PART 2

DREAM'S DESIRE

INTRO~CONTINUED FROM PART ONE ...

The night’s events kept filtering in and out of my dreams, as I drifted off to sleep in Mike’s arms. It felt as if it had all been an erotic dream. One produced from months of sexual seclusion. After the ex had moved out eight months prior, my vibrator had become my partner in uninhibited passion. Between the absence of a flesh and blood man and horrendous work hours, romantic fulfillment had become almost extinct. Well, with the exception of those moments when my body burned hot with need. Just before giving in to sleep’s dreaminess, my mind mingled with reality. 

1. My Reality, My Dream~ 

One Saturday morning about three months ago, we were called in for an impromptu meeting concerning an existing account. We needed something new, something fresh, to submit as our proposal. Keeping this account was vital to our company’s survival. The seven department heads concerned, myself included, were stressed beyond belief. The meeting lasted about three hours before we decided, enough was enough, and we made our final decisions. Everyone said his or her weary good-byes, promising to be back on Monday.

As usual I stayed behind to finish up. No one was left in the building except the janitor ‘Big’ Tom and myself. The women in the building were responsible for the title ‘Big’. Since its first utterance, it had stuck. Tom was a big good-looking hunk of a man, but it wasn’t the reason we called him that. A few of us closer female co-workers began to notice the bulge in his pants. Making comments among ourselves we just one day said, “Hey Big Tom, how’s it going?” and it stuck. 

After I figured I had done enough work, I gathered my things and exited my office. It had gotten late, in my tenacious working state of mind. I was going through my mental checklist, when I remembered that I needed the outline from the meeting. I started to turn around to head back to my office, when I realized I had left it in the boardroom. As I neared the double doors I heard something down the hall. It was ‘Big’ Tom. He was standing at the end of the corridor, getting ready to descend on the service elevator to the next floor. 

I raised my hand to wave, yelling down to him. “ Have a good night ‘Big’ Tom!” 

He waved back. “You do the same Laurie!” I wondered if he realized why we called him 'Big' Tom? 

I commented under my breath. “Hell, I would if you’d just fuck me with that big cock of yours.” 

Entering the room, my mind began wandering aimlessly into forbidden fantasy. I needed the distraction, the release. I looked across the boardroom table, to where I had sat quite a few hours ago, and found my outline. Sitting down in my conference chair, I went over my mental checklist one more time, making sure I hadn’t forgotten anything. I swung around in the overstuffed chair and faced the night skyline. It sure was beautiful at night. The last remnants of sunset faded. Burning lights, in the high-rise across from us, shown brightly like twinkling stars in the dark night. 

My head fell back against the chair. Stress poured from every pore of my body. Thoughts drifted back to ‘Big’ Tom. I smiled as I imagine him walking back in here, naked under his janitor’s jumpsuit. In my fantasy, he expressed his need to fuck my wet pussy. While I stood, bent seductively, over the boardroom table. He lifted my skirt high above my ass, admiring my gartered stockings and shapely legs. Tom inhaled the sweet smell of sexual arousal emanating from my soaked red silk panties. Eyes closed I imagined every heated exchange between us. 

That night, my hand slipped between my stocking-covered legs, in the boardroom that caused so much stress, and I came.

As my dream continued, lying next to Mike in our bed of passion, ‘Big’ Tom disappeared. It was Mike’s eyes I gazed into, as he stood before me, naked under the janitor’s jumpsuit. His big hard cock strained against the course material, begging to fuck me. 

“You want ‘Big’ Mike to fuck you nice and hard Laurie?” he asked. All the while, he stared lustfully at my hand between my legs. 

I stood up from my chair, and turned away from him. Bending slightly at the waist, over the edge of the table, I hiked my skirt up over my ripe ass. I turned my head. Looking over my shoulder, with a smoldering glare of sexual need I replied, “If you don’t I’ll have you fired.” My corporate-voiced answer stated my demands clearly. 

‘Big’ Mike looked at me in wonder, as to whether or not I could actually have that done. His worry was short lived. Mentally he threw caution to the wind. ‘Fuck that sexual harassment bullshit your feeding me … and Fuck you.’ ‘Big’ Mike quickly unzipped his janitor’s jumpsuit. Pulling it off his upper body and letting it hang freely from his waist. 

My intense glare never faltered. I stood there daring him with my eyes. I looked him over from head to cock like a piece of well-earned corporate meat. The sight of his broad hairy chest, thick arms and swollen cock, made my pussy hot. I wouldn’t have him fired, but I might insist on a weekly endowment of his sexual prowess. My hand slipped between my spread legs. 

‘Big’ Mike saw the outline of my fingers, through the thin fabric of my red silk panties. They were sliding in and out of my wet pussy. My ass writhed invitingly. I pulled them out slowly and brought them to my turned head, teasing him. My wet rose-colored lips encircled my middle finger at the base. I pulled it slowly out of my hungry mouth. “ Would you like to taste the benefits that cum with this job?” I asked. Desire-smothered sarcasm oozed from every word.

He stood there with his swollen cock in his hand. Just stroking it slowly. Lustful thoughts glazed over his eyes. 

“Well! Do you or don’t you?” I demanded.

‘Big’ Mike released his cock and came up behind me, a look of disgust on his face. His arm circled around my waist, pulling my ass back against his hard cock. The other one wrapped around my chest, grasping my aching breast in the palm of his hand. He squeezed it tightly. “You know, you corporate bitches are fucking cock teases.” He growled into my ear. His face was pressed so closely to mine, that I could feel his hot excited breath against my flesh. The arm that had enclosed around my waist dropped lower, as he invaded the space between my legs. ‘Big’ Mike ripped my panties aside and slid his fingers into my soaked crotch. 

I tried to fight back to regain control, but his strength was no match for mine. The more I struggled the more his cock seemed to grow between my ass cheeks. The faster he fucked me with his thick fingers the wetter I got. My struggling turned into pleasurable writhing. My ass teased his cock. Mike took turns fucking me then rubbing my clit with his fingers. I could feel my orgasm building. My hands grasped at him, trying to hang on to my sanity and on to him. 

“Maybe ol’ ‘Big’ Mike here should give you a good reason to call me that, eh?” He was stern, but you could hear the underlying desire in his voice. “Fuck you nice and hard with ‘Big’ Mike’s thick hard cock. Hmmm, wouldn’t you like that?” My answer was given in a long deep moan of approval. “You can be my little corporate slut. Whenever I feel like it, I’ll fuck you. In the boardroom, in the utility room … or maybe across your God damn desk in your office.” Him talking dirty to me like this was pushing me over the edge. He had me so turned on I was willing to do just about anything. 

“Ohhh ‘Big’ Mike …” I moaned loudly, my voice echoing in the empty room. “If you want me to be your fucking slut then you’re going to have to take it!” I spat back at him. I couldn’t give up the dominance I had learned at work that easily. I was used to people bowing to my demands, but he was quickly turning me into his submissive little slut.

“Oh, I think you’ll do as I say Laurie, or I’ll have you fired for your indiscretions here in this boardroom.” Weren’t dreams supposed to go your way? I wondered this in my half-awake/half-asleep state, as I turned over in bed. I felt Mike snuggle in behind me. He was asleep, but his cock was awake. It pressed against my ass just as ‘Big’ Mike’s did in my dream. Moaning, I wiggled my ass against it. I wasn’t sure what was a dream or reality. Mike wrapped his arm around me, placing his hand on my breast, in his sleep. 

“Well then just fuck me and get it over with!” I yelled at ‘Big’ Mike. 

“No … no” ‘Big’ Mike chuckled at my stupidity. “I want you to beg me to fuck you bitch.” His sharp words stung and excited. “Beg or get fired!”

