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Chapter 1-TIGHT FITTING


as told by Fancy Jones I was the only one left in the costume shop. That’s what comes of being an undergraduate major in Drama at the U. The teachers leave earliest, then the graduate assistant, then the people who don’t care about their work, then there’s me left. Me is Fancy Jones; my parents had been reading too much 19th century fiction when I came along. They’d never read a modern sex book either, because they never told me anything but, “Don’t.” And that’s been perfectly satisfactory. I’ve had boy friends and all and an occasional hand in a forbidden place, but nothing else. I don’t even know what a dick looks like, except from drawings on washroom walls.
I was getting hungry too. But I had one more fitting. The drama department was doing Romeo and Juliet next and we were in the midst of costumes. Dr. Koenig had done the sketches. Now we, as Costumes for the Stage Drama D117 had to follow the costume through from the first to the final fitting I’d drawn Mercuctio. He was going to be dressed in black velvet and black tights with silver trim and red slashings, to symbolize the fact that he was going to be slashed in the fight with Tibalt. Dr. Koenig was a little bit more psychological in her explanation, but that was it.
I was going to have to measure… let me check my notes, Jim Benson. I’d never seen Jim and he’d never seen me, but I was supposed to push the end of my tape up beside his testicles… see I’m so inhibited that•! can’t even call them balls… and see what his inseam was. I’d pointed out that he was wearing tights, which didn’t have an inseam, but Dr. Koenig said, it was all in the practice. Some of the other student’s laughed. Ginny had whispered to me, “afraid of a handful of balls?” She was right.
Oh, where is Jim Benson aka/Mercutio? I wanted something to eat. I was dreaming of the hot dogs in the fridge back at the apartment. I could see the thing now … ooops, I wonder if Freud would have anything to say about that symbol.
“Ahhh… Miss?”
I turned. What a gorgeous guy. Dark hair, dark eyes, dark mustache and a great body. He was wearing a grey university athletic shirt with short sleeves. On his left arm there was a dark blue tattoo of an eagle perched on a nest, ready to take off. The rest of him was encased in grey sweats. He may have been color coordinated in grey down to his shorts, if he was wearing any. I checked.
Nothing much that I hadn’t seen live showing. I glanced at my assignment sheet, “Jim Benson, Mercutio?”
“Right. Got held up.”
I couldn’t imagine that. With his muscle he could have had the attacker down on the floor begging for mercy in ten seconds.
“Stand up on the box please. I have to measure you.”
He grinned, “I bet you do.”
I think I must have blushed, because Jim touched my hand, “Didn’t mean to offend you.”
For such a rugged looking guy, he seemed gentle. I’ve been measured before.”
Well, why didn’t Dr. Koenig just take the measurements out of the files?”
“I wouldn’t have had the privilege of being measured by such a pretty girl.
You’re?”
“Fancy Jones.”
“Plain or Fancy, I like you.”
I looked at my feet. I’d worn a high fashion outfit today, including black boots, a pair of black trousers with pleats and slash pockets. They were really loose. I don’t like to display my body. It only attracts men and as mother said … well, I’d rather not go into that.
I tugged at the sleeves of my bright green sweater and shook my head. The black scarf tied around my long hair at the back scratched my neck.
Jim stepped up on the posing stand, if you want to call it that and turned toward me, legs spread apart. I gulped, pulled the yellow measuring tape through my fingers and began. Biceps. Chest. Neck. Head. Waist. I could feel that he was very muscular under his sweats. His arms certainly showed that when I measured them. I put his feet on the shoe gauge. Big feet. Thirteens.
Somebody had once said… but that was something I wasn’t going to find out.
I looked at the crotch of his sweats.
They were low. I mean, I’d really have to dig to take his inseam measurement. I must a blushed.
He said, “We have one more measurement to take.”
“I know, but… ”
“You’re embarrassed? “Yes.”
“I should have worn tighter pants. Then it would have been easier for you.”
I nodded as if I knew what I was talking about.
“Here, let me make it easier for you.” Jim bent forward, his dark eyes fixed on mine and slid his sweats all the way down. When I stood up I really blushed. He was wearing a jock underneath. His legs were hairy. He pulled his sweat shirt up, even though there was nothing that direction left to measure. He was hairy all the way up to his chest. He was grinning at me. “Go ahead, take my measurement.”
I was still kneeling at the edge of the platform. I could smell him. You know how guys smell. Like in a gym after they’ve been practicing. He was looking at me from under his eyebrows.
“Maybe the jock’s in the way.” Before I could stop him, he’d slid the jock down. And there it was, my first ever live cock. My throat went dry. I gulped.
It was soft, drooping over his balls. See I can say it. The head was wide, like a mushroom perched on top of a thick stalk. Thicker than a couple of fingers.
Suddenly spit filled my mouth, as if my body had made a decision. I became bold. I pushed the cold metal tab of the tape next to his balls and measured his inseam.
I dropped the bottom end and wrote the measurement down, 36. Tall guy. But I didn’t remove my fingers from next to his nuts. I just stared at his cock. It seemed to be growing. There was a oblong slot in the end of it. I guess that’s where he let go through.
I glanced up. He was grinning as if he knew something I didn’t know. I watched his cock fill up inch by inch, getting less flabby and adding more backbone.
“You like that?”
“I’ve never seen one grow like that before.”
“Touch it. It won’t spit at you… at least not yet. If you had your pretty mouth wrapped around it it might.”
What would mother say? I didn’t care: I dropped the tape to the floor and began to feel him up. At first as I squeezed the tube it gave a little. But then as I stroked it his thing became longer, it was harder to squeeze. Finally, I had him all the way up.
“Go ahead, take a taste?”
Up to this moment, I’d thought of a guy’s thing as nasty. But this was so streamlined and glossy. I pulled forward on his thing and watched his balls move around, framed by his jock.
“Go ahead. Suck me.”
I don’t know what came over me. I just did it. I mean, I opened my mouth, stuck out my tongue and began to lick on the bottom of it. I must have done something right, because Jim began to move his hips back and forth, forcing my tongue deep under the shaft. The hole in the middle poked under my nose. Then something thick and wet brushed my lips. Had he done it already?
Jim put his hands under his balls and began to play with them. I stopped licking, “I can do that.”
“Then do it, Fancy. Suck and play.”
So far I’d only been licking. But now I closed my mouth around his thing… cock and really went to work. The salty first taste was gone now. And more of that thick stuff leaked out of the opening. I couldn’t taste anything.
I pushed his thing as far back in my throat as I could. The glossy head rode along the roof of my mouth. I could feel a soft tube on the bottom. That must be where his stuff came up when he let go. I lapped along it and twisted my head from side to side to allow my tongue to feel the full oval shape.
Jim sighed. “For a newcomer you’ve picked up the technique. Tighter. And let me hold your head.”
I nodded, still anxious to suck him as deep as I could. The heat and shape were incredible. I was sucking my first cock and loving it.
Jim’s hips began to move. He touched my head at the sides and kind of guided my where he wanted me to be. He pulled my mouth off his thing; my tongue flipped all the way out the make contact. He lifted his wet meat up and there were the balls, all covered with black fur.
“Try those.”
Again the salty taste and hair. A couple came off on my tongue. I stopped lapping long enough to pick them, off. The skin pouch was so soft., I lapped and lapped. I could feel his testicles inside. His nuts. They were hard rock, like big bird’s eggs. I caught one and pushed down on it. He moaned.
His hand was jerking on his cock while I licked his nuts. I glanced up, past the wide stalk, up the flat belly to his face. His eyes were closed. His hands formed a kind of double shadow allowing me to see his feet, his face and his cock. I could hear the skin moving up and down as he pulled on his thing.
His nuts were harder now or something. Something was definitely harder. My nose touched his shaft. That’s what was harder.
“You want to taste something else?” Jim’s voice had an edge in it now. Very tight.
He bent his cock down. The end was all covered with clear goo… that’s what I must have been tasting. In addition, the head had turned almost dark wine color. He must have been really excited. I know I was. My panties were practically sopping. I shoved a hand down the wide waist band and pushed my middle finger up into my cunt. He was still flicking his fingers up and down. I stared at the head.
With his free hand, he urged my head forward. I opened my mouth and clamped around his cock. I could feel the skin changing directions; he rode his hand up and down on it.
Then the head turned harder than a rock as it scraped across my tongue. He was going to let go. I felt like backing off right then, but he’d been so considerate. I knew he didn’t have anything evil in mind. I tightened my lips.
The soft tube under the thins expanded and then I felt it. A heavy rain of juice squirting onto the roof of my mouth. It spattered and ran in thick rivers down inside my mouth. He was kind of grunting.
My finger pounded faster and faster inside my cunt. I felt my whole body tense and… then came the relief. My pussy tightened around my finger and my own juices flowed. I wondered if guys liked female juices as much as I liked male now. I kept sucking until his hands touched the side of my head. I knew how he felt. Just the slightest twist of my finger and I was contracting again.
I thought my insides would leak out for sure.
“Let me suck your finger,” Jim said. I held it up. He licked it clean. I was still holding his cock, though it was softer now.
At his request I dipped into my cunt quite a few times. Finally, I scooped up the yellow tape, signed my name on the bottom of the sheet and said, “I’ll let you know about the fitting.”
“My pleasure.”
I said to myself, No, my pleasure.



Chapter 2-BUILDING A MODEL


Max Rises to the Occasion We were in the scene design classroom, surrounded by renderings of scene designer’s past. I was new to water color renderings and just couldn’t wield the brush so it looked like anything, aside from a kid’s sketch done with finger paint. Very humiliating. I’m really an actor, but we’re required to be familiar with the technical areas, so we know how the other half lives.
Dr. Compton, Betty, was helping me out with the design for She Stoops To Conquer. And boy, she could have stooped to conquer me, I can tell you. She was the first woman PhD to teach scene design. Usually women were costumers like Fancy Jones. Jim Benson told me all about what happened. I hoped that when they fit my costume later this afternoon, we could get into a little action.
Betty and I were leaned over my floor plan for the Act II setting and she was pointing out problems to me. We’d agreed that while it wasn’t traditional, I could make a model. So I’d made the model, now it was time (shudder) to start painting the damned things.
I was bent over the drawing board, my black hair coming down over my face and Dr. Compton, Betty, standing behind me. We were both casually dressed. She in a pink sweater and worn jeans. Me in even more worn jeans and a dark green polo shirt. I was trying to.get a lemon yellow out of my water colors. The puddle kept looking like mustard.
I could smell her very close behind me. For the fitting later on, I’d worn a lemon yellow jock. She must have seen the waistband when I bent over, because she said, “The color of your shorts would be just fine? “They’re not shorts. It’s fancy underwear, a cross between a jock and a bikini.”
“How fascinating.”
“Yeah, well… let me try just a little more of… shit.” Mustard again.
“That’s mustard like you put on a hot dog not lemon, like you put in lemonade? “I know, I know. It’s just that… ”
“Let me show you? She grabbed my sable brush and squeezed my mustard out (oooh, what an image. My dick crawled a little in its pouch) and swished it through the clear water. Then with a flick and a twist she had my lemon.
“Let’s see if it matches.” She reached forward to the waist of my beltless jeans and pulled the front down. The narrow band of my shorts/jock widened or my stomach popped back. See, I have this fantasy about an older, experienced woman seducing me. You know. Girls your own age are so easy. But an older woman, one with experience, they’re the hard kind to meet and seduce.
My stomach was still fluttering. She lifted my knit shirt and painted a smiley face on my stomach. “Let it dry. It may not be quite the right shade.
I was shaking. Ole Maxamillian Chidester was fluttering faster than a leaf on an October tree. We both looked down onto my belly. She’d used my navel for the nose. If she’d made the circle bigger my nipples could have been the eyes.
She said, “It needs something.”
My dick was indecisive. After all, we were in a classroom, not the great out of doors or a bedroom. Betty ran her hand lightly over my stomach. I’ve got lots of dark hair on my head, but not much on my belly. You know, the arrow that points to satisfaction was missing. Her fingers were making my cock’s mind up about growing. It leaped to an erection, shoving up the center line of my underwear and almost poking it’s red nosed snoot over the edge. Then it did. I looked up. Betty was staring. Her tongue moved across her lips, wetting them so they more glossy than her lipstick.
“My, we do have a problem, don’t we.”
“Yes, we do. Once this thing gets up, it’s hard to make it go down.”
“Once it’s hard, I bet I can make it go down.”
She swished her brush again and dipped into the black. In a few deft strokes she’d painted a caricature of me on my dickhead. Dark hair, big nose (at least I think it’s big) and a smile that went across the crown.
“This is no fair.” I was still shuddering from the tickling point of the brush.
“Can you paint any better?”
“Maybe, if I had a surface.”
She lifted her pink sweater with one hand and unbuttoned the neck with the other. Christ. She wasn’t wearing a bra. What a beautiful sight. What gorgeous tits. My cock eye drooled it’s appreciation.
Her dark brown hair was done in a kind of bun, I suppose to avoid gettin hairs in the paint or on the renderings. stared at her tits. What a canvas. I swished my brush clean in the by now muddy water and dipped into the bright red. I painted strawberries on her tits nubs. It was her turn to shudder.
My cockhead face had dried by then. It wouldn’t take much to erase it. A wet tongue wiggling just right would do the job.
Betty said, “I don’t like that face.” She touched my dickhead. “But I do like this one.” She planted a kiss on the end of my nose, couldn’t miss it fortunately. My mouth opened and that pointy tongue of her swished like a brush across my teeth. I opened up; she began painting my tongue with intricate and sexy designs.
We turned our heads at just the right angle. I was careful not to touch her breasts. Didn’t want strawberries all over my shirt.
Boy, did she taste good. And she knew how to use her mouth and tongue to best effect.
She shoved a hand down the front of my shirt and rubbed my chest as we kissed.
My hands were massaging her ass, squeezing the soft denim and making circles. A new smell besides water colors and spit arrived on the scene. Her cunt was sizzling I could tell. Suddenly she stepped back. “Get your jeans and that lemon pouch out of the way. I want to see the full effect of my paint.”
I did a slow strip for her. I didn’t think about what would happen if some student in need of help would burst in on us and I didn’t care. My dick was about ready to burst and it was in control at the moment.
She watched. When I’m really hard my cock is like a… let’s see… bow.
Bowed backwards toward my body. It’s also like a tree trunk, with a kind of rough bark covering and lots of veins.
Betty gasped as I showed her what I had. Then she dipped into the black again and worked on my bark. Boy, I was on trigger. If she’d done something between my cock arches, I’da been a goner. I looked down. I guessed it was ok.
She made me lift my feet, stripping off my jeans and lemon yellows.
I looked up. Her sweater was gone, but the strawberries remained, the bright red tips finally drying.
She stripped for me without my asking.
She wasn’t wearing panties either and the lush fullness of her cunt patch came into view. She was all woman and hot too. She kicked her jeans away. We were both standing in nothing but our sneakers.
Betty put a finger to her chin, looking critically at my cock. I thought maybe she thought it was too ugly or something. “No, I don’t like it.”
My hard buddy began to wilt a bit.
“No, the outline’s all wrong. She knelt at my feet, brush poised. But instead of painting my cock, she opened her mouth and licked the end. I could feel the face disappearing. She opened again and placed her tongue on the “bark” she’d drawn. All the lines disappeared. She seemed to be fascinated with the veins and used her tongue point to trace the loops and whirls. Boy, she knew how to give a guy head. I watched her legs open and close in an unconscious movement and wished they were wrapped around me and my dick deep in her snatch.
My balls had stopped crawling. I was so hard they had nowhere to go. She kept sucking. I watched the strawberries jiggle on her chest.
Then she stood up handing me the brush. “Do what you want.”
I knelt and looked at my “canvas”, the cunt lips were parted a little and I could see the pink juiciness inside. I drew a black oval around the whole thing. She flinched. Then I drew rays radiating out, as if the cunt was a target or a bright sun. It was hot enough. My cheeks glowed from the radiation.
She grabbed the brush away from me, lifting me up and drew a circle around my cockhead and rays radiating from it.
“Do you think they’ll fit together?”
“I’m willing to try.” Our chests touched as I maneuvered my dick into striking position. Fucking standing up might be a little difficult, but I was willing to try. I felt a moisture across my chest as she wiggled from side to side. She was painting red hickey marks on my chest. I didn’t care. They’d wash off.
Right now I wanted to fuck.
My cockhead touched the moist lips and parted them. I jammed upward and sank deep into her body. She moaned.
“Max, that’s the best work you’ve done all semester.”
My chest swelled and so did my dick. I pulled down and back until my tip was just inside her body, then up again.
She grabbed my shoulders to steady herself. I could feel the warmth and tightness of her pussy all along my cock. When I was all the way in again and wiggling around, she grabbed my head and began to kiss my eyes and eyebrows. I have eye brows like little pointed roofs. She licked along the gables to the center and down again. Then she was on my nose. That was hot.
Then we kissed, her left leg coming around my right one to draw us closer together. Our bellies mashed and my cock went way up inside her.
She swayed, her hips moving in circles and from side to side at the same time.
My cock followed since it was stuck in her. I could feel my dickhead getting harder. I closed my legs tight to wedge my dick in her and to prevent her from moving.
We ate face while I cooled down. My whole head was alive with sensation. My balls were cooling a little… the skin was a bit less tight when I began to fuck into her again.
My hands moved up and down her body from chest to hips. Then up to chest again and across. I pulled out as far as I could without loosing that wonder contact … my dickhead was just inside her lips. As I bent my head I heard her say, “Oh, yes.”
I ate strawberries. One at a time. Her nipples were as hard as unripe berries.
I sucked the paint off the left one. Then destroyed my portrait on the right.
She was moaning now, her pussy wiggling across my cock, trying to get more of me inside her. Finally I had her tits wiped clean and could begin to fuck again.
We fucked up a storm. I dug deep at the same time as I squeezed her tits between my fingers. She closed her eyes. I closed mine.
We began a movement together. And was she good. Her experience had taught her how to take a man to the edge, pause and bring him back down again.
It was like riding a roller coaster. Up to the top of the orgasmic hill, a thrilling ride down, but not quite the big one yet.
We went up and up and up and then poised at the edge. I jammed into as far as I could, scraping something. She began to whimper… little, quick ones. Her cunt pulled on my dick. We were almost… there. Then we were there.
My nuts were teetering on the edge and then they were pumping. God my stuff felt like molten lead as it shot out of the end of my dick. If she’d had a fire in her belly, I have blasted it out with a heavy cream to suffocate any flame.
She moaned and kissed my face, bit my tongue and sucked it deep in her mouth. I could feel my dick still spasming.
Then we were done. God were we done. The bell for class change rang in the hall.
We scrambled for our clothes. Good thing too. My buddy Mercutio popped his head into the door. “Hey, Romeo, Nancy’s waiting for you. I think yellow’s her favorite color.”
It was too. But she was an amateur scene painter compared to Betty. My set won the prize for most original design. It looks like they’ll use it for the show too. Who says an actor can’t learn new tricks?



