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My New Sex Life - Erotic Novel



 



From Loss to
Lust


Chapter One



 



There was no reason to go home, so Kevin decided to keep working.
Katie's death was six months in the past. And for eight-months
prior, Kevin cared for her through the slow, hopeless death spiral
of cancer.



 



Looking up from his screen, he realized the office was empty. His
co-workers all had families to see, and dinner to eat. Kevin wasn't
hungry. His appetite disappeared with Katie's diagnosis and never
returned. The only upside was the loss of 25 pounds he didn't need.
He was 51, and felt even older.



 



A pang of loneliness hit him unexpectedly, and ferociously. He
missed Katie. But at this moment, he longed for human contact.
Someone to talk to. Someone to touch him. Reflexively, he took out
his phone. He Googled "dating apps for mature adults". After
reading reviews for a few, he picked one that seemed the least
intimidating and downloaded it.



 



Kevin looked at a few pictures of singles in his area. Then decided
to pay for six months of access, and make a profile. He was still
working on it when the outer office door opened. Standing up in his
cubicle, Kevin watched a group of co-workers walk in. Leading the
pack was Bethany, the newest member of the marketing team, fresh
out of college. Carrying two pizza boxes, she was headed for the
conference room. Of the group, he knew Bethany the least, but
enjoyed her positivity and enthusiasm. She was still pumped over
landing this job right after graduation.



 



Michael and Teresa followed next. Teresa was the team leader. She
was about Kevin's age, and always wore high heels to compensate for
her small stature, and a suit to cover her chunky form. Kevin got
along well with Teresa, though they didn't work directly together.
Michael was her right hand man, and as far as Kevin could tell,
gay. Even if Michael was still in the closet, the closet was made
of glass, and Michael was inside it wearing a feather boa, singing
along with Barbra Streisand gay. Despite having little in common,
he'd spent enough time with Michael to appreciate his wit and work
ethic.



 



"After you," someone said from the hallway. Kevin recognized
Jennifer's voice. The tall brunette had joined the company several
years ago, when her youngest child went into first grade. But it
wasn't Jennifer who appeared through the doorway first, it was
Claire. Apparently Jennifer was the door holder for the group. Like
Jennifer, Claire was nearly 6 feet tall. It was probably the reason
the two had connected right away.



 



If Kevin were to guess, both women were in their mid-thirties. The
similarities stopped there. Claire was blonde, fair, willowy,
single, and on the quiet side. Jennifer's dark hair framed a sun
tanned face, full lips and figure, with a bust as big as her
personality. She also had two kids and a husband. And she was the
one who noticed him peering over the cubicle.



 



"Hey Kevin. I thought everyone was long gone."



 



Most of the group stopped and turned back to look at him.



 



"I, uh...just wanted to finish up some stuff."



 



Teresa smiled and said, "Our team has a project to finish too. So I
decided to get us some pizza. You're welcome to join us."



 



"No...but thanks," he felt embarrassed for some reason. "Once I'm
done, I'll head home." The group kept moving toward the conference
room. Kevin sat back down and stared at his monitor. He toggled
between spreadsheets, wondering which one to pull up.



 



"It looks more like you're starting, not finishing."



 



Kevin jumped. Jennifer was standing behind him, looking at his
phone. He'd left it face up on the desk with his unfinished dating
profile open. He flushed.



 



"What?"



 



She pointed at his phone. "You're starting to look for a date. Good
for you."



 



"Yeah, well I thought I'd give it a try," he said with a shrug.



 



"Lemme see," Jennifer said, grabbing the phone before he could
protest.



 



She leaned over him as she scanned what he'd written. Her right
breast hung an inch from his left cheek. Out of the corner of his
eye, Kevin stared at the straining buttons on her cream-colored,
satiny blouse. He couldn't look away. An erection sprung up so hard
and so fast it hurt. His sport jacket gave him some cover.
Fortunately, he was wearing jeans instead of dress pants, so there
was no obvious tenting either.



 



"Sorry, but your headline sucks."



 



"What's wrong with it? It's honest."



 



"Honesty is good. Long and boring is not."



