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Chapter One


An Idea Is Born
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Socially, college had not been kind to me. It was the mid-sixties and the 'sexual revolution' was in full bloom, but somehow I could never find the recruiting office to sign up. It seemed that the wild-haired hippy types who spent their campus time protesting everything were the ones who ended up with the chicks. Yea, they were the short, frizzy, crimped-haired girls who majored in political science, journalism, and/or cannabis, but they dropped their clothes in a minute for any guy they perceived as passionate for a cause. I could never bring myself to be anywhere near that crowd.

Try as I may, I could not seem to find the type of girl who excited me. I was completely enraptured by the classic sorority girls who loved to drink and dance most of the night, who laughed easily and heartily, and who weren't embarrassed to be blatantly sexual. I drooled over the few such women that I did meet and was frustrated because they always seemed to belong to some other guy. They found me fun to dance with and fun to flirt with, but at the end of the evening, they went home with their guy for what I imagined was a night of passionate sex. I, on the other hand, went home sweaty, at least half drunk, and carrying my swollen blue balls.

It was not that I was a troll. I never thought of myself as handsome, but I was slim and muscular while trying to be outgoing and fun. The girls I did attract were usually the quieter types who were more interested in a long-term relationship leading to marriage than a wild weekend of wine, dancing, and sex.  I guess I better fit the image of a dentist or an accountant instead of being a 'bad boy' capable of taking a woman by sheer force of will. So as the years ground on, I found myself on the sidelines of the varsity sex team instead of being a player.

It was after a Saturday night party that an idea came to me. It had been a typical party at the fraternity house with a live band, a keg of beer, lots of dancing, and lots of screaming. Things wound down about 1:30 since the girls had to be back in their dorms before 2:00. Rows of cars with steamed up windows lined the quadrangle formed by the girls' dormitory buildings. Couples were stretching the last few minutes for some final kissing and petting before the rush to sign in.

In the darkness, I lay in the bed of my crappy one-room apartment, the walls slowly spinning and my stomach churning, feeling like the world's biggest loser. Alone again, without a woman to share a night of exploration and pleasure, on the downhill side of drunk, and frustrated as hell in my loneliness. My thoughts drifted back to my few sexual experiences and my cock promptly swelled to its full extension. I wrapped my hand around it and began to slowly squeeze. Largely numb from the night's numerous plastic cups of beer, I found only limited sensation even in the usually very sensitive head. I pinched it between my fingers and thumb admiring the hardness. My hand traced the graceful curve and I found comfort in the notable length of it.

As my stomach continued to churn, it became increasing obvious that all the beer I drank might soon make a return trip. I swung my legs out of the bed and stood up in the darkness. On unsteady legs I staggered across the dark room until I reached the worn kitchen sink that stood alone in one corner. Bracing one hand against the enamel sink, I finally found the hanging pull chain of the ancient light above the sink and gave it a jerk. The normally dim light was momentarily painful until my eyes adjusted. I braced myself against the sink and waited to see if my stomach was going to unload. Yes...no... yes...no...my churning stomach had its revenge upon me for slugging down all that golden lager. After what seemed an eternity, the nausea passed and I leaned with my head between my hands, my forehead resting against the cool rim of the sink. Pushing back and standing, I caught sight of the pathetic soul in the mirror. The glassy eyes and frazzled hair were in stark contrast to the image I usually saw as I shaved each morning.  The mirror tilted slightly and, as I stepped back, I could see my body. The muscles were still there but now were less defined due to the neglect of regular exercise. In high school the football, wrestling, and track programs had built up and defined my youthful muscles. I was too small and too slow for college athletics so, except for occasional running, there was little exercise in my daily life.

My eyes continued down until my still-hard cock came into view. I stabilized my stance and studied how it remained swollen tight and curved. I watched in the mirror as my hands wrapped about it and squeezed, leaving just the tip sticking out. I was proud of both its length and the hardness that easily resisted my tightest squeeze. I released it and watched it bounce freely. Below it hung the balls, like the tender car behind an old steam locomotive, carrying the fuel and water that kept the whole system working. The parallel did not escape me.

Turning from side to side I admired it as the 'weapon of pleasure' it could be. Hardly a formidable or intimidating thing, it struck me as just the right size to provide hours of enjoyment to any woman who was willing to use it for its intended purpose. In my still fuzzy mental state, a degree of frustration began to set in. It was such a nice cock. Young and healthy, it should be a device of great pleasure that sees regular use, serving lusty young ladies as well as me. I looked up at my face in the mirror then down again. I wrapped one hand about my cock and shook it up and down. To the face in the mirror I said, “There must be a woman somewhere who wants this. Why can I not find a woman who wants to enjoy my body as much as I want to enjoy hers. This cock should be buried to the hilt inside the comforting softness of a warm and wet pussy. Damn why can't I find a woman!” 

