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Balcony: For the Neighbors. 
The stainless steel shackles were very discreet, but they told a future story of a 
hard fantasy waiting to be played out. Matching the aluminum trim of the 
sliding door, they were strategically placed for optimum comfort and 
exhibitionism. You had never noticed them until I led you there, and even now, 
you can’t see them as I’ve had you blindfolded since entering the house.  
 
Luxurious leather straps caress your wrists and ankles, and when I placed the 
collar around your neck and slowly cinched it up, you smell the delicious 
Italian leather. You are, of course, naked, except for your favorite Louboutins. 
And as I spread your limbs out and tie you securely to the door frame, you feel 
yourself grow wetter and wetter with every second. 
 
I leave you there for a while, a beautifully bound body, spread wide for the 
world to see. But I have the bedroom lights off, and only a sliver of light comes 
from the bathroom, displaying your body in all its sensuality. 
 
The seconds drift to minutes, and you start to become impatient. But just as 
you begin to grow frustrated, you feel my body behind you.  
 
At first, I just blow on your neck, and you whimper quietly in anticipation. 
Then there are long slow kisses, all the way down your spine until I reach your 
ass, and my fingers slip inside your wet pussy. You push back and tilt your ass, 
whispering,  
 
“Fuck me.” 
 
My hard cock pushes deep inside you, and you feel me hold your hips firmly, 
slamming myself deep inside you. The shackles are firmly bolted to the 
doorframe, and you pull defiantly against the leather straps, willing me to fuck 
you harder and harder. The Louboutin heels arch your calves so exquisitely, 
and your ass is perfectly placed for deep penetration. 
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The is a subtle movement across the rooftops and balconies; perhaps someone 
has noticed the fabulous fucking that’s going on up here, and the thrill of being 
watching amplifies everything. In a short while, you feel yourself close to 
orgasming, and my pace intensifies. I can feel your excitement growing, and 
my orgasm begins to build. Finally, we climax together, my hard cock buried 
deep inside you, pulsing my hot cum into your body. You collapse against your 
bindings and feel my semen slowly drain out of you. Spent and exhausted, I 
slowly undo the straps and carry you to our bed. Partially conscious, you can 
feel my body wrapped around yours, small delicate kisses on your back, and a 
recovered hard cock pressed against your fabulous ass hole. But that will be for 
dessert, a little while later, after we’ve slept and rested for a time.   
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Yoga: Downward Dog Pose. 
I’m back early from my morning run around the island. I sneak into your zoom 
classroom and watch as you move gracefully between yoga poses. There is 
perfection in your movements. Never any hesitation, and you flow effortlessly 
through each stage of the class. I knew I ran extra hard today to get back for 
this particular one; it’s my favorite day of the week, as I know you will end on 
the Standing Bow Pulling pose. 
 
There is a desire for you that is constant in our relationship, but my libido is 
always cranked up to eleven after a hard run. Seeing you covered exquisitely in 
black yoga clothes, their form tight against your body, makes me want you so 
intensely this morning. 
 
Relaxing from your final pose, a deliciously knowing smile creeps over your 
face, and you tilt your head, opening up your neck for me to kiss. It takes all my 
willpower not to devour you. But I start slowly, small delicate kisses down your 
neck, growing in intensity as I reach your shoulders. Peeling back the straps of 
your top, I continue across your clavicles. The taste of your sweat is 
intoxicating, and I lick between your breasts, savoring every inch of your skin. 
 
One hand cups your left breast, and my mouth covers your right breast. I can 
feel your heart rate increase as I suck your nipple deep into my mouth. I 
occasionally get carried away and bite you, which elicits a sharp shriek from 
your mouth. Painfully pleasurable. 
 
I progress further down your torso, licking your body, my hands on your ass. I 
find the edge of your yoga pants and pull them down abruptly and bury my face 
in your sex. Such a sweet scent; my tongue licks the top of your sex, so freshly 
shaved and perfectly clean. 
 
It’s an impossible position to savor you completely, so we migrate quickly to 
the yoga mat, and I’m between your legs, sucking and licking your clit. It isn’t 
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long before you cum with my tongue buried deep inside you, a shuddering 
climax with your hands holding my head firmly in place. There are a few 
moments of stillness as you relish the pleasure flooding through your body, 
but then your hands are frantically pulling my running pants down. 
 
I’ve been rock hard ever since I watched you pull that last pose. My cock is 
desperate to be inside you, but I want something special today. Stripping the 
last items of clothing off each other, I ask you for Standing Bow Pulling. 
 
Slowly I slide myself into you; such a fabulous feeling as you take me 
completely. I can’t linger as I usually do, taking my time to fuck you for hours; 
this has to be a quick one. With your leg against my chest, I slam myself into 
you, fucking you hard. We both use each other for balance, and it’s an intensely 
quick fuck. I want to hold out longer, but I feel your leg wavering, so looking 
down at your perfect body, I finally release myself and climax violently inside 
you.  
 
Again, there is a moment of stillness as we savor the connection between us. 
Covered in a subtle sheen of sweat, we embrace and kiss for a long time, naked 
bodies flooded with passion and love. We retreat to a steaming hot shower and 
then to our bed for a more extended playtime together. Only then is there a 
fleeting moment of panic in your eyes, and you utter  the words: 
 
“Did I close the Zoom class down!?”   
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Outside: Pushing our Boundaries. 
There is nothing delicate about the way you want me to fuck you tonight. It 
goes entirely against my nature to be this brutal, but I’m also hopelessly in 
love with you, and I’ll do anything you ask of me, even if that means hurting 
you. 
 
You’ve carefully explained what you want. All the details have been 
meticulously thought out. It’s going to be an exceptionally fantastic fuck. 
 