 



Erection no longer a problem, Kevin listened as she read his
headline aloud.



 



"Good man, done grieving, ready to meet someone new and move on to
a new leg of life's journey."



 



Jennifer shook her head, and made a face. "You're dragging baggage
into a relationship that hasn't even started. You need it to be
positive and intriguing. Trust me, I'm in marketing."



 



"Fair enough," Kevin replied. "Work your magic." As he said this,
he pushed himself up from his desk chair and felt his elbow brush
against the fabric covering her breast. He flinched. Jennifer
didn't seem to notice. She was focused on tapping words into his
phone.



 



"Listen," she said. "Ready to cross borders to escape boring."



 



"I don't know. Sounds like I'm on the run from the law."



 



"Try this then...Single? Sane? Salacious? I'm in."



 



"Too alliterative."



 



"Then you're going to hate this one," Jennifer said with a smile.
"Sexy, single, silver fox looking to share his den."



 



"I'm not ready for this," Kevin murmured. "And false advertising
won't help."



 



"There's nothing false about that, other than you're only gray
around the temples. You should post that one, along with a profile
picture, and see what happens."



 



"You, um, would describe me as sexy?"



 



"If I wasn't a married mother of two, with pizza waiting for me in
the conference room...I'd do you right on this desk."



 



In defiance of his returning hard-on, Kevin countered, "I'm old
enough to be your Kevin-daddy."



 



"Boo," Jennifer replied as she shoved him playfully. "I don't know
whether that's an innuendo or just a terrible dad joke. But either
way, I've got to leave."



 



Kevin followed her with his eyes as she headed down the hall. Her
backside swayed hypnotically in the tight black skirt. His gaze
drifted lower as her long legs came into view. The memory of
Jennifer saying "I'd do you right on this desk" made his cock
harder than it had been in a year. He shifted it with his hand to a
more comfortable position, but touching himself only increased the
longing for release. Reluctantly, he sat back down to find some
work.



 



An hour later, he decided to revisit his dating profile headline.
After numerous attempts, he finally admitted that he couldn't come
up with anything better than Jennifer's suggestions. So he settled
on the silver fox version, and a username of TakeMe4Kevin. After
answering all the profile questions as well as he could, he
scrolled through his photos looking for a decent picture.



 



The best one he could find was from a two-year-old fishing trip.
His buddy had snapped Kevin holding a nearly 5-pound largemouth
bass. Kevin was grinning widely. He looked suntanned, manly,
successful, and happy because Katie's diagnosis hadn't happened
yet. Putting the pic in edit mode, he cropped the unsightly gear
and clutter on the boat, centered on himself, and the prize fish.
He was about to upload, when he heard the conference door open.
Kevin turned off his phone and went back to his monitor.



 



A moment later, Jennifer and Claire peered over the top of his
cubicle.



 



"I came to check on you," Jennifer said. "And I brought
reinforcements."



 



"Aren't you two supposed to be enjoying a working dinner?" "Turns
out we already made our contribution," Claire answered. "Teresa
said we might as well head home while they put our ideas into
motion."



 



"Well I'm not going home yet," Jennifer said defiantly. "Since
hubby expects to be handling the kids all by himself tonight, I say
the three of us go for drinks. Are you in?"



 



Kevin tried not to look surprised. He knew both of them as well as
you can know people you see in the office every weekday. But the
three of them had never done anything together.



 



"Come join us," Claire said. "Jen mentioned you were working on
your dating profile. It'd be fun to help you with that. Watching
you get a date is far more exciting than anything else I'd be
doing."



 



"We'll go Dutch Treat," Jennifer added. "Although that sounds a
little politically incorrect."



 



"Absolutely not," blurted Kevin. "I'm too old-fashioned to be in
the company of two beautiful women and not pick up the check.
Besides, I have nothing else to spend my money on."



 



Chapter Two



 



The 420 was a hipster bar across the street from the office. Kevin
looked around and judged himself to be the oldest person in the
room. Even Claire and Jennifer looked a bit out of place. Their
drinks arrived. Claire had a Fanciulli, whatever the hell that was.
Jennifer's gin and tonic, seemed more in line with his whiskey
sour.