Without answering my own question, I clicked off the light and made my way back to the bed. Between the alcohol and the self-induced orgasm, a deep sleep came on quickly.

****
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The next morning's hangover was mild compared to some I had experienced. A late lunch stabilized the stomach and I returned to my room to get started on homework for Monday. Before starting work, I picked up the University News, the free student newspaper that had lain on the table since Thursday. Most of the articles were lame drivel about how the university was abusing the students, but it provided an excuse to delay doing homework. Eventually I got to the classifieds where students were buying, selling, seeking jobs, and seeking tutors.  A light bulb in my head lit up. If I could find a tutor to teach me math, why couldn't I find a tutor to teach me sex? The idea boiled within me and my mind explored the unlimited possibilities. What the hell, for the cost of a classified ad I may finally find a woman to ease my pain. It was like a light in a dark room.

****
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On Monday, between classes, I sat in a campus coffee shop composing my advertisement. It was a lot more difficult than I had expected. It had to communicate what I was looking for but, at the same time, it could not be blatant or graphic. Even the sophomoric university student newspaper would not accept a classified ad that sounded like, “guy seeks woman for sex”. Finally I opened an abandoned copy of the University News and read the classified ads. Adapting an ad requesting tutoring services, I began to write a draft. It had to communicate that I was of legal age and that I was seeking an older, experienced woman to teach me the skills I needed. After several drafts and numerous modifications, I came up with my ad.

Male college junior seeks mature woman as tutor and advisor in the ways of life and love. No fee is offered. Call J.J. at (555) 621-3987.

I read and reread the brief paragraph looking for anything that might be misinterpreted or confusing, or that could be communicated more effectively. Finally I tired of obsessing and tore the sheet from my tablet, folded it, and put it into my pocket. My next stop would be the office of the university's student newspaper.

The building at the edge of campus housed numerous offices of student organizations and campus services. On the second floor, I finally walked into the newspaper office.  I guess I had been expecting an orderly place with rows of desks occupied by neatly dressed students being carefully supervised by faculty in suits. The couple of desks visible were piled high with clutter, while political and environmental posters hung on the walls. The strains of acid rock blared from a nearby radio. I instantly knew that I was in the domain of the frizzy-haired woman and subconsciously hoped that I might get hauled into the back for a quick blow job by some passion-filled hippy chick. Those hopes were dashed when a red-haired student whose face resembled a Brillo pad with eyes stepped forward through the chaos to greet me. I scanned briefly for the hippy chicks whom I just knew were nearby but decided that they must be hiding. I suspect that I had interrupted their conjugal visit with the fuzzy-faced guy standing before me.

“Hey man, can I help you?”

“Yes, I want to place a classified ad.”

“It's five dollars for the first fifteen words, then a dollar for every five words after that. Do you have your ad?”

“Yes, it's right here.” I handed him the folded paper. He opened it and read it, looking a bit puzzled.

“What is it you're looking for?”

“A tutor.” I struggled keep a straight face.

His lower lip hung down as he again read my ad. “Uh, ah...OK.”

His lips moved while he counted the words in my ad. “Twenty-five words, that's seven dollars.” He opened a drawer in the cluttered desk and took out a form that he handed to me. “Please fill out this form.”

I filled out the form and handed it back with the seven dollars.

“You need a receipt?”

Being unsure that he was capable of preparing a receipt, I told him no. He stapled my sheet to the form and put it into an in-box on the desk.

“Your ad will appear in Thursday's paper and run once a week for three weeks. Call us if you see any problems.”

I nodded and turned away, walking to the door, but I paused at the door and turned back to him. “Are you a journalism major?”

“Uh...yea.”

I nodded again and turned back, opening the door. Yea, like I had to ask. A major in journalism with a minor in cannabis and frizzy-haired chicks. 
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Chapter Two


The Calls Begin
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My schedule that term was strange. I had classes most of the day on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, but on Tuesday and Thursday my classes were finished by noon. It became my time to do errands and to catch up on homework. This Thursday I was boiling with curiosity about what the response to my ad would be. I rushed home to be near the phone.

It was close to 3:00 before the phone rang. “Hello.”

A man's voice asked, “Hello, is this J.J.?”

“Yes.”

“I saw your ad for a tutor. Baby I could teach you a lot.”

“I'm looking for a woman, are you a woman?”

“Well no, but there's nothing a woman could do for you that I can't.”

“Can you teach me to please a woman?”

“Baby, when I get done with you, you won't care if there's a woman on this planet.”

“I'm really not interested in meeting a man.”

He became more assertive. “Just give me a chance. Once you try it with me, you'll never go back.”

“I'm not interested, I'm looking for a woman.”

“Meet me honey, let me make your cock sing.”

“No, thank you.” I hung up the phone and sat staring out the window. Now that was something I didn't expect. I returned to my homework.

