The lights of the small, comfortably furnished apartment were at a minimum, creating a rather romantic setting for the two patrons cuddled closely, languidly on his bed. Her breathing was deep and nasal, coming out excitingly and deliciously warm against his exposed, still moist-with-sweat skin. What had just happened a few minutes prior still wasn’t fully comprehended by him, yet… his only half-flaccid penis, thick with her fluids, reminded him that it wasn’t a dream at all… yet a fantasy come true, really…
 

Krista had approached David eagerly after the two planned a meeting at the city’s mall—in the middle of the food court where all the kiddy rides were--, and conversation quickly sprouted between the two. They hit it off right away, much to the delight of both, it seemed, by the sparkle never dwindling from either’s eyes as they would cast side-long glances towards one another. 


As they walked about the mall earlier that day, she had surreptitiously slid her hand into his, and immediately he wrapped his fingers through hers, and they held contentedly clasped like that until they decided to depart. He guided her idly along, their footfalls carrying them to her car, where he offered her entrance into her car by way of opening the door for her. Luckily, he thought to himself, she had electronically unlocked the door on the way there, allowing him to properly relieve the lady of his hand for him to do as such. He felt bad and aukward when unable to open the door for a girl, especially one as absolutely gorgeous as she was. 
Situated into her seat, she looked back out to David as he leaned into her car door, holding it open with his body, and looking down to her, smiling. 

“If you don’t mind, my car’s around the backside and I could use a lift,” he teased, “you don’t happen to know anyone that could offer me a ride, do you?” He smiled broadly and winked, and was inwardly more excited when she smiled and winked in return, patting the passenger seat of her car, and giving him a ‘get in’ gesture. David closed her door gently for her, still hard enough to make sure it was fully closed, and trotted around to the passenger side, only dimly aware of his half-hard member bouncing heavily in his slack-like pants. He decided the light-weight Dickies would provide for ample comfort and still hold a sense of style to them when dressing, and so they were the obvious choice for meeting up with this hottie. As he moved around the car, she reached over the console and pulled the lock released, and popped the door ajar, without opening it, showing her invite into her car. David pulled the door completely open and slid into the seat, reaching back subconsciously and wrapping the seatbelt over his chest and clicking it into place.


Krista started her car, put on her safety-restraint and pulled from her parking space. She drove carefully, almost seeming deliberate and unused to driving in such a manner, but still managed to pull from the front parking lot onto the parkway and around to the backside of the huge department store complex. David and she chatted idly as he guided her down the maze of cars to his own. As she pulled to a stop, he looked to her, unbuckling his seatbelt and smiled in thanks. 

“Follow me to my place?” He asked her knowing her answer, but using his innocence as a sway to his extreme sense of nervousness.

“Alright, but don’t drive too fast, ‘cause we got all day to hang out, and there’s no need getting pulled over or in a wreck, right?” She said it matter-of-factly, and he couldn’t help but shrug and nod in approval. 

“Sounds fair,” was all he said, and then he leaned over slightly to her, reached his hand up, and pulled her to him… kissing her gently on the corner of her mouth, “I’ll see you again in a little bit!” he smiled as he slinked from her car and into his own. Krista backed up enough to allow him to pull out, and then followed in pursuit after him, keeping within two car lengths of him the whole drive to his apartment. David’s older import, fixed up slightly, but seemingly out of necessity more than for show, would probably have been a hard-to-follow car if not for her warning before they departed. Sleek and built for speed, it was obvious that he was having to force his foot to back off the peddle, as he would pull away a bit, then she would close in without ever asserting on the accelerator—this happened almost annoyingly the whole time they drove. What she didn’t know, however, was just the excitement of being with her is what kept his foot so heavy for this drive.