Like the choreography of modern ballet, we both have to be in the right place at 
the right time. There is some latitude since we know what the ultimate goal is, 
and barring any third-party surprises, everything should go according to plan. 
You. Me. A Fuck. 
 
It’s a Friday, late into the evening, deep into a Pacific Northwest fall day. Not 
quite cold enough to warrant wearing a coat, but there is still a chill in the 
night air. You are walking back to your car wearing just a silk white blouse, 
skirt, and your favorite Louboutins. Flushed with a couple of dirty martinis, 
you don’t feel the cold anymore, although your skin has goosebumps, and the 
pace of your heels clicking along the sidewalk quickens as you feel a shiver run 
up your spine. 
 
That shiver is me. I’m hiding in the shadows, waiting for you. We didn’t specify 
where I would interrupt you, so there is a certain amount of adrenaline flowing 
through your veins in anticipation. It’s going to happen soon. The car is just 
around the corner. 
 
As quickly as this thought enters your mind, you feel me grab your arm and 
pull you quickly into a darkened doorway. Hidden from view, I kiss your lips, 
pushing myself against your taught body. For a moment, you aren’t sure it’s 
me; the kiss is so utterly different. Hard and aggressive, if it were not for my 
scent, you would think it were another man.  
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You push back against me, kissing me violently, biting my lip so hard it draws 
blood. I flinch at the pain and instinctively push you hard against the brick 
wall, reach under your short skirt, and between your legs. You are wet, 
beautifully wet, and open for my fingers. I kiss your neck, reciprocating the 
bite, and finger fuck you hard in this dark alcove of lust and passion. 
 
The plan was just to finger you, make out a lot, and finish fucking at home. But 
you can’t hold back; the taste of my blood has turned you into some animal. I 
feel you undo my jeans and pull out my hard cock. With little hesitation, you 
pull me inside you, and with a leg wrapped around my ass, hands on your ass, I 
fuck you. 
 
It’s as if I’m trying to break the wall with your body; I’m overcome with the 
need to slam myself repeatedly into your pussy. With each thrust, you get 
tighter and tighter, and I feel close to cumming. I reach up and pull a fistful of 
your hair back, and bite your neck hard. My hands under your blouse, holding 
your breasts fast. With a subtle tilt of your hips, my cock hits your G-spot, and 
you ride me until your orgasm takes over.  
 
Hearing your climax and the slight scream from your lips as you finally cum, 
takes me over the edge too. And my semen floods inside you, my cock pulsing 
so powerfully like never before. We are disheveled; clothes are misplaced, there 
will be cuts and bruises to attend to later. But the objective was achieved, and I 
enjoyed it far more than I thought. To kiss you hard, to fuck you harder. The 
small scream of your orgasm. This is what our love is. Complete.   
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Abstinence: 5 days Too Long. 
I need to orgasm. Badly. It’s been five days since I came last, and now I’m 
overflowing with sexual energy. Every slightest thing, whether it’s erotic or 
not, sends signals shivering quickly down my cock. I drop Post-it notes into 
my lap, and it’s hard. I bump into the kitchen counter while making a cup of 
tea, and it’s hard. I touch myself frequently throughout the day, just a little 
nudge of my penis, and my erection is instant. I’m about ready to explode. But I 
have to wait for you. 
 
So when we finally meet, and we kiss like we’ve been apart for decades, 
devouring each other, consumed with passion, my cock is more than ready. 
You reach with your hand and stroke me through my jeans, and I practically 
pass out with the flood of endorphins rushing through my brain. You quickly 
unzip me, and in that instant, I’m in your mouth.  
 
I feel like I’m going to orgasm with just that single sensation. Your lips tight 
against my shaft, my cock deep in your hot mouth. But then you pull back 
deliciously slowly, maintaining pressure until your lips just kiss the top of my 
cock. 
 
Speed is not what drives me over the edge, but contact. You take me in your 
mouth again and slide your lips down over my head, pulling back the foreskin, 
until you can take no more of me. I need to feel your mouth around me, and I 
need that friction of your lips against my cockclit. 
 
It only takes about a minute of these movements to send me over the edge. I 
never want you to vary this pace, and the slowest actions are far more intense 
than if you were sucking me quickly.  
 
My whole body is wracked with tension, and every muscle is screaming out in 
ecstasy. I grab fistfuls of your blonde hair and push myself deep into you, and 
my hot white cum fills your mouth. My cock pulses intensely and twitches with 
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each shudder. You suck every last drop of my salty cum and savor the taste. But 
it’s not quite enough for you, so you lick my cock clean, and with a firm hold of 
my cock, ease out the very last drop from my head, sending even more waves 
of pleasure through my spent body. 
 
I can’t feel where I am just now. So many sensations are coursing through my 
veins. But I watch you smile demurely and lick the last drop of cum off your 
lips, grinning like a Cheshire cat.   
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Online Dating: Covid-19 style. 
It was a pretty typical date up until that point. We met online, and immediately 
there was a connection through our messaging. Next up came three lovely 
virtual Zoom dates, where we laughed and chatted like old friends. The time 
would pass by so quickly, we would often not realize the hours and hours we 
had spent staring intently at our screens. So when we made the next big step to 
meet, expectations had already been set relatively high. 
 
Dating in 2020 was more than a little complicated, but we both had some clear 
ideas about navigating Covid-19. We arranged to meet at a secluded park, one 
that wouldn’t be overrun with people desperate to get out of their locked-down 
apartments. And where we could go maskless for a while, even though we knew 
exactly what each other looked like, I still wanted to see your smile up close. 
 
I recognized you immediately from a few hundred yards away. Tall, blonde, 
and slender. I just could see your back, but I felt my heart stop immediately. 
Dressed head to toe in black, except for a pair of fabulous leopard print 
Louboutins, you were stunning. 
 