 



"Cheers," he said, raising his glass.



 



As they all touched glasses, Jennifer yelled, "Hey, Bethany!"



 



Kevin looked back over his shoulder to the front door and saw that
the newest member of the marketing team had just entered.



 



"Come on over," Jennifer said with a motion.



 



Bethany seemed to hesitate for a second, but then smiled, walked
over, and sat down at their table opposite Kevin, between the other
two women.



 



"Michael and Teresa decided I didn't need to stay after all." She
sounded disappointed.



 



"You are an eager beaver, aren't you," said Jennifer. "Get away
while you can, is my motto."



 



Kevin asked Bethany for her drink order, and studied her as she
thought of a response. She was significantly shorter than the two
other women, which put her at normal height. Her light brown hair
was in a ponytail. Her face had a healthy glow, with little or no
makeup. She was wearing tight fitting black pants and a blue
colored top that almost matched her eyes. Even though she was
probably 30 years younger, Kevin couldn't help but note Bethany was
as pretty as she was natural and refreshing. It struck him that he
was sitting at a table with three lovely women, and he couldn't
help but smile.



 



"You're just in time," Jennifer told her. "We're going to help
Kevin with his dating profile."



 



"That's right," Claire exclaimed. "I haven't even seen it yet. Pull
it out Kevin!"



 



There was a half second of silence before Jennifer and Bethany
burst out laughing. Claire's face immediately flushed, and Kevin
couldn't help but smile. He slowly slipped the phone out of his
sport jacket.



 



"Here it is ladies," he said in a deep, husky voice. "My
p...rofile."



 



He winked at Claire, who was a little embarrassed, but not
humiliated. She seemed as classy and confident as she was quiet.
Claire folded her arms over her chest, crossed her legs, and stared
back at him. He glanced at her ankle high black boot that zipped
down the side. It had a heel. Claire had no qualms about towering
over everyone. Grey pants covered her long legs, and the matching
jacket covered her red blouse. Kevins gaze quickly traveled upward
to meet her eyes. It was his turn to blush.



 



"What is that?" Bethany asked. She pointed at his phone. Kevin's
facial recognition had unlocked the screen and his fish picture was
still in edit mode.



 



"That's going to be my profile pic," he said confidently.



 



"Not if you ever want to get a date," Bethany retorted.



 



"You need more help than I thought," agreed Jennifer.



 



"What's wrong with it. I think I look fine. I'm happy. Outdoorsy.
Successful."



 



"If the reaction you're going for is ewww," added Claire, "you've
nailed it."



 



"I'm going to take a good pic of you right now," Bethany said while
grabbing his phone. "But first, I'm deleting this pussy-repellent."



 



Kevin was too baffled to object. And when Bethany ordered him to
smile, Jennifer stuck out her tongue and slowly licked her lips.



 



"That's deer in the headlights," Claire scolded. "Pretend like
you're having a good time at a bar with three women. Which you
definitely are!"



 



Kevin tried again, and this time Jennifer put both hands under her
boobs and jiggled them twice.



 



"More leer than smile," Bethany said, "but better. What do you
think girls?"



 



They all leaned in as she placed the phone in the center of the
table. It looked like a candid shot, since Kevin wasn't looking at
the camera. His black blazer and buttoned down blue striped shirt
showed up well against the dark background of the bar. His smile
had reached his eyes, which were also a little wide, given that he
had been staring at Jennifer's tits.



 



"Looks good to me," said Claire.



 



"Me too," Jennifer added. "Hurry up and post it, I want to see what
kind of fish you catch with this bait."



 



Kevin finalized his profile, and started to order another round of
drinks. Then remembering that he was the only one who hadn't eaten
anything, he ordered three different appetizers to share instead.
He was beginning to feel the first drink and delayed a second round
until the food arrived.



 



They all were having a good time. Talk about Kevin's dating led the
women to open up about their own romantic lives. Claire's long-time
boyfriend had moved out months ago, taking a job on the west coast.
Texts and calls were becoming less frequent. He didn't seem ready
to move back, and she didn't want to move there. Claire didn't
appear all that bothered by it.