Finally, after a solid twenty minutes of driving, his turn signal blinked on, directing them left and into a nice, two-story series of apartment complexes. He drove to the back, and pulled into a reserved-for-residents parking spot, right next to an open ‘visitor’ spot, which she took the hint and pulled in next to him. As he rose from his car, he stretched lengthily and then his whole body slumped from the reach. He turned towards Krista’s car and walked around to it, running his finger along it without really thinking about it, and then grabbing the handle gently and pulling the door open for her slowly. As she unbuckled her seat belt, gathered her purse, and stood from the car, she smiled seductively in thanks and he shut the door behind.
David bowed his arm out from his side, inviting her to wrap into him and as she did, he began to guide her down the sidewalk to his residence. When they came to the front door, he looked at her while he opened the door, 

“Entrez-vous, mon beau… and welcome to my humble abode.” She curtseyed passed him theatrically, and he shut the door behind them, quickly coming back to her side and taking her hand in his, guiding her through the house as he gave her the grand tour. He opened each door, allowed her to look in, explaining which room was which, especially once they came to his lavishly decorated, yet inviting bedroom. Slowly, however, he urged her on through the house, closing the doors behind him until they finally made it to the living room. 


The small, comfortably furnished room was dark due to midnight curtains and mini-blinds over the windows, a royal blue carpet, and furniture that matched the curtains. David didn’t bother with a light; however, instead leading her to the couch to take seating, then striking a match from the glass table which paralleled the couch, he lit the three slender, crimson candles which instantly filled the room with their soft glow and fragrant scent. He himself then fell into the couch, turning his body to face hers with his left leg hanging off the edge, and his right like tucked up into his body and his right side leaning against the back of the couch. She sat almost timidly at first, with her legs together and her hands on her thighs, but after a moment she cooed and relaxed, turning to face him, almost mimicking his pose except she kept her hands in her lap, and just laid her head against the plush of the couch. 


They looked at each other in silence for a few long moments, her large, greenish-blue eyes cascading over him, enveloping him with their warmth and their beauty, as his charming smile twinkled back at her. He was so nervous watching her, however, and if she would have been paying attention she would have notice his nervous hands toying with the back of the couch and with the cuff of his pants. He, in the same instance, was too preoccupied to notice the twiddling of her thumbs, or the consistence toying with her lip ring as they watched one another, seemingly too entranced with one another to do much else than stare. 


As a matter of fact, if it wasn’t for her cell phone ringing, who knows how long they would’ve just sat there in complete silence. However, the interruption was probably the best thing that could’ve happened to them at that moment. 

“Hello.” She asked, obviously, much to David’s satisfaction, quite perturbed. “Oh, hey. I can’t really talk right now… I told you I’d be busy today. Is it something important?” 


There was a pause as she got her response.


“Well, okay. Hahah. That’s good. But I’m going to go now, okay? Talk to you later, love. Toodles!” She closed the flip-phone shut with an assertive ‘thump’ resounding to note it’s closure. She then used the side buttons to turn it all the way down, unknowingly to David, setting the sound to off so that no other calls could interrupt them.


Not that he would have taken the hint anyway. He would realize it was a hint, but he’d be too reluctant to act on it. I guess it’s good that once things gets going, his more primal instincts take over his overly-calculating sensibility. 


David took care to watch her the whole time she spoke, noticing those… absolutely delicious, sexy lips shape each syllable that she spoke. He wanted nothing more than to just kiss those lips once right now, let alone experience heaven! The phone put away, his hormones started to take charge…

“You planned on being busy today, did you?” he said to her shyly, acting ignorant to what he already knew.

“Something like that,” she hissed seductively, gathering her own courage and climbing between his legs. The one leg he held curled into him he stretched out behind her. He smiled knowingly, and brought his hand from the back of the couch and cupped her soft, warm cheek within his palm. Using his slight grip on her face, he brought her to him, causing her to have to rise to her knees and almost crawl with his motions as he leaned back into the arm of the couch. Her hands went under his arms and poised herself up with the arm as well, then her right hand traced over his shoulder and up to his pubescent jaw-line, slightly brimmed with stubble from his two days prior shave.


He smiled into her eyes and he brought her lips agonizingly slowly to his own, and once he could feel her shallow, yet warm breath upon his mouth he turned his head and placed her lips just past the corner of his, brushing his cheek with the cool metal ring which looped about her bottom lip. 

