet up with old friends, a mysterious phone call catches her off guard. The man on the other end sounds sexy and familiar, but she can’t place him until he tells her who he is. It is Chris, the man that every girl used to be in love with, except Carol. Out of boredom, she agrees to hang out, and they plan to meet at a bar. Carol’s friend Natalie warns her against his capricious ways, but Carol decides to relax and go with the flow. She even agrees with Chris to take some risks that she hasn’t done since her younger days, and the consequences are not what she had hoped for. When she makes a fool of herself, she has to wait and see if Chris will want to see her ever again. Even though she wants him and loves spending time with him, she is keeping her guard up, but she slowly feels the situation slipping out of her grasp.



Chapter 1: Expectations


The morning started as any other before. Early fall came knocking and a rainy day just like this was nothing unusual. Carol was still adapting to the new surroundings these last few weeks because she hasn’t visited her home town for the last fifteen years. It would seem like time has stopped in this small town or countryside as she would refer to it. Anybody knew everybody, but that fact wasn’t the one that irritated her and inspired her to leave to the city right after high school, but the lack of life, places where you go to have fun. “God, this place doesn’t even have a movie theatre” she thought “like coming back hundred years in the past.”
She quickly pulled on her tight jeans and glanced at her watch; she was late already and that made her quite nervous. She heard the screeching of the tires on the driveway of her parents’ house. It was a little sports car that belonged to her old neighborhood friend that was supposed to stop by for coffee. Since it has been to long from their last encounter Carol was really excited, because they will finally have the chance to catch up. Natalie honked as discreet as possible so Carol would know that she is here. She was also excited to see her old friend, but was well aware of her friend’s tendency to be late, and the need to hurry her up.
“There, just a little more lip gloss” Carol thought” and I am out.”
She picked up her cell phone in a hurry, at which point it rang. Automatically she assumed it was Natalie calling her to tell her she has arrived, but the cell phone kept ringing, and ringing. The caller ID showed it was an unknown number that wasn’t listed in her phone.
She answered sounding disinterested and quickly said “Hello?”
“Hello” said a deep male voice on the other end. Carol couldn’t recognize it at that instant, but noticed that it sounded pretty sexy. There was something exciting in that voice.
“Excuse me, who am I speaking to?” the unknown voice half-jokingly continued.
Carol made that even more nervous so she snapped back “You are the one who called, you should introduce yourself to me!!”
“Well did I get Miss Carol?” the sexy voice stubbornly continued.
“Look I am in a hurry and I don’t have time for this, so could you just tell me what you need,” said Carol who is already obviously irritated.
“Oh I see Carol that you are busy now, so I will call you back later when you will have more time.” said the voice on the other end.
Carol said “OK, bye!” and hung up, thinking about sitting in her friend’s car. She tossed the phone in her black leather hand bag and locked the door behind her.



