PART ONE

PASSION'S EXPLORATION~


1. Accommodations

Huge wet snowflakes had begun falling steadily, clinging to everything they touched. The roads were getting increasingly worse with the heavy slush and low temperatures. I was thankful that I only had about another 15 miles to travel in this stuff. That is, if I didn’t get lost on the unfamiliar roads.

I had been working long and hard on a project at work and had finally finished it. Since I hadn’t been on a vacation for three years, I thought it would be a good time to take a little well-earned hiatus. It was extremely busy this time of year for our company, so I was ‘allowed’ to take a long weekend. Their idea of long was only three days. 

“Be back on Monday Laurie.” Tom Dylan had warned rather gruffly. “We have a strict deadline on our new account.” Tom was our grumpy Department Head. He seemed to be in a bad mood, permanently. A thought often crossed my mind; “I wonder if the man EVER gets laid? Maybe then he’d smile or say ‘Good Morning’, instead of grunting orders all day long.” 

My flight was uneventful, but long, so I was able to get some work done on my laptop. At least I’d be a step ahead when I returned. 

My rental car was ‘misplaced’, or so they claimed. I did get a better one though, that was fully loaded. So I guess I couldn’t complain about it too much. Reaching towards the dash, I cranked up the heater full blast. The weather was getting worse. The temperature had dropped almost 15 degrees within the last hour. My windshield wipers were going at full speed. They were trying to keep up with the wet snow, but weren’t very successful. ‘Why didn’t I pick someplace warmer to go?’ I wondered. 

I could see the outline of an upcoming road sign, but had to be right in front of it before I could actually read it. It read; LAKE WINNEPEAKA 2 Mi. Surprisingly, it had been easier than I thought to find. I turned off the main road and followed the cabin owner’s directions precisely. Before I knew it I was pulling into a small parking lot in front of a log cabin. Smoke was drifting up and out of an old stone chimney. A single light could be seen in the front window. Next to the front door was an out-of-place red neon sign announcing that they were ‘OPEN’. “Thank goodness.” I exhaled a deep sigh of relief. I was running a little later than expected and hoped they would hold it for me.

The manager was an extremely pleasant older gentleman. “Don’t worry about it ma’am. We’re used to expecting the unexpected here.” 

I supposed that might be true with so much snowfall. He quickly told me about the amenities included. Pointing me in the right direction, he warned. “Gets awful cold at night. So don’t go wandering too far from the cabin. There’s wood in the box by the front door for the fireplace.” 

He waved me off, as I hesitated at the front door. I didn’t want to go back out into the freezing cold. At least it was just off the main road and I could get there quickly and into a warm place. Peering out the small window, I noticed it looked as if it was getting worse outside. I hurried to my car and headed for the cabin.


Someone had left the porch light on for me. Unlocking the door, I stepped inside and felt around for a light switch. Finding it, a soft white light illuminated the room. I looked around taking notice of my surroundings. It was small yet very cozy. I set down my suitcase and removed my wet outer clothing. Despite the rustic look to the outer walls, the inside was very nicely decorated in a ‘Country Charm’ motif. 

Other than the open room I stood in, there were two doors to my left that were left slightly ajar. A small bathroom with a single shower stall was behind the first door. I noticed that there was a second door within the bathroom, but dismissed it as a linen closet. A small kitchenette stood in the back right-hand corner of the cottage. To the right of the door, was a beautiful stone fireplace against the far wall. Complete with wood stacked carefully inside the cubbyhole. Facing it was an overstuffed couch that looked rather comfortable to me. A large picture window overlooked the snowy front porch. 

Behind the second door, off the main room, was a bedroom. I reached for the light. I discovered a Queen size four-post bed with a pillow top mattress. An overstuffed comforter in earth tones adorned the top of the bed. Along with five or six large pillows in matching prints. I imagined how cozy it would feel under the warm blankets, sighing deeply at the thought. I opened a small door to the left of the bedroom entrance and found that it led into the bathroom. 'Very convenient' I thought to myself.

On the wall to my right hung heavy looking drapes over a patio door. Which I assumed led out onto a back porch. I would check it out later. Out of the corner of my eye, in a darkened corner, I noticed a platform with a couple steps leading to the top, where there stood a deep, two-person Jacuzzi bath. Candles, a bottle of wine, and glasses sat on the ledge invitingly. "I would have to take advantage of that later on", I said to myself. "What a great place for honeymooners." 

As my body became accustomed to the air inside, I realized that it was still mighty cold. I searched for the thermostat and turned it up to take the chill off. I busily put away the groceries I had bought at a little store the last town I passed through. Then proceeded to put away my personal belongings for my three-day stay. I slipped out of my business-like attire and put on jeans and a soft flannel shirt. I grinned at myself in the full-length mirror on the wall. Now I looked like I belonged here.

I listened for a moment, realizing that I hadn’t heard a furnace kick on. No warm air was coming out of the ducts. My eyes searched the room for the phone. Walking towards it I mumbled under my breath, “It figures there would be a problem.” I dialed the office number and spoke with Mr. Hanson, who had checked me in. Come to find out he was also the owner. “My son Mike does the fixin’ around here. I’ll tell him and he’ll be there as soon as he can.” Thanking him, I hung up the phone. I went over to the fireplace and started preparing it for use. It had been a while since I was an official Girl Scout. I knew one way or the other I would get the job done.

2. Our Introduction

Just as the fire was taking off nicely, I heard a vehicle pull up. Lights shown through the front window briefly, as the vehicle turned around to head back in the direction it came from. I hurried to the window to peek outside. The engine died on the old truck out front. The lights extinguished. A man stepped out dressed for the weather. He walked around the front of the truck and headed for the front porch. He was carrying a large toolbox in one hand, while holding the hood of his coat on with the other. The wind had gotten stronger and appeared to be blowing the road shut. He knocked on the front door just as I closed the curtain. 

I opened the door to find a man a little taller than myself standing before me. He shivered inside of his warm coat. He had been staring out into the woods, to the right of the cottage, as he waited for me to open the door. “Yes… can I help you?” I knew who he was and why he was there, but I still used caution. He turned towards me and replied, “I’m Mike. Dad sent me down to check out the furnace … said it wasn’t working.” When he looked at me, the most mesmerizing blue eyes stared back at me. His eyes softened as he met my gaze. Nothing seemed to come out of my mouth. I just stood there lost in their depth.

A flirtatious grin spread across his face. “It’s a bit cold out here ma’am … mind if I come in?” I stepped back, opening the door wider and asked him in. “I’m sorry.” I stammered. “Please come in. If you want to warm yourself by the fire before you start your welcome to.” He began taking off his layered outerwear and hung it next to mine on the wall. He turned to me still grinning and replied. “ Thank you, I think I’ll take you up on that. It’s pretty cold out there.” He walked over to the couch and sat down in front of the fire, fanning his hands out to soak in the heat. “Nice fire.” He offered.

“Thanks, a member of Troop 56 at your service.” I quipped. I sat down on the other end of the couch. We both laughed at my icebreaking remark. “Well, nice to meet you Troop 56.” I began to feel a bit more comfortable as we talked a bit more. He inquired about where I was from and what had brought me to their neck of the woods. Within minutes I was offering him something to drink. Oblivious to the reason he had been called there in the first place. 

“All I have is bottled water right now.” Just as he was about to answer, I remembered the bottle of wine by the tub. “Wait a minute, there is a bottle of wine in the other room if you’d rather have that.” He grinned again, as if to say, ‘I know that, I work here.’ 

“I’d like some of the wine, if you don’t have it planned for some other occasion.” He looked around the cabin for signs of another occupant. 