Using his momentum, he turned her body over and laid her backside against his chest. His hands reached out to either of hers, turning them upwards with a gesture, and he slowly began to brush his fingertips and nails around the inside of her palm, along and through her fingers. Then he dragged his hands back, up the inside of her forearm, along the length of her arm and across her mostly exposed shoulders, over her shoulder blades and up to her neck, where he then proceeded in allowing his fingers to caress into her hair, into the back of her scalp. He massaged gently here for just a moment or two, before easing off most all the pressure and sliding down her neck, splaying his fingers as his thumbs rested gently on either side of her spine, and he raked downwards with just enough pressure for her to feel the tickle through her shirt. He turned his motions back upwards, and as he came to her neck he paused here and massaged either side with the tips of his fore and middle fingers. Only for a moment, though, teasing her. His fingers went back into her hair, gripping it firmly into his hands, allowing a very slight tugging at the roots, just enough to feel good, and then releasing, running his hands back down her neck, over her shoulders, down her arms and to her hands once again. He repeated this little tease for what seemed to her eons, before a final settling on her shoulders, starting a slow, deliberately firm sensual back and shoulder massage. 


She noted quickly that he indeed was very skilled with his hands, the massage almost enough to make her climax--her sex began to throb and swell slightly, warming tremendously and moistening enough that she could feel it on her closed inner-thighs through her thong. Every now and again, he’d stop massaging and caress her gently again, but when he would he’d pull her body close into his by reaching around to her waist and tracing along the underneath of her breasts—never touching—and along the waistband of her pants, barely glancing beneath the denim band, arousing her tremendously as he would fondle so-softly her waistline. She could tell by his deep, impassioned ‘sighs’ that were directly pathed into her lobes that he was enjoying it as much as her, not to mention the throb she could feel on her backside from his bulging penis. He had attempted shifting slightly, even, to somewhat disguise this, but he knew that she knew, and so he didn’t worry too much over it, though still slightly embarrassed at his easy arousal—a problem he would probably never get over, though the initial arousal is all the came easy with him.


He reached out and gently caressed the lobe of her ear with his lips, which sent a shudder through her body from the unexpected sexual touch. He smiled greatly at this, and even allowed a humor filled exasperation to pass his lips, allowing her to know that he found great joy in her near-climactic arousal. She turned her head more into his, looking around at his concupiscent eyes, which could not help but swim over her pristine face and figure constantly. As her eyes came around to meet his, however, she once again ensnared him with their beauty, and his smile quickly faded. His left hand reached up, the side of his index tracing and pulling along her jaw, up to her chin where he rested his thumb, allowing her chin to recline on his forefinger, using this grip to pull her luscious lips into his own. 


He opened his lips slightly over her bottom lip, closing and tugging almost imperceptibly at it, then reopened and enjoyed her top lip in the same manner. Each time she had begun to open her own mouth to enrapture them in a full-blown kiss, but he could not help but want to linger on the perfect lips a moment longer, before he finally succumbed to the quickly mounting tensions between them. Her left arm reached up, curling along his chest and placing her hand on the back of his head, pulling him into her as his forefinger pulled her passionately into him. Their mouths opened and their tongues slowly flicked forward, massaging desperately at one another, slowly, cautiously first, both discovering the depth-preference of the other. 

Their lips closed and their tongues receded, but slowly reopened and welcomed one another again, pressing into each other more confidently this time. David shifted his weight a bit, sitting more up, allowing him to loom over her a bit more, creating more leverage for the kiss. As he did so, his free right hand traced down her shoulder, back to the palm of her hand, caressing, and then around to her shapely thigh. He placed his hand cupped over her thigh for a moment as their kiss grew more passionate than romantic, and he took his notice. He pulled his hand upwards along her thigh, leaning inward towards his sex as he drew closer to it, then ran simply but one finger over the area of her labia and clitoris, pulling his hand ever-up to her stomach, caressing slowly around her naval, then up under her shirt to the underside of her breasts. She shivered again, and now his anxiety was showing with a like-wise reaction, except not with certain touches—he was literally shaking with excitement and pleasure, and was unable to control it. An audible, breathless moan escaped her lips as he did this and he knew he was doing something right. 


David pulled away from the kiss he so longingly desired to hold forever, and he looked into her puppyish, big eyes once more, which were now disarmingly flecked golden in retrospect to the ecstasy she was feeling, adding ever-more grandeur to her absolute flawless beauty. He shuddered noticeably as he realized that she was by far the most beautiful girl he had ever been with so closely. Sure, he had made-out with some very good-looking girls before, but she… she was so… Ugh, he couldn’t even explain it. He didn’t dwell on it too long either, and he leaned in to kiss his softly once more, before dropping his hands both to her waist once more. 