Chapter 2: Old acquaintance


Two old friends, Natalie who was tall, blond and fairly slim model built type and Carol, a long-haired brunette with curves on just the right places. Both women are slender and were still an attraction while walking around town. They decided to go to the coffee shop where they spent many happy high school days- a place where a lot of coffee was consumed before or after school. While Natalie excitedly talked about her recent love affairs, Carol blew away large clouds of cigarette smoke and started thinking about the mysterious voice from before. She thought about how it didn’t matter to her and how she acted disinterested and nonchalant, but something now didn’t give her peace. For a second she wanted to know who it was, just out of sheer boredom. But she quickly regained focus on Natalie.
The coffee went by in tears of laughter, some of them were of sorrow, but all in all they had a really good time. Natalie had to do one more round of shopping to buy a present for her little niece's eleventh birthday, so she asked Carol to help her pick out the newest toy. Carol opted to wait in the car outside the mall and started to play with her cell phone to pass the time.
“I could send him a text”, she thought and started typing “YOU CAN CALL ME NOW.”
“There, short and precise”, she thought again. Just a few minutes passed and she got the answer back “CAN’T RIGHT NOW, CALL BACK IN FIFTEEN MINUTES”.
Carol started to think about whom it could be and remembering the voice thought that the man should be about her age. “Or, maybe older, but then again it is easy to be deceived”. He also had a specific accent and she was convinced that he wasn’t from this part of town. From the car window she saw Natalie coming back from the store in long, strong strides carrying a large gift bag.
“Yes, you managed to shop…“Carol laughed childishly, because she knew how hard it is to find that particular toy in this province. They started to leave the parking lot with the rain drizzling on the windows. Natalie drove slow and secure like she wanted this encounter to last as long as possible. The phone in Carol’s purse started ringing.
“Are you vibrating?” asked Natalie.
“Oh, yeah I totally forgot he was going to call.” she said. “Hello?” Carol answered and heard that specific sexy voice again. “There is something about that voice…“she thought.
“Hey it’s me. Did you finally recognize me?”, the voice on the other side laughed and continued “It’s Chris“.
He said something more but Carol didn’t hear it as the second movie started to roll, ah yes, Chris- an old acquaintance, one of the hottest guys in town, hell maybe one of the biggest dudes. The girls practically adored him, she remembered. She also noticed him and yes he is good looking but nothing more than that. He didn’t fascinate her that much back then when she was in love with her boyfriend whose name she couldn’t remember right now. Well, obviously it was a long time ago. Ahhh it was Michael, her first true love. God, how young she was back then and how everything seemed so easy and great, thought Carol.
“Do you know who it is now?” the voice through her cell phone brought her back to reality. “You know, we met at the gas station on the freeway last year during summer vacation, and you gave me your business card” said Chris.
I give business cards to everyone, thought Carol, but spoke out loud:
“Ah yes now I know, I recognize your voice“
There was a moment of silence, and when she was about to speak he continued.
“I promised you coffee or tea, but I screwed up and didn’t call you.”
“I don’t know what you are talking about” thought Carol, but again responded politely:
“Screwed up? No, you didn’t screw up anything”, but the truth was that she couldn’t even remember or simply didn’t care since it was one of those polite “let’s have coffee sometimes” agreements. These kinds of small talks are when both sides were well aware that it will never happen. That is in most cases, but obviously this wasn’t one of those cases and already she stated to like his candidness.