I believed what he said. He was determined to have me how he wanted it. He let me go just enough that I broke free. Pushing his hand away from between my legs I said, “I’ll never beg!” I turned to look at him, staring him in the face with my obstinacy. I started to walk away from him. He grabbed my arm and swung me back around saying, “We’ll see about that.” He backed me up against the wall between the huge picture windows. There wasn’t much of it. As I looked to the side, I could see out the window 10 floors down. It made me dizzy. 

He moved swiftly, his thigh held me to the wall between my legs. Grabbing each wrist he lifted them over my head and held tight. He had me pinned between him and the wall. Looking either way, I felt if I moved I would fall out the huge windows. It wasn’t possible, but my fear of heights stopped me. Frozen and unable to move, he roughly took what he wanted. 

‘Big’ Mike’s hands assaulted … felt … loved … needed … took me. My leg lifted involuntarily to wrap around his. His that pressed between mine with restraint. My back arched away from the wall, as he sucked and bit at my erect nipples through my blouse. His fingers had found their way back into my pool of sexual urge and were fucking me with intense purpose. His mouth covered mine for a moment of uninhibited desire. 

His lips left mine, tasting the curve of my neck. He bit at my tender skin, sucking at it hard enough to leave his mark … a mark of my defeat … his Mastership. “Oh Fuck!” I screamed out. “Just fuck me with your big hard cock.” I groaned with lust. ‘Big’ Mike didn’t take the time to revel in his victory. Turning me around, he held me against the open window. His strong grip was still firmly on my wrists. He ripped my red silk panties from my pussy and thrust his swollen cock deep into me, impaling me upon his mighty sword. 

He thrust in and out of me with sexual authority … harder and faster. He released my sore wrists, knowing I wouldn’t try to run. We became one entangled body of sexual arousal, humping and grinding right there in plain sight. Anyone who dared look up would see us.

Back in the reality of my lover’s bed, I writhed against Mike’s body. My incessant moaning with lustful need had awakened his desire. He caressed my dream-induced body. Mike wanted to become a part of my erotic fantasy, to share my erotic arousal.

2. My Master of Pleasure

He kissed my closed eyelids, my cheek, the tip of my nose, and tasted my lips. Lowering the covers from my warm body, his mouth searched lower until he caught my erect nipple between his lips. His moans coincided with the moaning in my dream. I reached out and pulled him closer to me, as if I was aware of reality. He planted sensuous kisses around my swollen breasts and then headed further south. 

A wet trail of passion led him to my V-shaped treasure. Mike’s mustache tickled my skin. Little goose bumps covered my body in chilled arousal. With my body exposed to the cool night air I began to awaken. Once again, I dangled somewhere between slumber and aroused consciousness. 

“Mmmm” I moaned loudly, as I felt his loving mouth kiss me just above my trimmed pubic hair. He planted little kisses and licks all around my pussy. I was so wet from the dream of him as my demanding janitor of lust. His tongue slipped between the fleshy folds to find me slick and creamy. As I began to awaken, I heard him whisper words of pleasure.

“You taste so fucking good Laurie. You have the sweetest pussy I’ve ever tasted.” He lapped the nectar from me devouring every morsel he could. It was all for him, my offering to my Master of Pleasure. His tongue flicked at my swollen clit, then slid lower, plunging it into my hole. He was so good with his tongue. 

Now, fully awake to know the reality of what was happening, I reached for him, urging him to come to me and share his tasty treat. I could smell my juices lingering on his mustache, which had the same affect on me. It turned me on. We shared and savored the ‘Essence of Me’, with an intimate kiss only shared by lovers. Our kiss, slow and inviting, tender and loving, passionately filled with pure lust for each other. 

“You are my Master of Pleasure Mike.” I whispered. “I give to you my every desire and passion.” A deep guttural moan was released. He loved that I gave my complete self to him freely. 

“And you are my Mistress of Passion … a willing slave to my every whim. Because you obediently desire to please me, I hold you close as the only slave to my pleasure. I honor and respect you as you show me.” These words were something I didn’t expect to hear out of a man, but I could feel and hear his sincerity. 

“Your Mistress wishes to have her Master make love to her.” My face was serious and intent on him seeing what emotions lie within. His was not without the same. 

“ Your Master wants the same.” With that admission he began kissing me passionately again … tongues intertwining, making love, exploring. Our passions had changed so quickly. We were caught up in a whirlwind of intense emotion. Completely lost in a world created by lovers of eras gone by.

For over an hour we kissed, touched, caressed and grind against each other in ultimate ecstasy. We both knew that it wouldn’t be long after he thrust into me, that we would both succumb to sexual bliss. 

There were no acrobatics involved, just pure want and passionate need. As Mike lay on top of me, he slowly entered my waiting pussy with his hard cock. I felt his thickness stretch me. I stifled the words I wanted to utter, but not the moans that welled up inside of me. His mouth covered mine. 

My moans continued against his open mouth. I brought my legs up around his waist. Mike chose to kneel before my womanhood. I lifted my legs up and over his chest and shoulders. He held on tightly for support and pushing. He thrust harder into my depths. He leaned forward, bending my legs to my chest, reaching deeper. “Uggghhhh” he groaned. “You feel so damn good Laurie. If I keep going I’m going to cum.” 

“Don’t stop” I didn’t want him to this time. “Just release for me, don’t hold back.” I begged. His thrusting quickened. He was so close … I was so close.

“Cum with me Laurie. Let me feel your juices wash over my hard cock.” He slowed a little to wait for me, but I wasn’t having it. 

“Just fuck me Mike … harder and faster until you can’t hold back. Ohhhh baby, yesssss!” I cried out. I pinched and rolled my nipples between my fingers. “Talk dirty to me, tell me your going to cum in my fucking wet pussy!” I couldn’t help it, my orgasm was building so quick and with such intensity that my mouth spewed out my desire. My pussy began to pulsate on his thickness. My body quivered under his. He continued thrusting as my pussy milked him. “Give it to me!”

He came so hard it almost looked painful for him. “Oh Jesus … Uggghhh!” he thrust hard and held tightly against me. I could feel his hot sticky cum spurting inside of me. I lowered my legs, as Mike fell gently against me. We held each other for a while just to let our emotions settle down in the quiet. He slid to my side, still half lying on top of me, and snuggled against my chest. 

Mike breathed in deeply, taking in the scent of my perfume. It wasn’t long before I heard the steady sound of sleep-induced breathing. I, too, was not far behind. Drifting off into peaceful slumber, I saw his face smiling back at me. Then without his lips moving I heard those words … the words I waited to utter. 

3. Truth at Dawn

The next morning I awoke to the most wonderful smell emanating from the kitchen. With my sexual appetite satisfied my stomach demanded attention. I was absolutely famished from my night with Mike. Normally I wouldn’t worry about eating in the morning, but after a night like last night, I needed to replenish my energy. A big breakfast was just what I needed to start my day off, as I was hoping to continue our lovemaking marathon sometime today. I grinned mischievously, as I planned my next move. 

I was stretching like a languorous feline when Mike walked through the bedroom doorway. “Well good morning sleepyhead. Are you hungry?” he asked. “I made us breakfast.” He was grinning from ear to ear, with a renewed sparkle in his eye. Mike looked as happy as I felt. He sat down on the edge of the bed. Leaning towards me, he planted a quick ‘good morning’ kiss on my lips, before sitting upright again.

“Hey, not so fast.” I said, “Come here.” I pulled Mike closer to kiss him again, this time laced with undeniable passion. I had placed my hand on his thigh. Slipping it closer to his manhood, I felt his growing reaction to my touch. “Thank you for making breakfast Mike. Care for a little pre-breakfast snack?” I laughed aloud at the look on his face. 