 



Bethany was still attached to her college boyfriend. He had moved
on to grad school, hoping a Masters would guarantee a better job,
and eventually allow him to pay off his loans. She sounded wistful
when talking about him, but Kevin couldn't even remember the guy's
name when she finished.



 



Kevin's story and status was already known. Claire and Jennifer
were even part of the group from work that attended Katie's
funeral. So they turned to Jennifer for her romantic update. She
held up both hands.



 



"I've got nothing to share. I'm married with two little kids, so
Danny and I don't even have sex."



 



"Obviously you did at some point," Kevin observed.



 



"Hilarious, bass boat boy. Yes, we did, and occasionally still do
have sex. On birthdays, anniversaries, major holidays. But we both
come home from work, take care of the kids, fix dinner, do
housework, and collapse into unconsciousness. Once, I came home
late and found Danny had fed the kids, bathed and put them to bed,
loaded the dishwasher, and was asleep on the couch still holding
the vacuum cleaner. I had an orgasm right there."



 



"Did he get anything out of it?" Claire asked.



 



"I opened his zipper and tried to kiss it to life, but he was too
tired to get hard. Then in the middle of the night, I woke up to
him rubbing his cock on my ass. I almost told him to beat it,
literally. But then I rolled on my back and said, 'pull my nightie
down when you're done.' Just about the time he was finished, I
started to get interested. Then it was over."



 



Bethany said, "Married life sounds great. A few years of that and
I'd be praying for an early death."



 



Her face paled, and she turned to Kevin.



 



"Sorry, that was stupid and insensitive. I was just being a smart
ass." "No worries," replied Kevin. "But hopefully you get in enough
good times to outweigh the bad before death. Katie and I did."



 



Claire patted his shoulder. Kevin found it comforting, but it also
stoked his longing for human touch and connection.



 



"We need to get you back up on the horse, bass boy," Jennifer
smirked. "I'm speaking metaphorically, of course. I think you can
land something better looking than brood mare."



 



They checked the app. No responses. Kevin felt relieved. But no
sooner did he put the phone down, then a notification popped up.
All three women demanded to see. They leaned over him as Kevin
opened the app and read aloud.



 



ZenDenMother41-Sun worshipper, meat eater, fun collector, risk
taker. Dear TakeMe4Kevin: I like your profile and your look.
Sharing your den could be fun, but I already have one. Want to
chat?



 



"Sounds interesting," Jennifer said, "but let's see what she looks
like."



 



Kevin touched the thumbnail and ZenDen filled the screen. She was
posed in a beach chair, under an umbrella. A bit of the ocean was
in view in the upper left corner. Her blonde hair almost matched
the sand. She was wearing a dark blue one-piece bathing suit.



 



Claire spoke first. "Doesn't look shopped. Not bad. I'd guess she's
about 40."



 



"Too young for you Kevin daddy?" quipped Jennifer. Seeing the looks
on the other girls faces, she said, "That's a joke from earlier."
Turning to Kevin, she added, "Or do you prefer bass boat boy?"



 



"Neither would be great."



 



"Message her NOW," Bethany insisted. "I want to see you in action."



 



"What should I say?"



 



"Lure her in with your words," Jennifer urged. "Draw her like one
of your French girls."



 



Kevin sighed and paused. Then started tapping. Dear ZenDenMother41:
Your profile is intriguing. Your look is mesmerizing. If there was
a "like" button I would push it repeatedly. Chatting would be fun.
Here's my number if you'd like to call.



 



Hearing no objections, Kevin sent the message.



 



"You did good, Kevin," Jennifer said with approval. "I'm
surprised...and a little moist."



 



Kevin almost dropped the phone when it buzzed. He stabbed at the
green button three times before managing to answer.



 



"Hello, this is Kevin."



 



"This is your friendly neighborhood den mother." The voice was
sultry, rich, and inviting. "You can call me Issa."



 



"Ok, Issa. You can call me..."



 



"Kevin," she finished. "I got that part. Is now a good time to
talk?"