About twenty minutes later the phone rang again. “Hello.”

A woman's voice, “J.J.?”

“Yes ma'am.” A woman! I was excited.

“Hello J.J., your ad says that you're looking for a woman.”

“Yes, I want a mature woman to teach me how to please her.”

“Well I don't know if I qualify as 'mature', but I'm definitely qualified to teach you.”

This was interesting. “How old are you?”

She feigned shock. “J.J., you never ask a lady her age.”

“You're right, I'm sorry. What is your name.”

“I'm Ginger, all the spice you'll ever need.”

“That's cute Ginger. What are you looking for?”

“I just love men and I'd love to teach you how to make a woman purr like a cat.”

BINGO! “Yes Ginger, that is what I want.”

“Do you have a credit card?”

I was confused. “Credit card? Why do you want a credit card?”

“Honey, I can make you a happy man, but only if you make me a happy woman. I really love men who are generous to me. Men who want me to dress well and look good. You do want me to dress well and look good for you, right?”

Suddenly I was confused. “Yea, I guess.”

“That takes money sweet cheeks, there ain't no free lunch. Now do you have a credit card or don't you?”

“I have a gasoline charge card.”

“Baby, I'm not a car, I'm a woman. Don't you have a Master Charge. Maybe we can work out a cash deal.”

“Cash deal? But my ad clearly says, 'no fee offered'.”

“I read that, but I figured that was just for the cops.”

“Cops? No, I'm looking for a woman but I have no intention of paying for one.”

“Why hell baby, you're no fun at all.”

“Sorry.” She hung up. Damn, I thought I had a winner there. 

The next call was about ten minutes later. “Hello.”

The voice was female and syrup sweet. “Hi J.J., this is Beverly and I loved your ad.”

My ears peaked up. “Thank you.” Then I remembered Ginger and said, “Did you read the ad completely?”

“Yes, and it made me so hot.”

WHOA! There's life here. “Hot, why's that?”

She sounded breathless, “Just the thought of a strong young man pounding my hot, wet pussy just makes me shiver with lust.”

“I didn't expect the ad to do that, but it sounds like we're on the right track.” 

“I love to have a young man slowly undress me and touch me all over before he shoves his hard cock into me. I want him to put me on my hands and knees and take me from behind. Can you do that?” 

My mouth was dry and my mind whirling. I struggled to sound unaffected. “I certainly can. You have only to tell me what you enjoy and I can provide it.”

She still sounded breathless, “Is your cock hard?”

I was enjoying this immensely, but something just didn't seem right. “Yes, it's starting to get very hard.”

“Take it out for me. Take it out and hold it in your hand.”

I was becoming suspicious, but this was fun. I paused a moment before I answered. “Yes, it's all swollen and hard. I'm holding it in my hand and I wish you could see it.”

I could hear the smile in her voice. “Really J.J. It's all hot and hard.”

“Yes.”

“Now, take it home and shove it into your mother, you stupid motherfucker.” Female laughter exploded at the other end. It sounded to be at least three voices and possibly more. Then the phone went dead. It sounds like my ad was a hit in one of the girls' dorms. I hung up the phone. Maybe this was a bad idea. 

I had hardly recovered from the last call before the phone rang again. I almost dreaded answering.

“Hello.” There was silence on the other end.  

“Hello.” A female voice. “Is this J.J.?”

“Yes.”

There was another brief pause. “You're a junior at the university?” There was uncertainty in her voice.

“Yes.”

There was another brief pause. “How old are you?”

“I'm twenty...I'll be twenty-one in November.”

I waited for a response, then I heard, “Oh Jesus Christ. I can't do this.” The line went dead. It left me baffled. That was strange. I hung up the phone.

In the next couple of hours I had calls from two more gay men, one more hooker, the girls' dorm called back again, twice, and there was a hang-up.  Later a minister called to offer me solace and an invitation to his youth group. I had all but given up by 6:00 when the phone rang again. 

“Hello.”

The female voice was cheery. “Hi J.J., my name is Pauline.”

I remained cautious, “Hello Pauline, thank you for calling.”

She seemed momentarily shaken, “You’re welcome, of course. I read your ad and I'd like to meet you.”

This could be it! This could be it! “It would be my pleasure to meet you Pauline. Are you near the university campus?”

“Yes, my office is on the south side of the campus, near Morgan Avenue.”

“When would you like to meet?”

“Could we meet this evening?”

Wow, this lady doesn't waste any time. “I have time if you do. Where would you like to meet?” How about in your bedroom in about ten minutes?

“There's a little coffee shop, Markham's, along Morgan Avenue, do you know it?”

“Yes, it's about fifteen minutes’ walk for me.”

“Meet me at 6:30?”

“Done, how will I know you?”

“I'm coming from my office. I'm wearing a grey skirt with white blouse. There are mainly students in that place, I'll be the grown-up.” 