He caressed gently in a pendulum pattern from the cusp of her breasts to the clothing-line of her jeans, pressing just beneath with his fingers, each pass he’d making going a little deeper. Once his expedition found his hands caressing her puberty, he pulled back out slowly and up towards her breasts. This time, however, he stopped, gripping onto the hem of her shirt and pulling it up with his motions. She did not deny him; instead held her hands over her head as he pulled the shirt free of her breasts and body, tossing it heedlessly onto the back of the couch. She had turned slightly towards him with this, and he allowed her a full turn about towards him by guiding her around by her waist, and pulling her up closely to him. The warmth of her buxom breasts pressed into his shirted upper body as she sort of tried to take control from here. She leaned down with a warm breath against his cheek and kissed softly on the ridge of his jaw, then to his ear, and down the line of the jugular, to the shoulder and down to the dip of his muscled clavicle, and then retraced her steps, breathing heavily on the deeply moistened kisses she had left. Her hands reached down and in turn removed his shirt as well, revealing a slightly-tanned, well-chiseled abdomen and chest, which delighted her all the much more. He took his shirt from her, and tossed it backwards over his head playfully and grinned at her, before placing his hands on her bottom, pulling her into him like this with a kiss, and then slowly going back to caressing her, now along the exposed flesh of her back, paying close attention to the dip which she had created as he fell closer into him. 


He slid down between her legs and she straddled over the top of him, as his arms wrapped about her back and pulled her body against his tightly, their lips never ceasing to caress one another’s. It was then that he allowed her to take over, however, as she reached back with one hand—the other holding her in this doggy-style position—and skillfully tugged the button lose from his pants, and unzipped them slowly. He gulped nervously, and smiled wryly at her, as she kissed down his necked and over his pectorals, into his sternum and then down into the dipped separation between each row of his abdomen muscles. With the same hand she had used to relieve him of his tight waistband, she reached under the elastic of his boxers and down through his tuft of pubic hair, to the base of his hard-throbbing member, and likely down the shaft of his penis. He smiled at her surprise as she kept reaching, and her eyes widened excitedly when she finally found the bulbous head of his prick, and wrapped her fingers as best she could around its girth. 

“M’hmm…” she moaned softly, looking at him with exotic, oceanic orbs. It’s actually odd how he remembered looking into her eyes at this time and was strongly reminded of a warm ocean-front view, looking out into the miles and miles of sea the world had to offer, getting lost in its beauty… which was in reality… her beauty. He also realized then that he had never wanted this so much with anyone else. She was so eager and willing, yet at the same time innocent and exploring. It was a perfect contrast which aroused him even more than he was, if that were possible. 


He realized after a moment of off-the-subject thinking that she had found a hand-hold on his dick and was making a slow, rhythmic stroking, occasionally stopping here and there along its shaft to give it a squeeze. Her hand had started to grow more eager, as well as did the ecstasy in her eyes—the golden flecks coruscating with a near radiant glow by now, depicting her raw ‘randiness’ in it’s most absolute of glories. Then, her lips tweaked in a controlling smile, and she leaned down to his chest, kissing his pectorals and abdomen once again—which, as any girl who accidentally touched his stomach would know, kissing his stomach sends him into an array of hormonal outcomes—but she didn’t stop there this time. Instead, she inched backwards with her lithe form and brought her hands and looped into his waistbands, tugging them from his hips and pulling them from his form, dropping them on the floor beside the couch. 

This sent his swollen prick bouncing back and forth, throbbing profusely, almost notable in the rather large vain which crawled up the lengths of his penis. She smiled at his salute, and leaned in towards his dick with her mouth, her hot breath sending a shiver up his spine, causing him to grip at the couch cushion furiously. He was so ecstatic and aroused at that moment he thought for sure he would spew without her touching his penis again. He held sway, however. He was more experienced than that he had hoped and was assured of. 


