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PROLOGUE

There comes a time (at least there SHOULD come a time) when a young man leaves his family and sets out to start his own life.  He has finished his education or training, which usually leads to him getting a job.  By accepting the responsibility of showing up each day and performing his job, our young man has reached a level of adulthood that will allow him to finally be in charge of his own life free of parental rules.  Finally, his regular income will allow him to immerse himself in debt as he pays for housing, transportation, food, more taxes than he ever imagined and, last but not least, the chance to spend more money than he should on indulgences. As a healthy young man, he will passionately pursue women in the hope of securing sex without the complications of love, only to discover that he is a blind man in a mine field that he can neither see nor understand.

For anyone who has never lived in a trailer park, trailer park life is an adventure all by itself.  There seems to be constant “red neck drama” with drinking to excess, usually followed by a fight, accusations of theft, usually followed by a fight, accusations of “messin’ with” husband or wife, usually followed by a fight, and, fights, usually followed by a fight.  Lots of big pickup trucks, loud country music and, of course, fights.  While I lived there I did my best to remain quiet and stay off the red neck radar lest I be accused of any of the above discretions and be challenged to a fight.  I did find a couple of lonely women about twice my age who had no husbands and who were constantly in need of help with something or other around the homestead.  Being handy and helpful can be SO rewarding.

‘Trailer Park Nights’ is a series of five books that follow a young man as he starts life on his own including numerous sexual adventures.  His journey of discovery is usually guided by skilled and knowledgeable women who bring fire and energy into his otherwise work-a-day life. Join him as his world becomes larger and more colorful.

Being a writer is a bit like being the captain of a submarine.  You do everything in your power to be the best at what you do, but you are always flying blind.  Until the periscope is raised and it is possible to actually see where you are going, you cannot know if you are exactly where you want to be or if you are headed for the rocks.  You, dear reader, are my periscope as you provide me with your input.  If you enjoy my stories, let me know why.  If you hate my stories, let me know why.  You are the true pilots of my submarine.

Best wishes,

J. R. Shane

If you have questions or would like to submit your feelings, thoughts, or experiences, you can reach me at jrshane64@gmail.com.
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Chapter One


“HELLO, I’M ROSE.”
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It was one of those hot and steamy days in July of 1971 as I followed the truck pulling my new mobile home to Murphy’s Mobile Home Park in Point Martin.  I had landed my first job and there I was, 22 years old and about to set up my own place and start my new life.  Point Martin was a nice little town, slow and sleepy, along the riverbank at the junction of the river with a large creek.  It was a miniature Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania in its geography, but without all of the hustle and bustle of a large city.  Little could I know, as I watched the truck driver skillfully jockey the large trailer into its assigned place, just how much “hustle and bustle” my life was about to encounter.

My “day job” was at a factory about 20 minutes from Point Martin, but my true love was my music.  I was a drummer in a lounge band, one of those three-man bands with an organ/piano player, a singer, and a drummer.  The type of little band that played everything from the old “standards” of the 1940’s to some of the latest rock & roll. Working 5 days and 4 nights a week was a bit of a juggling act, but the fun and excitement of playing easily overcame the tiredness.

It was at a place in Point Martin called the Riverside Hotel that I met Rose.  She worked there as a waitress and occasional bartender.  She was 10 or 12 years older than me, with beautiful red hair, a captivating smile, and sparkling eyes that could light up a man in a moment. The eyes that invite you, that DARE you, to make a pass at her.  The eyes that supercharge your hormones and put a giant lump in your throat that challenged any word to pass through your dry mouth.

It was near 2 A.M., after we had finished playing, and I was sitting on a barstool as the place slowly emptied out one Friday night.  I was nursing a bourbon and water, when she sat down beside me.  As I turned my face toward hers, I felt as if my body had just turned to stone and my brain had just shut down.  I struggled to at least appear “cool” as my hand trembled so much that the ice in my glass began to tinkle.