“Haven’t you had enough yet?” he asked. Mike found one of my ticklish spots just below my rib cage. He let me have it until I begged for him to stop. “Ok … ok I was kidding.” I had been laughing so hard I had tears in my eyes. “I’m starving anyway, you wore my ass out last night Mike.” That little look I come to know so well last night, told me he had enjoyed it as much as I did. 

Mike reached over to the ladder back chair in the corner. Handing me my robe he said, “Here, put this on. Let’s eat before it gets cold. I’ll figure out how to ravish your body afterwards.” He was grinning, but I knew he was serious. As I sat up the covers fell from my breasts. “Hurry up … before I change my mind.” He stood up to give me room to get out of bed.

When I went out to the kitchen I was taken by the breakfast I saw waiting. The smell was absolutely intoxicating. My stomach growled in anticipation of savoring a tasty morsel. “Mmm, It looks good Mike, Thank you so much for making it.” Each of us had an omelet, toast and sausages. I could also smell coffee and noticed a pitcher of orange juice on the counter. “Wait a minute,” I said puzzled. “I didn’t buy all this for my stay. Where did it come from?” 

He just stood there with a little smile on his face. “Well … what you didn’t have I had gone home and got.” He stepped back as if I would reach out and slap him. 

“But … we are a bit snowed in, aren’t we?” I walked over to the big picture window and peered outside between the curtains. The snow had been cleared from the porch. I turned and looked at him a moment, then turned back to look outside again. I didn’t notice it at first, but there were boot tracks leading off the porch that could be seen clearly in the deep snow. Boot tracks that didn’t lead to the old truck. 

The truck looked like it had been buried there for months in the snow. Tracks led around to the side of the cabin before they disappeared. I turned back to Mike and asked, “Did our neighbor come over and help dig us out, as well as offer us breakfast?” I already didn’t buy it, but I asked anyway. Mike stood there fidgeting. I could tell he was trying to come up with some great excuse I couldn’t refuse to believe. When nothing came to mind that would be believable, he simply told me the truth.

“I live out back of this cabin, beyond the trees in the backyard.” I just stood there a moment to let it soak in. As reality hit me my facial expression changed, Mike backed away a little more. I reached out and pushed him in the chest. He lost his footing a little as he stumbled backwards. He took another step back after he regained his composure. “Laurie, please let’s eat. Breakfast will get cold.” 

“You mean you live within walking distance of my cabin and you pretended you couldn’t get home last night?” The anger in my voice was also noticeable in my body language. I pulled the robe tighter around myself. “Why did you do that Mike?”

“Laurie, I …” he stumbled to find the right words. “I was attracted to you the moment I saw you. I didn’t think you’d give me a second look if you didn’t get a chance to know me a little.”

“Oh we got to know one another quite well, now didn’t we?” I was irritated that he didn’t feel he could be honest with me to begin with. “Was that your intention all along, to get me into bed?” I had to know, because that was definitely how it looked.

“No” He moved in closer to me. The distance between us shortened, as he stepped right in front of me. “No Laurie, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to, but I didn’t want to leave last night. The weather gave me a perfect excuse, so I took it. Please forgive me?” 

Mike tried to reach out for me, but I backed away from his outstretched hand. I didn’t get far though, as I felt the counter pressing against my hips after my first step. I was trapped between the counter and Mike, unable to go anywhere. He was blocking my way out of the small kitchen. “Wait a minute Laurie, just let me explain.” He begged, as I tried to find my way around him.

I wasn’t listening. Mike pinned me up against the countertop and refused to let me by until I did listen. “Don’t try to tell me you didn’t feel it to. When I saw you in the doorway, I saw it in your eyes … the attraction was instant. Now your going to say it never should of happened, because I live just beyond your back yard?” Mike was upset with me, but it was because he was hurt by my sudden change of heart. “Look at me Laurie …” I looked up briefly unable to look him directly in the eyes. “Look at me.” He demanded more sternly.

Apprehension coursed through my body. If I did look he would see how I felt. Maybe he would just see the disappointment in my eyes. When I finally did look up, my concern was not for what he saw in my own anymore. What I saw in his eyes surprised me. If he felt that way why couldn’t he just say it? Mike never uttered a word. Instead he let go of the counter. Wrapping his arms around my body he pulled me close and held me tightly against him. “I just wanted to be here with you.” He whispered into my ear. 

My anger melted away. I had wanted him here too. He merely used our circumstances to make it possible. If I had thought quicker I might of done the same thing. “I know” I replied after a moment of contemplation. “I wanted you here with me just as much.” He pulled away a little. Cupping my face in his big strong hands, he barely touched my lips with his, and again they touched mine … more adamant this time. He tasted their sweetness. Wanting more, his tongue slipped between my lips to kiss me passionately. 

We finally parted in mutual agreement to forget his intentional dishonesty. I made him promise to be honest from then on or I wouldn’t accept the next apology. “I promise Laurie. My intentions weren’t to hurt you, just to be with you. I never dreamed the night would unfold as it did.” With a smile on his face he added, “ … but I’m glad that it did.” I couldn’t help but agree with him. “Are you still hungry?” he asked with hope. He had gone through a lot of trouble to prepare it for us. 

“Yes definitely, but it’s probably cold now. I can heat it up in the microwave if you’re still hungry. We shouldn’t let it go to waste after you took time to do this for me. I’m sorry Mike.” He just shook his head to signify the word ‘no’. Putting his finger to his lips, he warned me not to say another word. It was forgotten. 

“Let’s just eat. I should go check in with Dad to find out if there’s anything I can do to help this morning. I don’t work Friday through Sunday usually, but when it’s this bad Brad usually can’t make it to work. It won’t take me long.” He explained. “Then if you’re interested, I can come back. I don’t want to monopolize your whole vacation if you had things you wanted to do.”

“I didn’t plan anything for definite. I’d love it if you’d come back. You don’t happen to have any movies I can play in that VCR over there, do you? Maybe we could watch one or two tonight. Then maybe I can entice you to stay again.” I looked at him mischievously. My smile widened when he said he would love to. We sat down to eat our microwave-heated breakfast. Actually, reheating it hadn’t harmed the taste at all. It was delicious.

4. Shower Before You Leave?

As we finished our breakfast I thanked Mike again for such a delicious surprise. “That was so good Mike. Maybe I’ll have you make dinner too.” I teased. 

“I’m afraid my culinary talents stop with breakfast.” He admitted. “The only reason I do that well is because my Mom had me help her. When I was young, Dad used to invite the crew in for a hot breakfast on the weekends.” I liked that he was beginning to share little tidbits of his life. I wanted to know everything about him.

“Well, your Mom must have been a great cook and an excellent teacher.” I offered. “Would you like to get a shower before you go?” He contemplated the offer for a few moments. 

“You know, I think I’d feel more revived if I did. Last night wore my ass out.” He thought a second and then added, “ I have extra clothes in my truck incase of an emergency. I’ll just go out and get them real quick.”

“What kind of emergency you plan to have Mike?” I teased. “Do you consider me an emergency?” I couldn’t help but laugh out loud. I readied myself for the chase, as he gave me the look like he did the night before. 

“Damn right, you about sent me to the hospital last night.” He playfully teased back. “I barely made it out alive. Sir Cumsalot was so overjoyed and excited that, he’s going to need CPR.” He said, as he grabbed at the growing bulge in his pants. He headed towards me with his jean-covered cock in his hand. “Since it’s your fault he can barely rise to the occasion, I think you should be the one to breath a little life into him.” I squealed as he got closer and ran around the other side of the couch. Mike laughed at me as I ran away, pretending I was scared.

Here I was a 41-year-old corporate leader and I was acting like a teenager just discovering young inexperienced foreplay. “You better go get your clothes.” I said laughing. Mike gave up and agreed with me. He wanted to get this done so he could come back. He hurried out to his truck and brought back the clothes he kept for extras. 