She opened her purely extrinsic lips wide and bowed her head low onto his penis, allowing them to brush over the head as she delved further down its shaft, gracing it all the way until he felt his bulbous member glance off the walls of her throat, yet she didn’t stop there. She took all 9 inches down to the base, burying her nose into his pubic hair, pressing her lip ring into his scrotum. He was in awe at this as she closed her warm mouth around his dick, her tongue massaging the bottom of his shaft slowly as her lips massaged his scrotum and the top of his shaft from this position. She then pulled slowly away from his body, her cheek collapsing, the soft tissue from the inside grazing the side of his member as it nearly filled her mouth completely, and she created an affable sucking along my lengths, allowing him to slide from her mouth slowly. She repeated this once more, this time pushing hard into his region and then turning her head slightly, allowing more of his head to rake across the back of her throat, but more noticeably, pushing her lip ring deeper, more enticingly into his scrotum. Her lips clamped back around him, and again, idly, she pulled away, her tongue massaging the bottom of his shaft as she gently sucked. As she reached his head with her lips, she teasingly placed her teeth on either side of him and smiled, winking, before closing her lips again and licking tastily at the precum which was inevitably dribbling out from its opening. 


As she started at ‘licking the lollipop’ as it’s so charmingly been called, he arced backwards in pleasure and instinctively caught a glimpse of the clock on the wall… it read 3:17. He closed his eyes with the arising spice of her blow job, and tilted his head back towards her. He noticed then that her hair was falling in her face, so he reached down with one and pulled it away, holding it up for her with that same hand. His other hand then instinctively reached down, and he started to caress the back of her neck and her shoulders as best as he could reach, trying to show her gratitude for what she was doing. She didn’t seemed really to react to this however, at first, but the massaging on her neck allowed her to relax a bit, seemingly still a bit tense though already involved in pleasing him, which only furthered the already outstanding blow job she was giving him.


She stayed at his head for what seemed like forever—probably about a full minute or maybe even two!—and then she slowly started with a bobbing motion up and down his shaft. Each time she would thrust downward, her lips would reach just little bit lower, allowing his pulsating prick just a little bit deeper into her throat. In wasn’t but what he thought was seconds later that, as she had almost found her way to the deep base of his member, he felt an extreme warmth rush to his head. He thought he was going to blow, but he didn’t. It was like… a… pseudo climax which sent his head spinning. He was now on this long road of orgasm, as it slowly welled up in his stomach, and began its path towards his penis. She noticed a twitch in his hips at this time and took cue to suck a little bit harder, and move a little faster, bringing her hand up to caress at his balls. She pulled her mouth off his dick at this moment, flicking her tongue teasingly at its tip. She gripped his balls now in her hand, as she began to kiss along one side of the shaft, all the way to the base and then back up the other side. She repeated her circular pattern a few times, his orgasm held enthralled at this nearly explosive point, but unable to peak because of her grip on his testes. Then, she began to blow cool air along the same pattern she had just kissed, and David writhed in anxiety and moan deeply in his chest. She almost seemed to giggle at this, knowing that right now she held him in her hands like putty… he was hers to control… 


Suddenly, he felt a tension release a bit, as her hand unclasped his testicles and began caressing them lovingly again, and then she accentuated this notion with her mouth, first kissing one testicle at a time, and then sucking then into her mouth, caressing each in turn with her tongue. She fluctuated back and forth from left to right, and then kissed between each, then into the dip between scrotum and penis, and then back up along the shaft, and finally she topped it off by wrapping her lips back around the head, leaning into him once more. She closed her eyes and he noticed now that she actually had her other hand in her own pants, and seemed to have been doing this for more than just a few moments. This was the final straw—combined with her caress of his balls, her mouth descending over his prick, and the sight of her masturbating, he could hold out no longer. Vicing onto the couch cushion he grunted loudly as his entire body wracked with an explosive orgasm. On cue, as she felt his muscles clench with release, she reached her hand from balls to shaft, and the hand from masturbation to the cup of the small in his back, her sticky, warm fingers actually urging inadvertently more of an orgasm out. He drove his hips madly at her face, and she opened wide and pulled his cock all the way into her mouth, except for the last few bits of it, where her hand was milking his steamy liquid outwards into her awaiting mouth. Pulsation after pulsation pumped out tons of fluid down her throat, and he felt her having to swallow on more than one occasion. Finally, whenever he was released to simply a dribble, she swallowed one last time and slowly began to back off from his member, keeping her lips firm along his shaft, her tongue again massaging it, coaxing the last bit of semen out, her hand idly stroking. As she pulled completely off—he still was almost completely hard even after the orgasm, which delighted her much to his… well… delight!—she flicked her tongue against his head to catch the last drop of semen, then smiled and swallowed all he had offered her, yet her eyes seemed to crave more of him. 