“Hi Cutie, great band.” Those were the first words she spoke to me.  Her wide, bright smile revealed slightly crooked front teeth that I had not noticed before.  Her teeth were not so crooked as to detract from her beauty, but it was so unexpected that it surprised me.  All evening I had watched her from my place on the stage.  I studied the grace of her movements, the flow of her dress, the perfection of her hair.  During the dull slow songs my mind flashed through myriad fantasies of burying my hands in that red hair and pressing her lips to mine.  Fantasies of crushing her body against mine and listening to the sound of the zipper as I slowly opened the back of her dress.  A thousand thoughts ran through my mind about this woman.

And now she sat beside me, staring at my frozen, stupid face as I tried in vain to assemble even a few intelligible words.  It seemed an eternity before, “Thank you.  Good crowd tonight.” stumbled from my lips. 

“Yea!  Good tippers too.  Hello, I’m Rose.” She extended her hand to me.

I took her hand in mine, gripping it gently in a handshake.  “Hi Rose, I’m Randy”, I nervously replied.  Her hand was soft, her flesh surprisingly cool to the touch.  A thought entered my mind that it was like touching a breast.  From overhead speakers, the taped music played a slow dance tune.  She seemed to cling to my hand then suddenly she stood up.

“Come dance with me.  All night I’ve been watching other people dance and now it’s my turn.”

Before I could respond, she pulled me from my stool and led me to the still darkened dance floor.  In the dim light she molded her body against me as my arms wrapped around her.  She slid her hand free of mine and folded her arms around my neck.  I was breathless as her soft, warm body pressed against me and those eyes, those incredible green eyes with the soft gray edges, sapped from my mind any semblance of organized thought. What was left was a large boy with a rapidly hardening cock under the complete control of this beautiful woman.

“Where are you from Randy?” She whispered to me.

“I just moved here recently”, I mumbled through my dry mouth, “I’m living across the river, over at Murphy’s.”

“Oh, the trailer park.” She replied, “There’s ALWAYS something going on there.”


“Really? What do you mean?”



“I have friends over there, they party hard. They drink till the booze is gone, then they either fight or make love all night.  Never a dull time over there.”

“I haven’t been there long,” I stammered, “Haven’t experienced the parties yet.”

“Then maybe it’s time.  Tonight’s not too soon for you is it?”  I felt her hips grinding against my now rigid cock leaving me caught in both my nervousness and embarrassment. Her arms tightened about my neck pulling my head down until her teeth nipped at my ear lobe and her tongue teased at my ear. As she slowly released my neck I straightened up until our eyes met and those amazing eyes again left me limp save for one extremely rigid part.

“Don’t leave without me.” Then she pulled away and walked toward the bar leaving me very much alone, the front of my pants bulging, on the empty dance floor.

As my wits returned, I quickly jammed my right hand deep into my pocket in a vain attempt to disguise her victory, and I returned to my barstool.  The bourbon and water disappeared in a chain of swallows, its jolt of alcohol helping to clear my head.

It did not take long for the place to empty out.  The bartender and the manager were busy cleaning and setting up for the next day.  I was SO grateful that we had an extended engagement there and that I did not have to pack up. Suddenly Rose was beside me, wearing a black sweater over her white uniform dress.

“Are you ready?” She asked me. Try as I may, I could not help feeling clumsy and stupid.

“Sure!” I answered. As I stood up, she took my arm as we walked toward the door.  She clung tightly to me, casually squeezing my elbow against her soft breast. I felt a bit embarrassed when I opened the door of my 7 year-old car revealing the dirt and clutter that had accumulated.  She seemed to graciously ignore it as I slid in on the driver’s side.

We eased our way through town and past the ever-present police car sitting at the stop sign in the center of town.  The glass pack mufflers rumbled their throaty V-8 tune as we crossed the steel decked river bridge and turned toward the trailer park.  The awkward silence was deafening within the car as I struggled in my mind to come up with a topic of conversation.  Fortunately the ride was short and we pulled into the trailer park road.

There were 4 rows of trailers with two roads extending the length of the park.  The center two rows were arranged such that the backs of the trailers in the center two rows overlapped about 10 feet, like the teeth of a giant zipper.  Mine was in row 2, almost at the opposite end of the park from the entrance we had just turned in.  As we passed the first trailer in row 2, Rose spoke up.