There was a brief awkwardness as we said hello to each other. We had already 
talked so much, what more was there to say? But I think we were just reveling 
in the moment of seeing each other and letting the obvious physical attraction 
wash over us. 
 
Staying six feet apart would be an impossible task, but we did quite well for the 
first ten minutes. Then some invisible rubber band was slowly pulling us 
together as we strolled along the path. It wasn’t long before I was beside you 
and reached down for your hand. 
 
Even though it’s a cliche, that first touch was electric. We both felt it and 
turned to face each other, inches apart. And then we kissed. 
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I’m not going to describe that first kiss very well. How do you describe the 
indescribable? But I’ll give it a try. Your lips were perfect and met mine with 
the same careful curiosity. Pressed together, that same electricity we felt 
between our hands was now tenfold. Neither of us could hold back, and we 
were making out like two sex-starved teenagers. Had anyone seen us, there 
might have been a bucket of water thrown over our heads. 
 
Finally coming up for air, we took a step back from each other. Your face was 
flushed with passion and desire, and there was a playfulness to your eyes. I 
wanted you so much at that moment, but then I screwed up. 
 
I’ve never been that guy: You know, the type of guy who looks at a woman’s 
chest while talking to her. I’ve always maintained eye contact, focused on you. 
I was raised better than that. But you caught me when I instinctively glanced 
down. 
 
“Do you like what you see?” you said. 
 
I hesitated for a moment, then truthfully said, “Absolutely.” 
 
“Would you like to see them?” was your unexpected response. 
 
I couldn’t utter a response. I just nodded demurely. 
 
Unbuttoning your jacket, you were wearing a black silk blouse underneath, and 
beneath that, an exquisitely expensive black bra. With each button of the 
blouse slowly being undone, you maintained eye contact with me, smiling 
quietly to yourself, watching my face. I was hypnotized by your moments, and 
as I watched your perfect cleavage appear, I felt my cock twitch and begin to 
grow hard. 
 
When the blouse was undone, you pushed your chest out and gave a little 
wiggle and the cutest of laughs. 
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“More?” you asked. 
 
“Absolutely!” I said. 
 
Either you planned this, or the gods of lingerie were smiling down on me that 
day, as this was a bra with a front clasp. As you opened yourself to me, I almost 
orgasmed right there. In front of me were the most perfect breasts I had ever 
seen. Far larger than I imagined from seeing you during our Zoom dates, these 
were porn star size and quality. And yet totally natural.  
 
My mind was going crazy thinking about the mathematical formulas that could 
be used to describe these complex curves, and since I appeared to be frozen, 
you took my hand and placed it on the right breast breaking my reverie. 
 
With your other hand, you reached out and stroked my very obvious erection 
poking through my black jeans. Again, I thought I was going to pass out; the 
sensation of your index finger rubbing up and down my shaft was terrific. 
 
“I want you to cum over them right now. Will you do that for me?” you asked. 
 
Either consciously or unconsciously, we had picked a secluded part of the park. 
You had my cock deep in your throat, sucking my long hard shaft with 
incredible skill. It took all my control not to orgasm in your mouth with every 
fabulous stroke. You took your time, not rushing the experience, and I could 
feel your excitement intensifying. Had I been able to see, because all I was 
focused on was your beautiful blond hair bobbing in front of me, I would have 
noticed you rubbing your clit, and already about to cum. 
 
Just as you orgasm, you pull off my cock and lookup. Holding my cock in your 
hand, stroking me with such intensity, you say  
 
“I want it now!” 
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And that’s when I have the best orgasm of my life. I shoot a considerable 
amount of semen into your cleavage, far more than I usually produce when I’m 
doing this alone. You smile contentedly and lick the last drops of cum off the 
end of my penis, sending further waves of pleasure through me.  
 
We clean up, reassemble our clothing, and kiss again. This time there is a depth 
and understanding between us. Like old lovers, we know each other intently, 
but there is a passion as intense as our first kiss… which was only fifteen 
minutes ago. 
 
“I think we should date,” you say. 
 
And that was how we started our great love, with your perfect breasts and the 
world’s best orgasm. 
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Alaska 123: Cabo San Lucas. 
The flight to Cabo San Lucas was almost entirely empty on a wet wintery 
Wednesday morning out of Seattle. I had already flown once this morning, 
from my home of San Francisco to Seattle. Everything was quiet because of 
COVID-19, and my job as a flight attendant was delightfully easy, if perhaps 
not quite frequent enough to cover my bills. Still, I was happy to have 
employment in the middle of a pandemic, when nearly all vacation travel was 
canceled.  
 
Most flights are dreadfully dull, and nearly every flight I have some man try to 
chat me up. I had become skilled at the polite deflection, the subtle mention of 
my husband or boyfriend or girlfriend, that would end such unwanted 
advances without someone’s feelings and ego getting bruised. Otherwise, I 
might find myself at the wrong end of a customer complaint simply because I 
was an attractive woman who didn’t want to fuck every business class asshole. 
Some days I wished I wasn’t 5’10”, slim, and with gorgeous hair. And damn my 
mother for giving me perfect breasts. Not big enough that I could be mistaken 
for a porn star, but substantial enough to get me out a speeding ticket once in a 
while.  
 
That was one of the advantages of being masked up all the time; my eyes were 
more than a little powerful. I had full luscious lips, but my eyes did all the work 
for me. Far more successful evenings had happened in my life with a quick 
glance at a potential lover than any words I could utter. 
 