Chapter 3-JACK MEHOFF


Kathy and the Jack-in-the-Box I took off my coat carefully. It was an expensive luxury at $5930. At least expensive for a student with little means of support. I liked it because the brown back, sleeve and pocket inserts matched my hair. The red collar lining made me feel warm. It was one of those color blocked jackets which just attract your eye. I had on a camel colored sweater underneath and my most comfortable jeans. Loose. Some of them are so tight against your box that your feel on display and sandpapered at the same time.
The prop shop was empty, except for my partner Tony Minnelli, no relation to the TV star, but just as handsome in his dark way. This Tony had a long face, instead of round. But he was gorgeous anyhow.
Our job for Romeo and Juliet was to construct a jack-in-the-box, a kind of toy for the big meeting scene. A clown was supposed to pop out with a note for Juliet. Something Shakespeare never dreamed up, but the kind of a thing a director might find precious.
We’d done our research. Had the design approved. Now came the job of constructing the thing. Tony was already sitting at the work table with the plywood box and the mechanism assembled. I unzipped my backpack as Tony stared at me. He was doing that a lot lately. Not that I minded, he was an amiable enough guy, but not my type. In fact, so far, nobody had been my type.
“Where’s the clown,” he asked, eyebrows going up to make his big eyes even bigger.
“I’m looking at him,” I replied, looking over my shoulders and making a funny face.
“I hope that face on it is a good as the one you re wearing.
I yanked the clown out of my back pack and held it up to Tony’s face and said, “Methinks thou art most beautiful.”
He blushed. “No, no… Kathy… I’ve got to admit you’re the most beautiful.
We gotta have a name for this guy.”
I jingled the bells on the fool’s cap.
“How about Tony? His nose is bigger and redder but not much.”
Tony touched his nose, a little hurt coming into those innocent eyes. Then a twinkle replaced the hurt. “How about Jack-In-the-Box?”
I caught his drift immediately. “As long as it’s in this box.” I touched the as yet undecorated prop.
“Oh.” He looked infinitely sad for a few moments and then grabbed the clown, a long tube of coiled wire with the head and fools cap on top. He held it down between his legs, the stupid smile and eyes appearing over the edge of the table. “How about Jack Mehoff?”
I’d heard that one before. Guys seemed to play with themselves as much as girls did. Or at least I did. My fingers were itching to get at my cunt, but we had to finish stuffing Jack Mehoff into the box.
“Let’s get to work, then we can discuss the name.”
“Or the action.”
It took us about an hour and a half to make the damned thing pop out right.
Then we had to cover the box with artificial leather and glue on the gold braid and imitation jewels.
All the time, we kept up the jokes. Kept them up until I was certain there was more to them than just jokes. Tony was very close. I could smell his concentration as well as his after shave. Both spicy.
Finally Jack whatever his last name was to be, was finished. Midnight? I never stay up this late. And it was cold.
“Want me to walk you home,” Tony offered. Girls are always afraid of somebody jumping out of the bushes at us. I guess it’s just part of our nature and the meanness of some guys.
“That would be nice.” I slipped into my new coat, which he admired. He was putting his jacket on, stretching to get into the sleeves when I looked down.
Wow. He had a hard-on. We’d been working next to each other for hours and I never noticed it. Of course, his black jeans may have been part of the reason.
I stared at the bulge. My fingers itched. Not that I wanted to get fucked. That was a little advanced for this country girl, but I wouldn’t have minded a little mutual, well Jack Mehoff I guess.
He watched me staring at his crotch and casually put his thumbs in his pockets, long fingers pointing to his basket.
“So, you think Jack Mehoff is too crude a name for our little friend?”
“Well with that red nose and long tail, I guess it looks like a guy’s thing.”
“You guess?”
I must have blushed. I flounced my head, my pony tail flapped across my back, making a swishing noise.
“I got one, want to see?”
I blushed again, but didn’t say anything. Tony took his thumbs out of his pockets and grabbed the top button of his jeans and his waistband. He popped it open.
I couldn’t say anything. I was stunned and excited at the same time. I didn’t know what was going to jump out of the bushes at me. Should I run? Cover my eyes? Scream?
I did none of those things, I just watched as Tony grabbed his zipper tab and pulled down. He wasn’t wearing shorts or anything like that. Seemed to have a jock on. My brothers used to embarrass me at home leaving those around. This one was full of man, though. And from looks of the mesh his dick was up and hard. I watched him spread the flaps, then push up his shirt so I could see his hairy belly.
Well, two could play that game. I popped the Velcro on the front of my coat and unzipped it. Then my jeans button and zipper opened. I wasn’t wearing a jock, but tan panties… cotton… brief. Sheer. You could see my pussy hairs through the weave. I stared into Tony’s eyes. They flicked up and down.
Tony spoke first, a kind of sexy smirk on his face. “So, what do you want to do, play show me yours and I’ll show you mine?”
“We’ve already got a name for it.”
“Ah. Well then, why don’t you show your good intentions and come over here and give me a couple of strokes.”
That was plain enough. My legs were trembling, my cunt puffing up. I could feel the first hints of juices flowing inside my inner lips. Again my fingers itched. I satisfied my itch by stepping toward Tony and reaching for the bulge m his mesh. Wow, I never knew what they meant by a hard-on. Now I was feeling one. It was wonderful. So powerful… throbbing with life. I drew my fingers down the stalk and felt the soft pouch at the bottom. I pinched and came up against his balls. They were as hard as crab apples in August. I squeezed but not to hard Tony moaned. I took my hand away, afraid I’d hurt him.
“Don’t take your hand away. That didn’t hurt. I was just enjoying it.”
“I’ve done my part.”
He looked at me then looked down. We both did. His long fingers spanned the gap between us. I thought he was just going to rub my cunt through my panties. They were going to pick up some wet, I knew.
But instead, he pulled my panties forward and pushed his warm hand down into my bush, his middle finger plowing between my cunt lips, picking up my juice. He crooked his finger as he got to the bottom of my slit and wedged it up in.
This new finger wasn’t at all like my own, but thicker and longer with less finger nail. He kind of crooked it as he kept descending. His other four fingers touched my legs as he flicked up into me.
That felt so good. It’s just difficult to describe. I became bold too now. I used my left hand to pull his jock forward and my right to close around his cock. It was surprisingly thick. And my whole fist closed around it with room to spare at the top and the bottom. I looked down. His dick was redder than the nose on our clown and wet at the tip too. I thought that maybe it was all over.
“Oh, you’ve… cum?
His finger dug deep into me and twisted. My turn to moan. He began to push into and pull out of my cunt in an easy motion. The speed felt familiar but different! matched him stroke for stroke. We just stood there, jacking each other, our beads thrown back.
I could smell us both now. His maleness mingling with my own odors.
“You want to do more than jack it,” he asked.
“This is fine for the moment.”
“You got a nice pussy. My finger moves in and out so easily.”
“You’re my first cock,” I replied.
His dick stiffened in my hand, This is it, the famous orgasm. Nothing happened.
His thumb came up and found my cut. He massaged it until he had two sticky fingers then. I rotated my hand so that my thumb could stroke the oozing hole in the end of his cock. Then I moved my thumb and played with the soft part under the head.
“You want to finish off, or play some more?”
I closed my eyes and thought while I continued to match his rhythm. A cock in the hand didn’t feel half bad. I, didn’t know if I wanted it up my snatch or not. I just went with the feelings. His free hand grabbed my wrist, holding my jacking hand still.
“Don’t want to paint your nice coat.”
“Left pocket.”
“Huh?”
“Tissues.”
He misunderstood and reached to my right pocket with his left hand.
My voice sounded tight to me and I knew why. His thumb was working one trigger and his long middle finger another. I felt my eyes cloud over. My whole body began to shake. He massaged harder and faster.
I forgot about his cock entirely at that moment. I was just intent on getting off myself. And I did. A double whammy within seconds of each other. I came and came, my whole body on fire with it. He slowed down.
“My Jack still needs Mehoff.”
“Sorry.” And I was. I guess a guy wants to get off too. I knelt at his feet, fascinated by his now deep maroon shaft. The head was glossy when I pulled my hand back. His balls jiggled against the jock pouch and straps which were hooked under his nuts.
I watched them go up and down, bouncing like a bicycle on a rough road.
“Tighter.”
I tightened and stroked faster. He held the tissue he’d managed to fish out of the package close to his dick, but not so it covered the beautiful thing.
“Let me,” he said, “you spit on it”
I guess a guy knows his own rhythm better than somebody else, although I had to admit he’d found mine well enough… My cunt was still pulsing.
He grabbed his dick underhanded and began to pull. I watched the balls jump up and down, watched his body as it began to turn pink. His breath was pretty fast too. I spit onto his rod again. He used his hand to wipe the stuff into the skin. The tissue turned to tatters.
I panicked and pulled out another. Just in time too.
“Catch it”
I wanted to see it, but I didn’t. I looked down and held the tissue like a kind of body protector. The big eye opened… gaped actually, all pink and moist inside. Then the white cream began to spurt out. The stuff nearly made a hole in the tissue. Then another stream. And another. Wow, this guy was really blowing his wad. The smell was intense too. About as intense as I got when I came off. Then it was over. Tony stood there, pulling his hand forward and squeezing as his thing got softer and softer. I watched the white stuff being forced out. I got another tissue and tried to clean him up, but he moaned and held my hand still.
“Wow.”
I agreed, “I guess. That’s beautiful to touch. To watch.”
“It tastes good too.”
I didn’t know what to say to that. A single drop, a little clearer now, bubbled out of the opening. I dropped the tissue to the floor, leaned forward and stroked him one more time. A. heavy drop of his stuff fell onto my tongue. I flipped it back into my mouth. Not bad. Not bad at all.
“Looks like we’re done.” He pulled his jock back into place. I did the same with my panties and jeans.” We were both respectable now.
I said, “You never know. The way the director operates, he’ll find something wrong with our box.”
“You mean poor little Jack Mehoff?”
We laughed and talked all the way back to my dorm. I really liked Tony. He was cute, funny and apparently hung, though I didn’t have any experience with other guys to prove anything.
I hoped I could “liberate” our prop after the show to remember Tony by. And maybe by then, Jack would have been in my box. Who knows?



Chapter 4-GELLING UP


Hank up on the light bridge Boy, a guy gets hot and horny up on the first bridge; I ought to know. Dennise Loring and I were up on the bridge. That’s a technical term. Right behind the front curtain is a catwalk about 18” wide, with pipes running along it to hang spotlights on. You’re probably seen TV lights… Charles Kauralt’s opening wide shot on Sunday Morning shows a lot of light. Ours are mounted along the railing and then plugged into the electrical outlets.
We don’t use plain white light at all. Surprise Pink and Bastard Amber, along with Special Light Amber and Steel Blue are some of the fanciful names for our colors.
The gels, actually plastic though they used to be gelatin like Jell-O in thin sheets which had been hardened with formaldehyde… that bit of useless information courtesy of Dr. Dewey and lighting class. Anyway, Dennise and I had to climb the bridge with a case of gels to replace the ones there. Dr. Dewey had a whole new plan for the lights and we had to put the right colors in the right places.
Dennise was wearing a long skirt with buttons down the font… kind of beige, we don’t have a gel like that and a dark green blouse with cows on it. I didn’t know if she was trying to cover up the fact that she was lacking in the tit department or not.
Anyway, I made her climb the ladder before I went up it. That way I got a chance to look up her skirt a little. Hey, a guy has got to take the chances offered to him doesn’t he?
She was wearing some kind of dark pantyhose so I didn’t get to see much. She smelled really good though. When we got to the top of the iron ladder that ran up the wall, I lifted the case with the gels up and handed them to her. That’s when she bent over the opening far enough for me to see that she wasn’t exactly cow tits or anything like that, but good enough for government work.
I was wearing my tight jeans and boxer shorts with sheep baahing all over them.
Since heat rises and we were above the stage, I wore a thin shirt too, no T-Shirt underneath. If you’ve got a dirty job to do, you might as well be comfortable.
Dennise gave me a hand up the ladder the last few feet. Boy, did she ever have soft hands. You know long, delicate fingers, thin wrists. I wondered idly how those fingers would feel around my dick.
She was all business, wanting to get the job done so she could go on to her next piece of business. She’s the kind of girl who keeps lists and checks things off.
So… I handed her the metal frames as she called out the light number. I watched her body move as she bent over the light to slip the new gel in and take the old, faded one out.
Some of them were more faded than my jeans, but none of them were as stuffed with a randy cock as mine were. Gees, I wanted some sex in the worst way. I tried to find something suggestive to say, but every time I opened my mouth, Dennise beat me to it, “Number six Fresnel, Surprise Pink.”
So we worked until we’d reached the other end of the bridge.
Nobody was on stage below. The whole place was empty and dark, except for the work lights which threw strange shadows down on us. Dennise’s tits made shadows down the front of her blouse, putting a whole herd of cows in shadows.
She closed the case with the faded gels and turned to lean her head back against the brick wall at the far end of the bridge.
“Oh, I’m glad that’s over. I’m scared of heights.”
Pd noticed her heavy breathing, but I just thought it was the nearness of a sexy dude like me. “Me to. It’s better if you don’t look down.”
“I’m terrified of going down the ladder.” Her body trembled, the cows ran up and down hills on her chest.
“Want me to go down first, then you can fall on me. I’ve got long hair under this cap.” I took off my baseball cap to show her my black hair.
“I don’t know. I’d have to have you go into your heavy breathing act on my ankles again.”
“You noticed that?”
“I can hear railroad trains going up a grade too. And you seem to have a peculiar interest in cows.”
“No, just where they’re grazing.” Since the bridge was so narrow, we were standing facing each other, she leaning on the side rail.
“I suppose you like buttons too?” She gestured to the ten that marched in pairs down the length of her skirt.
“Buttons, zippers, any closing device. Half the fun is in opening the packages on Christmas day.”
“I notice you’ve got quite a package between your legs.”
There it was… the opening I needed. I stepped forward, put my hands on my ass and bent backward. “Yeah and there’s a zipper that opens to show the whole thing.
Dennise looked at me, smiled and said, “You think I won’t?”
“I’m willing to find out.”
Her hands were in front of her body, clasped together, as if she were carrying a purse or something. I watched the long fingers pause, unclasp and then run lightly down my crotch. I could barely feel them, but just that whisper of a touch was enough to start my dick to rising. This could be interesting. Sex on a light bridge. I didn’t know just what we could do, but I was willing to experiment.
“Didn’t feel a thing.” I said, my voice kind of smug and challenging at the same time.
“Neither did I.”
“You got to be firmer,” I reached out and punched a cow right in the nose where her tits were most obvious. I watched a spasm travel down her body. Then I circled her bra cup a couple of times, trying to get the lay of the land.
“I’ve got buttons,” she said.
“So I noticed”
“And they open.”
“Oh,” I reached over and did the five buttons on the blouse… pop, pop, pop.
Her eyes grew wide as if she couldn’t believe I was actually doing it.
Her hands came forward and she stroked my cock, which was now sticking out of the bottom of my boxers, causing panic in the flock of sheep printed on them.
“You like the feel of that,” I said.
“Yeah. My bra opens in the back.”
You need those kinds of directions these days with so many different ways of unhitching those thing. I unhitched and pulled her blouse open and part way out. Boy, did she have nice ones. I leaned up, smelling her luscious body. My lips found a nipple and worried it.
Her hand’s weren’t still either. At first they just kind of played with my dick … you know, pinching and stroking. A drop of my stuff spattered on the hairs on my inner thigh. I was really getting up. My teeth began to itch, a sure sign I was horny as hell.
I kissed her other tit, licking the little point and the shield until it was hard like my cock.
Her fingers moved up my crotch to the zipper. I stood absolutely still. I have a pretty good cock… well, good enough to stick out below my leg band. It’s got a nice cap to it, with, a hole right in the middle bi~ enough for me to empty my bladder with a thick stream of piss.
Dennise’s middle finger found the cum eye and began to circle it, while her other hand worked on my zipper. I could feel my fly opening and my cock dripping while my balls land of crawled.
She was in and grabbing at my cock as soon as she could. Those cool fingers felt soothing to my rod at first. Then she began to twist my skin around and back. She was just at my circumcision scar, with her thumb around my rod and the next finger under my cock arches. I let go another drop of that clear stuff.
She worked it into my cock.
“You gonna just play with that thing?”
“You want me to suck you off? She shivered as I used both hands to knead her breasts.
“Unless you can think of something better?”
“I got more buttons you know.”
I nodded and fumbled with her belt buckle. Then came the buttons. I only got down to number six when her skirt slid down her long legs to pool on the iron grill we were standing on.
Her panties were light green… as fresh as a spring growth. And I could see her growth as a dark shadow between her legs. The swelling of her pussy told me she was as hot as I was.
“Pull your panties down. I got something I want to stick in there.”
“Let me have a taste first.”
I went into my palms-on-ass routine again as she knelt on her skirt to protect her knees. She flipped my top button, giggled at the sheep gamboling on my boxers and pulled them down and away. My cock finally had a chance to pop up and did. She caught her breath. I guess I impressed her.
I watched as she licked her fingers and then stroked them along my cock to thy balls.
“A tongue’s better.”
She nodded, her eyes big with excitement. Then her pointed tongue whipped out as she bent her head down to lick on the very tip of my cock. Wow. And when she closed around my meat, that was even more wow.
Once she had me really wet, so much so that spit was dribbling off my balls and dropping down on my jeans, she stood up hooked her thumbs in her panties and shoved them down. I caught a flash of pink, the same color as surprise pink where her pussy gaped. She leaned back and grabbed the second pipe, spreading her legs wide and offering her cunt to me.
I had only one thing in mind at that moment… fucking cunt. I kind of cupped my balls in one hand and grabbed my dick right where it goes into my body with the other. Then I shook my meat at her. The pool of juice shook over the end and fell down to the grating.
Her eyes were half closed. She unclasped one hand from around the pipe and began to rub the drying spit I’d left on her fits in a circle. There was a kind of moan in the back of her throat.
I finally said, “You want this?”
“Yeah, right between the legs.”
Who says girls can’t talk dirty? I stepped forward as she bent backwards over the rail, her long blond hair brushing the upper pipe. I edge between her legs, my cock eye sniffing cunt. Then I touched it. I used my hand to wipe my dick up and down her cunt lips, just barely pressing between. Her lube was pretty heavy and had my tip all coated up in about two trips.
She stopped playing with her fits and said, “Fuck me, Hank. Shove that thing into me and make me gurgle.”
She wanted a lot. Even I didn’t have that much dick. But I bent down slightly and found the hole. Boy was that a hot first slide. She seemed to have a thousand fingers inside massaging my cock from all sides as I pushed it into her.
I could hear the squish as our juices mixed I couldn’t decide how anxious I was to get off. I mean I was anxious but not that anxious. I just fucked a few strokes up into her body. She found a way to move her hips that made us both feel good, because we were grunting a moaning.
I plowed the furrow long and deep. Just thinking about it gets me hard. She was good. Her cunt muscles seemed to be milking me like that cows on her chest never would be.
Dennise was the one who was hot, I guess, because she grabbed my hips and used her hands to drive my cock up into and out of her. She was a regular sex maniac. My balls were hitting my legs so hard I thought I’d pass out. But the pleasure was exquisite. Wow, the force was with me and gathering in my nuts.
I have a wide flange around my dick and it was scraping something. A rough thing bit into the bottom when I reached my full stroke.
I showed my appreciation, by putting my finger between us, finding her hood and pushing under it.
Dennise really went crazy then. And so did my nuts. They were jiggling and bouncing around. I knew I was close.
She must have too, because she tightened her cunt… if you can imagine that and we really banged together.
I grabbed her tits in both hands… the nipples making hot rivet holes in my palms… and massaged them.
We both moaned, off key and in different pitches.
I gasped as my nuts jumped and then began to pump. God, did I pump. I don’t know if I leaked out around the seal or what, but I swear I counted pecker tracks under the bridge when we finally came down. But right now, the only thins I was interested in was coming off. And did.
I was nearly through, but still pumping cock when she came off too. She wailed like a banshee. Boy did she have a good time. When we were both finished, I hugged her too me, allowing her tits to squash against my chest.
Then she became all business. “Next.”