“That’s Merrilee DuBois’ trailer there.  She’s dating an old guy about 70 ‘cause he’s got money, but she likes young men.  She jokes about her “young bucks” and her “daddy bucks”.  Across the road from her are Earl and Janice.  She keeps Earl working night and day while she parties.”

We drove along slowly as Rose pointed out trailer after trailer, talking about the occupants, their lifestyles, their scandals, their arrests, and so forth.  She was a wealth of information.  I had not been there long enough to learn any of that, but I would later come to appreciate the information.

As we pulled up in front of my place, I was glad that I’d had the good sense to leave the outside light on.  I turned the car off and rushed around to open the door for Rose and to offer her my hand.  I knew that I had little else to impress her, maybe good manners would help.  She swung her legs out and took my hand.  Even in the moonlight her shapely legs caught my eye and re-energized my glands.

“Thank you Randy.” Her tone expressed that she had not expected such courtesy.  Perhaps I had scored some points.  We walked around the car on the crude gravel walkway and to the still-wobbly steps up to the door.  I awkwardly reached around her to open the door and switched on the lights.

“Well, this is nice Randy!  It still has that new smell. I like it!”

“Thank you Rose, can I take your sweater? Please make yourself at home.”

She unbuttoned her sweater, sliding it off and handing it to me.  She slowly strolled about the living room, pausing to examine the television and stereo component system.  I hurried her sweater into the small second bedroom that now contained my belongings that I had not yet put away. As I looked at the piles of clothes on the bed and the numerous boxes I thought I’m glad I finally got that crap out of the car! 

When I walked back into the room Rose was still looking at the system. “Nice equipment, how about some music?”

I pushed the power button and made an elaborate ceremony of energizing the speakers, adjusting dials, and throwing switches.  Most of my actions were unnecessary and had no effect upon the music, but my, in reality, cheap stereo system had big speakers and lots of colorful lights and dials, and maybe my little show would impress her.  Finally I tuned in some slow, rhythmic music as Rose seated herself on the couch. Turning to her I asked, “Can it get you something, a drink maybe?”

“Do you have any coke?” she asked. The room lights made her eyes flash again sending my heart fluttering and my mind out to lunch.

“No, but I might have some Pepsi.”

She stared at me blankly for a moment, then transitioned into a smile. “Never mind, I’m fine. Just come dance with me.” It would be years before the true meaning of that exchange set in upon me.  There was my naiveté glowing for this incredible woman to see, and I was truly clueless.

She rose to meet me as I walked toward her, pausing to turn on a table lamp.  Following her lead, I turned and switched off the bright overhead light.  In the soft light she again fell into my arms, our bodies swaying slowly in time with the music.  My hands relished the fabric of her dress even as my desire was enflamed by the feel and scent of her hair against my cheek.  She softly hummed along with the song, each perfect note delighting my ear and leaving me begging for more.  Her whispered words jolted me back from my comfortable world.

“I really like your band, and I enjoyed your jokes.”

“Thank you.  We’ve been together for years, and I’m more accustomed to people ignoring my jokes.  I only tell them to fill in those awkward silences between songs.”

“Well I thought you were cute.”

I pulled back slightly to answer her and my eyes met hers.  In that instant I was captivated.  Her flame-red hair, those amazing eyes, and now her lips that I had not noticed before were just inches away.  I could not speak, I could not think, it was as if I fell into a trance. A trance that ended when her arms wrapped around my neck and I found my lips tightly upon hers. The softness and warmth of her lips was unlike any I had ever known before.  It was like a dream from which I never wished to awake.  Now I could feel her body pressed against mine as my cock became instantly rigid.

The kiss faded and our faces separated.  Her eyes still blazed at me but now they were filled with desire that matched my own.  We stared at each other but a moment before my lips again found hers.  She made small whimper-like sounds into my ear that sent my senses boiling.  I held her as tightly as I could against me, as if by releasing her she would somehow disappear again leaving me alone and embarrassed.  Lust filled my mind as desire filled my heart.