And so I was somewhat surprised when this handsome young man wandered 
into first class. His clothes and age didn’t speak of a buoyant trust fund or 
some wildly successful startup in the city. But he didn’t seem out of place here, 
and once settled in his seat, and he seemed to be exactly where he was meant 
to be. Close to me. 
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My breath is rarely taken away with someone at work. I see thousands of 
people each year, and hardly ever am I immediately flushed with sexual 
attraction. What was it about this man? He didn’t seem to have an ego, and his 
innocence, or perhaps, his vulnerability, was so compelling. 
 
Still, it took us three hours before he casually mentioned something to me 
about the approaching mountains of Baja. I was immediately engaged with him 
and loved his boyish enthusiasm, not to mention his eyes—crystal blue but 
with small flecks of green. 
 
Technically I was breaking a whole bunch of airline and FAA rules when I 
discreetly slipped him a note folded up in an airline napkin as he departed the 
plane. There was a momentary shock from his face when our hands touched, 
but my eyes explained everything, then his smile told me he understood. 
 
I had only twelve hours before heading back to Seattle, and then again home to 
San Francisco, but we quickly met at a beautiful resort at Todos Santos. His 
room was right on the beach, and without much hesitation after entering his 
room, we kissed like long lost lovers. 
 
The crashing of these huge winter waves, swollen from some far offshore 
storm, created this perfect background noise to our lovemaking. He kissed my 
neck, deep into the collarbone, pushing my airline blouse out of the way. I was 
in my heels, the ones I don’t wear while working, but slip into as soon as we 
land. Putting me at over 6ft, we were beautifully matched, and I wanted to kiss 
him forever. 
 
But there was a skillfulness to his movements that spoke of a great lover, and 
after being starved of touch for many months, and the perpetual 
disappointment of bad lovers, I was so ready to be fucked properly. I kicked off 
my shoes, and unzipped my skirt, all the while he continued to kiss me. 
I felt his hands explore my body, feeling out all the important places, and I 
stroked his hard cock through his pants. I wanted him to fuck me hard and 
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quickly, but he was exhibiting incredible patience. Slowly peeling off every 
item of clothing, I stood before him naked. My whole body was quivering in 
excitement, and I was so wet. 
 
With a mischievousness in his eyes, he knelt before me and licked my pussy. I 
lifted a leg onto the edge of the patio wall and felt his tongue in me. I so wanted 
to cum right then, but like some intuitive master at cunnilingus, he just kept 
me riding the edge of an orgasm forever. Unable to hold out any longer, I 
grabbed his beautiful head and pulled his face deep into me. With a few 
masterful licks of his tongue, I had the best orgasm of my life. My legs 
collapsed under me, and I was breathless from the intense pleasure.  
 
Swiftly he placed me on the bed and stripped. His body was exquisite. A lifetime 
of surfing and mountaineering had carved every muscle into perfection. And 
then his cock. So beautifully hard and erect, the subtle curve of it I could 
already feel hitting my G-spot over and over. 
 
I pulled him on top of me and tilted my hips to have him fuck me. His 
movements spoke of a careful and considerate lover, but I just wanted him to 
fuck me hard. I pulled his face to mine, bit his ear, and whispered: 
 
“Fuck me in two.” 
 
As if I triggered some sort of internal shift in his masculinity, he started to 
slam into me. With each hard thrust, I felt his cock deep inside my pussy, but 
more than that, he held me down on the bed with strong hands. I do like being 
roughly fucked, and he quickly understood what that meant. There has to be a 
lack of control without being helpless, a feeling of total domination without a 
loss of respect. Brutality without the violence. Sometimes it’s hard to really 
describe. But he got it. 
 
I felt my second and third orgasms roll through me, almost indistinguishable 
from each other, but they were distinct. The last one, I screamed out loud, 
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which is something I don’t usually do. And the sound of me cumming so hard 
definitely tipped him over the edge. 
 
Still, on top of me, I was digging my hands into his chest, my legs wrapped 
around his perfect ass. Feeling every inch of his magnificent cock in my tight 
pussy. I could also feel his foreskin being repeatedly pulled taught against his 
cock; the head of his penis hitting my G-spot over and over again. 
 
Just as the waves started crashing harder and harder into the beach, I felt him 
cum inside me. His cock pulsing and throbbing with each final stroke. 
Breathless and sweaty, we held onto each other for a few minutes until our 
breathing returned to normal. I felt his still hard cock pull out of me and the 
last drops of cum trail over my thigh as he fell onto the bed, spent and 
exhausted. 
 
“Hi, I’m Catherine,” I said. 
 
“Hi, I’m David,” he said. 
 
Smiling at each other, I cupped his balls with my hand and said: 
 
“Do you think we can do that again now?”   
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Poolside: Lack of Affection. 
To be honest, the first thing that caught my attention was not the body in the 
swimsuit but the swimsuit itself — this simple black vintage one piece. Long 
frills along every edge, so that when she moved, it was as if she was a 
gracefully exotic tropical fish with fins rippling through the water as she swam 
past. She moved with confidence but a subtle hint of awkwardness and 
shyness. Like she didn’t quite believe her beauty just yet. The lingering 
memories of being an awkward teenager, all elbows and knees, flat-chested 
and ignored by all the boys. But now, she was the most beautiful woman at the 
resort. Not like the magazine skinny women currently hanging out at the edge 
of the pool, but something classical, a body full of rich curves and yet slender 
and lithe. 
 
For the longest time, she read and lay in the sun, the lounge chair next to her 
shockingly empty, until a tanned, handsome man turned up in the worst 
swimming shorts I had ever seen. Something like a child would wear; far too 
colorful and covered in cartoon animals. Surely they weren’t together? 
 
They were lying beside each other, which would indicate a relationship, and 
they weren't brother and sister. But the lack of communication, and more 
importantly, the lack of obvious affection, was disturbing. How could you not 
kiss this woman and pet her constantly? That skin begged to be touched. And 
yet, there was nothing, not a peep of chemistry between them. 
 