Chapter 5-SELLING THE SHOW


Martina Lopez does Italian I checked the tie of my blue wrap-tie blouse. As a business minor in advertising, I knew that first impressions count. I clutched the presentation notebook for the University Theatre’s Season in my right hand and opened the door to Pie in the Sky, a local Pizza parlor. That must be Alfredo Contra I said to myself remembering the name on my list. What a hunk and so young to own his own business.
Alfredo looked up and flashed me a big smile under his black moustache. His dark brown Latin eyes searched m~ from head to toe. I checked that the fly on my chocolate brown pants. I wish I’d worn a brown belt instead of black. Still, I didn’t look bad. He said, “Miss Lopez?”
“Yes, Martina. I’m here about the advertising for… “
“I know what you’re here about. The cheese man just got done delivering. The rest of the folks won’t be here for another hour. That’s the curse of being the owner.” I watched as he took off his cook’s cap. His shiny black hair picked up the lights from the fluorescent fixtures in the pizza making area. He said, “Let’s sit in the booth and you can make your presentation. I graduated from the U two years ago and look where I am now.”
He gestured to the long, narrow restaurant, barely room for two rows of booths.
The waitresses must have got their asses pinched when they bent over to make a delivery. I started to move into the first booth, but Alfredo had other ideas, he went way to the back and sat facing the windows. I put my book down on the table facing him; he turned it around and gestured for me to sit beside him.
I did, glancing at his pants. He was wearing Chef’s whites, but the pants seemed tighter than you usually saw and what I saw pushing down one leg was enough to give a girl heart failure. He either had a big sock down there or was already hard or… I didn’t dare think about that. Not that I’m opposed to sex, but I don’t think about it very often. I mean, not all the time anyhow like my roommate Dennise the slut. She’s always in some wild thing. She related her, adventure in gelling the spots at the theatre.
Anyway, I looked down into Alfredo’s crotch as he patted the red vinyl seat of the bench. I slid next to him, opening the book and going through the routine about how much good the ad in the Playbill would do for his business. I’d brought up a couple of extra points, about business after the show, since he was only two blocks from the theatre.
When I finished, I couldn’t help but notice that his legs was pressed against mine. He said, “You should have worn a brown belt. That black cuts you in half too much. Both haves are nice.” His long fingers touched the gold buckle and traced around it.
My pussy spasmed. I. mean, while I don’t think about sex all the time, like Dennise, I do think about it. And Alfredo was a handsome man. Older. I like them older. These college guys are all hands and no subtly. I like to be made love to, not pounced on. The Pie in the Sky owner’s fingers touched the bow on my blouse. “Nice touch. Adds softness to your face. You don’t want to look too aggressive. Just competent. Did you see the Opera show where women were complaining about women bosses?”
I nodded mutely. He was at the tip of the bow, near my breasts. “I’m interested in your presentation. But I find you more than attractive. Such lovely eyes.”
I knew it was Latin lover talk, but I fell for it. He was better at his game than I was at mine.
“I’m sure we can arrange something.” His finger crept down blue crepe surface and touched my bra. I closed my eyes and listened to his hypnotic voice. “Yes.
I’m sure something can be arranged.”
I felt the tie untying. Then his fingers were on the buttons of the opening which seemed to melt beneath his fingers. Probably all that pizza flipping. He flipped them open and said, “Such a lovely lady. And,” he leaned forward sniffing. I had on my best perfume… save the worst for football games where the drunks don’t know the difference.
A finger slipped into the opening and ran down to between my cups, then ever their pink satin surface and down again, into my nipples. I could feel his finger massaging. My whole body shivered.
“Yes, I’m sure… “ he took my hand and pushed it down into his lap, close to his cock. I glanced to the side. The cove lighting made his bulge look bigger somehow. My fingers itched to touch his cock, but I held myself a little aloof.
He bent over and kissed me on the gold ball earring, his tongue licking around the edge of my ear. God, I’m a sucker for ear kissers. My hands went into his lap and touched his cock. It wasn’t hard… it wasn’t soft. It certainly was there.
I kneaded his basket as he must have kneaded the dough before he spun the pie.
I wondered how good his sauces would be. As hot and spicy as he was? I kept up my kneading as he kept up his kissing. His hands were down my back now. He didn’t fumble for the catch like that second string quarter back did; Alfredo knew exactly where it was and how to open it. I felt my tits come down a little as my bra slipped inside my blouse. His fingers edged their way around to the front and to the swelling of my tits. He was smooth, this Alfredo. As he kissed and whispered things I don’t even remember; his fingers played with my nipples.
I continued to fondle his cock. It seemed to be firming up,. but not growing any longer. Thank god for that. Some of these big ones are just impossible. And the guys are so proud of it. Give me a guy who knows what he’s doing. Alfredo knew more than I’d ever thought possible. His free hand was on my belt buckle, flipping the gold buckle out of the way and pulling on the zipper. Some guys just jam their hands inside your pants and begin to finger flick you before you’re even ready. But not Alfredo. His fingers were gentle as he unzipped me and then pushed his big finger down my pussy lips, plowing them open, but not turning them over. That felt so good I moaned.
He nibbled my ear lobe, played with my nipple and stroked my pussy at the same time. By this time I was shivering. My hands crossed under his elbows to his fly where I found the tab and pulled down. The zipper seemed miles long, maybe as long as his dick felt even.
Then I touched the thing itself. Alfredo, naughty boy that he was, wasn’t wearing any shorts, so I could stroke his dick as soon as I got inside. Yeah, it was a fat one. I went around the deep crown on top and traced a thick vein that zoomed down to the crotch hair. My fingers were feathering that, feeling his rod pump up against my palm as I did so. He was getting harder but not longer. I breathed a second sigh of relief.
Alfredo was licking along my face now and then down into my blouse, opening it with gentle but insistent passion. I felt a wet kiss from his cum eye against my fingers. He was really aroused.
“I wish we could fuck,” he said, a bit wistfully, “but we have no place. The floor is clean, but… ”
I closed my fingers around his cock and began to move my hand up and down his rod as it expanded still more. He kissed my nose and moved away. I looked down.
There it was. The cock of the century, at least my century. The dark skinned beauty was heavily veined with a thick covering of skin, but you could see the hard tube inside. His dickhead was flat but wide. The cum hole looked as if he could spurt gallons. I pulled up on the skin and watched the head go, matt finish; then I pulled down, the glossy knob practically glowed.
“You would like to taste?”
I would like to taste. He scooted over in the booth, raising one leg and putting it behind me so I could have complete access to his crotch. He lifted too while I tugged his whites down. What a marvelous piece Of meat. I bet his Italian sausage wasn’t have so delicious looking nor so tasty. I leaned down, shoving my ass along the booth until I was sticking part of the way into the aisle and bent down.
Did he smell hot. My tongue was practically dripping for a taste of dick, but I kept myself under-control while I licked around the fluffy fuzz of his crotch.
I could feel his dick poking into my chin. I shrugged my blouse open, reached in and lifted at tit out, I used it to touch his cum eye with. He sighed as if he’d taken in about five gallons of air.
My fingers were roaming on his nuts. The pouch was long and droopy. His balls were bigger than eggs and almost as hard. I clinked them together. He sighed some more.
Then he said, “Suck me off, Martina.”
I hefted his sausage one more time, then grabbed it around the base, catching some of the nut-sac at the same time. As leaned in I could smell the flavorful sauce he was making along with a mixture of soap and after shave. The man smell prevailed. I touched just the tip of my tongue to his cum eye. It opened and dropped a clear bead on the end. I slurped that up and closed my lips around his meat. That’s what it was too.
He began to pump just a little, sliding his ass along the slippery vinyl so that a lot of his dick poked in and all the way back to my throat opening. I fastened my hand around his rod and began to slurp off his cock. As soon as I’d closed my lips around the thick end, I’d open again and swallowed him to the back of my throat.
With my free hand I tickled his nuts. That seemed to make him a little wilder.
His hips moved more frequently on the bench. I caught him under the chin with my tongue and did a number on that area. His leakage was more frequent and full now, though not very tasty at the moment.
I wanted his juice to squirt out and fill my mouth with his texture and flavor.
I squeezed his nuts, looking up at his face. It was a mask of sheer pleasure. I began to jerk on the thick shaft, pushing the skin up into my mouth and feeling it close over his cockhead. His hips began a regular rhythm which I tried to match and keep.
His balls jiggled against my hand, the light covering of hair tickling.
He was still playing lightly around my pussy lips. It was a real tangle of arms. Then he found my opening and slipped up inside. His thick finger was long and active. He twisted and turned as much as the position would allow and began to finger fuck me.
As I sucked him off, I thought would that cock of his feel good inside me. But the finger will have to do. I sucked harder as he dug deeper. He hit a hot spot inside and I clamped around his finger, hoping it would never go away.
It didn’t. His little finger found my clit and was flipping it from side to side… I was close. And from the feeling of his cock in my mouth so we he. I tightened my grip and allowed him to jam between my fingers at his own speed.
He went faster than a jack rabbit across a road.
“Ahhhhhhhh.” Came out in one long sigh. His dickhead tightened, paused and then began to let go. I gulped his hot juices down and added my own around his fingers as I came off too. Did I ever come off.
I watched his cock soften… not get shorter… just soften. He reached over to my notebook as I put him and myself back together. Crossed out one year and wrote in two. Then he checked the full page blank.
“Let me get something to clear your mouth.”
“Never mind. I like the taste. If your pizza’s are half as good, no wonder Pie in the Sky is the place to be.”
He kissed my eyebrows again as I tied the bow on my blouse.
I watched his ass as he went to the front to get back to work. He moved it so well. I was looking forward to it moving for me.