As our faces separated again, we stood momentarily looking blankly at each other as if each waited for the other to say or do something.  Finally I took her hand in mine and walked toward the couch.  I turned off the table lamp, leaving us in near darkness, and started to guide her toward the couch.  Suddenly she stopped and I turned back to her. I heard her speak softly.

“Sweetie, why bother with the couch?  We both know where this is going.  Where’s your bedroom?” 

I could not answer her.  My heart pounded, my face was flushed, and my breathing was rushed. I could never remember being as excited by a woman as I was by her.  I changed direction and guided her to the hallway that extended back to the rear bedroom.  I paused only to click on the hallway light, holding her hand tightly for fear that she might change her mind.

As I feared, the bedroom was the same mess I had left earlier.  Had I known such good fortune would find me, I would have cleaned the place to a spotless condition in preparation, but now all I could do was flip up the covers on the unmade bed and throw the dirty clothes into a pile in the corner. 

The instant that my chores were finished, I turned off the hallway light and took her back into my arms.  In the darkness her kiss and the scent of her hair left me lightheaded.  Never in my wildest dreams could I have expected to have such a beautiful woman in my life, let alone in my bedroom.  As I kissed her, my hands found the zipper at the back of her dress.  I easily released the small hook at the top.  Then one hand held the fabric as the other slowly pulled down the long zipper.  I listened in near orgasmic excitement to the sound of the zipper opening.  The very fantasy I had dreamed in a flash earlier was coming true.  That magical, semi-metallic sound filled my ears with a tone more blessed than a choir of angels.

I broke our kiss and moved back from her only far enough to lift the dress over her head and hang it on the bedroom door.  Then I did the same with the white slip beneath.  Her warm body was once again against mine and my tongue explored her mouth. Her smooth flesh was glorious as my hands traveled her back, pausing to grasp the slim, tight cheeks of her butt.  She again made that low, sexy noise as I pulled her hips tightly against my swollen cock.

The hooks at the back of her bra seemed to be endless as I fumbled through one after the other.  It seemed I would never open the last one when suddenly the garment fell loose allowing my hands complete access to that perfectly smooth area of her back.  I had always found something magical about the smoothness of a woman’s bare back.  Perhaps it is the feeling of the now uninterrupted flesh, or possibly it is the knowledge that the treasures on the other side are now mine for the taking.  Whatever the reason, for me, the bare back has always been its own reward. 

As my hands made their circular route around her back, my thumbs hooked under the hanging fabric of the bra.  I moved my chest back just enough for my thumbs to guide my hands under the bra and around.  The feeling was second only to orgasm as the front of her bra lifted up and her full breasts dropped into my waiting hands.  She whimpered again and shuddered, her lips pressed more tightly to mine. Her arms tightened about my neck as my thumbs found her hard nipples.  Her breasts were amazingly soft, with skin that seems so much smoother than that anywhere else upon her body.  Her stiff nipples jutted beyond the circles of roughened flesh that surrounded them.  The slightest brush of my hand brought an enthusiastic reaction from her.

I moved her backward slightly until I could feel the edge of the bed, then I gently lowered her.  As she sat upon the bed, I lifted her legs and slid off the silken panties that so rudely separated me from the glorious experience of her nude body.  Casting them on the floor to join the bra, I quickly stripped off my own clothing.  I could not move fast enough to suit myself, but after what seemed an eternity, I stretched out full length with her warm, tender body pressed against mine.  The feeling was sublime.

My mouth began to move around her, kissing and nibbling at her ears and neck.  I slid down, pausing to enjoy the smoothness of her chest before my lips locked onto a rigid nipple.  Her back arched, she twisted, she cried out in a low, soft sound of pleasure.  Her hands tightened and pulled at my hair.  While my mouth nursed and my tongue flicked, my hand continued its travels down across her smooth belly and back to rub and squeeze each tight buttock.

I felt her hands begin to explore my body, from my shoulders, down my back, and up my side.  Her touch was electric, her trailing fingers leaving paths of tingling skin as they passed.  Her long fingernails teased at points that sent shocks through me.