He blinked hard a few times, as his body twitched and contorted still from the best orgasm he had ever felt, and then fell limp… his body finally relaxing. She lingered low for a few moment, and then, swallowing again as she moved, crawled up his body and back to his mouth, kissing him softly. He returned the kiss, and as she pulled away his eyes remained closed and a smile pulled his lips. “Amazing,” he complimented to her, caressing her back gently as she lay across his chest. 


He didn’t linger like this long—just long enough to allow the over sensitivity to pass. He went right back into the situation. Turning the tides, he pulled her down and crawled over on top of her. He leaned down and kissed her lips; the taste of his own semen still lingered on her lips. Though catching him off guard, this made him even more anxious to please her after her taking in such a mouthful to satisfy him. He kissed down her neck, gently placing each wet open-mouthed caress against the sensitive lines of her jugular, sucking slightly with each. He then bit, not too hard, not too soft… just right, right in the curve of her clavicle. She sighed and shuddered, she was more than anxious to keep going. He stopped and looked at her, then smiled.

“Come with me,” he gestured as he stood up and walked out of the room. She quickly followed suit, her lithe body gracefully spinning to her feet and falling in step behind him. He led her to the bathroom and closed the door behind them. He leaned over the tub, turned the nozzles to start the water. Once the heat began to build he adjusted it and pulled the button to start the shower. A steamy, hot spray poured from the spout and he turned to her, pushing her hard against the door with a passionate kiss.


He was deliberate in each movement he made. His left hand reached down to her pants’ button while his right hand worked a quick magic on the clasp of her bra. Within a few moments he was kneel and pulling the pants from her hips and into the floor. Only a delicate thong remained, which did little to cover the delicate aroma coming from her steaming cunt. He smiled as he knelt before her, reached up and brought down the thong, and then forced her legs open with his arms. He leaned up and licked long and slow from the start of her slit to her clitoris, pulling the budding skin into his mouth and sucking a bit before pulling away and grinning up to her. “Amazing,” he complimented again, winking.


His turn come, he stood and removed his own pants and boxers, then guided her into the shower with him. He adjusted the nozzle so that it sprayed almost straight down, and then leaned her into the wall, again opening her legs. He took her tasteful clitoris back into his mouth and sucked long and hard, before easing up and just guiding his tongue around it slowly. He began to tongue beneath her clitoral hood rapidly in short motions. All the while, his hands were ever-moving, moving over her body and massaging pivotal, sensual places. The cusp of her breasts, her stomach, the small of her back, the insides of her thighs, her buttocks… everywhere with a strong sensitivity, his hands would at some point massage and caress. 


His tongue did not linger long in this one spot. He began to lick up and down between her extremely wet lips, at first with just the tip of his tongue and very arduously, but he began to build pace. He also began to push his tongue harder into her crevice, which caused it to broaden and taste even more of her pussy. Her juices were flowing thick and the aroma was wondrous—he could do this forever. From here he worked his way down into her opening, forcing his tongue into the hole. He darted in and out rapidly, side to side, and in a figure eight motion, all pushing his tongue as deep into her opening as he could. 


Her body began to literally quiver and he was afraid she might not be able to stand for much longer. He almost grinned at this, but instead closed his eyes and focused on what he was doing. Moans began to escape her lips as he picked up his pace, and then began a quick back and forth between licking up to her clitoris and then back into her hole, then back up to her clit where he would flick rapidly just beneath it, then suddenly draw it into his mouth, circle it with his tongue and then back and forth over it all the while sucking. Her body convulsed hard at this, and she bucked into his face, grasping his hair and pulling it tightly. This only fueled the eroticism welled within him. He began lick faster and harder, never staying in part too long, always coming back to sucking on the clitoris. Every time he did, she would gasp and shake, now her spaced out moans becoming a consistent song of sex. She was about to climax already. He reached up with his hands and guided her gently down the wall to where she could sit more comfortably, putting her on the tub’s edge. She began to pull hard at his hair and claw at his back as his pace picked up a bit more. 