 



Surrounded by three women vigorously shaking their heads in
approval, Kevin said it was. Clearly they could hear what Issa was
saying, even though she wasn't on speaker.



 



"Are you home alone?" She asked. "Don't answer that. I just
realized that if you asked me that question it would sound really
creepy."



 



He laughed. "I'll answer anyway. It's no to both. I'm not home or
alone. I'm at the 420 Bar with three...um, colleagues." He glanced
up at them as if to verify their presence.



 



"Boys night out?"



 



"Not really. They are female girls...I mean women." Kevin was
flustered.



 



"You sound popular."



 



"No, I sound like an idiot. We just decided to have a drink after
work. And they were helping me get up and running on this dating
site."



 



"I saw you were a newbie. They don't mind you talking to a fourth
female girl?"



 



"Absolutely not!" yelled Jennifer, with a slight slur in speech.
She was one round ahead of the rest. "Why don't you come have drink
with us? It's only 7:30."



 



"And there's safety in numbers," Bethany added.



 



There was dead silence for a moment, before Issa said, "That ok
with you Kevin?"



 



"Sure. Sounds good. Let me give you the address."



 



Issa gave a throaty laugh. "What is this, 1990? Besides, the 420 is
like 5 minutes from me. I'll be there in 15."



 



Chapter Three



 



The four finished the appetizers and the second round of drinks
while waiting for their guest.



 



Kevin was facing the door, and spotted Issa as she stepped into the
room. She was wearing a dark blue dress that clung to her curvy
form. He waved at her. She smiled and moved toward them. Issa was
thicc. Kevin stood, grabbed a chair from the empty next table next
to them, and motioned her to it.



 



"I assume the guy surrounded by lovely women is Kevin," said Issa.



 



"You look just like your picture," Kevin responded. "Minus the
bathing suit, of course."



 



"Minus the bathing suit," mocked Jennifer. "In your dreams, bass
boy."



 



Issa looked slightly confused, but laughed along with the other
women.



 



"Don't mind Jennifer," Claire explained. "Her mind's in the gutter,
even more than usual. There was some sex talk before you arrived."



 



"Sounds fun," replied Issa. Turning to Kevin she said, "And you
look just like your picture. You're even wearing the same clothes."



 



"I'm sure you could talk him out of them," Jennifer blurted.



 



Kevin signaled the server for more drinks. Issa ordered a martini.



 



"This is quite a bawdy group. My kind of people," Issa said with a
smile.



 



The girls all introduced themselves. They regaled Issa with the
saga of Kevin's dating profile and pic. They also explained bass
boat boy. When they were done, Issa asked, "So what's the rest of
your story, Kevin?"



 



Kevin was as brief as possible. Highlighting positives and avoiding
negatives, he tried to quickly pivot the question back to Issa, but
she resisted. Turning to the other women, she asked for more
detail.



 



"Men like to summarize," said Issa. "I need a little more of the
facets, feelings, and specifics. Fill in the blanks girls."



 



They did, sharing observations about Kevin that he didn't even
realize about himself. Jennifer and Claire described his care for
Katie, and grief over her loss. They ended with the dating profile
escapades, which helped lighten the mood.



 



Issa nodded throughout, smiling at Kevin. Then it was her turn.



 



She was originally "Marissa," but after the divorce, she took off
the "Ma." A son in college. A miniature schnauzer at home. Head of
human resources at a small company. Her divorce was two years in
the past, but a foregone conclusion for several years before that.
Her ex was obsessed with two things. His business and his golf
game. Issa had been third or fourth on the list for years, and kept
slipping lower. They had sex, but not intimacy. He met a young
woman on the links who was looking for a Sugar Daddy, and he
eagerly complied. The divorce settlement left Issa with the house,
a car, and a decent nest egg. She still needed to work, enjoyed
what she did, but also took frequent vacations. She described a
recent trip to Cabo, and how she'd lost her bikini top in the
waves.



 



Kevin watched her hands as they illustrated each word. She touched
his arm a couple times. He watched her eyes as they moved from
person to person around the table. He dropped his gaze down her
neck, to her breasts, then quickly back up to her face. When she
looked away, he glanced down her left thigh to where her skirt
ended. Then he ogled what he could see of her generous ass
enveloped by the chair.