“Would you mind turning up the furnace and putting these someplace so they would warm up?” He asked. I took his pants and flannel shirt from him. Heading for the bedroom, I took a moment to turn up the heat. As the heat started to filter out of the air ducts I hung his clothes over the ladder-back chair. They would be nice and toasty before he was done.

I could hear the water running, as the glass shower door closed. Slightly opening the door between the rooms, I peeked in to catch a glimpse of his nakedness. An idea suddenly popped into my pretty little head. ‘Maybe I should join him.’ Having made up my mind, I checked again to see if he was facing away from the doorway. I wanted to surprise him. Mike stood under the hot water to let it run down over his manly physique. He didn’t appear to be in too big of a hurry, as he stood there basking in the warmth.

My robe slipped off my shoulders and fell to the floor in a heap. Mike had turned towards the showerhead wall. With his eyes closed he stood under the water, as it run down over his head. The hot water made it feel like a sauna and the mirror had already clouded over. I tiptoed further inside of the room. For a moment I stopped in my tracks as he turned briefly to let the hot water run over his shoulders. 

I opened the door quietly and stepped inside the shower. It was a little larger than a single person stall, more like one and a half, which gave us just enough room to be together without being too cramped. Mike turned to face me, but didn’t open his eyes. He had no idea I was in there with him. When he reached to grab the soap he nearly discovered me, as he searched behind closed eyelids. 

“Damn it, now where’s the soap?” he asked himself aloud. He turned his back to me again, remembering that there was an extra unopened bar on the ledge up above. I quickly lathered up the open bar until tiny bubbles filled my hands. He was struggling with the paper on the unopened bar yet, when I wrapped my arms around him from behind. Caressing the soap along his lithe structure I whispered near his ear. “Is this what your looking for?” 

His half-erect cock sprung to life, as my hands lathered the space between his legs. I never touched his hardening cock, until everything surrounding it was white with bubbles. He leaned back against me, without depending on me to hold him upright. “That feels so good Laurie.” Mike’s hips began rocking back and forth, as my hand slid easily over his length. His ass writhed seductively against my bare pussy. I could feel his hardness throbbing in my soapy hand, pulsating like a quickening heartbeat. 

My breasts pressed into the hard muscular flesh of his back. My nipples were erect from a mixture of arousal and cooling warm water, as it trickled between us. One hand stroked his cock, while the other slipped underneath to gently massage the soap over his swollen balls. He leaned forward to lean against the shower wall for support. Mike groaned loudly, “Mmm yeah, stroke my thick swollen cock.” I loved how verbal he was sometimes. It made me so horny … and dominant.

I let go of my firm but gentle grasp on his balls. Slapping him on the ass with my soap covered hand. The snapping sound on his ass vibrated throughout the sparsely decorated room. His ass reddened, with a faint handprint, as flesh does under hot water. My grip tightened around his shaft. “I think I’ll make you stroke your own damn cock, while I punish you for lying to me last night.” 

He knew I wasn’t upset anymore, that I was using his dishonesty to heighten his arousal. “Take it Mike, take it in your hand and stroke it slowly. Don’t cum until I tell you to. Do you understand?” He hesitated a moment too long. So, I spanked my hand against his flesh again. Another loud crack sounded in the room. It turned him on to have me take control. He stuck his reddened ass out further to give me a better shot the next time I saw fit to slap him. I took careful aim and spanked him yet again. His ass writhed, as he struggled to stifle his moan of painful pleasure. 

“Are you going to be my submissive bitch today Mike?” I asked in a smug tone. I knew he would not refuse me. Although, I was surprised to hear him verbally accept his role. 

“I’ll do anything you want Laurie … anything you ask of me I will obediently do.” I grinned, pleased with myself. I had decided that when he returned later today, I would use him to satisfy my every sexual craving. 

“Good! Now stroke your cock for me … Nice and slow. Don’t cum until I tell you to.” I didn’t have to slap him again, because he immediately took his thick shaft in his hand. He was obedient when he wanted to be. “Yes that’s it, nice and slow … painfully slow. You want to cum don’t you Mike?” I asked. 

“Yessss” he replied out of breath with excitement. His hips had begun to thrust forward with his strokes. He was fucking his hand. 

“I bet you’d like that to be my creamy pussy. Or better yet, my tight asshole.” I saw my vibrator next to the sink where I had left it after cleaning it up from the night before. “Do you know what it’s like to be fucked in the ass?” I asked him with the intention of showing him.

“No Laurie” I could tell by the sound in his voice when he answered, that this whole scene was driving him insane with need. He hadn’t yet said it, but his whole body was begging for release.

“Well, I think it’s about time you find out what it feels like.” I reached outside of the shower and retrieved the vibrator from the sink. “I’ll make it easy on you. Stop jacking off and turn around!” Mike did as I said. It looked as if I was just in time too. His cock was throbbing with climatic closeness. 

“It’s a good thing you didn’t cum yet or I’d have to punish you severely.” My expression was demanding. “I want you on your knees. You’re going to get me off with this,” I held up the vibrator for him to see, “so that it’s lubricated for your ass. Unless you’d like to take it dry?” I smiled mischievously, knowing he would have no choice. His virginal ass wouldn’t be able to take it.

Mike shook his head ‘no’, as he readily reached out to take the vibrating cock. “That’s a good slave. Mistress Laurie is pleased.” I was diving into my role as dominant bitch rather easily. He knelt in front of me. I lifted my leg up on the ledge of the shower. Mike stared hungrily at my pussy. I laughed out loud, “Your not allowed to lick me Mike, so stop drooling!” He looked up at me with pleading eyes. “Oh no, you will get that as a reward once you have obeyed my every command.”

He looked at me quizzically. “Don’t look so confused Mike. Your going to have to suck on that little vibrating cock to get it wet for my pussy.” I couldn’t help but grin. Now I would see just how much he wanted to please his Mistress. “Once you get it nice and wet then you can slide it in my hot moist box.” I slid my fingers up and down over the slit between my legs, teasing him with my feminine wiles. I knew it would make or break his decision to do it; I brought my wet fingers to my mouth and sucked on them invitingly. I continued to caress myself while I watched him comply with my demands. 

The tip of the vibrating cock slipped between his lips. He sucked at it hard and fast. I wasn’t sure if it was because he wanted to get it over with, or if he wanted to get to the part where he could stick his erect tongue in me. Either way, the power I had was intoxicating. When I felt he had gotten it nice and wet, I instructed him to make me cum with it. My pussy was already slick from watching him surrender to my demands. 

He turned the knob at the end of the vibrator to full speed and spread my lips apart. The vibrating tip lay against my clit, which sent an electrifying jolt through my sex. I played with my full breasts, pinching and pulling on my erect nipples. Mike didn’t seem to notice the water that beat down on his back, as he knelt on his knees to give me pleasure. “Does that feel good Laurie?” he knew it did, as my body squirmed against it. 

“Stick it into my hot pussy Mike.” I demanded. Most of the time women liked it slow and romantic, but right now I wanted it hard and fast. My ultimate goal was to ‘just’ cum. No waiting, no long drawn-out foreplay, I just wanted to cum. Then if I felt like it, I would have yet another orgasm. I felt wild and wicked. 

When the head of the pulsating cock first entered my wetness, I thought I would lose it right then and there. I did my best to prolong it a little longer, so that I could enjoy the feeling that seemed to come from the center of my being. Mike began thrusting it in and out of my cunt, fucking me with its faux-veined thickness. He knew just how to move it around inside of me. He touched every erogenous zone I had. Every raw sexual nerve ending was jumping with arousing energy. 