“Oh, no I don’t mind. I can’t drink all of it by myself anyway.” Since college I had become a light drinker, only having an occasional glass of wine with my dinner. Even that made me a little light-headed. I excused myself and went to the bedroom to retrieve the wine and two glasses off of the edge of the tub.

“Would you mind opening it?” I asked. I extended my hand to offer it to him. He placed his hand barely below mine on the neck of the bottle. His fingers overlapping mine a little. I felt a rush of excitement flow through my fingers and over my body, pooling at the core of my womanhood. Slowly, I pulled my hand from his intentional touch. His fingers caressed mine suggestively. We held each other’s gaze for a moment. Then I backed away, sitting safely at the other end of the couch. 

My breathing was unsteady. I fought to calm myself, as I watched him pop the cork and pour it into the imitation crystal glasses. Picking up both of the glasses he offered one to me. I took it carefully, so as not to give him the chance to touch me like that again. “Mind if I make a toast?” he asked. I shook my head to indicate that I didn’t. Lifting his glass he began, “ To making a new friend …” he hesitated a moment. “ … A very beautiful new friend.” He looked intensely into my eyes hoping to find a glimmer of hope. Just a hint of an invitation. Nervous, I looked away quickly. Hoping he wouldn’t see my thoughts.

Mike downed the remainder of his glass quickly. He could take a hint. “ I better get busy or you won’t have any heat in your room tonight.” He stood, excusing himself, and headed into the bedroom. The furnace was located in the closet. I watched him leave the room with an air of defeat embedded in his body language. ‘If he only knew how much I wanted to kiss him.’ I thought to myself. 

Mike was a bit older than myself, but was in great shape. The definition of his muscles strained and rippled against the fabric of his shirt every time he moved. His smile was warm and inviting … and those eyes. Those intense blue eyes were calling my name. Just daring me to kiss him. Earlier when he was talking, I caught myself staring at his pouting mouth partially hidden under a well-groomed mustache. I imagined what they would taste like. 

Pouring myself a little more wine, I drank it down quickly. He was tossing tools around noisily in reaction to his own frustration. Frustration I had caused somehow. I got up and laid another log on the fire. Then sat back down on the couch to wait. 

I yelled into the other room. “If I can help, just let me know.” I heard the log I threw on the fire, crackle and pop in the silence. 

A few minutes later I heard him call out to me. “Laurie?”

“Yeah …” I waited for him to say something.

“Would you turn the dial all the way down to reset it. Then slowly turn it back up until I say stop?” He listened.

Getting up from the couch I felt a little light-headed. “Sure, I’m on my way.” Doing as he said, I waited for him to yell stop.

“Ok, stop there!” I heard it click as it turned on. He strolled out of the closet. “I think it’s all fixed now, but if you don’t mind I’d like to stay a bit longer to be sure.” He said, peeking around the corner of the bedroom door. He stood there waiting for my answer. 

“Umm, yeah sure, that would probably be best. Then you don’t have to come back out in the cold if it doesn’t.” My reply wasn’t very convincing. Even I could hear the underlying reason in my voice. I wanted him to stay longer. Mike gathered his tools and put them in the toolbox and brought it out, setting it by the door. “I’m just going to take these out to the truck and I’ll be right back.” 

When he turned on the outside light we could see the snow howling past the window. The lighter snow that had started to fall, had drifted across the front porch and in front of the door. Out in the driveway it was even worse. Drifts had risen in the wind. Until it reached halfway up the side of the truck. I gasped at the sight. “My goodness, you haven’t been here much more than an hour.”

“It doesn’t take long around here to find yourself trapped in waist deep snow. I hope you won’t mind, but I won’t be going anywhere tonight. Not in this. Even if I wanted to drag my 78-year-old Father out in this, I probably wouldn’t be able to get a hold of him. With it being this cold and all this snow, the lines are probably down.” He shrugged his shoulders as if to say ‘Oh well’ and went to sit down on the couch. Pouring himself another glass of wine he asked, “Would you like more?” At that moment the outside light extinguished on it own. 

I nodded in response. He had already started to pour me more. What would I do with him here all night? I watched him get up from the couch and go into the little kitchenette. I wondered that he was doing. Reaching above the stove into the cupboard, he pulled out a little radio. I had remembered Mr. Hanson mentioning it just incase it might be needed. He walked back over and sat down closer to me. “Dad thinks of everything.” He turned it on and began searching for a clear station. “If you had things to do, don’t mind me.” 

Standing up I replied, “ Well … I had nothing planned really,” 'Except for trying out that tub' I thought to myself. “ … But I’ll get you a pillow and a couple of blankets while I’m thinking about it.” I remembered seeing extra blankets in the closet. I hurried off to get them afraid of what I might suggest instead. 

3. The Awakening

When I returned, Mike was putting another log on the fire. The volume on the radio had been turned up. The words of a familiar song emanated out of the tiny speaker. ‘Passionate Lady … give up your vows ...’ 

“ Oh … I like this song.” I blurted out enthusiastically. 

“Do you? Well then, name that tune.” He challenged.

“Roadhouse Blues.” Mike gave me a look of not being completely satisfied with half an answer. “ …By The Doors of course.” I smiled at him mischievously. “You guess the next one.” I said daring him.

“And if I guess right, what do I get?” I blushed at the naked thoughts running around in my head. “ I’ll make it easy on you. How about a dance to the next slow song?” He waited for my answer.

“Ok.” For some reason he made me feel shy. Like a schoolgirl on her first date. The space between us became smaller, as he stood up from tending the fire. Another song started playing. I recognized it immediately. It was so popular, that I knew he would probably be able to guess it.

“ This is an easy one. Who doesn’t have old memories to this song?” He laughed at his obvious victory. He took the blankets from me and tossed them aside onto the couch. “ I believe you owe me a dance.” 

“ Well, what’s the name of the song?” I asked, stalling for time. Once his body was pressed up against mine, I didn’t know if I would be able to control my feelings of attraction. 

His hand reached out for mine, drawing me in closer. My arms wrapped willingly over his shoulders. His arms encircled my waist. He pressed his body tightly against mine and led me in a slow seductive dance. His head nuzzled against mine. Whispering into my ear, he recited breathlessly. “Stairway to Heaven … by Led Zeppelin.” His heated breath had awakened forbidden arousal that lay dormant within me for so very long. 

I felt his lips exploring the sensitive flesh along the curve of my neck. My eyes closed slowly. Exhaling a long sensual moan, I surrendered. His strong hands caressed my back, sliding gently over my womanly curves. One hand ventured lower and cupped the roundness of my jeans. Squeezing gently, I heard his first groan of approval. He pulled me into him so that I could feel his growing need. 

Searching lips abandoned my inflamed neck in exchange for the delicate skin on my lips. He tasted the remains of the wine that lingered there. My mouth opened slightly in anticipation of his advances. Our tongues intertwined and danced an erotic dance of their own … tasting, sucking, exploring. Every nerve ending in my body felt alive. My pulse quickened, racing to keep up with the intense emotions I felt. 

Despite the thickness of our clothing, I was sure he could feel my hardened nipples pressing against his chest. My juices were flowing freely from the depths of my womanhood. Now it was my hands lustfully exploring his body. Down over his thick manly chest … and around his waist. The roundness of his ass fit nicely into the palm of my hand, as I caressed its firmness. My voluntary exploration stole the controlled composure he had possessed when he first arrived. My confidence and sexual need grew stronger, with each unrestrained groan that slipped past his lips. 

Our mutual exploration ignored the reason we first embraced. The song had ended and a new one had begun. It didn’t matter that it was more upbeat. The only rhythm we moved to now was; the rhythm of the erotic dance that unfolded before us. His hands gently cupped my face. His fingers laced through my shoulder-length golden locks. Passionate kisses hungrily ensued. 