Chapter 6-LOVERS SPAT


as told by Rick There’s no doubt that I loved Janice, or Jannie as I called her in the heat of a luck; but she is a drama major, which is bad and a girl who had dreams of being a leading lady. In fact she was: Juliet in the university theatre production of Romeo and Juliet. She kept going on about how wonderful Romeo was. I accused her of letting him get into her pants, a place where I felt I had pretty exclusive rights.
Not that we were married or anything. That’s not the way relationships go today. But we were living together. At least sharing the same bed, though she was too tired from rehearsal to do much.
I was kind of tired myself; we were on a physics project, working out some equations for unifying the Einstein Theory of Relativity and the Plank theories of Quantum Mechanics. What a drag. My head spun with equations. What I needed was a good luck or suck or something. I lay in bed with visions of Quarks and black holes dancing in my head; playing with myself. Boy, I hadn’t done that in a long time. Felt good though. The guys joked that if no pussy was available, you could always go to Lady Hand and her five fingers.
I wasn’t actually jerking off or anything. But I was stroking my crotch, lying in my tight shorts, balls kind of tingling and my dick half full and half empty, if you know what I mean.
Hell, if Jannie wasn’t going to cooperate, why not jerk off? I stroked up and down my dick. My balls began to shrivel. There was no half way about it. Our argument had not been half way that morning.
“You’re fucking Romeo,” I’d said.
She shook her long blond hair in an emphatic no. Her pretty face frowned. “How could you think such a thing,” she said.
“Easy,” I had replied. “You’re always too tired. I’m going to take up with Marsha.” Marsha was a brilliant theoretical physicist who had been coming on to me, with little sexy equations: 2Q + 2Q = 4Q.
Fourth grade stuff like that. I’d ignored her, but she was beginning to look good.
Jannie tossed her head in disdain of my comment, turned on her heels and went swishing out, her tight black pants cupping her broad ass in a most tempting way.
Well, Marsha had been subdued when I got to the lab. I think the failure of her brilliant solution to stand up under mathematical scrutiny did it.
So here I was in bed, playing with my cock. I stroked from balls to tip and back down again. God, I wanted to get off in the worst way… in any way if it came to that. My whole tube was pulsing and I could feel the tightness of my foreskin where it stretched like twenty. rubber bands around my dickhead. My fingers roamed up to my tits and I circled them. Boy, how I love tits. And Jannie’s… no use thinking about that. Well, why not? Thoughts are free. So I thought about Jannie’s breasts. They were so full and round, with exquisite points that turned deep red when I licked the ties. My tongue came out, but I touched not a tit only the tip Of my nose. Jannie says that’s gross, but giggles and hold her tits up for me to lick… then she stops giggling. Boy, does she had a range of noises.
I slipped my hands down the front of my shorts. My cock was wet, as if it had a cold or something. I knew the cure. I wrapped my fingers around the shaft. It felt good there, hot and hard. Ready to go. Boy, was it ready to go. My balls were squirming.
I began a slow stroke. Might as well enjoy it. You know that feeling of tension that comes into your dick when you play with it. A kind of eager stiffness that won t be denied.
While I jerked off, I reached over and turned off the reading light. Nothing but silence… except for the sound of fleshing moving on flesh. I imagined my dick juice as millions of quarks doing a cosmic dance in my sac. I was about ready to shoot out a red nova when I heard the door slam.
“Ok,” I thought, “I’ll give her one more chance.”
With a quick motion I pushed the bed covers down to the foot of the bed. She’d have to be blind not to see my hard-on, even with the lights off. Our apartment is on a main drag and there was a street light just level with our window.
I looked down. The cock tube was long and inviting. At least I hoped it was inviting. I tickled down the tube one more time, then closed my eyes in what I hope was feigned sleep.
Jannie came in without turning on the light. She was a considerate lady. I could smell her perfume, mixed with the sweat of rehearsal. She hadn’t even had time to shower, poor kid. I began to feel sorry for her. I flexed my legs, my cock tented my shorts out even more. I could smell my own musk by now.
I heard the rustling of clothes as she stripped. Usually she Just slept in panties. I could smell the warmness of her clothes where they’d touched her luscious body. My dick oozed out a drop of that stuff so I flexed my dick again. God, I was close to shooting in my shorts. I lay still, afraid that one more flex and it was sticky shorts time.
I felt her body depress the mattress as she sat on the other side of the bed; I rolled slightly her direction, making sure that my crotch was fully available.
“Poor Ricky.” I heard her breath. Her lips touched my eyebrows… not where I wanted them at all. I wanted to say something, but then I felt one of her long fingered hands touch my topmost rib. She counted them slowly, moving her fingers from the side to the center.
I had to will myself not to cum. God, that was a sexy movement. My T-shirt was hot where her fingers touched.
She seemed to be talking to herself, “I’ve been neglecting the poor boy some thing awful.”
Then her voice grew husky, almost as if she were going to cry. “And I’m not fucking Romeo… although.” She trailed off into a kind of dream, as if she and Romeo were doing something dirty.
Her fingers, meanwhile, were slithering down and across my ribs. My stomach bounced as she walked them across my stomach to my belly button. She twisted in there with the middle one while her other hand grabbed at the elastic of my shorts. I held my breath.
Then she lifted the band while her fingers crawled into the warm nest of my cock and balls.
Her finger found my wet cock nose and moved… but just barely… to smear my stuff over my crown. I almost said, “Ooooh,” but I didn’t want to break the spell.
Her middle finger found my buzz point which she stroked, making the knot of skin slither around and around as she barely touched my dick. Then she grabbed the whole thing. Well not grabbed, because she didn’t want to wake me up.
She did a kind of a slow insistent jerking… the kind that keeps you on edge but not over it. I breathed slowly as she jerked on me and talked too…
“Oh, Ricky, I’m being mean to my boy. I really do love you. But I want a career too. I’m me, not just an object. But still, you have things you need too.”
Her hand began to speed on my cock. I hoped I could hold out long enough to avoid an underwear mess. We never got around to doing the laundry either.
She twisted her hand at the same time as she jerked.
“Maybe I should kiss and makeup.”
She pulled my shorts down until they were under my balls. The elastic lifted my nuts up so they were tight against my hard-on.
Then she did as she promised. She kissed and made up. Right on the tip of my prick. Boy, she has the warmest most loving lips. Her tongue was feathering under my arches, sending that irresistible signal to my nuts.
I held off. Who knew when I’d get another blow job?
I could feel her mouth and cheeks pulling against my rod. Her tongue went in mad circles until I had to fight to stifle a moan of excitement.
My hips were beginning to tighten. The bed was making noises too as Jannie increased the speed of her suck off. Her mouth seemed to be all over my rod.
Then her fingers came into play. One hand folded around my cock while the other began to stroke my balls… she knew that was the best way to get me off.
I wanted to reach up and stroke her breasts. I knew they were hanging out. I could smell the excitement in her panties. We were both going to add to the pile of dirty laundry at this rate.
I allowed my head to roll a little until I came in contact with one of her warm legs. They were so smooth and feminine. I just loved to feel them. She gurgled something but her face was too stuffed with my dick for me to understand. I assumed she knew I was awake. So I stroked her silky leg as I tried to find the edge of her panties.
Contact. The cotton edge roll gave before my insistent finger. I edged in until I felt her pussy hair and then the lips of her pussy. My finger went into her.
She sighed around my cock so I humped up, giving my foreskin a little workout.
She sucked harder.
I fucked into her cunt, my finger riding in and deep.
Jannie smacked off my cock, “Oh, Ricky, that feels so good. I want the real thing in there.”
I whispered, “What’s stopping you?”
We went through our undressing act. She pulled my shorts down, kissing my crotch and legs and toes.
The it was my turn. I stood on my knees, hard-on throbbing and dripping from her attentions. Her panties were on the floor in a moment, with her belly, pussy, legs and toes licked with thorough appreciation.
“Top or bottom?” I asked her. I’d been pumping my cock. Didn’t want to loose the edge now that I was so close to flicking her.
Jannie sprawled like a rag doll on the bed. I had my answer. I stroked her legs as I lifted them into position so that I could have good access to her cunt.
Then I walked on my knees until I was between her legs, my dick practically sniffing the tight warmness of her cunt. Finally I touched my cock nose to her pussy folds, which kind of folded around my dick head. I could feel the resistance at the entrance. We both concentrated. She on relaxing for the entrance, me to get the angle right.
At first I was a little too anxious. It had been so long that my legs were trembling. I took a deep breath and held it. Jannie moaned as my hot tip came in contact with her pussy.
Then I edged forward. What a great feeling Like completing an intricate proof.
My dick slithered into the warmth. Her muscles tightened around my rod. Tighter than her mouth ever could. I pushed forward until our hair patches scratched.
Then I began the strokes. Forward and back. My balls had a mind of their own and got out of sync, flopping from side to side and back and forth. I often made a game of trying to figure out motion and force vectors, but this.was no time for that. This was the time to shoot a hot wad into her pussy.
Jannie seemed to think so too, because she began to move with me, providing more friction. Her stomach tightened and her cunt muscles began to milk my dick. I knew was going to get the cream pretty quick, because my balls stopped in mid swing, tightened and my whole dick turned into a glowing iron bar.
“Ahh… “ was all I could manage as my skin tightened and my nuts jumped.
“Yeah… “ she sighed.
My nuts flooded out, the cum tube filling up with my hot juices. They squirted out and into the dark satisfaction. Inside her. Boy, did I ever cum.
Her pussy tightened just as I was about to shoot my last. Her moans became a wail of satisfaction. My nuts heard the sound and let go more and more.
Finally I slumped on top of her; Jannie’s sweaty tits pressed against my equally sweaty chest.
We lay there for a moment, exhausted, remembering.
Then she said, “Romeo. You’re the only Romeo for me.”
I kissed her nose and eyes. I rolled to the side, exhausted but content. My girl was my girl again, even if she’d be somebody else s temporarily next week when the play opened.



Chapter 7-OFFICE PLAY


Miss Shanker’s Brawny “Hi Miss Shanker,” the deep voice rumbled.
I looked up and as it always did, my heart skipped a beat. It was Brawny…
Allan Marks actually. I called him Brawny and everybody else called him Conan the Barbarian. He was a drama major and muscleman combined. The kids in the drama department sniggered behind his back and recommended that he become a professional wrestler… that required acting talent of the highest degree.
I was more hopeful. As secretary to the department, I really controlled what went on around the department… though the mighty professors never admitted it if they even knew it. Professorial ego’s are easily damaged.
I turned away from my word processor, where I was writing a plea to a dean and smiled at Brawny. He really was a most attractive young man. I’m not that old myself, but he seemed like a muscle bound colt, tripping over himself at every turn. He might have been slow witted, but he was certainly polite… I liked that. “Hi, Brawny, what can I do for you?”
“Well… I got a part as officer of the law in Romeo and Juliet.” His chest swelled with pride, threatening to rip the fabric of his university T-shirt to shreds. “And I wondered if you’d have time to coach me on the lines.”
I knew the part and smiled to myself and at him. Your speeches wasn’t exactly earth shaking, but for a kid who had his heart set on being an actor, not a bad start. “Sure. I’m through a five.”
“Good. Would you… he paused. like an awkward child. I could almost see his big foot swinging from side to side below the edge of my desk.
I looked into his broad face and dark eyes. His black hair was so short, you expected him to be dressed in army fatigues. But he had on a wrinkled University shirt and tight jeans. It wasn’t for the first time that I noticed the tempting bulge in the front of his jeans, which seemed to have been bought in Junior High school too big for him and now in college had grown too small. A rip in one knee showed the thick legs underneath.
He almost said “Aw, shucks,” but said instead, “Maybe you could come over to my apartment for supper. I’m a pretty good cook. Had to learn after my mom died, or pop and I both would have starved.”
“Certainly. I’d be delighted. Give me time to change.”
“You can come like that. You look good in blue. Highlights your hair and all.”
He grinned and my heart melted. I started at his crotch as I made up my mind.
He reached into it and rearranged his thing, without a blush. Athletes are always doing that, driving a girl crazy.
“Ok,” I said at last. You address is correct on the department card?”
“I think so.” He edged around the edge of my desk, surprisingly graceful for such a big man. I flipped my rolodex and he nodded.
So, there I was at his door. Something smelled delicious. I’m dieting as usual.
Not that it’s done much good. Except for Brawny, most of the kids treat me like a piece of furniture… the professors like a machine.
Brawny answered my knock. The heavy shirt had been replaced by an athletic shirt which showed his big arms. The pants were cutoff’s, probably the last desperate use for kindergarten jeans. He looked good enough to eat. My mouth practically watered. In fact, I felt like kneeling down and pressing my face into his crotch. Instead, I smiled and shook his hand. “Smells delicious.”
“My own cream style clam chowder,” he grinned.
My hips shuddered at the thought.
“Made without cream, cause I’m trying to take off a few pounds. Too much beer and pizza.”
We laughed. Brawny’s apartment was cramped to say the least. He apparently lived alone in this one room… very masculine and very crowded with athletic gear. I longed for a glimpse of a jock strap hanging from the rope that stretched across the window for drying clothes. It was empty.
“We have to sit side by side because the counter doesn’t have any ends.” He laughed as if this were the funniest joke he’d ever heard.
He’d made fresh baked bread bowls to put the chowder in and a nice salad. I didn’t insult him by picking at my food. He gulped, his arms feeding his face from both sides. Then his leg brushed mine. An electric shock jolted through my pussy. I wanted to reach over into that other basket and grab his prick and suck him off. Isn’t that awful? But he was so sweet and so gentle, that I just had the hots for him.
He stretched, his arm landing with a thump on the back of my chair. I. could feel the heat of his body through my blue plaid dress. Naturally, my tits began to itch.
“I didn’t plan any desert. Girls are always on diets. You did good eating all that. No leftovers.” His ham hand patted my shoulder. Now you’d think that would have jarred my bones, but he was such a gentle giant.
I gathered my courage and said, “How about you for desert?” At least I think that’s what I said. I put my hand over my mouth in disbelief.
Brawny grinned at me, pushed his chair back from the table and spread his legs wide. The folds of his jeans rearranged themselves. I could almost see the head of his cock poked into the bottom of his crotch… probably kissing his hairy balls. Well, at least I guessed they were big and hairy but I hadn’t seen them yet.
“Ok, by me. The only workouts I get is what I do myself.” He held his right hand in a kind of tube. My eyes grew wide. Was he exaggerating the thickness?
I lost my nerve. My hands stayed demurely in my lap.
“I seen you looking at my basket when I stand in front of your desk. I know what you want. And you can have it too, because you’re such a nice lady.”
I looked down into his crotch. It had puffed up more. My mouth grew dry… I gulped. I couldn’t remember if I’d taken my pill. And I didn’t have a sponge.
Yet, I wanted Brawny’s cock somewhere.
He settled the question about where by grabbing my hand between his paw and laying it on his crotch.
My fingers went to work as if by instinct. I squeezed the lump under his cutoffs. It felt thick but kind of limp. I leaned my head on one of his biceps and began to really play with his prick.
“You can feel it better if you push your hands down my waistband.”
Like a sleepwalker, my body obeyed. I crawled up over the expanding lump to his beltless waist. My other hand began to stroke his chest. Such a lovely chest. I felt the muscles tense under his athletic shirt. I could see the two little pokes of his tit nubs and the shadow of chest hair.
My other hand, meanwhile, wedged itself into the narrow space between his stomach and waistband. I saw a hint of bright red as he lifted his arms over his, shoulders and stretched like a tiger. My hand drifted down the muscles and hit a gnarled hairy patch almost instantly. I could smell his cock now even before I touched it. “Are you wearing red underwear? “Yes, mam and you can see it too if you want.”
I left his chest and found the button on the top of his cutoffs and popped it.
He sucked his stomach in even more and lifted his ass off the chair. The flap parted as a pulled the zipper down. And there it was, a fat tube pushing out his ridiculously tiny bikini shorts.
I stroked the rod a couple of times. Not huge, but sturdy like he was.
He whispered the next thing. “You can eve suck it if you want to.”
My fingers paused on his cum tube and my thumb rotated up to the tip. I moved in lazy circles around and around. His stomach bounced a couple of times. I looked up at his face. His eyes were closed; a slight smile crossed his features. Brawny’s lips opened… a sigh came out so I stroked some more.
He lifted his hips and pushed his cutoffs down to his high tops. The boy’s skin fairly glowed. Brawny’s face was flushed. I would have thought all the blood would have been concentrated in his prick by now which was certainly hard enough. I stroked the bulge from ball softness to rigid crown.
“Take it out.” He whispered.
Again his hips came up to help me out. I pulled and there it was… lovely cock. The kind a girl loves to suck. Not too fat, not too thin. Just right.
Suddenly my mouth was flooded with juices. I wondered if his cum was a thick as the chowder or even lumpy. Then. I bent my head to find out. His male odor practically set my head to whirling but my lips patted and my tongue poked out, dripping wet. I slapped it against his cockhead, licking between the soft arches to the hole in the tip where his stuff would squirt out if I did my job right.
He sighed. I closed my lips around his cockhead while his bands began to stroke my back from my bra straps to my neckline. Then they went to my pearl button earrings, sending shivers into my pussy.
I lapped, at the shaft shamelessly, enjoying the taste and texture. Such soft skin over the rod and concealing an iron backbone underneath.
“Can we fuck?” He asked. Again the little boy longing for a treat.
“I’d didn’t take my pills this morning and I’d…”
“I got a condom.” He leaned down to his cutoffs and fished in the pocket, producing the familiar packet which handed to me. “Really get me wet and slip it on.”
The getting him wet part was the most fun… though watching the rubber roll down his stalk and expand to cover his dick was a thrill too.
He was kissing my neck as I rolled the thing on him. I watched the frosty glow turn to pink, wet dick underneath.
While I stroked his balls, he undid the black patent leather belt around my waist and then the black buttons that went up the front of the dress. My body became more and more obvious to him as he unbuttoned. I could see his cock jumping in anticipation. I gathered it between my fingers and jerked on it.
He had my panties down and was fingering my cunt before I even knew what happened. We slid to the floor, pushing the chairs out of the way. I lay on my back, spread my legs and waited for Brawny to penetrate me.
First his spit into his hand and coated the rubber. It seemed to bulge obscenely with the thickness of his dick. I tried to relax my pussy.
Then he was kneeling between my legs, pushing them up as he aimed his beautiful prick for my cuntlips.
The spitty tip pushed through the petals and against the inner opening… then into that. I tightened my cunt around him and felt the head probing my insides.
I practically screamed with the intensity of the feelings. I couldn’t help it, I began to contract around him. Just the thought of having him fuck me had pulled my trigger.
He didn’t seem to notice… probably too intent on getting his rocks off.
Brawny shoved forward until we were ground together.
We were a natural couple I think. We moved as if we had always fucked. My body accommodated to him easily My cunt massaged his cock everywhere it touched.
He plowed on and on, building me to a second peak. Again I whispered as I came.
He didn’t notice. A look of intense concentration crossed his brow… one of serious intent. I could feel his balls moving between my legs but most of all the masculine power his prick as it probed my insides, stirring them as they’d never been stirred before.
His face tensed. His lips barely moved, “Here it cums.”
I knew that before he did, because his prick seemed to grow bigger and harder during the last few strokes.
I came off again as he flooded the condom with his juices.
Finally he lay back, sprawled the other direction. I sat up, looking at the foam filled end of the of the rubber. “May I?”
His gesture was weak but positive. I stripped off the rubber and sucked it dry, then licked his cock until it was clean.
Then I lay back down to close my eyes. My legs jumped when his tongue touched my cunt lips as he cleaned me out.
We even got to work on the lines later on. I vowed never to forget to take my pill again.