We chuckled at her remark. “I'll be wearing jeans and a university jacket, looking like every other student.”

“Markham's is not very crowded at this time of day. I'm sure we'll have no problem connecting.”

Connecting? Exactly what I had in mind. “I agree, see you at 6:30.”

“Bye J.J.”

“Bye Pauline.” I hung up the phone. My feet hardly touched the floor as I tore off my shirt and did a quick wash and shave in the kitchen sink. The potential of this meeting had my head spinning.

****
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My nerves were tingling as I approached Markham's. Entering the door, I stood briefly looking at the tables. Finally I noticed a woman sitting alone at a back table. When her eyes met mine she smiled and timidly wiggled her fingers at me. I smiled back and walked toward her.

She looked to be about forty, definitely a 'plus size', but well dressed. Her brown hair fell to her collar and was carefully styled. The grey skirt matched her blazer, and gold jewelry sparkled about her neck and in her ears.  She was just the type of woman I was hoping to meet. A wide, perfect smile greeted me when I arrived at the table. We shook hands and I sat down.

I spoke first. “Have you had dinner? Please feel free to order dinner.”

She seemed unexpectedly shy. “Thank you, but I'm trying to watch my weight so I usually eat at home. I'll just have coffee but you have dinner if you wish.”

“Oh I'll just have coffee also. I'm so nervous about meeting you.”

She suddenly beamed, “Oh goodness, you have nothing to be nervous about.”

“You are a lovely and accomplished woman, and I am but a lowly undergrad.”

She smiled and tried to hide the blush in her face.

We made small talk until the coffee arrived.  She was the first to bring up my ad. “Have you had many responses to your ad?”

“None, other than yours, that were of any interest.”

“I understand the pressures of college life, especially when combined with youth. It's not easy trying to commit to studies when your hormones are raging.”

“Believe me, mine are raging.” As I sat staring at her, my mind began to picture her without the suit and the white blouse. I could almost feel my hands caressing her full breasts and pinching her puffy nipples. I had the urge to move around beside her so I could surreptitiously slide my hand up under her skirt. Yes, my hormones were raging.

“Well, you are not alone. There are a lot of students who are facing the same pressures that you are.”

“But I'll bet most of them are out there having sex regularly.” I felt very daring at bring up the subject.

She appeared shocked, “Oh I sincerely hope not.”

Her remark and the expression that accompanied it surprised me. “What do you mean?”

“The last thing that young people need to do is to be out there having sex when they aren't prepared for the numerous consequences.”

What the hell? “I'm sorry Pauline, I don't understand.”

“That's what I do. I'm a counselor and advisor to young people who are having problems with matters of life and love. I have a group that meets every Wednesday evening. I'd like to see you there.”

I felt disappointment and anger welling up inside of me. After a day of crazy and frustrating phone calls, all my hopes had just been dashed again. I grit my teeth and my hands formed into fists. I was very close to slamming the table. When I looked up at Pauline, she appeared frightened. I struggled to regain my composure. “I'm sorry Pauline but I had hoped for something else from this evening.”

She appeared surprised. “When I read your ad I thought you were seeking someone to talk with and discuss your feelings.”

“I'd love to do that Pauline, but I'd rather to do it in a bed after having sex.”

She seemed flustered. “I'm sorry J.J., that is not why I came here, and I'm sorry that you had the wrong impression.”

My anger had settled into pure frustration. “Pauline do you know how long it has been since I've been with a woman? Girls treat me like a needy geek because that must be how I act around them. I want to change that by meeting an older woman who can give me the confidence I need to project a different image.”

“J.J., I have several young men in my group who feel exactly the same way. Why don't you come next Wednesday at 7:00. The group meets in the same building as my office.” She opened her purse and took out a business card. “Call me if you need directions, or if you just want to talk.” She stood and picked up her purse. “It's been nice to meet you.”

I stood also. “Nice to meet you too.” She turned and walked out leaving me behind with my thoughts, frustrations, and the bill for the coffee.

****
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It was after 10:00 and I was sitting at the table grinding away at my homework when the phone rang. “Hello”. There was silence at the other end, but just before I hung up, a female voice.”

“J.J.?”

I recognized the voice as a lady who had called earlier but said, “...I can't do this.”

“Yes, please don't hang up.”

There was another pause. “Why did you place that ad?” Her voice was soft and thoughtful. She seemed nervous.”

“Because I'm hoping that I can find an older woman to teach me how to make love.”

“I couldn't get your ad out of my head. I called before but couldn't bring myself to talk to you. Pretty silly huh?”

“Not at all. It's hard to talk to a stranger.”

She laughed nervously, “Yes it sure is.” There was another pause.

“What's your name?”

“Elaine.”

“Why did you call?”

There was another pause but I waited patiently. “I don't know. Several reasons I supposed.”