When he first arrived and stood gazing at me, I didn’t understand our instant attraction. It was something I had never experienced before. Now, to understand was to experience. I proceeded to entice him with my unplanned seduction. My hands continued roaming over his body … exploring. 

Sliding over the bulge in his pants, I rubbed his hardness until he begged me to stop. Explaining that if I continued, he would surely lose control. I stopped as he asked, but did so with a devilish grin across my face. He was having the pleasure of seeing my more dominant side. I reveled in my brazen tease. 

Mike pushed me away gently. He reached for one of the blankets I had brought out for him to use. Spreading it out on the floor between the couch and the fireplace, he asked me to retrieve another pillow. When I returned with it he was sitting casually before the fire on the blanket. 

He invited me to sit with him, as he handed me a full glass of wine. He quickly made another toast, “To passion, may it continue all night long.” His eyes glistened with lust, as he smiled at me appreciatively.

I had barely taken a sip when he offered to take my glass. He set them on the fireplace ledge. Turning back to face me, he cupped my face gently in his hand and kissed me again. This time with slow intent. He lowered me carefully to the floor upon the blanket. Half-laying on top of me, I felt his leg slip between mine. I turned towards him slightly. His kisses became more adamant, enticing my responses. 

His thigh pressed against my aching pussy to offer some release. I rubbed against it, in expression of my sexual arousal. Which drove him absolutely crazy. Both of us must have felt like two teenagers, in the backseat of a car on a Saturday night. Exploring, but trying to control our enflamed urges. Tonight we both lacked control as consenting adults. I wanted him. He wanted me. Simple as that. 

Mike broke free from our embrace. Standing quickly, he began unbuttoning his shirt. He practically ripped it from his broad shoulders. I giggled, thoroughly enjoying the affect I was having on him. “Slow down.” I offered. “ Here let me help you.” I sat upon my knees in front of him and started to leisurely undo his tight jeans. He groaned loudly, as my hand brushed across his hard cock through his jeans. 

I teased him shamelessly with the painfully slow removal of his jeans. As his pants slipped over his hips to reveal his cock, I acknowledged my approval. “Ohh Mike, your so big and hard.” My hand engulfed his thickness and began sliding up and down its length with a firm grip. He wasn’t satisfied with that. He reached out with both hands and cradled my head in his hands. Guiding me forward, he urged me to take his cock in my mouth. “Suck me Laurie.” He demanded. 

As I leaned forward his grip tightened. His fingers wove through my hair, grasping a firm hold on me. Yet he remained gentle, as my hot wet mouth slid down over his length. Pre-cum juices oozed slightly from the tip of his cock. I could taste it on my tongue, as I sucked hungrily at it for more. He rocked against my mouth, fucking it faster with each stroke. My tongue swirled around his head with each outstroke, teasing him feverishly. I could feel it throbbing and begin to stiffen. I slipped my mouth from his eager cock and warned him, “ Not yet Mike.” 

My abrupt departure had left him unsatisfied. He wasn’t getting what he wanted that quickly. The look on his face revealed his painful understanding as to why I chose to stop. Mike distracted himself from my quick retreat, by kicking off the jeans. They were laying in a puddle around his feet. He stood before me in his erect nakedness, slowly stroking his manhood. His breathing had become irregular. His cheeks reddened with excitement. Tiny droplets of sweat beaded on his forehead. Mike reached out to offer me his hand. Taking it, I stood before him. He leaned in and gently kissed the hollow of my neck. 

4. The Seduction 

Mike looked at me thoughtfully as he backed away. Sitting on the couch he asked, “Would you undress for me Laurie?” He was asking me to perform for him. 

I returned his adoring gaze with as much intensity as the fire that burned behind me. Silhouetted by the orange glow of the firelight I began to undress slowly. Never once did I glance away from his appreciative gaze. The button on my jeans was released. Then the zipper slipped downward until it rested at the end of its teeth-like tracks. Mike’s hand slipped back down to grasp his hard cock firmly as he watched. Pulling the bottom of my flannel shirt from my pants, I lifted it high enough to give him a peek of my black silk panties trimmed with lace. 

Starting from the bottom of my shirt; each button was carefully undone to prolong his arousal. When I reached the last button, my shirt fell to each side to reveal a matching black bra cupping my ample breasts. He was pleased with the soft flesh that overflowed from its lacy boundary. My hands glided over the creamy mounds, cupping them suggestively together. Hardened nipples protruded from the material that covered them. I pinched their erectness gently. Mike gripped his hard cock tighter. His strokes quickened.

Without saying a word, I slipped my hand down over my stomach, slipping it under the thin fabric of my panties. My fingers mingled in the wetness between my legs. While the other hand continued to manipulate my breast. A moan escaped my lips in appreciation of my self-pleasured foreplay. I was imagining his fingers and his tongue within the depths of my pussy. Removing my fingers, I displayed the shiny wetness that covered them. He groaned deeply at the sight. 

For a moment I brought them to my mouth. Teasing him with the idea of me tasting my own juices. A devilish grin spread across my face as I said, “ How rude of me … would you like to taste my sweet pussy juice?” There really was no need to wait for an answer. So I walked suggestively towards him. I straddled his legs to kneel on the cushions of the couch. My partially uncovered breasts stared him in the face. I steadied myself with one hand against the back of the couch and I brought the other to his waiting lips. Mike’s hands abandoned his cock and slid around to cup my ass. 

My fingers painted his lips with my juices. He inhaled their sweetness. Unwilling to wait any longer his tongue licked up my offering. “Mmmm my God Laurie. Don’t tease me.” He begged. “Let me suck them clean.” I fed him first one, then two of my fingers. Allowing him the pleasure of their taste. His moans vibrated through my body. Mike sucked at them eagerly. Despite the thickness of my jeans I could feel his throbbing cock between my outstretched legs. He pulled me down onto his hardness. Controlling the movement of my hips, he rocked back and forth. Fucking my jean-covered pussy. I could feel my soaked panties against my bare skin underneath. 

I rode him excitedly. Almost bringing him to climax, then stopping. My face was only inches from his. Leaning in, I removed my fingers from his mouth. I placed my lips on his to taste my own juices. He returned my kiss hungrily, as he slipped my shirt off my shoulders and discarded it on the floor. The clasp on my bra was quickly undone. Then, that too was thrown aside unneeded. He kissed and sucked at my breasts impatiently. His pulse quickened with need. 

Mike secured his hold on me and leaned forward off the couch, guiding me carefully to the blanket upon the floor. His lips left the softness of my breasts. He looked into the depth of my erotic soul and bluntly said, “No more teasing, I can’t take anymore.” I returned his warning stare with acceptance and surrender to his demands. I didn’t want to wait any longer either. I wanted to feel the mutual euphoric sweetness of our final release as much as he did. 

5. Acts of Lust

At the moment of my surrender, Mike hastily removed my jeans and panties. His uncaring aim left them dangling from the arm of the couch. Once the removal of my clothes had been accomplished, he knelt next to me. The look on his face was one of amazement and approval. 

The firelight cast an aura of tanned perfection over my body. My golden hair fanned out over the pillow it lay upon in loose curls. To Mike, I resembled an angel portrayed in some famous painter’s portrait. He told me as much in a breathless moment of appreciation. I may have looked the part, but I certainly didn’t have any intention of being. Not with the forbidden thoughts swimming around in my head at that moment. 

Mike lay down next to me on the blanket. He kissed me softly on the lips. My hands began their self-exploration, caressing my breasts. Pinching my erect nipples. Sliding over the softness of my stomach, until they reached the wet valley of my pussy. I alternately slipped my fingers deep inside. Then pulled them out to rub my swollen clit. My other hand playfully teased my nipples, pinching and pulling. 