 



"And that's how I made a million dollars with OnlyFans."



 



The words hung in the air for a second. Just as Kevin took them in,
the women laughed hysterically.



 



"Oh, I um, I uh," he stuttered apologetically. "I was just lost
there for a second. But I was listening."



 



He had zoned out. Issa's non-sequitur had caught him. Kevin looked
around at the faces of the four women, wondering what to say. The
second before, he had been fucking Issa in his mind. He'd imagined
her bent over the table, skirt hiked up to her hips, panties pulled
aside, as plowed her from behind. It was a scene of shocking
clarity.



 



"I tell a fascinating life story," Issa said with a smile. "Hope
you're taking notes." At that moment, her phone started buzzing.
Excusing herself, Issa stepped away from the table toward the front
door to take the call.



 



"You like her," Claire stated.



 



"I think so too," agreed Bethany.



 



"I think you're just horny," said Jennifer. "You did everything but
drool over her. She's kinda bodacious, but you've gotta hold it
together."



 



Kevin flushed and felt foolish. The combination of loneliness,
medicated by the company of four women, a dating profile, and all
the playful banter had pushed him over the edge. Issa returned.



 



"I'm sorry, but I've got to go."



 



Kevin stood up so fast he almost knocked over the chair.



 



"Please don't. I'll be better, I promise." Issa laughed. "You're
fine. That was my son. He's coming home for the weekend. I need to
get things ready at home, and pick him up at the airport in the
morning."



 



Bethany said, "Smooth moves, Kevin. It was nice to meet you Issa."



 



"I agree," added Claire. "Hope we can do this again. Right
Jennifer?"



 



"Yes, indeed," her friend agreed, "And please give our boy another
chance, won't you?



 



"It's been fun," Issa said. "Kevin?"



 



He was having another out of body experience. It was like being in
a play, and forgetting you had lines.



 



"Absolutely. I'll, I'll call you...after this weekend."



 



"You do that," Issa said as she stretched up on her toes and kissed
him on the cheek. "Goodnight all."



 



And she was gone.



 



"Time to call it a night," Jennifer said.



 



"Really, Jen? Can't you stay a little longer?" Claire pleaded.



 



Bethany said, "I'm not ready to go yet either."



 



"You're my ride, Claire. I've got a husband to rescue. Can't avoid
home much longer."



 



"I'll take you home," Kevin offered.



 



"Thanks, bass boy. I accept. Later girls. Don't have too much fun.
My FOMO is for real."



 



Chapter Four



 



The two of them exited the bar and started back over toward the
office garage, which was the lower level of their building. Kevin
offered his arm as they crossed the street. Jennifer accepted. It
was part gentlemanly, and part because she was a bit wobbly. Given
her height and low heels, she matched his 6'1" frame. She leaned
into him as they walked, and didn't seem to be in a hurry.



 



"Will your husband mind that you were out having a couple drinks?"



 



"I don't think so. It doesn't happen very often."



 



"Will he mind that a guy drove you home?"



 



"As far as he knows, Claire's my ride. I'm not inviting you in."



 



He smiled.



 



"Sorry that this has been a sexually frustrating evening for you,
Kevin."



 



"Well, I didn't wake up this morning expecting to have any orgasmic
adventures."



 



"True. But it seemed promising with Issa. If her night hadn't ended
early, you might have ended up in her bed. You were already in her
in your mind weren't you."



 



"It was that obvious? I guess I was pre-primed all evening."



 



They reached the car. Kevin opened the door, and started to help
her in. She stopped.



 



"I noticed that earlier. At your desk, I observed a big bulge in
your pants. Sorry my tits got in your way."



 



She leaned against him. "I can feel it right now." Jennifer
giggled, turned away, and sat in the car.



 



Kevin closed the door, then made his way to around to the driver's
side. He paused, took a deep breath, then opened his door and slid
behind the wheel.



 



"I feel sorry for you," she said. "Blue balls can't be any fun, and
yours must be painful."