“Will you tell me one of them?”

“I feel alone and abandoned sometimes. My goddamned husband...” There was another pause. “I'm sorry I just can't do this.” She hung up the phone.

I stood holding the buzzing receiver. Elaine, her name is Elaine.

****

[image: ]


Friday was another class day followed by an unsuccessful evening dedicated to seeking female companionship while accomplishing only drinking to excess. The resulting headache carried over into Saturday morning when the phone rang. As I lay listening, a woman calling herself Marty droned on about how lonely she used to feel until she found Jesus and that Jesus could fulfill my life also. I put the phone on the floor with the receiver off the hook and actually fell asleep for a while until the beeping woke me up again. Jesus is a wonderful man, but I was looking for a woman.

Later in the day another gay man called me and, just before I went out, the girls' dorm called for another laugh. This time they received an outburst from me that I was looking for a grown-up and not a bunch of silly children. Maybe that helped, I know it helped me.

Sunday was a blur that continued into classes on Monday. When I got home around 6:00, I just missed a call. My idea was not working out as I had hoped. It was almost 10:00 when the phone rang again.

“Hello.”

“I called several times, when is the best time to reach you?” It was Elaine.

My heart jumped but I tried to remain calm. “Hello Elaine, my classes are mostly on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. I'm usually here by 7:00. Tuesday and Thursday I'm done by noon and here by 1:00. Unless I go home for the weekend, I'm here on weekends.”

“I can't call on weekends.” There were tones of uncertainty and frustration in her voice.

“Okay.” I paused to wait for her. 

“This is so nuts! I'm calling some boy who's younger than my son. How pathetic is that?”

“Elaine, please don't hang up. Just talk to me and tell me why you called. I'm just a voice on the phone.” There was a pause. “Tell me about Elaine.”

She seemed to calm down momentarily before the outburst began. “Elaine? Well let me tell you, Elaine is a mess. Elaine spent most of her life saying the right words and smiling at the right time. Even though her husband was banging freshman girls in the back of his office, Elaine continued to play the role of model wife and mother. Elaine hosted parties for boring university administrators and faculty when she'd rather have thrown their stuffy asses out into the street. And now, Elaine is tired of playing by the goddamned rules and touching all the goddamned bases, when all she gets is shit on.” There was a pause before a calmer Elaine said, “That kind of sums it up.”

“How long have you been married?”

“Twenty-five years, and the only good thing that bastard ever did for me was create our son. Now he's grown, married, and has moved away so, as you might have noticed, the loneliness is getting to me. Hell, why else would I be calling some college boy.”

This was hardly what I was looking for. I was hoping to find some middle-aged babe who just wanted a few good rolls in the hay. Instead I was starting to sense that, “I really like you but...” speech that I usually got after listening to a girl pour her heart out to me about some slimy boyfriend who had betrayed her.

“What is it you are looking for?”

She thought for a minute before answering. “Someone to talk to...and I'd like to have some fun. Do you know how long it's been since I've just had fun? Damn I can't remember the last time I've laughed or danced...or genuinely enjoyed myself.”

“I think I can help with that?”

She chuckled, “You can huh? And what are you proposing?”

“Go out with me. We can have dinner and then go dancing.”

She laughed, “Are you kidding me? You can't even drink legally.”

“I don't need to drink. Drinking may impair my performance anyway.”

“Your performance? I haven't agreed to have dinner with you and you're concerned about your performance. You're getting just a bit ahead of yourself, aren't you?”

“Hey, you called me.”

“You arrogant little bastard!” She hung up the phone.

Well ace, you've done it again. I sat there listening to the dial tone in complete disbelief of what I had just done. I finally seemed to have something going and I blew it.

About a half an hour passed as I sat preparing for Monday's classes. The phone rang again.

“Hello.”

“Hi, I'm sorry.”

“I am too.”

“Can we start again?”

“Sure.”

“I'd like to meet you.”

“Do you live near the campus?”

“Yes, near the north side.”

“On the west side of campus there's a place called Edward's Bar on Bouquet Street between Fifth Avenue and the boulevard. Good food and quiet. Meet me there at 7:00 on Tuesday. I'll stand on the sidewalk near the door. How will I know you?”

She paused briefly then said, “I'll wear a burgundy beret. If I can't make it, I'll call.”

“Thank you, see you then.”

“Bye.”
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Chapter Three


It's a Date
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I had been a basket case all day on Tuesday. I hurried home to work on homework as I watched the slowly moving clock. By 6:00 I was showered, shaved, shampooed, had my hair dried and fluffed, and doused myself in enough cologne to sterilize a hospital room. I picked through my clothes, struggling to put together an outfit that was youthful yet reflected my 'maturity'. At 6:30 I could no longer restrain myself and I headed for Edward's. Since it was only a ten-minute walk, I found myself standing awkwardly near the door for what seemed like forever. 7:00 came and went leaving me feeling like a sucker. I was just getting ready to leave when a woman rounded the corner. As she got closer, I noticed the burgundy beret atop her long brown hair. She wore a sweater and carefully tailored slacks. She approached me, sounding a bit out of breath.