My hand touched the tops of her legs as her hips twisted.  I teased from her knees up along her thighs.  I heard the bed sheets rustle as her legs opened.  My fingers dropped between them to slide slowly along both inner thighs, working relentlessly toward the flaming fleece that lay between them.  She cried out as I first brushed her most tender area, trying to touch only the tiny mass of curly hair rather than the treasure below.  Then my touch became firmer and firmer until my hand pressed securely upon her damp, folded flesh.  She again cried out at my touch, her hips rising to meet my hand and her arm threatening to strangle me in its grip about my neck.  My fingers parted her as my long finger found the silky dampness and moved up to her most sensitive area.  Her hips thrashed wildly as I rubbed her hard clitoris in a slow, circular motion.  I slid first one finger, then a second inside of her.  I knew that she was fully ready for our union.

I removed my wet fingers from her and positioned myself between her open legs.  I felt her arm move between us as my nerves screamed in anticipation of entering her. I felt her hand grasp my steaming hot and rigid cock and begin to guide it toward its goal.  I could hardly breathe. Her touch was cool, her experience obvious. The excitement was overwhelming.

And then it happened!  That most unthinkable disaster that haunts men from puberty to the grave.  As if in a wet dream, my semen spurted onto her while my body was racked in involuntary convulsions.  In what seemed an instant, it was over.

I froze in shock, my hands and knees still locked in position as my head hung in disbelief of what had happened. That electric and magical mood was gone. The excitement was gone and the embarrassment was crushing.  I could not recall a time when I wished to die more than at that moment.  I opened my eyes to see her eyes wide open and staring back at me.  I silently hoped that the devastation upon my face would bring a sympathetic reaction from her. 

It was an answer to my prayers when her arms wrapped about me and she turned me to the side, holding me tightly as she whispered, “It’s all right honey.  You’ll be back in a few minutes.  Things were moving too quickly anyway.” 

Despite my frustration, I was eternally grateful for her understanding.  She could have jumped up and demanded to be taken home, but instead she was patient and understanding.  No wonder young men desire older women.

After expressing my remorse, I went to the bathroom and brought back a warm, damp washcloth and cleaned my residue from her and myself. Then I took the cloth back and invited her to snuggle up under the covers.  Instead she just smiled and said softly, “Forget it, you don’t get off that easy.”

She threw back the covers, kicked one leg across my chest and straddled me.  Then she grabbed my wrists and held them over my head as she moved her hips up over my face.  As she positioned her damp “fur pie” over my mouth she told me, ”You better learn the rules sweetie.  If you can’t ‘meat it’, you better ‘eat it’.”

She had caught me completely off guard. I twisted my head and positioned myself so I could breathe freely.  Then I stuck out my tongue and began to explore her wet and slightly salty labia.  Her hips twisted and rocked back and forth as my tongue began to have the desired effect.

“Ohhhh, yes...that’s it...right there!” She instructed me in the how and where she wanted my tongue.  I lay helpless below her, enthusiastically licking and flicking her parted labia.  I found that she liked for me to lick her full length, again and again.  Then I would stop and push my tongue as deeply into her as I could reach, twisting and wiggling it.  I would follow that by locating her little hard “bud”. lifting and flicking it.  Soon she was gasping and crying out and I found myself with some control over her.  I was quickly discovering what she liked as well as how and when she liked it.  She was nearly frantic atop me now.  She had released my wrists now and was supporting herself against the headboard.  I took her full breasts that hung so temptingly over me in my hands just as I wrapped my lips about her clit.  First I applied a gentle kiss and she seemed to freeze in place.  As the kiss changed into sucking, she suddenly cried out and froze again, pushing her hips forcefully against my mouth.  Her cries became rhythmic and I attempted to match my sucking and licking to her pulses.  My face was completely wet with her moisture as she slowed and then stopped her frantic motions.  I lay still as she caught her breath, then I felt her climb off of me.  I could see her face even in the darkened room, the edge of her hair damp with perspiration.  She smiled as she bent down and kissed me hard on the lips, smearing the wetness all over my face.