Chapter 8-LITTLE DAVID PLAY ON MY HARP


as told by David Blame I liked Miss Meaker She was my acting teacher and director of Romeo and Juliet.
I had a small part as the second courtier in the brawl scene. No lines, but lots of action. I kept away from Brawny because I knew he’d break me in half.
Fortunately, Miss Meaker didn’t block me too close to the big guy. Didn’t want to spoil the department secretaries toy. As a freshman at the University I couldn’t expect to have a lead right away, through I could have played Romeo.
The Romeo Miss Meaker picked had blond hair. Now, how Italian is that?
But me, I had dark hair, a Roman nose, slightly out of kilter from a fight in high school and while my skin might have been too light real Italian, they had a makeup for that.
Miss Meaker. Now she had dark enough skin to play in Egyptian. In fact she might have been an Egyptian. I liked her a lot and I mean a lot.
That’s why I was going to her office. I wanted to see her. Talk to her. I guess admire her. She always dressed so nice. The black pony tail made her look like a teacher, which she was of course. But not really all that old. Even when she was wearing pants, she looked sexy.
When I came into her office, she was sitting at her desk, correcting papers.
Even correcting papers with her eyebrows together she looked good. She was wearing a high necked sweater, not too tight, with a white color that emphasized her caramel colored neck. The sweater kind of had pink and white bands the rest of the way. As I say, not too tight, but I had a vivid imagination… you have to be an actor. And I imagined her nice brown tits, sticking up and toward me. I guess I must have licked my lips or something, unconsciously you know, because when she looked up she smiled and said, “You must be thinking a lie. Your mouth’s all dry.”
When she smiled I felt my knees grow week. My leather jacket seemed to holding me together… my shorts were tight. Most of all my jeans had become too small.
“No, mam, I was…“ I guess I must have blushed because she smiled again.
“You’re still disappointed about not being Romeo?”
“Yes, mam.”
“Well, you look young enough to be sixteen. You aren’t though?”
“No, mam, eighteen.”
“I picked Jason because he had more experience… even though your high school experience was excellent and the letter from your coach just fine.”
“Yes mam.” My underwear was getting tighter.
“And, frankly, I didn’t know how you’d look in tights. When I did the Merchant of Venice, the romantic lead had bowed legs. That was nasty. No, I’d seen Jason’s legs, so I knew they were ok.”
“You should have asked me to strip. I wouldn’t have minded. My legs are ok. At least I thought they were. No knock knees or anything like that.
Ms. Meaker leaned forward on the desk. That’s when I got a whiff of her perfume. Boy, that sent my head to whirling. She looked up at me in all seriousness and said, “Would you strip for me now?”
I guess I blushed again.
“An actor can’t have, the pride to feel ashamed. He or she has to do whatever has to be done to win the part. Not that I’m going to bounce Jason out of the play. Nor would I give you a part for any other reason than that you suited it.
I can’t be bribed with anything once I make up my mind.”
I wasn’t quite sure what that meant, but I,reached for the zipper of my leather jacket and pulled it down. Slow like. I looked right into her eyes as I did it. I watched.
I have a good chest. And I happened to be wearing nothing but a muscle shirt underneath. I don’t have much hair there, being so young looking and all, but the muscles are good. I saw her eyes widen as I slipped the jacket off. “You want me to take my undershirt off?”
“It’s your legs that we’re interested in, not your chest… though that’s not bad.” She picked up the pencil she was making the corrections with and tapped her teeth. She had such tasty looking red lips. I. willed my dick to stay under control. This was gettin’ hot.
“Right.” I was wearing a wide leather belt with silver studs in it so I unbuckled that. I saw her eyes go to my crotch, not my legs. Maybe She liked young guys as much as I fantasized about sexy older women… which she definitely was. I unzipped and opened the flaps. Thank somebody that I’d changed my underwear this morning.
Her eyes popped as I stood up straight and pushed my jeans down. Once they got past my knees they slipped to the floor without my help. I kicked first one leg than the other out of the way. She kept staring at my basket.
Well, when a hot lady stares at your crotch, you get hot right? So my dick started to uncurl. I looked down… she looked forward. Damn, I was throwing a rod right in front of my teacher. I shrugged the leather jacket off my shoulders and allowed it to slither down my back onto the floor.
“Step back a little, I can’t see all of you.”
I stepped back. My shorts bulge was pretty good now. Now, my cock is the same length soft as hard, so it makes a nice pop in my jeans. It was getting hard with a vengeance… poking against my nuts.
“Hmm,” she said. “I have nice legs too.”
“Never seen ‘em, you always wear pants.”
This time she stood up, then began stripping off the bulky sweater. Her caramel colored skin glowed. My eyes danced because I could see the nipples of her tits through the lace bra. My dick went up another notch.
I used the same line on her that she’d used on me. “It’s the legs we’re lookin’ at.”
She played with the brown cloth belt for a moment, then unzipped. She was wearing panties underneath, but they were so thin I could see the shadow of her pussy. My cock started to drip. Then, as if we’d blocked the move on stage, we both moved to the side until we were standing face to face, she was staring at my crotch; I was taking in her legs. They were so smooth looking and long and … sexy.
A drop of my stuff dripped out of my dick and into my shorts. I looked down.
She was watching the tiny round spot grow.
“I excite you, huh?”
“You do… you really do.”
“Well you excite me too.”
“Prove it.” I said that in my most masculine voice.
She stepped forward, her palm out toward my basket. She made contact with my throbbing dick and squeezed it. “What do we have here?”
“A cock, like any other guy.”
“Feels pretty big.”
I shrugged. I didn’t have nothing to compare it to.
“So you just going to squeeze it?”
“Let me see… she pulled my shorts down… my cock, having been trapped, popped up and slapped against my belly.
Her fingers were all over it. Petting. Squeezing. Stroking. My balls jumped. I was on edge as you can imagine. Here was my dream woman playing with my dick.
“You want to put it in here,” she said and pushed her panties down.
What a thick pussy bush… I could barely see her cunt lips through the forest. But I could see them.
“You want some lube?”
“That would help.”
I stepped back, cock bobbing and gestured down to it. Then grabbed the thing around the base and held it up toward her. “Mouth juice works. Direct from the mouth.”
She held up her hand as if to spit it.
“No, I mean, direct.”
She got the point then. As she knelt, I saw her pussy lips open. Geees, I could hardly wait to fuck her… but I had to. She was going to suck me off a little first, which always made my pretty hot.
Her lips were real soft as they kissed my dickhead. But when they closed around the shaft and she really began to give me some tongue action my knees went weak again. I guess I was trembling, because she put her hands on my legs to hold them steady as she sucked me.
“Careful,” I warned.
She smacked off, then spit a mouthful onto my shaft. She stood so quickly that my head spun. I had my cock in my hand still as she pushed her body against it.
Being a little shorter was an advantage in this case, my dickhead punched into her and her cunt lips folded around my rod.
We kind of steered around so that she could sit on the desk and I could straddle her and get some purchase. I can tell ya she felt so warm and juicy around my dick. I began to do slow strokes deep into her. At the same time, I found the catch on the bra and had her brown tits flopping in a few seconds. I pushed all the way in and kind of flexed my butt muscles as I lifted her left tit to my lips. Again the arousing smell of her perfume. I kissed the whole surface, without touching the nipple. That’s when she began to breath hard. I kept up little motions with my hips to let her know where the main action was as I began to lick her nipple. It boinged up, nearly as hard as my dick. Then I treated the other one to my lips and tongue. She was practically puffing by then. And she really wanted me to fuck her, because her body was sliding forward and back on the desk, crunching up the papers she’d been correcting.
“Shove it to me, Little David. Play on my harp.”
I knew what she meant. I leaned forward as she leaned back, her palms on the desk not too far from mine I pulled my dick out, feeling her hot pussy raking over the whole thing as I emerged. Then back again.
I fucked her for a few seconds, watching the spit on her nipples dry. Then I leaned forward and kissed her lips. Boy, were they sweet.
She grabbed me by the hips and held on as I really fucked into her. My balls were swinging back and forth like mad pendulums by then. The feeling was really intense. I closed my eyes and just fucked. It seemed like my body had only one purpose, only one thing attached to on it… cock growing harder and harder with each stroke.
I could hear her panting. Shit, my muscle shirt was going to be soaked.
Already, my armpits were flowing.
Still I flicked, gritting my teeth. Then it happened. I could sense the fire at the end of my cock. My dick head was so hard I could have drilled through rock with it, instead I was melting pussy.
“Ohhhhh.” Was all I said as I threw my head back, my hair jiggling at my neck as I took some more hard strokes. It was too much for me. I wanted this to go on for a long time, but I couldn’t stop myself.
My balls spun in their bag then my rod reared back and then began to spit out my juices. God, I was cumming like it was going to be my last time.
That’s when I felt her pussy begin to spasm too. She was getting off on this as much as I was. We spasmed together. I gave up first but I felt proud that I’d given her so much pleasure. She kept whimpering and then clawed at my biceps.
Finally she stopped.
“Wow.”
“Yea,” I replied.
“Well,” she drew a red nailed finger along my legs starting just by my balls and going down to whole way to my knee. “The legs are fine. Just great. And so was this,” she squeezed her pussy around my dick. “I think if you can learn how to act, you’re going to be great. Just great. Now, remember, just because you fucked me, you don’t own me. I’m not going to cast you because of your dick, but because of your talent.”
“Yes mam.”
I found my shorts and pulled them over my cock. Nuts, they were going to need changing when I got home. I might even sleep with them under my pillow to remind me of what had happened.



Chapter 9-MANAGING THE CREW


as told by Lois Edens Mario was a prick. And he had a prick too. That was all to obvious from his jeans. He seemed to flaunt his sexuality. As stage crew chief for Romeo and Juliet, I was in charge. I was outnumbered by the guys and since it was a one credit course with me in charge of their grade, they sucked up to me.
Disgusting.
Except for Mario; he was annoying. I have long blonde hair which~ I wear in a pony tail most of the time because it’s comfortable and out of the way when I’m working on stage. I don’t wear jeans exactly… at least not faded ones. A fleece lined University sweat shirt in grey and cotton, fleece lined jeans in burgundy is my usual outfit.
Mario’s outfit? A nasty sneer on his round sexy face. His heavy lips curled as if to say, “What are ya gonna do about it?” He wore his pants, tight and pushed out in the basket and a kind of waffle T-shirt, arms bare even though it’s sometimes cold on stage. All he needed was a cigarette pack rolled up in the sleeve and a tattoo to complete the image of a punk.
No matter what I asked him to do, he’d cock his head to one side, inspecting me as if he were a bird (Eagle naturally) and I a low worm. Then he’d shrug… I think he was from New York City. At least that’s what his accent sounded like.
And because he was so… well, impudent, I assigned him the heavy work and then watched his ass flex as he lifted and struggled. He had a nice ass and the front wasn’t bad either.
“Ok, Lois, what’s next?’
We were the only two left. The stage crew has to put in thirty two hours on a show to get their credit and then I decide on the quality of the work.
Mario was behind in his hours… so I’d agreed to stay a little extra to help him catch up. That’s not strictly part of my scholarship. He looked at me, hands on hips, eyes dark and sexy. His black hair was disheveled, as usual, hanging in kind of ringlets over his brow. And always that thick lipped sneer.
As a final insult, he hooked his hands in the frayed belt loops of his jeans.
We both stared at each other. God, he was sexy. And, I might as well admit it, I wanted to see what the bulge was all about. We kept looking at each other.
His sneer relaxed a little. All I could smell was the drying casein paint on the balcony, which we’d just finished moving into place. I could smell him too.
He was all man, or actually boy, being barely eighteen and cocky as they come.
I wondered how he came? Probably by hand, with the attitude he had nobody’d want him… except me. I wished Rick had picked this punk to send out for the stage crew. But I didn’t get to vote on that one.
The stage was deserted. Only the kind of clicking sound of the work lights as they cooked above. “Mario… I…
“You’re hot for my body, aren’t you? I see you staring at my crotch and my ass when you think I’m not looking. But Mario. don’t miss nothing. So, whatca gonna do about it?”
He spread his legs in the macho, I’m the man and you’re the woman pose that some guys use to prove they’re men. If they only knew they didn’t have to prove anything. At least not to me. His fingers were caressing his basket, as if he was in love with the part of him… probably that part of him the most.
“Look, Mario. Fm the crew chief, you’re on the crew. It wouldn’t do you any good, grade wise to come on to me.”
His shoulder slumped while he looked down at the paint spattered ground cloth.
The toe of his big Nike high tops kicked the seam that ran from one side of the stage to the other. His fingers stopped moving. I couldn’t see his eyes. He looked completely defeated.
“Nobody likes me,” he said in a voice that had lost all of his macho. “I just,” his shoulders began to heave and he turned on his heels to face away from me, but not before I caught the glint of a tear in his eyes. He was a little boy now. A lost, frightened little boy. I wondered if I had to be the mother, when I’d have preferred to be the lover.
I walked the two steps that separated us and placed my hand on his shoulder. It was warm. The waffle pattern on his shirt imprinted itself onto my hand. He turned, eyes wet but a smile on his lips. I leaned forward and kissed him right in the middle of his lips.
My hand moved back and forth over his shoulder. He relaxed and glanced at me from under his dark hair. “Why do you give me so much shit, Lois?”
“I give what I get. You’re nice… I’m nice. You’re a bastard… I’m a bastard. You get what you give?”
He shook his head as if this were the first time he’d thought about it. “You mean, if I was nice to you, you’d be mice to me?”
“That’s about it.” I noticed that my voice had lost all its command. We were just people now. A guy and a gal, actually.
He turned on his heels again, body parallel to mine. Then he leaned in and kissed my nose. I tilted my head up and we made lip contact. My hand went half way down his bare arm and them back up again. He shivered as if he were cold.
“If you wore a shirt, you wouldn’t be cold, but no you have to show off.”
“Yeah, I guess.” His voice was so low I could scarcely hear him. His mouth touched mine again; my tongue crept out and feathered across his lips. Mario opened wide and let me in. God he was a hot kid. And I was hot for him.
Two steps and our bodies were touching everywhere from knee to chest. His felt so good against mine, even though he was crushing my tits. Mario’s knee came up between my legs and massaged my pussy mound. That’s when I could feel his crotch, hot like an glue pot against my leg. We ground together as our mouths devoured each other. The pure animal magnetism of him flowed between us. My panties got a little wet at this point.
He smacked off my lips, kissed around to my ear and said, “You want to do it?”
My turn. I nibbled on his ear lobe and whispered, “What it?”
We brushed lips without saying anything. His hand strayed to my breasts and began to play with them. The tough boy’s fingers were gentle and considerate. I liked that. His middle finger found my nipple which he pinched lightly. And then a little harder. Fire shot down my spine and into my cunt. I held him tight, feeling his muscles ripple as he massaged my breast. Another hand crept down my back and the up again, the palm flat with the fingers curling and uncurling.
I could tell he was excited, because the soft warmness of his basket had turned into a hard warmness. My hand went down between us as I sought out his dick.
When I touched it I knew I had something. Or soon would. He was all stiff in his shorts. I could see he had shorts on because there was the edge of the waistband sticking above his jeans. I ran along the thin red line that went around the elastic. Then I pushed my hand down between his stomach and his shorts where I touched light cock hair at first and then a coarser but sparse public bush. Finally I made contact with his dick. It was sticky at the tip, hard and pulsing. I investigated the tip. It was kind of like a blunt point. My fingers touched a rim of skin and slid down his cum tube. I traveled quite a ways to the soft pouch of his nuts.
His hands were working on both my tits now, while his knee massaging my pussy with devastating effect. We backed away from each other so we could look. He found my belt after lifting my sweats and undid it… I stood there, knees shaking, letting him. He popped the metal button and yanked the zipped down. My ass cheeks began to tremble now too as he pulled my jeans down and then stroked my mound through the cotton of my panties.
I wanted to see what I was feeling looked like. I fumbled at the top button of his jeans, forced the zipper down and the soft pants down to his knees. His underwear was a strange as his waffle T-shirt… a packed pouch in dazzling white which contrasted with his olive skin. I snapped the elastic forward and gasped. What a beautiful hunk of meat. It seemed to widened out as it went down. His nuts were hanging one below the other in an almost hairless pouch. I clamped my hands around his cock and jerked on it. He had his middle finger shoved down my panties, parting my cunt lips. Then he curled it up and into my opening. We were both kind of glaze eyed-by then.
“Suck me a little.”
“Only if you will.”
His fingers was twisting in my cunt. It was thick, but his prick was thicker. I wanted it inside me, riding me… shoving deep.
I spit into my hand and coated his dick to kind of prime it. Then I knelt on his Nike’s and opened wide. There was a musky taste when I first closed around his thing. Musty and masculine. I sucked in long strokes, allowing a lot of spit to leak out of my mouth and flow down his fat shaft to the ball sac. My fingers were rubbing the rivulets into his nuts.
“Enough.” Mario pulled me to my feet and knelt before me. I pushed my hips forward, which parted my cunt lips. He twisted his head to the side and began to lick up and down my crack.
I watched his cock bounce between his knees. I put my hands on his shoulders, lifting him to his feet. “Juliet’s bed.” He nodded. We kicked off our jeans and walked up the balcony where the leading lady would bend to urge Romeo to climb.
Inside the door, was a bed, seen only by the people in the balcony, even though the floor was tipped up. We sat on the edge of the bed and kissed, my hand wetting itself on his cock. His finger plugging my sopping cunt.
In a kind of slow motion, I pulled off his shirt and he my sweats and then bra.
We rotated onto the bed and pressed together, his chest crushing my tits. I was aware of his cock pressing against my belly. Not only because it was wet, but hot enough to burn me.
We kind of rotated back and forth, his cock leaving a trail across my belly. I pushed my hand between us and cupped his nuts. His hips ~moved down… I tried to follow.
His hand came into the cavity and bent his prick down, raking past my cut and folding back my cunt lips until he found my hole. The Mario circled his dickhead around my opening a couple of times. I relaxed, spreading my legs so that one was on the bed and the other up in the air.
We heard a door slam down below the stage and froze. I couldn’t stand the tension any more. My fingers traced his dick along the back from where his head was just barely poked into me to the wiry hair patch.
My free palm touched his rounded ass cheeks and flattened against him… my fingers leaving white marks on his butt. At first, only about a half inch of his dick managed to get inside me. Then as I pushed, more and more forced its way in, spreading my twat to accommodate his width. Then Mario was all the way in.
He began to wiggle from side to side, his cock swinging like a metronome inside me. Then, as I released the pressure on his ass cheek, he pulled on. I moaned.
He felt so good in there. So hard and manly.
We both began to work together now, for the maximum pleasure for both of us. He pushed forward and back. I met his strokes. And they came with increasing frequency and firmness.
I could hear him gurgling in the back of his throat. His toes pressed against the mattress as he shoved faster and with more force.
I massaged his cock with the length of my tunnel and with my cunt lips. I could feel heat pouring between us, then sweat as we became misted with the effort.
“I’m close,” he mumbled.
I waited, clamping and unclamping. His dick turned to a pipe harder than the ones we flew scenery on. Then he grunted.
I gasped. I could feel his dick expanding and contracting through my bones. A kind of echoing thud resounded with each shot of his stuff.
We both gasped. Me faster because I was coming off too. Wow, what a cum.
We lay there for a few moments. “Well, Romeo, I smoothed his dark hair out of his eyes. He smiled a little weakly… apparently his cum had taken a lot out of him. I felt his dick softening. Then it plopped out.
”Yeah. I guess we’d better get to work.”
“Right.”
He stood by the bed, pulling his dick to get all the juice out. I grabbed one of the brass curlicues in the bed and reached up, pulling him toward me by his cock. That’s when I licked him clean.
The door at the back of the stage slammed. “Lois?”
It was my boss. “Up on Juliets bed.”
“Alone I hope?”
Mario hung off the edge of the platform and dropped like a cat onto the floor as the scene designer came up the stairs. I caught a glimpse of my new lover’s black hair as the work light flashed on his face. Then he was gone into the black drapes.