My hips writhed in anticipation. Mike continued to plant kisses all over … along my neck, past my chest, over my stomach. I rubbed some of my pussy juice around my nipples, enticing him to taste and suck. I felt his hard cock pressed against my thigh. Reaching downward I encircled its thickness. Wetness oozed from the tip. I rubbed it all over his cock, making him slick with his own juices. We moaned in unison. Our shared pleasure turned me on, nearly pushing me over the edge.

“Laurie, I want you to straddle my face. I need to taste you.” I eagerly obeyed, but did so in the '69' position, so that I could taste him too. I could feel his hot breath against my wetness, just before his tongue slid between the fleshy folds covering my pussy. He licked and sucked at it hungrily, devouring my sweetness. I pushed back against his exploring tongue. Selfishly, I enjoyed his exploration for a short time before returning the gesture. My hips rocked back and forth against his face. Writhing uncontrollably on his tireless tongue.

His hand slapped my ass. Not once but twice. I was being a bad girl by ignoring his needs. By now, I should have been working feverishly on his hard cock. My mouth quickly engulfed his entire length. I could feel the head of his cock nudging the back of my throat. My mouth slid up and down over it in steady rhythm. My tongue teased him with each outstroke. Mike’s tongue fucked me deeply, keeping time with my strokes. 

We were both going at it. Enjoying each other’s taste. When suddenly, I felt Mike’s tongue slip out of my hole and slide upwards over my puckered hole. He licked at it hungrily. I writhed excitedly against his face, sucking at his cock harder. He continued to tease me like that until I could hardly stand it. I felt his fingers invade my pussy. That’s all I could take. I began to cum on his fingers. He eagerly stuck his face back into my pussy to lap up my juices. His masterful tongue prolonged my intense orgasm. I continued to feel wave after wave ripple through my body.

Mike’s body stiffened under me. He continued thrusting upward into my hot wet mouth. His hard cock throbbed continually. I could feel it growing with the urge to shoot its load. He let out a deep animalistic groan. “Ugghhhh, swallow my cum Laurie.” My incessant moaning sent his cock into spasms, throbbing and jerking inside my mouth. With one last hard thrust of his cock, I felt hot thick liquid shoot down the back of my throat. I willingly swallowed every last drop he offered. 

We both lay in front of the fireplace spent and happily satisfied. Mike had his head propped up on a pillow against the couch. I lay in his arms. A comfortable silence fell over us both, as he gently kissed my lips. Before I knew it, we had both fallen asleep. Unaware that the fire had almost gone out. 

I awoke to the sound of wind rattling the front picture window of the cabin. Grinding the sleep from my eyes; I took a closer look through the small gap in the curtains. There I found that the snow had drifted up over the window about a foot. Which meant the front door was surely blocked. I noticed there was light illuminating the porch, remembering that Mike had left it on earlier. Which would mean the power had been restored. If in fact it had ever gone out. I never really thought to try any power source now that I thought about it. Reaching down, I shook Mike gently from his peaceful slumber, to tell him what I had found. 

He got up from the blankets and stretched before moving across the floor to peak out the window. I watched the muscles in his naked body ripple with each movement. A smile crept across my face. Much like the Cheshire cat in ‘Alice In Wonderland’. It no longer mattered that I only had three days for a vacation. Hell, I had erased three years of job related stress in only a few hours. If the rest of my stay was this much fun, I would have to make this trip a few more times. I smiled just thinking about it.

After assessing the conditions outside, Mike turned to me and announced, “ It’s only gotten worse out there. I’m sure that once it has subsided tomorrow morning, the rest of my Dad’s crew will be around to clear the snow.” He didn’t seem too concerned for our safety. That eased my mind some. 

“As far as the power being on, that's unlikely. My Dad had each of these cabins set up with a generator, that will kick on after the regular power is off for just so long. This sort of thing happens a lot out here. So to keep our guests comfortable and safe, he thought it was best.” 

Despite Mike’s capable explanation, there were obvious signs that he wasn’t totally focused on what he had been saying. I giggled behind the blanket I had drawn up around myself. 

“What?” he asked. He really had no idea why I was giggling about something as serious as the bad weather we were having. I still hadn’t answered. “What’s wrong?” He inquired again.

“Nothing’s wrong Mike, honestly. It’s just that …” I stammered trying to find words to politely tell him what I had noticed.

“Just that WHAT?” He asked again. He seemed to be getting a little irritated at my inability to just spit it out.

“I’m sorry Mike. I just found it amusing that you’re obviously not too focused on the weather outside.” He hadn’t even realized it, but all while he was talking to her, he gazed at her with soft pleading eyes. 

That wasn’t what I found so amusing though, as I stared back at him with the same intense longing. My eyes dropped lower until he realized what I was looking at. When his gaze lowered, he discovered that his cock had regained life and was standing at attention. There he stood in all his naked glory ... with a full hard-on. I was relieved to see that he found it somewhat amusing as well.

He smiled at me. Then his facial expression changed suddenly. I knew what he was saying with his eyes. ‘Your gonna get it now!’ I jumped up and ran towards the bedroom in hopes of slipping out of reach, but he was right behind me. I was able to dive up on the bed before he caught me. There I lay face down on the comforter unable to go any further. Mike had a firm grip on my ankles. Rolling over to face him, I squealed. “ Ok, ok I give up!” He pulled me carefully to the edge, so that my legs dangled over the side. 

“I forgive you, but Sir Cumsalot here wants to teach you a lesson.” Mike said pointing at his hard cock. 

“Oh he does, does he?” I asked rather smugly. “ And what does ‘Sir Cumsalot’ intend to teach me?” I started this, so I figured I would play along with his little game. I was getting turned on by his need for the upper hand. At work, I was a strong leader. So now, under Mike’s dominance, I was getting off on being submissive to his needful passions. 

With a serious tone, Mike answered me. “ He wants to teach you self-control ... and about the pleasure of forbidden passions. If you disobey we will discipline you as we see fit.” His reference to discipline made me a little nervous. Until I looked deep into his blue eyes. He looked back at me lovingly. His eyes begging for my complete trust. Then to overcome any fears I might have, he added. “ I don’t want to hurt you Laurie …”

Mike’s body lay on top of mine, so that I couldn’t get away. His big strong hands had pinned my wrists to the bed. I couldn’t of fought back even if I tried. He was much stronger than I. Now, with his face only inches from mine, my first gesture of trust unfolded. I lifted my head off the bed. My eyes never leaving his. My lips softly tasted his, opening slightly to capture his lower lip between mine. I felt his grip loosen on my wrists. He was deliberately letting me go. 

It was I holding him, so that he couldn’t get away. My free hands cradled his head. Our kiss deepened. Tongues mingled, teasing, tasting. My legs involuntarily wrapped around his waist. His hard cock was against my wet bare pussy. My hard nipples pressed against his chest invitingly. Out of breath we parted for a moment. Our passion had sent us reeling out of control. 

I looked into his eyes again and asked, “ If I promise to be a good girl, will you teach me?” I felt his hard cock spasm against me, jumping and jerking.

He grinned and answered for both of them. “ I think ‘Sir’ would be extremely upset with me, if I refused a beautiful woman, that promised to be an attentive student.” I smiled back, kissing him briefly on the lips.

6. Lesson One-Self Control

Mike threw me my robe and told me I had to go into the living room until he had prepared his ‘classroom’. I looked at him with surprise on my face. ‘What did he plan on doing in here?’ I wondered. I slipped the robe over my shoulders loosely tying it closed. The curves of my breasts were in plain sight for him to see. “Don’t take too long.” I warned, grinning devilishly at him. 

“I’ll take as long as I need.” He replied rather smugly, raising his eyebrows. 

“If you think you can hold out that long.” I ran my finger over the soft flesh of my exposed breasts, teasing him. It was obvious that I had made my point.