As my climax grew nearer I reached out to steady myself against the shower wall and door. The constant stimulation from the vibrator and Mike’s expert positioning brought on one of the most intense orgasms I ever had. The continuous tremors from the vibrator were prolonging my wave of pleasure. I begged him to stop, because I couldn’t take it any longer. My legs felt weak and unable to hold me up. 

Without my permission, Mike’s head dove between my legs. He used his tongue to lick up the juices that were trickling down my inner thighs. I lifted my leg up higher and spread my legs further apart to allow him entrance. His firm fleshy tongue slipped between the folds of my pussy, sliding up and down my slit. He wriggled the tip of his tongue over my clit then thrust into my hole. Over and over he did this until I came yet again. This time upon his tongue and into his waiting mouth. 

It was such a natural high to see him knelt before me, feasting on my sweet nectar. He told me how much he enjoyed my taste, but to see him in action, between my legs, spoke louder than his words ever could. Mike’s cock jutted out from his body like a statuesque phallus. 

When he appeared to have lapped up every drop of my juices, he stood up before me. Without saying a word he bent the showerhead down, as the water had started to get cooler. Why he didn’t just shut it off I didn’t know. Perhaps it was the last thing on his mind. He turned back to me and in one swift movement urged me to turn to face the back of the shower. As if I knew what he was about to do I reached forward and held onto the wall, bending slightly at the waist. 

His thick cock head poked at my pussy, wanting in. I reached down between my legs to guide him into paradise. He grasped my hips and started plunging deep into me. His cock was so hard that I felt as if I was being impaled upon a thick flesh-covered wooden phallus. His stamina was award winning, as he thrust faster, harder and with perfect rhythm into my pussy. I cried out in ecstasy, “Uggghhhh … Mike … FUCK ME!” I could barely get those words out in between his incessant thrusts.

Mike just kept going, as if he was in the zone I had been in. Just fuck until you cum. Don’t stop, don’t slow down, just do it until you cum and cum hard. By now, I was rocking back and forth onto his length, meeting every plunge driven with pure animal lust. “Uggghhhhh” he grunted, as his cum burst forth into the depths of my womanhood. Mike kept going despite the sensitivity his cock felt. He could sense the tenseness in my body signifying my immanent release.

I came again on his shaft. It glistened in the soft light emanating from behind the frosted glass of the shower door. With him still inside of me, I stood upright to lean against his broad chest. He wrapped his arms around my body and held me close to him. Gentle kisses fell upon my ear, down my neck and along the curve of my shoulder. 

As he kissed my back little chills of pleasure ran through my body, as they always do, when someone kisses my back after I cum. I don’t understand why, it’s just one of those things. An added bonus I guess. Mike sensed my sensitivity and kept kissing me. I moaned as I experienced another orgasm from his touch. When all had subsided and his spent cock slipped from my dripping pussy, I mentioned, “Your going to be really late. Will your Father be upset?” I asked. 

He shrugged his shoulders, “I don’t know, depends on if the rest of the crew showed up or not. I better get going though, just in case.” We both soaped up and rinsed off, this time not taking the time to play around. Besides, the water had become pretty chilly. I opened the door and stepped out.

Handing Mike a thick blue towel I thanked him for an arousing wet morning. I, also, apologized for any ‘talking to’ his Father might give him. I felt bad that, because of me, his Dad might have been waiting. 

As we dressed in the bedroom I informed him quickly of what I would be doing while he was gone. “I’m going to run back to the town, I went through last night on my way here, and get some more supplies for tonight. That is, if you think you will still be able to make it back.”

“Oh I’ll be back tonight, just not sure what time. It probably won’t be until like seven or so though.” He looked apologetic, but I understood.

“That’s ok Mike, still plenty of night ahead of us. It’s important that you help your Dad. It will give me time to look around while I’m in town anyway. I have a couple small gifts to pick up for friends back home. I promised.” He was relieved to find I was sincerely ok with the plans, but he was still disappointed. There was no other place he’d rather be, than here with her.

Once dressed, Mike went out to suit up for the weather. I followed him out to say ‘Good-Bye’. I cleared my throat and giggled, “Um, by the way, thanks for fixing my furnace.” I hadn’t even given his original reason for being there, a second thought, since early last night. 

He laughed out loud at my realization. He smiled and said, “I’m glad the furnace went out.” 

He looked thoughtful for a moment before adding, “You know it’s kind of weird though, it was as if someone purposely blew out the pilot. There’s no possible way for a natural breeze to of extinguished it.” We were both thoughtful, trying to make sense of what he just said. As he prepared to leave I pondered an answer. ‘Could it of been fate stepping in?’ I wondered. Stranger things have happened. 

Mike kissed me gently on the lips and promised to be back later that night. I made sure to remind him that he hadn't fulfilled all Mistress' wishes in the shower and that he would be paying for that later. I grinned at him mischeviously before he turned to leave. "I'll hurry back baby." He promised. 

I waved at him from the door. “See ya later!” I yelled out to him, just before he shut the old creaky truck door. As he drove off I closed the door tightly behind me and locked it. 

Building a small fire in the fireplace, I lay back on the overstuffed couch. I planned to read the book that I brought with me on the plane. Before I knew it, I was fast asleep and dreaming of what that night would behold.... 


5. Chocolate or Caramel?

A couple of hours later I awoke to the phone ringing. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and sat up quickly. I stumbled sleepily to the phone and picked it up to answer. “Hello?” 

“Laurie …” I recognized his manly voice right away. “It’s Mike. I won’t be as long as I originally thought. I do want to stop in at home though to get a shower, check mail, and make sure everything is intact after last night’s weather. I thought you’d like to know so you don’t have to rush around.” I appreciated him calling. Then I wouldn’t be sitting here worried and waiting. “I think I’ll still be there around seven, maybe seven thirty.”

“That’s fine Mike. Actually it will work out better, since I fell asleep after you left. I still need to go into town and get dinner started.” I still sounded a little groggy. I looked up at the clock to see what time it was … ugh it was almost eleven already. “Wow, the morning sure flew by. I just noticed the time. I guess I had better get my butt moving.” He was laughing with me. “Thanks for calling to let me know Mike. I will be looking forward to you being here later. Hey, was your Dad upset with you?” I asked.

“No, everyone showed up, but he was wondering what happened to me last night. I felt like a damn teenager again, one who was about to get busted for being out all night.” He laughed. “I just told Dad I got stuck in the storm, and you were kind enough to let me sleep on the couch until it cleared. I’m not sure he bought it completely, but hey I’m a big boy now.” 

We both found humor in the situation, but I knew it would be uncomfortable when I went to turn in the key and check out. I wasn’t very good at hiding my feelings and I was sure he’d be able to read it all over my face. “Well, I had better get back to work. I’ll see you later tonight.” He announced.

“Ok Mike, I look forward to it. Oh …” I had a quick question, since he called I thought I’d find out. “Do you like chocolate or caramel?” 

“Depends, what’s it for?” I heard his little devilish laugh at the other end of the line. 

“Not what your thinking.” I was sure my face had turned a couple shades of red just thinking about what we could use it for. “You said you liked ice cream right?” I heard his muttered ‘Uhh huh’ on the other end. “Well, I was wondering what topping you liked the best … or should I get both?”

“Well if I had to make a choice I’d say the chocolate, but honestly I love them both, so it’s up to you. Whatever you like the best is fine with me.” Thanking him for the suggestion we said our good-byes and I hung up the phone. I really did need to get moving. Dinner wouldn’t really take that long to make. The Sweet & Sour Chicken recipe I knew was quick and easy, but I really wanted to get some shopping done for my friends back home. I promised I would get them a memento from my trip.