“Are you up for coffee right now?” asked Chris, “so it’s not only words”, he added.
“Hmm, I can’t right now but you’re in luck because I am just visiting my parents so OK. Obviously you are also back home and not living somewhere out of the country.” Carol remembered.
“Yes, I am home, on vacation. I have some time to spare and I thought of you. When are you free?” he asked gently with an added false respect that men give to women to show that they are gentlemen. Those things where a man gives an extra effort to make the lady fee that she has a choice so that she feels that she can have what she wants but in essence the man has pictured in his head how he is planning to seduce her without she being aware. The goal is for her to willingly get caught in the net. Carol knew all of that very well, she had human psychology in her little finger- not just because of her Masters in Psychology, but also from experiences previously collected in working with people for the last 10 years. Carol was a very intelligent young woman. She definitely considered herself to be a very young woman, although she was slowly entering her thirty-fifth year not because she felt like she is young but most of all she looked way younger than her age.
“Friday night would suit me just fine” she answered short and clear and thought “I was bored anyway”, but she kept that part for herself. She could almost feel his relief when she said yes, although he was just pretending to be cool.
“Around eight o’clock? Should I pick you up or are you coming to get me?” Chris asked.
Carol saw that Natalie already made a turn for her front yard so she said “we will settle the details on Friday afternoon, ok”
“Ok. Talk to you soon”, he agreed, “Bye!” he said and she replied with a long “Ciao” and hung up.
Natalie raised her perfectly plucked eyebrow in a “What the fuck?” gesture. Carol just shrugged her shoulders.
“You know that guy who always walked around town with that mean looking dog? The one who moved from I don’t know where. Anyway he is not one of us, that Chris.” Carol smiled sweetly.
“Oh! The cute one, I remember very girl was crazy about him and then he fattened up a bit. What does he want?” asked Natalie curiously.
“He wants to go to coffee”, Carol continued to laugh and Natalie just said, “Whatever girlfriend, just don’t let another hundred years go by before we see each other again.”
“I will be staying for a few weeks since my mom is sick, nothing serious, but I would like to be with them. I was gone for years, and I missed out a lot. I haven’t even seen my niece and she’s already five years old. I have to make up for lost family time now that I have a chance, and that’s why I am here. Get it?”
Carol never married. She didn’t have kids because she was always chasing after her career. She wasn’t exactly a fan of kids. However it seemed that the kids really liked her. ”Strange” she thought and other always commented that it was because the kids felt she was a good person
“What bullshit” was Carol’s expert opinion about this topic.
“I get it, but they will get on your nerves soon, I know you. So will we be seeing each other on the weekend and go out like the old days?” asked Natalie.
“And will your husband let you go out?” Carol said back.
“Of course he will and he is not my husband. We live together for only a week”, Natalie laughed “it is still early for him to give me crap about something, since he knows I would tell him to fuck off”, she said.
“Ok, ok, we will talk soon and I already have a date on Friday. Remember?” Carol laughed and gave Natalie a kiss in the cheek. She got out of the car with a sweet wave, and ran into the house to avoid getting wet from the rain.