Chapter 10-A STAGE SCREW


As told by Conner Price I guess I’m pretty dumb. Or the stage crew is pretty smart. At any rate, they sent me to True Value for a #8 stage screw… and they laughed when the said it. I’m just a farm boy and innocent, though we do see a lot on television and should be right up with it, but coming from a school district that had 40 people in the high school may have been nice, but nothing to match the big city kids.
That’s how I met Marsha. She was behind the counter at True Value. Nice gal, as I found out. I said, “I’m with the University Theatre. They have a controlled blanket order here.”
“Yes, sir,” she said, her bright eyes glowing. God I liked her at first sight.
She seemed to be eying me too. I wasn’t wearing anything special, just grey sweats with the PROPERTY OF U of M Athletic Department printed on it. Maybe it was the yellow headband. She said I looked like a canary. Marsha bent under the counter and pulled out a sheaf of University Purchase Orders, found our number and said, “What’ll it be?”
“A number 8 stage screw.”
She covered her face and giggled.
“Look…?”
“Conner Price.”
“You’re a freshman, right?”
I blushed and nodded yes. My feet were itching to get out of there. I’d been had. I remembered the snipe hunting joke we played on city kids.
“Well, I’m a sophomore and I’ve worked here for a year. Those guys are having you… but I have an idea of how you can get revenge on them.”
That’s how I ended up on stage in the spotlight, waiting for Marsha, who said she’d deliver the screw to me personally. I was dressed in my sweats and yellow headband. Marsha arrived in a black skirt and high heels, a red jacket with a white turtle neck and her smile.
I was sitting on the Romeo and Juliet bed, which for some reason was down on the stage. I guess the crew was working on it.
Somebody said the side boards had broken and joked that some Romeo was probably screwing some Juliet on stage. Everybody had laughed at that and Rick had asked if I had none for the stage screw yet. I said I’d have it tomorrow. And now I was waiting for Marsha to bring it.
Two spots were on. Usually they had work lights, but today it was spotlights. I didn’t think anything of it. Then Marsha stepped into the pool with me and sat down on the bed.
“Did you bring it?”
“Bring what,” she asked as if she didn’t know what it was.
“The stage screw?”
“No, but I brought something to screw it into.” Her hand touched my knee.
That’s a kind of intimate gesture. I hardly knew her. But it sure felt good there.
“You’re supposed to have it on you.”
“Me, but I… “ her hand was creeping up my knee. I was glad I wore my jock. A girl touching me there so close to… well, you know. Careful, Marsha. I’m pretty touchy.”
“Where?”
“Where you are.”
“How about here,” her hand really zoomed up and nearly brushed my dick, which was up under my jock, pointing toward my stomach.
“Yeah, there… “I peeled her fingers away from the bottom of my jock strap.
“How would you like it if I did that to you?”
“I haven’t objected so far.”
That made me a little pissed. So I put my hand on her knee. Boy did she had smooth legs. I pushed the black skirt up and up, revealing her thigh and the dark part of her pantyhose. I stopped just, before the modesty panel, my fingers kind of burned by her body and being so close to you know what.
She closed her eyes as she dropped her hand onto my knee again, this time reached my nuts. Marsha did little squeezes on them.
Well, havin’ a girl play with your nuts is a turn on if you know what I mean.
My dick began to grow… I could feel the skin on my nuts crawling and my cock starting to inflate.
I moved my hand to her mound and began to stroke where I knew her cunt lips to be. I could feel them even through the panty hose. She stroked my dick from bottom to top and back down again.
“We’d better quit,” I said. My voice trembled. This was a hot situation… too hot for a farm boy to resist. But Marsha didn’t stop. She found the string on, my sweats and pulled the bow so it opened. Then her hand went down into my sweats, down… until her fingers were resting, on the red lines across my jock waistband. My dick was up under the top one and throbbing. The hairs across my belly and all the way up to my chest seemed to be tingling.
That’s when she leaned over and kissed me on the lips. Not just on the lips, but between them and into my mouth. She was one sexy girl.
I grabbed her arm and pulled her closer to me, our faces moving from side to side. Then I broke the kiss and worked my way down her neck at the same time as I pulled the zipper on her red jacket. It wasn’t a sweater she was wearing at all, but one of those things that look like a sweater but have no arms or back.
I could see her belly and everything as I pulled the zipper down. I flipped the dickie up and there they were… her tits. What beauties. My mouth began to water, just as my cock was beginning to water.
Marsha had managed to jam her hand inside my jock now and had found my cockhead. She was using one hand to hold my dick steady… it was vibrating like a pussy willow in the wind. The fingers found some of my stuff and was working it into the crown. My cock looks like and old fashioned bottle with a pink tip and a pink band to where the thing swells out. Then it’s darker. It’s not as big as a bottle of course, but a good size. My nuts were gathered in the tight sac by then, sloshing with my jizz.
I kissed her tits, my hands working their way down her stomach to the waist of her skirt. Gees. I’d have to figure that out. Her hand disappeared from around my dick, but not her finger. She snapped or unzipped something and I was home free. I kept kissing my way down her belly to the top of her panty hose. I could smell her pussy now. I could tell she was as excited as I was.
My finger poked inside the pantyhose and into the depths of her belly, to the very bottom where her cunt hole begins.
Marsha was pushing against my head, urging me on and down further. I was half want down the bed and she’d managed to spread her legs on it. As I kissed her belly, closer and closer to her snatch, she pushed the pantyhose down. I watched the blonde bush appear and smelled the wetness between her legs.
I kissed her mound while I used my tongue to slice into and between the lips.
She sighed as she grabbed me by the shoulders pulling me up along her body. I licked her nipples on the way to her face, where we kissed. My.sweats had been scraped down my knees, so I was lying on top of her with nothing but my jock between me and her cunt.
That didn’t last long either. She was fiddling with the straps. My rod caught in the top of the band, but she reached in and untangled it. We were lying on the bed now, stretched out, my cock pressed against her cunt lips. They were kind of folded over part of the shaft, right near the head.
That’s when the itch in my dick really started. Her hands were pushing my athletic shirt up and more of my hairy body touched hers. She liked the hair too because she started moaning and kissing my ear, her legs opening and closing while her cunt lip’s grabbed my dick and released it.
“Fuck me Conner.”
Well, that’s what I had every intention of doing. I rose up on my knees and watched as she spread as wide as a turkey wishbone for me, her pussy gap widened to the pinkness inside and under the hair.
My cock was oozing lubricant. I hoped it would be enough. I took my middle finger and wiped it down her cunt and inside the lips which were plenty moist with her juice. So I grabbed my cock in my hand and kind of drew a line between her cunt lips, feeling the skin fold open and then close behind my cock as it worked it way down.
Then I was at the hole. It seemed tight, so I took a few seconds to poke against it, making really short strokes into and out of the opening. Finally I felt it give way and my dick slid up into her. First the narrow point of my cockhead, then the neck and finally the wider shaft. She opened for me as I slipped into the hot interior in a long, smooth stroke. When I reached bottom, I just lay there, then leaned forward and started to lick her tits again.
She really liked that because her hips began to piston, releasing and capturing my cock again and again. My balls were in an touchdown uproar by then.
She spread her legs wider and used her heels against my back. Boy, her running shoes felt strange against my back, but wasn’t about to stop and take them off.
The heels pounded my back as I jiggled in and out of her.
My hands came into play now; I used her tits to steady myself and then massaged her breasts at the same times as I fucked her hole.
Her mouth was opening and closing in heavy gasps with each stroke. I felt like a fish too, my mouth gulping air as I pushed and pulled.
“Harder, Conner. I want to get my gun.”
Who didn’t?
I pushed harder. because my balls were really tight by then. So tight I thought the skin would pop and they’d be out in the cold.
Marsha worked with me… our passion building with each stroke. My hair had fallen forward, forming a brown curtain over my eyes. There was sweat gathering on either side of my nose. I knew I-I was glowing bright red from top to bottom.
Then Marsha wrapped her legs around me tighter and really began to pull me into her. Her heels made thuds against my back. I was going to have sole marks on my spine before we were through.
But I didn’t care any more. I just wanted to get off and get her off too. I tried to time myself so she could have some fun too, but the tingling in the end of my dick and deep inside my body took over.
She must have known I was close, because she became even more wild in her lunges. I felt my dick scraping things inside her. That must have been where she was sensitive. My belly bounced against hers. There was something real hard at the top of her slot which squashed when we came together.
I let out one long “whoooooo” of breath as my nuts jumped and the flood gates opened. Boy did I let go. My nuts flared, the cum tube widened; hell, I really juiced her. Juiced her deep too, squirting my stuff way up inside her.
Her belly was bouncing against mine in a rhythm not of my making. Christ, she was coming off too.
We both howled like wolves in the Minnesota woods at mating time. Our coupling had reached its peak.
My jiz felt like hot lead squirting out of my hole. At the same time, her pussy seemed to be grabbing at my cock, as if she would never let it go.
I peaked. My squirts turned to spurts and then dribbles. I felt absolutely drained… which was probably the case: I slumped on her body, my cock still giving off occasional twitches.
Something cold touched my butt. I opened my eyes. There was the whole male contingent of the stage crew standing around me just inside the pool of light.
I looked for Lois ashamed that she might have seen me fucking on Juliet’s bed.
Fortunately, she wasn’t there.
It was Rick. “I see you got your stage screw.”
Everybody burst out laughing. Even I had to laugh. It had been a setup with Marsha the willing accomplice. My cock wilted. I tried to hide my nakedness, grabbing for the jock strap bands and pulling the pouch over my deflating cock.
Marsha smiled and winked at me. She hugged me close to her body, the sweat on her tits smeared against my chest. “You were the best stage screw I ever had. I think I’ll tell the guys I’m out of circulation for awhile.”
And that’s how Marsha and I became lovers. Friends too. But that’s a whole different story.



Chapter 11-PRIVATE INITIATION


As told by Mary Wilkins I had been standing next to Rick when Conner got his stage screw initiation.
When Conner caught sight of me, he blushed and tried to hide his wet deck. But I wasn’t looking at the action on Juliet’s bed but at the action in Rick’s pants. Rick’s a cute guy. A little short, maybe, at least for me, I’m nearly six feet, but petite for all of that. But Rick was maybe five eight or nine.
His blond hair was short… some of the other guys in drama like to have pony tails. I guess that prepares them for 18th century. Restoration Comedy or something. But there was something so wholesome and clean cut about Rick.
As we watched Conner and Marsha get it on, I whispered in his ear, “And who initiated you.”
He turned to me, a big grin on his face, “I started the ritual. Nobody’s initiated me… yet.”
I allowed my hand to touch the edge of his jeans. His leg was warm. He kept staring straight ahead. His grey and red plaid shirt was fuzzy to the touch when I ran my finger up to his waist band. Frankly, I’d never touched a guy before. Something in my upbringing suppose. But that s all right. I can tell you I wanted to touch Rick… and down there two. I wondered if all guy’s cocks looked like Conner’s… I supposed there must be differences. Back in the dorms I’d been looking at the other girls when we took showers. Our dorm had stall for each shower, unlike the boys who stood all in a row. I bet they compared equipment too.
Tits were all sizes and shapes. So were cunts. Some long. Some short. Some deep. Some shallow. I didn’t know what mine was or what really happened, though we talked a lot. Mostly about falling in love. Sex was part of that. I was in love with Rick. Cute and cocky. And his cocky was up as I glanced down. When he slapped Conner’s ass after the flick and everybody crowded around, I was right behind Rick, patting his ass as I talked over his shoulder. I don’t know ill thought Marsha was a slut for public display, but I was sure interested. A lot of the guys standing around had their hands covering their crotches, so I knew watching somebody else give it and get it got them excited.
As we walked away from the “wedding bed” I said, “How come I’ve never been initiated?”
“Well… “ Rick hesitated and looked out from his bleached but bushy eyebrows at me. His wide moustache lifted in a grin. “We talked about that, but you can only play one stage screw joke a year and Conner was it. We’ve never done it to one of the girl stage crew members. You notice that Lois wasn’t here… too squeemish I guess.”
Now… I thought I was pretty good looking at the moment in my grape colored sweater and light blue casual pains. I especially liked the accent of the kind of crocheted belt. I have a nice Waist. And nice chest too if it comes to that.
I patted Rick’s ass again, friendly. Not hard or anything. “Didn’t that display of animalism get you all excited,” I asked.
“Kind ol.” He looked at me again. I checked out the front of his jeans. Yep, he must have had something going on down there, because the bulge was bigger. In fact, I could see a kind of wet spot where the tip of his thing must have pressed. So guys got wet like girls did. Hmmm. That was interesting. Only his stuff was for more than lubrication. At least when he let go.
“Walk you home,” he said as we clomped right down the stairs to the crew locker room. To show you how old this theatre was, there was only one locker room.
Lois and I had to change in the women’s washroom off the main lobby of the theatre. Fortunately I’d changed, so I waited outside for Rick to appear. There was loud laughter inside. Then a lot of back slapping when Conner made his sheepish way into the area.
Rick came out. “You live on a coed floor?”
“Yeah. With 24 hour visitation rights. Want to stop by? I’ve got a popcorn popper, strictly illegal and an electric tea pot.
“I could stand a little relaxation. Technical Dress rehearsal is in a few days.
We’re going to work our asses off… Sorry.”
For a guy who had such a big mouth, Rick was sure shy. He was shy when I poured the tea for us. He’d sat on my• roommates bed, assuming I’d sit on mine. But I sat with him instead. We listened to the corn pop. That’s when I thought of popping. My panties were still wet from having watched Conner do Marsha.
I put my empty cup beside me as we talked about classes and what teacher was good and what professor to avoid and why. My hand crept to the very edge of the side seam of his jeans. He gulped the last of his tea, then put the cup down on the floor; I did the same in case the action got too heavy and then Rick leaned back against the wall, his arms behind his head, open to me completely. I could see the bulge growing again.
“So, you wish you’d been sent out to buy a #8 stage screw instead of Conner?”
That flustered me. I touched my left tit with my fingers, “Well, not exactly.
I’d rather start out a little slower. I mean, not get into the heavy stuff right away.”
“You never seen video’s or magazines or anything.”
“I’ve looked at the Sears underwear ads and… ”
“How about jocks? I’m wearing a jock.”
I looked down into his lap a little more carefully, he was right. My brothers blushed when Ma gave them their jocks back from the wash.
“Let me guess the color. A guy as flamboyant as you… red?”
“Got it in one.” He pulled the waist of his jeans forward… I got a flash of brilliant red.
“My brothers never paraded around in the jocks. What do you do, just slip your legs into them and… “
“Pull up or down, depending on which way you’re going. On or off. Undo that top button there and you can see the top at least.”
My throat went dry as hands began to tremble, but Rick just lay against the wall, eyes half closed, pretending indifference. But I knew he wasn’t because I could now see the long outline of his dick. God, that thing had grown. I touched the button, still warm from his body below and slipped it through the opening. We were both holding our breaths. Me because it would be my first sight… actually second of a guy up and hard.
“Try the zipper. Just greased the tracks this morning.”
“With what?”
“That would “be telling. But there’s more grease where that came from.”
I slid the tab down, being careful not to touch his thing. I didn’t know if just touching him would set him off or what; I wanted to see a guy shot off.
When I let go, I didn’t shoot or spray or anything, just kind of oozed around my fingers if I was playing with myself.
More red. Kind of like a weave. I could see dark hairs sticking through the mesh and of course, the outline of his dick. For some reason the thought of touching a guy there had at first dried up my whole mouth, but now that I was about to see it, my mouth filled up with spit, kind of like my cunt lips were getting wet around the edges.
Go ahead. Take it out. Play with it if you want. I wouldn’t mind. I like you.
I became bold. As bold as Rick had become quiet. On stage, he was a big joakster, here on the bed he had toned down considerably. I looked at his eyes … they were. closed now but his lips had a kind of nervous grin on them. I had to know. “Is this your first time too?”
The smile faded to be replaced by a frown while he tried to decide what to say.
Then he nodded yes.
We were two fumbling virgins. “Can we take it slow, Rick. I mean, not go too far?”
“Whatever.”
I peeled the jock strap down. At first I didn’t see anything, I hadn’t opened the drapes and it was kind of dark. Then something shaped like a mushroom appeared. Only a mushroom is kind of white… this was pinker than pink. I caught a glint in the hole in the end. “Have you done it already?”
“Almost on stage, but not quite. My balls ache.”
I pulled the strap down further to expose what he was talking about. His cock was OK, I mean I have nothing to compare it to and hard. I squeezed it a couple of times just to see what it was like. Seemed to be covered with a soft skin and then have a bone up the middle, except for a kind of vein, which looked like it connected to the hole. I bet that’s were he went to the bathroom from and… well that other thing.
I played with the skin. He seemed to like that because he growled in the back of his throat. Rick’s eyes were still closed. My sweater was moving with my body and that set my nipples to tingling. I wanted him to place his hand there … but decided to not go too far too fast.
I kept up a slow motion on his cock, afraid. of what might happen any moment. I mean, how much did it take to get a guy off? I know I. had to work pretty hard with my finger in my cunt some times.
“It won’t break off… but you’ll rub it raw if you keep that up. Spit on your hand and make it squishy.”
I spit into my hand; no trouble there, I was practically drooling. I looked at the bubbles before I put my hand back around his dick. When I “squished” down his rod, Rick moaned.
“Faster.”
OK, so guys liked it faster. So did I come to think of it. Faster and faster, building the feeling in my hole. I used my thumb on my little ditty a lot. I guess it was little. Never got that far in the showers. Tits I could tell you about.
Rick’s hand came up the arm I was supporting myself with, along the grape colored knit and across to my front. He felt for my tits and found the center.
My nipples were practically dripping by then anyhow and that touch sent spasms through my body.
His voice kind of begged, “Would you suckit?”
I didn’t feel quite up to that. Besides, I wanted to see what happened when a guy let go.
I knew my roomie kept some tissues on her desk. Without breaking contact, I leaned over for one. I didn’t want to make a mess on her Miss Piggy spread.
Then I bent real close as I jerked faster.
“Harder, tighter.”
So I got harder and tighter. I looked up at Rick. He has a kind of pale face normally, but now it was flushed, like a new sunburn and kind of splotchy. His mouth was half open and I could see his tongue wiggling around inside.
Then, as I watched, his head began to move from side to side.
Finally, I noticed that my hand was jerking on something harder than ever. I bent close, smelling the musky scene coming from down there. I jerked harder and faster as I knew he wanted.
Suddenly, without a sound, his body arched up, driving his cock between my hands, the burgundy colored tip thrusting out of my fingers. I was practically down to his balls. That’s when I felt the twitch or spasm or whatever it was.
His was going to let go. I held the tissue in position, but bent down so I could see what was going to happen.
The cock eye winked and then a long rope of white stuff shot out of the end. It was really thick and gooey. I held the tissue to catch it because I didn’t want to get any on me. His rod expanded in my hand again. The squirt was even bigger this time. I grabbed another tissues and got it in place before the next spritz. Wow did he have a lot of stuff in him. And so did I… in my panties, because I’d let go along with him. I leaned against the concrete blocks and cleaned at his cockhead, until he held my hand still.
My first cock. Now what did they taste like? How would it feel in me?