“You DO learn quickly”, she told me smiling, ”I like that. Let’s see what else you can learn.”

With that she began to move her face down along my chest, pausing to suck my nipples.  Her tongue left a damp path as it made its way downward, teasing and tickling its way around and into my navel. I began to feel a most desired stirring as that which had been limp began to inflate like a folded air mattress.  Her hand slid between my thighs, her fingernails carving tingling paths from my knees upward. Along first one leg and then the other as her hand converged with her face and my newly stimulated cock.  I could feel my organ standing tall and crying out for attention as her tongue entered my tangled pubic hair.  Her hand gently and lovingly cradled and massaged my eager balls.  My body stiffened as her tongue brushed the head of my cock.

“OOOOH”, she teased, “Look at who’s ready to party again.” I felt the flat of her hand run slowly up and down the underside of my cock as her tongue traveled the other side.  The sensation left me with my hips twisting and my mouth hanging open.  When I felt her hand close around the base of my shaft, I hoped that what I had dreamed of was coming next.  I hung in limbo, not wanting to move for fear that she would stop.  Then I felt her warm lips envelop my cock head, with just a teasing touch at first, then slowly taking it deeper and deeper into her mouth.  I groaned out loud as I felt the wonderful wet, smooth lips sliding slowly up and down my length.  I was actually glad now that I had already cum once, for surely her skillfulness would have otherwise caused me to explode within her mouth.  But instead I was able to fully enjoy the abilities of this incredible woman and to beg for more with my moans and gasps.  Her hand slowly lifted my balls and I felt two fingers rubbing the flesh below in a circular motion.  I did not understand what she was doing, nor at that moment did I care.  But I could feel the skin of my cock grow slightly tighter and it felt as if I had actually become longer.

Her fingernail brushed my butt hole, causing me to cry out and involuntarily jump, thrusting my cock deep into her mouth.  She took her mouth off of my cock.

“Oh, you liked that one. I’ll have to watch or you’ll ram this thing through my head.“

I laughed nervously.  Even in the dark I could feel those magnificent eyes looking at me.  I watched as she drew herself up onto her knees, then she moved one knee across my hips.  I felt her hand grasp my swollen cock, and after a few adjustments, she lowered her hips and impaled herself upon it.  Her moans matched mine as we held without moving, both enjoying the magic and sensual delight of our joining.  I began to move first with just the tiniest movement of my hips. The warm, wet smoothness of her was beyond description.  It was like a fine, delicate wine that had to be enjoyed slowly and carefully so as not to waste or detract from the experience.  She began to move also, her hips very slowly rocking and moving up and down.  She leaned forward and put her arms beside my shoulders as my hands reached up to cradle her full, luscious breasts.

She was gasping now and her head hung down, her mouth open.  Her hair tickled at the skin of my face and shoulders.  I could see that her eyes were closed.  It thrilled me that finally I was bringing pleasure to this woman just as I had wanted to.  The thought that she was enjoying my cock as much as I was enjoying her was intensely exciting to me.  I watched her as her face lifted up toward the ceiling then tilted down to me.  Her eyes popped open and she looked squarely at me.  These were not the eyes of earlier. They were still beautiful, but they were soft and dull.  No longer did they cut through me with that sharp, focused, controlling glance.  Now her eyes begged for more of the pleasure her body felt.  Her tongue ran around her open lips, wetting them before she spoke.

“God I LOVE your cock. It’s so LONG and so ROCK hard.  I can’t get enough.”  Then her eyes closed again, her mouth hung open, and her face turned away.  I felt her hips moving faster and harder against me.  At last, finally I had some control of her.  I began to match my upward thrusts with hers.  I rammed hard, wanting to lift her up and to slam her back down onto me. It seemed that the harder I pushed, the more she reacted.  Her hips began to grind against mine at the same time rocking hard from front to back.  The feeling was sensational as her rolling hips pressed her pelvic bones against the head of my cock.  It was as if internal fingers were massaging my most tender area.  I had never known that sex could feel this GOOD.