Chapter 3: Friday night


Friday came too soon. Carol wasn’t at all excited about tonight’s date. To her all that mattered is that she had something planned, she won’t get bored, and of course it is something new. She wanted to relax, because the last two days she spent with her parents who were slowly coming to those years where they started to behave like really demanding children. She burned from the desire for a drink. The process of getting ready was quick, and while applying on make-up she thought how good it was that he was the one who called first today, just as she had expected. It did sound a bit odd when he suggested they meet at his place first. She wanted to avoid embarrassing situations; technically she didn’t know the guy! Their first reunion after many years is at a gasoline station for crying out loud! To be safe she set up a meeting in the nearby cafe. They were hanging out in the same circle of friend a few times, and yes as she remembered later he was a one night stand from one of her friends. Well, fuck it, he was handsome and she was really bored.
“I just hope he hasn’t changed that much, and that he isn’t fat as Natalie had mentioned. Well it doesn’t matter. What is wrong with me, I am going just for the company, so I won’t drink alone at the bar”, thought Carol.
When she arrived at the cafe, she looked at her watch and realized that she was around twenty minutes late. “Well, better me than him”, she thought, since it was more acceptable for the man to wait. The cafe was full of people which surprised her. It was noisy and stuffy. She stopped at the entrance, and thought how she was ever going to find him in this crowd. Unknown faces turned their heads when she started to push through to the inside of the cafe. In that crowd she noticed a few familiar faces, and some of them nodded their head discreetly, unsure if she was going to nod back. Carol just smiled showing off her perfectly straight white teeth. Her smile was definitely one of her strongest assets — she is aware of that and used it quite often. She passed through the whole cafe but didn’t notice him anywhere. She stopped and pulled out a pack of cigarettes. She put one in her mouth and looked down in search for a lighter. A that moment an already familiar deep sexy voice said “Good evening” and lights up her cigarette. It was Chris with a broad smile on his face.
“Hey,” said Natalie, “what a crowd, huh?” She recognized him immediately. He hasn’t changed much- hi full and red lips were still there. Blue eyes with long eyelashes, brown half long haircut. Perfect nose, cheekbones, forehead, “he looks like he just walked out of a Lacoste or United colors of Benetton commercial”, thought Carol. He had that genuine handsomeness that was rare with men. Had she ordered him from Mother Nature, and gave her a sketch of what the man should look like he wouldn’t have looked better. He was tall but what fascinated her more was the perfectly toned body underneath the white T-shirt. “He has the body of a model.” What was Natalie talking about? No, he didn’t get fat at all! In fact, now looks better than ever!!! He is almost perfect.” thought Carol. She was definitely quite surprised.
“What did you say?” Chris tried to speak louder than the music “I can’t hear you.”
“What a crow! Sorry for being late”, yelled Carol.
“No problem, let’s go and sit down, there is a table free”, said Chris and she followed.
Almost half hour passed until a waitress showed up. They had already gone through all the polite questions: so where have you been, what you do, how are you and every other small talk that you could imagine on a first date. He was nice from the very beginning because the conversation ran smoothly, and although he was one of those people who left a sense of less worthiness at a first glance, he sounded very down to earth. In fact he was totally oblivious to the way he looked.
“Nice”, Carol thought. When the waitress finally showed up Carol ordered a double Bailey’s, and he a shot of Chivas. She enjoyed her drink, looking at Chris who was very talkative. The waitress turned red and giggled exchanging a few words with him. Carol noticed glances of women from other tables that admired him from afar. It was the first time in her long year experience of dating that her date was more attractive, and she sadly had to admit to herself, even more attractive than her. He was really getting a lot of attention- maybe even too much. Carol didn’t mind, because she learned to be the center of attention herself and now she finally knew how the man that dated her felt. They were proud to be seen in her company. She felt the same way now. Everyone in the cafe considered them interesting. Some of her old high school friends sat at the table next to them. She could hear their jealous comments; their faces were giving them away.
The new round of drinks arrived and from the whole atmosphere Carol started to feel more and more relaxed. She also felt determined. Chris discreetly ordered new rounds of drinks and Carol found herself laughing at all his jokes. Everything became fun and exciting. It was like he had some extra positive energy that affected everyone around him, especially her. The music was loud enough to be the reason of her constantly getting her chair closer to his. Every time he would talk she leaned into him and could feel his breath on her ear. Yes, they were definitely flirting, she thought. Some of his friends came along and Carol politely met them. She didn’t remember their names, she didn’t even acknowledge them that much, she just smiled and Chris smiled with her.
“Oh, that is the girl you were running off to”, one of his friends said and Carol kept thinking how she wanted them to be alone. After a few exchanged sentences his friends moved to the bar and Chris and Carol continued their word play. The drinks kept coming at their table from all sides and Carol felt reaching her drink limit, so she decided to stop while she was only just cheerful. They spent an hour or two in the cafe when one of them commented how stuffy and crowded it became. Carol wasn’t sure who changed the topic but they both decided they wanted to leave.
“Should we continue this party back at my place?”, “Chris asked. Carol thought about what that meant. Is this an invite for sex? Otherwise she would be offended but she had to take into consideration that Chris didn’t know her at all. Since she was a bit tipsy she asked, “Well I would like to get out of the cafe, for some alone time but that depends what you consider fun?” she laughed.
“You smoke?” he asked intriguingly.
“As you can see, I do”, she answered.
“So do you want to smoke something for relaxing?” Chris asked smilingly.
Carol smoked weed back in college, every student did. Alcohol and drugs was a common thing. But that was a long time ago.
“Oh. Why not? Cool.” Carol spontaneously answered and felt very young, very open and all of this reminded her of her young carefree days. She decided to let go.
They slowly put on their jackets. He went to say goodbye to his friends at the bar and she used that opportunity to go to the bathroom. She chatted with an unknown girl that was waiting in the line. Talking to people she did not know was a sign for Carol that she was either tipsy or in a very good mood. When she got back Chris waited patiently with his guys at the bar and gave her the gentlest look in the world like she was the most important person in the universe. Carol felt foolish and couldn’t resist going to say hi to those jealous old friends; just to be sure they saw her leaving with him.
“God, I am being mean”, she thought.
When they left the cafe Carol gave them that look “Yes you are seeing clearly, I am going with him, so eat your heart out.”