 



Kevin shook his head. "Thanks for your pity, but I'll survive. A
little time on the treadmill, followed by a cold shower, and I'll
be right as rain."



 



"What? You won't jerk off? Wouldn't a little masturbation ease your
discomfort? Help you sleep?"



 



"Hardly something I would mention in polite conversation. My
self-pleasuring practices are things I normally keep to myself."
"You've been such a sweetheart tonight, buying drinks, driving me
home. I think I should help."



 



Kevin's heart began thudding in his chest. He swallowed hard.



 



"What are you talking about? Help how?"



 



"I don't mean fucking you. That's for the hubby. He's got a
birthday in a couple months. He will be royally fucked at that
time. I mean, I could...inspire you as you...relieve yourself."



 



Kevin's cock was instantly hard. He shifted uncomfortably in his
seat.



 



"That sounds a little awkward."



 



"For you or for me?"



 



"Both maybe?"



 



"I'll be fine. I've seen a penis or two in my time. I don't think
yours will be anything extraordinary. You're not like 18" long are
you?"



 



Kevin snorted. "I've never measured, but it's likely a foot shorter
than that."



 



Jennifer reached over and placed her hand on the bulge in his
pants. She lightly ran her fingers over the contours of the
protrusion. He gasped involuntarily.



 



"I'll let you touch you. You do all your own work. I'll just tell
you what to do. Some jerk-off instructions, if you will. And if you
make a mess, no big deal, because it's your car."



 



"Your reasoning is impeccable, and honestly, if I didn't have blue
balls before, I sure do now."



 



"So I'm going to take my hand off of your crotch, and you're going
to unbuckle your pants. Right now."



 



Kevin felt like he was underwater. He looked furtively around, but
saw no one else in the garage. He lifted his butt off the seat and
slid his pants down to his knees. Although he was still wearing
underwear, his cock sprang straight up, touching the steering
wheel.



 



"My, oh my! You are happy to see me." With her index finger,
Jennifer touched the cloth-covered head of his penis, then slowly
circled the circumference. He groaned. She made another circle,
even slower. Then another. Kevin could see a wet spot, as his
pre-cum soaked through the underwear.



 



"Now, take off those underpants," she ordered. "Let's see what
you've got to work with."



 



He obeyed. There was no hesitation or embarrassment. Free from the
underwear, his cock was pulsing, the head almost purple. He spread
his legs as far as he could. His left leg hit the car door. His
right leg pushed against the gear shift and made contact with
Jennifer's leg. He turned to her. She looked directly into his eyes
and smiled.



 



"Don't touch yourself yet," she said softly. "I want to look at it
while I talk to you."



 



Kevin twisted in his seat. He could not remember ever being this
sexually excited. Desperately, he grabbed the lever under the
steering wheel, and pushed the wheel up as far as it would go. Then
he reached for the seat controls and moved it backward and as low
as possible.



 



"Comfy?" she said in a way that sounded caring and slutty at the
same time. "Now I know you want me to lick your big hard cock,
don't you?"



 



He nodded, and made a groaning sound.



 



"But I'm not going to do that, am I." It wasn't a question. "I'm
not going to put my red lips over the head of your cock. I'm not
going to stick your dick into my mouth. I'm not going to let you
shoot sperm down my throat. And I'm not going to take off my
panties, spread my legs, and show you my pussy. But even if I did,
I'm definitely not going to let you push your cock into my wet,
juicy cunt. That's off limits. Because I know that you would barely
get that swollen penis head into the lips of my vagina before you
would cum in my pussy."



 



Kevin let out a moan that sounded like pain. He was immobilized by
lust.



 



"What I am going to do, is tell you when you can stroke your big,
beautiful cock. I'll let you touch yourself. Smoothly, furiously,
up and down, until you ejaculate all over this car. Are you ready
Kevin?"



 



He nodded. He wanted to jerk off more than he'd ever wanted to
before.



 



"Jennifer?" It was almost a whimper. "Will you..."


OEBPS/Images/bod_cover.jpg
BLsIkE

JOY,
PDOPPVWAI W

URE

EA'S

p[

R