Her pushes became more deliberate and positioned.  I could only follow along as if we were dancing and she was leading.  Her head hung down now, her eyes were closed.  She began to mumble until I could finally understand her.  With each long, hard stroke now I could hear her.

“Yes! Oh yes! There! Just like that! YES!”  She was climbing the ladder and I knew she was near the top.  This was my chance to make it good for her.  I followed her thrusts with my own and began to slide slightly up and down on the bed to change the angle of my cock.  It was almost frightening how intense she became, hammering and pounding on my cock like a wild animal.  Then she seemed to freeze.  Her eyes were closed, her mouth hung open.  I kept up my thrusting until some instinct told me to thrust deeply and hold it.  It felt as if I lifted her hips into the air as I made the hardest thrust that I could make. Then I held her there suspended upon me.

“UUUUUHHHHH!” The long, low sound poured from her body.  I felt her muscles tighten upon me, squeezing me like a pleasurable vise. Then I felt fluid gush down my cock and run over both sides of my hips.  It startled me.

What the hell was that? I wondered. Christ, did she just pee on me? Pulses shot through her body causing her to shiver and cry out.  Again and again she stiffened as smaller blasts of fluid ran over me.  Then she became still.  Her arms could no longer support her as she collapsed, panting, on top of me.  Perspiration from her face and body felt cool against my skin.  I wrapped my arms around her and held her tightly against me as I listened to her breathing and felt her heart still racing.

She lay still only a few minutes before I felt her hips moving again.  She kissed me without saying a word, her wet lips and tongue smeared saliva around my mouth.  In a moment she was back up and riding me again.  This time was slower but more deliberate.  She seemed to know exactly what she wanted.  It was only a short time before she again cried out as fluid ran down over my hips. What IS that? Until tonight, I had never experienced anything like it and my curiosity was boiling.  Once again she lay down on top of me, spent and panting.

I was at a loss.  I did not want to break the mood with stupid questions, but I really did not understand what was happening.  I just held her quietly.  And, just as before, it was just a short time until she was back up and going again. Man, this woman’s a MACHINE!   But I just relaxed and let her ride me again, her hips positioning and rolling in a controlled manner. And once again she cried out as a noticeably smaller burst of fluid drained across my hips. Wow, this is fun. I wondered how many more times she could do this.

My answer was soon coming, for this time when she collapsed, she slid to the side and rolled me over on top of her.  After she caught her breath, she wrapped her arms about my neck and pulled my lips down onto hers.  Her face seemed swollen and her hair was soaked with perspiration.  Her lips were soft and loose and wet, as if they were tired.  That did not surprise me, considering the effort she had just put forth. She whispered to me, “I’m tired, you drive for a while.”

And I was ready to ‘drive’.  Ready to drive my stiff cock as deeply into her as I could push it.  I pulled myself up on my knees and began to slide in and out of her with long, slow, teasing strokes.  She was still very wet and surprisingly loose, but her pussy still felt wonderful.  Her hips began to react by matching my strokes as she began to breathe heavily again.  Small moans returned to her lips.  I began to drive harder and faster.  Her hands grabbed at my arms as she began to encourage me.

“Yes...oh yes!...Fuck me!...Yes!...Fuck me hard!” rolled from her lips. It was exciting to hear such filthy language from her .

I pounded at her as deeply as I could get.  Then I hooked my arms under her knees and lifted up her legs.  Now I could touch her cervix with the end of my cock and I knew that I was deep within her.  She began to pant and to groan with each pounding stroke.  She clutched at my arms, her pants and gasps coming faster and faster. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!”, echoed at each stroke.  I felt her fingernails dig into my flesh as she cried out that same low, guttural sound that she had made before.  I again felt her internal muscles squeeze me, but it was more intense at this angle.  My balls were suddenly wet and made a slapping sound against her.  I felt moisture surround my steaming hot cock.  She began to “buck” wildly like an animal, her desire suddenly insatiable.  I again followed my instinct and plunged deeply into her and held it, then I tilted back and made several quick strokes with the head of my cock pulled tightly against the front of her canal.  I felt moisture squirt again as I plunged back into her again.
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