I had two thoughts. The first was that this guy was a selfish asshole, wrapped 
up in his ego, and he was incapable of affection — a classic narcissist. The 
second was a little more forgiving, but nevertheless, still inexcusable. Men 
aren’t allowed to show vulnerability in today’s western society. You have to be 
strong. Emotions are for the weak, and showing affection is opening yourself 
to potential heartbreak. Better not to open yourself up at all. Pah! 
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My heart was breaking just watching her reach out to him and seeing no 
reciprocation. She deserved much more than that. Much much more. 
 
This is why I was super excited when someone sat down in the sun-lounger 
next to her. This super athletic woman ripped in all the right places, and 
seemingly by herself, there was a moment of mutual attraction and 
connection, in that way when two attractive women recognize another of their 
clan. 
 
But then the unexpected happened, the athlete reached over and touched the 
classical beauty on the arm and mentioned something that I couldn't hear but 
had some instant reaction. There was a moment of hesitation, but then she 
slowly rose from the sun lounger, leaned over the athlete, and kissed her softly 
on the mouth. 
I didn't know what I was watching unfold in front of me. Did they know each 
other intimately, and I had read the relationship with the handsome man 
entirely incorrectly? But as the athlete kissed her back, I sensed something 
quite extraordinary had just happened. These were strangers, united by a 
desire to be touched, alone (essentially) on a resort vacation in Todos Santos. 
 
The poolside was practically deserted, aside from myself, an older couple 
immersed in their books at the far end of the pool, and the two new lovers in 
front of me. Uninhibited by my presence, they continued to make out, sharing 
the sun lounger, lips exploring each other delicately. 
 
In a different universe, none of us would be witnesses to this intimate 
moment, and they would be free to unleash their desire for each other. One 
would undress the other, and all their passions unrestrained and let loose. A 
relationship with little touch or sexual satisfaction makes for a woman who 
wants to be fucked; this is what the classical beauty was. And an extreme 
athlete who pushes her body to its limits but missing a thoughtful lover who 
appreciates her not just for her killer abs. They really were perfect for each 
other. 

20 



 

 
The athlete slowly removed the blonde beauties vintage swimsuit, leaving her 
naked body lying propped up on the sunlounger. She smiled knowingly as her 
long, supple legs opened for her new lover's mouth. Captivated by the athlete’s 
toned back which was covered in exquisite inkwork, she lay back and felt a 
delicious tongue in her pussy and find her clit. Almost instinctively, the athlete 
knew exactly what movements turned her on, and it wasn't long before she 
was enjoying the best orgasm of her life. Waves of ecstasy flooded her whole 
body, and when she was finally spent, the athlete came up and cuddled in 
beside her, their bodies complimenting each other perfectly. 
 
As if some internal alarm was triggered in each of them, they quickly dressed 
again and resumed their previous positions. The handsome man returned from 
his swim, but rather than bend and kiss his beautiful girlfriend, and he just 
collapsed down on the sunlounger without a thought of acknowledging her.  
 
Whether or not the handsome man noticed was irrelevant, as his 
unappreciated time with her was over, but the athlete and classical beauty 
reached over and held hands, fingers intertwined, chemistry flowing between 
them like two conduits of energy. They had each other now, and the rest of the 
evening, if not their whole lives, ahead of them.  
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C-Span: Sexier than You Think.  
To be fair, it certainly was one of the more unusual sexual experiences I’ve ever 
had. Unusual is perhaps too strong of a word. Let’s just call it surreal. 
 
January 6th, 2021: A whole hoard of pro-Trump supporters, whipped up into a 
mob-like frenzy by the President’s own words, stormed the US Capitol 
building. We were in Mexico at the time and blissfully unaware while we settled 
into bed late into the evening.  
 
I was casually stroking my partner’s cock, while he checked his phone for any 
outstanding emails that required attention. We had both told our kids that we 
wouldn’t be entirely out of touch. Twice a day, at 9am and 9pm, we would turn 
our phones on and check-in. And of course, if there was anything 
life-threatening, they knew the name of the hotel we were at. 
 
So here we were, both focused on the news feeds, reading the stories of the day. 
Scrolling down the New York Times website, watching history unfold before 
us. And technically, it had already happened, but for us, it was happening right 
now. Only later would we discover that four people died that day. 
 
Then we stumbled upon C-SPAN and started watching the House Debate on 
whether or not to accept objection to Pennsylvania’s Electoral College vote.  
 
Strangely enough, I couldn’t stop touching my lover. As if there was some 
comfort in the act of bringing him pleasure. The repetitive motion of my hand, 
slowly stroking him and feeling his hard cock, even though we were watching 
the House of Representatives debate live on C-SPAN. Not the sexiest of tv 
channels. 
  
And as the endless talking into the night continued, so did the stroking, 
gradually pulling his foreskin further and further down his beautiful shaft, 
harder and faster. I would linger for a while, pausing to play with that 
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super-sensitive fold of skin just underneath his head, what we called his 
cockclit. 
 
I’m not sure how long this went on. Mesmerized by the debate, I almost rubbed 
his cock raw, but finally, we had watched enough, and I found myself equally 
turned on. My pussy was deliciously wet. C-SPAN: Sexier than you think. 
 
It didn’t seem right to have sex when the country has suffered a horrible attack 
on the constitution and democracy. So I quickly grabbed the nearby sunscreen 
and gave my partner the lubrication his cock so desperately needed. 
 
With the phone put away, I was free to pay complete attention to his cock. 
Within short order, I had him quivering on the edge of an intense orgasm. I 
think we both required that release to counter the stress of watching such 
disturbing news. With three final strokes, I had my hand filled with hot sticky 
cum. I watched my lover collapse into the bed; his body was devoid of any 
further tension.  
 