“Just get moving.” He said with a grin. He slapped me playfully on the ass, as I exited the room. Shutting the door behind me, he began his preparations. I could hear him shuffling about in my room. Then I heard the sound of water running in the Jacuzzi tub. I couldn’t help but smile, he had read my mind. ‘He’s going to teach me about self-control?’ I wondered to myself. ‘Maybe it will be me that does the teaching.’ I laughed out loud at the thought.

I noticed that the fire had almost gone out. While I waited, I threw another log on. It didn’t take long for the fire to re-ignite. I pushed it around a few times in the grating just for something to occupy my mind. My thoughts enticed me to lose the game, before I had a chance to really play along. I wanted to touch myself so badly, but kept in mind that it wasn’t going to me that gave in first. “ Self-control Laurie … self-control.” I reminded myself.

The bedroom door creaked a little, as he stepped out. Curious, I started to turn and look, but he stopped me midway. “Uh Uh, your not allowed to look. Just keep facing the fireplace. I will come to you.”

This really had me going now. What was I supposed to do about finding my way to the bedroom? Mike answered my question by placing one of my black silk stockings over my eyes. He tied it tightly, asking me if I could see. “No I can’t.” I replied nervously. 

“Good” I could picture the smile on his face when he spoke that single word. “Take my hand, I’ll lead you.” I was a little nervous about giving this much trust, but I took his hand anyway. Standing, I slipped my arm through his and listened for him to warn me of anything in our path. 

“Come out around the couch a little … there, that’s good.” With one hand out in front of me I stumbled to the bedroom. When we entered, he asked me to wait just inside the doorway for a moment.

Despite having closed my eyes under the thin silk material, I could still make out a flickering light behind my eyelids. I felt Mike walk around behind me. His arms reached around to the front of my robe, untying it. It fell to each side, exposing my nakedness. My thoughts drifted momentarily to voyeurism and imaginings of someone else watching. I felt a tingle of excitement course through my body.

Mike grasped my robe at my breasts, exposing them. As he did, he brushed across my sensitive nipples with his fingertips. They hardened under his touch. A barely audible moan slipped past my lips, drifting into the night air. My breath became uneven as I said, “ You’re not playing fair … touching me that way.” 

He let me off this time with only a warning. “ I’m allowed to do as I please. You’re the one that needs to learn self-control. Next time …” he hesitated a moment. “Next time, I get to spank you for questioning my motives.” Mike took my hand and led me, in the darkness, to the Jacuzzi. He instructed me on how many steps I needed to take to safely get in the tub. 

As he held my hand, I started my descent. I stopped briefly to let my feet become accustomed to the temperature of the water. Once I was in, I moved to one side so that Mike, if he was going to, could get in too. I felt the water ripple, even though the water shooting from the jets masked most of his movement. 

I felt his thigh brush against mine as he sat down beside me. Awaiting my instructions, I sat there in ecstasy. I was immersed to my shoulders in bubbling hot water. ‘I really should get one of these for after a long day at work.’ I thought to myself. Then I felt him. 

His arm went around my shoulders. His other hand slipped over my thigh and between my legs. His warm uneven breath whispered through my long blonde hair and fell silently on my ear. He brushed my hair aside, allowing him access. His lips grazed my earlobe gently. He caught it between his teeth and gently tugged at the sensitive flesh. A probing tongue left a trail of mounting passion along the curve of my neck.

Deep in my own thoughts; I screamed at myself inside my head. “How am I NOT going to lose control?!!” My self-control was wavering already. Taking a chance I responded to his touch. His hand slipped closer to my moist pussy. He did nothing, so I opened my legs wider. Placing my hand on his under the water, I urged him to enter me with his fingers. He parted the swollen flesh covering my hidden treasure, slipping his middle finger deep inside my slick hole. We both moaned in lustful unity.

Without removing his fingers, he knelt between my spread legs in the hot water. My hands searched for and cupped his face, pulling him towards me. Without care for the ‘rules’, I hungrily tasted his lips. My tongue slipped quickly into his waiting mouth and playfully teased his. He responded eagerly. In anticipation of tasting more of me, he abandoned my lips. I threw my head back shamelessly. My hips rocked against his thrusting fingers. “Ohhh … that feels so good!” I yelled out half moaning. I didn’t care if the next cabin heard my cries. 

Next, he focused on my breasts … kneading, licking, sucking, and pinching gently at my nipples. I moaned loudly, sometimes verbally encouraging his assault on my senses. “ Ohh, yeah … Mike fuck me good! Suck my hard nipples!” My outbursts excited him beyond control. 

His mouth continued on my breasts. One and then the other. His fingers thrust harder against my pulsating pussy. I teetered on the edge of climatic eruption. I felt Mike slip his free hand down between my legs, barely brushing my leg. The flow of the water jets changed. I felt a new current surrounding my legs. Mike had taken his hard, fully erect cock in his hand and was jacking off. 

“That’s it baby … let Sir Cumsalot lose control!” I urged. Just the thought of it pushed me over the edge. My pussy began to quiver and tighten around his probing fingers. “Baby I’m cumming!” I announced. He stroked harder and faster on his cock. He let me ride out my wave of pleasure, before removing his slick fingers. 

The water splashed around my shoulders, as he stood in front of me. His legs were spread in a wider stance to hold my legs apart. They vibrated with the fast paced, up and down, stroke he applied on his manhood. I could only imagine him standing before me. 

Hoping he was aware, I licked my lips suggestively. Leaning forward a little, I searched out his leg and slipped my hand up the inner part of his thigh. I grinned, knowing what he must think I’m going to do. My fingers brushed lightly over his balls. His rhythm quickened. 

Fingers pinched my nipple. My head cocked back, as if I was looking up at him. He was suddenly aware of my destination. My middle finger slid over his puckered hole between his ass cheeks. I had slipped it inside of my dripping cunt unknowingly. Spreading my juices over his hole, I could feel its resistance fading. I teased him until I knew he was real close. Then I inserted my finger. Surprisingly, he took it with acceptance. 

Mike’s body tensed, as he started groaning with pleasure. A long drawn-out moan escaped. His cock began to twitch with his ejaculation. I felt his hot sticky cum land on my chest. Rubbing it all over, I told him how good it felt against my flesh. It took Mike a little bit to recover from such a forceful cum, but when he did; I knew it was time to pay the price for losing my self-control.

7. Punishment

I could feel Mike’s hot breath on my cheek, as he leaned in close to me. “You’ve been a VERY bad girl.” He whispered. His tone of voice told me he was outwardly annoyed with my disobedience. Inside, his more private thoughts overflowed with animalistic need. Mike had known the moment he set eyes on her; he wanted her badly, to possess her, to unleash her hidden passions.

“Up! Stand up Laurie.” His command was stern and full of intention. I stood as I was told and waited. He turned me to face the wall. Or at least that’s what I assumed. The dim flickering light from the candles had faded, as I stood in complete darkness. I heard him moving about, feeling the ripples of water around my legs. 

“Kneel on the ledge where you were sitting.” I moved forward feeling my way. His hand grasped my arm for support. I found the edge of the tub and held on tightly. I pulled my knees up onto the Jacuzzi seat. I was relieved to find that he had graciously folded a small towel to kneel upon.

The whole scenario turned me on, but I wished that he would remove the blindfold. I felt my reaction to his commands were clumsy and at best animated. I wanted him to see my eyes and the emotions that lie within. My imagination wandered while I waited for him to say or do something. 

Suddenly I was jolted back to reality. A loud ‘crack’ sounded in the quiet room. I felt the cheek of my backside sting against the work-warn palm of his hand. I cried out in surprise and discomfort. 