After a few hours of intense shopping I returned home with all the gifts I needed to purchase and the items I needed for dinner. I looked up at the small clock in the kitchen, as I took off my coat. It read four twenty. I set the gifts in a corner of the bedroom out of the way. Then headed back out in the kitchen to begin cooking. Within fifteen minutes I had the base of the sweet and sour sauce simmering and was adding the other ingredients. The only thing I had to wait on was the chicken breast that was cooking separately. I would add that later.

While I waited, I started a small fire in the fireplace and set out our table setting. I straightened up the cabin some too. By then the chicken was cooked and ready to add to the sauce. I let it simmer on low for a while longer. “Well, I guess that’s about it, maybe I will get a quick shower.” I said out loud, even though I was the only one there. 

I picked out a pair of jeans and a cornflower blue gauze top to put on after my shower. I debated on which matching set of undergarments I wanted to wear. Picking out the dark blue silk and lace bra and panties, I headed in to take my shower.

The hot water felt so good that I didn’t want to get out. I knew my time was limited, so I reluctantly shut it off and stepped out into the steam-filled bathroom. It didn’t take me long to dry, dress and put on minimal makeup. I rarely wore more than a little mascara and eye shadow. I quickly dried my hair and decided to just leave it straight instead of taking the time to curl it. Mike would have it messed up soon anyway. I smiled at myself in the mirror, remembering the night before. I noticed how my eyes seemed to sparkle every time I thought about him.

The only thing I had to do was cook the rice and light some candles to add a little ambiance to the room. With the fire in the fireplace and the candles it was perfect, just enough light to see by. Just as I was debating whether or not to put the Minute Rice in the microwave or not, I heard a familiar sound out front. Looking up towards the picture window I saw lights skim across the front porch. He was here already. I had just looked at the clock and it read six thirty. I heard the creaky old door of the pickup slam shut out front. 

I didn’t turn the porch light on, so I rushing to the front door. Just as I flipped the switch I heard his knock on the door. Unlocking it, I pulled it open to find him standing there holding a bouquet of fresh flowers. A grin spread across my face. “Surprise!” he exclaimed. He stepped inside quickly and shut the door so that the warm air wouldn’t escape out the door.

“Thank you Mike, that is so thoughtful of you. They’re beautiful!” It had been quite a while since I received flowers from a man. He had picked out a mixed bouquet of flowers that reminded me of my Mom’s garden back home. 

“I’ll put these in some water real quick.” I said as he handed them to me. He leaned in and gave me a lingering kiss on my cheek. I blushed a little. Even though we had become familiar with one another, I think it was that this seemed a bit more like a date. Last night had been spontaneous, but tonight we planned to meet. It just felt different, in a good way of course. 

The only thing I could find that resembled a vase was an old Ball canning jar under the sink. I cleaned it out and cut the longer stems at an angle. I arranged them a little and set it up on the counter among a couple of the candles I had lit. I noticed they had a fairly strong scent to them. Their sweetness drifted through the cabin. 

As Mike walked over to see what the other delicious smell was I noticed how good he looked. His worn work clothes had been left at home. He had a nicer pair of jeans on that, looked as if they had been bought recently. He wore a light blue shirt under a sweater almost the same color as my matching bra and panties. “You look really nice tonight Mike.” I nudged his arm, urging him to turn around, as I would one of my girlfriends on a shopping spree. He turned 180 degrees and stopped. “Mmm hmmm” I muttered in appreciation. 

He turned back to look at me and smiled. “What’re you doing? Checking out my ass?” He laughed at my boldness.

“Yeah … well, you checked mine out as I walked over here didn’t you?” He was busted.

“Ok, you got me there. So, do you like?” He asked. 

I walked over, to stand closer to him, and slipped my hand down his back, letting it rest on the roundness of his tightly clad ass. I squeezed it gently as I leaned closer and kissed him full on the mouth. He slipped his arms around my waist and pulled me against him. Mike’s cock had already begun to grow in anticipation. I pulled away reluctantly. “We had better stop or the food will be going to waste.” He knew I was right. His breathing had already started to falter in the heat of the moment.

After dinner we sat for a while on the couch and talked, letting our dinner settle. There was no hurry tonight. We knew we’d be in each other’s arms for the whole night. Mike had brought his VHS copy of ‘Sea of Love’ with Al Pacino in it. We had both seen it before, so during the beginning we talked about the fact that I had basically one full day left of my vacation. It saddened both of us to think that tomorrow would be it for us.

“Maybe I can get some more vacation time after the holidays.” I suggested. Waiting another couple of months would kill me, but at least we had something to look forward to. Mike had other ideas. 

“Or maybe I can come there for a visit. I have about seven days of vacation time to use up before the end of the year. I never took time off, because I was needed every time one of the other guys had off.” I nodded in approval of his earlier visitation.

Mike leaned in for a kiss. It had been decided he would come for a visit. We wouldn’t think beyond that for the time being. He kissed my lips so gentle, tasting their unique taste. Sweet and sour blended with a hint of liquid syrup from the Dr. Pepper I had just taken a sip from. My lips burned with sexual arousal, scorching their flavors upon my soft flesh. “Mmm you taste good.” He said after slowly parting from my lips. I just smiled in response, as he pulled me closer and just held me in our comfortable silence. 

We diverted our attention back to the TV for a moment. The scene where Pacino (the cop) and Ellen Barkin (the suspect) first go to her place was on. Their animal attraction exploded in the scene before our eyes. The uncontrollable desire they portrayed was believable, because our first night together mirrored their intensity. I squirmed a little on the couch as the scene unfolded. Both of us sat staring intently at them desperately needing each other. 

I slid my hand over Mike’s upper thigh intending to slip it between his legs. Instead I found his manhood straining against the fabric of his pants. My hand cupped its thick hard protrusion. “Looks like your enjoying the movie.” I whispered close to his ear. “Does it turn you on the way he’s just taking what he wants … and how she’s responding with the same intensity?” I asked, still whispering into his ear. Mike groaned, as I rubbed his cock through his pants. He raised his hips slightly against my hand, as he lounged back against the couch. His legs spread wider apart.

He placed his hand upon mine, pressing it down harder on his thickness. I continued to rub his hardness until I could feel his cock pulsing against my palm like a heartbeat. He never said a word, only moaned, but I knew what he was thinking. ‘What do you think? Yesss it’s turning me on.’ I had asked a silly question, but I asked it with intention of it teasing him further. I didn’t need to seduce him. He wanted me … I wanted him. We ignored the TV after that, as we continued our exploration ….. 

Just as things were getting hot and heavy a knock came to the door. We looked at each other in surprised wonder of who could be out there. He rose from my heated body and began to straighten his clothes. I sat up and slipped my shirt back over my head. Running my fingers through my hair, I asked Mike. “Would you answer that?” My breathing still fought to return to normal. 

He strolled over to the door with cool confidence and turned the knob. I busied myself straightening the small pillows on the couch. When Mike opened the door he breathed a sigh of relief. He obviously knew the man at the door. “Hey Sam, what’s up?” Mike was still confused as to why he was there. “Something wrong with Dad?” he asked the man. 

“No … no” he waved off the thought of that being the reason he was here. “I’m sorry to bother you Mike,” he winked at Mike, signaling his approval of his female companion. “Your Dad tried to call you at home, but he was getting frustrated that you weren’t home. So I told him I had an idea of where you were and would deliver his message.” 

Mike nodded, “ …And? What’s the message?” he asked. He was a little irritated at his Dad’s intended interruption, right at a crucial moment too. He was just about to slip her jeans and panties off for a nice after dinner snack of sweet pussy juice. He wanted her for dessert. 

“Joe called in sick for tomorrow.” Sam waited for Mike to respond.

“Are you heading back to the office?” Mike asked. Sam nodded yes. “Ok, then would you let Dad know that I can come in, but not until ten and I can only stay for a few hours? I have other plans tomorrow that I cannot break.” Sam agreed to relay his message. Mike thanked him and said his good-bye.