“J.J.?”

I smiled at her. “Elaine, what a pleasure to finally meet you.” As we shook hands I could sense the nervousness within her. She was a lovely woman of about 45 with a few extra pounds and enough wrinkles to excite me. As we shook hands, my mind kept screaming, Oh wow! Oh wow! Oh wow! 

“I'm sorry to be late, I had trouble finding a parking space.”

“Not a problem. I would wait for hours to meet you.” I am SUCH a liar. 

She smiled shyly, apparently enjoying my flattery.

I turned toward the door, “Shall we go in?”

I liked Edward's. It was one of those dark places with large plush booths and jazz music playing in the background. The kind of place that seemed to have been built for people having affairs and those who wanted to have affairs. The hostess settled us into one of those booths and handed us menus. Elaine took off her beret and put it beside her purse.  We sat nervous and silent until after the waitress took our drink order and left us. Elaine spoke first.

“I almost backed out tonight. In fact, I tried to call you around 6:30 but I got no answer so I figured that you had already left.”

“I'm glad that you came. I really wanted to meet you.”

She lowered her head and did not say anything more until after the waitress had delivered our drinks and taken our food order.

“I've never done anything like this before. I've been married to my husband for twenty-five years and I know he's been cheating on me. He's a sociology professor at the university, and he has a thing for freshman girls.”

Wow, sociology, another home of the frizzy-haired chick. “How do you know that?”

“Because I was one of them. The big difference is that he knocked me up and we ended up getting married. I'm sure he's more careful now.”

“I'm sorry, that must be hard to live with.”

She began to open up and the bitterness was evident. “At first, after I had our son, we had a great life together. Anytime I confronted him about his cheating, at first he would deny it. Later on he didn't even bother to do that. When I wouldn't let it go, he would tell me that I was free to leave, but he would remind of the pre-nuptial agreement that I had signed as a stupid eighteen-year-old girl. I would go out the door with what I had brought in, which was very little. As long as our son lived at home, I dedicated my life to him, but now he's grown and gone.” Her voice began to choke up. She paused to regain her composure.

“All those years with him were so empty for me...so humiliating. Most of the faculty and a lot of the students know what he does. His reputation has circulated around campus for as long as we've been married. Every little tart knows that all she has to do is give Professor Silverman a blow job and she gets an 'A' on her test. He's got his own little kingdom and he controls whatever happens there.” She grabbed her glass and took a long drink.

I reached over and touched her hand. I could feel the hurt in her voice and see it in her face. She looked at me strangely at first, then she suddenly slid over to me. She took my hand and pressed it between her legs. I was startled. She stared at me and her eyes became cold.

“This is the first time a man's hand has touched me there for over five years. Do you know what that's like? After a while the ol' vibrator just doesn't cut it anymore. That's why your ad rang home with me.” She fell silent and her eyes changed. She released my hand and slid back around the booth to her place. “I'm sorry, I hope that I didn't embarrass you. Sometimes the frustration overwhelms my sense of decorum.”

I stared at her briefly trying to understand what had just happened. Without saying a word I slid over to her, parted her legs, and placed my hand between them. Now it was my turn. Now it was her who was startled as my hand worked against the fabric of her slacks.

“I DO know how you feel. It hasn't been five years for me but it sure does feel like it has. I long to touch a woman, to hold her warm body next to mine, and to slide my aching cock into her. That's why I placed the ad and I pray that you are the one I've been looking for.” Her mouth hung open and her eyes locked into mine. I felt her hand creep into my lap to brush my tightly swollen cock as it pushed against my pants. I saw her swallow hard. Then her hand slid away. We sat awkwardly staring at each other with gaping mouths. I removed my hand and slid back to my place. Elaine picked up her purse and took out a twenty-dollar bill. She threw it on the table and turned to me.

“Come on.”

That was as much as I needed to hear. Elaine picked up her beret and slid from the booth with me close behind. I was glad that the room was dark, hoping that the bulge at the front of my pants would be less noticeable. I hurried to catch her at the door so I could hold it open. As soon as we were outside I took her arm and tried to kiss her. She pulled away.

“Not here, my car is a couple of blocks up the street.”