Chapter 4: Getting to know each other


The night was still warm, although it was fall, and comparing to the days before, without a drop of rain and as an added bonus, you could even see stars. Carol parked her car across the street.
“That’s me over there, the white one”, she said pointing a finger to her car.
“And mine is here”, said Chris standing by a silver Porsche.
What a character, parking right in front of the cafe. Usually she wouldn’t be impressed by this excreted manly behavior; fancy clothes, muscular, handsome, driving an expensive car but tonight she decided to be a common girl and not think too much. She despised and enjoyed herself at the same time.
“It is nice to be so superficial. You only live once so let’s have fun”. At least that is tonight’s motto.
“You know where I live?” asked Chris.
“Would you stop behaving like some superstar and assume that people know everything about you?” laughed Carol.
“Of course I don’t know. Come on I will drive after you”, Carol tried to have everything under control but subconsciously she knew that he started to work his magic on her from the moment he lit her cigarette and the magic spell kept going all night.
Chris left the parking lot first. He waited for her. It was dark and although tipsy, Carol drove after him without a problem. She felt excited and happy about the fact that something exciting was going on.
They reached his house. It was huge.
“Hmmm, handsome and rich”, commented Carol.
“Oh that is a house of an old friend, only nobody lives there anymore. I only use it for fun.” Chris answered.
He didn’t lie since the living room was arranged strictly for fun and hanging out. She sat at the round living room table and made herself comfortable. He put on some light music and disappeared behind a huge house bar. He came back with a two tall glasses filled with a drink.
“Sorry, I gave myself some liberty and made you a cocktail. Try it out and if you don’t like it I will get you something else.” he winked at her.
Her only thought was fuck, fuck, fuck, he is unbelievably handsome. She laughed at herself “God, I am drunk.”
He sat further away from her and started to roll a joint. That gave her opportunity to look at him. She liked all of him; his face, his sexy voice, muscular hands, long legs in dark jeans, his movements. The music that was playing was unknown to her, but fitted perfectly, and the whole ambient had a good vibe with that red light…everything was made for perfect relaxation.
He handed her the joint and taking it she quietly commented, “I hope I remember how it goes.”
She felt the first drag go into her lungs; she kept it and blew it in front of her to the flash of red light. Her throat went dry and she asked him for some water. Chris obediently brought two large glasses of water. She inhaled a second smoke with much more force. She felt light tingling in her throat. She felt dizzy and was glad to be sitting down. The relaxing feeling went through her entire body. She has never felt this wonderful for a very long time!
They smoked in silence for a couple of minutes. “What a wonderful feeling”, thought Carol. They enjoyed just looking at each other. Chris was fascinated by her smile. He has never seen such naturally red lips and white teeth. And the sound she makes every time she laughed was enough to make him feel excited. He tried to keep her laughing as much possible. Her big round eyes were looking at him with enthusiasm and he really enjoyed that look not to mention turning him on big time.
“Are you ok?” Chris asked gently after a while.
“I am great, man”, Carol laughed “G-R-E-A-T”, she repeated spelling out and playing with a lock of her hair.
“It is good stuff”, Chris said while blowing the smoke out. His eyes were narrowing and at that moment he looked even more attractive.
“Do you want to go and sit on the couch? I can put on a movie to watch”, Chris suggested innocently.
“Sure”, Carol got up and felt her stomach go up automatically.
“Fuck! Where is the bathroom? Fast!” she said.
Chris pointed to the right and she ran. She barely made it to the toilet, kneeled and started to throw up. “I shouldn’t have mixed alcohol and weed”, she thought. “I’m getting too old for this.”
Chris was standing on the other side of the bathroom door and knocked worriedly. “Carol? Is everything ok?”

In this condition all she could think about was how bad it would be for him to see her like this. But he came in and held her long hair while she continued to throw up. Carol felt better after a few minutes and got up.
“Feel better?” Chris asked and smiled at her so sweetly like to a little child who gets smudged while eating.
“Yeah, although you seeing me like this isn’t what I had wanted”, Carol answered ashamed of herself. But he was so cool about it, like it was the most normal thing in the world. He said, “Come into the kitchen and I will make you some coffee.” He made her coffee and she realized that it was already 4 am. It was obviously time for her to go home. He walked her out to her car.
“Will you be able to drive?” he asked gently, “you could sleep here until you feel better” Chris added.
“No I’m ok, I am already dreaming of my bed.” Carol hastily said still feeling embarrassed for throwing up in front of him and fled home.