My vibrator is especially quiet, but I don’t think with it turned to its loudest 
and most violent setting, it would have disturbed my lover. He was out for the 
count. I didn’t really want to linger this evening. I needed the same release that 
my lover had so quickly. Both my clit and G-spot are fabulously sensitive, and 
perhaps a lifetime of using vibrators have made them even more responsive to 
the high frequencies of modern sex toys. And as my orgasm(s) swept through 
my tense body, I squeezed my thighs together for one last little moment of 
excitement, then swiftly fell asleep. Partially collapsed on top of my lover. 
Arms and legs entwined haphazardly. 
 
What would come of tomorrow and the world? At that moment, neither of us 
cared too much.    
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Darkness: Held fast into the Night. 
It is the middle of the night. One of those oppressively dark nights, a moonless 
night, not even any stars to show the sky has some depth. If there were a 
glimmer of hope from the moon, you would see dark clouds moving quickly 
across the sky, rushing away from the oncoming storm. 
 
As if on cue, you feel my teeth bite the back of your neck. Just a playful little nip 
to see if you are awake and ready. A subtle tilt of your hips into my hard cock 
signals your readiness, and a smile hidden by the darkness spreads across your 
lips. 
 
Immediately you feel my hands on your arms, and I push you down hard into 
the firm bed. Pinned on your front, you can feel my cock push eagerly into you. 
There is no resistance as you are already incredibly wet. Slowly I take you, inch 
by inch, filling your hot pussy with my curved penis, the head dragging across 
your g-spot, sending shivers of pleasure through your body. 
 
Under a mess of tangled blonde hair, and above the sound of the outside raging 
storm, you imperceptibly speak the words: “Fuck me.” And so I do. But this 
isn’t a regular playful fuck, and I slam into you with my whole body. Every 
stroke pushes the air out of your lungs, and you gasp for breath. You are being 
ravaged. A brutally simplistic but elegant fuck. 
 
Struggling against my hold, you push your perfect ass up higher, and I shift my 
hands to your hips. The full force of my penetration drives you slowly to the 
point of climax, but I’m not done yet. As if sensing your approaching cascade 
into an orgasm, I reach up and pull your head back. Your hair is held tightly in 
my hand, with enough pressure to hurt you slightly, my cock violently 
slamming into your tight sex, you cum immediately.  
 
The pain gives way to exquisite pleasure as you feel my orgasm pulse through 
your sex, and I release you from my restrictive hold. I am entirely spent, 
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collapse exhausted around you, and spoon you tightly into the wild and stormy 
night.   
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Smile: Wide and Mischievous.  
Most nights, when I’m lying beside you, I sleep so soundly. My typical 4 am 
awakenings to think about things doesn't seem to happen when your body is 
close to mine. You calm me, soothe my soul, and generally fuck me to the point 
of exhaustion. Last night was no exception, which was no surprise since we 
had been apart for seven days. A week of constant texting, filled with virtual 
kisses and an ever-increasing longing for each other's touch, was overrun by 
an unrestrained physical reconnection of our passion. 
 
And so, looking at you asleep, bathed in a crisp fall moonlight, is an unusual 
delight. You’ve partially kicked off the covers and naked together; I get to paint 
long soft lines of adoration across your body with my eyes. I want to reach out 
and touch you. To run my fingers across your skin, but I’m afraid to wake you 
at this moment. Every curve is perfect to me, and I know every inch of your 
body. My tongue has touched every part of you, both inside and out. And still, 
it’s never enough. 
 
As if you sensed my need to touch you, a hand emerges from underneath your 
body and finds my already firm cock. Holding me quietly, I’m entranced by 
you. And then you move your hand so slowly, sending tiny electric shocks 
through me as you slide your fingers up and down. 
 
I see that smile. So wide and mischievous. You have my complete attention, but 
I’m distracted by how good this feels. Such a small physical movement against 
my body is utterly pleasurable that I miss you deftly taking me in your mouth. 
Suddenly encapsulated by those sweet lips and feeling your wet tongue against 
my cock, it’s a wonder I don't immediately cum. 
 
But that’s a rare occurrence and for another time. I submit to your skillful 
sucking and feel my whole body surrender to your touch, and yet at the same 
time, it stokes a fire of desire that makes me want you so badly. Pulling you off 
my cock, I flip you on your back and plant my mouth on your sex. At first, I 
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don’t move, just savoring the sexual heat emanating from you, then my tongue 
finds and explores your clit. Over and over, I suck and lick you, bringing you 
closer and closer, but I always ease up at the perfect moment, just as your body 
arcs and twists into a frenzy. There comes the point where I can feel your 
frustration, and silently you are screaming, 
 
“Finish me!”  
 
And when you pull my mouth hard into your pussy, that final suck and flick of 
my tongue unleashes your orgasm and floods every sense. I hold on until you 
are completely done.  
 
Breathless, spent, and utterly relaxed, it is almost unfair of me to kiss my way 
back up your body and slide my cock into you. But it’s the icing on the cake, to 
feel us connected like that, our bodies locked together.  
 
There is a considerable amount of fucking. We switch roles frequently; the one 
being fucked, or the one fucking. We never really stop, except to make out, but 
I’m always still deep inside you. And so when I reach that point where I can’t 
hold out any longer, you straddle me and fuck me until I cum.  
 
It’s my favorite position because I can look up and see you in all your beautiful 
details. The messy hair, the luscious smile, those gorgeous lips, the divine 
neck, the perfect breasts. All of those things, coupled with your lovely hips 
rocking back and forth of my hard cock, faster and faster until you shudder 
with your final orgasm that sends me exploding inside of you.  
 