Chapter 12-UNDER THE ROBES


as told by Bob King I guess I’m a character actor, kind of based on the Stalislavski method. As Friar Laurence in Romeo and Juliet, I wanted to be a wise old monk, advising the teenagers, plotting with them to fulfill their longing for each other. I didn’t necessarily want them to go to bed, at least not openly, but their love was a type of surrogate sex, because he was a monk and all. Though from what I’ve read of the period, they sometimes broke their vows. I look awfully young.
I’d have to have a tonsure, the kind of hairdo where you’re, bald in the middle of your head. Because of that, I had to cut my hair short so that the bald pate would fit over my hair. I looked like something out of the 40’s. All I needed was a Studebaker.
That’s why I’d been visiting Mr. Almundson. While he wasn’t a friar, he was old. And he had a goregeous granddaughter Sarah who often visited him while we worked on my walk and voice.
Costumes had finally finished my robes. The best way to look like you belong in a costume is to wear it until you feel comfortable. I’d been wearing a graduation gown, but it didn’t have the weight of the heavy monks cloth that Dr. Koenig’s students had used in the final costume.
Sarah kissed her grandfather lightly and said, “Now, you have a good nap. I’ll see that Bob sets out ok. You want some coffee, Friar?”
That was our running joke. She kept threatening to seduce me and make give up my vow of chastity. I wasn’t exactly a virgin, but I’d been chaste for a lone time now, except for my hand. I wonder if that counted? I can see the old Friar getting off in imagining Romeo and Juliet in her bed on the balcony.
“Sure, I’ll have some coffee.” We had a couple of steps to go up from the sun porch. Winter was more than threatening. Sarah had apparently been out running because she was wearing a stunning outfit of white fleece with a V-neck and a shirt under that. The cuffs, waistline and neck had a double black line around them. I liked Sarah. She could joke with me and make me feel comfortable. Too bad in a few weeks the play would be over.
Sarah had that kind of questioning face. Even in repose the eyebrows arched up in a perpetual question. I wish I knew the answer. I watched her hips sway as we went up the stairs. I grabbed my long skit as I’d seen it done in a medieval drawing and lifted it just the right amount. I practiced not looking down at my feet because were a lot of steps on the set. Designers like to use levels and directors too.
Sarah grabbed my arm as we came into the kitchen. “You’ve made grandpa very happy… made him feel wanted. Thank you. she kissed me on the cheek. I turned my face and our lips met. Brushed actually. Then she broke away to find Mr.
Coffee and pour for us both.
“Don’t you get cold under that thing? Did the monks wear long johns or what You must freeze your jewels.”
“I have my jeans in my backpack. I’ll put them on when I walk back to campus.”
“So what are you wearing underneath?”
Sarah came towards me, grabbed my rope belt and pulled me towards her. She kissed my lips fully then, her tongue poking against mine. The steaming coffee on the table caught my eye. I guess it gave me ideas.
I broke away. “Hey, careful. Grandpa will hear.”
“Nope, he drops off to sleep like a rock. And you haven’t answered my question.”
Her hands were on my rope belt, the thumbs down and pressing forward. Her left thumb touched my cock which was already responding to the situation.
“Just my Jockeys.”
“You don’t look like you have hairy legs. I mean from what I can see down the front there.” She pushed a hand down my neck and touched my pecs. That really. made the blood shoot into my dick then. I have a kind of a thick one. Thick fingers too. Sarah played with first one nipple than the other, while her thumb just touched my cock.
“Look… we shouldn’t be doing this.”
“Why not. You a virgin or something.”
“Nothing so drastic.”
“You don’t like me?” She let go of my rope belt and stepped back while she pulled the fleece top off. The knit shirt underneath was tight, unlike the sweats. Her fits stuck up and out. The way the jiggled I bet she wasn’t wearing a bra. I licked my lips and started to move toward the table and the coffee.
Not that I wasn’t stimulated enough already.
She blocked my way. “I felt your chest, time for you to feel mine.”
Wow, was she aggressive. And I guess, with a shy guy like me, you need somebody who takes charge. She took charge of my hand and pressed it against her right. tit. It was so nice and firm. I stroked it for a few seconds and then went looking for the nipple. I found it and circled a couple of times.
“No fair. I touched you and you’re only giving me a second hand grope.” She tossed her dark brown hair in irritation.
“I can fix that.” I found the hem of her shirt and pulled it up. Such creamy white skin… without a blemish. I had the shirt up to where I could see her fits; No bra like I guessed. She helped me pull the shirt over her head. She stood there, like a wood nymph at her bath, chest bare, the rosy nipples glowing in the afternoon sun.
“You like these?” She lifted them up as if they were offerings of some kind. I leaned forward and lightly kissed first one nipple then the other. She shivered.
“Cold?”
“No… hot. My pussy’s running already. Let’s do something down and dirty.”
“I’m only a poor innocent Friar.”
“Poor? Maybe. Innocent? I hope not. But I’ll play the game.” She untied the rope, letting it fall to the floor on my thongs.
Then she hunted for the way in.
“Concealed zipper in the back.”
“Good, I get to see your buns then.”
I turned. She unzipped. The whole dark brown costume fell to the floor. My “buns” as she called them were tight in my Jockeys. She ran her hands over them, squeezing lightly. My dick was doing a dance in the front.
Then Sarah grabbed me by the hips and knelt on the floor, turning me to the right. I rotated until my crotch was practically in her face. I looked down. My shorts were really poked out by then with my thick meat which was trying to escape, but the leg bands and the fly wouldn’t open. So it pushed out in a thick lump, the head obvious to the left of the fly opening.
“Nice.” She leaned forward and kissed my tip through the cloth. Her fingers were in the edge of the waistband, ready to pull them down. I stepped back and one of her glued on finger nails snapped off..
“Shit,” she said in a very un-lady like way and chewed on the end broken end.
“Sorry.” I touched her hair.
“Why did you stop me?”
“I’m ahead of you. You’ve still got your running pants on.”
“Is that all?” She pouted, chewing on her nail. Then she stood and pushed her sweats down. She was wearing black panties under them, but I could see patches of light skin through their sheerness… and the shadow of her bush.
She kicked off her high-tops and we both stood there, nearly naked taking each other in. She was a gorgeous gal. The kiss on my cock tip had started my balls a boiling.
We both stepped forward to get a feel of the other… our hands passed. Hers found my nuts right away. With gentle pressure she massaged them.
I found her mound, flattened my palm against it, my middle finger pushing what I hoped would be her hole and my thumb searching for that little nub girls have.
We played with each other for a little bit, then stepped closer, so that our chests met. Her fits flattened against my body. I could feel the nipples poking my rib cage since she was a little shorter than me.
We both got the idea at the same time. She moved her hands up to my waistband and I moved mine into a similar position. Our eyes were looking down, for the first sight on the other’s sex.
She gasped when my cock came into view. As I said, it’s kind of fat. The head especially. If it were a mushroom, you’d stuff it and eat it for supper. I hope she’d feel the same.
When I pushed her panties out of the way, it was my turn to gasp. She had the most luscious looking muff. Not so thick that you couldn’t see anything and not so thin you thought she was a little girl. I could see the slit and a hint of pink where it had parted a little bit.
“Wow, what a mushroom. Got a lot of mushroom sauce in it?”
“I’ve been a monk for six weeks.”
“Can I nibble it?”
I lifted my cock up, the big mushroom pointing toward her lips. Once again she was on her knees, her mouth open. This time she kissed the head but not through my shorts. Her lips folded around the tip and began a toothless munch on my whole crown and the soft part under it. Sarah’s tongue whirled and so did my head she gave good head. I put my hands on my butt and leaned forward to get the best effect.
Once she’d had enough of tasting the top, she came off and began to lick down toward my nuts. The fur on them began to tingle in anticipation of her tongue.
Sara’s palm came under my left ball and lifted it as her mouth closed around it. My eyes went blank for a second. All I could do was feel those warm lips massaging my sex egg. Then she went for the other one. I was breathing kind of heavily then.
Without saying a word, she stood, pushed on my crew cut. I sank into the worshiping position now. Her box was right in front of my face. I touched my nose to the top of the slit and drew a slow line down the opening, smelling her need as I went lower and lower. My hands were going up and down her smooth legs to her crotch. When I reached bottom for about the third time, I poked my tongue out and tilted my head up. Sarah was playing with her fits, massaging them and touching the nipples with her fingers. I saw her stomach muscles flex too. My tongue touched that secret, hooded spot at the top and wedged in.
She must have been on hair trigger, because the first touch sent her body into spasms. I poked and licked around the little most nub and felt it tremble and shudder at the same time.
“Wow, I’ve never cum off that quick before, Friar.”
I looked up, my face smeared with her juices. “You up for a fuck?”
“You look like you’re up.” She pulled me up by my arms… our bodies touched again, my cock crushing against her belly. My balls brushed the bottom of her pussy.
I backed her up until we were against the edge of the table. She reached behind and moved the coffee cups to the side and bent back over the table until she was kind of sitting on it… legs on the floor, pussy spread and her back on the table.
I steadied myself while I lifted her legs slightly to get a better angle. Her ass came up so I could see into the moist folds of her pussy.
I put her legs over my shoulders and edged forward, holding my dripping cock to make contact. Oooh. Did that ever feel good as her pussy folded around my head flare.
“Don’t push yet. Let me get used to it.”
I obliged. Then she wiggled her hips as a pushed forward. My dick went into her inch by inch allowing me to feel the cunt walls closing around me. What heaven.
Then we began the actual fucking. We’d been teasing each other for so long that I had to build up things so I could get off. She helped a lot too, by tightening her cunt muscles around my dick. They caught against my cock rim and prevented me from dropping out.
Back and forth we went. I could smell the coffee faintly, but her pussy odor and my sweat was ever more powerful.
She went, “Ahhh… ahhhh… ahhh,” with each stroke. I tightened my belly and really dug in then. The fire was growing at my tip… faster and faster. Her back must have been wet because if squeaked on the table. Her hair had fallen off the edge and was flopping from side to side. I looked at her face… it was pure angel.
Tighter and faster.
The explosion began in my nuts, traveled like a explosion up my tube and shooting out the end, spraying the walls of her cunt with my juices. Shot after thick shot rocketed up into her. She began to tremble too so I knew she was getting off again. One last jam forward. I stayed still, feeling the pressure of her legs on my shoulders. That was it.
I pulled out, found my shorts and wiped myself clean. She zipped my robe up. I watched her climb back into her clothes.
We were still talking when Mr. Crocket came down from his nap.
“Nice to see you two together. Did you have a good time while I napped?”
“Just fine, Grandpa.”
“I better get going. I have a 4 o’clock.”