I was still sitting quietly on the couch, thinking about tomorrow. It was just another reminder that it was my last full day here, my last full day with Mike. Both of us had been ripped out of our previous mood. So I just made another suggestion, as Mike sat down next to me on the couch. “Well, since we have taken an unplanned breather, would you like some ice cream?” I asked as I tried to smile. “I bought both caramel and chocolate.”

“I’d love some.” He said enthusiastically. Mike had admitted his love for ice cream and was excited that I had thought to get some. “Would you like some help?”

“Sure …” I got up from the couch. “Would you get the bowls out of the cupboard? I’ll get out the toppings.” Mike was surprised to see that I had bought so many different items. There was chocolate, caramel, strawberries, nuts, Maraschino cherries, bananas and canned whip topping. “How would you like it?” I asked. I meant it to be a simple question requiring a simple answer, but Mike looked at me with ‘that look’ and I knew how he’d like it … all over me. My eyes slowly looked away from his intense gaze, as I thought to myself, ‘Oh … I’m way ahead of you.’ 

The ice cream was hard as a rock. Comparing its hardness to Mike’s cock in my mind, I smiled. He must of read my mind. “Here I’ll scoop it up. Your much better at handling other hard things.” I placed my hand on the front of his pants and rubbed him suggestively. I wasn’t surprised to find him half hard. He must have been thinking the same thing. Or maybe he was fantasizing just as I was. I dipped my finger into the warmed chocolate and offered him a taste. “Which is sweeter … the chocolate or my pussy?”

Mike’s lips encircled my chocolate-covered finger. He sucked at its creaminess until all had melted off and into his mouth. “Mmm, that was delicious, but your pussy is by far much sweeter.” His eyes softened, as they did when his desires grew to the point of no return. I plucked a cherry out of the jar by the stem and brought it to my mouth. I sucked the red colored juice off, as I let it slip slowly from my ‘O’ shaped lips. Mike watched me with intensity. I knew he wished it were his cock slipping slowly from my soft lips. Our ice cream was melting in the bowls from the heat that rose from our enflamed bodies. 

Mike encircled my body with his arms and pulled me tightly against him. His tongue slipped between my lips to find mine. The taste of cherries and chocolate mingled in our hungry mouths as we kissed passionately. He stepped back a moment and began to unbutton the tiny buttons of my shirt. He left it to hang open at my sides. He grinned when he saw my bra had a front clasp, which will make things much easier he thought to himself. He unfastened it, pushing the cups aside to replace them with the palm of his hands. He squeezed their firmness gently. 

I scooped some of the chocolate out of the jar with my fingers. As his hands left my breasts I rubbed some on each nipple and then suggestively sucked the remainder from my fingers. Mike backed me up against the countertop. I placed my hands at each side on the counter to steady myself. He surprised me by grasping my hips and lifting me up on the counter. I sat there before him, my nipples covered in chocolate. They stared him in the face. 

Mike leaned in and took my left nipple into his mouth first. His tongue circled its erectness, licking the excess off. Then he sucked hard to remove every last morsel. I heard his hungry groans. Then the other one received the same. They were so hard they ached with anticipation and need of his ravenous mouth. I leaned back, resting on my hands. My back was arched to meet his advances. Suddenly, I felt a kinship with the woman that starred in nine and a half weeks. Both of us had fallen prey to a delectable seduction. 

Our edible exploration continued. Mike had skillfully removed my pants. He moved the jars of goodies that were in our way, as he slid my silk covered ass to the end of the counter. There was plenty of room for me to lie down on the hard surface, which is how he wanted me. My shirt, bra and panties were removed slowly. He enticed my arousal with his fingertips, as they barely traced over my skin. I lay naked in the dim light of the room. Mike stared at my body, as if he was thinking of how to start his masterpiece. I would be his human sundae, built to his taste … a delectable creation by Chef Mike. 

Chocolate was still smeared over the natural brown color of my nipples. They looked like someone had smeared the freshness of a painting before it was dry. A little had dripped down the underside of my breasts. It was barely a taste, but Mike licked its sweetness from my flesh. He kissed my lips with intense passion, sharing what stuck to the roughness of his tongue. My tongue coiled around his like a curious snake. “Mmmm” I moaned. Our breathing became heavier. His hand slid down the softness of my belly to find the trimmed V of my womanhood. Mike’s fingers slipped easily into my depths. The slick creaminess he found aroused his cock. 

My hand fell to the side of the counter. I cupped the firmness of his manhood; sliding my grasping palm up and down it’s length. He fucked his cock up into my hand, making his need known. His mouth found my erect nipples, sucking hard at each one. I felt him gently bite their tips, which made my hips rise against his searching hand. His palm pressed hard against my clit, as his fingers continued their assault. He now had three fingers deep inside of me. “Your so fucking wet Laurie.” He moaned. 

His mouth hungrily trailed down my belly. I caught his head in my hand and pushed him further south, as my hips rose and fell against his hand. I was hot and so damn horny. I wanted him to taste me. I urged him further south, but he needed no encouragement. He loved my taste and had already decided his destination. “Oh my God …” I said loudly, “ just let me feel your hot wet tongue!”

“Patience my dear.” He said with a smile. “If I’m going to have my dessert then I’m going to make it my way.” No explanation was necessary, as I watched him reach first for the ice cream. It had started to melt just sitting on the counter, but it was still chilly to the touch. The contrast between its coldness and the heat of my pussy sent me into a desirable frenzy. I waited for him to go down on me, but he wasn’t done adding ingredients yet.

Tipping the warmed chocolate jar just enough a small amount began to trickle in a thin stream over the melting ice cream in my pussy. Hot pussy, cold ice cream, warm chocolate … “Mmmm … Mike that looks and feels so good.” He raised his pointer finger suggesting he wasn’t done quite yet. He took the can of whipped cream and began to shake it furiously so that it would come out in whipped thickness. I heard the can’s noisy expression as it expelled its contents. Before he even set down the can he had plucked a nice big ripe looking cherry from the jar and placed it on top of the white cream. 

Admiring his work of art, he just stood there for what seemed like an eternity. I just wanted him to dig in, to tell me how I tasted. My juices mingled with the melting ice cream, as I felt it drip down to rest in a puddle below my ass on the counter. “Your ice cream is melting Mike, you’d better start licking it up before it’s all over.” I grinned mischievously at him, daring him to wait any longer. My legs fell slightly to the sides, allowing him plenty of room to lean between my open thighs. 

As if I was an ice cream cone dripping in the summer heat, he placed his tongue at the bottom. I felt his tongue lick over my puckered hole and slide up my slit into the thickness of his dessert. He then licked around the edges to ensure that nothing else escaped it’s fleshy bowl. Mike never removed the cherry from the top, as most would do. Instead he chose to eat around its suggestive presence. It wasn’t long before I could feel the wetness of his ice cream covered tongue slip further into me. He finally took the cherry from the top and plucked it from its stem. He chose to roll the little round plumpness around between my pussy lips before devouring it. 

If ever I could use the term ‘white hot’ to describe a feeling, this was it. Heat from his tongue emanated through the coldness that clung to its milk-coated exterior, as it again found itself immersed in the heat of my juices. It was a feeling I couldn’t find the words to describe. You’d just have to experience it for yourself. My pussy pressed harder against his hungry mouth, as I moaned loudly in intense ecstasy. “Mmm, don’t stop. Eat every last morsel of your dessert Mike.” I was so ready to explode with intense passion. Soon he would be feasting on more of my special ingredient. “Baby, I’m gonna cum.” 