“You’ll take your punishment without making a sound.” He raised his hand and slapped the sensitive skin again … then again. I could only imagine how red it must be. Wincing at the pain, I did my best to keep quiet. I wasn’t used to such dominance. A brief thought ran through my head though, as I stood there taking it; although it stung, I was enjoying it. 

The wetness between my legs flowed freely. I could feel traces of it dripping down the inside of my thighs. Soon, the painful look on my face turned to pleasure. My slight groan of pain turned into long sensual moans. He didn’t seem to mind that I expressed myself in that way.

Mike smiled behind me. “That’s a good girl.” He said praising me. “You’re being a very good student now. Perhaps it is time I reward you for your efforts to please me.”

I begged silently for him thrust his hard cock up my waiting pussy as my reward. Another idea had already crossed his mind. His intentions were to make me wait for as long as he possibly could. I felt his hardness brush against my thigh. He teased me purposely. My ass wiggled daring him to just “DO IT”. What I got instead both shocked and surprised me. 

Two then three fingers plunged into my wetness. It was as if his intentions were to scoop up as much of my juices as he could … he did just that. He pulled his fingers out pleased at how they glistened in the candlelight. He hesitated for a moment. I wondered what he was doing. Then I heard a low hum and a whirring sound behind me. 

I couldn’t place it right away. Then I realized what it was. Had he come THAT prepared? I almost laughed out loud at the idea. He was sure of himself, but that would be presuming a bit too much. Even for him. Then it dawned on me …

“Hope you don’t mind, but as I was preparing things in here, I came across your little bag of goodies.” His little chuckle emanated enjoyment. “You shouldn’t leave things out in the open for others to see. Now you’ll get what you deserve!” I felt the tip of my little flesh colored, multi-speed, just like the real thing vibrator, press against my hole. 

The vibrations against my ass felt so good. He pressed into it a little more. It opened slowly to his advances. It had sat in the cold room long enough to possess a slight chill. That, along with the slickness of my juices spread over its length, made me want more of it. I pushed backwards onto the head of it, as he pushed forward into me.

I couldn’t help it. I had to verbalize my pleasure. “Ohh shit … Mike, that feels so fucking good.” Dirty words slipped out of my mouth. Manipulating my ass enticed the seedier side of me to come out to play. I was quickly turning into his obedient slut. 

He held it stationery, as I rocked back and forth on it. He reached around with his free hand and pinched my nipple hard, rolling and twisting it between his fingers. I threw my head back, moaning so loud I think I startled him. 

“May I play with my pussy?” I dared to ask. He abandoned my nipple, slapping my ass hard, in answer to my question. I did it anyway. 

His stinging hand only added to the pleasure I was experiencing. I continued without hesitation, until I came profusely. I could feel my ass muscles throbbing, grabbing onto the welcome intrusion in my ass. My fingers wallowed in the juices pooling at my vaginal opening. His hungry fingers pushed mine aside, so that he could get some for himself. 

I could hear his satisfied moans behind me, as he sucked his fingers clean. Once again we were both satisfied with the outcome of our forbidden lust, but he wasn’t done with me yet. “Now, how would you like to feel a real, big, hard cock inside of that tight ass of yours?” 

He thrust into my wet pussy to get his cock lubricated. Before I could answer his previous question, I felt the bulbous head of his cock pressing against my ass. I was still vulnerable from the vibrator, so it was easy for him to slide in a little. 

The thickness of his cock filled my aching ass. Then he pushed against me a little more. His hips began to rock back and forth, fucking me with the tip. “Ohhhh” I moaned. I burned with hot passionate lust. It hurt a little, but the more he moved inside of me, the more I wanted.

Before I knew it, he had most of his large cock inside of me. I struggled to take it all. Mike didn’t move for a few seconds, allowing me time to get used to the feeling of complete fullness. He spanked me lightly over and over on the cheeks, which enticed me more. My ass writhed with excitement. 

Slowly, I began moving up and down on his length, fucking myself with his cock. Mike groaned with pure ecstasy, at the feel of my tight ass squeezing him. I wiggled my ass with him still inside, teasing him with my wanton ways. “Does that feel good Mike?” I asked.

“Uggghh” He let out a groan, that seemed to come from the pit of his stomach. “ Yesss, it feels so fucking good.” His self-control began to fade. I felt him fucking me with slow deliberate strokes in and out. 

Despite this being my ‘punishment’ he was gentle with me. He slapped my reddened skin again. Grabbing a handful of my hair, his thrusts became more adamant. We met each other’s thrusts with intense need. 

My hand disappeared between my legs to play with myself. Faster and faster I rubbed my swollen clit, bringing myself close to orgasm. I could feel his building also, as his cock swelled in my ass. “Mmm, yes baby … cum in my ass.” His strokes intensified. 

His groin pounded faster and harder against me. “I’m cummminnngg!” My body began to twitch, pulsing with each wave of release. My climax was so forceful that he could feel my hole tighten in spasms on his cock. This pushed him over the edge. He could no longer hold back his own climax to prolong the euphoric feeling that had washed over him. 

“ Ugh, Jesus … I can’t hold back!” His body stiffened, as he thrust hard into me a couple more times. The last time he slammed into me he held his body tight against mine. I felt his hot sticky juice explode into my depths, cleansing my insides with his cum. My asshole burned. The thick fluid covered the rawness of his intense fuck. Instead of pain, I felt the pleasure of the moment.

He remained inside of me for a while before his cock began to slowly lose its hardness. Pulling out of me slowly, he said. “ That totally drained me.” He chuckled, a smile spread across his face. He sat down on the bench inside the tub and I turned carefully to do the same. He reached out to take my hand, helping me. We both fought to regain our slow rhythmic breathing. 

I felt a breeze up by my head, as if he waved his hand. Subconsciously, I had closed my eyes in the throws of passion and hadn’t yet opened them. I had forgotten about the blindfold, that was covering my eyes. He untied it easily with one hand. I slowly opened my eyes to let them adjust to the candlelight. Which surprisingly shown brightly in the dark room. Mike kissed me passionately before he lay back against the edge to relax. 

“Hungry?” I asked. I was suddenly famished. As I’m sure he was. He nodded in agreement. “ Well, I’ll wash up quick and go find something for us.” I said smiling. His eyes had closed. “ Hey, don’t go fallin’ asleep in the tub.” His eyes fluttered open to look at me. 

“ Your probably right.” He said in agreement. “ Pass me the soap when your done … and I’ll be right behind you.” We soaped up quickly, playfully helping each other. I could feel Mike’s cock growing again in anticipation with each soapy caress. 

Handing him the soap, grinning, I said. “ You better finish yourself or we’ll be in here all night and starve to death.” We both laughed. I grabbed one of the neatly folded towels on the edge of the tub and proceeded to get out. Quickly drying off, I complained briefly about it being a little chilly. 

“ I’ll go throw another log on the fire if it’s still going.” I threw on my robe and headed out to the living room. Mike was rinsing off when I left the room. Shortly, I heard the motor on the Jacuzzi stop, as he pulled the plug to drain the tub.

I yelled into the other room where he was still drying off. “What sounds good? I have ham for sandwiches or we can cook the steaks I bought.” I waited for an answer. 

Mike walked out of the bedroom buck naked in search of his jeans and shirt. “Doesn’t Sir Cumsalot EVER rest?” I asked laughing out loud. Mike looked down and saw that his cock was half hard yet.

“I guess he was excited to meet Lady Lust.” He chuckled at his quick-witted humor. “ I have a feeling it’s going to be a long night, better cook up that steak. I’m going to need some red meat.” He grinned devilishly at me. His blue eyes sparkled in the dim light. 

“Ok, get dressed would ya … or it won’t be the meat cookin’.” We both laughed again. Mike slipped his jeans on and headed over to the fireplace, throwing on a couple of logs. “Thanks” I said appreciatively. He sat down on the couch when he was done, stretching out to relax. His eyes closed again. Soon I could hear the faint sound of his snoring coming from the other room. I just grinned and busied myself preparing our meal of steak and salad.