He again began to lick between her swelling labia, pressing his face into her mons and simply enjoying every moment of pleasing her. Suddenly she bent over and grabbed onto his hair, pulling him hard into her vagina, her thighs wrapping around his head and squeezing tightly. He took this as his cue to go straight to her opening, sucking and licking hard, taking in the flow of orgasm which came freely from her slit. As her body contorted, he slowly, cautiously slowed his pace and intensity, allowing her sensitive member to feel as much of the orgasm as he could give her. Suddenly she relaxed and sighed deeply, leaning against the wall. She looked at him, exasperated, and smiled. 

“… Wow…” she halfway mouthed, halfway sighed to him, a twinkle her in shimmering eyes. He leaned back and winked and then crawled up to her, his left hand tracing the inside of her thigh as he leaned in to kiss her. As his lips brushed over hers, his finger tip ever-so-softly traced up between her slit and around her clit, and then up her stomach over her breasts and to her lovely face, grazing her jaw-line and pulling their kiss tighter together. 

“Thank you,” he said to her, winking again, pecking her luscious lips. He stood up and readjusted the showerhead, then offered a hand to help her stand up. She stood up and looked perplexed, “Thank you?” she asked. 

He smiled. “Yes, that was wonderful. Very delightful.” She shrugged and smiled, kissing him on the neck, down over his clavicle, and to his chest, to his stomach. She kneeled before him and looked at his half flaccid penis. “This just won’t do,” she smirked, then took his member into her mouth all the way to the base. She held it there for a second, sucking a bit, letting it swell in her throat before moving her head in circular motions, allowing the head of his penis to feel the back of her throat and then she pulled slowly away, licking the bottom of his shaft as she went. As the head of his prick appeared from her mouth, he was already back to a full hard on, ready for what was to come. “That’s better,” she winked up at him, standing, being pulled into a kiss. 


She reached down and caressed his penis a bit, keeping him aroused (though this was completely unnecessary). He smiled and took his hand down to her still-sensitive woman. He made sure not to press into her clit too hard, instead parted her labia and inserted a finger into her still dripping opening. He began to slowly finger fuck her pussy with his finger, kissing her deep, making sure that she was ready to receive what he was about to give her. She pulled away from the kiss and looked at him with her disarmingly luxurious eyes. A seductive look grazed her face and he smiled, knowing what was to come. She turned around and spread her legs, leaning into the wall, propping herself off it with her hands. He shifted himself appropriately, and hovered over her opening for just a moment before finally placing the head of his member onto her opening. He caressed up and down, feeling the immense heat before finally pushing his hips forward. 


His large prick parted her labia and move with some effort deeper into her wet pussy. He only allowed just a couple of inches in before slowly pulling out. Teasing her, he slowly pushed back in with another two inches of his length. He repeated this a few times and suddenly pushed all the way in, burying as much of his 9 inches into her slit as he could. She seemed to wince slightly and shudder at the same time, a gasp creeping out as she turned her head to look back at him with anxiousness in her eyes. 

“I want you to fuck me… fuck me hard,” she moaned to him. He pulled his penis back out and only pushed back in about half of his member, and then repeated this same motion again for a little while, again suddenly just pushing in all the way. He felt the head of his penis glance off her vaginal wall and she shuddered again when it did. He started to tease her again, pulling out slowly, but she reached back and grabbed him by his ass and pulled him back in, commanding him to keep as much in as he could. He moaned deeply at this and began a slow, rhythmic thrust back and forth, pulling halfway out and pushing all the way in. He held steady with this for a couple of minutes before her deep sighs became passionate moans. With this he began moving more of his prick in and out and he began moving a bit faster. 