My body started to quiver as my orgasm rippled through my body. It had become a familiar site to Mike over the past 24 hours. One he recognized now, as it gradually built to the point of no return and then let loose. He enjoyed watching me cum, the soft look of ecstasy that spread slowly over my intense and expressive facial features. ‘To watch her was to experience it through her.’ He thought, ‘You could feel every exciting wave as it crashed through her body.’ He hungrily licked at my pussy prolonging the delicious feeling of release. Mike could taste her sweetness mixing with everything else. To him that was the most delicious part.

Nothing was left when Mike was done feasting on me, except the leftover stickiness that would be washed away later as we showered. Some of the melted ice cream had dripped down over my asshole. It felt like his juices after a good cum that had oozed out of my throbbing cunt. It had melted and warmed from my body heat. It was no longer cold and intrusive, but a warm welcome feeling. Referring to his cock and cumming, within my thoughts, aroused me more. I wanted to taste him. I wanted to cover his thickness with creamy chocolate and eat him like a frozen chocolate-covered banana.

When Mike went to get a warm wet washcloth to clean up the remnants of dessert from his face, I hopped down off of the counter and awaited his return. I put the ice cream away so that if we wanted some later for actual consumption it wouldn’t be totally wasted. When I turned he was emerging from the bathroom wiping the chocolate, cherry, cream from his face. He smiled at me. He didn’t have to tell me how much he enjoyed his just dessert, because it was all over his face, literally. I smiled back with a devilish little grin that told him it was far from over. “I’d like my dessert now …” I said, allowing the last word to trail off in sexual suggestiveness.

I motioned him closer with my finger. Desire emanated from my soulful eyes. “Come closer lover …” I licked my lips in anticipation. “Stand here before me.” His cock jutted out from his body stiff with hardness. Pre-cum oozed out of the tip, begging to be sucked off. I did just that, as I knelt down on a folded towel I had retrieved from a kitchen drawer. 

Mike must have discarded his clothing while he was in the bathroom, because he stood before me now in naked aroused glory. He awaited my hungry mouth. He knew I wanted to devour his cream-filled cock laden with chocolate. He was so excited by the thought that pre-cum dripped from his hole. I covered his head with my mouth gently and sucked at its sweetness. Mike’s fingers threaded through my golden locks as he breathlessly whispered, “Mmm don’t tease me Laurie … please.” 

I let my mouth slip from his cock and replied, “I won’t tease you baby.” Reaching for the chocolate syrup I carefully but liberally covered his cock. I tried not to make too much of a mess. The chocolate gathered at the underside of his cock where a thick puddle began to tear at the base. My tongue snaked out to lick it up before it dripped on the floor, then continued north until it circled around his blood-engorged head. I opened my mouth wide and slid down the length of his throbbing cock. 

“Oh shit …that feels so fucking good!” I could feel his cock throbbing in my mouth. Mike didn’t even try to control his arousal this time. He wouldn’t be holding back his delicious cum this time. Whenever the intensity had built up enough he would just release, shooting his load into my mouth. My hot wet mouth slid up and down his length easily. It tasted just as I had imagined it would. Like a warmed chocolate covered banana might. His soft supple shaft skin began to emerge from the tasty sweetness, which enticed me more. I sucked hungrily hoping he would soon feed me my just dessert. “Mmmmm” I moaned upon his cock. 

His fingers grasped at my hair as he began fucking my mouth, meeting each thrust of it with intensity. He fucked my mouth until he came so close to cumming he was almost unable to hold back. Mike changed his mind about wanting to make me swallow. Instead he wanted to fuck my pussy nice and hard. “Get up Laurie.” He guided me by the hand as I rose off the chocolate stained towel on the floor. “Bend over the counter so I can fuck your hot pussy from behind.” I obeyed what he asked of me.

His hand held onto my hip as his free one guided his thick cock into my hole. I held on tight to the edge as he penetrated me. “Ohhh your so fucking big Mike.” It was true he seemed to have gained weight only in that particular body part. His cock had grown so much with his arousal that it had been difficult, despite my wetness, for him to enter me. He wasted no time, thrusting in and out of me like a well-lubricated piston. Paying attention only to what was happening behind me, I knocked over one of the containers of topping. The contents of the caramel oozed out onto the countertop right where my breasts lay upon it. My nipples immersed in its stickiness. 

Grasping my hips harder his rhythm increased. He just wasn’t getting the leverage he wanted, so he reached forward, cupping my caramel covered tits in the palm of his hands. He pinched and pulled them outward away from my body just enough causing pleasurable pain. To feel the stickiness of the caramel under his grasp added desirable friction. Neither of us could keep quiet as he pounded against my ass and into my waiting pussy. Passionate moans and groans filled the otherwise silent room. The crackling fire in the fireplace added sizzle to our fiery tryst. 

“I’m gonna cum so damn deep in you Laurie. You make me so fucking hot!” He was close … about to explode. Then there it was … I could feel the hot sticky liquid empty into my deep sexual well. Some of it drooled out the mouth of my pussy and down my inner thigh, mixing with the remnants of chocolate. I stood up with him still inside of me to lean back against his sweaty chest. Both of us were breathing hard from our intense workout. He cupped my breasts in his hands, holding me close. My hands slid around his side and down over his ripe ass cheeks. I loved his well-shaped ass. 

“Mmmm” I moaned, as my breathing began to slow. “That was quite a dessert.” I smiled lustfully at the thought of it. “I guess I’ll have to serve it to you more often.” 

He knew I was teasing, but welcomed the invitation. “Anytime you want to serve ice cream with a choice of toppings like that, I’ll be here.” He chuckled at his intended pun. “As a matter of fact, I’d really like to try a small bowl full if you don’t mind.” I nodded in agreement. “But I’m gonna have to shower first. Want to join me?” I nodded in agreement again, as his cock slipped from my aching pussy.

“Yeah, it looks like we could both use a cooler shower.” We both looked downward admiring his still hard as a rock cock. “Looks like something is harder than that ice cream was earlier.” I turned around completely and sunk to the floor on my knees. Taking his cock into my mouth I sucked it clean.

“Damn woman, it’s never going to go down if you keep doing that.” I released his manhood. I looked up at him with my best ‘fuck me’ gaze I could muster without breaking out into an all-telling grin. Now I was teasing him … I’d leave him wanting more. Maybe he would just take it from me instead. The thought of that made my pussy throb with need. I rose from the floor and grinned at him. He suddenly knew what I was doing, teasing the hell out of him. I smiled widely and headed quickly to the bathroom before he could catch me and spank me for being a ‘bad girl’. 

Mike followed close behind me. He had grabbed the towel off the floor and quickly twisted it. He managed to snap it at my ass just before the bathroom door closed behind me. It barely touched my tender flesh, but it was just enough to make me squeal once on the other side of the door. “Let me in woman or I’ll break down the door.” I could hear the laughter in his voice. I made numerous excuses as to why I couldn’t open the door. Hearing nothing on the other side of it I pressed my ear up close to listen. Nothing. ‘ Where did he go?’ I wondered. Just as I heard the doorknob turn I remembered the door that lead into the bedroom from the bathroom. In Mike walked with a smirk on his face. He had me now …

We spent the next twenty minutes soaping each other up in the shower. Our playfulness turned into serious caressing, then another act of forbidden love unfolded under the cleansing water of our sins. Tomorrow, it would be difficult, knowing it was almost over. I even entertained the idea of staying behind, knowing it might cost me my job, as we made love yet again later that night. I fell asleep wishing I had met him a couple years sooner. Perhaps things might have been different. 

As I drifted off to sleep in his arms I murmured just loud enough for him to faintly hear, “I love you Mike.” Those words … the ones I held back not wanting to show my true feelings. They escaped my mouth on sleepy breath. Unable to distinguish between wakefulness and sleep I thought I heard his reply, “I love you too …”