And then our sweaty bodies collapse together. The weight of you on top of me 
is so comforting, and I feel your hot breath against my chest, finally returning 
to normal. You are asleep before me, so I get to look at you all over again, 
basked in a crisp fall moonlight. 
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Patience: Holding out the Longest. 
It’s a game we play. Just to see how long our patience holds out, lying next to 
each other in bed. Naked. Infinitely close but not touching. How many minutes 
can we last this time? I can smell your hair, which may technically be 
cheating—a few strands are across my face. I can trace the faintest hint of 
perspiration off your skin, and if I focus, I can breathe deep lungfuls of your 
fabulous sex.  
 
I’m hard. I’m always instantly turned on by you. The slightest touch, coupled 
with that look you give me, sends all the blood rushing from my brain. And I’m 
lying here, hard as a rock, waiting desperately for your touch.  
 
I can feel the faintest movement near my hand. Yours is creeping closer, and I 
can feel you trace lines up and down my fingers. Every time you do, it sends a 
wave of energy through my body.  
 
You roll over on your side to look at me. I’m still playing the game, holding out. 
But you start to trace long lines across my body with your fingers, Slowly 
coming closer and closer to my cock, but never touching me.  
 
And then, when I least expect it, but most desperately want it, you hold me. My 
whole body melts into your grasp. And I am yours.  
 
That beautiful smile is wide across your face. A little mischievous, most 
undoubtedly playful. Still holding me firm, you kiss my neck, slowly moving 
down my body until you hover above my cock.  
 
The energy flowing between us is almost visible. Our bodies pass back and 
forth a constant stream of passion and desire. There is a knowing there. An 
age-old love.  
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And just as you are about to take me in your mouth, I skillfully flip you over and 
plant my mouth over your delicious sex. Licking and devouring every inch of 
you. My hands are holding you tight, pulling you into me. Long slow 
movements of my tongue and then drawing your sex into my mouth and 
sucking your clit. Listening to your body, I slowly and deliberately bring you to 
a crashing orgasm.  
 
And as you lie there, hot, sweaty, breathless. Reveling in the aftershocks, you 
can feel me slowly kiss my way up your body. I linger over your beautiful 
breasts, taking my sweet time to make sure they are attended to.  
 
Before long, we are making out, lips and mouths sucking and biting, savoring 
every delicate kiss. And the ones not so delicate. My cock is pressed against 
you, and with the slightest tilt of your hips, I slide fabulously in.  
 
At first, we move in a slow dance, long deep strokes. You take me completely, 
pulling me hard into you. Then the energy shifts again, and I’m looking up at 
you as you straddle me. I love to watch you fuck me. I can take you all in—this 
amazing woman, so beautiful, looking at me with such desire. I am no doubt 
the luckiest man alive.  
 
As if to draw me out of this trance, you lean forward and kiss me, all the while 
tight around my cock. I can feel my orgasm rise inside of you.  
 
But I’m not done yet, and neither are you. We shift again, and now I’m behind 
you. My hands are on your hips, slamming my cock deep into your pussy. It’s a 
frantically lustful series of moments that neither of us can sustain for too long. 
Raw, all-consuming passion needs to be controlled somewhat.  
 
To finish, we are spooning. You tilt your hips to bring my cock against a 
favorite spot, and I kiss your offered neck, holding your breasts in my hands, 
and we skillfully cum together. It’s how we fall asleep most nights, holding 
each other tight, fitting perfectly together. An age-old love. 
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Fingers: Tracing Perfect Circles. 
Fingers tracing perfect circles around your breasts. Gradually reducing until 
just barely grazing your hard nipples. Sharp intakes of breath as I hit vital 
points. Slight arching of your back as you will me to take you in my mouth. You 
can feel my hard cock pressed against you, ever so slightly pulsing with 
anticipation. And so I lick your left breast. Slowly. The heat of my mouth over 
your nipple elicits a soft moan from you. And when my lips close around you, I 
can feel your sex open for me. At the same time, I suck your breasts hard and 
push myself deep into you. The tightness of your delicious sex makes me 
almost cum. My cock is so hard and big inside of you. Every curve is felt 
between us.  
 
Kissing your fabulous lips, there is an energetic shift. I push faster and deeper. 
And you push back. Driving my cock to hit your g-spot repeatedly. You pull me 
harder and harder. I feel like I’m going to split you in two. Slamming my whole 
body into your pussy. My hands hold your hips, and I can feel myself about to 
explode. Listening to your rapid breath and feeling your orgasm begin, I let 
myself go and don’t hold back. Those last few thrusts are almost violent in 
intensity, and as you climax, I fill you with my white-hot semen. My cock 
pulsing rapidly. My heart beating even faster. Our bodies locked together. 
Staring deep into each other’s eyes. Feeling the waves of pleasure roll through. 
And then there is a kiss. Long and lingering. Like the first time, it’s utterly 
divine.   
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Midnight: Car Alarms and Adrenalin. 
It’s not quite midnight. The occasional drunk wandering home interrupts us 
momentarily. I freeze at the slightest sound, slightly paranoid that we will get 
caught, but this turns you on even more. I can feel your pussy around my cock, 
hot and wet, ever so slightly creeping down my shaft as you inch backward, 
pushing yourself off the hood of the car and me further inside you. 
 
Outside is your favorite. In public is the icing on the cake. We’ve done this 
before, in places all across the city, but tonight is a special treat. I want to slam 
myself hard into you. Hurt you. Because what we are doing is risky, and you 
need to be punished. Slightly. But if I fuck you hard, that will probably set the 
car alarm off. And then the whole neighborhood will be alerted, and most 
notably, he will come rushing out to check on the beloved BMW. 
 