Chapter 5: Next step


The next morning her cell started to ring and Carol while opening her eyes tried to realize what was going on. She felt like she was hit by a train. “Where is that fucking cell”, she thought.
“Hello” she said halfheartedly.
“Good morning! Am I talking to death on leave”, she heard Natalie’s cheerful voice.
“What?” mumbled Carol.
“So how did it go yesterday?” Natalie asked excitedly.
“Oh everything went great until I managed to puke all over his bathroom while he was holding my hair!” said Carol.
“No shit, really??!” Natalie said while laughing, “How did that happen?”
“Loooong story. I bet he will never call me again after this”, she told to Natalie.
But she was wrong. He did call the next day. He asked her to hang out again. Carol felt sure of herself again.
“He must like me too”, she thought. She was glad and she came. She guessed the right street the second time around, after all last time she drove behind him while tipsy. But she guessed the house right away, since it really wasn’t tough to miss the biggest house in the neighborhood. She parked at the driveway and checked her hair once more in the rearview mirror. She rang while his cell getting out of the car. The outer light automatically turned on and she could hear him coming down the stairs to open the door for her.
“Hey you” Chris said.
“Hey”, said Carol with a broad smile. It was nice to see his face again.
“My friend is here, he just surprised me. You’ve met him, John, from the cafe… remember?” he asked.
While she tried to remember “John, John, hmmm doesn’t ring the bell”, he already continued
“You don’t mind do you?”
Carol would have liked for them to be alone but she was cool about it “Of course I don’t mind.”
John obviously felt at home in Chris’s party house because he was standing behind the bar when Carol and Chris walked in and was serving him a drink.
“Hey little girl, I saw you coming when you parked in front of the house. I walked…yes, yes…fixed up your hair and make-up a little in the car so you didn’t notice me walking in the yard”, John smiled.
If he didn’t get on her nerves before, he certainly did now, she thought, because of that stupid hair comment in front of Chris. He didn’t have to hear that. Now he will know that she liked him. And what kind of joke was that to call her little girl? She continued to think. He was older than both of them (Chris was her age), but not that much older to call her little girl.
Over the next hour of spending time together Carol thought more and more John was to chatty and had really sick jokes. He spoke words like “dick” and “cunt” without a problem in front of her, like he was in male company. In the last few years Carol was used to men apologizing using those words in her company, if they happen to slip out. She is still a lady, and not some twenty year old hussy. He told the stupidest story eve of how he used to buy vibrators for his girl friends who were ashamed to enter a sex shop.
He was brutally frank and talked about anything he could think of like it was normal. Chris wasn’t impressed by that. He coolly rolled up a joint and started smoking. He would glance up at Carol from time to time like he wanted to say “Fuck it, he’s just like that.”
All the other time he tried to be a good host to John and her. He was probably used to him by now. Carol took a drag of the joint after Chris and pretended to be interested in John’s stories, all the time thinking “who in their right mind talks about vibrators to someone he just met a few seconds ago?! To a female!! Go home buddy.” But the weed started to work and Carol started to tolerate the intruder much easier. Chris was occupied with the choice of music. He gave Carol a gentle look when he saw her inhaling a smoke and said “take it easy“, and then he smiled.
Carol knew what he was getting at (throwing up from last time) and smiled back at him. John saw that as an internal joke between them and finally said:
“Ok, I am leaving you two alone. Enjoy watching the movie.” winking discreetly at Chris.
Carol ignored the obvious signs when he mentioned watching the movie. She was pretty stoned by now so she thought how John reminded her of those court jesters they had at royal courts. He had that kind of face and everything else that jesters have so Carol just smiled to herself.
Chris walked his friend out. Returning he said, “And?” he smiled showing off a perfect teeth.
“And what?” Carol smiled.
“What is it?” Chris continued to laugh.
“And you what?” joked Carol.
“Nothing” while flashing a broad smile. “And you?” Chris continued to joke around.
“Well nothing, what about you?” Carol said biting the edge of her lip.
Chris thought “Fuck it, she’s cute!”
“Are you stoned?” he asked.
“Well not too much” she answered.
And so they would continue with their very “intellectual” conversation if his cell phone hadn’t rang. Carol watched as Chris picked up the phone in a cool manner. She saw animalistic attraction in his cool manner. She wasn’t going to be able to resist not wanting him.
By the way he changed his face expression she concluded that the phone call was not nice, and he probably wasn’t expecting to get a call from the person on the other side of the line.
Like he wanted to hang up as quickly as he could but had respect toward this person to listen to the end. She didn’t want to seem rude and listen in on the conversation so she flipped through the CD-s pretending to search for some music. She also used this opportunity to go to the bathroom. When she came back he wasn’t on the phone anymore and he greeted her with a question:
“Do you want to watch the movie we were supposed to watch last time?” he smiled showing off his perfect teeth.
“Great, sure”, Carol laughed.
They settled on the movie very quickly because Chris was ready for all compromises. The guest had the advantage here after all.
They lay one next to the other on a large bed in front of his home movie theatre.