I walked beside her like an excited puppy, down to the corner, then a block and a half up the street. She unlocked the passenger side of the Jaguar sedan then walked around to the driver's side. I could hardly contain my excitement while waiting for her to get into the car. She slid down into the driver's seat and put the keys into the ignition. Her purse fell to the floor and the beret to the seat as we reached for each other. Her lips were hungry as they met mine. We wrapped up in each other's arms while our lips ground together. My head felt like it would explode from the excitement. My arms held her tightly as if fearing she would try to escape. When finally our lips did separate I stared at her face while she stared at mine. Her mouth hung open and she gasped for breath. My arms released her and my hand slid under the bottom of her sweater to find her breast resting within its silky container. My clumsy hand crushed and squeezed her while her hand pulled my head back to hers. Her arms released me and I felt her hips rise from the seat. Our faces separated and I looked down to see her releasing the belt of her slacks. It fell open and she quickly unzipped her slacks. One hand lifted up the waistband of her panties while the other pulled my hand from her breast and moved it downward. Following her lead I thrust my hand between her open legs to find her soft warmth sheltered within a tangle of curly hair. She stiffened at my touch and her arms again wrapped about my neck. When my finger entered her wet canal, her gasp was stifled against my lips. I worked my finger within her while her hips writhed. Each touch brought a new cry from her. Her head turned from mine and one arm reached down beside her seat. Suddenly the bench seat began to move back carrying us with it. Then her arm was back around me while her hips rose higher.

I loved the feel of her. Her pussy was so warm, wet, and slippery, and every thrust of my fingers caused her to react. This was so exciting to me that my cock threatened to burst from my pants. Her cries became more and more intense and her movements more frantic until her arms crushed my neck. She made a series of choking gasps into my ear while her hips stiffened as if she were being shocked. Slowly she began to calm. It was then that we heard the laughter. Looking through the somewhat steamed windshield we saw two student couples looking at us and laughing.

“Oh Jesus Christ!” Elaine was very embarrassed and hurried to start the car. As we pulled away, she struggled to straighten her clothes before moving the seat back into position.  “How in the hell did I let that happen? Shit!” Elaine was obviously flustered.

“So what?”

“So what! Do you realize what just happened? Those people were watching us.”

“Yea, again, so what?”

“This is my husband's car, the one with the faculty parking sticker. What if those kids recognize my husband's car? What if they spread the word and it gets back to him?”

“You mean your husband who likes freshman girls? That husband?”

“Yes.”

“What's he going to do, divorce you? Will he drag you into divorce court where all his years of indiscretions will be made public knowledge? You know, not all of those freshman girls may have been of legal age. Do you think he wants to open THAT can of worms in open court?”

She seemed to relax. “You're probably right. It's just that after all the years of playing the perfect 'professor's wife', the thought of being caught having sex with a boy half my age was mortifying.”

I slid over beside her and nuzzled up to her neck. She smiled and wiggled as I kissed and tongued my way up and down her neck.

“Remember the old adage, 'What's good for the goose is good for the gander'?”

She purred a response. I continued my assault upon her neck.

“Well, the reverse is true also.”

“This goose needs a drink, let's go to my place.”

Thank you God!
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Chapter Four


A Drink and More
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I didn't even watch where we were going. My lips and tongue were all over her neck and my hand was under her sweater. She would gasp and moan one moment, then be laughing the next. I remember the car stopping briefly in the driveway and waiting for the garage door to open before we drifted into the garage. Once the car stopped, my lips were on hers and my hand moved between her legs. She reacted briefly, but eventually she grabbed my shoulders and pushed me away.

“All right, all right. Enough already, give me a break.” She opened the car door and climbed out, taking a minute to close the zipper in her pants and fasten her belt. She fluffed her hair and let out a, “Whew.” Then she turned to me. 

“You know, you've had your hand in my pants and now here you are in my house, and I don't even know your name. Who the hell is 'J.J.'?”

I smiled and realized that she was right. “James Jonathon Pickens from Frankfort, Kentucky. Those who don't call me J.J. call me Jamie. Pleased to make your acquaintance ma'am.”

“Kentucky, no wonder I liked you. You're different from the bunch of stuffy egg heads who live around here. Welcome to my home Jamie.”

“Thank you Elaine. No one has ever called me stuffy or an egg head.”

I followed her through a door into the basement of her home and immediately up the steps. She walked to a security panel on the dining room wall and entered a code. I followed her into the kitchen where she took out and opened a bottle of wine. I stood on one side of a counter while she took down two stem glasses from a cabinet. There was something erotic about the way she poured the wine. I found her calm demeanor and experienced movements exciting. This was also the first time I had seen her clearly in glaring florescent light. She was a beautiful woman with soft brown hair. In the harsh light, a few strands of grey contrasted against the brown. A few 'character lines' graced her face. She poured two glasses of wine and handed one to me. She took a sip before turning and taking my hand.