By the moisture that was building up around his member and the amount of heat radiating from within her snatch, he could tell she was already coming close to climax. He took cue to this and began moving in and out of her a little faster, now using the full length of his massive dick. He then buried himself deep and rolled his hips around, moving his member within her snatch, pushing against all sides before going back to a medium rhythm. My hands began to wander from holding her hips to caressing over her perfect ass to caressing up her stomach and cupping her breasts. He massaged her tits with his thrusts, pulling slightly on her nipples and then scraping down her stomach with the tips of his fingers. As she began to rock back into his hips, her body begging him to go faster… harder… the water in the shower began to grow cool. He sighed and chuckled softly, pulling out. She turned and looked perplexed at him. 

“The water is getting cold; I think we should move to my bedroom.” 

She simply nodded and stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel of the bar the hanged next to the tub and drying off slightly. He turned off the water and jumped out, grabbing a towel himself, drying off quickly, and then opening the door and wrapping his fingers through hers. He pulled her through his house naked to his bedroom, closed the door behind him, shut out the lights once she was on his bed, and move to her side quickly. As she lay back to the bed, he cupped the back of her head, guiding her gently down as he crawled atop her. He opened her legs back and reinserted his throbbing cock into her welcoming pussy lips. He pushed all the way in, burying himself deep inside of her, and began a gentle pace with his full length once again. He held himself poised over her body as he thrust in and out. He looked down to the way her perfect breasts swayed and bounced and gulped, sighing deeply in pleasure. 


“Oh God, you are so beautiful.” He moaned deeply as he picked up his pace a little bit. He gasps and sighs were signal that she was already soon to come again, and so was giving her what she wanted. He began to thrust hard forward into her, and pull back out quickly and then thrusting back in. She wrapped her legs about his waist and guided him in and out by pulling as he pulled out and relaxing as he pushed in. He leaned down and kissed passionately into her neck and down her chest; back up to her lips… he kissed fast and hard, pushing his own lips into hers. Suddenly, her hands clawed hard at his back and she wrapped tightly about him with her arms and legs and moaned loud and long. 

“Oh my God… fuck…” she exclaimed as she again reached climax, this time seemingly more intense than the first. He didn’t slow his pace, yet pounded harder into her opening as she rode out her orgasm. When she started to relax, he caressed down her body quickly and began to rub on her clit with his thumb, and after only a second or two of this she tensed again in another, lesser climax. Suddenly she lay back in a flush and looked up at him, putting her hands on his stomach to signal him to stop. 
He slowly pulled out and she rubbed her opening slightly. 

“That last one got me good,” she said. “It made me a little dry, and a little sore. But… we need you to finish off,” she said with a wink, “so… I have an idea.” She stood from the bed and walked out. A few moments later she reappeared and crawled back into the bed. 

“You can finish off… here…” she said, as she squeezed something into her hand, rubbed it around and then caressed his penis and her anus with it. His eyes widened and his lips smiled. “Amazing,” was all he could muster. After she applied the lube, she turned over and got onto all fours and pointed her ass into the air at him. He lingered not too long before situating himself and placing the head of his penis onto her rectum. She closed her eyes and bit her lip, preparing for the initial penetration, but he was gentle. He pushed into her anus and slowly waited for it to open up and accept his prick. As soon as he entered, he pushed all the way in, burying himself to the pelvis. He held like this for a second, allowing her rectum to open up and get used to his dick as best her body could. After a few moments, he began to thrust in and out slowly, placing his hand on the small of her back, giving himself leverage for momentum. Each time he would push back in, he would pull her body into him, creating a nice rocking between them. 


A few moments only passed before things began to build in him and he began to pound harder as his stiff cock grew thicker, longer… more sensitive. A few minutes passed like this and she began to sigh and his climax built quickly. He thrust harder and longer in and out of her ass, filling the sensuality build inside of him. Then it hit him, harder than it ever had before… he thrust hard into her ass and released a steaming flow of semen into her bowels, and literally grunted in ecstasy. Spurt after spurt of his fluids shot off into her anus as he moved in and out slightly, coaxing it out as best he could. He leaned over her body as he finished completely and kissed her neck, pulling out slowly as his member began to soften. He lay down on his side and pulled her over on top of him, kissing her lips and smiling. 

“Amazing,” he said to her as he saw her eyes close and her head lay across his chest. He cuddled her there like that for a few moments before her breathing became deep and patterned. He smiled to himself and closed his eyes, dreaming of the night… this perfect occasion… this Tea for Two… 