Chapter 13-WILD KINGDOM SNAKE


As told by Rita, box office girl I was waiting for Snake. I met him when I took the computer up to Instructional Technology Services to have it repaired. Everybody else was on lunch break. As a minimum wage student employee, he didn’t get a lunch break. Snake was working his way through an electronics major and considered the work experience valuable. I considered him cute in the extreme.
He looked like he should be on a horse with a falcon perched on his arm or something like that. Very nice and princely appearing with glossy black hair, somewhat unkempt, as if he’d just come off the field of battle.
The guy was wearing a T-shirt which showed the shadows of a series of tattoos.
Said he and the frat brothers had gotten drunk one night, went up to the twin cities and had the tattoos made.
His mother was mad, but girls thought they were kind of interesting. We kind of hinted around, you know how you do when you’re interested in a guy but don’t want to be too obvious. I had dreams of making it with him on the bed up on the set.
It’s been three days and the computer’s still not back. I’ve been having to hand write tickets in the box office. And, with Romeo and Juliet opening in a few days, that means a lot of works and cranky patrons.
I got a call from Snake, actually, Arthur saying he’d bring the computer back after work today… would I be in the box office? I’m sure I sounded breathless when I said I would be. Hope he doesn’t get the wrong idea… or maybe the right idea cause I really like him. I’ve had several nights thinking about him and dreaming what he might look like naked. My tits got all hard and my pussy runny just thinking about snake. We kidded that time that he would show me his snake if he got the chance. I wonder if it’s a tattoo or something else? I’m game for either. I bet he has a hairy chest too. All glossy black.
The box, office closes at five and reopens at 8 on performance nights. I’d put the phone on the answering machine telling the patrons to call back during regular business hours and was doing my Modern American History, all about corruption and dirty deeds in high places, when I heard something bump the box office door.
I opened it a crack. And there was my knight, without the falcon, but dressed in a shiny leather jacket with chrome studs around the wrists. He was standing, a big smile on his face, pressed against the blue metal cart that had the computer on it.
“Delivery man, Mam. May I come in?”
We were both grinning like it was important. As I opened the door I said, “It’s after five. We close. But we need that machine.”
He pushed the cart past me so I could watched his legs and ass~ work as he maneuvered the cart into position where the wires dangled out of. the ticket printing machine. His buns were so tight in the jeans that I swore I could see his ass crack.
I watched him work. Snake has a lithe body which moves with grace. He plugged the various cables into the machine and turned on the power switch.
I stood so close behind him that I could smell the leather on his jacket, the after shave (very spicy) on his cheeks and a little sweat from a hard day’s work.
He touched a couple of keys. I played with the buttons on my cardigan style blazer… the mauve fabric very soft between my fingers, the button as hard as a rock… or cock. I was thinking dirty again. My nipples were beginning to itch.
He stood up and faced me, pointing to the screen which showed all the right numbers. “See, we’re wonderful.”
I was so delighted not to have to write tickets out any more that I kissed him on the cheek, brushing my lips over the dark ring beard that surrounded his lips. The lips looked the same color as raspberries. Naturally, I wondered how they would taste.
He said, “Whoa, what’s the excitement. Am I so sexy you can’t resist me?”
I backed off a little, but just a little. “Something like that. I guess I’m just glad the machine’s back.”
He looked disappointed. “Aw, I thought it was me.”
“Well… I guess it is. I’ve thought about you a lot.”
“Me too.”
“Egotist.”
He laughed. “I mean, I’ve through about you a lot too. Nice outfit. You look very business like. He touched the edge of the jacket. “And soft too. Like you.”
I blushed. I’m kind of caramel colored, so I’m sure it showed.
He leaned his butt against the blue cart, crossed one leg over the other and said, “Everybody gone for the day?”
“The grind begins tomorrow. I have the 1-5 shift. Us working girls.”
“And boys?” He did a slow unzip of his jacket. I could see the powder blue knit shirt stretched across his chest and the shadows of the tattoos under that, they were a darker blue with flashes of-red.
To hide my confusion, I said, “Do they treat you pretty good up at the shop?”
“I’m good so the put up with me. Sometimes they call me a snake in the grass.”
“You never did explain that nickname.”
He blushed this time, his lips turning even more raspberry. “Name the guys in gym class gave me back in high school. We parade around a lot… you know, without any clothes on.”
“Oh.”! said as if I understood.
“You now… snake… between a guy’s legs. Rearing up… spitting.” He really grew red now. “That kind of thing.” Snake put his thumbs in the belt loops of his jeans.
I looked where the snake had to be. I could see the outline of it, but it wasn’t up or angry or ready to spit. I listened. The area was as quiet as a tomb… not even a janitor whistling.
His fingers moved from down against his thighs to the middle where he adjusted himself a little.
I looked up and caught his eyes. Snake was grinning like a bad little boy, in a dark garage. “You want to see my it?’ “How about your tattoos for starters.”
“Sure.” He stood up, peeled off the leather jacket… then rolled up the shirt. The first thing I saw was on the left side: a roaring lion springing forward. Then all over the left side of his chest a dark flacon flying, on the right another falcon about to enter the nest.
“Don’t falcons eat snakes?”
“I can’t bend that far. Somebody else has to do it.”
Wow, that was bold. I decided to match his boldness, but hold back just a little. You know, kind of prick tease him. “He’d have to show the falcon where the nest was.”
“Falcons have good eyes. They can see everything. His fingers were brushing his cock now so I watched it grow in his pants. That’s a real turn on. Knowing that a guy wants to do something with you.
I formed my fingers into a beak and dived for his crotch. Instead of covering his basket, Snake opened wide and let me dive. I slowed and just landed gently on where I could see the swelling roundness of his cockhead. I touched it.
“Spitting yet?”
“No, but interested if attacked.”
I grabbed his zipper and pulled it down, expecting something weird and wonderful to jump out at me. Well, his shorts did push through the opening and I could see that his cockhead had already spit a little venom.
“So, Miss Falcon?”
I touched his rod. It wiggled, not as if trying to get away or anything, but just from my touch. He popped the top button on his jeans and leaned back in his leg crossed over leg position. That made his dick poke out even more.
I used my hands to push the flaps wide and then surround his cock from both side. Needless to say it was hot and squirming.
“So, you want to see or not? “OK.” I think my voice must have dropped to quarter volume, but he heard me because he hooked his thumbs in the waistband and popped his shorts forward.
It did look like a snake. Kind of bent and twisted as if ready to strike. The head was even redder than his lips. Glossy with the skin tight.
“Well?”
I leaned in. That’s what the other smell was. His randy cock. It glowed and twisted as I looked at it. I put the hand-beak next to my lips and dove down on him. He didn’t spit, at least not right away. But when my lips closed of his prick, he sighed way in the back of his throat. His legs tightened too. I sucked a little, using my lips and tongue everywhere.
“Well, snake didn’t strike.”
“He was waiting for the right target.”
“Oh?” I was wearing and elastic waistband skirt with a self fabric belt in mauve too. I flipped the belt open, stepped back and pushed the skirt to the floor. I was sanding in my sheer panties.
His eyes grew wide; his cock bounced a couple of times and a clear drip oozed out. I was getting him hot. Hell, he was getting me hot. I pushed my panties out of the way and tossed them over the computer monitor.
“You’ve got to dive so I can strike.”
I dove all right, spread my legs and waddled over to him like a ruptured duck, but I wanted to be sure that he could get into me. His legs were together with his cock sticking up out of his lap. I straddled them as he obligingly bent his meat down at a more convenient angle.
I didn’t sink on him right away because I wanted to feel that angry red head twirling inside my cunt lips. He kind of used his dick like the joy stick on a computer game, wiping it just inside my pussy.
Then I stepped forward and squatted down so I was sitting on his legs. His cock pushed up into me. I sighed. It felt as good as it looked and that little crook gave his meat that extra something that set me on fire.
He was just passive. His snake was like a real snake, dodging and changing positions all the time. I lay on him full and lightly bit his nipples. His hips came up then to jam his cock into me.
In fact he uncrossed his legs and held me by the waist while he guided his fuck tool around and in and out of my cunt.
I leaned as far up as I could, while he continued to jiggle in short strokes.
His raspberry lips met mine. His tongue was another kind of snake, much more active than his cock as it flicked in and out of my mouth.
He leaned back too far and hit the computer keyboard. The printer began to spew out tickets.
I wanted something else to spew out so I ignored the machine’s chatter and really fucked him as hard as he fucked me. His hands around my arms grew tighter. We lifted and pushed together.
I could feel the snake growing harder, as if to strike. Then it did. It spit it’s magic venom into my pussy in great drizzles.
My box contracted too. The guy’s belly had hit my clit and that sent the sky rockets off in my body and in my mind.
I slumped against him. Snake finally had the energy and eyesight to reach behind and press escape. But he didn’t escape from my pussy right away. Finally he softened. I stepped back and off him.
His dick was no longer flushed, but pale and satisfied. I licked him clean.
I was sorry to see those two falcons fly off. Sorry to see his ass for a last moment before he closed the door. But we’d made a date for him to take me to the cast party. I could hardly wait to see my snake again.



Chapter 14-MANAGING THE BOYFRIEND


Pamela Steel gets Harry under control I’m just wild about Harry and Harry’s just wild about me. But not at the moment. We were in my dorm room. I was working at the computer doing the books for the University Theater. The business, department had, an agreement with them; I got credit for a practicum business course and they got their books done for free.
Harry wasn’t in business or theatre, he was going to be one of those L A. Law guys. He’d make it too. Harry had a round innocent face so he could tell the most. outrageous lies. My favorite joke was, “Harry, how can you tell a lawyer is lying?”
He fell for it a few times, “How?”
“His mouth is moving.”
“Very funny.”
Harry was hairy. And I mean hairy. God, he had a pelt like a fur coat on him, from neck to navel and below. He was a good lover too but a little slow on the uptake sometimes.
“Pam, you’ve got to keep away from those theatre people.”
“Why?”
“They lack moral scruples.”
A lawyer talking about moral scruples? I didn’t laugh because he was being serious. You had to be serious when he was serious. “What are they doing now?”
“Well, I heard… “who says men never gossip? “Isn’t that hearsay evidence and inadmissible in court?”
“Be serious,” his lips were down. I arranged my face to match his. He continued, “They initiated a freshman guy into the stage crew by sending him out for a stage screw. When the girl delivered it, she practically attacked him. Fucked him there right on Juliet’s bed.”
“Has he filed suit in superior court?”
Harry’s eyebrows went together. I kissed the tip of his nose as he bent over me. “Not that I know of. Have any of those theatre guys made a pass at you? “I haven’t joined the stage crew. Besides, I’m not a freshman.”
“You’re never serious.” He sounded disgusted. I kissed his nose again. This time didn’t back away. A different kind of idea came into his eyes.
I said, “I’m serious about two things… and only two things.”
“Oh?”
“Keeping the books straight and having mad, passionate sex with you as soon as close this file.”
He grinned.
I “escaped” my Dac-Easy accounting software and watched the screen go blank. I tipped my head up. Harry’s eyes were blank.
Since I spend so much time at my computer, I had one of those chairs you kneel on instead of a chair. It’s on wheels, so I rotated on the tile floor until I was facing my boyfriend. Facing his crotch to be exact.
He wasn’t dressed like a lawyer at the moment… campus uniform. And his jeans needed to be washed, but I was afraid that one more washing and they would fall apart. Then the whole campus could see what made me wild about Harry. I leaned forward and pecked at his crotch.
He crossed his legs, “Is that all you ever think about.”
“That and bookkeeping.”
He looked disgusted until I found the bulge of his cockhead and began to lick that. It wasn’t exactly resignation that came into his eyes because corners of his mouth came up and he smiled. He looked like a loveable squirrel at the moment. I put a hand under his balls and began to massage them. I could smell his dick through the cloth. It made my mouth water and my pussy tingle.
When he spoke his voice was husky, so I knew I’d gotten to him. “Let’s take a little break.”
“I thought you’d never ask.”
“Uhhh.”
Harry always got tongue tied when sex was in the air. My fingers found the bottom of his nuts which I cinched just a little. The sac shrank and his dick crawled down his shorts. I wondered what color they were this time. Underneath the lawyer’s exterior lurked a drama major trying to get out. I got it out instead.
When he’s hard, Harry has a bright ring of pink skin around his dick with a cockhead that practically flashes neon red at you. I couldn’t see it, because Harry was wearing red and green paisley print shorts. I almost giggled, but my boy doesn’t appreciate that when he’s being sexy.
I pushed up his shirt to get the full effect of his pelt. My god, there’s a thick tree trunk of hair growing up from his navel to his neck, with spines along the edges like cactus. I kissed his belly. It bounced in appreciation.
Then a pulled those ridiculous shorts down. There was nothing ridiculous about his prick, though. It was flashing at me from a thick bed of hair. I kissed down to the tip and took it in my mouth. The ring of skin around the crown squirmed as I pressed on it.
“Don’t suck me off, I want to fuck.” Another country heard from.
“Sure, sweets. Let’s do it.”
I stood up and we went through our slow strip like we usually did. His middle half was already bare, so I let him take off my green and red sweater. We were color coordinated. The triangles and squares knitted into the sweater went over my head. I couldn’t see then. Harry took advantage of my temporary blindness to lift my tits up in the bra while he found the catch. Ah, glorious freedom. He kissed my nipples. I could smell his randy cock and bet it was bobbing between his legs… just dripping stuff.
I caught my breath as he did my nipples.
Then I could see him again. He had the devilish grin he has when he’s thinking up something novel to do.
“Open your fly and stick my dick in against your panties.”
Oh, one of the clothing fetishes again. Still it sounded sexy, so I did it. My underwear was going to be smeared. We’d have to have a clothes washing date down in the basement of the dorm.
I grabbed his rod and pulled it toward me. Naturally enough, Harry came with it, his famous hair pressing against my body and sending tingles all up and down it.
His meat fit into the opening of my panties and pressed against the wet spot I’d managed to work up in my crotch.
“Ohh, your wet.”
“And so are you lover.” I kissed that cute little nose again. Then I wasn’t playing any more as I bit his lips. His tongue came into me and we dueled. My L A. Lawyer’s hands were stroking my bare back.
Mine undid my black pants and pushed them down. Then he found my panties and did his part. That lovely cock pressed between my cunt lips as we ground together like the two parts of a peppermill. That was hot.
He pulled his meat down just a little and allowed it to poke into the top of my slot. I was all gooey around my cut. Harry added his goo to mine. The soft part of his dick raked down my cut, which popped up. He did that again and again.
Harry knew how steamy that got me. We were still kissing. I did his shoulders.
Somehow we were naked. You know how that goes. I was kicking my stuff off and so did he.
My legs went around the back of his as I pressed his dick against my stomach.
My lover boy moaned and allowed his hands to trail fire down my back where he kneaded my buns.
We were jiggling together, turning from one side to the other in a passionate dance. I changed the pace from a waltz to a tango as I bent him over…
Harry’s cock raked up my belly, while his fur sanded my body until I was shaking.
“Let’s fuck.”
I agreed. We somehow managed to keep close while we legged over to my bed.
“Top or bottom?”
Harry. wants to know those kinds of thing. “I’ll be top gun this time.”
“As long as you get my gun, I’m willing.”
I watched as he took off his British Knights. He had nice feet too with kind of stubby toes. He lay on the bed and pushed his foot up. I knew what to do: I grabbed his ankle and held his foot against my bush. The bottom of Harry’s foot must have been the most sensitive part of him. He rubbed my puss with it. I know I must have left a wet spot there.
Then he let me kiss his toes. One by one his little piggies went to market.
Finally, minor foot fetish satisfied, he lay back on the bed, grabbed his cock and said, “Sit on it.”
Well, I wanted to fresh taste before I sat on it, so I straddled his legs and gave him a little head, watching his eyes. If, they went too glassy I stopped.
I don’t mind swallowing a guy’s stuff, but I liked it pumping into my box better. Fortunately, I’d remembered to put in my diaphragm and coat it. My curly haired lawyer lover would have never thought of a condom until I sued him.
Once I had him pretty wet, I changed position. As I started to do that, Harry began to fondle my tits. I stopped moving to enjoy his fingers as they traced my curves and flicked my nipple.
Then I was all business, leaning forward to kiss him on the lips as he guided his sticky wick down my belly and to my snatch.
We knew each other well enough by that time that Harry found the hole almost instantly. I adjusted a bit as the flare poked between my cunt lips and then slipped up into me. I could feel the skin of his cockhead as it passed. His crown poked and slithered and finally we were face to face and cock to cunt.
I kissed his lips, nibbling them just slightly. Harry hips raised up and looked really was interested now. I went into the pushup position over his body and gave him a few. My whole chest ignited as the soft fur on his body touched my skin. I began to sing our song, “I’m just wild about Harry.”
This girl only knows the chorus or whatever it is and I’d gone through it about ten times, raising and lowering myself on his hard peg.
I heard, “Fuck me, honey.”
Harry’s voice sound drowsy. I popped my eyes open. He was in that semi-comatose state he gets into when he’s enjoying a good fuck. His round face relaxes, though it’s fairly flushed and my little lawyer practically pigs out on the feelings. I was feeling pretty good myself.
My boy has a way of wiggling his hips to set his dick that stirs deepest recesses of my insides. He was doing that now.
Like a good drill sergeant, I picked up the pace.
We really fucked. I watched his face for that sign of tension. I wanted to have him deep inside me when he popped, not just at the edges of my cunt.
His mouth opened. He made a fish pucker. Yeah, he was about to do it. I pounded down on his prick so hard my long hair came forward over my face and began to tickle his nose. That set him to twisting his head from side to side.
We were both close. It was going to be a race to see who could get off first. I tightened my pussy muscles… which only helped him. But it did me a lot of good to. My whole cunt twitched. I slammed my belly down on his so my clit bent back and snapped up again, scraping against the folds of skin around it. I was going to make it first.
No.
Damn.
Harry’s cock swelled as he began to pump and gasp at the same time. Little grunts of pleasure. His eyes were open, but I didn’t know what he was seeing.
Certainly not with me.
Then I clouded over. My box snapped and a string of fire crackers exploded in it and they weren’t Harry’s. I must have lit his fuse though, because soon he was really pumping and it was hot juice spattering inside time.
We both practically turned to rag dolls on top of each other after our cum.
Harry lay with one hand off the edge of the bed, his feet were rubbing the end to get them off I suppose.
“Get off me honey, or go on a diet”
I slapped his cherubic face. “I am thinner than ever. If that matters. You’re going to have to take me as I am.”
He grinned, “I just did. And it was great.”
His arm came up as he looked at his watch.
“Shit.”
“The sheets are dirty enough already.”
“I mean, opening night of Romeo and Juliet. We don’t want to waste those freebees.”
“And they say that Romeo has a big dick. They wear those tights you know. Fancy Jones down the hall has filled me in on the details.”
“Ah, women. All they think about is getting laid.”
“How are you different??”
I kissed that cute nose one more time and then got up off him. His cock had shrunk, but was still kind of red. “I’ll meet you down stairs in fifteen minutes. Quick shower and off we go.”
“Want to stop for some flowers for Romeo? You can shove them in his crotch when he comes out for his final bow.”
“Thorns and all?” I kissed Harry again and grabbed my robe and a towel. He lay there on the bed, his black hair glistening from our exertion.
The words to the song went through my head, “I’m just wild about Harry and he’s just wild about me.” He made a swipe at me as I passed.
Maybe he was a little too wild sometime. But not as wild as those drama majors.
Imagining screwing a poor little freshman boy to the stage. Wonder what his name was. I’d costed that bed. It must have been something. Maybe we could fuck on stage. I washed up but found myself thinking only about Harry.
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