8. What’s For Dessert?

I awoke Mike by waving his plate of steaming food in front of his nose. The aroma of steak topped with sautéed onions and mushrooms drifted through the cabin. His eyes popped open, as he exclaimed how hungry he was, “I’m famished after all that hot sex.” He chuckled. Truth was, I was too. 

Handing him his plate of food, I sat his bowl of salad down on the end table nearby. Then went back to the kitchen to get mine off of the countertop. We enjoyed out dinner while we talked more about our lives. As we finished, I took the plates out to the kitchen. Mike asked, “ What’s for dessert?” He laughed, as if he knew I wasn’t prepared for that. 

I stammered a little, trying to think of something quick, that I might have in the fridge. I didn’t get many groceries at the little store on my way here. I only bought enough for a couple days, thinking that I might be going out to eat a time or two. Frantically, I replayed what I had bought the in my head.

“I’m not referring to food.” He announced with a sly grin on his face. 

Sitting down next to him on the couch, I playfully punched him in the arm. “ Here I am trying to think of what to offer you and your thinking about sex.” 

“It’ll be a great way to work off what we just ate.” He tried to convince me of the benefits of sexual activity, after eating such a filling dinner.

“I …” Mike placed his lips on mine mid-sentence, cutting off any excuses I intended to offer. He kissed them gently, as if committing their taste to memory. 

“ Mmmm you taste good. Let’s see what’s in the second layer.” His mouth covered mine once again. His tongue slipped between my slightly opened lips to find mine. Mike’s kiss lustfully devoured me, as he would a heavenly piece of rich cake. 

A questioning thought flashed through my mind, as I sat eyes closed, taking in the sumptuousness of my dessert; “I wonder if he’s imagining me as a piece of ‘Better Than Sex Cake’”? At that moment, I felt like the smooth, rich, creamy layers of that luscious cake. My smooth skin … my body rich with sugary passion … and my pussy. My pussy was creamy with mounting arousal. 

His ravenous lips traveled along the curve of my neck. “Mike, you are insatiable.” I moaned. He found the little sensitive spot along the hollow of my collarbone. My breathing faltered, as I gave in to his appetite. 

“ Shhh, just enjoy your dessert.” He savored every taste, every nibble. His hand slipped past the edge of my robe and covered my bare breast. My hard nipple stood erect in the palm of his hand, as he cupped and kneaded my flesh. Pulling the fabric back exposing me, his mouth covered the nipple’s diameter, sucking and nibbling at its tender meatiness.

I arched my back to meet his waiting mouth. A groan of pleasure escaped from deep within him. He slowly lowered me onto the couch, so that I lay beneath him. Mike untied my robe leaving me naked and vulnerable to his touch. His soft chest hair tickled my stomach, as he continued his desired assault on my breasts. I could feel his cock straining against the tightness of his jeans. It pressed hard against my unyielding upper thigh. Sir Cumsalot was awake and ready to defend his territory. 

Mike’s demeanor had changed. He was being affectionate. It was as if offering him food tamed the wild beast in him. His hunger satisfied; he chose to take gentle deliberate pleasure in the tasty morsel that lay before him. 

I loved responding with wild abandonment during sex, as well as offering a taste of forbidden fruit. But what Mike was offering me now, was flawless unexplored intimacy. Somewhere between ‘hello’ and this moment, our needs had changed. I could tell by the way he kissed me and touched my burning flesh. He gazed into my eyes with a smoldering passion that I had not seen before. 

9. Love Me Tenderly

I could not help but gaze back at him with the same intensity I saw in his eyes. If asked only a day ago if I believed in love at first site, I would of said ‘No’. What started out as pure animal magnetism had blossomed, in only a few short hours, into something else, into something I couldn’t explain.

Mike seemed to change his mind. Moving back up my body, he brought his face only inches from mine, whispering. “ I apologize for the intensity of my demanding ways. When I first laid eyes on you, I wanted you so badly. Now, I want you even more, but …” He hesitated, staring deep into my eyes. His gaze was apologetic and tender. 

“Shhhh” I told him. “ You don’t have to explain.” I said, offering my understanding. We both had spent our rush of lustful excitement early on. What we both wanted now, was to make slow passionate love to each other. So that we could imprint every detail to our memory forever. Every detail that our senses could capture. “ Make love to me slowly Mike.”

A small grin formed on his lips. His eyes sparkled with admiration. We did seem to understand each other. I raised my head the few inches that separated us and pressed my soft lips against his. Without hurry our lips tasted each other’s sweetness. 

Mike carefully brushed a few strands of hair from my cheek. Caressing their silkiness between his fingers. His fingers brushing lightly against my skin. I stroked his back with gentle caresses. Sometimes pulling him tighter to me, as my need grew for him. I could feel his need growing through his jeans, as he lay atop of me. Our kiss became more needful. 

Mike broke free from my embrace momentarily to make a suggestion. “ Let’s take this someplace more comfortable.” I merely smiled in agreement. My mind was elsewhere, imprinting the kissable softness of his lips to memory. 

“ I’ll just throw another log on real quick.” He rose from my scantily clad body. I could feel his eyes sweep intensely across my body. No smile, no words. Just uneven breathing, that signified the unsteady emotions lying just below the surface. 

He backed away from me lying on the couch, turning unwillingly to take care of the fire. I closed my robe and swung my legs off the edge to get up. I sat there a moment watching the muscles in his back, as he picked up a heavy log and dropped it carefully onto the remaining embers. Mike poked at the fire stirring it up. 

When he was satisfied it would take off nicely, he turned back to me and extended his arm, offering me his hand. I graciously accepted. With my hand in his he led me to the bedroom. A couple of the larger sturdier candles still flickered in the corner of the room. Giving us enough light to make our way to the bed. The orange glow cast by the candles created a mysterious otherworld feeling to our surroundings. It cast us in a ritualistic light, that I found to be flattering. 

When we reached the side of the bed, Mike let go of my hand to turn back the covers. I began to untie my robe, when he turned and said. “No …” His sudden outburst startled me. “ I want to undress you.” My hands fell to my side, as I anticipated his touch. 

I wanted to say something to him, but it was too soon. Silently I reminded myself to just stay in the moment. Worry about tomorrow … tomorrow. I wanted him so bad that my entire body ached with need.

He lifted my robe from my shoulders, letting it drop around my feet. Mike’s eyes never left mine. He had no other clothing to remove, as I had only put on my robe to eat. I reached out to reciprocate. I unbuttoned his jeans and slipped the zipper down carefully. In the silence, the ‘zzzzz’ of his zipper, was all I heard against the backdrop of our erratic breathing. The head of his cock was peeking out at me. His pair of jeans was the only thing keeping our naked bodies apart. 

We stared at each other in awe, as if it was our first time together. This time we took our time to actually see … to touch … to feel the current of attraction buzzing between us. I crawled up into the feather soft bed, waiting for him to join me. Mike quickly slipped his pants off and climbed in next to me. 

The night air had turned colder, penetrating the sliding doors in the bedroom. He offered to put his arm around and under my head, so that I could rest it upon his chest. Snuggling closer for warmth and the feel of flesh against flesh, I expressed to him how good it felt for him to hold me.

I turned my head towards him to kiss his chest. His arm tightened around my shoulders, pulling me closer. I planted slow caressing kisses at the base of his neck. Further still, until he could hear my jagged breath quicken in his ear. My hand slid up over his stomach and chest. I stopped for a moment to run my fingers through his chest hair. I cupped the opposite cheek in my hand, as my whispered breath uttered, “I want to make love to you Mike.” 