Sensing my anxiety, you turn around and take me in your mouth. I relax into 
you, letting you lick my hard shaft and stroke me into almost cuming. You can 
feel the pulsing of my cock in your mouth. Holding me tight, we freeze again. 
This time a passing raccoon interrupts our pleasure. 
 
The constant stopping and starting makes for frantic lovemaking. And I’m 
ready to be done. Pulling you up, I kiss you hard and then flip you around. Legs 
spread, your dress hiked up above your hips, that perfect ass visible in the cold 
white light of the LED street lights. I push my cock into your ass, slick enough 
from the fluids running down your drenched pussy, but it’s still deliciously 
tight, and you gasp in both pleasure and pain. You reach down and play with 
your clit while I slowly fuck you, both of us quickly cumming, as the car alarm 
finally goes off and we run away into the night.   
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Magical: You and Lisa. 
There is something magical when I watch Lisa kiss you. Her lips so frantically 
against yours. Her luscious body, all soft and curvaceous, eager to please you. 
There is no jealousy, just fascination, as I listen to your ever-increasing moans 
of pleasure. 
 
It’s not long before I feel your hand on my hard cock, except it’s not yours, but 
Lisa's. She mischievously reaches over and sucks me, all the while between 
your legs, her sex pressed up against yours. 
 
You hold her breasts in your hands, arching your back to push harder into her, 
your slick wet sex desiring attention. Sensing this, she climbs off, all the while 
holding my hard cock and keeping eye contact with you. There is love there but 
also desire. She positions me between your legs, kneeling above your perfectly 
clean pussy, taking some time in pleasing us both. 
 
I feel her mouth on me and then watch as she sucks your clit. We both are 
memorized by the attention, watching her body work so hard to make us 
orgasm. But we aren’t done yet. It’s time to take over. 
 
As are the rules, I never cum in Lisa, but you like watching me drive my cock 
deep into her pussy, all the while she is between your legs, sucking and 
fingering you. Neither of us is looking at her but at each other.  
 
It isn’t long before Lisa orgasms, and she is discarded to the side, exhausted 
and done. Now my cock enters you, ever so slowly, pushing myself deep inside 
you. We linger there for a while, just making out, hands over each other, but 
then you whisper,  
 
“Fuck me.”  
 
And so I do. 
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Our orgasms are intense and synchronized. My cock pulsing hard inside you, 
our bodies hot and sweaty, we finished up spooning together. I feel Lisa stroke 
us both and then curl up around me. Three bodies spent and satiated.   

33 



 

Waking: Unusually Before Me. 
Unusually, you are awake before me. How do I know this? Because I can feel 
your hand wrapped around my hard cock, slowly moving up and down, 
punctuated with your hot breath against my neck, long exhales as you slide 
down my shaft. I think you might have been at this for a while; I can almost 
smell the sweet scent of your wet sex, the subtle writhing of your thighs as you 
press your legs together and imagine me inside of you, fucking you hard. 
 
Of course, now I’m more than a little turned on, and opening my eyes, I look at 
the person I love so very much. How long I have waited to feel this—love in its 
purest form. Absolute devotion. Respect and admiration. And, of course, lust. 
Raw and fierce passion. A craving for your body that borders on obsessive. I’ve 
explored every inch of your body; fucked everything; licked even more. I’ve 
orgasmed on, over, in, and under you. My semen has dripped from your 
mouth, your pussy, your ass. And you’ve loved it all. As intense as my lust is for 
you, it’s reciprocated a hundredfold. You’ve taken my cock deep into your 
mouth, sucking the very last drop of semen out of me, given me orgasms that 
I've nearly blacked out from. You’ve ridden my cock, and fucked yourself into a 
frenzy while I savored your beautiful breasts in front of me. We’ve done it a 
million times, and yet it keeps getting better. The anticipation, the act, the 
release. All are exquisite. 
 
But now, as if you are reading my thoughts, you want me to fuck you. No more 
teasing. My cock is hard and eager. Your pussy is wet and swollen. Slowly you 
lower yourself down on top of me. There is a combined shudder of pleasure as 
you push me deep inside you. And for a moment, we just are still, enjoying that 
moment, that connection. But then I arch my hips and pull you deeper. 
Throwing your head back and laughing, you push back down, my cock so deep 
inside you. I can’t take my eyes off your body. I’ve never been able to stop 
watching you. Every curve, every line, every tangent of your form is perfect.  
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And for a while, this is all we do. Fuck. But then I want to taste you, to make 
you cum over and over. And while I lick you from ass to clit, my fingers slip 
inside and tease you some more. But my tongue is the master here and hits 
your clit continuously until you can’t hold out any more. I know this point. I 
know when to pull back exactly, and it drives you nuts. “Finish me, god damn 
it!” you scream, and so with one last careful flick of my tongue, I send you over 
the edge into a deep shuddering orgasm. Somewhere along the line, while you 
caught your breath and sunk deep into the bed, filled with ecstasy, I came up 
and slid my cock in you. Nothing turns me on more than making you cum, so 
I’m rock solid and desperate to fuck you. But my mouth finds your delicious 
breasts first, and so they deserve some attention beforehand.  
 
Still, inside you, I can feel my orgasm rising, I’ve held back so many times, 
fucking you for hours, but now it’s time. And you want it; I can feel you pull me 
deeper with an urgency unlike before. And with our eyes locked together, we 
both cum at the same time. I can feel my cock pulse and twitch inside you, my 
cum mixing with your own fluids. We are hot and sweaty, and the covers are a 
mess. I want this moment to go on forever. The physical connection, being 
inside you, our bodies tight together. The scent of lovemaking, of your sex. The 
beat of your heart against my chest, the wetness of your lips against my neck, 
the whispers of “I love you.” in my ear. 
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