JUDGING A BOOK BY ITS COVER!

Debbie seemed innocent as if butter wouldn't melt in her mouth and was the type of woman my mother would like me to marry. We met at a social do given by her firm and being drunk I'd asked her out but had not remembered doing so till she'd phoned me to confirm arrangements

It was quite an ordeal because she didn't seem to be at all interested in anything I liked and we sat for long moments not saying anything at all besides which the food was just about eatable. I drunk more than usual and she drove back to her flat and insisted I came in to sober up before going home. She brewed some strong coffee and we sat down next to each other on the couch. I was on the point of nearly dozing off as she bored me with something which had happened at work when I suddenly became aware that one of her hands was cupping my prick so that I could feel the heat through the material. My cock, being much sober than I, quickly reacted by becoming stiff as she continued her monologue. Her fingers moved skilfully up and down the length of my stiff penis, which was throbbing like crazy. She knew exactly where to stroke and where to squeeze as she held the shaft in her small hand.

Her face showed no signs that she was acting so brazenly and she never stopped talking about boring things and then, in mid sentence, she undid the buttons of her dress before doing the same to the buttons of my shirt so that I could feel the silkiness of her naked breasts against my bare chest and her nipples were very hard. Still prattling away she undid the zip of my trousers and her hand slipped inside my underpants and explored every inch of my cock, from the swollen head to the base and back again as if to make sure it was fully engorged. I was still in shock as she undid the buckle of my belt and slipped my trousers and underpants off then, still prattling, she knelt down and undid my shoes and took them and my socks off before getting rid of my shirt. I was left completely naked while she still had her clothes on with her blouse open so that a stunning pair of breasts was visible.

Once again, still rabitting away, she took my pulsating shaft in her hand and her fingers worked up from the base, travelling slowly along the entire length, up and over the sensitive knob and each drop of sticky lubrication popping out of the slit was smeared over the glans with her thumb.

I'd never met another woman who could give a better hand job and even though her voice had become an irritant and found myself on the brink of climaxing. At last she shut up as she kissed my chest before her tongue slid around my nipples then she took them between her lips and sucked them into her mouth. It was a new sensation for me and I found it weirdly kinky but arousing. Her mouth moved down until it was only inches away from the throbbing column of my cock, which was jutting upward from my groin, and I watched as her lips opened and her mouth easily accommodated the entire head inside. She began to bob her head up and down and I could see her full lips slithering up and down my shaft while she caressed my balls with one hand and teased my clenching anus with the tip of a finger. She worked her mouth down my stiff pole until she had all of my cock inside her mouth with the swollen head lodged somewhere in her throat and her lips buried in my pubic hair, no mean feat considering my cock is very thick and nearly eight inches in length. She made gagging sound then adjusted the angle as she pulled back so that only the head remained behind her lips. She took a deep breath before again slithering her stretched lips all the way down my rampant cock till it was buried to the hilt inside her mouth and throat.

I have no idea where she'd learned to give a blow job but accepted that my cock was receiving the best cocksucking I'd ever experienced. 

I heaved my bottom off the seat to thrust my cock even deeper into her throat. It was a tight fit and I could feel her throat muscles rippling and clamping around my knob as if trying to milk it. The sensation was incredible. She moved her head up and down and her lips were stretched like rubber bands by the thickness of my cock while her delicious breasts jiggled and the fiery red nipples were crushed against my thighs. The stimulation of her mouth was so intense that I gave up the struggle to stop coming and filled her sucking mouth with a large dose of creamy spunk which blasted inside her mouth and throat like a waterjet. She showed no signs of discomfort while her flicking tongue fluttered over the pulsating tip each time it came out of her throat as if to encourage it to blast out even more spunk for her to drink.

I'd never experienced anything remotely like it and surrendered to the astonishing pleasure as my spunk continued to fill her mouth. Debbie gulped and swallowed as fast as she could before the next thick jet blasted out but there was too much spunk to swallow and some trickled out of the corner of her mouth to dribble down her chin before hanging in a long silvery strand like a shiny necklace catching the light. She swallowed the rest of the sticky liquid before finally releasing my softening cock then her pink tongue slipped out and licked away the drops of thick semen glistening on her face. With her fingers she collected the long strand of spunk and transferred it to her mouth and, when she'd finished slurping up my spunk, she sat up and said that she needed to use the bathroom.

I stayed sitting there completely naked, with my cock drooping, trying to understand the astonishing  contrast between her two personae when she came back in the room with her blouse done up and looking prim and proper and suggested that I use the bathroom to get dressed before leaving.  I washed, dressed and when I came out of she accompanied me to the door and thanked me for a pleasant evening and shook my hand. I was sober by that time and drove home flummoxed and hardly believing it had happened.
I've phoned her almost every day since and she's always polite but has never accepted my invitation to go out with me again.