Chapter 6: Gentle touch


A few minutes later he came closer and gently pulled her towards him. Carol put her head on his chest and he hugged her close. It all happened very spontaneously and naturally. Just like it was supposed to be. And so they hugged each other as they watched the whole movie. Carol got the strong feeling like she has known him for years. She felt good around him.
Chris watched the movie and took it very seriously. He would always do that when he stoned. He felt her body beside his and of course he had to have her. He wanted to have her since the first moment when they met on the freeway. He always thought she was hot. Now that he had the chance to know her, he didn’t want to screw things up. He started to think about her differently. Right now he would look at her when she got talking and thought, “This woman is really special.” She wasn’t superficial like most of the women he dated recently. “I am going to control myself”, he thought, “I just need to focus on the movie.”
He didn’t even try to kiss her or anything like that. Carol was impressed. He really is different, she thought. She liked the fact that she could be so relaxed around him, that he didn’t expect anything and everything was ok to him. He was just being human to her. How wonderful. Carol got home that night in a dazzled state of mind and then realized that she could easily fall in love with him.
She came to the movie night for the second time. He cooked dinner for her and she enjoyed it. After dinner they lay together and watched another movie. She felt safe in his arms. She also felt his scent which turned her on even more. He didn’t try to kiss her this time either. That started to drive Carol crazy. She felt the need for him to kiss her but the unconscious waiting was also nice. When she would return home after agreeable nights spent like this Carol couldn’t help but wonder if either he is a perfect seducer who knows how to charm a woman until she falls and can’t be without him or he is just spontaneously a nice guy. In essence she didn’t care anymore because she liked him.
It was understandable that she went to his house regularly to hang out and come home late. Carol laughed to herself for acting like a lovesick teenager. She was really looking forward to her meetings with Chris. The fifth night after one of their movie nights Carol was leaving the bed and slowly picking up her handbag when she heard that sexy voice she adored by now.
“You know you could spend the night”, Chris said showing his perfectly white teeth which made Carol weak in the knees.
“What do you mean?” Carol asked.
“So you don’t always drive home that late and you have got to try the breakfast I make”, Chris winked.
“Well if you say so, maybe I could stay. Just to try that breakfast you keep bragging about.” Carol winked and added “but not tonight, some other time.”
She always let him call first and he would usually call three days after their last meeting.
Her phone rang and Carol saw it was Chris.
“Hey, you were serious about that breakfast?” he asked and she came that night to stay.
When he opened the door and when she saw him after two days she couldn’t keep the smile off her face. She already missed him. Chris was on the other hand impatient and watched her through the window as she was getting out of the car. He knew that they agreed upon her spending the night and he was a little nervous. He couldn’t believe that it was possible especially because he had enough experience with women. As a matter of fact there were a lot of situations in which he would politely turn women down. But Carol fascinated him the last couple of days. She seemed perfect. She had that specific beauty, at one moment she would look like a little girl and in the next so sexually attractive that he was barely keeping himself from not jumping her.
She wasn’t even aware of her sexuality and that turned him on even more. No normal guy could be in her company and not think about sex for a second. But with that, Chris was also pleasantly surprised finding out that she was intelligent, spontaneous, warm and kind. Looking at her now walking in high dark green boots, which she wore combined with green tights, and a long sweater the color of peach, that looked unbelievably good on her, he felt his heart race. He was happy and sure that he wanted her to be his.
The evening went by as every other before; first they sat, talked a little, smoked. Chris then started to prepare dinner and asked Carol to join him in the large kitchen to help him. Carol was a lousy cook; obviously cooking was not her thing as she later told him. Chris wasn’t surprised, and didn’t mind at all. He knew enough about Carol already so he pretty much assumed that she wasn’t the housewife type. She has a Master’s degree and a career spiraling upwards and he didn’t expect her to be perfect in everything. Also the kitchen and cooking was his domain, considering that it was his serious hobby. He came from a family that owned a chain of catering facilities, mostly restaurants, and it was assumed that as a kid he would go lurking in the kitchen learning a few tricks from the Master Chefs. He liked cooking for her and with her because they had a good time and he knew that a man who could find his way around the kitchen was an aphrodisiac for some women.
Carol although shy and clumsy at that area enjoyed cooking with Chris because he made something she didn’t like to do fun. She liked the way he showed her how to cut vegetables, explaining to her how it is the first thing she has to learn how to do. He was excellent with sharp knives and Carol thought he looked very sexy in an apron. He turned up the music which suited her. Chris would start to sing the chorus of the song pretending to be into the song, and Carol would laugh. He would manage to convince her to join him and they would sing together using different kitchen utensils as a mike.
“I may start to love cooking because of you” Carol said laughing.
Chris turned up the music even louder, started dancing in the rhythm, and Carol joined him.