My thumb caressed his cheek, brushing against his mustache as I slid my hand closer to his mouth. I gently caressed his wet lips with my thumb. Followed by my finger, as my mouth neared his. He caught my finger between his teeth holding it there gently. His lips encircled it, sucking it slowly. Teasing me with his intentional seduction. 

He released my finger, opening his mouth just a little, as my lips came to rest upon his. My tongue grazed against his bottom lip, before mine entrapped it between their swollen arousal. I sucked at his bottom lip gently … briefly, before kissing him full on the mouth. 

Our tongues slipped into the other’s mouth, twisting, entangling … dancing their slow erotic dance. We both moaned as our kiss intensified. Pressed against his upper body, my bare breast and hardened nipple poked against him. Mike held my head in his hands. His fingers tangled in my long blonde hair. He didn’t want to let go of me … He didn’t want me slipping away into the night. My leg slipped over his, cradling it against my wet bare pussy. Some of my wet warm juices dripped onto his leg, branding him with my passion. 

I rubbed my pussy against his trapped thigh, as our kiss continued to deepen. I felt his hand slide down, brushing over his swollen member, pressing it against my hip. His hand cupped the cheek of my butt, then continued north. His fingertips trailed along the outer edge of my body. Goosebumps rose on my flesh at his lightly applied touch. I cursed him silently for making me feel so wild, so out of control. I wanted him so damn bad. 

His hand stopped at my exposed breast, as I turned my upper body just enough for him to capture my nipple between his fingertips. He twisted and rolled its erectness until I moaned into his open mouth. 

Mike rolled me onto my back without breaking our sexual connection. He pressed his leg firmly between my thighs against the V-shape of my womanhood. I rocked my hips against him frantically, unable to stop until he felt me tremble beneath him. Warm wet cum seeped from my depths. I slipped my hand between us into the waiting wetness, fucking myself with my fingers. 

Our moans mingled. Mike slipped his tongue out of my mouth leaving a trail of warm wet kisses behind as he headed south. I arched against his waiting mouth, verbally expressing my appreciation. “Ohhh, You feel so fucking good Mike!” I wasn’t concerned about the volume of my voice. My only concern was how damn good he was making me feel. 

I writhed in excitement as he closed in on my waist … then lower, as I felt his kisses getting wetter. He teased me deliberately, kissing and licking everywhere but there. He even licked my fingers, as I continued playing with my pussy. 

I wasn’t going to let him get away with teasing me. I slipped my fingers back into my wet hole covering my mound with the palm of my hand. 

“What do you want Mike?” I asked. He looked up at me, his eyes pleading. “Your going to have to ask me … “ I brought my fingers to my mouth and sucked my sweet nectar from them. “Mmmm, would you like to lick my pussy Mike?” I felt like teasing him until he begged me. It wasn’t enough to know that he wanted me. I wanted to feel his need for me.

In between wet kisses and hungry licks along my inner thighs he pleaded. “ Laurie … please … I want to … taste your sweetness … Mmm, so bad.” His mouth brushed so closely, that I raised my hips unable to control my impulses. He knew I had surrendered. 

Mike’s mouth licked my moist fingers that still lay between my legs. Their attempt to keep him at bay useless. His tongue slipped between my fingers. Hungrily he licked at them, devouring every delicious morsel. It was useless. My attempt to keep him out had failed. 

My hand cupped the side of his face, as he dove deeper into my love nest. I could feel my climax building, more and more. Lifting my hips I pressed my pussy into his face and mouth. I wanted more. I could feel my orgasm … almost … then he pulled back a little to prolong my release. “Oh don’t stop!” I begged. He flicked my pussy with his tongue. He would fuck me with it when he was ready to and not before. 

He grinned, but I didn’t notice. I was so totally involved in what I was feeling. “What do you want Laurie?” he asked. “ Do you want my tongue to fuck you until you cum?”

“Mmmhmm … Please Mike.” My hand rose to cup the side of his face again, urging him to go down on me. “ Pleaassssee.” I breathlessly begged again. I tried to calm myself a little hoping that would show him I would be good. I just wanted to feel his tongue inside. I wanted to cum. 

It worked. Mike continued his quest to make me cum. Slowly at first. He made me wait patiently for my orgasm to rebuild to the point of no return. I hated that he stopped in the first place, but loved him for the new excitement building within me. It was more intense and coming so quickly. 

At the point of no return I grasped his head gently and held him to me. My body began to tremble, as each unavoidable wave of ecstasy rolled through me. Mike’s tongue waited within my tunnel of love for the first taste of my nectar. Cum washed over his tongue, coating it. I could hear him moaning, as he dug in for more. My release was so intense, that tears of unexplainable pleasure pooled under my eyelids. 

After my orgasm subsided I felt him moving up alongside my body to lie next to me. He kissed me, sharing my taste on his lips. ‘How could I possibly make him feel as good as he made me feel?’ I asked myself silently. Mike needed release. I could feel his rock hard cock stabbing against my leg. Just begging me to relieve it. 

I had noticed a ladder back chair sitting in the corner of the room earlier. A smile spread across my face. Getting up from the bed, I made my way over to the chair. Mike just watched me with a confused look on his face. Setting it by the side of the bed, I asked Mike to humor me and come sit on the chair. Intrigued as to what I had up my sleeve. he jumped off the bed, quickly taking his seat before me. His hard cock sprung from his lap in an inviting way. 

Straddling his lap, I sat down slowly on his cock. It was swollen with excitement, making it a very tight fit. It felt so good the way he filled me up. Holding on to the back of the chair I rocked my hips in a circular motion, swallowing every inch with my pussy. Mike’s arms wrapped around me and cupped my ass. He kissed my neck and encouraged my movements on his manhood. He leaned in catching my erect nipple in his mouth and sucked at it with such need. 

Slowly I rode up and down on his rod. With each motion his cock became more and more lubricated. My rhythm quickened. Faster and faster, until I was riding him with intention of bringing him to a sudden climax. Then slower, an unbearably slow fuck. My hips slowly writhed with desire, as I took in the length of his cock. 

“ Oh yeah baby, ride me!” His eyes closed, as a look of pure pleasure came across his face. His hands grasped my ass tighter, still allowing me the freedom of my own pace. My climax neared as my rhythm quickened. 

Faster … faster, “Ohhh baby I’m going to cum on your fucking cock!” I moaned loudly. My confession brought Mike closer to his own release. 

“ Cum for me Laurie.” He encouraged, as his load threatened to explode. My body reacted almost simultaneously with his enticing words. “ That’s it baby. I feel it, I feel you cumming.” I continued to ride him vigorously, as my body spasmed. My pussy grasped at his hardness with each pleasurable pulsation. I felt his body stiffen, as he prepared to shoot his load in my wet pussy. 

“UGGggggghhh! He groaned loudly. I felt his thick liquid gush into me. Some leaking out as I thrust down on him a couple more times. I slid down the length of him one more time and sat upon his lap. 

Mike kissed me passionately, showing me his appreciation for giving him such a good cum. We slowly parted lips. “Thank you Mike.” I said with sincerity. 

“For what Laurie?” he asked. 

I blushed slightly, feeling like I was giving him thanks for my first time ever. “For giving me such pleasure tonight.” In a sense he had. It had been a very long time since I felt so much passion and freedom to express my needs. 

He smiled at me, the sparkle in his baby blue eyes twinkling at me. “ Your welcome of course, but there’s no need to thank me. I should be the one thanking you.” I looked at him surprised and puzzled. “ For allowing me to experience your beauty … both inside and out.” 

I was sure that had been the nicest thing anyone had ever said to me. He could see by the look in my eyes that he had made his point. I leaned in a kissed him gently on the lips. Tasting them slowly, I replayed the night’s events in my head, committing every detail to memory.