I followed her through the elegant dining room and a living room that looked like something that should be behind velvet ropes. Without a word she guided me to a room with bookshelves lining the walls, a desk at the end, and two large leather sofas. A lamp on an end table was the only light in the room.  I plopped down on one of the sofas, next to Elaine, and stared at her like a puppy awaiting her response. She smiled and sipped her wine again before putting the glass on the table and turning off the lamp. The room was instantly dark except for the light from a streetlight that spilled through a window over the desk. She took my wine glass and put it on the table before turning back to me and pressing our lips together. I heard a muffled growl just before she turned and threw her leg over mine. Her arms fell around my neck, pinning me against the noisy leather. Her kiss was intense, her warm, soft lips grinding against mine. When our faces separated, her lips began to kiss their way up and down my neck on one side, then on the other. Now she was the one making love to me, it was something that I had never experienced and it was immensely exciting. My cock stiffened immediately and I could feel her hips grinding against me.

Suddenly she stopped and leaned back. Her eyes were cloudy and her mouth hung open. “Damn, I haven't felt like this in years.” She reached down and lifted the sweater over her head, throwing it onto the hardwood floor. I reached for her breasts with both hands but she caught my hands and pushed them back against the sofa. There they remained until she released me and her hands reached behind her back. The lacy white bra suddenly fell loose and she slid it from her arms. In the dim light she sat with her arms at her sides. I felt frozen as I stared at her modest breasts with their perky nipples.

“Not exactly Playboy material, are they?”

I felt stupid and slow, not knowing exactly how to react. Lowering my arms I stared into her eyes. 

“They're absolutely beautiful to me.” Wrapping my arms around her, I pulled her to me as my mouth found a hardened nipple. She gasped when I sucked lightly and swirled with my tongue. My teeth nipped carefully at her.

Her arms fell behind me and crushed my head against her chest. Her tone was frantic. “Harder! Suck harder! That's it baby, I won't break.”

She growled again when I pulled harder against her nipple.

“Yes! God yes!” Her hands gripped my head, pulling it away long enough for her to turn slightly. Now she crushed my head against her other breast as I again latched on tightly. My hands were on her bare back, and I felt her hair brush against them when she leaned her head back. I tangled my fingers into her hair and pushed her face to mine. My tongue entered her open mouth and danced against her tongue. Her moan was stifled in my mouth. 

Our faces separated and her hands reached for the buttons of my shirt. Like two people in a panic, our fumbling fingers worked to open the seemingly endless buttons. While she pulled open my shirt, I struggled to unbutton the cuffs. At last, with her help, my shirt was peeled from my body and cast aside. With her lips again on mine, her arms wrapped about my neck and her body pressed against mine. I reveled in the feeling of her warn flesh touching mine, her pointed nipples pushing hard against me.  My few previous experiences had left me unprepared for something like this. Usually it was me doing everything in my power to persuade some sweet young lady to allow me to explore her body and, more often than not, my efforts were futile. This was a grown woman sharing with me her eagerness for an experience together. It was like walking through a door into another world.

When our lips parted, I tried to lean forward to capture a nipple with my mouth. To my surprise, she stopped me.

“No, wait...please.” She slid back and stood up. I could not take my eyes from her breasts and the beauty of the topless woman before me. She turned and kicked off her brown loafers as she opened her belt and unzipped her pants. Putting them aside, she slid down her white panties leaving her nude except for odd brown socks. Leaning forward, she reached for me and began to unbuckle my belt. I kicked off my shoes and hurried to raise my hips so she could slide off my pants. Still in that awkward position, she quickly returned to slide off my underwear. As my underwear flew to join my pants on the end of the sofa, I quickly peeled off and discarded my socks just a moment before she pushed me back against the sofa and straddled me. 

“Now baby, suck me. Suck me good and hard.”

I needed no further instruction before closing my lips about her nipple and sucking like a maniacal newborn. To her delight, I alternated between breasts gaining gasps and moans from her open mouth. Her hips ground against my stiff cock leaving a trail of moisture. I twisted to position myself to enter her but instead found a strange 'cat and mouse' game where she would dodge my efforts. I began to think that she was simply teasing me and that I would go home painfully swollen as had happened so many times before.  

As my frustration began to build, finally she stopped moving and pulled my head back from her. Her hair had slid into her face and her panting mouth hung open. My arms hung loosely about her neck while her eyes bored into mine. A smile fell across her lips and her hand wrapped about me. Her hips moved slightly and I began to feel warmth and wetness encompass my cock. Her eyes brightened as her expression alternated from smiling to gasping. Then her arms were about my neck again and her face burrowed into my shoulder as her hips touched mine.

She had taken control and that was fine with me. Soft whimpers floated to my ear as her hips moved ever so slightly. Her voice was choked as she whispered to me.

“Oh God how I've missed this. You can't imagine how much I've missed this.”

I remained silent, responding only with kisses to her neck and cheek.  I held her against me, one hand softly stroking her hair. When she began to move, I tried to match her movements with gentle thrusts. This was such a new experience for me. I had never encountered a woman whose level of desire might well exceed mine. It was new but very welcomed. 
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