Chapter 7: Deep pleasure


When dinner was over, they decided to watch a comedy. Carol was lying in his arms just like the previous movie nights. When the movie ended it was late and Chris asked gently
“Are you tired? Do you want to go to bed?”
Carol, because of the fact that she enjoyed the night immensely, didn’t notice how tired she was and now yawning said, “Well we could hit the sack.”
Chris turned off the TV and they each settled on their side of the bed.
“You are really going to be able to sleep beside me without a problem?” Carol asked.
“Well we are not a pair of horny teenagers, so of course I can”, Chris said.
He respected her too much and he really thought he could sleep in the same bed as her.
And so Chris tried to fall asleep and although no body parts were toughing he could still feel her being close. He felt her warmth and that made him very restless. His body took control over his reason and he felt getting hard. Carol heard Chris turning from one side to the other but she chooses to ignore it. After a while she heard his voice:
“I can’t believe it” he sighed and turned to face her “what are you some sort of a magician???!!”
“Why?” Carol laughed, “What do you mean?”
“Well, I can’t fall asleep next to you. I’m getting restless”, Chris said truthfully.
“I told you so”, Carol laughed.
“Ok, I promised to be good”, he said “so, good night for the second time!”
“Night”, Carol quietly answered.
Although it was dark the street light was shining through the windows and Carol could see Chris’s silhouette. He stayed facing her. “You know I was just starting to sleep and now you woke me up”, Carol said.
“Sorry.” He started to apologize but Carol interrupted him, “I feel like smoking, so I’m going to smoke a cigarette.”
“What, now??” Chris cursed but continued, “come on I will join you.”
They sat at the table smoking quietly. Chris was planning to put on some music and started to say something, but Carol didn’t hear him because it started the moment she looked at his face. She felt her panties getting wet. She was never turned on as intense as she is now. She was soaked just sitting a meter from him and looking at him. She crossed her legs. Just as though he felt that he came close to her, took her hand and led her to the bed. Carol burned from the desire to be touched. Her whole body vibrated from excitement. Her pussy was so wet she could feel it through the jeans which she had previously put on to prevent being cold. He lay beside her, touched her face and gently removed the hair on her face. His big full lips came close to hers. They kissed and it was the most magnificent kiss she has ever felt. She was so excited from that one kiss she didn’t need foreplay. She wanted to be filled with him completely or else she would die. She needed him like air. They started to take each other’s clothes off as if their lives depended on it. Her big and full breasts melted with his perfect chest. Chris’s big cock wanted to burst from excitement and she couldn’t wait a second longer, she need to feel him inside her. He lay on top of her and lightly entered her.
“You are so wet”, Chris said.
Carol started to breathe deeply and she wanted to scream just out of sheer pleasure. She felt him so deep and intense.
“You are so good, I can’t believe I am feeling you”, he breathed.
Carol couldn’t speak. She just rolled her eyes from pleasure. She looked him in the eyes and held his hair.
He started to fuck her faster and faster and Carol’s screams got louder and louder. She felt like time has stopped, like nothing else existed apart from them in this love trance.
“Fuck me harder and deeper!” she said when she managed to get some air.
And Chris grabbed her hair and pushed his cock as far as it could go. Carol felt like she is having an out of body experience.
“Fuck me whole night. Don’t ever stop”, Carol screamed.
He turned her. She lifted her beautifully shaped ass in the air and Chris fucked her from behind so hard that the bed made a hole in the wall. They didn’t even notice.
“Wait” she said pulling out his cock, turned around and started sucking. He positioned himself so he could lick her pussy at the same time.
“Sit on top of me”, Chris said and Carol obeyed like a woman helpless and under the spell of her master.
She fucked him perfectly while he held her hips.
She could feel him cumming and started to feel a divine sensation from her toes through her entire body. She shivered on top of him while he was cumming inside of her. She was so turned on that she came the second time and fell on top of him completely exhausted.
They didn’t move for hours.
“This was the first time I came this hard”, Carol said. “I’m glad you called.”
“I am also glad I called”, said Chris.




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Оставить отзыв о книге
Все книги автора

OPS/images/collection.jpg
Coligetion
of
Sgnsual Eroftie Slorigs

Volume 1
Michellig Benngit





